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PREFACE
A SMALL portion of this tale appeared in " Once a
Week," July—September, 1 8 5 9 , under the title of
«< A Good Fight."
After writing it, I took wider views of the subject,
and also felt uneasy at having deviated, unriecessarily,
from the historical outline of a true story.

These two

sentiments have cost me more than a year's very hard
labour, which I venture to think has not been wasted.
After this plain statement I trust all who comment
on this work will see that^ to describe it as a reprint,
would be unfair to the public and to me.

The

English language is copious and, in any true man's
hands, quite able to convey the t r u t h ; viz., that onefifth of the present work is a reprint, and four-fifths
of it a new composition.

T H E C L O I S T E R AND
THE HEARTH
CHAPTER I.
NOT a day passes over the earth, but men and women of no note da
great deeds, speak great words, and suffer noble sorrows. Of these
obscure heroes, philosophers, and martyrs, the greater part will never be
known till that hour, when many that are great shall be small, and the
Email great; but of others the world's knowledge may be said to sleep :
their lives and characters lie hidden from nations in the annals that
record them. The general reader cannot feel them, they are presented
BO curtly and coldly : they are not like breathing stories appealing to his
heart, but little historic hailstones striking him but to glance off his
bosom: nor can he understand them; for epitomes are not narratives, as
skeletons are not himian figures.
Thus records of prime truths remain a dead letter to plain folk;
the writers have left so much to the imagination, and imagination is
so rare a gift. Here, then, the writer of fiction may be of use to the public
—as an interpreter.
There is a musty chronicle, written in tolerable Latin, and in it a
chapter where every sentence holds a fact. Here is told, with harsh
brevity, the strange history of a pair, who lived untrumpeted, and died
unsung, four hundred years ago; and lie now, as unpitied, in that stern
page, as fossils in a rock. Thus, living or dead, Fate is still unjust to
them. For if I can but show you what lies below that dry chronicler's
words, methinks you will correct the indifference of centuries, and gi\'e
those two sore tried souls a place in your heart—for a day.
It was past the middle of the fifteenth century, Louis XL was sovereign
of France; Edward IV- was wrongful King of England; and Philip
"the Good," having by force and cunning dispossessed his cousin
Jacqueline, and broken her heart, reigned undisturbed this many years
!ai HoUand, where our tale begins.
Elias, and Catherine his wife, lived in the little town of Tergou. 113
traded, wholesale and retail, in cloth, silk, broivn holland, and, above all,
in curried leather, a material highly valued by the middling peopli-,
because it would stand twenty years' wear, and turn an ordinary knil'e,
no small virtue in a jerkin of that century, in which folk were so liberal
e
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j>f their steel; even at dinjaer a man would leave his meat awhile, and
carve you his neighbour, on a very moderate difference of opinion.
The couple were well to do, and would have been free from all eaiiihly
care, but for nine children. When these were coming into the world,
one per annum, each was hailed with rejoicings, and the saints were
thanked, not expostulated with; and when parents and children were
all young together, the latter were looked upon as lovely little playtliings
invented by Heaven for the amusement, joy, and evening solace of people
in business.
But as the olive-branches shot up, and the parents grew older, and
saw vdth their own eyes the fate of large families, misgivings and care
mingled with their love. They belonged to a singularly wise and
provident people: in Holland reckless parents were as rare as disobedien*
children. So now when the huge loaf came in on a gigantic trencher,
looking like a fortress in its moat, and, the tour of the table once made,
seemed to have melted away, Elias and Catherine would look at one
another and say, "Who is to find bread for them all when we are gone?"
At this observation the younger ones needed all their filial respect
to keep their little Dutch countenances; for in their opinion dinn(;r
and supper came by nature like sunrise and sunset, and, so long as that
luminary should travel round the earth, so long must the brown loaf go
round their family circle, and set in their stomachs only to rise again in
the family oven. But the remark awakened the national thoughtfulness
of the elder boys, and being often repeated, set several of the family
thinking, some of them good thoughts, some ill thoughts, according to
the nature of the thinkers.
" Kate, the children grow so, this table wiU soon be too small."
"We cannot afford it, Eli," replied Catherine, answering not his
words, but his thought, after the manner of women.
Their anxiety f ,)r the future took at times a less dismal but more
mortifjdng turn. The free burghers had their pride as well as the
nobles; and the? i two could not bear that any of their blood should go
dovm in the burgh after their decease.
So by prudence and self-denial they managed to clothe all the little
bodies, and feed all the great mouths, and yet put by a small hoard to
ttieet the future; and, as it grew, and grew, they felt a pleasure the
raiser hoarding for himseK knows not.
One day the eldest boy but one, aged nineteen, came to his mother,
and, with that outward composure which has so misled some persons as
to the real nature of this people, begged her to intercede with his father
to send him to Amsterdam, and place him with a merchant. " It is the
way of life that likes me: merchants are wealthy; I am good at numbers ; prithee, good mother, take my part in this, and I shall ever be, ag
I am now, your debtor."
Catherine threw up her hands with dismay and incredulity. " What,
leave Tergou!"
" What is one street to me more than another ? If I can leave the folk
of Tergou, I can surely leave the stones."
" What! quit youi poor father now he is no longer young?"
" Mother, if I can leave you, I can leave him."
" What, leave your poor brothers and .listers, that love yo'i 3c
Jear»
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" There are enough in the house without me."
" What mean you, Richart? Who is more thought of than you 3 Stay
have I spoken sharp to you? Have I been unkind to you?"
" Never that I know of; and if you had, you should never hear of it
fi'om m.e. Mother," said Richart, gravely, but the tear was in his eye,
" i t all lies in a word. And nothing can change my mind. There will be
0118 mouth less for you to feed."
" There now, see what my tongue has done," said Catherine, and tlie
next moment she began to cry. For she saw her first young bird on the
edge of the nest trying his wings, to fly into the world. Richart had a
calm, strong will, and she knew he never wasted a word.
It ended as nature has willed all such discourse shall e n d : young
.Richart went to A.msterdam Mfith a face so long and sad as it had never
been seen before, and a heart like granite.
Tliat afternoon at supper there was one mouth less. Catherine looked
at Richart's chair and wept bitterly. On this Elias shouted roughly and
angrily to the children, " Sit wider! can't y e : sit wider!" and
turned Ills head away over the back of his seat awhile, and was
silent.
Richart was launched; and never cost them another penny : but to
fit him out and place him in the house of Vander Stegen, the merchant,
took all the little hoard but one gold crown. They began again. Two
years passed, Richart found a niche in conxmerce for his brother Jacob,
and Jacob left Tergou directly after dinner, which was at eleven in the
forenoon. At supper that day Elias remembered what had happened the
last t i m e ; so it was in a low whisper he said, " Sit wider, dears!" NOAV
until that moment, Catherine loould not see the gap at table, for her
daughter Catherine had besought her not to grieve to-night, and she had
said. " No, sweetheart, I promise I will not, since it vexes my children."
But when Elias whispered " Sit wider !" says she, " A y ! the table will
soon be too big for the children: and you thought it would be too
small," and having delivered this with forced calmness, she put up her
apron the next moment, and wept sore.
" ' T i s the best that leave us," sobbed she, " t h a t is the cruel
part."
" N a y ! n a y ! " said Elias, " our children are good children, and all are
dear to us aUke. Heed her n o t ! What God takes from us still seems
better than what he spares to u s : that is to say, men are by nature
unthankful—and women silly."
" And I say Richart and Jacob were the flower of the flock,"
sobbed Catherine.
The little coft'er was empty again, and to fill it they gathered like
ants. I n those days speculation was pretty much confined to the cardand-dice business. Elias knew no way to wealth but the slow and sure
one. " A penny saved is a penny gained," was his humble creed. AU
that was not required for the business, and the necessaries of life, went
into the little coffer with steel bands and florid key. They denied themselves in turn the humblest luxuries, and then, catching one another's
looks, smiled; perhaps with a greater joy than seK-indulgence has to
bestow. And so in three years more they had gleaned enough to set up
their fourth son as a master tailor, and their eldest daughter as a robjmaker, in Tergou. Here were two more provided for; their owm trade
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would enable them to throw work into the hands of this pair. But ths
coffer was drained to the dregs, and this time the shop too bled a little
in goods if not in coin.
Alas! there remained on hand two that were unable to get theii
dread, and two that were unwilling. The unable ones were, 1, Giles, a
dwarf, of the wrong sort, half stupidity, half malice, all head and claws
and voice, run from by dogs and unprejudiced females, and sided with
through thick and tloin by his mother; 2, Little Catherine, a poor little
girl that could only move on crutches. She lived in pain, but smiled
through it, with her marble face and violet eyes and long silky lashes :
and fretful or repining word never came from her lips. The unwilling
ones were Sybrandt, the youngest, a ne'er-do-weel, too much in love
with play to work, and Cornells, the eldest, who had made calculations,
and stuck to the hearth, waiting for dead men's shoes. Almost worn
out by their repeated efforts, and above all dispirited by the moral and
physical infirmities of those that now remained on hand, the anxious
couple would often say, " What wiU become of all these when we shall
be no longer here to take care of them?" But when they had said this
a good many times, suddenly the domestic horizon cleared, and then
they used still to say it, because a habit is a habit, but they uttered it
half mechanically now, and added brightly and cheerfully, "but thanks
'o St. Bavon and all the sauits, there's Gerard."
Young Gerard was for many years of his life a son apart and distinct;
object of no fears and no great hopes. No fears; for he was going into
the Church; and the Church could always maintain her children by
hook or by crook in those days: no great hopes, because his family had
no interest -with the great to get him a benefice, and the young man's
own habits were frivolous, and, indeed, such as our cloth merchant
would not have put up with in any one but a clerk that was to be. His
trivialities were reading and penmanship, and he was so wrapped up in
them that often he could hardly be got away to his meals. The day was
never long enough for him: and he carried ever a tinder-box and brimstone matches, and begged ends of candles of the neighbours, which he
lighted at unreasonable hours—ay, even at eight of the clock at night in
winter, when the very burgomaster was abed. Endured at home, his
practices were encouraged by the monks of a neighbouring convent.
They had taught him penmanship, and continued to teach him, until one
day they discovered, in the middle of a lesson, that he was teaching them.
They pointed this out to him in a merry way: he hung his head and
blushed: he had suspected as much himself, but mistrusted hi3
judgment in so delicate a matter. " But, my son," said an elderly monk,
" how is it that you, to whom God has given an eye so true, a hand so
subtle yet firm, and a heart to love these beaiitiful crafts, how is it you
do not colour as well as write ? A scroU looks but barren imless a border
of fruit, and leaves, and rich arabesc[ues, surround the good words, and
charm the sense as those do the soul and understanding; to say nothing
of the pictures of holy men and women departed, with which the sever^
chapters should be adorned, and not alone the eye soothed with the
brave and sweetly blended colours, but the heart lifted by effigies of
the sauits in glory. Answer me, my son.
At this Gerard was confused, and muttered tha^ he had mads
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several trials at illuminating, but had not succeeded well; and thus the
matter rested.
Soon after this a fellow-enthusiast came on the scene in the unwonted
Corm of an old lady. Margaret, sister and survivor of the brothers Vao
Eyck, left Flanders, and came to end her days in her native country.
She bought a small house near Tergou. In course of time she heard of
Gerard, and saw some of his handiwork: it pleased her so well that she
sent her female servant, Reicht Heynes, to ask liim to come to her.
This led to an acquaintance; it could hardly be otherwise, for little
Tergou had never held so many as two zealots of this sort before. At
first the old lady damped Gerard's courage terribly. At each visit she
fished out of holes and corners dra"wings and paintings, some of them by
her own hand, that seemed to him unapproachable: but if the artist
overpowered him, the woman kept his heart up. She and Reicht soon
turned him inside out like a glove: among other things, they drew from
him what the good monks had failed to hit upon, the reason why he did
not illuminate, viz., that he could not afford the gold, the blue, and the
red, but only the cheap earths; and that he was afraid to ask his mother
to buy the choice colours, and was sure he should ask her in vain. Then
Margaret Van Eyck gave him a little brush-gold, and some vermilion, and
ultramarine, and a piece of good vellum to lay them on. He almost
adored her. As he left the house Reicht ran after him with a candle and
two quarters: he quite kissed her. But better even than the gold and
lapis lazuli to the illuminator was the sympathy to the isolated enthusiast. That sympathy was always ready, and, as he returned it, an
affection sprung up between the old painter and the young caligrapher
that was doubly characteristic of the time. For this was a century in
which the fine arts and the higher mechanical arts were not separated by
any distinct boundary, nor were those who practised them: and it was
an age in which artists sought out and loved one another. Should this
last statement stagger a painter or writer of our day, let me remind him
that even Christians loved one another at first starting.
Backed by an acquaintance so A^enerable, and strengthened by female
sympathy, Gerard advanced in learning and skill. His spirits, too, rose
visibly: he still looked behind him when dragged to dinner in the middle
of an initial G; but once seated showed great social qualities: likewise
a gay humour, that had hitherto but peeped in him, shone out, and often
he set the table in a roar, and kept it there, sometimes with his own wit,
sometimes with jests which were glossy new to his family, being drawn
from antiquity.
As a return for all he owed his friends the monks, he made them
exquisite copies from two of their choicest MSS., viz., the life of theij
founder, and their Comedies of Terence, the monastery finding the vellum.
The high and puissant Prince, Philip " the Good," Duke of Burgundy, Luxemburg, and Brabant, Earl of Holland and Zealand, Lord of
Friesland, Count of Flanders, Artois, and Hainault, Lord of Saiins aiid
Macklyn—was versatile.
He could fight as well as any king going ; and he could lie as well as
imy, except the King of France. He was a mighty hunter, and could
read and write. His tastes were wide and ardent. He loved jewels
like a woman, and gorgeous apparel. He dearly loved maids of honour,
und ill ieed paintings generally; in proof af which h-j ennoblpc] Jan YH^
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Eyck. He had also a rage fox giants, dwarfs, and Turks. These laat
stood t/ver planted about him, turbaned and blazing with jewels. Hia
agents inveigled them from Istamboul with fair promises : but, the
moment he had got them, he baptised them by brute force in a larg«
tub ; and, this done, let them squat with their faces towards Mecca, ani'
invoke ]\Iahound as much as they pleased, laughing in his sleeve al
their simplicity in fancying they were still infidels. He had lions in
cages, and fleet leopards trained by Orientals to run down hares and
deer. In short, he relished all rarities, except the hum-drum virtues,
For anything singularly pretty, or diabolically ugly, this was your customer. The best of liim was, he was open-handed to the poor ; and
the next best was, he fostered the arts in earnest : whereof he now gave
a signal proof. He offered prizes for the best specimens of "orfevrerie"
in two kinds, religious and secular; item for the best paintings in white
of egg, oils, and tempera ; these to be on panel, silk, or metal, as the
artists chose : item for the best transparent painting on glass : item for
the best illuminating and border-painting on vellum : item for the
fairest vvTiting on vellum. The burgomasters of the several tovsTis were
•.ommanded to aid all the poorer competitors by receiving their specimens and sending them with due care to Rotterdam at the expense of
their several burghs. When tliis was cried by the bellman through the
streets of Tergou, a thousand mouths opened, and one he&rt beat—
Gerard's. He told his family timidly he should try for two of those
orizes. They stared in silence, for their breath was gone at his audacity : but one horrid laugh exploded on the floor like a petard. Gerard
looked down, and there was the dwarf, slit and fanged from ear to ear
at his expense, and laughing like a lion. Nature relenting at having
made Giles so small, had given him as a set-off the biggest voice on
record. His very whisper was a bassoon. He was like those stunted
wide-mouthed pieces of^ ordnance we see on fortifications ; more like a
flower-pot than a cannon ; but ods tympana how they bellow !
Gerard turned red with anger, the more so as the others began to
titter. "Wliite Catherine saw, and a pink tinge came on her cheek. She
said softly, " Why do you laugh ? Is it because he is our brother you
thmk he cannot be capable ? Yes, Gerard, try with the rest. Many say
vou are skilful; and mother and I will pray the Virgin to guide youi
iiand."
" Thank you, little Kate. You shall pray to our Lady, and our
mother shall buy me vellum and the colours to illuminate with."
" What mil they cost, my lad ?"
" Two gold crowns" (about three shUIings and fourpence English
money).
"What?" screamed the housewife ; "when the bushel of rye costa
but a groat! What ! me spend a month's meal and meat and fire on
such vanity as that: the lightning from Heaven would fall on me, and
my children would all be beggars."
" Mother !" sighed little Catherine, imploringly.
" Oh ! it is in vain, Kate," said Gerard, with a sigh. " I shall havo
to give it up, or ask the dame Van Eyck. She woula give it me, but I
think shame to be for ever taking from her."
" It is not her affair," said Catherine, very sharply ; " what has she to
do comi/ig between me and my son 1" mi she left the room with a red
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tace. Little Catherine smiled. Presently the housewife retunied with
a gracious, affectionate air, and two little gold pieces in her hand.
" There, sweetheart," said she, " you won't have to trouble dame oi
demoiselle for two paltry crowns."
But on this Gerard fell a thinking how he could spa,re her purse.
" One will do, mother. I will ask the good monks to let me send mj
copy of their ' Terence :' it is on snov/y vellum, and I can write no
better : so then I shall only need six sheets of vellum for my borders
and miniatures, and gold for my ground, and prime colours—one crown
will do."
" Never tyne the ship for want of a bit of tar, Gerard," said this
changeable mother. But she added, " WeU, there, I will put the crown
in my pocket. That won't be like putting it back in the box. Going
to the box to take out instead of putting in, it is like going to my
heart with a knife for so many drops of blood. You will be sure to
want it, Gerard. The house is never built for less than the builder
counted on."
Sure enough, when the time came, Gerard longed to go to Rotterdam
and see the duke, and above all to see the work of his competitors, and
so get a lesson from defeat. And the crown came out of the housewife's
pocket with a very good grace. Gerard would soon be a priest. It
seemed hard if he might not enjoy the world a little before separating
himself from it for Hfe.
The night before he went, Margaret Van Eyck asked him to take
a letter for her, and when he came to look at it, to his surprise
he found it was addressed to the Princess Marie, at the Stadthouse in
Rotterdam.
The day before the prizes were to be distributed, Gerard started for
Rotterdam in his holiday suit, to wit, a doublet of silver-grey cloth,
with sleeves, and a jerkin of the same over it, but without sleeves.
From his waist to his heels he was clad in a pair of tight-fitting buckskin hose fastened by laces (called points) to his doublet. His shoes
were pointed, in moderation, and secured by a strap that passed under
the hollow of the foot. On his head and the back of his neck he
wore his flovraig hair, and pinned to his back between his shoulders
was his hat : it was further secured by a purple silk ribbon little
Kate had passed round him from the sides of the hat, and knotted
neatly on his breast; below his hat, attached to the upper rim of his
broad waist-belt, was his leathern waUet. When he got within a league
of Rotterdam he was pretty tired, but he soon fell in with a pair that
were more so. He found an old man sitting by the roadside quite
worn out, and a comely young woman holding his hand, with a face
brimful of concern. The country people trudged by, and noticed
nothing amiss : but Gerard, as he passed, drew conclusions. Even
dress tells a tale to those who study it so closely as he did, being an
illuminator. The old man wore a gown, and a fur tippet, and a velvet
:ap, sure signs of dignity : but the triangular purse at his girdle was
lean, the gown rusty, the fur worn, sure signs of poverty. The young
woman was dressed in plain russet cloth : yet snow-white la'svn covered
that part of her neck the go'^vn left visible, and ended half way up her
wMte throat in a little band of gold embroidery : and her head-drcsa
was new to Gerard ; instead of hiding her hair in a pile of linen or
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lawn, she wore an open net-work of silver cord with silver spangles at
the interstices : in this her glossy auburn hair was rolled in front into
two solid waves, and suj^ported behind in a luxurious and shapely
mass. His quick eye took in all this, and the old man's pallor, and
the tears in the young woman's eyes. So when he had passed them a
few yards, he reflected, and turned back, and came towards them
bashfully.
" Father, I fear you are tired."
" Indeed, my son, I am," replied the old man; " and faint for lack ol
food."
Gerard's address did not appear so agreeable to the girl as to the old
man. She seemed ashamed, and with much reserve in her manner,
Raid, that it was her fault—she had underrated the distance, and impru •
dently aUowed her father to start too late in the day.
" No, no !" said the old man ; " it is not the distance, it is the want
of nourishment."
The girl put her arms round his neck with tender concern, out
took that opportunity of w^hispering, " Father, a stranger—a young
man !"
But it was too late. Gerard, with simplicitj^, and quite as a matter
of course, fell to gathering sticks m t h great expedition. This done, he
took down liis wallet, out m t h the manchet of bread and the iron flask
his careful mother had put up, and his everlasting tinder-box ; lighted
a match, then a candle end, then the sticks—and put his iron flask on
it. Then do-mi he went on his stomach, and took a good blow : then
looking up, he saw the girl's face had thawed, and she was looking down
at him and his energy with a demure smile. He laughed back to her.
" Mind the pot," said he, " and don't let it spill, for Heaven's sake :
there's a cleft stick to hold it safe with ;" and with this he set off running towards a corn-field at some distance.
Whilst he was gone, there came by, on a mule with rich purple
housings, an old man redolent of wealth. The purse at his girdle was
plethoric, the fur on his tippet was ermine, broad and new.
It was Ghysbrecht Van Swieten, the burgomaster of Tergou. He
Was old, and his face furrowed. He was a notorious miser, and
coked one generally. But the idea of supping with the duke raised
Sim just now into manifest complacency. Yet at the sight of the faded
old man and liis bright daughter sitting by a fire of sticks, the smile
died out of his face, and he wore a strange look of pain and uneasiness.
He reined in his mule. " ^Tiy, Peter,—Margaret—" said he, almost
fiercely, " what mummery is this !" Peter was going to answer, but
Margaret interposed hastily, and said : " My father was exhausted, so I
am warming something to give him strength before we go on." " What!
reduced to feed by the roadside like the Bohemians," said Ghysbrecht,
and his hand went into his purse : but it did not seem at home there ;
it fumbled uncertainly, afraid too large a coin might stick to a fmger and
tome out.
At this moment who should come bounding up but Gerard. He had
two straws in his hand, and he threw himself down by the fire, and
relieved Margaret of the cooking part: then suddenly recognizing the
burgomaster, he coloured all over. Ghysbrecht Van Swieten started
and glaied at him, and took his hand out of his purse. " Qh !" said h a

. ^ i i i u ^ O i S T E R AND THE HEARTH.

9

bitterly, " I am not wanted :" and went slowly on, casting a long look
of suspicion on Margaret, and hostility on Gerard, that was not very
intelligible. However, there was something about it that Margaret
could read enough to blush at, and almost toss her head. Gerard only
stared with surprise. " By St. Bavon, I think the old miser grudges us
three our quart of soup," said he. When the young man put that interpretation on Ghysbrecht's strange and meaning look, Margaret was
greatly relieved, and smiled gaily on the speaker.
Meantime Ghysbrecht plodded on, more wretched in his wealth than
these in their poverty. And the curious thing is, that the mule, the
purple housings, and one half the coin in that plethoric purse, belonged
not to Ghysbrecht Van Swieten, but to that faded old man and that
comely girl, who sat by a road-side fire to be fed by a stranger. They
did not know this ; but Ghysbrecht knew it, and carried in his heart a
(scorpion of his own begetting : that scorpion is remorse—the remorse,
that, not being penitence, is incurable, and ready for fresh misdeeds
upon a fresh temptation.
Twenty years ago, when Ghysbrecht Van Svsdeten was a hard and
honest man, the touch-stone opportunity came to him, and he did an
act of heartless roguery. It seemed a safe one. It had hitherto proved
a safe one, though he had never felt safe. To-day he has seen youth,
enterprise, and, above all, knowledge, seated by fair Margaret and hei
father on terms that look familiar and loving.
And the fiends are at his ear again.

CHAPTER II.
" THE soup is hot," said Gerard.
" But how are we to get it to our mouths ?" inquired the senior,
despondingly.
"Father, the young man has brought us straws." And Margaret
smiled slily.
" Ay, ay !" said the old man: " but my poor bones are stiff, and
indeed the fire is too hot for a body to kneel over with these short
straws. St. John the Baptist, but the young man is adroit!"
For, while he stated his difficulty, Gerard removed it. He untied in
a moment the knot on his breast, took his hat off, put a stone into each
comer of it, then, wrapping his hand in the tail of his jerkin, whipped
the flask off the fire, wedged it in between the stones, and put the hat
under the old man's nose with a merry smile. The other tremulously
inserted the pipe of rye-straw and sucked. Lo and behold his wan,
drawn face was seen to light up more and more, till it quite glowed; and,
as soon as he had drawn a long breath:
" Hippocrates and Galen!" he cried, " 'tis a soupe au vin—the
restorative of restoratives. Blessed be the nation that invented it, and
the woman that made it, and the young man who brings it to fainting
folk. Have a suck, my girl, while I relate to our young host the history
and virtues of this his sovereign compound. This corroborative, yorms
sir, was unknown to the ancients: we find it neither in their tre&tises of
medicine, nor ia those popular narratives, which reveal many of thei?
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remedies, both in chirurgery and medicme proper. Hector, m the lUas,
if my memory does not play me false,
"
Margaret.] " Alas! he's off."
"
was invited by one of the ladies of the poem to drink a draugU
of Avine; but he declined, on the plea that he was just going into battle,
and must not take aught to weaken his powers. Now, if the ' soupe au
vin' had been known in Troy, it is clear that in declining ' vinum
meruni' upon that score, he would have added in the next hexameter,
' But a " soupe au vin," madam, I will degust, and gratefully.' Not only
would this have been but common civility—a virtue no perfect
commander is wanting in—but not to have done it would have proved
him a shallow and improAddent person, unfit to be trusted with th'i conduct of a war; for men going into a battle need sustenance and all possible
support, as is proved by this, that foolish generals, biinguig hungry
soldiers to blows with full ones, have been defeated, in all ages, by
inferior numbers. The Romans lost a great battle in the north of Italy
to Plannibal, the Carthaginian, by tlii^ neglect alone. Now, this divine
elixir gives in one moment force to the limbs and ardour to the spirits ;
and taken into Hector's body at the nick of time, would, by the aid of
Phocljus, Venus, and the blessed saints, have most likely procured the
Greeks a defeat. For, note how faint and weary and heart-sick I was a
minute ago; well, I suck this celestial cordial, and now behold me brave
as Achilles, and strong as an eagle."
" Oh father, now ? an eagle; alack!"
" Girl, I defy thee and all the world. Ready, I say, like a foaming
charger, to devour the space between this and Rotterdam, and strong to
combat the Uls of life, even poverty and old age, which last philosophers
have called the ' summum malum.' Negatur ; miless the man's life has
been ill-spent—which, by the bye, it generally has. Now for the moderns."
" Father! dear father!"
" Fear me not, girl, I will be brief, unreasonably and unseasonably
brief. The ' soupe au vin' occurs not in modern science ; but this is only
one proof more, if proof were needed, that for the last few hundred years
physicians have been idiots, with their chicken broth and their decoction
of gold, whereljy they attribute the highest qualities to that meat which
has the least juice of any meat, and to that metal which has less chemical
qualities than all the metals; mountebanks! dunces ! homicides! Since,
then, from these no light is to be gathered, go we to the chroniclers; and
first we find that Duguesclin, a French knight, being about to join battle
with the English—masters, at that time, of half France, and sturdy
strikers by sea and land—drank, not one, but three, ' soupes au vin,' iu
honour of the Blessed Trinity. This done, he charged the islanders ;
a.id, as might have been foretold, killed a multitude, and drove the rest
into the sea. But he was only the first of a long list of holy and hardhitting ones who have, by this divine restorative, been sustentated, fortified, coiToborated, and consoled."
" Dear father, prithee add thyself to that venerable company ere the
soup cools." And Margaret held the hat imploringly in both hands till
he insertei the straw once more.
This spared them the " modem instances," and gave Gerai'd an opportunity of telUng Margaret how proud his mother Avould be her soup had
profited a man of learning.
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" Ay! but," said Margaret, " it would like her ill to see her son giv»
all and take none himself. Why brought you but two straws ?"
" Fab.' mistress, I hoped you would let me put my lips to your straw
there being but two."
Margaret smiled, and blushed. "Never beg that you may con>
mand," said she. " The straw is not mine, 'tis yours: you cut it in
yonder field."
" I cut it, and that made it mine; but, after that, your lip touched it,
and that made it yours."
" Did it? Then I vdll lend it you. There—now it is yours again ;
•your lip has touched it."
" No, it belongs to us both now. Let us divide it."
" By aU means; you have a knife."
"No, I will not cut it—that would be unlucky. I'll bite it. There.
I shall keep my half: you wiU. bum yours, once you get home, 1
doubt."
" You know me not. I waste nothing. It is odds but I make a hairpin of it, or something."
This answer dashed the novice Gerard, instead of provoking him, to
fresh efforts, and he was silent. And now, the bread and soup lieing
disposed of, the old scholar prepared to contuiue his journey. Then
came a little difficulty: Gerard the adroit could not tie his ribbon again
as Catherine had tied it. Margaret, after slily eyeing his efforts for some
time, offered to help him; for at her age girls love to be coy and tender,
saucy and gentle, by turns, and she saw she had put him out of countenance but now. Then a fair head, with its stately crown of auburn hair,
glossy and glowing through silver, bowed sweetly towards him; and,
while it ravished his eye, two white supple hands played delicately upo'i
the stubborn ribbon, and moulded it with soft and airy touches. Then
a heavenly thrill ran through the innocent young man, and vague
glimpses of a new world of feeling and sentiment opened on bins. And
these new and exquisite sensations Margaret unwittingly prolonged: it is
not natural to her sex to hurry aught that pertains to the sacied toilet.
Nay, when the taper fingers had at last subjugated the ends of the knot,
her mind was not quite easy, till, by a manoeuvre peculiar to the female
hand, she had made her palm convex, and so applied it with a gentls
pressure to the centre of the knot—a sweet little coaxing hand-ldss, a4
much as to say, " Now be a good knot, and stay so." The palm-kiss was
bestowed on the ribbon, but the wearer's heart leaped to meet it.
" There, that is how it was," said Margaret, and drew back to take one
last keen survey of her work; then, looking up for simple approval of
her skill, received full in her eyes a longing gaze of such ardent adoration, as made her lower them quickly and colour all over. An indescribable tremor seized her, and she retreated with downcast lashes and
tell-tale cheeks, and took her father's arm on the opposite side. Gerard,
Wushing at having scared her away with his eyes, took the other arm;
and so the two young things went downcast and conscious, and propped
the eagle along in silence.
They entered Rotterdam by the Schiedamze Poort; and, as Gerard
was uiiacquamted with the town, Peter directed him the way to the Hooch
Btraet, in which the Stadthouse was. He himself was going with Margaret to his sousin, in the Ooster-Waagen Straet, so, almost on enteiing
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the gate, their roads lay apart. They bade each other a friendly adica,
and Gerard dived into the great town. A profound sense of solitude fell
npon him, yet the streets were crowded. Then he lamented too lato
that, out of delicacy, he had not asked his late companionswho they were
and where they lived.
" Beshi'ew my shamefacedness!" said he. " But their words and their
breeding were above their means, and something did whisper me they
would not be known. I shall never see her more. Oh ! weary world, I
hate you and your ways. To think I must meet beauty and goodness
and learning—three pearls of price,—and never see them more!"
Falb'ng into this sad reverie, and letting his body go where it would,
he lost his way; but presently meeting a crowd of persons all moving in
one direction, he mingled wdth them, for he argued they must be making
for the Stadthouse. Soon the noisy troop that contained the moody
Gerard emerged, not upon the Stadthouse, but upon a large meadow by
the side of the Maas; and then the attraction was revealed. Games of
aU sorts were going on: wrestling, the game of pabn, the quintain,
legerdemain, archery, tumbling, in which art, I blush to say, women as
well as men performed, to the great delectation of the company. There
was also a trained bear, who stood on his head, and marched upright,
and bowed with prodi,L,'ious gravity to his master; and a hare that beat
a drum, and a cock that strutted on little stilts disdainfully. These
things made Gerard laugh now and then; but the gay scene could not
really enliven it, for his heart -was not in tune with it. So, he.aring a
young man say to his fellow that the duke hail been in the meadow, but
was gone to the Stadthouse to entertain the burgomasters and aldermen
and the competitors for the prizes, and their friends, he suddenly remembered he was hungry, and should like to sup with a prince. He left the
river-side, and this time he found the Hooch Straet, and it speedily led
him to the Stadthouse. But when he got there he was refused, first at
one door, then at another, till he came to the great gate of the courtyard. It was kept by soldiers, and superintended by a pompous majordomo, glittering in an embroidered coUar and a gold chain of office,
and holding a white staff wLth a gold knob. There was a crowd of persons at the gate endeavouring to soften this official rock. They came up
in turn Kke ripples, and retired as such in turn. It cost Gerard a
struggle to get near him, and when he was within four heads of the
pate, he saw something that made his heart beat: there was Peter, with
Margaret on his arm, soliciting humbly for entrance.
" My cousin the alderman is not at home; they say he is here."
"What is that to me, old man?"
"If you will not let us pass in to him, at least take this leaf
from my tablet to my cousin. See I ha^'e written his nam_e : he will
come out to us."
"For what do you take me? I carry no messages, I keep the
gate."
He then bawled, in a stentorian A'oice, inexorably:
" No strangers enter here, but the competitors and their companies."
" Come, old man," cried a voice in the crowd, " you have gotten youi
answer; make way."
Margaret turned half round imploringly:
" Good people, we aio come from far, and my father is old; and xaj
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ftiusin has a new servant that knows us not, and would not let r.s sit ii?
our cousin's house."
At this the crowd laughed hoarsely. Margaret shrank aj if they had
struck her. At that moment a hand grasped hers—a magic grasp ; ij
felt like heart meeting heart, or magnet steel. She turned quickly round
at it, and it was Gerard. Such a little cry of joy and appeal came from
her bosom, and she began to whimper prettily.
Thej' had hustled her and frightened her for one t h i n g ; and her
cousin's thoughtlessness, in not even telling his servant they -were
coraing, was cruel; and the servant's caution, however wise and faithful
to her master, was bitterly mortifying to her father and her. And to her
it) mortified, and anxious and jostled, came suddenly this kind hand and
face. " Hinc illse lacrima;."
" All is well now," remarked a coarse humourist; " she hath gotten
her sweetheart."
" H a w ! haw ! h a w ! " went the crowd.
She dropped Gerard's hand directly, and turned round, with eyes
ftashing through her tears:
" I have no sweetheart, you rude men. But I am friendless in your
boorish town, and this is a friend; and one who knows, what you know
not, how to treat the aged and the weak."
The crowd was dead silent. They had only been thoughtless, and
now felt the rebuke, though severe, was just. The silence enabled Gerard
to treat with the porter.
" I am a competitor, sir."
" What is your name ?" and the man eyed him suspiciously.
" Gerard, the son of Elias."
The janitor inspected a slip of parchment he held in his h a n d :
" Gerard Eliassoen can enter."
" With my company; these two?"
" N a y ; those are not your company: they came before you."
" What matter ? They are my friends, and without them I go not in."
" Stay without, then."
" That wiU I not."
" That we will see."
" We will, and speedily." And with this, Gerard raised a voice of
astounding volume and power, and shouted, so that the whole street
rang:
" H o ! P H I L I P E A R L OF H O L L A N D ! "

" A r e you m a d ? " cried the porter.
" H E R E IS ONE OF YOUR VARLETS DEFIES TOO."

"Hush, hush!"
" A N D WILL NOT LET TQDR QUESTS PASS I N . "

" Hush ! murder ! The duke's there. I'm dead," cried the janitor,
(juaking.
Then suddenly trying to overpower Gerard's thunder, he shouted, with
all his lungs:
" O P E N THE GATE, YE KNAVES! W A T THERE FOR GERARD ELIASSOEN

&ND HIS COMPANY ! (The fiends go with him!")
The gate s^vung open as by magic. Eight soldiers lowered their pikea
half way, and made an arch, undf"* which the victorious three marclied
in triumphant. The moment they haw passed, the pikes clashed togethoi
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horizontally to bar the gateway, and all but pinned an abdominal uitiztn
that sought to wedge in along with them.
Once past the guarded portal, a few steps brought the trio upon a
scene oi" Oriental luxury. The court-yard was laid out in tables loaded
with rich meats, and piled with gorgeous plate. Guests in rich and
various costumes sat beneath a leafy canopy of fresh cut branches fastened
tastefully to golden, silver, and blue silken cords that traversed the area
and fruits of many hues, including some artificial ones of gold, silver,
and wax, hung pendent, or peeped like fair eyes among the green leaves
of plane-trees and lime-trees. The duke's minstrels swept their lutes af.
intervals, and a fountain played red Burgimdy in six jets that met ani
battled in the air. The evening sun darted its fires through those bright
and purple mne spouts, making them jets and cascades of molten rubies,
then passing on, tinged with the blood of the grape, shed crimson glories
here aud there on fair fiwes, snowy beards, velvet, satin, jewelled hilts,
f,'lowing gold, gleaming silver, and sparkling glass. Gerard and his
friends stood dazzled, spell bound. Presently a whisper buzzed round
them, " Salute the duke ! Salute the duko !" They looked up, and
there on liigh, under the dais, was their sovereign, bidding them welcome with a kindlj' wave of the hand. The men bowed low, and Margaret curtsied with a deep and graceful obeisance. The duke's hand
being up, he gave it another turn, and pointed the new comers out to a
knot of valets. Instantly seven of his people, with an obedient start,
went headlong at our friends, seated them at a table, and put fifteen
many-coloured soups before them, in little silver bowls, and as many
v.ines in crystal vases.
" Nay, father, let us not eat until we have thanked our good friend,"
said ]\Iargaret, now fn'st recovering from all tliis bustle.
" Girl, he is our guardian angel."
Gerard put his face into his hands.
" Tell me when you have done," said he, " and I will reappear and
have my supper, for I am hungry. I know which of us three is the
Lappiest at meeting again."
"Me?" inquired Margaret.
" No : guess again."
"Father?"
" No."
" Then I have no guess which it can be;" and she gave a little crow
I. f happiness and gaiety. The soup was tasted, and vanished in a tydri
of fourteen hands, and fish came on the table in a dozen forms, with
patties of lobster and almonds mixed, and of almonds and cream, and an
immense variety of " brouets," kno-mi to us as " rissoles." The next trifla
was a wild boar, v/hich smelt di\ine. Why, then, did Margaret start
away from it ^ith two shrieks of dismay, and pinch so good a friend as
Gerard ? Because the duke's " cuisinier" had been too clever; had made
^his excellent dish too captivating to the sight as well as taste. He had
restored to the animal, by elaborate mimicry with burnt sugar and other
tdible colours, the hair and bristles he had robbed him of by fire and
frater. To make him still more enticing, the huge tusks were carefully
jTreserved in the brute's jaw, and gave his mouth the winning smile that
comes of tusk in man or beast: and two eyes of coloured sugar glowed
in his head. St. Argus! what eyes! so bright, so blood-shot, so threat'
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fining—they followed a man and every movement of his knife and spooiu
But, indeed, I need the pencil of Granville or Tenniel to make you see
the two gilt valets on the oj)posite side of the table putting the monster
'own before our friends, with a smiling, self-satisfied, benevolent obeeq^uiousness—for this ghastly monster was the flower of all comestibles- —
old Peter clasping both hands in pious admiration of i t ; Margaret wheeling round -^vith horror-stricken eyes and her hand on Gerard's shoulder^
squeaking and pinching; his face of unwise delight at being pinched, the
grizzly brute glaring sulkily on all, and the guests grinning from ear to ear.
" What's to do ?" shouted the duke, hearing the signals of female distress. Seven of his people with a zealous start went headlong and told
him. He laughed and said, " Give her of the beef-stuffing, then, and
bring me Sir Boar." Benevolent monarch ! The beef-stuffing was his
own private dish. On these grand occasions an ox was roasted whole,
and reserved for the poor. But this wise as well as charitable prince
had discovered, that wiiatever venison, hares, lamb, poultry, &c., you
skewered into that beef cavern, got cooked to perfection, retaining their
own juices and receiving those of the reeldng ox. These he called his
beef-stuffing, and took delight therein, as did now our t r i o ; for, at his
word, seven of his people went headlong, and drove silver tridents into
the steaming cave at random, and speared a kid, a cygnet, and a flock of
wild fowL These presently smoked before Gerard and company; and
Peter's face, sad and slightly morose at the loss of the savage hog, expanded and shone. After this, twenty different tarts of fruits and herbs,
and last of all, confectionery on a Titanic scale; cathedrals of sugar, all
gilt and painted in the interstices of the bas-reliefs; castles with their
moats, and ditches, imitated to the life ; elephants, camels, toads ;
luiights on horseback jousting; kings and princesses looking on ; trumpeters blowing; and aU these personages delicious eating, and their veins
filled with sweet-scented juices: works of art made to be destroyed. The
guests breached a bastion, crunched a crusader and his horse and lance,
or cracked a bishop, cope, chasuble, crosier and all, as remorselessly as
we do a carraway comfit; sipping meanwhile hippocras and other spiced
drinks, and Greek and Cor.sican wines, while every now and then little
Turkish boys, turbaned, spangled, jewelled, and gilt, came offering on
ijcnded knee golden troughs of rose-water and orange-Avater to keep the
guests' hands cool and perfumed.
But long before our party arrived at this final stage appetite had succumbed, and Gerard had suddenly remembered he was tlie bearer of a
letter to the Princess Marie, and, in an undertone, had asked one of the
servants if he would undertake to deliver it. The man took it with a
deep obeisance : " He could not deliver it himself, but would instantlj
give it one of the princess's suite, several of whom were about."
It may be remembered that Peter and JMargaret came here not to
dine, but to find their cousin. Well, the old gentleman ate heartily,
and being much fatigued dropped asleep, and forgot all about his cousin
Margaret did not remind h i m ; we shall hear why.
Meantime, that cousin was seated within a few feet of them, at theii
backs, and discovered them when Margaret turned round and screamed at
the boar. But he forbore to speak to them, for municipal reasons. Mai-garet was very plainly dressed, and Peter inclined to t'^'^eadbare. So
the alderman said to himself.
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" 'Twin be time to make up to them when the sun sets and tb.e company disperses: then I will take my poor relations to my house, anff
none will be the wiser."
i
Half the courses were lost on Gerard and Margaret. They were n<^
great eaters, and just now were feeding on sweet thoughts that nave
ever been unfavourable to appetite. But there is a delicate kind of sensu ^
ality, to whose influence these two were perhaps more sensitive thai^
any other pair in that assembly; the dehghts of colour, music, am^^
perfume, all of which blended so fascinatingly here.
n
Margaret leaned back and half closed her eyes, and murmured _t(
Gerard: " What a lovely scene ! the warm sun, the green shade, the ri.c]|
dresses, the bright music of the lutes and the cool music of tb
fountain, and all faces so happy and gay! and then, it is to you w"
owe it."
^
Gerard was silent all but his eyes; observing which—
_
,
" Now, speak not to me," said Margaret languidly; " let me listen t
the fountain: what are you a competitor for?"
He told her.
" Very well! You will gain'one prize, at least."
" Which ? which ? have you seen any of my work 1"
" I ? no. But you will gain a prize.
" I hope so: but what makes you think so V
" Because you were so good to my father."
Gerard smiled at the feminine logic, and hung his head at the sweel
praise, and was silent.
" Speak not," murmured Maigaret. " They say this is a world of siii
and misery. Can that be ? What is your opinion?"
i
" No! that is aU a siUy old song," explained Gerard. " 'Tis a byword
our elders keep repeating, out of custom: it is not true."
" How can you know ? You are bi-.t a ehUd," said Margaret, with
pensive dignity.
" W h y only look round! And then I tho,ught I had lost you for
ever; and you are by my side: and now thf, minstrels are going to play
again. Sin and misery 1 Stuff and nonsense !"
The lutes burst out. The court-yard rang agao with their delicat?
harmony.
" 'What do you admire most of all these beautiful things, Gerard 1"
" You know my name 1 How is that ?"
" Wliite magic. I am a witch."
" Angels are never witches. But I can't think how you—"
"Foolish boy! was it not cried at the gate loud enough to deave
one?"
^
" So it was. Where is my head ? What do I admire most ? If yo
will sit a little more that way, I'U tell you."
"This way?"
" Yes; so that the light may faU on you. There. I see many faii
things here, fairer than I could have conceived; but the fairest of all to
my eye, is your lovely hair in its silver frame, and the setting sun kissiiu
it. It minds me of what the Vulgato praises for beauty, "an apple o}
gold in a network of silver," and, O what a pit;^ I did not know you befoie I sent in my poor endeavours at iUuminating! I could illumiuat<
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sun"i^''f }^^^^^ ^°'^- -"- '^°^-^*^ ^'^ everything better. There, now the
.,•«„„! "^ °^ it, it is like an aureole. So our lady looked, and none
imcelier^^t^^J_^^y_„
like
• it is wicked to talk SO. Compare a poor, coarse-favoured girl
oiyTd ^*^ *'^^ Q^*^®^ °^ Heaven ? O Gerard! I thought you were a
G ^^°^^§.''^3,n." And Margaret was shocked apparently.
T h ?^ ) ^^^^^ *° explain. " I am no worse than the rest": but how can
"Qe '!?'''? ®^®^' ^^'^ ^ heart—Margaret!"
"Be not angry now!"
Now,isitUkely?"
1 love you."
.'-' tor shame! you must not say that to me," and Margaret coloured
funously at this sudden assault.
« H > ; \ P^*- I love you. I love you."
ilush, hush! for pity's sake! I must not listen to such words from
a stranger. I am ungrateful to call you a stranger. O how one may
be mistaken! If I had known you were so bold—" And Margaret's
oosom began to heave, and her cheeks were covered with blushes, and
she looked towards her sleeping father, very much like a timid thing that
meditates actual flight.
Then Gerard was frightened at the alarm he caused. " Forgive me,"
uu ^Plo'^i^gV- " How could any one help loving you ?"
J
WeU, sir, I will trt/ and forgive you—you are so good in other
respects ; but then you must promise me never to say you—to say that
" Give me your hand then, or you don't forgive me."
She hesitated; but eventually put out her hand a very little way,
verv slowly, and with seeming reluctance. He took it, and held it prisoner. When she thought it had been there long enough, she tried
gently to draw it away. He held it tight: it submitted quite patiently
to force. What is the use resisting force ? She turned her head away,
and her long eyelashes drooped sweetly. Gerard lost nothing by his
promise. Words were not heeded here : and silence was more eloquent.
Nature was in that day what she is in ours; but manners were somewhat freer. Then, as now, virgins drew back alarmed at the first words
of love; but of prudeiy and artificial coquetry there was little, and the
young soon read one another's hearts. Everything was on Gerard's side
his good looks, ner belief in his goodness, her gratitude; and opportii •
mty: for at the duke's banquet this mellow summer eve, all things disposed the female nature to tenderness: the avenues to the heart Jay
open; the senses were so soothed and subdued with lovely colours,
gentle sounds, and delicate odours; the sun gently sinking, the wans.
air, the green canopy, the cool music of the now violet fountain.
Gerard and Margaret sat hand in hand in silence: and Gerard's eyes
lought hers lovingly; and hers now and then turned on him timidly
md imploringly : and presently two_ sweet unreasonable tears rolled
iown her cheeks, and she smiled deliciously while they were drying;
vet they did not take long.
And the sun declined; and the air cooled; and the foimtaui plashed
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more gently; and the pair throbbed in unison, and silence, and thit
weary world looked heaven to them.
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CHAPTER

III.

A GRAVE white-haired seneschal came to their table, and inquired
cciurteously whether Gerard Eliassoen was of their company.
Upon
Grerard's answer, he said :
" The Princess ^ilarie would confer with you, young sir ; I am to
conduct you to her presence."
Instantly aU faces within hearing turned sharp round, and were bent
vnih. curiosity and envy on the man that was to go to a princess.
Gerard rose to obey.
" I wager we shall not see you again," said Margaret, calmly, but
colouring a little.
" That will you," was the reply : then he whispered in her ear :
" This is my good princess ; but you are my queen." He added, aloud ;
" Wait for me, I prav vou, I will presently return."
Av, ay
"J '! " said Peter, awaking and speaking at one and the same
moment.
Gerard gone, the pair whose dress was so homely, yet they were with
the man wiiom the princess sent for, became " the cynosure of neighbouring eyes ; " obser\ing which, William Johnson came forward, acted
surprise, and claimed his relations :
" And to think that there was I at your backs, and you saw me
not."
" Nay, cousin Johnson, I saw you long syne," said Margaret, coldly.
" You saw me, and spoke not to me ? "
" Cousin, it was for you to welcome us to Rotterdam, as it is for us to
welcome you at Sevenbergen. Your servant denied us a seat in youi
house."
" The i d i o t ! "
" And I had a mind to see whether it was ' like maid like m a s t e i :
tor there is sooth in bywords."
William Jolinson blushed purple. He saw Margaret was keen, and
suspected him. He did the wisest thing under the circumstances, trusted
to deeds not words. He insisted on their coming home with him at
once, and he would show them whether they were welcome to Rotterdam
fir not.
" Who doubts it, cousin ? Who doubts it ?" said the scholar.
Margaret tbauked him graciousily, but demui-red to go just now : said
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she wanted to hear the minstrels again. In about a quarter of an hour
Johnson renewed his proposal, and bade her observe that many of the
guests had left. Then her real reason came out.
" It were iU manners to our friend : and he will lose us. He knows
not where we lodge in Rotterdam, and the city is large, and we have
parted company once already."
" Oh !" said Johnson, " we -will provide for that. My young man,
ahem ! I mean my secretary, shall sit here and wait, and bring him on
to my house : he shall lodge with me and with no other."
•'' Cousin, we shaU be too burdensome."
" Nay, nay ; you shall see whether you are welcome, or not, you and
your friends, and your friends' friends, if need be : and I shall hear what
••he princess would with him."
Margaret felt a thrill of joy that Gerard should be lodged under the
lame roof with her; then she had a slight misgiving. " But if your
young man should be thoughtless, and go play, and Gerard miss him ? "
" He go play ? He leave that spot where I put him ? and bid him
stay ? Ho ! Stand forth, Hans Cloterman."
A figure clad in black serge and dark violet hose arose, and took two
steps and stood before them without moving a muscle : a solemn,
precise young man, the very statue of gravity and starched projoriety.
At his aspect Margaret, being very happy, could hardly keep her
countenance. But she whispered Jolinson. " I would put my hand in
the fire for him. We are at your command, cousin, as soon as you have
given him his orders."
Hans was then instructed to sit at the table and wait for Gerard, and
conduct him to Ooster-Waagen Straet. He replied, not in words, but by
calmly taking the seat indicated, and Margaret, Peter, and William
Johnson went away together.
"And, indeed, it is time you were abed, father, after all your
travel," said Margaret. This had been in her mind all along.
Hans Cloterman sat waiting for Gerard, solemn and business-like.
The minutes flew by, but excited no impatience in that perfect young
man. Johnson did him no more than justice when he laughed to scorn
the idea of his secretary leaving his post, or neglecting his duty, in pursuit of sport or out of youthful hilarity and frivolity.
As Gerard was long in coming, the patient Hans—his employer's eye
being no longer on him—improved the time by quaffing solemnly,
silently, and at short but accurai,ely measured intervals, goblets of
Corsican vsine. The wine was strong, so was Cloterman's head : and
Gerard had been gone a good hour ere the model secretary imbibed the
notion that Creation expected Cloterman to drink the health of aU good
fellows, and "nommement" of the Duke of Burgundy there presenti
With tills view he filled bumper nine, and rose gingerly but solemnly
and slowly. Having reached his full height, he instantly rolled upon
tlie grass, goblet in hand, spilling the cold liquor on more than one
ankle—whose owners frisked—but not disturbing a muscle in his own
ong face, which, in the total eclipse of reason, retained its gravity, primQess, and infallibility.
7.1ie seneschal led Gerard through several passages to the door of tht
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pavilion, where some young noblemen, embroidered and feathered, sal
sentinel, guarding the heir-apparent, and playing cards by the red
bght of torches their servants held. A whisper from the seneschal, and
one of them rose reluctantly, stared at Gerard with haughty surprise,
and entered the pavilion. He presently returned, and, beckoning the
pair, led them through a passage or two and landed them in an antechamber, wheie sat three more young gentlemen, feathered, furred, and
embroidered like pieces of fancy work, and deep in that instructive and
edifying branch of learning, dice.
" You can't see the princess—it is too late," said one.
Another followed suit:—
" She passed this way but now with her nurse. She is gone to bed,
doll and aU. Deuce-ace again !"
Gerard prepared to retire. The seneschal, with an incredulous smile,
replied :—
" The young man is here by the countess's orders; be so good as
conduct him to her ladies."
On this a superb Adonis rose, with an injured look, and led Gerard
into a room where sat or lolloped eleven ladies, chattering like magpies.
Two, more industrious than the rest, were playing cat's-cradle with
fingers as nimble as their tongues. At the sight of a stranger all the
tv'>ngues stopped like one piece of complicated machinery, and all the
eyes turned on Gerard, as if the same string that checked the tongues
had turned the eyes on. Gerard was iU at ease before, but this battery of
eyes discountenanced him, and down went his eyes on the ground.
Then the cowards finding, like the hare who ran by the pond and the
frogs scuttled into the water, that there was a creature they could
frighten, giggled and enjoyed their prowess. Then a duenna said,
severely, " Mesdames ! " and they were all abashed at once as though a
modesty string had been pulled. This same duenna took Gerard, and
marched before him in solemn silence. The young man's heart sank,
and he had half a mind to turn and run out of the place. " What must
princes be," he thought, " when their courtiers are so freezing ? Doubtless they take their breeding from him they serve." These reflections
were interrupted by the duenna suddenly introducing him into a room
where three ladies sat working, and a pretty little girl tuning a lute.
The ladies were richly but not showily dressed, and the duenna went
up to the one who was hemming a kerchief, and said a few words in a
low tone. This lady then turned towards Gerard, with a smile, and
beckoned him to come near her. She did not rise, but she laid aside her
work, and her manner of turning towards him, slight as the movement
was, was full of grace and ease and courtesy. She began a conversation
at once.
" Margaret Van Eyck is an old friend of mine, sir, and I am right
glad to have a letter from her hand, and thankful to you, sir, for bringing it to me safely. Marie, my love, this is the young gentleman who
brought you that pretty miniature."
" Sir, I thank you a thousand times," said the young lady.
" I am glad you feel her debtor, sweetheart, for our friend could have
as to do mm a little service in return.
'•'I will do anything on earth for him," replied the young lady, wit}i
ardour.
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" Anything on earth is nothing in the world," said the Countess oi
Charolois, quietly.
" WeU, then, I will
What would you have me to do, sir?"
Gerard had just found out what high society he was in.
"M'j
sovereign demoiselle," said he, gently and a little tremulously, " where
there have been no pains, there needs no reward."
" But we must obey mamma. AU the world must obey mamma."
" That is true. Then, our demoiselle, reward me, if you will,
by letting me hear the stave you were going to sing and I did
interrupt it."
"What, you love music, sir?"
'' I adore it."
The little princess looked inquiringly at her mother, and received a
»nUe of assent. She then took her lute and sang a romaunt of the day.
iJthough but twelve years old, she was a well-taught and painstaking
musician. Her little claw swept the chords with courage and precision,
and struck out the notes of the arpeggio clear, and distinct, and bright,
like twinkling stars; but the main charm was her voice. It was not
mighty, but it was round, clear, full, and ringing like a bell. She sang
with a certain modest eloquence, though she knew none of the tricks of
feeUng. She was too young to be theatrical, or even sentimental, so
nothing was forced—aU gushed. Her little mouth seemed the mouth of
Nature. The ditty, too, was as pure as its utterance. As there were
none of those false divisions—those whining slurs, which are now sold
so dear by ItaUan songsters, though every jackal in India deUvers them
jjratis to his customers aU night, and sometimes gets shot for them, and
[vlways deserves it—so there were no cadences and fiorituri, the trite,
t urgid, and feeble expletives of song, the skim milk, with which mindless
rausisians and muidless writers quench fire, wash out colour, and drown
Eielody and meaning dead.
While the pure and tender strain was flowing from the pure young
tJiroat, Gerard's eyes filled. The countess watched him with interest, for
it was usual to applaud the princess loudly, but not with cheek and eye.
So when the voice ceased, and the glasses left off ringing, she asked
demurely, " Was he content?"
Gerard gave a Uttle start; the spoken voice broke a charm, and broughf
him back to earth.
" Oh, Madam!" he cried, " surely it is thus that cherubs and seraph,?
sing, and charm the saints in heaven."
" I am somewhat of your opinion, my young friend," said the countess,
with emotion; and she bent a look of love and gentle pride upon her
girl: a heavenly look, such as, they say, is given to the eye of the short
uved resting on the short-Uved.
f he countess resumed:
" My old friend requests me to be serviceable to you. It is the first
favour she has done us the honour of asking us, and the request is sacred.
You are in holy orders, sir?"
Gerard bowed.
" I fear you are not a priest, you look too young."
" Oh no, madam; I am not even a sub-deacon. I am only a lector J
bat next month I shaD be an exorcist ^ and before long an acolytk,''
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" Well. Monsieur Gerard, with your accompUshments you can soon past
through the inferior orders. And let me beg you to do so. For the day
«fter you have said your first mass I sliaU have the pleasure of appoint"
Qg you to a benefice."
"Oh, madam!"
" And, Marie, remember I make this promise in your name as weU as
my own."
" Fear not, mamma: I wi\l not forget. But if he wiU take my advice,
Irhat he wiU be is BL^hop of Liege. The Bishop of Lidge is a beautiful
bishop. What! do you not remember him, mamma, that day we were
at Liege? he was braver than grandpapa himself. He had on a crown,
a high one, and it was cut in the middle; and it was full of oh! such
beautiful jewels: and his gOAvn stiff with gold; and his mantle, too; and
it had a broad border, aU pictures: but, above all, his gloves; you have
no such gloves, mamma. They were embroidered and covered with
jewels, and scented with such lovely scent; I smelt them all the tune he
was giving me his blessing on my head with them. Dear old man! I
dare say he -^^iU die soon—most old people do—and then, sir, you can be
bishop, you know, and wear
"
" Gently, Marie, gently : bishoprics are for old gentlemen; and this is
a young gentleman."
" Mamma! he is not so very young."
"Not compared with you, Marie, eh?"
" He is a good bigth, dear mamma; and I am sure he is good enough
for a bishop."
" Alas, mademoiseUe ! you are mistaken."
" I know not that, Monsieur Gerard; but I am a Uttle puzzled to
know on what grounds mademoiselle there pronounces your character
so boldly."
" Alas, mamma!" said the princess, " you have not looked at his face,
then ;" and she raised her eyebrows at her mother's simplicity.
" I beg your pardon," said the countess, " I have. WeU, sir, if I cannot
go quite so fast as my daughter, attribute it to my age, not to a want of
interest in your weUare. A benefice wiU do to begin your career
with; and I must take care it is not too far from—what caU vou the
place?"
" Tergou, madam."
" A priest gives up much," continued the countess; " often, I fear, he
learns too late how much:" and her woman's eye rested a moment ou
Gerard with mild pity and haU surprise at his resigning her sex, and
aU the heaven they can bestow, and the great parental joys: " at l&ast
you shaU be near your friends. Have you a mother?"
" Yes, madam; thanks be to God!"
"Good! You shaU have a church near Tergou. She will thank me. And
now, sir, we must not detain you too long from those who have a better
claim on your society than we have. Duchess, obUge me by bidduig
one of the pages conduct him to the haU of banquet; the way is hard to
find."
Gerard bowed lov/ to the countess and the princess, and backed towards
the door.
" I hope it wiU be a nice benefice," said the jjrincess to him, with a
pretty smUe, as he was going out; then, shalang her head with an
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ftir of solemn misgiving, "but you had better have been Bishop oi
Li<5ge."
Gerard foUowed his new conductor, his heart warm with gratitude,
hat ere he reached the banquet-haU a chill came over him. The mind
of one who has led a quiet, uneventful life is not apt to take in contradictory feelings at the same moment and balance them, but rather to bfl
overpowered by each in turn. WhUe Gerard was with the countess, the
excitement of so new a situation, the unlooked for promise, the joy and
pride it would cause at home, possessed him wholly: but now it was
assion's turn to be heard again. What, give up Margaret, whose soft
and he still felt m his, and her deep eyes in his heart ? resign her and
aU the world of love and joy she had opened on him to-day? The
revulsion, when it did come, was so strong, that he hastUy resolved to
say nothing at home about the offered benefice. " The countess is so
good," thought he, " she has a hundred ways of aiding a young man's
fortune: she wUl not compel me to be a priest when she shaU learn I
love one of her sex: one would almost think she does know it, for she
cast a strange look on me, and said, ' A priest gives up much, too much.'
I dare say she will give me a place about the palace." And with this
hopeful reflection his mind was eased, and, being now at the entrance of
the banqueting-hall, he thanked his conductor, and ran hastily with
joyful eyes to Margaret. He came in sight of the table—she was gone.
Peter was gone too. Nobody was at the table at all; only a citizen in
sober garments had just tumbled under it dead drunk, and several persons were raising him to carry him away. Gerard never guessed how
important this solemn drunkard was to him: he was looking for
" Beauty," and let the " Beast" Ue. He ran wUdly round the hall,
which was now comparatively empty. She was not there. He left the
palace: outside he found a crowd gaping at two great fanlights just
lighted over the gate. He asked them earnestly if they had seen an old
man.in a gown, and a lovely girl pass out. They laugliGd at the question.
" They were staring at these new lights that turn night into day. They
didn't trouble their heads about old men and young wenches, every-day
sights." From another group he learned there was a Mystery being played
under canvas hard by, and all the world gone to see it. This revived his
hopes, and he went and saw the Mystery. In this representation divine
ersonages, too sacred for me to name here, came clumsUy down from
eaven to talk sophistry with the cardinal Virtues, the nine Muses, and
the seven deadly Sins, aU present in human shape, and not unlike one
another. To enUven which weary stuff in rattled the Prince of the power
of the air, and an imp that kept molesting him and buffeting him with a
bladder, at each thwack of which the crowd were in ecstasies. When the
Vices had uttured good store of obscenity and the Virtues twaddle, the
celestials, including the nine Muses, went gingerly back to heaven one by
one; for there was but one cloud; and two artisans worked it up with
its supernatural freight, and worked it down with a -winch, in full sight
of the audience. "These disposed of, the bottomless pit opened and
flamed in the centre of the stage; the carpenters and Virtues shoved the
Vices in, and the Virtues and Beelzebub and his tormentor danced
merrily round the place of eternal torture to the fife and tabor.
This entertainment was writ by the Bishop of Ghent for the diftusion
of religious sentiment by the aid of the senses, and was an average speci
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men of theatrical exhibitions so long as they were in the hands of the
the clergy. But, in course of time, the laity conducted plays, and so thf
theatre, I learn from the pulpit, has become profane.
Margaret was nowhere in the crowd, and Gerard could not enjoy tht
performance: he actuaUy went away in Act 2, in the midst of a muchadmired piece of dialogue, in which Justice out-quibbled Satan. He
walked through many streets, but could not find her he sought. At last,
fairly wom out, he went to a hosteby and slept tiU daybreak. All that
day, heavy and heartsick, he sought her, birt could never faU in with her
or her father, nor ever obtain the sUghtest clue. Then he felt she was
false or hai changed her mind. He was irritated now, as weU as sad.
More good fortune fell on him: he almost hated it. At last, on the
third day, after he had once more been through every street, he said,
"She is not in the town, and I shaU never see her again. I will go
home." He started for Tergou with royal favour promised, with fifteen
golden angels in his purse, a golden medal on his bosom and a heart like
a limip of lead.

CHAPTER IV.
IT was near four o'clock in the afternoon. EU was in the sliop. His
eldest and youngest sons were abroad. Catherine and her little crippled
daughter had long been anxious about Gerard, and now they were
gone a Uttle way down the road, to see if by good luck he might be
visible in the distance ; and GUes was alone in the sitting-room, which
I wiU sketch, furniture and dwarf included.
The HoUanders were always an original and leading people. Thay
claim to have invented printing (wooden type), oil-painting, liberty,
banking, gardening, &c. Above all, years before my tale, they invented
cleanUness. So, while the English gentry, in velvet jerkins, and
chicken-toed shoes, trode floors of stale rushes, foul receptacle of bones,
decomposing morsels, spittle, dogs, eggs, and all abominations, this
hosier's sitting-room at 'Tergou was floored with Dutch tiles, so highly
glazed and constantly washed, that you could eat off them. There was
one large window ; the cross stone-work in the centre of it was very
massive, and stood in reUef, looking Uke an actual cross to the inmates,
and was eyed as such in their devotions. The panes were very small
and lozenge-shaped, and soldered to one another with strips of lead : the
Uke you may see to this day in our rural cottages. The chairs were rude
and primitive, aU but the arm-chair, whose back, at right angles with its
seat, was so high that the sitter's head stopped two feet short of the top.
This chair was of oak, and carved at the summit. There was a copper
paU, that went in at the waist, holding holy water ; and a Uttle handbesom to sprinkle it far and wide ; and a long, narrow but massive oak
table, and a dwarf sticking to its rim by his teeth, his eyes glaring, and
his claws in the air Uke a pouncing vampire. Nature, it would seem
did not make Giles a dwarf out of malice prepense : she constructed a
head and torso with her usual care : but just then her attention was
distracted, and she left the rest to chance; the result was a humaa
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wedge, an inverted cone. He might justly have taken her to task in the
terms of Horace :—
Amphora ccepit
Institui ; currente rot^b cur uroeus exit ?
His centre was anything but his centre of gravity. Bisected, upper
Giles Would have outweighed three lower Giles. But this very disproportion enabled him to do feats that would have baffled Milo. His
brawny arms had no weight to draw after them ; so he could go up a
vertical pole lUve a squirrel, and hang for hours from a bough by one
hand Uke a cherry by its stalk. If he could have made a vacuum with
his hands, as the lizara is said to do with its feet, he would have gone
along a ceiling. Now, this pocket athlete was insanely fond of griping
.he dinner-table with both hands, and so swinging ; and then—cUrnax
of delight! he would seize it with his teeth, and, taking off his hands,
hold on like grim death by his huge ivories.
But aU our joys, however elevating, suffer interruption. Little Kate
laught Sampsonet in this posture, and stood aghast. She was her
mother's daughter, and her heart was with the furniture, not with the
12mo. gymna.st.
" Oh, GUes! how can you ? Mother is at hand. It dents the
table."
" Go and tell her, Uttle talebearer," snarled GUes. " You are the one
for making mischief."
" Am I ?" inquired Kate, calmly ; " that is news to me."
" The biggest in Tergou," growled Giles, fastening on again.
" Oh, indeed ?" said Kate drUy.
This piece of unwonted satire launched, and Giles not visibly blasted,
she sat down quietly and cried.
Her mother came in almost at that moment, and Giles hurled himseU
under the table, and there glared.
"What is to do now?'' said the dame, sharply. Then turning her
i-xperienced eyes from Kate to Giles, and observing the position he had
taken up, and a sheepish expression, she hinted at cufling of ears.
" Nay, mother," said the girl; " it was but a foolish word Giles spoka
I had not noticed it at another time ; but I was tired and in care foi
Gerard, you know."
" Let no one be in care for me," said a faint voice at the door, and in
tottered Gerard, pale, dusty, and worn out; and amidst upUfted hands
and cries of deUght curiosity, and anxiety, mingled, cUopped exhausted
into the nearest chau.
Beating Rotterdam, Uke a covert, for Margaret, and the long joiu'ney
afterwards, had fairly knocked Gerard up. But elastic youth soon
revived, and behold him the centre of an eager circle. First of all they
must hear about the prizes. Then Gerard told them he had been
admitted to see the competitors' works aU laid out in an enormous hall
before the judges pronounced. " Oh, mother ! oh, Kate ; when I saw
the goldsmiths' work, I had Uke to have fallen on the floor. I thought
not all the goldsmiths on earth had so much gold, sUver, jewels, and
traft of design and facture. But, in sooth, aU the arts are divine."
Then, to please the females, he described to them the reliquaries, feretories, calices, crosiers, crosses, pyxes, monstrances, and other wonders
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ecclesiastical, and the goblets, hanaps, watches, clocks, chains, brooche8»
&c., so that their mouths watered.
" But, Kate, when I came to the illuminated work from Ghent and
Brages, my heart sank. Mine was dirt by the side of it. For the ftrst
minute I could aUnost have cried ; but I prayed for a better spirit, and
presently I was able to enjoy fhem, and thank God for those lovely
works, and for those skilful, patient, craftsmen, whom I own my masters.
Well, the coloured work was so beautiful I forgot all about the black and
white. But, next day, wiien aU the other prizes had been given, they
came to the waiting, and whose name think you was caUed first ?"
" Yours," said Kate.
The others laughed her to scorn.
" You may weU laugh," said Gerard, " but for aU that Gerard Eliassoen
of Tergou was the name the herald shouted. I stood stupid ; they
thrust me forward. Everything swam before my eyes. I found niysell
kneeUng on a cushion at the feet of the duke. He said something to me,
but I was so fluttered I could not answer him. So then he put his hand
to his side and did not draw a glaive and cut off my duU head, but gave
me a gold medal, and there it is." There was a yell and almost a
scramble. " And then he gave me fifteen great bright golden angels. I
had seen one before, but I never handled one. Here they are."
"Oh, Gerard! oh, Gerard!"
" There is one for you, our eldest; and one for you, Sybrandt, and for
you, Little Mischief; and two for thee. Little LUy, because God hath
afflicted thee ; and one for myseU, to buy colours and veUum ; and nine
for her that nursed us aU, and risked the two crowTis upon poor Gerard's
liand."
The gold drew out their characters. ComeUs and Sybrandt clutched
each his coin vith one glare of greediness and another glare of envj^ at
Kate, who had got two pieces. GUes seized his and rolled it along the
floor and gamboUed after it. Kate put down her crutches and sat down,
and held out her Uttle arms to Gerard •with a heavenly gesture of love
and tenderness ; and the mother, faUly benumbed at first by the shower
of gold that feU on her apron, now cried out, " Leave kissing him, Kate,
he is my son, not yours. All, Gerard, my boy ! I have not loved you
as you deserved."
"Then Gerard threw himself on his knees beside her, and she flung
her arms round him and wept for joy and pride, upon his neck
" Gooi lad! good lad!" cried the hosier, with some emotion. " I
must go and teU the neighbours. Lend me the medal, Gerard, I'll show
it my good friend, Peter Buyskens ; he is ever regaling me with how his
son Jorian won the tin mug a shooting at the butts."
" Ay, do my man ; and show Peter Buyskens one of the angels. Tell
liim there are fourteen more where that came from. Mind you bring it
me back!"
" Stay a minute, father, there is better news behmd," said Gerard,
flushing with joy at the joy he caused.
" Better ! Better than this ?"
Then Gerard told lus interview with the coimtess, and the house rang
mth joy.
" N ow, God bless the good lady, and bless the Dame Van Eyck ! A
benefice ? our son ! My cares are at an end. EU my good friend and

•xnni uiiUiSTBR AND THE HEARTH.

27

master, now we two can die happy whenever our time comes. This deai
boy will take our place, and none of these loved ones will want a home
or a friend."
From that hour Gerard was looked upon as the stay of the family
He was a son apart, but in another sense. He was always in the right,
and nothing.too good for him. CorneUs and Sybrandt became more and
more jealous of him, and longed for the day he should go to his benefice : they would get rid of the favourite, and his reverence's purse would
be open to them. With these views he co-operated. The wound, love
had given him, throbbed duUer and duller. His success and the affection and admiration of his parents, made him think more highly of himself, and resent with more spirit Margaret's ingratitude and discourtesy.
For all that, she had power to cool him towards the rest of her sex, ind
now for every reason he wished to be ordained priest as soon as he could
pass the intermediate orders. He knew the Vulgate already better than
most of the clergy, and studied the rubric and the dogmas of the Church
with his friends the monks; and, the first time the bishop came that
way, he applied to be admitted " exorcist," the thUd step in holy orders.
The bishop questioned him, and ordained him at once. He had to
kneel, and, after a short prayer, the bishop deUvered to him a little MS
full of exorcisms, and said : " TTake this, Gerard, and have power to lay
hands on the possessed, whether baptized or catechumens !" and he took
it reverently, and went home invested by the Church with power to cast
out demons.
Returning home from the church, he was met hj little Kate on her
crutches.
" Oh, Gerard ! who think you, hath sent to our house seeking yon ?—
the burgomaster himseK."
" Ghysbrecht Van Swieten ? What would he with me ?"
" Nay, Gerard, I know not. But he seems urgent to see you. You
are to go to his house on the instant."
" WeU, he is the burgomaster : I will go : but it likes me not, Kate,
I have seen him cast such a look on me as no friend casts. No matter ;
such looks forewarn the wise. To be sure, he knows—"
" Knows what, Gerard ?"
" Nothing."
" Nothing ?"
« Kate, I'U go.'

CHAPTER V.
GHYSBRECHT VAN SWIETEN was an artful man. He opened on IIK
novice with something quite wide of the mark he was really aiming at.
" The town records," said he, "are crabbedly written, and the ink rusty
with age." He offered Gerard the honour of transcribing them fair.
Gerard inquired what he was to be paid.
Ghysbrecht offered a sum that woidd have just purchased the pen«,
Ink, and parcliment.
" But burgomaster, my labour ? Here is a yeor'ij WOJ V "
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" Your labour ? CaU you marking parchment labour ? Little sweat
goes to that, I trow."
" 'Tis labour, and skiUed labour to boot: and that is better paid in
aU crafts than rude labour, sweat or no sweat. Besides there's my
time."
"Your time? Whv, what is time to you, at two-and-twenty ?" Then
fixing his eyes keenly on Gerard, to mark the effect of his words, h?
said: " Say," rather, you are idle grown. You are in love. Your body
is with these chantUig monks, but your heart is with Peter Brandt and
his red-haired gul."
" I know no Peter Brandt."
This denial confirmed Ghysbrecht's suspicion that the caster-out of
demons was playing a deep game.
" Ye lie!" he shouted. " Did I not find you at her elbow, on the mad
to Rotterdam V
"Ah!"
" Ah. And you were seen at Sevenbergen but t'other day "
" Was I ?"
" Ay ; and at Petei''s house."
" At Sevenbergen ?"
" Ay, at Sevenbergen."
Now, this was what in modem days is caUed a draw. It was a guess,
ut bcildly forth as fact, to eUcit by tlie young man's answer, whether he
ad been there lately or not.
The restdt of the artifice surprised the crafty one. Gerard started up
hi a strange state of nervous excitement.
'• Burgomaster," said he, with trembling voice, " I have not been at
Sevenbergen these three years, and I know not the name of those you
saw me with, nor where they dwelt; but, as my time is precious, though
you value it not, give you good day." And he darted out, with his
eyes sparkling.
Ghysbrecht started up in huge ire; but he sank into his chair again.
" He fears me not. He knows something, if not all."
Then he caUed hastUy to Ms trusty servant, and almost dragged him
to a window.
" See y^ou yon man ?" he cried. " Haste! Follow him! But let him
not see you. He is young, but old in craft. Keep him in sight all
day. Let me know whither he goes, and what he does."

E

It was night when the servant returned.
"WeU? weU?" cried Van S-^rieten, eagerly.
" Master, the young man went from you to Sevenbergen.'
Ghysbrecht groaned.
" To the house of Peter the Magician."

CHAPTER VI.
" LOOK into your own heart and write!" said Herr Cant; and earth'a
cuckoos echoed the cry. Look into the Rhine where it is deepest, and the
Thames where it is thickest, and paint the bottom. Lower a bucket into
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a wel I of self-deception, and what comes up must be immortal trutl\
mustn't it ? Now, in the first place, no son of Adam ever reads his own
heart at aU, except by the habit acquUed, and the Ught gained, from
some years' perusal of other hearts; and even then, with his acquired
sagacity and reflected light, he can but speU and decipher his own heart,
not read it fluently. Half way to Sevenbergen Gerard looked into his
own heart, and asked it why he was going to Sevenbergen. His heart
repUed without a moment's hesitation, " We are going out of curiosity
to know why she jilted us, and to show her it has not broken our hearts,
and that we are quite content with our honours and our benefice in
prospectu, and don't want her nor any of her fickle sex."
He soon found out Peter Brandt's cottage; and there sat a girl in the
doorway, plying her needle, and a stalwart figure leaned on a long bow
and talked to her. Gerard felt an unaccountable pang at the sight of
him. However, the man turned out to be past fifty years of age, an old
soldier, whom Gerard remembered to have seen shoot at the butts with
adnUrable force and skill. Another minute and the youth stood before
them. Margaret looked up and dropped her work, and uttered a faint
cry, and was white and red by turns. But these signs of emotion were
swiftly dismissed, and she turned far more chUl and indifferent than she
would if she had not betrayed this agitation.
" What! is it you. Master Gerard ? What on earth brings you here, I
wonder?"
" I was passing by and saw you; so I thought I would give you good
day, and ask after your father."
" My father is weU. He will be here anon."
" Then I may as weU stay till he comes."
" As you wiU. Good Martin, step into the viUage and tell my fatliei
here is a friend of his."
" And not of yours ?"
" My father's friends are mine."
" That is doubtful. It was not Uke a friend to promise to wait for me,
and then make off the moment my back was turned. Cruel Margaret!
you Uttle know how I searched the town for you; how for want of you
nothing was pleasant to me."
" These are idle words; if you had desired my father's company, oi
nine, you would have come back. There I had a bed laid for you, sir,
jt my cousin's, and he would have made much of you, and, who knows,
[ might have made much of you too. I was in the humour that day.
You wUl not catch me in the same mind again, neither you nor any
young man, I warrant me."
" Margaret, I came back the moment the countess let me go; but you
were not there."
'•' Nay, you did not, or you had seen Hans Cloterman at our table; -we
left liim to bring you on."
'•' I saw no one there, but only a drunken man that had just tumbled
down."
" A t our table? How was he clad ?"
" Nay, I took little heed : in sad coloured garb."
At this Margaret's face graduaUy warmed; but presently, assuming
increduUtj and severity, she put many shrewd questions, all of which
Gerard answered most loyaUy. FinaUy, the clouds cleared, and they
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guessed how the misunderstanding had come about. Then «ame a revulsion of tenderness, aU the more powerful that they had done each other
wrong; and then, more dangerous stiU, came mutual confessions. Nei •
ther had been happy since; neither ever would have been happy but fof
diis fortunate meeting.
And Gerard found a MS. Vulgate lying open on the table, and potmcert
upon it like a hawk. MSS. were his deUght; but before he coidd get to
it two white hands quickly came flat upon the page, and a red face over
them.
" Nay, take away your hands, Margaret, that I may see where you are
reading, and I will read there too at home; so shall my soul meet yours
in the sacred page. You wiU not ? Nay, then, I must kiss them away."
And he kissed them so often, that for very shame they were fain to
withdraw, and, lo ! the sacred book lay open at
An apple of gold in a network of silver.
" There, now," said she, " I had been hunting for it ever so long, and
found it but even now—and to be caught!" and with a touch of inconsistency she pointed it out to Gerard with her white finger.
" Ay," said he, " but to-day it is aU hidden in that great cap."
" It is a comely cap, I'm told by some."
" Maybe: but what it hides is beautifiU."
" It is not: it is hideous."
" WeU, it was beautiful at Rotterdam."
" Ay, everything was beautiful that day" (with a Uttle sigh).
And now Peter came in, and welcomed Gerard cordiaUy, and would
h ive him to stay supper. And Margaret disappeared; and Gerard had
a mce learned chat with Peter; and Margaret reappeared with her hair
in her silver net, and shot a glance half arch half coy, and glided about
them, and spread supper, and beamed bright with gaiety and happiness.
And in the cool evening Gerard coaxed her out, and she objected, and
came ; and coaxed her on to the road to Tergou, and she declined, and
came, and there they stroUed up and down, hand in hand; and when ho
must go they pledged each other never to quarrel or misunderstand one
another again; and they sealed the promise with a long loving kiss, and
Gerard went home on wings.
From that day Gerard spent most of his evenings with Margaret, and
the attachment deepened and deepened on both sides tiU the hours they
spent together were the hours they Uved; the rest they counted and underwent. And at the outset of thus deep attachment aU went smoothly;
obstacles there were, but they seemed distant and smaU to the eyes of
hope, youth, and love. The feelings and passions of so many persons,
that this attachment would thwart, gave no warning smoke to show
their volcanic nature and power. The course of true love ran smoothly,
placidly, untU it had drawn these two young hearts into its current foy
ever.
And then—
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CHAPTER VII.
ONE bright morning unwonted velvet shone, miwonted feathers
wa,Tsd, and horses' hoofs glinted and ran through the streets of Tergou,
and the windows and balconies were studded with wondering faces.
The French ambassador was riding through to sport in the neighbouring
forest.
Besides his own suite he was attended by several servants of the Duke
of Burgundy, lent to do him honour and minister to his pleasure. The
duke's tumbler rode before him vith a grave, sedate majesty, that made
his more noble companions seem light, frivolous persons. But ever and
anon, when respect and n we neared the oppressive, he roUed off his horse
BO ignobly and funnily that even the ambassador was fain to burst out
laughing. He also cUinbed up again by the taU in a Avay provocative of
mirth, and so he played his part. Towards the rear of the pageant rode
one that excited more attention stiU—the duke's leopard. A huntsman,
mounted on a Flemish horse of prodigious size and power, carried a
long box fastened to the rider's loins by straps curiously contrived, and
on this box sat a bright leopard crouching. She was chained to the
huntsman. The people admired her glossy hide and spots, and pressed
near, and one or two were for feeling her, and pulling her tail; then the
huntsman shouted in a terrible voice, " Beware! At Antwerp, one did
but throw a handfid of dust at her, and the duke made dust of him."
"Gramercy!"
" I speak sooth. The good duke shut him up in prison, in a ceU
mider ground, and the rats cleaned the flesh off his bones in a night.
Served him right for molesting the poor thing." There was a murmur
of fear, and the Tergovians shrank from tickling the leopard of their
sovereign.
But an incident foUowed that raised their spirits again. The duke's
giant, a Hungarian seven feet four inches high, brought up the rear. This
enormous creature had, Uke some other giants, a treble, fluty voice of
little power. He was a vain feUow, and not conscious of this nor any
defect. Now it happened he caught sight of GUes sitting on the top of
the balcony; so he stopped and began to make fun of Mm.
" HaUo! W t h e r ! " squeaked he, " I had nearly passed without seeing
thee."
" You are plain enough to see," bellowed Giles, in Ms bass tones.
" Come on my shoulder, brother," squeaked Titan, and held out a
ihoulder of mutton fist to help him down.
" If I do I'U cuff your ears," roared the dwarf.
The giant saw the homuncule was irascible, and played upon bun,
being encouraged thereto by the shouts of laughter. For he did not see
that the people were laughing not at his wit, but at the ridiculous incoii
gruity of the two voices—the gigantic feeble fife, and the petty deep,
loud drum, the mountain delivered of a squeak, and the mole-hill belching thunder.
The singular duet came to as singular an end. Giles lost aU patience
and seU-command, and being a creature devoid of fear, and in a rage to
V>ot, he actuaUy di-oj^ped upon the giant's neck, seized his hair with on«
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hand, and punched his head with the other. The giant's first impulse
was to laugh, but the weight and rapidity of the blows soon corrected
;hat inclination.
" He ! he ! Ah ! ha ! haUo ! oh ! oh ! Holy saints ! here ! help •
or I must throttle the imp. I can't ! I'U split your skuU against
the
" and he made a wild run backwards at the balcony. Giles saw
his danger, seized the balcony in time with both hands, and whipped
over it just as the giant's head came against it with i stunning crack.
The people roared with laughter and exultation at the address of their
little champion. The indignant giant seized two of the laughers,
knocked them together Uke dumb-beUs, shook them and strewed them
flat—(Catherine shrieked and threw her apron over Giles)—then strode
waathfuUy away after the party. This incident had consequences no one
then present foresaw. Its immediate results were agreeable. The
Tergovians turned proud of GUes, and Ustened •s\ith more affability to
his prayers for parchment. For he drove a regular trade with his brother
Gerard in this article. Went about and begged it gratis, and Gerard gave
aim coppers for it.
On the afternoon of the same day, Catherine and her daughter were
chatting together about their favourite theme. Gerard, his goodness, Ms
benefice, and the luiglitened prospects of the whole family.
Their good luck had come to them in the very shape they would have
chosen ; Ir-sides the advantages of a benefice such as the Countess
Charolois •« mid not disdain to give, there was the feminine delight at
having a priest, a holy man, in their own family. " H e wiU marry
Cornells, and Sybrandt : for they can wed (good housewives), now, if
they will. Gerard Avill take care of you and GUes, when we are gone."
" Yes, mother, and we can confess to him instead of to a stranger,"
»aid Kate.
" Ay, girl! and he can give the sacred oU to your father and me, and
elose our eyes when our time comes."
" Oh, mother ! not for many, many years, I do pray Heaven. Pray
speak not of that, it always makes me sad. I hope to go before you,
mother dear. No ; let us be gay to-day. I am out of pain, mother,
quite out of all pain ; it does seem so strange ; and I feel so bright and
happy, that—mother, can you keep a secret ? "
" Nobody better, cliUd. Why, you know I can."
" Then I -rtill show you something so beautUul. You never saw the
like, I trow. Only Gerard must never know ; for sure he means to
surprise us with i t ; he covers it up so, and sometimes he carries it away
altogether."
Kate took her crutches, and moved slowly away% leaving her mother
in an exalted state of curiosity. She soon returned with something in a
cloth, uncovered it, and there was a lovely picture of the Virgin, with ali
her insignia, and wearing her tiara over a wealth of beautifiJ. hair, which
flowed loose over her shoulders. Catherine, at first, was struck with
awe.
" It is herseU," she cried ; " it is the Queen of Heaven. I never saw
*ne Uke her to my nUnd before."
" And her eyes, mother : lifted to the sky, as if they belonged there,
md not to a mortal creature. And hei beautiful hair of burning gold."
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' And to think I have a son that can make the saints live again upon
a piece of wood !"
" The reason is, he is a young saint himself, mother. He is too good
for tMs world ; he is here to portray the blessed, and then to go awa;f
and be with them for ever."
Ere they had half done admiring it, a strange voice was heard at the
door. By one of the furtive instincts of their sex they hastily Md the
picture in the cloth, though there was no need. And the next moment
in came, casting his eyes furtively around, a man that had not entered
the house this ten years—Ghysbrecht Van Swieten.
The two women were so taken by surprise, that they merely stared at
Mm and at one another, and said, " The burgomaster !" in a tone so
expressive, that Ghysbrecht felt compeUed to answer it.
" Yes ! I own the last tune I came here was not on a friendly errand.
Men love their own interest—EU's and mine were contrary. Well, let
this visit atone the last. To-day I come on your business, and none of
mine." Catherine and her daughter exchanged a swift glance of contemptuous increduUty. They knew the man better than he thought.
" It is about your son Gerard."
" Ay ! ay ! you want him to work for the town aU for nothing. He
told us."
" I come on no such errand. It is to let you know he has faUen int<j
bad hands."
" Now Heaven and the saints forbid ! Man, torture not a mother !
Speak out, and quickly : speak ere you have time to coin falsehood : we
know thee."
Ghysbrecht turned pale at this affront, and spite mingled with the
other motives that brought him here. "Thus it is, then," said he,
grinding Ms teeth, and speaking very fast. " Your son Gerard is more
like to be father of a famUy than a priest: he is for ever with Margaret,
Peter Brandt's red-haired girl, and loves her Uke a cow her caK."
Mother and daughter both burst out laugMng. Ghysbrecht stared at
them.
"What you knew i t ? "
" Carry this tale to those who know not my son Gerard. Women are
nought to him."
" Other women, mayhap. But this one is the apple of Ms eye to Mm,
or wiU be, if you part them not, and soon. Come, dame, make me not
waste time and friendly counsel: my servant has seen them together a
score times, handed, and reading babies in one another's eyes like—you
know, dame—you have been young too."
" Girl, I am iU at ease. Yea, I have been young, and know how
bUnd and foolish the young are. My heart! He has turned me sick in
a moment. Kate, if it should be true ?"
" Nay, nay !" cried Kate, eagerly. " Gerard noight love a young
woman : all young men do : I can't find what they see in them to love
80 : but U he did, he would let us know ; he would not deceive us. You
wicked man ! No, dear mother, look not so ! Gerard is too good to lov«
a creature of earth. His love is for our Lady and the saints. Ah ! I
will show you the picture—there : if his heart was earthly co'Ud he
paint the Queen of Heaven Uke that—look ! look !" and she held the
picture out triumphantly, and moi9 jadioyt and beautiful in thi*
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moment of enthusiasm than ever dead picture was or wiU be, overpowered the burgomaster m t h her eloquence and her feminine proof ol
Gerard's purity. His eyes and mouth opened, and remained open : m
wMch state they kept turning face and all, as if on a pivot, fiom the
picture to the women, and from the women to the picture.
" Why, it is herself," he gasped.
" Isn't it ?" cried Kate, and her hostiUty was softened. " You admire
it ? I forgive you for frightening us."
" Am I in a mad-house ?" said Ghysbrecht Van Swieten, thoroughly
puzzled. " You show me a picture of the gUl ; and you say he painted
it ; and that is a proof he cannot love her. Why they all paint their
sweethearts, painters do."
" A picture of the girl ?" exclaimed Kate, shocked. "Fie ! this is no
girl; tMs is our blessed Lady."
" No, no ; it is Margaret Brandt."
" Oh blind ! It is the Queen of Heaven."
" No ; only of Sevenbergen village."
" Profane man ! behold her crown ! "
" SUly cMld ! look at her red hair ! Would the Virgin be seen m red
hair ? She who had the pick of aU the colours ten thousand years before
the world began."
At this moment an anxious face was insinuated round the edge of the
opei. door : it was their neighbour Peter Buyskens.
" v^Tiat is to do ?" said he in a cautious whisper. " We can hear you
1A across the street. What on earth is to do ? "
''' 0, neighbour ! What is to do ? Why here is the burgomastei
blackening our Gerard."
" Stop !" cried Van Swieten. " Peter Buyskens is come in the nick of
time. He knows father and daughter both. They cast their glamour on
him."
" What is she a witch too ?"
" Else the egg takes not after the bird. Why is her father called the
magician ? I teU you they bewitched tMs very Peter here ; they cast
unholy speUs on him, and cured him of the coUc : now, Peter, look and
teU me who is that ? and you be sUent, women, for a moment, if you
can ; who is it, Peter ? "
" WeU to be sure !" said Peter in reply : and his eye seemed fascinated
oy the picture.
" Who is it ?" repeated Ghysbrecht, impetuously.
Peter Buyskens smUed. " Why you know as weU as I do ; but what
have they put a crown on her for ? I never saw her in a crown, for my
part."
"Man aUve ! Can't you open your great jaws, and just s]>eak a
wench's name plain out to obUge three people ?"
" I'd do a great deal more to obUge one of you than that, bui^omaster.
If it isn't as natural as Ufe ! "
" Curse the man ! he won't, he won't—curse him ! "
" Why, what have I done, now ?"
" Oh, sir !"_ said little Kate, " for pity's sake tell us ; are these the
features of a living woman, of—of—Margaret Brandt ?"
" A mirror is not truer, my Uttle maid."
"But is it aha. sir. for very certain P"
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'• Why, who else should it be ?"
" Now, why couldn't you say so at once ?" .snarled Ghysbrecht.
•' I did say so, as plain as I could speak," snapped Peter ; and they
growled over this small bone of contention so zealously, that they did not
see Catherine and her daughter had thrown their aprons over theii
heads, and were rocMng to and fro in deep distress. The next moment
Elias came in from the shop, and stood aghast. Catherine, though her
face was covered, knew his footstep.
" That is my poor man," she sobbed. " TeU him, good Peter Buyskens, for I have not the courage."
EUas turned pale. The presence of the burgomaster in his house,
after so many years of cooMess, coupled with his wife's and daughter'"
distress, made him fear some heavy misfortune.
" Richart ! Jacob !" he gasped.
" No, no !" said the burgomaster ; " it is nearer he/me, and nobody*is
dead or dying, old friend."
" God bless you, burgomaster! Ah ! somethmg has gone off my
breast that was Uke to choke me. Now, what is the matter ?"
Ghysbrecht then told him all that he told the women, and showed the
picture in evidence.
" Is that aU ?" said EU, profoundly reUeved. "What are ye roaruig
and bellowing for ? It is vexing—it is angering, but it is not like
death, nor even sickness. Boys wiU be boys. He will outgrow that
disease : 'tis but skin deep."
But when Ghysbrecht told bun that Margaret was a girl of good
character ; that it was not to be supposed she would be so intimate if
marriage had not been spoken of between them, his brow darkened.
" Marriage ? that shall never be," said he, sternly. "' I'll stay that;
ay, by force, if need be—as I would Ms hand Ufted to cut his throat.
I'd do what old John Koestein did t'other day."
"And what is ihat, in Heaven's name?" asked the mother, sudden.'y
remo'\ing her apron.
It was the burgomaster who replied :
" He made wf bhut young Albert Koestein up in the prison of the
Stadthouse tiU he knocked under. It was not long : forty-eight hours,
all alone, on bread arid water, cooled his hot stomach. ' Tell my father
I am his humble servant,' says he, ' and let me into the sun once more
—the sun is worth all the wenches in the world.'"
" Oh, the cruelty of men !" sighed Catherine.
" As to that, the burgomaster has no choice : it is the law. And if a
father says, ' Burgomaster, lock up my son,' he must do it. A fme th Lug
it would be if a father might not lock up his own son."
" WeU, well! it won't come to that with n.e, and my son. He never
disobeyed me in his life : he never shall. Where is he ? it is past
supper-time. Where is he, Kate ?"
" Alas ! I know not, father."
" I know," said Ghysbrecht; " he is at Sevenbergen. My servant met
him on the road."
Supper passed in gloomy silence. Evenuig descended—no Gerard !
eight o'clock came—no Gerard ! Then the father sent all to bed, excer-i
'Catherine
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" Y )u and I will walk abroad, wife, and talk over this new care."
" Abroad, my man, at this time ? Whither ?"
" Why, on the road to Sevenbergen."
" Oh, no ; no hasty words, father. Poor Gerard ! he never vexed yo«
before."
" Fear me not. But it must end ; and I am not one that trusts tomorrow with to-day's work."
The old pair walked hand-in-hand ; for, strange as it may appear to
some of my readers, the use of the elbow to couples walking was not
discovered in Europe tUl centuries after tMs. They sauntered on a long
tune in sUence. "The night was clear and baUny. Such mghts, calm
and silent, recall the past from the dead.
" It is a many years since we walked so late, my m<in," said Catherine,
softly.
" Ay, sweetheart, more than we shaU see again—(Is he never coming,
I wonder?)"
" Not since our courting days, EU."
" No. Ay, you were a buxom lass then."
" And you were a comely lad, as ever a girl's eye stole a look at. I
do suppose Gerard is with her now, as you used to be with me. Nature
is strong, and the same in aU our generations."
" Nay, I hope he has left her by now, confound her, or we shall be
here all night."
"EU !"
"WeU, Kate?"
" I have been happy with you, sweetheart, for aU our rubs,—much
happier, I trow, than if I had—been—a—a—nun. You won't speak
harshly to the poor cMld ? One can be firm mthout being harsh."
" Surely."
" Have you been happy with me, my poor Eli ?"
" AVliy, you know I have. Friends I have known, but none Uke thee.
Buss me, wife !"
" A heart to share joy and grief with is a great comfort to man oi
woman. Isn't it, EU ?"
" It is so, my lass.
' It doth joy double,
And halveth trouble,'
runs the bj"\vord. And so I have fotmd it, sweetheart. Ah ! here
comes the young fool."
Catherine trembled, and held her husband's hand tight. The moon
was • bright, but they were in the shadow of some trees, and their son
did not see them. He came singing in the moonUght, and his faoa
shining.

CHAPTER VIII.
WHILE the burgomastc/r was exposing Gerard at Tergou, Margaret had
ft trouble of her own at Sevenbergen. It was a housewife's distress, but
deeper than we can weU conceive. She came to Martin Wittenhaagen.
the old soldier, with teajs in her eyes.
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" Martin, there's nothing in the house, and Gerard is coming, and he
is so thoughtless. He forgets to sup at home. When he gives over
work then he runs to me straight, poor soul: and often he comes quite
faint. And to think 1 have nothing to set before my servant that love?
me so dear."
Martin scratched his head. " What can I do ?"
" It is Thursday ; it is your day to shoot,—sooth to say, I counted
on you to-day."
" Nay," said the soldier, " I may not shoot when the duke or his
friends are at the chace ; read else. I am no scholar." And he took
out of his pouch a parcliment with a grand seal. It purported to be a
stipend and a licence given by PMUp Duke of Burgimdy to Martin Wittenhaagen, one of his archers, in return for services in the wars, and ior
a wound received at the duke's side. The stipend was four merkli
yearly to be paid by the duke's almoner, and the Ucence was to shoot
three arrows once a-week, viz., on Thursday, and no other day, in any
of the duke's forests in Holland, at any game but a seven-year-old buck
or a doe carrying fawn, proviso, that the duke should not be hunting on
that day, or any of his friends. In this case Martin was not to go and
disturb the woods on peril of his salary, and his head, and a fine of a
penny.
Margaret sighed, and was sUent.
" Come, cheer up, mistress," said he, " for your sake I'll peril my
carcass ; I have done that for many a one that was not worth your fore,
finger. It is no such mighty risk either. I'll but step into the skUts ol
the forest, here. It is odds but they drive a hare or a fawn within reach
of my arrow."
" Well, if I let you go, you must promise me not to go far, aud not to
be seen ; far better Gerard went supperless than ill should come to you,
faithful Martin."
The requUed promise given, Martin took his bow and three arrows,
and stole cautiou.sly into the wood : it was scarce a furlong distant. The
horns were Leaid faintly m the distance, and all the game was afoot.
" Come," thought Martin, " I shall soon fiU the pot, and no one be the
wiser." He took his stand behind a thick oak that commanded a view
of an open glade, and strung his bow, a truly formidable weapon. It
was of English yew, six feet two inches high, and thick in proportion ;
iiud Martin, broad-chested, with arms all iron and cord, and used to the
bow from infancy, could draw a three-foot arrow to the head, and, when
it flew, the eye cou].d scarce foUow it, and the bow-string twanged aa
musical as a harp. This bow had laid many a stout soldier low in the
wars of the Hoecks and Cabbel-jaws. In those days a battle-field was
not a cloud of smoke ; the combatants were few, but the deaths many—
for they saw what they were about; and fewer bloodless arrows flew
than bloodless buUets now. A hare came cantering, then sat sprightly
imd her ears made a capital V. Martin levelled his tremendous weapon
at her. The arrow flew, the string twanged : but Martin had been in a
Hurry to pot her, and lost her by an inch : the arrow seemed to hit her,
but it struck the ground close to her, and passed under her belly Uke a
flash, and hissed along the short grass and disappeared. She jumped
three feet perpendicular, and away at the top of her speed. " Bungler!"
said Martin. A sure proof he was not an habitual bimgler, or he woidd
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iave blamed the hare. He had scarcely fitted another arrow to his
jtring when a wood-pigeon settled on the very tree he stood undes
•"Aha !" thought he, "you are smaU, but dainty." This time he tool
Siore pains ; drew Ms arrow carefuUy, loosed it smoothly, and saw it,
io aU appearance, go clean tMough the bird, carrying feathers skyward
dke dust. Instead of faUing at his feet, the bUd, whose breast was
torn, not fairly pierced, fluttered feebly away, and, by a great effort, rose
above the trees, flew some fifty yards, and feU dead at last; but where
he could not see for the thick foliage.
" Luck is against me," said he, despondingly. But he fitted another
arrow, and eyed the glade keenly. Presently he heard a bustle beMnd
him, and turned round just in time to see a noble buck cross the open,
mt too late to shoot at him. He dashed his bow dowr with an impregnation. At that moment a long spotted animal gUded swiftly across
after the deer ; its beUy seemed to touch the ground as it went. Martin
took up his bow hastily : he recognised the duke's leopard. " The
hunters wiU not be far from her," said he, " and I must not be seen.
Gerard must go supperless this mght."
He plunged into the wood, following the buck and leopard, for that
was his way home. He had not gone far when he heard an unusual
sound ahead of Mm—leaves rustling violently, and the ground trampled.
He hurried in the direction. He found the leopard on the buck's back,
tearing him vrith teeth and cla^r, and the buck rurming in a circle and
bounding convulsively, with the blood pouring dovra his Mde. Then
Martin formed a desperate resolution to have the venison for Margaret.
He drew Ms arrow to the head, and buried it in the deer, who, spite of
the creature on Ms back, bounded Mgh into the air, and feU dead. The
leopard went on tearing him as if nothing had happened.
Martin hoped that the creature would gorge itself with blood, and
then let him take the meat. He waited some minutes, then walked
resolutely up, and laid Ms hand on the buck's leg. The leopard gave
a frightful growl, and left off sucking blood.
She saw Martin's
game, and was sulky, and on her guard. What was to be done ?
Martin had heard that wUd creatures cannot stand the human eye.
Accordingly, he stood erect, and fixed Ms on the leopard ; the leopard returned a savage glance, and never took her eye off Martm.
Then Martin, continuing to look the beast down, the leopard, brataUy ignorant of natural Mstory, flew at his head with a frightful
yeU, flaming eyes, and jaws and claws distended. He had but just
time to catch her by the tMoat, before her teeth could crush his
face ; one of her claws seized Ms shoulder and rent it, the other
auned at Ms_ cheek, would have been more deadly stiU, but Martin
was old-fashioned, and wore no hat, but a scapulary of the same
stuff as Ms jerkin, and tMs scapulary he had brought over his head
like a hood ; the brute's claw caught in the loose leather. Martin
kept her teeth off his face with great dUfictUty, and griped her tMoat
fiercely, and she kept rending Ms shoulder. It was Uke blunt reapbg-hooks grinding and tearing. The pain was fearful: but, instead ol
cowing the old soldier, it put his blood up, and he gnashed his teeth
with rage almost as fierce as hers, and squeezed her neck with iron
force. The two pair of eyes flared at one another — and now the
man's were almost as furious as the brute's, She found he was
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throttlhig her, and made a wild attempt to free herself, in which she
dragged his cowl all over his face and blinded him, and tore her claw
out of his shoulder, flesh and aU : but still he throttled her with
hand and arm of iroru Presently her long taU, that was high in the
air, went down. " Aha !" cried Martin, joyfully, and griped her Uke
death ; next, her body lost its elasticity, and he held a choked ani\
powerless tlung : he griped it still till all motion ceased, then dashed
it to the earth ; then, panting, removed his cowl : the leopard lay mute
at Ms feet with tongue protruding and bloody paw: and for the first
time terror feU on Martin. " I am a dead man : I have slain the duke's
leopard." He hastily seized a few handfuls of leaves and tMew them
over her ; then shouldered the buck, and staggered away, leaving a trail
of blood all the way—his own, and the buck's. He burst into Peter's
house a horrible figure, bleeding and blood-stained, and flung the deer".
carcass do^vn.
" There—no questions," said he, " but broU me a steak on't j for I am
faint."
Margaret did not see he was wounded : she thought the blood was all
from the deer.
She busied lierseU at the fire, and the stout soldier stanched and
bound his own wound apart; and soon he and Gerard and Margaret were
supping royally on broiled venison.
They were very merry ; and Gerard, with wonderful thoughtfulness,
had brought a flask of Schiedam, and under its influence Martin revived, and told them how the venison was got; and they aU made merry
over the exploit.
Their mirth was strangely interrupted. Margaret's eye became fixed
and fascinated, and her cheek pale with fear. She gasped, and could
not speak, but pointed to the window with trembUng finger. Their
eyes followed hers, and there in the twiUght crouched a dark form with
eyes like glowworms.
It was the leopardWhUe they stood petrified, fascinated by the eyes of green fire, there
sounded in the wood a single deep bay. Martin trembled at it.
" They have lost her, and laid muzzled bloodhounds on her scent
they wUl find her here, and the vemson. Good-bye, friends, Martin
Wittenhaagen ends here."
Gerard seized Ms bow, and put it into the soldier's hands.
" Be a man," he cried ; " shoot her, and fling her into the wood ere
they come up. Who will know ?"
More voices of hounds broke out, and nearer.
" Curse her !" cried Martin : " I spared her once ; now she must die,
or I, or both more Ukely :" and he reared Ms bow, and drew Ms arrow
to the head.
" Nay ! nay !" cried Margaret, and seized the arrow. It broke in
haU : the pieces fell on each side the bow. The air at the same time
filled with the tongues of the hounds : they were hot upon the scent.
" What have you done, wench ? You have put the halter round my
throat."
" N o !" cried Margaret. " I have saved you: stand back from tho
frindow, both ! Your knife, qtuck !"
She seized his long-pointed knife, almost tore it out of his girdle, aud
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darted jfrom the room. The house was now sun"0'Juided with baying
dogs and shouting men.
The glowworm eyes moved not.

CHAPTER IX.
MARGARET cut off a huge piece of venison, and ran to the window, and
ihrew it out to the green eyes of fire. They darted on it with a savage
snarl: and there was a sound of rending and crunching: at this moment,
a hound uttered a bay so near and loud it rang through the house; and
the tMee at the window shrank together. Then the leopard feared Ibi
her supper, and gUded swiftly and stealtMly away ^viih it towards tha
woods, and the very next moment horses and men and dogs came helterskelter past the window, and followed her full cry. Martin and his
compaMons breathed again: the leopard was swUt, and would not be
^ught within a league of their house. They grasped hands. Margaret seized this opportunity, and cried a Uttle; Gerard kissed the tears
away.
To table once more, and Gerard drank to woman's wit: "'Tis stronger
than man's force," said he.
" Ay," said Margaret, " when those she loves are in danger; not else."
To-Mght Gerai'd stayed with her longer than usual, and went home
prouder than ever of her, and happy as a prince. Some Uttle distance
from home, under the shadow of some trees, he encountered two figures :
they almost barred his way.
It was his father and mother.
Out so late: what could be the cause?
A cMU feU on him.
He stopped and looked at them: they stood grim and silent. He
stammered out some words of inquiry:
"Why ask?" said Ms father, "you know why we are here."
" Oh, Gerard!" said Ms mother, with a voice fuU of reproach and yet
of affection.
Gerard's heart quaked: he was sUent.
Then Ms father pitied his confusion, and said to him :
" Nay, you need not to hang your head. You are not the fkst young
fool that has been caught by a red cheek, and a pair of blue eyes."
_ •' Nay, nay!" put in Catherine: " it was -vvitchcraft, Peter the Magisian is weU known for that."
" Come, Sir Priest," resumed his father, " you know you must not
meddle with women folk. But give us your promise to go no more to
Sevenbergen, and here aU ends; we won't be hard on vou for one
fault."
^
" I cannot proiMse that, father."
•* Not promise it, you young hypocrite !''
"Nay, father, miscall me not: I lacked courage to teU you what
I knew would vex you: and right grateful am I to that good friend,
whoever he be, that has let you wot. 'Tis a load off my mind. Yes,
father, I love Margaret: an 1 call me not a priest, for a priest I ynll never
e. I wiU die sooner.'
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" That we shall see, young man. Come, gainsay me no more; you
«i 11 learn what 'tis to disrespect a father."
Gerard held his peace, and the three walked home in gloomy silence,
Iroken only by a deep sigh or two from Catherine.
From that hour the Uttle house at Tergou was no longer the abode
of peace. Gerard was taken to task next day before the whole family;
ancl every voice was loud against bun, except little Kate's, and the
dwarf's, who was apt to take his cue from her without knowing why.
As for CorneUs and Sybrandt, they were bitterer than their father.
Gerard was dismayed at finding so many enemies, and looked wistfully
into his Uttle sister's face : her eyes were brunming at the harsh words
showered on one who but yesterday was the universal pet. But she
gave him no encouragement: she turned her head away from him and
said:
" Dear, dear Gerard, pray to Heaven to cure you of this folly !"
"What, are you against me, too?" said Gerard, sadly; and he rose
with a deep sigh, and left the house, and went to Sevenbergen.
The beginning of a quarrel, where the parties are bound by affection
though opposed in interest and sentiment, is comparatively innocent:
both are perhaps in the right at first starting, and then it is ihat a calm,
judicious friend, capable of seeing both sides, is a gift from Heaven. For,
the longer the dissension endures, the wider and deeper it grows by the
falUbiUty and irascibility of human nature: these are not confined to
either side, and finally the mvariable end is reached—both in the
wrong.
The combatants were unequally matched: EUas was angry, CorneUs
and Sybrandt spiteful; but Gerard, having a larger ancl more cultivate!
mind, saw both sides where they saw but one, and had fits of irresolution,
and was not wrath, but unhappy. He was lonely^, too, in this struggle
He could open Ms heart to no one. Margaret was a high-spirited girl •,
he dared not tell her what he had to endure at home; she was capable
of siding with his relations by resigning him, though at the cost of her
own happiness. Margaret Van Eyck had been a great comfort to him
on another occasion; but now he dared not make her his confidante. Her
oyni history was weU known. In early Ufe she had many offers of
marriage ; but refused them aU for the sake of that art, to which a ^vife'r
and niother's duties are so fatal: thus she remained single and painted
with her brothers. How could he tell her that he declined the benefice
she had got him, and decUned it for the sake of that, w'hich at his age
she had despised and sacrificed so Ughtly?
Gerard at this period bade fair to succumb. But the other side had a
horrible aUy in Catherine Semor. This good-hearted but uneducated
woman, could not, Uke her daughter, act quietly and firmly: still less
could she act upon a plan. She ii'ritated Gerard at times, and so helped
him; for anger is a great sustainer of the courage : at others she turned
round in a moment and made onslaughts on her O^\'TI forces. To take a
single instance out of many: one day that they were all at home,
Catherine and all, CorneUs said: " Our Gerard wea Margaret Brandt 1
Why it is hunger marrying thirst."
" And what will it be when you marry?" cried Catherine. " Gerard
can pauit, Gerard can write, but what can you do to keep a woman, ya
la/*' loon? Nought but wait for your father's shoon. Oh, we can seo
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why you and Sybrandt would not have the poor boy to man7. You are
afraid he wiU come to us for a share of our substance. And say that ho
does, and say that we give it him, it isn't youm we part from, and may
liaji never viU be."
On those occasions Gerard smiled sUly, and picked up heart: and
temporary confusion fell on Catherine's unfortunate alUes. But at last
after more than six months of irritation, came the cUniax. The father
told the son before the whole famUy he had ordered the burgomaster to
imprison him m the Stadthouse rather than let him marry Margaret.
Gerard tumed pale -ivith anger at this, but by a great effort held Ms peace.
His father went on to say, " And a priest you shaU be before the year 13
out, niUy-wiUy."
" Is it so?" cried Gerard. " Then, hear me, aU. By God and St. Bavoi
I swear I will never be a priest whUe Margaret Uves. Since force is tc
decide it, and not love and duty, try force, father; but force shaU not
ser^-e you, for the day I see the burgomaster come for me, I leave Tergou
for ever, and HoUand too, and my father's house, where it seems I have
been valued all these years, not for myself, but for what is to be got out
of me."
And he flung out of the room white with anger and desperation.
"' There !" cried Catherine, " that comes of driving young folk too hard.
But men are crueUer than tigers, even to their own flesh and blood. Now,
Heaven forbid he should ever leave us, married or single."
As Gerard came out of the house, his cheeks pale and his heart panting, he met Reicht Heynes: she had a message for him: Margaret Van
Eyck desired to see him. He found the old lady seated grim as a judge.
She wasted no time in preliminaries, but inquired coldly why he had
not visited her of late: before he could answer, she said in a sarcastic
tone, " I thought we had been friends, young sir."
At this Gerard looked the picture of doubt and consternation.
" It is because you never told her you were in love," said Reicht
Heymes, pitying Ms confusion.
" Silence, wench! Why should he teU us his affairs? We are not Ms
friends: we have not deserved Ms confidence."
" Alas! my second mother," said Gerard, " I did not dare to tell yox
my foUy."
" What folly ? Is it foUy to love ?
" I am told so every clay of my Ufe."
" You need not have been afraid to teU my mistress; she is always
kind to true lovers."
" Madam—Reicht,—I was afraid because I was told—"
" WeU? you were told--?"
" That in your youth you scorned love, preferring art."
" I did, boy; and what is the end of it ? Behold me here a barren
etock, whUe the women of my youth have a troop of chUdren at their
side, and grandcMldren at their knee. I gave up the sweet joys of wifehood and motherhood for what ? For my dear brothers. They have gone
and left me long ago. For my art. It has aU but left me too. I have the
Kno wiedge still, but what avails that when the hand trembles. No, Gerard;
I look on you as my son. You are good, you are handsome, you arc a
painter, though not Uke some I have known. I wiU not let you tMow
youi youth away as I cUd mine: you shaU marry this Margaret, I hav3
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Inquired, and she is a good daughter. Reicht here is a gossip. She
has told me all about it. But that need not hinder you to tell me."
Poor Gerard was overjoyed to be permitted to praise Margaret aloud
&nd to one who could understand what he loved in her.
Soon tliere were two pair of wet eyes over his story; and when the
poor boy saw that, there were three.
Women are creatures brunful of courage. Theirs is not exactly the
same quality as manly courage; that would never do, hang it aU ; we
should have to give up trampling on them. No; it is a vicarious
courage. They never take part in a bull-fight by any chance; but it is
remarked that they sit at one unshaken by those tremors, and apprehensions for the combatants, to which the male spectator—feeble-nUnded
WTetch!—is subject. Nothing can exceed the resolution with which
they have been known to send forth men to battle : as some witty dog
BP.ys: " Les femmes sont trfes braves avec le peau d'autrui."
By this trait Gerard now profited. Margaret and Reicht were agreed
that a man should always take the bull by the horns. Gerard's only
/aurse was to marry Margaret Brandt off-hand; the old people would
come to after a while, the deed once done. Whereas, the longer this
misunderstanding continued on its present footing, the worse for aU
parties, especially for Gerard.
" See how pale and thin they have made Mm amongst them."
" Indeed you are. Master Gerard," said Reicht. " It makes a body^ sad
to see a young man so wasted and worn. Mistress, when I met him in
the street to-day, I had Uked to have burst out crying: he was so
changed.."
" And I'U be bound the others keep their colour; eh, Reicht ? such
as it is."
" Oh, I see no odds in them."
" Of course not. We painters are no match for boors. We are glass,
they are stone. We can't stand the worry, worry, worry of little minds;
and it is not for the good of mankind we should be exposed to it.
\t is hard enough, Heav:^n knows, to design and paint a masterpiece, without having gnats and flies stinging us to death into the
bargain."
Exasperated as Gerard was by Ms father's threat of violence, he
listened to these friendly voices telling hun the prudent course was rebellion. But though he listened he was not convinced.
" I do not fear my father's violence," he said, " but I do fear his anger.
When it came to the point he would not imprison me. I would marry
Margaret to-morrow if that was my only fear. No ; he would disown
me. I should take Margaret from her father, and give her a poor
husband, who would never thrive, weighed down by his parent's
curse. Madam! I sometimes think if I could but marry her secretly,
and then take her away to some country where my craft is better
paid than in this; and after a year or two, when the storm had blo-wn
over, you know, could come back with money in iny purse, and say,
'My dear parents, we do not seek your substance, we but ask you to
love us once more as you used, and as we have never ceased to love
you'—but, alas! I shaU be told these are the dreams of au inexperienced
young man."
The old lady's eyes sparkled.
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" It is no dream, but a piece of wonderful common sense in a boy J
it remiins to be seen whether you have spirit to carry out your own
thought. There is a country, Gerard, where certain fortune awai+
you at tMs moment. Here the arts freeze, but there they flourisn, aa
diev never y^et flourished in any age or land."
"" It is Italy!" cried Gerard. " It is Italy !"
" Ay, Italy! where painters are honoured like princes, and scribes are
paid three hundred crowns for copying a single manuscript. Know you
not that his Holiness the Pope has iviitten to every land for skUful
scribes to copy the hundreds of precious manuscripts that are pourino
into that fa^•oured land from Constantinople, whence learning and
learned men are driven by the barbarian Turks?"
" Nay, I know not that; but it has been the dream and hope of my
life to visit Italy, the queen of aUthe arts; oh, madam. But the journey,
and we are aU so poor."
" Find you the heart to go, I'll find the means. I know where to lay
my hand on ten golden angels: they wiU take you to Rome: and tha
girl with you if she loves you as she ought."
They sat till midMght over this theme. And, after that day,
Gerard recovered his spirits, and seemed to carry a secret taUsman
against aU the gibes and the harsh words that flew about Ms ears
at home.
Besides the moneyshe procured Mm for the journey, Margaret Van Eyck
gave Mm money's worth. Said she, " I will tell you secrets that 1 learned
from masters that are gone from me, and have left no fellow behind.
Even the Italians know them not; and what I teU you now m Tergou
you shaU seU dear in Florence. Note my brother Jan's pictures: tune,
which fades aU other paUitings, leaves his colours bright as the day
they left the easel. The reason is, he did nothing blindly, nothing in a
hurry. He trusted to no hireUng to grind his colours; he did it himself, or saw it done. His panel was prepared, and prepared again—I will
show you how—a year before he laid his colour on. Most of them are
quite content to have their work sucked up and lost, sooner than not be
in a hurry. Bad painters are always in a hurry. Above all, Gerard, I
warn you use but Uttle oU, and never boU it; boiUng it melts that vegetable dross into its very heart, which it is our business to clear away;
for impure oil is death to colour. No; take your oil and pour it into a
bottle with water. In a day or two the water wiU turn muddy: that
is muck from the oU. Pour the dirty water carefully away, and add
fresh. When that is poured away you wiU fancy the oil is clear. Yon
are mistaken. Reicht, fetch me that!" Reicht brought a glass trough
with a glass lid fitting tight. " When your oU has been washed m
bottle, put it into this trough with water, and put the trough in the sun
aU day. You wUl soon see the water turbid again. But mark, you must
not carry tMs game too far, or the sun wiU turn your oU to varnish.
When it is as clear as crystal, and not too luscious, drain carefuUy, and
cork it up tight. Grind your ovm prime colours, and lay them ou with
this oil, and they shaU Uve. Hubert would put sand or salt in the watei
to clear the oil quicker. But Jan used to say, "Water wUl do it best,
pve water time." Jan Van Eyck was never in a hurry, and that is why
the world wiU not forget him in a hurry."
This and several other receipts, ouse nunc perscribere longum es^
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Margar(;t gave him with sparkling eyes, and Gerard received them Like i
legacy from Heaven, so interesting are some tMngs that read uninteresting. Thus provided with money and knowledge Gerard decided to
oiarry, and fly with his wife to Italy. Nothing remained now but to
inform Margaret Brandt of his resolution, and to pubUsh the banns aa
quietly as possible. He went to Sevenbergen earlier than usual on both
these errands. He began with Margaret; told her of the Dame Van
Eyck's goodness, and the resolution he had come to at last, and invited
her co-operation.
She refused it plump.
" No, Gerard ; you and I have never spoken of your family, but when
you come to marriage—" She stopped, then began again. " I do think
your father has no ill wiU to me more than to another. He told Peter
Buyskens as much, and Peter told me. But so long as he is bent on
your being a priest (you ought to have told me this instead of I you), 1
could not marry you, Gerard, dearly as I love you."
Gerard strove in vain to shake this resolution. He found it very easy
to make her cry, but impossible to make her yield. Then Gerard was
impatient and unjust.
"VeryweU!" he cried; "then you are on their side, and you will
drive me to be a priest, for tMs must end one way or another. My
parents hate me in earnest, but my lover only loves me in jest."
And with this wUd, bitter speech, he fltmg away home again, and
left Margaret weeping.
Wlien a man misbehaves, the effect is curious on a girl who loves him
sincerely. It makes her pity him. This, to some of us males, seems
anything but logical. The fault is in our own eye ; the logic is too
sviift for us. The girl argues thus :—" How unhappy, how vexed, poor
* * * must be ; him. to misbehave ! Poor thing !"
Margaret was full of this sweet womanly pity, when, to her great surprise, scarce an hour and a haU after he left her, Gerard came running
back to her with the fragments of a picture in his hand, and panting
with anger and grief.
" There, Margaret! see ! see ! the wretches ! Look at their spite !
They have cut your portrait to pieces."
Margaret looked, and, sure enough, some maUcious hand had cut her
portrait into five pieces. She was a good girl, but she was not ice ; she
liirned red to her very forehead.
"Who did it?"
" Nay, I know not. I dared not ask ; for I should hate the hand Ihat
did it, ay, till my dying day. My poor Margaret! The butchers, the
ruffians! Six months' work "cut out of my Ufe, and nothing to show for
it now. See, they have hacked through your very face ; the sweet face
that every one loves who knows it. 0, heartless, merciless vipers !"
" Never mind, Gerard," said Margaret, panting. " Since tMs is how
they treat you for my sake—Ye rob him of my portrait, do ye ? WeU.
then, he shaU have the face itself, such aa it is."
" O , Margaret!"
" Yes, Gerard ; since they are so cruel, I \yi\l be the kinder : forgive
me for refusing you. I wiU be vour wife: to-morrow, if it is youi
ple.asure."
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Geiarl kissed her hands -with rapture, and then her Ups ; and hi a
tumult of joy ran for Peter and Martin. They came and witnessed the
oetrothal; a solemn ceremony in those days, and indeed for more than a
century later, though now abolished.

CHAPTER X.
THE banns of marriage had to be read three times, as in our days ;
with tMs difference, that they were commonly read on week-days, and
the young couple easUy persuaded the cure to do the three readings in
twenty-four hours : he was new to the place, and theU looks spoke
volumes in their favour. They were cried on Monday at matins and at
vespers; and, to their great deUght, nobody from Tergou was in the
church. The next morning they were both there palpitating with
anxiety, when, to their horror, a stranger stood up and forbade the
banns, on the score that the parties were not of age, and their parents
not consenting.
Outside the church door, Margaret and Gerard held a trembUng and
almost despairing consultation ; but, before they could settle anything,
the man who had done them so iU a turn approached, and gave them to
understand that he was very sorry to interfere ; that his incUnation was
to further the happiness of the young : but that in point of fact his only
means >i g-^tting a living was by forbidding banns : what then ? " The
young peo le give me a crown, and I undo my work handsomely ; teU
the cure I was imsinfornied ; and all goes smoothly."
" A crown ? I -will give you a golden angel to do this," said Gerard,
eagerly, the man consented as eagerly, and went with Gerard to the
cure, and told Mm he had made a ridiculous mistake, which a sight ol
the parties had rectified. On this the cure agreed to marry the young
couple next day at ten : and the professional obstructor of bUss went
home with Gerard's angel. Like most of these very clever knaves, he
was a fool, ami proceeded to drink his angel at a certain hostelry in
Tergou, where was a green devoted to archery and the common sport j
of the day^ There, beuig drunk, he bragged of his day's exploit; aul.
ndio should be there, Unbibing every word, but a great frequenter of
the spot, the ne'er-do-weel Sybrandt. Sybrandt ran home to tell his
father ; his father was not at home ; he was gone to Rotterdam to buy
cloth of the merchants. Catching his elder brother's eye, he made him
a signal to come out, and told him what he had heard.
There are black sheep in nearly every large fanUly : and these two
were Gerawl's black brothers. Idleness is vitiating : waiting for the
death of those we ought to love is vitiating : and these two one-idea'd curs
were ready to tear any one to death that should interfere with that
niiairable inheritance which was their thought by day and their dream
by night. Their parents' parsimony was a virtue ; it -<s'as accompanied
by industry, and its motive was love of their offspring : but in these
perverse and selfish hearts that homely virtue was perverted into
ftvarice, than which no more fruitful source of crimes is to be found in
nature.
They put their heads together, and agreed not to teU their mother
whose sentinip.nta were eo uncertain, but to go first to the burgomaster
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They were cunning enough to see that he was averse to the match,
though they could not divine why.
Ghysbrecht Van Swieten saw through them at once ; but he took
care not to let them see tMough him. He heard their story; and,
putting on magisterial dignity and coldness, he said :
" Since the father of the family is not here, Ms duty faUeth on me,
who am the father of the town. I know your father's mind ; leave all
to me : and, above all, tell not a woman a word of this, least of all the
women that are in your own house : for chattering tongues mar visest
coimsels."
So he dismissed them ; a Uttle superciUously : he was ashamed of his
eonfederates.
On their return home they found their brother Gerard seated on a low
stool at their mother's knee : she was caressing his hair with her hand,
speaking very kindly to him, and promising to take his part with his
father and thwart his love no more. The main cause of this change of
mind was characteristic of the woman. She it was who in a moment of
female irritation had cut Margaret's picture to pieces. She had watched
the effect with some misgivings, ancl had seen Gerard turn pale as death,
and sit motionless Uke a bereaved creature, with the pieces in his hajids,
and his eyes fixed on them tUl tears came and blinded them. Then she
was terrified at what she had done ; and next her heart smote her
bitterly ; and she wept sore apart ; but, being what she was, dared not
own it, but said to herself, " I'U not say a word, but I'U make it up to
him." And her bowels yearned over her son, and her feeble violence
died a natural death, and she was transferring her fatal aUiance to Gerard
when the two black sheep came in. Gerard knew nothUig of the immediate cause ; on the contrary, inexperienced as he was in the ins and outs
of females, her kindness made Mm ashamed of a suspicion he had entertained that she was the depredator ; and he kissed her again and again,
and went to bed happy as a prince to think Ms mother was his mother
once more at the very crisis of his fate.
The next morning, at ten o'clock, Gerard and Margaret were in the
(;hurcli at Sevenbergen, he radiant with joy, she with blushes. Peter
was also there, and Martm Wittenhaagen, but no other friend. Secrecy
was everything. Margaret had decUned Italy, She could not leave her
father ; he was too learned and too helpless. But it was settled they
should retire into Flanders for a few weeks until the storm should be
blown over at Tergou. The cure did not keep them waiting long,
though it seemed an age. Presently he stood at the altar, and called
them to him. They went hand in hand, the happiest in HoUand. Tha
cure opened his book.
But ere he uttered a single word of the sacred rite, a harsh voice cried
"Forbear!" And the constables of Tergou came up the aisle and
seized Gerard in the name of the law. Martin's long knUe flashed out
directlv.
" Forbear, man!" cried the priest. " ^Yhat! draw your weapon in a
church and ye who interrupt this holy sacrament, wliat means this
impiety?"
" There is no impiety, father," said the burgomaster's servant respectf'lU?. " This young man would marry aeaiast his father's will, and Jii»
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iather has prayed our burgomaster to deal with him according to the
law. Let Mm deny it if he can."
" Is tMs so, young man ?"
Gerard hung his head.
" We take liim to Rotterdam to abide the sentence of tho duke."
At tMs Margaret uttered a cry of despair, and the young creatures,
who were so happy a moment ago, feU to sobbing in one another's arms
BO piteously, that the instruments of oppression drew back a step, and
were ashamed ; but one of them that was good-natured stepped up under
pretence of separating them, and wMspered to Margaret :
'• Rotterdam ? it is a Ue. We but take him to our Stadthouse."
They took him away on horseback, on the road to Rotterdani; and
after a dozen halts, and by sly detours, to Tergou. Just outside the
tofl-n they were met by^ a rude vehicle covered with canvas. Gerard was
put into tMs, and about five in the evenuig was secretly conveyed intc
the prison of the Stadthouse. He was taken up several flights of stairs
and tlirust Uito a smaU room Ughted only by a narrow window, with a
vertical iron bar. The whole furniture was a huge oak chest.
Imprisonment in that age was one of the high-roads to death. It is
horrible in its mUdest form ; but in those day-s it impUed cold, unbroken soUtude, torture, starvation, and often poison. Gerard felt he
v/as m the hands of an enemy.
" Oh, the look that man gave me on the road to Rotterdam. There is
more here than my father's wrath. I doubt I shaU see no more the
Ught of day." And he kneeled down and commended his soul to God.
Presently he rose and sprang at the iron bar of the window, and
clutched it. This enabled Mm to look out by pressing his knees against
the waU. It was but for a minute ; but in that minute, he saw a sight
such as none but a captive can appreciate.
^Martin Wittenhaagen's back.
Martin was sitting, quietly fisMng in the brook near the Stadthouse.
Gerard sprang again at the window, and whistled. Martin instantly
showed that he was watchuig much harder than fishing. He turned
hastify round and saw Gerard ;—made him a signal, and taking up Ms
line and bow went quickly off.
Gerard saw by tMs that Ms friends were not idle : yet he had rather
Martin had stayed. The very sight of him was a comfort. He held on,
looking at the soldier's retiruig form as long as he could, then falUng
back somewhat heavUy, wrenched the rusty iron bar, held only by rusty
naUs, away from the stone-work just as Ghysbrecht Van Swieten opened
the door stealthily behind him. The burgomaster's eye feU instantly on
the iron, and then glanced at the window ; but he said nothing. The
•sindow was a hundred feet from the ground ; and if Gerard had a fancy
for jumping out, why should he baUc it ? He brought a brown loaf and
a pitcher of water, and set them on the chest in solemn sUence.
Gerard's first impulse was to brain Mm with the Uon bar, and fly down
the stairs ; but the burgomaster sefing something vacked in Ms eye, gave
Ji little cough, and three stout feUows, armed, showed themselves directly
8.t the door.
" My orders are to keep you thus untU you shaU bind yourself by ax.
oath to leave Margaret Brandt, and return to the Church to wMch you
ttave belonged from your o.»adle."
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** Death sooner."
" With all my heart."
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And the burgomaster retired.

Martin went with all speed to Sevenbergen ; there he found Margaret
pale and agitated, but full of resolution and energy. She was just finishmg a letter to the Countess Charolois, appealing to her against tha
violence and treachery of Ghysbrecht.
" C o u r a g e ! " cried Martin on entering. " I have found him. He is
in the haunted tower; right at the top of it. Ay ! I know the place ;
many a poor fellow has gone u p there straight, and come down feet
foremost."
He then told them how he had looked up and seen Gerard's face at a
window that was like a sUt in the waU.
" Oh, M a r t m ! how did he look ?"
" Wliat mean you ? He looked like Gerard EUassoen."
" B u t was he pale?"
" A Uttle."
" Looked he anxious ? Looked he like one doomed ?"
" Nay, n a y ; as bright as a pewier pot."
" You mock me. S t a y ! then that must have been at sight of you.
He counts on us. Oh ! what shall we do ? Martin, good friend, take this
at once to Rotterdam."
Martin held out his hand for the letter.
Peter had sat silent all this time, but pondering, and yet contrary to
custom, keenly attentive to what was gomg on around him.
" Put not your trust in princes," said he.
" Alas! what else have we to trust in ?"
" Knowledge."
" WeU-a-day, father! your learning wiU not serve us here."
" How know you that ? Wit has been too strong for iron bars eie
to-day."
" Ay, father; but nature is stronger than wit, and she is against us.
Think of the height! No ladder in HoUand might reach him."
" I need no ladder; what I need is a gold crown."
" Nay, I have money, for that matter. I have nine angels. Gerard
gave them me to k e e p ; but what do they avail ? The burgomaster wUl
rot be bribed to let Gerard free."
" What do they avail ? Give me but cne crown, and the young man
shall sup with us this night."
Peter spoke so eagerly and confidently, that for a moment Margaref
felt hopeful; but she caught Martin's eye dweUing upon Mm with aa
Expression of benevolent contempt.
" It passes the powers of man's invention," said she, with a deep sigh.
" Invention ?" cried the old man. " A fig for invention. VThat need
we invention at this time of day ? Everything has been said that is to
be said and done that ever v.ill be done. 1 shall tell you how a Florenrine knight was shut up in a tower higher than Gerard's: yet did his
Jaithful squire stand at the tower foot and get him out, with no othei
jngine than that in your hand, Martin, and certaUi kickshaws I shaU
buy for a crown."
Martin looked at Ms bow, and t u m e d it round in his h a n d ; and seemed
to interrogate it. But the examination left him as incredulous as befora
E
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Theu Peter told them his story, how the faithful squire got the knighV
out of a high tower at Brescia. The manceuvre, like most things that
are reaUy scientific, was so simple, that now their wonder was they had
taken for impossible what was not even difficult.
The letter never went to Rotterdam. They trusted to Peter's learning
and their own d<^terity.
It was nine o'clock on a clear moonlight night; Gerard, senior, wag
stiU away; the rest of his little lanuly had been sometime abed.
A figure stood by the dwarf's bed. It was white, and the moonUght
shone on it.
With an unearthly noise, between a yell and a snarl, the gymnast
rolled off his bed and under it by a single unbroken movement. A soft
voice followed him in his retreat.
" Why, Giles, are you afeard of me ?"
At this, Giles's head peeped cautiously up, and he saw it was only hia
sister Kate.
She put her finger to her lips. " Hush! lest the wicked Cornells or
the wicked Sybrandt hear us." Giles's claws seized the side of the bed,
and he returned to his place by one undivided gymnastic.
Kate then revealed to Giles, that she had heard CorneUs and Sybrandt
mention Gerard's name; and being herself in great anxiety at his not
coming home aU day, had Ustened at their door, and had made a fearful
discovery. Gerard was in prison, in the haunted tower of the Stadthouse.
He wa? there it seemed by their father's authority. But here must be
some treachery; for how could their father have ordered this cruel act ?
He was at Rotterdam. She ended by intreating Giles to bear her company to the foot of the haunted tower, to say a w-ord of comfort to poor
Gerard, and let him know their father was absent, and would be sure to
release him on his return.
" Dear Giles, I would go alone, but I am afeard of the spirits that men
say do haunt the tower: but with you I shall not be afeard."
" Nor I with you," said GUes. " I don't believe there are any spirits
in Tergou. I never saw one. This last was the likest one ever I saw;
and it was but you, Kate, after aU."
In less than half an hour Giles and Kate opened the house door cautiously and issued forth. She made him carry a lantern, though the nighl
ivas bright. " The lantern gives me more courage against the evil spuits,"
said she.
The first day of imprisonment is very trying, especially if to the horror
of captivity is added the horror of utter solitude. I observe that in our
o^vn day a great many persons commit suicide during the first twentyfour hours of the soUtary cell. This is doubtless wiiy our Jairi abstain
60 carefully from the impertinence of watching their little experiment
upon the human soul at that particular stage of it.
As the sun decUned, Gerard's heart too sank and sank; with the
Waning Ught even the embers of hope went out. He was faint, too, with
hunger; for he was afraid to eat the food Ghysbrecht had brouglit
him; and hunger alone cows men. He sat upon the chest, his anns
and his head drooping before him, a picture of despondency. Suddenly something e t r i ^ the wall beyond him very sharply, and thw

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH.

CI

rattled on the floor at Ms feet. I t was an arrow; he saw the wMte feather. A cMll ran through Mm—they meant then to assassinate hitri
from the outside. He crouched. No more missiles came. He crawded
on all foiu's, and took u p the arrow: there was no head to it. He uttered a cry of hope: had a friendly hand shot it ? He took it up, and
felt it all over: he found a soft substance attached to it. Then one of
his eccentricities was of grand use to him. His tinder-box enabled him
to strike a Ught: it showed him two things that made Ms heart bound
with deUght, none the less tMilUng for being somewhat vague. Attached to the arrow was a skein of sUk, and on the arrow itself wert
words written.
How his ey^es devoured them, his heart panting the w l u l e .
Well btlobib-, makt fast tijt silk to tijg knife mtb lofofr lo its: but l^olh i^im *nb
hat: i'qtn tmtnt an l^itnbrcl) nnb irrabj np.
Gerard seized the oak chest, and with almost superhuman energy
dragged it to the window: a moment ago he could not have moved
it. Standing on the chest ancl looking clown he saw figures at the tower
foot. They were so indistinct they looked like one huge form. He
waved Ms bonnet to them with trembling h a n d : then he undid the silk
rapidly but carefully, and made one end fast to his knife ancl lowered it
till it ceased to draw. Then he counted a hundred. Then pulled the
silk carefully u p : it came u p a little heavier. At last he came to a
large knot, ancl by that knot a stout whipcord was attached to the silk.
What could this mean ? While he was puzzluig himself Margaret's voice
came up to hun, low but clear. " Draw up, Gerard, till you see Liberty."
At the word Gerard drew the whipcord Une up, and drew and drew till
he came to another knot, and found a cord of some thickness take the
lace of the wMpcord. He had no sooner begun to draw this up than
e found that he had now a heavy weight to deal with. Then the truth
suddenly flashed on him, and he went to work and pulled and pulled
till the perspUation rolled down hun : the weight got heavier and
heavier, and at last he was well nigh exhausted: looking down he saw
in the moonlight a sight that revived h i m : it was as it were a great
snake coming up to him out of the deep shadoAV cast by the tower. He
gave a shout of joy, and a score more wUd pulls, and l o ! a stout new
rope touched his h a n d : he hauled and hauled, and dragged the end into
his prison and instantly passed it through both handles of the chest ia
succession, and knotted it firmly; then sat for a moment to recover his
breath and collect his courage. "The first thmg was to make sure thpi
the chest was sound, and capable of resisting his weight poised ui niij
air. He jumped with all his force upon it. At the third j u m p the whole
side burst open, and out scuttled the contents, a host of parchments.
After the first start and misgiving this gave hun, Gerard comprehended,
that the chest had not burst but opened : he had doubtless jumped upon
some secret spring. StiU it shook Ui some degree his confidence in the
chest's powers of resistance; so he gave it an ally: he took the iron bai
and fastened it with the small rope across the large rope, and across the
window. He now mounted the chest, and from the chest put his foot
through the window, and sat half in and half out, with one hand on that
part o*f the rope which was inside. In the .silent night h^ heard his owe
ucait beat.
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The free air breathed on Ms face, and gave him tho courage to risX
what we must all lose one day—for liberty. ]\Iany dangeru awaited lum,
but the grf .atest was the first getting on to the rope outside. Gerard
rcflec'?3d. Finally he put himself in the attitude of a swimmer, his body
to the waist beiog in the prison, his legs outside. Then holding tha
inside rope with both hantiri, he felt anxiously with his feet for the outside rope, and, when he had got it, he worked it in between the palms
of his feet, and kept it there tight: then he uttered a short prayer, and,
aU the calmer for it, put Ms left hand on the sill and gradually wTiggled
out. Then he seized the iron bar, and for one fearful moment hung outside from it by his right hand, wiiile Ms left hand felt for the rope down
at his knees; it was too tight against the wall for his fingers to get round
it higher up. The moment he" had faUly grasped it, he left the bar, and
swiftly seized the rope with the right hand too ; but in this manoeuvi'e
his body necessarily feU about a yard. A stifled cry came up from below.
Gerard hung in mid air. He clenched Ms teeth, and nipped the rope
tight with his feet and gripped it with his hands, and went do-wn slowiy
hand below hand. He passed by one huge rough stone after another.
He saw there w^as green moss on one. He looked up and he looked
down. The moon shone into his prison window: it seemed very near.
The fluttering figures below seemed an awful distance. It made him
dizzy to look down: so he fixed his eyes steadily on the W'all close to
Mm, and went slowiy dow-n, down, down.
He passed a rusty, slimy streak on the wall: it w^as some ten feet
fong. The rope made Ms hands very hot. He stole another look up.
The prison window was a good way off, now.
Down—dowai—down—down.
The rope made his hands sore.
He looked up. The window was so distant, he veiittu'ed now to turn
yiis eyes downw'ard again: and there, not more than thirty feet below
him were Margaret and Martin, their'faithful hands upstretched to catch
Mm should he faU. He could see their eyes and their teeth shine in
the moonUght. For their mouths were open, and they were breathing
hard.
" Take care, Gerard! Oh, take care! Look not do-wn."
" Fear me not," cried Gerard, joyi'ully, and eyed the waU, but came
down faster.
In another minute Ms feet were at their hands. They seized him ere
he touched the ground, and aU tMee clung together in one embrace.
" Hush! away in sUence, dear one."
They stole along the shadow of the waU.
Now^, ere they had gone many yards, suddenly a stream of light shot
from an angle of the buUding, and lay across their path Uke a barrier of
fire, and they heard wliispers and footsteps close at hand.
" Back!" hissed Martin. " Keep in the shade."
They hurried back, passed the dangling rope, and made for a little
square projecting tower. They had barely rounded it when the light
ehot trembling past them, and flickered uncertauily into the distance.
" A lantern!" groaned Martin ui a whisper. " They are after us."
" Give me my knife," whispered Gerard. " I'U never be taken aUve.
" N o , no!" murmured Margaret: " is there no way out where w«
*rt{"
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" None, none. But I carry six Uves at my shoulder:" and with the
worii, Martin strung Ms bow, and fitted an arrow to the string: " in wai
never wait to be struck: I will Mil one or two ere they shall know where
their death comes from:" then, motioning his companions to be quiet,
he began to draw his bow, and, ere the arrow was quite drawn to the
head, he glided round the corner ready to loose the string the moment
the enemy should offer a mark.
Gerard and Margaret held their breath in horrible expectation: they
had never seen a human being kUled.
And now a wild hope, but half repressed, thrilled through Gerard,
that tMs watchful enemy might be the burgomaster in person. The
soldier, he knew, would send an arrow through a burgher or burgomaster, as he would through a boar in a wood.
But who may foreteU the future, however near ? The bow, instead of
remaining firm, and loosing the deadly shaft, was seen to waver first,
then shake violently, and the stout soldier staggered back to them, his
knees knockuig and his cheeks blanched with fear. He let his arrov/
fall, and clutched Gerard's shoulder.
" Let me feel flesh and blood," he gasped. " The haunted tower ! tho
haunted tower !"
His terror communicated itseU to Margaret and Gerard. They gasped
rather than uttered an inquiry.
" Hush !" he cried, " it will hear you. Up the wall! it is going up
the waU ! Its head is on fire. Uj) the wall, as mortal creatures walk
upon green sward. If you know a prayer, say it ! for hell is loose
to-night."
" I have power to exorcise spirits," said Gerard, trembUng. " I will
venture fortli."
" Go alone, then 1" said Martin : " I have looked on't once, and
Uve."

CHAPTER XI.
THE strange glance of hatred the burgomaster had cast on Gerard,
coupled with his imprisonment, had filled the young man with a persuasion that Ghysbrecht was his enemy to the death : and he gUded
round the angle of the tower, fully expecting to see no supernatural
appearance, but some cruel and treacherous contrivance of a bad man to
do Mm a nUschief in that prison, his escape from which could hardly be
known.
As he stole forth, a soft but brave hand crept into Ms ; and Margaret
was by Ms side, to share tMs new peril.
No sooner was the haunted tower visible, than a sight struck their
eyes that benumbed them as they stood. More than half way up the
tower, a creature with a fiery head, like an enormous glowworm, was
steadily moui.ting the wall : the body was dark, but its outUne visil le
through the glare from the head, and the whole creature not much less
than four feet long.
At the foot of the tower stood a thing in wMte, that looked exactly
Uke the figure of a female, Gerard and Margaret palpitated with awe.
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" The rope ! the rope ! It is going up the rope," gasped Gerard.
As they gazed, the glowworm disappeared in Ger.Qid's late prison, t u t
'•"s Ught Uluminated the ceU inside, and reddened the wmdow. The
'"Mte figure stood motionless below.
Such as can retain their senses after the first prostrating effect of the
supernatural, are apt to experience terror in one of its strangest forms,
» wild desu-e to fling themselves upon the terrible object. I t fascinates
them as the snake the bird. The great tragedian Macready used to
render this fijiely in ^lacbeth, at Banquo's second appearance. He flung
himself with averted head at the horrible shadow. This strange impulse
now seized Margaret. She put down Gerard's hand quietly, and stood
bewildered ; then, all in a moment, with a wild cry, darted towards the
spectre. Gerard, not aware of the natural impulse I have spoken of,
never doubted the e^il one was drawing her to her perdition. He fell
on his knees.
" Exorcizo vos. I n nomine beatoe Marise, exorcizo vos."
While the exorcist was shrieking his incantations in extremity of
terror, to his infinite reUef he heard the spectre utter a feeble cry of
fear. To find that hell had also its Uttle weaknesses, was encouraguig.
H e redoubled his exorcisms, and presently he saw the ghastly shape
kneeling at Margaret's knees, and heard it praying piteously for
mercy.
Kate and Giles soon reached the haunted tower. Judge their surprise when they found a new rope dangUng from the prisoner's window
to the ground.
" I see how it is," said the inferior intelligence, taking facts as they
came. " Our Gerard has come do-\vn this rope. He has got clear. Up
I go, and see."
" No, Giles, 1111 !" said the superior intelligence, blinded by prejudice.
" See you not this is glamour ? This rope is a Une the evil one casts out
to wile thee to destruction. He knows the weaknesses of all our hearts ;
he has seen how fond yciu are of going up things. Where should our
Gerard procure a rope ? how fasten it in the sky like this ? It is not in
uatiu'e. IIL'IV saints, protect us this night, for lieU is abroad."
" Stuff!" said the dwarf : " the way to hell is down, and this rope
leads up. I never had the luck to go u p such a long rope. It may be
years ere I faU in with such a long rope all ready hung for iiie. As well
be knocked on the head at once as never know happmess."
And he sprung on to the rope with a cry of delight, as a cat jumps
with a mew on to a table where fish is. All the gymnast was on fire ;
»nd the only concession Kate could gain from him was permission to
t'asten the lantern on his neck first.
" A Ught scares the iU spirits," said she.
And so, with his huge arms, and his legs like feathers, Giles went up
the rope faster than his brother came down it. The Ught at the nape of
his neck made a glowworm of him. His sister watched his proljress
with trembling anxiety. Suddenfy a female figure started out of' the
<oUd masonry, and came flying at her with more than mortal velocity.
Kate uttered a feeble cry. I t was aU she could, for her toncqie clove
to her palate with terror. Theu she dropped her crutches, and sank
upon her knees, hiding her face, and moaning :
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" Take my body, but spare my soul!"
Margaret (panting). " Why, it is a woman ! *
Kate (quivering). " Why, it is a woman ! '
Margarit. '• How you scared me !"
Kate. " I am soared enough myself. Oh! oh ! oh !"
" This is strange! But the fiery-headed thing ? Yet it was with
you, and you are harmless! But why are you here at this time ol
night ?"
" Nay, why are YOU ?"
" Perhaps we are on the same errand ? Ah, you are his good siste-r,
Kate."
" And you are Margaret Brandt."
" Yea,"
" All the better. You love him : you are here. Then Giles was
right. He has won free."
Gerard came forward, and put the question at rest. But all further
explanation was cut short, by^ a horrible unearthly noise, like a sepulchre
ventriloquizing :
••' PARCHMENT !—PARCHMENT !—PARCHMENT !"

At each repetition, it rose in intensity. They looked up, and there
was the dwarl, with his hands full of parchments, and his face, lighted
with fiendish joy, and lurid with diaboUcal fire. The Ught being at Ms
neck, a more infernal "transparency" never startled mortal eye. With
the word, the awiiil imp hurled parcliment at the astomshed beads
below. DowTi came records, Uke wounded wild-ducks ; some coUapsed,
others fluttering, and others spread out and wheeling slowly dowm in
airy circles. They had hardly settled, when again the sepulchral roar
was heard :—" Parchment!—Parchment!" and down pattered and
sailed another flock of documents : another followed : they whitened
the grass. FinaUy, the fire-headed imp, with Ms light body and horny
hands, slid down the rope like a falling star, and (business before sentiment) proposed to his rescued brother an unmediate settlement for the
merchandise he had just deUvered.
" Hush !" said Gerard ; " you speak too loud. Gather them up, and
follow us to a safer place than this."
" WiU you not come home with me, Gerard ?" said Uttle Kate.
" I have no home."
" You shaU not say so. Who is more welcome than you will be, after
this cruel wrong, to your father's house ?"
" Father ? I have no father," said Gerard, sternly. " He that was
my father, is turned my gaoler. I have escaped from Ms hands ; I wiU
never come within their reach again."
" An enemy did this, and not our father."
And she told him what she had overheard CorneUs and Sybrandt say
But the injury was too recent to be soothed. Gerard showed a bitterness of indignation he had hitherto seemed mcapable of.
" ComeUs and Sybrandt are two iU curs that have shown me their
teeth and their heart a long while ; but they could do no more. M^
father it is that gave the burgomaster authority, or he durst not have
laid a finder on me, that am a free burgher of this towai. So be it, then.
[ was his' son. I am his prisoner. He has played his part. I shaL
play iniae. Farewell the W g h where I was bom and lived honestly,
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and was put in prison. WMle there is another town left in creation,
I'U never trouble you again, Tergou."
"Oh, Gerard! Gerard!"
Margaret whispered her:—" Do not gainsay him now. Give hia
choler time to cool!"
Kate turned quickly towards her. " Let me look at your face !" The
inspection was favourable, it seerhed, for she whispered :—" It is a
comely face, and no miscMef-maker's."
" Fear me not," said Margaret, in the same tone. " I could not bo
hajipy without your love, as weU as Gerard's."
" These are comfortable words," sobbed Kate. Then, looking up, she
said, " I Uttle thought to Uke you so weU. M.y heart is wUUng, but my
Infirmity wUl not let me embrace you."
At this hint, Margaret wound gently roimd Gerard's sister, and kissed
her lovingly.
" Often he has spoken of you to me, Kate; and often I longed for this."
" You, too, Gerard," said Kate ; " Mss me ere you go ; for my heart
Ues heavy at parting with you tMs night."
Gerard kissed her ; and she went on her crutches home. The last
thing they heard of her was a Uttle patient sigh. Then the tears came,
and stood tMck in Margaret's eyes. But Gerard was a man, and noticeU
not his sister's si^h.
As they turned to go to Sevenbergen, the dwarf nudged Gerard with
Ms bundle of parchments, and held out a concave claw.
Margaret dissuaded Gerard. " Why take what is not ours ?"
" Oh ! spoU an enemy how you can."
" But may they not make this a handle for fresh violence ?"
" How can they ? Think you I shaU stay in Tergou after this ? The
burgomaster robbed me of my Uberty: I doubt I should take his Ufe
for it, if I could."
"Oh, fie! Gerard."
" "Wliat ? Is life worth more than Uberty ? WeU, I can't take his
Ufe, so I take the. first thing that comes to hand."
He gave Giles a few smaU coins, with which the urchin was gladdened, and shuffled after his sister. Margaret and Gerard were speedily
joined by Martm, and away to Sevenbergen.

CHAPTER XII.
GHYSBRECHT VAN SWIETEN kept the i e y of Gerard's prison in his
pouch. He waited tiU ten of the clock ere he visited Mm; for he said
to himself, " A Uttle Inmger sometimes does well ; it breaks 'em." At
ten he crept up the staus with a loaf and pitcher, foUowed by his trusty
servant well armed. Ghysbrecht Ustened at the door. There was no
sound inside. A grim smile stole over Ms features. " By tMs time he
will be as down-hearted as Albert Koestein was," thought he. He opened
the door.
No Gerard.
Ghysbrecht stood stupefied.
Although bii face was not visible, his body seemed to lose aH mo^OD
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fn so pecuUar a way, an 1 then after a little he feU a trembUng so^ thai
the servant behmd Mm saw there was something amiss, and crept olosa
to him and peeped over his shoulder. At sight of the empty cell and
the rope, and iron bar, he uttered a loud exclamation of wonder: but his
surprise doulded when his master, disregarding all else, suddenly flung
himseU on his knees before the empty chest, and felt wildly all oxev it
with quivering hands, as if unwilUng to trust Ms eyes in a matter so
Important.
The servant gazed at him in utter bewilderment.
" Why, master, what is the matter?"
Ghysbrecht's pale Ups worked as if he was going to answer ; but
they uttered no sound : his hands fell by his side, and he stared into the
chest.
" Wliy, manter, what avails glaring into that empty box? The lad is
not there. See here ! Note the cunning of the young rogue ; he hath
taken out the bar, and—"
"GONE! GONE! GONE!"
" Gone ? What is gone ? Holy saints! he is planet-struck."
" STOP THIEF !" shrieked Ghysbrecht, and suddenly tumed on his
servant and collared him, and shook him with rage. " D'ye stand there,
knave, and see your master robbed? Run! fly! A hundred crowns to
him that finds it me again. No, no! 'tis in vain. Oh, fool! fool! to
leave that in the same room with him. But none ever found the secret
spring before. None ever would but he. It W'as to be. It is to be,
Lost! lost!" and his years and infirmity now gained the better of his
short-lived frenzy, and he sank on the chest muttering " lost! lost!"
"What is lost, master?" asked the servant, kindly.
" House and lands and good name," groaned Ghysbrecht, and wrung
his hands feebly^
" WHAT ?" cried the servant.
This emphatic word, and the tone of eager curiosity, struck on Ghy^sirecht's ear, and revived Ms natural cunning.
" I have lost the town records," stammered he, and he looked askant at
he man like a fox caught near a hen-roost.
" Oh, is that aU?"
" Is't not enough ? Wliat will the burghers say to me ? What will the
Surgh do?" Then he suddenly burst out agaui, " A hundred crowns to
him who sliaU recover them; all, mind, all that were in this box. If one
be missmg, I give nothing."
" 'Tis a bargain, master: the hundred cro-svns are in my pouch. See
you not that where Gerard EUassoen is, there are the pieces of sheepskin
you rate so high 1"
" That is true; that is trae ; good Dierich r good faithful Dierich. AU,
mind, all, that were in the chest."
" Master, I v,iU take the constables to Gerard's house, and seize him
for the theft."
"The theft? ay! good; very good. It is theft. I forgot that. So, as ha
is a thief now, we will put him in the dtmgeons below: where the toads
are and the rats. Dierich, that man must never see dayUglit again. 'Tis
Ms own fault; he must be prying. Qtuck, qiuck! ere he has time to
walk, you know, time to talk."
in' less thsn half an hour Dierkh Brower and four constables
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entered the hosier's house, and demanded young Gerard of the panicstricken Catherine.
'• Alas I what has he done now?" cried she, "that boy wiU break mJ
heart."
" Nay, dame, but a trick of youth," said Dierich. " He hath but
made off with certain skins of parchment, in a froUc doubtless; but the
burgomaster is answerable to the burgh for their safe keeping, so he is in
care about them: as for the youth, he wUl doubtless be quit for a reprimand."
This smooth speech completely imposed on Catherine; but hei
daughter was more suspicious, and that suspicion was strengthened
by the disproportionate anger and disappointment Dierich showed the
moment he learned Gerard was not at home, had not been at home
that night.
" Come away then," said he, roughly. " We are wasting time." Hfi
idded, V el leniently, " I'U find him if he is above ground."
Affection sharpens the wits, and often it has made an innocent person
more than a match for the wily. As Dierich was going out, Kate made
him a signal she would speak with htm privately. He bade his men go
on, and waited outside the door. She joined him.
" Hush '" said she, " my mother knows not. Gerard has left Tergou,"
"How?"
" I saw him last mght,"
" Ay? Where?" cried Dierich, eagerly.
" At the foot of the hamited tower."
" How did he get the rope?"
" I know not; but this I know; my brother Gerard bade me there fareweU, and he is many leagues from Tergou ere this. The town, you know,
was always unworthy of him, and, when it unprisoned him, he vowed
never to set foot in it agam. Let the burgomaster be content, then. He
has imprisoned him, and he has driven him from his birthplace and
from his native land. "What need now to rob him and us of our
good name ?"
This iMght at another moment have struck Dierich as good sense; but
he was too mortified at this escape of Gerard and the loss of a hundred
crowns.
" What need had he to steal ?" retorted he, bitterly.
" Gerard stole not the trash; he but took it to spite the burgomaster,
who stole Ms Uberty; but he shall answer to the duke for it, he shalL
As for these skins of parchment you keep such a coU about, look in th«
neatest brook, or stye, and 'tis odds but you find them."
" Think ye so, mistress?—think ye so?" And Dierich's eyes flashed.
" Mayhap you know/ 'tis so."
" This I know, that Gerard is too good to steal, and too wise to load
himself with rubbish, going a journey."
" Give you good day, then," said Dierich, sharply. " The sheepskin
you scorn, I value it more than the skin of any he in Tergou."
And he went off hastUy on a false scent.
Kate returned into the house and drew Giles aside.
" GUes, my heart misgives me; breathe not to a soul what I say to
you. I have told Duk Brower that Gerard is out of Holland: but Bauch
1 doubt he is not a league from Tergou."
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•'•'Why, where is he, then?"
" "Where should he be, but with her he loves? But if so, he must not
oiter. These be deep and dark and wicked men that seek Mm. Gilea
f see that in Dirk Brower's eye makes me tremble. Oh ! why cannot 1
fly to Sevenbergen, and bid him away ? "Why am I not lusty and active
Uke other girls ? God forgive me for frettuig at his will: but I never
felt till now what it is to be lame and weak and useless. But you are
strong, dear Giles," added she, coaxingly, " you are very strong."
"Yes, I am strong;" thundered Perpusillus; then, catching sight of
her meaning, " but I hate to go on foot," he added, sulkily.
" Alas ! alas! who will help me if you will not ? Dear Giles, do you
not love Gerard?"
" Yes, I Uke him best of the lot. I'll go to Sevenbergen on Peter
Buyskens his mule. Ask you him, for he won't lend her me."
Kate remonstrated. The whole town would foUow him. It would
be known whither he was gone, and Gerard be in worse danger than
oefore.
Giles parried this by promising to ride out of the town the opposite
way, and not turn the mule's head towards Sevenbergen till he had got
rid of the curious.
Kate then assented and borrowed the mule. She charged GUes with
a short but meaning message, and made him repeat it after her, over and
over, till he could say^ it word for word.
Giles started on the mule, and little Kate retired, and did the last
thing now in her power for her beloved brother; prayed on her knees
long and earnestly for his safety.

CHAPTER XIII.
GERARD and Margaret went gaily to Sevenbergen in the first flush of
recovered Uberty, and successful adventure. But these soon yielded to
sadder thoughts. Gerard was an escaped prisoner, and liable to be retaken and perhaps punished; and therefore he and Margaret would have
to part for a time. Moreover he had conceived a hatred to his native
place. Margaret wished him to leave the country for a while, but at the
thought of his going to Italy her heart fainted. Gerard, on the contrarj^,
was reconcUed to leaving Margaret only by his desire to visit Italy, and
Ms strong conviction that there he should earn money and reputation,
and remove every obstacle to their marriage. He had abeady told her
all that the demoiselle Van Eyck had said to him. He repeated it, and
reminded Margaret that the gold pieces were only given hun to go to
Italy with. The journey was clearly for Gerard's interest. He was a
craftsman and an artist, lost in this boorish place. In Italy they wouk
know how to value bun. On this ground above all the unselfish girl
gave her consent: but many tender tears came with it, and at that
Gerard, young and loving as herseU, cried bitterly with her, and often
they asked one another wiiat they had done,_ that so many different
persons should be their enemies, and combine, as it seemed, to part them.
They sat hand in hand till midnight, now deploring their hard fate,
now drawing bright and hopeful pictures of the future, in the midst oi
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wMch Margaret's tears would suddenly flow, and then poor Gerard's
eloquence would die away in a sigh.
The morning found than resigned to part, but neither had the courage
lo say when; and much I doubt whether the hour of parting ever would
have struck.
But about three in the afternoon, Giles, who had made a circuit of
many mUes to avoid suspicion, rode up to the door. They both ran out
to him, eager with curiosity.
" Brother Gerard," cried he, in his tremendous tones, " Kate bids you
run for your life. They charge you with theft; you have given them a
handle. TMnk not to explain. Hope not for justice in 'Tergou. 'The
parchments y^ou took they are but a bUnd. She hath seen your death in
the men's eyes, a price is on your head. Fly! For Margaret's sake and
aU who love you, loiter not lUe away, but fly!"
It was a thunder-clap, and left two wMte faces looking at one another,
and at the terrible messenger.
Then Giles, who had hitherto but uttered by rote what Catherine bade
Mm, put in a word of his own.
" All the constables were at our house affter you, aud so was DUk
Brower. Kate is wise, Gerard. Best give ear to her rede, and fly."
" Oh, yes! Gerard," cried ]\Iargaret, wildly. " Fly on the instant.
Ah ! those parchments; my mind nUsgave me : wiiy did I let y^oti take
them?"
" Margaret, they are but a blind: Giles says so: no matter, the old
caitiff' shall never see them again ; I will not go till I have hidden Ms
treasure wiiere he sliaU never find it." Gerard then, after thanking
Giles warnUy, bade him farewell, and told him to go back and tell Kate
he w-as gone. '• For I shall be gone, ere you reach home," said he. He
then shouted for Martin; and told k i n what had happened, and begged
him to go a Uttle way towards Tergou, and watch the road.
" Ay!" said Martin, " and if I see Dirk Brower, or any of Ms men, I
wiU shoot an arrow into the oak-tree that is in our garden; and on that
you must run mto the forest hard by, and meet me at the wekd hunter's
spring. Then I will gtude you tMough the wood."
Surprise thus provided against, Gei ard breathed again. He went with
Margaret, and, wiiile she watched the oak-tree tremblingly, fearing every
moment to see an aiTow strike among' the branches, Gerard dug a deep
hole to bury the parcMiients in.
He threw them in, one by one. They were nearly all charters and
records of the burgh: but one appeared to be a private deed between
Floris Brandt, father of Peter, and Ghysbrecht.
" ^^Tiy tMs is as much yours as his," said Gerard, " I will read this."
" Oh, not now, Gerard, not now," cried Margaret. " Every moment
you lose fills me with fear; and see, large drops of rain are beginning to
fall, and the clouds lower."
Gerard yielded to tMs remonstrance: but he put the deed into his
bosom, and threw the earth in over the others, and stamped it do'ivn.
While thus employed there came a flash of Ughtning foUowed by a peal
tf distant thunder, and the rain came dowm heavily. Margaret and
Gerard ran into the house, wMther they were speedUy followed bj
Martin,
" The road is clear," said he, " and a heavy storm coming on.'^

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH.

61

His wordB proved true. The thunder came nearer and nearer tin it
crashed overhead: the flashes foUow^ed one another close, like the strokes
of a wiiip, and the rain fell in torrents. Margaret hid her face not to see
the lightning. On this, Gerard put up the rough shuttor, and Ughted a
landle. The lovers consulted together: and Gerard blossed the storm
that gave him a few hours more mth Margaret. The siui set un perceived,
and stUl the thunder pealed, and the Ughtnmg flasiied, and the rain
poured. Supper was set; but Gerard and Margaret could not eat: the
thoaght that this was the last time they should sup together, chokeo
ihem. The storm lulled a little. Peter retUed to rest. But Gerard was
t o go at peep of day, and neither he nor Margaret could afford to lose an
hour in sleep. Martin sat a while, too : for he ^vas fitting a new string
to his bow, a matter in which he was very mce.
The lovers murmured their sorrows and their love beside him.
Suddenly the old man held up his hand to them to be silent.
They were quiet and Ustened, and heard nothing. But the next
moment a footstep crackled faintly upon the autumn leaves that lay
«trewn in the garden at the back door of the house. To those wiio had
uotlimg to fear such a step would have said nothing: but to those
fvho had enemies it was terrible. For it was a foot tryuig to be
noiseless.
Martin fitted an arrow to his string, and hastily blew out the candle.
At this moment, to their horror, they heard more than one footstep
approach the other door of the cottage, not quite so noiselessly^ as the
other, but very stealthily—and then a dead pause.
Their blood froze in their veins.
" Oh! Kate! oh, Kate! You said fly on the instant." And Margaret
moaned and wrung her hands in anguish and terror, and wild remorse
for having kept Gerard.
" Hush, girl!" said Martin, in a stern whisper.
A heavy knock fell on the door.
And on the hearts within.

CHAPTER XIV.
As if this had been a concerted signal, the back door was struck as
rudely the next instant. They were hemmed in. But at these alarming
sounds Margaret seemed to recover some share of self-possession. She
whispered, " Say he ^Das here, but is gone." And with this she seized
(Gerard and almost dragged him up the rude steps that led to her father'?
tdeeping-room. Her own lay next beyond it.
The blows on the door were repeated.
" Who knocks at this hour?"
" Open, and you will see!"
" I open not to thieves—honest men are all abed now."
" Open to the law, Marthi Wittenhaagen, or you shaU rue it."
" "miy, that is DUk Brower's voice, I trow. What make yov( so in
from Tergou?"
« Open, and you wul know.'
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Martin drew the bolt, very slowiy, ond in rushed Dierich and foui
more. They let in their compamon who was at the back door.
" Now, Martin, where is Gerurd EUassoen?"
'"• Gerard EUassoen? "Wliy he was here but now!"
" Was here?" Dierich's countenance feU. " And where is he now?"
« They s.ay he has gone to Italy, "\yiiy ? "\Yliat is to do ?"
" No matter. When did he go ? 'TeU me not that he went in such a
storm as this !"
"Here is a coil about Gerard Eliassoen," said Martin, contemptuously. Then he Ughted the candle, and, seating Imnself coolly by the
fire, proceeded to wMp some fine silk round Ms bo v-struig at the place
wiiere the nick of the arrow frets it. " I'U tell you," said he carelessly.
" Know y OU Ms brother GUes—a Uttle misbegotten imp aU head av.d
arms ? Well, he came tearing over here on a mule, and bawded out
Bometliing. I was too far off to hear the creature's words, but onlj^ its
noise. Any way, he started Gerard. For as soon as he was gone, there
was such crying and kissing, and then Gerard went away. They do tell
me he has gone to Italy—mayhap you know w'here that is; for I
don't."
Dierich's countenance feU lower and lower at this account. There was
no flaw in it. A cimninger man than jMartin would, perhaps, have told
a Ue too many, and raised .suspicion. But Martin did his task weU.
He only told the one falsehood he w^as bade to tell, and of Ms own head
un-ented nothing.
" ]\Iates," said Dieiich, " I doubt he speaks sooth. I told the burgomaster how 'twould be. He met the dwarf galloping Peter Buyskens'
mule from Sevenbergen. ' They have sent that imp to Gerard,' says
he, ''so, then, Gerard is at Sevenbergen.' 'Ah, master!' says 1, "tis
too late now. We should have thought of Sevenbergen before, instead
of wastmg our time hunting all the odd corners of Tergou, for those
cursed parchments that we sliaU never find till we find the man that
took 'em. If he was at Sevenbergen,' quoth I, 'and they sent the
dwarf to him, it must have been to warn Mm we are after him. He is
leagues away by ^lo^v,' quoth I. Confound that chalk-faced girl! she
has ont-witted us bearded men : and so I told the burgomaster, but he
h'ould not hear reason. A wet jerldn apiece, that is all we shall get,
mates, by tMs job."
Martin grinned cooUy in Dierich's face.
" However," added the latter, " to content the burgomaster, ^\•e wiU
search the house."
Martin tumed grave dUectly.
This change of countenance did not escape Dieiich. He reflected a
moment.
" Watch outside two of you, one on each side of tiie Louse, that no one
jump from the upper •windows. The rest come with me."
And he took the candle and motmted the stairs, foUowed by tMee ot
tis comrades.
Martin was left alone.
Tlie stout soldier hung his head. AU had gone so well at first:
»nd now this fatal turn! Suddenly it occurred to him that aU was
jot yet lost. Ger.ard must be either in Peter's room or ^Margaret's; they
were not so very Mgh from the gro'uicL Gerard w'ould leap out
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Dierich had left a man below; but what then? For half a minute
Gerard and he would be two to one, and in that brief space, what migh)
not be done ?
Martin then held the back door ajar and watched. The light shone
in Peter's room. " Curse the fool!" said he, "is he going to let them take
him Uke a girl?"
The Ught now passed into Margaret's bedroom. Still no window was
opened. _ Had Gerard intended to escape that way he would not have
waited tUl the men were in the room. Martin saw that at once, and left
the door, and came to the foot-stair and listened. He began to think
Gerard must have escaped by the window wiiile aU the men were m the
house. The longer the silence continued, the stronger grew this conviction. But it was suddenly and rudely dissipated.
Faint cries issued from the inner bedroom,—Margaret's.
" They have taken him," groaned Martin; " they have got him."
It now flashed across Martin's mind that if they took Gerard away his
Ufe was not worth a button; and that, if evil befel him, Margaret's heart
.would break. He cast his eyes wildly round Uke some savage beast
seeking an escape, and in a twinkUng formed a resolution terribly
characteristic of those iron times and of a soldier driven to bay. He
stepped to each door in turn, and imitating Dirk Brower's voice, said
sharply, " Watch the window !" He then quietly closed and bolted both
doors. He then took up his bow and six arrows; one he fitted to his
string, the others he put into his quiver. His knife he placed upon a
chair behind him, the hilt towards him; and there he waited at the foot
of the stair with the calm determmation to slay those four men, or be
slain by them. Two, he knew, he could dispose of by his arrows, ere
they could get near him, and Gerard and he must take their chance
hand-to-hand, with the remaining pair. Besides, he had seen men
panic-stricken by a sudden attack of this sort. Should Brower and his
men hesitate but an instant before closing with him, he should shoot
three instead of two, and then the odds would be on the right side.
He had not long to wait. The heavy steps sounded in Margaret's
room, and came nearer and nearer.
The Ught also approached, and voices.
Martin's heart, stout as it was, beat hard, to hear men coming
'.bus to their death, and, perhaps to his; more Ukely so than not! for
four is long odds in a battle-field of ten feet square, and Gerard might
be bound, perhaps, and powerless to help. But this man, whom we hava
seen shake in his shoes at a Giles-o'-lanthorn, never wavered ui this
awful moment of real danger, but stood there, his body all braced for
combat, and his eye glowing equally ready to take life and lose it. Desperate game! to win which was exile instant and foi Ufe, and to lose it
was to die that moment upon that floor he stood on.
Dierich Brower and his men found Peter in Ms first sleep. They
opened his cupboards, they ran their kmves into an alligator he had
nailed to his wall; they looked under Ms bed : it was a large room, and
apparently full of hiding-places, but they found no Gerard.
Then they went on to M^Tgaret's room, and the very sight of it was
discouraging—it was smaU and bare, and not a cupboard in it; there
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was, however, a large fireplace and chimney. Dierich's eye fell on thesw
directly. Here they found the beauty of Sevenbergen sleeping on an eld
chest, not a foot high, and no attempt made to cover it; but the sheets
were snowy wMte, and so was Margaret's own linen. And there she lay,
looking like a Uly fallen into a rut.
Presently she awoke, and sat up in the bed, like one amazed; then,
sceuig the men, began to scream faintly, and pray for mercy.
She made Dierich Brower ashamed of his errand" Here is a to-do," said he, a Uttle confused. " We are not going to
hurt you, my pretty maid. Lie you still, and shut your eyes, and think
of your wedding-night, whUe I look up this chimney to see if Master
Gerard is there."
" Gerard! in my room ?"
" "Why not ? They say that you and he—"
" Cruel; you know they have driven him away from me—driven him
from his native place. This is a bUnd. You are thieves ; you are wicked
men; you are not men of Sevenbergen, or you would know Margaret
Brandt better than to look for her lover in this room of all others in the
world. Oh brave! Four great hulking men to come, armed to the
teeth, to insult one poor honest girl! The women that live in your own
houses must be naught, or you would respect them too much to insult a
g.irl of good character."
" There, come away, before we hear worse," said Dierich, hastily,
" He is not in the chimney. Plaster wiU mend what a cudgel breaks;
but a woman's tongue is a double-edged dagger, and a girl is a woman
with her mother's imlk stiU in her." And he beat a hasty retreat. " I
told the burgomaster how 'twoiUd be."

CHAPTER XV
WHERE is the woman that cannot act a part ? "Wliere is she who will
not do it, and do it weU, to save the man she loves ? Nature on these
great occasions comes to the aid of the simplest of the sex, and teaches
her to throw dust in Solomon's eyes. The men had no sooner retired
than Margaret stepped out of bed, and opened the long chest on wMch
she had been lying down in her skirt and petticoat and stockings, and
ttight-dress over aU; and put the Ud, bed-clothes and all, against the
waU: then gUded to the door and Ustened. The footsteps died away
through her father's room, and dowm the stairs.
Now in that chest there was a peculiarity that it was almost impossible for a stranger to detect. A part of the boarding of the room had
been broken, and Gerard being appUed to to make it look neater, and
being short of materials, had ingeniously sawed away a space sufficient
just to admit Margaret's soi-disant bed, and with the materials thus
acquired he had repaired the wdiole room. As for the bed or chest it
reaUy rested on the rafters a foot below the boards. Consequently it
was full two feet deep, though it looked scarce one.
AU was quiet. Margaret kneeled and gave thanks to Heaven. Then
she glided from the door, and leaned over the chesl^ and wMspered
enderly, " Gerard 1"
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Oeiard did not reply.
She then whispered, a Uttle louder, " Gerard, all is safe, thank
Heaven; You may rise; but, oh! be cautious!"
Gerard made no reply.
She laid her hand upon his shoulder—" Gerard!'
No reply.
" O h ! what is this?" she cried, and her hands lan wUdly over his
face and his bosom. She took him by the shoulders; she shook him;
she Ufted him; but he escaped from her trembling hands, and fell back,
not Uke a man, but like a body. A great dread feU on her. The Ud had
been down. She had lain upon it. The men had been some time in the
room. With all the strength of frenzy she tore him out of the chest.
She bore him in her arms to the window. She dashed the window
open. The sweet air came in. She laid him in it and in the moonUght;
His face was the colour of ashes, his body was all limp and motionless.
She felt his heart. Horror! it was as stUl as the rest! Horror of
horrors! she had stifled him with her own body.
The mind cannot all at once beUeve so great and sudden and strange
a calamity. G erard, who had got aUve into that chest scarce five imntites
ago, how could he be dead ?
She called him by all the endearing names that heart could think or
tongue could frame. She Mssed him and fondled him and coaxed him
and implored him to speak to her.
No answer to words of love, such as she had never uttered to him be«
fore, nor thought she could utter. Then the poor creature, trembling aU
over, began to say over that ashy face little fooUsh things that were at
once terrible and pitiable.
" Oh, Gerard! I am veiy sorry you are dead. I am very sorry I have
killed you. Forgive me for not letting the men take you, it would have
been better than this. Oh, Gerard! I am very, very sorry for what I
have done." Then she began suddenly to rave. " No ! no! such things
can't be, or there is no God. It is monstrous. How can my Gerard be
dead ? How can I have kiUed my Gerard ? I love him. Oh, God !
rou know how I love him. He does not. I never told him. If he
tnew my heart, he would speak to me, he would not be so deaf to hia
poor Margaret. It is aU a trick to make me cry out and betray him:
but, no, I love him too well for that. I'U choke first." And she seized
her own throat, to check her wild desire to scream in her terror and
anguish.
" If he would but say one word. Oh, Gerard! don't die without a
word. Have mercy on me and scold me! but speak to_me : if you are
angry with me, scold me! curse me! I deserve it: the idiot that MUed
the man she loved better than herseU. Ah! I am a murderess. The
worst in all the world. Help, help ! I have murdered him. Ah! ah!
ah! ah! ah!"
She tore her hair, and uttered shriek after sMiek so wild,_so piercmg,
they fell like a knell upon the ears of Dierioh Brower and Ms men. Au
started to their feet, and looked at one another.
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CHAPTER XVI.
MABTIN WITTENHAAGEN standing at the foot of the stairs with his
arrow drawn nearly to the head, and Ms knife behind him, was struck
with amazement to see the men come back without Gerard: he lowered
Ms bow and looked open-mouthed at them. They, for their part, were
equaUy puzzled at the attitude they had caught him in.
" Wliy, mates, was the old feUow making ready to shoot at us ?"
••Stuff!" said Martin, recovering Ms stoUd composure, " I was but
trying my new string. There, I'U unstring my bow, if you think that."
"Humph!" said Dierich, suspiciously, "there is something more in
you than I understand: put a log on, and let us dry our hides a bit, era
we go."
A blazing fire was soon made and the men gathered round it, and
their clothes and long hair were soon smoking from the cheerful blaze.
Then it was that the sMieks were heard in Margaret's room. They al)
started up, and one of them seized the candle, and ran up the steps that
led to the bedrooms.
Martin rose hastUy, too, and being confused by these sudden screams,
and apprehending danger from the man's curiosity, tried to prevent him
from going there.
At tMs Dierich tMew his arms round him from behind, and called
on the others to keep him. The man that had the candle got clear
away, and aU the rest feU upon Martin, and after a long and fierce
struggle, in the course of wMch they were more than once aU rolling on
the floor, with Martin in the middle, they succeeded in mastering the old
Samson, and binding him hand and foot -with a rope they had brought
for Gerard.
Martin gro.aned aloud. He saw the man had made Ms way to Margaret's room during the struggle, and here was he powerless.
" Ay, grind your teeth, you old rogue," said Dierich, panting with the
struggle. " You sha'n't use them."
" It is my beUef, mates, that our Uves were scarce safe while this old
feUow's bones were free."
" He makes me think tMs Gerard is not far off," put in another.
" No such luck," repUed Dierich. " Hallo, mates. Jorian Ketel is
a long time in that giiTs bedroom. Best go and see after hun, sorje
of us."
The rude laugh caused by this remark had hardly subsided, when
hasty footsteps were heard running along overhead.
" Oh! here he comes, at last. Well, Jorian, what is to do now up
there?"

CHAPTER XVII.
_ JORIAN KETEL went straight to Margaret's room, and there, to his infinite surprise, he found the man he had been in search of, pale anA
•latiiOiUess, his head in ilargaret's lap, and she, knogUng over Jiim, mu< :
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cow, and stricken to stone. Her eyes were dilated, yet glazed, and she
neither saw the Ught nor heard the man, nor cared for anytMng on earth,
bat the white face in her lap.
Jorian stood awe-struck, the candle shaking in his hand.
" "Why, where was he, then, aU the time ?"
Margaret heeded him not. Jorian went to the empty chest and inspected it. He began to comprehend. The girTs dumb and frozen despair
moved him,
" This is a sorry sight," said he: ' it is a black mght's work: all for a
few skins! Better have gone with us than so. She is past answering
me, poor wench. Stop—let us try whether—"
He took down a little round mirror, no bigger than his hand, and put
It to Gerard's mouth and nostrils, and held it there. When he withdrew
it, it was duU.
" THERE IS LIFE IN HIM !" said Jorian Ketel to himself.
Margaret caught the words instantly, though only muttered, and it
was as if a statue should start into life and passion. She rose and flung
her arms round Jorian's neck.
"Oh bless the tongue that tells me so!" and she clasped the great
rough fellow again and again, eagerly, almost fiercely.
" There, there ! let us lay bun -warm," said Jorian; and in a moment
he raised Gerard, and laid him on the bed-clothes. Then he took out
a flask he carried, and filled Ms hand t^svice with Schiedamze, and flung
it sharply each time in Gerard's face. The pungent liquor co-operated
with his recovery—he gave a faint sigh. Oh, never was sound so joyful
to human ear! She flew towards him, but then stopped, quivering for
fear she should hurt Mm. She had lost all confidence in herself.
" That is right—let him alone," said Jorian: " don't go cuddling Mm
as you did me, or you'll drive his breath back again. Let him alone: he
is sure to come to. 'Tisn't like as if he was an old man."
Gerard sighed deeply, and a faint streak of colour stole to Ms Ups.
Jorian made for the door. He had hardly reached it, when he found his
legs seized from behind.
It was Margaret! She curled round his knees Uke a serpent, and
kissed his hand, and fawned on him. " You won't tell ? You have
saved his life; you have not the heart to thrust him back into his grave,
io undo your own good work 1"
" No, no! It is not the first time I've done you two a good turn;
'twas I told you in the church whither we had to take him.. Besideswhat is Dirk Brower to me ? I'll see him hanged ere I'll tell him. But
I wish you'd tell m« where the parchments are ? There are a hundred
crowns offered for them. That would be a good windfall for my Joan
and the children, you know."
" Ah! they shaU have those hundred crowns."
" "What! are the things in the house ?" asked Jorian, eagerly.
" No; but I know where they are: and, by God and St. Bavon 1
swear you shall have them to-morrow. Come to me for them when yon
will, but come alone."
" I were mad, else. What! share the hundred crowns with Dirlj
Brower ? And now may my bones rot in my sMn if I let a soul know
thepoor boy is here."
a& then ran off', lest by staying longe-.. he should excite suspicion and
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Have them aU after hun. And Margaret knelt, quivering from head to
foot, and prayed beside Gerard, and for Gerard.
" "What is to do 1" repUed Jorian, to Dierich Brower's query ; " why
we have scared the giil out of her wits. She was in a Mnd of fit."
" We had better aU go and doctor her, then."
" Oh yes! and frighten her into the churchyard. Her father is a
doctor, and I have roused him, and set him to bring her round. Let us
see the fire, wiU ye ?"
His off-hand way disarmed aU suspicion. And soon after the party
agreed that the kitchen of the " TMee Kings" was much warmer than
Peter's house, and they departed, having first untied Martin.
" Take note, mate, that I was light, and the burgomaster wrong," said
Dierich Brower, at the door: " I said we should be too late to catch him,
and we were too late."
Thus Gerard, in one terrible Mght, grazed the prison and the grave.
And how did he get clear at last ? Not by his cunningly contrived
Mding-place, nor by Margaret's ready wit; but by a good impulse in one
of Ms captors, by the bit of humamty left in a somewhat reckless fellow's
heart, aided by Ms desire of gain. So mixed and seemingly incongruous
are human motives, so short sighted our shrewdest counsels.
They whose moderate natures, or gentle fates, keep them, in life's passage, from the fierce extremes of joy and anguish our nature is capable
Df, are perhaps the best, and certaiMy the happiest, of nianMnd. But
to such readers I should try in vain to convey what bliss unspeakable
settled now upon these persecuted lovers. Even to those who have
joyed greatly, and greatly suffered, my feeble art can present but a pale
reflection of Margaret's and Gerard's ecstasy^
To sit and see a beloved face come back from the grave to the world,
to health and beauty, by swUt grradations ; to see the roses return to the
loved cheek, love's glance to the loved eye, and Ms words to the loved
mouth ; this was Margaret's—a joy to balance years of sorrow. It waa
Gerard's to awake from a trance, and find his head piUowed on .Margaret's arm ; to hear the woman he adored murmur new words of
eloquent love, and shower tears and tender kisses and caresses on him.
He never knew, tiU this sweet moment, how ardently^, how tenderly,
she loved him. He thanked Ms eneimes. They wreathed their arms
sweetly round each other, and trouble and danger seemed a world, an
age, behind them. They called each other husband and wife. Were
they not solemnly betrothed ? And had they not stood before the altar
together ? Was not the blessing of Holy Church upon their umon ?—
her curse on aU w ho w^ould part them ?
But as no woman's nerves can bear •with impumty so terrible a straii\
presently Margaret tumed faint, and sank on Gerard's shoulder, smiling
feebly, but quite, quite unstrung. Then Gerard was anxious, and woulc
seek assistance. But she held him with a gentle grasp, ancl implored bur
not to leave her for a moment. " "While I can lay my hand on you, J
feei you are safe, not else. FooUsh Gerard ! notMng aUs me. I air
weak, dearest, but happy, oh ! so happy."
Then it wa.s Gerard's turn to support that dear headj with its grea.'
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vraves of hair flowing loose over him, and nurse her, and soothe her,
quivering on his bosom, with soft encouraging words and murmurs of
fove, and gentle caresses. Sweetest of all her charms Is a woman's
weakness to a manly heart.
Poor things ! they were happy. To-morrow they must part. But
that was nothing to them now. They had seen Death ; and all other
troubles seemed Ught as air. "While there is life there is hope ; while
there is hope there is joy. Separation for a year or two, what was it to
them, who were so young, and had caught a gUmpse of the grave ? The
future was bright, the present was Heaven : so passed the bUssful
hours.
Alas ! their innocence ran other risks besides the prison and the
grave. They were in most danger from their own hearts, and their
inexperience, now that visible danger there was none.

CHAPTER XVIII.
GHYSBRECHT VAN SWIETEN could not sleep all night for anxiety.
He was afraid of thunder and lightmng ; or he would have made one
of the party that searched Peter's house. As soon as the storm ceased
altogether, he crept down stairs, saddled his mule, and rode to the
" Three Kings" at Sevenbergen. There he found his men sleeping,
some on the chairs, some on the tables, some on the floor. He roused
them furiously, and heard the story of their unsuccessful search, interlarded with praises of their zeal.
" Fool ! to let you go without me," cried the burgomaster. " My life
?n't he was there aU the time. Looked y^e under the girl's bed 1"
" No : there was no room for a man there."
" How know ye that, if ye looked not ?" snarled Ghy^sbrecht. " Ye
should have looked under her bed, and in it too ; and sounded all the
panels with your kmves. Come, now, get up, and I shaU show ye how
CO search."
Dierich Brower got up, and shook himseU : " I f you find him, call me
a horse and no man."
In a few minutes Peter's house was again surrounded.
The fiery old man left Ms mule in the hands of Jorian Ketel, and,
with Dierich Brower and the others, entered the house.
The house was empty.
Not a creature to be seen, not even Peter. They went up stairs, and
then suddenly one of the men gave a shout, and pointed through Peter's
window, wMcli was open. The others looked, and there, at some Uttle
distance, walking quietly across the fields with Margaret and Martin,
was the man they sought. Ghysbrecht, wiiJi an exulting yell, descended
the stairs, and flung himself on Ms mule ; and he and his men set off iu
hot pursuit.
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CHAPTER XIX.
GERARD, warned by recent perU, rose before daybreak, and waked
Martin. The old soldier was astonished. He thought Gerard had
escaped by the window last Mght. Being consulted as to the best way
for him to leave the country and elude pursmt, he said there wa3_ but
one road safe. " I must gmde you tMough the great forest to a bridleroad I know of. TMs wiU take you speedily to a hostelry, where they
wiU lend you a swift horse ; and then a dayr's gaUop wiU take you out
of HoUand. But let us start ere the folk here quit their beds."
Peter's house was but a furlong and a half from the forest. They
started, Martin with Ms bow and tMee arrows, for it was Thursday ;
Gerard with nothing but a stout oak staff Peter gave him for the
journey.
Margaret pinned up her kirtle and farthingale, for the road was wet.
Peter went as far as his garden hedge with them, and then, with more
emotion than he often bestowed on passing events, gave the young man
his blessing.
The sun was peeping above the horizon as they crossed the stony field
and made for the wood. They had crossed about half, when Margaret,
who kept nervously looking back every now and then, uttered a cry,
and, foUowing her instinct, began to run towards the wood, screaming
with terror aU. the way.
Ghysbrecht and Ms men were in hot pursuit.
Resistance would have been madness. Martin and Gerard foUowed
Margaret's example. The pursuers gained sHghtly on them ; but Martin kept shouting, " Only win the wood ! only win the wood I"
They had too good a start for the men on foot, and their hearts
bounded with hope at Martin's words, for the great trees seemed now to
stretch their branches like friendly arms towards them, and their leaves
like a screen.
But an unforeseen danger attacked them. The fiery old burgomaster
•flung himself on his mule, and, spurring him to a gallop, he headed not
Ms own men only, but the fugitives. His object was to cut them off.
The old man came galloping in a semicircle, and got on the edge of the
wood, right in front of Gerard ; the others might escape for ought he
cared.
Margaret shrieked, and tried to protect Gerard by clasping Mm ; but
he shook her off without ceremony.
Ghysbrecht in Ms ardour forgot that hunted animals turn on the
hunter ; and that two men can hate; and two can long to kill the thing
they hate.
Instead of attempting to dodge bim, as the burgomaster made sure he
would, Gerard flew right at him, with a savage, exulting cry, and struck
at him with all Ms heart and soul and strength. The oak staff came
down on Ghysbrecht's face with a frightful crash, and laid biTn undar
his mule's teal beating the devU's tattoo with his heels, his face streaming, and Ms coUar spattered with blood.
t
The next moment, the tMee were in the wood. The yell of dismay
ind vengeance that inxi'st from Ghysbrecht's men at that terrible blow
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which feUed their leader, told the fugitives that it was now a race foi
Ufe or death.
"Why run?" cried Gerard, panting. "You have your bow, and I
have this," and he shook Ms bloody staff.
"Boy !" roared Martin; "the GALLOWS \ Follow me :" andhefle4
into the wood. Soon they heard a cry, Uke a pack of hounds opening
on sight of the game. The men were in the wood, and saw them flitting amongst the trees. Margaret moaned and panted as she ran ; and
Gerard clenched Ms teeth, and grasped Ms staff. The next minute they
came to a stiff hazel coppice. Martin dashed into it, and shouldered the
young wood aside as if it were standing com.
Ere they had gone fUty yards in it they came to four bUnd paths.
Martm took one. " Bend low," said he. And, haU-creeping, they
gUded along. Presently their path was again intersected with other
little tortuous paths. They took one of them. It seemed to lead back ;
but it soon took a turn, and, after a while, brought them to a thick pine
grove, where the walking was good and hard. There were no paths
here ; and the young fir-trees were so thick, you could not see three
yards before your nose.
When they had gone some way in this, Martin sat down; and, having
learned in war to lose aU impression of danger with the danger itseU,
took a piece of bread and a slice of ham out of Ms wallet, and began
quietly to eat Ms breakfast.
The young ones looked at him with dismay. He replied to their
looks.
" All Sevenbergen could not find you now; you will lose your purse,
Gerard, long before you get to Italy; is that the way to carry a
purse?"
Gerard looked, and there was a large triangular purse, entangled by its
chains to the buckle and strap of his wallet.
" This is none of mine," said he. " What is in it, I wonder?" and he
tried to detach it; but in passing tMough the coppice it had become inextricably entangled in his strap and buckle. " It seems loath to leave
me," said Gerard, and he had to cut it loose with his kmfe. The purse,
on examination, proved to be weU provided with silver coins of all sizes,
but its bloated appearance was greatly owing to a number of pieces of
browTi paper folded and doubled. A Ught burst on Gerard. " Why it
must be that old thief's ? and see! stuffed with paper to deceive the
world!"
The wonder was how the burgomaster's purse came on Gerard.
They Mt at last upon the right solution. The purse must have been
at Ghysbrecht's saddle-bow, and Gerard rushing at his enemy, had unconsciously torn it away, thus felUng Ms enemy and robbing him, -with
a single gesture.
Gerard was deUghted at this feat, but Margaret was uneasy.
" Throw it away, Gerard, or let Martin take it back. Already they
call you a thief. I cannot bear it."
" Throw it away? give it hint back? not a stiver? This is spoU lawfuUy won in battle from an enemy. Is it not, Martin?"
" Whr, of course. Send him back the brown paper, an you will; but
the purse or the coin—that were a sin."
" Oh, Gerard!" said Margaret, " you are going to a distant land. Wu
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need the good-wiU of Heaven. How can we hope for that, if w e taka
wiiat is .not ours?"
But Gerard saw it in a different Ught.
" It is Heaven that gives it me by a miracle, and I shaU cherisli 'A
dccordingly," said this pious youth. " Thus the favoured people spoUed
the Egyptians, and were blessed."
"Take your own way," said Margaret, humbly, "you are wiser than I
am. You are my husband," added she, in a low murmuring voice; " is
it for me to gainsay you?"
These humble words from Margaret, who, tUlthat day, had held the
wMp hand, rather surprised Martin for the moment. They recurred to
him some time afterwards, and then they surprised him less.
Gerard kissed her tenderly in return for her wife-Uke docility, and
they pursued their journey hand-in-hand, Martin leading the way, intc
the depths of the huge forest. The farther they went the more absolutely secure frcm pursuit they felt. Indeed, the townspeople never
ventured so far as this into the trackless part of the forest.
Impetuous natures repent qmcMy. Gerard was no sooner out of aU
danger, than Ms conscience began to prick him.
" Martin, would I had not struck qmte so hard."
" "Whom ? Oh! let that pass; he is cheap served."
" Martin, I saw Ms grey hairs as my stick feU on him. I doubt they
wUl not from my sight this while."
Martin granted with contempt. " "Who spares a badger for Ms grey
hairs ? The greyer your enemy is, the older; and the older the craftier ;
and the craftier the better for a Uttle kiUing."
" Killing ? KUUng, Martin? speak not of killing i" And Gerard
shook aU over.
" I am much mistook if you have not," said Martin, cheerfuUy.
" Now Heaven forbid!"
" The old vagabone's skull cracked Uke a walnut. Aha!"
" Heaven and the sauits forbid it!"
" He roUed off his mule like a stone shot out of a cart. Said I to
myseU, ' there is one wiped out.'" And the iron old soldier grinned
rutMessly.
Gerard feU on Ms knees, and began to pray for his enemy's Ufe.
At tMs Martin lost his patience. " Here's mummery. "What, you
that set up for learning, know you not that a wise man never strikes Ms
enemy but to kiU him ? And what is aU tMs coU about killing of old
men? If it had been a young one, now, with the joys of life waiting for
him, wine, women, and pUlage ? But an old feUow at the edge of the
grave, why moi shove Mm in? Go he must, to-day or to-morrow; and
what better place for greybeards? Now, if ever I should be so mischancy as to last so long as Ghysbrecht did, and have to go on a mule's
legs instead of Martin Wittenhaagen's, and a back Uke tMs (striking the
wood of Ms bow), instead of this (striking the string). I'U thank and
bless any young feUow, who wUl knock me on the head, as you have dona
that old shopkeeper; maUson on his memory."
"Oh, culpa mea! culpa mea!" cried Gerard, and smote upon Mr
breast.
" Look there," said Martin to Margaret, scomfuUy, " he is a priest at
heart still: and when he is not in ire, St. Paul, what a mUk-sop!"
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"Tush, Martin!" cried Margaret, reproachfully: then she wreathed
ler arms round Gerard, and comforted Mm with the double magic of a
(voman's sense and a woman's voice,
" Sweetheart!" murmured she, " you forget: you went not a step out
of the way to harm him, who hunted you to your death. You fled from
him. He it was who spurred on you. Then did you strike; but in selfdefence and a single blow^, and with that which was in your hand.
MaUce had drawn kmfe, or struck again and again. How often have
men been smitten with staves not one but many blows, yet no Uves lost!
If then your enemy has fallen, it is tMough his own maUce, not yours,
and by the vnU of God."
" Bless you, Margaret; bless you for thinking so !"
" Yes, but, beloved one, if you have had the misfortune to kiU that
wicked man, the more need is there that you fly with haste from Holland. Oh! let us on."
" Nay, Margaret," said Gerard. " I fear not man's vengeance, thanks
to Martin here, and this thick wood: only Him I fear whose eye pierces
the forest, and reads the heart of man. If I but struck in self-defence,
'tis weU ; but if in hate he may bid the avenger of blood follow me to
Italy; to Italy? ay, to earth's remotest bounds."
" Hush !" said Martin, peevishly. " I can't hear for your chat."
"What is it?"
" Do you hear nothing, Margaret, my ears are getting old."
Margaret Ustened, and presently she heard a tuneful sound, like a
single stroke upon a deep ringing beU. She described it so to Martin.
" Nay, I heard it," said he.
" And so did I," said Gerard : " it was beautUul. Ah! there it is
again. How sweetly it blends with the air. It is a long way off. It is
before us, is it not?"
" No, no! the echoes of this wood confound the ear of a stranger. It
comes from the pme grove."
" "What ! the one we passed ?"
" The one we passed."
" Why, Martin, is this anything ? You look pale."
'' Wonderful!" said Martin, with a sickly sneer. " He asks m3 is it
anything ? Come, on, on hat any rate, let us reach a better place than
this."
" A better place—for what ?"
"To stand at bay, Gerard," said Martin, gravely; "and die like
soldiers, kUUng tMee for one."
«"What's that sound?"
" IT IS THE AVENGER OF BLOOD."
" Oh, Martin, save him ! Oh, Heaven be merciful! What new mysterious peril is this ?"
"GIRL, IT'S A BLOODHOUND."

CHAPTER XX.
THE courage, Uke the talent, of common men, runs in a narrow groove.
Take them but an inch out of that, and they are done. Martin's courasra
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was perfect as far as it went. He had met and baffled many dangers ix
the course of Ms rude Ufe; and these famiUar dangers he could face with
Spartan fortitude, almost with indifi'erence : but he had never been
hunted by a bloodhound ; nor had he ever seen that brute's unerrinp
instinct baffled by human cunning. Here then a sense of the supernatural combined with novelty to unsteel Ms heart. After going a few
steps he leaned on Ms bow, and energy and hope oozed out of him.
Gerard, to whom the danger appeared slight in proportion as it was distant, urged Mm to flight.
" "What avails it ?" said Martin, sadly ; " if we get clear of the
wood we shaU cUe cheap ; here, hard by, I know a place where we
may die dear."
" Alas ! good Martin," cried Gerard : " despair not so quickly : there
must be some way to escape."
" Oh, ilartin ! " cried ^Margaret, " wiiat if we were to part company i
Gerard's Ufe alone is forfeit. Is there no way to draw the pursmt on us
twain and let him go safe ?"
" Girl, you know not the bloodhound's nature. He is not on tMs
man's track or that; he is on the track of blood. My Ufe on't they
have taken Mm to where Ghysbrecht feU, and from the dead man's
blood to the man that shed it that cursed hound will lead them, though
Gerard should run tMough an army, or s-wini the Meuse." And again
he leaned upon Ms bow, and his head sank.
The hound's meUow voice rang tMough the wood.
A cry more tunable
"iVas never haUoed to, nor cheered with Lorn,
In Crete, in Sparta, or in Thessaly.
Strange that tMngs beautUul should be terrible and deadly. The eye
of the boa-constrictor, w^Mle fascinatMg its prey, is lovely. No royal
crown nolds such a jewel; it is a ruby with the emerald's green Ught
playing ever upon it. Yet tho deer that sees it, loses a^l power of motion,
and trembles, and awaits Ms death; and even so, to compare hearing
with sight, this sweet and meUow sound seemed to fascinate Martin
Wittenhaagen. He stood uncertain, bewildered, and unnerved. Gerard
was Uttle better now. Martin's last words had daunted Mm. He had
struck an old man and shed his blood, and, by means of that very blood,
blood's four-footed avenger was on his track. Was not the finger of
Heaven in tMs ?
WMlst the men were thus benumbed, the woman's brain was all
activity. The man she loved was in danger.
" Lend me your knife," said she to Martin. He gave it her.
" But 'twill be Uttle use in your hands," said he.
Then Margaret did a sly thing. She stepped beMnd Gerard, and
furtively drew the knife across her arm, and made it bleed freely; then
stooping, smeared her hose ancl shoes : and stiU as the blood trickled she
smeared them ; but so adroitly that neither Gerard nor Martin saw.
Then she seized the soldier's arm.
" Come, be a man ! " she said, " and let tMs end. Take us to some
thick place, where numbers wiU not avail our foes."
" I am going," said Martin, sulkUy. " Hurry avaUs not • we cannot

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH.

V6

shun the hound, and the place is hard by ; " then turning to the left, he
led the way, as men go to execution.
He soon brought them to a thick hazel coppice, Uke the one that had
favoured their escape in the morning.
" There," said he, " this is but a furlong broad, but it will serve oui
turn."
" "What are we to do ? "
" Get tMough this, and wait on the other side ; then as they come
straggling tMough, shoot three, Imock two on the head, and the rest
will MU us."
" Is that all you can tMnk of ?" said Gerard.
" That is aU."
" Then, Martin Wittenliaagen, I take the lead, for you have lost yoai
head. Come, can you obey so yotmg a man as I am ?"
'' Oh ! yes, Martin," cried Margaret, " do not gainsay Gerard ? He is
wiser than Ms years."
Martin yielded a sullen assent.
'_' Do then as you see me do," said Gerard ; and drawing his huge
knife, he cut at every step a hazel shoot or two close by the ground, and
turning round twisted them breast Mgh behind him among the standing
shoots. Martin did the same, but with a dogged hopeless air. When
they had tnus painfuUy traveUed through the greater part of the coppice,
the bloodhound's deep bay came nearer, and nearer, less and less musical,
louder, and sterner.
Margaret trembled.
Martin went down on his stomach and Ustened.
" I h^ir a horse's feet."
" No," said Gerard. " I doubt it is a mule's. That cursed Ghysbrecht
is still aUve : none other would follow me up so bitterly."
" Never strike your enemy but to slay him," said Martin, gloomily,
"I'll hit harder tMs time, if Heaven gives me the chance," said
Gerard.
At last they worked through the coppice, and tliere was an open wood.
The trees were large, but far apart, and no escape possible that way.
And now with the hound's bay mingled a score of voices, hooping and
hallooing.
" The whole viUage is out after us," said Martin.
" I care not," said Gerard. " Listen, Martin. I have made the track
smooth to the dog, but rough to the men, that we may deal with them
apart. Thus the hound wUl gain on the men, and as soon as he comes
out of the coppice we must kUl him."
" The hound ? There are more than one."
" I hear but one."
" Ay ! but one speaks, the others run mute ; but let tho leading
hound lose the scent, then another shaU give tongue. There will be two
dogs, at least, or devils in dog's hides."
" 'Then we must kill two instead of one. The moment they are dead
into the coppice again, and go right back."
" That is A good thought, Gerard! " said Martin, plucMng up heart.
" Hush ! the men are in the wood."
Gerard now gave his orders in a whisper.
" Stand you with your bow by the side of the coppice—there, in the

78

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH.

iitch. I will go but a few yards to yon oak-tree, and hide behind It •,
the dogs will foUow me, and, as they come out, shoot as many as you
can, the rest will I brain as they come roimd the tree."
Martin's eye flashed. They took u p their places.
The hooping and haUooing came closer and closer, and soon even the
rustUncr of tlie yotmg wood was heard, and every now and then the unerring bloodhound gave a single bay.
I t was terrible! the branches rustUng nearer and nearer, and the
inevitable struggle ioi Ufe and death coming on minute by minute,
and that death-knell leading it. A tremblUig hand was laid on
Gerard's shoulder. I t made him start violently, strung u p as he was.
" Martin says U' w'e are forced to part company, make for that higli
ftsh-tree we came in by."
'-' Yes! yes! yes! but go back for Heaven's sake! don't come here, aU
out in the open!"
She r:m l)ack towards i l a r t i n ; but, ere she could get to him, suddenly
a iiu^'e dcg burst out of the coppice, and stood erect a moment, Margaret
cowered with fear, but he never noticed her. Scent was to him what
si^'lit is to us. H e lowered his nose an instant, and the next moment,
w itl; an awful yell, sprang straight at Gerard's tree, and rolled headover-heels dead as a stone, UteraUy spitted by an arrow from the bow
tliat twanged beside the coppice in Martin's hand. That same moment
out came another hound and smelt his dead comrade. Gerard rushed
out at liim; but ere he could use Ms cudgel, a streak of wMte Ughtning
seemed to stiike the hound, and he grovelled in the dust, wounded
desperately, but not kiUed, and howUng piteously.
Gerard had not time to despatch h i m : the coppice rustled too near : it
seemed aUve. Pointing wildly- to Martin to go back, Gerard ran a few
yards to the tight, then crept cautiously into the thick coppice just as
cliree men burst out. These had headed theU comrades considerably;
the rest were foUowing at various distances. Gerard crawled back almost
on all-fours. Instinct taught ^Martin and Margaret to do the same upon
tluir line of retreat. Thus, witMn the distance of a few yards, the pus
luers and pursued were passing one another upon opposite tracks.
A loud cry aimounced the discovery of the dead and the wounded
nound. Then foUowed a babble of voices, stiU swelling as fresh pursuers reached the spot. The hunters, as usual on a surprise, were
wasting time, and the hunted ones were making the most of it.
" I hear no more hounds," wMspered Martin to Margaret, and he was
liiinseU' again.
It was Margaret's t u r n to tremble and despair.
'' Oh! why did w-e part with Gerard ? They will kUl my Gerard,
ana i not near him.''
" Nay, n a y ! the head to catch him is not on their shoulders. You
bade him meet us at the ash-tree ?"
" And so I did. Bless you, Martin, for thinMng of that. To the ashtree!"
" A y ! but with less noise."
They were now nearly^ at the edge of the coppice, when suddenly
they heard hooping and haUooing behind them. The men had satisfied themselves the fugitives were in the coppice ; and were beatiny
back
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" N o matter," whispered Martin to his trtmbUng companion. "Wo
shall have time to win clear and sUp out of sight by hard running
Ah!"
He stopped suddenly; for just as he was going to burst out of the
brushwood, his eye caught a figure keeping sentinel. It was Gliysbrecht Van Swieten seated on his mule; a bloody bandage was across
his nose, the bridge of which was broken; but over this his eyes peered
keeiUy, and it was plain by their expression he had heard the fugitives
rustle, and was looking out for them. Martin muttered a terrible oath,
and cautiously strung his bow, then with equal, caution fitted his last
arrow to the string. Margaret put her hands to her face, but said
notMng. She saw this man must die or Gerard. After the first impulse
she peered through her fingers, her heart panting to her throat.
The bow was raised, and the deadly arrow steadily drawai to its head,
when at that moment an active figure leaped on Ghysbrecht from behind so swiftly, it was like a hawk swooping on a pigeon. A kerchief
went over the burgomaster, in a turn of the hand his head was miiftled
in it, and he was whirled from his seat and fell heavily upon the
ground, where he lay groaning with terror; and Gerard jumped down
after him.
" Hist, Martin! Martin !"
Martin and Margaret came out, the former open-mouthed, crying,
" Now fly! fly! while they are all in the thicket; we are saved."
At this crisis, when safety seemed at hand, as fate would have it,
Margaret, who had borne up so bravely till now, began to succumb
partly from loss of blood.
" Oh, my beloved! fly !" she gasped. " Leave me, for I am faint."
" No ! no !" cried Gerard. " Death together, or safety. Ah ! ths
mule! mount her, you, and I'll run by your side."
In a moment Martin was on Ghysbrecht's mule, and Gerard raised the
fainting girl in his arms ancl placed her on the saddle, and relieved
Martin of Ms bow.
"Help! treason! murder! murder!" shrieked Ghysbrecht, suddenly
rising on his hams.
" SUence, cur," roared Gerard, and trode him down again by the throat
as men crush an adder.
" Now, have you got her firm ? Then fly ! for our lives! for our lives!"
But even as the mule, urged suddenly by Martin's heel, scattered the
flints with Ms hind hoofs ere he got into a canter, and even as Gerard
withdrew his foot from Ghysbrecht's throat to ran, Dierich Brower and
his five men, who had come back for orders, and heard the burgomaster's
cries, burst roaring out of the coppice on them.

CHAPTER XXI.
SPEECH is the familiar vent of human thoughts: but there are emo
tions so simple and ovcrpoweruig, that they rash out not in words, but
in eloquent sounds. At such moments man seems to lose Ms characteristics, and to be merely one of the liigher amnials; for these, wiie»
greatly agitated, ejaculate, though they cannot speak
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There was sometMng terrible and truly aimnal, both in the roar ol
triumph with wMch the pursuers burst out of the thicket on our fugitives, and the sharp cry of terror with wMch these latter darted away
The pursuers' hands clutched the empty aU, scarce two feet behind
them, as they' fled for Ufe. Confused for a moment, Uke Uons that nUss
their spring, Dierich and Ms men let Gerard and the mule put ten yards
between them. Then they flew after with uplUted weapons. They
were sure of catching them; for tMs was not the Mst time the parties
had measured speed. In the open ground they had gained visibly on
the tMee this morning, and now, at last, it was a fair race again, to be
settled by speed alone. A hundred yards were covered in no time.
Yet stUl there remained these ten yards between the pursuers and the
pursued.
TMs increase of speed since the morning puzzled Dierich Brower.
The reason was tMs. "Wlien tMee run in company, the pace is that of
the slowest of tlie three. From Peter's house to the edge of the forest
Gerard ran ]\Iargaret's pace; but now- he ran Ms own; for the mule was
fleet, and could have left them aU far behind. Moreover youth and
chaste U\ing began to teU. Daylight grew imperceptibly between the
hunted ones and the hunters. Then Dierich made a desperate effort,
and gained two yards; but in a few seconds Gerard had stolen them
quietly^ back. The pursuers began to curse.
Martin heard, and his face Ughted up. " Courage, Gerard! courage,
brave lad! they are straggling."
It was so. Dierich was now headed by one of Ms men, and another
dropped into the rear altogether.
They came to a rising ground, not sharp, but long; and here y^outh,
and grit, and sober Uving, told more than ever.
Ere he reached the top, Dierich's forty years weighed Mm down Uke
forty buUets. " Our cake is dough," he gasped. " Take him dead, it
vou can't aUve:" and he left running, and followed at a foot's pace,
Jorian Ketel tailed off next; and then another, and so, one by one,
Gerard ran them all to a standstill, except one who kept on .stanch as a
bloodhound, though losing ground every iMnute. His name, if I am
not mistaken, was Eric Wouvemian. FoUowed by Mm, they came to a
rise in the wood, shorter, but much steeper than the la.st.
" Hand on mane I" cried Martin.
Gerard obeyed, and the mule helped him up the liiU faster even than
ha was running before.
At the sight of tMs manoetfSTe Dierich's man lost heart, and, being
now fiiU eighty yards behind Gerard, and rather more than that in advance of Ms nearest comrade, he pulled up short, and, m obedience to
Dierich's order, took dowm his crossbow, leveUed it deUberately, and
'list as the trio were sinking out of sight over the crest of the hill, sent
the bolt whizzing among them.
There was a cry of cUsmay; and, next moment, as if a thunderbolt
had faUen on them, they were aU lying on the ground, mule and alL
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CHAPTER XXII.
THE effect was so sudden and magical, that the shooter hUnseU was
stupefied for an instant. Then he haUed his companions to join Mm in
effecting the capture, and himseU set off up the hill: but, ere he had got
haU way, up rose the figure of Martin Wittenhaagen with a bent bow in
his hand. Eric Wouverman no sooner saw him in this attitude, than he
•larted behind a tree, and made himseU as small as possible. Martin's
skill with that weapon was weU known, and the slain dog was a keen
reminder of it.
Wouverman peered round the bark cautiously: there was the arrow's
point stUl aimed at him. He saw it shine. He dared not move from
his shelter.
When he had been at peep-bo some minutes, his companions came up
In great force.
'Then, with a scornful laugh, Martin vanished, and presently was heard
Lo ride off on the mule.
All the men ran up together. The high ground commanded a view of
a narrow but almost interminable glade.
They saw Gerard and Margaret runmng along at a prodigious distance ; they looked like gnats; and Martin gaUoping after them ventre d
tcrre.
The hunters were outwitted as well as outrun. A few words will explain Martin's conduct. We arrive at causes by noting coincidences:
yet, now and then, coincidences are deceitf'U. As we have all seen a
hare tumble over a briar just as the gun went off, and so raise expectations, then dash them to earth by scudding away untouched, so tho
burgomaster's mule put her foot in a rabbit-hole at or about the time
the cross-bow bolt whizzed innocuous over her head : she fell and threw
both her riders. Gerard caught Margaret, but was carried do-\vn by her
weight and impetus; and, behold, the soU was strewed with dramatis
persons.
The docile mule was up again directly, and stood trembling. Martin
was next, and looMng round saw tliere was but one in pursuit; on this
he made the young lovers fly on foot, wiiile he checked the enemy as I
flave recorded.
He now gaUoped after his compamons, and, when after a long race he
caught them, he instantly put Gerard and Margaret on the mule, and
ran%y their side tiU Ms breath failed, then took his turn to ride, and so
in rotation. Thus the runner was always fresh, and, long ore they
relaxed their speed, all sound and trace of them was hopelessly lost to
Dierich and his men. These latter went en sfc-fallen back to look after
fcheU chief, and tljeir Avinged bloodhound.

CHAPTER XXIII.
Lli'E and liberty, while .«afe, are Uttle thuu-lit of: for why? thb-y are
matters of course." Endangered, they are rated at theU real value. In
Wiis, tooj tliey are Uke sunshine, wiiose beauty men notice not at noon
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when it is greatest, but towards evemng when it lies in flakes of topax
under .shady elms. Yet it is feebler then; but gloom lies beside it, and
contrast reveals its fire. Thus Gerard and Margai-et, though they started
at every leaf that rustled louder than its fellows, glowed all over with
joy and thankfulness as they gUded among the friendly trees in safety
and deep tranquU sUence, baying dogs and brutal voices yet ringing in
their mind's ears.
But presently Gerard found stains of blood on Margaret's ankles.
" Martin! Martin ! help! they have wounded her: the crosabow!"
"No, no!" said Margaret, smiUng to le-assure him, " I am not
wounded, nor hurt at aU."
" But what is it, then, in Heaven's name ?" cried Gerard, ia great
agitation.
" Scold me not, then!" and Margaret blushecL
"Did lever scold you?"
" No, dear Gerard. WeU, then, Martm said it was blood those cruel
dogs foUowed; so I thought, U" I could but have a Uttle blood on my
ehoon, the dogs would foUow me instead, and let my Gerard wend free.
So I scratched my arm with Martin's knife—forgive me! "Whose else
coiUd I take ? Yours, Gerard ? Ah, no. You forgive me ?" said she
beseechingly, and lovingly and fawningly, aU in one.
" Let me see tMs scratch first," said Gerard, choMng with emotion.
" Thore, I thought so. A scratch ? I caU it a cut—a deep, terrible,
cruel cut."
Gerard shuddered at sight of it.
" She might have done it with her bodkin," said the soldier. " MUksop ! that sickens at sight of a scratch and a Uttle blood."
" No, no. I could look on a sea of blood ? but not on hers. Oh,
Margaret! how cotUd you be so cruel ?"
Margaret smiled with love ineffable. " FooUsh Gerard," murmured
she, " t o make so much of nothing." And she flung the guUty arm
round Ms neck. " As if I would not give aU the blood in my heart for
you, let alone a few drops from my arm." And, with this, under the
sense of his recent danger, she wept on Ms neck for pity and love: and
he wept with her.
" And I must part from her," he sobbed, " we two that love so d e a r one must be in Holland, one in Italy. Ah me ! ah me! ah me!"
At tMs Margaret wept afresh, but patiently and silently. Instinct is
never off its guard, and with her unselfishness was an instinct. To utter
her present thoughts would be to add to Gerard's imsery at parting, so
she wept in sUence.
Suddenly they emerged upon a beaten path, and Martin stopped.
" This is the bridle-road I spoke of," said he, hanging his head, " and
there away Ues the hosteUy."
Margaret and Gerard cast a scared look at one another.
" Come a step ^vitli me, Martin," wMspered Gerard. '\Vhen he had
irawTi lum aside, he said to him in a broken voice, " Good Martin, watch
nver her for me! She is .my wife; yet I leave her. See, Martin! hera
Is gold—it was for my journey; it is no use my asking her to take it •
she would not; but you wiU for her, wiU you not ? Oh, Heaven! and
'.s this all I can do for her ? Money ? But poverty is a cursa You wUl
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not let her want for anything, dear Martin ? The burgomaster's sUver it
enough for me."
" "Thou art a good lad, Gerard. Neither want nor harm shaU come tc
her. I care more for her Uttle finger than for all the world: and were
she nought to me, even for thy sake would I be a father to her. Go with
a stout heart, and God be with thee going and coming." And the rough
soldier wTung Gerard's hand, and tumed his head away, with unwonted
feeling.
After a moment's silence, he was for going back to Margaret; but
Gerard stopped him. " No, good Martin: prithee, stay here behind
tMs thicket, and turn your head away from us, while I—Oh, Martin!
Martm!"
By this means Gerard escaped a witness of his anguish at leaving her
he loved, and Martin escaped a piteous sight. He did not see the pool
young things kneel and renew before Heaven those holy vows cruel men
Lad interrupted. He did not see them cUng together like one, and then
try to part, and fail, and return to one another, and cUng again, like
drowning, despaUing creatures. But he heard Gerard sob, and sob, and
Margaret moan.
At last there was a hoarse cry, and feet pattered on the hard road.
He started up, and there was Gerard running wildly, with both hands
clasped above his head, in prayer, and Margaret tottering back toward.^
Mm with pahns extended piteously, as if for help, and ashy cheek, and
eyes fixed on vacancy.
He caught her in his amis, and spoke words of comfort to her; but
her mind could not take them in; only at the sound of his voice she
moaned and held him tight, and trembled violently.
He got her on the mule, and put Ms arm round her, and so, supporting her frame, which, from being strung Uke a bow, had now turned aU
relaxed and powerless, he took her slowly and sadly home.
She did not shed one tear, nor speak one word.
At the edge of the wood he took her off the mule, and bad her go
across to her father's house. She did as she was bid.
Martin to Rotterdam. Sevenbergen was too hot for him.
Gerard, severed from her he loved, went like one in a dream. He
Mred a horse and a gmde at the Uttle hosteUy, and rode swiftly towards
the German frontier. But aU was mechanical; Ms senses felt blunted ;
trees and houses and men moved by him like objects seen through a
veiL His compamon spoke to him twice, but he did not answer.
Only once he cried out savagely, " ShaU we never be out of this hateful
country ?"
After many hours' riding they came to the brow of a steep hiU; a
smaU brook ran at the bottom.
"Halt!" cried the guide, and pointed across the valley "Here ig
Germany."
"Where?"
" On t'other side of the boum. No need to ride down the hUl, I
tlOVf."

Gerard dismounted w ithout a word, and took the burgomaster's purse
from his gudle: whUe he opened it, " You will soon be out of thif
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hateful country," said Ms guide, half sulldly; " mayhap the one you are
oing to wiU like y^ou no better: any way, though it be a chuich you
ave robbed, they cannot take you, once across that boum."
These words at another time would have earned the speaker an admonition, or a cuff. They feU on Gerard now Uke idle air. He paid the
lad in sUence, and descended the MU alone. The brook was silvery; it
ran murmuring over Uttle pebbles, that gUttered, varnished by the clear
water: he sat dowai and looked stupidly at them. Then he drank of
the brook: then he laved Ms hot feet and hands in it; it was very cold:
it waked him. He rose, and, taking a run, leaped across it into Germany. Even as he touched the strange land he tumed suddenly and
looked back. " FareweU, ungrateful country!" he cried. " But for A^
it would cost me nought to leave y^ou for ever, aud aU my Mth and kin,
and—the mother that bore me, and—my playmates, and my little native
town. Farewell, fatherland—welcome the wide world! omne so—lum
for—ti p—p—at—ri—a." And with these brave words in his mouth he
drooped suddenly with arms and legs aU weak, and sat do^vn and sobbed
bitterly upon the foreign soU.

f

"\Anien the young exile had sat a wiiile bowed downa, he rose and
dashed the tears from his eyes like a man ; and, not casting a single
glance more beMnd him, to weaken his heart, stepped out into the wide
world.
His love and heavy sorrow left no room in him for vulgar mis
gfvings. Compared with rending himseU from Margaret, it seemed a
small thing to go on foot to Italy in that rude age.
All nations meet in a convent. So, thanks to his good friends the
monks, and his own thirst of knowledge, he could speak most of the
languages needed on that long road. He said to liiniself, " I will soon
be at Rome : the sooner the better now."
After walMng a good league, he came to a place where four ways
met. Being country roads, ancl serpentine, they had puzzled many an
inexperienced neighbour passing from tillage to village. Gerard took
out a Uttle dial Peter had given Imu, and set it in the autumn sun, and
by this compass steered unhesitatingly for Rome—inexperienced as a
young swaUow flying south ; but, unlike the swaUow, wandering south
^ne.

CHAPTER XXIV.
NOT far on tMs road, he came upon a little group. Two men in
sober smts stood leaning lazily on each side of a horse, talking to one
another. The rider, in a silk doublet and bright green jerkin and hose,
both of EngUsh cloth, glossy as a mole, lay flat on his stomach in the
afternoon sun, and looked an enormous Uzard. His velvet cloak (flaming
yeUow) was carefuUy spread over the horse's loins,
" Is aught amiss ?" inquired Gerard,
" Not that I wot of," repUed one of the servants.
" But your master, he Ues lUve a corpse. Are ye not ashamed to Isl
him grovel on the ground V
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** Go to ; the bare ground is the best cure for his disorder. If you get
fober in bed, it gives you a headache ; but you leap up from the hard
ground Uke a lark in spring. Eh, UMc ?"
" He speaks sooth, young man," said Ulric, warmly,
" What, is the gentleman drunk ?"
The servants burst into a hoarse laugh at the simpUcity of Gerard's
question. But suddenly UMc stopped, and eyeing him all over, said,
very gravely, " Who are you, and where bom, that know not the Count
is ever drunk at this hour ?" And Gerard found himseU a suspected
character,
" I am a stranger," said he ; " but a true man, and one that loves
knowledge therefore ask I questions, and not for love of prying."
" If yot. DC a true man," said UUic, shrewdly, " then give us trinkgeld for the knowledge we have given you,"
Gerard looked blank. But, putting a good face on it, said, " Trinkgeld you shaU have, such as my lean purse can spare, an if you will
teU me why ye have ta'en Ms cloak from the man, and laid it on the
beast,"
Under the inspUing influence of coming trinkgeld, two solutions were
instantly offered Gerard at once : the one was, that, should the Count
come to himseU (which, being a seasoned toper, he was apt to do aU in a
minute), and find his horse standing sweating in the cold, while a cloak
lay idle at hand, he would fall to cursing, and peradventtire to laying
on ; the other, more pretentious, was, that a horse is a poor milksop,
which, drinking nothing but water, has to be cockered up and warmed
outside ; but a master, being a creature ever filled with good beer, has a
store of inward heat that warms liim to the skin, and renders a cloak a
mere slirecl of idle vanity.
Each of the speakers fell in love with Ms theory, and, to teU the
truth, both had taken a hair or two of the dog that had bitten their
master to the brain : so their voices presently rose so high, that the
green sot began to growl instead of snoring. In their heat they did nol
notice this.
Ere long the argument took a turn that sooner or later was pretty
sure to enliven a discussion in that age, Hans, holding the bridle with
his right hand, gave UMc a sound cuff with his left; UMc returned it
with interest, Ms right hand being free : and at it they went, ding dong,
over the horse's mane, pommelling one another, and jagging the poor
beast, tUl he ran backward, and trode with Uon heel upon a promontory
of the green lord ; he, Uke the toad stung by Ithuriel's spear, started
up howUng, with one hand clapped to the smart, and the other tt;ggin§
at his hilt. The servants, amazed with terror, let the horse go ; ha
gaUoped off whinnying, the men in pursuit of him crying out witfe
fear, and the green noble after them, volleying curses, his naked sword
in his hand, and Ms body rebounding from hedge to hedge in his headlong but zigzag career down the narrow lane.
" In wiiicli htutUng" Gerard turned his back on them all, and went
jalmly south, glad to have saved the four tin farthings he had got ready
for trinkgeld, but far too heavy hearted even to smile at their drunken
Extravagance.
T>

'u was nearly setting, and Gerard, who had now for some tinii
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been hoping in vain to find an imi by the way, was very ill at eaoe. To
make matters worse, black clouds gathered over the sky.
Gerard quickened his pace almost to a run.
It was in vain : down came the rain in torrents, drenched the bewildered traveUer, and seemed to extinguish the very sun—for his rays,
already fading, could not cope with tMs new assailant. Gerard trudged
on, dark, and wet, and in an unknown region. " Fool! to leave Margaret," said he.
Presently the darkness thickened.
He was entering a great wood. Huge branches shot across the narrow road, and the benighted stranger groped Ms way in what seemed an
interminable and inky cave with a rugged floor, on which he stumbled
and stumbled as he went.
On, and on, and on, with sMvermg limbs, and empty stomach, anc
fainting heart, tiU the wolves rose from their lairs and bayed all round
the wood.
His hair bristled ; but he grasped Ms cudgel, and prepared to seU hia
Ufe dear.
There was no wmd ; and his excited ear heard Ught feet patter at
tunes over the newly fallen leaves, and low branches rustle with creatures gUding swiftly past them.
Presently in the sea of ink there was a great fiery star close to the
ground. He haUed it as he would his patron saint. " CANDLE ! a
CANDLE !" he shouted, and tried to run. But the dark and rugged way
soon stopped that. The Ught was more distant than he had thought.
But, at last, in the very heart of the forest, he found a house, with
Ughted candles and loud voices inside it. He looked up to see if there
was a signbOdTd. There was none. " Not an inn, after all," said he,
sadly. " No matter; what Christian would turn a dog out into tMs
wood to-night ?" and with tMs he made for the door that led to the
voices. He opened it slowiy, and put Ms head in timidly. He drew it
out abruptly, as if slapped in the face, and recoUed into the rain and
darkness.
He had peeped into a large but low room, the middle of which
ftras fUled by a huge round stove, or clay-oven, that reached to the
ceiling ; round tMs, wet clothes were drying—some on lines, and
some more compendiously, on rustics. These latter habiliments, impregnated with the wet of the day, but the dirt of a Ufe, and lined
with what another foot traveUer in these parts caUs " rammish
downs," evolved rank vapours and compound odours inexpressible, in
steaming clouds.
In one corner was a traveUing famUy, a large one : thence flowed
into the common stock the pecuUar sickly smell ot neglected brats.
GarUc filled up the interstices of the air. And all tMs with closed
window, and intense heat of the central furnace, and the breath of at
least forty persons.
They had just supped.
Now Gerard, Uke most artists, had sensitive organs, and the potent
effluvia struck dismay into him. But the rain lashed him outside, and the
light and the fire tempted him in.
He could not force his way aU at once tMough the palpable pertumes} but he returned to the Ught again and again, like the pinged
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moth. At last he discovered that the various smeUs did not entkely
mix, no fiend bemg there to stir them round. Odour of family predominated in two corners ; stewed rustic reigned supreme in tha
centre ; and garlic in the noisy group by the window. He found,
too. by hasty analysis, that of these the garUc described the smallest
aerial orbit, and the scent of reeking rustic darted farthest—a flavour
as if ancient goats, or the fathers of all foxes, had been drawn through a
river, and were here dried by Nebuchadnezzar,
So Gerard crept into a corner close to the door. But though the
soUdity of the main fetors isolated them somewhat, the heat and reeking vapours circulated, and made the walls drip : and the home-nui"tured novice found something Uke a cold snake wind about his legs, and
Ms head turn to a great lump of lead ; and, next, he felt Uke choking,
sweetly slumbering, and dying, aU in one.
He was within an ace of swooning, but recovered to a deep sense ot
disgust and cUscouragement; and settled to go back to HoUand at peep
of day. This resolution formed, he plucked up a little heart ; and, being
faint with hunger, asked one of the men of garUc whether this was not
an inn after all ?
""Whence come you, who know not 'The Star of the Forest'?" wathe reply,
" I am a stranger ; and in my country inns have aye a sign,"
" DroU country yours ! "What need of a sign to a pubUc-house—t
place that every soul knows ?"
Gerard was too tired and faint for the labour of argument; so he
turned the conversation, and asked where he could find the landlord ?
At this fresh display of ignorance, the native's contempt rose too high
for words. He pointed to ° middle-aged woman seated on the other side
of the oven; and, turning to his mates, let them know what an outlandish animal was in the room. Thereat the loud voices stopped, one
by one, as the information penetrated the mass ; and each eye turned,
as on a pivot, following Gerard, and his every movement, silently ana
zoologically.
The landlady sat on a chair an inch or two higher than the rest,
between two bundles. From the fijst, a huge heap of feathers and
wings, she was taking the dowTiy plumes, and pulling the others from
the quiUs, and so filUng bundle two—Uttering the floor ankle-deep, and
contributing to the general stock a stuffy Uttle malaria, which might
have played a distinguished part in a sweet room, but went for nothing
here. Gerard asked her if he could have something to eat.
She opened her eyes with astoMshment. " Supper is over this hour
and more."
" But I had none of it, good dame."
" Is that my fault ? You were welcome to your share for me."
'' But I was benighted, and a stranger; and belated sore against my
wiR."
" "What have I to do with that ? AU the world knows ' The Star of
the Forest' sups from six tUl eight. Come before six, ye sup weU ; come
before eight, ye sup as pleases Heaven ; come after eight, ye get a clean
bed, and a stirrap cup, or a horn of kine's milk, at the dawmng."
Qeiard looked blank. "May I go to bed, then, dgme?" s^-id he
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fiXilkUy ; "for it is iU sitting up wet and fasting, and the byword saith,
' he sups who sleeps,' "
" The beds are not come yet," repUed the landlady, " You ^viU sleej
when the rest do. Inns are not built for one."
It was Gerard's turn to be astomshed, " The beds were not come
what, in Heaven's name, did she mean ?" But he was afraid to ask ,
for every word he had spoken hitherto had amazed the assembly, and
zoological eyes were upon him—he felt them. He leaned against the
wall, and sighed audibly.
At this fresh zoological trait, a titter went round the watchful
company.
" So this is Germany," thought Gerard ; " and Germany is a great
otintry by HoUand. SmaU nations for me."
He consoled himseU by reffecting it was lo be his last, as weU as Ms
first, mght in the land. His reverie was interrupted by an elbow driven
into his ribs. He turned sharp on his assailant—who pointed across tha
room. Gerard looked, and a woman in the comer was beckoning him.
He went towards her gingerly, being surprised and irresolute, so that to a
spectator her beckoning finger seemed to be ptilUng him across the floor
with a gut-Une. "When he had got up to her, " Hold the child," said
she, in a fine hearty voice ; and in a moment she plumped the bairn
into Gerard's arms.
He stood transfixed, jeUy of lead in Ms hands, and sudden horror in
Ms elongated countenance.
At this rttefuUy expressive face, the lynx-eyed conclave laughed loud
and long.
" Never heed them," said the -woman, cheerfuUy; " they know no
better : how should tliey^, bred an' bom in a wood ?" She was rummaging among her clothes with the two penetrating hands, one of which
Gerarcl had set free. Presently she fished out a smaU tin plate and a
dried pudding ; and, resuming her chUd with one arm, held them forth
to Gerard with the other—keeping a tMuiib on the pudding, to prevent
it from sUpping off.
" Put it m the stove," said she ; " you are too young to Ue down
fasting."
Gerard thanked her warmly. But on his way to the stove, his eye
feU on the landlady. " May I, dame ?" said he, beseechingly.
"'Why not?" said she.
The question was evidently another surprise, though less startUng
than its predecessors.
Coming to the stove, Gerard found the oven door obstructed by " the
rammish clowns." They did not budge. He hesitated a moment. The
landlady saw; calmly put do-wn her work, and coming up, puUed a
hircine man or two Mther, and pushed a hircine man or two tMther,
with the impassive countenance of a housewife mo-ving her furmture.
" Turn about is fair play," she said ; " ye have been dry tMs ten minutes
iind better."
Her experienced eye was not deceived : Gorgomi had done ste-wing,
ind begun baMng. Debarred the stove, they trundled home, aU but
cne, who stood Uke a table, where the landlady had moved him to, like
a table. And Gerard baked Ms pudding; and, getting to the stove,
burst into steam.
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The door opened, and in flew a bundle of straw.
It was hurled by a hind -with a pitchfork. Another, and anothel
tame fljing after it, tiU the room was like a clean farm-yard. These
were then dispersed round the stove in layers, Uke the seats in an arena,
and in a moment the company was all on its back.
The beds had come.
Gerard took out his pudding, and found it deUcious. WhUe he was
reUshing it, the woman who had given it hun, and who was now a-bed,
beckoned him again. He went to her bundle side. " She is waiting
for you," whispered the woman. Gerard returned to the stove, and
gobbled the rest of his sausage, casting uneasy glances at the landlady
seated silent as fate amid the prostrate multitude. The food bolted, he
went to her, and said, " Thank you kindly, dame, for waiting for me."
" You are welcome," said she, calmly, maMiig neither much nor little
of the favour; and -with that began to gather up the feathers. But
Gerard stopped her. " Nay, that is my task." And he went down on
his knees, and coUected thern with ardour.
She watched him demurely,
" I wot not whence ye come," said she, -with a relic of distrust ; adding, more cordially, " but ye have been well brought up ;—y'have had
a good mother, I'U go baU,"
At the door, she committed the whole company to Heaven, in a
formula, and disappeared, Gerard to his straw in the very comer—
for the guests lay round the sacred stove by seniority, i. e. priority of
arrivah
This punishment was a boon to Gerard ; for thus he lay on the shore
of odour and stifling heat, instead of in mid-ocean.
He was just dropping off, when he was awaked by a noise ; and, lo ;
there was the hind remorselessly shaking and waking guest after
guest, to ask him whether it was he who had picked up the mistress's
feathers.
" It was I," cried Gerard.
" Oh, it was you, Avas it ?" said the other, and came striding rapidly
over the mtermecliate sleepers. " She bade me say, ' one good turn
deserves another,' and so here's your mght-cap," and he thrust a great
oaken mug under Gerard's nose.
" I thank her, and bless her; here goes—ugh!" and his gratitude
ended in a -wry face; for the iDeer was muddy, and had a strange,
medicinal twang new to the HoUander.
" Trinke aus !" shouted the hind reproachfully,
" Enow is as good as a feast," said the youth JesMticaUy.
The hind cast a look of pity on this stranger who left Uquor in Ms
mug. " Ich brings euch," said he and drained it to the bottom.
And now Gerard turned his face to the wall and pulled up two handfuls of the nice clean straw, and bored in them with his finger, and so
made a scabbard, and sheathed his nose in it. And soon they were all
asleep: men, maids, wives, and chUdren, all lying higgledy-piggledy
and snoring in a dozen keys Uke an orchestra slowly timing ; and
Gerard's body lay on straw in Germany, and his spirit was away to
Sevenbergen.
When he woke in the morning he found nearly all Ms fellow-pas-

US

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH.

lengers gone. One or two were waiting for dinner, nine o'clock : it waa
now six. He paid the landlady her demand, two pfenning, or about an
EngUsh halfpenny, and he of the pitcMork demanded trinkgeld, and
getting a trifle more than usual, and seeing Gerard eye a foaming milkpail he had just brought from the cow, hoisted it up bodily to his Ups" Drink your fill, man," said he, and on Gerard offering to pay for the
delicious draught, told him in broad patois, that a man might swaUow s.
skinful of mUk, or a breakfast of air, -without putting hand to pouch. At
the door Gerard found Ms benefactress of last night, and a huge-chested
artisan, her husband.
Gerard thanked her, 'md in the spirit of the age offered her a creutzer
.''or her pudding.
But she repulsed hif, hand tj^Ti!etly. " For what do you take me?" saitl
she, colouring faintly; " we are traveUers and strangers the same as you,
and bound to feel for those in like pUght."
Then Gerard blushed in Ms turn and stammered excuses.
The hulking husband grinned superior to them both,
" Give the -\ixen a kiss for her pudcUng, and cry qmts," said he, with
an air impartial, judge-like and Jove-Uke.
Gerard obeyed the lofty behest, and kissed the -wife's cheek, " A
blessing go with you both, good people," said he,
" And God speed you, young man!" replied the honest couple: and
with that they parted; and never met again in this world.
The sun had just risen: the rain drops on the leaves gUttered like
diamonds. The air was fresh and bracing, and Gerard steered south,
and did not even remember Ms resolve of over Mght,
Eight leagues he walked that day, and in the afternoon came upon a
huge building with an enormous arched gateway ancl a postern by its
side,
" A monastery!" cried he, joyfuUy; " I go no further lest 1 fare
worse." He appUed at the postern, and, on stating whence he came and
wMther bound, was instantly admitted and directed to the guestchamber, a large and lofty room, where traveUers were fed and lodged
gratis by the charity of the monastic orders. Soon the beU tinkled for
vespers, and Gerard entered the church of the convent, and from Ms
place heard a service sung so exqmsitely, it seemed the choir of heavem
But one thing was wanting, Margaret was not there to hear it -with him,
and tMs made him sigh bitterly in mid rapture. At supper, plain but
wholesome and abundant food, and good beer, brewed in the convent,
were set before him and Ms fellows, and at an early hour they were
ushered into a large dormitory, and, the number being moderate, had
each a truckle bed, and for covering, sheepsMns dressed m t h the fleece
on: but pre-viously to tMs a monk, struck by his youth and beauty,
questioned him, and soon drew out his projects and his heart. "When he
was found to be convent bred, and going alone to Rome, he became a
personage, and in the morning they showed hun over the convent and
made bim stay and dine in the refectory. They also pricked him a
route on a sUp of parchment, and the prior gave him a sUver guUdea
to help him on the road, and ad-vised him to join the first honest
company he should faU in -with, " and not face alone the mf aifold peril*
of the way."

"Peiils?" said Gerard to himaelt
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- That eveiung he came to a smaU straggUng to-wn where was one inn.
it had no sign; but being now better versed in the customs of the
country he detected it at once by the coats of arms on its walls. Thes«
Delonged to the distingmshed -visitors who had slept in it at different
epochs since its foundation, and left these customary tokens of their
patronage. At present it looked more Uke a mausoleum than a hotel.
Nothing moved nor sounded either in it, or about it. Gerard hammered
on the great oak door: nc answer. He haUooed: no reply. After a
while he haUooed louder, and at last a little round -window, or rather
hole in the waU, opened, a man's head protruded cautiously, Uke a
tortoise's from its sheU, and eyed Gerard stoUdly, but never uttered
a syllable.
" Is this an inn?" asked Gerard, with a covert sneer.
The head seemed to faU into a brown study; eventually it nodded, but
lazily.
" Can I have entertainment here?"
Again the head pondered and ended by nodding, but sullenly, and
seemed a skull overburdened with catch-penny interrogatories.
"How am I to get -within, an't please you?"
At this the head popped in, as if the last question had shot it; and a
hand popped out, pointed round the comer of the buUding, and slammed
the window.
Gerard followed the indication, and after some research discovered that
the fortification had one vulnerable part, a small low door on its flank.
As for the main entrance, that was used to keep out thieves ancl customers, except once or t-wice in a year, when they entered together, i. e.
when some duke or cotmt arrived in pomp -with his tram of gaudy
ruffians.
Gerard, ha-ving penetrated the outer fort, soon found Ms way to the
jtove (as the public room was called from the principal article in it), and
sat do-wn near the oven, in which were only a few live embers that diffused
a mild and grateful heat.
After waiting patiently a long time, he asked a grim old fellow with a
long white beard, who stalked solemnly m, and turned the hour-glass,
and then was stalking out—when supper would be. The grisly Ganymede counted the guests on his fingers—" When I see thrice as many
here as now." Gerard groaned.
The grisly tyrant resented the rebellious sound. "Inns are not
built for one," said he; "if you can't wait for the rest, look out for
another lodging."
Gerard sighed.
At this the greybeard frowned.
After a while company trickled steadUy in, tiU full eighty persons of
various conditions were congregated, and to our novice the place became
a chamber of horrors; for here the mothers got together and compared
ringworms, and the men scraped the mud off their shoes -with theU
knives, and left it on the floor, and combed their long hair out, inmates
included, and made their toilet, consisting generally of a dry rab. Water,
however, was brought in ewers. Gerard pounced on one of these, but at
sight of the liqmd contents lost his temper and said to the waiter,
"Wash you first your water, ^ d then a man may wash Ms hands
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"An it likes you not, seek another inn !"
Gerard said nothing, but went quietly and courteously besought an old
traveUer to teU him how far it was to the next inn.
" About four leagues."
Then Gerard appreciated the grim pleasantry of th' unbending sire.
That worthy now returned with an armful of wood, and, counting the
craveUers, put on a log for every six, by wiiicli act of raw justice the
hotter the room the more heat he added. Poor Gerard noticed this Uttle
flaw in the ancient man's logic, but carefully su]ipre«sed every symptom
of intelUgence, lest his feet should ha.\e to carry Ms brains four leagues,
farther that mght.
"When perspiration and suftbcation were far advanced, they brought ii.
the table-cloths; but oh, so brown, so cUrty, and so coarse: they seemed
Uke sacks that had been wom out in agriculture and come down to
tMs, or Uke slireds from the mainsail of some worn-out ship. The
Hollander, who had never seen such Unen even in mghtmare, uttered a
faint cry^.
" "What is to do?" inqtUred a traveUer. Gerard pointed ruefuUy to the
dirty sackcloth. The other looked at it with lack-lustre eje, and comprehended nought.
A Btirgundian soldier -with his arbalest at his back came peeping over
Gerard's shoulder, and, seeing what was amiss, laughed so loud that the
room rang again, then slapped him on the back and cried, " Courage I le
diable est mort."
Gerard stared : he doubted aUke the good tidings and their relevancy:
but the tones were so hea«ty and the aibalestrier's face, not-withstanding
a formidable beard, was so gay and gemal, that he smUed, and after a
pause said drily, " II a bien fait : avec I'eau et linge du pays on aUait le
noircu' a ne se reconnaitre plus."
" Tiens, tiens!" cried the soldier, " v'la qui parle le Frangais, pen s'en
faut," and he seated MmseU by" Gerard, and in a moment was talMng
volubly of war, women, and pUlage, interlarding his discourse with
curious oaths, at wMch Gerard drew away from him more or less.
Presently in came the grisly servant, and counted them all on hia
fingers superciliously, Uke Abraham telUng sheep; then went out again,
and returned with a deal trencher and deal spoon to each.
Then there was an interval. Then he brought them a long .mug apiece
made of glass, and frowned. By and by he stalked. gloomUy in with a
himch of bread apiece, and exit with an injured aU. Expectation thus
raised, the guests sat for nearly an hour balancing the w^ooden spoons,
and -with their o-wn knives wMttUng the bread. EventuaUy, when hope
was extinct, patience worn out, and himger exhausted, a huge vessel was
brought in with pomp, the Ud was removed, a cloud of steam roUed
forth, and behold some thin broth with square pieces of bread floating,
TMs, though not agreeable to the mind, served to distend the body.
SUces of Strasbourg ham foUowed, and pieces of salt fish, both so Mghly
salted that Gerard could hardly sw-aUow a moutM'ul, Then came a kind
of gruel, and, when the repast had lasted an hour and more, some hashed
meat MgMy peppered: and the French and Dutch being now ftiU to the
brim with the above dainties, and the draughts of beer the salt and
spiced meats had provoked, in came roasted Mds, mcst exceUent, and
carp and trout fresh fi'om the stream. Gerard made an effort and looked
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angrily at them, but " could no more " as the poets say. The Burgun
dian swore by the Uver and pike-staff of the good centurion, the nativej
had outmtted him. Then turning to Gerard, he said, " Courage, Tami.
le diable est mort," as loudly as before, but not with the same tone o'
con-viction. The canny natives had kept an intemal comer for contia
gencies, and poUshed the kids' very bones.
The feast ended with a dish of raw animalcula in a -wicker cage. A
cheese had been surrounded with Uttle twigs and strings; then a hole
made in it and a Uttle sour wine poured in. TMs speedUy bred a small
but numerous vermin. When the cheese was so rotten \vith them that
only the twigs and string kept it from tumbUng to pieces and walking off
quadrivious, it came to table. By a malicious caprice of fate, cage and
menagerie were put down right under the DutcMnan's organ of selftorture. He recoiled with a loud ejaculation, ancl hung to the bench by
the calves of his legs.
" W h a t is the m a t t e r ? " said a traveller, disdainfully.
"Does
the good cheese scare ye? Then put it hither, in the name of all
tiie saints!"
" Cheese ! " cried Gerard, " I sec none. These nauseous reptiles have
made away with every bit of it."
" Well," replied another, " it is not gone far. By eating of the mites
we eat the cheese to boot."
" Nay, not so," said Gerard. " These reptiles are made like us, and
digest their food and turn it to foul flesh even as we do ours to sweet: as
weU might you think to cliew grass by eating of grass-fed beeves, as to
eat cheese by swaUowing these uncleanly insects."
Gerard raised his voice in uttering this, and the company received the
paradox in dead silence, and with a distrustful air, like any other
stranger, during which the Btirgundian, wiio understood German but
imperfectly, made Gerard Gallicise the discussion. He patted his interpreter on the back. " C'est bien, mon gars: plus fin que toi n'est pas
bete," and administered Ms formula of encouragement; and Gerard edged
away from h i m ; for next to ugly sights and ill odours the poor wretch
disUked profaneness.
Meantime, though shaken in argument, the raw reptiles were duly
eaten and relished by the company, and served to provoke thirst, a principal aim of aU the soUds in that part of Gemiaiiy. So now the company
drank " garattsses " aU round, and their tongues were unloosed, and oh
the Babel! But above the fierce clamour rose at intervals, like some
hero's war-cry in battle, the trumpet-like voice of the Burgundian soldier
shouting lustUy, " Courage, camarades, le diable est mort !"
Entered grisly Ganymede holding in Ms hand a wooden dish with
circles and semicircles marked on it in chalk. He put it down on tho
table and stood silent, sad, and sombre, as Charon by Styx w^aiting for
his boat-load of souls. Then pouches and purses were rtmimaged, and
each threw a coin into the dish. Gerard timidly observed that he had
drunk next to no beer, and inquired how much less he was to pay than
the others.
" What mean you?" said Ganymede, roughly. " Whose fault is it you
ha,ve not drunken? A»e all to suffer because oiae chooses to be a mOksop? You wUl pay no more than the rest, and r,o lesa"
Gerard waa abashed.
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" Courage, petit, le diable est mort," Mccoughed the soldier, and flung
Ganymede a coin.
" You are as bad as he is," said the old man, pee-visMy, " you are paying
too much;" and the tyranmcal old Aristides returned him some coin out
of the trencher with a most reproachful countenance. And now the man
whom Gerard had confuted an hour and a haU ago, awoke from a bro-wn
study, in wMch he had been ever since, and came to him and said,
" Yes: but the honey is none the worse for passing through the bees'
bellies."
Gerard stared. The answer had been so long on the road he hadn't an
idea what it was an answer to. Seeing him dumbfoundered, the other
concluded him confuted, and withdrew calmed.
The bedrooms were upstairs dimgeons -with not a scrap of furniture
except the bed, and a male servant settled inexorably who should sleep
•with whom- Neither money nor prayers would get a man a bed to himseK here: custom forbade it sternly. You might as weU have asked to
monopoUse a see-saw. They assigned to Gerard a man -with a great
black beard. He was an honest fellow enough: but not perfect; he
w^oulcl not go to bed, and would sit on the edge of it telling the -wretched
Gerard by force, and at length, the events of the day, and alternately
laughing and crying at the same circumstances, wMch were not in the
smaUest degree pathetic or humorous, but only dead tri-vial. At last
Gerard put Ms fingers in Ms ears, and lying do-wn in Ms clothes, for the
sheets w^ere too dirty for him to undress, contrived to sleep. But in an
hour or twc he awoke cold, and found that Ms drunken companion had
got aU the feather bed; so mighty is instinct. They lay between two
beds ; the lower one hard and made of straw, the upper soft and fiUed
•with feathers Ught as down. Gerarcl puUed at it, but the experienced
drunkard held it fast mechamcaUy. Gerard tried to t-witch it away by
surprise; but instinct was too many for him. On tMs he got out of bed,
and, kneeling do-wn on Ms bed-feUow's unguarded side, easUy wMpped
the prize away and roUed -with it under the bed, and there lay on one
edge of it, and curled the rest round Ms shoulders. Before he slept he
often heard sometMng grumbling and growUng above him, wMch was
some Uttle satisfaction. Thus Instinct was out-witted, and victorious
Reason lay chuckling on feathers, and not quite choked with dust.
At peep of day Gerard rose, flung the feather bed upon his snoring
companion, and went in search of milk and air.
A cheerful voice haUed him in French: " What ho! you are up -with
the sun, comrade."
" He rises betimes that Ues in a dog's lair," answered Gerard,
crossly.
" Courage, I'ami! le diable est mort," was the instant reply. The
soldier then told him his name was Denys, and he was passing from
Flushing in Zealaiid to the duke's French dominions ; a change the
more agreeable to him, as he should re-visit Ms native place, and a host
of pretty girls who had w^ept at Ms departure, and should hear French
spoken again. " And who are you, and whither bound ?"
" My name is Gerard, and I am going to Rome," said the more reserved
HoUander, and in a way that urvited no further confidences.
" AU the better ; we -wUl go together as far as Burgundy "
* That is not my road."
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" AH roads take to Rome."
" Ay, but the shortest road thither is my way."
" WeU, then, it is I who must go out of my w^ay a step for
the sake of good company, for thy face Ukes me, and thou speakest
French, or nearly."
" There go two words to that bargain," said Gerard, coldlv. " I sieer
by proverbs too. They do put old heads on young niei/s shoulders.
I Bon loup mauvais compagnon, dit le brebis :' and a soldier, they say,
is near akin to a woU."
" They lie," said Denys : " besides, if he is, ' les loups ne se mangent pas
entre eux.'"
"_ Ay, but, su- soldier, I am not a woU ; and, thou knowest, ' h bien
petite occasion se saisit le loup du mouton.'"
" Let us drop wolves and sheep, being men ; my meaning is, that a good
soldier never piUages—a comrade. Come, young man, too much sus
picion becomes not your years. They who travel should learn to read
faces ; methinks you might see lealty in mine sith I have seen it in
youm. Is it yon fat purse at your girdle you fear for ?" (Gerard tumed
pale.) " Look Mther!" and he undid Ms belt, and poured out of it a
double handful of gold pieces, then returned them to their hiding-place.
" There is a hostage for you," said he ; " carry you that, and let us be
comrades," and handed Mm Ms belt, gold and all.
Gerard stared. " If I am over prudent, you have not enow." But he
flushed and looked pleased at the other's trust in Mm.
" Bah! I can read faces; and so must you, or you'U never take youi
four bones safe to Rome."
" Soldier, you would find me a duU companion, for my heart is very
heavy," said Gerard, yielding.
" I'll cheer you, mon gars."
" I think you would," said Gerard, sweetly; " and sore need have I of
a kindly voice in mine ear this day."
" Oh! no soul is sad alongside me. I Uft up their poor Uttle hearts
with my consigne: ' Courage, tout le monde, le cliable est mort.'
Ha! ha!"
" So be it, then," said Gerard. " But take back your belt, for I could
never trust by halves. We wUl go together as far as RMne, and God go
with us both!"
" Amen!" said Denys, and Ufted Ms cap. " En avant!"
The pair trudged manfuUy on, cUd Denys enUvened the weary way.
He chattered about battles and sieges, and things which were new to
Gerard; ancl he was one of those who make Uttle uicidents wherever
they go. He passed nobody -without addressing him. " They dont
understand it, but it wakes them up," saiii he. But, whenever they fell
m with a monk or priest, he puUed a long face, and sought the reverend
:'ather's blessing, and fearlessly poured out on him floods of German
words in such order as not to produce a single German sentence. Hjj
doffed his cap to every woman, high or low, he caught sight of, and with
eagle eye discerned her best feature, and complimented her on it iu his
native tongue, weU adapted to such matters: and, at each carrion cro-w
or mwgpie, down came his cross-bow, and he would go a furlong off the
fload tc circumvent it; sa^ iB.4«ed he did shoot one old crow with land
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able neatness and despatch, and carried it to the nearest hen-roost, and
there sUpped in and set it upon a nest. " The good-wife -wiU say,
' Alack, here is Beelzebub a hatching of my eggs.'"
" No, you forget he is dead," objected Gerard.
" So he is, so he is. But she doesn't know that, not having the luck
to be acquainted -with me, who carry the good news from city to city,
upUftmg men's hearts."
Such was Denys in time of peace.
Our traveUers towards mghtfaU reached a village ; it was a very sman
one, but contained a place of entertainment. They searched for it, and
found a smaU house -\vith bam and stables. In the former was the everlasting stove, and the clothes drying round it on Unes, and a traveUer or
two sitting morose. Gerard asked for supper.
"• Supper ? We have no time to cook for traveUers; we only pro-vide
lodging, good lodging lor man and beast. You can have some beer."
" Madman, who, bom in HoUand, sought other lands!" snorted Gerard
in Dutch. The landlady started.
" Wliat gibberish is that ?" asked she, and crossed herself Avith looks
of superstitious alarm. " You can buy what you Uke in the village, and
cook it in our oven; but, prithee, mutter no charms nor sorceries here,
good man; don't ye now, it do make my flesh creep so."
They scoured the -viUage for food, and ended by supping on roasted
eggs and browm bread.
At a very early hour their chambermaid came for them. It was a rosycheeked old feUow -with a lanthom.
They followed him. He led them across a (Urty farm-yard, where
they had much ado to pick their steps, and brought them into a cowhouse. There, on each side of every cow, was laid a little clean straw,
and a tied bundle of ditto for a pUlow. The old man looked down on
this Ms work with paternal pride. Not so Gerard. " What, do you set
Christian men to Ue among cattle ?"
" WeU, it is hard upon the poor beasts. They have scarce room tc
turn."
" Oh! what it is not hard on us then ?"
" "Wliere is the hardsMp ? I have lain among them all my Ufe. Look
at me ! I am fourscore, and never had a headache in aU my born days
—all along of lying among the kye. Bless your sUly head, kine's breath
is ten times sweeter to drmk nor Christians'. You try it!" and he
slammed the bedroom door.
" Denys, where are you ?" whined Gerard.
" Here, on her other side."
" "What are you doing ?"
" I know not. But, as near as I can guess, I think 1 must be going tt?
sleep. "What are you at ?"
" I am saying my prayers."
" Forget me not in them!"
" Is it likely ? Denys, I shall soon have done: do not go to sleep, t
want to talk."
" Despatch then! for I feel—augh—like—floating—in the sky—-on •
arm cloud.'
" Denys'"
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" Aagh! eh! haUo ! is it time to get up ?"
_" Alack, no. There, I hurried my orisons to talk; and look at you,
going to sleep! We shaU be starved before morning, having no cover•ets„"

" Weli, you know what to do."
« Not I, in sooth."
« Cuddle the cow."
" Thank you."
" Burrow in the straw then. You must le very new to the world, to
grumble at this. How would you bear to lie on the field of battle on a
frosty Mght, as I did t'other day, stark naked, -with nothing to keep me
warm but the carcass of a fellow I had been and helped kUl ?"
"Horrible! horrible! TeU me aU about itl Oh but this is
sweet."
" Well, we had a little battle in Brabant, and won a Uttle victory, but it
;ost us dear: several arbalestriers turned their toes up, and I among them."
" KiUed, Denys ? come now !"
" Dead as mutton. Stuck fuU of pike-holes till the blood ran out of
me, like the good -wine of Macon from the trodden grapes. It is right
Dounteous in me to pour the tale in minstrel phrase, for—augh—I am
sleepy. Augh—now where was I ?"
" Left dead on the field of battle, bleeding like a pig; that is to say
Uke grapes, or something; go on, prithee go on, 'tis a sin to sleep m the
midst of a good story."
" Granted. Well, some of those vagabonds, that strip the dead soldier
on the field of glory, came and took every rag off me; they -wrought me
no further iU, because there was no need."
" No : you were dead."
" C'est convenii. This must have been at stindo-wn; and with the night
came a shrevv'd frost that barkened the blood on my wouncls, and stopped
aU the rivulets that were running from my heart, and about midnight I
awoke as from a trance."
"And thought you were in heaven?" asked Gerarcl eagerly, being a
youth moculated with monkish tales.
" Too frost bitten for that, mon gars; besides, I heard the wounded
groaning on all sides; so I knew I was in the old place. I saw I could
not live the night through without cover. I groped about shivering and
shivering; at last one did suddenly leave groaning. 'You are sped,'
said I, so made up to Mm, and true enough he was dead, but warm,
you know. I took my lord in niy arms; but was too weak to carry
him: so rolled with him into a ditch hard by: and there my comrades
found me in the morning properly stung with nettles and hugging a dead
Fleming for the bare life."
Gerard shuddered. " And this is -\var; this is the chosen theme of
poets and troubadours, and Reden Ryckers. Tnily was it said by the
men of old ' dulce beUum inexpertis.'"
" Tu dis ?"
" I say,—oh what stout hearts some men have!"
"N'est-ce pas, p'tit? So after that sort—tiling—this sort thing ia
heaven. Soft—warm—good company comradancow—cou'age—diable—
m—omk!"
And the gUb tongue was stUl for some houra
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In the mornmg Gerard was wakened by a Uquid hitting his eye, aM
't was Denys employing the cow's udder as a sqmrt.
"Oh fie!" cried'Gerard, "to waste the good milk:" and he took a
horn out of Ms waUet. " FUl this! but indeed I see not what right we
have to meddle with her milk at aU."
" Make your mind easy! Last night la camarade was not nice; but
what then, trae friendsMp dispenses with ceremony. To-day we make
as free -with her."
" "Why what cUd she do, poor tiling 1"
" Ate my pUlow."
" H a ! ha!"
" On waking I had to hunt for my head, an found it down in tht
stable gutter. She ate our pUlow from us, Wo drink our pUlow fioin
her. A votre sante, madame; et sans rancune;" and the dog drank her
milk to her own health.
" The ancient was right though," said Gerard. " Never have I risen
so refreshed since I left my native land. Henceforth let us shun great
towns, and stiU Ue in a convent or a cow-house; for I'd Uever sleep on
fresh straw, than on Unen weU washed six months agone; and the breath
of kine it is sweeter than that of Christians, let alone the garUc, which
men and women folk affect, but cowen abhor from, and so do I, St.
Bavon be my witness!"
The soldier eyed him from head to foot: " Now but for that little tuft
on your chin I should take you for a gUi; and by the finger-nails of St.
Luke, no iU-favuitred one neither."
These th' «e towns proved types and repeated themselves with slight
variations fjr many a weary league: but, even when he could get neither
a convent nor a cow-house, Gerard learned in time to steel himseU to
the ine-vitable, and to emulate his comrade, whom he looked on as al most
superhuman for hardihood of body and spmt.
There was, however, a balance to aU this veneration.
Denys, Uke Ms predecessor AchUles, had his weak part, Ms very weak
part thought Gerard.
His foible was " woman."
"Whatever he was saying or doing, he stopped short at sight of a
tarthingale, and Ms whole soul became occupied with that garment and
its inmate tiU they had disappeared; and sometimes for a good whUe
after.
He often put Gerard to the blush by talking his amazing German tc
such females as he caught standing or sitting indoors or out; at which
they stared; and when he met a peasant girl on the road, he took off his
cap to her and saluted her as i£ she was a queen. The invariable effect
of wMch was, that she suddenly drew herseU up qMte stiff Uke a soldier
on parade, and wore a forbidding countenance.
" They (Mve me to despair," said Denys. " Is that a just return to a
ci-vU bonnetade ? They are large, they aro fair, but stupid as swans."
" "What breeding can you expect from women that wear no hose ?'
inquired Gerard; " and some of them no shoon ? They seem to me
reserved, and modest, as becoihes their sex; and sober, whereas the mec
are Uttle better than beer-barrels. Would you have them brazen as weL
fcs hoseless?"
" A Uttle affabiUty adonis even beauty," sighed Denyai
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"Then let them alone, sith they are not to your taste," retorted
Gerard. " Wliat, is there no sweet face in Burgundy that would pale tc
see you so wrapped up in strange women ?"
" Half a dozen that would cry their eyes out."
"WeU then!"
" But it is a long way to Burgundy."
"Ay, to the foot, but not to the heart. I am there, sleeping and
waMiig, and almost every minute of the day."
" In Burgundy ? "Wliy I thought you had never—"
" I n Burgundy?" cried Gerard, contemptuously. "No, in sweet
Sevenbergen. Ah! weU-a-day! well-a-day!"
Many such dialogues as this passed between the pair on the long and
weary road, and neither could change the other.
One day about noon they reached a town of some pretensions, and
Gerarcl was glad, for he wanted to buy a pair of shoes: his own werquite wom out. They soon found a shop that displayed a goodly array
and made up to it, and would have entered it; but the shopkeeper sa
on the door-step taMng a nap, and was so fat as to block up the narrow
doorway: the very Ught could hardly struggle past Ms " too, too soUd
flesh," much less a carnal customer.
My fair readers, accustomed, when they go shopping, to be met half
way with nods, and becks, and wreathed smiles, and waived into a seat,
while almost at the same instant an eager shopman flings himseU liali
across the counter in a semicircle to learn their commands, can best appreciate tMs mediaeval Teuton, who kept a shop as a dog keeps a kennel:
and sat at the exclusion of custom, snoring like a pig.
Denys and Gerarcl stood and contemplated this curiosity; emblem,
permit me to remark, of the lets and hindrances to commerce that
characterized Ms epoch.
" Jump over him !"
" The door is too low."
" March through hun!"
" The man is too thick."
""What is the coU?" inquired a mumbUng voice from the interior:
apprentice with Ms mouth ftdl.
" We want to get into your shop."
" What for, in Heaven's name ??!!!"
" Shoon ; lazy bones!"
The ire of the apprentice began to rise at such an explanation. " And
could ye find no hour out of aU the twelve to come pestering us for
shoon, but the one Uttle, Uttle hour my master takes his nap, and I sit
do-wn to my dinner, when aU the rest of the world is fuU long ago ?"
Denys heard, but could not follow the sense. " Waste no more time
talking tlieU German gibberish," eaid he: " take out thy knife and
tickle Ms fat ribs."
" That wUl I not," said Gerard.
" Then here goes; I'U prong him with tMs."
Gerard seized the mad fellow's arm in dismay, for he had been long
enough in the country to guess that the whole to-wn would take part
\n any brawl with the native against a stranger. But Denys f-wisted
away frow Mm, and the cross-bow boAt ia Ms hand was actuaUy on
H
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the road to the sleeper's ribs; but at that very moment two female*
crossed the road towards him; he saw the bUssful vision, and instanti;
forgot what he was about, and awaited their approach irith unreason
able joy.
Though compamons, they were not equals; except in attractiveness to
a Burgundian cross-bow man: for one was very taU, the other short,
and, by one of those anomaUes wMch society, however primitive,
speedUy estabUshes, the long one held up the Uttle one's taU. The tall
one wore a plain linen coif on her head, a Uttle grogram cloak over her
snoulders, a grey kirtle, and a short farthmgale or petticoat of bright red
cloth, and feet and legs qmte bare, though her arms were veUed in tight
linen sleeves.
The other a kirtle broadly trimmed -with fur, her arms in double
sleeves, whereof the inner of yeUow satin climg to the sMn; the outer,
aU befurred, were open at the inside of the elbow, and so the arm passed
tMough and left them dangUng. Velvet head-dress, huge purse at
gircUe, gorgeous train, bare legs. And thus they came on, the citizen's
•wife strutting, and the maid gUding after, holding her mistress's train
devoutly in both hands, and bending and -winding her Uthe body prettUy enough to do it. Imagine (if not pressed for time) a bantam, -with a
gumea-hen stepping obseqmous at its stately heel.
This pageant made straight for the shoemaker's shop. Denys louted
low; the worsMpful lady nodded graciously, but rapidly, ha-ving business on hand, or rather on foot; for in a moment she poked the point of
her Uttle shoe into the sleeper, and worked it round in him Uke a gimlet,
till with a long snarl he woke. 'The incarnate shutter rising and grumbUng
vagiiely, the lady swept in and deigned him no further notice. He retreated to his neighbonr's shop the taUor's, and, sitting on the step, protected it from the impertinence of morning calls. Neighbours should be
neighbourly.
Denys and Gerard foUowed the digmty into the shop, where sat the
apprentice at dinner ; the maid stood outside -with her msteps crossed,
leaning against the waU, and tappmg it with her naUs.
" Those, yonder," said the digmty briefly, pointing with an imperious
Uttle wMte hand to some yeUow shoes gUded at the toe. "While the
apprentice riood stock stUl, neutralized by Ms dinner and Ms duty,
Denys sprang at the shoes, and brought them to her ; she smUed, and
calmly seating herseU, protruded her foot, shod, but hoseless, and scented.
Do-wn went Denys on Ms knees, and drew off her shoe, and tried tha
new ones on the wMte skin devoutly. Finding she had a wiUing -victim,
she abused the opportuMty, tried first one pair, then another, then the
first again, and so on, balancmg and hesitating for about half an hour, to
Gerard's disgust, and Denys's weak deUght At last she was fitted, and
handed two pair of yeUow, and one pair of red shoes out to her servant.
Then was heard a sigh. It burst from the o-wner of the shop : he had
risen from slumber, and was now hovering about, Uke a partridge near
her brood in danger, " There go aU my coloured shoes ?" said he, as
they disappeared in the gM's apron,
"The lady departed : Gerard fitted himseU with a stout pair, asked
the price, paid it -without a word, and gave Ms old ones to a beggar in the
street, who blessed him in the market-place, and threw them furiously
\wn a yreH is. tH" T.^ufba The rximrades left the shop, and in it twc
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melancholy men, that looked, and even talked, as if they had been
robbed w-holesale,
" My shoon are sore wom," said Denys, grmding his teeth; " but I'll go
barefoot tiU I reach France, ere I'U leave my money with such churls as
these."
The Dutchman repUed calmly, " They seem indifferent v/eU sewn,"
As they drew near the Rhine, they passed through forest after forest,
and now for the first time ugly words sounded in traveUers' mouths,
seated around stoves, " Thieves ! " " black gangs ! " " cut-throats !" etc.
The very rustics were said to have a custom hereabouts of murdering the unwary traveUer in these gloomy woods, whose dark and
devious windings enabled those, who were familiar with them, to do
deeds of rapine and blood undetected, or, if detected, easily t»
bafile pursuit.
Certain it was, that every clo-wn they met, carried, whether for offence
or defence, a most formidable weapon ; a Ught axe with a short pike at
the head, and a long slender handle of ash or yew, well seasoned. These
the natives could all throw with singular precision, so as to make the
pomt strike an object at several yards' cUstance, or could slay a bullock
at hand with a stroke of the blade. Gerard bought one and practised
with it. Denys quietly filed ancl ground his bolts sharp, whistling the
whUst; and, when they entered a gloomy wood, he would unsling Ms
cross-bow and carry it ready for action; but not so much Uke a
traveller fearing an attack as a sportsman watchful not to miss a
snap shot.
One day, being in a forest a few leagues from Dusseldorf, as Gerard
was walking Uke one m a dream, thinking of Llargaret, and scarce seeing
the road he trode, Ms companion laid a hand on his shoulder, and strung
his cross-bow with gUttering eye. "Hush!" said he in a low whisper
that startled Gerard more than thunder. Gerard grasped his axe tight,
and shook a Uttle: he heard a rustUng in the wood hard by, ancl at the
same moment Denys sprang into the wood, and his cross-bow went to his
shoulder, even as he jumped. Tw-ang! went the metal string ; and after
an instant's suspense he roared " Run forward, guard the road, he is hit!
he is hit!"
Gerard darted forward, and, as he ran, a young bear burst out of the
wood right upon him: finding itseU intercepted, it went upon its hind
legs with a snarl, and, though not half grown, opened formidable jaws
and long claws. Gerard, in a fury of excitement and agitation, flung
hunseU on it, and delivered a tremendous blow on its nose with his
axe, and the creature staggered ; another, and it lay groveUing with
Gerard hacking it.
" HaUo ! stop ! y ou are mad to spoil the meat,"
" I took it for a robber," said Gerard, panting. " I mean I had made
ready for a robber, so I could not hold my hand."
" Aj, these chattering travellers have stuffed your head full of thieves
and assassins: they have not got a real Uve robber in their, whole
nation. N ay, I'U carry the baast; bear thou my cross-bow."
" We wUl carry it by turns then," said Gerard, " for 'tis a heavy load,
poor thing how its blood drips. Why did we slay it ?"
" For supper and the reward the baUUe of the next town shall
give us,"
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" And for that it must die, when it had but just begun to Uve and
perchance it hath a mother that wiU miss it sore tMs Mght, and loves it
as ours love us ; more than mine does me,"
" "What, know you not that Ms mother was caught in a pitfaU last
month, and her skin is now at the tanner's ? and Ms father was stuck
fuU of cloth-yard shafts t'other day, and died like JuUus CBesar, with
his hands folded on Ms bosom, and a dead dog in each of them?"
But Gerard would not -view it jestingly: " "Why then," said he, " we
have kiUed one of God's creatures that was all alone in the world—as I
am this day, in tMs strange land."
" You young mUksop," roared Denys, " these things must not be looked
at so, or not another bow would be dra-wn nor quarel fly in forest nor
battlcrfield. Why, one of your kidney consorting -with a troop of pikemen should turn them to a row of mUk-paUs: it is ended, to Rome thou
goest not alone; for never wouldst thou reach the Alps in a whole skin.
I take thee to Remiremont, my native place, and there I marry thee to
my young sister, she is bloommg as a peach. Thou shakest thy head J
ah! I forgot; thou lovest elsewhere, and art a one woman man, a
creature to me scarce conceivable. WeU then I shaU find thee, not a
wife, nor a leman, but a Mend; some honest BurguncUan who shall
go -with thee as far as Lyons; and much I doubt that honest feUow
wiU be myself, into whose Uquor thou hast dropped sundry powders to
make me love thee; for erst I endured not doves in doublet and hose.
From Lyons, 1 say, I can trust thee by ship to Italy, which being by aU
accounts the very stronghold of mUksops, thou -wUt there be safe: they
wiU hear thy words, and make thee their duke in a twinkling."
Gerard sighed: " In sooth I love not to think of this Dusseldorf, where
we are to part company, good Mend."
They walked sUently, each thinking of the separation at hand; the
thought checked trifling conversation, and at these moments it is a reUef
to do something, however insigmficant. Gerard asked Denys to lend
him a bolt. " I have often shot -with a long bow, but never -with one of
these!"
" Draw thy knife and cut tMs one out of the cub," said Denys, sUly,
" Nay, nay, I want a clean one,"
Denys gave him three out of his qMver,
Gerard strung the bow, and leveUed it at a bough that had faUen into
the road at some distance. The power of the instrument surprised him;
the short but tMck steel bow jarred Mm to the very heel as it went off,
and the swift steel shaft was in-visible in its passage; only the dead
leaves, -with wMch November had carpeted the narrow road, flew about
on the other side of the bough,
" Ye aimed a thought too Mgh," said Denys,
" What a deadly thing! no wonder it is dii-ving out the long-bow,—to
Martin's much discontent,"
" Ay, lad," said Denys, triumphantly, " it gains groimd every day, in
spite of their laws and their proclamations to keep up the yewen bow,
because forsooth their grandsires shot -with it, kno-wing no better, Yoii
see, Gerard, war is not pastime. Men -wiU shoot at their enendel
with the hittingest arm and the kil lingest, not with the longest and
missingest."
" Then these new engines I hear of ^viU put both bows down ; foi
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these, with a pinch of black dust, and a leaden ball, and a child's finger
shall slay you Mars and Goliath, and the Seven Champions."
" Pooh! pooh!" said Denys, warmly; " pfitrone nor harquebuss shall
ever put do-wn Sir Arbalest. Why, we can shoot ten times while thej
are putting their charcoal and their lead mto their leathern smoke
belchers, and then kindUng their matches. All that is too fumbling for
the field of battle ; there a soldier's weapon needs be ay ready, Uke hi?
heart."
Gerard did not answer; for his ear was attracted by a sound behind
them. It was a peculiar sound, too, Uke sometMng heavy, but not hard,
rushing softly over the dead leaves. He tumed round •with some Uttle
curiosity. A colossal creature was coming do-wn the road at about sixty
paces distance.
He looked at it in a sort of calm stupor at first; but the next moment
he tumed ashy pale.
" Denys!" he cried. " Oh God! Denys!"
Denys wiiirled round.
It w^as a bear as big as a cart-horse.
It was tearing along with its huge head do^wn, running on a hot scent.
The very moment he saw it Denys said in a sickening whisper—
" T H E CUB!"
Oh! the concentrated horror of that one word, wiiispered hoarsely,
with dUating eyes! For in that syllable it aU flashed upon them both
Uke a sudden stroke of Ughtning in the dark—the bloody traU, the murdered cub, the mother upon them, and it. DEATH,
All this in a moment of time. The next, she saw them. Huge as she
was, she seemed to double herseU (it was her long hair bristling with
rage): she raised her head big as a bull's, her swine-shaped jaws opened
•wide at them, her eyes tumed to blood and flame, and she
TOshed upon them, scattering the leaves about her Uke a whirlwind
as she came,
" Shoot!" screamed Denys, but Gerard stood shaking from head to
foot, useless.
"Shoot, man! ten thotisavd devils, shoot! too late! Tree! tree!"
and he dropped the cub, pushed Gerard across the road, and flew
to the first tree and climbed it, Gerard the same on Ms side ; and,
as they fled, both men uttered inhuman liowis like savage creatures
grazed by death.
With aU their speed one or other would have been torn to fragments
at the foot of his tree; but the bear stojiped a moment at the cub.
Without taking her bloodshot eyes ofi' those she was hunting, she smelt
it aU round, ancl found, how, her Creator only knows, that it was dead,
quite dead. She gave a yell such as neither of the hunted ones had ever
heard, nor dreamed to be in nature ; and flew after Denys. She reared
and struck at Mm as he climbed. He was just out of reach.
Instantly she seized the tree, and with her huge teeth tore a great
piece out of it •svitli a crash. Then she reared again, dug her claws
deep into the bark, and began to mount it slowly, but as surely ar
a, monkey.
Denys's evU star had led him to a dead tree, a mere shaft, and of no
very great height. He climbed faster than his pursuer, and was soon at
the top. He looked this way and that for some bough of another tree
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to spruig to. There was none: and, if he jumped down, he knew tin
bear w^oiild be upon bim ere he could recover the fall, and make short
work of him. Moreover Denys w^as Uttle used to turning his back on
danger, and Ms blood w'as rising at being hunted. He turned to bay,
" My hour is come," thought he, " Let me meet death like a man,"
He kneeled do^wn and grasped a smaU shoot to steady himseU, drew Ma
long kmfe, and, clenching Ms teeth, prepared to job the huge brute ag
soon as it should mount within reach.
Of tMs combat the result was not doubtful.
The monster's head and neck were scarce •vulnerable for bone and
masses of hair. The man was going to sting the bear, and the bear to
crack the man Uke a nut,
-•
Gerard's heart was better than Ms nerves. He saw Ms friend's mortal
danger, and passed at once from fear to bUndish rage. He sUpped down
his tree in a moment, caught up the cross-bow, -svhich he had dropped iif
the road, and, running furiously^ up, sent a bolt into the bear's body
with a loud shout. The bear gave a snarl of rage and pain, and turned
its head irresolutely.
" Keep aloof !" cried Denys, " or you are a dead man."
" I care not;" and in a moment he had another bolt ready and shot it
fiercely into the bear, screaming, " Take that! take that!"
Denj's floured a volleys of oaths do-wn at him. " Get away, idiot!"
He was right: the bear finding so formidable and noisy a foe behind him
slipped growUng clowni the tree, rending deep furrows in it as she sUpped.
Gerard ran back to Ms tree and climbed it swiftly. But while his legs
•were dangling some eight feet from the ground, the bear came rearing
and struck with her fore paw, and out flew a piece of bloody cloth from
Gerard's hose. He clunbed, and climbed; ancl presently he heard as it
were in the air a voice say, " Go out on the bough !" He looked, and
there was a long massive "branch before him shooting upwards at a slight
angle : he threw his body across it, and by a series of coii'STilsive eftbrts
Worked up it to the end.
Then he looked round panting.
The bear was mounting the tree on the other side. He heard her
claws scrape, and saw her bulge on both sides of the massive tree. Her
eye not being very quick she reached the fork and passed it, mounting
the main stem. Gerard drew breath more freely. The bear either heard
him, or found by scent she was WTong : she paused; presently she caught
sight of lUm. She eyed him steadily ; then quietly descended to
the fork.
Slowiy and cautiously she stretched out a paw and tried the
bough. It was a stiff oak branch, sound as iron. Instinct taught
the creature tMs : it crawled carefully out on the bough, growUng
savagely as it came.
Gerard looked wildly dowai. He was forty feet from the ground.
Death below. Death moving slow but sure on him in a still more
horrible form. His hair bristled. The sweat poured from him. He sat
helpless, fascinated, tongue-tied.
As the fearful monster crawied growling towards him, incongruous
thoughts coursed tMough his mind, Margaret: the Vulgate, where
it speaks of the rage of a she-bear robbed of her whelps,—Rome,—
Etei-nity.
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The bear crawled on. And now the stupor of death feU on the
doomed man ; he saw the open jaws and bloodshot eyes commg, but
in a mist.
As in a mist he heard a twang: he glanced do^wn; Denys, white and
silent as death, was shooting up at the bear. The bear snarled at tha
twang; but crawled on. Again the cross-bow twanged; and the bear
snarled; and came nearer. Again the cross-bow twanged: and the next
moment the bear was close upon Gerard, where he sat, with hair standing stiff on end, and ey^es starting from their sockets, palsied. The bear
opened her jaws Uke a grave; and hot blood spouted from them upon
Gerard as from a pump. The bough rocked. The wounded monster
was reeUng ; it clung, it stuck its sickles of claws deep into the wood; it
toppled, its claws held firm, but its body rolled off, and the sudden
shock to the branch shook Gerard forward on his stomach with his face
upon one of the bear's straining paws. At this, by a con-vulsive effort,
she raised her head up, up, tiU he felt her hot fetid breath. Then huge
teeth snapped together loudly close below him in the air, with a last
effort of baffled hate. The ponderous carcass rent the claws out of the
bough; then pounded the earth -with a tremendous thump. There was a
shout of triumph below, and the very next instant a cry of dismay; for
Gerard had swooned, and, -without an attempt to save himseU, rolled
headlong from the perilous height.

CHAPTER XXV
DENYS caught at Gerard, and somewhat checked Ms faU : but it may
be doubted whether this alone would have saved him from breaking his
neck, or a limb. His best friend now was the dying bear, on whose
hairy carcass his head and shoulders descended, Denys tore him off her.
It was needless. She panted still, and her limbs quivered, but a hare
was not so harmless ; and soon she breathed her last : and the judicious
Denys propped Gerard up against her, being soft, and fanned him. He
came to by degrees, but confused, and feeling the bear all around him,
roUed away, yeUing,
" Courage," cried Denys, " le diable est mort,"
" Is it dead? quite dead?" inquired Gerard from behind a tree ; for
Ms courage was feverish, and the cold fit was on him just now, and had
been for some tune.
"Behold," said Denys, and puUed the brute's ear playfuUy, and
opened her jaws and put in his head, Avith other insulting antics ; in the
midst of which, Gerard was violently sick.
Denys laughed at Mm.
"What is the matter now?" said h e : "also, why tumble off youi
perch just when we had won the day ?"
" I swooned, I trow."
"But why?"
Not receiving an answer, he continued, " Green girls faint as soon as
look at you, but then they choose time and place. \Vhat woman ever
fainted up a tree ?"
" She sent her nasty blood aU over me. I think the smell must have
overpowerpd me. Faugh ! I hate blood."
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** I do believe it potently."
" See what a mess she has made me !"
" But with her blood, not yours. I pity the enemy that strives tn
satisfy you."
" You need not to brag, Maitre Denys ; I saw you under the tree, the
colour of your shirt."
" Let us cUstinguish," said Denys, colouring ; " it is permitted to
tremble/or a friend."
Gerard, for answer, ffung his arms round Denys's neck in .sUence.
" Look here," wlimed the stout soldier, affected by this Uttle gush of
nature and youth, " was ever aught so like a woman ? I love thee,
Uttle milksop—go to. Good ! behold him on Ms knees now, "What
new caprice is this ?"
" Oh, Denys, ought we not to return thanks to Him who has saved
both our lives against such fearful odds ?" And Gerard kneeled, and
prayed aloud. And presently he found Denys kneeling quiet besido
him, with his hands across Ms bosom, after the custom of Ms nation, and
a face as long as his arm, "Wlien they rose, Gerard's comitenance was
beaming.
" Good Denys," said he, " Heaven will reward thy piety."
" Ah, bah ! I did it out of poUteness," said the Frenchinan. " It was
to please thee, Uttle one. C'est 4gal : 'twas well and orderly prayed,
and ecUfied me to the core wMle it lasted. A bishop had scarce handled
the matter better: so now our evensong being sung, and the saints
enUsted -with us—marchons."
Ere they had taken two steps, he stopped. " By-the-by, the cub !"
" Oh, no, no !" cried Gerard.
" You are right. It is late. "We have lost time climbing trees, and
tumbling off 'em, and swooning, and vomiting, and praying ; and the
Drute is hea-vy to carry. And, now I think on't, we shaU have papa
after it next; these bears make such a coil about an odd cub. Wliat is
this ? you are wounded ! you are wounded !"
" Not I."
" He is wounded : miserable that I am !"
" Be calm, Denys. I am not touched ; I feel no pain anywhere."
" You ? you only feel when another is hurt," cried Denys, with great
emotion ; and, tMowing himseU on his knees, he examined Gerard's leg
with gUstening eyes.
" Quick ! quick ! before it stiffens," he cried ; and hurried him on.
" Who makes the coU about nothing now ?" inquired Gerard, composedly.
Denys's reply was a very indirect one.
" Be pleased to note," said he, " that I have a bad heart. You were
man enough to save my Ufe, yet I must sneer at you, a no-vice in war.
Was not I a no\ice once, myself? Then, you fainted from a wound,
and I thought you swooned for fear, and caUed you a milksop. Briefly,
have a bad tongue and a bad heart."
" Denys ,"
«Plait-U?"
"YouUe."
" You are very good to say so, Uttle one, and I am etemaUy obliged

to you," mumbled the remorseful Denys,
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Ere they had walked many furlongs, the muscles of the wcnnded leg
contracted and stiffened, tiU, presently, Gerard could only jusr put his
t03 to the ground, and that with great pain.
At last he could bear it no longer.
" Let me Ue dowm and die," he groaned ; " for this is intolerable."
Denys represented that it was afternoon, and the nights were now
frosty; and cold and hunger iU companions : and that it would be
unreasonable to lose heart, a certaia great personage being notoriously
defunct. So Gerard leaned upon his axe, and hobbled on ; but presently
ne gave in, all of a sudden, and sank helpless in the road.
"Denys drew Mm aside into the woocl, and, to his surprise, gave him
his cross-bow and bolts, enjoining him strictly to lie qmet, and if any
iU-looMng feUows should find him out and come to him, to bid them
keep aloof; and, should they refuse, to shoot them dead at twenty
paces. " Honest men keep the path ; ancl, knaves in a wood, none but
fools do parley with them." "With this, he snatched up Gerard's axe,
and set off running—not, as Gerard expected, towards Dusseldorf, but
on the road they had come.
Gerard lay aching and smarting ; ancl to him Rome, that seemed so
near at starting, looked far, far off, now that he was two hundred miles
nearer it. But soon all Ms thoughts tumed Sevenbergen-wards. How
sweet it would be one day to hold Margaret's hand, and tell her all he
had gone through for her ! The very thought of it, and her, soothed
him; and, in the midst of pain and irritation of the nerves he lay
resigned, and sweetly, though faintly, smiling.
He had lain thus more than two hours, wiien suddenly there wera
shouts ; and the next moment something struck a tree hard by, and
quivered in it.
He looked, it was an arrow.
He started to his feet. Several missiles rattled among the boughs.
and the wood echoed with battle-cries. "Whence they came, he could
not teU, for noises in these huge woods are so reverberated that a
stranger is always at fault as to their whereabout ; but they seemed to
fill the whole air. Presently there was a lull : then Le heard the fierce
galloping of hoofs ; and stiU louder shouts and cries arose, mingled
-with shrieks and groans ; and, above all, strange and terrible sounds,
Uke fierce claps of thunder, bello-wing loud, ancl then dying off in
cracking echoes : and red tongues of flame shot out ever and anon
among the trees, and clouds of sulphureous smoke came drifting over
Ms head. And all was still.
Gerard was struck -with awe. " "What -wiU become of Denys ?" he
cried. " Oh, why did you leave me ? Oh, Denys, my friend ! my
friend !"
Just before sunset Denys returned, almost sinking under a hairy
bundle. It was the bear's skin.
Gerard welcomed him with a burst of joy that astonished Mm.
" I thought never to see y^ou again, dear Denys. Were you in the
battle ?"
•'^No. What battle?"
" The bloody battle of men, or fiends, that raged in the wood a while
tgone ;" and with this he described it to the Ufe, and more fully than 1
hiwe done.
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Denys patted him mdulgently on the back.
" It is weU," said he ; " thou art a good Umner : and fever is a great
spur to the imagination. One day I lay in a cart-shed with a cracked
»kuU, and saw two hosts manoeu-vre and fight a good hour on eight feet
*quare, the which I did fairly describe to my comrade in due order, only
not so gorgeously as thou, for want of book learning."
" Wliat, then, you beUeve me not ? when I teU you the arrows whizzed
over my head, and the combatants shouted, and
"
" May the foul fiends fly away •with me if I believe a word of it."
Gerard took his arm, and qMetly pointed to a tree close by.
""Why, it looks Uke—it is—a broad arrow, as I Uve !" And he went
close, and looked up at it.
" It came out of the battle. I heard it, and saw it."
" An EngUsh arrow."
" How know you that ?"
•' Marry, by its length. The English bowmen draw^ the bow to the
ear, others only to the right breast. Hence the EngUsh loose a tMeefoot shaft, and this is one of them, percUtion seize them ! Well, if this
is not glamour, there has been a trifle of a battle. And if there ha^
been a battle in so ridiculous a place for a battle as this, why then 'tis
no business of mine, for my duke hath no quarrel hereabouts. So let's
to bed," said the professional Ancl -with tMs he scraped together a heap
of leaves, and made Gerard Ue on it, Ms axe by his side. He then lay
down beside him, •with one hand on his arbalest, and drew the bear-skin
over them, hair inward. They were soon as warm as toast, and fast
asleep.
But long before the dawn Gerard woke his comrade.
" "What shaU I do, Denys, I die of famine ?"
" Do ? why go to sleep again mcontinent : qui dort dine."
" But I tell you I am too hungry to sleep," snapped Gerard.
" Let us march, then," repUed Denys, •with paternal indulgence.
He had a brief paroxysm of yawns ; then made a smaU buncUe of
bears' ears, rolling them up in a strip of the skin, cut for the purpose ;
and they took the road.
Gerard leaned on Ms axe, and propped by Denys on the other side,
hobbled along, not •without sighs.
" I hate pain," said Gerard, •\iciously.
" Therein you show judgment," repUed papa, smoothly.
It was a clear starUght night ; and soon the moon rising revealed the
end of the wood at no great distance : a pleasant sight, since Dusseldorf
they knew was but a short league further.
At the edge of the wood they came upon sometMng so mysterious
that they stopped to gaze at it, before going up to it. Two white piUars
rose m the air, distant a few paces from each other ; and between them
stood many figures, that looked Uke human forms.
" I go no farther tiU I know Avhat tMs is," said Gerard, in an agitated
wMsper. " Are they effigies of the saints, for men to pray to on the
road ? or Uve robbers waiting to shoot do^wTi honest traveUers ? Nay,
li^ving men they cannot be, for they stand on nothing that I see. Oh !
Penys, let us turn back tUl daybreak : this is no mortal sight."
Denys halted, and peered long and keenly. " They are men," said he,
lit last, Gerard was for turning back all the more.
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" But men that wiU never hurt us, nor we them. Look not to theii
feet for that they stand on !"
" "Where, then, i' the name of all the sauits ?"
" Look over their heads," said Denys, gravely.
FoUowing this direction, Gerard presently discerned the outline of a
dark wooden beam passing from pillar to pillar ; and, as the pair got
\iearer, walMng now on tiptoe, one by one dark snake-like cords came
Dut in the mooMight, each pendent from the beam to a dead man, and
tight as -wire.
Now as they came under this awful monument of crime and wholesale vengeance, a light air swept by, and several of the corpses swung,
or gently gyrated, and every rope creaked. Gerard shuddered at this
ghastly salute. So thoroughly had the gibbet, with its sickemng load,
seized ancl held their eyes, that it was but now they perceived a fiie
right underneath, and a living figure sitting huddled over it. His axe
lay beside Mm, the bright blade shining red in the glow. He was
asleep.
Gerard started, but Denys only whispered, " Courage, comrade, here is
a fire."
" Ay ! but there is a man at it,"
" There •will soon be three :" and he began to heap some wood on it
that the watcher had prepared ; during which the pnudent Gerard seized
the man's axe, and sat do^wn tight on it, grasping his owm, and examining
the sleeper. There was nothing outwardly cUstinctive in the man. He
wore the dress of the country folk, and the hat of the cUstrict, a threecornered hat called a Bruns-wicker, stiff enough to turn a sword cut, and
with a thick brass hat-band. The weight of the whole tMng had tumed
his ears entirely do^wn, Uke a fancy rabbit's in our century; but even
this, though it spoiled him as a man, was nothmg remarkable. They had
of late met scores of these dog's eared rustics. The pecuUarity was—this
clown watching under a laden gallows. "What for ?
Denys, if he felt curious, would not show i t ; he took out two bears'
ears from his bundle, ancl running sticks through them began to toast
them. " 'T^will be eating coined money," said he ; "for the burgomaster
of Dusseldorf had given us a rix-doUar for these ears, as pro-ving the
death of their o-^vners ; but better a lean purse than a lere stomach."
" Unhappy man !" cried Gerard, " could you eat food here ? "
" "Wliere the fire is Ughted there must the meat roast, and where it
roasts there must it be eaten ; for nought travels worse than your roasted
meat."
" WeU, eat thou, Denys, an thou canst! but I am cold and sick ; there
is no room for hunger in my heart after what mine eyes have seen," and
he shuddered over the fire ; " oh ! how tney creak ! and who is tMs man
I wonder ? what an ill-favoured churl !"
Denys examined Mm Uke a connoisseur looMng at a picture ; aud in
due course delivered judgment. " I take him to be of the refuse of that
company, whereof these (pointing carelessly upward) were the cream,
ind so ran their heads into danger."
" At that rate, why not stun him before he wakes ?" and Gerard
fidgeted where he sat.
Denys opened his eyes with humorous surprise. " For one who sets
up for a milksop you have the readiest hancL "Why should two «tuB
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one ? tush ! he wakes : note now what he says at waMng, and tell
me."
These last words were hardly whispered when the watcher opened hia
eyes. At sight of the fire made up, and two strangers eyeing Mm
keenly, he stared, and there was a severe and pretty successful effort to
be caUii; stiU a perceptible tremor ran all over him. Soon he manned
himseU, and said gruffly, " Good morrow." But, at the very moment 0/
saying it, he missed Ms axe, and saw how Gerard was sitting upon it
•with his o'wn laid ready to Ms hand. He lost countenance agam directly
Deny^s smUed grimly at tMs bit of by-play.
" Good morrow !" said Gerard qtuetly, keeping his ey^e on him.
The watcher was now too UI at ease to be sUent. " You make free
with my fire," said h e ; but he added in a somewhat faltering voice,
" you are welcome."
Denys wMspered Gerard. The w\atcher eyed them askant.
" My comrade says, sith we share your fire, you shall share Ms
meat."
" So be it," said the man, warmly. " I have haU a kid hanging on a
bush hard by, I'U go fetch i t ; " and he arose with a cheerful and obUgmg
countenance, and was retUmg.
Denys caught up Ms cross-bow, and leveUed it at his head. The man
feU on Ms knees.
Denys lowered Ms weapon, and pomted him back to his place. He
rose and went back slowiy and imsteadUy, Uke one disjointed ; and sick
at heart as the mouse, that the cat lets go a Uttle way, and then darts and
replaces.
" Sit do-wn. Mend," said Denys grindy, in French.
The man obeyed finger and tone, though he knew not a word of
French.
" TeU bim the fire is not big enough for more than tMee. He will
take my meaning."
TMs bemg commtmicated by Gerard, the man grinned; ever since
Denys sj)oke he had seemed greatly reUeved. " I wist not ye were
strangers," said he to Gerard.
Denys cut a piece of bear's ear, and offered it -with grace to Mm he had
just leveUed cross-bow at.
He took it calmly, and drew a piece of bread from Ms waUet, and
divided it -with the pair. .Nay, more, he -winked and thrust his hand into
the heap of leaves he sat on (Gerard grasped his axe ready to brain hun)
and produced a leathern bottle holding full two gaUons. He put it to
Ms mouth, and drank their healths, then handed it to Gerard ; he passed
it untouched to Denys.
" Mort de ma vie I" cried the soldier, " it is Rhemsh wine, and fit for
the gullet of an archbishop. Here's to thee, thou prmce of good feUows,
wishing thee a short Ufe and a merry one ! Come, Gerard, sup ! sup !
Pshaw, never heed them, man ! they heed not thee. Natheless, did I
hang over such a sMn of Rhenish as tMs, and tMee churls sat beneath
a drinking it and offered me not a drop, I'd soon be do-wn among
them."
"Denys! Denys!"
" My spirit would cut the cord, and womp would come my body
amongst ye, with a hand on the bottle, and one eye winking, t'other--^''^
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Gerard started up -with a cry of horror and his fingers to Ms ears, and
was running from the place, when his eye fell on the watcher's axe.
The tangible danger brought lum back. He sat down again on the axe
with his fingers in his ears.
" Courage, I'ami, le diable est mort ! " shouted Denys gaUy, and offered
him a piece of bear's ear, put it right under his nose as he stopped hia
ears. Gerard turned his head away -with loathing. " Wine ! " he gasped.
" Heaven knows I have much need of it, with such companions as thee
and—"
He took a long draught of the Rhenish wine : it ran glowing through
his veins, and warmed and strengthened his heart; but could not check
his tremors whenever a gust of wind came. As for Denys and the other,
they feasted recklessly, and plied the bottle unceasingly, and drank
healths and caroused beneath that creaMng sepulchre and its ghastly
tenants.
" Ask him how they came here," said Denys -with his mouthful, and
pointing up without looking.
On this question being interpreted to the watcher, he rejiiied that
treason had been their end, diaboUcal treason and priestcra.ft. He then,
being rendered communicative by drink, deUvered a long prosy narrative, the purport of which was as foUows. These honest gealxemen who
now dangled here so miserably, were aU stout men and true, and lived in
the forest by their -wits. Their independence and tMiving state excited
the jealousy and hatred tif a large portion of mankind ; and many
attempts were made on their lives and Uberties ; these the VUgin and
their patron saints, coupled -with their individual sMU and courage,
constantly baffled. But yestereve a party of merchants came slowly on
their mules from Dusseldorf The honest men saw them crawling, and
let them penetrate near a league into the forest, then set upon them to
make them disgorge a portion of their Ul-gotten gains. But, alas ! the
merchants were no merchants at aU, but soldiers of more than one
nation, in the pay of the Archbishop of Cologne ; haubergeons had they
beneath their gowns, and weapons of aU sorts at hand ; natheless, the
honest men fought stoutly, and pressed the traitors hard, when lo !
horsemen, that had been planted in ambush many hours before, galloped
up, and with these new diaboUcal engines of war, shot leaden bullets and
laid many an honest feUow low, and so queUed the courage of others
that they yielded them prisoners. These, being taken red-handed, the
victors, -ftiio -with malice inconceivable hail brought cords knotted round
theU waists, did speedily hang, and by their side the dead ones, to make
the gaUanter show. " That one at the end was the captain. He never
felt tlie cord. He was riddled -with broad arrows ancl leaden balls or
ever they could take Mm : a worthy man as ever cried ' Stand and
deUver!' but a Uttle hasty, not much : stay ! I forgot; he is dead.
Very hasty, and obstinate as a pig. That one in the buff jerkin is the
lieutenant, as good a soul as ever lived ; he was hanged aUve. This ono
here, I never could abide ; no (not that one ; that is Conrad, my bosom
Mend) ; I mean this one right overhead in the chicken-toed shoon : you
were always carrying tales, ye thief, and makmg mischief; you know
you were; and, sirs, I am a man that would rather Uve imited in a
coppice than in a forest -with backbiters and tale-bearers ; strangers, 1
drudi to you," And so he went dmm the whole string, indicating with
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the neck of the bottle, Uke a shoAvman with his pole, and gi-^ing a neat
description of each, which though pithy was invariably false ; for the
show-man had no real eye for character, and had misiuiderstood every one
of these people,
" Enough palaver !" cried Deny^s, " Marchons ! Give me his axe :
now tell liim he must help yam along."
The man's countenance fell, but he saw in Denys's eye that resistance
would be dangerous ; he submitted. Gerard it was who objected. He
said, " Y pensez-vous ? to put my hand on a tMef, it maketh my flesh
creep."
" CliUdishness! aU trades must Uve. Besides I have my reasons. Bo
not you wiser than y^our elder."
" No. Only if I am to lean on him I must have my hand in my
bosom, stUl grasping the haft of my knife."
" It is a new- attitude to walk in ; but please thyself."
And in that strange and mixed attitude of tender offices and deadly
suspicion the trio cUd ,walk. I wish I could draw them : I would not
trust to the pen.
The light of the watch-tower at Dusseldorf was visible as soon as they
cleared the wood ; and cheered Gerard. "When, after an hour's march,
the black outUne of the tower itself and other btuldings stood out clear
to the eye, their companion halted and said gloomUy, " You may as
weU slay me out of hand as take me any nearer the gates of Dusseldorf
to-wn."
On thi.i being connnumcated to Denys, he said at once, " Let him go
then, for in sooth Ms neck wiU be in jeopardy if he wends much further
with ns." Gerard acquiesced as a matter of course. His horror of a
crinunai cUd not in the least dispose him to active co-operation with
the law. But the fact is, that at this epoch no private citizen in any part
of Europe ever meddled with criminals but in seU-defence, except
by-the-by in England, which, beMnd other nations in some things, was
centuries before them all in this.
The man's personal Uberty being restored, he asked for his axe. It
was given him. To the friends' surprise he still lingered. Was he to
have nothmg for coming so far out of his Avay with them ?
" Here are two batzen, friend."
" And the -wine, the good Rhenish ?"
" Did you give aught for it ?"
" A y ! the perU of my Ufe."
" Hum ! what say you, Denys ?"
" I say it was worth its weight in gold. Here, lad, here be silver
groshen, one for every acorn on that gaUows tree : and here is one more
for thee—who -wilt doubtless be there in due season."
The man took the corns, but stUl lingered.
" WeU! what now ?" cried Gerard, who thought him shamefuUy overpaid aUeady. " Dost seek the Mde off our bones ?"
" Nay, good sirs; but you have seen to-night how parlous a Ufe is
mine. Ye be true men, and your prayers avaU: give me then a small
trifle of a prayer, an't please you; for I know not one."
Gerard's choler began to rise at the egotistical rogue; moreover, ever
since his wound he had felt gusts of MitabiUty. However, he bit Ms
lip and said, " There go two wasss to that bargain; teU me first, is it
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true what men say of you Rhenish thieves, that ye do murder innocent
and unresisting travellers as well as rob them ?"
The other answererl sulkily, " They^ y^ou call thieves are not to blame
for t h a t ; the fault lies with the law^"
" Gramercy! so 'tis the law's fault that ill men break it ?"
" I mean not so: but the law in this land slays an honest man an if
he do but steal. What follows ? he w^ould be pitiful, but is discouraged
herefrom: pity gains him no pity, and doubles his peril: an he but cut
a purse his life his forfeit; therefore ctitteth he the throat to boot, to
save his own neck; dead men tell no tales. Pray then for the poor
soul, who by bloody laws is driven to kUl or else be slaughtered; were
there less of this unreasonable gibbeting on the high road, there should
be less enforced cutting of throats in dark woods, niy masters."
" Fewer words had served," replied Gerard, coldly; " I asked a question, I am answered," and, suddenly dolfing his bonnet,

" ' Obsecro Deum omnipotentem, ut, qua cruce jam pendent
isti quindecim latrones fures et homicidaj, in ek homicida fur et
latro tu pepencieris quam citissime, pro publica salute, in honorem
justi Dei cui sit gloria, in ajteruum, Amen.'"
" And so good day."
The greedy outlaw was satisfied at last. " That is Latin," he muttered,
" and more than I bargained for." So indeed it was.
And he returned to his business with a mind at ease. The friends
pondered in silence the many events of the last few hours.
At last Gerard said, thoughtfully, " That she-bear saved both OUT
Uves—by God's wiU."
" Like enough," replied D e n y s ; " and talking of that, it was lucky we
did not dawdle over our supper."
" "What mean you ?"
" I mean they are not all hanged; I saw a refuse of seven or eight as
black as ink around our fire."
" W h e n ? when?"
" Ere we had left it five minutes."
" Good heavens! And you said not a word."
" I t would but have worried you, and had set our friend a looking
back, and mayhap tempted him to get his skiiU split. All other danger
was over; they could not see us, we were out of the moonshine, and
indeed, just turning a corner; a h ! there is the s u n ; and here are the
gates of Dusseldorf. Courage, I'ami, le diable est m o r t ! "
" My head! my head !" was aU poor Gerard could reply.
So many shocks, emotions, perils, horrors, added to the wound, his
first, had tried his youthful body, and sensitive nature, too severely.
It was noon of the same day.
I n a bedroom o^. " The SUver Lion" the rugged Denys sat anxious,
watching his young friend.
And he lay raging with fever, delirious at intervals, and one word fof
ever on his lips.
" Margiu-et!- -^fargaret!—Margaret!"
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CHAPTER XXVI.
IT was the afternoon of the next day. Gerard was no longer lightheaded, but very irritable, and full of fancies ; and in one of these he
begged Denys to get him a lemon to suck. Denys, who from a rough
soldier had been ttmied by tender friendship into a kind of grandfather,
got up hastUy, and bidding him set Ms mind at ease, " lemons he should
have in the twinkling of a quart pot," went and ransacked the shops for
them.
They were not so common in the North as they are now, and he wa?
absent a long while, and Gerard getting very impatient, when at last
the door opened. But it was not Denys. Entered softly an imposing
figure; an old gentleman in a long sober gowm trUnmed with rich fur,
cherry-coloured hose, and pointed shoes, with a sword by his side in a
morocco scabbard, a ruff round his neck not only starched severely, but
treacherously stiffened in furrows by rebatoes, or a Uttle hidden frame
work of wood; and on his head a four-cornered cap with a fur border;
on his cMn and bosom a majestic white beard. Gerard was in no doubt
as to. the vocation of his visitor, for, the sword excepted, this was
famiUar to Mm as the fuU dress of a physician. Moreover a boy followed at Ms heels with a basket, where phials, Unt, and surgical tools,
rather courted than shunned observation. The old gentleman came
softly to the bedside, and said mUdly and sotto voce, " How is't with
thee, my son?"
Gerard answered gratefully that his wound gave him Uttle pain now;
but Ms tMoat was parched, and Ms head heavy.
" A wound ? they told me not of that. Let me see it. Ay, ay, a good
clean bite. The mastiff had sound teeth that took this out, I warrant
me:" and the good doctor's sympathy seemed to run off to the quadruped he had conjured; his jackal.
" This must be cauterized forthwith, or we shall have you starting back
from water, and turmng somersaults in bed under our hands. 'Tis the
year for raving curs, and one hath done your bttsmess; but we wiU bafile
Mm yet. Urchin, go heat thine iron."
" But, sir," edged in Gerard, " 'twas no dog, but a bear."
" A bear! young ma.n?" remonstrated the senior severely: "think
what you say; 'tis iU jesting with the man of art who brings his grey
hairs and long study to heal you. A bear quotha! Had you dissected
as many bears as I, or the tithe, and dra^wn their teeth to keep your
hand in, you would know that no bear's jaw ever made this foolish
trifling wound. I teU you 'twas a dog, and, since you put me to it, I
even deny that it was a dog of magmtude, but neither more nor less
than one of these Uttle furious curs that are so rUe, and run devious,
biting each manly leg, and laying its wearer low, but for me and my
learned brethren, who stUl stay the miscMef •with knUe and cautery."
" Alas, sir! when said I 'twas a bear's jaw ? I said,' A bear:' it was
his paw, now."
" And why didst not teU me that at once ?"
'•' Because you kept telUng me instead."
" y.-^it conceal aught from your leech young tnan," continued th*
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junior, who was a good talker, but one of the worst listeners ui Europa
" WeU, it is an UI business. All the homy excrescences of animals, ta
wit claws of tigers, panthers, badgers, cats, bears, and the like, and horn
pf deer, and nails of humans, especially cMldren, are imbued with direst
poison. Y'had better have been bitten by a cur, whatever you may say,
than gored by bull or stag, or scratched "by bear. However, shalt have
a good biting cataplasm for thy leg; meantime keep we the body cool:
put out thy tongue! good!—fever. Let me feel thy pulse : good!—
fever. I ordain flebotomy, and on the instant."
" Flebotomy! that is blood-letting: humph ? Well no matter, if 'tia
pure to cure me; for I will not Ue idle here." The doctor let hun kno'H'
that flebotomy was infallible; especially in this case.
" Hans, go fetch the tMngs needful; and I wiU entertain the patient
meantime with reasons."
The man of art then explained to Gerard that in clisea.se the blood becomes hot ancl distempered and more or less poisonous: but, a portion
of this unhealthy liquid removed. Nature is fain to create a purer fluid
to fill its place. Bleeding therefore, being both a cooler and a purifier,
was a specific in all diseases, for all diseases were febrile, whatever
empirics might say.
" But tliink not," said he, warmly, " that it suffices to bleed: any
paltry barber can open a vein (though not all can close it again). The
art is to know what vem to empty for what disease. T'other day they
brought me one tormented with earache. I let hmi blood in the right
thigh, ancl away flew his earache. By-the-by he has died since then.
Another came with the toothache. I bled him behind the ear, and
reUeved hun in a jiffy. He is also since dead as it happens. I bled our
baiUff between the thumb ancl forefinger for rheumatism. Presently he
comes to me with a headache and drumming in the ears, and holds out
his hand over the basin; but I smUed at his folly, and bled him m the
left ankle sore against his will, and made his head as Ught as a nut."
Diverging then from the immediate theme after the manner of enthusiasts, the reverend teacher proceeded thus:—
" Know, young man, that two schools of art contend at this moment
throughout Europe. 'The Arabian, whose ancient oracles are Avicenna,
Rhazes, Albucazis; and its re^vivers are ChauUac and Lanfranc; and the
Greek school, whose modern champions are Bessarion, Platinus, and
Marsilius Ficinus, but whose pristine doctors were medicine's very oracles, Phoebus, Chiron, jEsculapius, and his sons Podalinus and Machaon,
Pythagoras, Democritus, Praxagoras who invented the arteries, and
Dioctes ' qui primus urinse animum dedit.' All these taught orally.
Then came Hippocrates, the eighteenth from jEsculapius, and of bin
we have manuscripts; to him we owe 'the vital principle.' He also
invented the bandage, and tapped for water on the chest: and above aU
he dissected; yet only quadrupeds; for the brutal prejudices of the
pagan vulgar withheld the human body from the knife of science. Him
followed Aristotle, who gave us the aorta, the largest blood-vessel in the
human body."
" Surely, sir, the Almighty gave us all that is in our bodies, and not
a.ristotle, nor any Grecian man," objected Gerard, humbly.
" Child! of course He gave us the tMng; but Aristotle did more, he
UUve us the name of the thing But young ro-jn \viU still be talking.
i
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T h e next Ereai a s h t was Galen: he studied at Alexandria, then the
i^nrn^ of science. He, justly malcontent with quadrupeds, dissected
a S ^ a ^ c S g nearer' to m l n : and bled like a Trojan. T h e n came
'rheopMliis, who gave us the nerves, the lacteal vessels, and the pia
This -worried Gerard. " I cannot Ue stUl and hear it said that mortal
man bestowed the parts, which Adam our father took from Him, who
made Mm of the clay, and us Ms sons."
" W a s ever such perversity?" said the doctor, Ms colour rising.
" "VSlio is the real donor of a thing to man ? he who plants it secretly
in the dark recesses of man's body, or the learned -wight who reveals it
to Ms intelUgence, and so enriches Ms mind with the knowledge of it j
Comprehension is your oidy true possession. Are you answered V
" 1 am put to sUence, sir."
" And that is better stUl: for garrulous patients are iU to cure, especially in fever: I say then that Eristratus gave us the cerebral nerves and
the milk ves.«els; nay more, he was the inventor of Uthotomy, whatever
you may say. Then came another whom I forget: you do somewhat
perturb me with your petty exceptions. Then came Anunomus tha
author of Uthotrity, and here comes Hans -with the basin—to stay yom
volubiUty. Blow thy chafer, boy, and hand me the basin; 'tis weU.
Arabians quotha! What are they but a sect of yesterday, who about the
year 1000 did faU in -with the writings of those very Greeks, and read
them awrv, ha-ving no concurrent Ught of their o^wn ? for their demigod,
and camel-driver, Mahound, impostor in science as in reUgion, had
strictly forbidden them anatomy, even of the lower animals, the whicli
he who severeth from medicine,' toUit solem e mundo,' as TuUy quoth.
Nay, winder not at my fervour, good youth. Where the general weal
stands in jeopardy, a Uttle warmth is civic, humane, and honourable;
now there is settled of late in this to^wn a pestUent Arabist, a mere
empMc, wdio despising anatomy, and scarce knowing Greek from Hebrew, hath yet spmted away half my patients; and I. tremble for the
K'st. P u t forth tnine ancle; and thou, Hans, breathe on the chafer."
AVhilst matters were in this posture, in came Denys •with the lemons,
and stood surprised. " What sport is toward ?" said he, raising hif
brows.
Gerard coloured a Uttle, and told him the learned doctor was going U.
flebotomize liim and cauterize him ; that was aU.
" A y ! indeed; and yon imp, what bloweth he hot coals for ?"
" What should it be for," said the doctor to Gerard, " but to cauterize
the vein when opened, and the poisonous blood let free ? 'Tis the only
safe way. A^vicenna indeed recommends a Ugature of the vein; but how
tis to be done he saith not, nor knew he himseU I wot, nor any of the
^Tf
Z ^!^^^\
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A
r a b i S ^says
^ J r -is
" n"^^^
" ^ ^°^
^^^e principle! 'whatever an Arab or
Arabist
g h t , ^must
be ^wrong.'"
to let W
I T I o r ^ i ^ o w A l ' " ^,^4 D e n y s ; " a n d art thou so simple as
finger but ten m o m e ^ s V ^ r^L^^T^
j ^ ^ l ^ • '^^^ "ver keep thy little
Art not c o n t e n T r b S ^ ^ p ^ ± l ^ f * ^ ^
\^ ^ m a r ^ nUnutes.
•my a foretaste on't h ^ ? ^ P ^ g a t o i y after t h y death i must thou needs
• ^ never thought
of that,"
that," said
said Gerard,
G«r^.,i gravery:
^ o ^ . . „ . .".t.h. *
9«ght of
^« good aoctoi

THE UEUiSTER AND THE HEARTH,

115

spake not of burrdng, but of cautery; to be sure 'tis aU one, but cautery
sounds not so fearful as burning,"
" ImbecUe! That is their art; to confoimd a plain man •with dark
words, till his hissing flesh lets him know their meaning. Now Usten to
what I have seen, "When a soldier bleeds from a wound m battle, these
leeches say, 'Fever. Blood him !' and so they burn the wick at t'other
end too. They bleed the bled. Now at fever's heels comes desperate
weakness; then the man needs all his blood to live; but these prickers
and burners, ha^ving no forethought, reeldng nought of what is sure to
eome in a few hours, and seeing like brute beasts only what is under
their noses, have meantime robbed him of the very blood his hurt had
spared him to battle that weakness withal; and so he dies exhausted;
^.undreds have I seen so scratched, and pricked, out of the world, Gerard,
and taU feUows too: but lo! if they have the luck to be wounded where
no doctor can be had, then they live; tMs too have I seen. Had I ever
outUved that field in Brabant but for my most lucky mischance, lack of
chirurgery ? The frost choked all my bleeding wounds and so I Uved,
A chirurgeon had pricked yet one more hole in this my body •with Ms
lance, and drained my last drop out, and my spirit •with it. Seeing
them thus distraught m bleeding of the bleeding soldier, I place no trust
in them; for what slays a veteran may well lay a milk-and-water bourgeois low,"
" This sounds Uke common sense," sighed Gerard languidly, " but no
need to raise your voice so: I was not bom deaf, and just now I hear
acutely,"
" Common sense! very common sense indeed," shouted the bad
Ustener ; " why tMs is a soldier ; a brute whose business is to IdU men,
not cure them," He added in very tolerable French, " Woe be to you,
unlearned man, U you come between a physician and his patient, and
woe be to you, misguided youth, U you listen to that man of blood,"
" Much obUged," said Denys, with mock poUteness ; " but I am a true
man, and would rob no man of his name. I do somewhat in the way of
blood, but not worth mention in this presence. For one I slay, you
slay a score, and for one spoonful of blood I draw, you spUl a tubful.
The world is stiU gtiUed by show^s. We soldiers vapour with long
swords : and even in war beget two foes for every one we IdU ; but you
smooth gowmsmen, •with soft phrases and bare bodkins, 'tis you tha*;
thin mankind."
" A sick chamber is no place for jesting," cried the physician.
" No, doctor, nor for bawling," said the patient, pee'vishly.
" Come, young man," said the senior, kindly ; " be reasonable !
CuUibet in sua arte credendum est. My whole life has been given to
tMs art. I studied at MontpeUer ; the first school in France, and by
consequence in Europe. There learned I Dririmancy, Scatomancy,
Pathology, Therapeusis, and, greater than them aU, Anatomy. For
there we cUsciples of Hippocrates and Galen had opportuMties those
great ancients never laiew. Good-bye quadrupeds and apes, and
Paganism, and Mohammedanism ; we bought of the churchwardens, we
shook the gaUows; we undid the sexton's work o' dark nights, penetrated with love of science and our kind ; all the authorities had theii
orders from Paris to wink ; and they winked. Gods of Olympue.
how they •winked ! ^he gracious king assisted us : he sent us tvriofi "
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year a Uving criminal condemned to die, and said, ' Deai ye with Mm as
science asks : cUssect liim aUve, if ye think fit.'"
" By the Uver of Herod, and Nero's bowels, he'U make me blush for
the land that bore me, an if he praises it any more," shouted Denys at
the top of Ms voice.
Gerard gave a Uttle squawk, and put his fingers in Ms ears ; but
ttpeedUy drew them out and shouted angrUy^, and as loucUy, " You great
roaring, blasphemmg, buU of Basan, hold your noisy tongue !"
Deny^s summoned a contrite look.
" Tush, sUght man," said the doctor "with calm contempt, and -vibrated
a hand over him as in tMs age men make a pointer dog do-wn charge ;
then flowed majestic on. " We seldom or never dissected the Uvmg
criminal, except m part. We mostly inoculated them -with such diseases
as the baiTen time afforded, selecting of course the more interesting
tnes."
" 'That means the foulest," wMspered Denys, meekly.
" These we watched through aU their stages, to maturity."
" Meaning the death of the poor rogue," wMspered Denys, meekly.
" And now, my poor sufferer, who best merits y^our confidence, tMs
honest soldier -with Ms youth, Ms ignorance, and his prejudices, or a
greybeard laden -with the gathered -wisdom of ages ?"
"That is," cried Denys, impatiently, "-wiU y^ou beUeve w^hat a jackdaw in a long go-wn has heard from a starUng in a long go-wn, wiio heard
it from a jay-pie, who heard it from a magpie, who heard it from a
popinjay; or -wiU you beUeve what I, a man with nought to gain by
looking a-wry, nor speaking false, have seen ; not heard -with the ears
wMch are given us to guU us, but seen -with these sentmels mine eyne,
seen, seen; to -wit, that fevered and blooded men die, that fevered
men not blooded Uve ? stav, who sent for tMs sang-sue ? Did you ?"
" Not I. I thought you had."
" Nay," explained the doctor, " the good landlord told me one was
'down' in his house : so I said to myself,' a stranger, and in need of my
art ;' and came mcontinently."
" It was the act of a good Christian, sir."
" Of a good bloodhound," cried Denys, contemptuously. " What, art
thouso green as not to know that aU these landlords are in league -\vith
certain of their feUow-citizens, who pay them toU on each booty ? Whatever you pay tMs ancient for steaUng your Ufe blood, of that the landtord takes his third for betraying you to him. Nay, more, as soon
as ever your blood goes do-wn the stair in that basm there, th«
landlord -wiU see it or smeU it, and send s-wUtly to Ms tuidertaker ancl
get Ms third out of that job. For if he waited till the doctor got do-wn
stairs, the doctor would be beforehand and bespeak his undertaker, and
then he would get the black thirds. Say I sooth, old Rouge et Noir ]
dites !"
" Denys, Denys, who taught you to think so iU of man ?"
" Mine eyes, that are not to be gulled by what men sav, seeuig thi*
many a-year what they do, in aU the lands I travel."
The doctor with some address made use of these last wcirds to escape
the pei'sonal question. " I too have eyes as weU as thou, and go not by
tradition only, but by what I have seen, and not only seen but done,
I have healed as many men bv bleeding, as that interloping Arabist ha.<'
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siUed for want of it. 'Twas but t'other day I healed one tMu,tened
with leprosy ; I but bled Mm at the tip of the nose. I cured last year a
quartan ague : how ? bled its forefinger. Our cur6 lost Ms memory. J
brought it him back on the point of my lance ; I bled Mm behind tha
ear. I bled a dolt of a boy, and now he is the only one who can tell Ms
right hand from Ms left in a whole famUy of idiots. "When the plague
was here years ago, no sham plague, such as empyrics proclaim every
nx years or so, but the good honest Byzantme pest, I blooded an alderman freely, and cauterised the symptomatic buboes, and. so puUed him
out of the grave : whereas our then chirurgeon, ^ most perMcious
Arabist, caught it himseU, and died of it, aha, caUing on Rhazes,
A-viceiina, and Mahound, who, could they have come, had aU perished
as miserably as MmseU."
" Oh, my poor ears," sighed Gerard.
"And am I faUen so low that one of your presence and speech reject*
my art, and listens to a rude solcUer, so far behind even Ms own miserable trade as to bear an arbalest, a worn-out invention, that German
chUdren shoot at pigeons with, but German soldiers mock at since ever
arquebusses came and put them do-wn ?"
" You foul-mouthed old charlatan," cried Denys, " the arbalest id
shouldered by taller men than ever stood in Rhenish hose, and even
now it kiUs as many more than your noisy, stinking arquebus, as the
lancet does than aU our toys together. Go to ! He was no fool who
first caUed you ' leeches.' Sang-sues ! va !"
Gerai'd groaned. "By the holy -virgin, I wish you were both at
Jericho, beUowing."
" Thank you, comrade. Then I'U bark no more, but at need I'U bite.
If he has a lance, I have a svrord ; if he bleeds you, I'U bleed him. The
moment Ms lance pricks your skin, Uttle one, my sword-hilt knocks
against his ribs ; I have said it."
And Denys turned pale, folded his arms, and looked gloomy and
dangerous.
Gerard sighed wearUy. " Now, as aU tMs is about me, give me leave
to say a word."
" Ay ! let the young man choose Ufe or death for himseU."
Gerard then indirectly rebuked Ms noisy counseUors by contrast and
example. He spoke with imparaUeled calmness, sweetness, and gentleness. And these were the words of Gerard the son of Eli. " I doubt
not you both mean me weU: but you assassuiate me between you.
Calmness and qmet are everything to m e ; but you are Uke two dogs
growUng over a bone.
" Ancl in sooth, bone I should be, cUd this uproar last long."
There was a dead silence, broken oMy by the silvery voice of Gerard,
as he lay tranquil, and gazed calmly at the ceUing, and trickled into
words.
" First, venerable sir, I thank you for coming to see me, wiiether from
humanity, or in the way of honest gam ; aU trades must live.
" Your learning, reverend sir, seems great, to me at least, and for youi
experience, your age voucheth it.
" You say you have bled many, and of these many many have not
died thereafter, but lived, and done well. I must needs beUeve vou "
The physician bowed ; Denys grunted.
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" Others you say you have bled, and—they are dead. I must needs
beUeve you.
" Denys knows few things compared with you, but he knows them
well He is a man not given to conjecture. This I myseU have noted.
He says he has seen the fevered and blooded for the most part die ; thfi
fevered and not blooded Uve, I must needs beUeve him,
" Here, then, aU is doubt,
" But thus much is certain ; if I be bled, I must pay you a fee, and
be burnt and excruciated with a hot iron, who am no felon,
" Pay a certain price m money and anguish for a cloubtftd. remedy,
that -wUl I never,
" Next to money and ease, peace and quiet are certaui goods, above all
in a sick-room ; but 'twould seem men cannot argue medicme •without
heat and raised voices; therefore, sir, I will essay a little sleep, and
Denys will go forth and gaze on the females of the place, and I wUl kee^
you no longer from those who can afford to lay out blood, and money, in
flebotomy and cautery^"
The old physician had naturaUy a hot temper ; he had often during
this battle of words mastered it with difficulty, and now it mastered him.
The most dignified course was sUence ; he saw this, and drew himself up
and made loftUy for the door, followed close by his little boy and big
basket.
But at the door he choked, he swelled, he burst. He whirled and
came back open-mouthed, and the Uttle boy and big basket had to whisk
semicirculaiiy not to be run do^wn, for de minimis non curat Medicina—
even when not in a rage,
"Ah ! you reject my skUl, you scorn my art. My revenge shall be tc
leave you to yourseU; lost icUot, take your last look at me, and at the
sun. Your blood be on your head !" And away he stamped.
But on reacMng the door he wMrled and came back ; his wicker taU
twirUng round after him Uke a cat's.
" In twelve hours at furthest you wiU be in the secondary stage of
fever. Your head wUl spUt. Your carotids •will thump. Aha ! And
let but a pm faU, you will jump to the ceiling. Then send for me : and
I'll not come." He departed. But at the door-handle gathered fury_
tvheeled and came flying, •with pale, terror-stricken boy ancl wicker tail
whisking after him. "Next will come—CRAMPS of the STOMACH.
Aha!
"Then—BILIOUS VOMIT. A h a !
" Then—COLD S"^T5AT, and DEADLY STUPOR.
" Then—CONFUSION OF ALL THE SENSES.
"Then—BLOODY VOMIT.
" And after that notMng can save you, not even I : and if I could I
would not, and so farewell ! "
Even Denys changed colour at tlireats so fervent and precise ; but
Gerard only gnashed Ms teeth with rage at the noise, and seized his hard
bolster with kindUng eye.
This added fuel to the fire, and brought the mstilted ancient back from
ihe impassable door, •with Ms whisMng train.
"And after that—MADNESS !
"And after that—BLACK VOMIT I
"And then-CONVULSIONS !
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"And then—THAT CESSATION OF ALL VITAL FUNCTIONS
I H E VULGAR CALL 'DEATH,' for which thank your own Satamc
foUy and insolence, FareweU," He went. He came. He roared, " And
tMnk not to be buried in any CMistian churchyard ; for the baUiff is my
good friend, and I shaU tell him how and why you died : felo de se I
felo de se ! Farewell."
Gerard sprang to his feet on the bed by some supernatural gymnastic
power excitement lent him, and, seeing him so moved, the vindictive
orator came back at him fiercer than ever, to launch some master-threat
the world has unhappily lost : for as he came with his whisking train,
and shaking his fist, Gerard hurled the bolster furiously in his face, and
knocked him dowm Uke a shot, the boy's head cracked under his falling
master's, and crash went the dumb-strickened orator into the basket; and
there sat wedged in an mverted angle, crushing phial after phial. The
boy, being Ught, was strewed afar ; bu-t in a squatting posture ; so that
they sat in a sequence Uke graduated specimens, the smaUer howling.
But soon the doctor's face fiUed with horror, and he uttered a far louder
and unearthly screech, and kicked and struggled with wonderful agility
for one of his age.
He was sitting on the hot coals.
They had singed the cloth ancl weie now biting the man. Struggling
•wUdly but vainly to get out of the basket, he rolled yellmg over with it
sideways, and lo! a great hissing : then the humane Gerard ran and
wrenched off the tight basket not without a struggle. The doctor ley on
his face groaning, handsomely singed with his owm chafer, and slaked a
moment too late by Ms own viUanous compotmds, which, however,
being as various and even beautUul in colour, as they were ocUous in
taste, had strangely diversified his grey robe and pamted it more gaudy
than neat.
Gerard and Denys raised him up and consoled him. " Courage, man,
'tis but cautery ; baMi of Gilead ; why y^oti recommended it but now to
my' comrade here."
The physician repUed only by a look of concentrated spite, and went
out in dead silence, thristing his stomach forth before him in the drollest
way. The boy foUoAved him next moment, but m that sUght inter^\'al he
left off whuiing, burst ui a grin, and conveyed to the culprits by an unrefined gesture Ms accurate comprehension of, and rapturous though
compressed joy at, Ms master's disaster.

CHAPTER XXVII.
THE worthy physician went home and told his housekeeper he was in
agony from " a bad burn." Those were the words. For in phlogistic, aa
in other things, we cauterize our neighbour's digits, but burn our o^wn
fingers. His housekeeper appUed some old woman's remedy mild as
milk. He submitted Uke a lamb to her experience : his sole object in
the case of this patient being cure : meantune he made out his bUl for
broken phials, and took measures to have the traveUers imprisoned at
once. He made oath before a magistrate that they, being strangers and
indebted to him meditated instant flight from the to^wnsMp.
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Alas ! it was Ms uMucky day. His sincere desUe, and honest endearOVLT, to perjure himseU, were baflled by a circumstance he had nevei
Xireseen nor indeed thought possible.
He had spoken the truth.
And IN AN AFFIDAVIT !
The officers, on reaching " The Silver Lion," fotmd the birds were
flo^wn.
They went down to the river, and, from intelUgence they received
chere, started up the bank in hot pursuit.
This temporary escape the friends owed to Denys's good sense and
observation. After a peal of laughter, that it was a cordial to hear, and
after venting Ms watchword tMee times, he turned short grave, and told
Gerard Dusseldorf was no place for them. " That old feUow," said he,
" went off unnaturaUy sUent for such a babbler : we are strangers here ;
the bailiff is his friend: in five minutes we shaU Ue m a dungeon for
assaultmg a Dusseldorf digmty : are' you strong enough to hobble to the
water's edge ? it is hard by. Once there you have but to Ue down in a
boat instead of a bed : and what is the odds ?"
" The odds ? Denys ? untold, and aU in favour of the boat. I pine for
Rome : for Rome is my road to Sevenbergen : and then we shall Ue in
the boat, but ON the Rhme, the famous Rhine : the cool, refreshing
Rhine. I feel its breezes coming : the very sight wUl cure a Uttle
hop-o'-my-thumb fever like mine ; away ! away ! "
Finding his excitable friend in this mood, Denys settled hastUy •with
the landlord, and they hurried to the river. On inquiry they found to
Jheir cUsmay that the pubUc boat was gone tMs haU-hour, and no other
would start that day, bemg afternoon. By cUnt however of asking a
great many questions, and coUectmg a crowd, they obtained an offer of a
private boat from an old man and his two sons.
This was duly ricUculed by a bystander. " The cuirent is too strong
for tMee oars."
" Then my comrade and I wiU help row," said the invaUd.
" No need," said the old man. " Bless your siUy heart, he ovroB
t'other boat."
There was a powerful breeze right astern ; the boatmen set a broad
sail, and, ro-wing also, went off at a spanking rate.
" Are y'e better, lad, for the river breeze ?"
" Much better. But indeed the doctor did me good."
" The doctor ? "Why you would nunc of Ms cures,"
" No, but I mean—you wiU say I am nought—^but knocking the oL
fool do-wn—somehow—it soothed me,"
" Amiable dove! how thy Uttle character opens more and more every
day, Uke a rosebud, I read thee aU -wrong at Mst,"
" Nay, Denys, mistake me not, neither, I trust I had borne with Ms
idls tMeats, though in sooth Ms voice went tMough my poor ears: but
he was an infidel, or next door to one, and such I have been taught to
abhor. Did he not as good as say, we owed our mward parts to men
with long Greek names, and not to Him, whose name is but a syUable,
but whose hand is over aU the earth ? Pagan!"
" So yoii knocked him do-wn forth-with—Uke a good Christian,"
*' Now, Denys, you wiU stiU be jesting. Take not an iU man's part

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH,

121

Had it been a thunderbolt from Heaven, he had met but Ms due; yet he
took but a sorry bolster from this weak arm,"
"What weak arm?" inquired Denys-with t^vinkling eyes, " I hava
fived among arms, and by Samson's hairy pow never saw I one more Uke
a catapult. The bolster -wrapped roimd Ms nose and the two ends kissed
behind his head, and his forehead resounded, and had he been Goliath^
or Julius Cfesar, instead of an old quacksalver, down he had gone, S t
Denys guard me from such feeble opposites as thou ! and above all from
their weak arms —thou diaboUcal young hypocrite,"
The river took many turns, and this sometimes brought the wind oe
their side mstead of right astern. Then they all moved to the weather
side to prevent the boat heeUng over too much; aU but a cMld of about
five years old, the grandson of tlie boatman, and his darling: this urchin
had sUpped on board at the moment of starting, and being too
Ught to affect the boat's trim was above, or rather below, the law.s
of na^vigation.
They saUed merrUy on, little conscious that they were pursued by
a whole posse of constables armed with the baUiff's -writ, and that their
pursuers were coming up •with them: for, U the -wind was strong, so was
the current.
And now Gerard suddenly remembered that this was a very good way
to Rome but not to Burgundy, " Oh Denys," said he, •with an almost
alarmed look, " this is not your road,"
" I know it," said Denys, quietly, " But what can I do ? I cannot
leave thee till the fever leaves thee: and 'tis on thee stiU; for thou art
both red and white by turns; I have watched thee, I must e'en go on
to Cologne I doubt, and then strike across,"
" Thank Heaven," said Gerard, joyfully. He added eagerly with a
little touch of seU-deception, " 'Twere a sin to be so near Cologne and not
see it. Oh man, it is a vast and ancient city, such as I have often dreamed
of, but ne'er had the good luck to see. Me miserable, by what hard fortune do I come to it now? WeU then, Denys," continued the young man
less warmly, " it is old enough to have been founded by a Roman lady
in the first century of grace, and sacked by AttUa the barbarous, and
afterwards sore defaced by the Norman Lothaire. Ancl it has a church
for every week in the year, forbye chapels and churches Uinumerable of
convents and nunneries, and above all the stupendious minster y^et unfinished, and therein, but m their own chapel, Ue the tMee kings that
brought gUts to our Lord, Melchior gold, and Caspar frankincense, and
Balthazar the black king, he brought myrrh: and over their bones
stands the shrine the wonder of the world; it is of ever-shining brass
brighter than gold, studded with images fauiy wrought, and inlaid •with
exquisite devices, and brave •with colours; and two broad stripes run to
and fro of jewels so great so rare, each might adorn a cro^wn or ransom its
wearer at need: and upon it stand the three kings curiously counterfeited, two ui solid sUver ricMy gUt; these be bareheaded; but heof JSthiop
ebony, andbeareth a golden crown: and in the midst our blessed Lady
m •virgin silver, •with Christ in her arms; and at the comers, in golden
branches, four goodly waxen tapers do burn Mght and day. Holy eyes
have watched ancl renewed that light unceasingly for ages, and holy eyes
shaU watch them in ssecula, I teU thea, Denys. the oldest song, the
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oldest Flemish or German legend, found them burning, and they shaU
Ught the earth to its grave. And there is St, Ursel's church, a British
saint's, where Ue her bones and aU the other -virgins her feUows: eleven
thousand were they who died for the faith, being put to the sword by
barbarous Moors, on the twenty-third day of October, two htmdred and
thirty-eight: their bones are pUed in the vatUts, and many of their
skuUs are in the church, St, Ursel's is in a tMn golden case, and
stands on the Mgh altar, but shown to humble Cliristians only on solenm
days,"
"Eleven thousand virgins!" cried Denys, "What babies German
men must have been in days of y^ore. Well: would aU their bones nught
turn flesh again, and their skulls sweet faces, as we pass through
the gates, 'Tis odds but some of them are wearied of theu' estate by this
tune."
" Tush, Denys!" said Gerard; " wiiy -^vUt thou, being good, stUl make
thyseU seem e^vU? If thy wishing-cap be on, pray that we may meet the
meanest she of aU those "wise virgins in the next world: and, to that end,
let us reverence their holy dust m this one. And then there is the
church of the Maccaliees, and the caldron, in which they and their
mother Solomona were boUed by a wicked king for refusing to eat
swine's flesh."
'•' 0 peremptory king ! and pig-headed Maccabees ! I had eaten
bacon -with my pork Uever than change places at the fire with
my meat."
" What scurvy words are these? it was their faith."
" Nay, bridle thy choler, and teU me, are there nought but
churches in tliis thy so vaunted city ? For I affect rather Sir
KMght than Sir Priest."
" Ay, marry, there is an umversity near a htuidred years old : and
there is a market place ; no fairer in the w^orld : and at the four sides of
it houses great as palaces ; and there is a stupendious senate-house aU
covered with images, and at the head of them stands one of stout Herman
Gryn, a soldier Uke thyseU, lad."
" Av. Tell me of him ! wiiat feat of arms earned him Ms
niche ?"
" A rare one. He slew a Uon in fair combat, with nought but Ms
cloak and a short sword. He thrust the cloak in the brute's mouth, and
cut his spine in twain, and there is the man's effigy and eke the Uon's to
prove it. The Uke was never done but by tMee more I ween; Samson
was one, and Lysimachus of Macedon another, and Benaiah, a captain oi
Da^vid's host."
" Marry! tMee taU feUows. I would Uke well to sup with them ail
to-mght."
" So wotdd not I," said Gerard, drily.
" But teU me," said Denys, -with some suiprise, " when wast thou in
Cologne?"
" Never, but m the spirit. I prattle with the good monks by the way,
and they tell me aU the notable things both old and new."
"Ay-, ay, have not I seen your nose under their very cowls ? But when
I speak of matters that are out of sight, my words they are small, and
the thing it was big : now thy words be as big or bigger than the things;
art a good Umner with tliy tongue ; I have said it: and, lor a saint, ad
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ready with hand, or steel, or bolster—as any poor suiner Uving : and .so,
shall I tell thee which of aU these things thou hast described cUaws mo
to Cologne ?"
" Ay, Denys."
" Thou, and thou only ; no dead saint, out my living friend and comrade true; 'tis thou alone draws Denys of Burgundy to Cologne."
Gerard hung his head.
At tMs juncture one of the younger boatmen suddenly inquired whai
«vas amiss with " Uttle turMp-face ? "
His yotmg nephew thus described had just come aft grave as a judge,
and burst out crying in the midst •without more ado. On this phenomenon, so sharply defined, he was subjected to many interrogatories, some
coaxingly uttered, some not.
Had he hurt himseU? had he
over-ate MmseU ? was he frightened ? was he cold ? was he sick ?
was he an idiot 1
To aU and each he uttered the same reply, wiiicli EngUsh writers
render thus, oh ! oh ! oh ! and French writers thus, h i ! hi ! hi ! So
fixed are Fiction's phonetics.
" "Wlio can teU what aUs the peevish brat ?" snarled the young boatman impatiently. " Rather look this way and tell me whom be these
after !" The old man and Ms other son looked, and saw four men walking along the east bank of the river; at the sight they left rowing awhUe,
and gathered mysteriously m the stern, whispering and casting glances
alternately at their passengers and the pedestrians.
The sequel may show they would have employed speculation better
in trying to fathom the turnip-face mystery : I beg pardon of my age : I
mean " the deep mind of dauntless infancy."
" If 'tis as I doubt," wMspered one of the young men, " why not give
them a squeak for their Uves ; let us m.ake for the west bank."
The old man objected stoutly^ " "What," said he, " run our heads
into trouble for strangers ? are ye mad ? Nay, let us rather cross to
the east side : still side with the strong arm ! that is my^ rede. What say
you, Wcrter ?"
" I say, please yourselves."
What age and youth could not decide upon, a puff of wmd settled
most unpartiaUy. Came a squaU and the Uttle vessel heeled over : the
men jumped to -windward to trim her ; but, to their horror, they saw iu
the very boat from stem to stern a ditch of water rushing to leeward, and
the next moment they saw nothmg, but felt the Rhme: the cold and
rasMng Rhine.
" Turnip-face" had dra^wn the plug.
The ofhcers unwound the cords from their waists.
Gerard could SAvim Uke a duck ; but the best swimmer, canted out of
a boat capsized, must sink ere he can s-wini. The dark water bubbled
\oudly over his head, and then he came up almost blind and deaf for f
moment: the next, lie saw the black boat bottom upjiemiost, and figures
cUnging to it; he shook his head Uke a water-dog and made for it by a
sort of unthinking imitation: but ere he reached it he heard a voice
behind him cry not loud but with deep manly distress, " Adieu, comrade,
adieu!"
He looked, and tjiere was poor Denys sinking, sinking, weighed do^vra
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by Ms wretched arbalest. His face was pale, ancl his eyes staring wide,
and tumed despairingly on Ms dear friend. Gerard uttered a wUd cry
of love and terror, and made for him, cleaving the water madly; but the
next moment Denys was under water.
The next, Gerard was after him.
The oificers knotted a rope and threw the end in.

CHAPTER XXVIII.
THINGS good ancl evU balance themselves in a remarkaVle mannei;
and almost universaUy, The steel bow attached to the arbalestrier'g
back, and carried above his head, had sunk him. That very steel bow,
o^wing to that very position, could not escape Gerard's hands, one of
whicli grasped it, and the other went between the bow and the cord;
which was as good. The next moment, Denys, by means of Ms cro8s<
bow, was hoisted •with so eager a jerk that half his body bobbed up out
of water,
" Now, grip me not! grip me not!" cried Gerard, in mortal terror of
that fatal mistake,
" Pas si bete," gurgled Denys.
Seeing the sort of stuff he had to deal with, Gerard was hopeful and
calm directly. " On thy back," said he sharply, and seizing the arbalest
and taking a stroke forward he aided the desired movement. " Hand on
my shoulder! slap the water •with the other hand! No—•with a do^wnward motion: so. Do nothing more than I bid thee." Gerard had got
hold of Denys's long hair, and t^wisting it hard, caught the end betweea
his side teeth, and •with -the strong muscles of Ms youthful neck easUj
kept up the soldier's head, and struck out lustily across the current. A
moment he had hesitated which side to make for, little knowing the
awrful importance of that simple decision; then, seeing the west bank a
trifle nearest, he made towards it, instead of swunming to jail Uke a good
boy, and so furnishing one a novel uicident. Owing to the force of
the current they slanted considerably, and, when they had covered near
a hundred yards, Deny's murmured uneasily, " How much more of it ?"
" Courage," mumbled Gerard. " "Whatever a duck knows, a Dutchman
knows; art safe as in bed."
The next moment, to their surprise, they found themselves in shaUow
water; and so waded ashore. Once on terra firma, they looked at one
another from head to foot as if eyes could devour, then by one impulse
flung each an arm round the other's neck, and panted there with hearts
too fuU to speak. And at tMs sacred moment Ufe was sweet as heaven
to both; sweetest perhaps to the poor exUed lover, who had just saved
his friend. Oh, joy to whose height what poet has yet soared, or ever
tried to soar ? 'To save a human life: and that Ufe a loved one. Such
moments are worth Uving for, ay threescore years and ten. And then,
calmer, they took hands, and so walked along the bank hand-in-hand
Uke a pair of sweethearts, scarce kno^wing or carmg whither they went.

The boat people were aU safe on the late concave now convex craft.
Herr Turnip-face, the " Inverter of things," being in the middle. All
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this fracas seemed not to have essentially deranged his habits. .A.t least
he was greeting when he shot our friends uito the Rhine, and greeting
when they got out again.
" ShaU we wait tiU they right the boat ?"
" No, Denys, our fare is paid; we owe them nought. Let us on, and
briskly."
Denys assented, observing that they could walk all the way to Cologne
en tMs bank.
" I fear not to Cologne," was the calm reply.
""Why, whither t h e n ? "
" To Burgundy."
" To Burgundy ? Ah, n o ! that is too good to be sooth."
" Sooth 'tis; and sense into the bargain. What matters it to mc how
I go to Rome ?"
" Nay, n a y ; you but say so to pleasure me. The change is too sudden ;
and think me not so ill hearted as take you at your word. Also cUd I
not see your eyes sparkle at the wonders of Cologne ? the churches, the
images, the reUcs—"
" How dull art thou, Denys; that was when we were to enjoy them
together. Churches: I shall see plenty, go Romeward how I will. The
bones of saints and martyrs; alas! the world is full of them : but a friend
like thee, where on earth's face shall I find another ? No, I •wiU not turn
thee farther from the road that leads to thy dear home, and her that
pines for thee. Neither -wiU I rob myself of thee by leaving thee.
Since I drew thee out of Rhine I love thee better than I did. Thou art
my pearl: I fished thee; and must keep thee. So gainsay me not, or
thou wilt bring back my fever; but cry courage, and lead o n ; and hey
for Burgundy!"
Denys gave a joyful caper. " Courage ! va pour la Bonrgogne. Oh !
soyez tranquiUe! cette fois il est bien decidement mort, ce coquin-la."
And they turned their backs on the Rhine.
On this decision maldng itself clear, across the Rhme there was a commotion in the little party that had been watching the discussion, and the
friends had not taken many steps, ere a voice came to them over the
water. " H A L T ! "
Gerard tumed, and saw one of those four holding out a badge of office
and a parchment slip. His heart sank; for he was a good citizen, and
used to obey the voice that now bade him turn again to Dusseldorf—the
Law's.
Denys did not share his scruples. He was a Frenchman, and despised
every other nation, laws, inmates and customs included. He was a
soldier, and took a military view of the situation. Superior force opposed; river between; rear open; wity, 'twas retreat made easy. He
saw at a glance that the boat still drifted in mid stream, and there was
uo ferry nearer than Dusseldorf. " I shall beat a retreat to that hiU,"
said he, " and then, being out of sight, c[uick step."
They sauntered off.
" Halt, in the bailiff's name !" cried a voice from the shore.
Denys turned round and ostentatiously snapped Ms fingers ut thft
lUaUiff', and proceeded.
" H a l t ! in the ai clibishop's name."
Denys snapped )iis fingers at his grace, and proceeded.
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" Pialt I in the emperor's name."
Denys snapped Ms fingers at Ms majesty, and proceeded.
Gerard saw this needless pantomime •with regret, and as soon as thej
had passed the brow of the hiU said, " There is now but one course, we
must run to Burgundy instead of walking;" and he set off, and ran ths
best part of a league •without stopping.
Denys was faUly blo^wn, ancl mquired what on earth had become of
Gerard's fever. " I begin to miss it sadly," said he, drily.
" I dropped it in Rhine, I trow," was the reply.
Presently they came to a Uttle -viUage, and here Denys purchased a
loaf and a huge bottle of Rhenish -wine. For he said, " we must sleep
in some hole or comer. If we Ue at an inn we sliall be taken in our
beds." TMs was no more than common prudence on the old soldier's
part.
The official network for catclung law-breakers, especially plebeian onea^
was very close in that age; though the co-operation of the pubUc was
almost null, at aU events upon the Continent. The innkeepers were
everywhere under close surveillance as to their traveUers, for whose acts
they were even in some degree responsible, more so it would seem than
for their sufferings.
The friends were both glad when the sun set: and deUghted, when
after a long trudge under the stars (for the moon, U I remember right,
did not rise tiU about 3 in the morning) they came to a large bam belonging to a house at some distance. A quantity of barley had, been lately
tMashed: for the heap of straw on one side the tMashing-floor was almost
as Mgh as the unthrashed com on the other.
" Here be two royal beds," said Denys, " which shaU we Ue on, the
mow, or the straw?"
" 'The straw "for me," said Gerard.
They sat on the heap, and ate their bro-wn bread, and drank their Avine,
and then Denys covered Ms friend up in straw, and heaped it high above
him, lea-vmg him only a breathing-hole: " Water they say is death to
fevered men; I'U make warm water on't any how."
Gerard bade him make his mind easy. " These few drops from Rhine
cannot chiU me. I feel heat enough in my body now to parch a kennel,
or boU a cloud U I was in one." And -wi-th this epigram his consciousness went so rapidly he might reaUy be said to " faU asleep."
Denys, who lay awake awMle, heard that wMch made him nestle
closer. Horses' hoofs came ringmg up from Dusseldorf, and the wooden
barn vibrated as they rattled past howUng in a manner too well kno-wn
and understood m the 15th century, but as unfamiliar in Europe now as
a red Indian's war-whoop.
Denys shook wiiere he lay.
Gerard slept like a top.
It aU swept by, and troop and howls died aw^ay.
The stout soldier drew a long breath; whistled m a whisper; closed
Ms eyes; and slept Uke top 2.
In the morrtmg he sat up and put out his hand to wake Gerard. It
lighted on the young man's forehead, and found it quite wet. Denys
then in Ms quaUty of nurse forbore to wake Mm. " It is ill to check
•ieep or sweat in a sick man," said he. " I know that i^r thoucrh I ne'fe^
aiinced awe uor calLow»-bird."
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After waiting a good hour, he felt desperately hungry: so he turned
ind in seU-defence went to sleep agam.
Poor feUow, in his hard Ufe he had been often driven to this
nanoeifvre. At high noon he was waked by Gerard moving, and found
lim sittuig up with the straw smoking round him Uke a dunghiU,
^ i m a l heat versus moisture, Gerard called him " a lazy loon," He
jMetly grinned.
They set out, and the first thing Denys did was to give Gerard his
irbalest, etc., and mount a high tree on the road. " Coast clear to the
lext -vUlage," said he, and on they went.
On drawmg near the viUage Denys halted and suddeMy inquired of
jlerard how he felt.
" What! can you not see ? I feel as U Rome was no further than yon
lamlet."
" But thy body, lad! thy skin ?"
" Neither hot nor cold: and yesterday 'twas hot one whUe and cold
mother. But what I cannot get rid of is this tiresome leg."
" Le grand malhetir! Many of my comrades have found no such
lifficiUty."
" Ah! there it goes again; itches consumedly."
" Unhappy youth," said Denys, solemnly, " the sum of thy troubles is
(Ms: thy fever is gone, and thy wound is—heaUng. Sith so it is,"
idded he indulgently, " I shall teU thee a Uttle piece of news I had
itherwise withheld."
" What is't ?" asked Gerard sparkling -with curiosity.
" T H E HUE AND CRY IS OUT AFTER U S : AND ON
FLEET HORSES."
"Oh!"

CHAPTER

XXIX.

GERARD was staggered by this sudden communication; and his colour
jame and went. 'Then he clenched his teeth -with ire. For men of any
spirit at all are Uke the wild boar; he wUl ran from a superior force;
Dwing perhaps to his not being an ass: but if you stick to his heels too
long, and too close, and, in short, bore him, he will whirl, and come
tearing at a multitude of hunters, ancl perhaps bore you. Gerard then
set Ms teeth and looked battle. But the next moment his countenance
fell and he said plaintively, " And my axe is m Rhine."
'They consulted together. Prudence bade them avoid that viUage:
bimger said " buy food."
Hunger spoke loudest. Prudence most con-vmcingly. They settled
to strike across the fields.

They halted at a haystack and borrowed two bundles of hay, aud lay
on them in a dry ditch out of sight, but in nettles.
'They salUed out in turn and came back with turnips, Tliese they
munched at intervals m their retreat until sunset.
Presently they crept out shivering into the rain and darkness, and got
Into the road on the other side oi the -viUage,
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It was a cUsmal night, dark as pitch and blo-wing hard. They coul.i
neither see, nor hear, nor be seen nor heard: and for ought I know
passed Uke ghosts close to their foes. These they almost forgot in the
natural horrors of the black tempestuous night, in which they seemed to
grope and hew their way as in black marble, "When the moon rose thev
yere many a league from Dusseldorf. But they stiU trudged on. Presently they came to a huge buUding.
"Courage!" cried Denys, " I think I know this convent. Ay, it ia
We are in the see of JuUers. Cologne has no power here."
The next moment they were safe -within the walls.

CHAPTER XXX.
HERE Gerard made acquaintance -with a monk, wiio had constructed
the great dial in the prior's garden, and a wheel for dra-wing water, and
a winno-wing machine for the grain, &c, ; and had ever some ingenious
mechanism on hand. He had made several psalteries and two dulcimers, and was now attempting a set of regaUes, or Uttle organ for the
choir.
Now Gerard played the humble psaltery a Uttle: but the monk
touched that mstrament di-vinely, and showed him most agreeably what
a novice he was in music. He also iUuminated finely, but could not
write so beautUuUy as Gerard. Comparmg their acquirements with the
earnestness and simpUcity of an age in wMch accomplishments impUed
a trae natural bent. Youth and Age soon became Uke brothers, and
Gerard was pressed hard to stay that night. He consulted Denys, who
assented -with a rueful shrug.
Gerard told Ms old new fiiend wMther he was going, and described
their late adventures, softening do^wn the bolster.
" Alack !" .said the good old man, " I have been a great traveUer in
my day : but none molested me." He then told him to avoid inns;
they were always haunted by rogues and roysterers, whence Ms soul
might take harm even did his body^ escape ; and to manage each day's
journey so as to Ue at some peaceful monastery ; then suddenly breaking off and looking as sharp as a needle at Gerard, he asked hira
..ow long since he had been sMiven ? Gerard coloured up and replied

feebly—

" Better than a fortMght."
" And thou an exorcist! No wonder perils havo overtaken thee.
Come, thou must be as.soiled out of hand,"
" Yes, father," said Gerard, " and •with aU mine heart ;" and was sinking do-wn to Ms knees, -with his hands jomed ; but the monk stopped
him half fretfuUy—
" Not to me ! not to me ! not to me ! I am as fuU of the world as
thou or any he that Uves in't. My whole soul it is in these wooden pipes,
and sorry leathern stops, which shaU perish—-^vith them whose minds
are fixed on suchUke vamties,"
" Dear father," said Gerard, " they are for the use of the Church, and
rarely that Banctifies the pains and labour spent on them ?"
" That is just what the devU has been whispering in mine ear thi*
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A'hUe," said the monk, putting one hand behind his back and shaking
his finger haU threatemngly, haU playfuUy, at Gerard : " he was even sc
kind and thoughtful as to mind me that Solomon built the Lord a house
v^ith rare hangings, ancl that this in him was counted gracious ancl no
sin. Oh ! he can epiote Scrijjtnre rarely. But I am not so simple a
monk as you think, my lad," cried the good father with sudden defiance,
addressing not Gerarcl but—Vacancy. " This one toy fimshed, vigils,
fasts, and prayers for me ; prayers standing, prayers lying on the chapel
floor, and prayers in a right good tub of cold water." He nudged Gerard
and -winked his eye knowingly^ " Nothing he hates and dreads like
seeing us monks at our orisons up to our chins m cold water. For
corpus domat aqua. So now go confess thy little trumpery sins, pardon!ible in youth and sectilarity, and leave me to mine, sweet to me aa
honey, and to be expiated in proportion."
Gerard bowed his head, but could not help saying, " Where shall I
find a confessor more holy and clement?"
" In each of these cells," repUed the monk, simply (they were :iow in
the corridor): " there, go to Brother Anselm, yonder."
Gerard foUowed the monk's direction, and made for a cell; but tho
doors were pretty close to one another, and it seems he nUstook ; for just
as he was about to tap, he heard his old friend crymg to him in an
agitated whisper, " N a y ! nay! nay!" He turned, and there was the
monk at his ceU-door in a strange state of anxiety, going up ancl down
and beating the air double-handed, Uke a bottom sawyer. Gerard really
thought the cell he was at must be inhabited by some dangerous wild
beast, if not by that personage, whose presence in the convent had been
so distinctly proclaimed. He looked back inquiringly and went on to
the next door. Then his old friend nodded Ms head rapidly, bursting
in a moment into a comparatively blissful expression of face, and shot
back into his den. He took his hour-glas.s, turned it, and went to work
on his regaUes : and often he looked up, and said to himself, " WeU-aday^, the sands how swift theyrun when the man is bent over earthly
toys."
Father Anselm -was a venerable monk, with an ample head, ancl a face
aU digmty and love. Therefore Gerard in confessing to him, ancl replying to Ms gentle though searching questions, could not help thinking,
" here is a head !—Oh dear ! oh dear ! I wonder whether you will let me
draw it when I have done confessing." And so his o'wn head got confused, and he forgot a crime or two. However he did not lower the bolstering this time ; nor was he so uncandid as to detract from the pagan
character of the bolstered.
The penance inflicted was this : he was to enter the convent church,
and prostrating himself, kiss the lowest step of the altar three times :
then kneeling on the floor, to say three paternosters and a credo : "tMs
done come, back to me on the instant."
Accordingly^, his short mortification performed, Gerard returned and
found Father Anselm spreading plaster.
" After the soul the body," said he ; " laiow that I am the chinirgeon
aere, for want of a better. This is going on thy leg ; to cool it, not tff
bum it, the samts forbid."
T)uringthe operation, the monastic leech, who had natui-aUy been int«.
K
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rested by the Dusseldorf branch of Gerard's confession, rather sided witt
Denys upon "bleeding." "We DonUnicans seldom let blood now-adays"; the lay leeches say 'tis from timidity and want of skill ; but, ir?
soot^, we have long found that simples will cure most of the ills that
can be cured at all. Besides, they never kill m capable hands; and
other remeclies slay Uke thunderbolts. As for the blood, the Vulgate
saith expressly it is ' the Ufe of a man.' And in medicine or law, as in
diviMty, to be •wiser than the AU-wise is to be a fool. Moreover, simples
are mighty. The Uttle four-footed creature that kUls the poisonous snake,
U bitten herseU, finds an herb powerful enough to queU that poison,
though stronger and of s^wifter operation than any mortal malady ; and
we, taught by her •wisdom, and our o^wn traditions, stiU search and
try the •virtues of those plants the good God hath strewed this earth
with, some to feed men's bodies, some to heal them. Only in desperate
ills we mis heavenly •with eartMy virtue. We steep the hair or the
bones of some dead saint in the medicine, and thus work marveUous
cures."
" Think you, father, it is along of the reUques ? for Peter a Floris, a
learned leech and no pagan, denies it stoutly."
" What knows Peter a Floris ? And what know I ? I take not on me
to say we can command the saints, and, •will they niU they, can draw
corporal virtue from their blest remains. But I see that the patient drinking thus m faith is often bettered as by a charm. Doubtless faith in the
recipient is for much in aU these cures. But, so 'twas ever. A sick
woman, that aU the Jewish leeches failed to cure, did but touch Christ's
garment and was healed in a moment. Had she not touched that sacred
piece of cloth she had never been healed. Had she •without faith not
touched it onlj, but wom it to her grave, I trow she had been none the
better for 't. But we do ill to search these things too curiously. All we
see around us calls for faith. Have then a Uttle patience ? We shaU
soon know f U. Meantime, I, thy confessor for the nonce, do strictly
forbid thee on thy soul's health, to hearken learned lay folk or things
reUgiotis. Arrogance is their bane; with it they shut heaven^s open
door in their own faces. Mind I say learned laics. Unlearned ones
have often been my masters in humiUty, and may be thine. Thy wound
is cared for ; in three days 'twiU be but a scar. And now God speed
thee, and the saints make thee as good, and as hfvppy^, as thou art beautiful and gracious." Gerard hoped there was no need to part y-et; for he
was to dine in the refectory. But Father AiiseUn told him, with a shade
of regret just perceptible and no more, that he did not leave his cell this
week, being liimself m pemtence : and, with this he took Gerard's head
deUcately ui both hands, and Mssed him on the brow : and almost before
the ceU door had closed on him, was back to his pious offices. Gerard went
away chilled to the heart by the isolation of the monastic Ufe: and
saddened too. " Alas !" he thought, " here is a kind face I must never
look to see again on earth : a kind voice gone from mine ear and my
heart for e\er. There is notluiig but meeting and parting m this sorrowful world, "\^'ell-a-da^^ I well-a-day !" This peiisi\e mood •was interrupted by a young niuiik \\lio came for liini and took him to the refectory ; there he found se^erallUl inks seated at a tabic, and Denys standin"
Uke a pol-er, being exaniiued as to the to^wns he -°liould pass through
the friars then clubbed their Miowiedge, and marked out the rout«^
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noting aU the reUgious houses on or near that road ; and this they gave
Gerard. Then supper, and after it the old monk carried Gerard to his
•^eU, and they had an eager chat, and the friar incidentally revealed the
sause of his pantomime in the corridor. " Ye had weU-nigh fallen into
Brother Jerome's clutches. Yon wa-s his cell."
" Is Father Jerome an iU man, then ?"
" An iU man ?" and the friar crossed hunself; " a saint, an anchorite,
the very piUar of this house ! He had sent ye barefoot to Loretto. Nay,
I forgot, y'are bound for Italy : the spiteful old—saint upon earth, had
sent ye to Canterbory or Compostella. But Jerome was bom old and
with a cowl; AnseMi and I were boys once ; and wicked beyond anything you can imagine" (Gerard wore a somewhat incredulous look):
" this keeps us humble more or less, and makes us reasonably lenient
to youth and hot blood."
"Then, at Gerard's earnest request, one more heavenly strain upon the
psalterion, and so to bed, the troubled spirit calmed, and the sore heart
soothed.
I have described m full this day, marked only by contrast, a day that
same Uke oil on waves after so many passions and perils—because it
must stand in this narrative as the representative of many such days
which now succeeded to it. For our travellers on their weary way experienced that, which most of my readers will find in the longer journey
of lUe,-viz., that stirring events are not evenly distributed over the whole
road, "but come by fits and starts, and, as it w^ere, in clusters. To some
extent tMs may be because they draw one another by Unks more or
less subtle. But there is more in it than that. It happens so. LUfc is
an intermittent fever. Now all narrators whether of history or fiction,
are compelled to slur these barren portions of time—or else Une trunks.
The practice however tends to give the unguarded reader a -wrong arithmetical impression, which there is a particular reason for avoidmg in
these pages as far as possible. I in-vite therefore your intelUgence to my
aid, and ask you to try and realize that, although there were no more
vi-vid adventures for a long while, one day's march succeeded another ;
one monastery after another fed ancl lodged them gratis -with a welcome
always charitable, sometimes genial; ancl though they met no enemy
but winter and rough weather, antagonists not always contemptible, yet
they trudged over a much larger tract of territory than that, their pas•Age tMough wliich I have described so mmtitely. And so the pair,
Gerard bronzed in the face and travel-stained from head to foot, and
Denys with his shoes in tatters, stiff and footsore both of them, drew near
the Burgundian frontier.

CHAPTER XXXI.
GERARD was aUnost as eager for this promised land as Denys; for the
latter constantly chanted its praises, and at every Uttle annoyance showed
him "they did things better in Burgundy^;" and above all played on Ms
foible by guaranteeing clean bed-clothes at the inns of that polished
nation. " I ask no more," the HoUander would say; " to think that I
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have not lain once in a naked bed since I left home ! When I looS; at
their linen, mstead of doffing habit and hose, it is mine eyes and nose 1
would fain be shut of"
Denys carried his love of country so far as to walk twenty leagues in
shoes that had exploded, rather than buy of a German churl, who would
tMow aU manner of obstacles in a customer's w'ay, Ms inci-viUty, his
dinner, Ms body.
Towards sunset they found themselves at equal cUstances from a Uttle
to-wn and a monastery^: only the latter was off the road. Denys was for
the inn, Gerard for the convent. Denys gave way, but on condition that,
once in Burgundy, they should always stop at an inn. Gerard consented
to tMs the more readily that Ms chart with its Ust of convents ended
here. So they tumed off the road. And now Gerard asked -with surprise wiience tMs sudden aversion to places, that had fed and lodged
them gratis so often. The soldier henun'd and hawed at first ; but at
last Ms wrongs burst forth. It came out that tMs was no sudden aversion, but an ancient and abiduig horror, wMch he had suppressed tUl
now, but with infimte difficiUty, and out of poUteness: " I saw they Itad
put powder in y-our cbink," said he-, " so I forbore them. However,
bemg the last, why not ease my mind? Know then I have been Uke a
fish out of water in aU those great dtmgeons. You straightway levant
with some old shaveUng : so you see not my purgatory."
" Forgive me ! I have been selfish."
" Ay, ay, I forgive thee, Uttle one : 'tis not thy fault: art not the Mst
fool that has been priest-rid, and monk-bit. But I'll not forgive them
my misery." Then, about a century before Henry VIII.'s commissioners,
he deUvered his indictment. These gloomy pUes were all built aUke.
Inns differed, but here aU was monotony. Great gate, Uttle gats, so
many steps and then a gloomy cloister. Here the dortour, there the
great colcl refectory, where you must sit mumchance, or at least inaudible, he who likecl to speak his mmd out : " and then," said he, " nobody is a man here, but aU are slaves, and of wiiat? of a peevish, tinkling
bell, that never sleeps. An 'tw"ere a trumpet now, aye sounding alarums,
'twouldn't freeze a man's heart so. Tinkle, tinkle, tuikle, and y-ou must
sit to meat with maybe no stomach for food. Ere your meat settles in
your stomach, tinkle, tinkle, and ye must to church with maybe no
stomach for devotion : 1 am not a hog at prayers, for one. 'Tinlde,
tuikle ! ancl now you must to bed with y^our eyes open. Well, by then
you have contrived to shut them, some uneasy imp of darkness has got
to the beU-repe, and tinkle, tinkle, it behoves you say a pray-er in the
dark, whether you know one or not. If they heard the sort of prayers
I mutter when they^ break my rest with their tinkle ! WeU, you drop ofi
again and get about an eyeful of sleep : lo, it is tinkle, tinkle, for matins."
'•And the only clapper you love is a w'oman's," put m Gerard, hall
contemptuously.
"Because there is some music in that even when it scolds," was tho
stout reph'. "And then to be always checked. If I do but put my
fuiger in the salt-ceUar, straightway I hear, ' Have you no knUe that you
finger the salt ?' And U I but wipe my knU'e on the cloth to sa^e time,
then 'tis, 'Wipe thy knU'e dirty on the bread, and clean upon the cloth!'
Oh small of soul! these Uttle peevish pedantries faU cMll upon good
feUowsMp Uke wee icicles a-melting down frop> strawen ea\ea,"
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" I hold cleanUness no pedantry," said Gerard, " Shouldst learn bettei
nanners once for aU,"
" Nay, 'Tis they who lack manners. They stop a fellow's mouth at
'very word,"
" At every other word you mean; every obscene or blasphemous
one."
" Exaggerator, go to ! Why, at the very last of these dungeons, I
found the poor travellers sitting aU chiUecl and mute round one shaveling, like rogues awaiting their turn to be hanged: so to cheer them up,
I did but cry out, ' Courage, tout le monde, le dia—'"
"Connu! whatbefeU?"
" Marry, tliis. ' Blaspheme not!' quo' the bourreau. ' Plait-U,' say
I. Doesn't he wheel and wyte on me m a sort of Alsatian French,
turning all the ' P's' into ' B's.' I had much ado not to laugh in his
face."
" Being thyself unable to speak ten words of 7m language without a
fault."
"Well, all the world ought to speak French. What avail so many
jargons except to put a frontier atwixt men's hearts ?"
" But what said he ?"
" What signifies it what a fool says ?"
" Oh, not all the words of a fool are foUy: or I should not listen to
you."
" WeU, then, he said, ' Such as begin by making free -with the devil's
name, aye end by doing it -with all the names in heaven.' 'Father,'
said I, ' I am a soldier, and this is but my " consigne " or watchword.'
' Oh, then, it is just a custom ?' said he. I not divining the old fox, and
thinking to clear niyseU, said, 'Ay, it was.' 'Then that is ten times
worse,' said he. ' 'Twill bring him about your ears one of these days.
He stUl comes where he hears his name often called.' Observe ! no
gratitude for the tidings which neither his missals nor Ms breviary had
ever let him know. Then he was so good as to teU me, soldiers do commonly the crimes for which aU other men are broke on the wheel; ' k
savoir' murder, rape, and pillage."
" And is't not true ?"
" True or not, it was iU manners," repUed Denys, guardedly. "And
so says this courteous host of mine, ' being the foes of maiildnd, why
make enemies of good spirits mto the bargain, by still shouting the names
of evil ones ?' and a lot more stuff."
" WeU, but Denys, whether you hearken his rede, or slight it, wherefore blame a man for raising his voice to save your soul ?"
" How can his voice save my soul, when a keeps turMng of his ' P's'
mto'B's?'"
Gerard was staggered: ere he could recover at this thunderbolt of
GaUicism, Denys went triumphant off' at a tangent, and stigmatized all
monks as hypocrites. " Do but look at them, how they creep about and
cannot eye you Uke honest men."
" Nay," said Gerard, eagerly, " that modest do-wncast gaze is part of
their (UscipUne, 'tis 'custodia oculoram.' "
" Cussecl toads eating hoc hac horum ? No such thing ; just so looks
a cut-purse. Can't meet a true man's eye. Doff cowl, monk ; and behold, a tMef: dan cowl thief, and lo, a monk Tell me not they -«'!«'
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evar be able to look God Almighty in the face, when they can't even look
a true man in the face down here. Ah, here it is, black as ink! into the
weU we go, comrade. Misericorde, there goes the tmkle aUeady. 'Tis
the best of tinkles though; 'tis for dinner: stay, Usten! I thought so;
the woU in my stomach cried 'Amen ! ' " TMs last statement he confirmed -with two oaths, and marched Uke a victorious gamecock into the
convent, thinking by Gerard's silence he had convuiced him, and not
dreaming how profoundly he had disgusted him.

CHAPTER XXXII.
iN the .refectory aUusion was made, at the table where Gerard sat, to
.he sudden death of the monk, who had undertaken to write out fresh
copies of the charter of the monastery, and the rule, etc.
Gerard caught tMs, and timidly offered his services. There was a
hesitation w-hich he mistook. " Nay, not for hire, my lords, but for love,
and as a trifling return for many a good night's lodging the brethren of
your order have bestowed on me a poor wayfarer."
A monk snuled approvingly; but hmted that the late brother was an
exceUent penman, and his work could not be contmued but by a master.
Gerard, on tMs, drew from Ms waUet with some trepidation a veUuni
deed, the back of wMch he had cleaned and written upon by way of
specimen. The moiik gave quite a start at sight of it, and very hastUy
went up the haU to the Mgh table, and bending his knee so as just to
touch in passing the fifth step and the tenth, or last, presented it to the
prior A\itli comments. Instantly^ a dozen knowing eyes were fixed on
it: and a buzz of voices was heard; and soon Gerard saw the prior point
more than once, and the monk came back, looking as proud as Punch,
with a savory crustade ryal, or game pie gra-vied and spiced, for Gerard,
and a sUver grace cup full of rich pimentum. TMs latter Gerard took,
and bowing low, first to the distant prior, then to his own company,
quaffed, and circulated the cup.
Instantly, to Ms suxfuise, the whole table haUed Mm as a brother:
"Art convent bred, deny it not?" He acknowledged it, and gave
Heaven thanks for it, for other-wise he had been as rude and ignorant
as his brothers, Sybrandt and Cornells. " But 'tis passing strange how
you cotUd know," said he.
" You drank with the cup in both hands," said two monks, speaking
together.
The voices had for some time been loudish round a table at the bottom
of the haU: but presently came a burst of mirth so obstreperous and
prolonged, that the prior sent the very sub-prior all do-wn the haU to
check it, and infUct penance on every monk at the table. And Gerard's
cheek burned with shame : for in the heart of the unruly merriment Ms
ear had caught the word " courage! " and the trumpet tones of Denys ol
Burgundy.
Soon Gerard was instaUed in feu Werter's ceU, -with wax Ughts, and a
little frame that could be set at any angle, and all the materials of caUgrapliy. The work however was too much for one evening. Then camo
*he question, how could he ask Denys, the monk-hater, to stay longer?
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However he told him, and offered to abide by his decision. He wan
agreeably surprised when Denys said, graciously, "A day's rest will de
neither of us harm. Write thou, and I'll pass the time as I may."
Gerard's work was vastly admired; they agreed that the records of tha
monastery had gained by poor Werter's death. The sub-prior forced a
rix-doUar on Gerard, and several brushes and colours out of the convent
stock, which was very large. He resumed Ms march warm at heart.
for this was of good omen ; since it was on the pen he relied to make his
fortune and recover his well-beloved. " Come, Deiiy^s," said he, goodhumouredly, " see what the good monks have given me: now, do try to
be fairer to -them; for to be round -with you, it chilled my friendship for
a moment to hear even you call my benefactors ' hypocrites.' "
" I recant," said Denys.
" Thank you! thank you! Good Denys,"
" I was a scurrilous vagabond."
" Nay, nay, say not so, neither! "
" But we soldiers are rude and hasty. I give myself the lie, and 1
offer those I misunderstood aU my esteem. 'Tis unjust that thousands
should be defamed for the li5rpocrisy of a few."
" Now are you reasonable. You have pondered what I said ? "
" Nay, it is their own domg."
Gerard crowed a little, we all like to be proved in the right; and
was all attention when Denys offered to relate how Ms conversion was
effected.
" WeU then, at dinner the first clay, a young monk beside me did open
his jaws and laughed right out most musicaUy. ' Good,' said I, ' at last
I have fallen on a man and not a shorn ajie.' So, to sound him further,
I slapped his broad back and administered my consigne. ' Heaven forbid !' says he. I stared. For the dog looked as sad as Solomon: a
better mime saw you never, even at a Mystery. ' I see war is no sharpener of the wits,' said he. ' "What are the clergy for but to fight the foul
fiend? and what else are monks for?
" Thefiendbeing dead,
The friars are sped."
You may plough up the convents and we poor monks shall have nought
to do—but turn soldiers, and so brmg him to life again.' Then there
wa.s a great laugh at my expense. ' "Well, you are the monk for me,'
said I. 'And you are the cross-bowman for me,' quo' he. 'And l i l be
bound you could tell us tales of the war should make our hair stand on
end.' ' Excusez ! the barber has put that out of the question,' quoth I,
and then I had the laugh."
" What -wretched ribaldry! " observed Gerard pensively.
The candid Denys at once admitted he had seen menier jests hatched
with less cackle. "'Twas a great matter to have got rid of hyqiocrisy.
' So' said I, ' I can give you the cliaire de poule, U that may content ya '
' That we wiU see,' was the cry, and a signal went round."
Denys then related, bursting with glee, how at bed-time he had been
taken to a ceU instead of the great dortour, and strictly foi-bidden to
sleep ; and, to aid his vigU, a book had been lent him of pictures representing a hundred merry adventures of monks in pursuit of the female
vaity ; and how in due course he had been taken out barc-fooled and
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do^wn to the parlour, where was a supper fit for the duke, and at it
twelve joUy friars, the roaringest boys he had ever met in peace or war.
How the story, the toast, the jest, the wine-cup had gone round, and
some had played cards •with a gorgeous pack, where Saint Theresa, and
Saint Catherine, etc., bedizened with gold, stood for the four queensand black, white, grey^, and crutched friars for the four knaves ; and had
staked their very rosaries, swearing Uke troopers when they lost. And
how about midnight a sly monk had stolen out, but had by him and
others been as cannUy foUowed into the garden, and seen to thrust his
hand into the ivy and out •with a rope-ladder. "With this he had run up
on the waU, wMch was ten feet broad, yet not so nimbly but what a
russet kirtle had popped up from the outer world as qmck as he : and
so to bUling and coomg : that tMs situation had struck him as rather
feline than ecclesiastical, and drawn from him the appropriate comment
of a " mew !" The monks had joined the mewsical chorus, and the lay
visitor sMieked and been sore cUscomforted ; but Abelard only cried,
" What, are ye there, ye jealous miauling knaves ? ye shall caterwaul to
eome tune to-morrow night. I'U fit every man-jack of ye with a fardmgale." That tMs brutal tMeat had reconcUed him to stay another
day—at Gerard's request.
Gerard groaned.
Meantime, unable to disconcert so brazen a monk, and the demoiselle
beginning to •whimper, they had danced caterwauling in a circle, then
bestowed a solemn benediction on the two waU-flowers, and off to the
parlour, where they found a pafr lying dead drunk, and other two affectionate to tears. 'That they had straightway carried off the inanimate,
and dragged off the lo^ving and lacMymose, kicked them all merrily
each into his cell,
" And so shut up in measureless content."
Gerard was disgusted : and said so.
Denys chuckled, and proceeded to tcU him how the next day he and
the young monks had drawn the fish-ponds and secreted much pike,
carp, tench, and eel for their o^wn use : and how in the dead of Mght
he had been taken shoeless by crooked ways into the chapel, a ghostlike place, bemg dark, and then do^wn some steps into a crypt below the
chapel floor, where suddenly paradise had burst on Mm.
" 'Tis there the holy fathers retire to pray," put in Gerard.
" Not always," said Denys : "wax cancUes by the dozen were Ughted,
and prmcely cheer ; fUteen soups maigre, with marveUous twangs of
veMson, grouse, and hare in them, and twenty different fishes (being
Friday), cooked •with wondrous art, and each he between two buxom
lasses, and each lass between two lads with a cowl; aU but me : and to
think I had to woo by interpreter. I doubt the knave put in tMee
words for himseU and one for me : U he cUdn't, hang him for a fooL
And some of the weaker vessels were novices, and not wont to hold
good •wme : had to be coaxed ere they would put it to their white teeth :
mais eUes s'y faisaient; and the story, and the jest, and the cup went
rormd (by-the-by they had flagons made to simulate bre-viaries) : and a
monk touched the cittern, and sang cUtties •with a voice tuneable as a
lark in spring. The posies did turn the faces of the women-folk bright
red at first: but elles s'y faisaient." Here Gerard exploded.
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•' Miserable WTetches ! Corrupters of youth ! Pcivertcrs of innocence ! but for you being there, Denys, who have been taught no better,
oh, would God' the church had fallen on the whole gang. Impious,
abominable, hypocrites !"
" Hypocrites ?" cried Denys, with uM'eigned 6urprise. " Why, that
is wiiat I clept them ere I knew them : and y ou withstood me. Nay,
they are sinners ; all good feUows are that : but, by St. Denys his hei"
meted skuU, no hypocrites, but right jolly roaring blades."
" Denys," said Gerard solemnly ; " you Uttle know the perU you ra>
that night. That church you defiled amongst you is haunted : I had i\
from one of the elder monks. The dead walk there, their Ught feet
have been heard to jJatter o'er the stones.
" Misericorde !" whispered Deuys.
"Ay, more," said Gerard, lowering his voice almost to a whisper,
'' celestial sounds have issued from the purlieus of that very crj-pt jovi
curned into a tavern. Voices of the dead holding unearthly communion
have chiUed the ear of midnight, and at times, Denys, the faithful in
their Mghtly watches have even heard music from dead lips ; and
chords, made by no mortal finger, swept by no mortal hand, have rung
faintly, Uke echoes, deep among the dead in those sacred vaults."
Denys wore a look of dismay. " Ugh ! U I had known, mules an.1
wain-ropes had not hauled me tMther ; and so" (with a sigh) " I had
lost a merry time."
Whether further discussion might have throwai any more Ught upon
these ghostly sounds who can tell ? for up came a " bearded brother"
from the monastery, spurring Ms mule, and waving a piece of vellum in
his hand. It was the deed between Ghy^sbrecht and Floris Brandt.
Gerard valued it deeply as a remembrance of home : he turned pale at
first but to th'mk he had so nearly lost it, and to Denys's infinite amusement not oMy gave a piece of money to the lay brother, but Mssed the
mule's nose,
" I'll read you now," said Gerard, " w'ere you twice as ill -written ; and
—to make sure of never losing you "-—here he sat down ancl taking out
needle and thread sewed it -with feminine dexterity to his doublet, and
his mind, and heart, and soul were away to Sevenbergen.
They reached the promised land, and Denys, who was in high spirits,
doffed his bonnet to all the females ; who curtsied and smUed in return ;
fired his consigne at most of the men ; at wiiich some stared, some
grinned, some both ; and finaUy landed his friend at one of the longpromised Burgundian inns.
" It is a little one," said he, " but I know it of old for a good one •,
' Les Trois Poissons.' But what is this writ up ? I mind not this :"
And he pointed to an inscription that ran across the whole bmlding in a
single line of huge letters. " Oh, I see. ' Ici on logo a pied et a clieval,'"
said Denys, going minutely through the Inscription, ancl looking bumptious when he had effected it.
Gerard did look, and the sentence in question ran thus :-—
" ON NE LOGE C^ANS A CREDIT : CE BONHOMME EST
MORT, LES MAUVAIS PAIEURS L'ONT TU£,"
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CHAPTER XXXIII.
THEY met the landlord in the passage.
" Welcome, messieurs," said he, takiiig off his cap, -with a low bow.
" Come, we are not in Germany," said Gerard.
In the pubUc room they found the mistress, a buxom woman of forty.
She curtsied to them, and smUed right cordially. " Give yourseU the
trouble of sitting ye do-Wn, fair sir," said she to Gerard, and dusted twc
chairs -with her apron, not that they needed it.
" Thank you, dame," said Gerard. " WeU," thought he, " this is a
poUte nation : the trouble of sitting do-wn ? That will I -with smgulai
patience ; and presently the labour of eating, also the toU of digestion,
and finaUy, by Hercules Ms aid, the strain of going to bed, and the
struggle of sulking fast asleep.
" Why, Denys, what are you doing ? ordering supper for only two ?"
"Why not?"
" "What, can we sup without waiting for forty more ? Burgundy for
ever !"
" Aha ! Courage, camarade. Le dia—"
" C'est convenu."
The saUque law seemed not to have penetrated to French inns. In
this one at least -wimple and kirtle reigned supreme ; doublets and hose
were few in number, and feeble in act. The landlord Mmself wandered
objectless, etemaUy taking off Ms cap to folk for want of thought; and
the women, as they passed him in turn, thrust him quietly aside -without looking at him, as we remove a Uve twig in bustUng tMough a
wood.
A maid brought in supper, and the mistress foUowed her, empty
handed.
" FaU to, my masters," said she, cheerily, " y' have but one enemy
here; and he Ues under your knife." (I shrewdly suspect this of
formula.)
They feU to. The mistress drew her chair a Uttle towards the table,
and provided company as weU as meat; gossiped genially with them Uke
old acquamtances : but, tMs form gone through, the busy dame was soon
off and sent in her daughter, a beautUul young woman of about twenty,
who took the vacant seat. She was not qmte so broad and genial as the
elder, but gentle and cheerful, and showed a womanly tenderness for
Gerard on learning the distance the poor boy had come, and had to go.
She stayed nearly haU an hour, and, when she left them, Gerard said,
" TMs an inn ? T\Tiy, it is Uke home."
" Qui fit Frangoia il fit courtois," said Denys, bursting •with giatified
pride.
" Courteous ! nay, CMistian : to welcome us Uke home guests and
old friends, us vagrants, here to-day and gone to-morrow. But indeed
Vvho better merits pity and kindness than the wom traveUer far from
his folk ? Hola ! here's another."
The new comer was the chambermaid, a w^oman of about twenty-flvev
with a cocked nose, a large laugMng mouth, and a sparkling black eye ;
and a bare arm very stout but not very sh-apely.
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The moment she came ui, one of the traveUers passed a somewhat free
jest on her, the next, the whole company were roaring at his expense,
60 s-wiftly had her practised tongue done his business. Even as, in a
passage of arms between a novice and a master of fence, foils clash—
novice pinked. On this, another, and then another, must break a lance
with her : but Marion stuck her great arms upon her haunches, and held
the whole room in play. This cotuitry girl possessed in perfection that
rude and ready humour, wiiicli looks mean and vulgar on paper, but
carries all before it spoken : not wit's rapier ; its bludgeon. Nature
had done much for her in this way, and daily practice in an iim
the rest.
Yet shaU she not be photographed by me, but feebly indicated : for
it was just four Mmdred years ago : the raiUery was coarse, she
returned every stroke in kind, and, though a virtuous woman, said
things without winking, which no decent man of our day w'Ould say
even among men.
Gerard sat gapmg with astoMshment. This was to bun almost a nev/
variety of "that interesting species," homo. He whispered Denys,
" Now I see why you Frenchmen say 'a woman's tongue is her sword:'"
just then she levelled another assailant: and the chivalrous Denys, to
console ancl support " the weaker vessel," the iron kettle among the clay
pots, administered his consigne, " Courage, ma mie, le—" etc.
She tumed on him directly. " How can he be dead as long as there
is an archer left alive ?" (General laughter at her aUy's expense.)
" It is ' washing day,' my masters," said she, with sudden gravity.
" Apres ? We travellers cannot strip and go bare while you wash our
clothes," objected a peevish old feUow by the fireside, who had kept
mumchance during the raillery, but crept out into the sunshine oi
commonplaces.
" I awned not your way, ancient man," repUed Marion, superciliously.
"TJHI, since you ask me" (here she scanned him slowly from head to foot),
" I trow you might take a turn in the tub, clothes and all, and no harm
done" (laughter). ".But what I spoke for, I thought—this young sire—
might like Ms beard starched."
Poor Gerard's turn had come : his chin crop was thin and silky.
The loudest of all the laughers this time was the traitor Denys, wiiose
beard was of a good length, and singularly stiff and bristly : so that
Shakspeaie, though he never saw him, hit him in the bull's eye.
" FuU of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard."
As You Like It.
Gerard bore the Amazonian satUe mighty calmly. He had little
personal vanity^ " Nay, ' chambrifere,'" said he, with a smile, " mine is
all unworthy your pains : take you tliis fair growth in hand ! " and he
pointed to Denys's vegetable.
" Oh, time for that, when I starch the besoms."
"WhUst they were all shouting over this palpable hit, the imstiesj
returned, and, in no more time than it took her to cross the threshold,
did our Amazon turn to a seeming Madonna meek ancl mild.
Mistresses are wonderful subjugators, 'rheix like I think breathes not
•Ml the globe. Housemaids, decide ! It was a waste of histrionic abUity
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though ; for the landlady had heard, and did not at heart disapprove, tt.e
peals of laughter.
" Ah, Marion, lass," said she, good-humouredly, " U you laid me an egg
?very tjme you cackle,' Les Trois Poissons' would never lack an omelet."
" Now, dame," said Gerard, " what is to pay ?"
""Wliat for?"
" Our supper."
" Where is the hurry ? cannot you be content to pay when yon go t
lose the guest, fmd the money, is the rule of ' The Three Fish.'"
" But, dame, outside ' The 'TMee Fish' it is thus -written—' Ici—onne
ioge—'"
" Bah! Let that flea stick on the waU! Look hither," and she pointed
lo the smoky ceiling, wMch was covered with hieroglyphics. These
were accounts, -vulgo scores ; intelUgible to tMs dame and her daughter,
who -wrote them at need by simply mounting a low stool, and scratching
with a knife so as to show Unes of ceiling through the deposit of smoke.
The dame explained that the writing on the waU was put there to
frighten moneyless folk from the inn altogether, or to be acted on at odd
times when a nonpaying face should come m and insist on being served.
" We can't refuse them plump, you know. The law forbids us."
" And how know you iMne is not such a face ? "
'• Out, fie ! it is the best face that has entered ' The Three Fish' tMs
autumn."
"And mine, dame ? " said Denys ; " dost see no knavery here ?"
She eyed him calmly. " Not such a good one as the lad's : nor ever
will be. But it is the face of a true man. For all that," added she,
drily, " an I were ten years younger, I'd as Ueve not meet that face on a
dark Mght too far from home."
Gerard stared. Denys laughed. " Why, dame, I would but sip the
night dew off the flower; and you neecUi't take ten years off, nor ten days,
to be worth risking a scratched face for."
" There, our mistress," said Marion, who had just come in, "said I not
t'other day, you could make a fool of them still, an if you were properly
minded ?"
" I dare say ye (Ud: it sounds Uke some daft wench's speech."
" Dame," said Gerard, " this is wonderful."
" "What ? Oh : no, no, that is no wonder at aU. Why, I have been
here all my Ufe : and readmg faces is the first tMng a girl picks up in
an inn,"
Marion.] " And frying eggs the second ; no, telling Ues ; frying eggs
is the third, though."
The Alistress.] "And holdmg her tongue the last, and modesty the day
after never at aU."
Marion.] "Alack! Talk of my tongue. But I say no more. She,
under whose -wing I live, now deals the blow. I'm sped—'tis but a
chambermaid gone. Catch what's left on't!" and she staggered and
sank backwards on to the handsomest feUow in the room, wMch hapf ened to be Gerard.
" Tic! tic! " cried he, pee-vishly ; " there, don't be stupid ! that is too
heavy a jest for me. See you not I am talkmg to the mistress ?"
Marion resumed her elasticity -with a grimace; made two Uttle bounds
Into the midcUe of the floor und there turned a pirouette. " There, mis-
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tress," said she, " I give in, 'tis you that reigns supreme with the men ;
leastways with male children."
" Young man," said the mistress, " this girl is not so stupid as her deportment : m reading of faces, and frying of omelets, there we are great.
Twould be hard U we failed at these arts, suice they are about aU we do
know."
" You do not qmte take me, dame," said Gerard. " That honesty in a
face should shine forth to your experienced eye, that seems reasonable :
Out how by looking on Denys here could you learn his one Uttle foible,
Ms insaMty, his miserable mttlierosity ?" Poor Gerard got angrier the
more he thought of it.
" His mule—his what?" (crossing herseU with superstitious awe at the
polysyUable.)
" Nay, 'tis but the word I was fain to invent for him."
" Invent ? "Wliat can a child like you make other words than grow in
Burgundy by nature? Take heed what ye do! why we are overrun with
them aUeady, especially bad ones. Lord, these be times. I look to heai
of a new thistle mvented next."
" But, dame, I found language too poor to paint hun, I was fain tc
invent. You laiow Necessity is the mother of—"
"Ay ! ay, that is old enough, o' conscience,"
" Well then, dame, mulierose—that means -wrapped up, body and soul,
in women. So prithee teU me ; how did you ever detect the noodle's
mulierosity ?"
"Alas! good youth, you make a mountain of a molehill. We that are
women be notice-takers ; ancl out of the tail of our eye see more than
most men can, glaring through a prospect glass, "Whiles I move to and
fro doing this and that, my glance is still on my guests, and I did notice
that this soldier's eyes were never off the womenfolk : my daughter, or
Marion, or even an old woman like me, all was gold to him : and there
a sat glowering ; oh you foolish, fooUsh man ! Now you stUl turned to
the speaker, her or him, and that is common sense."
Denys burst into a hoarse laugh. " You never were more out. "Wliy
this silky, smooth-faced compamon is a very Turk—all but his bearcl.
He is what d'ye call 'em oser than ere an archer in the duke's body
guard. He is more wrapped up in one single Dutch lass called Margaret
than I am m the wiiole bundle of ye brown and fair."
" Man aUve, that is just the contrary," said the hostess. " Youm is
the bane, and hisn the cure. Cling you stUl to Margaret, my dear. 1
hope she is an honest girl."
" Dame, she is an angel."
"Ay, ay, they are all that tiU better accpamted. I'd as Ueve have hei
no more than honest, and then she will serve to keep you out of wor.^
company. As for you, soldier, there i.s trouble in store for you. Youi
eyes were never made for the good of your soul."
" Nor of his pouch either," said Marion, striking in; " and his Ups, they
will sip the dew, as he calls it, off many a bramble bush."
" Overmuch clack! Marion; overmuch clack."
" Ods bodikins, mistress ; ye didn't hire me to be one o' your three
fishes, did ye ?" and IMarion sulked thirty seconds.
" Is that the way to speak to our mistress ? " remonstrated the land
^ord, who had sUpped in.
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" Hold your whisht," said Ms wife, sharply, " it is not your busMess to
^heck the girl, she is a good servant to you."
" "What is the coek never to crow, and the hens at it all day ?"
" You can crow as loud as you Uke, my man—out o' doors. But tha
hen means to rule the roost."
" I know a by^word to that tune," said Gerard.
" Do y^e now I out -wi't then."
" ' Femme veut en toute saison,
Estre daicne en sa maison.' "
" I never heard it afore: but 'tis as sooth as gospel. Ay they that set
these bywords a rolling had ey^es and tongues, and tongues and eyes,
Before aU the world give me an old saw."
"And me a young husband," said Marion. " Now there was a chance
for you all, and nobody' spoke. Oh! it is too late now. I've changed
my mind."
"All the better for some poor feUow," suggested Denys.
And now the arrival of the young mistress, or, as she was called, the
little iMstress, was the signal for them aU to draw round the fire, Uke
one happy famUy, travellers, host, hostess, and even servants in the outer
ring, and teU stories tUl bedtune. And Gerard in his turn told a tremendous one out of his repertory, a MS. coUection of " acts of the saints,"
and made them aU shudder deliciously ; but soon after began to nod;
exhausted by the effort I should say. The young mistress saw, and gave
Marion a look. She instantly lighted a rush, and laying her hand on
Gerard's shoulder invited him to follow her. She showed him a room
where were two nice white beds, and bade him choose. " Either is paradise," said he. " I'U take this one. Do you know, I have not lain in a
naked bed once since I left my home in Holland."
"Alack! poor soiU!" said she; "weU then the sooner my flax and your
do-wn (he ! he!) come together, the better; so—aUons!" and she held out
her cheek as btisiness-Uke as if it had been her hand for a fee.
"AUons 1 w'hat does that mean ?"
" It means 'good-Mght.' Ahem ! What, don't they salute the chambermaid in your part ?"
" Not all in a moment."
" "Wliat, do they make a business on't ?"
" Nay, perverter of words, I mean we make not so free with strange
women."
" They must be strange women U they do not tMnk you strange fools,
then. Here is a coil. Vfiij aU the old greasy greybeards, that Ue at our
inn, do kiss us chambermaids ; faiigh ! and what have we poor -wretches
to set on t'other side the compt, but now ancl then a Mce young—?
Alack! time flies, chambermaids can't be spared long in the nursery; so
how is't to be ?"
"An't please you arrange with my comrade for both. He is muUerose ; I am not."
" Nay, 'tis the curb he will want, not the spur. WeU! weU! you shall
to bed without jiayiug the usual toll; and oh but 'tis sweet to fall in with
a yotmg man, wiio can withstand these ancient ill customs, and gainsay
brazen hussies. Shalt have thy reward."
" Thank you ! But what are vou doins -with mv bed ?"
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" Me ? ch only taking off these sheets, and gomg to put on the pafr the
drunken miller slept m last night."
" Oh no ! no ! "You cruel, black-hearted t h m g ! There ! t h e r e ! "
" A la bonne lieure ! What -wUl not perseverance effect ? But note
now the frowardness of a mad wench! I cared not for't a button. I am
dead sick of that sport this five years. But you denied m e : so then forthwith I behoved to have i t ; beUke had gone through fire and water for't.
Alas, young sfr, we women are Mttle cattle; poor perverse toads : excuse
us: and keep us in our place, savoir, at arm's length ! and so good-night!"
At the door she turned and said, -with a complete change of tone and
manner: " The Vfrgm guard thy liead, and the holy EvangeUsts watch
the bed where Ues a poor young wanderer far from home! A m e n ! "
And the next moment he heard her run tearing down the stairs, and
soon a peal of laughter from the salle betrayed her wiiereabouts.
" Now that is a character," said Gerard, profoundly; and yawned over
the discovery.
I n a very few minutes he was in a dry bath of cold, clean, linen, mexpressibly refresMng to him after so long disuse: then came a deUcious glow: ancl then—Sevenbergen.
I n the morning Gerard aw^oke infinitely refreshed, and w'as for rising,
but found himself a close prisoner. His linen had vanished. Now this
was paralysis; for the night-go-wn is a recent institution. I n Gerard's
century, and indeed long after, men did not play fast and loose with clean
sheets (when they could get them), but crept into them clothed -with—
their mnocence, Uke Adam : out of bed they seem to have taken most
after his eldest son.
Gerard bewailed his capti-vity to D e n y s ; but that instant the door
opened, and in sailed Marion with thefr Unen, newly washed and ironed,
on her two arms, and set it do-wn on the table.
" Oh you good girl," cried Gerard.
" Alack, have you found me out at last?"
" Yes, indeed. Is this another custom'?"
" Nay, not to take them unbidden : but at night we aye question
travellers, are they for linen washed. So I came mto you : but you were
both sound. Then said I to the little mistress, ' La ! where is the sense
Df waking wearied men, t'ask them is Charles the Great dead, and would
they Uever carry foul linen or clean, especiaUy this one with a skin like
cream ?' ' And so he has, I declare,' said the yotmg mistress."
" That was me," remarked Denys, with the air of a commentator.
" Guess once more, and you'll hit the mark."
" Notice him not, Marion, he is an impudent fellow ; and I am sure
•we cannot be grateful enough for your goodness, and I am sorry I ever
refused you—anything you fancied you should like."
" Oh, ;ue ye theie," said I'espiegle.
" I take that to mean you
\\-ould fain brush the morning dew off', as your Ijashful companion
caUs it ; well then, excuse me, 'tis cudomary, lint not i)ru(leiit. I decline.
Quits with you, lack"
" S t o p ! stop!'' cried Denys, us she was maMug oft'•victorious, " I am
I curious tu know how many of ye were here last night a-feasting yotu
tyes on r.g twain."
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"'Twas so satisfactory a feast as we weren't haU a minute ovet'i
"Who ? why the big mistress, the little mistress, Janet, ancl me, and the
whole posse comitatus, on tiptoe. We mostly make our rounds, the las!
thmg, not to get burned do'wn ; and m prodigious numbers. Somehow
that maketh us bolder, especiaUy where archers lie scattered about."
" Why did not you tell me? I'd have lam awake."
" Beau sue, the saying goes that the good and the ill are aU one while
their Uds are closed. So we said, ' Here is one who wiU serve God best
asleep. Break not Ms rest!'"
" She is ftmny," said Gerard, dictatoriaUy.
" I must be either that or kna^vish."
'«How so ?"
" Because ' The TMee Fish' pay me to be funny. You wU eat before
you part ? Good! then I'U go see the meat be fit for such worshipftd
teeth."
" Denys !"
" "Wliat is your wUl ? "
" I wish that was a great boy, and going along with us, to keep ua
cheery."
" So do not I. But I •wish it was going along •with us as it is."
" Now Heaven forefend! A fine fool you would make of vourteU."
T\ ey broke thefr fast, settled thefr score, and said farewell. Then it
was they found Marion had not exaggerated the "custom of the country."
The three principal women took and kissed them right heartily, and they
kisseil the three principal women. The landlord took and kissed them,
and they kissed the landlord ; and the cry was, " Come back, the sooner
the better !"
" Never pass ' The Three Fish ; ' should your purses be void, bring
yourselves : ' le sieur crecUt' is not dead for you."
And they took the road again.
They came to a little towm, and Denys went to buy shoes. The
shopkeeper was in the doorway, but wide awake. He received Denys
with a bow do'wn to the ground. The customer was soon fitted, and
foUowed to the street, and dismissocl •with graceful salutes from tli*.
doorstep.
The friends agreed it was Elysium to deal with such a shoemaker cas
this. " Not but what my German shoes have lasted weU enough," said
Gerard the just.
Outside the to^^vn was a pebbled walk.
" This is to keep the burghers' feet dry, a-walking o' Sundays •with theii
wives and daughters," said Denys.
Those .simple words of Denys, one stroke of a careless tongue, painted
" home " in Gerard's heart. " O h ! how sweet," said he. "Mercy! wUat
is this ? A gibbet; and ugh, two skeletons thereon ! Oh, Denys, what
a sorry sight to woo by ! "
" Nay," said Denys, " a comfortable sight; for every rogue i the ah
there is one the less a-foot."
A Uttle farther on they came to two pillars, and between thesa
was a huge wheel closely studded with fron prongs ; and entangle<^
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In these were bones and fragments of cloth miserably dispersed over
'-he wheel.
Gerarcl hid his face in Ms hands. " Oh to think those patches and
bones are all that is left of a man ! Of one wiio was what we are now."
" Excusez ! a tMng that went on two legs and stole : are we no more
than that ?"
" How know ye he stole ? Have true men never suffered death
and torture too ?"
" None of my kith ever found their way to the gibbet, I know."
" The better their luck. Prithee how d.ied the sauits ?''
" Hard. But not in Burgundy."
" Ye massacred them wholesale at Lyons, and that is on Burgundy's
threshold. To you the gibbet proves the crime ; because you read not
story. Alas ! had you stood on Calvary that bloody clay we sigh for to
this hour, I tremble to think you had perhaps shouted for joy at the
gibbet btiUded there ; for the cross was but the Roman gaUows, Fatliei
Martin says."
" The blaspheming old hound !"
" Oh fie ! fie ! a holy and a book-learned man. Ay, Denys, y'had
read them, that suffered there, by the bare light of the gibbet.
' Drive in the nails !' y'had cried : ' drive in the spear ! Here be
three malefactors. Three " roues." Yet of those little three one was the
first Chiistian saint, and another was the Saviour of the world which
gibbeted him."
Denys assured him on Ms honour they managed things better in Burgundy. He added, too, after profound reflection, that the horrors Gerard
had alluded to had more than once made him curse and swear with rage
when told by the good cure in Ms native viUage at Easter-tide ; " but
they chanced in an outlandish nation ; and near a thousand years agone.
Mort de ma vie, let us hope it is not true: or at least sore exaggerated.
Do but see how aU tales gather as they roU ! "
Then he reflected again, and aU m a moment turned red with
ire. " Do ye not blush to play^ •with your book-craft on your unlettered friend, and throw dust in his eyes, evening the saints with these
reptUes ?"
Then suddenly he recovered his good humour. " Since your heart
beats for vermin, feel for the carrion crows ! they be as good vermin az
these : would ye send them to bed supperless, poor pretty poppets
Why, these be their larder : the pangs of hunger would gnaw them dead,
but for cold cut-purse hung up here and there."
Gerard, who had for some time maintamed a dead silence, informed
Mm the subject was closed between them and for ever. " There are
things," said he, " m wiiich our hearts seem wide as the poles asunder,
and eke our heads. But I love thee dearly all the same," he added,
with infinite grace ancl tenderness.
Towards afternoon they heard a faint wailing noise on ahead: it grew
distincter as they proceeded. Being fast walkers they soon came up with
\ts cause : a score of pikemen, accompanied by several constables, were
marching along, and in advance of them was a herd of animals they were
driving. These creatures, in number rather more than a hundred, wer*of various ages, only very few were downright old: the males were downeast and sUent. It was the females frcm whom all the outcry^ came, la
L
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other words the animals thus driven along at the lavr's point were me*
and women.
" Good Heaven ! " cried Gerard. " What a band of them ! But stay,
surely aU those cMldren cannot be tMeves: why there are some in arms.
"What on earth is this, Denys ?"
Denys ad^vised him to ask that " bourgeois " with the badge. " This
is Burgundy : here a civil question ever draws a civU reply."
Gerard went up to the officer, and remo"ving Ms cap, a ci^viUty wMch
was immediately returned, said, " For our Lady's sake, sfr, what do ye
•with these poor folk ?"
"Nay, what is that to you, my lad?" repUed the functionary suspiciously.
'' Master, I'm a stranger, and atMrst for knowledge,"
" That is another matter. "What are we doing? ahem, "Why we—
Dost hear, Jacques? Here is a stranger seeks to know what we are
doing," and the two machines were tickled that there should be a man
who did not know something they happened to know. In aU ages this
has tickled. However the chuckle was brief, and moderated by their
native courtesy, and the official tumed to Gerard agaii^ " "What we ar?
doing ? hum !" and now he hesitated not from any doubt as to what he
was doing, but because he was hunting for a single word that should
convey the matter.
" Ce que nous faisons, mon gars ?—Mais—dam—NOUS TRANSVASONS."
" You decant ? that should mean you pour from one vessel to ancther."
" Precisely." He explained that last year the to^wn of Charmes had
been sore thinned by a pestUence, whole houses emptied and trades
short of hands. Much ado to get in the rye ; and the flax haU spoUed.
So the bailiff and aldermen had •written to the duke's secretary; and the
duke he sent far and •wide to know what to^wn was too fuU. " That are
we," had the bailUe of Toul •writ back. " Then send four or five score of
your to^wnsfolk," was the order. " Was not tMs to decant the fuU town
into the empty, and is not the good duke the father of his people, and
wiU not let the duchy be weakened, nor its fafr to^wns laid waste, by
sword nor pestUence ; but meets the one •with pike, and arbalest (touching his cap to the sergeant and Denys alternately), and t'other •with
policy? LONG LIVE THE DUKE !»
The pikemen of course were not to be outdone in loyalty: so they
shouted with stentorian lungs, "LONG LIVE THE D U K E ! " Then
the decanted ones, partly because loyalty was a non-reasoning sentiment
in those days, partly perhaps because they feared some further UI consequence should they alone be mute, raised a feeble tremulous shout,
" Long live the Duke !"
But, at this, insulted nature rebeUed. Perhaps indeed the sham sen.,iment drew out the real, for, on the very heels of that loyal noise, a loud
•nd piercing waU burst from every woman's bosom, and a deep deep
groan from every man's ; oh ! the afr fiUed m a moment •with womanly
and maMy anguish. Judge what ii must have been when the rude
pikemen halted unbidden, aU confused; as if a waU of sorrow had started
Up before them.
" En avant," roarei th« sergeant, and they marched again, but muttering and cursing.
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•* Ah the ugly sound," said the civilian, wincing. " Les malheureux!"
tried he ruefully: for wliere is the single man can hear the sudden agony
of a multitude and not be moved ? " Les ingrats ! They are going
whence they were, de trop to where tliey^ wUl be welcome : from starvavatioii to plenty—and they object. They even make dismal noises. One
would think we were tMusting them forth from Burgundy."
" Come away," whispered Gerard, trembling ; " come away," and the
friends strode forward.
When they passed the head of the column, and saw the men walk with
thefr eyes bent in bitter gloom upon the ground, and- the women, some
carrying, some leading, little cMldren, and weeping as they went, and
the poor bairns some frolicking, some weeping because " their mammies'
wept, Gerard tried hard to say a word of comfort, but choked and could
utter nothing to the mourners ; but gasped " Come on, Denys. I cannot
mock such sorrow •with little words of comfort." Ancl now, artist-Uke,
all Ms aim was to get swiftly out of the grief he could not soothe. He
almost ran not to hear these sighs and sobs.
" "Why, mate," said Denys, " art the colour of a lemon. Man alive,
take not other folk's troubles to heart! not one of those whining milksops there but would see thee, a stranger, hanged without winking."
Gerarcl scarce Ustened to him.
" Decant them ? " he groaned : " ay, U blood were no thicker than
wine. Princes, ye are wolves. Poor things! Poor th'iigs ! Ah, Denys!
Denys! with looking on their grief mine own comes home to me. Wella-day. Ah, weU-a-day!"
"hj, now you talk reason. That you, poor lad, sho'ild be driven all
the way from Holland to Rome, is pitUul indeed. But these snivellmg
curs, wiiere is their hurt ? There is six score of 'em to kjep one another
company: besides they are not going out of Burgundy."
" Better for them U they had never been in it."
"Mechant, va! they are but going from one village to another, a mule's
journey! wiiilst thou—there, no more. Courage, camarade, le diable est
mort."
Gerard shook his head very doubtfully, but kept silence for aboul a
mile, ancl then he said thoughtfully, "Ay, Denys, but then I am sustained by book-leammg. These are simple folk that likely thought thefr
viUage was the world : now what is this ? more weepmg. Oh ! 'tis s
sweet world. Humph ! A little gfrl that hath broke her pipkin. Now
may I hang on one of •your gibbets but I'll dry somebody's tears:" and he
pounced savagely upon this Uttle martyr, Uke a kite on a chick, but with
more generous mtentions. It was a pretty little lass of about twelve: the
tears were rainuig down her two peaches, and her palms lifted to heaven
in that utter, fliough temporary, desolation, which attends calamity at
twelve; ancl at her feet the fatal cause, a broken pot, worth, say the fifth
of a modern farthing.
" What, hast broken thy pot, Uttle one ?" said Gerard, acting mtensest
sympathy.
" Helas ! bel gars ; as you behold ;" and the hands came down from
the sky and both pointed at the fragments. A statuette of adversity.
" And you weep so for that ?"
" Needs I must, bel gars. My mammy will massacre me. Do they
not aUeady " (with a fresh burst of woe) " c-c-caU me J-J-Jean -net-on
h 2
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C -c-casse tout 1 It wanted but tins ; that I should break ray poor pot
Helas! fallait-U done, mfere de Dieu ?"
" Courage, Uttle love," said Gerard : " 'tis not thy heart Ues broken •,
money will soon mend pots. See now, here is a piece of silver, and there,
scarce a stone's tMow off, is a potter ; take the bit of sUver to him, and
buy another pot, and the copper the potter will give thee keep that to
play •with thy comrades."
Tiie Uttle mind took in aU this, and smUes began to struggle •with the
tears : but spasms are like waves, they cannot go do^wn the very moment
t he wind of trouble is luUed. So Denys thought weU to brmg up Ms
reserve of consolation. " Courage, ma mie, le diable est mort !" cried
that inventive warrior gaily. Gerard slimgged his shotUders at such a
way of cheering a Uttle gfrl.
'' What afinething
Is a lute with one string."
2aid he.
The Uttle gfrl's face broke into warm sunshine.
" Oh, the good news ! oh, the good news !" she sang out with such
lieartfelt joy, it went off into a honeyed whine; even as our gay old
tunes have a pathos underneath. " So then," said she, " they wiU no
longer be aide to threaten us Uttle gfrls •with him, MAKING OUR
LIVES A BURDEN !" And she boimded off " to teU Nanette," she
said.
There is a theory that everyi;Mng has its counterpart; if true, Denys
it would seem had fotmd the nund Ms consigne fitted.
A^TiUe he was roaring with laughter-at its unexpected success and
Gerard's amazement, a Uttle hand puUed Ms jerkin and a Uttle face
peeped round Ms waist. Curiosity was now the dominant passion iu
that smaU but -vi-vid countenance.
" Est-ce toi qM I'a tue, beau soldat?"
"Oui, ma mie," said Denys, as gruffly as ever he could, rightly deeming
kills w'ould smack of supernatural pMssance to owners of beU-Uke frebles.
C'est moi. ^a vaut une petite embrassade—^pas ?"
" Je crois ben. Aie! aie !"
"Qu'as-tu?"
" (,"a pique ! 9a pique !"
" Q-uel dommage ! je vais la couper."
" NenM, ce n'est rien ; et pisque t'as tue ce mechant. T'es fierement
beau, tout d' meme, toi; t'es ben miex que ma grande sceur."
" WiU you not Mss me, too, ma mie ?" said Gerard.
" Je ne demande par nuex, Tiens, tiens, tiens ! c'est doulce ceUe-ci.
Ah! que j'aimons les hommes ! Des fames, ga ne m'aui-ait jamais donn^
I'arjan blanc, plutot 5^ m'aurait ri au nez, C'est si pen de chose, les
fames, Seiviteur, beaulx sfres ! Bon voiage; et n'oubUez point la
Jeanneton!"
"Adieu, petit coeur," said Gerard, and on they marched : but presently
jooking back they saw the contemner of women in the middle of tta
road, making them a reverence, and blo-wing them Msses -with Uttle May
morning face.
" Come on," cried Gerard lustily. " I shaU wUi to Rome yet. Holy
Su Bavon. what a sunbeam of innocence hath shot across oui bloci
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JiUsty road ! Forget thee, Uttle Jeanneton 7 not Ukely, amidst all thif
slobbermg, and gibbeting, and decanting. Come on, thou laggard '
forward !"
" Dost call this marching?" remonstrated Denys: "why we shaU walk
o'er Christmas-day and never see it."
At the next town they came to, suddeMy an arbalestrier ran out of a
tavern after them, and m a moment his beard and Denys's were Uke two
brashes struck together. It was a comrade. He insisted on thefr coming
into the tavern with him, and breaMng a bottle of -wme. In course oi
conversation, he told Denys there was an insurrection in the dulie's
Flemish provinces, and soldiers were ordered thither from all parts (i
Burgundy. " Indeed I marvelled to see thy face tumed tMs way."
" I go to embrace my folk that I have not seen these three years. Ye
can queU a bit of a rising without me I trow."
Suddenly Denys gave a start. " Dost hear, Gerard ? this comrade inbound for Holland."
" What then? ah, a letter! a letter to Margaret! but -wiU he be so good,
so Mnd?"
The soldier with a torrent of blasphemy informed him he would not
only take it, but go a league or two out of his way to do it.
In an mstant out came inkhorn and paper from Gerard's wallet; and
he -wrote a long letter to Margaret, and told her briefly w'hat I fear I
have spun too tediously; dwelt most on the bear, and the plunge in the
Rhine, and the character of Denys, whom he painted to the Ufe. And
-with many endearmg expressions bade her be of good cheer; some trouble
and peril there had been, but aJl that was over now, and his only grief
left was, that he could not hope to have a word from her hand tiU ho
should reach Rome. He ended with comfortmg her again as hard as he
could. And so absorbed was he in his love and his work, that he did
not see all the people in the room were standuig peepuig, to watch the
nimble and true finger execute such rare penmanship.
Denys, proud of his friend's skiU, let him alone, till presently the
writer's face worked, and soon the scalding tears began to rim do-wn his
young cheeks, one after another, on the paper where he was then writing
comfort, comfort. Then Denys rudely repulsed the curious, and askecl
his comrade -with a faltering voice whether he had the heart to let so
sweet a love letter miscarry ? The other swore by the face of St. Lukj
he would lose the forefinger of his right hand sooner.
Seeing him so ready, Gerard charged hun also with a short, cold lettei
to his parents ; and in it he drew hastUy with Ms pen two hands grasping each other, to signify farewell. By-the-by, one drop of bitterness
found its way uito his letter to Margaret. " I write to thee alone, and
to those who love thee. If my flesh and blood care to hear news of me,
they must be kind to thee, and then thou niayst read my letter to them.
But not else, and even then let this not out of thy hand or thou loves*
me not. I know what I ask of thee, and why I ask it. Thou knowest
not. I am older now by many years than thou art, and I was a month
agone. Therefore obey me in this one thing, dear heart, or thou wUt
make me a worse wile than I hope to make thee a husband, God
willing."
On second thoughts I beUeve there was something more than bitteri!«2as in tMs. For his mind, yotmg but intense, had been bent man>

150

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH.

hours every day upon Sevenbergen and Tergou, and speculated ou
every change of feeling and circumstance that his exUe might bring
about.
Gerard now oft'ered money to the soldier. He hesitated, but declined
it. " No, no ! art comrade of my comrade ; and may"(etc.)
.
'' but thy love for the wench touches me. I'll break another bottle at
thy charge an thou wilt, and so cry cjuits."
" WeU said, comrade," cried Denys. " Hadst taken money, I had invited thee to walk in the court-yard and cross swords with me."
" Whereupon I had cut thy comb for thee," retorted the other.
" Hadst done thy endeavour, drole, I doubt not."
They drank the new bottle, shook hands, adhered to custom, and
parted on opposite routes.
This delay bow-ever, somewhat put out Denys's calculations, and
ivening surprised them ere they reached a little town he was maMng
for, wiiere was a famous lioteL However, they fell • in with a roadside
auberge, and Denys, seeing a buxom girl at the door, said, " This seems
r, decent inn," and led the way mto the kitchen. They ordered supper,
to which no objection was raised, only the landlord requested them to
pay for it beforehand. It was not an nnconiinon proposal in any part of
the world. StUl it was not universal, and Denys was nettled, ancl dashed
his hand somewhat ostentatiously into his purse and pulled out a gold
angel. " Cotuit me the change, and speedily," said he. " You tavernkeepers are more Ukely to rob me than I you."
"VVliile the supper was preparing, Denys disappeared, and was eventually found by Gerard m the yard, helpuig Manon, his plump but not
bright decoy duck, to draw water, and pouring extravagant compliments
into her dulUsh ear. Gerard grunted and ret"arnecl to table, but Denys
(Ud not come in for a good quarter of an hour.
" Up-hill work at the end of a march," said he, shruggmg his
shoulders.
""What matters that to you?" said Gerard, drily. "The mad clog
bites all the world."
" Exaggerator. You know I bite but the fairer liaU. WeU, here
comes supper ; that is better worth biting."
During supper the girl kept constantly coming m and out, and looking point-blank at them, especiaUy at Denys; and at last in leaning
over hun to remove a dish, dropped a word in his ear; and he replied
•with a nod.
As soon as supper was cleared away, Denys rose and strolled to the
door, telUng Gerard the suUen fair had relented, and given hun a Uttle
rendezvous in the stable-yard.
Gerard suggested that the cow^-house would have been a more appro
priate locality. " I shall go to bed, then," said he, a Uttle crossly.
"Where is the landlord ? out at this time of night? no matter. I know
our room. ShaU you be long, pray ?"
" Not I. I grudge leaving the fire and thee. But what can I do!
There are two sorts of in^vitations a Burgundian never decUnes."
Denys found a figure seated by the well. It was Manon ; but instead
of receiving him as he thought he had a right to expect, coming by iavi
tatioii, aU she did was to sob. He asked her what ailed her ? She sobbed
Could he do anything for her i She sobbed.
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The good-natured Denys, driven to Ms wits' end, which was no great
distance, proffered the custom of the country by way of consolation.
She repulsed him roughly, " Is it a time for fooUng ?" said she, and sobbed.
" You seem to think so," said Denys, waxuig wroth. But the next
moment, he added, tenderly, " and I who could never bear to see beauty
in distress."
" It is not for myseU."
"Who then? your sweetheart?"
" Oh, que nenni. My sweetheart is not on earth now: and t4
think I have not an ecu to buy masses for his soul;" and in this shaUo^H
nature the grief seemed now to be aU tumed in another dfrection.
" Come, come," said Denys, " shalt have money to buy masses for thy
dead lad ; I swear it. Meantime tell me why you weep."
" For you."
" F o r m e ? Art mad?"
" No. I am not mad. 'Tis you that were mad to open y^ottr purse
before him."
The mystery seemed to thicken, ancl Deiij's wearied of stirring up the
mud by questions, held his peace to see if it would not clear of itself
Then the gfrl finding herself no longer cpiestioned seemed to go throus
some internal combat. At last she said, doggedly ancl aloucl, " I win.
The Virgin give me courage ! What matters it if they kUl me, since he
is dead ? Soldier, the landlord is out."
"Oh, is he?"
" what, do landlords leave thefr taverns at this time of mght ? also
5-^e what a tempest! We are sheltered here, but t'other side it blows a
hurricane."
Denys said nothing.
" He is gone to fetch the band."
"The band! what band?"
" Those who wUl cut youi' throat and take your gold. Wretched man •
to go and shake gold ui an innkeeper's face !"
The blow came so unexpectedly it staggered even Denys, accustomed
as he was to sudden perils. He muttered a single word, but in it a
volume.
"Gtsrard!"
"Gerard! What is that? Oh,'tis thy comrade's name, poor lad. Get
Mm out quick ere they come ; and fly to the next town."
"And thou?"
" They will Mil me."
" That shaU they not. Fly -with us."
" 'TwiU avail me nought: one of the band will be sent to kiU me.
They are sworn to slay all who betray them."
" I'll take thee to my native place full tlifrty leagues from hence, and
ut thee under my o^wn mother's wing, ere they shall hurt a hafr o' thy
each But first Gerard. Stay^ thou here whilst I fetch him !"
As he was dartmg off, the girl seized Mm con-vulsively, and with aU
the fron strength excitement lends to women. " Stay me not! for pity'a
sake," he cried ; " 'tis Ufe or death."
" Sh ! — sh !" whispered the gfrl, shuttmg his mouth hard with her
hand, and putting her pale lips close to him, and her eyes, that seemed
tc turn backwards, straining towards some indistinct sound.
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He Ustened.
He heard footsteps, many footsteps ; and no voices. She whispeied ir.
his ear " They are come."
And trembled like a leaf.
Denys felt it was so. TraveUers in that number would never havi
come in dead sUence.
The feet were now at the very door.
" How many ?" said he in a hoUow wMsper.
" Hush !" and she put her mouth to his very ear.
And who, that had seen this man and woman in that attitude, would
have guessed what freezmg hearts were theirs, and what terrible wiiisjier!
passed between them ?
" Seven."
" How armed?"
" Sword and dagger : and the giant -with Ms axe. They call Mm the
Abbot."
" And my comrade ?"
" Nothing can .save him. Better lose one Ufe than two. Fly!"
Denys's blood froze at this cyMcal advice. " Poor creature, you know
not a soldier's heart."
He put his head m his hands a moment, and a hundred thoughts of
dangers baffled whfrled through Ms bram.
" Listen, girl! There is one chance for our lives, U thou wilt but be
true to us. Run to the town ; to the nearest tavern, and tell the first
soldier there, that a soldier here is sore beset, but armed, and his lUe to be
saved if they -wiU but run. Then to the baiUff. But first to the soldiery
Nay, not a word, but buss me, good lass, and fly ! men's Uves hang on
thy heels."
She kUted up her gown to run. He came round to the road -with
her ; saw her cross the road cringing with fear, then glide away, then
turn into an erect shadow, then melt away in the storm.
And now he must get to Gerard. But how ? He had to ran the gauntlet
of the wiiole band. He asked himseU, what was the worst thing they
could do ? for he had learned in war that an enemy does, not what you
hope he wiU do, but what you hope he -wiU not do. " Attack me as 1
enter the kitchen ! Then I must not give them time."
Just as he drew near to the latch, a terrible thought crossed him. " Suppose they had afready dealt -with Gerard. Why, then," thought he,
"nought is left but to kill, and be MUed ;" and he strimg his bow, and
walked rapidly into the Mtchen. There were seven hideous faces seated
round the fire, and the landlord pouring them out neat brandy, blooTs
forerunner in every age.
" "What? company !" cried Denys, gaily : " one minute, my lads, and
I'U be with you;" and he snatched up a Ughted candle off the table,
opened the door that led to the stafrcase, ancl went up it haUooing.
" What, Gerard ! wMther hast thou skulked to ?" There was no answer.
He haUooed louder, " Gerard, where art thou ?"
After a moment in which Denys U-ved an hour of agony, a pee-vish
haU-inarticulate noise issued from the room at the head of the Uttle
stafrs. Denys burst in, and there was Gerard asleep.
" Thank God !" he said, in a choking voice, then began to sing loud,
TiEtuneful ditties, Gerard put his fingers info his ears ; but presentlf
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he sawm Denys's face a horror that contrasted strangely' with this suddeii
merriment,
" What ails thee ?" said he, sitting up and staring.
" Hush !" said Denys, and Ms hand spoke even more plainly than M;
L'ps. " Listen to me."
Denys then pointing significantly to the door, to show Gerard sharp
ears were listening hard by, continued his song aloud, but under cover oj
it threw in short muttered syllables.
" (Our Uves are in periL)
" (TMeves.)
" (Thy doublet.)
" (Thy sword.)
" Aid.
" Coming.
" Put off time." Then aloud.
" WeU, now, wilt have t'other bottle ?—Say Nay.''
" No, not I."
" But I tell thee, there are half a dozen jolly fellows.—Tired."
" Ay, but I am too wearied," said Gerard. " Go thou."
"Nay, nay!" Then he went to the door and caUed out cheerfuUy,
" Landlord, the young milksop will not rise. Give those honest feUow.s
t'other bottle. I -will pay for't in the morning."
He heard a brutal and fierce chuckle.
Ha-ving thus by observation made sure the kitchen door was shut, and
the miscreants were not actually listening, he examined the chamber
door closely : then quietly shut it, but did not bolt i t : and went and inspected the wmdow.
It was too small to get out of, and yet a thick bar of iron had been
let in the stone to make it smaller ; and, just as he made this chilUng
discovery, the outer door of the house was bolted with a loud clang.
Denys groaned " The beasts are in the shambles."
But would the thieves attack them whUe they were awake ? Probably
not.
Not to throw away this thefr best chance, the poor souls now made t
series of desperate efforts to converse, as if discussing ordinary matters
ind by tlii^ means Gerard learned all that had passed, and that the gfr.
was gone for aid.
" Pray Heaven, she may not lose heart by the way," said Denys,
Borro-wfuUy.
And Denys begged Gerard's forgiveness for bringing Mm out of hia
way for this.
Gerard forgave liim.
" I would fear them less, Gerard, but for one they call the Abbot. I
picked him out at once. Taller than you, bigger than us both put togtlier.
Fights -with an axe. Gerard, a man to lead a herd of deer to battle. I
shaU Mil that man to-night, or he will MU me. I think somehow 'tis
he will kill me."
" Saints forbid ! Shoot him at the door! What avails his strength
agamst your weapon ?"
" I shaU pick him out: but, U it comes to hand fighting, run s-wiftly
under his guard, or you are a dead man, I tell thee neither of us
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may stand i, blow of that axe: thou never sawest such a body of a
man."
Gerarcl was for boltmg the door; but Denys -with a sigh showed huu
that haU the door-post turned outward on a hinge, and the great bolt
was Uttle more than a bUnd, " I have forborne to bolt it," said he,
" that they may think us the less suspicious,"
Near an hour rolled aw^ay thus. It seemed an age. Yet it was but a
Uttle hour: ancl the town was a league distant. And some of the voices
m the Mtchen became angry ancl impatient.
" They^ wiU not wait much longer," said Denys, " and we have no
chance at all unless we surprise them."
" I will do whate'er you bid," said Gerard meekly.
There was a cupboard on the same side as the door; but between it
and the -window. It reached nearly to the ground, but not Cjuite. Denys
opened the cupboard door ancl placed Gerarcl on a chafr behind it. " If
they run for the bed, strike at the napes of thefr necks! a sword cut
there always kUls or cUsables." He then arranged the bolsters and thefr
shoes in the bed so as to deceive a person peeping from a distance, and
drew the short curtains at the head.
Meantime Gerard was on his knees. Denys looked roiuid and saw Mm.
" Ah !" said Denys, " above aU pray^ them to forgi^-e me for bringing
you mto this guetapens !"
And now they grasped hands and looked iu one another's eyes; oh,
euch a look! Denys's hand was cold, and Gerard's warm.
They took thefr posts.
Denys blew out the candle.
" We must keep sUence now."
But in the terrible tension of thefr nerves and very souls they found
they could hear a whisper fainter than any man could catch at all outside
that door. They could hear each other's hearts thump at times.
" Good news !" breathed Denys, listening at the door,
" They are casting lots,"
" Pray that it may be the Abbot,"
"Yes, Why?"
" If he comes alone I can make sure of him."
"Denys!"
"Ay!"
" I fear I sliaU go mad, if they do not come soon."
" ShaU I feign sleep ? Shall I snore ?"
"WUl that—?"
" Perhaps."
" Do then, and God have mercy on us!"
Denys snored at intervals.
There was a scufflmg of feet heard in the kitchen, and then all wan
BtriU.
Denys snored agam. Then took up Ms position behmd the door.
But he, or they, who had drawn the lot, seemed determined to run no
fooUsh risks. Nothing was attempted in a hurry.
When they were almost starved with cold, and waiting for the attack,
the door on the stairs opened softly and closed again. Nothuis mora.
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'H-iere w&s another harrowing silence.
Then a suigle Ught footstep on the stafr; and nothing more.
Then a light crept under the door : and nothing more.
Presently there was a gentle scratching, not haU so loud as a mouse's,
and the false door-post opened by degrees and left a perpendicular space,
through which the light streamed in. The door, had it been bolted,
would now have lituig by the bare tip of the bolt, which went into the
real door-post, but, as it was, it swung gently open of itself. It opened
inwards, so Denys did not raise his cross-bow from the ground, but
merely grasped Ms dagger.
The candle was held up, and shaded from behind by a man's hand.
He was inspectuig the beds from the threshold, satisfied that Ms victims
•were both in bed.
The man glided into the apartment. But at the first step something
in the position of the cupboard and chair made him uneasy. He ventured no further, but put the candle on the floor and stooped to p-ser
under the chair; but, as he stooped, an fron hand grasped Ms shoulder,
and a dagger was driven so fiercely through his neck that the point came
out at Ms gullet. There was a terrible hiccough, but no cry; and liaU a
dozen silent strokes followed in swift succession, each a death-blow, and
the assassin was laid noiselessly on the floor.
Dciuys closed the door ; bolted it gently ; cfr-ew the post to, and even
while he was doing it whispered Gerarcl to bring a chair. It was done.
'"' Help me set him up."
« Dead ?"
" Parbleau."
""What for?"
" Frighten them! Gain time."
Even w/hUe saying this, Denys had whipped a piece of strmg round
tlie dead man's neck, and tied him to the chafr, ancl there the ghastly
figure sat fronting the door.
" Denys, I can do better. Saints forgive nie !"
" What ? Be quick then, we have not many moments."
And Denys got his cross-bow ready, and, tearing off Ms straw mattress,
reared it before him and prepared to shoot the moment the door should
open, for he had no hope any more would come singly^, when they found
the first did not return.
While thus employed, Gerard was busy about the seated corpse, and,
to Ms amazement, Denys saw a luminous glow spreacUng rapidly over
the white face.
Gerard blew out the candle. And on this the corpse's face shone still
-^ore Uke a glow-worm's head.
Denys shook in Ms shoes, and his teeth chattered,
"What in Heaven's name is this ?" he whispered,
" Hush ! 'tis but phosphorus. But 'twill serve."
" Away! they will surprise thee."
In fact uneasy mutterings were heard below, and at last a deep voic<
said, " What makes him so long ? is the drole rifling them ?"
It was their comrade they suspected then, not "the enemy. Soon a
atep same softly but rapidly up the stairs: the door was gently tried.
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Wh in tMs resisted, wMch was clearly not expected, the sham post was
very cautiously moved, and an eye no doubt peeped through the aperture : for there was a howl of dismay, and the man was heard to stumble
back and burst into the kitchen, where a Babel of voices rose dfrectly on
his return.
Gerard ran to the dead tMef and began to work on him again.
" Back, madman!" whispered Denys.
" Nay, nay. I know these ignorant brutes. They -wiU not venture
here awMle. I can make him ten times more fearful."
" At least close that opening! Let them not see you at your de-viUsh
work"
Gerard closed the sham post, and in haU a minute his brush made the
dead head a sight to strike any man -with dismay. He put his art to a
strange use, and one unparalleled perhaps in the Mstory of mankind.
He illuminated his dead enemy's face to frighten his li-ving foe: the
staring eyebaUs he made globes of fire; the teeth he left wMte, foi
so they w-ere more terrible by the contrast, but the palate and tongue
he tipped with fire, and made one lurid cavern of the red depths thfe
chap-faUen jaw revealed: and on the brow he wrote in burning letters
" f a Hlort." And wMle he was domg it, the stout Denys was quaking,
and fearing the vengeance of Heaven; for one man's courage is not another'.'? ; and the band of miscreants below were quarreUing and disputing
loudly, and now without (Usgmse.
The steps that led do-wn to the Mtchen were fifteen, but they were
nearly perpendicular: there was therefore in point of fact no distance
between the besiegers and besieged, and the latter now caught almost
every word. At last one was heard to cry out, " I tell ye the de-vil ha^
got him and branded him with hell-fire. I am more like to leave this
cursed house than go agaui into a room that is ftiU of fiends."
" Art drunk ? or mad ? or a coward ?" said another.
" CaU me a coward, I'U give thee my dagger's point, and send thee
where Pierre sits o' fire for ever."
" Come, no quarrelUng when work is afoot," roared a tremendous diapason, " or I'U brain ye both -with my fist, and send y^e where we shaU aU
go soon or late."
" The Abbot," wMspered Denys, gravely.
He felt the voice he had just heard could belong to no man but the
colossus he had seen in passing through the kitchen. It made the place
vibrate. The quarrelUng continued some time, and then there was a
dead sUence.
" Look out, Gerard."
"Ay. What wUl they do next?"
" We shaU soon know.'-'
" ShaU I wait for you, or cut dowm the ffrst that opens the dooi ?"
" Wait for me, lest we strike the same and waste a blow. Alaa ! we
iannot afford that."
Dead sUence.
Sudden came into the room a thing that iiuule ihem st,art and tiigi/
hearts quiver.
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And what was it ? A moonbeam.
Even so can this machuie, the body, by the soul's action be «tnmg up
io start and qmver. The sudden ray shot keen and pure into that
Bhamble.
Its calm, cold, silvery soul traversed the apartment in a stream of no
great -\'oltinie ; for the window was narrow.
After the first tremor Gerard wiiispered, " Courage, Denys! God's eyo
is on us even here." And he fell upon his knees with his face turned
towards the window.
Ay, it was like a holy eye opening suddenly on human crime and
human passions. Many a scene of blood and crime that pure cold eye
has rested on ; but on few more ghastly than this, where two men, with
a Ughted corpse between them, waited panting, to kill and be killed.
Nor did the moonlight deaden that horrible corpse-light. If anything
it added to its ghastliness: for the body sat at the edge of the moonbeam, which cut sharp across the shoulder and the ear, and seemed
blue and ghastly and unnatural by the side of that lurid glow in v/Mch
the face and eyes ancl teeth shone horribly. But Denys dared not lools
that way^.
The moon drew a broad stripe of light across the door, arid on that his
eyes were glued. Presently he whispered, " Gerard!"
Gerard looked and raised his sword.
Acutely as they had listened they had heard of late no sound on the
irtafr. Yet there—on the door-post, at the edge of the stream of moonlight, were the tips of the fingers of a hand.
The nails gUstened.
Presently they began to crawl, and crawl, do-wn towards the bolt, but
with infinite slowness and caution. In so doing they crept uito the
moonUght. The actual motion was imperceptible, but slowly, slowly,
the fingers came out whiter and whiter; but the hand between the
maui knuckles and the wrist remained dark. Denys slowly raised his
crossbow.
He levelled it. He took a long steady aim.
Gerard palpitated. At last the crossbow twanged. The hand was
instantly nailed, with a stern jar, to the quivering cloorpost. There was
a scream of ang-uish. " Cut," whispered Denys eagerly, and Gerard's
upUfted sword descended and severed the wrist with tw"o swU't blows. A
body sank do^wn moaning outside.
The hand remamed inside, immovable, with blood trickling from it
do^wn the waU. The fierce bolt slightly barbed had gone through it and
deep into the real door-post.
" Two," said Denys, with terrible cynicism.
He strung his crossbow, and kneeled beliind his cover again.
" The next wiU be the Abbot."
The wounded man moved, and presently crawled down to his c>jmpanions on the stairs, and the Mtchen door was shut.
There nothing was heard now but low muttering. The last incident
had revealed the mortal character of the weapons used by the besieged.
" I begin to think the Abbot's stomach is not so great as Ms body," said
Denys.
The words were scar«dy out of his mouth, wiien the following esent*
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happened aU m a couple of seconds. The Mtchen door was opened
roughly, a hea^vy but active man darted up the stafrs witho^'at any
manner of disguise, and' a suigle ponderous blow sent the door not
only off its hinges, but right across the room on to Denys's fortification,
which it struck so rudely as nearly to lay hun flat. And in the doorway
stood a colossus with a gUttermg axe.
He saw the dead man with the moon's blue Ught on liaU Ms face,
und the red light on the other liaU and inside his chapfallen jaws: he
jtared, his arms fell, his knees knocked together, and he crouched -with
ierror.
" LA MORT !" he cried m tones of terror, and turned and fled. In
which act Denys started up and shot hun tMough both jaws. He sprang
with one bound into the Mtchen, and there leaned on his axe, spitting
blood and teeth and curses.
Denys strung his bow and put Ms hand into his breaet.
He drew it out dismayed.
" My last bolt is gone," he groaned.
" But we have our swords, and you have slain the giant."
" No, Gerard," said Denys gravely-: " I have not. And the worst is 1
nave wounded him. Fool! to shoot at a retreating Uon. He had never
faced thy handiwork agam, but for my meddling."
" Ha! to your guard! I hear them open the door."
Then Denys, depressed by the one error he had committed in all this
fearful Mght, felt convinced his last hour had come. He drew his sword,
but like one doomed. But what is this? a red light flickers on the
ceiling. Gerard flew to the -wuidow and looked out. There were men
•with torches, and breastplates gleaming red. " We are saved ! Armed
men!" And he dashed Ms sword tlirough the window shouting " Qtuck!
quick! we are sore pressed."
" Back!" yeUed Deuys; " they come ! strike none but him!"
That very moment the Abbot and two men with naked weapons
rushed uito the room. Even as they came, the outer door was hammered fiercely, and the Abbot's comrades hearing it, ancl seeing the
torchUght, turned and fled. Not so the terrible Abbr-t: wild -svith rage
and pain, he spurned his dead comrade, chair and all, across the room,
then, as the men faced him on each side with kindling eyeballs, he
waved his tremendous axe Uke a feather right and left, and cleared a
space, then Ufted it to hew them both in pieces.
His antagomsts were inferior in strength, but not in swUtness and
daring, and above aU they had settled how to attack him. The moment
he reared his axe, they flew at bim Uke cats, and both together. If he
struck a fuU blow with Ms weapon he would most likely kill one, but
the other would certainly kiU hun: he saw this, and uiteUigent as well
'IS powerful, he thrust the handle fiercely m Denys's face, and, turning,
jobbed •with the steel at Gerarcl. Denys went staggeruig back covered with
Mood. Gerard had rushed m Uke Ughtning, and, just as the axe tumed
to descend on him, cfrove Ms sword so fiercely tMough the giant's body,
that tlie very liUt sounded on his ribs Uke the blow of a pugiUst, and
Denys, staggering back to help his friend, saw a steel pomt come out of
the Abbot behind.
The stricken giant beUowed Uke a bttU, dropped his axe, and clutching
Gerard's tMoat tremendously, shook Mm Uke a chUd. Then Denys witb
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a fierce snarl drove his sword into the giant's back. " Stand firm now !*
and he pushed the cold steel through and through the giant and out at
his breast.
Thus horribly spitted on both sides, the Abbot gave a violent shuduer
and his heels hammered the ground convulsively. His Ups, fast turningo
blue, opened wide and deep, and he cried " LA MORT !—LA MORT !
—LA MORT ! ! " The first time in a roar of despair, and then twice in
a horror-stricken whisper never to be forgotten.
Just then the street door was forced.
Suddenly the Abbot's arms whfrled Uke wmd-miUs, and his huge
body •wrenched wildly and carried them to the doorway, twisting thefr
wrists and nearly throwing them off their legs.
" He'U •wm clear yet," cried Denys : " out steel! and m again ! "
They tore out thefr smoMng swords, but, ere they could stab again,
the Abbot leaped full five feet high, and feU with a tremendous crash
against the door below, carrying it away with him Uke a sheet of paper,
and through the aperture the glare of torches burst on the awe-struck
faces above, haU bliiidmg them.
The thieves at the ffrst alarm had made for the back door, but driven
thence by a strong guard ran back to the kitchen, just in time to see the
lock forced out of the socket, and half a dozen mailed archers burst in
upon them. On these in pure despair they drew their swords.
But ere a blow was struck on either side, the staircase door behind
them was battered mto their midst •with one ponderous blow, and with
it the Abbot's body came flying, hurled, as they thought, by no mortal
hand, and roUed on the floor spoutuig blood from back and bosom in two
furious jets, and quivered, but breathed no more.
The thieves smitten •with dismay feU on thefr knees directly, and the
archers bound them, while, above, the rescued ones still stood like statues
rooted to the spot, thefr drippmg swords extended in the red torchlight,
expectmg their indomitable enemy to leap back on them as wonderfuUy
as he had gone.

CHAPTER XXXIV
be the true men ?"
" Here be we. God bless you aU ! God bless you !"
There was a rush to the stafrs, and half a dozen hard but friendly
hands were held out and grasped them warmly. "Y'have saved our
Uves, lads," cried Denys, " y' have saved our lives this night."
A wUd sight met the eyes of the rescued pair. The room flaring with
torches, the glittering breastplates of the archers, their bronzed faces, tho
white cheeks of the bound tMeves, and the bleeding giant, whose dead
body these hard men left lying there in its own gore.
Gerard went round the archers and took them each by the hand with
gUstening eyes, and on this they all Idssed Mm ; and this time he Msseii
them in return. Then he said to one handsome archer of Ms own age^
" Prithee, good soldier, have an ey^e to me. A strange drowsiness over'
lomfts me. Let uo one cut my tluoat while I sleep—for pity's saka."
"WHERE
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Tli& archer promised •with a laugh ; for he thought Gerard was jest.
•t"-g : and the latter went off into a deep sleep almost immediately.
Denys was surprised at this : but did not interfere ; for it suited hia
immediate purpose. A couple of archers were inspecting the Abbot's
body, turning it haU over with their feet, and inquiring, " Which of the
two had flung this enormous rogue dowm from an upper story like that:
they would fain have the trick of his arm."
Denys at first pisheil and pshawed, but dared not play the braggart, for
he said to himself, " That young vagabond will break in and say 'twas
the finger of heaven, and no mortal arm, or some such stuft', ancl make
me look like a fool." But now, seeuig Gerarcl unconscious, he suddenly
gave this required uifomiation.
" Well, then, you see, comrades, I had run my sword through this
one up to the hilt; and one or two more of 'em came buzzmg about me ;
so it behoved me have my sword or die : so I just put my foot against
his stomach, gave a tug with my hand and a spring with my^ foot, and
sent him flying to kmgdom come ! He died in the air, and his carrion
roUed in amongst you without ceremony : made you jump I warrant
me. But pikestaves and piUage ! wiiat avails prattUng of these trifles
once they are gone by ? buvons, camarades, buvons."
The archers remarked that it was easy to say " buvons" where no
liquor was, but not so easy^ to do it.
" Nay, I'U soon find ye Uquor. My nose hath a natural alacrity at
scenting out the wine. "Vou foUow me: and I my nose: bring a torch!"
And they left the room, and, finding a short flight of stone steps, descended them and entered a large, low, damp cellar.
It smelt close and dank: and the walls were encrusted here and
there •\vith what seemed cobwebs ; but proved to be saltpetre that had
oozed out of the damp stones, and crystallized.
" Oh ! the fine motildy smeU," said Denys. " In such placen stiU
lurks the good wine : advance thy torch. Diable ! what is that m the
comer ? A pile of rags ? No : 'tis a man."
They gathered round •with the torch, and lo ! a figure crouched on a
heap in the corner, pale as ashes and sliivermg.
" Why, it is the landlord," said Denys.
" Get up, thou craven heart!" shouted one of the archers.
" Why, man, the tMeves are bound, and we are dry, that bound them.
Up ! and show us thy wine ; for no bottles see I here."
" ^Vhat, be the rascals bound ?" stammered the pale landlord ; " good
news. W—w—•wine ? that will I, honest sirs."
And he rose with unsure joints and offered to lead the way to the
wine cellar. But Denys interposed. " You are all ui the dark, comrades. He is in league with the thieves."
" Alack, good soldier, me in league •with the accursed robbers ! Is
that reasonable ?"
" The gfrl said so anv wav."
" The girl ! AVhat gfrl ?' Ah ! Curse her, traitress !"
" Well," interposed the other archer ; " the gfrl is not here, but goiKy
on to the bailiff. So let the burghers settle whether this craven be gMlty
Of no : for we caught him not in the act: and let him draw us our wine."
"One moment," said Denys, shrewdly. ""Wliy cursed he the girl?
tf he be a true man. '"^ ahculd bless her as we do "
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"Alas, sfr !" said the landlord, " I have but my good name to live
by, and I cursed her to you, because you said she had belied me."
" Humph ! I trow thou art a tMef, and where is the thief that cannot lie with a smooth face ? Therefore hold him, comrades : a prisoner
can draw •wine an U Ms hands be not bound."
The landlord offered no objection ; but on the contrary^ said he would
•with pleasure show them wiiere Ms Uttle stock of •wine was, but hoped
they would pay for what they should drink, for his rent was due this
two months.
The archers .smUed grimly at Ms simpUcity as they thought it : one
of them laid a hand quietly but firmly on his shoulder, the other led on
with the torch.
Thev had reached the threshold when Denys cried " Halt!"
"What is't?"
" Here be bottles in this comer ; advance thy light."
The torch-bearer went towards him. He had just taken off his scabbard and was probing the heap the landlord had just been crouched
upon.
" Nay, nay," cried the landlord, " the wine is ui the next cellar.
There is nothmg there."
" Nothing is mighty hard, then," said Denys, and drew out sometliing
with his hand from the heap.
It proved to be oMy a bone.
Denys threw it on the floor : it rattled.
" There is nought there but the bones of the house," said the lancl»
lord.
" Just now 'twas notMng. Now that we have found something 'tis
nothing but bones. Here's another. Humph ? look at this one, comrade ; and you come too and look at it, and bring yon smooth knave
along."
The archer with the torch, whose name was Philippe, held the bone
to the light and turned it round and round.
"WeU?'; said Denys.
" Well, if this was a field of battle I should say 'twas the shank->
bone of a man ; no more, no less. But 'tisn't a battle field, nor a
churchyard ; 'tis an inn."
" True, mate : but yon knave's ashy face is as good a light to me as a
field of battle. I read the bone by it. Bring yon face nearer, I say.
When the chine is amissing, ancl the house dog can't look at you with^
9Ut his taU creeping between Ms legs, who was the thief? Good
orothers mine, my mind it doth misgive me. The deeper I thrust the
more there be. Mayhap if these bones could teU their tale they would
make true men's flesh creep that heard it."
" Alas ! young man, what hideous fancies are these ! The bones are
bones of beeves, and sheep, and Mds, and not, as you tMnk, of men and
women. Holy samts preserve us ! "
" Hold thy peace ! thy words are air. Thou hast not got burghers by
the ear, that know not a veal Miuckle from thefr grandsfre's ribs ; but
soldiers—men that have gone to look for thefr dear comrades, and found
thefr bones picked as clean by the crows, as these I doubt have been by
thee and thy mates. Men and women, saidst thou ? And prithee, when
(pake I a word of women's bones 7 "W"otd!dst make a child suspect thee
M
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Field of battle, comrade ! Was not this house a field of battle haU ah
hour agone ? Drag him close to me, let me read Ms face : now then,
what is this, thou knave ?" and he thrust a small object suddenly in hia
face.
" Alas! I know not."
" WeU, I would not swear neither : but it is too Uke the thumb bono
of a man's h a n d ; mates, m y flesh it creeps. Churchyard ! how know I
tMs is not one I "
And he now drew his sword out of the scabbard and began to rake the
heap of earth and broken crockery and bones out on the floor.
The landlord assured lum he but wasted Ms time. " We poor innkeepers are sumers," said he, " Ave give short measure and baptize the
•wine : we are fain to do these tMngs ; the laws are so tuijtist to us ; but
we are not assassins. How could we afford to kiU our customers ? May
Heaven's lightning strike me dead U there be any bones there but such
as have been used for meat. "Tis the Mtchen wench fUngs them here : I
swear by God's holy mother, by holy Paul, b y holy Domimc, and Deny)
my patron saint
ah!"
Denys held out a bone tmder Ms eye in dead sUence. I t was a
bone no man, however ignorant, however lying, could confound •with
those of sheep or oxen. 'The sight of it shut the lying lips, and palsied
the heartless heart.
The landlord's hafr rose --.isibly on Ms head like spikes, and Ms knees
gave way as if his Umbs had been strack from under him. But the
archers dragged bim fiercely up, and kept him erect under the torch
starmg fascinated at the dead skuU wiiich, wiiite as the Uving cheek op,
posed, but no wMter, glared back again at its murderer, whose pale Upnow opened, and opened, but could utter no sound.
" Ah ! " said Denys, solemnly, and trembling now with rage, " look ons
the sockets out of w-hich thou hast picked the eyes, and let them blast
thine eyes, that crows shaU pick out ere this week shaU end. Now, hold
thou that wMle I search on. Hold it, I say, or here I rob the gaUows—"
and he tMeatened the quaking -wretch with his naked sword, till -with a
groan he took the skuU and held it, almost faintuig.
Oh ! that every murderer, and contriver of murder, could see him, sick
and staggering -with terror, and with his hafr on end holding the cold
skuU, and feeUng that Ms o-wn head would soon be Uke it. And soon
the heap was scattered, and, alas! not one nor tw^o, but many skuUs were
brought to Ught, the culprit moanuig at each discovery.
Suddenly Denys uttered a strange cry of distress to come from so bold
and hard a man ; and held u p to the torch a mass of h u m a n hafr. I t waj
long, glossy, and golden. A woman's beautUul hafr. At the sight of it
the archers instinctively shook the craven wretch in thefr hands • and he
•whined.
" I have a Uttle sister -with hair just so fair and shining as tMs," gulped
Denys. " Jesu ! U it should be hers ! There, quick, take my sword
and dagger, and keep them from m y hand, lest I strike him dead and
•wrong the gibbet. And thou, poor innocent -victim, on whose head this
most lovely hafr did grow, hear me swear thus, on bended knee, never to
leave this man tUI I see hira broken to pieces on the wheel even for thy
Bake."
He rose feoj© hia law.-i. " Av, had he aa many Uves as here be haira
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i d have them all, by God." And he put the hair into his bosom. Then
in a sudden fury seized the landlord fiercely by the neck, and forced Mm
lO his knees ; ancl foot on head ground his face savagely among the
Dones of his victims, where they lay thickest: ancl the assassin first
yelled, then whined and whimpered, just as a dog first yells, then
whines, when his nose is so forced into some leveret or other innccent
he has killed.
" Now lend me thy bowstring, PhiUppe ! " He passed it tMough the
eyes of a skull alternately, and hung the ghastly relic of mortality and
crime round the man's neck ; then pulled him up and kicked Mm
ndtistriously uito the Mtchen, where one of the aldermen of the
ourgh had arrived with constables, and was even now taking an archer's
deposition.
The grave burgher was much startled at sight of the landlord driven
in bleeduig from a dozen scratches inflicted by the bones of his o^wn
victims^ and carrying Ms horrible coUar. But Denys came panting after,
and ill a few fiery words soon made all clear.
" Bind him Uke the rest," said the alderman, sternly. " I count him
the blackest of them all."
While his hands were being bound, the poor •wretch begged piteously
that " the skull might be taken from liim."
" Humph !" said the alderman. " Certes I had not ordered such a
thing to be put on mortal man. Yet being there I wiU not lift voice nor
finger to doff it. Methinks it fits thee truly, thou bloody dog. 'Tis thy
ensign, and hangs well above a heart so foul as thine."
He then inquired of Denys if he thought they had secured the whole
gang, or but a part.
" Your worship," said Denys, " there are but seven of them, and this
landlord. One we slew up stairs, one we trundled down dead, the rest
are bound before y^oti."
" Good ! go fetch the dead one from up stairs, and lay him beside him
I caused to be removed."
Here a voice like a guinea-fowi's broke peevishly in. " Now, now,
now, where is the hand? that is what I want to see." The .speaker was
\ Uttle pettifogging clerk.
"You will find it aboA'e, nailed to the door-post by a cross-bow
,^olt."
^
" Good ! " said the clerk. He whispered hia master, " "What a goodly
•jhow will the ' pifeces de conviction' make !" and with this he wrote
them clown, enumerating them in separate squeaks as he penned them.
Skulls,—Bones,—A woman's hair,—A thief's hand,—1 axe,—2 carcases,
- '1 cross-bow bolt. This done, he itched to search the cellar himself :
there might be other invaluable morsels of evidence, an ear^ or even an
earring. 'The alderman assenting, he caught up a torch ancl was hiirryinj
thither, when an accident stopped him, and indeed carried him a step or
^ 0 in the opposite direction.
The constables had gone up the stair in single file.
But the head constable no sooner saAv the phosphorescent corpse seated
by the bedside, than he stood stupefied : and next he began to shake Uke
one in an ague, and, terror gaining on him more and more, he uttered
a sort of howi and recoiled swiftly. Forgetting the steps, in Ms recoil,
he tumbled over backward on his ncareat companion : but he, shaken by
M f.
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the shout ol dismay, and catching a glimpse of something horrid, "jpas
afready staggering back, and in no condition to sustain the head cofistable, who, like most head constables, was a ponderous man. The two
carried away the thfrd, and the tMee the fourth, and they streamed into
the Mtchen, and settled on the floor, overlapping each other Uke a
sequence laid out on a card-table. The clerk coming hastUy •with his
torch ran an involuntary tUt against the fourth man, who, sharing the
momentum of the mass, knocked him instantly on his back, the ace of
that fair quint: and there he lay Mcking and wa^ving his torch, apparently in triumph, but reaUy m convulsion; sense and •wind bemgdriven
out together by the concussion,
" what is to do now, in Heaven's name ?" cried the alderman, starting
up with considerable alarm. But Denys explained, and offered to accompany his worship, " So be it," said the latter. His men picked
themselves ruefoUy up, and the alderman put himseU at thefr head
and examined the preiMses above and below. As for the prisoners,
thefr mterrogatory was postponed tiU they could be confronted •with the
servant.
Before dawn, the tMeves, aUve and dead, and all the reUcs and evidences of ''.rime and retribution, were swept away into the law's net,
and the inn was sUent and almost deserted. There remained but
one constable, and Denys and Gerard, the latter stUl sleeping heavily.

CHAPTER

XXXV

awoke, and found Denys watching him •with some anxiety.
" It is you for sleeping ! "Why, 'tis Mgh noon."
" It was a blessed sleep," said Gerard, " methmks Heaven sent it me.
It hath put as it were a veU between me and that awful night. To think
that you and I sit here alive and weU. How terrible a dream I seem to
have had !"
" Ay, lad, that is the •wise way to look at these things, when once they
are past, why they are dreams, shadows. Break thy fast, and then thou
wilt thuik no more on't. Moreover I promised to bring thee on to the
town by noon, and take thee to Ms worsMp."
" What for ?"
" He would put questions to thee ; by the same Avhen he was for
waking thee to that end, but I withstood him earnestly, and vowed to
brUig thee to him in the mormng."
" Thou shalt not break troth for me."
Gerard then sopped some rye bread in red -wine and ate it to break
Ms fast; then went with Denys over the scene of combat, and came
back shuddering, and finaUy took the road -with Ms friend, and kept
peering through the hedges, and expecting sudden attacks unreasonably, tUl they reached the Uttle to-wn, Denys took Mm tu
^ The "White Hart."
" No fear of cut-tMoats here," said he, " I know the landlord thit
t any a year. He is a burgess, and looks to be b ailiff, 'Tis hero
1 was maMng for yestreen. But we lost tune, and night o'ertook U9-^
und - "
GERARD
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* And you saw a woman at the door, and would be -wiser than la
Jeanneton ; she told us they were nought."
" Why, what saved our Uves, if not a w^oman ? Ay, and risked hei
own to do it."
" That is true, Denys, and though women are nothing to me, I long to
.hank this poor gfrl, and reward her, ay though I share every doit in my
purse with lier. Do not you ?"
" Parbleu."
" Where shall we Mid her ?"
" Mayhap the alderman -wiU teU us. We must go to him first."
The alderman received them -with a most smgtUar and inexpUcable
expression of countenance. However, after a moment's reflection, he
wore a grim smUe, and finaUy proceeded to put interrogatories to Gerard,
and took doAvn the answers. 'TMs done he told them that they must
stay in the town tiU the tMeves were tried, and be at hand to give e-vidence, on perU of fine and unprisonment. They looked very blank at tMs?.
" HoweA^er," said he, " 'tAviU not be long, the culprits haAing been taken
red handed." He added, " and you know in any case you could not leave
the place this w-eek."
Denys stared at tMs remark, and Gerard smiled at wiiat he
thought the simpUcity of the old gentleman in dreaming that a provmcial town of Burgimdy had attraction to detain Mm from Rome and
Margaret.
He now went to that Avhich Avas nearest both thefr hearts. " Your
worsMp," said he, " we cannot find our benefactress in the toAvn."
" Nay, but who is your benefactress ?"
" Who ? why the good gfrl that came to you by Mght and saved our
lives at perU of her OAATI. Oh sfr, our hearts burn Avithin us to thank and
bless her : AA'here is she ?"
" Oh, she is in prison."

CHAPTER XXXVI.
'• IN prison, sfr ; good lack, for Avhat misdeed ?"
" WeU, she is a AAitness, and may be a necessary one."
""Why, Messfre Bailiff'," put m Denys, " you lay not aU your witnesses
by the heels I trow."
The alderman, pleased at being caUed bailiff, became commuMcative.
" In a case of blood we detain aU testimony that is like to give us leg
bail, ancl so defeat Justice, and that is AAiiy we stiU keep the Avomenfolk.
For a man at odd times bides a Aveek m one nund, but a woman, U she
do her duty to the reaUn o' Friday, she shaU undo it afore Sunday, or
try. Could you see yon wench noA\', you should find her a blubbering at
haAing betrayed five males to the gaUows. Had they been females, Ave
might have trusted to a subpoena. For they despise one another. And
there they show some sense. But noAv I think on't, there were other
reasons for laying tMs one by the heels. Hand me those depositions,
young sir." And he put on Ms glasses, " Ay ! she was impUc^ted: she
-was one of the band."
A loud disclaimer biu-st from Denys and Gerard at once,
' N i need to deavp me," said the alderman, " HeK» 'tis ip black ftnd
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white. ' Jean Hardy (that is one of the thieves), bemg questioned co-iifessed that,'—humph? Ay, here'tis. ' And that the girl Manon was the
decoy, and her sweetheart Avas Georges Vipont, one of the band ; and
hanged last month ; and that she had been deject ever since, and had
openly blamed the band for Ms death, saying, if they had not been rank
cowards, he had never been taken, and it is his opinion she did but betray
thein out of very spite, and—'"
" His opinion," cried Gerard, indignantly, " A\-hat sigmfies the opiMon
of a cut-throat, burrdng to be revenged on her AAiio has deUvered liim to
justice ? And an you go to that, Avhat avaUs Ms testimony ? Is a thief
never a Uar ? Is he not aye a liar? and here a motive to Ue ? Revenge,
why 'tis the strongest of aU the passions. And oh, sir, what madness
to question a detected felon and Usten to him lying aAvay an honest lUe
—as if he were a true man swearing in open clay, A\ith Ms true hand on
the Gospel laid!"
" Young man," said the alderman, "restrain thy heat in presence O'
authority ! I find by your tongue you are a stranger. Know then that
in this land Ave question aU the world. We are not so weak as to hope
to get at the truth by shutting either our left ear or our right."
" And so you Avould listen to Satan belymg the saints!"
" Ta ! ta ! The law meddles but AAith men and Avonien, and these
cannot utter a story aU Ues, let them try ever so. "Wlierefore we shut
not the barn-door (as the saying is) against any man's grain. Only
having taken it in Ave do AvinnoAV and sift it. And AVIIO told you I had
SAvalloAved the thief's story whole like fafr water ? Not so. I did but
credit so much on't as Avas borne out by better proof."
" Better proof 2 " and Gerard looked blank. " "Why who but the
thieves would breathe a Avord against her ?"
" Marry, herseU."
" Herself, sfr ? what did you question her too ?"
" I tell you we question aU the Avorld. Here is her deposition, can you
read ?—Read it yourseU then."
Gerard looked at Denys and read Mm
MANON'S DEPOSITION.

" 1 am a native of Epinal. I left my native place IAVO years ago
because I was uMbrtunate : I could not Uke the man they bade me. So
m-v father beat me. I ran aAvay from my father. I went to service. I
left service because the mistress was jealous of me. The reason they
gave for turning me off Avas, because I was saucy. Last year I stood in
the market-place to be hfred with other gfrls. The landlord of ' The
Fafr Star' Mred me. I was eleven months with him. A yomig man
courted me. I loved him. I found out that traveUers came and never
went away again. I told my^ lover. He bade me hold my peace. He
threatened me. I found my lover was one of a band of thieves. When
traveUers were to be robbed the landlord went out and told the band to
come. Then I Avept and prayed for the traveUers' souls. I never told.
A month ago my loA'er died.
"The soldier put me in mind of my lover. He was bearded Uke him
I had lost. I cannot tell whether I should have inteifered, if he had had
no beard, I am sorry I told now."
The paper almost droppec "
'-i - - . , T . I,„„,I„ "'^'-'W for the fiwt
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time he saAV that Manon's life Avas in mortal danger. He knew the
dogged laAV, and th« clogged men that executed it, He tMoAV himself
suddeMy on his knees at the alderman's feet. " Oh, sfr ! tMnk of the
difference betAveen those cruel men and tMs poor weak Avoman ! Could
you have the heart to send her to the same death Avith them ; could yoK
have the heart to condemn us to look on and see her slaughtered, who,
but that she risked her Ufe for ours, had not now been in jeopardy ?
Alas, sfr ! show me and my comrade some pity, U you have none for
her, poor soul. Denys and I be true men, and you wiU rend our hearts
if you MU that p.oor simple girl. What can Ave do ? What is left for us
to do then but cut our throats at her gaUoAvs' foot ?"
The alderman Avas tough, but mortal; the prayers and agitation of
Gerard first astounded, then touched him. He showed it in a curious
way. He became peevish and fretful. " There, get up, do," said ha
" I doubt v/hether anybody would say as many words for me. What ho,
Daniel! go fetch the town clerk." And, on that functionary entering
from an adjolMng room, " Here is a fooUsh lad fretting about yon gfrL
Can we stretch a point ? say we admit her to bear witness, ancl question
her favourably."
The tOAvn clerk was one of your " impossibility" men.
" Nay, sfr, we cannot do that : she was not concerned in this business.
Had she been accessory, Ave might have offered her a pardon to bear
witness."
Gerard burst in. " But she did better. Instead of bemg accessory,
she stayed the crime ; and she proffered herself as witness by running
Mther AAith the tale."
" Tush, yotmg man, 'tis a matter of law." The alderman and the
clerk then had a long discussion, the one mamtaining, the other denying, that she stood as fafr in laAv, as if she had been accessory to the
attempt on our traveUers' Uves ; and this A\'as lucky for Manon : for the
alderman, irritated by the clerk reiteratmg that he could not do tMs, and
could not that, and could not do t'other, said " he would show him he
could do anything he chose." And he had Manon out, and, upon the
landlord of the " "WMte Hart" bemg her bondsman, and Denys depositing five gold pieces Avitli him, and the gfrl promismg, not without some
coaxing from Denys, to attend as a witness, he Uberated her, but eased
Ms conscience by telUng her in Ms OAvn terms his reason for tMa
leMency.
" The toAATi had to buy a new rope for everybody hanged, and present
it to the bourreau, or else compound with him in money : and she was
not in Ms opmion worth this municipal expense; whereas decided
characters Uke her late confederates, Avere." And so Denys and Gerard
carried her oft', Gerard dancing rotmd her for joy, Denys keeping up her
heart by assurmg her of the demise of a trou'blesome personage, and she
weepuig inauspiciously. HoAvever, on the road to the "White Hart"
the public found her out, ancl haAing heard the Avhole story from the
archers, Avho naturally told it warmly in her favour, followed her,
hurrahing and encouraging her, tUl finding herseU backed by numbers
she plucked up heart. The landlord too saAV at a glance that her presence in the mn Avould draAV custom, and received her politely, and
assigned her an upper chamber; here she buried herself, imd beinj!
alone, rained tears aj^ain.

i65

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH.

Poor Uttle mind, it was like a ripple, up and doAvn, doAvn and up, ap
ai:d cloAvn. Bidding the landlord be very kind to her, and keep her 3
j../isoner Avithout letting her feel it, the friends went out: and loV
as they stepped into the street they saw two processions coming towards
them from opposite sides. One was a large one attended vrith noise and
iiowls and those mdesciibable cries, by which rude natures reveal at odd
times that relationsMp to the beasts of the field and forest, which at
other times we succeed in Mding. The other very thinly attended by a
few nuns and friars, came slow and sUent.
The prisoners going to exposure in the market-place. The gathered
bones of the victims coming to the churchyard.
And the two met in the narrow street nearly at the inn door, and
could not pass each other for a long time, and the bier, that bore the
reUcs of mortality, got wedged against the cart that carried the men,
who had made those bones what they were, and in a few hours must die
for it themselves. The mob had not the qmck intelUgence to be at
once struck with this stem meeting : but at last a woman cried " Look
at your work, ye dogs !" and the crowd took it Uke wUdffre, and there
was a horrible yeU, and the culprits groaned and tried to Mde thefr
heads upon thefr bosoms, but could not, thefr hands being tied. And
there they stood images of pale hollow-eyed despafr, and oh how they
looked on the bier, and euAded those whom they had sent before them
on the dark road they were going upon themselves ! And the two men,
who were the cause of both processions, stood and looked gravely on,
and even Manon, hearing the disturbance, crept to the window, and,
hiding her face, peeped trembling tMough her fingers, as women AviU,
This strange meeting parted Denys and Gerard. The former yielded
to curiosity and revenge, the latter doffed Ms bonnet, and piously folloAved the poor remains of those whose fate had so nearly been his own.
For some time he was the one lay mourner : but when they had reached
the suburbs, a long way from the greater attraction that was filUng the
market-place, more than one artisan tMew down Ms tools, and more
than one shopman left Ms shop, and touched with pity, or a sense of
our common htmiamty, and, perhaps, decided somewhat by the example
of Gerard, foUowed the bones bare headed, and saw them deposited with
Ihe prayers of the Church in haUowed ground.
After the funeral rites Gerard stepped respectfuUy up to the cur^, an(J
ofl'ered to buy a mass for thefr souls,
Gerard, son of Catherine, always looked at two sides of a penny : and
he tried to purchase tMs mass a trifle under the usual terms, on account
of the pitiable cfrcumstances. But the good cure gently "but adroitly
parried his ingenmty, and blancUy screwed bim up to the market

price,

111 fhe course of the business they discovered a simUarity of sentiments. Piety and worldly prudence are not very rare compamons: still
it is unusual to carry both so far as these two men did, "Thefr collision
in the prayer market led to mutual esteem, as when knight encountered
knight worthy of Ms steeL Moreover the good cure loved a bit of gossip,
andfincUngMs customer was one of those who had fought the tMeves at
Domfront, would have Mm into his parlour and hear the whole from hia
OAvn Ups, And Ms heart Avarmed to Gerard and he said, " God Avas good
to ihee. I thank him for't with aU my souL Thou art a gogd S i "
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3 e added drily, " shouldst have told me this tale in the churchyarcL I
loubt I hi d glA-en thee the mass for love. HoAvever," said he (the thernometer suddenly falUng) " 'tis ill-luck to go back upon a bargain. But
"'11 broach a bottle of my old Medoc for thee : and few be the guests
Avotild do that for." The cure went to Ms cupboard and while he
;roped for the choice bottle, he muttered to himseU, " At their old tricks
i"ain

"Plait-U?" said Gerard.
" I said nought. Ay, here 'tis."
" Nay, your reverence. You surely spoke : you said ' At thefr old
ricks again !' "
"Said I so in sooth?" and his reverence smiled. He then proceeded
.0 broach the wine, and fiUed a cup for each. Then he put a log of wood
)n the fire, for stoves Avere none m Burgundy. " And so I said ' At
hefr old tricks !' did I ? Come, sip the good wine, and, AvhUst it lasts,
itory for story, I care not if I tell you a little tale."
Gerard's eyes sparkled.
" Thou loA'-est a story?"
" As my life."
" Nay, but raise not thine expectations too high, neither. 'Tis bu^ a
'oolish trifle compared Avith thme adventures."
THE CURIA'S TALE.

" Once upon a time, then, in the kingdom of France, and in the
Duchy of Burgundy, and not a day's journey from the toAvn, where now
.ve sit a sippmg of old Medoc, there lived—a cure. I say he Uved;
lut barely. The parish Avas small, the parishioners greedy ; and never
jave thefr cure a doit more tiian he could compel. The nearer they
Drought him to a disembodied spfrit by meagre diet, the hoUer should be
lis prayers in their behaU. I knoAV not U this was thefr creed, but thefr
aractice gave it colour.
" At last he pickled a rod for them.
" One day the richest farmer in the place had tAvins to baptize. The
Mire was had to the christening dinner as usual: but, ere he would bapize the children, he demanded, not the christening fees only, but the
(lurial fees. ' Saints defend us, parson,' cried the mother ; ' talk not of
-'uryiiig ! I did never see children Uker to live.' ' Nor I,' said the cure,
the praise be to God. Natheless, they^ are sure to die ; being sons of
Adam, as Avell as of thee, dame. But, die Avhen they will, 'tAvill cost
;heiii nothing; the burial fees being paid and entered in this book.'
For aU that, 'tAvUl cost them something,' quoth the miller, the greatest
wag in the piace, and as big a knave as any ; for which was the biggest
Giocl knoAveth, but no mortal man, not even the hangman. ' MiUer, I teU
thee nay,' quo' the cur3. ' Parson, I tell you ay,' quo' the miller.
' 'TAVUI cost them thefr lives.' At Avhich millstone conceit Avas a great
laugh ; ancl in the general mirth the fees were paid and the Christians
made.
" But when the next parishioner's child, and the next after, and aU,
had to pay each his burial fee, or lose his place in heaven, discontent
did secretly rankle in the parish. Well, one fine day they met in secret,
and sent a churcliAvarden A\ith a comiilamt to the bishop, and a thunderbolt fell on the poor cnv&. Catne to him at dumer-time a stimmons ta
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the episcopal palace, to brmg the parish books and ansA\'er certain
charges. Then the cure guessed where the shoe pinched. He left his
food on the board ; for smaU his appetite noAV; and took the parish
books and went quakmg.
" The bishop entertained him AAith a froAvn, and exposed the plaint.
Monseigneui',' said the cure right humbly, 'doth the parish allege
many things against me, or this one only ?' ' I n sooth, but this one,'
said the bishop ; and softened a Uttle. ' Ffrst, monseigneur, I acknowledge the fact.' ' 'Tis well,' quoth the bishop ; ' that saves time and
trouble. Now to your excuse, U excuse there be.' ' Monseigneur, I have
been cure of that parish scA'en years, ancl fifty children have I baptized,
and buried not five. At ffrst I used to say ' Heaven be praised, the afr
of this AiUage is main healtliy ;' but on searcMng the register book I
found 'tAvas always so, and on probing the matter, it came out that of
those born at Domfront, all, but here ancl there one, did go and get
hanged at Aix. But this Avas to defraud not their ciir6 only, but the
entire Church of her dues : since " pendards " pay no funeral fees, being
buried in afr. Thereupon, knowing by sad experience their greed,
and hoAv they grudge the Church every sou, I laid a trap to keep
them from hanging : for, greed against greed, there be of them that will
die in thefr beds Uke trae men, ere the Church shall gain those funeral
fees for nought.' Then the bishop laughed till the tears ran doAvn, and
questioned the chiu'chwarden, and he Avas fain to confess that too many
of the parish did come to that unlucky end at Aix. ' Then,' said
the bishop, ' I do approve the act, for myself ancl my successors ; and so
be it ever, tiU they mend thefr manners ancl die in tliefr beds.' And the
next day came the ringleaders crest-faUen to the cure, and said,' Parson,
ye were ever good to us, barrmg this untoAvard matter : prithee let there
be no iU blood anent so triAial a thing.' And the cure said, ' My children, I were unworthy to be your pastor could I not forgive a Avrong ; go
in peace, and get me as many chUcfren as may be, that by the double
fees the curd you loA'e may miss starvation.'
" And the bishop often told the story, and it kept his memory ot
the cure aUve, and at last he slufted him to a decent parish, Avhere he can
ofler a glass of old Medoc to such as are Avorthy of it. Thefr name it is
not legion."
A Ught broke in upon Gerard, his countenance showed it.
" Ay ! " said Ms host, " I am that cure : so noAV thou canst guess why
I said 'At their old tricks.' My Ufe on't they have wheedled my successor mto reiMttmg those funeral fees. You are AveU out of that parish.
And so am I."
The cure's Uttle niece burst in, " Uncle, the weighing : — la ! f>
Itranger ! " And burst out.
The cui-e rose dfrectly, but Avoukl not part with Gerard.
" Wet thy beard once more, and come with me."
In the church porch they found the sexton Avith a huge pafr of scales
and Aveights of all sizes. Several humble persons Avere standing by, anu
soon a woman stepped forward with a sickly child and said, " Be it heav^
be it light, I A^OAV, in lye meal of the best, whate'er this child shaU weigh
and the same AviU duly pay to holy Church, an i£ he shaU cast Ms trouble.
Pray, good people, for this cliUd, and for me his mother hither come in
dole and care'
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The child Avas weighed, and yeUed as U the scale had been ths
font.
" Courage ! dame," cried Gerard. " This is a good sign. There is
plenty of life here to battle its trouble."
" Now, blest be the tongue that tells me so," said the poor Avoman.
She hushed her ponderUng against her bosom, and stood aloof Avatching,
whilst another Avoman brought her child to scale.
But presently a loud, dictatorial voice Avas heard. " Way there, make
Avay for the seigneur ! "
'The small folk parted on both sides like Avaves ploughed by a lordly
galley, and ui marched in gorgeous attfre, his cap adorned by a feather
with a topaz at its root, his jerkin richly furred, satin doublet, red hose,
shoes Uke skates, diamond-hUted sword m velvet scabbard, and haAvk on
his Avrist, " the lord of the manor." He flung himseU into the scales as
if he was lord of the zodiac as Avell as the manor: Avhereat the hawk
balanced and flapped ; but stuck : then Avinked.
While the sexton heaved in the great Aveights, the cure told (Jerard
" My lord had been sick imto death, and vowed his weight in bread and
cheese to the poor, the Church takuig her tenth."
" Permit me, my lord ; if your lordship continues to press Avith your
lordship's staff on the other scale, you will disturb the balance."
His lordship gruined and removed his staff, and leaned on it. The cur6
poUtely but firmly objected to that too.
"MiUe diables ! what am I to do with it, then?"cried the other.
" Deign to hold it out so, my lord, Avide of both scales."
When my lord did this, and so fell into the trap he had laid foi
holy Church, the good ctu-e AvMspered to Gerard, " Cretensis incidit
in Cretensem !" Avhich I take to mean, " Diamond cut diamond." He
then said with an obseqmous afr, " If that your lordsMp grudges
Heaven fuU Aveight, you might set the hawk on your lacquey, and so save
a pound."
" Gramercy for thy rede, cure," cried the great man, reproachfuUy.
" ShaU I for one sorry pound grudge my poor foAvl the benefit of holy
Church ? I'd as Ueve the doAil should have me and all my house as her,
any day i' the year."
" Sweet is affection," whispered the cm-e.
" Between a bfrd and a brute," AvMspered Gerard.
•" Tush !" and the cure looked terrified.
The seigneur's Aveight Avas booked, and Heaven I trust and believe did
not weigh his gratitude m the balance of the sanctuary.
For my unlearned reader is not to suppose there Avas anything the
least eccentric m the man, or Ms gratitude to the Giver of health and aU
good gUts. Men look forAvard to death, and back upon past sickness
Avith different eyes. Item, Avhen men drive a bargain, they strive to
get the sunny sicle of i t ; it matters not one straAV Avhether it is Avith man
or Heaven they are bargaining. In this respect Ave are the same noAV, at
bottom, as we were lour hundred years ago : only in those day^s Ave did
it a grain or tAvo more naively, and that naivete shone out more palpably,
because, in that rud-e age, body prevaUing over mind, aU sentiments took
material forms. Man repented Avith scourges, prayed by bead, bribed
the saints with wax tapers, put fish mto the body to sanctUy the soul,
sojourned in cold water for enipfre over the emotions, and thankca
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God for returning health in 1 cAvt. 2 stone 7 lb. 3 oz, 1 dwt, of tread and
cheese,
"WhUst I have been preachmg, who preach eo rarely and so UI, the
good cure has been soUcituig the lord of the manor to step into the
church, and give order what shall be done Avith his great-great-grandfather.
" Ods bodildns ! what, have you dug him up ! "
" Nay^, my lord, he never Avas buried."
" "What, the old diet Avas trae after aU ?"
" So true that the workmen tMs very day found a skeleton erect in the
piUar they are repafring. I had sent to my lord at once, but I knew he
would be here."
" It is he ! 'Tis h e ! " said Ms descendant, quickeMng his pace. " Let
us go see the old boy. This youth is a stranger, I think."
Gerard bowed.
" KnoAV then that my great-great-grandfather held his head high, and,
being on the point of death, revolted against lying under the aisle Avith
Ms forbears for mean folk to pass over. So, as the tradition goes, he
swore his son, (my great-grandfather) to bury him erect m one of the
piUars of the church " (here they entered the porch). " For," quoth he,
'NO BASE MAN SHALL PASS OVER MY STOMACH,' Peste!"
and, even wMle speaMng, Ms lordship parried acfroitly 'with Ms stick a
skull that came hopping at him, bowled by a boy in the middle of the
aisle, Avho took to his heels yelling Avith fear the moment he saw what
he had done. His lordsMp hurled the skuU furiously after Mm as he
ran, at which the cure gave a shout of dismay and put forth his arm to
hinder him, but was too late.
The cure groaned aloud. And, as if this had evoked spirits of mischief, up started a whole pack of chUdren from some ambuscade, and imseen, but heard loud enough, clattered out of the church like a covey
rising m a thick Avood,
" Oh! these perMcious brats," cried the cure, " The workmen
cannot go to thefr nonemete but the church is rUe with them. Pray
Heaven they have not found his late lordship ; nay, I mind, I hid Ms
lordship tinder a workman's jerkin, and—saints defend us ! the jerldn
has been moved."
The poor cure's worst misgivings were realized : the rismg generation of plebeians had played the miscMef with the haughty old noble.
"The Uttle ones had jockeyed for the bones oh" and pocketed such of
them as seemed adapted for certain primitive games then in vogue
amongst them.
" I'U excommtiMcate them," roared the curate, " and all their race."
" Never heed," said the scapegrace lord : and stroked his hawk;
"' there is enough of him to SAvear by. Put hmi back! put hmi back!"
" Surely, my lord, 'tis your A\iU Ms bones be laid in haUowed earth,
and masses said for his poor prideful soul ?"
The noble stroked his hawk.
"Are je there. Master Cure?" said he. "Nay, the business is too
old : he is out of purgatory by this time, uj) or down. I shall not
draw my purse-strings for him. Every dog his day. Adieu, Messires,
adieu, ances^jor :" and he sauntered off whistling to Ms hawk aaq
caress? ug it-
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His reverence looked ruefully after hun.
" t.l'retensis incicUt in Cretensem," said he, soiTowfuUy. " I thought 1
Lad Jiim safe for a dozen masses. Yet I blame hmi not, but that young
ne'er-do-weel Avhicli did trundle his ancestor's skull at us : for who could
venerate Ms great-great-grandsire and play football Avith his head ? Well
it behoA'es us to be better Christians than he is." So they gathered the
bones rcA^erently, and the cure locked them up and forbacle the Avorkmen, wiio noAV entered the church, to close up the piUar, till he should
recoA'er by threats of the Clitu-ch's Avrath OA'cry atom of my lord. Ancl
he shoAA'ed Gerard a famous shrine in the chttrcli. Before it Avere the
usual gifts of tapers, &c. There Avas also a AA-ax image of a falcon, most
curiously moulded and coloured to the Ufe, eyei and all. Gerard's
eye fell at once on this, and he expressed the UA'eliest admiration.
The curd assented. Then Gerard asked " Could the samt have loved
haAvking ?"
The cure laughed at Ms simplicity. " Nay, 'tis but a statuary liaAA'k
When they have a bfrd of gentle breed they cannot train, they make his
Ullage, and send it to this. shrme with a present, and pray the saint to
work upon the stubborn iMnd of the original, and make it ductile as
wax : that is the notion, ancl methinks a reasonable one, too."
Gerard assented. " But alack, reverend sfr, were I a saint, methinks 1
should side Avitli the frmocent dove, rather than Avith the cruel hawk that
rends her."
" By St. Denys you are right," said the cure. " But, que voulez-vous 1
the saints are debonafr, and have been flesh themselves, and
Miow man's frailty and absurdity. 'Tis the Bishop of Avignon sent
this one."
" W h a t ! do bishops liaAvk in this country ? "
" One and all. Every noble person liaAvks, ancl lives Avith hawk
on Avrist. Why my lord abbot hard by^, and his lordship that has just
jiarted from us, had a tAvo years' feud as to Avhere they should put their
liaAvks doAAm on that very altar there. Each claimed the right hand ol
the altar for his bird."
" What desecration ! "
" Nay ! nay ! thou knowest we make them doff both glove and hawk
to take the blessed eucharist. Thefr jeAvellecl gloA^es will they give to a
servant or simple Christian to hold: but thefr beloved hawks they AviU
put doAvn on no place less than the altar."
Gerard inqufred how the battle of the haAAi-:s ended.
" W h y , the abbot he yielded, as the Church yields to laymen. He
searched ancient books, and found t-hat the left hand Avas the more
honourable, being in truth the riglit hand, since the altar is east, but
looks Avestward. So he gaA'e my lord the soi-disaut right hand, and contented himseU Avith tiie real right hand, and even so may the
Church still outAAit the lay nobles and their arrogance, saving yo'iir
presence."
" Nay, sfr, I honour the Church. I am convent-bred, and owe all I
aave and am to holy Church."
" Ah, that accounts for my sudden liking to thee. Art a gracious
youth. Come and see me whenever thou wilt."
Gerard took this as a Mnt that he might go now. I t jumped with his
3wn Avish, fJJ' he was curious to bna-T Avhat Denys had seen an'' donp ""U
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this time. He made Ms reverence and Avalked out of the church ; but
AA^as no sooner clear of it than he set off to run Avitli all his might: and,
tearing round a corner, ran into a large stomach, whose owner clutched
him, to keep himself steady under the shock ; but did not release hif
hold on regaining his equiUbriitra.
" Let go, man," said Gerard.
" Not so. You are my prisoner."
" Prisoner ?"
"Ay."
" "Wliat for in lieaA^en's name ? '•
" Wliat for ? ^Vhj sorcery."
"SORCERY?"
•' Sorcery."

CHAPTER XXXVII.
'i'HE culprits Aveie condemned to stand pinioned in the market-place
for tAvo hours, that should any persons recognize them or any of them aa
gmlty of other crimes, they might depose to that eft'ect at the trial.
They stood however the whole period, and no one advanced anything
fresh against them. TMs Avas the less remarkable that they were mght
birds, A'ampfres wiio preyed in the dark on weary travellers, mostly
strangers.
But, just as they were being taken down, a fearful scream AA'as heard
iu the crowd, and a Avoman pointed at one of them, Avitli eyes almost
starting from thefr sockets : but ere she could speak she fainted
away.
Tlieii men and Avomen croAvded round her partly to aid her, partly
frcm curiosity^ When she began to recoA'er they fell to conjectures.
" 'Twas at Mm she pointed."
" Nay, 'tAA'as at this one."
" Nay, nay," said another, " 'tAvas at yon hangdog Avitli the hair hung
round his neck."
AU further conjecture Avas cut short. The poor creature no sooner recovered her senses than shefleAVat the landlord like a Uoness. " My
child ! Man ! man ! GiA'e me back my child." And she seized th"
glossy golden hair that the officers had hung round his neck, and tore it
from his neck, and covered it Avith Idsses : then, her poor confused mind
clearing, she saw even by this token that her lost gfrl was dead, and sank
suddenly down shrieking ancl sobbing so OA'er the poor hair, that the
croAvd rushed on the assassin with one savage groAvl. His Ufe had ended
then and sjieedily, for in those clays aU carried death at their gfrdles,
But Denys drcAv Ms SAVord cUrectly, and shoutuig "A moi, camarades !"
kept the mob at bay^ " Who lays a finger on him dies." Other archers
backed him, and with some difficulty they kept him uninjured, wMle
Denys appealed to those who shouted for his blood.
"What sort of A-engeance is this? AvotUd you be so mad as rob the
wheel, and give the A^erimn an easy death ?"
The mob Avas kept passlA-e by the archers' steel rather than by Denys's
words, and growled at interrsla e i t h flasMng eyes. The municipal
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officers seeing this, coUected round, and Avitli the archers made a guara,
and prudently carried the accused back to gaol.
The mob hooted them, and the prisoners, indiscriminately, Denys
saw the latter safely^ lodged, then made for the " "Wliite Hart," where he
expected to find Gerard,
On the Avay he saw tAvo girls Avorldng at a first-floor window. He
sainted them. They smiled. He entered into conversation. Thefr
manners Avere easy, thefr complexion high.
He invited them to a repast at the " "\\iiite Hart." They objected.
He acquiesced in thefr refusal. They consented. Ancl in this charming
X)ciety he forgot aU about poor Gerard, Avho meantime was carried off
to g a o l ; but on the way suddenly stopped, havuig noAV somcAA^hat recovered Ms presence of mind, and demanded to knoAv by Avhose atithoritv
ne Avas arrested. " By the vice-baillie's," said the constable.
" The vice-baUUe ! Alas ! Avliat have I a stranger clone to offend a
\ice-baillie ? For this charge of sorcery must be a blind. No sorcerer
am I : but a poor true lad far from his home."
TMs vague shift disgusted the officer. " Show him the capias, Jacques,"
said he.
Jacques held out the Avrit in both hands about a yard and a half from
Gerard's eye; and at the same moment the large constable suddeMy
pinned him ; both offlcers Avere on tenter-hooks lest the prisoner should
grab the document, to wiiich they attached a superstitious unportance.
But the poor prisoner had no such thought. Query Avhether he would
have touched it A\itli •'.he tongs. He just craned out his neck and read
it, and, to his infinite surprise, found the Aice-baiUff AVIIO had signed the
writ Avas the friendly alderman. He took courage and assured Ms captor
there Avas some error. But finding he made no impression, denianded to
be taken before the alderman.
" "What say you to that, Jacques ?"
" Impossible. We have no orders to take him before his worship.
Read the AATit ! "
" Nay, b a t good Mnd felloAvs, what harm can it be ? I Avill give ye
each an ecu."
" Jacques, what say you to that ?"
" Hmiipli! I say^ we have no orders not to take him to his w^orship.
Read the Avrit! "
" Then say Ave take hun to prison round by his worship."
It was agreed. They got the money : and bade Gerard observe the^
were douig him a favour. He saw they Avanted a little gratitude as well
as much silver. He tried to satisfy this cuiiidity, but it stuck in his
throat. Feigning Avas not his forte.
He entered the alderman's presence AA-ith his heart in his mouth, and
begged Avitli faltering voice to knoAV Avhat he had done to offend since he
left that very room Avith Manon and Denys.
" Nought that I know of," said the alderman.
On the Avrit being shoAAm him, he told Gerard he had signed it at day
break. " I get old, and my memory faileth me : a discussing of the gfri
I quite forgot your OAAII oft'ence: but I remeiiiber iioAV. AU is Avell. "Vou
are he I committed for sorcery^ Stay! ere you go to gaol, you shall hear
what your accuser says : run and fetch hmi, you."
Tho nuui ci'.vVl not find the accuser all at once. So the alderman.
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getting impatient, told Gerard the main charge was that he had set ia
dead body a burning with diaboUcal fire, that flamed, but did not consume. "And if 'tis true, young man, I'm sorry for thee, for-thou wUt
assuredly bum with fire of good pine logs in the market-place of Neufchasteau."
" Oh, sfr, for pity's sake let me have speech with his reverence tlu
cure."
The alderman adAised Gerard against it. " The Church was hard(fr
upon sorcerers than was the corporation."
" But, sir, I am innocent," said Gerard, between snarling and whining.
" Oh ; if you—thi^ik—you are innocent—officer, go Avith him to the
cure ! but see he 'scape you not. Innocent quotha ?"
They found the cure m his doublet repairing a wheelbarrow. Gerard
told Mm aU, and appealed piteously to Mm. " Just for using a Uttlo
phosphorus—in self-defence—against cut-tMoats they are going tc
hang."
It was lucky for our magician that he had afready told Ms tale in fidl
to the cure ; for thus that sMewd personage had hold of the stick at the
right end. The corporation held it by the ferule. His reverence looked
exceedingly grave and said, " I must question you privately on this untoward business." He took him into a private room and bade the officer
etand outside and guard the door, and be ready to come U caUed. The
Dig constable stood outside the door, quaking, and expecting to see the
room fly away and leave a stink of brimstone. Instantly they were
alone the cure unlocked Ms countenance and was MmseU again.
" Show me the trick on't," said he, all curiosity.
" I cannot, sfr, imless the room be darkened."
The cure speedily closed out the Ught with a wooden shutter. " Now
then."
" But on AA'hat shaU I put it ?" said Gerard. "Here is »o dead face.
Twas that made it look so dfre." The cure groped about the room.
' Good : here is an image : 'tis my patron saint."
" Heaven forbid ! That were profanation."
" Pshaw ! '^AAill rab off, wUl't not ?"
" Ay, but it goes against me to take such Uberty with a saint," objected the sorcerer.
" Fiddlestick ! " said the divine.
" To be sure my putting it on his holiness will show your reverence it
is no Satamc art."
" Mayhap 'tAvas for that I did propose it," said the cur6 subtly.
Thus encouraged Gerard ffred the eyes and nostrils of the image and
made the cure jump. Then Ughted up the hafr in patches : and set the
Avhole face shining like a glowworm's.
" By'r Lady," shouted the cure, " 'tis strange, and smaU my wonder
that they took you for a magician, seeing a dead face thus ffred. Now
come thy ways with me ! "
He put on Ms grey gOAvn and great hat, and in a few minutes they
found themselves in presence of the alderman. By Ms side, poisoning
his mind, stood the accuser, a singular figure in red hose and red shoes,
a black goAvn Avith blue bands, and a cocked hat.
After saluting the alderman, the cure tumed to this personage and
<aid good-humourcdly, " So, Mangis. at thy work again, babbling aw'ay

^^±^

LIQUIDiJiK AJND T H E H E A R T H .

177

honest men's Uves ! Come, your Avorship, this is the old tale ; IAA^O of a
traie can ne'er agree. Here is Mangis, who professes sorcery, and Avould
lell MmseU to Satan to-Mght, but that Satan is not so weak as buy AA'hat
he can have gratis, tliis Mangis, Vi^ho would be a sorcerer, but is only a
quacksalver, accuses of magic a true lad, who did but use in self-defence
a secret of chemistry well knoAvn to me and to all churchmen."
" But he is no churchman, to dabble in such mysteries," objected the
tlderman.
" He is more churchma-n than layman, bemg convent bred, and in the
lesser orders," said the ready cure. " Therefore, sorcerer, Avithdraw thy
plaint Avithout more words !"
" That AviU I not, your reverence," replied Mangis stoutly. "A sorcerer
I am, but a wMte one, not a black one. I make no pact Aiith Satan, but
on the contrary stUl battle-him AAith laAA'ful and necessary arts. I ne'er
profane the sacraments, as do the black sorcerers, nor turn myself into a
cat and go sucking infants' blood, nor e'en thefr breath, nor set dead men
o' fire. I but tell the peasants Avhen thefr cattle and their hens are possessed, and at Avhat time of the moon to plant rye, and what clays in each
month are lucky for wooing of Avomen and seUing of bullocks, ancl so
forth : above all, it is my art and my trade to detect the black magicians, as I did that AAiiole tribe of them who were burnt at Dol but last
year."
"Av, Mangis. And what is the upshot of that famous fire thy tongue
did kindle ?"
" Why, thefr ashes were cast to the AAind."
" Ay. But the true end of thy comedy is this. The parliament of
Dijon hath since sUtecl the matter, and found they Avere no sorcerers, but
good and peaceful citizens; and but last Aveek did order masses to be said
for their souls, and expiatory farces and mysteries to be played for them
in seA'eii towms of Burgundy; all w^hicli AA'iU not of -iliose cinders make
men and Avomen again. NOAV 'tis our custom in this land, AA'hen Ave liaA'e
slain the innocent by hearkening false knaves like thee, not to blame our
cieduloits ears, but the false tongue that gulled them. "\'\1ierefore bethink thee that, at a word from me to my lord bishop, thou Avilt smell
burning pine nearer than e'er knave smelt it and lived, ancl A\'ilt travel
iiu a smoky cloud to him Avliose heart thou bearest (for the Avorcl devil
in the Latin it meaneth 'false accuser'), and AA^hose liveiy thou
Avearest."
And the cure pointed at Mangis with his staff,
" That is true ifegs," said the alderman, "for red ancl black be the foul
fiendys colours."
By this time the Avhite sorcerer's cheek w-as as colourless as his diess
was fiery^ Indeed the contrast amounted to pictorial. He stammered
cat, " I respect holy Church and her Avill ; he shall fire the churchyard,
and all in it, for me : I do AvithdraAv the plaint."
" Then A\ithdraAV thyself," said the vice-bailiff.
The moment he was gone, the cure took the conversational tone, and
told the alderman courteously that the accused had received the chemical
substance from holy Chunii, and h.-id restored it her, by giving it all to
him.
'• Then 'tis in good hands," was the reply ; " young man, y(ju are fre^
Let me have your reverence's praA'crLi."

178

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH,

" Doubt it not! Humph ? Vlce-baUUe, the toAvn OAves me four sUvei
franks, tMs tMee months and more."
" They shaU be paid, cure, ay, ere the week be out."
On this good understanding Church and State parted. As soon as he
was in the street Gerard caught the priest's hand, and kissed it.
" Oh, sfr ! Oh, your reverence. You have saved me from the fiery
stake. What can I say, Avhat do ? what—"
" Nought, foolish lad. Bounty rewards itseU. Natheless—Humpii ?
—I wish I had done't A\ithout leasing. It UI becomes my function tc
utter falsehoods."
" Falsehood, sfr- ?" Gerard was mystified.
" Didst not hear me say thou hadst given me that same phosphorus ?
'TwiU cost me a fortMght's penance, that Ught word." The cure sighed,
and Ms eye tA\inMed cunningly.
" Nay, nay," cried Gerard, eagerly. " Now Heaven forbid ! That
was no falsehood, father : Avell you knew the phosphorus was yours, is
yours." And he thrust the bottle mto the cure's hand. " But alas, 'tis
too poor a gUt : AviU you not take from my purse somewhat for holy
Church ?" and noAv he held out Ms purse AAith gUstemng eyes.
" Nay," said the other brusquely, and put Ms hands qmckly beMnd
him : " not a doit. Fie ! fie ! art pauper et exul. Come thou rather
each day at noon and take thy diet Avith m e ; for my heart warms
to thee ;" and he Avent off very abruptly Avith his hands behind
him.
They^ itched.
But they itched in A^ain
Where there's a heart there's a Rubicon.
Gerard went hastUy to the inn to reUeve Denys of the anxiety so long
and mysterious an absence must have caused him. He found him seated
at Ms ease, playing dice AAith two young lacUes whose manners were
unreserA'ed, and complexion Mgh.
Gerard Avas hurt. " N'oubUez point la Jeanneton !" said he, colouring up.
" What of her ?" said Denys, gaily rattUng the dice.
" She said,' Le pcu que sont les femmes.'"
'• Oh, cUd she ? And what say A'OU to that, mesdemoiselles ?"
" We say tii"t none rtm Avonien doAvn, but such as are too old, or too
Ul-favoured, or too Avitless, to please them."
" Witless, quotha. Wise men have not folly enough to please them,
nor madness enough to desire to please them," said Gerard, loftUy : " but
'tis to my comrade I speak, not to you, you brazen toads, that make so
free Avith a man at first sight."
" Preach aAvay, comrade. Fling a byword or two at our heads. Know,
gfrls, that he is a very Solomon for byAvords. Methinks he was brought
up by hand on 'em."
"Be thy friendship a byword!" retorted Gerard. "The friend.sMp
ihat melts to nought at sight of a farthingale."
" Malheureux !" cried Denys, " I speak but pellets, and thou answerest
daggers."
" Would I could," was the reply. " Adieu."
" What a Uttle savage 1" said one of the gfrh..
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Gerard opened the door and put in his head.
byword," said he, spitefuUy,
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" I have thought of a

' Qui haute femmes et dez
II mourra en pauvretez.'
There." And having deUvered tMs thunderbolt of antique wisdom, he
slammed the door viciously ere any of them could retort.
And now, being somewhat exhausted by his anxietie.s, he went to the
bar for a morsel of bread and a cup of Avine. The landlord would sell
notMng less than a pmt bottle. WeU then he Avoiild have a bottle : but
when he came to compare the contents of the bottle Avith its size, great
•was the discrepancy : on this he examined the bottle keeMy, and found
that the glass was tMn where the bottle tapered, but towards the bottom
unnaturally tMck. He pomted this out at once.
The landlord ansAvered superciUously that he did not make bottles :
and was noAvise accomitable for thefr shape.
" That we will see presently," said Gerard. " I wiil take this thy pint
to the vice-baUiff."
" Nay, nay, for Heaven's sake," cried the landlord, changing his tone
at once. " I love to content my customers. If, by chance this pint be
short, Ave AviU charge it and its fellow three sous, instead of tAvo sous
each."
" So be it. But much I admire that you, the host of so fafr an
um, should practise tlras. The Avine, too, smacketh strongly of spring
water."
" Young sfr," said the landlord, " we cut no travellers' throats at this
mn, as they do at most. HoAvever, you know all about that. The
'Wlute Hart' is no Uon, nor bear. Whatever masterftil robbery is
done here, is done upon the poor host. How then could he Uve at aU
U he dealt not a little crooked with the few who pay ?"
Gerard objected to this system root and branch. Honest trade was
sniaU profits, qmck returns ; and neither to cheat nor be cheated.
The lancUord sighed at this picture. " So might one keep an inn in
Heaven, but not in Burgundy. When foot soldiers going to the wars
are quartered on me, how can I but lose by thefr custom ? Two sous per
day is thefr pay, and they eat two sous' worth, and drmk into the bargain. The pardoners are my good friends, but palmers and pUgrim.s,
what thmk you I gain by them ? Marry, a loss. Minstrels and jongleurs
draw custom, and so clami to pay no score, except for Uquor. By the
secular monks I neither gam nor lose, but the black and grey friars have
made VOAV of poverty, but not of famine ; eat Uke wolves and give the
poor host nought but thefr prayers ; and mayhap not them : how can ho
teU ? In my father's day Ave had the Aveddings : but noAV the great
gentry let their houses and thefr plates, thefr mugs and thefr spoons, to
dny honest couple that Avaiit to Aved, and tMther the veiy mechanics go
<vith thefr brides aud bridal tram. They come not to us : indeed we
could not find seats and vessels for such a crowd as eat and drink and
dance the Aveek out at the homeliest Avedding noAV. In my father's day
the great gentry sold Avine by the barrel only ; but noAv they have leavu
to cry it, and seU it by the galopin, in the very market-place. How can
we vie Avit^* "iern ? They grow it. We buy it of the grower. The
n 2

180

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH.

coroner's quests we havo stUI, and these would bring goodly profit, but
the meat is aye gone ere the mouths be fuU."
" You should make better provision," suggested Ms hearer.
'' The law AviR not let us. We are forbidden to go into the market for
th 5 first hour. So, when we arrive, the burghers have bought aU but the
refuse. Besides the law forbids us to buy more than three bushels of
meal at a time : yet market day comes but once a week. As for the
butchers, they Avill not kill for us unless we bribe them."
" Courage!" said Gerard, kindly, " the shoe pmches every trader
somewhere."
" Ay : but not as it pinches us. Our shoe is trode aU o' one side as
AveU as pinches us lame. A savofr, if we pay not the merchants Ave buy
meal, meat, and Avine of, they can cast us into prison and keep us there
till we pay or die. But we caimot east into prison those who buy those
A'ery Aictuals of us. A traveUer's horse we may keep for Ms debt; but
where in Heaven's name ? In our owm stable, eating Ms head off at our
cost. Nay, we may keep the traveUer himseU : but where ? In gaol ?
Nay, in our OAvn good house, and there must we lodge and feed hira
gratis. And so fling good sUver after bad ? Merci ; no : let him go •with
a wamon. Our honestest customers are the tMeves. Would to Heaven
there were more of them. They look not too close into the shape of tha
canaMn, nor into the host's reckoning : vsith them and Avith thefr purses
'tis Ughtly come, and Ughtly go. Also they spend freely, not knoAving
but each carouse may be thefr last. But the tMef-takers, instead of
profiting by tMs fafr example, are for ever robbing the poor host. "When
noble or honest traveUers descend at our door, come the provost's men
pretending to suspect them, and demanding to search them and thefr
papers. 'To save wMch offence the host must bleed Avine and meat.
Then come the excise to examine aU your weights and measures. You
must stop thefr mouths Avith meat and Avine, ToAvn excise. Royal
excise, ParUament excise, A swarm of them, and aU Avith a woU in
thefr stomachs and a sponge in thefr guUets, Monks, friars, pUgrims,
palmers, soldiers, excisemen, provost-marshals and men, and mere bad
debtors, how can the ' "WMte Hart' butt against all these ? Cutting no
tMoats in seU-defence as do your ' Swans' and ' Roses' and ' Boar's
Heads' and ' Red Lions' and ' Eagles,' your ' Moons,' ' Stai-s,' and
Moors,' how can the ' "White Hart' give a pint of wine for a pint ?
And everything risen so. "Why, lad, not a pound of bread I seU but
costs me three good copper demers, twelve to the sou ; and each pint of
wine, bought by the tun, costs me four deMers ; every sack of charcoal
two sous, and gone in a day. A pafr of partridges five sous. "What
tliink you of that ? Heard one ever the Uke ?fiA^esous for two Uttle
beasts aU bone and feather ? A pair of pigeons, thirty deniers. 'Tia
iiunation ! ! ! For Ave may not raise our prieen Avith the market. Oh,
no. I teU thee the shoe is trod aU o' one side as well as pinches the
water into our eyn. We may charge nought for mustard, pepper, salt,
orfii'CAVood.Think y^ou we get them for nought ? Candle it is a sou.
the pound. Salt five sous the stone, pepper four sous the pound, mustard tAventy deniers the pint : and raw meat, dwindleth it on the spit
uith no cost to me but loss of Aveight ? "Why what think you I pay mV
v-ook ? But you shall never guess. A HUNDRED SOUS A YEAJJ
tS I AM A LIVIN'^ SINNER.
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" And my waiter tlifr-ty sous, besides his perquisites. He i^ a hantle
richer than I am. And then to be msulted as weU as pUlaged. Last
Sunday I Aveiit to church. It is a place I trouble not often. Didn't the
cure lash the hotel-keepers ? I grant you he hit aU the trades, except
the one that is a byAvord for looseness, and pride, and sloth, to wit the
clergy. But, mind you, he stripeit the other lay estates with a feathei,
but us hotel-keepers Avith a neat's pizzle : godless for this, godless fox
that, and most godless of aU for opening our doors during mass. Why,
the hiAV forces us to open at all hours to travellers from another lOAvn,
stopping, halting, or passing : those be the Avords. They can fine us
before the baiUff if we refuse them, mass or no mass : and, say a townsman should creep m Avith the true traveUers, are Ave to blame ? They
aU VOAV they are tfred wayfarers ; and can I ken every face in a great
toAvn Uke this ? So U we respect the laAV our poor souls are to suffei;
and if we respect it not, our poor lank purses must bleed at two holes,
fine and loss of custom."
A man speaking of himseU, in general, is " a babbling brook :" of Ms
•wrongs, " a shining river."
" Labitur et labetiir in cmne volubilis jevum."
So luckUy for my readers, though not for aU concerned, this injured
orator Avas arrested in mid career. Another man burst in upon his
Avrongs Avith aU the advantage of a recent Avrong ; a Avrong red hot. It
was Denys cursing and swearing and crying that he was robbed.
"Did those hussies pass this way? AAiio are they? Avhere do they
bide ? They have ta'en my purse and fifteen golden pieces : raise the
hue and cry ! ah ! traitresses ! vipers ! These mns are aU guetapens."
" There iiOAV," cried the landlord to Gerarcl.
Gerard implored him to be calm, and say how it had befallen.
" First one went out on some pretence : then after a w^hile the othe*
went to fetch her back, and, neither returning, I clapped hand to purse
and found it empty : the ungrateful creatures, I was letting them win it
in a gallop : but loaded dice were not qmck enough; they must claAv it
aU in a lump."
Gerard Avas for going at once to the alderman and settmg the officers
to find them.
" Not I," said Denys. " I hate the law. N o : as it came so let
it go."
Gerard would not give it up so.
At a Mnt from the landlord he forced Denys along with him to the
provost-marshah That digmtary shook Ms head. " We have no clue
to occasional tMeves, that work honestly at thefr needles, tUl some
gull comes and tempts them with an easy booty, and then they pluck
him."
" Come away," cried Denys furiously. " I knew what use a bourgeoii
would be to me at a pinch :" and he marched off in a rage.
" They are clear of the toAvn ere this," said Gerard.
" Speak no more on't if yo-u prize my friendsMp, I have five pieces
with the bailiff, and ten I left Avith Marion, luckily : or these traitresseo
had feathered thefr nest with my last plome. "What dost gajie for 8<-i i
Nay, I do ill to A^ent my choler on thee : I'U teU thee alL Art wi«.f
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than I, What saidst thou at the door ? No matter. WeU then, I did
offer marriage to that Marion,"
Gerard was dumbfoundered.
« What ? You offered her Avhat ?"
" Marriage, Is that such a mighty strange thing to offer a wench 1"
" 'Tis a strange thing to offer to a strange gud in passuig,"
" N ay, I am not such a sot as you opine, I saw the corn in aU that
chaff, I knew I coMd not get her by fafr means, so I was fain to try
fouL ' MademoiseUe,' said I, ' marriage is not one of my habits, but
struck by your quaUties I make an exception : deign to bestow tMs hand
on me.'"
" And she bestowed it on iMne ear."
" Not so. On the contrary she—Art a disrespectful young monkey.
Know that here, not being HoUand or any other barbarous state, courtesy begets courtesy. Says she, a colouring Uke a rose, ' Soldier, you are
too late. He is not a patch on you for looks ; but then—he has loved me
a long time.'
" ' H e ? who?'
"'T'other.'
"'"Wliat other?'
" ' "Why he that was not too late.' Oh, that is the way they aU speak
the loves ; the she-wolves. Their Uttle minds go ui leaps. Tliink you
they marshal thefr words in order of battle ? 'Their tongues are in too
great a hurry. Says she, ' I love him not; not to say love him : but he
does me, and dearly : and for that reason I'd sooner die than catLse him
grief, I would.' "
" Now I beUeve she did IOA'C liim."
" "Who doubts that ? "Why she said so, round about, as they always
say these things, and with 'nay' for 'ay.' ' I hope you will be happy
together,' said I.
" Well one thing led to another, and at last as she could not give me
her hand, she gave me a piece of advice, and that was to leave part
of my money Avith the young mistress. Then, Avhen bad company had
cleaned me out, I should have some to travel back with, said she. I
said I would better her advice, and leave it Avith her. Her face got red.
Say^s she, ' TMnk what you do. Chambermaids have an ill name for
honesty.' ' Oh, the devU is not so black as he is pauited,' said I. ' I'U
risk i t ; ' and I left fifteen gold pieces with her."
Gerard sighed. " I Avish you may ever see them again. It is wondrous
in what esteem you do hold tMs sex, to trust so to the.ffrst comer. For
my part I know Uttle about them ; I never saw but one I could love as
•weU as I love thee. But the ancients must surely know ; and they held
women cheap. ' Le^vius qmd fcemind,' said they, wMch is but la Jeanneton's tune in Latin. ' Le pen que sont les femmes.' Also do but see how
the greybeards of our OAvn day speak of them, being no longer blinded
by desfre : tMs alderman to Avit."
" Oh, novice of novices," cried Denys, "not to have seen why that old
fool raUs so on the poor things ! One day, out of the millions of women
Jie blackens, one did prefer some other man to him : for which soUtaiy
piece of bad taste, anil ten to one 'twas good taste, he doth bespatter creation'p fauer half, thereby proving AA'hat ? Le pen que sont les hommes."
" T see women haA'e A shrcAvd chanipion in thee," said Gerard, Avith 5
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smile. But the next moment inquired gravely Avhy he had not told him
all this before.
Denys grinned. " Had the gfrl s a i d ' Ay,' why then I had told thea
traight. But 'tis a rule vrith us soldiers never to publish our defeats;
•'tis much if after each check Ave claim not a victory."
" NOAV that is true," said Gerard. " Young as I am, I have seen this ;
that after every great battle the generals on both sides go to the nearest
church, and sing eac'n a Te Deum for the Aictory : methinks a Te Martem, or Te Bellonam, or Te Mercurium, Mercury bemg the god of Ues,
were more fitting."
" Pas si bete," said Denys, approAingly. " Hast a good ey^e : canst ser
a steeple by dayiight. So noAV tell me hoAV thou hast fared in tMs town
aU day."
" Come," said Gerard, " 'tis Avell thou hast asked me : for else I had
noA'cr told thee." He then related in full lioAV he had been arrested, and
by AAiiat a providential circumstance he had escaped long imprisonment
or sjieedy conflagration.
His narrative produced an effect he little expected or desired. " I am
a traitor," cried Deny^s. " I left thee in a strange place to fight thine
oAvn battles, AAiiile I shook the dice AAith those jades. NOAV take thou
this SAVord and pass it through my body forthwith."
" "What for, in Heaven's name ?" inquired Gerarcl.
" F o r an example," roared Denys. " For a Avarning to all false loons
that profess friendship, ancl disgrace it."
" Oh, very Avell," said Gerard. " Yes. Not a bad notion. Where A.-ill
you have i t ? "
" Here, through my h e a r t ; that is, Avliere other men have a heart, but
I none, or a satanic false one."
Gerard made a motion to run him through, and flung his arms round
Ms neck instead. " I knoAV no Avay to thy heart but this, thou great
siUy thing."
Denys uttered an exclamation, then hugged him Avamily,—and, quite
overcome by this sudden turn of youthful aft'ection and native grace,
gulped out m a broken A'oice, " Railest on Avomen—and art—like them
—A\itli thy pretty Avays. Thy mother's milk is in thee still. Satan
would love thee, or—le bon Dieu Avould Mck him out of hell for shaming
it. Give me thy hand ! Give me thy hand ! May" (a tremendous
oath) " if I let thee out of my sight tiU Italy."
And so the stanch friends Avere more than reconciled after their short
tiff.
The next day the thieves were tried. The pieces de conviction were
reduced in number, to the great chagrin of the little clerk, by the interment of the bones. But there Avas still a pretty SIIOAV. A thief's hand
struck off flagrante delicto ; a murdered Avoman's hafr; the Abbot's
axe, and other tools of crime. The skulls, &c. Avere sAvorn to by the constables Avho had found them. Evidence Avas lax in that age and place.
They all confessed but the landlord. And Manon was called to bring
the crfr.ie home to him. Her CAidence Avas conclusive. He made a vain
att;'nipt to shake her credibiUty by clraAving from her that her oAvn
sweetheart had been one of the gang, and that she had held her tongue
BO long as he Avas aliA'e. The piibUc prosecutor came to the aid of his
witnc.-^s, and elicited that a knife had been held to her throat, and her
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owm sweetheart sworn Avith solemn oaths to kiU her shoiUd she betrai
them, and that this terrible tMeat, and not the mere fear of death, ha(
glued her lips.
The other tMeves were condemned to be hanged, and the landlord t(
be broken on the wheeL He uttered a piercing cry when his sentena
was pronounced.
As for poor Manon, she became the subject of uMversal criticism
Nor did opiMon any longer run dead in her favour; it divided into tw!
broad currents. And, strange to relate, the majority of her OAvn sex tool
her part, and the males were but equally divided ; wMch hardly happen
once in a hundred years. Perhaps some lady AVUI explain the pheno
menon. As for me, I am a Uttle shy of explaining things I don't under
stand. It has become so common. Meantime, had she been a lover o
notoriety, she would have been happy, for the towm talked of nothing
but her. The poor gfrl however had but one Avish; to escape the crown
that foUowed her, and hide her head somewhere where she could crj
over her " pendard," whom aU these proceedings brought vividly back ti
her affectionate remembrance. Before he was hanged he had threatenec
her Ufe : but she was not one of your fa.sticUous gfrls, who love thei
male diAimties any the less for beating them, kicking them, or killiTi^
them, but rather the better, proAided these attentions are iuterspersec
Avith occasional caresses; so it would have been odd indeed had sh(
taken offence at a mere tMeat of that sort. He had never threatenec
her Avith a rivaL She sobbed single-mindedly.
Meantime the inn was fiUed Avith thirsters for a sight of her, whc
feasted and drank, to pass away the time tUl she should deign to appear
"When she had been sobbing some time, there was a tap at her door, ^
the landlord entered vrith a proposal, " Nay, weep not, good lass, jova
fortune it is made an you Uke, Say the word, and j^ou are chamber
maid of the ' "WUte Hart.' "
" Nay, nay," said Manon with a fresh burst of grief. " Never moR
Avill I be a servant in an inn. I'U go to my mother."
The landlord consoled and coaxed her : and she became calmer, btit
none the less determined against his proposal.
The landlord left her. But ere long he returned and made hei
another proposal Would she be his AvUe, and landladv of the " Whit(
Hart?"
^
" You do UI to mock me," said she sorroAvfuUy.
" Nay, sweetheart. I mock thee not. I am too old for sorry jesla
Say you the word, and you are my partner for better for worse."
She looked at him, and saw he was in earnest: on this she suddenly
rained hard to the memory of " le pendard :" the tears came ui a torrent,
bemg the last; and she gave her hand to the landlord of the " WMU
Hart," and broke a gold croAvn •with him in sign of pUghted troth.
" We AviU keep it dark tUl the house is qmet," said the lancUord.
"Ay," iaid she: "but meantime prithee give me Unen to hem, orwori
to do : for the time hangs on me like lead."
Her betrothed's eye brightened at this houseAvUely request, and h
brought her up two dozen flagons of various sizes to clean ana
poUsh.
She gathered coi.iplacency as she reflected that by a strange turn ta
foi'tune aU tMs bright pcAvter was to be hers.
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And this mighty furbishing up of pewter reminds me that justict
requfres me to do a stroke of the same work.
Well then, the deposition, read out m the alderman's room as Manon's,
»-as not so exact as such things ought to be. The alderman had condensed her evidence. Now there are m OA^ery great nation about three
persons capable of condensing evidence Avithout falsifying i t : but tMs
alderman Avas not one of tliat small band. I n the first part of the deposition he left out as unimportant these AVords " my mother advised m*
to keep out of his Avay till his WTatli should cool."
BetAA-een the Avorcls "jealous of m e " and " t h e reason" Manon had
said, " My master Avas aye at my heels: so I told my mistress, and said I
would rather go than be cause of mischief." This the alderman suppressed as mere babble : Avliereas it was a Avorthy trait. He also let slip
the Avorcl " afterAVards" in the next sentence. Manon had said tlie
reason they gave afterwards, i. e., " Avhen I AA'as no longer there to contracUct them." Ancl so on aU through the deposition.
Sometimes the deponent suffered as many a one does noAV-a-days, in
the newspaper and other reports, by the mere suppression of the question.
For instance this is what actuaUy Avas said:—
The Alderman.] " Come now, should you have interfered if this soldier
had had no beard ?"
Manon.] " How can I teU Avhat I should have done ?"
Now this was merely a sensible ansAver to a monstrous question no
magistrate had a right to put. But, under the condensing process,
behold her saddled with a volunteer statement of a very damaguig
character.
Fmally she had said, " I am sorry I told, U I am to be hanged
for it."
TMs the old boy condensed ut supra, p. 160, anticipating as far as
possible the tuneful Sinclafr.-*WhUst Manon and I were cleaning, she her coming, I my partuig,
pcAvter, the landlord went doAAm stafrs, and falling in Avith our friencls
(frcAv them aside into the bar.
He then addressed Denys Avith considerable solemnity. " AVe are old
acquaintances^ and you Avant not for sagacity: now advise me in a strait.
My custom is someAvhat declining : tMs girl Manon is the talk of the
town; see lioAV full the frm is to-mght. She doth refuse to be my chambermaid. I have liaU a mind to marry her. What tliink you ? shall I
say the Avord?"
Denys in reply merely opened his eyes Avide Avitli amazement.
The landlord turned to Gerard vrith a haU'-uiqufring look.
" Nay, sir," said Gerard. " I am too young to advise my seniors and
betters."
* Sinclair -was a singer; and complained to the manager that in the operatie
play of Kob Roy he had a multitude of mere words to utter between the souga.
"Cut, my boy, cut! " said the manager. On this vox et p. n. cut Scott, an.
doubtless many of his outs would not have discredited the condensers of evidence.
Bat only one of his master-strokes has reached posterity. His melodious organs
had been taxed •n-ith this sentence: "Rashleigh is my cousin; but, for what reason
I cannot divine, he is my bitterest enemy." This he condensed and delivered
Ihus:—" Rishltiigh is my cousin, but for what reason T cannot divine.'
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" No matier. Let us hear your thought,"
" WeU, sir, it Avas said of a good Avife by the ancients ' bene quw
jatuit, bene \ixit,' that is, she is tlie best AvUe that is least talked of: bu(
tere ' male quse patuit' were as near the mark, TherefoJ'e, an you heal
the lass good -will, why not club purses Avitli Denys and me and convej
her safe home Arith a dowry ? Then mayhap some rustical person in her
own place may be brought to A\ife her."
" "Why so many Avords ?" said Denys. " This old fox is not the ass he
affects to be."
" O h ! that is your advice is it?" said the landlord testily. "Well
then we shall soon MIOAV who is the fool, you or me, for I have spoken to
her as it happens; ancl AA'hat is more, she has said Ay, and she is poUshiiu'
the flagons at tMs moment."
" Oho !" said Denys dryly, " 'twas an ambuscade. Well, in that case,
my adAice is, ran for the notary, tie the noose, ancl let us three drink the
bride's health, till we see six sots a-tippling."
" And shaU. Ay, noAV you utter sense."
In ten mmutes a civil marriage Avas effected upstairs before a notarj
and his clerk and our tAvo friends.
In ten muitites more the Avliite hind, dead sick of seclusion^ had taken
her place Avithin the bar, and Avas serving out liquids, and bustling, and
her colour rising a Uttle.
Ill six muiutes more she sotmdly rated a careless servant-girl for carrA'ing a iiipperMn of wine aAAiy and spilUng good Uquor.
During the evening she receiA'ed across the bar eight offers of marriage,
some of them from respectable burghers. NOAV the landlord and our tAvo
friends had in perfect innocence ensconced themselves behind a screen,
to drink at thefr ease the noAv couple's health. The above comedy Avas
throAvn in for thefr entertainment by bounteous fate. They heard the
proposals made one after another, and uninventive Manon's invariable
ansAver—" Serviteur; you are a day after the fair." The landlord
chuckled and looked good-natured superiority at both his late adAisers,
with thefr traditional notions that men shun a AA'oman " quse patuit,"
i. e. who has become the toAATi talk.
But Denys scarce noticed the spouse's triumph over him, he was so
occupied with Ms own over Gerard. At each municipal tender of undying affection, he turned aMiost purple Antli the effort it cost Mm not to
roar Avith glee; and driving his elbow into the deep-meditating and muchpuzzled pnpU of antiqtUty, AvMspered " Le pen que sont les hommes."
The next morning Gerard was eager to start, but Denys Avas trader a
vow to see the murderers of the golden-hafred gfrl executed.
Gerard respected Ms A'OW, but avoided his example.
He Avent to bid the cure farewell instead, and sought and received his
blessuLg. About noon the traveUers got clear of the toAAOi. Just outside the south gate they passed the gallows; it had eight tenants: the
skeleton of Manon's late wept, and noAv bemg fast forgotten, lover, and
the bodies of those Avho had so nearly taken our travellers' Uves. A
^land Avas naUed to the beam. And hard by on a huge Avlieel was clawed
the dead landlord, with every bone in his body broken to pieces.
Gerard aA'erted his head and hurried by. Denys lingered, and crowed
over his dead foes. " Tunes are changed, my lads, since we two sat
shaking in the cold awaiting you seven to come and cut our tin oats."
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" Fie, Denys! Death squares all reckonings. Prithee pass on without
tnother word, if you prize my respect a groat."
To this earnest remonstrance Denys yielded. He even said thoughtf'jUy, " You have been better brought up than I."
About three in the afternoon they reached a little toAAOi Avitli the
people buzzing in knots. The Avolves, starved by the cold, had entered,
and eaten tAvo groAATi-up persons OA'er-Mglit, in the main street: so some
were blaming the eaten; " none but fjols or knaves are about after
mghtfaU;" others the laAV for not protecting the toAvn, and others the
corporation for not enforcing what laAvs there were.
" Bah! this is nothing to us," said Denys, and was for resuming thefr
march.
" Ay, but 'tis," remonstrated Gerard.
" "\Vhat, are Ave the pair they ate ?"
" No, but we may be the next pafr."
" Ay, neighbour," said an ancient man, " 'tis the toAvn's fault for not
obeying the ducal ordmance, Avhich bids every shopkeeper light a lamp
o'er his door at sunset, and burn it till sunrise."
On this Denys asked hira somevrhat clerisiA'ely, " What made him
fancy rash dips Avoitld scare away empty Avolves ? "Why mutton fat ia
all their joy."
" 'Tis not the fat, vain man, but the Ught. All ill things hate light;
especially Avolves ancl the imps that lurk, I Aveen, under their fur. Example ; Paris city stands in a AVOOCI like, and the Avolves do hoAAi around
it aU night: yet of late years wolves come but little in the streets. For
why, in that "burgh the watchmen do thunder at each door that is dark,
and make the Aveary Aright rise and light. 'Tis my son teUs me. He is
a great voyager, my son Nicholas."
I n further exjilanation he assured them that previously to that ordinance no city had been worse infested with wolves than Paris; a troop
had boldly assaulted the town in 1420, and in 1438 they had eaten fourteen persons in ^ single month between Montmartre and the gate St.
Antome, ancl that not a Arinter month even, but September; and as foi
the dead, which nightly lay ui the streets slain in midiiigM braAvls, or
assassinated, the wolves had used to devour them, and to grub up the
fresh graves in the churchyards and tear out the bodies.
Here a thoughtful citizen suggested that probably the Avolves had been
bridled of late ui Paris, not by candle-lights, but owing to the English
haAing been driven out of the kingdom of France. " For those English
be very wolves themselves for fierceness and greediness. "What marvel
then that under their rule our neighbours of France should be Avolfeaten ?" This logic Avas too suited to the time and place, not to be
received Arith acclamation. But the old man stood his ground. " I
grant ye those islanders are Avolves: but tAVO-legged ones, am'i little apt
to favour thefr four-footed cousins. One greedy thin,!^' loA-eth it another ?
I troAv not. By the same token, and this too I have from my boy
Nicole, Sfr Wolf dare not show his nose in London city ; though 'tin
imaller than Paris, and thick Avoods hard l)y the north Avail, and therein
great store of deer, and Avild boars rife as files at midsummer."
" Sir," said Gerard, " you seem conversant Avith AVUCI beasts, prithee
adAice my comrade here and me : Ave Avonld not Avaste time on the road
.All if Avc inay go forAA'ard to the next toAvn with reason.able safety."
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" Young man, I trow 'twere an idle risk. It lacks but an hour oS
dusk, and you must pass nigh a wood, where lurk some thousands of
these hiU'-starved vermin, rank cowards single; but in great bands bold
as Uons, Wherefore I rede you sojourn here the night; and journey on
betimes. By the claAATi the vermin vrill be tfred out Avith roaring and
rampaging ; and mayhap AVIU have filled thefr lank beUies with flesh of
mv good neighbours here, the unteachable fools."
Gerard hoped not; and asked could he recommend them to a good
inn.
" Humph ? there is the ' Tete d'Or.' My granddaughter keeps it.
She is a nujauree, but not so knavish as most hotel-keepers, and hei
house indifferent clean."
" Hey, for the ' Tete d'Or,'" strack in Denys, decided by his ineradicable foible.
On the way to it, Gerard inqufred of Ms compamon what a " mijaur^e
was?
Denys laughed at his ignorance. " Not know Avhat a mijauree is ? why
aU the world knows that. It is neither more nor less than a mijauree."
As they entered the " Tete d'Or," they met a young lacly ricMy
dressed, Arith tbe veh'et chaperon on her head, wMch was confined by
law to the nobility. They imbonneted and louted low, and she curtsied,
but "ixed her eye on vacancy the AA'hile, which had a curious rather than
a genial effect. HoAvever nobUity AA-as not so unassuming in those days
as it is now. So they were Uttle surprised. But the next minute supper
was serA'ed, and lo ! in came tMs princess and carved the goose.
" Holy St. Bavon," cried Gerard. " 'TAvas the landlady all the wMle."
A yotmg w"oman cursed, with Mce Avhite teeth and lovely hands : for
these beauties being misallied to homely features had turned her head.
She was a feeble carA'er, carving not for the sake of others but herself,
i. e. to cUsplay her hands. "Wlien not carAing she was eternally either
taking a pm out of her head or her body, or else putting a pm into her
head or her body. To cUsplay her teeth, she laughed indifferently at gay
or grave ; and from ear to ear. And she " sat at ease " Arith her mouth
ajar^
Now there is an animal in creation of no great general merit ; but it
has the eye of a hawk for affectation. It is caUed " a boy." And Gerard
was but a boy stUl in some things ; svrift to see, and to loath, affectation. So Denys sat casting sheep's eyes, and Gerard, daggers, at one
comedian.
Presently^, in the midst of her minauderies, she gave a loud shriek and
bounded out of her chafr like hare from form, and ran backwards out of
the room uttermg Uttle screams, and holding her fartMngale tight doAvn
to her ankles Arith both hands. And, as she scuttled out of the door, s
mouse scuttled back to the wamscot in a state of equal, and perhaps
more reasonable, terror. The guests, AA-ho had risen in anxiety at the
prmcipal yeU, now stood irresolute awhile, then sat down laughing. Tht
tender Denys, to whom a woman's cowardice, bemg a sexual trait, seemed
a lovely and pleasant thmg, said he would go comfort her and bring hei
back.
" Nay ! nay ! nay ! for pity's sake let her bide," cried Gerard earnestly
" Ob blessed mouse ! sure some saint sent thee to our aid."
Now at Ms right hand sat a sturdy middle-aged burgher, whose
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londuct uji to date had been cyMcal. He had never budged nor even
'ested his knife, at aU this fracas. He now t u m e d on Gerard und
inquired haughtily whether he really thought that " grimaciere " was
ifraid of a mouse,
" Ay. She screamed hearty."
" Where is the coquette that cannot scream to the Ufe ? These she
tavern-keepers do still ape the nobles. Some princess or duchess hath
'.lin here a night, that was honestly afeard of a mouse, having been
brought up to it. And this ape hath seen her, and said, ' I will start at
a mouse, ancl make a coil.' She has no more right to start at a mouse,
than to wear that fur on her bosom, and that velvet on her monkey's
head. I am of the tOAvn, young man, ancl have Miown the mijauree aU
her lUe, and I mind Avhen she was no more afeard of a mouse than she is
•3f a man." He added that she was fast emptying the inn Arith these
" singeries." " AU the world is so sick of her hands, that her very Mnsfolk AriU not venture themselves amgh them." He concluded with somethuig Uke a sigh, " The ' Tete d'Or' was a tliriving hostefry under
my old chum her good father; but she is digguig its grave tooth and
nail."
" Tooth and nail ? good ! a right merry conceit and a true," said
Gerard. But the right merry conceit Avas an inadverten.;e as pure as
snow, and the stout burgher Avent to his grave ancl noA'er loieAV what he
had done : for just then attention Avas attracted by Denys returning
pompously. H e inspected the apartment minutely, and with a high
official air : he also looked solemnly under the table ; ancl dtiruig the
whole incjuisition a wiiite hand Avas placed conspicuously on the edge ot
the open door, and a tremulous voice inqufred behind it whether the
horrid thing Avas qmte gone.
" The enemy has retreated, bag ancl baggage," said Denys : and handed
in the trembling fair, AVIIO, sittuig doAATi, apologised to her guests for her
foolish fears, Avith so much earnestness, grace, and seeming seU-contempt,
that, but for a sour grin on his neighbour's face, Gerard would have been
taken m as all the other strangers Avere. Dinner ended, the young landlady
begged an Augustine friar at her right hand to say grace. He deUvered a
longish one. The moment he began, she clapped her Avliite hands piously
together, and lieM them up jouied for mortals to admire ; 'tis an excellent
pose for taper white fingers ; and cast her eyes upAvard toAvards heaven,
and felt as thankful to it as a magpie does while cutting off with your
thimble.
After supper the IAVO friends Avent to the street-door and eyed the
market-place. The mistress jouied them, ancl pointed out the toAvnhall, the borough jail, St. Catherme's church, &c. This Avas courteous, to
say the least. But the true cause soon revealed itself ; the fair hand was
poked right under their eyes every time an ol)ject was indicated ; and
Gerard eyed it like a basilisk, m d longed for a bunch of nettles. The
sun set, and the traA'ellers, feAV in number, dreAV round the great roaring
fire, and, omitting to go on the spit, Avere frozen behind though I'oastccl
In front. For if the German stoves Avere oppressively hot, the French
falles a manger Aveie bitterly colcl, and above all stormy. In Germany
.•nen sat barelieaded round the stoA-e, and took olf tlnir upper clothes,
hut in Burgumly they kept on their hats, and put on tli(iir Avurmest fun
(-- sit round the j;reat ooen chiraney-places, a*; whicli the external air
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rushed furiously from door and iU-fitting Avindow. However it seems
thefr medisBA'al backs were broad enough to bear i t : for they made
themselA'es not only comfortable but merry, and broke harmless jests
over each other in turn. For instance Denys's new shoes, though not iu
dfrect commumcation, had tMs day exploded AAith tAAin-Uke sympathy
and uiianinuty. " Y'here do you buy your shoon, solcUer ?" asked
one.
Denys looked askant at Gerard, and not liking the theme, shook it off^
" I gather 'em off the trees by the road-side," said he surUly.
" Then you gathered these too ripe," said the hostess, who Ava? only a
fool extemaUy.
" Ay, rotten ripe," observeel another, mspecting them,Gerard said nothing, but pointed the cfrcular satfr-e by pantomine.
He sUly put out both Ms feet, one after another, imder Denys's eye, with
thefr German shoes, on AA'Mch a hundred leagues of travel had produced
no effect. They seemed IICAATI out of a rock.
At this, " I'U tAAist the smooth A^arlet's neck that sold me mine,"
shouted Denys, m huge wrath, and confirmed the threat with singular
oaths pecuUar to the mediaeval miUtary. The landlady put her fingers
in her ears, thereby exhibiting the hand in a fresh attitude. " Tell me
when he has done Ms orisons, somebody," said she nuncingly. And after
that they feU to telling stories.
Gerard, when Ms turn came, told the adA'enture of Denys and Gerard
at the inn in DonUront, and so weU, that the hearers Avere rapt into
sweet obUvion of the very existence of mijauree and hands. But this
made her very uneasy, ancl slie had recourse to her grand coup. This
misdfrected gemtis had for a tAvelvemonth past practised yavnung, and
could do it now at any moment so naturaUy as to set all creation gaping,
could aU creation haA'e seen her. By this means she got in aU her
chamis. For Mst she showed her teeth, then, out of good breeding, you
know, closed her mouth with three taper fingers. So the moment
Gerard's story got too interesting and absorbing, she tumed to and made
yaAvns, and " croix sur la bouche."
This Avas aU very fme : but Gerard. Avas an artist, and artists are
chilled l y gapmg auditors. He bore up against the yavms a long time ;
but finding they came from a bottomless reservofr, lost both heart and
temper, and suddeMy rising in mid narrative, said, " But I AA'eary our
hostess, and I am tfred myseU : so good Mght!" whipped a candle ofl
the cfresser, wMspered Denys, " I cannot stand her," ancl marched to bed
in a moment.
The iMjauree coloured and bit her Ups. She had not intended her byplay for Gerard's eye : and she saAV M a moment she had been rude, and
siUy, and pubUcly rebuked. She sat Arith cheek on fire, and a Uttle
natural AA'ater in her eyes, and looked ten times comeUer and more
womaMy, and mteresting than she had done aU day. The desertion of
the best narrator broke up the party, and the unassuming Denys
approached the meditative mijauree, and invited her in the most
flattering terms, to gamble Avith him. She started fr-om her reverie^
looked him doAvn into the earth's centre with cMlling digmty, and con
sented, for she remembered aU iu a moment what a show of handl
gambling admitted.
The soldier and the mijauree r a t t l e the dice. L& wMch sjiort she wa6
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BO tj,ken up vrith her hands, that she forgot to cheat, and Denys Avon an
'' dcu au soleil" of her. She fumbled slowly Arith her purse, partly
because her sex do not bum to pay debts of honour : partly to admfre
the play of her Uttle knucMes peeping betAveen thefr soft wMte cusMons.
Denys proposed a compromise. " Three silver franks I wm of you, fafr
hostess. Give me now three Msses of this white hand, and we'll e'en cry
quits."
" You are malapert," said the lady vrith a toss of her head; " besides,
they are so dirty. See ! they are Uke ink :" and, to convince him, she
ut them out to him and tumed them up and doAvn. They Avere no
irtier than cream fresh from the cow. And she knew it : she waa
eternaUy Avashing and scenting them.
Denys read the objection Uke the observant warrior he was, seized
them and mumbled them.
Finding him so appreciative of her charm, she said timidly, "WUl you
do me a kindness, good soldier ?"
" A thousand, fafr hostess, an you wiU."
" Nay, I ask but one. 'Tis to teU thy comrade I was right sorry to
lose his most thrilUng story, and I hope he wiU tell me the rest tomorroAV morning. Meantime I shall not sleep for thinking on't. Wilt
teU Mm that—to pleasure me ?"
"'Ay, I'U tell the young savage. But he is not worthy of your conde,?cension, SAveet hostess. He would rather be aside a man than a Avoman
.•ny day."
" So would—ahem. He is right: the young Avomen of the day are not
worthy of him, ' un tas des mijaurees.' fie has a good, honest, and right
comely face. Any way, I would not guest of mine should think me
unaiannerly, not for all the world. Wilt keep faith vrith me and tell
Mm?"
" On this fafr hand I swear it : and thus I seal the pledge."
" There; no need to melt the Avax, though. Now go to bed. And tell
him ere you sleep."
The perverse toad (I thank thee, Marion, for teachmg me that word)
was inclined to bestow her sUglit affections upon Gerard. Not that she
was inflammable : far less so than many that passed for prudes m the
town. But Gerard possessed a triple attraction that has ensnared coquettes in all ages. 1. He was very handsome. 2. He did not acMifre
her the least. 3. He had given her a good slap in the face.
Denys woke Gerard and gave the message. Gerard was not enchanted,
' Dost vrake a tired man to teU Mm that ? Am I to be pestered Arith
' mijaurees ' by night as weU as day ?"
" Bat I tell thee, novice, thou hast conquered her : trust to my experience : her voice sank to melodious whispers : and the cunmng jade
did in a manner bribe me to carry thee her chaUenge to Love's lists : for
so I read her message."
Derys then, assuming the senior and the man of the Avorld, told Gerard
t e time Avas come to show him how a soldier understood friendship and
Jamaraderie. Italy was now out of the question. Fate had provided
better ; and the bUnd jade Fortune had smiled on merit for once. Tht!
" Head of Gold " had been a prosperous frm, Avould be agam vrith a man
At its head. A good general laid far-sighted plans; but was always ready
abandon them, should some briUiant advantage offer ; and to reap tha
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fuU harvest of the unforeseen : 'twas chiefly by tMs trait great leaders
defeated little ones ; for these latter could do nothing not cut and dried
beforehand.
" Sorry friendsMp that would marry me to a mijaurde," interposed
Gerard yaAvning.
" Comrade, be reasonable ; 'tis not the frisMest sheep that falls doAvn
the cUff. All creatures must have their fling soon, or late; and Avhy not
a woman ? "What more frivolous than a kitten ? what graver than a
cat ?"
" Hast a good eye for nature, Denys," said Gerard, " that I proclaim."
" A better for thine interest, boy. Trust then to me; these Uttle doves
they are my study day and night; happy the man whose AvUe taketh her
fling before wedlock; and who trippeth up the altar-steps instead of doAvn
'em. Marriage it ahvays changeth them for better or else for worse.
Wliy, Gerard, she is honest AA'hen aU is done: and he is no man, nor half
a man, that cannot mould any honest lass like a bit of warm wax, and
she aye aside Mm at bed and board. I tell thee in one month thou AvUt
make of this coquette the matron the most sober in the toAvn, and of aU
its Arives the one most docUe, and submissive. Why she is half tamed
afready. Nine in ten meek and mild ones had gently hated thee Uke
poison aU their Uves, for wounding of their hidden pride. But she for
an affront proffers affection. By Joshua Ms bugle a generous lass, and
void of petty maUce. "When thou wast gone she sat a-thinking and spoke
not. A sure sign of love in one of her sex : for of all things else they
speak ere they tMnk. Also her A'oice did sink exceeding low in discoursing of thee, and murmured sweetly ; another infallible sign. The
bolt hath struck and rauHes in her ; oh be joyful! Art silent ? I see;
'tis settled. I shall go alone to Remfremont, alone and sad. But, pillage
and poleaxes! what care I for that, since my dear comrade AAill stay here,
landlord of the ' Tete d'Or,' and safe from aU the storms of Ufe ? Wilt
thfrxk of me, Gerard, now and then by thy warm fire, of me camped on
some Avindy heath, or lying m wet trenches, or wounded on the field and
far from comfort ? Nay " (and tMs he said in a manner traly noble),
" not comfortless. For cold, or wet, or bleeding, 'twill stUl warm my
heart to lie on my back and thmk that I have placed my dear friend,
and comrade true, in the ' Tete d'Or,' far from a soldier's iUs."
" I let you run on, dear Denys," said Gerard softly, " because at each
word you show me the treasure of a good heart. But now bethink thee,
my troth is pUghted there where my heart it clmgeth. You so leal,
would you make me disloyal ?"
" Perdition seize me, but I forgot that," said Denys,
" No more then, but Me thee to bed, good Denys, Next to Margaret
I love thee best on earth, and value thy ' coeur d'or' far more than a
dozen of these ' Tetes d'Or,' So prithee call me at the first blush ot
rosy-fingered morn, and let's away ere the Avoman •with the hands be
stirring."
They rose Arith the dawn, and broke thefr fast by the Mtchen fire.
Denys inqufred of the gfrl whether the mistress Avas about.
" Nay : but she hath risen from her bed: by the same token I am
carrying her this to clean her Avithal;" and she filled a mug with boiling
water, and took it upstafrs.
"^ Behold," said Gerard. " the veiy eleme3;ts must be Avanned to siJ&
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her skin ; what had the saints said, wMch stiU chose the coldest pool I
Away, ere she come doAvn and catch us."
They paid the score, and left the " TSte d'Or," whUe its mistress •wai
»rashing her hands.

CHAPTER XXXVIII.
OUTSIDE the toAvn they found the snow fresh trampled by innumerable
wolves OA'ery foot of the road.
" We did weU to take the old man's ad'rice, Denys."
"Ay did Ave. For now I think on't I did hear them last mght a-scurrying under our AAindow and howling and whining for man's flesh in yon
market-place. But no fat burgher did pity the poor vagabonds, and drop
«ut o' Avindow."
Gerarcl smUed, but with an afr of abstraction.
And they plodded on in silence.

" What dost meditate so profoundly ?"
" Thy goodness."
Denys was anything but pleased at this answer. Amongst Ms oddities
you may have o'bserved that he could stand a great deal of real impertinence ; he was so good-humoured. But would fire up now and then
where not even the shadow of a ground for anger existed.
" A civil question merits a ciAil reply," said he very drUy.
" Alas, I meant no other," said Gerard.
" Then Avhy pretend you -.were thinking of my goodness, when you
know I have no goodness under my skin."
" Had another said this, I had ansAvered ' thou liest' But to thee I
say: 'hast no eye for men's qualities, but only for women's.' And, once
more, I do defy thy unreasonable choler, and say I was thmking on thy
goodness of overnight. Wouldst have wedded me to the ' Tete d'Or,' or
rather to the ' tete de veau cloree,' and left thyself soUtaiy."
" Oh, are ye there, lad ?" said Denys recovering his good-humour in a
moment. " WeU, but to speak sooth, I meant that not for goodness ;
but for friendship and true felloAA'sliip, no more. And let me tell you,
my young master, my conscience it pricketh me even now for letting
you tiun your back thus on fortrme and peaceful days. A truer friend
than I had ta'en and somewhat hamstrung thee. Then hadst thou been
fain to lie smarting at the ' Tete d'Or' a month or so : yon sMttish lass
had nursed thee tenderly, and aU had been well. Blade I had in hand
to do't, but, remembering how thou hatest pain though it be but a
scratch, my craven heart it faUed me at the pinch." And Denys wore a
look of humble apology for his lack of Airtuous resolution when the path
of duty lay so clear.
Gerard raised his eyebrows with astonishment at this monstrous but
thoroughly characteristic revelation; however this new and delicate point
of friendsMp was never discussed; viz. whether one ought in aU love to
cut the tendon AchiUes of one's friend. For an incident friterposcd.
"Here cometh one in our rear 51-riding on his neighboiar's mule,"
shouted Denys.
C
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Gerard turned round. "And how know ye 'tis not his oAvn, pray ?''
" Oh bUnd ! Because he rides it Arith no discretion."
And in truth the man came galloping Uke a fury. But what astonished
the friends most was that on reachuig them the rustic rider's eyes opened
saucer-like, and he drew the rein so suddeMy and powerfuUy, that the
mule stuck out her fore legs, and went sUding between the pedestrians
Uke a four-legged table on castors.
" I troAv ye are from the ' Tete d'Or ? ' " They assented. " WMch ot
ye is the younger ?"
" He that Avas bom the later," said Denys winking at his companion.
" Gramercy for the news."
" Come, divine then ! "
" And shall. Thy beard is ripe; thy feUow's is green; he shaU be tha
younger; here, yormgster." And he held him out a paper packet. " Ye
left this at the ' Tete d'Or,' and our mistress sends it ye."
" Nay, good feUow, methinks I left nought." And Gerard felt hi\
pouch, etc.
" Would ye make our burgess a Uar," said the rustic reproacMuUy:
" and shaU I have no pourbofre?" (stUl more reproacMuUy); " and came
ventre a terre."
" Nay, thou shalt have pourbofre," and he gave him a smaU coin.
" A la bonne heure," cried the clown, and his features beamed with
disproportionate joy. " The "Vfrgin go with ye ; come up, Jenny !"
and back he went " stomach to earth," as his nation is pleased to
caU it.
Gerard undid the packet: it was about six inches square, and inside it
he found another packet, which contained a packet, and so on. At the
fourth he hurled the whole thing into the snoAV. Denys took it out and
rebuked Ms petulance. He excused himseU on the ground of hating
affectation,
Denys attested " ' The great toe of the Uttle daughter of Herodias'
there was no affectation here, but only woman's good Arit, Doubtless
the wraps contained something which out of delicacy, or her sex's lovely
cunning, she wotUd not her hind should see her bestow on a young man:
thy garter, to vrit."
" I wear none."
" Her OAvn then ; or a lock of her hafr. "What is tMs 1 A piece of
law silk fresh from the worm. WeU, of aU the love tokens !"
" Now who but thee ever dreamed that she is so naught as send me
love tokens ? I saw no harm in her—barring her hands."
" Stay, here is something hard lurMng in this soft nest. Come forth
I say, Uttle nestling ! Saints and pikestaves ! look at tMs !"
It was a gold ring, with a greafc amethyst gloAving and sparkling, fal
coloured, but pure as crystal
" How lovely !" said Gerard, innocently.
" And here is something Avrit: read it thou ! I read not so gUb aa
so-me ; when I know not the matter beforehand."
Gerard took the paper. " 'Tis a posy : and fafrly enough •writ." Ho
tead the Unes, blushing Uke a gfrl. They were very naive, and may hi
thus EngUshed :—
" Youth, Avith thee my heart is fledd^
*^Qine back to the ' golden Hedde!'
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"Wilt not ? yet this token keepe
Of hir wLS doeth thy goeing weepe.
Gyf the world prove harsh and cold,
Come back to ' the Hedde of gold.' "
•' The little dove !" purred Denys.
" The great owl ! To go and risk her good name thus. However,
thank Heaven she has played this prank AAith an honest lad that Arill
ne'er expose her folly. But oh, the perverseness ! Could she not bestow
her nauseotisness on t h e e ? " Denys sighed and shrugged. " O n thee
that art as ripe for folly as herself ?"
Denys confessed that his young friend had harped his A'ery thought.
'Twas passing strange to him that a damsel Avith eyes in her head should
pass by a man, and bestow her affections on a boy. Still he could noi
but recogMze in this the bounty of Nature. Boys were human beings
after aU, and, but for this occasional caprice of Avomen, their lot would
oe too terrible ; they would be out of the sun altogether, bUghted, and
nsver come to anything : since only the fair could make a man out ol
such unpronusing materials as a boy. Gerard interrupted this flattering
discourse to beg the warrior-phUosopher's acceptance of the lady's ring.
He refused it flatly, and insisted on Gerard going back to the " Tete
d'Or " at once, ring and all, Uke a man, and not letting a poor girl hold
out her arms to him in vain.
" Her hands you mean."
" Her hand, with the ' Tete d'Or' in it."
Failing in this, he was for putting the ring on Ms friend's finger.
Gerard declined. " I wear a ring afready."
" ^Vhat, that sorry gimcrack ? why, 'tis peAvter, or t m at best : and
this A-frgin gold, forbye the jewel."
" Ay, but 'twas Margaret gave me this one : and 1 value it above
rubies. I'U neither part with it nor give it a rival : " ancl he kissed the
base metal, and bade it fear nought.
" I see the owl hath sent her ring to a goose," said Denys, sorrowfully.
However, he prevailed on Gerard to fasten it inside his bonnet. "To
this, mdeed, the lad consented A'ery readily. For soA'ereign qualities
were universally ascribed to certain jeAvels ; and the amethyst ranked
high among these precious talismans.
"When this Avas disposed of, Gsrard earnestly requested Ms friend to
let the matter drop, since speaMng of the other sex to him made him
pine so for Margaret, and abnost unmanned him Avith the thought that
each step Avas taking Mm farther from her. " I am no general lover,
Denys. There is room in my heart for one SAveetheart, and for one
fiieiid. I am far from my dear nustress : and my friend, a few leagues
more, and I must lose him too. Oh, let me drink thy friendsMp pure
wMle I may, and not dUute vrith any of these stupid females."
" And shalt, honey-pot, and shalt," said Denys, Mndly. " But as to
ny leaving thee at Remfremont, reckon thou not on that ! For " (three
:onsecutive oaths) "if I do. Nay, I shall prop(5se to thee to stay fortyeight hours there, wiiile I Idss my mother and sisters, and the females
generally, and on go you and I together to the sea."
" Denys! Deuys!"
"' j)enys not ma ! 'Tis settled. Gamsay me n o t ! or I'U go with the«
O 2
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to Rome. Why not ? his holiness the Pope hath ever some Uttle merry
pleasant war toward, and a Burgundian soldier is stiU Avelcome in bin
anks."
On this Gerard opened Ms heart. " Denys, ere I fell in Arith thee, I
used often to halt on the road, unable to go farther : my puny heart so
pulled me back : and then, after a short prayer to the saints for aid,
would I rise and drag my most unArilUng body onward. But, since I
joined company vrith thee, great is my courage. I have found the saying
of the ancients trae, that better is a bright comrade on the weary road
than a horse Utter; and, dear brother, when I do think of what we have
done and suffered together ! Savedst my Ufe from the bear, and from
yet more savage thieves ; ancl even poor 1 did make shift to draw thee
out of Rhine, and somehow loved thee double from that hour. How
many ties tender and strong between us ! Had I my AriU, I'd never
ncA'er, never, never part w-ith my Denys on tMs side the grave. WeU-a«
day • God ids will be done."
" No, my AriU shaU be done tMs time," shouted Denys. " Le bon
Dieu has bigger fish to fry than you or me. I'll go Avith thee to Rome.
There is my hand on it."
" Think what you say ! 'Tis impossible. 'Tis too selfish of me."
" I teU thee, 'tis settled. No power can change me. At Remfremont
I borrow ten pieces of my uncle, and on we go : 'tis fixed ; frrevocable
as fate."
They shook hands over it. Then Gerard said nothing, for his heart
was too fuU : but he ran twice round Ms companion as he walked, then
danced backAvards in front of him, and finally took his hand, and so or
they went hand-in-hand Uke sweethearts, tiU a company of mounted
soldiers, about fifty in number, rose to sight on the brow of a hill.
"Seethe banner of Burgundy," said Denys,joyfully. "IshaUlook
out for a comrade among these."
" HoAv gorgeous is the standard in the sun," said Gerard ; " ancl how
brave are the leaders Avith velvet and feathers, and steel breastplates Uke
glassy mfrrors !"
when they came near enough to cUstingnish faces, Denys uttered an
exclamation : '• Wliy, 'tis the Bastard of Burgundy, as I UA'C. Nay, then;
there is fighting a-foot since he is out ; a gallant leader, Gerard, rates
Ms Ufe no Mgher than a private soldier's, and a soldier's no Mgher than
a tomtit's ; and that is the captain for me."
" And see, Denys, the very mules Arith their great brass frontlets and
trappiwgs seem proud to carry them; no wonder men itch to be soldiers :"
and in the midst of tMs innocent admfration the troop came up Arith
them.
" Halt !" cried a stentorian voice. The troop halted. The Bastard
of Burgundy bent Ms brow gloomUy on Denys : " How now, aitalestrier, how comes it thy face is tumed southward, when every good hand
and heart is hurrymg northward ?"
Denys repUed respectfuUy that he was gomg on leave, after some years
of service, to see Ms Mndred at Renuremont.
" Good. But this is not the time for't, the drichy is disturbed. Ho '
tiring that dead soldier's mule to the front; and thou moimt her and
: orward Avith us to Flanders."
" So please your Mghness," said Denys, fii'mly," that may not be. My
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heme is close at hand. I have not seen it these three years, and above
all, I haA'e tMs poor youth in charge ; whom I may not, cannot leave,
tUl I see him shipped for Rome."
" Dost bandy words vrith me ?" said the cMef, Avitli amazement, turning fast to wrath. " Art weary o' thy lUe ? Let go ths yc'vith's hand,
ancl into the saddle Arithout more idle words."
Denys made no reply : but he held GeranTa hand the tighter, and
looked defiance.
At this the Bastard roared, ".Jamac, cUsmouut six of thy archers, and
.hoot me i;^is Avhite-Uvered cur dead where he stands—for an example."
The young Count de Jamac, second ui command, gave the order, and
the men dismounted to execute it.
" Strip him naked," said the Bastard, in the cold tone of military
busmess, " and put his arms and accoutrements on the spare mule.
We'll may be find some clown worthier to wear them."
Denys groaned aloud, " Am I to be shamed as well as slain ?"
" Oh, nay ! nay ! nay !" cried Gerard, aAvaking from the stupor into
which this thunderbolt of tyranny had throAvn him. " He shall go Avith
you on the instant. I'd Uever part with him for ever than see a hafr
of his dear head harmed. Oh, sir, oh, my lord, give a poor boy but a
minute to bid his only friend farewell ! he AVUI go AAith you. I SAvear
he shall go Avith you."
The stern leader nodded a cold contemptuous assent. " Thou, Jamac,
stay with them, and bring Mm on aUve or dead.—Forward !" And he
resumed his march, foUoAved by aU the band but the young Count and
six archers, one of whom held the spare mule.
Denys and Gerard gazed at one another haggardly. Oh, Avhat a look !
And after this mute interchange of anguish, they spoke hurriedly, for
the moments were flying by.
" Thou goest to Holland : thou knoAvest wliere she bides. TeU her
aU. She will be Mnd to thee for my sake."
" Oh, sorry tale that I sliaU carry her ! For God's sake go back to
the ' Tete d'Or.' I am mad."
" H u s h ! Let me think : have I nought to say to thee, Denys ? my
head ! my head ! "
" Ah ! I haA'e it. Make for the Rhine, Gerard ! Strasbourg. 'Tis
but a step. And doAvii the current to Rotterdam. Margaret is there .*
I go thither. I'll tell her thou art coming. We shall aU be together."
" My iads-, haste ye, or you wiU get us into trouble," said the Co"ant,
firnUy, but not harshly now.
" Oh, sfr, one moment ! one Uttle moment ! " panted Gerard.
" Cursed be the lan el I was born in ! cursed he the race of man ! and
he that made them Avhat they are !" screamed Denys.
" Hush, Denys, hush ! blaspheme not ! Oh, God forgive him, he Avota
not Avhat he says. Be patient, Denys,—be patient: though Ave meet no
more on earth, let us meet in a better world, Avliere no blasphemer may
enter. To my heart, lost friend ; for Avliat are Avords noAV ?" He held
out Ms arms, and tliey locked one anothei' in a close embrace. They
Rissed one another again and again, speechless, and the tears rained do m
their cheeks. And the Count Jarnac looked on amazed, but the roug-jei
soldiers, to Avhom comrade Avas a sacred name, looked on Arith some jfty
in their hard faces. Then at a signal from Jamac, A^ith kind force t»nd
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words of rude consolation, they almost Ufted Denys on to the mule ; and
putting him in the middle of them, spurred after thefr leader. And
Gerard ran AAildly after (for the lane turned), to see the very last of hira
and the last glimpse he caught, Denys was rocking to and fro on M»
mule, and tearing Ms hafr- out. But at this sight something rose in
Gerard's tMoat so Mgh, so high, he could mn no more nor breathe, but
gasped, and leaned against the snow-clad hedge, seizing it, and choking
piteously.
The thoms ran into his hand.
After a bitter struggle he got Ms breath again : and now began to see
his own misfortune. Yet not aU at once to reaUze it, so sudden and
numbuig was the stroke. He staggered on, but scarce feeUng or caring
Avhither he was going : and every now and then he stopped, and his
arms fell and Ms head sank on his chest: ancl he stood motioMess : then
he said to himseU, " Can this thing be ? This must be a dream. 'Tis
scarce fiA'e minutes since Ave Avere so happy, AvalMng handed, faring to
Rome together, and AA'C admired them and their gay banners and helmets
—oh hearts of heU !"
All nature seemed to stare now as lonely as MmseU. Not a creature
in sight. No colour but AvMte. He, the ghost of Ms former self, wandered alone among the ghosts of trees, and fields, and hedges. Desolate!
desolate ! desolate ! AU was desolate.
He knelt and gathered a Uttle snow. " Nay, I dream not; for this ii
snow: cold as the world's heart. It is bloody, too : Avhat may that
mean ? Fool! 'tis from thy hand. I mind not the wound. Ay, I see ;
thorns. Welcome ! kindly fees : I felt ye not, ye ran not into my heart.
Ye are not cruel like men."
He had risen, and was dragging Ms leaden limbs along, AA'hen he heard
horses' feet and gay A-oices behind him. He turned Arith a joyful but
wild hope that the soldiers had relented and were bringing. Denys back.
But no : it Avas a gay cavalcade. A gentleman of rank and his favourites
in A'elvet and furs and feathers ; and four or five armed retainers in bufl
jerkuis.
They swept gaily by.
Gerard never looked at them after they were gone by : certam gay
shadows had come and passed : that was all. He was like one in a
dream. But he was rudely wakened : suddenly a voice in front of him
cried harsMy, " Stand and deUver !" and there Avere tMee of the gentleman's servants in front of Mm. They had ridden back to rob him.
" How, ye false knaves," said he qMte calmly : " would ye shame your
noble master? He wUl hang ye to the nearest tree :" and Arith these
words he drew his sword doggedly, and set Ms back to the hedge.
One of the men instantly leveUed Ms petronel at him.
But another, less sanguinary, interposed. " Be not so hasty ! And be
not thou so mad ! Look yonder !"
Gerard looked, and scarce a hundred yards off the nobleman and his
friends had halted, and sat on thefr horses, looMng at the lawless act,
too proud to do thefr OAvn dfrty work, but not too proud to reap the
frmt, and watch lest their agents should rob them of another man's
money.
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Tho milder servant then, a good-natured felloAV, shoAved Gerard resistance AA'as A'ain; reminded hun common thieA'es often took the Ufe as
A\'ell as the purse, and assured him it cost a mint to be a gentleman ; hi;
master had lost money at play overnight, ancl Avas going to visit his
/eman, and so must take money Avhere he saAv it,
" Therefore, good youtli^ consider that Ave rob not for ourselves, and
deUver us that fat purse at thy gfrdle AA'ithout more ado, nor put us to
the pain of sUtting thy throat and takipg it aU the same."
" This knave is right," said Gerard calmly, aloud but to himself. " I
ought not tc flmg aAvay my life ; Margaret would be so sorry. Take then
the poor man's purse to the rich man's pouch; and Avith it this ; teU
him, I pray the Holy Trinity each coin in it may burn Ms hand, and
freeze his heart, and blast Ms soul for ever. Begone ancl leave me to my
sorroAv !" He flung them the iitirse.
They rode aAvay muttering ; for his Avords pricked them a little ; «
very Uttle : and he staggered on, penniless iioAV as Avell as friendless, tiU
ne came to the edge of a Avood. Then, though his heart could hardly
feel this second bloAV, his judgment did ; ancl he began to ask himself
what Avas the use going further ? He sat doAvn on the hard road, and
ran Ms naUs into his hair and tried to think for the best; a task all the
more difficult that a strange droAvsiness was steaUng over Mm. Rome
he could never reach AA'ithout money. Denys had said " go to Strasbourg, and down the Rhine home." He would obey Denys. But how
get to Strasbourg Arithout money ?
Then suddenly seemed to ring in his ears—
" Gyf the world prove harsh and cold,
Come back to the hedde of gold."
" And if I do I must go as her servant; I Avho am Margaret's. I am
a-weary, a-weary. I AviU sleep, and dream all is as it was. Ah me, how
happy were Ave an hour agone, Ave Uttle knew how happy. There is a
house : the OAATier well to do. "What if I told him my AATong, and
prayed his aid to retrieve my purse, and so to Rhine ? Fool! is he not
a man, like the rest ? He would scorn me ancl trample me loAver. Denys
cursed the race of men. That Avill I never : but oh, I 'gin to loathe and
dread them. Nay, here Avill I Ue tiU sunset: then darkling creep intd
this rich man's barn, ancl take by stealth a draught of milk or a handfui
o' gram, to keep body and soul together. God, who hath seen the rich
ro"b me, will peradventtire forgive me. They say 'tis ill sleeping on the
enoAv. Death steals on such sleepers Arith muffled feet ancl honey breath.
But Avhat can I ? I am a-Aveary, a-Aveary. Shall this be the AVOod
where lie the wolves yon old man spoke of ? I must e'en trust them :
they are not men ; and I am so a-Aveary."
lie crawled to the road-side, and stretched out his Umbs on the enow,
with a deep sigh.
" Ah, tear not tMne hafr so ! teareth my heart to see thee."
" Mar—garet. Never see me more. Poor Mar—ga—ret."
And the too tender heart was stiU.
And the constant lover, and friend of antique mould, lay sUent on the
TOow ; in perU from the weather, in peril from Avild beasts, .in perU from
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hunger, friendl 3ss and pennUess, in a strange land, and not half way to
Rome.

CHAPTER XXXIX.
RUDE travel is enticing to us EngUsh. And so arc its records ; even
though the adventurer be no pUgrim of love. And antique friendsMp
has at least the interest of a fossU. StUl, as the true centre of tMs story
is in HoUand, it is fuU time to return tMther, and to those ordinary
personages and incidents, whereof Ufe has been malMy composed in all

Jorian Ketel came to Peter's house to claim Margaret's promise ; but
Margaret was iU in bed, and Peter, on hearmg his errand, affronted Mm
and warned bim off the premises, and one or two that stood by were for
ducking bim ; for both father and daughter were favourites, and the Avhole
story was in every mouth, and the Sevenbergans in that state of hot,
undiscriminating, irritation AvMch accompaMes popular sympathy.
So Jorian Ketel went off in dudgeon, and repented Mm of his good
deed. This sort of pemtence is not rare, and has the merit of being sincere. Dierich Brower, who was discovered at " The TMee Kings,"
making a chatterbox drunk in order to worm out of him the whereabouts
of Martin Wittenhaagen, was actuaUy taken and flung into a horse-pond,
and tMeatened Arith worse usage, should he ever slioAvMs face m the burgh
again ; and finally, mumcipal jealousy bemg roused, the burgomaster of
Sevenbergen sent a formal missive to theburgomasterof Tergou,reminding'
him he had overstepped the law, and requesting him to apply to the
authorities of Sevenbergen on any future occasion Avlien he might haA'e
a complaint, real or imaginary, against any of its townsfolk.
The AvUy Ghysbrecht, suppressmg Ms rage at this remonstrance, sent
back a civil message to say that the person he had foUowed to Sevenbergen was a Tergovan, one Gerard, and that he had stolen the tovra
records : that Gerard ha-vmg escaped into foreign parts, and probably
taken the documents vrith Mm, the whole matter Avas at an end.
Thus he made a -rirtue of necessity. But in reaUty Ms calmness Ava,"
^ut a veU : baffled at Sevenbergen, he tumed Ms vicAvs elsewhere ; he
et his emissaries to learn from the famUy at Tergou whither Gerard had
fled, and "to Ms infinite surprise" they cUd not know. TMs added to
bis uneasiness. It made bim fear Gerard was oMy lurking in the neighDeurhood: he would make a certain discoA'ery, and would come back
and take a terrible revenge. From tMs time Dierich and others that
were about him noticed a change for the Avorse m Ghysbrecht Van
Swieten. He became a moody, irritable man. A (fread lay on Mm.
His eyes cast furtive glances, Uke one who expects a blow, and knows
not from what quarter it is to come. MaMng others Avretched had not
made bim happy. It seldom does.
The Uttle nimily at Tergou, wMch, but for his Aiolent interference,
Blight in time have cemented its difference without bamslung spem
gregis to a distant land, wore stiU the same outward features, but within
was no longer the simple happy famUy tMs tale opened Arith. Little
Kate knew the slu^re ComeUs and Sybrandt had in baMshing Gerard.
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ind though, for fear of making more miscMef stiU, she never toid hei
•nother, yet there were times she shuddered at the bare sight of them,
nd blushed at thefr hypocritical regrets. Catherine, with a woman'r
tigUance, noticed this, and Arith a woman's subtlety said nothing, but
quietly pondered it, and went on watching for more. The black sheep
themselves, in thefr efforts to partake m the general gloom and sorrow,
succeeded so far as to impose upon their father and GUes : but the
demure satisfaction that lay at thefr bottom could not escape these feminine eyesh—
" That, noting all, seem'd nought to note."
Thus mistrust and suspicion sat at the table, poor substitutes foi
Gerard's intelligent face, that had brightened the whole cfrcle, unobserved tiU it was gone. As for the old hosier, his pride had been
wounded by Ms son's disobedience, and so he bore stiffly up, and did his
best never to mention Gerard's name ; but underneath his Spartan cloak
Nature might be seen tugging at Ms heart-strings. One anxiety he never
affected to conceal. " If I but knew Avhere the boy is, and that hia
Ufe and health are in no danger, small AVOUM be my care," Avould he
say; and then a deep sigh would foUow. I cannot help thinking that U
Gerard had opened the door just then, and Avalked in, there Avould have
been many tears and embraces for him, and few reproaches, or none.
One thing took the old couple quite by surprise—pubUcity. Ere
Gerard had been gone a week, Ms adventures were in every mouth ; and,
to make matters worse, the popular sympathy declared itself warmly on
the side of the lovers, and agamst Gerard's cruel parents, and that old
busy-body the burgomaster, " who must put Ms nose into a business that
nowise concerned him,"
" Mother," said Kate, " it is aU over the town that Margaret is down
Arith a fever—a burning fever ; her father fears her sadly,"
"Margaret? what Margaret?" inqufred Catherme, with a treacherous
assumption of calmness and indifference.
" Oh, mother ! whom should I mean ? "\Yhy Gerard's Margaret,"
"Gerard's Margaret," screamed Catherme ; "how dare you say such f»
word to me ? And I rede you never mention that hussy's name in this
house, that she has laid bare. She is the ruin of my poor boy, the floAver
of aU my flock She is the cause that he is not a holy priest in tha
midst of us, but is roaming the world, and I a desolate broken-hearted
mother, There, do not cry, my gfrl, I do iU to speak harsh to you.
But, oh, Kate ! you know not what passes in a mother's heart. 1
bear up before you all; it behoves me swallow my fears : but at night I
see him in my dreams, and stUl some trouble or other near him : sometimes he is torn by -wUd beasts ; other times he is in the hands of robbers,
and thefr cruel kmves upUfted to strike his poor pale face, that one
should think would move a stone. Oh ! AA'hen I remember that, Avliile 1
sit here in comfort, perhaps my poor boy lies dead in some savage place:
and aU along of that gfrl: tliere, her very name is ratsbane to me. I
tremble aU over when I hear it."
" I'll not say anything, nor do anything to grieve you worse, mother,"
said Kate, tenderly ; but she sighed.
.'^he whose name was so fiercely uiterdicted in this house, was much

202

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH.

spoken of, and even pitied, elsewhere. All Sevenbergen was sorry foi
her, and the young men and maidens cast many a pitying glance, as
they passed, at the Uttle AAindow where the beauty of the village lay
" dying for love." In tMs famiUar phrase they underrated her spirit and
unselfishness. Gerard Avas not dead, and she was too loyal herself to
doubt his constancy. Her father was dear to her and helpless ; and, but
for bodUy weakness, all her love for Gerard would not haA'e kept her from
doing her duties, though she nught have gone about them Arith drooping
head and heavy heart. But physical and mental excitement had brought
on an attack of fever so Aiolent, that notMng but youth and constitution
saA'cd her. The malady left her at last, but in that terrible state of bodily
weakness in wMch the patient feels life a burden.
Then it is that IOA'C and friendsMp by the bedside are mortal angels
\ri th comfort in their voices, and healing in thefr palms.
But tMs poor girl had to come back to Ufe and vigour how she could.
Many days she lay alone, and the heaAy hours rolled like leaden Avaves
over her. In her enfeelDled state existence seemed a burden, and hie a
thing gone by. She could not try her best to get well. Gerard was gone.
She had not him to get well for. Often she lay for hours quite stiU, with
the tears welUng gently out of her eyes.
One day, waking from an uneasy slumber, she found two women ui
her room. One Avas a serA'ant, the other by the deep fur on her coUar
and sleeves was a person of consideration : a narroAV band of silvery hair,
being spared by her coiffure, shoAved her to be past the age when Avomen
of sense conceal their years. The looks of both were kind and friendly.
Margaret tried to raise herseU in the bed, but the old lady placed a
hand very gently on her.
" Lie still, sweetheart; we come not here to put you about, but to
comfort you, God AviUing. Now cheer up a bit, and teU us, ffrst, who
think you Ave are ? "
" Nay, madam, I know you, though I never saw you before : you are
the demoiselle Tan Eyck, and this is Reicht Heynes. Gerard has oft
spoken of you, and of your goodness to him. Madam, he has no friend
Uke you near him now," and at this thought she lay back, and the tear?
welled out of her eyes in a moment.
The good-natured Reicht Heynes began to cry for company ; but hei
mistress scolded her. " WeU, you are a pretty one for a sick-room," said
she : and she put out a world of innocent art to cheer the patient: and
not Arithout some Uttle success. An old woman, that has seen life and
aU its troubles, is a sovereign blessing by a sorrowful young woman's
side. She knows what to say, and what to avoid. She knows how to
soothe her and interest her. Ere she had been there an hour, she h.rd
Margaret's head lying on her shotUder instead of on the pUloAV, and
Margaret's soft eyes dAvelUng on her Arith gentle gratitude.
" Ah ! tMs is hafr," said the old lady, running her fingers through it.
" Come and look at it, Reicht! "
Reicht came and handled it, and praised it unaffectedly. The poor
gfrl that OAvned it was not qmte out of the reach of flattery; OAring
doubtless to not bemg dead.
" In sooth, madam^ I did use to think it hideous : but he praised it,
and ever since then I have been almost vain of it, saints forgive me,
You know how foolish those are that love."
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" They are greater fools that don't," said the old lady, sharply,
Margaret opened her lovely eyes, and looked at her for her mean
ing.
This was only the ffrst of many visits. In fact either Margaret Van
Eyck or Reicht came nearly every day untU thefr patient was convalescent : and she improved rapidly under thefr hands. Reicht attributed
this principally to certain nourishfr.g dishes she prepared m Peter's
titchen : but Margaret herself thought more of the kind words and eyes
that kept telling her she had friends to Uve for.
Martin Wittenhaagen went straight to Rotterdam, to take the buU by
.he horns. The bull Avas a biped, with a croAvn for horns. It was PMUp
the Good, duke of this, earl of that, lord of the other. Arrived at
Rotterdam, Martin found the court wes at Ghent. To Ghent he went,
md sought an audience, but Avas put off and baffled by lacqueys and
pages. So he threw himseU in his sovereign's way out hunting, and,
contrary to all court precedents, commenced tlie conversation—by roaring
lustily for mercy.
" Why, where is the peril, man ?" said the duke, looking all round and
[aughing.
" Grace for an old soldier hunted down by burghers ! "
Now Mngs differ in character like other folk ; but there is one trait
;hey have in common ; they are mightily incUned to be affable to men
Df very low estate. 'These do not Aie with them in anything AAiiatever
JO jealousy cannot creep in ; and they amuse them by thefr bluntness
md novelty, and refresh the poor things with a touch of nature—a rarity
n courts. So PMUp the Good reined in his horse and gave Martin
ilmost a tSte-d-tete, and Martin reminded him of a certain battle-field
lA'here he had received an arrow intended for his sovereign. The duke
-emembered the incident perfectly, and was graciously pleased to take a
cheerful Aiew of it. He could afford to, not having been the one hit.
Then Martin told his majesty of Gerard's first capture in the church, his
mprisonnient in the tower, and the manoeuArre by wMch they got him out,
md all the details of the hunt ; and, whether he told it better than I
lave, or the duke had not heard so many good stories as you have,
jertain it is that sovereign got so wrapt up in it, that, when a number ol
sotirtiers came galloping up and interrupted Martm, he swore like a
5ostermonger, and threatened, only haU in jest, to cut off the next head
;hat should come between him and a good story : and when Martin had
lone, he cried out:—
" St, Luke ! what sport goeth on in this mine earldom, ay ! in my OAvn
roods, and I see it not. You base felloAvs have aU the luck," And he
ivas indignant at the partiality of Fortune, " Lo you noAv ! tins was a
nan-hunt," said he. " / never had the luck to be at a man-hunt.-'" My luck was none so great," replied Martm, bluntly ; " I was on the
wrong side of the dog's noses."
*' Ah ! so you were : I forgot that." And royalty was more reconcUed
10 its lot. " "What Avoiild you then ?"
" A free pardon, your highness, for myseU and Gerard."
"For what?"
" For prison-breaking."
*' Go to : the bird will fly from the cage. 'Tis instinct. Be.sides, coop
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a young man up for lovmg a young woman ? These burgomasters mu9<
be void of common sense. \Yliat else ?"
" I'or striking doAvn the burgomaster."
" Oh, the hunted boar wiU turn to bay. 'Tis his right: and 1 'lolJ
him lesa than man that grudges it hiim What else ?"
" For kUUng of the bloodhounds."
The duke's countenance feU.
" 'Twas thefr Ufe or mme," said Martin eagerly.
" Ay ! but I can't have my bloodhounds, my beautifol ^jf :(0dhoiind8,
sacrificed to— "
" No, no, no ! They were not your dogs."
" "Whose dogs, then ?"
" The ranger's."
•' Oh. WeU, I am very sorry for him, but, as I was saying, I can't
have my old soldiers sacrificed to Ms bloodhounds. Thou shalt have thy
free pardon."
" And poor Gerard."
" And poor Gerard too, for thy sake. And more, teli thou tMs burgomaster his doings mislike me : this is to set up for a king, not a burgomaster. I'll haA'e no kings in Holland but one. Bid him be more
humble : or by St. Jtide I'U hang him before his OAVU door, as I hanged the
burgomaster of Avhat's the name, some town or other in Flanders it Avas ;
no, 'tAvas somewhere in Brabant—no matter—I hanged him, I remember
that mush—for oppressing poor folk."
The duke then beckoned Ms chancellor, a pursy old fellow that rode
Uke a sack, and bade him Avrite out a free pardon for Martin and one
Gerard.
This precious document was draAvn up in form, and signed next day,
and Martin hastened home with it.
Margaret had left her bed some days, ancl was sitting pale and pensive
by the fireside, when he burst in, waving the parchment, ancl crying,
" A free pardon, gfrl, for Gerard as weU as me ! Send for him back
when you wUl; aU the burgomasters on earth daren't lay a finger on
him."
She flushed aU over Arith joy, and her hands trembled Arith eagerness
as she took the parchment and devoured it with her eyes, and Mssed it
again and again, and flung her arms round Martin's neck, and kissed
him. When she was calmer, she told him Heaven had raised her up a
friend in the dame A'an Eyck. " And I would fain consult her on tins
good news : but I have not strength to walk so far."
" What need to Avalk ? There is my mule."
" Your mule, Martin ?"
The old soldier or professional pUlager laughed, and confessed he had
got so used to her, that he forgot at times Ghysbrecht had a prior claim.
To-morrow he would turn her mto the burgomaster's yard, but to-mght
sne should carry Margaret to Tergou.
It was nearly dusk ; so Margaret ventured, and about seven in the
evening she a.stomshed and gladdened her new but ardent friend, by
arrivmg at her house with unwonted roses on her cheeks, and Gerard's
pardon in her bosom.
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CHAPTER XL.
SOME are old in heart at forty, some are young at eighty. Margaret
Van Eyck's heart was an evergreen. She loved her young namesake
with youthful ardour. Nor Avas this new sentiment a mere caprice ; she
was quick at reading character, and saAV in Margaret Brandt that Avhich
in cne of her OAA'U sex goes far Arith an intelUgent A\'oman ; genuineness.
But, besides her OAATI sterling quaUties, Margaret had from the first a
potent ally in the old artist's bosom.
H'lman nature.
Strange as it may appear to the unobservant, our hearts warm more
j-eadUy to those we have benefited than to our benefactors. Some of the
Greek philosophers noticed this ; but the British Homer has stamped i'
to mimortal lines :—
" I heard, and thought how side by side
^Ve t"«-o had stemmed the battle's tide
In many a well-debated field,
Where Bertram's breast Ayas Philip's shield.
I thought on Darien's deserts pale,
Where Death bestrides the evening gale,
How o'er my friend my cloak I threw.
And fenceless facf,d the dead.y dew.
I thought on Quaiiana's cliff,
Where, rescued from our foundering skiff,
Through the v/hite breakers' -nrath I bore
Exhausted Mortram to the shore ;
And when his side an arro-w found,
I sucked the Indian's venom'd Aifound.
These thoughts like torrents rushed along
To sweep aAvay my purpose strong."
Observe ! this assassin's hand is stayed by memory, nol of benefit*
received, but benefits conferred.
NOAV ilargaret Van Eyck had been wonderfully kind to Margaret
Biandt; had broken through her own habits to go and see her ; had
nursed her, and soothed her, and petted her, and cured her more than all
the medicine in the Avorld. So her heart opened to the recipient of her
goodness, and she loved her now far more tenderly than she had ever
loved Gerard, though, in trath, it was purely out of regard for Gerard
she had Aisited her in the ffrst instance.
When, therefore, she saAV the roses on Margaret's cheek, and read the
bit of parchment that had brought them there, she gave up her oAvn AicAve
without a murmur.
" SAveetheart," said she, " I did desire he should stay in Italv five or
six years, and come back rich, and, above aU, an artist. But your happines.3 is before all, and I see you cannot Uve Avithout him, so we must
have him home as fast as may be."
" Ah, madam ! you see my very thoughts." And the young woman
hung her bead a" moment and blushed. " But how to let him know
madam ? That passes my skUl. He is gone to Italy ; but Avliat pi.'."
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that I know not. Stay ! he named the cities he should Aisit. Florence
was one, and Rome. But then—"
FmaUy, being a sensible girl, she divined that a letter, addressed, " My
Gerard—Italy," might chance to nuscarry, and she looked imploringly
at her friend for counsel.
"You are come to the right place, and at the right time," said tha
old lady. " Here was tMs Hans MemUng Avith me to-day ; he i.i
going to Italy, gfrl, no later than next week, ' to unprove his hand,' he
says. Not before 'tAA'as needed, I do assure you."
" But how is he to fmd my Gerard ?"
" "Why, he knoAvs your Gerard, child. They have supped here more
than once, and were Uke hand and glove. NOAV, as his business is the
same as Gerard's—"
" What ! he is a pamter then ?"
" He passes for one. He Arill visit the same places as Gerard, and
isoon or late, he must fall in Arith Mm. "Wherefore, get you a long letter
^ATritten, and copy out tMs pardon into it, and I'll ansAver for the messenger. In sis months at farthest Gerard shall get i t ; ancl when he shall
get it, then AriU he Mss it, and put it in his bosom, and come flying
home. "\ATiat are you smiling at ? And noAV Avhat makes your cheeks
so red ? And AA'hat you are smothermg me for, I cannot thmk. Yes !
happy days are coming to my Uttle pearl."
Meantime, Martm sat in the Mtchen, Avith the black-jack before him
and Reicht Heynes spinning beside him : and, AVOW ! but she pumped
him that night.
This Hans MemUng Avas an old pupU of Jan Van Eyck and Ms sister.
He was a painter notArithstanding Margaret's sneer, and a good soul
3nough, Arith one fault. He loved the " mpperkin, canaMn, and the
broAATi boAvl' more than they deserve. This singular penchant kept him
from amassmg fortune, and AA'as the cause that he often came to Margaret
Van Eyck for a meal, and sometimes for a groat. But this gaA'e her a
claim on him, andshe knew he would not trUle Avith any commission she
should intrust to him.
The letter was duly AAritten and left Arith Margaret Van Eyck ; and,
the foUoAring week, sure enough, Hans MemUng returned from Flanders.
Margaret Van Eyck gave him the letter, and a piece of gold towards his
traveUmg expenses. He seemed m a hurry to be off.
" All the better," said the old a r t i s t ; ' " he Avill be the sooner in
Italy"
But as there are horses who burn and rage to start, and after the first
yard or two want the wMp, so aU tMs hurry cooled ui to inaction when
Hans got as far as the principal hostelry of Tergou, and saAV two of his
boon compaMons sitting m the bay Avindow. He went m for a parting
glass Arith them ; but when he offered to pay, they would not hear of it.
No; he was going a long journey; they would treat him; everybody must
weat him, the landlord and aU.
It resulted from this treatment that his tongue got as loose as if thi
wine had been oU; and he confided to the conviAial creAv that he Avas
going to show the Italians how to paint : next he sang Ms exploits in
battle, for he had handled a pike ; and his amorous successes Arith
females, not j)resent to oppose thefr A'ersion of the incidents. In short
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" plenus rimarum erat: hue Uluc cUffluebat:" and among the miscellaneous matters that oozed out, he must blab that he was intrusted Avith
a letter to a toAvnsman of theirs, one Gerard, a good fellow he added,
" you are all good feUows :" and, to impress Ms eulogy, slapped
Sybrandt on the back so heartUy, as to drive the breath out of his body.
Sybrandt got round the table to avoid tMs muscMar approval; but
listened to every word, and learned for the first tmie that Gerarcl waa
gone to Italy. HoAvever, to make sure, he affected to doubt it.
" My brother Gerard is never in Italy."
"Ye Ue, ye cur," roared Hans, taking instantly the frascible tarn, and
not being clear enough to see that he, Avho noAV &a,t opposite him, was the
same he had praised, and hit, when beside him. " If he is ten times youi
brother, he is in Italy. What call ye this ? There, read me that superscription !" and he flung doAvn a letter on the table.
Sybrandt took it up, and examined it gravely ; but eventually laid it
doAATi, with the remark, that he could not read. However, one of the
company, by some immense fortuity, could read ; and, proud of so rare
an accomplishment, took it, and read it out : " To Gerard Eliassoen
of Tergou. These by the hand of the trusty Hans Memling, with all
speed "
" 'Tis exceUently weU Avrit," said the reader, examining every letter.
" Ay !" said Hans, bombastically, " and small wonder : 'tis writ by a
famous hand ; by Margaret, sister of Jan Van Eyck. Blessed and
honoured be his memory ! She is an old friend of mine, is Margaret Van
Eyck."
MisceUaneous Hans then diverged into forty topics.
Sybrandt stole out of the company, and Avent in search of ComeUs.
They put thefr heads together over the news : Italy was an uiimense
distance off. If they could oMy keep hun there ?
" Keep him there ? Nothing would keep hun long from his Margaret."
" Curse her ! " said Sybrandt. " Why didn't she die when .she Avas
about it ?"
" She die ? She Avould outUve the pest to vex us." Ancl Cornells war
AVToth at her selfishness in not dying, to oblige.
These two black sheep kept putting thefr heads together, and tainting
each other worse and worse, till at last their corrupt hearts conceived a
plan for keeping Gerard m Italy aU his Ufe, and so securing his share of
thefr father's substance.
But Avhen they had planned it they Avere no nearer the execution ; foi
that requfred talent : so frdqmty came to a stand stUl. But presently, as
if Satan had come between the two heads, and Avhispered into the right
ear of one and the left of the other simultaneously, they both burst out
" THE BURGOMASTER!"
They Aveut to Ghysbrecht Van Swieten, and he received them at
once : for the man Avho is under the torture of suspense catches eagerly
ut knoAA'ledge. Certainty is often painful, but seldom, Uke suspense, iavolerable.
" You have news of Gerard ?" said he eagerly.
Then they told about the letter and Hans IMeiiiling. He Ustened witl
restless eye. " "Who vrrit the letter ?"
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" Mai^aret Van Eyck," was the reply; for they naturally thought the
contents were by the same hand as the superscription.
" Aie ye sure ?" And he went to a cfrawer and drew out a papei
\mtten by Margaret Van Eyck wMle treating Airith the burgh for hei
bouse. " Was it writ Uke this 1"
" Yes. 'Tis the same Avriting," said Sybrandt, boldly.
•' Good. And now what would ye of me ?" said Ghysbrecht, with
beatmg heart, but a carelessness so weU feigned that it staggered them.
They fumbled with thefr bonnets, and stammered and spoke a word or
two, then hesitated and beat about the bush, and let out by degrees that
they wanted a letter written, to say something that might keep Gerard
in Italy : and this letter they proposed to substitute in Hans Memling'a
wallet for the one he carried. "WMle these fumbled Arith thefr bonnets
and thefr iniqmty, and vacUlated between respect for a bui^omaster, and
suspicion that this one was as great rogue as themselves, and, somehow
or other, on thefr side agamst Gerard, pros and cons were coursing one
another to and fro in the keen old man's spirit. Vengeance said let
Gerard come back and feel the weight of the law. Prudence said keep
him a thousand miles off. But then prudence said also, Avhy do dirty
work on a doubtful chance ? "Why put it in the power of these two rogues
to tarnish your name ? Finally, his strong persuasion that Gerard was in
possession of a secret by means of wMch he could wound bim to the
c^mck, coupled Arith Ms caution, found words thus : " It is my duty to
aid the citizens that cannot Avrite. But for thefr matter I •will not be
responsible. Tell me, then, what I shaU write."
" Something about tMs Margaret."
" Ay, ay ! that she is false, that she is married to another, I'U go baU,"
" Nay, burgomaster, nay ! not for aU the world !" cried Sybrandt;
" Gerard would not beUeve itj or but haU, and then he would come back
to see. No ; say that she is dead,"
" Dead ! what at her age ? will he credit that ?"
" Sooner than the other. "Why she was nearly dead; so it is not to saj
a doAvnright lie, after aU."
" Humph ? And you tMnk that AviU keep him in Italy ?"
" We are sure of it, are we not, ComeUs ?"
" Ay," said ComeUs, " our Gerard AVUI never leave Italy now he is
there. It was always his dream to get there. He would come back for
bis JNI.argaret, but not for us. What cares he for us ? He despises Ms
own family; always did."
" This would be a bitter piU to him," said the old hypocrite. " It wiL'
be for Ms good in the end," repUed the yoimg one.
" "What avaUs Famine wedding Thfrst ?" said ComeUs.
"And the grief you are preparing for him so cooUy?" Ghysbrecht
spoke sarcastically, but tasted his OAvn vengeance aU the time.
" Oh, a lie is not Uke a blow vrith a curtal axe. It hacks no flesh, and
breaks no bones."
" A curtal axe ?" said Sybrandt; " no, nor even like a stroke Arith a
cudgeh" And he shot a sly envenomed glance at the burgomaster's
broken nose.
Ghysbrecht's face darkened with fre when tMs adder's tongue strucls
His wound. But it told, as intended: the old man bristled Arith hate.
" WeU," said he, " tell me. what to Avrite for you. and I must Avrite >*'
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but, take notice, you bear the blame if aught turns amiss. Not the hand
which writes, but the tongue which dictates, doth the deed."
The brothers assented warmly, sneering Avithui. Gliysbrecht then
dreAV his inkhorn toAvards him, ancl laid the specunen of Margaret Van
Eyck's Avriting before Mm, and made some inqufries as to the size and
shape of the letter ; when an uMooked-for interruption occurred ; Joiian
Ketel burst hastUy into the room, and looked vexed at not findmg him
alone.
" Thou seest I have matter on hand, good fellow."
" Ay ; but tMs is grave. I bring good ncAvs ; but 'tis not for every
ear."
The burgomaster rose, and cfrew Jorian aside mto the embrasure of
his deep window, and then the brothers heard them converse in low but
eager tones. I t ended by Ghysbrecht sending Jorian out to saddle Ma
mule. H e then addressed the black sheep with a sudden coldness that
amazed them,—
" I prize the peace of households ; but this is not a thing to be dona
in a h u r r y : we Avill see about it, we AVUI see."
" But, burgomaster, the man vrill be gone. It AVUI be too late."
""VVliereishe?"
" At the hostelry, drinking."
" Well, keep him cfrinMng ! We vriU see, we AriU see." Ancl he sent
them off discomfited.
To explam all this we must retrograde a step. This very mom ing,
then, Margaret Brandt had met Jorian Ketel near her OAvn door. He
passed her Avith a scowl. This strack her, and she lemembered him.
" Stay," said she. " Yes! it is the good man Avho saved him. Oh !
Avliy have you not been near me since? And Avhy have you not come fox
the parchments ? Was it not true about the huncfred croA\iis ?"
Jurian gave a snort; but, seeing her face that looked so candid, began
to think there might be some mistake. He told her he had come, and
hoAV he had been received.
" Alas!" said she, " I knew nought of this. I lay at Death's door."
She then invited him to follow her, and took Mm uito the garden and
showed him the spot AA'here the parclmients Avere buried. " Martin was
for taMng them up, but I Avoiild not let him. He put them there; and J
said none should move them but you, Avho had earned them so AveU oi
him and me."
" Give me a spade !" cried Jorian, eagerly. " But stay! No ; he is .<
8US])icious man. You are sure they are there still ?"
" I Avill openly take the blame if human hand hath touched them."
" Then keep them but two hours more, I prithee, good INlargaret," sai 1
Jorian, and ran off to the Stadthouse of "Tergou a joyful man.
The burgomaster jogged along tOAvards Sevenljergen, Avith Jmian striding beside him, giring him assurance that in an hour's time the missing
parchments Avoiild be in Ms hand.
" A h , master!" said he, " l u c k y for us it wasn't a thief that to.ik
ihem."
" Not a thief? not a thief? what caU you Mm, then ?"
" ''Veil, saving your presence, I call hini a jackdaw. TMs is jackdavr^j
p
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wo'k, if ever there was; 'take the thing you are least in need of, and
hide it'—that's a jackdaw. I should knoAv," added Jorian, oracularly,
"for I was brought up along Arith a chough. He and 1 were bom
the same year, but he cut his teeth long before me, and, wow! but my
Ufe was a burden for years aU along of him. If you had but a hole in
your hose no bigger than a groat, in Avent his beak like a gimlet; and.
for steaUng, Gerard aU over. "What he wanted least, and any poor
Christian in the house wanted most, that went first. Mother was a
notable •woman, so, if she did but look round, awayflcAVher thimble.
Father UA'ed by cordwaming, so about sunrise Jack went diligently ofl
AAith his aAAi, his wax, and his tAvine, After that, make your bread hoAv
you could ! One day I heard my mother tell him to his face he was
enough to corrupt half a dozen other children ; and he only cocked his
eye at her, and next minute away Avith the nurseling's shoe off his A'ery
foot. Now this Gerard is tarred Avith the same stick. The parchments
are no more use to him than a thimble or an aAvl to Jack. He took 'em
out of pure mischief ancl hid them, and you would never have found
them but for me."
" [ believe you are right," said Ghysbrecht, " and I have vexed myself
mors than need."
"Wl.jn they came to Peter's gate he felt uneasy.
" I wish it had been anywhere but here."
Jorian reassured hun.
" The gfrl is honest and friendly," said he. " She had nothmg to do
Arith taking them, I'll be sworn;" and he led him into the sarden.
" There, master, if a face is to be believed, here they lie; and, see, the
mould is loose."
He ran for a spade which Avas stuck up in the ground at some distance, and soon went to work and uncovered a parchment. Ghysbrecht
saw it, and thrust him aside and Avent doAvn on Ms knees and tore it out
of the hole. His hands trembled and his face shone. He thrcAv out
parchment after parchment, and Jorian dusted them and cleaned them
and shook them. Now, when Ghysbrecht had tMoAvn out a great many,
Ms face began to darken and lengthen, ancl, Avhen he came to the last, he
put his hands to his temples and seemed to be all amazed.
"What mystery lies here?" he gasped. "Are fiends mocMng mel
Dig deeper! There must be another."
Jorian drove the spade ui and threw out quantities of hard mould. In
vain. And CA'en while he dug, his master's mood had changed.
" Treason ! treachery !" he cried. " You kneAV of this."
" Knew Avhat, master, in Heaven's name? "
" Caitiff, you knew there was another one worth all these twice told."
" 'Tis false," cried Jorian, made suspicious by the other's suspicion.
" 'Tis a trick to rob me of my hundred croAvns. Oh! I knoAV yon,
burgomaster." And Jorian Avas ready to Avhimper.
A mellow A'oice feU on them both like oil upon thcAvaves. "No, good
man, it is not false, nor yet is it quite true: there was another parchment."
" There, there, there ! "Where is it ?"
" But," continued Margaret, calmly, "it Avas not a 'tc-wn recoid (so you
have gained your huncfred croAvns, good man); it was but a private deed
between the burgomaster here and my grandfather Flor
"
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"Hush, hush!"
" —is Brandt."
" Where is it, girl ? that is all Ave Avant to l-oioAV,*""
" Have patience, and I shall tell you. Gerard read the title of it, and
he said, ' T h i s is as much yours as the burgomaster's,' and he put it
ipart, to read it AAith me at his leisure."
" It is in the house, then?" said the burgomaster, recoA'ering his calmness.
" No, sfr," said Margaret, gravely, " it is not." Then, in a voice that
faltered suddenly, " You hunted—my poor Gerard—so hard—and so
3lose—that you gaA'e him—no time—to think of aught—but his Ufe—
md his grief.—'The parchment was in Ms bosom, and he hath ta'en it
with him."
""Whither, w h i t h e r ? "
" Ask me no more, sir. "What right is yours to question me thus? It
was for your sake, good man, I put force upon my heart, and came out
tiere, and bore to speak at all to this hard old man. For, when I t h m k
af the misery he has brought on hivi and me, the sight of him is more
than I can b e a r : " and she gaA'e an involuntary shudder, and went
slowly in, with her hand to her head, crying bitterly.
Remorse for the past, and dread of the future—the slow, but, as he
noAV felt, the incAitable future—aA'arice, and fear, all tugged in one short
moment at Ghysbrecht's tough heart. He hung his head, and his arms
Fell listless by his sides. A coarse chuckle made hun start round, and
there stood Martin Wittenhaagen leaning on Ms bow, and sneermg from
^ar to ear. At sight of the man ancl his griniung face, Ghysbrecht's
worst passions awoke.
" Ho ! attach him, seize him, traitor ancl thief!" cried he. " Dog
thou shalt pay for aU."
Martin, without a word, calmly thrust the duke's pardon under Ghyslirecht's nose. He looked, and had not a word to say. Martm followed
lip his advantage.
" The duke and I are soldiers. He won't let you greasy burghei*
trample on an old comrade. He bade me carry you a message too."
" 'The duke send a message to nie ?"
" A y ! I told him of your masterful doings, of your imprisoning
Glerard for loAing a gfrl; and says he, ' Tell him this is to be a king, not
1 burgomaster. I'll have no kuigs in Holland but one. Bid him be
more humble, or I'U hang Mm at his OAvn door'" (Ghysbrecht trembled.
He thought the dtike capable of the deed) ' " a s I hanged the burgomaster of Thingembob.' The duke could not mind Avhich of A-(ni he
had hung, or m Avliat p a r t ; such trifles stick not in a soldier's memory,
but he was sure he had hanged one of you for grinding poor folk, ' an.l
I'm the man to hang another,' quoth the good duke."
These repeated insults from so mean a man, coupled Avitli his inAulnerabiUty, shielded as he Avas by the duke, drove the choleric old man
into a fit of impotent fury : he shook his fist at the soldier, and tricil to
threaten him, but could not speak for the rage and mortification that
choked h i m : then he gaA'e a sort of screechy and coiled himself up
in eye and form Uke a rattle-snake about to strike; and spat furiously
upon Martin's doublet.
The tMck-skinned soldier treated this ebuUition witb genuine con
P 2
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tempt. " H'Te's a venomous old toad ! he knoAvs a kick from this fool
would send him to his last home; and he Avants me to cheat the galloAA's.
But I have slain too mauA' men in fafr fight to lift limb against anything
less than a man: and this I count no man; AA'hat is it, m Heaven's
name ? an old goat's-skin bag fuU o' rotten bones."
" My mule! my mule! " screamed Ghysbrecht.
Jorian helped the old man up trembUng m every joint. Once in th(
sadcUe, he seemed to gather in a moment unnatural Aigour ; and the
figure that went flymg to Tergou Avas truly Avefrd-Uke and terrible: sc
old and Arizeued the face ; so white and reverend the streaming hair;
so baleful the eye ; so fierce the fury Avhich shook the bent frame that
went spurring like mad ; AA'hile the quavering voice yelled, " I'll make
thefr hearts ache.—I'll make their hearts ache.—I'U make their hearts
nche.—I'U make their hearts ache. AU of them. All!—all!—all!"
The black sheep sat disconsolate amidst the conAiAial crew, and eyed
Hans MemUng's waUet, For more ease he had taken it off, and flung it
on the table. How reacUly they could have sUjipea out that letter and
put in another. For the first time m thefr Uves they were sorry they
had not learned to Avrite, like thefr brother.
And now Hans began to talk of gomg, and the brothers agreed in a
wMsper to abandon thefr project for the time. They had scarcely
resolved tMs, when Dierich Brower stood suddeMy in the doorway, and
gave them a Arink,
They went out to him, " Come to the burgomaster Avith aU speed,"
said he.
They found Ghysbrecht seated at a table, pale and agitated. Before
bim lay Margaret Van Eyck's handAATiting, " I have Avritten Avhat yon
desfred," saicl he, "Now for the superscription, "Wliat Avere the words)
did ye see?"
" We cannot read," said ComeUs,
" Then is aU tMs labour lost," cried Ghysbrecht angrily, " Dolts!"
" Nay, but," said Sybrandt, " I heard the words read, and I haA'e not
lost them, "They were, " To Gerard EUassoen, these by the hand of the
trusty Hans MemUng Arith all speed,"
""Tis weU. Now, how Avas the letter folded? how big was it?"
" Longer than that one, and not so long as this,"
"'TisAveU, "Where is he?"
" At the hostefry."
" Come, then, take you this groat, and treat him. Then ask to set
ihe letter, and put this in place of it. Come to me Arith the othei
letter,"
The brothers assented, took the letter, and went to the hostefry.
They had not been gone a minute, when Dierich BroAver issued from
the Stadthouse, and foUowed them. He had his orders not to let then
out of his sight tUl the true letter was in Ms master's hands. He
watched outside the hosteUy.
He had not long to wait. They came out almost immediately, witJ
doAvncast looks. Dierich made up to them,
" Too late!" they cried; "too late! He is gone"
"Gone? How long?"
•' ScarcefiA'emvtiutea. Ciwse'' chance I"
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" You must go back to the burgomaster at once," said Dierich Browe/.
"To Avhat end?"
"No matter; come :" and he hurried them to the Stadthouse,
Ghysbrecht Van SArieten was not the man to accept a defeat
"WeU," said he, on hearing the iU news, "suppose he is gone. Is he
mounted?"
" No,"
" Then what hmders you to come up Arith him ?"
'' But what avails coming up Arith Mm ? there are no hosteUies on the
road he is gone,"
"Fools!" said Ghysbrecht, "is there no way of emptying a man's
pockets but liquor and sleight of hand ?"
A meaning look, that passed between Ghysbrecht and Dierich, aided
\he brothers' comprehension. They changed colour, and lost aU zeal for
Ihe business.
" No ! no! we don't hate our brother. We won't get ourselves hanged
to spite him," said Sybrandt; " that would be a fool's trick."
"Hanged?" cried Ghysbrecht. "Am I not the burgomaster? How
can ye be hanged ? I see how 'tis: ye fear to tackle one man, being two :
hearts of hare, that ye are! 0 ! why cannot I be young again ? I'd do
it single-handed."
The old man now thrcAv off all disguise, and showed them his heart
was in this deed. He then flattered and besought, and jeered them
alternately; but he found no eloquence could move them to an action,
however dishonourable, which was attended with danger. At last he
opened a drawer, and shoAved them a pile of silver coins.
" Change but those letters for me," he said, " ancl each of you shaU
thrust one hand into this cfrawer, and take away as many of them as you
can hold."
The effect was magical. Thefr eyes glittered with desire. Their
whole bodies seemed to SAvell, and rise mto male energy,
" Swear it, then," said Sybrandt.
" I swear it."
" No; on the ci-ucifix."
Ghysbrecht SAvore upon the crucifix.
The next minute the brothers were on the road, in pursmt of Hans
MemUng. They came in sight of hun about IAVO leagues from Tergou:
but though they knew he had no Aveapon but his staff, they were too
prudent to venture on him in daylight; so they feU back.
But being noAv three leagues and more from the toAvn, and on a grassy
road—sun clown, moon not yet up,—honest Hans suddenly found hinisielf
attacked before and behind at once by men Avith upUfted knives, Avho
cried in loud though somewhat shaky A'oices, " Stand and deliver!"
The attack Avas so sudden, ancl so Avell planned, that Hans was dismayed. " Slay me not, good felloAvs," he cried: " I am but a poor man,
and ye shall have my aU."
" So be it then. Live! But empty thy wallet."
" There is nought in my 'wallet, good friends, but one letter."
" That we shall see," said Sybrandt, Avho was the one in front. "WeU:
it is a letter."
" Take it not from me, I pray you, 'Tis Avoith nought, and the good
dame would fret that AA-rit it."
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" There," said Sybrandt, " take back thy letter: and UOAV empty thj
pouch. Come! tarry not!"
But by tMs time Hans had recovered his confusion: and, from a
certain flutter m Sybrandt, and hard breathing of Cornells, aided by an
indescribable consciousness, felt sure the pair he had to deal with Avere
no heroes. He pretended to fumble for his money: then suddenly
thrust Ms staff fiercely uito Sybrandt's face, ancl cfrove him staggering, and
lent CorneUs a back-handed sla.sh on the ear that sent him tA\-frling Uke
a weather-cock m March; then whfrled Ms Aveapon over his head and
danced about the road like a figure on sprmgs, shoutmg, " Come on, ye
thicAing loons 1 Come on !"
It Avas a plain mA-itation; yet they misunderstood it so utterly as to
take to thefr heels, Arith Hans after them, he shouting " Stop tMeves!"
and they howling Arith fear and pain as they ran.

CHAPTER XLT.
DENYS, placed m the middle of Ms companions, lest he should be so
mad as a-ttempt escape, was carried off" in an agony of grief and remorse.
For Ms sake Gerard had abandoned the German route to Rome ; and
what Avas his reward ? left aU alone in the centre of Burgundy. This
was the thought which maddened Denys most, and made him noAV rave at
heaven and earth, now faU into a gloomy silence so savage ancl simstei
that it Avas deemed prudent to cUsarni him. They caught up theL
leader just outside the toAvn, and the Avhole caA'alcade drew up and baited
at the " Tete d'Or."
The yotmg landlady, though much occupied Avith the count, and still
more AAith the Bastard, caught sight of Denys, and asked hmi someAvhat
anxiously what had become of Ms young companion ?
Denys, with a burst of grief, tolcl her all, and prayed her to send after
Gerard, " NOAV he is parted from me, he Avill maybe Usten to my rede,"
said he ; "poor A\-i'etch, he loA-es not soUttide."
The landlady gave a toss of her head, " I troAV I have been somcAvhat
over-kind alreadA'," said she, and turned rather red,
"You wiUnoti"
"Not I,"
" Then,"—and he poured a voUey of ciu'ses and abuse upon her.
She turned her back upon hmi, and Avent off whimpering, and saying
she Avas not used to be cursed a t ; and ordered her hind to saddle twc
mules,
Denys Avent north with Ms troop, mute and drooping over his saddle,
and, quite unknoAvn to him, that veracious young lady made an equestrian toUet in only forty minutes, she being really in a hurry, and spurred
BAvay with her servant m the opposite dfrection.

At dark, after a long march, the Bastard and Ms men reached the
"Wliite Hart;"thefr arrival caused a prodigious bustle, and it was some
time before Manon discovered her old friend among so many. When
she did, ahe shoAved it only by heightened colour She did not claim tha
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icqiiaintance. The poor soul Avas afready beginning to scorn
" The base degrees by which she did ascend."
Denys saw, but could not smile. The inn reminded him too much ol
fl erard.
Ere the night closed the Avind changed. She looked into the rooct
and beckoned Mm Arith her finger. He rose sulkUy, and his guards
\rith Mm.
" Nay, I would speak a word to thee in private." She drew Mm to a
comer of the room, and there asked hun under her breath, Avould he do
her a Mndness.
He ^swered out loud, " No, he would not; he was not in the vein to
io kindnesses to man or woman. If he did a Mndness'it shoiUd be to a
dog ; and not that if he could help it."
" Alas, good archer, I did you one eftsoons, you and your pretty comrade," said Manon, humbly.
" You did, dame, you did ; weU then, for his sake—what is't to do?"
" Thou knowest my story. I had been uMortunate. NOAV I am worshipful. But a Avoman did cast him in my teeth this day. And so
'tArill be ever while he hangs there. I would have him ta'en doAvn j
well-a-day !"
" With aU my heart."
" And none dare I ask but thee. Wilt do't ?"
" Not I, even Avere I not a prisoner."
On this stern refusal the tender Manon sighed, ancl clasped her palms
together despondently. Denys told her she need not fret. There were
soldiers of a lower stamp who would not make two bites of such a
cherry. It was a mere matter of money ; U she could find two angels,
he would fmd two soldiers to do the dfrty work of the " White Hart."
This Avas not very palatable. However, reflecting that soldiers Avere
bfrds of passage, clrinMng here to-night, knocked on the head there tomorrow, she said, softly, " Send them out to me. But prithee, teU
them that 'tis for one that is my friend; let them not thmk 'tis for
me. I should sink into th' earth ; tmies are changed."
Denys found warriors glad to Arin an angel apiece so easily. He sent
them out, and instantly dismissing the subject Arith contempt, sat brooding on his lost friend.
Manon and the warriors soon came to a general understanding. But
what were they to do Arith the body Avhen taken doAvii ? She murmured,
" The river is nigh the—the—place."
"Fling hun in, eh?"
" Nay, nay ; be not so cruel! Could ye not put him—gently—in—
AV'itli somewhat Aveighty ?"
She must have been thuiking on the subject in detail; for she Avas
not one to Avliom ideas came quicldy.
All Avas speedily agreed, except the time of payment. The maU-clad
itched for it, and sought it in advance. Manon demurred to that.
What, did she doubt thefr Avord ? then let her come along Avith them,
or Avatch them at a distance.
"Me?" said Manon, AA-ith horrcr, " I would UcA'er die M .\n see it
done."
" "Wbich yet you Avould have done."
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" Ay for sore ik my need. Times are changed." She had afready
forgotten, her precept to Denvs^
An hoxr later the disagreeable reUc of caterpUlar existence cearjcd U
canker the worshipful matron's public Ufe, and the grim eyes of the past
to cast maUgnant glances doAvn into a white hind's clover field.
Total. She made the lancUord an average AvUe, and a prime house
dag, and outUA'ed everybody.
Her troops, when they returned fr'om executing with mediseA'al naiA'eti
the precept " Off Ari' the auld love," received a shock. They found the
market-place black AAith groups ; it had been empty an hour ago. Conscience smote them. This came of meddling with the dead. However,
the bolder of the tAvo, encouraged by the darkness, stole forward alone,
and sUly mingled Arith a group : he soon returned to his companion, sav,
ing, in a tone of reproach not strictly reasonable,—
" Ye bom fool, it is only a mfracle."

CHAPTER XLII.
LETTERS of ffre on the church Avail had just inqufred, Arith an appearance of genuine curiosity, Avhy there Avas no mass for the duke in tliia
time of trouble. The supernatural expostulation had been seen by
many, and had gradually faded, leaAing the spectators glued there
gaping. The upshot Avas, that the corporation, not choosmg to be
behind the angeUc poAvers in loyaltj' to a temporal sovereign, invested
freely in masses. By tMs an old friend of ours, the cure, profited in
hard cash ; for which he had a very pretty taste. But for this 1 Avould
not of course haA'e detained you over so trite an occurrence as a mfracle.

Donys begged for his arms, " "Why disgrace Mm as weU as break his
heart ?"
" Then swear on the cross of thy sword not to leave the Bastard's ser
Aice until the sedition shaU be put doAvn." He yielded to necessity, and
delivered tMee voUeys of oaths, and recovered his arms and liberty.
The troops halted at " The Three Fish," and Marion at sight of him
cried out, " I'm out of luck ; Avho would have thought to see you again ?"
then seeing he Avas sad, and rather hurt than amused at this blunt jest,
she asked liim AA'hat was amiss ? He tolcl her. She took a bright AieAV of
the case. Gerard Avas too handsome and Avell-beh§,ved to come to harm.
The Avonien too Avoitld always be on his side. Moreover, it was clear
that things must either go Avell or iU Avith him. In the former case he
would strike in with some good company going to Rome ; in the latter,
ne would return home, perhaps be there before his friend ; " for you
iiaA'e a trifle of fighting to do in Flanders by all accounts." She then
brought him his gold jiieces, and steadUy refused to accept one, though
he urged her again and again. Denys Avas somewhat convinced by hei
argument, because she concurred with his OAvn vrishes, and was also
cheered a Uttle by finding her so honest. It made Lim think a Uttla
better of that world in wMch Ms poor Uttle friend wa? walking aloue.
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Foot-soldiers in small bodies down to tAvos and tMees Avere already on
tue road, maldng lazily toAvards Flanders, m^any of them penniless, but
passed from toAvn to toAvn by the bailiffs, with orders for food and lodgmg on the innkeepers.
Anthony of Burgundy overtook numbers of these, and gathered them
•cmder his standard, so that he entered Flanders at the head of six hundred men. On crossing the frontier he was met by his brother Bakhvyn,
Avith men, arms, and provisions ; he organized his whole force and
marched on in battle array through several toAvns, not, only vrithout
impediment, but Avith great acclamations. TMs loyalty called forth comments not altogether gracious.
" This rebellion of ours is a bite," growled a soldier called Simon, who
had elected himself Denys's comrade.
Denys said nothing, but made a little vow to St. Mars to shoot this
Anthony of Burgundy dead, should the rebeUion, that had cost him
Gerard, prove no rebellion.
That afternoon they came in sight of a strongly fortified town ; and a
whisper Avent through the little army that this was a disaffected place.
But, when they came in sight, the great gate stood open, and the
toAvers that flanked it on each side were manned Arith a single sentinel
apiece. So the advancing force someAvhat broke thefr array and inarched
carelessly.
When they were VAithin a furlong, the drawbridge across the moat
rose sloAvly and creaking till it stood A'ertical against the fort, and, the
very moment it settled into this warUke attitude, doAvn rattled the portcullis at the gate, and the toAvers and curtams bristled vrith lances and
cross-bows.
A stem hum ran through the Bastard's front rank and spread to the
rear.
" Halt!" cried he. The word went down the Une, and they halted.
" Herald to the gate !" A pursuivant spurred out of the ranks, and
haltmg twenty yards from the gate, raised his bugle Avith his herald's
flag hanging doAvn round it, and bleAv a summons. A tall figure in
brazen armour appeared over the gate. A few fiery words passed between him and the herald, wMch were not audible, but their import
clear, for the herald blew a single keen and threatening note at the
Avails, and came galloping back AA-ith Avar in his face. The Bastard
moved out of the Une to meet him, and their heads had not been together two seconds ere he tumed in his saddle and shouted, " Pioneers, to
the van !" and in a moment hedges were levelled, and the force took the
field, and encamped just out of shot from the Avails ; and aAvay went
mounted officers flying south, east, and Avest, to the friendly towns, foi
catapults, palisades, mantelets, raw hides, tar barrels, carpenters, provisions, and all the materials for a .siege.
The bright perspective mightUy cheered one droofiing soldier. At
the first clang of the portcullis his eyes brightened and his temple
flushed ; and when the herald came back Avith battle in his eye he saw it
in a moment, and for the first time tliis many days cried, "(Jourage
tout le monde, le diable est mort."
If that gre^t Avarripr beard,, how he must have grinned!
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CHAPTER XLIII,
THE besiegers encamped a furlong from the walls, and made roads,
kept thefr pikemen in camp ready for an assault when practicable ; and
sent forward their sappers, pioneers, catapultiers, and cross-boAvmen,
These opened a siege by filling the moat, and mining, or breaching the
wall, etc. And, as much of their Avork had to be done under close fire
of arroAvs, quarels, bolts, stones, and Uttle rocks, the above artists " had
need of a hundred eyes," ancl acted in concert vrith a vigilance, and an
amount of indlAidual inteUigence, daring, and skiU that made a siege
very interesting, and even amusing : to lookers on,
'The first thuig they did Avas to advance thefr carpenters behind rolling mantelets, to erect a stockade high and strong on the very edge of
the moat. Some lives Avere lost at tMs, but not many; for a strong
force of cross-boAATiien, including Denys, rolled their mantelets up and
shot over the workmen's heads at every besieged Avho slioAved his nose,
and at CAcry loop-hole, arroAV-sUt, or other aperture, which commanded,
the particMar spot the carpenters happened to be upon. Covered by
their condensed fire, these soon raised a high palisade betAveen them and
the ordinary missUes from the pierced masonry.
But the besieged expected this, and ran out at night their hoards,
or Avooden penthouses on the top of the curtains. The curtains were
built Avith square holes near the top to receive the beams, that supported
these structures, the true defence of mecUasval forts, from Avliich the
besieged deUvered thefr missUes with far more freedom and variety of
range than they cotUd shoot through the obUque but immovable loop
holes of the curtain, or even through the slopMg crenelets of the higher
toAvers. On tMs the besiegers brought up mangonels, and set them
hurling huge stones at these wood works and battering them to pieces.
Contemporaneously they buUt a triangular wooden tower as Mgh as the
curtain, and kept it ready for use, and just out of shot.
This Avas a terrible sight to the besieged. These wooden towers had
taken many a toAvn. They began to mine underneath that part of the
moat the toAver stood froAAming a t ; and made other preparations to give
it a AVfirm reception. The besiegers also mmed, but at another part,
thefr object being to get under the square barbican and throAv it down.
AU this time Denys Avas behind his mantelet with another arbalestrier,
protecting the Avorkmen and making some excellent shots. These ended
by earning him the esteem of an unseen archer, who every now and then
sent a Avinged compliment qMvering into his mantelet. One came and
stuck AAithin an uich of the narrow sUt through AvMch Denys was
squinting at the moment. " Peste," cried he, " you shoot well, mv
friend. Come forth and receive my congratulations ! Shall merit suet
as thine hide its head? Comrade, it is one of those cursed EngUsh
men, with his haU eU shaft. I'U not cUe tiU I've had a shot at London
wall"
On the side of the besieged was a figure that soon attracted great notice
by promenading under ffre. It Avas a taU knight, clad in complete brass,
and carrying a Ught but prodigiously long lance with Avhich he directed
the movements of the besieged. And. when anv disa.ster befell the b»
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liegers, this taU kmglit and his long lance were pretty sure to be conterned in it.
My young reader AviU say, " Why did not Denys shoot bim ?"
Denys did shoot him; every day of Ms Ufe : Other arbalestriers shot
nim; archers shot him. Everybody shot him. He was there to be shot,
apparently. But the abomination was, he did not mind being shot.
Nay, AVorse, he got at last so demoraUzed as not to seem to know when
he AA'as shot. He AA'alked Ms battlements under fu-e, as some stout sMpper
paces his deck in a suit of Flusliuig, caMily obUvious of the AprU drops
that fall on his AA'ooUen armour. At last the besiegers got spiteful, and
would not Avaste any more good steel on hun; but cursed him and hia
impervious coat of maU.
He took these missUes Uke the rest.
Gunpowder has spoUed Avar. War Avas alAvays detrimental to the
soUd interests of mankind. But m old times it Avas good for sometlung:
it painted AveU, sang dlAiiiely, furmshed lUads. But iuAisible butchery,
under a pall of smoke a furlong thick, AA'IIO is any the better for that ?
Poet Avitli Ms note-book may repeat, " Suave etiaiii belU certamina magna
tiieri ;" but the sentiment is hoUow and savours of cuckoo. You can't
tueri anytMng but a horrid row. He dicbi't say " Suave etiam ingentera
caUgmem tueri per canipos instructam."
'Tliey managed better in the middle ages.
This siege Avas a smaU affafr ; but, such as it Avas, a Avriter or minstrel
could see it, and turn an honest penny by smging i t ; so far then the
sport was reasonable, and served an end.
It Avas a bright day, clear, but not qmte frosty. The efforts of the
besieging force Avere concentrated against a space of about two hmidred
and fifty yards, containuig tAvo curtains, and IAVO toAvers, one of Avliieh
was the square barbican, the other had a pointed roof that Avas buUt to
overlap, resting on a stone machicolade, and by this means a roAV of dangerous crenelets betAveen the roof and the masonry grinned down at the
nearer assailants, and looked not very unlike the grinders of a modern
frigate with each port nearly closed. 'The curtains Avere overlapped Avith
pent-houses someAvhat shattered by the mangonels, trebuchets, and other
slinging engines of the besiegers. On the besiegers' edge of the moat
was what seemed at first sight a gigantic arsenal, longer than it was broad,
peopled by human ants, and fuU of busy, honest mdustry, and cUsplaying
all the various mechanical science of the age in full operation. Here the
lever at AA'ork, there the A\incli and puUey, here the balance, there the
capstan. EveryAA'here heaps of stones, and pUes of fascines, mantelets,
and roAVS of fire-barrels. Mantelets rolling, the hammer tapping aU day,
horses and carts in endless succession rattUng up Avith materials. Only,
on looking closer uito the hive of mdustry, you might observe that an-ows
were constantly flying to and fi-o, that the cranes did not tenderly deposit thefr masses of stone, but flung them AAith an indifference to property, though on scientific pruiciples, and that among the tubs full ol
arrows, and the tar-barrels and the beams, the fagots, and other utensUs,
here and there a Avorkman or a soldier lay flatter than is usual in limited
naps, and somethuig more or less feathered stuck in them, and blood,
ana other essentials, oozed out.
At the edge of the moat opposite the wooden tower, a strong pent-
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house, wnich they called " a cat," might be seen steaUng towards the
curtain, and graduaUy filling up the moat vrith fascines and rubbish,
which the workmen flung out at its mouth. It was advanced by two
sets of ropes passing round pulleys, and each worked by a AA'indlass at
some distance from the cat. The knight burnt the first cat by flinging
blazing tar-barrels on it. So the besiegers made the roof of this one A'ery
steep, and covered it Arith raw Mdes, and the tar-barrels could not harm
it. 'Then the kmght made signs Arith his spear, and a Uttle trebuchet
behind the waUs began dropping stones just clear of the wall into the
moat, and at last they got the range, and a stone went clean through tha
roof of the cat, and made an ugly hole.
Baldwyn of Burgundy saAv this, and losing his temper, ordered the
great catapult that Avas battering the wood-work of the curtain opposite
it to be tumed and levelled slantArise at this inAoiMerable kMght. Denys
and Ms EngUshman went to dinner. These two AvortMes bemg etemaUy
on the watch for one another had made a sort of distant acquamtance,
and conversed by signs, especiaUy on a topic that in peace or war mahitaiiis the same importance. Sometimes Denys would put a piece of bread
on the top of his mantelet, and then the archer would hang somethmg ol
the kind out by a string ; or the order of invitation would be reversed.
Any way they always managed to dine together.
And now the engineers proceeded to the unusual step of slinging fiftypound stones at an mdividiial.
This catapult Avas a scientific, simple, and beautUul engine, and very
effective in vertical fire at the short ranges of tho period.
Imagine a fir-tree cut doAvn, and set to turn round a horizontal axis on
lofty uprights, but not in eqmUbrio ; three-fourths of the tree being on
the hither side. At the shorter and tMcker end of the tree Avas fastened
a weight of haU a ton. TMs butt end just before the discharge pointed
towards the enemy. By means of a powerful vrinch the long tapering
portion of the tree was forced doAvn to the very ground; and fastened by
a bolt ; and the stone placed in a sUng attached to the tree's nose. But
tMs process of course raised the butt end Arith its huge weight high in
the afr, and kept it there strugglmg in vain to come doAvn. The bolt
was now draAvn ; Gjavity, an institution Avhich flourished even then, resumed its sway, the short end SAA-ung furiously doAvn, the long end went
as furiously round up, and at its highest elcA'ation flung the huge stone
out of the sUng vrith a tremendous jerk. In this case the huge mass so
flung nussed the kMght, but came CIOAATI near him on the penthouse, and
went through it like paper, maMng an awful gap in roof and floor.
TMough the latter feU out two inanimate objects, the stone itseU and the
mangled body of a besieger it had struck. They fell doAA'n the Mgh
curtain side, doAvn, doAvn, and strack almost together the sullen waters
of the moat, which closed bubbUng on them, and kept both the stone and
the bone two huncfred years, till cannon mocked those oft perturbed
waters, and ciAiUzation dried them.
"Aha ! a good shot," cried Baldwyn of Burgundy.
The taU knight retfred. The besiegers hooted him.
He reappeared on the platform of the barbican, Ms heUnet being just
visible above the parapet. He seemed very busy, and soon an enormous
TurMsh catapult made its appearance on the platform, and aided by the
elevation at wMch it was planted, flung a twenty-jound stope t'ft'o
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hundred and forty yards in the air ; it bounded after that, and knocked
nome d u t into the Lord Anthony's eye, and made him sAvear. The next
Etone struck a horse that Avas "bringing up a sheaf of arroAvs in a cart,
bowled the horse OA'er dead Uke a rabbit, and spilt the cart. It was then
turned at the besiegers' wooden toAver, supposed to be out of shot. Sir
Turk slung stones cut Arith sharp edges on purpose, and struck it repeatedly, and broke it m several places. The besiegers turned two oi
their slinging engines on tliis monster, and kept constantly sUnging
smaller stones on to the platfomi of the barbican, and killed IAVO of'the
engineers. But the Turk disdained to retort. He flung a forty-pound
etone on to the besiegers' great catapult, and hitting it in the neighbourhood of the_axis, knocked the Avhole structure to pieces, and sent th's
engineers sMpping and yelling,
In the afternoon, as Simon Avas running back to his mantelet from a
palisade VA'here he had been shooting at the besieged, Denys, peeping
tlirough his sUt, saAV the poor feUow suddenly stare and hold out his
arms, then roU on Ms face, and a feathered arrow protruded from his
back. The archer showed hunself a moment to enjoy Ms sMU. It was
the Englishman. Denys, afready prepared, shot his bolt and the murderous archer staggered aAvay wounded. But poor Simon never moved.
His Avars were over.
" I am unlucky in my comrades," said Denys.
The next morning an unwelcome sight greeted the besieged. The cat
was covered with mattresses and raw Mdes, and fast filling up the moat.
The knight stoned it, but in vain : flung burning tar-barrels on it, but
in A'ain. Then Avitli his own hands he let doAvn by a rope a bag of
btirnuig sulphur and. pitch, and stunk them out. But BaldAA'yn, armed
Uke a lobster, ran, and bounding on the roof, cut the string, ancl the
Avork Avent on. Then the knight sent fresh engineers into the mine, and
underiMned the place and underpinned it with beams, and covered the
beams thickly vrith grease ancl tar.
At break of day the moat was filled, ancl the wooden tower began to
move on its wheels towards a part of the curtain on which tAvo cata]iults
Avere already playing to breach the hoards, and clear the way. There
was something awful and magical in its approach without visible agency,
for it was driven by internal rollers Avorked by leverage. On the top
was a platform, AA'here stood the first assaiUng party iirotected in ftuiit
by the draAvbridge of the turret, which stood vertical till loAvered on to
the Avail; but better protected by full suits of armour. The besieged
slung at the tower, and struck it often, but in vain. It Avas well defended
with mattresses ancl hides, and presently was at the edge of the moat.
The knight bade fire the mine underneath it.
Then the TurMsh engine flung a stone of haU a hundredAveiglit ri^ht
aniDiigst the knights, and carried two away Avitli it oft' the toAver on to the
plain. One lay and Avrithed : the other neither moved nor spake.
And now the besieging catapults flung blazing tar-barrels, and fired
the hoards on both sides, and the assailants ran up the ladders behind
the tower, and lowered the drawbridge on to the battered curtain, while
the catapults in concert flung tar-barrels and fired the adjoining works
to dislodge the defenders. The armed men on the platform sprang on
the bridge, led by Baldwyn. The iiiA'tilnerable kmght and his nien-ats,rms met them, and a fearful combat ensued, in AvMch many a figure
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was seen to faU headlong doAvn off the narrow bridge. But fresh besiegers kept swarming u p behind the tower, and the be.sieged were driven
off' tho bridge.
Another mimtte, and the toAvn was t a k e n ; but so well had the firing
of the mine been timed, that just at this instant the underpinners gava
way, and the tower suddenly sank away from the waRs, tearing the
drawbridge clear and pouring the soldiers off it against the masonry and
on to the dry moat. The besieged uttered a fierce shout and in a moment
surrounded BaldAvyn ancl Ms feUoAvs; but strange to say, offered them
quarter. "While a party disarmed and disposed of these, others Med the
turret in fifty places Arith a sort of hand grenades. At this work who so
busy as the tall knight. H e put fire-bags on Ms long spear, and thrust
them into t h e doomed structure late so terrible. To do this he waa
obUged to stand on a projecting beam of the shattered hoard, holding on
by the hand of a pikeman to steady himself. TMs provoked Denys, he
ran out from Ms mantelet, hoping to escape notice in the confusion, and
leveUing his cross-bow missed the knight clean, but sent his bolt into
the brain of the pikeman, and the tall knight fell heavUy from the wall,
lance and aU. Denys gazed wonderstruck: and, in that unlucky moment, suddenly he felt Ms arm hot, then cold^ and there was an EngUsn
arroAV skewering it.
This episode was unnoticed in a much greater matter. The knight, his
armour gUttering in the morning sun, feU headlong, but, t u m m g as he
neared the Avater, struck it Arith a slap that sounded a mile off.
None ever thought to see hmi again. But he feU at the edge of the
fascines on wMch the turret stood all cocked on one sicle, and his spear
stuck mto them under water, and by a mighty effort he got to the side,
but could not get out. Anthony sent a dozen knights Arith a wMte flag
to take nim prisoner. He submitted like a lamb, but said nothing.
H e was taken to Anthony^s tent.
That worthy laughed at first at the sight of his muddy armour. But
presently, froAvning, said, " I marvel, sfr, that so good a knight as you
should know Ms devofr so UI as turn rebel, and giA'e us all this
trouble,"
" I am n u n — n u n — n u n — n u n — n u n — n o kmght,"
""Wliat, then?"
" A hosier,"
" A wiiat ? Then thy armour shaU be stripped off, and thou shalt be
tied to a stake in front of the works, and riddled Avith arrows for a
warning to traitors,"
" N—n—n—n—no ! duda—duda—duda—duda—don't do that,"
«"Wliy not ?"
" Tula—tuta—tuta—toAvnsfoIk AriU—h—h—h—-hang t'other buba—
tuba—buba—buba—bastard,"
""What, whom?"
" Your bub—bub—bub—brother BaldAvyn."
" "Wh.at, have you knaves ta'en nim ?"
The warlike hosier nodded,
" Hang the fool!" said Anthony, peevishly.
The warUke hosier watched Ms eye, and, dofling Ms helmet, took out
of the lining an intercepted letter from the duke, bidding the sail
Anthony come to court ipamediately, as he was to represent the com'-
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ni Burgundy at the court of England; was to go over and receive ilie
lingUsh king's sister, and conduct her to her bridegroom, the Earl o/
Charolois. The mission Avas one very soothing to Anthony's pride, and
also to his love of pleasure. For Edward the Fourth held the gayest
and most luxurious court in Europe. The sly hosier saw he longed to
be off, ancl said, " We'll gega—gega—gega—gega—give ye a thousand
angels to raise the siege."
"And Baldwyn?"
" I'll gega—gega—gega—gega—go and send him Arith the money."
_ It AA'as noAv dinner-tmie; and, a flag of truce bemg hoisted on both
sides, the sham knight and the true one dined together and came to a
friendly understanding.
" But what is your grievance, my good friend ?"
•* Tuta—tuta—tuta—tuta—too much taxes."
Denys on finding the arroAV in his right arm, tumed Ms back, which
was protected by a long shield, and walked sulkily into camp. He was
met by the Comte de Jarnac, who had seen his brilliant shot, and
findmg lum wounded into the bargain, gave him a handful of broad
pieces.
" Hast got the better of thy grief, arbalestrier, methinks."
" My grief, yes; but not my love. As soon as ever I have put doAvn
this rebeUion, I go to Holland, and there I shaU meet Arith him."
This event was nearer than Denys thought. He was reUeved from
service next day, and, though his wound was no triile, set out Arith e
stout heart to rejoin Ms friend in Holland.

CHAPTER XLIV.
A CHANGE came over Margaret Brandt. She went about her household
duties like one in a dream. If Peter did but speak a Uttle quicMy to
her, she started and fixed two terrified eves on him. She went less
often to her friend Margaret Van Eyck, aud was ill at her ease when
ihere. Instead of meeting her warm old friend's caresses, she used to
receive them passive and trembUng, and sometimes almost shrink from
them. But the most extraordmary thing Avas, she never would go otiv
side her OAvn house in dayUght. "When she went to Tergou it was after
dusk, and she returned before daybreak. She would not even go tc
matins. At last Peter, unobservant as he was, noticed it, and asked her
the reason.
" The folk all look at me so."
One day, Margaret Van Eyck asked her what was the matter. A
<«ared look and a fiood of tears were all the reply: the old lady expostulated gently. " What, sweetheart, afraid to confide your sorrows
to me ?"
" I have no sorrows, madam, but of my oAvn making. I am kindw
treated than I deserve; especially in tliis house."
" Then wliy not come ottener, my dear ?"
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" I come oftener than I deserve;" and she sighed deeply.
" There, Reicht is bawling for you," said Margaret "Van Eyck; " go
child!—what on earth can it be ?"
Turning possibUities over in her mind, she thought Margaret must be
mortified at the contempt with which she Avas treated by Gefvird'a
family, " I AviU take them to task for it, at least such of them as are
Avomen;" and, the very next day, she put on her hood and cloak, and,
followed by Reicht, went to the hosier's house, Catherine received hei
with much respect, and thanked her with tears for her kmdness to
Gerard, But when, encouraged by tMs, her visitor cUverged to Margaret
Brandt, Catherine's eyes dri^d, and her Ups turned to haU the size, and
she looked as only obstmate, ignorant women can look, "When they
put on this cast of features, you might as well attempt to soften or conAiiice a brick waU, Margaret Van Eyck tried, but aU in A'am, Sc
then, not being herseU used to be thwarted, she got provoked, and a^
last went out hastUy vrith an abrupt and mutUated curtsy, wMch Catherine returned Arith an afr rather of defiance than obeisance. Outside the
door Margaret Van Eyck found Reicht conversing vrith a pale gfrl on
crutches, Margaret Van Eyck was pushing by them AAith heightened
colour, and a scornful toss intended for the whole famUy, when suddenly
a Uttle deUcate hand glided timidly into hers, and looking round she
saAV two dove-Uke eyes, with the water in them, that sought hers gratefuUy, and, at the same time, imploringly. The old lady read tMs
wonderful look, complex as it was, and doAvn went her choler. She
stooped and kissed Kate's brow. " I see," said she. " Mind, then, I
leave it to you." Returned home, she said,—" I have been to a house
to-day, where I have seen a very common thing and a very imcommon
thmg: I have seen a stupid, obstinate woman, and I have seen an angel
in the flesh, with a face—U I had it here I'd take aoAvn my brushes once
more, and try and paint it."
Little Kate did not beUe the good opiMon so hastUy formed of her.
She waited a better opportuMty, and told her mother what she had
learned from Reicht Heynes, that Margaret had shed her very blood for
Gerard in the wood.
" See, mother, how she loves him."
" "Who would not love him ?"
" Oh, mother, tMnk of it! Poor thing."
" Ay, wench. She has her OAVU trouble, no doubt, as weU as we ours.
I can't abide the sight of blood, let alone my own."
TMs was a pomt gained; but when Kate tried to foUow it up she was
stopped short.
About a month after this a solcUer of the Dalgetty tribe, returning
from service in Burgundy, brought a letter one eveMng to the hosier's
house. He was away on "business ; but the rest of the family sat at
supper. The soldier laid the letter on the table by Catherine, and,
tefusmg aU guerdon for bringing it, went off to Sevenbergen.
The letter was unfolded and spread out; and curiously enough, though
not one of them could read, they could aU teU it was Gerard's hand'Arriting.
"And your father must be away," cried Catherme. "Are ye nol
ushamed of yourselves ? not one that can read your brother's letter."
But althouff^ the words were to them what hieroglypMcs are to il%
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there Avas something m the letter they could read. There is an art can
speak Avithout Avords; unfettered by the penman's limits, it ct.n steal
Ehroitgh the eye into the heart and brain, alike of the learned and unItiarned; and it can cross a frontier or a sea, yet lose nothmg. It is al
il le mercy of no translator; for it AA'rites an iimversal language.
When, therefore, they saAV this,

B'Mch Gerard had draAvn with his pencil between the two short para
Graphs, of which his letter consisted, they read it, and it Aveiit straight to
;heir hearts,
Gerard was bidding them fareAvell.
As they gazed on that simple sketch, in CA'ery turn ancl line of AA'hich
they recognised his manner, Gerard seemed present, and bidduig them
fareweU,
The women wept over it till they could see it no longer.
GUes said, " Poor Gerard!" in a loAver voice than seemed to belong
to him.
Even ComeUs and Sybrandt felt a momentary remorse, and sat sUent
and gloomy.
But how to get the words read to them. They were loth to show
their ignorance and their emotion to a stranger,
" The Dame Van Eyck?" said Kate, tunidly
" And so I will, Kate. She has a good heart. She loves Gerard, too.
She AriU be glad to hear of him. I Avas short Avith her Avlien she came
here; but I AriU make my submission, and then she AriU tell me what
my poor child says to me."
She Avas soon at Margaret Van Eyck's house. Reicht took her mto a
room, and said, " Bide a minute ; she is at her orisons."
There AA'as a young Avoman in the room seated pensively by the stove;
but she rose and courteously made Avay for the A'isitor.
" Thank you, young lady; the Avinter nights are cold, and your stoA'e
is a treat," Catherine then, Avhile Avarming her hands, inspected her
companion furtively from head to foot, both inclusi^•e. The young perscm Avore an ordinary AAimple, but her gOAvn Avas trimmed with fur,
which Avas, in those days, almost a sign of superior rank or Avealth,
IJut Avhat nicest struck Catherine was the candour ancl modesty of the
feice. She felt sure of sympathy from so good a countenance, and begah.
.'o gossip.
" NOAV, what think you, brings me here, young lady ? It is a letter •
^ letter from my poor boy that is far aAA'ay in some saA'age part or other.
And I take shame to say that none of us can read it, I AA'onder wheth<»
fou c..aXL read?"
^
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" Yes."
" Can ye, noAV ? It is much to your credit, my dear. I dara say
she won't be long; but every minute is an hour to a poor longing
tiother."
" I AvUl read it to you."
" Bless you, my dear ; bless you !"
In her imfeigned eagerness she never noticed the suppressed eagerness
vrith which the hand was slowly put out to take the letter. She did not
see the tremor Arith which the fingers closed on it,
" Come, then, lead it to me, prithee, I am wearying for it."
" The fiirst words are, ' To my honoured parents,'"
" Ay ! and he always did honour us, poor soul,"
" ' God and the saints have you in his holy keeping, and bless you
by mght and by day. Your one harsh deed is forgotten ; your years
of love remembered,'"
Catherine laid her hand on her bosom, and sank back in her chafr
with one long sob,
" Then comes tMs, madam. It doth speak for itself; ' a long fareweU,'"
" Ay, go on : bless you, girl; you give me sorry comfort. StiU 'tis
comfort."
" ' To n - brothers ComeUs and Sybrandt :—Be content; you wiU
I'"
see me no more
""What loes that mean? A h ! "
" ' To my sister Kate. Little angel of my father's house. Be Mnd to
her—' A h ! "
" That is Margaret Brandt, my dear,—Ms sweetheart, poor soul, I've
not been kind to her, my dear. Forgive me, Gerard ! "
" ' —for poor Gerard's sake : since grief to her is death—to—me
'
Ah ! " And nature, resenting the poor gfrl's struggle for unnatural composure, suddeMy gave way, and she sank from her chafr and lay insenBible, AAith the letter in her hand, and her head on Catherine's knees.

CHAPTER XLV.
EXPERIENCED women are not frightened when a woman faints, ncT
do they hastUy attribute it to anytMng but physical causes, wMch they
have often seen produce it. Catherine bustled about ; laid the girl
doAvn Arith her head on the floor qmte flat, opened the Arindow, and
unloosed her dress as she lay. Not tiH she had done all this did she
step to the door and say, rather loudly,—
" Come here, if you please."
Margaret Van Eyck and Reicht came, and found Margairet lying quit*
(!at, and Catherine beating her hands.
" Oh, my poor girl! "What have you done to her ?"
" Me ? " said Catherine, angrily.
" "What has happened, then ?"
" Nothing, madam ; nothing more than is natwral in her sitasMdlt/'
Margaret Van Evck coloured •with ire.
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•* You do AAe' U to speak so cooUy," said she, " you that are the cause of
1 er situation."
" That I am not," eaid Catherine, bluntly, " nor any AA'oman
bom."
" AVhat! AA-as it not you and your husband that kept them apart ?
and now he has gone to Italy all alone. Situation indeed ! You have
broken her heart amongst you."
" Why, madam ? Who is it^then ? in Heaven's name ! To hear you,
one would tliink this was my Gerard's lass. But that can't be. This fur
never cost less than five croAA'ns theeU; besides, tMs young gentlcAVomaa
is a AvUe; or ought to be."
" Of course she ought. And Avho is the cause she is none ? Whf
come betAveen them at the very altar ?"
" God forgiA'e them, Avhoever it was," said Catherine, gravely : " me it
was not, nor my man."
"Well," said the other, a Uttle softened, "noAV you have seen her
perhaps you AriU not be quite so bitter against her, madam. She is
coming tc, thank Heaven."
" Me bitter against her ?" said Catherine : " no ; that is all over.
Poor soul! trouble behind her and trouble afore her ; and to think of
my setting her, of aU Uving Avomen, to read Gerard's letter to me.
Ay, and that Avas what made her go off, I'U be sworn. She is coming to.
"What, sweetheart ! be not afeard, none are here but friends."
They seated her in an easy chafr. As the colour was creeping back to
her face and lips, Catherine drew Margaret Van Eyck aside.
" Is she staying with you, if you please ?"
" No, madam."
" I wouldn't let her go back to Sevenbergen to-night, then."
" That is as she pleases. She still refuses to bide the night."
" Ay, but you are older than she is ; you can make her. There, she
is beguuung to notice." Catherine then put her mouth to Margaret Van
Eyck's ear for half a moment; it did not seem time enough to Avhisper a
word, far less a sentence. But on some topics females can flash commumcation to female Uke lightning, or thought itseU.
The old lady started, and AA'Mspered back,
" It's false ! it is a calumny ! it is monstrous ! Look at her face. It
is blasphemy to accuse such a face."
" Tut! tut! t u t ! " said the other ; " you might as well say this is not
my hand. I ought to knoAv ; and I teU ye it is so."
Then, much to Margaret Van Eyck's surprise, she Avent up to the girl,
and, taking her round the neck, Mssed her A\annly. " I suffered for
Gerard, and you shed your blood for him I do hear: Ms o\^'n words shoA»
me I have been to blame, the A'ery Avords you have read to me. Ay
Gerard, my cMld, I liaA-e held aloof from her ; but I'll make it up ti
her, once I begin. You are my daughter from this hour."
Another warm embrace sealed tMs hasty compact, and the Avoman of
impulse "^as gone.
Marga. >t lay back in her chair, and a feeble smUe stole over her face
Cierarcrs mother had Mssed her and caUed her daughter ; but the next
moment she saAv her old friend lookuig at her Arith a vexed afr.
" I wonder you let that woman kiss you."
" His mother !" mmmmed Margai-et. half reproachfuUy,
a 9.
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" Moth , or no mother, you would not let her touch you if yon kneA»
what she whispered in my ear about you,"
" About me ?" said Margaret, faintly,
" Ay, about you, whom she never "saw tiU to-night," The old Itvly
was proceecUng, with some hesitation and choice of la,nguage, to make
Margaret share her incUgnation, Avhen an unlooked-for interruption
closed he-r lips,
_ The yomig woman sUd from her chafr to her knees, and began to pray
piteously to her for pardon. From the Avords and the manner of hei
pemtence a bystander woiUd have gathered she had inflicted some cruel
wrong, some intolerable insiUt, upon her venerable friend.

CHAPTER XLVI.
THE Uttle party at the hosier's house sat at table discussing the recent
event, Avhen their mother rettuned, and, casting a piercing glance aU
round the Uttle circle, laid the letter flat on the table. She repeated
CA'ery word of it by memory, following the lines Arith her finger, to
cheat herseU and hearers into the notion that she could read the AA'ords,
or nearly. Then, suddenly Uftmg her head, she cast another keen look
on Cornells and Sybrandt ; thefr eyes feU.
On this the storm that had long been brewing burst on their heads.
Catherine seemed to swell Uke an angry hen ruffling her feathers, and
out of her mouth came a Rhone and Saone of Avisdom and tAvaddle, of
great and mean invective, such as no male that ever Avas born could
utter in one current , ancl not many women.
The foUoAving is a fafr though a smaU sample of her Avords: oMy they
were uttered aU m one breath :—•
" I have long had my doubts that you blew the flame betAvixt Gerard
and your father, and set that old rogue, Ghysbrecht, on. And now, here
are Gerard's OAATI written words to prove it. You have driven your OAvn
flesh au'l blood mto a far land, and robbed the mother that bore you of
her darling, the pride of her eye, the joy of her heart. But you are aU
of a piece from end to end. When you were all boys together, my
others Avere a comfort ; but you were a ciu'se : mischieA'ous and sly;
and took a woman half a day to keep your clothes Avliole : forAvhy?
work Avears cloth, but play cuts it. With the beard comes prudence ;
but none came to you : still the last to go to bed, and the last to leave
it ; and why ? because honesty goes to bed early, and industry rises
betimes ; where there are tAvo Ue-abeds in a house there are a pair of
ne'er-do-weels. Often I've sat and looked at your Avays, and Avondered
whsre ye came from : ye don't take after your father, and ye are no
more Uke me than a wasp is to an ant ; sure ye were changed in the
cradle, or the cuckoo dropped ye on my floor : for ye have not our
hands, nor our hearts : of all my blood, none but you cA'er jeered them
that God afflicted ; but often Avhen my back AA'as turned I've heard you
Siock at GUes, because he is not so big as some ; and at my Uly Kate,
De'sause she is not so strong as a Flandeis mare. After that rob a church
ai TOU -wiU ! for you can be no worse m His eyes that made both Kate
a&i GUes, and k' -^"^j that tsaaerea ror tnem, poor darUngs, as T " 1 foi
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you, you paltry, unfeeling, treasonable curs ! No, I will not 'tiush, my
laughter ; they have fiUed the cup too full. It takes a deal to t u m '
mother's heart against the sons she has nursed upon her knees ; anc'
many is the time I have Avinked ancl Avotildn't see too much, and bitten
•my tongue, lest their father should know them as 1 do ; he would have
put them to the door that moment. But UOAV they have filled the cup
too fuU, And Avliere got ye all this money ? For this last month you
haA'e been rolUiig m it. You never Avrotight for it, I Avish I may uever
near from other mouths lioAV ye got it. It is since that night you were
out so late, and your head came back so sweUed, CorneUs, Sloth and
greed are ill mated, my masters. Lovers of money must sweat or steaL
Well, U you robbed any poor soul of it, it was some woman, I'll go bail;
for a man would cfrive you Avith Ms naked hand. No matter ; it is good
for one thing. It has shoAA'n me how you will guide our gear U ever it
comes to be youm. I haA'e Avatched you, my lacls, this Avliile. You have
Bpent a groat to-day between you. And I spend scarce a groat a Aveek,
(md keep you all, good and bad. No ! give up waiting for the shoes that
A'ill maybe Avalk behind your cofiin ; for this shop and this house shall
never be youm. Gerard is our heir : poor Gerard Avlioni you have
banished and done your best to kUl ; after that never call me mother
again ! But you have made him tenfold dearer to me. My poor lost
boy ! I shall soon see him again ; shall hold him in my amis, and set
bun on my Miees. Ay, you may stare ! You are too crafty, and yet
not crafty enow. You cut the stalk aAvay ; but you left the seed—the
seed that shall outgrow you, and outlive you. Margaret Brandt is quick,
and il is Gerard's, and Avhat is Gerard's is mine ; and I haA'e prayed the
saints it may be a boy : and it AviU—it mu.st. Kate, Avhen I found it
was so, my boAvels yearned over her child unborn as if it had been my
own. He is our heir. He Avill oiitUvo us. You Avill not : for a bad
heart in a carcass is Uke the Avoriii in a nut, soon brings the body to dust.
So, Kate, take down Gerard's bib and tucker that are in the draAver you
Avot of, and one of these days we will carry them to Sevenbergen. We
will borroAv Peter Buyskens' cart, and go comfort Gerard's Avife under
her burden. She is his Arife. Who is Ghysbrecht Van SAvieten ? Can
he come betAveen a couple and the altar, and sunder those that God and
the priest make one ? She is my daughter, and I am as jiroud of her as
I am of you, Kate, almost ; and as for you, keep out of my Avay aAvhile :
for you are like the black dog in my eyes."
ComeUs and Sybrandt took the hint and slunk out, aching with
remorse, and impemtence, and hate. They avoided her eye as much as
ever they could ; and for many days she never spoke a Avord, good, bad,
or indiflerent, to either of them. Liberaverat animum suum.

CHAPTER XLVII,
CATHERINE was a good housewUe who seldom left home for a day, and
then one thing or another ahvays Avent amiss. She was keenly conscious
of this, and, Avatching for a slack tide in things domestic, put off her Aisit
to Sevenbergen from day to day, and one afternoon that it really coul.i
bfive beer, m.anacred. Pettr Ruyskens' muls '^'as out of the Avay
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At last, one day EU asked her before aU the famUy. whether it wan
true she had thought of visiting Margaret Brandt.
" Ay, my man,"
" Then I do forbid you."
"Oh, do you?"
" I do."
" Then there is no more to be said, I suppose," said she, colouring.
•'Not a word," repUed EU, sternly.
"When she was alone with her daughter she was very severe, not upon
Eli, but upon herseU.
" Behoved me rather go tMther like a cat at a robin. But tMs Avas me
aU over. I am Uke a sUly hen that can lay no egg without cackling,
and convening aU the house to rob her on't. Next time you and I are
after aught the least amiss, let's do't in Heaven's name then and there,
and not take time to think about it, far less talk; so then, U they take
us to task we can say, alack we knew nought; we thought no UI; now,
who'd ever ? and so forth. For two pins I'd go thither in aU their teeth,"
Defiance so AvUd and picturesque staggered Kate, " Nay, mother; Arith
patience father wUl come round,"
" And so AviU Michaelmas; but when ? and I was so bent on you
seeing the gfrl. Then we could have put our heads together about her.
Say Avhat they AVIU, there is no judging body or beast but by the eye.
And Avere I to have fifty more sons I'd ne'er thwart one of them's fancy,
tUl such time as I had clapped my eyes upon her and seen Quicksands:
say you, I should have thought of that before condemning Gerard his
fancy ; but there, Ufe is a school, and the lesson ne'er done ; we put
doAvn one fault and take up t'other, and so go blundering here, and
blundering there, tUl we blunder into our graves, and there's an end
of us,"
" Mother," said Kate, timicUy.
"WeU, what is a coming now ? no good noAvs though, by the look of
you. What on earth can make the poor wench so scared ? "
" An avowal she hath to make," faltered Kate, faintly.
" Now, there is a noble word for ye," said Catherine, proudly. " Oui
Gerard taught thee that, I'U go baU. Come then, out Arith thy voweL"
" WeU then, sooth to say, I have seen her."
"Anan?"
" And spoken Arith her to boot."
" And never told me ? After tMs marvels are dfrt."
" Mother, you were so hot against her, I waited tiU I could tell you
without angering you worse,"
"Ay," said Catherine, half sacUy, haU bitterly, "Uke mother like
daughter: cowarcUce it is our bane. The others I wMles buffet; or how
would the house fare ? but did you, Kate, ever have harsh word or look
from your poor mother, that you
Nay, I wiU not have ye cry,
gfrl ; ten to one ye had your reason ; so rise up, brave heart, and tell me
all, better late than ne'er ; and ffrst and foremost when ever, and how
ever, wond you to Sevenbergen vri' your poor crutches, and I not know ?''
" I never was there in my life ; and, mammy dear, to say that I ne'er
wished to see her that I AVIU not, but I ne'er went, nor sought, to sec
ner."
" There now," said Catherine, disputatively, " said I not 'twas all UB
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like my gfrl to seek her unbeknoAvn to me'/ Come now, for I'm all
agog."
" Then thus 'twas. It came to my ears, no matter how, and prithee
BOO? mother, on my knees ne'er ask me how, that Gerard was a prison*
in the Stadthouse tower."
"Ah!"
•'' By father's behest as 'twas pretended,"
Catherine uttered a sigh that was almost a moan. " Blacker than 1
th 3ught," she muttered, faintly.
" Giles and I went out at Mght to bid him be of good cheer. And
there at the tower foot was a brave lass, quite strange to me I vow, on
the same errand."
" Lookee there now, Kate."
" At first we did properly frighten one another, through the place hi*
bad name, and our poor heads being so fuU o' divels, and we whitened a
bit m moonshine. But next moment, quo' I ' You are Margaret:' 'And
you are Kate,' quo' she. Think on't ! "
" Did one ever ?—'Twas Gerard ! He wUI have been talking backards
and forrards of thee to her, and her to thee."
In return for this, Kate bestowed on Catherine one of the prettiest
presents in nature—the composite kiss: i. e., she imprinted on her cheek
a single kiss, Avhich said—
1. Quite correct.
2. Good, clever mother, for guessing so right and quick.
3. How sAveet for us twain to be of one mind again after never having
been otherwise.
4. Etc.
" Now then, speak thy mind, cMld, Gerard is not here. Alas, what
am I saying ? would to Heaven he were."
" WeU then, mother, she is comely, and wrongs her picture but Uttle."
" Eh, dear ; hark to young folk ! I am for good acts, not good looks.
Loves she my boy as he did ought to be loved ?"
" Sevenbergen is farther from the Stadthouse than we are," said Kat«,
thoughtfully ; " yet she was there afore me."
Catherine nodcled intelUgence.
" Nay, more, she had got hira out ere I came. Ay, do'wn from the captive's tower."
Catherine shook her head incredulously. " The highest tower for
miles ! It is not feasible."
" 'Tis sooth though. She and an old raan she brought found mean«
and Arit to send him up a rope. There 'twas dangUng from Ms prison,
and our Giles went up it. When first I saw it hang, I said, ' 'This is
glamour.' But Avhen the frank lass's arms came round me, and her
bosom cUd beat on mine, and her cheeks wet, then said I, ' 'Tis not glamour : 'tis love.' For she is not like me, but lusty and able ; and, dear
heart, even I, poor frail creature, do feel sometimes as I could move the
world for them I love : 1 love you, mother. And she loves Gerard."
" God bless her for't! God bless her !"
" But—"
"But what, lamb?"
'•' Her love, is it for very certain honest ? 'Tis most strange ; but that
<ery thing, wMch hath warmed your heart, bath somewhat cooled mino
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towards her ; poor souL She is no wife, you know, mother, when all i«
done."
« Humph !. They have stood at th' altar together."
" Ay, but they went as they came, maid and bachelor.'
" The parson, saith he so ?"
" Nay, for that I know not."
" Then I'll take no man's word but Ms in such a tangled skein." Aftei
some reflection she added, "Nathless art riguo, girl ; I'U to Sevenbergen
ulone. A wUe I am but not a slave. We are all in the dark here.
And she holds the clue. I must question her, and no one by ; least of
aU you. I'U not take my Uly to a house wi' a spot, no, not to a palace o'
gold and sUver,"
The more Catherine pondered tMs conversation, the more she felt
draAvn towards Margaret, and moreover " she was all agog" Avith curiosity, a potent passion with us aU, and nearly omnipotent with those,
who, like Catherine, do not slake it with reading. At last, one fine day,
after dinner, she Avhispered to Kate, " Keep the house from going to
pieces, an ye can;" and donned her best kirtle and hood, and her scarlet
clocked hose and her new shoes, and trudged briskly off to Sevenbergen,
troubling no man's mule.
"When she got there she inqufred where Margaret Brandt Uved. The first
person she asked shook his head, and said, " 'The name is strange to me."
Si e went a Uttle farther and asked a gfrl of about fifteen who was standing
a a door. "Father," said the gfrl, speaking into the house, "here is
another after that magician's daughter." The man came out and told
Catherine Peter Brandt's cottage was just outside tne town on the east
side. " You may see the chimney hence:" and he pointed it out to her.
"But you -wiU not find them there, nother father nor daughter; they
have left the towm tMs week, bless you."
" Say not so, good man, and me walken all the way from Tergou."
" From Tergou ? then you must ha' met the soldier."
" "What soldier ? ay, I did meet a solcUer."
" WeU, then, yon solcUer was here seeking that seUsame Margaret."
" Ay, and wam't a mad Arith us because she was gone ?" put in the
gfrl. " His long beard and her cheek are no strangers, I warrant."
" Say no more than ye know," said Catherine, sharply. " You are
young to take to slandering your elders. Stay! teU me more about this
soldier, good man,"
" Nay, I know no more than that he came Mther seeking Margaret
Brandt," and I told him she and her father had made a moonUght flit on't
tMs day senMght, and that some thought the devU hadfloAvnaway witb
them, being magicians. 'And,' says he, ' the devU fly away with thee
for thy iU news:' that was my thanks. ' But I doubt 'tis a Ue,' said he.
'An you think so,' said I, ' go and see.' ' I AVUI,' said he, and burst out
wi' a hantle o' gibberish : my Avife thinks 'twas curses : and hied him to
the cottage. Presently back a comes, and sings t'other tune. ' You were
right and I was wrong,' says he, and shoves a sUver coin in my hand.
Show it the wife, some of ye; then she'U beUeve me; I have been caUed
fi Uar once to-day."
" It needs not," said Catherine, inspecting the coin aU the same.
" And he seemed quiet and sad-Uke, didn't he now, wench ?"
•*Tbat a did," said the young woman, warmly; "and dame he -imt
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(Ust as pretty a man as ever I clapped eyes on. Cheeks Uke a rose, ani/
sMning beard, and eyes m his head Uke sloes,"
" I saw he was well bearded," said Catherme; " but, for the rest, at m*,
age I scan them not as when I was young and fooUsh, But he seem'jd
right civU: doffed his bonnet to me as I had been a queen, and I did
drop him my best reverence, for manners beget manners. But Uttle I
wist he had been her Ught o' love, and most Ukely the
Who bakes
for this toAvn ?"
The man, not being acquamted Arith her, opened Ms eyes at tliis tran •
rition, swU't and smooth,
" "VVeU, dame, there be two; John Bush and Eric Donaldson, they both
bide in this street,"
" Then, God be with you, good people," said she, and proceeded : but
her sprightly foot came flat on the ground now, and no longer struck it
AAith Uttle jerks and cocking heel. She asked the bakers Avhether Petei
Brandt had gone away in thefr debt. Bush saicl they were not customers.
Donaldson said, " Not a stiA'er : Ms daughter had come round and paid
him the very night they Avent. Didn't believe they owed a copper in the
toAvn." So Catherme got all the information of that Mnd she wanted
with very Uttle trouble.
" Can you teU me what sort this Margaret was ?" said she, as she
tumed to go.
" WeU, somewhat too reserved for my taste. I like a chatty citstonier
—when I'm not too busy. But she bore a high character for being a
good daughter."
" 'Tis no small praise. A well-looking lass, I am told ?"
" Why, whence come you, Avyfe ?"
"From Tergou."
'• Oh, ay. WeU you shall judge : the lads clept her ' the beauty c f
Sevenbergen ;' the lasses did scout it merrily, and terribly pulled liec
to pieces, and fotmd so many faults no two could agree Avhere the fault
lay"
" That is enough," said Catherine. " I see, the bakers are no fools in
Sevenbergen, and the young women no shallower than in other burghs."
She bought a manchet of bread, partly out of sympathy and justiiie
(she kept a shop), partly to show her household hoAv much better bread
ehe gave them daily ; and returned to Tergou dejected.
Kate met her outside the toAvn Avith beamuig eyes.
" WeU, Kate, lass ; it is a happy thing I went ; I am heart-broken.
Gerard has been sore abused. The cMld is none of ourn, nor the mother
from tMs hour,"
" Alas, mother, I fathom not your meaning,"
"Ask me no more, girl, but never mention her name to me agam,
That is aU."
Kate acquiesced Avitli a humble sigh, and they Avent home together.
They found a soldier seated tranquUly by thefr fire. The moment they
entered the door, he rose, and saluted them civilly. They stood and
looked at him; Kate with some Uttle surprise, but Catl erine Avith a great
ieal, ftsd with rising indignation.
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CHAPTER XLVIII.
" WHAT makes you here ?" was Catherine's greeting.
" I came to seek after Margaret."
" WeU, we know no such person."
" Say not so, dame ; sure you know her by name, Margaret Brandt."
'' We have heard of her for that matter—to our cost."
" Come, dame, prithee teU me at least where she bides."
" I know not where she bides, and care not."
Denys felt sure tMs Avas a deliberate untruth. He bit his lip, " WeU,
I looked to find myseU in an enemy's country at this Tergou; bul
may!le if ye knew aU ye would not be so dour,"
" I do knoAV aU," repUed Catherine, bitterly, " This morn I knew
nought." Then suddeMy setting her arms akimbo she told him Arith a
raised voice and flashing eyes she Avondered at Ms cheek sitting doAvn by
that hearth of aU hearths in the world.
" May Satan fly aAA'ay AAith your hearth to the lake of ffre and brimstone," shouted Denys, AA'ho could speak Flenush fluently. " Your own
servant bade me sit there tUl you came, else I had ne'er troubled youi
hearth. My malison on it, and on the churUsh roof-tree that greets an
unoffending stranger this way," and he strode scowUng to the door.
" Oh ! oh!" ejaculated Catherine, frightened, and also a little consciencestricken ; and the vfrago sat suddenly doAvn and burst into tears. Her
daughter foUowed smt quietly, but Arithout loss of time.
A shrewd AATiter, now unhappUy lost to us, has someA\'here the folloAving cUalogue:—
She.] " I feel aU a woman's Aveakness."
He.] " Then you are inAincible."
Denys, by anticipation, confirmed that valuable statement ; he stood
at the door looking ruefuUy at the havoc his thunderbolt of eloquence
had made.
" Nay, wife," said he, " weep not neither for a soldier's hasty word, i
mean not all I said. "Wliv your house is your oAvn, and what right in i'
have I ? There now, I'U'go."
" What is to do ?" said a grave manly voice. It was EU ; he had com*
in from the shop.
" Here is a ruffian been a-scoldmg of your Avomenfolk and making them
cry," explained Denys.
"Little Kate. Avhat is't? for ruffians do not use to caU themselves
ruffians," said EU the sensible.
Ere she coMd explain, " Hold your tongue, gfrl," said Catherine ;
" Muriel bade Mm sat doAvn, and I knew not that, and Avyted on him ;
and he was gomg and leaAing his maUson on us, root and branch. I was
never so becursed in aU my days, oh ! oh ! oh ! "
" You were both somewhat to blame ; both you and he," said EU,
calmly. " However, what the servant says the master should stUl stand
to. We keep not open house, but yet we are not poor enough to grudge
a seat at our hearth in a cold day to a wayfarer vrith an honest face, and
as, I think, a wounded man. So, end aU maUce, and sit ye doura!"
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" Wounded ?" cried mother and daughter in a breath.
" Think you a soldier sUngs Ms arm for sport ?"
" Nay, 'tis but an arrow," said Denys, cheerfuUy.
" But an arrow ?" said Kate, Arith concentrated horror, " Where Avere
our eyes, mother ?"
" Nay, in good sooth, a trifle. Which however I will pray mesdames
to accept as an excuse for my vivacity. 'Tis these Uttle fooUsh trifling
wounds that fret a man, worthy sfr. Why, look ye now, sweeter temper
than our Gerard never breathed, yet, when the bear cUd but strike a piece
no bigger than a croAvn out of his caU, he turned so hot and choleric y'had
said he was no son of yours, but got by the good knight Sir John
Pepper on his -wUe dame Mustard j who is this ? a dwarf ? your servant,
master Giles."
" Your servant, soldier," roared the new comer. Denys started. He had
not counted on exchanging greetings with a petard.
Denys's Avords had surprised his hosts, but hardly more than their
deportment now did him. They all three came creeping up to where he
3at, and looked doAvn into him Avith thefr Ups parted, as if' he had been
some strange phenomenon.
And growing agitation succeeded to amazement.
" Now hush !" said EU, " let none speak but I. Young man," said
he, solemMy, " in God's name Avho are you, that know us though we
know you not, and that shake our hearts speaMng to us of—the absent
—our poor rebelUous son : whom Heaven forgive and bless ?"
" "What, master," said Denys, lowermg Ms voice, " hath he not writ to
you ? hath he not told you of me, Denys of Burgundy ?"
" He hath Avrit, but three Unes, and named not Denys of Burgundy,
nor any stranger."
" Ay, I mind the long letter was to his sweetheart, tMs Margaret, and
she has decamped, plague take her, and how I am to find her Heavea
Irnows."
" What, she is not your sweetheart, then ? "
" Who, dame ? an't please you."
""VVhy, Margaret Brandt."
" HoAV can my comrade's sweetheart be mine ? I kncjAV her not froiii
Noah's Mece ; how should I ? I never saw her."
" "WMst Arith this icUe chat, Kate," said EU, impatiently, " and let the
young man answer me. How came you to know Gerard, our son'/
Prithee now think on a parent's cares, and answer me straightforward,
Uke a soldier as thou art.
" And shall. I was paid off at Flushing, and started for Burgundy,
On the German frontier I lay at the same inn Avith Gerard, I fancied
him, I said ' Be my comrade.' He was loth at first: consented presently.
Many a weary leagr.e we trode together. Never Avere truer comrades :
never wiU be while earth shall last. First I left my route a bit to be
with him : then he his to be with me. We talked of Sevenbergen, and
Tergou, a thousand times ; and of aU in this house. We had our troubles
on the road : but battUng them together made them light, I saved hia
Ufe from a bear ; he mine in the Rhine : for he SAvims Uke a duck and I
like a hod o' bricks; and one another's Uves at an inn in Burgundy
where we two held a room for a good hour against seven cut-tMoatSj
and crippled one and slew two ; and your son did Ms devofr Uke a man,
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and met the stoutest champion I ever countered, and spitted Mm like it
BucMng-pig. Else I had not been here. But just when aU was fafr, anc,
I was to see him safe aboard sMp for Rome, if not to Rome itself, met us
that son of a
the Lord Anthony of Burgundy, and his men. making
for Flanders, then in insurrection, tore us by force apart, took me Avhere
I got some broad pieces in hand, and a broad arrow in my shoulder, and
left m y poor Gerard lonesome. At that sad parting, soldier though I be,
these eyes did rain salt scalding tears, and so did Ms, poor soul. His last
word to me was, 'Go, comfort M a r g a r e t ! ' so here I be, Mme to him was
' Think no more of Rome. Make for Rhine, and down stream home.'
Now say, for you know best, did I adAise Mm weU or iU ?"
" Soldier, take m y hand," said EU. " God bless thee ! God bless
t h e e ! " and his Up qmverecL I t was aU Ms reply, but more eloquent
than many words.
Catherine did not answer at aU, but she darted from the room and
bade Jluriel bring the best that was in the house, and returned with
wood in both arms, and heaped the ffre, and took out a snow-white cloth
from the press, and Avas going in a great hurry to lay it for Gerard's
friend, when suddenly she sat doAvn and aU the power ebbed rapidly out
of her body.
" Father !" cried Kate, whose eye was as quick as her affection. Denys
started u p ; but EU waived Mm back and flung a Uttle water sharply ui
his wife's face. This did her instant good. She gasped. " So sudden.
My poor boy !" Eli wMspered Denys " Take no notice ! she tMiiks of
him night and day." They pretended not to observe her, and she shook
it off, and bustled and laid the cloth Arith her OAvn hands ; but, as
she smoothed it, her hands trembled and a tear or two stole dowm her
cheeks.
They could not make enough of Denys, They stuffed him, and
crammed him : and then gathered round him and kept fiUing his
glass in t u m , whUe by that gemal blaze of ffre and ruby Avine and eager
eyes he told aU that I have related, and a vast number of minor details,
wMch an artist, howcA'er minute, omits.
But hoAv cUfferent the effect on my readers and on. this small circle
To them the interest was afready made before the ffrst word came from
his Ups, I t was aU about Gerard, and he, who sat there telling ii
them, Avas warm from Gerard and an actor vrith him in all these scenes.
The flesh and blood around that ffre qMvered for thefr severed mera
ber, hearing its struggles and perils,
I shaU ask m y readers to recaU to memory aU they can of Gerard's
journey with Denys, and in thefr mind's eye to see those very matters
told by Ms comrade to an exUe's father, all stoic outside, aU father
withm, and to two poor women, an exile's mother and a sister, who were
aU love and pity and tender anxiety both outside and in. Now would
you m m d closing tMs book for a minute and maldng an effort to realise
all tMs ? I t AviU saA'e us so much repetition,
•Then you wiU not be surprised when I tell you that after a while
GUes came softly and curled himself u p before the fire, and lay gazing at
the speaker Arith a reverence almost canine ; and that, when the rough
Boldier had unconsciously but thorougMy betrayed his better quaUtiea
u i d above aU his rare affection for Gerard, Kate, thongh tiroorciis its «
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bird, stole her Uttle hand into the AA'arrior's huge broAA'ii palm, where U
lay an instant Uke a teaspooM'ul of cream spUt on a platter, then nipped
the baU of his thumb and served for a Kardiometer, In other AAOKIS,
Fate is just even to rival story-tellers, and balances matters, Denys had
to pay a tax to his audience Avhich I haA-e not, WheneA-er Gerard Avas
in too much danger, the female faces became so white, and their f)Oci
Uttle throats gurgled so, he Avas obUged in common humanity to spoil his
recital. Suspense is the soul of narrative, and thus dealt Rough-andTeiider of Burgundy Avith Ms liest suspenses, " NOAV, dame, take not
J>n tiU ye hear the end; ma'araselle, let not your cheek blanch so,
courage ! it looks ugly; but you shall hear hoAV Ave wond through. Had
\ie miscarried, ancl I at hand, would I be alive ?"
And I called Kate's little hand a Kardiometer, or heart measurer,
because it graduated emotion, and pinched by scale. At its best it Avas
by no means a high-pressure engine. But all is relatlA'e, Denys soon
learned the tender g a m u t ; and Avlien to water the suspense, and extract
the tliriU as far as possible. On one occasion only he cannily indemnified his narrative for this draAA'back. Falling personally into the Rhine,
and sinking, he got pinched, he Denys, to his surprise and sa: tsfaction,
" Oho !" thought he, and on the jirinciple of the anatomist ^, "experimentiim in corpore Aili," kept himself a quarter of an hour under water;
under pressure all the time. And even AA'hen Gerarcl had got hold of
him, he was loth to leaA^e the river, so, less conscientious than I Avas,
swam Avith Gerard to the east bank first, and was about to land, but
detected the officers and their intent, chaffed them a little space, treading AA'ater, then turned ancl SAvara Avearily all across, and at last Avas
obUged to get out, for very shame, or else acknoAvledge himself a pike ,
so permitted hunseU to land, exhausted : and the pressure relaxed.
It was eleven o'clock, an unheard-of hour, but they took no note of
time this n i g h t ; and Denys had still much to tell them, Avhen the door
was opened quietly, ancl m stole Cornells and Sybrandt looMng hangdog. They had this night been cfrinMng the very last clrop of thefr
mysterious funds,
Catherine feared her husband would rebuke them before Denys ; but
he only looked sadly at them, and motioned them to sit CIOAVTI quietly.
Denys it Avas Avho seemed discomposed. He knitted Ms broAvs and
eyed them thoughtfully and rather gloomily. Then turned to Catherine.
" What say you, dame ? the rest to-morroAV ? for I am someAvhat Aveary
and it Avaxes late."
" So be it," said Eli. But when Denys rose to go to his inn, he was
instantly stopped by Catherine. " And think you to Ue from this house ',
Gerard's room has been got ready for you hours agone : the sheets I'U
not say much for, seeing I spun the flax and Avove the Aveb."
" Then Avould I lie in them blindfold," Avas the gallant reply. " Ah,
fame, our poor Gerard Avas the one for fine linen. He could hardly forlive the honest Germans their coarse flax, and, Avhene'er my traitors o.
tountrymen did ami.s^-., a Avould excuse them, saying, ' Well, weU ;
bonnes toiles sont en Bonrgogne : ' that means, ' there be good lenten
••lotlis m Burgundy.' But mdeed he beat aU for bywords and cleank.
a".ss."
" Oh EU ! E l : I doth not our son come back to us at each word 1"
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« Ay. Buss me, m y poor Kate. You and I know aU that paaseth in
eack othei''s hearts this night. None other can, b u i God.'

CHAPTER XLIX.
D E N T S took an opportunity next day and told mother and daughter
the rest, excusing himself characteristicaUy for not letting Cornells and
Sybrandt hear of it. " It is not for me to blacken them : they come of a
good stock. But Gerard looks on them as no friends of Ms in this
matter ; and I'm Gerard's comrade ; and it is a rule Arith us soldiers not
to teU the enemy aught—but lies."
Catherine sighed, but made no answer.
The adA'entures he related cost them a tumult of agitation and grief,
and sore they wept at the parting of the friends, which, even now, Denys
cciuld niit tell without falternig. But at last aU merged in the joyful
hope and expectation of Gerard's speedy return. In tMs Denys confidently shared ; but remmded them that was no reason why he should
neglect liis friend's Avislies and last words. In fact should Gerard return
next week, and no Margaret to be found, what sort of figure should he
cut?
Catherine had never felt so Mndly towards the truant Margaret as
noAV ; an 1 she was fuUy as anxious to find her, and be kind to her before
Gerard's e t u m as Denys Avas : but she coiUd not agree with him that
anythi ig Avas to be gained by leaving this neighbourhood to search for
her, •• .She must have told somebocly wMther she was going. It is not
as though they were dishc^nest folk flying the country : they owe not a
stiver in SeAenliergen : and dear heart, Denys, you can't htmt aU HoUand
f .r her."
•' Can I not ?" said Denys, grimly. " That we shaU see." He added,
after srniie reflection, that they must cUAide thefr forces : she stay here
Avitli eyes and ears Aride open, and he ransack every toAvn m HoUand for
her, if need be. " But she AriU not be many leagues from here. They
be three. Three fly not s^i fast, nor far, as one."
" That is sense,'' said Catherme. But she msisted on his going first to
the demoiselle Van Eyck. " She and our Margaret were bosom friends.
She knows AA'here the gfrl is gone, if she wiU but tell us." Denys Avas for
going to her that instant, so Catherine, in a tiim of the hand, made herself one shade neater, and took him with her.
•'-"he was received graciously by the old lady sitting in a richly ftimisheo
room : and opened her bu.';me.?s. The tapestry dropped out of Margaret
"\'an Eyck's hands. " Gone ? Gone from Sevenbergen and not told me :
the thankless girl."
This t u m greatly surprised the visitors. " ^ T i a t you knew not ? when
tras she here last ?"
'• ]Maybe ten days agone. I had ta'en out my brashes, after so many
rears, ',o paint her portrait. I did not do it though ; for reasons."
Catherine remarked it was " a most strange thing she should go away
^ ^ and baggage Uke this, without Arith your leave or by your leave,
*^hy, or Avherefore. Was ever aught so imtoward ; just when aU oui
bcartfl are warm to her : and imre ia Gerard's mate come from the endi
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0 the earth vrith comfort for her from Gerard, and can't find her, and
Gerard himseU expected. "What to do I know not. But sure sh3 is not
parted Uke tMs Arithout a reason. Can ye not give us the clue, my good
demoiseUe ? Prithee now,"
" I have it not to give,''' said the elder lady, rather peevisMy.
" Then I can," said Reicht Heynes, showing herself in the doorway,
with colour someAvhat heightened,
" So you have been hearkenmg all the time, eh ?"
" What are my ears for, mistress ?"
" True, WeU throw us the light of thy Arisdom on this dark niattei,'
" There is no darkness that I see," said Reicht, " And the clue, why
in' ye call't a two-plye tvrine, and the ends on't in this room e'en UOAV,
ye'U not be far out. Oh, mistress, I wonder at you sitting there pretending."
•' Marry, come up !" and the nustress's cheek was now nearly as red
ES the servant's. " So 'twas I drove the fooUsh gfrl away."
" You did your share, mistress. What sort of greeting gave you her
last time she came ? Think you she could miss to notice it, and she all
friendless ? And you said, ' I have altered my mind about paintmg ol
you,' says you, a turning up your nose at her."
" I did not turn up my nose. It is not shaped Uke yours for looMng
heavenward."
" Oh, aU our nosen can follow our heartys bent, for that matter. Poor
soM. She did come mto the Mtchen to me. ' I am not to be pamted
now,' said she, and the tears in her eyes. She said no more. But I knew
well what she did mean. I had seen ye."
" Well," said Margaret Van Eyck, " I do confess so much, and I make
you the judge, madam. Know that these young gfrls can do nothing of
thefr OAvn heads, but are most apt at mimicking aught thefr sweethearts
do. Now your Gerard is reasonably handy at many things, and among
the rest at the iUuminator's craft. And Margaret she is his pupil, and a
patient one : what marvel ? haAing a woman's eye for colour, and eke a
lover to ape. 'Tis a trick I despise at heart : for by it the great art of
/•olour, which should be royal, aspiring, and free, becomes a poor slave to
the petty crafts of writmg and printmg, and is fettered, imprisoned, and
made Uttle, body and soul, to match the Uttleness of books, and go to
church m a rich fool's pocket. Natheless affection rules us aU, and, when
the poor wench would brmg me her thorn leaves, and liUes, and ivy, and
deAvberries, and ladybirds, and butterfly grubs, and all the scum of Nature
—stuck fast in gold-leaf Uke wasps m a honey-pot, and, withal, her
diurnal book, shoAring she had pored an hundred, or an hundred and
fifty, or two hundred, hours over each singular page, certes I was wroth
that an immortal soul and many hours of labour, and much manual skiU,
should be flung away on Nature's trash, leaves, insects, grubs, and on
barren letters : but, having bowels, I did perforce restrain, and, as it were,
dam, my better feelings, and looked Mndly at the work to see how it
might be bettered : and said I, ' Sith Heaven for our sins hath doomed
us to spend time, and soul, and colour, on great letters and Uttle beetles,
Amitting such small fry as samts and heroes, thefr acts and passions, wnj
lot present the scum naturally ?' I told her ' the grapes I saw, Aralking
flibroad, did hang i' the air, not stick in a waU : and CA'en these insects,
ouo' I . ' and Nature her slime in general. »>ss not thefr noxious Uves
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wedged miserably in metal prisons Uke flies in honey-pots and g l u & ^ ^ ,
but ^ o craAvl or hover at large, frifesting afr.' ' A h ! my dear friend, saya
she, ' I see now whither you drive: but this ground is gold; wnereon -Wf
may not shade.' ' Who says so ?' quoth I. ' A l l teachers of this craft,
savs she : and (to make an end o' me at once, I trow) ' Gerard himseU !
' That for Gerard Mmself,' quoth I , 'and aU the gang; gi e me a brush 1
" Then chose I, to shade her frait and reptUes, a colour false in nature,
but trae relatively to that monstrous ground of glaring gold; and in fivp
minutes out came a bunch of raspberries, stalk and aU, and a'most flew
in your mouth : Ukevrise a butterfly grab she had so truly presented as
might t u m the stoutest stomach. My lady she flings her arms round my
neck, and says she, ' Oh ! ' "
" D i d she n o w ? "
" The Uttle love ! " observed Denys, succeeding at last in wedging in
a word.
Margaret Van Eyck stared at h i m ; and then smUed. She went on to
teU them how from step to step she had been led on to promise to resume
the art she had laid aside Arith a sigh when her brothers died, and to
paint the Madonna once more—Arith Margaret for model. Incidentally
she even revealed how girls are t u m e d into saints. " Thy hafr is adorable," said I. " "Why, 'tis red," quo' she. " Ay," quoth I, " but what a
red ! how broAvn ! how glossy! most hafr is not worth a straw to us
painters : thine the artist's very hue. But thy violet eyes, wMch smack
of earth, being now languid for lack of one Gerard, now full of fire in
hopes of the same Gerard, these will I lift to heaven in fixed and holy
meuitation, and thy nose, wMch doth already somewhat aspfre that way
(though not so piously as Reicht's), •wiU I debase a trifle, and somewhat
enfeeble thy chin."
" Enfeeble her chin ? Alack ! what may that mean ? Ye go beyond
me, mistress."
" 'Tis a resolute chin. Not a jot too resolute for tMs Tricked world:
but, when ye come to a Madonna ? No thank you."
" Well I never. A resolute chin."
Denys.] " The darling ! "
" And now comes the rub. When you told me she was—the way she
/s, it gave me a shock : I dropped m y brushes. Was I going to turn a
girl, that couldn't keep her lover at a distance, into the "Virgin Mary, at
my time of Ufe ? I love the poor ninny stUl. But I adore our blessed
Lady. Say you, ' a painter must not be peevish in such matters.' WeU,
most painters are men : and men are fine felloAvs. They can do aught.
Their saints and Airgins are neither more nor less than their lemans,
saA'ing your presence. But know that for tMs very reason I'ulf their
craft is lost on me, which find beneath their angels' white wings the very
trollops I have seen flaunting it on the streets, bejeweUed Uke Paynim
idols, and put on like the queens in a pack o' cards. And I am not a
fine fellow, but only a woman, and my painting is but one haU craft,
and t'other half devotion. So now you may read me. 'Twas fooUsh,
maybe, but I could not help i t : yet am I sorry." And the old ladv
^nded despondently a discourse wMch she had commencid in a mishtv
ftefiant tone.
°
" WeU, you know, dame," observed Catherine, " you mnsi f h m t it
would go to the poor gfrl'a heart, and she so fond of ye ?»
' ^°^* *
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.Margaret Van Eyck only sighed.
The Frisian girl, after biting her lips unpatiently a Uttle whUe, tumed
fipon Catherme. " Why, dame, think you 'twas for that alone Margaret
and Peter hath left Sevenbergen ? Nay."
" F o r Avhat else, t h e n ? "
" What else ? "Why because Gerard's people slight her so crueL Who
would bide among hard-hearted folk that ha' driven her lad t' Italy, ancl,
now he is gon e, relent not, but face it out, ancl ne'er come anigh her
that is left ?"
" Reicht, I AA'as going."
" Oh, ay, gomg, and going, and going. Ye should ha' said less or else
done more. But AA'ith your Avords you cUd uplift her heart and let it
doAvn Ari' your deeds. ' They have noA'er been,' said the poor thing to
me, Avith such a sigh. Ay, here is one can feel for h e r : for I too am far
from my friends, ancl often, Avhen first I came to Holland, I did used to
take a hearty cry aU to myself. But ten times Uever Avottld I be Riecht
Heynes AAith nought but the leagues atAveen me and aU my kitJi, than
be as she is i' the midst of them that ought to Avarm to her, and yet to
fare as lonesome as I."
" Alack, Reicht, I did go but yestreen, and had gone before, but one
plaguy thing or t'other did stUl come ancl hinder me."
" Mistress, did aught hinder ye to eat your dinner any one of those
days ? I trow not. And had your heart been as good toAvards your OAvn
flesh and blood, as 'twas toAvards your fiesher's meat, nought had prevailed to keep you from her that sat lonely, a AA'atching the road for you
and comfort, Avi your child's child a beating 'neath her bosom."
Here this rude young Avoman was interrupted b}' an incident not uncommon in a domestic's bright existence. The Van Eyck had been nettled
by the attack on her, but with due tact had gone mto ambush. She
now sprang out of it. " Since you disrespect my guests, seek another
place!"
" With all my heart," said Reicht, stoutly,
" NaA', mistress," put in t h e good-natured Catherine, " True folk AviU
still speak out. Her tong-ae is a stinger." Here the water came into
the speaker's eyes by Avay of confirmation. " But better she said it than
thought it. So noAv 'tAvon't rankle in her. And, part Avith her for me,
that shall ye not. BeshreAv the Avencli, she kens she is a good serA'ant.
and takes advantage. We poor wretches which keep house must still
pay 'em tax for value. I had a good serA'ant once, when I Avas a young
Oman. Eh dear, how she did grind me down into the dust. I n the end,
by heaA'en's mercy, she married the baker, and I Avas my OAvn Avnniau
again. ' So,' said I, ' no more good servants shall come hither, a hectoring o' me.' I just get a fool and learn her : and Avhenever she MiOAveth
ber right hand from her left, she saiiceth m e : then out I buncUe ht;r
neck and crop, and take another dunce in her jihice. Dear lieait, 'tis
wearisome, teaching a string of fools by ones; but there—I am iiii.-^tress :"
iere she forgot that she was defending Reicht, and turning I'ather spite
fully upon her, added, " and you be mistress here, I troAA'."
" N o more than that stool," s-aid the Van Eyck, loftily"Sheij
neither mistress nur servant : but Gone. She is dismissed tho house,
and there's an end oi her. What (Ud ye not Uear me turn the aaucy
bagg^iire off?'"
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" Ay, ay. We aU heard ye," said Reicht, with vast indifferenct
" Then hear me!" said Denys, solemnly.
They aU went round Uke things on wheels, and fastened thefr eyet
»n bun.
" Ay, let us hear what tho man says," urged the hostess. " Men are
fine feUows; with thefr great hoarse voices."
" Mistress Reicht," said Denys, Arith great dignity and ceremony, indeed so great as to verge on the absurd, " you are turned off. If on a
slight acquaintance I might adAise, I'd say, since you are a servant no
more, be a mistress, a queen."
" Easier said than done," repUed Reicht, bluntly.
" Not a jot. You see here one who is a man, thougli but half tn
arbalestrier, OAving to that deviUsh Englishman's arrow, in wiiose carcasj
1 have, lioAveA'er, left a Uke token, Avliich is a comfort. I have twenty
gold pieces" (he showed them) " and a stout arm. In another Aveek or
so I shaU haA'e tAvain. ^larriage is not a habit of mme; but I ca'oitulate to so many virtues. You are beautiful, good hearted, and outspoken, and above aU, you take the part ot my sne-comrade. Be theu
an arbalestriesse!"
" And what the dickens is that ?" inqufred Reicht.
" I mean, be the A^ife, nustress, and queen, of Denys of Burgundy
here present!"
A dead sUence feU on aU.
It did not last long though; and was foUoAved by a biu-st of unreasonable mdignation.
Catherine. " WeU, did you ever ?"
Margaret. " Never m all my born days."
Catherine. " Before our very faces."
Marqaret. " Of all the absurdity, and insolence of tMs ridiculous
sex—-"
Here Denys observed someAvhat drUy, that the female to Avliom he had
addressed MmseU AA'as mute: ancl the others, on Avliose eloquence there
was no immediate demand, Avere fluent: on this the A'oices stopped, and
the eyes turned pivot-like upon Reicht.
She took a sly glance from under her lashes at her military assailant,
and said, " I mean to take a good look at any man ere I leap uito hia
irms."
Deiiys dreAV MniseU up majesticaUy. " Then look your fill, and leap
away."
TMs proposal led to a neAV and most unexpected result. A long Avliite
finger Avas extended by the Van Eyck in a line Avitli the speaker's eye,
and an agitated voice bade him stand, m the name of all the saints. " You
are beautUul, so," cried she. " You are inspfred—Avith foUy. What
matters that ? you are inspfred. I must take off" your head." And in a
moment she was at work Arith her pencU. " Come out, hussy," she
screamed to Reicht; " more in front of Mm, and keep the fool frispired
and beautUul. Oh, AA-hy had I not tMs maniac for my good centurion ?
They went and brought me a brute AAith a low forehead and a shapeless
beard."
Cathijrine stood and looked Arith u'^er amazement at tMs pantomime
and secretly resolved that her venerable hostess had been a disguised
lunatic aU tMs time, and was now busy tMoAring off the s*sk. -4s ioUt
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Reicht, she was unhappy and cross. She had left her caldron in a precarious state, and made no scruple to say so, and that duties so grave as
hers left her no " time to Avaste a playing the statee and the fool aU at
one time." Her mistress in reply reminded her that it Avas possible
to be rude and rebelUous to one's poor, old, affectionate, desolate mistress,
without being utterly heartless, and savage ; ancl a trampler on arts.
On this Reicht stopped, and pouted, and looked Uke a little basilisk
at the inspired model who caused her woe. He retorted Avith unshaken
admfration. The situation was at last dissolved by the artist's Avrist becoming cramped from disuse ; this was not however until she had made
a rough but noble sketch. " I can work no more at present," said she,
3oiTowfuUy,
" Then, now mistress, I may go and mind my pot ?"
" Ay, ay, go to your pot! And get into it, do; you AviU find your sotd
in it: so then you vrill all be together,"
" WeU, but Reicht," said Catherine, laughing, " she turned you oft',"
" Boo, boo, boo !" said Reicht, contemptuously, " When she Avants to
get rid of me, let her tum herself off and die, I am sure she is old enough
for't. But take your time, mistress; if you are in no hurry, no more am
I, "When that day doth come, 'twill take a man to cfry my eyes : and if
you should be in the same mind then, solcUer, you can say so; and if you
are not, why, 'twiU be aU one to Reicht Heynes."
And the plain speaker went her way. But her words did not fall to
the ground. Neither of her female hearers could disguise from herseU
that this blunt girl, soUtary herself, had probably read Margaret Brandt
aright, and that she had gone away from Sevenbergen broken hearted.
Catherine and Denys bade the "Van Eyck adieu, and that same afternoon Denys set out on a wild goose chase. His plan, like all great
things, was simple. He should go to a huncfred towns ancl villages, and
fjsk in each after an old -physician vrith a fafr daughter, and an old longboAv soldier. He should inqtifre of the burgomasters about all new
comers, and should go to the fountams ancl Avatcli the women and girls
as they came AAith thefr pitchers for water.
And aAvay he went, and was months and months on the tramp and
«ould not find her.
HappUy, this cMvalrous feat of friendship was m some degree its OAAm
reward.
Those, who sit at home blmdfolded by seU-conceit, and tMnk camel or
man out of the depths of thefr inner consciousness, aUas thefr ignorance, AvUl tell you that in the intervals of war and danger, peace and
tranquil Ufe acquire thefr true value and satisfy the heroic mmd. But
those, Avho look before they babble or scribble, wiU see, and say, that
men, A\'ho risk thefr Uves habitually, tMrst for exciting pleasures between
the acts of danger, and not for mnocent tranquillity.
To tMs Denys was no exception. His whole hiiUtary Ufe had been
haU Sparta, half Capua. And he was too good a soldier, and too good
ft libertine, to have ever mixed either habit Arith the other. But now
for the first time he found himseU mixed; at peace and yet on duty; for
he took tills latter vieAV of Ms Arild goose chase, luckily. So all thei'c
months he was a dena-Spartan; sober, prudent, vigilant, indomitable;
and nappy, though constantly disappointed, as might have been expected. He flirted gigantically on the road; but w isted no time about
R2
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it. Nor in these Ms wandermgs did he tell a single female that
" marriage Avas not one of his habits, etc,"
And so we leave him on the tramp, " PUgrim of Friendship," aa hia
poor comrade was of Love,

CHAPTER L,
THE good-hearted Catherine was not happy. Not that she reproached
herseU A-ery deeply for not haAing gone qtuckly enough to SeA'enbergen,
whither slie was not bound to go at all—except on the score of having
excited false hopes m Margaret, But she Avas in dismay Avhen she reflected that Gerard must reao-h home in another month at farthest, more
likely in a week. And how should she teU him she had not even kept
an eye upon Ms betrothed ? Then there was the luicertamty as to the
girl's fate : and this tincertamty sometimes took a sickening form.
" Oh, Kate," she groaned, " if she should have gone and made herself
away!"
" -dother, she would never be so wicked."
-' Ah, my lass, you know not Avhat hasty fools young lasses be, that
have no mothers to keep 'em straight. They wUl flmg themselves into
the Avater for a man that the next man they meet would ha' ctu'ed 'em of
in a week. 1 haA'e knoA\ii 'em to jump in like brass one moment and
scream for help in the next. Cotddn't knoAv their own minds ye see
even about such a tiifle as yon. And then there's times when their
bodies ail Uke no other liA'ing creatures CA'er I coMd hear of, and that
strings up thefr feeUngs so, the patience, that belongs to them at other
times beyond aU UAing souls barring an ass, seems aU to jump out of
'em at one turn, and into the water they go. Therefore, I say that men
are monsters."
" :>Iother!"
'' ^Monsters, and no less, to go making such heaps o' canals just to temjt
the poor Avomen in. They know we shaU not cut our throats, hating thf
sight of blood and rating our skins a hantle higher nor our UA'CS ; and
as for hanging, AvMle she is a fixmg of the nail and a making of the
noose she has time falter her mind. But a jump mto a canal is no more
than into bed; and the water it does aU the lave, AriU ye, niU ye. Why,
look at me, the mother o nine, wasn't I agog to make a hole in our canal
for the nonce ?"
" Nay, mother, I'U never believe it of you."
"Ye may, though. 'Twas in the first year of our keeping house
together. EU hadn't fotmd out my Aveak stitches then, nor I Ms ; so we
made a rent, puUing contrariArise ; had a quarrel. So then I ran crying,
to tell some gabbUng fool like myseU what I had no busmess to tell out
o' doors except to the saints, and there was one of our precious canals is
the way ; do they take us for teal ? Oh, how temptmg it (Ud look!
Says I to myseU, ' Sith he has let me go out of his door quarreUed, he
jhall see me cfroAATied next, and then he AriU change his key. He AriU
blubber a good one, and I shaU look down from heaven' (I forgot I
should be in t'other part), ' and see liim take on, and, oh, but that viU
t-s sweet!' and I was aU a tiptoe and g^jig in, only just then I thougljt
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I wouldn't. I had got a new gown a making, for one thing, and hard
upon fiMshed. So I Avent home instead, and what was EU's first word.
' Let yon flea stick i' the Avail, my lass,' says he. ' Not a word of all 1
laid t' anger thee Avas sooth, but this : " I love thee."' These were his
very words, I minded 'em, being the first quarrel. So I flung my amis
about Ms neck and sobbed a bit, and thought o' the canal ; and he Avas
no colder to me than I to him, being a man and a young one : and so
then that Avas better than lying in the water ; ancl spoiling my wedding
fcirtle and my fine neAV shoon, old John Bush made 'em, that was uncle
to him keeps the shop now. And what was my grief to hers ?"
Little Kate hoped that Margaret loved her father too much to think
of leaA'ing hun so at his age. " He is father and mother and aU to her.
you knoAV."
" Nay, Kate, they do forget all these things in a moment o' despain
when the A'ery sky seems black above them. I place more faith in him
that is unborn, than on him t l r t is ripe for the grave, to keep her out o'
nuschief. For certes it do go eore against us to die when there's a little
mnocent a pulUng at our hearts to let un Uve, and feeding at our very
veins."
" Well, then, keep up a good heart, mother." She added, that A'ery
Ukely aU these fears were exaggerated. She ended by solemnly entreating her mother at all events not to persist in naming the sex of Margaret's
infant. It was so unlucky, all the gossips told her ; " dear heart, as if
there were not as many girls bom as boys."
This reflection, though not unreasonable, Avas met Arith clamour.
" Have you the cruelty to threaten me with a girl ! ! ? I want ^o
more gfrls, while I have you. "Wliat use would a lass be to me ? Can I
set her on my knee and see my Gerard agam as I can a boy ? I tell
thee 'tis all settled."
" How may that be ? "
" In my mind. And if I am to be disappointed i' the eiid, 'tisn't for
you to disappoint me before-hand, teUing rae it is not to be a cMld, but
oMy a gfrh"
AU these anxieties, and, if I may be permitted, without disrespect to
the dead, to add, aU tMs twaddle, that accompanied them, Avere shortly
suspended by an incident that struck nearer home ; niade Tergou
furiously jealous of Catherine, and Catherine Aveep. And, if my reader
18 fond of wastmg his time, as some novel readers are, he cannot do it
more effectuaUy than by g-uessing what could produce results so uicongruous.
Marched up to EU's door a pageant brave to the eye of sense, and tc
the vulgar judgment noble, but, to the phUosophic, pitiable more or less.
It looked one animal, a centaur : but on scA'ere analysis proA'ed two.
The human haU" A\'as sadly bedizened Arith those tAvo metals, to clothe
his carcass Arith Avhicli and line his pouch, man has UOAV and then disposed of his soul : stiU the horse Avas the vainer brute of the tAvo ; ho
was far worse beflounced, bebonneted, and bemantled, than any fair lady
regnante crinoUna. For the man, under the colour of a Av»rming-pan,
ret-oined Natiue's outUne. But it was " stibaudi equiim !" Scarce a
pennyAveight of honest i-orseflesh to be seen. Our crmoiine spares the
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noble parts of woman, and makes but the baser parts gigantic (Avhy thiy
preference ?) : but this poor ammal from stem to stern was swamped in
finery. His ears were hid in great sheaths of white Unen tipped AAith
sUver and blue. His body swaddled m stiff gorgeous cloths clescending
to the ground, except just m fr-ont, where they left Mm room to mince.
His taU, though dear to memory no doubt, was lost to sight, being tucked
in heaven knows how. Only his eyes shone out Uke goggles, tMough
two holes pierced m the wall of haberdashery, and Ms little front hoofs
peeped in and out like rats.
Yet did tMs compound, gorgeous and irrational, represent power;
absolute power : it came straight from a tournament at the duke's court,
wMch being on a progress, lay last night at a neighbourmg toAvn—to
execute the behests of royalty,
" What ho !" cried the upper haU, ancl on EU emerging, Arith his wU'e
behind him, saluted them, " Peace be AAith you, good people. Rejoice !
I am come for your dwarf'."
EU looked amazed, and said nothing. But Catherine screamed over
Ms shoulder, " You have mistook your road, good man ; here abides no
dwarf"
" Nay, Avife, he means our GUes, who is somewhat small of stature :
Avhy gainsay what gainsayed may not be ?"
" Ay !" cried the pageant, " that is he, and discourseth like the big
tabor."
" His breast is sound for that matter," said Catherme, sharply.
" And prompt Arith Ms fists though at long odds."
" Else now Avotild the poor tiling keep his head in such a world
as tMs ?"
" 'Tis weU said, dame. Art as ready vrith thy Aveapon as he ; art his
mother, Ukely. So brmg him forth, and that presently. See, they lead
a stunted mule for him. The duke hath need of him ; sore need ; Ave
are clean out o' dwarven; and tiger-cats ; which may not be, wliUes
earth them yieldeth. Our last hop o' my thumb tumbled doAvn the well
t'other day."
" And think you I'U let my darUng go to such an ill-guided house as
yon, where the recUess tioUops of servants close not the weU mouth,
but leave it open to trap innocents, Uke wolven ?"
The representative of autocracy lost patience at this unAvonted opposition, and Arith stem look and voice bade her bethink her AA'hether it
was the better of the two ; " to have your abortion at court fed Uke a
bishop and put on Uke a prince, or to have aU your heads stricken off
and "borne on poles, Arith the beU-man crying, 'Behold the heads of
hardy rebels, which having by good luck a mis-begotten son, did traitorously grudge bim to the duke; who is the true father of aU his folk,
liti;le or mickle ? ' "
" Nay," said EU, sadly, " miscaU us not. We be true folk, and neither
rebels nor traitors. But 'tis sudden, and the poor lad is our true flesh
and blood, and hath of late given proof of more sense than heretofore."
" Avails not tMeatening our Uves," whimpered Catherine," we grudge
him not to the duke : but in sooth he cannot go : Ms Unen is all in
holes. So there is an end."
But the male mind resisted this crusher.
" Think you t i e duke AviU not find Unen, and cloth of gold to boot ?
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None so brave, none so affected, at court, as our monsters, big oi
•wee."
How long the dispute might have lasted, before the fron arguments oi
despotism achieved the inevitable victory, I know not; but it was cut
short by a party Avhom neither disputant had deigned to consult.
The bone of contention Avalked out of the house, and sided with
monarchy.
" If my folk are mad, I am not," he roared. " I'll go AAith you, and on
tlie instant."
At tMs Catherine set up a piteous cry. She saw another of her brood
escaping from under her wmg into some unknown element. Giles was
not quite insensible to her distress, so simple yet so eloquent. He said,
" Nay, take not on, mother ! Why, 'tis a godsend. And I am sick of
this, ever since Gerard left it."
" Ah, cruel Giles ! Should ye not rather say she is bereaved of
Gerard : the more need of you to stay aside her and comfort her ! "
" Oh ! I am not going to Rome. Not such a fool. I sliaU never be
farther than Rotterdam : ancl I'll often come and see you ; and, if I
like not the place, Avho shall keep me there ? Not all the dukes in
Christendom."
" Good sense Ues in little bulk," said the emiss.ary, approvingly.
" Therefore, master Giles, buss the old folk, and thank them for misbegetting of thee ; and,—ho ! you,^brmg hither his mule."
One of his retmue brought up the dwarf mule. Giles refused it Avitlj
scorn. And, on being asked the reason, said it was not just. " "What!
would ye throw all into one scale ? Put muckle to muckle, and Uttle
to wee ? Besides, I hate and scorn small things. I'll go on the highest
horse here, or not at all."
The pursuivant eyed hun attentively a moment He then adopted a
courteous manner. " I shall study your wiU in all things reasonable.
(Dismount, Eric, yours is the highest horse.) And if you Avoiild halt in
the toAvn an hour or so, while you bid them farewell, say but the word,
and your pleasure shall be my deUght."
Giles reflected.
" Master," said he, " if we wait a month, 'tAviU be still the same : my
mother is a good soul, but her body is bigger than her spirit. We shall
not part Avithout a tear or two, and the quicker 'tis done the foAver ; so
brmg yon horse to me."
Catherine threw her apron over her face and sobbed. The high horse
was brought, and Giles was for swarming tip his taU, like a rope ; but
one of the servants cried out hastily, " Fofbear, for he kicketh." " I'll
Mck him," said Giles. " Bring bun close beneath this window, and I'll
learn you all IIOAV to mount a horse which kicketh, and Avill not be clomb
by the tail, the stafrcase of a horse." And he dashed into the house^
and almost immediately reappeared at an upper windoAV, vrith a rope in
his hand. He fastened an end somehoAv, and, holding the other, descended as SAvift and smooth as an oiled thunderbolt in a groove, and
lighted astride his high horse as unperceived by that animal as a fly
settling on him.
Th eofficial lUted Ms hands to heaven in mawMsh admiration. " 1
haA'e gotten a peail," thought he; "and wow but this AriU be a good day's
work for me,"
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" Come, father, come, mother, buss me, and bless me, and off 1 go."
EU gave him his blessing, and bade him be honest and true, and s
f7ecUt to his folk. Catherme could not speak, but clung to Mm with
many sobs and embraces ; and even through the mist of tears her eye
detected in a moment a Uttle rent m his sleeve he had made getting out
of wmdow, and she Avhipped out her neecUe and mended it then and
t.lie.re, and her tears fell on his arm the whUe, unheeded—except by those
iinfleshly eyes, Avith which they say the very afr is thronged.
And so the dwarf mounted the high horse, and rode away complacent,
with the old hand laying the court butter on Ms back Avith a troAvel,
Little recked PerpusiUus of two poor sUly females that sat by the
bereaved hearth, rocking themselves, and weeping, and discussing aU
his virtues, and hoAv his mind had opened lately, ancl bUnd as two beetli^x
••0 his faults, AVIIO rode aAvay from them jocund and bold.
Ingeiites animos angusto pectore A'ersans.
Arrived at court he speedily became a great favourite.
One strange propensity of his electrified the palace : but, on account
Df his small size, and for variety's sake, and as a monster, he was indulged
an it. In a word, he was let speak the trath.
It is an unpopular thing.
He made it an uitolerable one,
BaAvled it.

CHAPTER LI.
MARGARET BRANDT had ahvays held herseU apart from Sevenbergen :
and her reserA'e had passed for pride ; this had come to her ear.s, ancl she
Miew many hearts Avere SAvelUng Avith jealousy and malevolence. How
would they triumph over her AA'hen her condition could no longer be concealed ! This thought gnaAA'ed her night and day. For some time it haa
made her bury herself in the house, and shun dayUght even on those
rare occasions when she Avent abroad.
Not that in her secret heart and conscience she mistook her moral
situation, as my tmlearned readers have done perhaps. Though not acquainted Arith the mce cUstmctions of the contemporary law, she kneAT
that betrothal Avas a marriage contract, and could no more be legaUy
broken on either side than any other compact Avritten and Avitnessed; and
that marriage with another party than the betrothed had been formerly
annulled both by Church and State ; and that betrothed couples often
came tDgether Arithout any further ceremony, and thefr chUdren were
legitimate.
But AAiiat AA'eighed doAvn her simple mecUaeval mmd was tMs : that
very contract of betrothal Avas not forthcoming. Instead of her keeping
it, Gerard had got it, and Gerard was far, far aAvay. She hated and
despised herseU for the miserable oversight, which had placed her at tha
mercy of false opinion.
For though she had never heard of Horace's famous couplet Segniui
kritant, &c., she was Horatian by the plain, hard, positive inteUigence,
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which strange to say characterises the judgment of her sex, when feaUng
bappens not to blind it altogether. She gauged the understanding of the
World to a T. Her marriage lines bemg out of sight, and in Italy, would
never prevail to balance her visible pregnancy, and the sight of her child
l\-hen b«rn. What sort of a tale Avas this to stop slanderous tongues ?
" 1 have got my marriage Unes, but I cannot show them you." What
AA-oman would believe her ? or even pretend to believe her ? And, as she
was in reaUty one of the most modest gfrls m Holland, it was women's
good opinion she Avanted, not men's.
Even barefaced slander attacks her sex at a great advantage ; but here
was slander Arith a face of truth. " The strong-minded Avoman" had not
yet been invented: and Margaret, though by nature and by haAing been
early made mistress of a family, she Avas resolute in some respects, was
weak as water in others, and weakest of all in this. Like all the eUte of
her sex she was a poor little leaf trembling at each gust of the world's
opinion, true or false. Much misery may be contained in few Avords: I
doubt if pages of description from any man's pen could make any human
creature, except virtuous women (and these need no such aid) realise the
anguish of a virtuous Avoman foreseeing herself paraded as a frail one.
Had she been frail at heart, she might have brazened it out. But she
had not that advantage. She was really pure as snow, and saAV the pitch
coming nearer her and nearer. The poor girl sat listless hours at a time,
and moaned Avitli mner angtdsh. And often, Avhen her father Avas talking to her and she glAing mechanical repUes, suddenly her cheek would
bum Uke fire, and the old man would Avonder what he had said to discompose her. Nothmg. His words were less than afr to her. It Avas
the ever present dread sent the colour of shame into her burning cheek,
no matter Avhat she seemed to be talMng and thinMng about. But both
shame and fear rose to a climax when she came back that nigiit from
Margaret Van Eyck's. Her condition Avas discovered, and by persons
of her ovm sex. The old artist, secluded like herseU, might not betray
her : but Catherine, a gossip in the centre of a family, ancl a thick neighbourhood ? One spark of hope remained. Catherine had spoken kindly,
even loAingly. The situation admitted no half course. Gerard's mothei
thus roused must either be her best friend or Avorst enemy. Sha
wafted then in racking anxiety to hear more. No word came. She gavA
up hope. Catherine was not going to be her friend. Then she would
expose her, since she had no strong and kindly feeUiig to balance the
natural love of babbling.
Then it was, the Avish to fly from this neighbourhood began to groAV
and gnaw upon her, till it became a AVUCI and passionate desire. But how
persuade her father to this ? Old people cUng to places. He Avas very
old and mfirm to change his abode. There Avas no course but to make
him her confidant ; better so than to run away from him : and she felt
that Avould be the alternative. And noAv between her uncontroUable
desire to fly and hide, and her inAincible aversion to speak out to a man,
even to her father, she vibrated in a suspense ftiU of lively torture. And
presently betAvixt these two came in one day the fatal thought " end
ill !" 'Things foolishly Avorded are not ahvays foolish ; one of poor
Catherine's bugbears, these numerous canals, did sorely tempt this poor
Uuctuatmg gfrl. She stood on the bank one afternoon, and eyed tha
CAhn deep AA'a-ter. It seemed an image of repose, and she was so bar-
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rassed. No more trouble. No more fear of shame. If Gerard had nol
loved her, I doubt she had ended there.
As it was, she kneeled by the Avater side, and prayed fervently to God
to keep such AAicked thoughts from her, " Oh ! selfish AA-retch," said she,
" to leave thy father. Oh vricked Avretch to kill thy child, an(.l make thy
poor Gerard lose aU his pain and peril undertaken for thy sight, I will
teU father aU, ay, ere tMs sun sliaU set," And she went home with
eager haste lest her good resolution should ooze out ere she got there.
Now in matters domestic the learned Peter was simple as a child, and
Margaret from the age of sixteen had governed the house gently but absolutely. It was therefore a strange thing m this house, the faltering irresolute way in which its young but despotic mistress addressed that person,
who in a domestic sense was less important than Martin Wittenhaagen,
or even than the little gfrl, who came in the morning and for a pittance
washed the vessels, &c., and went home at night.
" Father, I would speak to thee."
" Speak on, girl."
" Wilt Usten to me ? And—and—not—and try to excuse my faults."'
" We haA'e all our faults, Margaret, thou no more than the rest of us;
but fewer, unless parental feeling blinds me."
" Alas, no, father : I am a poor fooUsh girl, that would fam do well,
but haA'e done UI, most UI, most unArisely ; and now must bear the
shame. But, father, I love you, Avith all my faults, and Arill not you
forgive my folly, and still loA'e your motherless girl?"
" That ye may count on," said Peter, cheerfully.
" Oh, Avell, smile not. For then how can I speak and make you
sad?"
" Why, what is the matter ? "
" Father, disgrace is coming on this house: it is at the door. And
I the culprit. Oh, father, turn your head away, I—I—father, I have
let Gerard take aAvay my marriage lines,"
" Is that aU ? 'TAvas an OA'ersight,"
" 'Twas the deed of a mad Avoman, But woe is me ! that is not the
worst,"
Peter interrupted her, " The youth is honest, and loves you Aeu\You are young, "Wliat is a year or IAVO to you ? Gerard will assuredly
come back and keep troth,"
" And meantime, knoAv you what is coming ?"
" Not I, except that I shaU be gone ffrst for one,"
" Worse than that. There is worse pain than death. Nay, for pity's
sake, turn away your head, father."
" Foolish wench !" muttered Peter, but tumed Ms head.
She trembled Aiolently, and Avith her cheeks on fire began to falter
out, " I did look on Gerard as my husband—Ave bemg betrothed—and
he Avas in so sore danger, and I thought I had MUed him, and I—Oh, if
you Avere but my mother I nught find courage : you would question me.
But you say not a word."
" Why, Margaret, what is all this coU about ? and why are thy cheeks
••rimsoii, speaking to no stranger but to thy old father ?"
• Why ar i my cheeks on fire ? Because—because—father, kiU me !
'end me vo heaven! bid Jlartin shoot me with his arrow ! And
fhen the gossips AAiU come and teU you Avhy I blush so this day
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A nd then, when I am dead, I hope you AriU love your gfrl again for her
mother's sake."
" Give me thy hand, mistress," said Peter, a little sternly.
She put it out to him trembling. He took it gently, and began Avilh
«ome anxiety in his face to feel her pulse.
" Alas, nay ! " said she. " 'Tis my soul that bums, not my body, witb
fever. I cannot, wiU not, bide in Sevenbergen." And she Avrung her
hands impatiently.
" Be calm now," said the old man, soothingly, " nor torment thyseU
for nought. Not bide in Sevenbergen ? What need to bide a day, as it
vexes thee, and puts thee m a fever : for fevered thou art, deny it not."
•' "What! " cried Margaret, " AVoMd you yield to go hence, and—and
ask no reason but my longing to be gone ?" and, suddenly throAving herseU on her knees beside him, in a fervour of suppUcation she clutched
Ms sleeve, and then his arm, and then his shoulder, while imploring him
to quit this place, and not ask her why. " Alas ! Avhat needs it ? You
AviU soon see it. And I could never say it. I would Uever die."
" FooUsh cMld, who seeks thy girUsli secrets ? Is it I, Avhose life hath
been spent in searching Nature's ? And for leaving Sevenbergen, Avhat
is there to keep me in it, thee unAvilling ? Is there respect for me here,
or gratitude ? Am 1 not yclept quacksalver by those that come not near
me, and Arizard by those I heal? And giA'e they not the guerdon and the
honour they deny me, to the empfrics that slaughter them? Besides,
what is't to me where Ave sojourn ? Choose thou that, as did thy mother
before thee."
Margaret embraced him tenderly, and wept upon his shoulder.
She was respited.
Yet as she wept, respited, she almost wished she had had the courage
to tell him.
After a whUe nothmg would content him but her taking a medicament he went and brought her. She took it submissively, to please
him. It was the least she could do. It Avas a composing draught, and
though administered under an error, and a common one, did her more
good than harm : she awoke caMied by a long sleep, and that very day
began her preparations.
Next Aveek they went to Rotterdam, bag and baggage, and lodged above
r tailor's shop m the Brede-Kirk Straet.
Only one person m Tergou kncAv Avhither they Avere gone.
The Burgomaster.
He locked the infomiation in his OAvn breast
The use he made of it ere long, my reader wiU not etfiily di-vine '• for
he cUd not divine it himseU,
But time AriU show.

CHAPTER LII.
AMONG strangers Margaret Brandt was comparatively happy. And
soon a new and unexpected cause of content arose, A civic dignitary
being ill, and fancUul in proportion, went from doctor to doctor; anc\
havinj^ arrived at Death's door, sent for Peter, Peter found him blecl
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and purged to nothing. He flung a battalion of bottles out of window,
aj.1 left i': open; beat up yolks of eggs in neat Scliiedam, and acl
ministered it ui small doses: foUowed this up by meat steAved in rea
wine and Avater, shredding mto both mild febrifugal herbs, that did n«
harm. Finally, Ms patient got about again, looking something between
a man and a piUoAv-case, and being a voluble dignitary, spread Peter's
fame in eA'ery street; and that artist, who had long merited a reputation
in A'ain, made one rapidly by luck. Thmgs looked bright. The old
man's pride was cheered at last, and his ptii'se began to fill. He spent
much of his gain, hoAvever, in sovereign herbs and choice drugs, and
-n-ould have so Mvested them aU, but Margaret white-mailed a part. The
vii;tory came too late. Its happy excitement Avas fatal.
One eveiung, in bidcUng her good-Mght, Ms voice seemed rather uiarticulate.
The next mornmg he was found speechless, and only just seufible.
Margaret, who had been for years her father's attentive pupU, saw at
once that he had had a paralytic stroke. But not trusting to herseU, she
ran for a doctor. One of those, who, obstructed by Peter, had not kiUed
the civic (Ugnitary, came, and cheerfully confirmed her vieAvs. He Avaa
for bleedmg the patient. She decUned. " He Tvas ahvays against bloodmg," said she, " especially the old." Peter Uved, but was never the
same man agam. His memory became much affected, and of course he
was not to be trusted to prescribe: and several patients had come, and
one or tAA'o, that were bent on being cured by the ncAV doctor and no
other, aAvaited Ms convalescence. Misery stared her in the face. She
resolved to go for advice and comfort to her cousm WilUam Johnson,
from whom she had Mtherto kept aloof out of pride and poverty. She
found bim and Ms servant sitting in the same room, and neither of them
the better for Uquor. Mastering aU signs of surprise, she gave her
greetuigs, and presently told him she had come to talk on a faimly
matter, and Arith this glanced qMetly at the servant by way of hint.
The woman took it, but not as expected.
" Oh, you can speak before me, can she not, ray old man ?"
At this familiarity Margaret turned very red, and said,—
" I cry you mercy, nustress. I knew not my cousin had fallen into
the custom of this town. WeU, I must take a fitter opportunity;" aiiJ
she rose to go.
" I wot not Avliat ye raean by custom o' the toAArn," saicl the woman,
bouncmg up. " But tMs I know: 'tis the part of a faithful servant to
keep her master from bemg preyed on by Ms beggarly kin."
Margaret retorted: " Ye are too modest, mistress. Ye are no servant.
Your speech betrays you. 'Tis not tUl the ape hath mounted the tree
that she shoAvs her taU so plain. Nay, there sits the servant; God help
him! And AA'Mle so it is, fear not thou his Mn AVIU ever be so poor in
spuit, as come where the likes of you can flout thefr dole." Ancl casting
one look of mute reproach at her cousm for being so little of a man as
to sit passiA'e and sUent aU this tmie, she turned and Avent hatightUy
out; nor wotdd she shed a single tear till she got home and thought o<
it. And noAV here Avere two men to be lodged and fed by one pregnant
girl; and another mouth coming into the world.
But this last, though the most helpless of all, was thefr* best friencL
Nature was strona in Margaret Brandt; that same nature AvMch make.
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the brutes, the birds, and the insects, so cunning at providing food and
shelter for thefr progeny yet to come.
Stimulated by nature she sat and brooded, and brooded, and thought^
and thought, IIOAV to be beforehand Arith destitution. Ay, though she
bad StiU five gold pieces left, she saw starvation coming Avith mcAitable foot.
Her sex, when, deviating from custom, it thinks Arith male intensity,
thmks just as much to the purpose as we do. She rose, bade Martin
move Peter to another room, made her OAATI very neat and clean, poUshed
the glass globe, and suspended it from the ceiUng, dusted the crocodile
and nailed him to the outside Avail: and, after duly instructing Martin,
set him to play the lounging sentinel about the street door, ancl tell the
crocofUle-bitten that a great, and aged, and learned alchyniist abode
there, who in his moments of recreation would sometimes amuse himseU
by curing mortal diseases.
Patients soon came, ancl were recelA'ed by Margaret, and demanded to
Bee the leech. " That might not be. He AA'as deep in his studies, searching for the grand elixir, and not princes could have speech of Mm.
They must teU her thefr symptoms, ancl return in IAVO hours." And, oh!
mysterious powers ! when they did return, the drug or draught Avas
always ready for them. Sometimes, Avhen it Avas a Avorshipful patient,
she AVOtild carefully scan his face, and feelmg both pulse ancl skin, as
weU as hearing his story, would go softly with it to Peter's room ; and
there think and ask herseU hoAV her father, whose system she had
long quietly observed, would have treated the case. Then she Avould
Avrite an illegible scrawl with a cabaUstic letter, and bring it doAvn,
reverentiaUy, and show it'the patient, and " Could he read that ?" Thc;i
it Avould be either, " I am no reader," or, AA'ith admiration, " Nay, mistress,
nought can I make on't."
" Ay, but I can. 'Tis sovereign. Look on thyself as cured!" If she
had the materials by her, and she vras too good an economist not to
faA'our somewhat those medicines she had in her OAvn stock, she Avotild
•"ometimes let the patient see her compound it, often and anxioiisiy consulting the sacred prescription lest great Science should stifl'er in her
hands. And so she would send them away relieA'^d of cash, but AAith
their pockets fiill of medicine, and mfrids full of faith, and liurabugged
to their heart's content. Popnlus vult decipi. And AA'hen thej' Avere
gone, she Avotdd take cloAni tAvo Uttle boxes Gerard had made her ; ancl
on one of these she had Avritten To-day, and on the otiier To-morrow,
and put the sniaUer coins into " To-day," ancl the larger into " To-morroAV," along Arith such of her gold pieces as had stirviA'ed the journey from
Sevenbergen, and the expenses of housekeeping in a strange place. Aud
so she met current expenses, and laid by for the ramy day she saAv coining,
and mixed drugs Arith simples, and vice Avitli virtue. On tliis last score
her jonscience pricked her sore, and after each day's comedy, she kneb
down and prayed God to forgive her " for the sake of her child." But lo
and behold cure after cure Avas reported to her : so then her conscience
began to harden. Martin Wittenhaagen had of late been a dead Aveight
tn her hands. Like most men AVIIO have endured great hardships, he
had stiffened rather suddenly. But, though less supple, he Avas as strong
ds ever, and at his OAvn pace could have carried the doctor herseU round
Rotterdam city. He carried her sl'/ps insteaiL

254

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH.

In tMs new business he showed the quaUties of a soldier: 'anreaeoning
obecUence, ptinctuaUty, accuracy, despatch, and drunkenness.
He feU among "good feUows;" the blackguards pUed him Avith
ScMedam ; he babbled, he bragged.
Doctor Margaret had risen A'ery high in his estimation. AU this
Drandishing of a crocodUe for a standard, and setting a dotard m ambush, and gettmg rid of slops, ancl taking good money in exchangq
Ftruck him not as Science but somethmg far superior. Strategy. Anc\
he boasted M Ms cups and before a mixed company hoAV " me and my
General we are a biting of the burghers."
"^ATien this revelation had had time to leaven the city, his General, Doctor ilargaret, received a caU from the constables: they took her, trembling
and begging suljordmate machmes to forgiA'e her, before the burgomaster ; and by Ms side stood real physicians, a terrible row, in long
vobes and square caps, accusmg her of practising unlawfuUy on the
bodies of the duke's Ueges. At first she was too frightened to say a
word. XoAice like, the A'ery name of " Law" paralyzed her. But bemg
questioned closely, but not so harshly as if .she had been ugly, she told
the truth; she had long been her father's pupU, and had but foUoAved
his system, and she had cured manj'; " and it is not for myseU in A'ery
deed, sfrs, but I haA'e two poor helpless honest men at home upon my
hands, and how else can I keep them ? Ah, good sfrs, let a poor gfrl
make her bread honestly; ye hinder them not to make it idly and shamefully ; and oh, sfrs, ye are husbands, ye are fathers; ye cannot but see
I haA'e reason to work and provide as be.st I may;" and ere tMs woman's
appeal had left her Ups, she would have given the world to recaU it,
ancl stood vrith one hand upon her heart and one before her face, hiding
it, but not the tears that tricMed underneath it. AU AvMch Avent to the
Avrong adcfress. Perhaps a female bailiff might have yielded to such
arguments, and bade her practise mecUcme, and break law, tiU such time
as her cMld should be weaned, and no longer.
" What haA'e we to do with that," said the burgomaster, " save and except that U thou AAilt pledge tliyseU to break the law no more, I AriU
remit the imprisonment, and exact but the fine ?"
On tMs Doctor Margaret clasped her hands together, and vowed
most peMtently never, never, never, to cure body or beast again; and
being dismissed Arith the constables to pay the fine, she tumed at the
door, and curtsied, poor soul, and thanked the gentlemen for their
forbearance.
And to pay the fine the " to-morroAV box" must be opened on the instant ; and Avith excess of caution she had gone and naUed it up, that no
sUght temptation might preA'aU to open it. And now she could not
(fraAV the naUs, and the constables greAV impatient, and doubted its contents, and said, " Let us break it for you." But she would not let them.
^ Ye vriU break it Avorse than I shall" And she took a hammer, and
sti-uck too fam<-""y, and lost aU strength for a nunute, and wept hystericaUy; and at last she broke it, and a Uttle cry broke from her Avhen it
broke: and she paid the fine, and it took aU her unlaAvftU gains and twc
gold pieces to boot; and, when the men were gone, she drew the broken
pieces of the box, and Avhat Uttle money they had left her, aU together
on the table, and her arms went roimd them, and her rich hafr escaped,
und feU down aU loose, and she boAved her forehead on the Avreck, and
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sobbed, "My love's box it is broken, and my heart Arithal;" and so
remained. And Martin Wittenhaagen came in, and she could not lUt
tier head, but sighed out to Mm what had befallen her, ending, " Mf
love his box is broken, and so mine heart is broken."
And Martin was not so sad as Avroth. Some traitor had betrayed him.
"What stony heart had told and brought her to this pass? Whoever
it was should feel his arroAv's point. The curious attitude in Avhicli he
must deUver the shaft never occurred to hun.
" Idle chat! Idle chat!" moaned Margaret, without lUting her brow
from the table. " When you haA^e slain aU the gossips in this toAvn, can
we eat them ? TeU rae IIOAV to keep you all, or prithee hold thy peace,
lirA let the saints get leaA'e to Avhisper me." Martin held his tongue,
and cast uneasy glances at Ms defeated General.
Towards evening she rose, and Avashed her face and did up her hair,
lud dogge(Uy bade Martin take doAvn the crococUle, and put out a basket
instead.
" I can get up Unen better than they seem to do it in this street," said
she, " and you must carry it in the basket."
" That AvUl I for thy sake," said the soldier.
" Good Martin ! forgive me that I spake shrewishly to thee."
Even whUe they were talking came a male for adAice. Margaret told
it the mayor had interfered and forbidden her to sell drugs. " But,"
said .she, " I Avill gladly iron and starch your Unen for you, and—I will
come and fetch it from your house."
"Are ye mad, young woman?" said the male. " I come for a leecli,
and ye proffer me a washerwoman ;" and it Avent out in dudgeon.
" "There is a stupid creature," said Margaret, sadly.
Presently came a female to tell the symptoms of her sick chUd. Margaret stopped it.
"We are forbidden by the bailiff to seU drugs. But I AviU gladly
Avash, fron, and starch your linen for you—and—I AATII come and fetch
it from your house."
"Oh, ay," said the female. "WeU, I have some smocks and ruffs
foul. Come for them; and Avhen you are there, you can look at the
uoj ;" and it told her where it Uved, and when its husband would be
out; yet it was rather fond of its husband than not.
An introduction is an introduction. And tAvo or three patieu„^ -out of
aU those who came and Avere denied mecUcine, made Doctor Margaret
thefr washerwoman.
"Now, Martin, you must help. I'U no more cats than can slay
mice."
" Mistress, the stomach is not a wanting for't, but the head-piece, Averse
luck."
" Oh ! I mean not the starching and froning ; that takes a Avoman and
a handy one. But the bare washmg ; a man can surely contrive that.
Why, a mule has Avit enough m's head to do't with his hoofs, an y
could drive him into the tub. Come, off" doublet, and try."
" I am your man," said the brave old soldier, sti-ppmg for tht
inAvonted toil. " I'U risk my arm in soapsuds, an' you wiU risk youi
glory."
"My what?"
" Your glory and honour as a—AA'asherwoman."
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"Gramercy ! if you are man enough to bring me half-washed line^.
t' iron, I am Avoman enough to fling't back i' the suds."
And so the brave gfrl, and the brave soldier, worked vrith a wiU, and
kept the woU from the door. More they could not do. Margaret had
repafred "the to-morrow box," and as she leaned over the glue, hei
tears mixed Avith it, and she cemented her exiled lover's box with them,
at which a smUe is alloAvable, but an intelUgent snule tipped with pity,
nlease, and not the empty guffaw of the Mneteenth-century-jackass, burlesquing Bibles, and making fun! of all things except fun. But when
mended it stood unreplenished. They kept the weeMy rent paid, and
the pot boiUng, but no more.
And now came a concatenation. Recommended from one to another
Margaret washed for the mayor. And bringing home the clean Mie«.
une day she heard in the kitchen that his worsnip's only daughter wa,
stricken vrith cUseas-; and not Uke to live. Poor Margaret could not
help cross-questionL-ig, and a female servant gave her such of the
symptoms as she had observed. But they were too general. HoAvever,
one gossip would add one fact, and another another. And Margaret
pondered them all.
At last one day she met the mayor himseU. He recognised her
dfrectly. ""Why, you are the unlicensed doctor." " I Avas," said she,
" but noAv I'm your worsMp's washerwoman." The dignitary coloured,
and said that was rather a come dowm.
" Nay, I bear no maUce ; for your worsMp might have been harder.
Rather would I do you a good tum. Sfr, you have a sick daughteu
Let me see her."
The mayor shook his head. " That cannot be. The law I do enforce
on others I may not break myseU." Margaret opened her eyes. "Alack
sfr, I seek no guerdon now for curing folk ; why, I am a washerwoman,
I trow one may heal all the world, an if one will but let the world
starA'e one in return." That is no more than just," said the mayor : he
added, " an ye make no trad on't; there is no offence." " Then let me
see her."
" What avails it ? The leamedst leeches in Rotterdam haA'e all seen
her, and bettered her nought. Her iU is inscrutable. One skilled wight
saith spleen ; another, UA'er ; another, blood ; another, stomach ; and
another, that she is possessed : ancl in very truth, she seems to have a
demon ; shunneth all company ; pinetli alone ; eateth no more victuals
ihan might diet a sparroAv. Speaketh seldom, nor hearkens them that
speak, and weareth thinner and paler and nearer and nearer the grave,
well-a-day." " Sir," said Margaret, " an if you take your velvet doublet
to half a dozen of shops in Rotterdam, and speer is this fine or sorry
velvet, and Avorth hoAv much the eU, those sis traders vrill eye it and
feel it, and all be in one story to a letter. And why ? Because they
knoAv thefr trade. And your leeches are all in different stories. Why ?
Because they know not their trade. I have heard my father say each i»
enamoured of some one CAil, and seeth it with his bat''' eyn in eA'ery
patient. Had they stayed at home, and ne'er seen your daughter, thej
had answered all the same, spleen, blood, stomach, Itmgs, Uver, lunacy,
"»r, as they caU it possession. Let me see her. We are of a sex, and that
IS much." And when he stiU hesitated, " Samts of heaven ! " cried she
(zi'ring way to the irritJibiUty of a breeding woman, "is this how xnea
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love thefr OAvnfleshand blood ? Her mother had ta'en me in her arms ere
tMs, and carried me to the sick room." And two violet eyes flashed fire.
" Come with me," said the mayor, hastily.
" Mistress, I have brought thee a new doctor."
The person addressed, a pale young girl of eighteen, gave a vion
temptuous wrench of her shoulder, and turned more decidedly to the fire
she was sitting over.
Margaret came softly and sat beside her. " But 'tis one that wUl nol
torment you."
" A woman !" exclaimed the young lady, Avith surprise and some contempt.
" Tell her your symptoms."
" "What for ? you Arill be no Ariser."
" You will be none the worse."
" WeU, I have no stomach for food, and no heart for anything. Now
cure me, ancl go."
" Patience aAvhile ! Your food, is it tasteless like in your mouth ?"
"Ay. How knew you that ?"
"Nay, I knew it not till you did tell me. I troAV you wotild be bettei
for a Uttle good company."
" I trow not. What is their siUy chat to me ?"
Here Margaret requested the father to leave them alone: and m big
ibsence put some practical questions. Then she reflected.
" When you wake i' the moming you find yourself qiii-'*rf, as one may
jay?"
"Nay. Ay. How knew vou that ?"
" Shall I dose you, or shaU I but tease you a bit Aritn my ' .silly
chat?'"
" "Wiiich you will."
" Then I will tell you a story. 'Tis about tAvo true lovers."
" I hate to hear of lovers," said the girl; " nevertheless canst tell me,
'tAriU be less nauseous than your physic—maybe."
Margaret then told her a love story. The maiden was a girl called
Ursel, and the youth one Conrad; she an old physician's daughter, he
the son of a hosier at Tergou. She told their aclventures, thefr troubles,
^hefr sad condition. She told it from the female point of view, and in a
sweet and winMng and earnest voice, that by degrees soon laid hold oi
•.his sullen heart, ancl held it breathless ; and Avhen she broke it off hei
patient was much disappointed.
" Nay, nay, I must hear the end. I Avill hear it."
" Ye cannot, for I Imow it not; none knoAveth that but God."
"Ah, your Ursel was a jewel of Avorth," said the girl, earnestly
" Would she Avere here."
" Instead of her that is here ?"
" I say not that;" and she blushed a littk-.
" You do but think it."
" Thought is free. Wiiether or no, an she were hero, I'd i^ive hei a
buss, poor thing."
"'Then give it mc, for I am she."
" Nay, nay, that I'll be SAvorn y' are not.
^S?ynot so- in A'ery truth I au> she. And prithee, sAveet ndslre.s
S
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go not from your word, but give rae the buss ye promised me, and Arith
Ugood heart, for oh, ray OAvn heart lies heaA'y : heavy as thine, sweet
mistress."
The young gentleworaan rose and put her arms round Margaret's
neck and Mssed her. " I am Avoe for you," she sighed. " You are a
good soul; you have done me good—a little." (A gulp came in hei
throat.) " Come again! come often !"
Margaret dm come again, and talked Avitn ner, and gently, but keenly
watched what topics interested b er, an n found there was but one. Then she
said to the mayor, " I know your daughter's trouble, and 'tis curable."
" " m i a t i s ' t ? the blood?"
"Nay."
" T h e stomach?"
"Nay"
" T h e Uver?"
" Nay"
« The foul fiend ?"
" Nay."
"What then?"
" Love."
" Love ? stuff, impossiole! She is but a chUd ; she never stfrs abroad
unguarded. She never hath from a child."
" AU the better ; then we shall not have far to look for him."
" I trow not. I shall but command her to tell me the caitiff's name,
that hath by magic arts ensnared her young affections."
" Oh, liOAV foolish be the wise !" said i l a r g a r e t ; " Avhat, would ye go
ancl put her on her guard ? Nay, let us work by art first; and if that
faUs, then 'tAviU stiU be time for Aiolence and folly."
Margaret then AAith some (Ufficulty prevaUed on the mayor to take
advantage of its being Saturday, and pay all his people their salaries in
his daughter's presence and hers.
It was done: some fUteen people entered the room, and received their
pay Arith a kind Avord from their employer. Then Margaret, who had
s.at close to the patient all the time, rose and went out. 'The mayor
followed her.
" Sir, hoAV call vou von black haired lad ?"
" That is Ulricl'i, mv clerk."
" Well then, 'tis he."
" NOAV heaven forbid ! a lad I took out of the streets."
" Well, but your Avorship is an understanding man. You took him
not up Avithout some merit of his ?"
" Merit ? not a j o t ! I liked the looks of the brat, that Avas all."
" Was that no merit? He pleased the father's eye. And now he hath
pleased the daughter's. That has oft been seen since Adam."
" lIoAv knoAV ye 'tis he ?"
" I held her hand, and Avith my finder did lightly touch her Avrist ;
and, Avlieii the others came and A\-eiit, 'twas as if dogs and cats had fared
hi and out. But at this Ulrich's comuig her pulse did leap, and her eye
thine ; and, when he Aveiit, she did sink back and sigh ; and 'tAvas to bo
seen the sun had gone out of the loom for her. Nay, biu'goiaaster, look
not on me so scared : no witch or magiciau I, bat a poor gfrl that hath
been docile, and su bettered herself bv
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learning. I teU ye aU this hath been done before, thousands of years
ere we were bom. Now bide thou there till I come to thee, and prithee,
prithee, spoU not good work Ari' meddUng." She then went back and
asked her patient for a lock of her hafr.
" Take it," said she, more Ustlessly than ever.
" Why, 'tis a lass of marble. How long do you count to be like that
mistress ?"
" TUl I am m my grave, sweet Peggy."
"Who knows? mav be in ten minutes you AriU be altogether as
hot."
She ran into the shop, but speedily returned to the mayor and said,
" Good news ! He fancies her and more than a Uttle. Now how is't tc
be ? Will you marry your chUd, or bury her, for there is no thfrd way,
shame and love they do rend her vfrgin heart to death."
The dignitary decided for tne more cheerful rite, but not Arithout a
struggle ; and, with its marks on his face, he accompamed Margaret to
his daughter. But as men are seldom in a hurry to drink thefr wormwood, he stood silent. So Doctor Margaret said cheerfully, " Mistress,
your lock is gone, I have sold it."
"And Avho was so mad as to buy such a thing ?" inquired the young
lady, scornfully.
" Oh, a black haired laddie vri' white teeth. They call him Ufricli."
The pale face reddened dfrectly—brow and all.
" Says he, ' Oh, sweet mistress, give it me.' I had told them all whose
'twas. ' Nay,' said I, ' selling is my UveUhood, not giving.' So he
offered rae this, he offered me that, but nought less would I take than
^ s next quarter's wages."
" Cruel," murmured the girl, scarce audibly.
" "Why, you are m one tale Arith your father. Says he to me when I
told Mm, ' Oh, an he loves her hafr so weU, 'tis odd but he loves the rest
of her. Well,' quoth he, ' 'tis an honest lad, and a' shaU have her, glen
she AriU but leave her sulks and consent.' So, what say ye, mistress, -will
you be married to Ufrich, or buried i' the kirkyard ?"
"Father! father!"
" 'Tis so, girl, speak thy mind."
" I—AriU—obey—my father—in aU things," stammered the poor girl,
tiying hard to maintain the advantageous position in Avliich Margaret
nad placed her. But nature, and the joy and surprise, Avere too strong
even for a virgm's bashful cunMng. She cast an eloquent look on them
both, and sank at her father's knees, and begged his pardon, with many
sobs for having doubted his tenderness.
He raised her in his arms, and took her, radiant through her tears
with joy, and returning life, and filial love, to his breast; and the pafr
passed a traly sacred moment, and the dignitary was as happy as he
thought to be miserable : so hard is it for mortals to foresee. And they
looked round for Margaret, but she had stolen away softly.
The young gfrl searched the house for her.
" Where is she hid ? Where on earth is she ?"
Where was she ? Avhy in her (.iwn house dressing meat lor her two old
ihU.(fren, and crying bitterly the while at the liriiig picture of happinesi!
the had j ust createct.
" WeU-a-day the odds betAveen her lot :ind mine ; AveU-a day !"
s2
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Next time she met the digMtary, he heram'd and hawed, and remarked
what a pity it was the law forbade him to pay her Avho had cured hia
daughter. "However, when aU is done, 'twas not art, 'tAvas but woman's
wit."
" Nought but that, burgomaster," said Margaret, bitterly. " Pay the
men of art for not ctirmg her : aU the guerdon I seek, that cured her, is
this ; go not and give your foul linen away from me by Avay of thanks."
" "Wliy shotUd I i " mqufred he.
" Jlarry, because there be fools about ye wiU teU ye she that hath Arit
to cure dark diseases, caimot have wit to take dirt out o' rags ; so pledge
me your faith."
The (Ugnitary promised pompously, and felt all the patron.
Something must be done to fill " to-morrow's" box. She hawked her
Aiitial letters and her iUuminated vellums all about the town. Printing
had by' this time dealt caligraphy in black and white a terrible bloAv h\
Holland and Germany. But some copies of the printed books were
usually illuminated ancl lettered. The printers offered Margaret prices
for AVork m these two kinds.
" I'll think on't," said she.
She took doAS'n her cUitrnal book, ancl calculated that the price of an
noiir's Avork on those arts Avotild be about one fifth Avliat she got for an
hour at the tub and mangle. " I'll starA'e first," said she ; " what pay a
craft and a mystery fiA-es times less than a handicraft !"
Martin, carrAing the dry clothes-basket, got treated, and drunk. This
time he babbled her Avhole story. The girls got hold of it and gibea her
at the fountain.
All shsliad gone tMough was light to her, compared Avitli the pins and
boclMns her OAATI sex drove into her heart, whenever she came near the
merry crew with her pitcher, and that Avas every day. Each sex has ita
form of cruelty; man's is more brutal and terrible; but shalloAV women,
that haA'e neither read nor suffered, have an unmuscular barbarity of their
own (AA'here no feeUng of sex steps in to overpower it). This defect, intellectual perhaps rather than moral, has been iMtigated in our day by books,
especially by able works of fiction; for there are two roads to that highest
effort of mteUigence, Pity ; Experience of sorrows, and Imagination, by
wiiich alone we reaUze the grief we never felt. I n the fifteenth century
girls with pitchers had but one; Experience; and at sixteen years of age
•or so, that road had scarce been trodden. These girls persisted that
Margaret was deserted by her lover. Ancl to be deserted Avas a crime.
[They had not been deserted yet.] Not a word against the Gerard they
had created out of thefr OAvn heads. For his imaginary crime they fell
foul of the supposed Aictim. Sometimes they affronted her to her face.
Oftener they talked at her backwards and forAA'ards Arith a subtle sV.ill,
ancl a perseverance Avhicli, " oh, that they had bestowed on the arts," a.s
poor Aguecheek says.
Now Margaret Avas braA'e, and a coward; brave to battle difficulties
and iU fortune ; brave to shed her OAA'U blood for those she loA'ed. Fortitude she had. But she had no true fighting cotii'age. She Avas a
powerful vonng Avonian, rather tall, I'uU, and symmetrical ; yet had one
if those sUps of girls slapped her face, the poor fool's hands A\OU1U IUIA'C
4ropped powerless, or gone to her OAAII eyes instead of her adversary"a
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Nor AA'as she even a match for so many tongues; and, besides, Avliat coiilci
she say? She knew nothing of these girls, except that somehow they had
found out her sorroAvs, and hated her ; only she thought to herseU they
must be very happy, or they would not be so hard on her.
So she took thefr taunts in silence; and all her struggle was not to let
theia see their power to make her wiithe Aritlim,
Here came m her fortitude ; and she received their bloAvs with Avellfeigned, icy, hauteur. They slapped a statue.
But one day,Avhen her spfrits were Aveak, as happens at times to females
M her condition, a dozen assailants foUoAved suit so admirably, that her
whole sex seemed to the dispirited one to be against her, and she lost
heart, and the tears began to nm silently at each fresh stab.
On this their triumph knew no bounds, and they foUowed her haU
way home castmg barbed speeches.
After that exposure of Aveakness the statue could be assumed no more.
Ro then she Avould stand timidly aloof out of tongue-shot, till her young
tyrants' pitchers were aU filled, and they gone ; and then creep up Avith
hers. And one day she Availed so long that the fount had ceased to flow.
So the next day she was obUged to face the phalanx, or her house go (fry.
She drew near slowly, but with the less tremor, that she saw a man at
the weU talldng to them. He would (Ustract thefr attention, and, besides, they would keep thefr foul tongues quiet if only to bUnd the male
to thefr real character. This conjecture, though sMewcl, was erroneous.
They could not all flfrt with that one man: so the outsiders indemnified
'iiemselves by talking at her the very moraent she came up.
" Any ncAvs from foreign parts, Jacqueline ?"
" None for me, Martha. My lad goes no farther from me tiian the
,'OAvn waU."
" I can't say as much," says a thfrd.
" But U he goes t' Italy I have got another ready to take the fool's
place."
" He'll not go thither, lass. They go not so far till they are sick of us
that bide in HoUand."
Surprise, and incUgnation, and the presence of a man, gave Margaret a
moment's fightmg courage. " Oh, flout me not, and shoAv your UI nature
before the very soldier. In Heaven's name, what UI did I ever to ye ;
what harsh word cast back, for all you have fltmg on me, a desolate
stranger m your cruel town, that ye flout me for my bereavement and
my poor lad's most unwUUng baMshment ? Hearts of flesh would surely
pity us both, for that ye cast m my teeth these many days, ye broAvs ot
brass, ye bosoms of stone,"
They stared at this novelty, resistance ; and ere they could recover and
make mmcemeat of her, she put her pitcher quietly doAvn, and threw her
coarse apron over her head, and stood there grieving, her short-Uved
spirit oozing fast, " HaUo !" cried the soldier, " Avhy, what is your ill ?"
She made no reply. But a Uttle girl, who had long secretly hated the
big ones, squeaked out, " They did flout her, they are aye flouting her :
the may not come Mgh the fountain for fear o' them, and 'tis a black
tharae."
" Who spoke to her ? Not I for one."
" Nor I. I would not bemean myself so far."
The man laughed heartUy at this display of dignity. '' Come, wif«,
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said he, " never lower thy flag to such Ught skirmishers as these. Hast
a tongue i' thy head as weU as they."
"Alack, good solcUer, I was not bred to bandy foul terms."
" Well, but hast a better arm than these. Why not take 'em by A
t ^TC
across thy knee, and skelp 'em tUI they cry Meculpee ?"
" Nay, I would not hurt thefr bodies for aU thefr cruel hearts."
" Then ye must e'en laugh at them, wUe. "What ! a woman gi-own,
and not see AA'hy mesdames give tongue ? You are a buxom Arife ; they
are a bundle of tMead-papers. You are fafr and fresh : they have aU
the Dutch rim under thefr bright eyes, that comes of dwelling in eternal
swamps. There Ues your crime. Come, gie me thy pitcher, and, if they
flout me, shalt see me scrub 'em aU AAi' my beard till they squeak holy
mother." The pitcher Avas soon fiUed, and the soldier put it in Margaret's hand. She murmured, " Thank you Mndly, brave solcUer."
He patted her on the shoulder. " Come, courage, brave wife ; tha
diveU is dead !" She let the lieaAy pitcher faU on Ms foot directly. Hi
cursed horribly, and hopped m a cfrcle, saying, " No, the TMef's aliva
and has broken my great toe,"
The apron came do'wn, and there was a lovely face aU flushed with
emotion, and two beaming eyes in front of Mm, and two hands held out
clasped.
" Nay, nay, 'tis nought," said he, good-htmiouredly, mistaking.
" Denys ?"
" Well ?—But—HaUo ! HOAV know you my name is—"
" Denys of Burgundy ! "
•' Why, odsbodikins ! I know you not, and you know rae,"
" By Gerard's letter, Cross-boAV ! beard ! handsorae ! The (Uvtll ia
dead,"
" Sword of GoUaJi! tMs raust be she. Red hafr, violet eyes, lovely
face. But I took ye for a married Arife, seeing ye—"
" TeU rae ray name," said she, qmckly,
" Margaret Brandt,"
"Gerard? "Where is he? Is he in life? IsheweU? Is he coming?
Is he come ? "Why is he not here ? Where have ye left Mm ? Oh, tell
me ! prithee, prithee, prithee, teU me ! "
" Ay, ay, but not here. Oh, ye are aU curiosity now, mesdames, eh 1
Lass, I have been three months a-foot traveUing all HoUand to find ye,
and here you are. Oh, be joyful!" and he flung Ms cap m the afr, and
seizing both her hands Mssed them ardently, "Ah, my pretty shecomrade, I have found thee at last. I knew I should. ShaU be flouted
no more. I'll twist your necks at the ffrst v/ord, ye Uttle trollops. And
I have got Mteen gold angels left for thee, and our Gerard -wiU soon be
here. Shalt wet thy purple eyes no more."
But the fair eyes were wet even now, looMng kincUy and gratefuUy at
the friend that had (fropped among her foes as if from heaven : Gerard's
comrade. " Prithee come home Arith me, good, kind Denys, I caimot
speak of bim before these," They went off together, foUowed by a
chorus, " She has gotten a man. She has gotten a man at last. Hoo 1
hoo ! hoo !"
Margaret quickened her steps ; but Denys took dowm Ms cross-boH
and pretended to shoot them aU dead: they fled qua(frivious, shrieking,
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THE reader afready MIOAVS how much these two had to teU ont
another. It Avas a SAveet yet bitter day for Margaret, suice it brought
her a true friend, ancl iU news : for now first she learned that Gerard
was all alone in that strange land. She could not think Avith Denys
that he Avould come home ; indeed he Avoiild have arrived before this,
Denys was a balm. He called her Ms she-comrade, and Avas always
cheering her up Avith Ms formula and hilarities, and she petted him and
made much of him, and feebly hectored it over him as Avell as over
Martin, and would not let him eat a single meal out of her house, and
forbade him to use naughty words. " It spoils you, Denys. Good lack,
to hear such ugly Avords come forth so comely a head : forbear, or I shall
be angry : so be civil." Whereupon Denys was upon Ms good beha•riour, and ludicrous the struggle between Ms native poUteness and his
acqufred ruffiamsm. And as it never rains but it pours, other persons
noAV soUcited Margaret's friendship. She had Avritten to Margaret Van
Eyck a humble letter telling her she knew she was no longer the
favourite she had been, and Avotild keep her distance ; but could not
forget her benefactress's past kindness. She then told her briefly how
many ways she had battled for a living, and, in conclusion, begged
earnestly that her residence might not be betrayed, " least of all to his
people. I do hate them, they drove hun from me. And, even when
ne was gone, thefr hearts turned not to me as they Av<)ttld an U they
had repented thefr cruelty to hmi."
The Van Eyck was perplexed. At last she made a confidante of
Reicht. The secret ran through Reicht, as through a cyUnder, to
Catherine,
" Ay, and is she turned that bitter against us ?" said that good Avoman,
" She stole our son from us, and now she hates us for not running into
her arms, Natheless it is a blessing she is alive ancl no farther away
than Rotterdam,"
The English prmcess, noAV Countess Charolois, made a stately progress
tMough the northern states of the duchy, accompanied by her step<
daughter the young heiress of Burgundy, Marie de Bonrgogne. Then
the old duke, the most magnificent prince in Europe, put out his splendour. Troops of dazzlmg knights, and bevies of fair ladies gorgeously
attfred, attended the two princesses ; and mmstrels, jongleurs, or storyteUers, bards, musicians, actors, tumblers; followed in the train; and
there Avas fencing, dancing, and joy in. every toAvn they shone on. GUes,
a court favourite, sent a timely message to 'Tergou, inviting all his people
to meet the pageant at Rotterdam.
They agreed to take a hoUday for once in a way, and setting their
married daughter to keep the shop, came to Rotterclam. But to two of
them, not the great folk, but Uttle Giles, was the mam attraction. They
had been in Rotterdam some days, when Denys met Catherine accidentaUy m the street, and after a Avarni greeting on both sides, bade her
rejoice, for he had found the she-comrade, and crowed ; but Catherine
cooled him by shoAving Mm how much earUer he Avotild have found hei
by staying quietly at 'Tergou, than by Fagabondizmg it all over HoUand.
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" And being found, what the better are we ? her heart is sot dead against
us now."
" Oh, let that flea stick, come you Arith me to her house."
No, she would not go where she was sure of an UI welcome. " Them
that come unbidden sit unseated." No, let Denys be mecUator, ancj
bring the parties to a good understanding. He undertook the office at
once, and Arith great pomp and confidence. He trotted off U' Margaret
and said, " She-comrade, I met tMs day a friend of thme."
" Thou (Udst look into the Rotter then, and see thyseU."
" Nay, 'twas a female, and one that seeks thy regard ; 'twas Catherine,
Gerard's mother."
" Oh, Avas it ?" said Margaret; " then you may teU her she comes too
late. 'There was a time I longed and longed for her ; but she held aloot
in my hour of most need, so now we AVUI be as we ha' been."
Denys tried to shake tMs resolution. He coaxed her, but she was
bitter and stdlen, and not to be coaxed. Then he scolded her weU; then,
at that she went into hysterics.
He was frightened at this result of Ms eloquence, and being off his
guard aUowed MmseU to be entrapped into a solenm promise never to
recur to the subject. He went back to Catherine crestfaUen, and told
her. She fired up and told the family how Ms overtures had been
received. Then they Med u p ; it becarae a feud and burned fiercer
every day. Little Kate alone raade some excuses for Margaret.
The very next day another Aisitor came to Margaret, and found the
miUtary enslaved ancl degraded, Martm up to Ms elbows in soapsuds,
and Denys froMng very cluinsUy, and Margaret plaituig ruffs, but with
a mistress's eye on her raw leAies. To these there entered an old man,
venerable at fijst sight, but on nearer Aiew keen and Arizened.
" Ah," cried Margaret. Then swiftly turned her back on him and
hid her face with inAincible repugnance. " Oh, that man ! that man !"
" Nay, fear rae not," said Ghysbrecht; " I corae on a friend's errand.
I bring ye a letter from foreign parts."
" Mock me not, old man," and she tumed slowly round.
"Nay, see," and he held out an enormous letter. Margaret darted on
.t, and held it with trembling hands and glistening eyes. It Avas Gerard's
LandAvritmg.
"Oh, thank you, sfr, bless you for tMs. I forgive you aU the ill
you ever wrought me," And she pressed the letter to her bosom Arith
one hand, and gUded SAviftly from the room vrith it.
As she (Ud not come back, Ghysbrecht went away, but not •without a
scowl at Martin. Margaret was hours alone 'with her letter.

CHAPTER LIVWHEN she came doAvn agam she was a changed woman. Her eyei
were wet, but caUn, and aU her bitterness and excitement charmed
tway.
" Denys," said she, softly, " I have got my orders. I am to read my
kver's letter to Ms folk."
" Ye viU never do that ?"
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"AywUlI,"
" I see there is something in the letter has softened ye towards them,"
" Not a jot, Denys, not a jot. But an I hated them like poison I
would not disobey my love, Denys, 'tis so sweet to obey, and sweetest
of aU to obey one Avho is far, far aAvay, ancl cannot enforce my duty, but
must trust my love for my obedience. Ah, Gerard, my darling, at hand
I might haA'e sUghted thy commands, mislikuig thy folk as I have cause
to do ; but noAV, didst bid me go mto the ragmg sea and read thy sweet
letter to the sharks there I'd go. Therefore, Denys, tell his mother I
have got a letter, and U she and hers Avould hear it, I am thefr servant;
let them say thefr hour, and I'.U seat them as best I can, and welcome
them as best I may,"
Denys went off to Catherine with this good news. He found the
family at dmner, and tolcl them there was a long letter from Gerard,
then in the midst of the joy this caused, he said, " And her heart ij
softened, and she wiU read it to you herseU; you are to choose your
OAATI t i m e . "

"What, does she tMnk there are none can read but her?" asked
Catherine. " Let her send the letter and Ave Avill read it."
" Nay, but mother," objected Uttle Kate; "mayhap she cannot bear
to part it from her hand ; she loves him dearly."
" What, tMnks she we shaU steal it?"
ComeUs suggested that she would fain wedge herseU into the famil'^j
by means of tMs letter.
Denys cast a look of scorn on the speaker. " There spoke a bad heart,'
said he. "La Camarade hates you all like poison. Oh, mistake me
not, dame ; I defend her not, but so 'tis ; yet mangre her spleen at a
word from Gerard she proffers to read you his letter vrith her own pretty
mouth, and hath a voice like honey—sure 'tis a fafr proffer."
" 'Tis so, mine honest soldier," said the father of the famUy, " and
merits a civil reply, therefore hold your Avhisht ye that be women, and I
shall answer her. Tell her I, his father, setting aside all past grudges,
do for this grace thank her, and, Avould she have double thanks, let hei
send my son's letter by thy faithful hand, the which wiU I read to Ms
flesh and blood, and vrill then to her so surely and laithftiUy return, as
I am EU a Dierich a WilUam a Luke, free burgher of Tergou, Uke nif
forbears, and, Uke them, a man of ray Avord."
" Ay, and a man who is better than his word," cried Catherine ; " the
only one I ever did foregather."
" Hold thy peace, AvUe."
" Art a man of sense, EU, a dfrk, a chose, a chose,"* shouted Denys.
" The she-comrade wiU be right glad to obey Gerard and yet not face
you aU, whom she hates as wormwood, saAing your presence. Bless ye,
the world hath changed, she is aU submission to-day: ' ObecUence is
honey,' quoth she ; and in sooth 'tis a SAveetmeat she cannot but savour,
eating so little on't, for what with her fafr face, ancl her nieUow tongue ;
and what vri' flying m fits and terrUymg us that be soldiers to death, an
w e thAvart her ; and what vri' cMdmg us one whUe, and petting us like
lambs t'other, she hath made two of the crawlingest slaves ever you
S.1W out of two honest swashbucUers. I be the ironing ruffian, t'&ttwa
waehea"
* Anglice, a Tbing-em-bob.
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""What next?"
" "What next ? why whenever the brat is in the AVorld I shall rock
cradle, and t'other knave AriU wash tucker and bib. So, then, I'U go
fetch the letter on the instant. Ye AriU let me bide and hear it read,
will ye not ?"
" Else our hearts were black as coal," said Catherme.
So Denys Avent for the letter. He came back crestfallen. " She will
not let it out of her hand neither to me nor you, nor any he or .she
that lives."
" I knoAV she would not," said Cornells.
" "Whisht! whisht!" said EU, " and let Denys tell .his story."
" 'Nay,' said I, 'but be ruled by me.' 'Not I,' quoth she. 'Well
"but,' quoth I, 'that same honey Obedience ye spake o f ' You are a fool,
says she ; ' obecUence to Gerard is sweet, but obedience to any othei
body, who CA'er said that Avas sweet ?'
" At last she seemed to soften a bit, and did ^iVe me a written paper
for you, mademoiseUe. Here 'tis."
"For rae?" said Uttle Kate, colouring.
" Give that here !" said Eli, and he scanned the AATiting, and said
almost in a wMsper, " These be Avords from the letter. Hearken !
" ' And, sweetheart, an' if these lines should travel safe to thee, make
thou trial of my people's hearts Arithal. Maybe they are somewhat
tumed towards me, being far away. If 'tis so, they AriU show it to thee,
smce now to rae they raay not. Read, then, tMs letter ! But I do
strictly forbid thee to let it from thy hand ; and if they still hold aloof
from thee, why, then say nought, but let them think me dead. Obey
me m tMs ; for, U thou dost disrespect my judgment and my Arill in this,
thou lovest me not.' "
There was a sUence, and Gerard's words copied by Margaret were
handed round and inspected.
" WeU," said Catherine, " that is another matter. But methinks 'tis
for her to come to us, not Ave to her."
Alas, mother ! what odds does that make?"
" Much," said Eli. " Tell her we are over many to come to her, and
bid her hither, the sooner the better."
"When Denys Avas gone, Eli OAvned it was a bitter piU to him. " Wher
that lass shaU cross my threshold, aU the mischief and misery she hath
made here AriU seem to come in adoors in one heap. But what could 1
do, -wUe ? We must hear the news of Gerard. I saw that m thine eyes,
and felt it in my OAvn heart. And she is backed by our undutUul but
stiU beloved son, and so is she stronger than we, and brings our noses
doAvn to the grmdstone, the sly, cruel, jade. But never heed. We will
hear the letter : and then let her go unblessed, as she came unwelcome."
" Make your mmd easy," said Catherme. " She wiU not come at all."
And a tone of regret was visible.
Shortly after Richart, who had been hourly expected, arrived from
Amsterdam grave and cUgmfied m his burgher's robe and gold chain
luff, and furred cap, and was received not Arith affection only, but respect;
for he had risen a step higher than his parents, and such steps wem
marked in medifEval society almost as visibly as those in thefr stafrcases
Admitted in due course to the family councU, he showed plainly
though not discotu-teously, that his pride Avas deeply wounded by theii
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having deigned to treat with Margaret Brandt. " I see the temptation,"
said he. " But Avhicli of us hath not at times to Avisli one way and da
unother?"
TMs tlircAv a considerable chill over the old people. So Uttle Kate
put in a word. " Vex not thyseU, dear Richart. Mother says she will
not come."
" AU the better, SAveetheart. I fear me, if she do, I shaU hie me baci
to Amsterdam."
Here Denys popped his head in at the door, and said " She AviU be
here at three on the great dial."
They all looked at one another in sUence.

CHAPTER LV
" NAY, Richart," said Catherine at last, " for Heaven's sake let not this
one sorry wench set us aU by the ears : hath she not made ill blood
enough afready?"
" In very deed she hath. Fear me not, good mother. Let her come
and read the letter of the poor boy she hath by devilish arts beAvitched,
and then let her go. Give me your words to slioAV hei no countenance
beyond decent and constramed civiUty : less Ave may not, being in our
own house; and I AriU say no more." On this understanduig they
awaited the foe. She, for her part, prepared for the interview m a spirit
Uttle less hostUe.
When Denys brought word they would not come to her, but would
receive her, her Up curled, and she bade him observe hoAV in them every
feeUng, however smaU, was larger than the love for Gerard. " Well,"
said she, " I have not that excuse ; so why mimic the pretty btirgher^s
pride, the pride of aU unlettered folk ? I will go to them for Gerard's
sake. Oh, how I loathe them !"
Thus poor good-natured Denys was bringing uito one house the materials of an explosion,
Margaret made her toUet in the same spirit that a knight of her day
dressed for battle—he to parry blows, and she to parry glances—glances
of contempt at her poverty, or of frony at her extraA'agance, Her kfrtle
was of EngUsh cloth, dark blue, and her farthingale ancl hose of the
same material, but a glossy roan, or claret colour. Not an inch of pretentious fur about her, but plaui snowy Unen Avristbands, and curiouslyplaited Unen from the bosom of the kfrtle up to the commencement of
the tMoat; it cUd not encfrcle her throat, but framed it, being scpiare,
not round. Her front hafr stiU peeped in tAvo waves much after tho
fashion wMch Mary Queen of Scots revlA'ed a century later ; but instead
of the silver net, which would have iU become her present condition,
the rest of her head Avas covered AAith a very small tight-fitting hood of
dark blue cloth, hemmed with sUver, Her shoes were red ; but the roan
petticoat and hose prepared the spectator's mind for the shock, ancl they
fiet off the arched instep ancl shapely foot.
Beauty knew its busmess then as now.
And vrith all this she kept her enemie« waiting, though it was throe
by the diaL
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At last she started, attended by her he-comrade. And when Ihej
were half AA'ay, she steipped and said thotightftiUy, " Denys !"
" WeU, she-general ?''
" I must go home" (piteously).
" What haA'e A'C left someAvhat behfrid ?"
" Av."
"What?"
" i l y courage. Oh ! oh ! oh !"
" Nay, nay, be brave, she-general. I shaU be Arith you."
" Ay, but AvUt keep close to me when I be there ?"
Denys promised, and she resumed her march, but gingerly.
Meantmie they were aU assembled, and Avaiting for her with a Strang*
mixture of feelings.
ilortification, curiosity, panting affection, aversion to her who came
to gratify those feeUngs, yet another curiosity to see what she was Uke,
ml AA'hat there Avas in her to bcAritch Gerard, and make so much
miscMef.
At last Denvs came alone, and wMspered, " The she-comrade is Arithout."
"Fetch her in," said Eli. " Now AvMsht, aU of ve. None speak to hei
but I."
They aU tumed thefr eyes to the door in dead silence.
A little muttering was heard outside; Denys's rough organ, and a
woman's soft and meUoAv A'oice.
Presently that stopped : and tnen the door opened slowly, and Marg.iret Brandt, cfressed as I have described, and someAvhat pale, but cahn
end loA'ely, stood on the threshold, looldng straight before her.
They aU rose but Kate, and remamed mute and starmg.
" Be seated, mistress," said EU, gravely, and motioned to a seat that
that had been set apart for her.
She incUned her head, and crossed the apartment ; and in so doing
her concUtion was A'ery visible, not oMy in her shape, but in her
languor.
ComeUs and Sybrandt hated her for it. Richart thought it spoUed
her beauty.
It softened the Avomen somewhat.
She took her letter out of her bosom, and Mssed it as U she had been
alone ; then disposed herseU to read it vrith the afr of one who knew
ohe was there for that smgle purpose.
But, a.s she began, she noticed they had seated her aU by herself Uke
a lepei. She looked at Denys, and putting her hand down by her side,
made him a swrift furtive motion to come by her.
He went Arith an obecUent start as if she had cried " March !" and
stood at her shoulder like a sentmel; but tMs zealous manner of doing
it rcA'ealed to the company that he had been ordered thither; and at
that she coloured. And now she began to read her Gerard, thefr Gerard,
£0 thefr eager ears, m a mellow, but clear voice, so soft, so earnest, so
tMUling, her very soul seemed to cUng about each precious sound. It
yas a voice as of a woman's bosom set speaking by Heaven itseU,
" I do nothing doubt, my Margai'et, that, long ere this shaU meet thy
beloved eyes, Denys, my most dear friend, AviU have sought thee out,
und told thee the manner of our uMooked-for and most tearful part-
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ing. Therefore I wiU e'en begin at that most doleful day. "Wliat
befeU him after, poor faitMul soul, fam, fam would I hear, but may
not. But I pray for him clay and night next after thee, dearest. Friend
more stanch and loving had not David m Jonathan than I in bun. Ik
good to hira for poor Gerard's sake."
At these words, Avhich came quite unexpectecUy to him, Denys leaned
his head on Margaret's Mgh chair, and groaned aloud.
She turned quicldy as she sat, and found his hand, and pressed it.
And so the sweetheart and the friend held hands wMle the sweetheart
read.
" I went forward all dizzied, Uke one in an ill cfream ; and presently a
gentleman came up vrith his servants, aU on horseback, ancl had like tu
have rid o'er me. And he cfrew rem at the brow of the liUl, and sent
his armed men back to rob me. They robbed me civilly enough ; and
look my purse and the last copper, and rid gaUy aAvay. I wandered
stupid on, a friendless pauper."
There Avas a general sigh, foUowed by an oath from Denys.
" Presently a strange dimness came o'er rae, I lay CIOAVII to sleep on the
snow. 'TAvas ill done, and Arith store of Avolves hard by. Had I loA'ed
thee as thou dost deserve, I had shown more manhood. But oh, SAveet
lovC; the drowsiness that did craAvl o'er me desolate, and benimib me, was
more than nature. And so I slept; and but that God was better to us,
than I to thee or to myseU, from that sleep I ne'er had Avaked ; so
aU do say. I had slept an hour or tAvo, as I suppose, but no more,
when a hand did shake me rudely. I aAvoke to my troubles. And
there stood a servant girl in her holiday suit. ' A r e ye mad,' quoth
she, in seeming choler, ' to sleep in snoAV, and under Avolves' nosen ?
Art weary o' Ufe, ancl not long Aveaned ? Come, now,' said she, more
kindly, ' get up Uke a good lad ;' so I did rise up. ' Are ye rich, or
are ye poor?' _But I stared at her as one amazed.
' W h y , ' t i s easy
of reply,' quoth she. ' Are ye rich, or are ye poor ?' Then I gave
a great, loud cry ; that she did start back.
' A m I rich, or am I
poor? Had ye asked me an hour agone, I had said I am rich. But
noAV I am so poor as sure earth beareth on her bosom none poorer.
An hour agone I Avar rich in a friend, rich in money, rich m hope
and spirits of youth ; but now the Bastard of Burgundy hath taken
my friend, and another gentleman my purse ; .and I can neither go
forward to Rome nor back to her I left in Holland.
I am poorest
of the poor.' ' Alack !' said the wench. ' Natheless, an ye had been
rich ye might ha' lam doAvn again in the snow for any use I had for
ye ; and then I troAV ye had soon fared out o' this world as bare aa
vie came into 't. But, being poor, you are our man : so come w i me.'
Then I went because she bade me, and because I recked not noAVAA'hitlici
I went. And she took me to a fine house hard by, and into a noble
(Untng-hall hung vrith blaclc : and there Avas set a table Avith many
dishes, and but one plate and one chair. ' Fall to !' said she, in a
wMsper. '"What, a l o n e ? ' said I. ' A l o n e ? And AA'hich of us, think
ye, would eat out of the same dish AAith ye ? Are we robbers o ' t h e
d e a d ? ' Then she speereclAvhere I Av.as bom. ' At Tergou,'said 1. Says
s h e , ' A n d , Avlien a gentleman dies in that country, serve tliey ncit tin
dead man's dinner u p as usual, till he be in the ground, and set soma
poor man down to it i ' I told her, nay. ' She blusheil Ici us then.
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Here they were better CMistians.' So I behoved to sit down. But small
was my heart for meat. Then this kind lass sat by me and poured me
out Arine ; an 1. tasting it, it cut me to the heart Denys Avtis not there to
drink Arith me. He doth so love good Arine, and Avomen good, bad, or
Indifferent. The rich, strong AA-ine curled round my sick heart; and that
day first I (Ud seem to gUmpse why folk m trouble run to (frmk so. She
made me eat of every dish. ' 'Twas unlucky to pass one. Nought Ava?
here but her master's daily dinner.' ' He had a good stomach, then,' said
I, ' Ay, lad, and a good heart. Leastways, so we all say now he is dead ;
but, being alive, no Avord on't e'er heard I,' So I did eat as a bfrd, mbbUng of every dish. And she hearing me sigh, and seeing me like to
choke at the food, took pity and bade me be of good cheer, I shoiUd sup
and Ue there that night. And she went to the hind, and he gave me a
right good bed ; and I told him aU, and asked him would the law give
rae back my purse, ' Law !' quoth he ; ' laAV there was none for the
poor in Burgundy, AVhy, 'twas the cousm of the Lady of the Manor, he
that had robbed me. He knew the wild spark. The matter raust be
'udged before the lady ; and she was quite young, and far more Uke to
lang rae for slandermg her cousin, and a gentleman, and a handsome
man, than to make Mm giA'e me back my OAATI. Inside the Uberties of a
toAvn a poor man might now and then see the face of justice ; but out
among the grand seigneurs and dames—never,' So I said, ' I'U sit doAvn
robbed rather than seek justice and find gaUows,' They were aU most
kind to me next day ; and the gfrl proffered me money from her small
wage to help rae towards RMne."
" Oh, then, he is coming home ! he is coming home !" shouted
Denys, mterrupting the reader. She shook her head gently at him, by
way of reproof
" I beg pardon, aU the company," said he, stUfly.
'"Twas a sore temptation; but, bemg a servant, my stomach rose
agamst it. ' Nay, nay,'said I. She told me I was Avrong. "Twas pride
out o' place ; poor folk should help one another ; or who on earth
Avould ?' I saicl if I could do aught in return 'twere well; but for a free
gUt, nay : I Avas overmuch beholden afready. Should I Avrite a letter
for her ? ' Nay, he is in the house at present,' said she. ' Should I (fraw
her picture, and so earn my money ?' ' What, can ye ?' said she. I told
her I could try ; and her habit would Avell become a picture. So she was
agog to be Unined, and give it her lad. And I set her to stand in a good
Ught, and soon made sketches two, AA'hereof I send thee one, coloured at
odd hours. The other I (Ud most hastily, and Arith Uttle conscience
daub, for which may Heaven forgive me ; but time Avas short. They,
poor tMngs, kncAv no better, ancl were most proud and joyous; and,
both Idssing me after thefr country fashion, 'twas the Mnd that was
her sweetheart, they did bid me God-speed ; and I toAvards Rhine."
Margaret paused here, and gave Denys the coloured draAving to hand
round. It was eagerly examined by the females on accotmt of the
Dostttme, which dift'erecl in some respects from that of a Dutch domestic :
the hafr was in a tight linen ba,L', a yellow half kerchief crossed her head
from car to ear, but tlirew out a rectangular point that descended the
centre of her forehead, ancl it met in tAvo more points OA'er her bosom.
She wore a, red kfr-tle AAith long sleeves, Idlted very high in front, and
shoAring a <ax@ea fartMngale and a great red leather purse hanging doAra
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over i t ; red stockings, yeUow leathern shoes, ahead of her age ; for they
were low-quartered and square-toed, secured by a strap buckling over the
instep, Avliich was not uncommon, and was perhaps the rude germ of th»
diamond buckle to come.
Margaret continued:—
" But, oh ! how I missed my Denys at every step ! often I sat doAvn
on the road and groaned. And in the afternoon it chanced that I did so
set me doAvn where two roads met, and with lieaAy head in hand, and
heavy heart, did think of thee, my poor sweetheart, and of my lost friend,
and of the little house at Tergou, where they all loved me once ; though
now it is turned to hate."
Catherine.] " Alas ! that he will think so."
Eli.] " ^Miisht! wife ! "
" A n d I did sigh loud, and often. And me sighuig so, one came
carolling Uke a bfrd adoAvn t'other road. ' Ay, chirp and chfrp,' cried
I, bitterly. ' Thou hast not lost sweetheart, and friend, thy father's
hearth, thy mother's smile, and every penny in the world.' And at last
he did so carol, and carol, I jumped u p in ire to get aAvay from his most
jarrmg mirth. But, ere I fled from it, I looked doAvn the path to see
what could make a man so light hearted in tMs weary world ; and lo !
the songster was a humpbacked cripple, Avith a bloody bandage o'er his
eye, and both legs gone at the knee."
" He ! he ! he ! he ! he ! " went Sybrandt, laughing and cackling.
Margaret's eyes flashed : she began to fold the letter up.
" Nay, lass," said EU, "heed him n o t ! Thou unmannerly cur, offer't
hut agam and I put thee to the door."
" Why, what was there to gibe at, Sybrandt ?" remonstrated Catherine,
more mildly. " Is not our Kate afflicted ? and is she not the most content of us all, and singeth Uke a merle at times between her pains ? But
I am as bad as thou ; prithee read on, lass, and stop our gabble Avi' someAvhat worth the hearkening."
" ' T h e n , ' s a i d I , ' m a y this thing b e ? ' And I took m y s e U t o t a s k .
' Gerard, son of EU, dost thou well to bemoan thy lot, that hast youth
and health ; and here comes the wreck of nature on cratches, praising
Qod's goodness with singing Uke a maAis ? ' "
Catherine.] " There you see."
Eli.] " 'Wlusht, dame, AvMsht ! "
" And whenever he saw me, he left carolling and presently hobbled uji
ancl chanted, ' Charity, for love of Heaven, sweet master, charity,' Arith
a whine as piteous as Avind at keyhole. ' Alack, poor soul,' said I,
' charity is in my heart, but not ray purse ; I am poor as thou.' Thesa
he beUcA'ed me none, and to melt me undid his sleeve, and showed a
sore Avotind on his arm, and said h e , ' Poor cripple though I be, I am Uke
to lose this CA e to lioot, look else.' I saAv and groaned for him, and to
excuse myself let him Avot IIOAV I had been robbed of my last copjier.
Thereat he left Avhiniiig all in a moment, and said, in a big manly voice,
' Then I'll e'en take a rest. Here, youngster, pull thou this strap : nay.
fear not !' I pulleil, and down came a stout pair of legs out of his back;
and hall his hump had melted aAvay, and the wound in his eye no deepei
than the bandage.''
" Oh ! " ejaculated !M.-irgaret's hearers, in a body.
^ "Whereat, seeing me astounded, he laughed in my face, ar.d told me 1
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was not worth gulUng, and offered me his protection. ' My face was
prophetic,' he said. ' Of what ?' said I. ' Marry,' said he, ' that its
OAvner vrill starve in this tMcAish land.' Travel teaches e'en the young
Arisdom. Time was I had tumed and fled this impostor as a pestilence ;
but now I Ustened patiently to pick up crumbs of counsel. And weU 1
did : for nature and his adventurous Ufe had crammed the poor knave
Arith shrewdness and knoAvledge of the homeUer sort—a child was I beside him. "Wlien he had tumed me inside out, said he, 'Didst well
to leave France and make for Germany; but think not of Holland
again. Nay, on to Augsburg an^l Nurnberg, the Paradise of craftsmen :
thence to Venice, an thou Avilt. But thou- wUt never bide in Italy
nor any other land, haAing once tasted the great German cities. "Why
there is but one honest country in Europe, and that is Germany;
and since thou art honest, ancl since I am a vagabone, Germany waa
made for us twain.' I bade him make that good : how might one
country fit true men and knaA'es ! 'Why, thou novice,' said he,
because in an honest land are fcAver knaves to bite the honest man,
and many honest men for iLe knave to bite. I Avas in luck, being
honest, to have fallen mArith a friendly sharp. Be my pal,' said he, ' I
go to Nurnberg, Ave AviU reach it Arith fuU pouches. I'll leam ye the cul
de bois, and the cul de jatte, and how to matind, and chaunt, and patter,
and to raise swellings, and paint sores ancl ulcers on thy body would take
in the divelL' I told him, shiA'ering, I'd Uever die than shame myseU
ancl my folk so."
Eli.] " Good lad ! good lad ! "
" Why AA'hat shame Avas it for such as I to tum beggar? Beggary Avas
an ancient and most honourable mystery. "What did holy monks, and
bishops, and kings, Avlien they would win Heaven's smile ? Avhy Avasli the
feet of lieggars, those favourites of the saints. 'The saints were no fools,'
he told me. Then he did put out his foot. 'Look at that, that was
Avashed by the greate-^t king aUve, Louis of France, the last holy Thursday that Avas. And the next day, Friday, clapped in the stocks by the
warden of a petty hamlet.' So I told Mm my foot should walk between
such high honour and such IOAV disgrace, on the safe path of honesty,
please God. Well then, since I had not spirit to beg, he Avoitld indulge
my perversity. I should work uncler Mm, he be the head, I the fingers.
And Arith that he set himself up like a judge, on a heap of dust by the
road's side, and questioned me strictly Avhat I could do. I began to say
I was strong and AvilUng. ' Bah !' said he, ' so is an ox. Say, Avhat canst
do that Sir Ox cannot?' I could AAaite; I had won a prize for it. 'Canst
Write as fast as the prmters ?' Cjuo' he, jeermg. ' What else ?' 1 could
paint. ' That was "better.' I was Uke to tear my hair to hear him say
eo, and me going to Rome to write. I could twang the psaltery a bit.
"That Avas weU. Could I tell stories ?' Ay, by the score. ' Then,'
said he, ' I hire you from this moment.' '"Wliat to do?' said I. 'Nought
crooked, Sfr Candour,' says he. ' I will feed thee all the Avay and find
thee work ; and take haU thine earnings, no more.' 'Agreed,' said I
and gave my hand on it. ' Now, serA'ant,' said he, ' Ave will dine. But
ye need not stand behind my chair, for two reasons, first I ha' got no
chair, and, next, good fellowship Ukes me better than state.' And out
of his Avallet he brought flesh, foAA'l, and pastry, a good dozen of spices
la»i;ied in flax paper, anci '^•inefi-tfor a Mng. Ne'er feasted I bettei than
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out of this beggar's wallet, now my master. When Ave had Avell eaten ]
was for gomg on. ' But,' said he,' servants should not drive thefr masters
too hard, especiaUy after feeding, for then the body is for repose, and the
mind turns to contemplation ;' and he lay on his back gazuig calmly a*
the sky, aud presently wondered Avhether there were any beggars up
there. I told him I kneAv but of one ; called Lazarus. ' Co'ild he d«
the cul de jatte better than I ?' said he, and looked qmte jealous Uke.
I told him nay ; Lazarus Avas honest, though a beggar, and fed daUy of
the crunibs fal'n from a rich man's table, ancl the dogs licked his sores
'SerA'ant,' quo' he, ' I spy a foul fault in thee. Thou liest without dis
cretion: now the end of lying being to gull, this is no better than fumbling,
with the diveU's tail. I pray Heaven thou mayest prove to pamt better
than thou cuttest Avhids, or I am done out of a dinner. No beggar eats
crunibs, but only the fat of the land ; and dogs Uck not a beggars sores,
being made with spearAvort, or ratsbane, or biting acids, from all which
dogs, and even pigs, abhor. My sores are made after my proper receipt;
but no dog Avould Uck e'en them tAAice. I have made a scurvy bargain :
art a cozening knave, I doubt, as Avell as a nuicompoop.' I deigned no
reply to this bundle of Ues, which did accuse heavenly truth of falsehood for not being in a tale vrith him. He rose ancl we took the road; and
presently Ave came to a place where were two little wayside inns, scarce
a furlong apart. ' Halt,' said my master. ' Thefr armories are sore faded
—all the better. Go thou i n ; shun the master ; board the AvUe ; and
flatter her inn sky Mgh, all but the armories, and offer to colour them
dfrt cheap.' So I Avent in and told the wife I Avas a painter, and would
revive her armories cheap ; but she sent me away with a rebuff. I to
my master. He groaned. ' Ye are aU fingers and no tongue,' said he ;
' I have made a scurvy bargam. Come and hear me patter and fiatter.'
BetAveen the two inns Avas a high hedge. He goes behind it a minute
and comes out a decent tradesman. We Avent on to the other inn, and
then I heard him praise it so fulsome asthe very wife did blush. ' But,'
says he, ' there is one Uttle, Uttle fault; your M-mories are dtUl and fadecL
Say but the word, and for a silver franc my apprentice here, the cunningest e'er I had, shaU make them bright as ever.' WMlst she hesitated,
the rogue told her he had done it to a Uttle inn hard by, and noAV the
inn's face was Uke the starry firmament. ' D'ye hear that, my man ?'
cries she, '"The Three Frogs "have been and painted up thefr armories;
Jiall " The Four Hedgehogs" be outshone by them?' So I pauited, and
my master stood by like a lord, advising me hoAV to do, ancl Avinking tr
me to heed him none, and I got a silver franc. And he took me back to
' The TMee Frogs,' and on the way put me on a bearcl and disguised me,
and flattered ' The Three Frogs,' and told them how he had adorned
' The Four Hedgehogs,' and into the net jumped the three jioor simple
frogs, ancl I earned another sUver franc. Then Ave Avent on ancl he found
his crutches, and sent meforAvard, and showed his 'cicatrices d'emprunt,'
*s he called them, and all Ms infirmities, a t ' The Four Hedgehogs,' and
got both food ancl money. ' Come, share and share,' quoth he: so I gave
him one franc. ' I have made a good bargain,' said he. ' Art a master
limner, but takes! too much time.' So I let him know that m matters
of honest craft tliuigs could not be done quick and well. ' Then do them
quick,' quoth he. And he told me my name Avas Bon Bee ; and I might
tail him O'd de Jatte, because that was his lay at our first meeting. And
T
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at the next tOAA'n my master, Cul de Jatte, bought me a psaltery, and sat
MmseU up agam by the roadside in state Uke him that erst judged
Marsyas and ApoUo, piping for vain glory. So I played a stram. ' In
different AveU, harmomous Bon Bee,' said he, haughtily. ' Now tune thy
pipes.' So I (Ud sing a sweet stram the good monks taught me ; and
singmg it reminded poor Bon Bee, Gerard erst, of Ms ^oung days and
home, and brought the Avater to my een. But, looking up, ray master's
visage Avas as tlie face of a little boy Avhipt somidly, or sipping foulest
medicme. ' Zounds, stop that belly-ache blether,' quoth he, ' that wiU
ne'er Arile a stiA-er out o' peasants' purses ; 'tAvill but sour the nurses'
mUk, and gar the kme jump into rivers to be out of earshot on't, "What,
false knave, did I buy thee a fine noAV psaltery to be minded o' my latter
end withal ? Hearken ! these be the songs that glad the heart, and fill
the minstrel's purse.' And he stuig so blasphemous a stave, and eke ao
obscene, as I droAv aAvay from him a space that the Ughtning might not
spoU the neAV psaltery. HoAvever, none came, being winter, and then I
said, ' Master, the Lord is debonafr. Held I the thunder, yon ribaldry
had been thy last, thou foul mouthed Avretch.'
" ' "Why, i3on Bee, Avhat is to do ?' quoth he. ' I have made an ill
b'.^^ain. Oh, perverse heart, that turneth from doctrine.' So I bade
hij.il keep his breath to cool his broth, ne'er AVOUICI I shame my folk Arith
smgmg ribald songs. 'Then,' says he, sulkily, 'the first fire we Ught by
the Avayside, clap thou on the music-box ! so 'tAviU make our pot boU foi
the nonce ; but with your
Good people, let us peak and pine.
Cut tristful mugs, and miaul and whine
Thorough our nosen chaunts di-vine
never, never, never. Ye might as weU go through Lorraine crying,
MuUeygrubs, MuUeygrubs, AA'IIO'U buy my MuUeygrubs !' So we fared
on, bad friends. But I took a thought, and prayed him hum rae one of
his naughty (Utties agam. Then he brightened, and broke forth into
ribalcfry Uke a nightingale. Finger in ears stuft'ed I. 'No Avords; nought
but the bare melody.' For oh, Margaret, note the sly niaUce of the EvU
One ! StUl to the scttrA-iest matter he weddeth the ttinablest ditties."
Catherine.] " That is true as Holy Writ."
Sybixmdt.] " How knoAV you that, mother ?"
Cornelis.] " He ! he ! he ! "
Eli.] " Whisht, ye uneasy wights, and let me hear the boy. He if
wiser than ye ; AAiser than his years."
" ' What tomfoolery is tMs,' said he; yet he yielded to me, and soon I
garnered three of Ms melodies; but I AVOUM not let Cul de Jatte wot the
thing I meditated. ' Show not fools nor bairns unfiMshed work,' saith
the byword. And by this time 'twas night, and a Uttle toAvn at hand,
where we went each to his inn ; for my master would not yield to put
off his rags and other sores tiU morning ; nor I to enter an inn Arith a
tatterdemaUon. So we were to meet on the road at peep of day. And,
indeed, we stUl lodged apart, meeting at morn and partmg at eve, Ctitside each towm we lay at. And waM-ng at midMght and cogitating, good
thoughts came dowm to me, and sudden my heart was enUghtened. I
caUed to mind that my Margaret had withstood the taking of the burgo«aaster's purse. ' 'Tis theft,' said you • ' disguise it how ye wiU,' But I
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must be wiser than my betters : ancl now that Avliich I had as good aa
stolen, others had stolen from me. As it came so it was gone. Then 1
said, ' Heaven is not cruel, but j u s t ; ' ancl I vowed a vow, to repay oui
burgomaster every shillmg an I could. And I went forth in the moming
fsad, but hopeful. I felt lighter for the purse bemg gone. My mastei
was at the gate becrutched. I told him I'd Uever have seen him in an
other disguise. ' Beggars raust not be choosers,' saicl he. HoAvever,
&oon he bade me untrtiss him, for he felt sadly. His head SAvam. I told
him, forcefully to deform nature thus could scarce be wholesome. He
answered none ; but looked scared, ancl hand on head. By-and-by he
gave a groan, and rolled on the ground like a ball, and Avrithed sore. I
Avas scared, and Arist not Avliat to do, but went to Uft him ; but his
trouble rose higher and higher, he gnashed his teeth fearfully, and the
foam cUd fly from his lips ; and presently his body bended itself Uke a
boAV, and jerked and bounded many times into the afr. I exorcized him;
it but made him Avorse. There was Avater in a ditch hard by, not very clear;
but, the poor creature struggling betAveen lUe and death, I filled my hat
Avithal, ancl came flyuig to souse him. Then my lord laughed in my
face. ' Come, Bon Bee, by thy white gills, I have not forgotten my
trade.' I stood Arith Avatery hat ui hand, glarmg. ' Could this be feigning ?' ' What else?' said he. ' Why, a real fit is the sorriest thmg ; but
a stroke Avith a feather compared with mine. Art still betters nature.'
'But look, e'en now blood trickleth from your nose,' said I. 'Ay, ay,
pricked my nostrUs Avith a straw.' ' But ye foamed at the Ups.' ' Oh,
a little soap makes a micMe foam.' And he droAV out a morsel like a
bean from his mouth. ' Thank thy stars, Bon Bee,' says he, ' for leading
thee to a worthy master. Each day his lesson. To-morroAV we Avill
study the cul de bois and other branches. To-day, OAvn rae prince of
demoMacs, and mdeed of all good felloAvs.' Then, being puffed up, he
forgot yesterday's grudge, and discoursed me freely of beggars ; and gav'.i
me, Avho eftsoons thought a beggar Avas a beggar, and there an end, the
names and qualities of fuU tlifrty sorts of masterful and crafty mendicants
in France and Germany, and England ; his three provinces ; for so the
poor, proud Miave yclept those Mngdoms three; Avherein Ms throne it
was the stocks I Aveen. And outside the next village one had gone to
dinner^ and left his wheel-barroAV. So says he, ' I'll tie myself in a
knot, and shalt wheel me tMough ; and what with my crippledom and
thy piety, a-wheeling of thy poor old dad, Ave'U bleed the bumpMns of a
dacha-saltee.' I did refuse. I Avould work for him; but no hand Vv> Id
have in begging. 'And wheeUng an " asker " in a barrow, is not t ^at
work ?' said he ; ' then fling yon muckle stone in to boot: stay, I'U soil
it a bit, and SAvear it is a chip of the holy sepulchre ; and you Avheeled
us both from Jerusalem.' Said I, ' "WheeUng a pair o' lies, one stony,
one fleshy, may be Avork, ancl hard worJ?;, but honest Avork 'tis not. 'Tis
ftunbling with his tail you wot of. And,' saicl I, 'master, next tune ycu
go to tempt me to knavery, speak not to me of my poor old dad.' Said
I, ' you have minded me of my real father's face, the truest man in
HoUand. He and I are iU friends noAV, Avorse luck. But though I
offend Mm, shame him I never will.' Dear Margaret, AAith this knave
•aying, ' your poor old dad,' it had gone to my heart like a kmfe. ' 'Tis
well,' said my mf^ter, gloomily; ' I have made abaci bargain.' Presently
t>» holts and eyes a tree by the wayside ' Go spell me what is AArit o©
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yon tree.' So I went, and there Avas nought but a long square drawn in
outline, I told him so, ' So much for thy raonMsh lore,' quoth he, A
Uttle farther, and he sent me to read a waU. There Avas nought but a
cfrcle scratched on the stone Arith a point of naU or kiufe, and in the
circle two dots, I said so. Then said he, ' Bon Bee, that square was a
warning. Some good Truand left it, that came through this village
faring west; that means " dangerous," The cfrcle Arith the two dots Avas
AAtit by another of our brotherhood ; and it signifies as hoAV the Avriter,
soit RolUn Trapu, soit Triboulet, soit Catm Cul de Bois, or what not,
Avas becked for asking here, and lay two months in Starabin,' Then he
broke forth, 'Talk of your Uttle sMvelling books that go m pouch. Three
books have I, France, England, and Germany ; and they are Avrit all
OA'er in one tongue, that my bretMen of aU cotmtries understand ; and
that is what I call learning. So sith here they Avhip sores, and imprison
infirnuties, I to ray tiring room,' And he popped behind the hedge, and
came back worsMpful, We passed tMough the viUage, and I sat me
doAvn on the stocks, and even as the barber's apprentice AA'hets Ms razor
on a block, so did I flesh my psaltery on this vUlage, fearing great cities,
I tuned it, and coursed up and CIOAATI the Avires nimbly with my tAvo
Avooden strikers ; and then chanted loud and clear, as I had heard the
mmstrels of the country,

' Qui veut ou'ir qui veut Savoir,'
some trash, I nund not Avliat, And soon the AiUagers, male and female,
thronged about me ; thereat I left singing, and recited them to the
psaltery a short but right merry tale out of ' The Lives of the Saints,'
which it is ray handbook of pleasant figments : and this ended, instantly
struck up and AA'Mstled one of Cul de Jatte's devil's ditties, and played
it on the psaltery to boot. Thou knowest Heaven hath bestoAved on me
a rare AA'histle, both for compass and time. And with me AvMsthng
bright and full tMs sprightly afr, and maldng. the wfres SIOAV Avlien the
tune did gallop, and trippmg when the tune did amble, or I did stop and
shake on one note like a lark i' the afr, they Avere like to eat me ; but
lookmg round, lo ! my master had given Avay to Ms itch, and there was
his hat on the ground, and copper ponrmg ui, I deemed it cruel to
AvMstle the bread out of poverty's pouch ; so broke off and away; yet
could not get clear so swift, but both men and AVomen did slobber me
sore, and smeUed aU of garUc, ' There, master,' said I, ' 1 call that
cleaving the (Uvell in twain and keeping Ms AA'Mte haU,' Said he,' Bon
Bee, I have made a good bargain,' Then he bade me stay AA'here 1 waj
wMle he AA'ent to the Holy Land, I stayed, and he leaped the churchyard
dike, and the se.\ton was digging a grave, and my master chaffered mth
Mm, and came back with a knuckle bone. But, why he clept a churchj'ard Holy Land, that I learned not then, but after dinner, I was colouruig the armories of a Uttle inn ; and he sat by me most peaceable, a
cutting, and fiUng, and poUsMng bones, sedately ; so I speered was not
•ioiiest work sweet ? ' As rain AA'ater,' said he, mocking, ' What was
,e a making ?' ' A pafr of bones to play on Avith thee ; and Arith the
refuse a St. Anthony's thumb and a St. Martui's Uttle fmger, for the
devout.' The vagabone! And noAv, sAveet Margaret, thou seest QUI
manner of Ufe faring Rhineward. I with the tAvo arts I had lea.st prized
or counted on for brej''-^ •"'a.s Avelcome everywbefi; too poor noAV to iear
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robbers, yet able to keep both master and man on the road. For at
mght I often made a portraiture of the innkeeper or Ms dame, and so
went richer from an inn; the which it is the lot of feAV. But my mastei
despised this even way of life. ' I love ups and downs,' said he. And
certes he lacked them not. One day he would gather more than I in
tMee ; another, to hear Ms tale, it had rained kicks all day in Ueti of
' saltees,'and that is pennies. Yet even then at heart he despised me
for a poor mechanical soul, and scorned my arts, extoUmg his OAvn, the
art of feignuig.
" Natheless, at odd times was he ill at his ease. Gomg through the
toAvn of Aix, we came upon a beggar walking, fast by one hand to a
oart-taU, and the hangman a lasMng his bare bloody back. He, stout
knave, so wliipt, did not a jot relent; but I did vrince at every stroke ;
and my master hung his head.
"'Soon or late, Bon Bee,'quoth he. 'Soon or late.' I, seeing hi?
haggard face, knew what he meaned. Ancl at a toAvn whose name hatli
sUpped me, but 'twas on a fair river, as Ave came to the foot of the bridge
he halted, and shuddered. 'Why, what is the coil?'said I. 'Ob,
blind,' said he, ' they are justUying there.' So nought would serve hiir.
but take a boat, and cross the river by water. But 'twas out of Die
frying-pan, as the word goeth. For the boatmen had scarce told us the
matter, and that it was a man and a woman for stealing glazed Avindows
out of housen, and that the raan was hanged at daybreak, and the quean
to be droAvned, when, lo ! they did fling her off the bridge, and fell iu
the water not far from us. And, oh ! Margaret, the deadly splash ! It
ringeth in mine ears even now. But worse Avas coming ; for, thougli
tied, she came up, and cried, 'Help ! help !' and I, forgettmg aU, and
hearmg a woman's voice cry ' Help !' was for leaping in to save her ;
and had surely done it, but the boatmen and Cul de Jatte clung rouncl
me, and in a moment the bourreau's man, that waited in a boat, came
and entangled Ms hooked pole in her long hafr, and so thrust her doAvn
and ended her. Oh ! if the saints answered so our cries for help ! And
poor Cul de Jatte groaned ; and I sat sobbing, and beat my breast, and
cried,' Of what hath God made men's hearts ? ' "
The reader stopped, and the tears trickled doAvn her cheeks. Gerard
crying in Lorraine, made her cry at Rotterdam. The leagues were no
more to her heart than the breadth of a room.
EU, softened by many touches m the letter, and by the reader's
womanly graces, said kindly enough, " Take thy time, lass. Ancl methinks some of ye might find her a creepie to rest her foot, and she so
near her own trouble."
" I'd do more for her than that an I durst," said Catherine. " Here,
ComeUs," and she held out her Uttle wooden stool, and that worthy,
who hated Margaret worse than ever, had to take the creepie and put it
carefuUy under her foot.
" You are very Mnd, dame," she faltered. " I AriU read on ; 'tis aU I
can do for you in tum,
'' Thus seeing my master ashy and sore shaken, I deemed tMs horrible
•tragic act came timeously to warn him, so I strove sore to tum bim
from his iU ways, discoursing of sinners and thefr lethal end. ' Too late!'
said he, 'too late !' and gnashed his teeth. Then I told hira 'too late
was the diveU's favourite AvMsper in repentant ears. Said I—
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' The Lord is debonair,
Let sinners nought despair.'

' Too late !' said he, and gnashed his teeth, and Avrithed his face, aa
though vipers were bitmg Ms mward parts. But, dear heart, his was a
mind Uke running water. Ere we cleared the tOAA'n he was caroUing',
and outside the gate htmg the other culprit, from the bough of a Utile
tree, and scarce a yard above the ground. And that stayed my vagabone's music. But, ere we had gone another furlong, he feigned to have
dropped his rosary, and ran back, Arith no good mtent, as you shaU hear.
I strolled on very slowly, and often halting, and presently he came
fltumping up on one leg, and that bandaged. I asked him hoAV he could
contrive that, for 'twas masterly done. ' Oh, that Avas Ms mystery.
"Would I know that, I must join the brotherhood.' And presently Ave
did pass a narroAV lane, and at the mouth on't espied a AA'ritten stone,
telling beggars by a word Uke a wee pitchfork to go that AA'ay. ' 'Tis yon
farm-house,' said he : ' bide thou at hand.' Ancl he went to the house,
and came back Arith money, food, and AA'ine. ' This lad did the business,'
said he, slapping his one leg proudly. Then he undid the bandage, and
Arith prideful face showed me a hole in his caU you could have put your
neef m. Had I been strange to his tricks, here Avas a leg had drawn my
last penny. Presently another farm-house by the road. He made for
it. 1 stood, and asked niyseU, should I run aAvay ancl leave him, not to
be shamed in my own despite by him ? But, AAiiile I doubted, there
was a great noise, and my master well cudgelled by the farmer and his
men, came towards me hobbUng and holloaing, for the peasants had
layed on heartUy. But more trouble was at his heels. Some mischievous Avight loosed a dog as big as a jackass colt, and came roaring
after him, and doAA'ned him momently. I, deeming the poor rogue's
death certain, and him least fit to die, drew my sword and ran shouting.
But, ere I could come near, the muckle dog had torn away Ms bad leg,
and ran growUng to his lair AAith i t ; and Cul de Jatte slipped his knot,
and came running Uke a lapAAing, Avith Ms hafr on end, and so striking
with both crutches before and behind at unreal dogs as 'twas Uke a windmiU crazed. He fled adown the road. I followed leisurely, and found
Mm at dirmer. ' Curse the quiens,' said he. Ancl not a word aU dinner
time but ' Curse the quiens !'
" I said, I must knoAV who they were, before I would curse them.
" ' Quiens ? AA'hy, that was dogs. And I kneAv not even that much ?
He had made a bad bargam. "\VeU, weU,' said he, ' to-morroAv we shah
be in Germany. There the folk are music-bitten, and they molest not
beggars, imless they fake to boot, and then they droAvn us out of hand
thp.t moment, curse 'era !' We came to Strasburgh. And I looked doAvn
Rlifrie with longing heart. The stream hoAV swift ! It seemed running
to cUp SeA'enbergen to its soft bosom. With but a piece of timber and
an oar I might drUt at my ease to thee, sleeping yet gUduig still. 'TATJJ
a sore temptation. But the fear of an iU welcome from my folk, and ol
the neighbours' sneers, and the hope of comuig back to thee Aictorious,
not, as noAv I must, defeated and shamed, and thee Avith me, it did Avithhold me ; and so, AAith many sigli.s, and often turning of the head to look
on beloved Rhine, I turned sorroAvful face and heaA'y heart towards
Augsburg."
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"Alas, dame, alas ! Good master Eli, forgi\'e me ! But I ne'er can
win over this part all at one tmie. It taketh my breath away. Well-aday ! Why did he not listen to his heart ? Had he not gone tMough
peril enoAV, sorroAV enow ? WeU-a-day ! well-a-day !"
The letter dropped from her hand, and she drooped like a Avounded
lily.
Then there Avas a clatter on the floor, and it was little Kate going on
her crutches, with flushed face, ancl eyes full of pity, to console her.
" Water, mother," she cried. " I am afeard she shall SAvoon."
" Nay, nay, fear me not," saicl Margaret, feebly. " I Avill not be so
troublesome. Thy good Avill it maketh me stouter hearted, sweet mistress
Kate. For, if thou carest hoAV I fare, sure HeaA'en is not against me."
Catherine.] " D'ye hear that, my man ?"
Eli.] " Ay, AvUe, I hear; ancl mark to boot."
Little Kate Aveiit back to her place, and Margaret read on. " The
Germans are fonder of armorials than the French. So I found work
every day. And, whiles I wrought, my master AVOUICI leaA'e me, and
doff his raiment and don Ms rags, and other infirmities, and cozen the
world, Avliich he did clepe it ' plucking of the goose:' this done, would
meet me and demand half ray earnings; and with restless piercing eye
ask me would I be so base as cheat my poor master by making three
parts ill Ueu of IAVO, till I threatened to lend Mm a cuff to boot in
requital of his suspicion ; and thenceforth took his due, Avith feigned
confidence in my good faith, the which his dancing eye beUed. Early
in Germany we had a quarrel. I had seen him buy a skuU of a jailer's
AvUe, and mighty zealous a polishing it. Thought I, ' HOAV can he carry
yon memento, and not repent, seeing where ends his Avay ?' Presently
I did catch Mm selUng it to a woman for the head of St. Barnabas, Arith
a tale had cozened an EbrcAV. So I snatched it out of their hands, and
trundled it into the ditch. ' How, thou impious knave,' said, I, ' wouldst
sell for a saint the skull of some dead thief, thy brother.' He slunk
away. But shaUow she did crawl after the skull, ancl Arith apron reverently dust it for Barnabas, ancl it B-arabbas; and so home with it
Said I, ' non vult anser velU, sed poptilus vult decipi.'"
Catherine.] " Oh, the goodly Latin!"
Eli.] " What meaneth it ?"
Catherine.] " Nay, I know not; but 'tis Latin: is not that eiioAV ? He
lyas the flower of the flock."
" Then I to Mm, ' Take now thy psaltery, and part Ave here, for art a
walkmg prison, a walking hell.' But lo ! my master fell on his knees,
and begged me for pity's sake not to tum him off. ' "What would become
of him ? He did so love honesty.' ' Thou love honesty ?' said I. 'Ay,'
said he, ' not to enact it; the saints forbid. But to look on. 'Tis so fafr
a tMng to look on. Alas, good Bon Bee,' said he; ' hadst starved peradventure but for me. Kick not down thy iidder! Call ye that just ?
"Hay, calm thy choler! Have pity on me! I must have a pal: and
aow could I bear one like myself after one so simple as thou ? He
might cut my throat for the money that is hid in my belt. 'Tis not
much; 'tis not much. With thee I Avalk at mine ease; AAith a sharp I
dare not go before in a naiTOAv way. Alas! forgive me. Now I kiioAv
where iu thy bonnet lurks the nee, I v.iU Avare bis sting; I will bul
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pluck the secular goose.' ' So be it,' said I. ' And example was con
tagious: he should be a true man by then we reached Nurnberg, 'Twa,
a long way to Nurnberg.' Seemg Mm so humble, I said, ' WeU, dofi
rags, and make thyseU decent; 'tAviU help me forget what thou art.
And he did so; and we sat doAvn to our nonemete. Presently came by
a reverend palmer AA'ith hat stuck round with cockle shells from Holy
Land, and great rosary of beads Uke eggs of teal, ancl sandals for shoes.
And he leaned aweary on his long staff, and offered us a sheU apiece. My
master would none. But I to set him a better example, took one, and
for it gave the poor pUgrira two batzen, and had his blessing. And he
was scarce gone, when we heard savage cries, and came a sorry sight, one
leading a AAixd woman m a cham, all rags, and howUng Uke a wolf.
And Avhen they came nigh us, she feU to tearing her rags to tMeads.
The raan sought an alms of us, and told us his hard case. 'Twas Ms
wife, stark raving mad; and he could not work ui the fields,- and leave
her in his house to fire it, nor cure her could he Avithout -the Saintyj
help, and had voAved six pounds of Avax to St. Anthony to heal her, and
po Avas fain beg of charitable folk for the money. And noAV she espied
Ui'., andfleAVat me Arith her long naUs, and I was cold Avitli fear, so
dfviUsh showed her face and roUtng eyes and nails like bfrdys talons.
But he with the chain checked her sudden, and with his whip did
cruelly lash her for it, that I cried ' Forbear! forbear! She knoweth
not what she doth;' and gave him a batz. And being gone, said I,
' Master, of those twain I knoAV not wMch is the more pitiable.' And he
aaughed in ray face. ' Behold thy justice, Bon Bee,' said he. ' Thou
lailest on thy poor, good, witMn-an-ace-of-honest master, and bestowest
rims on a " vopper."' ' Vopper,' said I ; ' AA'hat is a vopper ?' ' Why a
trull that feigns madness. That was one of us, that sham raamac, and
woAV but she (Ud it clumsUy. I blushed for her and thee. Also gavest
two batzen for a sheU frcm Holy Land, that came no farther than Normandy. I have cuUed tnem myself on that coast by scores, and sold
them to pUgrims trae and pUgrims false, to gull flats like thee withal.'
'What!' said I ; 'that reverend man?' 'One of us!' cried Cul de
Jatte; ' one of us! In France we call them " CoquiUarts," but here
" CaUnierers." RaUest on rae for selUng a false reUc now and then, and
wastest thy earnings on such as seU nought else. I tell thee, Bon Bee,'
said he,' there is not one true relic on earth's face. The samts died a thousand years agone, and thefr bones mixed with the dust; but the trade in
reUcs, it is of yesterday; and there are forty thousand tramps in Europe
live by it; selUng reUcs of forty or fifty bodies; oh, threadbare lie!
And of the trae Cross enoAV to buUd C(jlogne Minster. ^Vhj then may
not poor Cul de Jatte tum his penny with the croAvd ? Art but a scurvy
tyrannical servant to let thy poor master from his share of the SAva"
with your whorson pUgrims, palmers, ancl friars, black, grej', and
crutched ; for all these are of our brotherhood, and of our art, only
masters they, and we but poor apprentices, m guild.' For his tongue
was an eU and a half.
" ' A trace to thy irreverend sopMstries,' said I, ' and say what company is tMs a coming.' ' Bohemians,' cried he. ' Ay, ay, this shaU b*
the rest of the band.' With that came along so motley a crew as nevei
your eyes behsld, dear Margaret. Marched at their head one with a
nanner on a steel-pointed lance, and gfrded Avitli a great long sAvord, and
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In A'elvet doublet and leathern jerkin, the which stuffs ne'er saw 1
wedded afore on mortal flesh, and a gay feather m his lordly cap, aud a
couple of dead fowls at his back, the which, an the spark had come by
honestly, I am much mistook. Him foUowed wives and babes on two
lean horses, Avhose flanks stUl rattled Uke parchment drum, bemg beaten
by kettles and caldrons. Next an armed man a-riding of a horse, Avliich
drcAV a cart full of females and chUdren: and m it, sitting backwards, <.
lusty lazy knave, lance in hand, with his luxurious feet raised on a holy
water-pail, that lay along, and therein a cat, new kittened, sat glowing
o'er her brood, and sparks for eyes. And the cart-horse cavaUer had on
his shoulders a round bundle, and thereon did perch a cock and crowecj
with zeal, poor ruffler, proud of Ms brave feathers as the rest, and haply
Arith more reason, bemg Ms OAvn, And on an ass another AvUe and noAVbom child; and one poor quean a-foot scarce dragged herseU along, so
near her time was she, yet held IAVO little ones by the hand, and helplessly helped them on the road. And the little folk Avere just a farce
some rode sticks, with horses' heads, betAveen their legs, Avhich pranced
and caracoled, ancl soon Avearied the riders so sore, they stood stock still
md wept, Avliich cavaliers Avere presently taken into cart and cuffed.
And one, raore graA'e, lost in a man's hat and feather, Avalked in EgypUan darkness, handed by a girl; another had the great saucepan on his
back, and a tremendous three-footed clay pot sat on his head and shoiillers, sAvaUoAving him so as he too went darkUng led by his sweetheai v
;liree foot high. When they were gone by, and Ave had both laughed
'nstily, said I, ' Natheless, master, my boAvels they yearn for one of that
'awcfry band, even for the poor wUe so near the down-lymg, scarce able
o drag herseU, yet still, poor soul, helping the Aveaker on the Avay.'"
Catherine.] "Nay, nay, Margaret. "Wliy, Avench, pluck up heart
>ertes thou art no Bohemian."
Kate.] " Nay, mother, 'tis not that, I trow, but her father. And, deal
ieart, Avhy take notice to put her to the blush ?"
Richart.] " So I say."
" And he derided me. ' "Wliy that is a " biltreger," ' said he, ' and
;rou waste your bowels on a pilloAv, or so forth.' I tolcl him he lied
' Time would show,' said he, ' Avait till they camp.' And rising after
•meat and mecUtation, and travelling forward, we found them camped
between two great trees on a common by the Avayside; and they had
lighted a great fire, and on it was their calcfron ; and, one of the trees
nlanting o'er the fire, a Md hung doAAm by a chain from the tree-fork to
the fire, and m the fork was wedged an urchin turning still the chain to
keep the meat from burning, and a gay spark Arith a feather in his cap
rut up a sheep ; and another had spitted a leg of it on a wooden stake ;
and a woman ended chanticleer's pride Arith wringing of his neck. And
under the other tree four rafflers played at cards and quarrelled, and no
Avord sans oath ; and of these lewd gamblers one had cockles in his hat
and was my reverend pilgrim. And a female, young and comely, and
dressed Uke a butterfly, sat and mended a heap of dfrty rags. And Cul
de Jatte said, ' Yon is the " vopper," ' and I looked incredulous and
looked again, and it was so, and at her feet sat he that had so late lashed
her ; but I ween he had Ayist where to strike, or woe betide him ; and
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she did noAV oppress him sore, and made him thread her very needle
the AA'hich he did Avith all bumiUty ; so Avas their comedy turned seamy
side Avithout: and Cul de Jatte told me 'tAvas still so with ' voppers
and thefr men m camp ; they would don their bravery though but foi
an hour, and Arith their tinsel, empfre, and the man durst not the least
gainsay the ' A'opper,' or she wotdd turn him off at these times, as I my
master, and take another tyrant more submissive. And ray mastei
chuckled over me. Natheless 'vve soon espied a Avife set Avith her back
against the tree, and her hair clown, and her face Avhite, and by her side
a wench held u p to her eye a new-bom babe, vrith words of cheer, and
the rough felloAV, her hti.sband, did bring her hot Arine in a cup, and bade
her take courage. And, just o'er the place she sat, they had pinned
from bough to bough of those neighbouring trees two shawls, and blankets
IAVO, together, to keep the drizzle off her. And so had another poor Uttle
rogue come into the AA'OIICI : and by her own particular folk tended
gipsywise, but of the roasters, ancl boilers, and voppers, and garablers, no
more noticed, no, not for a single moment, than sheep which droppcth
her lamb m a field, by travellers upon the Avay. Then said I, ' What ol
thy i'otil suspicions, master? over-knavery blinds the eye as weU as
over-simplicity.'
And he laughed and said, ' Triumph, Bon Bee,
triumph. The chances were nine in ten against thee.' Then I did pity
her, to be m a croAvd at such a time ; but he rebuked me. ' I should
pity rather your queens and royal duchesses, which by law are condenined to groan in a crowd of nobles and courtiers, and do Avriths
Avitli shame as Avell as sorroAV, being come of decent mothers, whereas
these gipsy women have no more shame under thefr- skins than a woh'
ruth, or a hare A'alotir. And, Bon Bee,' quoth he, ' I espy in thee a
lamentable fault. Wastest thy boAvels. "\Vilt have none left for thy
poor good master Avhich doeth thy AA'IU by night and day.' Then we
came forward; and he talked AAith the men in some strange Hebrew
cant whereof no word knoAv I ; ancl the poor knaves bade us Avelcoma
and denied us nought. With them, and aU they had, 'twas lightly
come and lightly go ; and when Ave left them my master said to me,
' This is thy first lesson, but to-night Ave shall Ue at Hansburgh. Come
with me to the "rotboss" there, ancl I'll show thee all our folk and
thefr lays, and especiaUy " the lossners," " the dtitzers," " the schleppers,"
" the gickisses," " the schwanfelders," Avhom in England we call " shivering Jemmies," " t h e stintvegers," " the scliAriegers," " t h e j oners," "tha
sessel-degers," " the gennscherers," in France " marcandiers or rifodes,"
" the veranerins," " the stabulers," with a foAV foreigners like otirsefres,
such as " pietres," " francmitoux," " poUssons," " malingretix," " traters,"
•'rafflers," "Avhipjalks," " dommerars," "glymmerars," "jarkmen,"
" patricos," " SAvadders," " autem morts," " walMng morts" '—' EnoAV,'
uried I, stopping liim, ' art as gleesome as the EAil one a counting of his
imps. I'll jot doAAii in m y tablet aU these caitiffs ancl their accursed
names : for knowledge is knoAvledge. But go among them, alive or
dead, that vrill I not Arith my good will. Moreover,' said I. what
need ? since I have a comjianion in thee AVIIO is all the knaves on earth
in one ?' ancl thought to abash him ; but his face shone Avitli pride, and
hand on breast he did boAv IOAV to me. ' If thy wit be scant, good Bon
Bee, thy manners are a charm. I have made a good bargain.' So he to
t h e ' rotboss,' and I to a decent mn, and sketched the landlord's daugbtei
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by candle-Ught, and started at morn batzen three the richer, but could
not flnd my master, so loitered sloAvly on, and presently met Mm coming
west for me, and cursing the quiens. "Wliy so? Because he couW
blind the cuUs but not the quiens. At last I prevailed on him t4
leave ctirsmg and cantuig, and teU me his adventure. Said h e , ' I sat
outside the gate of yon monastery, full of sores, which I showed the
passers-by. Oh, Bon Bee, beautifuller sores you never saw : and it
rained cojipers in my hat. Presently the monks came home from some
procession, and the convent dogs ran out to meet them, curse the c[uiens!'
' What, did they faU on thee and bite thee, poor soul ?' ' Worse, worse,
dear Bon Bee, Had they bitten me I had eamed silver. But the great
idiots, being, as I think, puppies, or Uttle better, fell on me where I sat,
doAvned me, and fell a licking my sores among them. As thou, false
knave, didst SAveai the whelps in heaven licked the sores of Lazybones,
a beggar of old,' ' Nay, nay,' said I, ' I said no such thing. But tell
me, smce they bi t thee not, but sportfully Ucked thee, what harm ?'
' What harm, noodle, why the sores came off, ' How could that be ?
' How could aught else be ? and them just fresh put on. Did I think
he was so weak as bite holes in his flesh with ratsbane ? Nay, he was
an artist, a painter like his servant, and had put on sores made of pig's
blood, rye meal, and glue. So when the folk saw my sores go on
tongues of puppies, they laughed, ancl I saw cord or sack before me. So
up I jumped, and shouted " a mfracle ! a miracle ! The very dogs of
this holy convent be holy, and have cured me. Good fathers," cried I,
"whose day is this?" " St. Isidore's," said one. " St. Isidore," cried I,
in a sort of rapture. " Whj, St. Isidore is ray patron saint : so that
accounts." And the simple folk swaUowed my mfracle as those accursed
quiens my wounds. But the monks took me inside ancl shut the gate^
and put thefr heads together ; but I have a quick ear, and one did say
" caret mfraculo monasteiitmi," AA'hich is Greek patter I trow, leastways
it is no beggar's cant. Finally they bade the lay brethren give me a
hiding, and take me out a back way and put me on the road, and
threatened me did I come back to the town to hand me to the magistrate
and have me droAA'ned for a plain impostor. " Profit now by the
Church's grace," said they, " and mend thy Avays." So forward, Bon
Bee, for my life is not sure nigh hand this town.' As we went he
worked Ms shoulders, 'Wow but the brethren laid on. And wiiat
means yon piece of monk's cant, I wonder ?' So I told him the
words meant' the monastery is m Avant of a mfracle,' but the application
thereof was dark to me. ' Dark,' cried he, ' dark as noon. "Why it
means they are going to work the mfracle, my miracle, and gather all
the grain I soAved. Therefore these bloAvs on their benefactor's shoulders ;
therefore is he that wrought thefr scurvy miracle driven forth with
stripes and threats. Oh, cozemng knaves !' Said I, 'becomes you to
complain of guile.' ' Alas, Bon Bee,' said he, ' I but outAvit the simple ,
but these monks Avotild pluck LticUer of his wing feathers.' Ancl Avent
a league bemoaning hunself that he Avas not convent-bred like hia
servant. ' He would put it to more profit;' and raUing on quiens. ' And
us for those monks, there AA'as one AboA'e.' ' Certes,' saicl I, ' there is one
Above. What then?' 'WhoAvill call those shaA'elings to compt, one
day,' quoth he. 'And all deceitful men,' said I. Atone that afternoon I got amiories to paint : so my master took the yeUoAv jaundice
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and went begging tMough the toAvn, and Avith Ms oUy tongue, and
saffrcm-Avater face, (Ud fUl Ms hat. Now in aU the toAvns are certaip
licensed beggars, and one of these was an old favourite Arith the to-wiis«
folk : had his station at St, Martm's porch, the greatest church : a blind
man : they caUed liim bUnd Hans, He saw my master (fraAving coppers
on the other side the street, and knew him by his tricks for an impostor,
so sent and warned the constables, and I met my master in the constables' hands, and gomg to his trial in the town haU, I foUowed and
many more ; and he was none abashed, neither by the pomp of justice,
nor memory of his raisdeeds, but demanded Ms accuser like a trumpet.
And bUnd Hans's boy came forward, but was sifted narrowly by my
master, and stammered and faltered, and owned he had seen nothing,
but only carried blind Hans's tale to the chief constable. ' This is but
hearsay,' said my master. ' Lo ye now, here standeth Misfortune backbit by EnAy. But stand thou forth, bUnd Envy, and vent thine o\ra
lie.' And blind Hims behoved to stand forth, sore against his AriU.
Him did my master so press with questions, and so pinch and torture,
askuig him again and again, how, bemg bUnd, he could see aU that
befeU, and some that befell not, across a way; and why, an he could
not see, he came there holding up Ms perjured hand, and maUgning
the misfortunate, that at last he groaned aloud and would utter no word
more. And an alderman said, ' In sooth, Hans, ye are to blame; hast
cast more 3irt of suspicion on thyseU than on him.' But the burgomaster, a woncfrous fat man, and methinks of Ms fat some had gotten
into Ms head, checked him, and said, ' Nay, Hans we know this many
years, and, be he bUnd or not, he hath passed for blind so long, 'tis aU one.
Back to thy porch, good Hans, and let the strange varlet leave the toAvn
incontment on pam of wMppmg.' Then my master Avinked to me ; but
there rose a civic ofiicer in Ms gowm of state and golden chain, a Digmty
•with us Ughtly prized, and even shunned of some, but in Gennany and
France much courted, save by condemned malefactors ; to vrit the hangman ; and says he, ' An't please you, ffrst let us see why he weareth Ms
hair so tMck and IOAV.' And Ms man went and Ufted Cul de Jatte's
hafr, and lo the upper gristle of both ears was gone. ' How is tMs,
knave ?' quoth the burgomaster. My master said, carelessly, he minded
not precisely : his had been a life of misfortunes and losses. ' "When a
poor soul has lost the use of Ms leg, noble sfrs, these more trivial woes
rest Ughtly in Ms memory.' "When he found this would not serve his
tum, he named two famous battles, in each of wMch he had lost half an
ear, a fightmg like a true man against traitors and rebels. But the
hangman showed them the two cuts were made at one time, and by
measurement. ' 'Tis no bungUng solcUer's work, my masters,' said he,
"tis ourn.' Then the burgomaster gave judgment: ' The present charge
AS not proven against thee; but, an thou beest not gmlty now, thou
aast been at other times, vritness thine ears. "Wherefore I send thee to
{•risen for one month, and to give a florm towards the new haU of the
gmlds now a buUding, and to be whipt out of the town, and pay the
hangman's fee for the same.' And aU the aldermen approved, and my
master was haled to prison with one look of angMsh. It (Ud strike my
bosom, I tried to get speech of him, but the jaUer deMed me. But
lingering near the jaR I heard a whistle, and there was Cul de Jatte at
a narrow window twenty feet from earth. I went under, and he as-ked
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me what made I there ? I told him I was loath to go forward and net
bid bun farewell. He seemed quite amazed; but soon his suspicious
soul got the better. That was not all mine errand, I told him not all:
the psaltery: ' Well, Avhat of that ?' 'TAA'as not mine, but his ; I would
pay him the price of it, ' Then tMoAV me a rix dollar,' saicl he. I
counted out my coins, ancl they came to a rix dollar and tAvo batzen,
I threw him up his money in three throAvs, ancl Avhen he had got i t aU
he said, softly, ' Bon Bee' ' Master,' said I, Then the poor rogue Avas
greatly moved. ' I thought yc had been mocking me,' said he ; ' oh,
Bon Bee, Bou Bee, U I had found the Avorld Uke thee at starting I had
put my Avit to better use, and I had not lain here.' Then he Avhinipered out, ' I gave not quite a rix dollar for the jmgler ;' and thrcAV me
back that he had gone to cheat me of; honest for once, ancl over late ;
and so, with many sighs, bade me Godspeed. Thus did my master,
after often baffling men's justice, fall by thefr injustice ; for his lost ears
proved not his guilt only, but of that guilt the bitter punishment: so
the account was even ; yet they for his chastisement did chastise him.
Natheless he Avas a parlous rogue. Yet he holp to make a man of me.
Thanks to his good Avit I went forAvard richer far with my psaltery ancl
brush, than Avitli yon as good as stolen purse ; for that must have run
dry in time, Uke a big trough, but these a little fountain."
Bichai-L] " How pregnant his reflections be ; and but a curly
pated lad Avhen last I saw him. Asldng your pardon, mistress.
Prithee read on."
" One day I walked alone, and, sooth to say, Ught hearted, for mine
honest Denys sweetened the afr on the Avay ; but poor Cul de Jatte
poisoned it. The next day, passing a grand house, o ut came on prancing
steeds a gentleman in brave attire and IAVO servants ; they overtook me.
The gentleman bade me halt. I laughed in my sleeve ; for a few batzen
were all my store. He bade me doff my doublet and jerMn. Then I
chuckled no more. ' Bethmk you, my lord,' said I, ' 'tis Avinter. HOAV
may a poor felloAV go bare and UA'O ?' So he tolcl me I shot mine arroAv
wide of his thought; ancl off with his own gay jerkin, richly furred, and
doublet to match, and held them forth to me. Then a servant let me
knoAV it was a penanc». ' His lordship had had the ill luck to slay his
»ousm in their cups.' Down to my shoes he changed Avitli me ; and set
tne on his horse Uke a popinjay, ancl fared by my side m my worn Aveeds,
with my psaltery on hi»' back. And said he, ' Now, good youth, thou art
Count Detstem ; and I, late count, thy Servant. Play thy part weU,
and help me save my bl-yid-stamed soul! Be haughty and choleric, as
any nclile ; and I AVUI bt> as humble as I may.' I said I would do my
best to pliiy the noble. But Avhat should I call h'im ? He bade ine call
him nought but Servant That Avotild mortify him most, he wist. We
rode on a long way m silence : for I was meditating this strange chance,
that from a beggar's serv'fit had made me master to a count, and also
cudgeUmg my brains 1IOA> best I might play the master, Arithout being
run tMough the body aU t.t one time Uke his cousin. For I mistrusted
sore ray spark's humiUty ; your German nobles being, to my knowledge,
proud as LucUer, and choleric as fire. As for the servants, they did sUly
tfrira. to one another to see theif master so humbled—"
''Ah! what is that?"
A Imnp, as of lead, hat' j'J>J bounced .again.sl the deer, and Ike

286

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH.

latch was fumbled Arith unsuecessfuUy. Another bounce, and the
door sAvtmg mwarda with Giles arrayed m cloth of gold sticMng to it Uke
a wasp. He landed on the floor and AA'as embraced ; but, on leamiag
what was going on, trumpeted that he wotdd much Uever hear, of Gerard
than gossip.
Sybrandt pointed to a climinutiA'e chafr.
Giles showed Ms sense of tMs ciAiUty by tearing the said Sybrandt out
of a A'ery big one, and there ensconced hunself gorgeous and gloAring. Sybrandt had to wedge himseU into the one, AvMch Avas too sniaU for the
magnificent dAvarf's soul, and Margaret restmied. But as tMs part of the
letter Avas occupied Avith notices of places, aU Avliich my reader probably
knoAvs, and, U not, can find haii(Ued at large in a dozen well-knoAATi books,
from Mtmster to ilurray, I sMp the topography, and hasten to that pai1
where it occurred to him to throAV Ms letter into a journal. The personal
narrative that intervened may be thus condensed.
He spoke but Uttle at Mst to Ms ncAv companions, but listened to pick
up thefr characters. Neither his noble Seiwant nor his servants could
read or Avrite : and as he often made entries in his tablets, he impressed
them Arith some aAve. One of Ms entries A\'as " Le pen c[ue sont lea
hommes." For he found the surly innkeepers licked the very ground
before him now ; nor did a soul suspect the hosier's son in the count's
feathers, nor the count M the minstrel's weeds. TMs seems to have surprised liini ; for he eMarged on it Avith the naiA'ete and pomposity of
youth. At one place, bemg humbly requested to present the mn with
Ms armorial bearmgs, he consented loftily ; but painted them MmseU, to
muie host's wonder, who thought he lowered himseU by liandMig brush.
The true count stood grinmng by, and held the point-pot, AvliUe the
sham count pamted a sMeld Arith tliree red herrmgs rampant tinder a
sort of ilaltese cross raade Avith tAvo eU-meastires. At first Ms plebeian
servants were insolent. But tMs coming to the notice of his noble one,
he forgot Avhat he Avas domg penance for, and drew his SAVord to cut off
thefr ears, heads included. But Gerarcl interposed and saA'ed them, and
rebuked the count seA-erely. And finaUy they aU understood one another,
and the superior mind obtained its natural infittence. He played the
barbarous noble of that day Ailely. For his heart would not let him be
either tyrannical or cold. Here Avere tMee human bemgs. He tried tc
make them aU happier than he was ; held them raAished Avitli stories,
and songs, and set Herr Pemtent and Co. dancuig, Avith his Avhistle aud
psaltery. For his OAvn convemence he made them ride and tie, and
thus pushed rapicUy through the coimtry, travelling generaUy fifteei'
leagues a day.
" DIARY.

" THIS ffrst of January I observed a yotmg man of the cotmtry to meet
a strange maiden, and kissed Ms hand, and then held it out to her. She
took it Arith a sniUe, and lo ! acquaintance made ; and babbled Uke old
friends. Greeting so pretty and deUcate I ne'er did see. Yet Avere they
both cf the baser sort. So the next lass I saw a coming, I said to my
servant lord, ' For further penance boAV thy pride : go meet yon basebom gfrl; Mss thy homicidal hand, and give it her, and hold her in (Uscourse as best ye may.' And my noble Servant said, humbly, ' I shall
obey my lorcL Aod w« dfCAv rein and Avatched whil" he went forward
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kissed his hand and held it out to her. FortliAvith she took it sniiUng,
and was most affable Avith hun, and he with her. Presently came up a
band of'her companions. So this time I bade him doff Ms bonnet ta
them, as though they Avere empresses ; and he did so. And lo ! the lassos
drew up as stiff as hedge-stakes, and moved not n'^^ spake."
Denys.] " Aie ! aie ! aie ! Pardon, the company,
" This surprised me none ; for so they did discountenance poor Denys.
And that whole day I wore in experimentuig these German lasses ; and
'twas stUl the same. An' ye doff" bonnet to them they stiffen into statues;
distance for distance. But accost them with honest freedom, and Arith
that customary, and, though rustical, most gracious proffer, of the Mssed
hand, and they withhold neither thefr hands in turn nor their acquaintance in an honest way. Seeing which I vexed myseU that Denys was
not with us to prattle Arith them ; he is so fond of women." ("Are you
fond of tvoTiien, Denys ?") And the reader opened two great Aiolet eye.
upon him Avitli gentle surprise.
Denys.] " Ahem ! he says so, she-comrade. By Hannibal's hellnet 'ti.''
their fault, not mine. They will have such soft voices, and AAiiite skms,
and sunny hafr, ancl dark blue eyes, and—"
Margaret.] (Reading suddenly.) " Which thefr affabiUty I put to profit
thus. I asked them how they made shUt to grow roses in yule ? For
knoAV, dear Margaret, that throughout Germany the baser sort of lasses
wear for head-dress nought but a ' crantz,' or Avreath of roses, encfrcling
their bare hafr, as laurel Caesar's ; and though of the Avorshipful scorned,
yet is braver, I wist, to your eye and mine Avhich painters be, though
sorry ones, than the gorgeous, uncouth, mechanical head-gear of the time,
and adorns, not hides her hafr, that goodly ornament fitted to her head
by craft dlAine. So the good lasses, bemg questioned close, cUd let me
know, the rose-buds are cut in summer and laid then in great clay pots,
thus ordered:—first bay salt, then a roAV of buds, and over that row bay
salt sprmMed : then another roAV of buds placed crosswise; for they say
it is death to the buds to touch one another ; ancl so on, buds and salt in
layers. Then each pot is coA'ered and soldered tight, and kept in cool
ceUar. And on Saturday night the master of the house, or mistress, if
master be none, opens a pot, ancl doles the rose-buds out to every female
in the house, high or low, Avithoitten gnidge ; then solders it up agam.
And such, as of these buds Avotild fuU-bloAA'n roses make, put them in
warm Avater a Uttle space, or else in the stove, and then Avitli tiny brush
and soft, Avetted m Rhenish Avme, do coax them till they op*
their folds. And some perftune them Arith rose-water. For, alack, their
smell it is fled vrith the summer; and only thefr fafr bodyes UeArithouten
Boul, in tomb of clay, awaiting resurrection.
" And some with the roses and buds mis nutmegs gUded, but not bj
my good AriU ; for gold, brave m itseU, cheek by jowl Avitli roses, is but
yeUow earth. And it does the eye's heart good to see these fafr heads of
hafr come, blooming with roses, over snowy roads, ancl by snow capt
hedges, setting Aviiiter's beauty by the side of summer's glory. For wlia*
Jo fafr as winter's Ulies, snoAV yclept, and Avhat so brave as roses ? And
shouldst have had a picture here, but for their superstition. Leaned a
lass in Sunday garb, cross ankled, against her cottage corner, Avliose low
roof Avas snoAv-clad, and AAith her crantz did seem a suimiierfloAversprouting from winter's bosom. I drcAV rein, and out pencil and Druih to Umn
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hei for taee. But the simpleton, fearing the evil eye, or glamour^ clap
both hands to her face and flies panic-stricken. But, indeed, they are not
more superstitious than the Sevenbergen folk, which take thy father for
a magician. i"et softly, sith at this moment I profit by this darkness oi
thefr mmds ; for, at first, sitting doAA'n to AA'rite this diary, I could frame
<ior thought nor word, so harried and deaA'ed AA'as I Arith noise of mecha_ical persons, and hoarse laughter at dull jests of one of these particoloured ' foois,'AA'Mch are so rife in Germany. But oh, sorry AA'it, that
is driven to tlie poor resource of pointed ear-caps, and a green and yelloAV
body. Trae AAit, methinks, is of the mind. "VVe met m Burgundy ax
honest wench, though over free for my palate, a chambermaid, had mad';
havoc of all these zames, cfroU by brute force. Oh, Digressor ! "Well
theu, I to be rid of roaring rtisticaUs, and mmcUess jests, jiut my finger
in a glass and clreAV on the table a great Avatery cfrcle ; AA'hereat the rusticaUs (Ud look askant, like A'enison at a cat ; and in that cfrcle a smallei
circle. The rasticaUs held thefr peace ; and besides these circles cabalistical, I laid doAvn on the table solemnly yon parchment deed I had out
of your house. The rusticaUs held thefr breath. Then did I look us
glum as might be, and muttered sloAvly thus :—' Videamns—quam diu
tu fictus morio—A'osque veri stulti—attdebitis—m hac aula morari, strcpitantes ita—et olentes—ut dulcissimse neqtieam miser scribere.' They
shook like aspens, and stole aAvay on tiptoe one by one at first, then m A
rush and jpi ''ling, and left me alone ; and most sacred of aU was the fool:
never earned jester fafrer his ass's ears. So rubbed I thefr foible, who
first rubbed mine ; for of all a traA-eller's foes I dread those giants twain.
Sir Noise, and eke Sfr Stench, The samts and martyrs forgive my
peevishness. Thus I write to thee m balmy peace, and teU thee tririal
things sc?.rce Avorthy ink, also hoAV I love thee, wMch there Avas no need
to teU, for weU thou knowest it. And, oh, dear Margaret, looking on
thefr roses, AvMch grew ui summer, but bloAv in wmter, I see the picture
of our true affection ; born it Avas in smUes and bUss, but soon adversity
beset us sore with many a bitter blast. Yet our love hath lost no leal,
thank God, but blossoms ftiU and fafr as ever, proof againstfr-OAvns,and
jibes, and prison, and- baMshment, as those SAveet German flowers a
blooming m winter's snow.
"January 2nd.—My servant, the count, finding me curious, took me to
the stables of the prince that rules tMs part. I n the first court was
R horse-bath, adorned AAith twenty-tAvo piUars, graven AA'ith the prince's
arms ; and also the horse-leech's shop, so furnished as a rich apothecary
Anight euA-y-. The stable is a fafr quadrangle, Avhereof three sides fiUed
with horses of aU nations. Before each horse's nose Avas a glazed Avindow,
with a green curtain to be draAvn at pleasure, and at his taU a tMck
wooden pUlar with a brazen shield, whence by turMng of a pipe he is
Vi'atered, and serves too for a cupboard to keep his comb and rubbing
clothes. Each rack was iron, and each manger shining copper, and each
nag covered with a scarlet mantle, and aboA'e him his bridle and saddle
hung, ready to gaUop forth in a m i n u t e ; and not less than two hundred
horses, whereof twelve score of foreign breed. And Ave returncjd to om'
inn full of admfration, and the two varlets said sorroAvfuUy, ' W h y were
We b o m with IAVO legs ?' And one of the grooms that AA'as ciAil and had
if me trinkgeld, stood noAv at his cottage-door and asked us in. There
we foimd his AA'UO and children of aU ages, from five to eighteen, and had

I ' —••j'T3T¥5s, Am-x.' 'THE HEARTH.

239

DUt one room to bide and sleep iu, a thing pestUeroua and ni-j.t uncivil.
Then I asked my Servant, Miew he tliis prince ? Ay, did he, and had
»ften drunk Arith him in a marble chamber above the stable, Avhere, for
table, Avas a curious and artificial rock, and the drinking vessels hai.g on
its pinnacles, and at the hottest of the engagement a statue c f a horseman in bronze came forth bearing a bowl of liquor, and he that sat
learest behoved to drain it. ' 'Tis weU,' said I : ' noAv for thy penance,
ivhisper thou in yon prince's ear, that God hath given hmi his people
freely, and not sought a price for them as for horses. And pray him look
nside the huts at Ms horse-palace door, ancl bethink MmseU is it AveU to
louse his horses, and stable Ms folk.' Said he,' 'TwiU give sore offence.'
But,' said I, ' ye must do it discreetly and choose your tune.' So he
Dronused. And ridmg on we heard plaintive cries. ' Alas,' said I, ' some
iore raiscliance hath befaUen some poor soul: Avhat may it be ? And we
:ode up, and lo! it was a wedding feast, and the guests were plying the
lusiness of drinMng sad and silent, but ever and anon cried loud and
lolefuUy, ' Sej-te froUch 1 Be merry.'
" January 3.—Yesterday between Nurnberg and Augsburg Ave parted
lompany. I gave my lord, late Servant, back, Ms brave clothes for
nine, but his horse he made me keep, and five gold pieces, and said he
vas stiU my debtor, his penance it had been sUght along of me, but
Drofitable. But Ms best word was tMs: ' I see 'tis raore noble -to be
oved than feared.' And then he did so praise me as I blushed to put
in paper; yet. poor fool, would fam thou couldst hear his Avords, but
Tom some other pen than mine. And the servants did heartily grasp
ny hand, and Avish me good luck. And riding apace, yet could I not
'each Augsburg tiU the gates Avere closed; but it mattered Uttle, for this
iugsburg it is an enchanted city. For a smaU com one took me a long
vay round to a famous postem caUed der Efrdasse. Here stood two
guardians, Uke statues. To them I gave my name and business. They
lodded me leave to knock; I knocked; and the fron gate opened Arith a
Treat noise and hoUoAV rattling of a cham, but no hand seen nor cham;
md he, Avho drew the Mdden chain, sits a butt's length from the gate;
md I rode in, and the gate closed Avith a clang after me. I found myself
n a great buUdmg with a bridge at my feet. This I rode over and presently came to a porter's lodge, where one asked me again my name ancl
ausiness, then rang a bell, and a great portculUs that barred the way
aegan to rise, clrawTi by a wheel overhead, and no hand seen. BeMnd
;he portctUlis was a thick oaken door studded Arith steel. It opened
irithout hand, and I rode into a haU as dark as pitch. TrembUng there
1 while, a door opened and showed me a smaUer hall Ughted. I rode
nto it: a tin goblet came doAvn from the ceiUng by a Uttle cham: I put
;wo batzen into it, and it went up again. Bemg gone, another thiclr
loor creaked and opened, and I rid tMough. It closed on me with a
jemendotis clang, and behold me in Augsburg city, I lay at an inn
:aUed ' The Three Moors,' over an huncfred years old; and, this morning, according to my way of vievring toAvns to leam thefr compass and
shape, I mounted the highest toAver I could find, and settmg my dial at
my foot surveyed the beautUul city: whole streets of palaces, and
shurches tUed AA'ith copper burmshed Uke gold; and the house front*
jaUy painted and aU glazed, and the glass so clean and burmshed as
Ms most resplendent and rare; and I, noAV first seeing a great citie, did
p
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croAV -with deUght, and Uke cock on Ms ladder, and at the tower loot •wai
taken into custody for a spy; for Whilst I watched the city the watch•man had watched me. The burgomaster received me courteously and
teard my story; then rebuked he the officers, ' Could ye not questioi)
hun yourselves, or read in his face ? This is to make our city stink in
strangers' report,' Then he told me my curiosity Avas of a commendabld
sort; and seemg I was a craftsman and inquisitive, bade his clerk take me
among the guilds, God bless the city where the very burgomaster is cut
of Solomon's cloth!
" January 5,—Dear IVf argaret, it is a noble city, and a Mnd mother to
arts. Here they cut in wood and ivory, that 'tis Uke spider's work, and
paint on glass, and sing angeUcal harmonies. Writing of books is quite
gone by; here be six printers. Yet was I offered a bountiful wage to
write fafrly a merchant's accounts, one Fugger, a grand and Avealthy
trader, and hath store of sMps, yet his father was but a poor weaver.
But here in commerce, her very garden, men swell like musMooms,
And he bought ray horse of rae, and abated me not a jot, which way of
dealing is not knoAvn in HoUand, But, oh, Margaret, the workmen of
all the guUds are so Mnd and brotherly to one another, and to me.
Here, methinks, I have found the true German mind, loyal, frank, and
kindly, somewhat choleric withal, but nought revengeful. Each mechanic
weajs a sword. The very weavers at the loom sit gfrded Arith their
we=!>ons, and aU Germans on too slight occasion draw them and fight;
bu. I D treachery: chaUenge first, then draw, and vrith the edge only,
mostly the face, not vrith Sfr Pomt; for if m these combats one thrust at
Ms adversary and hurt him, 'tis called ein schelemstucke, a heinous act,
both men and Avomen tum thefr backs on him; and even the judges
puMsh tMusts bitterly, but pass over cuts. Hence in Germany be good
store of scarred faces, tMee in five at least, and in France scarce more
than one in tMee.
" But in arts mechanical no- citizens may compare vrith these. Fountains in every street that play to heaven, and in the gardens seeming
trees, wMch "being approached, one standmg afar touches a spring, and
every tAvig shoots water, and souses the guests to thefr host's much delectation. Big culverms of war they cast with no more ado than our
folk horse-shoes, and have done tMs fourscore years. AU stuffs they
weave, and linen fine as ours at home, or nearly, which elscAvhere in
Europe vamly shaU you seek. Sfr Printing Press—sore foe to poor
Gerard, but to other humans beneficial—pUeth by Mght and day, and
casteth goocUy words like sower afield; while I, poor fool, can but sow
fliem as I saw women in France sow rye, dribbUng it in the furrow grain
by grain. And of thefr strange mechanical sMU take two examples, Foi
ending of exemplary rogues they have'a figure Uke a woman, seven feet
high, and caUed Jung Frau; but lo a spring is touched, she seizeth the
poor Avretch \rith fron arras, and opening herseU, hales Mra mside her,
and there pierces Mm tMough and through with two score lances. Secondly, in aU great houses the spit is tumed not by a scrubby boy, but
by smoke. Ay, mayst weU admire, and judge me a lying knave. These
cunning Germans do set in the chimney a Uttle vrindmiU, and the smoke
straggUng to wend past, turns it, and from the mill a Avfre runs tMough
the wall and trims the spit on wheels; beholding which I doffed my
bonnet to the men of Augsburg, for Avho but these had ere devised ts
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bind ye so dark and suljtle a knave as Sfr Smoke, and set hun to ruast
Dame Pullet ?
" This day, January 8, -vitli three craftsmen of the toAvii, I painted o
pack of cards. They Avere for a senator in a hurry, I the diamondg.
My queen came forth vrith eyes Uke spring Aiolets, hafr a golden broAATi,
and witching smile. My fellow-craftsmen saAV her, and put their anna
round my neck ancl hailed me master. Oh, noble Germans! No jealousy of a brother-workman: no sour looks at a stranger: and would
have me spend Sunday VA'itii them after matins; and the merchant paid
me so richly, as t Avas ashamed to take the guerdon : and I to my inn,
ancl tried to paint the queen of diamonds for poor Gerard; but no, she
Avould not come like again. Luck will not be bespoke. Oh, happy rich
man that hath got her! F i e ! fie ! Happy Gerard, that shall haA'6
herseU one day, ancl keep house with her at Augsburg.
January 8.—With my felloAvs, and one Veit Stoss, a wood-carver, and
one Hafnagel, of the goldsmiths' guUd, ancl thefr Avives and lasses, to
HafnageTs cousin, a senator of tMs free city, ancl his stupendious winevessel. I t is ribbed Uke a ship, and hath been eighteen months in hand,
and finished but now, ancl holds a hundred ancl fifty hogsheads, and
standeth not, but lieth; yet even so ye get not on his back vrithotiten
ladders two, of tlifrty steps. And we sat about the miraculous mass,
and (frank Rhenish from it, drawn by a little artificial pump, and the
lasses pinned their crantzes to it, and we danced round it, and the senator
danced on its back, but Avith drinMng of so many garattsses, lost his footing and feU off, glass in hand, and broke an arm ancl a leg in the midst
of us. So scurAily ended our drinking bout for this time.
" January 10.—This day started for Venice Avitli a company of merchants, and among them Mm who had desired me for his scrivener; and
so Ave are now agreed, I to Avrite at night the letters he shall diet, and
other matters, he to feed and lodge me on the road. We be many
and armed, and soldiers Avith ns to boot, so fear not the thieves which
men say lie on the borders of Italy. But an if I find the printing
press at Venice I troAV I shall not go unto Rome, for man may not vie
Avith fron.
" Imprimit una dies cptantum non scribitur anno. And, dearest,
something teUs me you and I snail end our days at Augsburg, Avhenc«
going, I shall leave it all I can—my bles.sing.
"January 12.—My master affecteth me much, and IIOAV maketh me sit
with Mm in his horse-litter. A graA'e good niian, of all respected, but sad
for loss of a dear daughter, and ^'oveth my psaltery: not giddy-paced
ditties, but holy harmonies such as Cul de Jatte made AAay mouths at
So many men, so many minds. But cooped in horse-litter and at night
Arriting his letters, my journal halteth.
" January 14.—When not attending on my good merchant, I consort
Avitli such of our company as are ItaUans, for 'tis to Italy I Avend, and I
am ill seen in Italian tongue. A courteous and a subtle people, at meat
deUcate feeders, ancl cleanly: loA'e not to put thefr left hand in the dish.
They say Venice is the garden of Lombardy, Lombardy the garden of
Italy, Italy of the Avorld.
'^Jdiiunry 16.—Strong Avays ancl steep, and the mountain girls sc
' girded up, as from their armpits to their Avaist is but a handful. Of all
' *he gaibs I yet haA'e seen the most unlovely.
V 2
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" January 18.—Tn the midst of Ufe Ave are m death. Oh ! dear itfa^.
garet, I thought I had lost thee. Here I lie in pain and dole, and shall
write thee that, Avhich read you it in a romance ye should cry, ' Most
improbable !' And so stiU wondering that I am aUve to Avrite it, and
thanking for it God and the samts, tMs is what befeU thy Gerard,
Testreen I wearied of bemg shut up in Utter, and of the mtde's slow
yice, and so went forAvard ; and being, I knoAV not why, strangely fuU
of spirit and hope, as I have heard befaU some men Avhen on trouble's
brink, seemed to tread on afr, and soon distanced them aU, Presently I
came to tAvo roads, and took the larger; I should have taken the smaUer,
After traveUuig a good haU-hour, I fotmd my error, and returned; and
deeming my company had long passed by, pushed bravely on, but I cotdd
not overtake them ; and small wonder, as you shaU hear. Then I was
anxious, and ran, but bare AA'as the road of those I sought; and mght
came doAAai, and the AvUd beasts afoot, and I bemoaned my foUy; also 1
was hungered. The moon rose clear and bright exceecUngly, and presently, a Uttle Avay off' the road, I saAV a taU Avind-mill, ' Come,' said I,
' mayhap the nuUer AAiU take ruth on me,' Near the miU was a hay.
stack, and scattered about were store of Uttle barrels ; but, lo! theyAvere
not flour-barrels, but tar-barrels, one or two, and the rest of spfrits,
Brant vem and Schiedam ; I MIOAV them momently, liaA'ing seen the
like m HoUand, I Miocked at the niiU door, but none answered, I
lifted the latch, and the door opened inwards. I Avent ui, and gladly,
for the night was fine but cold, and a rime on the trees, AvMch Avere a
kind of lofty sycamores. There was a stove, but black ; I lighted it with
some of the hay and Avood, for there Avas a great pile of Avood outside ,
aud I know not how, I went to sleep. Not long had I slept, I trow,
v.hen hearmg a noise 1 awoke, and there Avere a dozen men around me,
Avith AvUd faces, ancl long black hafr, and black sparlding eyes."
Catherine.] " Oh, my poor boy ! those black-hafred ones do stUl scare
me to look on."
" I made my excuses m such ItaUan as I knew, and eking out by signs.
They grmned. ' I had lost my company.' They grinned. ' I was an
hungered.' StUI they grinned, and spoke to one another in a tongue I
knew not. At last one gave me a piece of bread and a tin mug of Avine, as
I thought, but it Avas spfrits neat. I made a Avry face, and asked for
AA'ater : then these wUd men laughed a horrible laugh. I thought to fly,
but, looldng towards the door, it was bolted Avith two enormous bolts of
fron, and UOAV first, as I ate my bread, I saw it Avas aU guarded too, and
ribbed Arith fron. My blood curdled Avitlmi me, and yet I coiUd not tell
*.hee AA'hy ; but hadst thou seen the faces, AAild, stupid, and ruthless. I
mumbled my bread, not to let them see I feared them ; but oh, it cost
me to SAvaUow it and keep it in me. Then it whfrled m my brain, Avas
there no way to escape ? Said I, 'They Arill not let me forth by the door;
thtse be smugglers or robbers.' So I feigned cU'OAA'siness, and taking out
two batzen said,' Good men, for our Lady's ^race let me Ue on a bed and
sleep, for I am faint Avith traA'el.' They nodded and grinned thefr horrible gr-), and bade one Ught a lanthom and lead me. He took me up a
windin staircase, up, up, and I saAv no windoAvs, but the wooden AvaU/
were pie^'ced like a barbican tower, and methinks for the same purposfc,
and through these sUts I got glimpses of the sky, and thought, ' ShaU I
e'er see thee agam ?' Ee tooi c?« to *he very top of the mUl °"d. then
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was a room Avitli a heap of straw in one comer, and many empty barrel.',
and by the Avail a truckle bed. He pomted to it, and Avent doAvii stairs
neaAily, taking the light, for in this room Avas a great Avindow, and Iha
/noon came in bright. I looked out to see, and lo it was so high that
CA'cn the mill sails at their highest came not up to my AvindoAV by some
feet, but turned A'ery SIOAV and stately underneath, for Avmd there Avas
scarce a breath : and the trees seemed sUver filagree made by angel craftsmen. My hope of flight Avas gone.
" But noAA', those Avild faces being out of sight, I smiled at my fears :
AA'hat an' if they Avere iU men, Avonld it profit them to hurt me ? Natheless, for caution against surprise, I Avould put the bed against the door.
1 went to moA'e it, but could not. I t was free at the head, but at the
foot fast clamped Arith iron to the floor. So I flung my psaltery on the
bed, but for myseU made a layer of straw at the door, so as none could
open on me unaAvares. And I laid my SAVord ready to my hand. And
said my prayers for thee ancl me, and tumed to &Ieop.
" Below they drank and made merry. And bearing this gave me
confidence. Said I, ' Out of sight, out of mind. Another hour and the
good ScMedam Avill make them forget that I am here.' And so I composed myself to sleep. And for some time could not for the boisterous
mirth beloAA'. At last I dropped off. How long I slept I kneAV n o t ; but
I A\'oke Avith a s t a r t : the noise had ceased beloAv, and the sudden silence
Avoke me. Ancl scarce Avas I aAA'ake, when sudden the truckle bed was
gone Avitli a loud clang all but the feet, ancl the floor yaAAmed, and I
heard my psaltery fall ancl break to atoms, deep, deep, beloAV the very
floor of the mill. It had fallen into a Avell. And so had I done, lying
whei'e it lay."
Margaret shuddered and put her face in her hands. But speedily
resumed.
" I lay stupefied at first. Then horror fell on me and I rose, but stoi>'
rooted there, shaMng from head to foot. At last I found myself looking
down fr.to that fearsome gap, and m.j very hair did bristle as I peered.
And then, I remember, I turned quite calm, ancl made up my mind to
die SAVord in hand. For I saw no man must knoAv this their bloody
secret and Uve. And I said ' Poor Margaret !' Ancl I took out of ni}'
bosom, where they lie ever, our marriage Unes, and kissed them again
and agam. And I pinned them to my shirt again, that they might lie
in one grave Arith me, if die I must. And I thought ' All our IOA'O aiid
hopes to end thus ! ' "
Eli.] " "Whist aU ! Their marriage Unes ? Give her time ! But no
A^'ord. I can bear no chat. My poor lad !"
During the long pause that ensued Catherine leaned forward and
passed something adroitly from her OAATI lap under her daughter's apron
who sat next her.
" Presently thmking, all in a Avhfrl, of all that ever passed between u?,
and taking leave of all those pleasant hours, 1 called to mind how one
day at Sevenbergen thou taughtest me to make a rope of straAv, Mindest
thou ? The moment memory brought that happy day back to rae, I
cried ont A'try loud : ' Margaret gives me a chance for life even here,' 1
woke from my lethargy, I seized on the straAv and tAvisted it eagerly, as
theu didst teach me, but my fingers trembled and delayed the tftsls
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Whiles I AA'i'ought I heard a door open below. That AAas a terribj3
moment. Even as I tAvisted my rope I got to the windoAV and looked
down at the great arms of the miU coming slowly up, then passmg, then
turning less slowly down, as it seemed ; and I thought' They go not aa
Avhen there is Avind : yet, slow or fast, what man rid ever on such steed
as these, and Uved ? Yet,' said I , ' better trust to them and God, than to
iU men,' And I prayed to Him whom even the Avind obeyeth,
" Dear Margaret, I fastened my rope, and let myseU gently doAvn, and
fixed my eye on that huge arm of the mUl, wMch then was creeping up
to me, and went to spiing on to it. But my heart faUed me at the pinch.
And methought it was not near enow. And it passed caUn and awful
by. I watched for another ; they were three. And after a Uttle wMle
one crept up slower than the rest methought. And I vrith my foot tMust
myseU in good time somewhat out from the waU, and crying aloud ' Margaret !' did grip Arith all my soul the wood work of the saU, and that
moraent was SAvimming in the afr."

Giles.] " Well done ! well done !"
" Motion I felt Uttle ; but the stars seemed to go round the sky, and
then the grass came up to me nearer and nearer, and when the hoary
greass was qmte close I was sent rolling along it as U hurled from a catapult, and got up breathless, and every pomt and tie about rae broken. I
rose, but feU doAvn agam in agony. I had but one leg I could stand on.''
Catherine.] " Eh ! dear ! his leg is broke, my boy's leg is broke."
" And, e'en as I lay groaning, I heard a sound Uke thunder. It was
the assassins running up the stafrs. The crazy old mUl shook under
them. They must have found I had not faUen into thefr bloody teap,
and were running to despatch me. Margaret, I felt no fear, for I had
now no hope. I could neither run, nor Mde; so vrild the place, so bright
the moon. I struggled up aU agony and revenge, more like some
wounded wUcl beast than your Gerard. Leaning on my sword Mlt 1
hobbled round; and swUt as lightning, or vengeance, I heaped a great
pile of thefr hay and wood at the mill door ; then (frove my dagger into
a barrel of thefr smuggled spirits, and flung it on; then out Arith my
tinder and lighted the pile. ' TMs Avill bring trae men round my dead
body,' said I. 'Aha !' I cried, 'think you I'U die alone, cowards, assassins ! reckless fiends !' and at each word on went a barrel pierced. But,
oh, Margaret! the ffre fed by the spfrits surprised me: it shot up and
singed my very hafr, it went roaring up the side of the Tnill, swUt as falls
the Ughtning : and I yeUed and laughed in my torture and despafr, and
pierced more barrels, and the very tar-barrels, and flung them on. The
fire roared like a Uon for its prey, and voices answered it inside from the
top of the mUl, and the feet came thundering doAvn, and I stood as near
that aAvful fire as I could, with upUfted sword to slay and be slain. The
bolt was draAvn. A tar-barrel caught ffre. The door was opened. What
foUowed ? Not the men came out, but the ffre rushed in at them Uke a
Uvmg death, and the ffrst I thought to fight Arith was blackened and
crumpled on the floor Uke a leaf. One fearsome yeU, and dumb for ever.
The feet ran up agam, but feAver, I heard them hack Arith thefr swords
a little way up, at the miU's wooden sides; but they had no time to hew
thefr way out: the ffre and reek were at thefr heels, and the smoke burst
out at every loophole, and oozed blue in the moonUght through eaflb
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crevice. I hobbled back, racked Avith pain and fury. There were Vv'hite
faces up at my Avindow. Tliey saAv me. They cursed me. I cursed
them back and shook my naked SAVord : ' Come doAvn the road I came,
I cried. ' But ye must come one by one, and, as ye corae, ye die upon
this steeL' Some cursed at that, but others AvaUed. For I had them all
at deadly vantage. And doubtless Arith ray smoke-grimed face and
fiendish rage I looked a demon. Ancl now there Avas a steady roar mside
the mill. The flame was gomg up it as furnace up its chimney. The
mill caught ffre. Ffre gUmmered through it. Tongues of flame darted
tMough each loophole and shot sparks and fiery fiakes mto the night.
One of the assassuis leaped on to the saU, as I had done. In his hurry
he missed his grasp ancl fell at my feet, and bounded from the hard
ground Uke a ball, and ne-fer spoke, nor moved again. And the rest
screamed like Avomen, and with their despafr came back to me both ruth
for them and hope of Ufe for myseU. And the fire gnawed through th«
mUl in placen, and shot forth shoAvers of great flat sparks Uke flakes oj
fiery snoAV ; and the sails caught fire one after another; and I became a
man again and staggered away terror-stricken, leaning on my sword, from
the sight of my revenge, and Arith great bodily pain craAvled back to the
road. And, dear Margaret, the rimy trees were now all Uke pyranuds of
golden filagree, and lace, cobweb fine, m the red fireUght. Oh ! most
beautiful! And a poor Avretch got entangled m the burning sails, and.
whfrled round screammg, and lost hold at the Avroiig time, and hurled
like stone from mangonel high mto the afr ; then a cltiU thump ; it was
Ms carcass striking the earth. The next moment there was a loud crash.
The mUl fell in on its destroyer, and a mUUon great sparks flew up, and
the sails fell over the burning AArreck, and at that a mUUon more sparks
flew up, and the ground was strewn vrith burning wood and men. I
prayed God forgive me, and kneeUng vrith my back to that fiary shambles,
I saw lights on the road ; a Avelcome sight. It was a company coming
towards me, and scarce two furlongs off. I hobbled towards them. Ere
I had gone far I heard a swift step behind me. I turned. One had
escaped ; how escaped, who can divine ? His sword shone m the moonlight. I feared him, methought the ghosts of aU those dead sat on that
^Uttermg glaive. I put my other foot to the ground, maugre the angMsh,
md fled towards the torches, moaning with pain, and shoutmg for aid
But what could I do ? He gained on me. Behooved me tum and fight
Denys had taught me sword play in sport. I wheeled, our swords
clashed. His clothes they smelled all smged. I cut svriftly upward Avith
mpple hand, and Ms dangled bleeding at the wrist, and his sword feU ;
it tmkled on the ground. I raised my sAvord to hew him should he
itoop for't. He stood and cursed me. He drew his dagger Avith his left
[ opposed my point and dared him with my eye to close. A great shout
irose behmd me from true men's throats. He started. He spat at me
n Ms rage, then gnashed Ms teeth and fled blasphemmg. I tumed and
iaw torches close at hand. Lo, they feU to dancing up and down melliought, and the next—moment—aU—was—dark. I had—ah I"
Catherine.] " Here, help ! Avater ! Stand aloof, you tl at be men 1"
Margaret had fainted, away.
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CHAPTER LVI.
WHEH she recovered, her head was on Catherine's ann.and the honest
haU of the family she had iuA'aded Uke a foe stood round her uttering
rough hem sly words of encouragement, especially Giles, who reared at
her that she was not to take on Uke that. " Gerard was alive and well,
or he could not have writ this letter, the biggest raanMnd had seen as
yet, and," as he thought, "the beautUulest, andraost moving, and smaUest
writ."
"Ay, good Master GUes," sighed Margaret, feebly, "he was aliA'e. But
how know I what hath since befaUen hira? Oh, why left he HoUand
to go among strangers fierce as lions ? And why did I not cfrive Mm
from me sooner than part bim fr-om his own flesh and blood ? Forgive
me, you that are his mother !"
And she gently removed Catherine's arm, and made a .feeble attempt
to sUde off the chafr on to her knees, which, after a brief struggle with
superior force ended in her finding herseU on Catherine's bosom. Then
Margaret held out the letter to EU, and said faintly but sweetly, " I AriU
trust it from my hand now. In sooth, I am little fit to read any more—
and—and—loth to leave my comfort :" and she AATeathed her other arm
round Catherine's neck.
" Read thou, Richart," said EU ; " tMne eyes be younger than mine."
Richart took the letter. " WeU," said he, " such writmg saAV I never.
A Aviiteth with a needle's pomt; and clear to boot. "Why is he not
in my counting-house at Amsterdam instead of vagabonding it out
yonder ?"
"When I came to myseU I was seated in the Utter, and my good
merchant holding of my hand. I babbled I loioAV not Avhat, and then
shuddered awMle in sUence, He put a horn of Avine to niy Ups,"
Catherine.] " Bless bim ! bless him ! "
Eli.] " ^VMst!"
" And I told him what had befaUen. He would see ray leg. It was
sprained sore, and sweUed at the ankle ; and all my points were broken,
as I coiUd scarce keep up my hose, and I said, ' Sfr, I shall be but a
burden to yon, I doubt, and can make you no harmony nov/ ; my poor
psaltery it is "broken ;' and I cUd grieve over my broken music, companion of so many weary leagues. But he patted me on the cheek ^^^
bade me not fret; also he did put up my leg on a piUoAV, and tended ma
like a kind father.
" January 14.—I sit aU day in the Utter, for we are pushing forward
Arith haste, and at night the good, kind merchant sendeth me to bed, and
Arill not let me work. Strange ! wiiene'er I fall in Arith men like fiends,
theu the next moment God stUl sendeth me some good man or woman,
lest I should turn away from human kind. Oh, Margaret! how strangely
mixed they be, and how old I am by Avhat I was tMee months agone.
And lo ! if good Master Fugger hath not been and bought me 8
psaltery."
Catheri7ie.] " EU, my man, an yon merchant comes our A^ay let us buf
a bundled ells of cloth of him, and not higgle."
SH.] " That A\iU T. take your oath on't I"
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Willie Richart prepared to read, Kate looked at her mother, and Avith
a faint blush drew out the piece of Avork from under her aprtn, and
scAved AA'ith head depressed a Uttle more than necessary. Ou this her
mother drew a piece of work out of hor pocket, and seAved too, whila
Richart read. Both the specimens these SAveet surreptitious creatures
now first exposed to observation Avere babies' caps, and more than half
fiMshed, which told a tale. Horror ! they Avere like little monks' cowls
tn shape and delicacy.
" January 12.—Laid up in the litter, ancl as good as blind, but, halting
to bait, Lombardy plains burst on me. Oh, Margaret ! a land floAvmg
with milk and honey; all sloping plains, goodly rivers, jocund meadoAVs,
delectable orchards, and blooming gardens ; and, though Arinter, looks
Avarmer than poor beloved Holland at midsummer, and makes the wanderer's face to shme, and his heart to leap for joy to see earth so kind and
smiling. Here be vmes, cedars, oUves, and cattle plenty, but three goatj
to a sheep. The draught oxen wear Avhite linen on thefr necks, and
standing by dark green olive-trees each one is a picture ; and the folk
especially women, wear deUcate strawen hats with flowers and leaves
fafrly imitated in silk, Avitli silver mixed. This day we crossed a river
prettily m a chained ferry-boat. On either bank Avas a Arindlass, and
a smgle man by turning of it droAV our whole company to his sliore,
Avhereat I did admfre, being a stranger. Passed over Avith us some
country folk. And, an old Avoman looMng at a young wench, she did
hide her face Arith her hand, and held her crucifix out Uke knight his
SAVord tn tottrnay, dreaduig the evU eye.
" January 15.—Safe at Venice. A place whose strange and passing
beauty is Avell knoAvn to thee by report of our mariners. Dost nund too
how Peter Avould oft fill our ears withal, Ave handed beneath the table,
and he still discoursing of this sea-enthroned and peerless citie, m shap^
a bow, and its great canal ancl palaces on piles, ancl its watery Avays pUed
by scores of gUded boats ; and that market-place of na.tions, orbis, non
urbis, fortun, St. Mark his place ? And his statue with the peerless
jeAvels in his eyes, and the lion at his gate ? But I, lying at my AA-indow
in pain, may see none of these beauties as yet, but only a street, fairly
paved, which is diiU, and houses Avitli oiled paper and linen, in lieu of
glass, which is rude; and the passers-by, their habits and thefr gestures,
wlierem they are superfitious. Therefore, not to miss my daily comfort
of AvMspering to thee, I will e'en turn mine eyes iuAvard, and bind my
sheaves of wisdom reaped by traA'el. For I love thee so, that no treasure
pleases rae not shared Avitli thee; and what treasure so good and enduruig
as knoAvledge ? TMs then have I, Sfr Footsore, learned, that each nation
hath its proper wisdom, and its proper foUy; and, methinks, could a
great Mng, or duke, tramp Uke me, and see with Ms OAATI eyes, he might
pick the flowers, and eschew the weeds of nations, and go home and set
his OAVU folk on Wisdom's hill. The Germans in the north Avere churlisli.
but frank and honest; in the south, kindly and honest too. Their gencraj
blot is drunkenness, the Avhich they carry even to misUke and contempt
of sober men. They say commonly, ' Kanstti nieclit satiffen und fressen
so kanstti Menem hern AVOI dienen.' In England, the vulgar sort drink
as deep, but the worshipful hold excess in this a reproach, and drink a
health o^:: two for courtesy, not gluttony, and still sugar the wine In
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thefr cups the Germans use Uttle nurth, or discourse, but ply tha business
sadly, crymg, ' Seyte froUch!' The best of thefr (framken sport ia
Kurlemurlehuff,' a way of (frinking with touching deftly of the glass
the beard, the table, in due tum, intermixed vrith wMstUngs and snap
pings of the fmger so curiously ordered as 'tis a labour of Hercules, but
to the beholder right pleasant and rairtMul. Thefr topers, by advice of
Gerraan leeches, sleep Arith pebbles in thefr mouths. For, as of a boUing
pot the lid must be set ajar, so Arith these fleshly wine-pots, to vent the
neat of thefr inward parts: spite of which many die suddenly from drink;
but 'tis a matter of reUgion to slur it, and gloze it, and charge some innocent (Usease thercArith. Yet 'tis more a custom than very nature, for
thefr women come among the tipplers, and do but stand a moraent, and,
as it were, Mss the wme-ctip ; and are indeed most temperate m eating
and drinking, and, of aU Avomen, modest and virtuous, and true spouses
and friends to thefr mates ; far before our HoUand lasses, that being
maids, put the question to the men, and being Avived, do lord it over
them. Why, there is a wUe in Tergou, not far from our door. One
came to the house and sought her man. Says she, 'You'U not find
bim : he asked ray leave to go abroad tMs afternoon, and I did give it
Mm.'"
Catherine.] " 'Tis sooth ! 'tis sooth ! 'Twas Beck Hulse, Jonah's Arife.
TMs comes of a woman wedding a boy."
" In the south Avhere wme is, the gentry (frmk themselves bare ; but
not in the north: for Avitli beer a noble shaU sooner burst his body than
melt his lands. They are quarrelsome, but 'tis the Uquor, not the mind;
for they are none reA'engeful. And when they have made a bad bargain
drunk, they stand to it sober. They keep thefr Avmdows bright: and
judge a man by his clothes. Whatever frmt or grain or herb grows by
the roadside, gather and eat. The ovATier seemg you shaU say, 'Art
welcome, honest man.' But an ye pluck a wayside grape, your very life
is in jeopardy. 'Tis eating of that Heaven gave to be drunken. The
French are much fafrer spoken, and not Mgh so true hearted. Sweet
words cost them nought. They call i t ' payer en blanche.'"
Denys.] " Les coqums ! ha ! ha ! "
" Natheless, courtesy is in thefr hearts, ay, in thefr very blood, The>
say commoMy, ' Give yourseU the trouble of sittmg doAvn,' And such
straws of speech show how bloAvs the wmd. Also at a pubUc show, if
you would leave your seat, yet not lose it, tie but your napkin round the
bench, and no French man or women Arill sit here ; but rather keep the
place for you,"
Catherine.] " Gramercy ! that is raanners. France for me ! "
Denys rose and placed Ms hand gracefully to his breastplate,
" Natheless, they say things in sport Vi^Mch are not courteous, but
shocMng, ' Le diable t'emporte!' 'AUez au diable !' and so forth.
But I trow they mean not such dreadful Arishes : custom beUke, Mode-*
rate in drinMng, ancl mix water vrith thefr Arine, and smg and dance over
thefr cups, and are then enchantmg company. They are curious not to
drink in another man's cup. In war the EngUsh gain the better of them
in the field ; but the French are thefr masters in attack and defence of
cities ; witness Orleans, where they besieged thefr besiegers, and hashed
them sore vrith theii' double and treble culA'erines; and many other sieges
in this 3ur century. More than all nations they flatter their women, and
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despise them. No She may be their soAeieign ruler, Axso they often
hang thefr female malefactors, instead of droAA'iiing them decently, as
other nations use. The furniture in thefr inns is AA'alntit, in Germany
only deal. French AvindoAvs are ill. The loAver liaU is of Avood, and
opens ; the upper half is of glass, but fixed ; so that the servant cannot
come at it to clean it. The German Avindows are aU glass, and movable,
and shine far ancl near like diamonds. In France many mean houses are
not glazed at all. Once I saAv a Frenchman pass a church without unbonneting. This I ne'er Aritnesse-d in Holland, Germany, or Italy. At
many inns they show the traveller his sheets to give him assurance they
are clean, and Avarm them at the fire before him ; a laudable custom.
They receive him kindly and like a guest; they mostly cheat him, and
AA'hiles cut his throat. They plead in excuse hard and tyrannous laws.
And true it is their law thrusteth its nose into every platter, and its
finger mto eA'ery pie. In France Avorshipful men Avear thefr hats and
thefr furs uidoors, and go abroad lighter clad. In Germany they don
hat and furred cloak to go abroad ; but sit bareheaded and Ught clad
round the stove.
" The French intermix not the men and women folk in assembUes, as
we HoUanders use. Round their preachers the women sit on their heels
m rows, and the men stand behind them. Their harvests are rye, and
flax, and wine. Three mules shall you see to one horse, and Avhole flocks
of sheep as black as coal.
" In Germany the snaUs be red. I lie not. The French buy minstrelsy, but breed jests, and make tlie-^r OAvn mirth. The Germans foster
their set fools, Avith ear-caps, Avhich move them to laughter by simulating
madness ; a calamity that asks pity, not laughter. In this particular I
deem that lighter nation AA'iser than the graver German "What sayest
thou ? Alas ! canst not ansAver me now,
" I n Germany the petty laws are Avondrotis vrise and jusr. Those
against criminals, bloody. In France bloodier still; and executed a trifle
more crueUy there. Here the Avheel is common, and the fiery stake ;
and under this king they droAvn men by the score in Paris riA'er, Seine
yclept. But the English are as peremptory in hanging and droAvning for
a light fault; so travellers report. Fmally, a true-hearted Frenchman,
when ye chance on one, is a man as near perfect as earth affords ; and
such a man is ray Denys, spite of his foul mouth."
Denys.] " My foul mouth ! Is that so Avrit, Master Richart ?"
Richart.] "Ay, in sooth ; see else."
Denys.] (Inspecting the letter gravely.) " I read not the letter so.
Richart] "How then?"
Denys.] "Humph! ahem! why just the contrary." He added: "'Tia
kittle Avork perusing of these black scratches men are agreed to take for
words. And I trow 'tis stUl by guess you clerks do go, Avorthy sir. My
foul mouth ? This is the first time e'er I heard on't. Eh, mesdames ? "
But the females did not seize the opportunity he gave them, and burst
into a loud and general disclaimer. Margaret blushed and said nothing;
the other two bent silently over thefr Avork Avith somethmg very like a
sly smUe. Denys inspected their coiuitenances long and careftiUy. And
the perusal was so satisfactory, that he turned Arith a tone of injured, but
patient, innocence, and bade Richart read on.
" The ItaUans are a polished and subtle people. They judge a man^
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not by his habits, but his speech and gesture. Here Sfr Chough may by
no means pass for falcon gentle, as did I tn Germany, pranked in mv
loble servant's feathers. Wisest of all nations in thefr singular tem.
oerance of food and drink. Most fooUsh of all to search strangers coming
!nto their borders, and stay them from bringing much money in. They
should rather mAite it, and, Uke other nations, let the traveller from
taking of it out. Also here m Venice the dames turn their black hair
yelloAV by the sun and art, to be Aviser than Him Avho made them. Ye
enter no ItaUan town AA'ithout a bill of health, though noAV is no plague
in Europe. This peeAishness is for extortion's sake. The mnkeepers
cringe and faAvii, and cheat, and, in country places, murder you. Yet
wUl they give you clean sheets by payuig therefor. Delicate in eating,
and abhor from putting thefr hand in the plate ; sooner they wUl apply
a crust or what not. They do even teU of a cardinal at Rome, AvMcli
armeth his guest's left hand Arith a Uttle biftucal dagger to hold the
meat, AA'hUe his knife cutteth it. But methinks this, too, is to be Ariser
than Him, who made the hand so supple and prehensile."
EH.] " I am of your mind, ray lad."
" They are sore troubled Avitli the itch. And ointment for it, ungueiito per la rogna, is cried at every comer of Venice. From this my
Arindow I saw an urchin seU it to three several dames in silken trains,
ancl to tAvo velvet kmghts."
Catherine.] " Italy, my lass, I rede ye wash your body i' the tub o
Sundays ; and then ye can put your hand i' the plate o' Thursday Avitli
outen offence."
" Their bread is lovely white. Thefr meats they spoil Arith sprinkling
cheese oA'er them ; 0 peiwersity ! Thefr salt is black; without a Ue. In
commerce these Venetians are masters of the earth ancl sea ; and goA'ern
thefr territories AA'isely. Only one flaw I find ; the same I once heard a
learned friar cast up against Plato his republic : to wit, that here Avomer.
are encouraged to venal frailty, ancl do pay a tax to the State, AvMch, not
iontent AAith silk and spice, and other rich and honest freights, good
store, must trade in sin. Twenty thousand of these Jezabels there be in
Venice and CancUa, and about, pampered and honoured for bringing
strangers to the city, and many UA'O m princely palaces of thefr OAvn.
But herein methinks' the politic signors of Venice forget Avliat King
David saith, ' Except the Lord keep the citie, the Avatchman waketh but
in vain.' Also, in reUgion, they hang their cloth according to the Arind,
siding now with the Pope, noAV Arith the Turk ; but ay vrith the god of
traders, mammon Mght. Shall flower so cankered bloom to the world's
end ? But since I speak of flowers, tMs none may deny them, that they
are most cunning in maMng roses and giUiflowers to blow unseasonably.
In summer they nip certain of the budding roses and Avater them not.
Then in winter they dig round these discouraged plants, and put in
cloves ; and so Arith great art rear sweet-scented roses, and bring them
to market in January. And did first leam this art of a cow. Buds she
grazed in summer, and they sjirouted at yule. Women have sat in the
doctors' chafrs at thefr colleges. But she that sat in St. Peter's was a
German. Ita.y too, for artful fountams and figures that move by water
and enact Ufe. And next for fountains is Augsburg, where they harness
the foul knave Smoke to good Sir Spit, and he turneth stout Mastei
Roast, But lest any one place should vattnt, two toAvns thr,'^.* ^e ii«
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Europe, Avhich, scorning giddy fountains, bring water tame in pipes to
every burgher's door, and he fiUeth his vessels Arith but turning of a
cock. One is fjondon, so watered tMs many a year by pipes of a league
from Paddington, a neighbourmg city; ancl the other is the fair town ol
Lubeck. Also the fierce English are reported to me wise in that they
-wiU not share thefr land and flocks with Avolves ; but have fairly drlA'en
those marauders into thefr mountains. But neither in France, nor Germany, nor Italy, is a wayfarer's life safe from the vagabones after sundown. I can hear of no glazed house m aU Venice; but only oiled linen
and paper; and, behind these barbarian eyelets, a wooden jalosy. Their
name for a coAvardly assassin is ' a brave man,' and for an harlot, ' a
courteous person,' which is as much as to say that a woman's worst vice,
and a man's worst Aice, are virtues. But I pray God for Uttle Holland
that there an assassm may be yclept an assassin, ancl an harlot an
harlot, tiU domesday ; and then gloze foul faults with silken names who
can
Eli.] (With a sigh.) " He should have been a priest, saving your
presence, my poor lass."
" Go to, peevish Avriter; art tied smarting by the leg, and may not;
«ee the beauties of Vemce. So thy pen Mcketh aU around Uke a wicked
mule.
"January 16.—SAveetheart, I roust be brief and tell thee but apart
of that I have seen, for this day my journal ends. To-night it sails for
thee, and I, unhappy, not with it, but to-morrow, in another ship, to
Rome.
" Dear Margaret, I took a hand Utter, and AA'as carried to St. Mark
Ms church. Outside it, towards the market-place, is a noble gallery, aiui
above it four famous horses, cut m brass by the ancient Romans, and
seem aU moving, and at the very next step must needs leap doAvn on the
beholder. About the church are six hundred pillars of marble, porphyry, and ophites. Inside is a treasure greater than either at St. Denys,
or Loretto, or Toledo. Here a jewelled pitcher given the seigniory
by a Persian Idng, also the ducal cap blazmg Arith jewels, and on its
croAvn a diamond and a chrysoUte, each as big as an almond : tAvo
golden crowns and twelve golden stomachers studded Avith jewels, from
Oonstantinople; item, a monstrous sapphfre ; item, a great diamond
given by a French king ; item, a prodigious carbuncle ; item, three tmicorns' horns. But Avhat are these compared with the sacred relics ?
" Dear Margaret, I stood and saw the brazen chest that holds the body of
St. Mark the Evangelist. I saw Arith these eyes, and handled, his ring and
his gospel Aviitten with Ms own hand, and all my travels seemed light: fiu
who am I that 1 should see such things ? Dear ilargaret, his sacred body wt,
tirst brougb* from Alexandria by merchants in 810, ancl then not prized
as now ; feu between 829, Avhen this church was builded, and 1094, the
very place where it lay was forgotten. Then holy priests fasted aud
prayed many days seeking for Ught, and lo the Evangelist's body brake
at midnight through the marble and stood before them. They fell to
the earth : but in the morning found the crevice the sacred body lia(i
burst through, and peering through it saw him lie. Then they took am
laid him in his chest beneath the altar, and careftiUy put back the stone
with its miraculous crevice, which crevice I saAV, and sliaU gape for a
MjopijT»ont Avhile the Avorld lasts. After that they showed me th«
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Vfrgin's chafr, it is of stone ; also her picture, painted by St. Luke.
-ery dark, and the features now scarce visible. This picture, in time of
drought, they carry in procession, and brmgs the ram, I Arish I had
not seen it. Item, two pieces of marble spotted Avith Jolin the Baptist's
blood ; item, a piece of the true cross and of the piUar to wMch Christ
was tied ; item, the rock struck by Moses, and wet" to tMs h e i r ; also a
stone Christ sat on, preaching at Tyre ; but some say it is the one the
patriarch Jacob laid Ms head on, and I hold Avith them, by reason our
Lord never preached at Tyre, Going hence they showed me the state
nursery for the chUcfren of those aphrodisian dames, their favourites.
Here in the outer waU was a broad niche, and U they brmg them so
Uttle as they can squeeze them tMough it aUve, the bairn falls into a
net inside, and the state takes charge of it, but if too big, thefr mothers
must even take them home agam, vrith Avhom abiding 'tis like to be
mtli corAi maU ovum. Coining out of the church we met them carrying in a corpse, Avith the feet and face bare. This I then first learned is
Venetian custom, and sure no other toAvn Arill ever rob them of it, nor
of this that foUoAVS. On a great porphyry slab m the piazza were three
ghastly heads rottmg and taintmg the afr, and ui thefr hot summers
Uke to take vengeance Arith bree(Ung of a plague. These were traitors
to the state, and a heavy price—two thousand ducats—being put on
each head, thefr friends had slain them and brought aU tMee to the
slab, lad so sold blood of others and thefr owm faith. No state buys
heiida to many nor pays half so high a price for that sorry raerchan(Use,
Bu what I most admired was to see over agamst the duke's palace a fair
gaUoAvs in alabaster, reared express to hang him, and no other, for the
least treason to the state ; and there it stands in his eye whispering him
memento mori, I pondered, and OAvned these signors ray raasters, who
Arill let no raan, not even thefr sovereign, be above the coramon weaL
Hard by, on a waU, the workmen were just finishing, by order of the
seigmory, the stone efligy of a tragical and enormous act enacted last
year, yet on the waU looks innocent. Here two gentlefolks wMsper
together, and there other twain, thefr swords by thefr side. Four
bretMen were they, wMch (Ud on either side conspire to poison the other
tAVO, and so halve thefr land in Ueu of quartering i t ; and at a mutual
banquet these twain drugged the wine, and those tAvain envenomed a
marchpane, to such good purpose, that the same afternoon lay four
brave men' around one table grovelUng in mortal agony, and cursing
of one another and themselves, and so concluded miserably, and the
land, for which they had lost thefr immortal souls, went into another
famUy, And why not ? it could not go into a worse,
" But 0 sovereign Arisdo?i of bywords ! how trae they put the finger
on each nation's, or particular's, fault,
Quand Itahe sera sans poison
Et France sans trahison
Et TAngleterre sans guerre,
Lors sera le monde sans tene,"
Richart explained this to Catherine, then proceeded : " And after thiJ
they took me to the quay, and presently I espied among the masts onj
garlanded Arith amaranth flowers, "^ Take nie tliither,' said I, and I let my
piide know the custom of our Dutch sMppers to hoist flowers to tha
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masthead when they are courting a maid. Oft had I scoffed at this
saying, ' S o then Ms wooing is the earth's concern,' But noAV, so far
from the Rotter, that bunch at a masthead made my heart leap Arith
assurance of a countryman. They carried me, and oh, Margaret! on
the stern of that Dtitcli hoy, Avas Avrit in muckle letters,
R I C H A R T E L I A S S O E N , AMSTERDAIVL
' Put me doAvii,' I said : ' for out Lady's sake put me down,' I sat on
the bank and looked, scarce beUeving my eyes, and looked, and presently
fell to crymg, till I could see the words no more. Ah me, how they
went to my heart, those bare letters in a foreign land. Dear Richart!
good Mnd brother Richart! often I have sat on his knee and rid on his
back. Kisses many he has given me, unMnd Avord from Mm had I
never. And there was his name on his OAvn ship, and his face and all
his grave, but good ancl gentle Avays, came back to me, and I sobbed
vehemently, and cried aloud, ' "Why, Avliy is not brother Richart here,
and not his name only?' I spake iu Dutch, for my heart was too full to
hold their foreign tongues, ancl—"
Eli.] " Well, Richart, go on, lad, prithee go on. Is this a place to
halt a t ? "
Richart.] " Father, Avith my duty to you, it is easy to say go on, but
think ye I am not flesh and blood? The poor boy's—simple grief and
brotherly love coming—so suddeii—on ine, they go through my heart
and—I cannot go on : sink me U I can even see the Avords, 'tis Avrit so
fine."
Denys.] " Courage, good Master Richart! Take your time. Here are
more eyne wet than yours. Ah, Uttle comrade ! Avottld God thou Avert
here, and I at Venice for thee."
Richart] " Poor little curly-headed lad, Avhat had he done that Ave
have driven h u n so far ?"
" That is Avhat I would fain MIOAV," said Catherine, drUy, then fell to
weeping and rocking herself, Avith her ai:)roii OA'er her head.
" Kind dame, good friends," said Margaret, trembling, " let me tell
you lioAv the letter ends. The skipper hearing our Gerarcl speak
Ills grief in Dutch, accosted Mm, and spake comfortably to hun ; and
after a while our Gerard found breath to say he Avas Avorthy Master
Richart's brother. Thereat Avas the good skipper all agog to scrA'e him."
Richart.] " So ! so ! skipper ! Master Richart aforesaid AriU be at thy
Avedduig and bring 's purse to boot."
Margaret.] " Sfr, he told Gerard of his oonsort that was to sail that
very night for Rotterdani ; and dear Gerard had to go home and fiMsli
his letter and bring it to the ship. And the rest, it is but his poor dear
Avords of loA'e to me, the which, an't please you, I think shame to hear
\hem read aloud, and ends with the lines I sent to Mistress Kate, and
fhey Avould sound so harsh noiv and ungrateful."
'The pleading tone, as nmcli as the words, prevailed, and Richart said
he would read no more aloud, but run his eye over it for his oAvn
protherly satisfaction. She blushed and looked uneasy, but made no
reply.
" Eli," said Catherine, still sobbing a little, " tell me, for our Lady'j
sake, hoAV our poor boy is to Uve at that nasty Rome. He is gone
there to Avrite, but here be his OAVU words to prove Avriting avails nought;
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« bad (Red o' hunger by the Avay but for paint-brush and psaliery. WeUa-day !"
" "Well," said EU, " he has got brush and music .still. Besides, so
many men so many minds. Writing, thof it had no sale in other parts,
may be merchandise at Rome."
" Father," said little Kate, " have I your good leave to put in my Avord
'tAvixt mother and you ?"
" Ancl Avelcome, Uttle heart."
" Then, seems to me, painting and music, close at hand, be stronger
than AAi'iting, but being distant, nought to compare; for see what
glamour Avritten paper hath done here but IIOAV. OUT Gerard, Avrituig
at Venice, hath verily put his hand into this room at Rotterdam, ,aiid
ttu'ned all our hearts. Ay, dear dear Gerard, metlunks thy spirit hath
rid Mther on these thy paper wings ; ancl oh ! dear father, Avhy not do
as Ave should do Avere he here in the body ?"
" Kate," said Eli, " fear not; Richart ancl I Avill give Mm glamotu
for glamour. We AAOU Avrite liim a letter, and send it to Rome by a sure
hand AAith money, and bid Mm home on the instant."
Cornelis ancl Sybrandt exchanged a gloomy look.
" Ah, good father ! Aud meantune ?"
"Well, meantime?"
" Dear father, dear mother, what can Ave do to pleasure the absent,
but be kind to Ms poor lass ; and her own trouble afore her ?"
"'Tis AveU!" said EU ; " b u t I am older than thou." Then he
turned gravely to Margaret: " Wilt ansAver me a c|uestion, my pretty
mistress?"
" If I may, sir," faltered Margaret.
" What are these marriage Unes Gerard speaks of in the letter?"
" Our marriage Unes, sir. His and mine, KnoAV you not that Ave aro
betrothed?"
" Before Aritnesses ?"
" Ay, sure. My poor father and Martm Wittenhaagen,"
" This is the first I ever heard of it, HOAV came they in his hands I
They should be in yours,"
" Alas, sfr, the more is my grief; but I ne'er doubted Mm : and he
said it Avas a comfort to him to have them in his bosom,"
" Y' are a very foolish lass."
" Indeed I was, sfr. But trouble teaches the simple,"
" 'Tis a good ansAver, WeU, fooUsh or no, y'are honest, I had
shoAvn ye more respect at first, but I thought yr'had been Ms leman,
and that is the truth,"
" God forbid, sfr! Denys, metMnks 'tis time for us to go. Give
me my letter, sfr !"
" Bide ye! bide ye! be not so hot for a word ! Natheless, wife, methinks her red cheek becomes her,"
" Better than it did you to give it her, my man,"
" Softly, Avife, softly, I am not counted an unjust man thol I b«
someAvhat slow,"
Here Richart broke in. " Why, mistress, cUd ye shed your blooi
(or our Gerard?"
" Not I, sfr. But maybe I would,"
* Nay, nay, But he says you (Ud. Speak sooth, noiv' •
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"Alas! I knoAV not what ye mean, I rede ye beUeve not all that
toy poor lad says of rae, LoA'e makes hira bUnd,"
" Traitress ! " cried Denys, " Let not her tMow dust m thine eyes,
Master Richart, Old Martin teUs me—ye need not make signals to me,
she-comrade ; I am as bUnd as love, Martin teUs me she cut her arm,
iind let her bloodfloAV,and smeared her heels Avlien Gerard was hunted
by the bloodhounds, to tum the scent from her lad."
" Well, and if 1 did, 'twas my OAvn, and spUled for the good of my
OAvn," said Margaret, defiantly. But, Catherine suddenly clasping her,
she began to cry at having found a bosom to cry on, of one who would
have also shed her blood for Gerard in danger.
Eli rose from his chair. " WUe," saicl he, solemnly, " you will set
another chafr at our table for every meal : also another plate and knife.
They will be for Margaret and Peter. She Avill come when she likes,
and stay away when she pleases. None may take her place at my left
tiand. Such as can welcome her are welcome to me. Such as cannot, I
force them not to bide with me. The world is wide and free. Within
my walls I am master, and my son's betrothed is welcome."
Catherme bustled out to prepare supper. Eli and Richart sat down
and concocted a letter to bring Gerard home. Richart promised it should
go by sea to Rome that very week. Sybrandt and CorneUs exchanged a
gloomy Arink, and stole out. Margaret, seemg Giles deep in meditf.tion,
for the dwarf's inteUigence had taken giant strides, asked hmi to bring
her the letter. " You have heard but haU, good Master GUes," said she.
" ShaU I read you the rest ?"
" I shall be much beholden to you," shouted the courtier.
She gave htm her stool: curiosity boAved his pride to sit on it: and Margaret murmured the first part of the' letter mto his ear very IOAV, not tc
disturb Eli and Richart. And, to do this, she leaned forward ancl put
her lovely face cheek by jowl Arith Giles's Mdeous one: a strange contrast, and worth a pamter's while to try and represent. Ancl in this
attitude Catherine found her, and all the mother warmed tOAvards her.
and .she exchanged an eloquent glance with little Kate.
The latter smiled, and sewed, with drooping lashes.
" Get b i n home on the instant," roared GUes. " I'll make a man ol
him. I can do aught AAith the duke."
" Hear the boy !" said Catherine, half comically, haU proudly.
" We hear liim," said Richart; " a mostly makes himself heard when
& do speak."
Sybrandt.] " "WMch AriU get to Mm first ?"
Cornelis.] (GloomUy.) "Who can tell ?"

CHAPTER LYIL
A.BOUT two months before this scene in Eli's home, the natives of a
Httle maritime place betAveen Naples and Rome might be seen flocking
to the sea beach, with eyes cast seaA\'ard at a ship, tliat laboured against
i stiff gale blowmg dead on the shoes
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A t times she seemed Ukely to weather the d.anger, and then the spectators congratulated her aloud : at others the Avind and sea cfrove hsi
visibly nearer, and the lookers-on were not Arithout a secret satisfaction
they would not have OAvned even to themselves.
Non quia vexari quemquam est juounda 'voluptas
Sed quibus ipse mails careas quia cernere suave est.
And the poor sMp, though not scientifically built for sailing, Avas adrnfr.
ably constructed for gomg ashore, Arith her extravagant poop that caught
the Avmd, and her lines Uke a cocked hat reversed. To those on the
beach that battered labouring frame of wood seemed aUve, and struggling against death with a pantmg heart. But could they have been
transferred to her deck they Avotild have seen she had not one beating
heart but many, and not one natiire but a score were coming out clear in
that fearful hour.
The mariners stumbled Avildly about the deck, handling the ropes as
each thought fit, and cursing and praying alternately.
The passengers Avere huddled together round the mast, some sitting,
some kneeUng, some lymg prostrate, and grasping the bulwarks as the
vessel roUed and pitched in the iMghty Avaves. One comely young man,
Avhose ashy cheek, but compressed Ups, showed how hard terror Avas
battling in him vrith seU-respect, stood a little apart, holdmg tight by a
sMoud, and wincing at each sea. I t Avas the Ul-fated Gerard. Meantune prayers and vows rose from the trembUng throng amid-sMps, and,
to hear them, it seemed there AA'ere almost as many gods about as men
and women. The saUors, indeed, reUecl on a single goddess. They
varied her titles OMA', calling on her as " Queen of Heaven," " Star of
the Sea," " ilistress of the World," " Haven of Safety." But among
the landsmen Polytheism raged. Even those who by some strange
chance Mt on the same diviMty did not hit on the same edition of that
dlAiMty. AJI EngUsh merchant A'owed a heap of gold to our lady of
Walsmgham. But a Genoese merchant vowed a silver coUar of fotu
pounds to our lady of Loretto ; and a Tuscan noble promised ten potmds
of wax Ughts to our lady of Ravenna ; and AAith a similar rage for
diversity they pledged themselves, not on the true Cross, but on the tnir
Cross m this, that, or the other, modern city.
Suddenly a more powerful gust than usual catching the sail at a disadvantage, the rotten sMouds gaA'e way, ancl the saU Avas torn out Aritli a
loud crack and Aveiit down the Avmd smaUer and smaller, blacker and
blacker, and fluttered into the sea, half a mile off, like a sheet of paper,
and, ere the heUnsman could put the-sMp's head before the Arind, a wav»
caught her on the quarter and drenched the poor wretches to the bonej
and gave them a foretaste of cMU death. Then one vowed aloud to tum
Carthusian monk, if St. Thomas would saA'e hun. Another Avotild go a
pUgifrn to ComposteUa, bareheaded, barefooted, AAith nothing but a coat
of mail on his naked skm, if St. James Avould save him. Others invoked
Thomas, Dominic, Denys, and, above aU, Catherine of Sienna.
TAVO petty Neapolitan traders stood shivering.
One shouted at tlie top of his voice, " I VOAV to St. Christopher al
Paris a AA-axen image of his OAA'U weight, if I Avin safe to land.''
On tMs the other nudged Mm, and said, " Erotlier, brother, take lieed
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\rhat you vow. "Why, if you seU aU you have in the world by p;ibUo
auction, 'IAVUI not buy his weight m wax."
" Hold your tongue, you fool," said the vociferator. Then in a
wMsper,—
" Think ye I am in earnest ? Let me but win safe to land, I'll not
give Mm a rush dip."
Others lay flat and prayed to the sea. " 0 most mercUul sea ! 0 sea
most generous ! 0 bountUtil sea ! 0 beautiful sea ! be gentle, be kmd,
preserve us in this hour of peril."
And others wailed and moaned in mere animal terror each time ths
tU-fated ship roUed or pitched more terribly than usual; and she was
now a mere playthmg in the arms of the tremendous waves.
A Roman woman of the humbler class sat Arith her cMld at her halfbared breast, silent amid that waUmg throng : her cheek ashy pale ; her
eye calm ; and her Ups moved at times in sUent prayer, but she neither
wept, nor lamented, nor bargamed with the gods. "Whenever the ship
seemed reaUy gone under thefr feet, and bearded men squeaked, she
kissed her chUd; but that Avas aU. And so she sat patient, and suckled
him m death's jaws; for why should he lose any joy she could giA'e him;
moribundo ? Ay, there I do beUeve, sat AntiqMty among those mecliaevals. Sixteen hundred years had not tamted the old Roman blood in
her veins ; and the instinct of a race she had perhaps scarce heard of
taught her to die Arith decent dignity.
A gigantic friar stood on the jioop Avitli feet apart, Uke the Colossus of
Rhodes, not so much defymg, as ignoring, the perU that surrounded him.
He recited verses from the Canticles vrith a loud unwavering voice ; and
iiiAited the passengers to confess to him. Some did so on their knees,
and he heard them, and laid his hands on them, and absolved them as if
he had been m a snug sacristy, instead of a perishmg ship. Gerard got
nearer ancl nearer to him, by the instmct that takes the Avavering to the
side of the impregnable. And, in truth, the courage of heroes facmg
fleshly odds might have paled by the side of that gigantic friar, and his
stUl more gigantic composure. Thus, even here, two were found who
maintamed the dignity of our race : a woman, tender, yet heroic, and a
monk steeled by reUgion agamst mortal fears.
And now, the saU bemg gone, the sailors cut down the useless mast a
foot above the board, and it feU with its remaining hamper over the
ship's side. This seemed to relieve her a Uttle.
But now the huU, no longer impelled by canvas, could not
keep ahead of the sea. It struck her agam ancl again on the poop,
and the tremendous bloAvs seemed given by a rocky mountam, no*
by a liquid.
The captam left the helm and came amidships pale as death
"Lighten her," he cried. "Fling aU overboard, or we shall founder
ere we strike, and lose the one Uttle chance we have of life." WMle
the saUors were executing this order, the captain, pale himseU, and surrounded by pale faces that demanded to know thefr fate, was talldng
as unUlve an EngUsh sMpper in like perU as can Avell be imagined,
" Friends," said he, " last night when aU. was fafr, too fafr, alas ! thera
tame a globe of fire close to the ship. "Wlien a pair of them come it ia
good luck, and nought can drown her that Aoyage. We maruiers call
-hMe fiery globes Castor and PoUux. But U Castor come without POUUJ*.
X?
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^ans, prepare to die."
These words were received -with a loud wail.
To a trerablmg mquiry how long they had to prepare, the captain replied, " She may, or may not, last haU an hour ; over that, impossible /
she leaks Uke a sieve ; bustle, men, lighten her."
The poor passengers seized on everything that was on deck and flung
it OA'erboard. Presently they laid hold of a heavy sack ; an old man was
lying on it, sea sick. They lugged it from under him. It rattled. Two
of them (frew it to the side ; up started the OAvner, and, with an unearthly shriek, pounced on it, " Holy Moses! what would you do J
'Tis my aU ; 'tis the whole fnuts of my journey; silver candlesticks,
sUver plates, brooches, hanaps—"
" Let go, thou hoary viUain," cried the others, " shaU aU our Uves be lost
for thy iU-gotten gear ?" " Fling bim in with it," cried one ; " 'tis tMs
Ebrew we Christian men are (frowned for," Numbers soon Avrenched it
from him, and heaved it over the side. It splashed into the waves. Then
its oAAmer uttered one cry of angMsh, and stood glaring, his wMte hair
streaming in the Avind, and was gomg to leap after it, and would, had it
floated. But it sank, and was gone for ever ; and he staggered to aud
fro, tearing his hafr, and cursed them and the sMp, and the sea, and all
the powers of heaven and heU alike.
And now the captain cried out: " See, there is a church in
sight. Steer for that church, mate, and you, friend.?, pray to the
saint, whoe'er he be,"
So they steered for the church and prayed to the unknovm god it
was named after, A tremendous sea pooped them, broke the rudder, and
jammed it immoveable, and flooded the deck.
Then AvUd vrith superstitious terror some of them came round Gerard
" Here is the cause of aU," they cried, " He has never iuA'oked a single
eauit. He is a heathen ; here is a pagan aboard,"
" Alas, good friends, say not so," said Gerard, his teeth chattering Arith
cold and fear. " Rather caU these heathens, that Ue a praying to the
sea. Friends, I do honour the saints,—^but I dare not pray to them now,
—there is no time—(oh!) what avail me Dominic, and Thomas, and
Catherine ? Nearer God's tlirone than these St. Peter sitteth ; and, if 1
pray to him, it's odd, but I shall be droAvned ere he has time to plead my
cause with God. Oh! oh! oh! I must need go straight to Mm that
made the sea, and the saints, and me. Our father, wMch art in heaven,
save these poor souls and me that cry for the bare Ufe ! Oh sweet Jesus,
pitUul Jesus, that (Udst walk Genezaret when Peter sank, and wept foi
Lazarus dead when the apostles' eyes were dry, oh save poor Gerard—
for dear Margaret's sake ! "
At this moment the saUors were seen preparing to desert the sinking
eMp in the Uttle boat, wMch even at that epoch every sMp carried; then
there Avas a rush of egotists; and thirty souls crowded into it. Remained
behind three Avho were bewUdered, and tAvo Avho were paralyzed, Aritli
terror. The paralyzed sat Uke heaps of Avet rags, the bcAvildered ones
ran to and fro, and saAV the thirty egotists put off, but made no attempt
to join them : only kept runmng to and fro, and AA'iinging thefr hands.
Besides these there Avas one on his knees praying OA'er the Avooden statue
of the Vfrgui M^y. as large a.* lU'e, wMch the saUors had revereutly .d*-
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cached from the mast. It washed about the deck, as the water came
Blushing in from the sea, aud pourmg out at the scuppers ; and this poor
soul kept folloAving it on his knees, Avith his hands clasped at it, and the
water playing Avitli it. And there Avas the JeAV palsied, but not by fear.
He AA'as no longer capable of so petty a passion. He sat cross-legged, beTiioaMng his bag, and, Avhenever the spray lashed him. shook his fi.st at
Avhere it came from, and cursed the Nazarenes, and thefr gods, and their
devils, ancl thefr ships, and their Avaters, to all eternity.
And the gigantic Dominican, having shriven the Avhole ship, stood
/ahnly communing with Ms OAVU spfrit. And the Roman Avoman sat pale
and patient, only draAvmg her child closer to her bosom as death came
nearer.
Gerard saAV this and it aAvakened his manhood, " See ! see ! " hi
«aid, "they have ta'en the boat and left the poor Avoraan and he^
dliild to perish."
His heart soon set his Avit Avorking.
" Wife, I'U save thee yet, please God." And he ran to find a cask or a
plank, to float her. There Avas none.
Then his eye fell on the Avoodeii image of the Virgin. He caught
it up in his arras, and, heedless of a AvaU that issued from its Avorshipper
like a child rolibed of its toy, ran aft AA'ith it. " Come, wife," he cried.
" I'U lash thee and the cliUd to this. 'Tis sore worm eaten, but 'tAviU
serve."
She tumed her great dark eye on him and said a single word:
" ThyseU ? !'''
But Arith Avondci'ful magnanunity and tenderness.
" I am a man, and have no chUd to take care of."
" A h ! " said she, and his Avords seemed to animate her face vrith a
desire to Uve. He lashed the unage to her side. Then Arith the hope of
Ufe she lost soiiething of her heroic calm; not much: her body tremblec-,
a little, but not her eye.
The sMp AA'as noAV so IOAV in the water that by using an oar as a lever
he could sUde her into the Avaves.
" Come," sai'l he, " AvhUe yet there is time."
She tumed her great Roman eyes, wst low, upon Mm. "Pool
youth !—God forgive me !—My cMld !" And he launched her on
the surge, anl Avitli his oar kept her from being battered against
the ship.
A heavy baud fell on him ; a deep sonorous voice sounded in Ms
ear : " 'Tis weli. Now corae with me."
It Avas the gigantic friar.
Gerard turned, and the friar took tAVO strides, and laid hold of the
broken mast. Gerard cUd the same, obeymg him instmctively. Between
them, after a procUgious effort, they hoisted up the remainder of the mast,
and carried it off. '-'Fling it m," said the friar, " and foUow it." They
flung it in ; but one of the bcAvildered passengers had run after them,
and jumped fust and got on one end. Gerard seized the other, the friar
the middle.
It AA'as a terrible situation. The mast rose and pltmged Avith each
wave Uke a McMng horse, and the spray flogged their faces mercilessly,
and bUnded them ; to help knock them off.
Pre,sently Avas heard a long gratmg noise ahead. The ship had struck.
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and soon after, she being stationary UOAV, they Avere hurled against hei
Arith tremendous force. Thefr companion's head struck against the upper
part of the broken rudder Arith a horrible crack, and Avas smashed Uke a
cocoa-nut by a sledge-hammer. He sunk directly, leaving uo trace but a
red stain on the water, and a AvMte clot on the jagged rudder, and a death
cry ringing in thefr ears, as they cfrUted clear under the lee of the black
hull. The friar uttered a short Latm prayer for the safety of his soul, and
took his place composecUy. They rolled along vweK ea.varoio; one moment
they saw nothing, and seemed doAvn ui a mere basin of Avatery Mils : the
next they caught glimpses of the shore speclded \Aight Avitli people, who
kept tliroAAing up thefr arms Arith Avild ItaUa,.^ gestures to encourage
them, and the black boat cfriving bottom upwards, ancl between it and
them tho woman rising and falUng Uke themselves. She had come across
a paddle, and Avas holdmg her chUd tight with her left arm, and paddhng
gaUantly \Aith her right.
"When they had tnmliled along thus a long time, suddenly the friar said
quietly : " I touched the ground."
" Impossible, father," saicl Gerard, " Ave are more than a hundred yards
from shore. Prithee, prithee, leave not our faitliful mast."
" My son," said the friar, "you speak prudently. But ImoAV that 1
have business of holy Church on hand, and may nc Avaste tune floating
when I can walk, m her serrice. There, I felt it v. ith my toes again;
see the benefit of wearmg sandals, and not shoon. Again : and sandy.
Thy stature is less than mine : keep to the mast ? I Avalk." He left
the mast accordingly, and extending his powerful arms, rushed through
the Avater. Gerard soon foUowed Mm. At each overpoAveiing Avave the
monk stood like a toAver, and, closmg his mouth, tMew Ms head back to
encounter it, and was entirely lost under it awhUe : then emerged and
ploughed lustUy on. At last they came close to the shore; but the
suction outward baflled aU their attempts to land. Then the nativess
sent stout fishermen into the sea, holding by long spears in a triple chain:
and so cfragged them ashore.
The friar shook himseU, bestowed a short paternal benediction on the
natives, and went on to Rome, vrith eyes bent on earth, according to Ms
rule, and Arithout pausmg. He did not even cast a glance back upon
that sea, which had so nearly engulfed him, but had no poAA'er to harm
him, without his master's leave.
"WMle he stalks on alone to Rome Arithout looMng back, I, who am
not in the service of holy Church, stop a moment to say that the reader
and I were vrith in six inches of this giant once before: but Ave escaped
•'-.im that time. NOAV, I fear, we are ui for him. Gerard grasped every
hand upon the beach. They brought him to an enormous Me, and Arith
a deUcacy he would hardly have encountered in the north, left him to
dry himseU alone: on tMs he took out of his bosom a parchment, and a
paper, and dried them carefuUy. "When this was done to Ms mmd, and
not tUl then, he consented to put on a fisherman's dress and leave Ms
OAvn by the fire, and went down to the beach. "What he saAV may tx
briefly related.
The captam stuck by the ship, not so much from gaUantry, as from a
conviction that it Avas idle to resist Castor or PoUux, wMchever it waa
that had come for him in a baU of fire.
Nevertheless the sea broke up the sMp and swept the poop, captain
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and all, clear of the rest, and took him safe ashore. Gerarcl had a prmcipal hand in pulUng him out of the Avater. The disconsolate Hebrew
landed on another fragment, and on touching earth, offered a reward for
Ms bag, Avliich excited Uttle sympathy, but some amusement. Two more
vere saved on pieces of the Avreck. The thfrty egotists came ashore, but
one at a time, and dead ; one breathed still. Him the natives, with
excellent mtentions, took to a hot Me. So then he too retfred from this
shifting scene.
As Gerard stood by the sea, Avatching, Avitli horror and curiosity mixed,
his late compamons washed ashore, a hand was laid lightly on his shoulder. He turned. It Avas the Roman matron, burning vrith womaMy
gratitude. She took Ms hand gently, and raising it slowly to her Ups,
Mssed it; but so nobly, she seemed to be conferrmg an honour on one
deserving hand. Then, with face all beaming and moist eyes, she held
her child up ancl made Mm Mss his preserver.
Gerard Mssed the child: more than once. He Avas fond of chUcfren.
But he said notMng. He Avas much moved; for she did not speak at all,
except Avith her eyes, and gloAAing cheeks, and noble antique gesture, so
large and stately. Perhaps she was right. Gratitude is not a thmg of
Avords. It was an ancient Roman matron thanking a modem from her
heart of hearts.
Next day, towards afternoon, Gerard—twice as old as last year, thrice
as learned in human ways, a boy no more, but a man who had shed blood
in seU-defence, and grazed the grave by land and sea—reached the etemal
city; post tot naufragia tutus.

CHAPTEE LVIII.
GERARD took a modest lodging on the Avest bank of the Tiber, and
every day went forth in search of work, taMng a specimen round to every
shop he cotdd hear of that executed such comimssions.
They received Mm coldly. " We make our letter someAvhat thinner
than this," said one. " How dark your mk is," said another. But the
mam cry Avas, " What avaUs this ? Scant is the Latm writ here noAV.
Can ye not Avrite Greek ?"
" Ay, but not nigh so weU as Latm."
" Then you shaU never make your bread at Rome."
Gerard borrowed a beautUul Greek manuscript at a high price, and
went home Arith a sad hole in his purse, but none in his courage.
In a fortnight he had made vast progress Avith the Greek character; so
then, to lose no time, he used to work at it till noon, and hunt customers
the rest of the day.
V\^hen he carried round a better Greek specimen than any they j'Ogsessed, the traders iM'ormed him that Greek and Latin Avere alike un.sal&
able; the city was thronged Avitli Avorks from all Europe. He should
have come last year,
Gerard bought a psaltery.
His landlady, pleased AvitJi Ms looks and manners, used often to speak
a kind word in passing. One day shs made him dine with her, and
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somewhat to Ms surprise asked him what had dashed Ms spirits. H«
told her. She gave him her reading of the matter. " Those sly traders,'
she wotdd be bound, " had AAoiters in thefr pay for Avhose Avork they re<
ceived a noble price and paid a sorry one. So no wonder they bloAV coU
o-n you. Methinks you Avrite too AveU. HOAV knoAV I that ? say you.
Marry—marry, because you lock not your door, Uke the churl Pietro,
ancl AVomen AA'UI be curious. Ay, ay, you Aviite too AveU for tlicm,"
Gerard asked an explanation.
" Why," said she, " your good work might put out the eyes of that
they are selUng."
Gerard sighed. " Alas! dame, you read folk on the UI side, and you
so Mnd and frank yourseU."
" Jly dear Uttle heart, these Romans axe a subtle race. Me ? I am a
Siennese, thanks to the Virgin."
'' i l y mistake Avas leaAing Augsburg," said Gerard.
" Augsburg ?" said she, haughtUy: " is that a place to even to Rome ?
I never heard of it, for my part."
She then assured bim that he should make Ms fortune in spite of the
o«ookseUers. " Seeing thee a stranger, they Ue to thee Avithout sense or
discretion. Why aU the Avorld knows that our great folk are bitten Arith
the writmg spider tMs many years, and pour out their money Uke water,
and tum good land and houses mto Avrit sheepskins to keep in a chest or
a cupboard. God help them, and send them safe tMough tMs fury, as
he hath tMough a heap of others; and m sooth hath been someAvhat less
cuttmg and stabbmg among rival factions, and vindictive eatmg of their
opposites' UA'ers, minced and fried, since ScribbUng came in. Why I
can teU you two. There is Ms emmence Carduial Bassarion, and his
hoUness the Pope himseU. There be a pafr could keep a score such as
thee a An-iting Mght and day. But I'U speak to Teresa; she hears the
gossip of the court,"
The next day she told bim she had seen Teresa, and had heard of five
more signors who were bitten vrith the Avritmg spider, Gerard took
doAvn thefr names, and bought parchment, and busied himseU for some
days in preparing specimens. He left one, vrith Ms name and address, at
each of these signers' doors, and hopefuUy aAvaited the result.
There Avas none.
Day after day passed and left him heartsick.
And strange to say this Avas just the time when Margaret was fighting
so hard against odds to feed her male dependents at Rotterdam, and
arrested for curing without a Ucence mstead of killing Arith one,
Gerard saw rum staring him m the face.
He spent the afternoons picking up canzonets and mastering them. He
laid in playing cards to colour, and struck off a meal per day.
This last stroke of gemus got bim mto fresh trouble.
In these " camere locande" the landlady dressed aU the meals, though
the lodgers bought the proAisions. So Gerard's hostess speedUy detected
him, ancl asked him U he was not ashamed himself: by wMch brusque
opening, havmg made him blush and look scared, she pacified herseU all
in a moment, and appealed to his good sense whether Adversity was a
thmg to be overcome on an empty stomach,
" Patienza, my lad! times AviU mend, meantime I AviU feed yov for th*
tove of heaven" (ItaUan for " gratis").
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" Nay, hostess," said Gerard, " my purse is not yet cjmte viid, and it
would add to my trouble an U true folk shoMd lose their due by me."
" Why you are as mad as your neighbour Pietro, AAith his one baJ
picture."
" Why, hoAv knoAV you 'tis a bad picture ?"
" Because nobody AviU buy it. 'There is one that hath no gift. He
wiU haA'e to don cascpie and glaive, and carry his panel for a shield."
Gerard pricked up his ears at this : so she tolcl him more. Pietro had
come from Florence Avith money ui his purse, and an tmfinished picture ,
had taken her one unfurnished room, opposite Gerard's, and furnished it
neatly. "When his picture Avas finished, he received visitors and had
offers for it: these, though m her opinion Uberal ones, he had lefused so
disdainfuUy as to make enemies of his customers. Since then he had
often taken it out Avith him to try and sell, but had always brought it
back ; ancl, the last month, she had seen one moveable after another go
out of Ms room, and noAV he wore but one suit, and lay at night on a
great chest. She had found this out only by peeping through the keyhole, for he locked the door most vigUantly VA'henever he Aveiit out. " Is
he afraid we shaU steal his chest, or his picture, that no soul in all Rome
is weak enough to buy ?"
" Nay, sweet hostess, see you not 'tis his poA'erty he would screen from
vieAV?"
" And the more fool he ! Are aU our hearts as ill as his ? A might
give us a trial first any Avay."
" HOAV you speak of him. "Why Ms case is mine ; and your countryman to boot."
" Oh, we Siennese love strangers. His case yours ? nay, 'tis just the
contrary. You are the comeUest youth ever lodged in this house ; hafr
like gold : he is a dark sour-visaged loon. Besides, you knoAV how to
take a woman on her better side ; but not he. Natheless I wish he
Avould not starve to death in my house, to get me a bad name. Any
Avay, one starvelmg is enough in any house. You are far from home,
ftud it is for me, wMch am the mistress here, to number your meals—for
(ne and the Dutch wUe, your mother, that is far aAvay : we tAvo women
shall settle that matter. Mind thou thine OAvn business, being a man,
and leave cooking and the like to us, that are in the world for little else
that I see but to roast foAvls, and suckle men at startmg, and sweejj theii
groAvn-up cobwebs."
" Dear Mnd dame, in sooth you do often put me in mind of my
mother that is far away."
" AU the better ; I'U put you more in mind of her before I have clone
with you." And the honest soul beamed with pleasure.
Gerard not being an egotist, nor bUnded by female partiaUties, saw
Ms OAvn grief in poor proud Pietro ; and the more he thought of it, the
more he resolved to share Ms humble means Arith that unlucky artist;
Pietro's sympathy would repay him. He tried to waylay him : but
without success.
One day he heard a groanmg m the room. He knocked at the door,
but i-cceived no answer. He knocked again, A surly voice bade Mm
*nter.
He obeyed somewhat tunidly, and entered a garret furnished Avith a
ikafr, a picture, face to A\aU, an iron basm, an easel, and a long chest, on
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which was coded a haggard young man Avith a AvonderfuUy bright eyn
AnytMng more Uke a coded cobra ripe for strUdng the first comer Avar
never seen,
" Good Signor Pietro," said Gerard, " forgiA'e me that, weary of mj
own soUtude, I ntrade on yours ; but I am your nighest neighbov.r iu
this house, and methinks your brother m fortune. I am an artist too."
" You are a painter ? "Welcome, signor. Sit doAAOi on my bed."
And Pietro jumped off and Avaived bim into the vacant throne Avitli a
magnificent demonstration of courtesy.
Gerard boAved, and smiled ; but hesitated a Uttle. " I may not caU
myseU a painter. I am a Avriter, a caUgraph. I copy Greek and Latm
manuscripts, AA'hen I can get them to copy."
" And you caU that an artist?"
" Without offence to your superior merit, Signor Pietro."
" No offence, stranger, none. Only, me seemeth an artist is one who
thinks, and pamts Ms thought. NOAV a caUgraph but draws in black
and white the thoughts of another."
"'Tis weU cUstmgmshed, signor. But then, a writer can AATcite the
thoughts of the great ancients, and matters of pure reason, such as uo
man may paint : ay, and the thoughts of God, which angels could not
paint. But let that pass. I am a painter as weU ; but a sorry one."
" The better thy luck. They will buy thy work in Rome."
" But seeking to commend myseU to one of thy eminence, I thought
it weU rather to caU rayseU a capable Avriter than a scurvy painter."
At this moment a step Avas heard on the stair. " Ah ! 'tis the good
dame," cried Gerard. " What ho ! hostess, I am here in couA'ersation
Arith Signor Pietro. I dare say he AviU let me have my humble dinner
here."
The ItaUan boAved graA-ely.
The landlady brought in Gerard's cUnner smoMng and savoury. She
put the (Ush doAvn on the bed Arith a face diA'csted of aU expression, and
went.
Gerard feU to. But ere he had eaten many moutliftds, he stopped,
and said : " I am an iU-mamiered churl, Signor Pietro. I ne'er eat to
my mind, when I eat alone. For our Lady's sake put a spoon into this
ragout Arith me ; 'tis not unsavoury, I pronuse you."
Pietro fixed Ms gUttering eye on him.
" "What, good youth, thou a stianger, and offerest me thy dinner ?"
" Why, see, there is more than one can eat."
" WeU, I accept," said Pietro : and took the cUsh with some appearance of calmness, and flung the contents out of Avindow.
Then he tumed, trembling Avith mortification and fre, and said: " Let
that teach thee to offer alms to an artist thou MioAvest not, master
Avriter."
Gerard's face flushed Arith anger, and it cost Mm a bitter struggle not
to box this high-souled creature's ears. And then to go and destroy good
food ! His mother's mUk curcUed in Ms veins with horror at such impiety, FmaUy, pity at Pietro's petulance and egotism, and a touch ol
respect for poA-erty-struck pride, prevaUed.
However he said colcUy, "Likely what thou hast done might pass ia a
novel of thy countryman, Signor Boccaccio ; but 'tAvas not honest."
" Make that good ! " said the jpamter suUenly.
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** I offered thee haU my dmner : no more. But thou hast ta'en It alL
Hadst a right to throw aAvay thy share, but not mme. Pride is Well,
but justice is better,"
Pietro stared, then reflected,
" 'Tis weU. I took thee for a fool, so transparent was thine artifica
Forgive me! And prithee leave me ! Thou seest how 'tis Avith me.
The Avorld hath soured me. I hate mankuid. I was not ahvays sa
Once more excuse that my discourtesy, and fare thee Avell."
Gerarcl sighed, and made for the door.
But suddenly a thought struck him. " Signor Pietro," said he, " we
Dutchmen are hard bargainers. We are the lads ' een eij scheeren,' that
is ' to shave an egg.' Therefore, I, for my lost dinner, do claim to feast
mme eyes on your picture, whose face is toAvard the Avail."
" Nay, nay," said the painter hastily, " ask me not that; I have
Afready misconducted niyseU enough toAvards thee. I Avotild not shed
thy blood."
" Samts forbid ! My blood ?"
" Stranger," said Pietro sullenly, " frritated by repeated insults to my
pic'ture, Avhich is my chUd, my heart, I did in a moment of rage make a
solemn vow to drive my dagger into the next one that should flout it,
and the labour and love that I have given to it."
" What, are all to be slam that will not praise this picture ?" and he
looked at its back Avitli curiosity.
"Nay, nay : U you Avottld but look at it, ancl hold your parrot tongues.
But you will be talMng. So I have turned it to the wall for ever.
Would I were dead, ancl buried in it for my coffin !"
Gerard reflected,
'' I accept the conditions, ShoAV me the pict;tre ! I can but hold my
peace,"
Pietro went and tumed its face, and put it in the best Ught the room
afforded, and coiled himseU again on his chest, with his eye, and stiletto,
gUttermg,
The picture represented the Virgm and Christ, flying through the afr
M a sort of cloud of shadoAvy cherubic faces ; underneath was a landscape, forty or fifty miles in extent, and a purple sky above,
Gerard stood and looked at it m silence. Then he stepped close, and
looked. Then he retired as far off' as he could, and looked ; but said
not a word,
"When he had been at this game liaU an hour, Pietro cried out querulously and somewhat inconsistently: " AVell, have you not a word to say
about it ?"
Gerard started, " I cry your mercy ; I forgot there were three of us
here. Ay, I have much to say," And he droAV his SAVord,
" Alas ! alas!" cried Pietro, jumping in terror from his lair, " What
wouldst thou ?"
" Many, defend myseU against thy bodMn, signor ; and at due odds,
oeing, as "aforesaid, a Dutchman, Therefore, holcl aloof, while I deUvei
judgment, or I Avill pin thee to the wall like a cockchafer,"
"t)h ! is that aU," said Pietro, greatly reUeved, " I feared you were
gomg to stab my poor picture Avith your sword, stabbed already by so
many foul tongues,"
Gerard "pursued criticism under difiicultiee." Put himself in s
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position of defence, Arith his sword's point covermg Pietro, and one eye
glancing aside at the picture, " First, signor, I Avotdd haA'e you kuoA»
that, in the mixing of certain colours, and in the preparation of yotrr oil,
you ItaUans are far behind us Flemings, But let that flea stick. For as
smaU as I am, I can shoAV you certain secrets of the Van Eycks, that
you wiU put to marveUous profit in your next picture. Meantime I see
in tMs one the great quaUties of your nation. Verily, ve are solisfilii.
If Ave have colour, you have imagination. Mother of heaven ! an he
hath not flung his immortal soul upon the panel. One thmg I go by is
this ; it makes other pictures I once admired seem drossy, earth-born
things. The drapery here is somewhat short ancl stiff'. Why not let it
float freely, the figures bemg in air and motion?"
" I AviU ! I vriU!" cried Pietro eagerly. " I wiU do anything for
;hose Avho wiU but see what I have done."
" Humph ! TMs landscape it enUghtens me. Henceforth I scorn
those Uttle hudcUed landscapes that cUd erst content me. Here ia
nature's A'ery face: a spacious plain, each distance marked, and eA'ery
tree, house, figtu'e, field and river smaller ancl less plam, by exquisite
gradation, tiU Aision itseU melts into distance. 0 beautiful ! And the
cunnmg rogue hath hung his celestial figure m afr out of the Avay of Ms
Uttle world beloAV. Here, floating saints beneath heaven's purple
canopy. There, far doAvn, earth and her busy MA'CS. Ancl they let you
take this painted poetry, tMs blooming hymn, tMough the streets ot
Rome and bring it home unsold. But I teU thee in Ghent or Bruges,
or even m Rotterdam, they would tear it out of thy hands. But 'tis a
comraon saymg that a stranger's CA'e sees clearest. Courage, Pietro
Vanucci! I reA'erence thee, and though myseU a scurvy painter, do
forgiye thee for being a great one. Forgive thee ? I thank God for thee
and such rare men as thou art; and bow the knee to thee m just
homage. Thy picture is immortal, and thou, that hast but a chest to
sit on, art a king m thy most royal art. Viva, il maestro ! Viva !"
At this unexpected burst the painter, Arith all the abandon of his
nation, flung himseU on Gerard's neck. " They said it Avas a maniac's
dream," he sobbed.
" MaMacs themseh'es ! no, icUots ! " shouted Gerard.
" Generous stranger ! I AviU hate men no more smce the Avorld hath
such as thee. I was a viper to fling thy poor dinner aAvay ; a AATetch, a
monster."
" WeU, monster, AvUt be gentle noAV, and sup Arith me ?"
" Ah ! that I AvUl. "Whither goest thou ?"
" To order supper on the mstant. We AriU have the picture for thfrd
man."
" I AviU invite it whUes thou art gone. My poor picture, cMld of my
heart.."
" A h ! master; 'tAviU look on many a supper after the worms lav«
eaten you and rae."
" I hope so," said Pietro.
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CHAPTER LIX.
ABOUT a week after this the two friends sat Avorking together, but not
In the same spirit. Pietro dashed fitfuUy at his, and did wonders in a
few minutes, and then did nothing, except abuse i t ; then presently
resumed it m a fury, to lay it doAA'n Avith a groan. Through all which
kept calmly Avorldng, caMily smiling, the canny Dutchman.
To be plain, Gerard, Avho never had a friend he did not master, had
put Ms Onagra in harness. The friends were pamting playing cards to
DoU the pot.
"When done, the indignant master took np his picture to make his
daily tour m search of a customer.
Gerard begged him to take the cards as well, and try and sell them
He looked aU the rattle-snake, but eventually embraced Gerard in the
ItaUan fashion, and took them, after first drying the last-finished ones ia.
the sun, Avhich Avas now powerful ui that happy clime.
Gerard, left alone, executed a Greek letter or tAvo, and then mended a
Uttle rent in his hose. His landlady found him thus employed, and
inqufred ironicaUy whether there Avere no women in the house.
"When you have done that," said she, "come and talk to Teresa, my
friend I spoke to thee of, that hath a husband not good for much, which
brags his acquamtance Avith the great."
Gerard went doAA'n, and Avho should Teresa be but the Roman
matron.
" Ah, madama," said he, " is it you ? The good dame told me not
that. And the little fafr-haired boy, is he Avell ? is he none the Averse
for his voyage in that strange boat"?"
" He is well," said the matron.
" Why, what are you two talking about ?" said the landlady, staring
at them both in turn ; " and Avhy tremble you so, Teresa mia ?"
" He saved my child's Ufe," said Teresa, maMng an eft'ort to compose
herself.
" "What; my lodger ? and he never told me a Avord of that. Art not
ashamed to look me in the face ?"
" Alas! speak not harshly to him," said the matron. She then turne(J
to her friend and poured out a glowing description of Gerard's conduct,
dtirmg AA'hich Gerard stood blushing like a girl, and scarce recognising
Ms OAvn performance, gratitude painted it so fair.
" And to think thou shouldst ask me to serve thy lodger, of whom I
knew nought but that he had thy good Avord, 0 Fiammina : ancl that
was enough for me. Dear youth, in serving thee I serve myself."
Then ensued an eager description, by the tAvo women, of AAiiat had
been done, ancl Avhat should be done, to penetrate the thick wall of fees,
commissions, and chicanery, Avhich stood between the patrons of art and
an unknoAvn artist in the Etei'ii:il city.
Teresa smiled sadly at Gerard's simplicity in leaAing specimens of hii
iMll at the doors of the great.
" W h a t ! " said she, "without promising the servants a share—Arithout
even teeing them, to let the signors see thy uieichandiEe ! As weU hav«
tiunji it into Tilie-r."
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" WeU-a-day !" sighed Gerard. " Then how is an artist to find i
patron ? for artists are poor, not rich."
" By going to some city nobler and not so greedy as this," said Teresa
" La corte Romana non vxtol' pecora senza lana."
She feU into thought, and said she would come again to-morrow.
The landlady feUcitated Gerard. " Teresa has got something in htt
head," said she.
Teresa was scarce gone when Pietro returned Avith Ms picture, looking
black as thunder. Gerard exchajiged a glance Arith the landlady, and
followed him up stafrs to console him.
" "What, have they let thee bring home thy masterpiece ?"
" As heretofore."
" More fools they, then."
" That is not the worst."
« Why, what is the matter ?"
" They have bought the cards," yeUed Pietro, and hammered the aii
furiously right and left.
" AU the better," said Gerard, cheerfuUy.
" They flew at me for them. They were enraptured Arith them. They
tried to conceal thefr longing for them, but could not. I saw, I feigned,
I pUlaged ; curse the boobies."
And he flung down a dozen smaU silver coins on the floor and jumped
on them, and danced on thera Avith basilisk eyes, and then kicked them
assiduously, and sent them spmning and flymg, and running aU abroai
DoAvn went Gerard on Ms knees and foUowed the maltreated innocents
dfrectly, and transferred them tenderly to his purse.
"Shouldst rather smile at thefr ignorance, and put it to profit,"
said he.
"And so I AviU," said Pietro, Arith concentrated incUgnation. " The
brutes! We wiU paint a pack a day ; we wiU set the whole city gambling and ruining itseU, whUe we live Uke princes on its Aices and
stupicUty. There was one of the queens, though, I had fain have kept
back. 'Twas you limned her, brother. She had lovely red-brovm hau
and sapphfre eyes, and above aU, soul."
" Pietro," said Gerard, softly, " I painted that one from my heart."
The qmck-Aritted ItaUan nodded, and Ms eyes tArinkled.
"You love her so weU, yet leave her."
" Pietro, it is because I love her so dear that I have wandered all this
AA'eary road."
This interesting coUoquy was interrupted by the lan(Uady crying from
below, " Come doAvn, you are wanted." He went doAvn, and there waa
Teresa again.
" Come vrith me, Ser Gerard."

CHAPTER LX.
QERAHD walked sUently beside Teresa, wondering in his OAvn min^
kfter the manner of artists, AA'hat she was gomg to do with Mm ; instead
of asking her. So at last she told him of her o^wn accord. A friend h**
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informed hfiv of a working goldsmith's Arife who wanted a Avriter. " Hei
shop is hard by ; you vriU not have far to go."
Accorduigly they soon arrived at the goldsmith's vrife.
" Madama," said Teresa, " Leonora tells me you want a writer: I havt
brought you a beautiful one; he saved my chUd at sea. Prithee look on
bam with favour."
The goldsmith's AvUe compUed in one sense. She fixed her eyes on
Gerard's comely face, and could hardly take them off again. But her
reply Avas unsatisfactory, " Nay, I have no use for a Avriter, Ah ! I
mind now, it is my gossip, Clselia, the sausage-maker, Avants one; she
told me, and I told Leonora,"
Teresa made a courteous speech and withdreAv.
Clselia Uved at some distance, and when they reached her house she waa
out, Teresa said calmly, " I Avill aAvait her return," and sat so stiU, and
dignified, and statuesque, that Gerard was beginning furtively to (fraw
her, AA'hen ClseUa returned,
" Madama, I hear from the goldsmith's AvUe, the exceUent Olympia,
that you need a Avriter " (here she took Gerard by the hand and led him
forward); " I have brought you a beautiful one; he saved my child from
the cruel waves. For our Lady's sake look Arith favour on Mm."
" JMy good dame, my fair Ser," said ClseUa, " I have no use for a
Avritor; but now you remind me, it was my friend Appia Claudia
asked rae for one but the other day. She is a taUor, Uves in the Via
Lepida,"
Teresa retired caUnly,
" Madama," said Gerard, " this is Ukely to be a te(Uous business for
you,"
Teresa opened her eyes,
" What was ever done Avithout a Uttle patience ?" She added, mildly.
" We AriU knock at every door at Rome but you shall have justice,"
" But, madama, I think Ave are dogged, I noticed a man that follows
us, sometimes afar, sometimes close,"
" I have seen it," saicl Teresa, coldly: but her cheek coloured faintly
" It is my poor Lodovico,"
She stopped and turned, and beckoned vrith her finger,
A figure approached them someAvhat luiArilUngly.
"When he came up, she gazed him ftiU in the face, and he looked
sheepish,
" Lodovico mio," said she, " know this young Ser, of Avhoni I have so
often spoken to thee, KnoAV him ancl love him, for he it was Avho
saved thy Arife and child,"
At these last words LodoAico, who had been boAring and grmmng
artificially, suddeMy changed to an expression of heartfelt gratitude, and
embraced Gerard warmly.
Yet «oiueliow there was something in the man's original manner, and
his having fe^Uowed his wife by stealth, that made Gerard tmcomfortable
under this caress. However he said, " We shall have your company,
Ser Lodovico ?"
" No, signor," replied Lodovico, " I go not on that side Tiber "
" Addio, then," said Teresa, significantly,,
" "Wlien shaU you return home, Teresa mia ?"
" y\ hen I have done mine pjn-and, Lodovico."
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They pursued thefr way in sUence. Teresa now Avore a sad and aUnc/St
gloomy afr.
To be brief, Appia ClaucUa was merciful, and (Ud not send them OA'ei
Tiber again, but oMy a hundred yards doAvn the street to Lucretia, Avho
kept the glove shop ; she it was wanted a writer : but what for Appia
Clau(Ua could not conceive. Lucretia was a merry Uttle dame, who
received them heartily enough, and told them she Avanted no writer, kept
all her accounts in her head. " It was for my confessor, Father Colonna ;
he is mad after them."
" I haA'e heard of his exceUency," said Teresa.
•'"Who has not?"
" But, good dame, he is a friar ; he has raade vow of poverty. I cap
not let the yotmg man write and not be paid. He saved ray child at
sea."
"Did he noAv?" And Lucretia cast an approAing look on Gerard.
" Well, make your mmd easy ; a Colonna never wants for money. The
good father has only to say the word, ancl the princes of his race AA'IU
our a thousand croAvns mto his lap. And such a confessor, dame ! the
est m Rome. His head is leagues and leagues away all the while ; he
ncA'er heeds Avhat you are saying. Why, I thmk no more of confessing
my sins to Mm than of telling them to that waU. Once, to try him, I
confessed, along with the rest, as how I had killed my lodger's little girl
and baked her in a pie. "WeU, when my voice left off confessing, he
started out of Ms dream, and says he, a mustermg up a gloom, ' My erring
sister, say tMee paternosters and three ave Marias kneeling, ancl eat no
butter nor eggs next Wednesday, and pax vobiscum !' and off a went
Arith Ms hands behind him, looking as if there was no such thing as me
m the world."
Teresa waited patiently, then calmly brought tMs discursive lady back
to the pomt: " "Would she be so kind as go Arith this good youth to the
friar and speak for him !"
" Alack! hoAV can I leave my shop ? And what need ? His door is
aye open to Avriters, and painters, and scholars, and all such cattle.
Why, one day he would not receive the Duke d'Urbino, because a learned
Greek Avas closeted with liim, and the friar's head and his so close together OA'er a dusty parchment just come in from Greece, as you could
put one cowl over the pafr. His wench Onesta told me. She mostly
looks in here for a chat when she goes an errand."
" This is the man for thee, my friend," saicl Teresa.
" All you have to do," contmued Lucretia, " is to go to his lodgings
(my boy shaU shoAV them you), and teU Onesta you come from me, and
you are a Avriter, and she AVUI take you up to Mm. If you put a piece
of sUver m the wench's hand, 'tArill do you no harm : that stands to
reason."
" I have silA'er," said Teresa, warmly.
" But stay," said Lucretia, " mind one thing. Wliat the yotmg man
saith he can do, that he must be able to do, or let him shun the good
friar like poison. He is a very Arild beast against aU bunglers. Why
Was but t'other day, one brought him an Ul-carA'ed crucifix. Says he ;
Is this how you present " Sah-ator JIundi ?" AA'IIO died for you in
mortal agony ; and you go and grudge him careful work. This slovenly
gimcrack, a crucifix ? But that it is a crucifix of some sort, and I am a
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holy m,an, I'd dust your jacket with your crucifix,' says he. Onesta
heard every Avord through the keyhole ; so mmd."
" Have no fears, madama," said Teresa, loftUy, " I wUl answer for Ma
abUity ; he saved my child,"
Gerard was not subtle enough to appreciate this conclusion : and was
so far from sharing Teresa's confidence that he begged a respite. Ho
would rather not go to the friar to-day: would not to-morroAV do as
weU?
_
^
^
" Here is a coward for ye," said Lucretia,
" N 0, he is not a coward," said Teresa, firing np. " He is modest,"
" I am afraid of tMs high-bom, fastidious mar," said Gerard. " Consider, he has seen the handywork of all the Avriters in Italy, dear dame
Teresa ; if you would but let me prepare a better piece of work than yet
I have done, and then to-raorroAV I AviU face him with it."
" I consent," said Teresa,
They walked home together.
Not far from his OAVU lodging was a shop that • sold veUum, Then
was a beautUul white sMn in the wmdow, Gerard looked at it Arist
fuUy; but he knew he could not pay for i t ; so he went on rathei
hastily. However, he soon made up his mind where to get veUum
and, parting with "Teresa at his own door, ran hastily up stafrs, and took
the bond he had brought all the Avay from SeA'enbergen, and laid it Arith
a sigh on the table. He then prepared vrith his chemicals to erase the
old writmg ; but, as this was his last chance of reading it, he now overcame his deadly repugnance to bad writing, and proceeded to decipher
the deed in spite of its detestable contractions. It appeared by tMs
deed that Ghysbrecht Van Swieten was to advance some raoney to
Floris Brandt on a piece of land, and was to repay himseU out of the
rent.
On tMs Gerard felt it would be imprudent and improper to destroy
the deed. On the contrary he vowed to decipher every word, at his
leisure. He went doAvn stafrs, determined to buy a small piece of A'eUum
vrith his half of the card-money.
At the bottom of the stafrs he found the lancUady and Teresa talking.
At sight of him the former cried : " Here he is. You are caught, donna
mia. See Avhat she has bought you !" And whipped out from under
her apron the very sMn ol vellum Gerard had longed for.
"Why, dame! why, donna Teresa!" And he was speecMess, witli
pleasure and astonishment.
" Dear donna Teresa, there is not a skin in aU Rome like it. However came you to hit on this one ? 'Tis glamour."
" Alas, dear boy, did not thine eye rest on it with desfre ? and didst
thou not sigh in turning away from it ? And was it for Teresa to let
thee want the thing after that V'
" What sagacity! what goodness, madama! Oh, dame, I never
thought I shoidd possess this. What did you pay for it ?"
" I forget. Addio, Fiammina. Addio, Ser Gerard. Be happy, be
prosperous, as you are good." And the Roman matron gUded away
ifliUe Gerard was hesitating, and thuiking how to offer to pay so statelj
4 creatui-e for her purchase.
The next day in the afternoon he went to Lucretia, and her boy too3e
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bim to Fra Coloiina's lodgings. He announced his busmess, and feed
Onesta, and she took him up to the friar, Gerard entered AAith a beating heart. The room, a large one, was streAved and heaped Arith object*
of art, antiqtuty, and learning, lying about in rich profusion, and confusion. Manuscripts, pictures, carAings in wood and ivory, musical instruraents ; and in this glorious chaos sat the friar, pormg intently over an
Arabian manuscript.
He looked up a little peevisUy at the interruption, Onesta wMspered
in his ear.
•' Very well," said he, " Let him be seated. Stay ; young man,
show me how you write ?" And he threw Gerard a piece of paper, and
pointed to an inkhorn,
" So please you, reverend father," said Gerard, " my hand it trembleth
too much at this moment; but last mght I AA'rote a A-eUum page ol
Greek, and the Latin version by its side, to shoAV the various character,"
" Show it rae ?"
Gerard brought the Avork to him in fear and trembling ; then stood,
heart-sick, awaiting Ms verdict.
When it came it staggered hira. For the A'erdict Avas, a Domimcan
falling
on Ms neck.
^o

CHAPTER LXT,
HAPPY the man who has two chain-cables ; Merit, and Women.
Oh that I, like Gerard, had a " chaine des dames " to ptiU up by,
I would be prose laureat, or professor of the spasmodic, or something.
In no time. En attendant, I wiU sketch the Fra Colonna,
The true revivers of ancient learning and pMlosophy were two Avriters
of fiction—Petrarch and Boccaccio,
Thefr labours were not croAvned Arith great, public, and immediate
.success ; but they sowed the good seed; and it never perished, but
qtuckened m the soU, aAvaiting sunshine.
From thefr day Italy was ncA'er AA'ithout a native scholar or two,
versed in Greek ; and each learned Greek who landed there Avas received
fratemaUy, The fourteenth century, ere its close, saAv the birth ot
Poggio, "VaUa, and the elder Guarino : and early in the fifteenth
Florence under Cosmo de MecUci was a nest of Platonists, These,
headed by Gemistiis Pletho, a born Greek, began about A,D, 1440, to
Avrite down Aristotle, For few nunds are big enough to be just to
great A Arithout being unjust to capital B.
Theodore Gaza defended that great man with moderation ; George ol
Trebizond vrith acerbity, and retorted on Plato, Then Cardinal Bessarion, another bom Greek, resisted the said George, and his idol, in a
tract " Adversus caluramatorera PlatoMs,"
Pugnacity, whether wise or not, is a form of AitaUty, Bom Arithout
controversial bUe in so zealous an epoch, Francesco Colonna, a young
nobleman of Florence, Uved for the arts. At tAventy he fiuned Domimcan friar. His object was qmet study. He retfred from idle company, and faction fights, the humming and the stmgmg of the human
hive, to St. Dominic and the Nme Muses.
All eager student of languages, pictures, statues, cMonology, coins,
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and monumental mscriptions. These last loosened his faith in populai
histories.
He traveUed many years in the East, and returned laden Avith
spoUs: master of several choice MSS., and versed in Greek and Latin,
Hebrew and Syriac. He found his country had not stood still. Other
lettered prmces besides Cosmo had sprung up. Alfonso King of
Naples, Nicolas d'Este, Lionel d'Este, &c. Above aU, his old friend
Thomas of Sarzana had been made pope, and had lent a mighty impulse
to letters; had accimiulated 5000 MSS. in the library of the Vatican,
and had set Poggio to translate Diodorus Siculus ancl Xenophon's
Cyropsedia, Latirentius Valla to translate Herodotus and Thucydides,
Theodore Gaza, Theophrastus; George of Trebizond, Eusebius, and
certain treatises of Plato, etc. etc.
The monk found Plato ancl Aristotle under armistice, but Poggio and
VaUa at loggerheads over verbs and nouns, ancl on fire with odium philologicura. All this was heaven; and he settled doAvn in his native land, his
Ufe a rosy dreara. None so happy as the versatile, provided they have
not thefr bread to make by it. Ancl Fra Colonna AA'as Versatility. He
kneAV seven or eight languages, and a little mathematics ; could write a
bit, paint a bit, model a bit, sing a bit, strum a bit ; ancl could relish
superior exceUence in all these branches. For this last trait he deserA'ed
to be as happy as he was. For, gauge the intellects of your acquaintances,
and you vriU find but foAV whose minds are neither deaf, nor bUnd, nor
dead to some great art or science,
" And Arisdom at one entrance quite shut out."
And such of them as are conceited as well as stupid, shall even psirade,
instead of blttshmg for, the holes in their intellects.
A zealot in art, the friar Avas a sceptic in religion.
In every age there are a foAV men Avho hold the opinions of another
age ; past or future. Being a lump of simpUcity, his scepticism was as
naif as his enthusiasm. He affected to look on the religious ceremonies
of Ms day, as his models, the heathen phUosophers, regarded the Avorship
of gods ancl departed heroes : mummeries good for the poptdace. But
here his iMnd drew unconsciously a droll distinction. "\'V'hatever Christian ceremony his learning taught him was of purely pagan origin, that
he respected, out of respect for antiquity ; though had he, with Ids turn
of mmd, been a pagan and its contemporary, he would have scorned it
from his philosophic heights.
Fra Colonna was charmed Avith his ncAV artist, ancl, having the run of
half the palaces in Rome, sounded his praises so, that he was soon caUed
upon to resign him. He told Gerard what great princes Avanted him.
" But I am so happy Arith you, father," objected Gerard. "Fiddlestick
about bemg happy vrith me," said Fra Colonna, " you must not be happy;
you must be a man of the Avorld ; the grand lesson I impress on the
young is, be a raan of the worM. NOAV these Montesini can pay you
three tunes as much as I can, and they shaU too—by Jupiter."
And the friar clapped a terrific price on Gerard's pen. It Avas acceded
Co without a murmur. Much higher prices Avere going for copying, than
authorship ever obtained for centuries under the printing press.
Gerard had tMee htmcfred crowns for Aristotle's treatise on rhetoric.
The great are mighty sweet upon aU thefr pets, Avhile the fancy lasts :
Y 2
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»nd in the rage for Greek MSS, the handsome writer soon became a pet,
>nd nobles of both sexes caressed him like a lap dog.
It would have tumed a vain feUoAv's head ; but the canny Dutchman
saw the steel hand beneath the velvet glove, and (Ud not presume.
Nevertheless it was a proud day for him, when he found MmseU seated
Arith Fra Colonna at the table of his present employer, Cardmal Bessarion.
They Avere about a mUe from the top of that table ; but, never mind
there they were ; and Gerard had the advantage of seeing roast pheasants
dished up Arith aU thefr feathers as if they had just AOAATI out of a coppice instead of off the spit: also cMckens cooked in bottles, and tender
as peaches. But the grand novelty was the napkms, surpassmgly fine,
and folded into cocked hats, and bfrds' vrings, and fans, &c., mstead of
lying flat. This electrified Gerard : though my readers have seen th«
dazzlmg phenomenon Arithout tumbUng backAvards chair and all.
After dinner the tables were spUt in pieces, and carried away, and lo
under each Avas another table spread with sAveetmeats. The signoras, and
signorinas, feU upon them and gormandized ; but the signors eyed them
Avitli reasonable suspicion.
" But, dear father," objected Gerard, " I see not the bifurcal daggers,
Avith which men say his exceUency armeth the left hand of a man."
" Nay, 'tis the Cardmal OrsiM which hath invented yon peeAish instrument for Ms guests to fumble thefr meat Arithal. One, being in
haste, did skewer his tongue to his palate Arith it, I hear ; 0 tempera, 0
mores ! The ancients, reclining godlike at thefr feasts, how had they
spurned such pedantries."
As soon as the ladies had cUsported themselves among the sugar-plums,
the tables Avere suddenly removed, and the guests sat in a row against the
wall. Then came in, ducking and scraping, two ecclesiastics Arith lutes,
and kneeled at the cardinal's feet and there sang the service of the day;
then retfred with a deep obeisance : in answer to Avhich the cardinal
fingered his skull cap as our late Iron Duke his hat : the company dispersed, and Gerard had dmed with a cardinal, and one that had thrice just
missed being pope.
But greater honour was in store.
One day the cardinal sent for him, and after praising the beauty of his
work took him in his coach to the Vatican : and up a private stafr to a
luxurious Uttle room, Arith a great oriel wmdoAV. Here were inkstands,
sloping frames for writing on, and aU the instruments of art. The cardinal wMspered a courtier, and presently the Pope's private secretary appeared with a glorious grimy old MS. of Plutarch's Lives. And soon
Gerard was seated alone copying it, awestruck, yet haU deUghted at the
thought that Ms hoUness would handle Ms work and read it.
The papal inkstands were aU glorious externally; but within the ink
was Aile. But Gerard carried ever good ink, home-made, in a dirty httle
inkhorn: he prayed on Ms knees for a firm and skilful hand, and set to
work.
One side of Ms room was nearly occupied by a massive curtain divided
in the centre: but its ample folds overlapped. After a wMle, Gerard felt
^aAvn to peep tMough that curtain. He resisted the impulse. It returned.
It overpowered him. He left Plutarch; stole across the matted floor;
took the folds of the curtain, and gently gathered them up vrith Ms
fingers, and putting his nose tMough the chink ran it against a cold steel
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halbert. Two sol(Uers armed cap-a-pie, Avere holding their gUttering"
weapons crossed in a triangle. Gerard drew swUtly back: but in that
Instant he heard the soft murmur of voices and saw a group of persons
jringmg before some hidden figure.
He never repeated his attempt to pry through the guarded curtail;
but often eyed it. Every hour or so an ecclesiastic peeped in, eyed him,
chUlecl him, and exit. AU this was gloomy and mechanical. But the
next day a gentleman, richly armed, bounced in, and glared at Mm.
" What is toward here ?" said he.
Gerard told him he was Avriting out Plutarch, Avitli the help of
the saints. The spark said he did not know the signor in question.
Gerard explamed the cfrcumstances of time and space, that had
deprived the Signor Plutarch of the advantage of the spark's conversation,
" Oh! one of those old dead Greeks they keep such a coil about."
" Ay, signor, one of them, who, being dead, yet Uve,"
" I understand you not, young man," said the noble, with aU the
dignity of ignorance, " What did the old fellow Avrite ? Love stories ?"
and his eyes sparkled: " merry tales, Uke Boccaccio."
" Nay Uves of heroes, and sages."
" Soldiers, and popes ?"
" Soldiers, and princes,"
" WUt read me of them some day ? "
" And AvilUngly, signor. But Avliat would they say who employ me,
Avere I to break off Avork ?-"
" Oh never heed that; knoAv you not Avho I am ? I am Jacques Bonaventura, nephcAV to his hoUness the Pope, and captain of his guards.
And I came here to look after my felloAvs. I trow they haA'e turned
them out of their room for you." Signor Bonaventtira then hurried
away. This Uvely compamon however having acquired a habit of running into that Uttle room, and finding Gerard good company, often looked
in on bun, and chattered ephemeraUties while Gerard Avrote the immortal
Uves.
One day he came a changed, ancl moody man, ancl threAV himself into
a chair, crying, "Ah, traitress ! traitress ! " Gerard inqufred what Avaa
his ill ? " Traitress ! traitress !" was the reply. Whereupon Gerard
Avrote Plutarch. Then says Bonaventura, " I am melancholy ; and for
our lady's sake read me a story out of Ser Plutarcho, to sooth my bUe:
in aU that Greek is there nought about lovers betrayed ?"
Gerard read him the Ufe of Alexander. He got excited, marched about
the room, and embracing the reader, vowed to shun " soft deUghts," that
bed of nettles, and foUow glory.
Who so happy now as Gerard ? His art was honoured, and fabulous
prices paid for i t ; in a year or tAvo he should return by sea to HoUand,
Avlth good store of money, and set up Avitli his beloved Margaret in
Bruges, or Antwerp, or dear Augsburg, and end thefr cLays in peace, and
love, and healthy, happy labour. His heart never strayed an mstant
from her.
In Ms prosperity he did not torget poor Pietro. He took the Fra
Colonna to see his picture. The friar mspected it severely and closely,
fell on the artist's neck, and carried the pictiire to one of the Coloni.;i£^
who gave a n AWC price for it.
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Pietro descended to the ffrst floor ; and Uved Uke a gentleman.
But Gerard remamed in his garret. To increase his expenses would
have been to postpone his return to Margaret. Luxury had no charms
for the single-hearted one, AA'hen opposed to love.
Jacques Bonaventura made him acquainted Arith other gay young fel
loAvs. They loved hira, and sought to entice him into vice, and other
expenses. But he begged humbly to be excused. So he escaped that
temptation. But a greater was behind.

CHAPTER LXII.
FRA COLONNA had the rtm of the Pope's library, and sometimes left off Avork at the same hour and Avalked the city Arith Gerard
on AA'hich occasions the happy artist saAV aU thmgs en beau, and was
wrapped up m the grandeur of Rome and its churches, palaces,
and rains.
The friar granted the rMns, but threw cold water on the rest.
" This place Rome ? It is but the tomb of mighty Rome." He showed
Gerard that tAventy or thu'ty feet of the old triumphal arches were underground, and that the modern streets ran over ancient palaces ; ancl over
the tops of columns ; and coupUng this with the comparatively narrow
limits of the modern city, and the gigantic vestiges of antiqmty that
peeped above ground here and there, he uttered a somewhat remarkable
simile. " I teU thee this Aillage they call Rome is but as one of those
SAvalloAvs' nests ye shall see buUt on the eaA'es of a decayed abbey."
" Old Rome must indeed have been fair then," said Gerard.
" Judge for yourseU, ray son ; you see the great sewer, the work of the
Romans m thefr very chUdhood, and shaU outlast VesuAius. You see
the fragments of the Temple of Peace. How would you look could you
see also the Capitol vrith its five-and-twenty temples ? Do but note tMa
Monte SaA'eUo : AA-hat is it, an it please you, but the rums of the ancient
theatre of MarceUtts ? and as for Testacio, one of the highest hUls in
modern Rome, it is but an ancient dust heap ; the women of old Rome
flung thefr broken pots and pans there, and lo ; a mountam.

' Ex pede Herculem ; ex ungue leonem.' "
Gerard Ustened respectfuUy, but when the holy friar proceeded by
analogy to imply that the moral superiority of the heathen Romans Avas
proportionably grand, he resisted stoutly. " Has then the world lost by
Christ his coming ? " said he ; but blushed, for he felt MmseU reproaching Ms benefactor.
"Saints forbid !" said the friar. '"Twere heresy to say so." And,
having made this direct concession, he proceeded gradually to evade it
by subtle circumlocution, and reached the forbidden door by the spfral
back stafrcase. In the midst of aU AA'MCU they came to a church vrith a
knot of persons in the porch. A demon was being exorcised Arithm. Now
Pra Colonna had a way of uttering a curious sort of Uttle moan, when
tMngs Zeno or Epicurus would not have swaUowed were presented tc
him as facts. This moan conveyed to such, as had often heard it, not
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only strong dissent, but pity for human credulity, ignorance and error,
especially of course when it blinded men to the merits of Pagandom,
The friar moaned, and said, " Then come aAvay."
" Nay, father, prithee! prithee! I ne'er saAV a divell cast out."
The friar accompanied Gerard into the church, but had a good shrug
first. There they found the demoniac forced doAvn on his knees before
the altar with a scarf tiecl round his neck, by which the officiating priest
held Mm Uke a dog in a cham.
Not many persons were present, for fame had put forth that the lasi
demon cast out in that church went no farther than into one of the
company: " as a cony ferreted out of one burrow runs to the next."
When Gerard and the friar came up, the priest seeraed to thmk there
were noAV spectators enough ; and began.
He faced the demoniac, breviary in hand, and Mst set himseU to learp
the individual's name vrith Avhora he had to deal.
" Come out, Ashtaroth. Oho ! it is not you then. Come out, BeUal.
Come out, Tatzi, Come out, Eza, No: he trembles not. Come out,
Azymotli, Come out, Feriander, Come out, Foletho, Come out, Astyma. Come out, Nebul, Aha! what, have I found ye ? 'tis thou, thou
reptile; at thine old tricks. Let us pray!—
" Oh Lord, we pray thee to drive the foul fiend Nebul out of this thy
creature : out of his hair, and his eyes, out of Ms nose, out of his mouth,
out of his ears, out of his gums, out of Ms teeth, out of his shoulders, out
of his arms, legs, loins, stomach, boAvels, thighs, knees, calves, feet, ankles,
finger-nails, toe-nails, and soul. Amen,"
The priest then rose from his knees, and turning to the company said,
with quiet geniality, " Gentles, we have here as obstinate a diveU as you
may see in a summer day," 'Then, facing the patient, he spoke to him
with great rigour, sometimes addressmg the man, and sometimes the fiend,
ancl they ansAvered him in tum through the same mouth, now saymg that
they hated those holy names the priest kept uttering, and now complaining they did feel so bad in their inside.
It was the priest who first confounded the victim and the culprit in
idea, by pitching uito the former, cttffmg him soundly, kicking him, and
spitting repeatedly in his face. Then he took a candle and Ughted it, and
turned it down, ancl burned it tiU it burned his fingers; when he droppei^
it double quick. Then took the custodial; and showed the patient tli
Corpus Domini Arithin, Then burned another candle as before, but moK
cautiously: then spoke civilly to the demoniac in his human character
dismissed him, ancl received the compliments of the company.
" Good father," saicl Gerard, " how you have their names by hear'..
Our northern priests have no such exquisite knoAA'ledge of the hellish
squadrons,"
" Ay, young man, here we know all thefr names, and eke their way.s,
the reptiles. This Nebul is a bitter hard one to hunt out,"
He then told the company in the most affable way several of his experiences ; concluding AAith his feat of yesterday, Avhen he drove a great
liulMng fiend out of a woman by her mouth, leaving behind him certafr.
nails, ancl pins, and a tuft of his OAVU hair, and cried out in a voice ol
anguish, " 'Tis not thou that conquers mc. See that stone on the window
sill. Know that the angel Gabriel commg doAvn to earth onc» Ughted on
that stone : 'tis that has done my business."
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The friar moaned, " And you beUeved him ?"
" Certes! who, but an infidel, had (Uscredited a revelation so precice)"
" What, beUeve the father of Ues ? That is pusMng creduUty beyond
the age."
" Oh, a Uar does not always Ue."
" Ay doth he whenever he tells an improbable story to begin, am?
shows you a holy reUc; arms you against the satamc host. Fiends (if
any) be n()t so simple. Shouldst have answered him out of antiqmty—
' Timeo Danaos et dona ferentes.'
Some blackguard chopped Ms wife's head off on that stone, young man;
you take my word for it." And the friar hurried Gerard away.
Alack, father, I fear you abashed the good priest,"
" Ay, by PoUux," said the friar, with a chuckle; " I bUstered him Arith
a single touch of' Socratic interrogation,' What modem can parry the
weapons of antiqmty ?"
One afternoon, when Gerard had finished his day's work, a fine lacquey
came and demanded his attendance at the palace Cesarini, He went and
was ushered into a noble apartment; there was a gfrl seated in it, working on a tapestry. She rose and left the room, and said she would let her
mistress knoAV.
A good hour (Ud Gerard cool his heels in that great room, and at last
he began to fret, " These nobles think nothing of a poor feUoAv's time,"
However, just as he was making up Ms mind to slip out, and go about
Ms business, the door opened, and a superb beauty entered the room,
foUowed by two maids. It was the young princess of the house of
CesarinL She came in taUdng rather loudly and haughtily to her dependents, but at sight of Gerard lowered her voice to a very feminine
tone, and said, " Are you the Avriter, messer ?"
" I am, signora."
" 'Tis well" She then seated herseU; Gerard and her maids remained
standing.
" "What is your name, good youth ?"
*' Gerard, signora."
" Gerard ? body of Bacchus! is that the name of a hiunan creature 1"
" It is a Dutch name, signora. I was bom at Tergou, in HoUand."
" A harsh name, gfrls, for so well-favoured a youth; what say
you?"
The maids assented warmly.
""What did I send for biTn for?" inquired the lady, Arith lofty languor. " A b , I reraeraber. Be seated, Ser Gerardo, and write me it
letter to Ercole OrsiM, ray lover; at least he says so."
Gerard seated himseU, took out pape» and ink, and looked up to the
iniacess for instructions.
She, seated on a much Mgher chafr, almost a throne, looked dovm at
him vrith eyes equaUy inquiring.
" WeU, Gerardo."
" I am ready, your exceUence."
" Write, then,"
" I but await the worda."
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" And who, think you, is to' provide them f
" "Who but your grace, whose letter it is to be ?"
" Gramercy! what, you writers, find you not the words ? What
avails your art Arithout the words ? I doubt you are an impostor
Gerardo."
" Nay, signora, I am none. I might make shift to put your highness's
speech into grammar, as weU as writing. But I cannot mterpret your
sUence. Therefore speak what is in your heart, and I AriU empaper it
before your eyes,"
" But there is nothing in my heart. And sometimes I tMnk I have
got no heart."
" "What is in your mind, then ?"
" But there is nothing in my mind; nor my head neither."
" Then why write at aU ?"
" Why, indeed ? That is the first word of sense either you or I have
spoken, Gerardo. PestUence seize hira! why writeth he not first ? then
I could say nay to this, and ay to that, withouten headache. Also is it
I lady's part to say the ffrst word ?"
" No, signora: the last,"
" It is well spoken, Gerardo, Ha! ha! Shalt have a gold piece for
thy wit. Give rae ray purse!" And she paid him for the article on the
naU k la raoyen age. Money never yet chdled zeal, Gerard, after getting a gold piece so cheap, felt bound to pull her out of her difficulty; if
the wit of man might achieve it, " Signorina," said he, " these tlimgs
are only hard because folk attempt too much, are artificial and labour
phrases. Do but figure to yourseU the signor you love—"
" I love him not,"
" WeU, then, the signor you love not—seated at tMs table, and cUct to
me just what you would say to him,"
" WeU, U he sat there, I should say ' Go away,'"
Gerard, who was flourishing his pen by way of preparation, laid it
ioAvn with a groan,
" And when he was gone," said Floretta, " your Mghness would say,
' Corae back,'"
" Like enough, wench. Now sUence, aU, and let rae think. He pestered me to Avrite, and I promised; so mine honour is engaged. What
lie shall I teU the Gerardo to tell the fool ?" and she tumed her head
away from them and feU mto deep thought, with her noble cMn resting
on her wMte hand, half clenched.
She was so lovely and statuesque, and looked so inspfred Arith thoughts
celestial, as she sat thus, impregnatmg herseU Arith mendacity, tha:
Gerard forgot aU, except art, and proceeded eagerly to transfer that exquisite profUe to paper.
He had very nearly fiMshed when the fafr statue tumed brusquely
round and looked at hira.
" Nay, signora," said he, a little peevishly, " for heaven's sake chang6
Qot your posture; 'twas perfect. See, you are nearly fiMshed."
All eyes were instantly on the work, and aU tongues active. " Hoi?
Uke! and done in a nunute: nay, methmks her highness's chin is not
jiiite so—"
" Oh, a touch AriU make that right."
" What a pity 'tis not coloured. I'm all for colours. Hang black and

330

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH,

white! And her Mghness hath such a lovely skm. Take aAvay her skin,
and half her beauty is lost,"
" Peace, Can you colour, Ser Gerardo ?"
" Ay, signorma, I am a poor hand at oils; there shines my friend
Pietro : but in this small Avay I can tmt you to the life, U you have tine
to waste on such vaiuty."
" CaU you this vanity ? And for time, it hangs on me like lead.
Send for your colo'drs now,—qmck, this moment,—for love of aU the
saints."
" Nay, signorina, I raust prepare them, I could come at the same
time to-raorrow,"
" So be it. And you, Floretta, see that he be admitted at all hourfi.
Alack ! Leave my head! leave my head!"
" ForgiA'e rae, signora; I thought to prepare it at home to receive the
colours. But I will leave it. And no n'let us despatch the letter,"
"What letter?"
" To the Signor OrsiM,"
" Ancl shaU I waste my time on such vanity as writing letters—and
to that empty creature, to Avliom 1 am as indift'erent as the moon ? Nay,
not indiff'erent, for I haA'e jitst discoA'ered my real sentiments, I hate
him and despise hira, Gfrls, I here forbid you once for all to raention
that signor's name to me again ; else I'U AA'liip you till the blood conies.
You Miow hoAV I can lay on Avhen I'm roused,"
" We do. We do."
" Then proA'oke rae not to it; " and her eye flashed daggers, and she
turned to Gerard aU uistantaneous honey. " AdcUo, d Gerar-do." And
Gerard bowed himseU out of this A'eh'et tiger's den.
He carae next day and coloured her ; and next he was set to make a
portrait of her on a large scale ; ancl then a ftiU-length figure ; and he
was obUged to set apart two hours in the afternoon for draAving and
painting this prmcess, whose beauty and vanity were procUgious, and
candidates for a portrait of her numerous. Here the tlirlA'uig Gerard
found a ncAV and fruitftd source of income.
Margaret seemed nearer and nearer.
It Avas HOIA' Thursday. No work this day. Fra Colonna and Gerard
sat in a Arindow and saw the reUgiotis processions. Thefr number and
pious ardour thriUed Gerard Arith the devotion that now seemed to animate the whole people, lately bent on earthly joys.
Presently the Pope came pacing majesticaUy at the head of Ms cardinals, in a red hat, wMte cloak, a capuchin of red velvet, and riding a
lovely white NeapoUtan barb, caparisoned Arith red velvet fringed and
tasselled Arith gold ; a hundred horsemen, armed cap-a-pie, rode behind
him Arith their lances erected, the butt-end resting on the man's thigh.
The cardinals went uncovered, all but one, de Medicis, Avho rode close
to the Pope and couA'ersed AAith him as Arith an equal. At every fifteen
steps the Pope stopped a single moraent, and g.ave the people Ms blessing
then on again.
Gerard and the friar now came down, and threacUng some by-streets
reached the portico of one of the seven churches. It Avas hung AAith
black, and soon the Pope and cardinals, who had entered the church by
another door, issued forth, and stood with torches on the steps, separate?
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by barriers from the people ; then a canon read a Latm BuU, excommunicating several persons by name, especially such princes as were
keeping the Church out of any of her temporal possessions.
At this awful ceremony Gerard trembled, and so did the people. But
two of the cardinals spoiled the effect by laughing unreservedly the Avhok
time.
When this was ended, the black cloth Avas removed, and revealed a
gay panoply; and the Pope blessed the people, and ended by throwing
Ms torch among them ; so did tAvo cardinals. Instantly there Avas a
scramble for the torches: they Avere fought for, and torn in pieces by the
candidates, so devoutly that smaU fragments Avere gamed at the price of
black eyes, bloody noses, and burnt fingers ; in Avliich hurtUng Ms hoUness and suite AvitlidreAV m peace.
And noAV there Avas a cry, and the crowd rushed to a square where
was a large, open stage : several priests Avere upon it praying. They rose,
and Avith great ceremony donned red gloves. Then one of thefr number
kneeled, and with signs of the loAvest reverence drew forth from a shrine
a square frame, Uke that of a mirror, and inside Avas as it were the impression of a face.
It was the Vera icon, or true impression of our Saviour's face, taken
at the veiy moment of his most mortal agony for us. Received as it was
without a grain of doubt, imagine IIOAV it moved every CMistian heart.
The people threw themselA'es on thefr faces Avhen the priest raised it
on Mgh; and cries of pity Avere in every mouth, and tears in aUnost every
eye. After a AvliUe the people rose, and then the priests went round the
platform, showing it for a single moment to the nearest; and at each sight
loud cries of pity and devotion burst forth.
Soon after this the friends feU in Arith a procession of Flagellants flogging their bare shoulders till the blood ran streaming down; but without
a sign of pain in thefr faces, and many of thera laughing and jesting as
they lashed. The bystanders out of pity offered them wine ; they took
it, but fcAv drank it, they generally used it to free the tails of the cat,
which were hard Avitli clotted blood, and make the next stroke more
effective. Most of them were boys, and a young woman took pity on
one fair urchin. "Alas! dear child," said she, " why wound thy white
skin so ?" " Basta," said he, laugMng, " 'tis for your sms I do it, not foi
mine."
" Hear you that?" said the friar. " Show me the AvMp that can whip
^le vanity out of man's heart! The young monkey ; how knoweth he
that stranger is a sinner more than he ?"
" Father," said Gerard, " surely this is not to our Lord's mind. He
was so pitiful."
" Our Lord ?" said the friar, crossing himseU. " "What has he to do
Arith this ? This Avas a custom m Rome six hundred years before he was
born. The boys used to go through the streets at the LupercaUa, flogging
themselves. And the married women used to shove m, and try and get
a bloAv from the monkeys' scourges ; for these blows coMerred fruitfulness—m those days. A fooUsh trick this flageUation ; but mteresting ta
Lhe bystander ; reminds him of the grand old heathen. We are so prone
to forget all we owe them "
Next they got into one of the sej'en churches, and saw the Pope givt
the mass The ceremony was imposing, but again spoUed by the inccJi-
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sistent conduct of the cardinals, and other prelates, who sat about the
altar vrith thefr hats on, chattermg aU tMough the mass Uke a flock ol
geese.
The eucharist in both kmds was tasted by an official before the Pope
would venture on it: and this surprised Gerard beyond measure. "Who
is that base man ? and AA'hat doth he there ?"
" Oh, that is the ' Preguste,' and he tastes the eucharist by way ot precaution. TMs is the country for poison; and none faU oftener by it than
the poor Popes."
" Alas! so I have heard; but after the miraculous change of the bread
and Avine to Christ Ms body and blood, poison cannot remain ; gone ia
the bread vrith aU its properties and accidents; gone is the vrine."
" So says faith ; but experience teUs another tale. Scores have (Ued in
[taly poisoned in the host,"
" And I teU you, father, that were both bread and Avine charged Arith
dfrest poison before his hoUness had consecrated them, yet after consecration I would take them both withouten fear,"
" So would 1, but for the fine arts,"
" "What mean you ?"
" Marry, that I would be as ready to leave the world as thou, were it
not for those arts, wMch beautUy existence here beloAV, and make it dear
to men of sense and education. No : so long as the Nine Muses strew
my path vrith roses of learmng and art, me may ApoUo inspfre with
Arisdom and caution, that knowing the Ariles of my countrymen, I may
eat poison neither at God's altar nor at a friend's table, since, wherever
I eat it or drink it, it Avill assuredly cut short my mortal thread ; and I
am writing a book—heart and soul in it—' The Dream of PoUfilo,' the
man of many arts. So name not poison to rae tiU that is finished and
copied."
And now the great beUs of St. John Lateran's were rung vrith a clash
at short intervals, and the people hurried tMther to see the heads of St
Peter and St. Paul.
Gerard and the friar got a good place in the church, and there was a
great curtain, and, after long and breathless expectation of the people,
this curtain was (fraAvn by jerks, and at a height of about thfrty feet were
two human heads Arith bearded faces, that seemed aUve. They were
shoAvn no longer than the time to say an Ave Maria, and then the curtain
draAvn. But they were shoAvn in tMs fasMon three times. St. Peter's
complexion was pale, Ms face oval, his beard gray and forked ; his head
croAvned Arith a papal mitre. St. Paul was dark sMnned, with a thick,
square beard ; his face also and hea,d were more square and massive, and
full of resolution.
Gerard was awe-struck. The friar approved after his fasMon.
" TMs exMbition of the ' imagines,' or waxen effigies of heroes and
demigods, is a venerable custom, and mciteth the Andgar to virtue by
great and visible examples."
" Waxen images ? "What, are they not the apostles themselves, embalmsd, or the Uke ?"
The friar moaned.
" They did not exist in the year 800. The great old Roman faniiiiea
always produced at their funerals a series of these ' imagines,' thereby
tying past and present history together, and showing the populace tha
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features of far-famed Avorthies. I can conceive nothing more thrilling
or instructive. But then the effigies were portraits made during life or
at the hour of death. These of St, Paul and St, Peter are moulded out
cf pure fancy,"
" .A.h ! say not so, father,"
' But the worst is, this humour of shoAving them up on a shelf, and
naif in the dark, and by snatches, and Arith the poor mountebank trick
of a draAvn ctirtam,
'Quodcunque ostendis mihi sic incredulus odi.'
Enough ; the men of this day are not the men of old. Let us have done
'with these new-fangled mummeries, and go among the pope's books;
there we shaU find the Arisdom we shall vainly hunt in the streets of
modem Rome."
And, this idea haAing once taken root, the good friar plunged and tore
through the croAvd, and looked neither to the right hand nor to the left,
tiU he had escaped the glories of the holy week, which had brought fifty
thousand strangers to Rome; and had got nice and qmet among the dead
in the library of the Vatican.
Presently, gomg into Gerard's room, he found a hot dispute a-foot, between him and Jacques Bonaventura. That spark had come in, all steel
from head to toe ; doffed helmet, puffed, and railed most scornfully on a
ridiculous ceremony, at which he and his soldiers had been compelled to
attend the Pope ; to wit the blessing of the beasts of burden.
Gerard said it was not ridiculous; nothing a Pope did could be
ridiculous.
The argument grew warm, and the friar stood grimly neuter, Avaitmg
Uke the stork that ate the frog and the mouse at the close of their combat, to grind them both between the jaws of antiquity : when lo, the
curtam was gently (fraAvn, and there stood a venerable old man in a
purple skull cap, with a beard Uke white floss sUk, looldng at them Arith
a kind though feeble smile.
" Happy youth," said he, " that can heat itseU over such matters."
They all feU on thefr knees. It was the Pope,
" Nay, rise my chUdren," said he, almost peevishly. " I came not into
this corner to be in state. How goes Plutarch ?"
Gerard brought his work, and kneeUng on one knee presented it to his
holiness, who had seated himseU, the others standing.
His holiness inspected it Arith interest. " 'Tis excellently -writ,"
saicl he,
Gerard's heart beat Arith deUght.
" Ah ! this Plutarch, he had a wondrous art, Francesco, How each
character standeth out aUve on his page: how ftdl of nature each, yet
hoAV imUke his fellow !"
Jacques Bonaventura.] " Give me the signor Boccaccio,"
His Holiness.] "An exceUent narrator, Capitano, .andAvriteth exc[uisite
ItaUan, But in spirit a thought too monotonous. Monks and nuns
were never all unchaste: one or two such stories were right pleasant and
divertmg ; but five score paint his time falsely, and sadden the heart ol
mich as love mankind, MoreoA'er he hath no sMU at characters. Now
this Greek is supreme in that great art: he carveth them Avith pen : and,
turning his page, see into how real and great a Avorld we enter of was.
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and poUcy, and business, and love in its OAvn place : for Arith him, as in
the great world, men are not aU runmng after a wench. With this great
open field compare me not the narrow garden of Boccaccio, and his Uttle
mUl-round of dishonest pleasures."
" Your hoUness, they say, hath not disdained to vmte a noveL"
" My holiness hath done more foolish thmgs than one, whereof it
repents too late. When I Avrote novels I Uttle thought to be head of the
Church."
" I search in vain for a copy of it to add to my poor Ubrary."
" It is weU. Then the strict orders I gave four years ago to destroy
every copy in Italy, have been weU discharged. However, for your
comfort, on my bemg made Pope, some fool tumed it into French : so
that you may read it, at the price of exUe."
" Reduced to this strait we tMow ourselves on your holiness's generosity. Vouchsafe to give us your infalUble judgment on i t ! "
" Gently, gently, good Francesco. A Pope's novels are not matters ol
faith. I can but give you my sincere impression. WeU then the work
in question had, as far as I remember, aU the vices of Boccaccio, without
Ms choice ItaUan."
Fra Colonna.] " Your holiness is knoAvn for sUghtmg .^neas Silvius
as other men never sUghted bim. I (Ud Mra injustice to make you his
judge. Perhaps your holiness AriU decide more justly between these two
boys—about blessing the beasts."
The Pope demurred. In speaking of Plutarch he had brightened up
for a moment, and Ms eye had even flashed ; but Ms general manner was
as unUke what youthful females expect in a Pope as you can conceive.
I can oMy describe it m French. Le gentilhomme blase. A high bred,
and higMy cultivated gentleraan, who had done, and said, and seen, and
knoAvn everythmg, and whose body was nearly worn out. But double
languor seeraed to seize him at the father's proposal.
" My poor Francesco," said he, " bethmk thee that I have had a Ufe of
controversy, and am sick on't; sick as death. Plutarch drew me to tMs
calm retreat; not cUAiMty."
" Nay, but, your holiness, for moderating of strUe between two hot
young bloods.
' Vicaeapioi ol etprjvoiroioi.' "

" And know you nature so UI, as to think either of these Mgh-mettled
youths wiU reck what a poor old Pope saith ?"
" Oh ! your holiness," broke in Gerard, blushing and gasping," sure,
here is- one who AviU treasure your words afr Ms Ufe as words frore
Heaven."
" In that case," said the Pope, " I am fafrly caught. As Francesco
here would say—
' ovK e(TTiv Sffris tcr' tarrip eXevdtpos.'

I came to taste that eloquent heathen, dear to me e'en as to thee, thon
tiaymm monk ; and I must talk divinity, or something next door to it,
but the youth hath a good, and a wriimmg face, and Avriteth Greek like
m angel. WeU then, my chUdren, to comprehend the ways of the
Church, Ave should still rise a Uttle above the earth, dnce the Church u
betAreen heaven and earth, and interprets betwu't them.
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" T he question is then, not how vulgar men feel, but how the common
Creator of man and beast doth feel, towards the loAver animals. This, U
we are too proud to search for it in the lessons of the Church, the next
best thing is to go to the most ancient history of men and animals."
Colonna.] " Herodotus."
" Nay, nay ; in this matter Herodotus is but a mushroom. Fuiely
were we sped for ancient history, if Ave depended on your Greeks, who
did but write on the last leaf of that great book, Anticpiity."
The friar groaned. Here was a Pope uttermg heresy against his
demigods.
" 'Tis the Vulgate I speak of A history that handles matters three
thousand years before him pedants call ' the Father of History.'"
Colonna.] " Oh ! the Vulgate ? I cry your holiness mercy. HOAV you
frightened me. I quite forgot the Vulgate."
" Forgot it ? art sure thou ever readst it, Francesco mio ?"
" Not qMte, your holmess. 'Tis a pleasure I have long promised
myself, the first vacant moment. Hitherto these grand old heathen have
left me small time for recreation."
His Holiness.] " Ffrst then you will find in Genesis that God, having
created the animals, drew a holy pleasure, tindefinable by us, from contemplating of thefr beauty. Was it wonderful? See their myriad forms;
their lovely hafr, and eyes, their grace, and of some the poAver and majesty : the colour of others, brighter than roses, or rubies. And when,
for man's sin, not their OAVU, they Avere destroyed, yet were two of each
kind spared.
" And when the ark and its trembling inmates tumbled solitary on
the world of water, then, saith the word, ' God remembered Noah, and
the cattle that were with him in the ark.'
" Thereafter God did Avrite his rainboAV in the sky as a bond that earth
should be Hooded no more; and between Avliom the bond? between God
and man ? nay : betAveen God ancl man, and every living creature of all
fiesh; or my memory fails me Avith age. In Exodus God commanded
that the cattle should share the SAveet blessing of the one clay's rest.
Moreover he forbade to muzzle the ox that trod out the corn. ' Nay let
the poor overwrought soul snatch a mouthful as he goes his toilsome
round : the bulk of the grain shall stiU be for man.' Ye AAiU object
perchance that St. Paid, comraenting this, saith rudely, ' Doth God care
for oxen?' VerUy, had I been Peter, instead of the htunblest of hisf
successors, I had answered him. ' Drop thy theatrical poets, Paul, and
read the scriptures : then shalt thou knoAv whether God caretli only for
men and sparrows, or for aU his creatures. 0 Paul,' had I made bold to
say,' think not to learn God by looMng into Paul's heart, nor any heart
of man, but study that which he hath revealed concermng himself.'
" Thrice he forbade the Jews to boU the kid in his mother's ndlk; not
that this is cruelty, but want of thought and gentle sentiments, and so
paves the way for doAvnright cruelty. A prophet riding on an ass did
meet an angel. Which of these two, Paulo jiidice, had seen the lieaA'eMy
spirit ? marry, the prophet. But it Avas not so. The man, his A'isi(3n
cloyed with sin, saw nought. The poor despised creature saAv all. Nor
is this recorded as miraculous. Poor proud things, Ave overrate ourselves. The angel had slain the prophet and spared the ass, but for that
•Kcalure's clearer Aision of essences divine. He said so, methinks. But
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m sooth I read it many years agone. Why did God spare repentant
Nmeveh ? Because in that city were sixty thousand cMldren, lessidet
much cattle.
" Profane Mstory and vulgar experience add their mite of Aritness,
The cruel to animals end in cruelty to man ; and strange and Aiolent
deaths, marked with retribution's bloody finger, have in aU ages faUeu
from heaA'en on such as wantoMy harm innocent beasts. This I myselt
have seen. AU this dMy weighed, and seemg that, despite tMs Francesco's friends, the Stoics, who m thefr vanity say the creatures all
subsi-^t for man's comfort, there be snakes and scorpions wMch kiU
' Dommtim terrse' with a Mp, musqMtoes which eat Mm piecemeal, and
tigers and sharks, which crack bim Uke an almond, we do weU to be
fateful to these true, faithful, patient fourfooted friends, wMch, in Ueu
of powdering us, put forth thefr strength to reUeve our tods, and do feed
us like mothers from their gentle dugs.
" Methinks then the Church is never more dlAine than in tMs benediction of our four-footed friends, wMch has revolted yon great theological
authority, the captain of the Pope's guards ; smce here she inculcates
humility and gratitude, and rises towards the level of the mind divine,
and interprets God to raan, God the creator, parent, and friend, of man
and beast.
" But aU this, young Gentles, you AriU please to recelA-e, not as deUvered by the Pope ex cathedra, but uttered carelessly, in a free hour, by
an aged clergyman. On that score you AAiU perhaps do AveU to entertalu
it with some Uttle consideration. For old age must surely bring a man
somewhat, in retiun for Ms digestion (his 'dura ptierorum dia,' eh, Francesco ?), AvMch it carries away."
Such was the purport of the Pope's (Uscourse ; but the mamier highbred, languid, kindly, and free from aU tone of dictation. He seemed to
be gently probing the matter in concert Arith his hearers, not playing Sir
Oracle. At the bottom of all which was doubtless a sUght touch of
humbug, but the humbug that embeUishes Ufe ; and all sense of it was
lost in the subtle ItaUan grace of the thing.
" I seem to hear the oracle of DelpM," said Fra Colonna, enthusiasticaUy.
" I caU that good sense," shouted Jacques Bonaventura,
" Oh, captain, good sense !" said Gerard, with a deep and tender
reproach.
The Pope snuled on Gerard. " CavU not at words ; that was an
unheard-oi concession from a rival theologian."
He then asked for aU Gerard's work, and took it away in his hand.
But, before going, he gently pidled Fra Colonna's ear, and asked him
Avhether he remembered when they were school-feUows together, and
robbed the Vfrgm by the road-«ide of the money (fropped into her box.
•' You took a fiat stick and appUed bird-limp, to the top, and (frew the
money out through the cldnk, you rogue," said his holmess, severely.
" To every signor Ms OAvn honour," repUed Fra Colonna. " It was
your holiness's good Arit invented the manoeuvre. I was but the himible
mstrument."
" It is weU. Doubtless you Miow 'twas sacrUege."
" Of the first AA'ater : but I (Ud it in such good company, it troublei
me not"
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" H u m p h ! I have not even that poor consolatioin. Waat did we
Tpend it in, dost m m d ?"
" Can your holiness ask ? why, sUgar-plums."
-"What, aU o n ' t ? "
" Every doit."
" These are deUghtful remmiscences, my Francesco, Alas ! I aia
getting old. I shall not be here long. Aiid I am sorry for it, for thy
sake. They AriU go and b u m thee Avlieti I am gone. Art far more a
heretic than Huss, AVhora I saw bumed Arith these eyes ; and oh, he died
Uke a martyr."
" Ay, your holiness : but I believe m the Pope ; and Huss did not."
"' P o x ! They will not b u m thee ; wood is too dear. Adieu, old
playmate ; adieu, young gentlemen ; an old man's blessing be on you."
"That afternoon the Pope's secretary brought Gerard a Uttle bag : in it
were several gold pieces.
He added them to Ms store.
Margaret seemed nearer and nearer.
For some time past, too, it api^eared as if the fairies had watched ovei
Mm. Baskets of choice provisions and fruits AA'ere brought to his door
by porters, AVIIO knoAv not AVIIO had employed them, or affected ignorance;
and one day came a JCAVOI UI a letter, but no words.
At this point the suspicions of his landlady broke out. " This is none
of thy patrons, silly boy ; this is some lacly that hath faUen in loA'e with
thv sweet face. Marry, I blame her not."

CHAPTER LXIIL
T H E Princess ClseUa ordered a full-length portrait of herseU, Gerard
adAised her to employ his friend Pietro Vanucci,
But she decUned, " 'TAVUI be time to put a slight on the Gerardo,
when his work discontents me," Then Gerard, who knoAv he Avas an excellent draughtsman, but not so good a colotirist, begged her to stand to
Mm as a Roman statue. He shoAved her IIOAV closely he could mimic
marble on paper. She consented at first; but demurred when this enthusiast explained to her that she must Avear the ttuuc, toga, and sandal*
of tlie ancients,
" Why, I had as Ueve be presented in my smock," said she, with mediaival frankness,
" Alack ! signorina," said Gerard, " you have surely never noted the
ancient h a b i t ; so free, so ample, so simple, yet so noble ; and most becoming yo'ur higlmess, to whom Heaven hath given the Roman features,
and eke a shapely arm and hand, hid in modern gmse,"
" W h a t , can you flatter, Uke the rest, Gerardo? WeU, give me tune
.0 think on't. Come o' Saturday, ancl then I will say ay or nay,"
The respite thus gained was passed m maldng the ttimc and toga, &c,
and trying them on in her chamber, to see whether they suited her stylo
of beauty weU enough to compensate thefr being a thousand years out ol
4ate,
Gerard, hurrying along to tMs interview waa suddeMy arrested, aiwj
tooted to earth at a shop-Arindow
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His qmck eye had discerned m that Avindow a copy of Lactantio*
ying open, " That is fairly writ, any Avay," thought he.
He eyed it a moment more with all his eyes.
It was not Avritten at all. It was prmted.
Gerard groaned. " I am sped ; mine enemy is at the door. The press
is in Rome."
He went mto the shop, and, affectmg nonchalance, inqtured hoAv long
the printing-press had been m Rome. The man said he believed there
was no such thmg in the city. " Oh, the Lactantius ; that was printed
on the top of the Apennines."
" "What, (Ud the prmtmg-press fall doAvn there out o' the moon ?"
"Nay, messer," said the trader, laughing, "it shot up fhere out of
Jermany. See the title-page !"
Gerard took the Lactantius eagerly, and saw the foUoAvmg:—
Opera et impensis Sweynheim et Pannartz
Altimnorum Joannis Fust.
Impressum Sttbiacis. A.D. 1465.
" WiU ye buy, messer ? See how fair and even be the letters. Few
are left can Avrite like that; and scarce a quarter of the price."
" I Avould fain have it," said Gerard, sadly ; " but my heart AviU not
let rae. KnoAV that I am a caUgraph, and these cUsciples of Fust run
after me round the world a-taking the bread out of my mouth. But I
Arish them no ill. Heaven forbid !" And he hurried from the shop.
"Dear Margaret," said he to himself, "Avemust lose no time; Ave must
make our hay wMle shmes the sun. One month more and an avalanche
of printer's type shaU roll doAvn on Rome from those Apennines, and lay
us waste that Avriters be."
And he aUnost ran to the princess Clselia.
He was ushered into an apartment new to him. It was not very large,
but most luxurious ; a fottntam played in the centre, and the floor was
covered with the skins of panthers, dressed with the hafr, so that no
V,^otfaU could be heard. The room was an antechamber to the princess's
boudofr, for on one side there was no door, but an ample curtain of
gorgeous tapestry.
Here Gerard was left alone tiU he became quite uneasy, and doubted
whether the maid had not shoAvn him to the Avrong place.
These doubts Avere agreeably dissipated.
A Ught step came svratly behind the curtain ; it parted in the niiddlt)
and there stood a figure the heathens might have AvorsMpped. It was
not quite Venus, nor qmte Mmerva ; but betAveen the tAvo ; nobler than
Venus, raore womanly than Jupiter's daughter. Toga, tunic, sandals;
nothmg was modern. And as for beauty, that is of all times.
Gerald started up, and aU the artist m bim flushed Avith pleasure.
" Oh !" he cried, mnocently, and gazed m rapture.
TMs added the last charm to Ms model : a Ught blush tinted her
theeks, and her eyes brightened, and her mouth smiled Arith deUciouj
complacency at tMs genmne tribute to her charms.
"When they had looked at one another so some time, and she saw
Gerard's eloquence was confined to ejacMating fid gazing, she spoktA
" WeU, Gerardo, thflu seest I have made myseU an antique monster fof
thee."
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"A monster ? I doubt Fra Colonna would fall doAvn and adore your
highness, seeing you so habited."
" Nay, I care not to be adored by an old man. I would Uever be loved
by a young one : of my own choo-sing,"
Gerard took out his pencils, aiTanged his canvas, which he had covered
Arith stout paper, and set to Avork ; and so absorbed was he that he had
no mercy on his model. At last, after near an hour in one possture,
" Gerardo," said she, faintly, " I can stand so no more, even for
thee."
" Sit doAvn and rest awMle, signora."
" I thank thee," said she ; and sinMng into a chafr tumed pale and
sighed.
Gerard was alarmed, and saAV also he had been mconsiderate. He took
water from the fountain and was about to tlirow it in her face ; but she
put up a wMte hand deprecatmgly : " Nay, hold it to my brow with
tMne hand ; prithee, do not fling it at me !"
Gerard timidly and hesitating appUed his wet hand to her brow.
" Ah ! " she sighed, " that is reviving. Again."
He appUed it again. She thanked Mm, and asked Mm to ring a Uttle
hand-bell on the table. He did so, and a maid came, and was sent to
Floretta Avitli orders to brmg a large fan.
Floretta speedily came with the fan.
She no sooner came near the prmcess, than that lady's high-bred
nostrUs suddenly expanded like a blood horse's. " Wretch ! " said she ;
and rising up Avith a sudden return to vigour, seized Floretta with her
left hand, tvristed it in her hair, ancl with the right hand boxed her ears
severely three times.
Floretta screamed and blubbered ; but obtamed no mercy.
The antique toga left quite disengaged a bare arm, that noAV seemed
as poAverful as it was beautiful: it rose and fell like the piston of a
modern steam-engine, ancl heavy slaps resounded one after another on
Floretta's shoulders ; the last one drove her sobbmg and screammg
tMough the curtain, and there she was heard crying bitterly for some
time after.
" Saints of heaven !" cried Gerard, " what is amiss ? what hath she
done ?"
" She knoAvs right well. 'Tis not the first time. The nasty toad ! I'U
learn her to come to me stinking of the musk-cat."
" Alas ! signora, 'twas a smaU fault, methinks."
" A small fault? Nay, 'twas a foul fault." She added Arith an amazing
sudden descent to hunulity and sweetness, "Are you wroth Arith rae for
beating her, Gerar-do ? "
" Signora, it dl becomes me to school you ; but methinks such as
Heaven appoints to govern others should govern themselves."
" That is trae, Gerardo. HOAV Arise you are, to be so yotmg." She
then caUed the other maid, ancl gave her a little purse. " Take that to
Floretta, and tell her ' the Gerardo' hath interceded for her ; and so I
must needs forgive her. There, Gerardo."
Gerald coloured all over at the compliment; but not knowing how to
tum a I hrase equal to -the occasion, asked her U' he should resmiie her
pioture.
\ o t " e t ; beating that hussy hath somewhat breathed me. I'U s'J
Z 2
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awHle, and you shaU talk to me, I know you can talk, an it ploases
you, as rarely as you draw."
" That were easUy done."
" Do it then, Gerardo."
Gerard was taken aback.
" But, signora, I know not what to say. This is sudden."
" Say your real mind.
Say you •wish you were anywhere but
here,"
" Nay, signora, that would not be 300th, I wish one thing though,"
" Ay, and what is that ?" said she, gently,
" I Arish I could have (fraAAm you as you were beating that poor lass.
You were awftd, yet lovely. Oh, what a subject for a Pythoness !"
" Alas ! he thinks but of Ms art. And why keep such a coU about
my beauty, Gerardo ? You are far fafrer than I am. You are raore Uke
ApoUo than I to Venus, Also, you have lovely hafr, and lovely eyes—
but you know not what to do Arith them,"
"Ay, do I, To (fraw you, signora,"
"AJh, yes ; you can see my features Arith them ; but you cannot see
what any Roman gaUant had seen long ago in your place. Yet sure you
must have noted how welcome you are to me, Gerardo ?"
" I can see your Mghness is always passmg kind to me ; a poor
stranger like me,"
" No, I am not, Gerardo, I have often been cold to you ; rude sometimes ; and you are so simple you see not the cause, Alas ! I feared for
my OAvn heart, I feared to be your slave, I who have Mtherto made
slaves. Ah ! Gerardo, I am unhappy. Ever smce you came here I
have Uved upon your A'isits, The day you are to come I am bright.
The other days I am Ustless, and AAish them fled. You are not Uke the
Roman gaUants. You make me hate them. You are ten times braver
to my eye ; and you are vrise and scholarly, and never flatter and Ue, 1
scorn a man that lies, Gerar-do, teach me thy magic ; teach me to make
thee as happy by ray side as I am stUl by thme,"
As she poured out these strange words, the princess's meUow voice
sunk almost to a wMsper, and trembled Arith haU-suppressed passion,
and her wMte hand stole timidly yet earnestly doAvn Gerard's arm,
tUl it rested like a soft bfrd upon Ms wrist, and as ready to fly away at
a word.
Destitute of vaMty and experience, wrapped up in Ms Margaret and
Ms art, Gerard had not seen tMs revelation coming, though it had come
by regular and visible gradations.
He blushed aU over. His innocent admfration of the regal beauty that
besieged Mm, cUd not for a moment displace the absent Margaret's
image. Yet it was regal beauty, and wooing with a grace and tenderness
he had never even figured in imagination. How to check her without
wounding her ?
He blushed and trembled.
The sfren saw, and encom-aged Mm, " Poor Gerardo," she murmureu,
" fear not; none shaU ever harm thee under my Aving, Wilt not speak
to me, Gerar-do ndo ?"
" Signora !" muttered Gerard, deprecatingly.
At this moment his eye, lowered in his confusion, fell on the shapely
wMte arm and deUcatp. h»«.d that curled round his elbow like a tender
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vine, and it flashed across Mm how he had just seen that lovely limb
employed on Floretta.
He trembled and blushe(L
'' Alas ! " said the princess, " I scare him. Am I then so very terrible V
Is it my Roman robe ? I'U doff it, and habit me as when thou first
cam est to me, Mindest thou ? 'Twas to write a letter to yon barren
Miight Ecole d'Orsuii, ShaU I teU thee ? 'twas the sight of thee, and thy
pretty Avays, and thy wise words, made me hate him on the mstant, I
liked the fool well enough before ; or Arist I Uked Mm, TeU me now
how many times hast thou been here since then. Ah ! thou knowest
not; lovest me not, I doubt, as I love thee. Eighteen times, Gerardo,
And each time dearer to rae. The day thou coinest not 'tis night not
day, to ClseUa, Alas ! I speak for both. Cruel boy, am I not worth a
word ? Hast every day a prmcess at thy feet ? Nay, prithee, prithee,
speak to rae, Gerar-do,"
" Signora," faltered Gerard, " what can I say, that were not better left
unsaid ? Oh evU day that ever I carae here."
" Ah ! say not so. 'Twas the brightest day ever shone on me }
or indeed on thee. I'U make thee confess so much ere long, un
grateful one."
" Your highness," began Gerard, in a low, pleading voice.
" CaU me ClseUa, Gerar-do."
" Signora, I am too young and too Uttle vrise to know how I ought to
speak to you, so as not to seem bUnd nor yet ungrateful. But this
I know, I were both naught and ungrateful, and the worst foe e'er
you had, (Ud I take advantage of this mad fancy. Sure some iU
spfrit hath had leave to affUct you Arithal. For 'tis aU unnatural that
a princess adorned with every grace should abase her affections on
a churl."
The prmcess withdreAV her hand slowly from Gerard's Avrist.
Yet as it passed Ughtly over Ms arm it seeraed to linger a moment
At parting.
" You fear the daggers of my kinsmen," said she, haU sadly, half contemptuously.
" No raore than I fear the bodMns of your women," said Gerard,
haughtily. " But I fear God and the samts, and my owm conscience,"
" The truth, Gerardo, the truth ! Hypocrisy sits awkwar(Uy on thee.
Princesses, whUe they are young, are not despised for love of God, but oi
some other woman. TeU me whom thou lovest; and if she is worthy
thee I AriU forgive thee."
" No she in Italy, upon my souL"
''Ah ! there is one somewhere, then. "Where? •where?"
" In HoUand, my native country."
" A h ! Marie de Bourgoyne is fafr, they say. Yet she is birt a
cluld."
" Princess, she I love is not noble. She is as I am. Nor is she so fail
as thou. Yet is she fair ; and Unked to my heart for ever by her virtues,
and by aU the clangers and griefs we have borne together, and for one
another. Forgive me ; but I would not Avroiig my Margaret for all
the Mghest dames in Italy."
The sUghted beauty started to her feet, and stood opposite him, as
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beautiful, but far more terrible than AA'hen she slapped Floretta, for thee
her cheeks were red, but noAV they were pale, and her eyes fuU of concentrated fury.
" TMs to my face, mimannered AA'retch," she cried. " Was I born tc
De insulted, as well as scorned, by such as thou ? Beware ! We nobles
brook no rivals. Bethink thee Avhether is better, the love of a Cesavini.
or her hate : for alter all I have said and done to thee, it must be love oi
hate betAveen us and to the death. Choose noAV !"
He looked up at her Avith Avonder and aAve, as she stood towering ovei
him m her Roman toga, offering this strange alternative.
He seemed to have affronted a goddess of antiqmty ; he a poor puny
mortal.
He sighed deeply, but spoke not.
Perhaps something in his deep and patient sigh touched a tender chord
in that ungovemed creature ; or perhaps the time had come for one
passion to ebb and another to flow. The princess sank langmdly into a
seat, and the tears began to steal rapidly doAATi her cheeks.
" Alas ! alas ! " said Gerard. " "VVeep not, sweet lacly ; your tears they
do accuse me, and I am Uke to Aveep for company. My kind patron ; be
yourseU! you wiU Uve to see hoAv much better a friend I Avas to you
than I seemed."
" I see it now, Gerardo," said the prmcess. "Friend is the Avord : the
oMy Avord can ever pass between us tAA'ain. I Avas mad. Any other man
had ta'en advantage of my folly. You must teach me to be your frienc]
and nothing more,"
Gerard haded tMs proposition AAith joy ; and told her out of Cicero
how godlike a thing was friendship, and how much better and rarer and
more lasting than loA'e : to proA'e to her he Avas cajjable of it, he even told
her about Denys and himseU,
She Ustened with her eA'eshaU shut, watchmg his words to fathom his
character, and learn his Aveak point.
At last, she addressed him calmly thus: " Leave me noAV, Gerardo.
and corae as usual to-morrow. You wiU find your lesson Avell bestOAved."
She held out her hand to him : he Mssed it ; ancl Avent aAvay pondering
deeply this strange mterview, and wondering AA'hether he hacl clone prudently or not.
The next day he was received with marked distance, and the
princess stood before Mm UteraUy Uke a statue, and after a very
short sitting, excused herself and dismissed hmi. Gerard felt the
chilling diff'erence : but said to MmseU, " She is wise." So she Avas
in her way.
The next day he found the princess Availing for him surrounded by
young nobles flattering her to the sMes. She and they treated him Uke
a dog that could do one Uttle trick they could not. The cavaUers in
particular criticised Ms work Arith a mass of ignorance and insolence
combmed that made his cheeks bum.
The princess Avatched Ms face demurely AAith haU'-closed eyes, at each
ttting the insects gaA'e him : and, when they had fled, had her doors
llosed against every one of them for thefr pams.
The next day Gerard fotmd her alone : cold, and silent. After stand
ing to him so some time, she said, " You treated my company with lesB
respect than became vou."

THE CLUibTJKK AJNU THE HEARTH.

343

"Did I, signora?"
" Did you ? you fired up at the comments they did you the honoar tc
make on your work."
" Nay, I said nought," observed Gerard.
'' Oh, liigh looks speak as plain as high words. Your cheeks were red
Si blood."
" I was nettled a moment at seeing so much ignorance and iU-nature
Ic gether."
" Now it is me, thefr hostess, you affront."
"Forgive me, signora, and acqmt me of design. It would ill become me to afixont the kindest patron ancl friend I have in Rome
—but one."
" How humble we are all of a sudden. In sooth, Ser Gerardo, you
are a capital feigner. You can insult or truclde at AviU."
" TrucMe ? to whom ?"
" To me, for one ; to one, whom you affronted for a base-born gfrl Uke
yourseU: but whose patronage you claim all the same."
Gerard rose, and put his hand to his heart. " These are biting words,
signora. Have I ready deserved them ?"
"Oh, what are Avords to an adventurer Uke you? cold steel is aU
you fear?"
" I am no swashbticMer, yet I have met steel with steel; and methinks
I hacl rather face your Mnsmen's swords than your cruel tongue, lady.
Why do you use me so ?"
" Gerar-do, for no good reason, but because I am wayward, and shrewish, and cm'st, and because everybody admfres me but you."
" I admfre you too, signora. Your friends may flatter you more ; but
belieA'e me they have not the eye to see haU your charms. Thefr babble
yesterday showed me that. None admire you more truly, or vrish you
better, than the poor artist, who might not be your lover, but hoped to
be your friend : but no, I see that may not be between one so high as
you, and one so low as I."
" Ay ! but it shall, Gerardo," said the princess, eagerly. " I wUl not
be so curst. TeU me now where abides thy Margaret ; and I vrill give
thee a present for her ; and on that you and I AriU be friends."
" She is the daughter of a physician called Peter, and they bide at
Sevenbergen ; ah me shaU I e'er see it again ? "
" 'Tis weU. Now go." And she dismissed hira somewhat abruptly.
Poor Gerard. He began to wade in deep waters Avhen he encountered
tMs ItaUan princess ; caUida et caUda soUs fiUa. He resolved to go no
more when once "ne had Miished her Ukeness. Indeed he now regretted
having undertaken so long and laborious a task.
This resolution was shaken for a moment by Ms next reception, which
was all gentleness and Mndness.
After standmg to him some time in her toga, she said she was fatigued,
and wanted Ms assistance m another way : would he teach her to draAV
a little ? He sat down beside her, and taught her to make easy lines.
He found her AvonderftiUy apt. He said so.
" I had a teacher before thee, Gerar-do. Ay, and one as handsorae as
thyself." She then Avent lo a drawer, and brought out several heads
draAvn Arith a complete ignorance of the art, but Arith great patience and
natural talent. They were all heads of Gerard, and fuU of spirit : an(J
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really not unUke. One was his very image. " There," said she. " NOAF
thou seest who was ray teacher."
" Not I, signora."
" What, Miow you not who teaches us woraen to do aU things ? 'Tig
love, Gerar-do. Love raade me (fraw because thou cfrawest, Gerar-do.
Love prints thine image m my bosom. My fingers touch the pen, and
]ove suppUes the Avant of art, and lo ! thy beloved features lie upon the
paper."
Gerard opened Ms eyes Arith astonishment at this return to an intercUcted topic, "Oh, signora, you promised me to be friends and nothing
more."
She laughed in Ms face. "How simple you are : who beUeves s
woman promising nonsense, impossibdities ? Friendship, fooUsh boy,
who ever btult that temple on red ashes ? Nay, Gerardo," she added
gloomily, " between thee and me it must be love or hate."
" '\^Tiicli you wiU, signora," said Gerard, firmly. " But for rae I will
neither love nor hate you; but Arith your permission I wUl leave you."
And he rose abruptly.
She rose too pale as death, and said, " Ere thou leavest me so, know
thy fate ; outside that door are armed men who Avait to slay thee at a
word from me."
" But you wiU not speak that word, signora."
" That word I wiU speak. Nay, more, I sliaU noise it abroad it was
for proffermg brutal love to me thou wert slain; and I wiU send a
special messenger to Sevenbergen : a cunning messenger, well taught his
lesson. Thy Margaret shall Miow thee dead, and think thee faithless ;
noAV, go to thy graA'e ; a dog's. For a man thou art not."
Gerard turned pale, and stood dtunbstricken. " God have mercy on
us both."
" Nay, have thou mercy on her, and on thyseU. She will never
know in HoUand Avliat thou dost m Rome ; unless I be driven to teU
her my tale. Come, yield thee, Gerar-do mio : what wiii it cost thee to
say thou loA'est me 1 I ask thee but to feign it handsomely. Thou art
young : die not fcjr the poor pleasure of denying a lady what—the shadow
of a heart. Who AviU shed a tear for thee ? I tell thee men wiU laugh,
not weep, OA'er thy tombstone—ah !" She ended in a Uttle scream, for
Gerard threAV himself in a moment at her feet, and poured out in one
torrent of eloquence the story of his love and Margaret's. How he had
been imprisoned, hunted vrith bloodhounds for her, driven to exile for
her; how she had shed her blood for him, and now pined at home.
HOAV he had walked through Europe environed by perils, torn by savage
brutes, attacked by furious men vrith sword and axe and trap, robbed
shipAvrecked for her.
The princess trembled, and tried to get away from him : but he held
her robe, he clung to her, he made her hear his pitU'ul story and Margaret's ; he caught her hand, and clasped it between both his, and hii
tears feU fast on her hand, as he implored her to think on all the Avoea
of the true lovers she Avould part; and Avliat but remorse, SArift and lasting, could come of so deep a love betrayed, and so false a love feigned,
with mutual hatred lurMng at the bottom.
In such moments none ever resisted Gerard.
The Princess, after in vain trying to get away from him, for she f«i4
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his power over her, began to waver, and sigh, and her bosom to rise and
faU tumultuotisly, and her fiery eyes to fiU.
" You conquer me," she sobbed. " You, or my better angeL LeaA'e
Rome!"
" 1 Arill, 1 wiU."
" If you breathe a word of ray foUy, it wiU be your last."
" Think not so poorly of rae. You are my benefactress once more.
Ia it for me to slander you ?"
" Go ! I will send you the means. I knoAV myseU; if you cross my
path again, I shall kill you. Addio ; my heart is broken."
She touched her beU. " Floretta," said she, m a choked voice, " take
him safe out of the house, tMough my chamber, and by the side
postem."
He turned at the door; she was leaning with one hand on a chair,
crying, Avith averted head. Then he thought only of her kindness, and
ran back and kissed her robe. She never moved.
Once clear of the house he darted home, thanMng Heaven for his
escape, soul and body.
" Landlady," said he, " there is one would pick a quarrel vrith me.
Wliat is to be done?"
" Strike him first, and at vantage ! Get behind him ; and then
(fraw."
" Alas, I lack your Italian courage. To be serious, 'tis a noble."
" Oh, holy saints, that is another matter. Change thy lodging awhile,
and keep snug ; ancl alter the fashion of thy habits."
She then took Mm to her owm mece, who let lodgings at some little
distance, and instaUed him there.
He had Uttle to do now, and no princess to draw, so he set himseU
resolutely to read that deed of Floris Brandt, from which he had hitherto
been driven by the abominably bad writmg. He mastered it, and saw
at once that the loan on this land must have been paid over and over
again by the rents, and that Ghysbrecht was keeping Peter Brandt out of
Ms own.
" Fool! not to have read tMs before," he cried. He hfred a horse and
rode down to the nearest port. A vessel was to sad for Amsterdam iu
four clays.
He took a passage ; and paid a small sum to secure it.
" The land is too fuU of cut-tMoats for me," said he ; " and 'tis lovely
fafr weather for the sea. Our Dutch sMppers are not sMpAvrecked Uke
these bungling ItaUans."
When he returned home there sat Ms old landlady with her eyes
•parMing.
" You are in luck, ray young master," said she, " AU the fish run to
your net this day methmks. See what a lacquey hath brought to our
r. )U8e ! This bill and this bag."
iTerard broke the seals, and found it full of sUver croAvns. The letter
contained a mere slip of paper with this line, cut out of some MS.—" La
lingua non ha osso, ma fa rompere il dosso,"
" Fear me not!" said Gerard, aloud. " I'U keep mine between my
teeth,"
"What is that?"
" Oh, nothing. Am I not happy, dame ? I am going back to TW
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sweetheart AAith money in one pocket, and land in the other.'' And hr
feU to dancing round her,
" Well," SCIKI she, " I trow nothing could make you ha]ipier,"
'• Nothing, except to be there,"
" Well, that is a pity, for I thought to make you a Uttle happier with
a letter from HoUand,"
" A letter ? for me ? where ? how ? who brought it ? Oh, dame !"
" A stranger ; a painter, Arith a red(Ush face and an outlandish name ;
.\nselniin. I troAv."
" Hans Mending ? a friend of mine. God bless him !"
" Ay, that is it ; Ansel mi n. He could scarce speak a word, biti a had
the Avit to name thee : and a puts the letter doAvn., and a nods and smiles,
and I nods and smiles, and gives him a pint o' Arine, and it went doAvn
him like a spoon fuL"
" That is Hans, honest Hans. Oh, dame, I am in luck to-day but I
deserve it. For, I care not U I teU you, I have just overcome a great
temjitation for dear ilargaret's sake."
"AVhoisshe?"
" Nay, I'd have my tongue cut out sooner than betray her, but oh it
wa.': a temjitation. Gratitude pushing rae AATong, Beauty almost dirine
pulUng me ASTong : curses, reproaches, and, hardest of all to resist,
gentle tears frcaii eyes used to command. Sure some samt helped me;
Anthony beUke. But my reward is come."
" Ay, is it, lad ; ancl no farther off than ray pocket. Come out,
Gerard's ri'A\'ard," and she brought a letter out of her capacious pocket.
Gerard threA\' his arm round her neck and hugged her. " My best
friend," said he, " mv second mother, I'll read it to you."
" Ay, do, do."
" Alas ! it is not from Margaret. This is not her hand." And he
t u m e d it about.
" Alack ; but may be her bUl is Arithin. The lasses are aye for gUding
In thefr bills under cover of another hand."
" True. "VMiose hand is this ? sure I have seen it. I trow 'tis n y
dear friend the demoiseUe Van Eyck. Oh, then Margaret's bdl vjill be
inside." H e tore it open. " Nay, 'tis all m one writmg. ' Gerard, my
well beloved son,' (she never caUed me that before that I mind) ' this
letter brings thee heavy >»ews from one would Uever send thee joyful
tidmgs. Know that Margaret Brandt died m these arras on Thursday
se'nnight last.' (What does the doating old woman mean by that?)
' The last Avord on her lips was " Gerard :" she said " TeU him I prayed
for b u n at my last hour : ancl bid him pray for me." She cUed very
comfortable, and I saAv her laid in the earth, for her father was useless,
as you shaU know. So no more at present from her that is Arith
sorroAAing heart thy loA'ing friend and servant,
' MARGARET V A N EYCK.'

" Ay, that is her signature sure enough. Now what d'ye think of
that, d a m e ? " cried Gerard, Arith a grating laugh. " T h e r e is a pretty
letter to send to a poor feUow so far from home. But it is Reicht
Heynes I blame for humouring the old woman and letting her do it
as for the old woman herself, she dotes, she has lost her head she is'
fourscore. Oh, m y heart, I'm choking. For aU that she ought to he
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locked up, or her hands tied. Say this had come to a fool; say I waa
idiot enough to beUeve this; know ye what I should do? run to the top
of the highest church toAver in Ro me and fling niysoU off it, cursing
Heaven. Woman ! woman ! AA'hat are you doing ?" And he seized her
rudely by the shoulder. " What are ye weeping for ?" he cried in a
voice aU unlike his OAATI, and loud and hoarse as a raven. " Would ye
scald me to death vrith your tears ? She beUeves it. She beUeves i t
Ah! a h ! a h ! a h ! a h ! ah!—Then there is no God."
The poor Avoman sighed and rocked herseU. " And must I be the
ine to bring it thee all smiling and srafrking ? I could kill myseU for't.
Death spares none," she sobbed. " Death spares none."
Gerard staggered against the window sill. " But He is master of
ieath," he groaned. " Or they have taught me a lie. I begin to fear
;here is no God, and the saints are but dead bones, and lieU is master ol
;he world. My pretty Margaret; my sweet, ray lovmg Margaret. Tho
best daughter, the truest lover ! the pride of Holland ! the darUng of
;lie world ! It; is a lie. Wliere is this caitiff Hans ? I'll h u n t him rou nd
;he town. I'll cram his murdering falsehood doAvn his throat."
And he seized his hat and ran furiously about the streets for hours.
Towards sunset he came back white as a ghost. He had not found
MemUng : but his poor mind had had time to realize the Avoman's simple
ivords, that Death spares none.
He crept into the house bent, and feeble as an old man, and refused
dl food. Nor would he speak, but sat, white, with great starmg eyes,
nuttermg at intervals " t h e r e is no God."
Alarmed both on his account and on her OAvn (for he looked a desperate
naniac), his landlady ran for her aunt.
The good dame came, and the two women, braver together, sat one on
;acli side of him, and tried to soothe hira Arith Mnd and consoUng voices.
But he heeded them no more than the chafrs they sat on. Then the
younger held a cracifix out before him, to aid her. " Maria, mother of
heaven, comfort him," they sighed. But he sat glaring, deaf to aU
external sounds.
Presently, Arithout any warning, he jumped up, strack the cracifix
rudely out of his way with a curse, and made a headlong dash at ths
door. The poor Avomen shrieked. But, ere he reacheci the door, something seemed to them to draAv him u p straight by his hair, and tAvfrl him
round Uke a top. He AA'hfrled twice round Avith arms extended ; then
feU like a dead log upon the floor, with blood trickUng from his nostrih
and ears.

CHAPTER LXIVGERARD returned to consciousness and to despair.
On the second day he was raving with fever on the brain. On a table
hard by lay his rich a u b u m hair, long as a Avoman's.
The deadUer symptoms succeeded one another rapidly.
On the fUth day his leech retired and gave him up.
On the sunset of that same day he fell into a deep sleep.
Some said he would wake only to die.
But an old gossip, whose opiMon carried weight (she had been a xsxo
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fessional muse), declared thac his youth might save him yet, could Iw
sleep twelve hours.
On this his old landlady cleared the room and watched bim alona
She vowed a wax can(Ue to the Vfrgin for every hour he shoiild sleep.
He slept twelve hours.
The good soul rejoiced, and thanked the Vfrgin on her Miees,
He slept twenty-four hours.
His kind nurse began to doubt. At the thirtieth hour she sent for the
woman of art, " Thirty hours ! shall Ave Avake him ?"
The other inspected him closely for some time,
" His breath is even, hi'^ hand moist, I know there be learned leeches
would wake him, to look at his tongue, and be none the Ariser ; but we
that be women should have the sense to let bon Nature alone. When
cUd sleep ever harm the racked brain or the torn heart ?"
When he had been forty-eight hours asleep, it got vrind, and they had
much ado to keep the curious out. But they admitted only Fra Colonna
ancl Ms friend the gigantic Fra Jerome.
These two reUeved the women, and sat sUent; the former eyeing his
young friend Arith tears in Ms eyes, the latter vrith beads in Ms hand
looked as calmly on hira, as he had on the sea when Gerard and he
encountered it hand to hand.
At last, I think it Avas about the sixtieth hour of tMs strange sleep,
the landlady touched Fra Colonna with her elbow. He looke(L Gerard
had opened his eyes as gently as U he had been but dozmg.
He stared.
He drew himself up a Uttle in bed.
He put his hand to Ms head, and found his hafr was gone.
He noticed his friend Colonna, and snuled with pleasure. But in the
iMddle of smiUng his face stopped, and was convulsed in a moment with
anguish unspeakable, and he uttered a loud cry, and tumed his face to
the AA'aU,
His good lancUady wept at this. She had known what it is to awake
bereaved,
Fra Jerome recited canticles, and prayers from his breviary.
Gerard roUed himseU in the bed-clothes,
Fra Colonna went to Mm, and, Avhimpering, reminded bim that aU
was not lost. The divine muses were immortal. He must transfer his
affection to thera ; they would never betray hira nor fad Mm Uke creatures of clay. The good, simple father then hurried away; for he was
overcome by Ms emotion,
Fra Jerome remained behind, " Young man," saicl he, " the Muses
exist but in the brains of pagans and visionaries. The Church alone
gives repose to the heart on earth, and happiness to the soul hereafter.
Hath earth deceived thee, hath passion broken thy heart after tearing
it, the Church opens her arms: consecrate thy gifts to her! The Church
is peace of mind,"
He spoke these words solemMy at the door, and was gone as soon as
they were uttered,
" The Church!" cried Gerard, rismg furiously and shaking Ms fist
after the friar, " Malediction on the Church! But for the Church I
ehould not Ue broken here, and she Ue cold, cold, cold, in HoUand. 0
»ay Margaret! 0 my darUng.' my darling! And I must run from thee
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the few months thou hadst to Uve, Cruel! cruel! The monsters, they
let her cUe. Death comes not without some signs. These the blind,
selfish Avretches saw not, or recked not; but I had seen thera, I that love
ner. Oh, had I been there, I had saved her, I had saved her. IcUot!
idiot! to leave her for a moment."
He wept bitterly a long time.
Then, suddenly bttrstrng into rage again, he cried vehemently, " The
Church! for whose sake I Avas (friven from her; my malison be on the
Church! and the hypocrites that name it to my broken heart. Accursed
be the world! Ghysbrecht Uves; Margaret dies. Thieves, raurderers,
harlots, Uve for ever. Only angels die. Curse Ufe! Curse death! and
whosoever made them what they are!"
The friar did not hear these mad and vricked words; but only the
yeU of rage Arith which they were flung after him.
It was as weU, For, if he had heard them, he would have had his late
sMpmate burned in the forum with as Uttle hesitation as he would have
roasted a kid.
His old landlady, who had accompanied Fra Colonna doAATi the stair,
heard the raised voice, and returned m some anxiety.
She found Gerard putting on his clothes, and crying.
She remonstrated,
""What avails my lymg here?" said he gloomily, "Can I find here
that Avhich I seek?"
" Saints preserA'e us! Is he distraught again ? "Wliat seek ye ?"
" Oblivion,"
" ObUvion, my Uttle heart ? Oh, but y' are young to talk sa"
" Young or old, what else have I to Uve for?"
He put on his best clothes.
The good dame remonstrated, " My pretty Gerard, know that it is
Tuesday, not Sunday,"
" Oh, Tuesday is it ? I thought iUihad been Saturday,"
" Nay, thou hast slept long. Thou never Avearest thy brave clothes on
workmg days. Consider."
" "What I did, when she Uved, I did. Now I shall do whatever erst I
did not. The past is the past. There lies my hafr, and Avith it my way
of Ufe. I have served one Master as well as 1 could. You see my reAvarcL
Now I'll serve another, and give him a fair trial too,"
"Alas!" sighed the woman turning pale, "what mean these dark
words ? and what new master is this whose service thou wouldst try ?"

" Satan,"
And Arith this horrible declaration on his Ups the miserable creature
walked out Arith his cap and feather set jauntUy on one side, and feeble
limbs, and a simster face pale as ashes, and aU draAvn down as if by age.

CHAPTER

LXV-

A DARK cloud feU on a noble mind.
His pure and unrivaUed love for Margaret had been his polar stai; K
was quenched. i»id he drifted on the glwuny sea of no hope.
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Nor was he a prey to despafr alone, but to exasperation at all his seL*'.
demal, fortitude, perUs, virtue, wasted and Avorse than Avasted ; for it
kept burnmg and stingmg him, that, had he stayed lazily, selfishly, at
home, he should LaA'e saA'ed his Margaret's life.
These two poisims, raging togetlier in his young blood, maddened ana
demoralized him. He rushed fiercely into pleasure. And in tliose day?^
even more than now, pleasure was vice.
Wine, Avomen, gambling, whatever could procure him an hour's excitement and a moment's obUAion. He plunged into these things, as men
tfred of Ufe have rushed among the enemy's buUets.
The large sums he had put by for Margaret gave him ample means for
debauchery, and he was soon the leader of those loose compaMons he had
hitherto kept at a distance.
His heart deteriorated along Arith his morals.
He sMked Arith Ms old landlady for tMusting gentle adAice and warning on Mm ; and finaUy removed to another part of the town, to be clear
of remonstrance, and renumscences. "When he had carried tMs game on
some time, Ms hand became less steady, and he could no longer Avrite
to satisfy himself. Moreover Ms patience decUned as the habits of
pleasure grew on him. So he gave up that art, and took likenesses in
colours.
But this he neglected Avhenever the icUe rakes, his companions, came
for hmi.
And so he dlA'ed m foul Avaters, seeMng that sorry oyster-shell,
ObliAion.
It is not ray business to pamt at fuU length the scenes of coarse Aice,
in which this unhappy young man now played a part. But it is my
business to impress the broad trath, that he Avas a rake, a debauchee, and
a drunkard, and one of the wildest, loosest, and Arickedest young men in
Rome.
They are no lovers of trath, nor of mankind, who conceal or slur the
Arickedness of the good, and so by thefr want of candour rob despondent
smners of hope.
Enough, the man was not bom to do thmgs by halves. And he was
not Aicious by halves.
His humble female friends oftc n gossiped about him. His old landlady told Teresa he Avas going to the bad, and prayed her to try and find
out where he was.
Teresa told her husband Lodovico Ms sad story, and bade him look
about and see U he could discover the young man's present abode.
" Shouldst remember Ms face, Lodovico ndo ?"
" Teresa, a man m my Avay of Ufe never forgets a face, least of
aU a benefactor's. But thou knowest I seldom go abroad by dayUght."
Teresa sighed. " And how long is it to be so, LodoAico ?"
" TUI some cavaUer passes Ms sword through me. They AviU not let
a poor feUow like me take to any honest trade."
Pietro Vanucci was one of those who bear prosperity worse than
adversity.
HaAing been ignomudously ejected for late hours by their old land-
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lady, and meeting Gerard in the street, he greeted Mm wanuly, and
soon after ;ook up his quarters in the same house.
He brought with him a lad caUed Andrea, who ground his colours,
and was Ms pupil, and also his model, being a youth of rate beauty, and
as sharp as a needle.
Pietro had not quite forgotten old times, and professed a warm friendahip for Gerard.
Gerard, in Avhom ail Avarnith of sentiment seemed extinct, submitted
coldly to the other's friendship.
And a fine acquaintance it Avas. TMs Pietro was not only a Ubertine,
but haU a misanthrope, and an open mfidel.
And so they ran m couples, Avith mighty Uttle in common. 0 rare
phenomenon !
One day, Avhen Gerard had underiMned his health, and taken the
bloom off his beauty, and rtm through most of his money, Vanucci got
up a gay party to mount the Tiber in a boat clraAA'n by buffaloes. Lorenzo de' Medici had imported these creatures mto Florence about three
years before. But they Avere new ui Rome, and nothing would content
this beggar on horseback, Vanucci, but being (fr-aAvn by the brutes up
the Tiber.
Each Ubeitme was to bring a lady ; and she must be handsome, or he
be fined. But the one, that should contribute the loveUest, was to be
croAvned Avith laurel, and voted a pubUc benefactor. Such Avas thefr
reading of " Vfr bonus est qtds ?" They got a splendid galley, and
twelve buffaloes. Ancl aU the Ubertines and thefr female accompUces
assembled by degrees at the place of embarkation. But no Gerard.
They waited for Mm some time, at first patiently, then impatiently,
Vanucci excused him, " I heard him say he had forgotten to provide
himseU Avith a fardingale. Comrades, the good lad is hunting for a
beauty fit to take rank among these peerless dames. Consider the difficulty, ladies, and be patient !"
At last Gerard was seen at some distance Arith a female in Ms
hand.
" She is long enough," said one of her sex; criticizing her from
afar.
" GemiM ! what steps she takes," said another. " Oh ! it is vrise to
hurry uito good company," was Pietro's excuse.
But Avhen the pafr came up, satfre was choked.
Gerard's companion was a peerless beauty ; she extinguished the boatload, as stars the rising sun. Tall, but not too tall; and jtraight as a
dart, yet supple as a young panther. Her face a perfect oval, her forehead Avliite, her cheeks a rich oUve AA'ith the eloquent blood mantling
below ; and her glorious eyes fringed with long thick silken eyelashes,
that seemed made to SAveep up sensitive hearts by the half-dozen. Saucy
red Ups, and teeth of the whitest ivory.
The Avomen Avere Aisibly depressed by this Avretched sight ; the men
in ecstacies ; they received her with loud shouts and waving of caps, and
One enthusiast even went doAvn on his knees upon the boat's gunwale
and hailed her of origin dlAine. But Ms chfere amie pulUng Ms hafr for
it—and the goddess giving him a Uttle Mck—cotemporaneotisly, he lay
supinft ; and the peerless creature frisked over Ms body Arithout r'r-igning
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him a look, and took her seat at the prow, Pietro Vanucci sat in a sort
of coUapse, glarmg at her, and gapmg Arith his mouth open Uke a dying
cod-fish.
The (frover spoke to the buffaloes, the ropes tightened, and they moved
up stream.
" "What tMnk ye of this new beef, mesdames ?"
"We ne'er saAV monsters so vUely Ul-faA'oured; Arith their nasty boms
that make one afeard, and thefr foul nostrds ca-'Jt up into the afr." Holes
be they ; not nostrUs."
" Signorina, the beeves are a present from Florence the beautUuL
Wotdd ye look a gUt beef i' the nose ?"
" They are so dtiU," objected a Uvely lady. " I went up Tiber twic€
as fast last time Arith but five mtdes and an ass."
" Nay, that is soon mended," cried a gallant, and jumping ashore he
drfiAV Ms sword, and despite the remonstrances of the drivers, Avent doAA-n
tntt dozen buffaloes goading them.
They snorted and whisked thefr tads, and went no faster, at Avhich the
boat-load laughed loud and long ; finaUy he goaded a patriarch buU, AVIIO
tumed instantly on the sword, sent Ms long horns clean tlirough the
spark, and Arith a furious jerk of Ms prodigious neck sent him flying
over his head into the afr. He described a bold parabola and feU sitting,
and tinconsciously waA-mg his gUttermg blade, mto the yellow Tiber.
The laugMng lacUes screamed ancl wrung thefr hands, aU but Gerard's
fafr. She uttered sometMng A'ery Uke an oath, and seizing the helm
steered the boat out, and the gaUant came up sputtermg, griped the
gtuiwale and was cfraAAm in dripping.
He gb red round him coMusedly. " I understand not that," said he,
a Uttle peeA'islily ; puzzled, and therefore it Avould seem, (Uscontented,
At wMch, fmdmg he was by some strange accident not slam, his doublet
bemg perforated, mstead of his body, they began to laugh again louder
than ever,
" What are ye cackUng at ?" remonstrated the spark, " I desire to
know how 'tis that one moment a gentleman is out yonder a pricking of
African beef, and the next moment—"
Gerard's lady.] " Disporting in his native stream."
" TeU him not, a soul of ye," cried Vanucci. " Let liini find out's
OAvn rid(Ue."
" Confound ye aU. I might puzzle my brams tiU doomsday, I should
ne'er fmd it out. Also, where is my sword ?"
Gerard's lady.] " Ask Tiber ! Your best way, signor, AVIU be to do it
over again : and, in a word, keep pricMng of Afric's beef, tdl your mind
receives Ught. So shaU you comprehend the matter by degrees, as
laAvyers mount heaven, and buffaloes Tibo.r."
Here a chevaUer remarked that the last speaker transcended the sons
of Adam as much m wit as she did the daughters of Eve in beatitv.
At Avhich, and mdeed at aU thefr compUments, the conduct of Piefro
Vanucci was pectdiar. That signor had left off starmg, ancl gaping
bewddered : and now sat coded up snake-like, on a bench, Ms mouth
muffled, and two bright eyes fixea (in the lady, and twinkling and scintil*
lating most comicaUy.
He (Ud not appear to interest or amuse her iu return. Her glononf
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eyes and eyelashes SAvept hun calmly at tmies, but scarce distingmshed
hun from the benches and things.
Presently the unanimity of the party suffered a momentary check.
Mortified by the attention the cuvaliers paid to Gerard's companion,
the ladies began to pick her to pieces sotto voce, and audibly.
The lovely girl then shoAved that, U rich ui beauty, she Avas poor in
feminine tact. Instead of revenging herseU Uke a true woman through
the men, she permitted herseU to overhear, and openly retaUate on her
detractors.
" T h e r e is not one of you that wears Nature's colours," said she.
" Look here," and she pointed rudely m one's face. " This is the beauty
that is to be bought in every shop. Here is cerussa, here is stibium, and
here purpurissum. Oh, I know the articles : bless you, I use them every
day—but not on my face, no thank you."
Here Vanucci's eyes tAvinMed themselves nearly out of sight.
" Why, your lips are coloured, and the very veins in your forehead •
not a charm but AVOMCI come oft' with a wet toAvel, And look at your
great coarse black hafr Uke a horse's tail, drugged and stained to look
like toAV, Ancl then your bodies are as false as your heads and your
cheeks, and your hearts I troAV, Look at your padded bosoms, and your
wooden heeled chopmes to raise your Uttle stunted limbs up and deceive
the Avorld, Sldnny clAvarfs ye are, cushioned and stdtified into great fat
giants. Aha, mesdames, Avell is it said of you, grande—di legni : grosse
—cU straci : rosse—di bettito : blanche—di calcina,"
TMs diew out a rejoinder, " Avaunt, vulgar toad, telling the men
everything. Your coarse, ruddy cheeks are your OAVU, and your Uttle
handful of African hafr. But who is padded more ? Why you aro
shaped like a fire-shovel,"
" Ye Ue, malapert,"
" Oh the well educated youilg person ! Where didst pick her up, Ser
Gerard?"
" Hold thy peace, Marcia," said Gerard, awakened by the raised trebles
from a gloomy reverie, " Be not so insolent! The grave shall close
over thy beauty as it hath over fairer than thee,"
" They began," said Marcia petulantly,
'•' Then be thou the first to leave off',"
" At thy recjuest, my friend," She then whispered Gerard, " I t was
only to make you laugh : you are distraught, you are sad.
Judge
whether I care for the quips of these Uttle fools, or the admfration of
these big fools. Dear Signor Gerard, would I were what they take me
for ? You should not be so sad." Gerarcl sighed deeply ; and shook his
head. But, touched by the earnest young tones, caressed the jet black
locks, much as one strokes the head of an affectionate dog.
At this moment a gaUey drifting slowly doAvn stream got entangled
for an instant in thefr ropes : for, the river turning suddeMy, they had
shot out into the stream : and this gaUey came betAveen them and the
bank. I n it a lady of great beauty was seated uncler a canopy Avith
gaUants ancl dependents standing behmd her.
Gerard looked up at the interruption. It Avas the Princess ClseUa.
He coloured and AAithdrcAV his hand from Marcia's head.
Marcia was all admfration. " Aha 1 ladies," said she, " here is a riv»jm' ye wdl. Those cheeks Avere colourwl by Nature—Uke raine."
A

A
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" Peace, child! peace!" said Gerard. " Make not too free Arith the great/'
" "Why, she heard rae not. Oh, Ser Gerard, what a lovely creature !"
Two of the feraales had been for some time past putting thefr headi
together and casting glances at Marcia,
One of them now addressed her.
" Signorma, do yo'i love almonds ?"
The speaker had a lapful of them.
" Yes, I love them; when I can get thera," said Marcia, pettishly, anJ
eyemg the fridt Arith iU-concealed desfre; " but yours is not the hand to
give me any, I trow."
" You are much mistook," said the other. " Here, catch !"
And suddeMy tMew a double hancUid mto Marcia's lap.
Marcia brought her knees together by an frresistible instinct.
" Aha ! you are caught, my lad," cried she of the nuts. " 'Tis a man ;
m a boy. A woman stUl parteth her knees to catch the nuts the surer
in her apron ; but a man closeth Ms for fear they should faU between
his hose. Confess, now, (Udst never wear fardingale ere to-day."
" Give me another handful, sweetheart, and I'U teU thee."
" There ! I said he Avas too handsome for a woman."
" Ser Gerard, they have found rae out," observed the Epicsene, cahnly
cracking an aUnoncl.
The Ubertines voAved it was impossible, and all glared at the goddess
like a battery. But A^anucci struck in, and reminded the gaping gazers
of a recent controversy, in which they had, Arith an unanimity not often
found among dunces, laughed Gerard and him to scorn, for saying that
men were as beautUul as Avomen in a true artist's eye.
" '\'Vhere are ye now ? TMs is my boy Andrea. And you have aU
been doAvn on your knees to him. Ha ! ha ! But oh, ray Uttle lacUes,
when he lectured you and flung your stibium, your cerussa, and your
purpurissum back in your faces, 'tis then I was Uke to burst; a grinds
my colours. Ha ! ha ! he ! he ! he ! ho !"
" The Uttle impostor ! Duck him !"
•' "What for, signors ?" cried Ancfrea, in dismay, and lost his rich
carnation.
But the females coUected round Mm, and vowed nobody should harm
u hafr of Ms head.
"The dear cMld ! How weU Ids pretty Uttle saucy ways become him"
" Oh, what eyes ! and teeth !"
" And wh.at eyebrows and hafr! "
" And what lashes ! "
" And what a nose ! "
" The sweetest Uttle ear in the world !"
" And what health 1 Touch but Ms cheek 'with a pin the bJood
&hoidd squfrt."
" "Who would be so ci-uel ?"
" He is a rosebud washed in dcAV."
And they revenged themselves for thefr beaux' admfration of het by
lavishing all thefr tendemess on him.
But one there was who was stUl among these butterflies, but no lon^sa
nf I •-em.
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•The sight of the Princess Clfelia had tom open his AA'Ottnd.
Scarce three months ago he had decUned the love of that peerless
creature ; a love dUcit and insane; but at least refined. HOAV much
'ower had he faUen now.
How happy he must have been, when the blandishments of ClaiUa,
Ihat might have melted an anchorite, could not tempt him from the
path of loyalty!
Now what was he ? He hacl blushed at her seeing him in such company. Yet it was his daily company.
He hung over the boat in moody sUence.
And from that hour another phase of his nusery began ; and grew
upon him.
Some Avretched fools try to droAvn care in drmk.
The fumes of intoxication vaMsh ; the inevitable care remains, and
must be faced at last—Arith an aching head, a disordered stomach, and
spirits artificiaUy depressed.
Gerard's conduct had been of a piece with these mamacs'. To stirAive
his terrible blow he needed aU his forces ; his virtue, his health, his
habits of labour, and the calm sleep that is labour's satelUte ; above all,
his piety.
Yet all these balms to wounded hearts he flung away, and trusted to
moral intoxication.
Its brief fumes fled ; the bereaved heart lay stiU heaA^y as lead within
his bosom ; but now the dark vulture Remorse sat upon it rending it.
Broken health ; means wasted ; mnocence fled; Margaret parted from
him by another gulf wider than the grave !
The hot fit of despafr passed aAvay.
The cold fit of despafr came on.
Then tMs miserable young man spumed his gay companions, and all
the world.
He wandered alone. He drank AA'ine alone to stupefy MniseU; and
paralyze a moment the dark foes to man that preyed upon his soul. He
wandered alone aiMdst the temples of old Rome, and lay stoney-eyed,
woe-begone, among thefr ruins, worse wrecked than they.
Last of all came the climax, to which soUtude, that gloomy yet
fascinatuig foe of minds diseased, pushes the hopeless.
He Avandered alone at night by dark streams, and eyed them, and
eyed them, Arith decreasing repugnance. There gUded peace; perhaps
annihilation.
What else was left him ?
These dark speUs have been broken by Mnd words, by loving an-'
cheerful voices.
The humblest friend the afflicted one possesses may speak, or look, or
smile, a sunbeam betAveen him and that Avorst macMess Gerard now
brooded.
Where was Teresa ? "Where his hearty, kind old landlady ?
They Avould see Avith thefr homely but SAvift mteUigence ; they would
eee and save.
No : they knew not where he was, or wMther he was gliding.
And is there no mortal eye upon the poor wretch, and the dark road
he is going ?
A A 2
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Yes: one eye there is upon him ; watching Ms every movement ;
loUoAving him abroad ; tracking him home.
And that eye is the eye of an enemy.
An enemy to the death.

CHAPTER LXVI.
IN an apartment richly ftirMshed, the floor covered with striped ana
cpotted skins of animals, a lady sat Arith her arms extended before her,
and her hands haU clenched. The agitation of her face corresponded
Arith tMs attitude: she was pale and red by turns ; and her foot
restless.
Presently the curtain was cfrawii by a domestic.
The ladA''s brow flushed.
The maid said, m an aAA'e-stnick wMsper, " Altezza, the man is here,"
The lady bade her admit Mm, and snatched up a Uttle black mask
and put it on ; ancl in a moment her colour was gone, and the contrast
betAA'een her black mask and her marble cheeks was strange ancl fearfid,
A man entered boAvmg and scrapmg. It was such a figure as croAvds
seem made of; short hafr, roundish head, plam, but decent clothes;
features neither comely nor forbiddmg. Nothing to remark m Mm but
a smgularly restless eye.
After a profusion of bows he stood opposite the lady, and awaited her
jileastire.
" They have told you for what you are v/anted ?"
" Yes signora."
" Did those who spoke to you agree as to what you are to receive ?"
" Yes, signora. "Tis the ftiU price ; and purchases the greater A-endetta: uMess of your benevolence you choose to content yourseU Arith the
lesser."
" I understand you not," said the lacly.
" Ah ; tMs is the signora's first. The lesser vendetta, lady, is the
death of the body oMy. We watch our man come out of a church ; or
take him in an innocent hour; and so deal with him. In the greater
A'endetta AA'C watch Mm, ancl catch bim hot from some unrepented sin,
and so slay Ms soM as weU as Ms body. But tMs vendetta is not so run
upon now as it was a few years ago."
" Man, sdence me Ms tongue, and let Ms treasonable heart beat no
more. But his sotd I have no feud Arith."
" So be it, signora. He Avho spoke to me knew not the man, nor his
name, nor his abode. From whom shad I leam these ?"
" From myseU."
At tlus the man, with the first symptoms of anxiety he had shoAvn,
entreated her to be cautious, and particular, fr tMs part of the business.
"Fear me not," said she. "Listen. It is a young man, taU ol
stature, and aubum hafr, and dark-blue eyes, and an honest face, woMd
deceive a saint. He Uves in the Via Claudia, at the corner house ; the
glover's. In that house there lodge but tk'"'* males : he ; and a painter
short of stature and dark visaged, and a yc, "9g, sUm boy. He that hath
betrayed me is a strange^ ^dr"; and taUer than thou « t . "
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The bravo Ustened vrith aU Ms ears. " I t is enough," said he.
" Stay, signora; haunteth he any secret place where I may deal Arith
him?"
" My spy doth report me he hath of late frequented the banks of
Tiber after dusk ; doubtless to meet his Ught o' love, Avho caUs me her
rival; CA'en there slay him ! and let my rival come aud find him • the
smooth, heartless, insolent traitor."
" Be calm, signora. He will betray no more ladies."
" I know not that. He Aveareth a sword, and can use it. He is
young ancl resolute."
" Neither will avail him."
" Are ye so sure of your hand ? "What are your weapons ?"
The bravo showed her a steel gauntlet. " We strike with such force
ve need must guard our hand. 'This is our mallet." He then midid Ida
iotiblet, and gave her a glimpse of a coat of mail beneath, and finally
laid his glittering stiletto on the table with a flourish.
The lady shuddered at first, but presently took it up in her white
hand and tried its point against her finger.
" BcAvare, madam," said the braA'O.
" "What, is it poisoned ?"
" Saints forbid ! We steal no lives. We take them with steel point,
not drugs. But 'tis newly ground, and I feared for the signora's Avhite
sMn."
" His sMn is as white as mine," said she, Avitli a sudden gleam of pity.
It lasted but a moment. " But his heart is black as soot. Say, do I not
well to remove a traitor that slanders me ?"
" The signora will settle that AAith her confessor. I am but a tool in
nolde hands ; like my stiletto."
The princess appeared not to hear the speaker. " Oh, how I could
have loved him ; to the death ; as noAV I hate him. Fool! he will learn
to trifle Avitli princes ; to spum them and fawn on thera, and prefer the
scum of the town to them, ancl make them a by-word." She looked up;
" why loiter'st thou here ? haste thee, revenge me."
" It is customary to pay haU the mice beforehand, signora."
" Ah I forgot; thy revenge is bought. Here is raore than liaU," and
she pushed a bag acros.^i the table to him. " "When the blow is struck,
come for the rest."
" You AriU soon see me agam, signora."
And he retfred boAring and scraping.
The princess, bumuig Arith jealousy, mortified pride, and (fread of exposure (for tiU she knew Gerard no public stain had faUen on her), sat
where he left her, masked, with her arms straight out before her, and
the naUs of her clenched hand Mpping the table.
So sat the fabled spliynx : so sits a tigress.
Yet there crept a cliUl upon her now that the assassin Avas gone. And
moody misgiAings heaved Avithin her, precursors of vain remorse. Gerard
and Margaret were before their age. Tliis Avas your true medirovaL
Proud, amorous, vindictive, generous, fooUsh, cunmng, impulsive, unprincipled : and ignorant as dfrt.
PoA\er is the curse of such a creature.
Forced to do her own crimes, the wealuiess of her nerves would have
balanced the violence of her passions, and her bark been w«rse than her
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bite. But power gives a feeble, furious woman, male mstruments.
the effect is as terrible as the combmation is unnatural.

And

In tMs mstance it whetted an assassin's dagger for a poor forlora
wretch just mecUtating sMcide.

CHAPTER LXYII.
IT happened, two days after the scene I have endeavoured to describe,
that Gerarcl, wandering tMough one of the meanest streets in Rome, wa
OA'ertaken by a thtmderstomi, and entered a low hostelry. He caUed
for Avine, and, the rain contmuuig, soon drank himseU into a haU-sttipid
concUtion, and dozed vrith Ms head on Ms hands and his hands upon the
table.
In course of time the room began to fdl and the noise of the rude
guests to wake hira.
Then it was he became conscious of tAVO figures near him conversing
in a lo w voice.
One Avas a pardoner. The other by his dress, clean but modest, might
haA'e passed for a decent tradesman : but the Avay he had slouched his
hat over his brows so as to hide aU his face except Ms beard, shoAved he
was one of those who shun the eye of honest men, and of the laAV,
The pafr were drivmg a bargam in the sin market. And by an arrangement not uncommon at that date, the crime to be forgiven was yet to
be comnutted—under the celestial contract.
He of the slouched hat was coraplaining of the price pardons had
reached. " If they go up any Mgher we poor feUows shaU be shut out
of heaven altogether."
The pardoner denied the charge flatly. " Indulgences Avere never
cheaper to good husbandmen."
The other inqufred " Who were they ?"
" "Why such as sm by the market, Uke reasonable creatures. But if
you AviU be so perverse as go and pick out a crime the Pope hath set Ms
face agamst, blame yourseU, not me ?"
Then, to prove that crime of one sort or another was Arithin the
means of all, but the very scum of society, he read out the scale from a
Avritten parchment.
It was a curious Ust: but not one that could be printed in tMs book
And to mutdate it would be to misrepresent it. It is to be found in
any great Ubrary. Suffice it to say that murder of a layman was much
cheaper than many crimes ray lay readers would deem Ught by comparison.
TMs told ; and, by a Uttle trifling concession on each side, the bargaii
was closed, the money handed over, and the aspfrant to heaven's favour
forgiven beforehand for remoAing one layman. The price for cUsposing
of a clerk bore no proportion.
The Avord assassmation Avas never once uttered by either merchant.
AU this buzzed in Gerard's ear. But he never Ufted his head from
the table ; only Ustened stupidly.
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However, when the parties rose and separated, he haU raised his head,
and eyed with a scowl the retfruig figure of the purchaser.
" If Margaret was aUve," muttered he, " I'd take thee by the throa'
and throttle thee, thou cowardly slabber. But she is dead ; dead ; dead
Die aU the world ; 'tis nought to me: so that I (Ue among the first."
"When he got home there was a raan in a slouched hat walMng brisklj
to and fro on the opposite side of the way.
" Why, there is that cur again," thought Gerard.
But in Ms state of mind, the cfrcumstance made no impression Avhat
ever on Mm.

CHAPTER LXVIIl.
Two nights after this Pietro Vanucci and Andrea sat Avaiting supper
for Gerard.
The former grew peeAish. It was past nine o'clock. At last he sent
Andrea to Gerard's room on the desperate chance of his having come iu
unobserA'ed. Andrea shrugged his shouldeTS and went.
He returned Avithout Gerard, but Arith a slip of paper. Andrea coulc?
not read, as scholars in his day and charity boys m ours understand the
art; but he had a quick eye, and had learned how the words Pietro
Vanucci looked on paper.
" That is for you, I trow," said he, proud of his intelUgence.
Pietro snatched it, and read it to Ancfrea, Avith his satfrical coraraents.
" ' Dear Pietro, dear Andrea, Ufe is too great a burden.'
"So 'tis, my lad; but that is no reason for being abroad at supper-time.
Supper is not a burden.
" ' Wear my habits !'
" Said tht poplar to the juniper bush.
" ' And thou, Andrea, mine amethyst rmg; and me in both your hearts
a month or two.'
" TVhy, Andrea ?
" ' For my body, ere this ye read, it AviU Ue in Tiber. Trouble not
to look for it. 'Tis not Avorth the pains. Oh unhappy day that it was
bom ; oh happy night that rids me of it.
" ' Adieu ! adieu !
" ' The broken-hearted Gerard.'
" Here is a sorry jest of the peevish rogue," said Pietro. But his pale
cheek and chattering teeth beUed his Avords, Andrea fiUed the house
with his cries.
" 0, miserable day ! 0, calamity of calamities ! Gerard, ray friend,
my SAveet patron ! Help ! help ! He is killing himseU! Oh, good
people, help me save him !" Ancl after alarming aU the house he ran
mto the street, bareheaded, imploring all good Christians to help Mjn
saA'e his friend.
A number of persons soon collected.
But poor Andr-ea could not animate thefr sluggishness. Go doAvn to
the river ? No. It Avas not thefr business. What part of the rivm 1
It was a Avild goose chase.
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It was not lucky to go doAvn to the river after sunset. Too many
ghosts walked those banks aU night,
A lacquey, however, who had been standing some time opposite ths
nouse, said he would go Arith Ancfrea ; and tMs tumed tMee or four ot
tne younger ones.
The Uttle band took the way to the river.
The lacquey questioned Andrea.
Andrea, so"bbing, told him about the letter, and Gerard's moody ways
of late.
That lacquey Avas a spy of the Princess ClseUa,
Their ItaUan tongues went fast tdl they neared the Tiber.
But the moment they felt the afr from the river, and the smell of the
stream m the calm spring Mght, they were dead silent.
The moon shone caUn and clear in a cloudless sky. Thefr feet
sounded loud and ominous. Thefr tongues were huished.
Presently hurrying round a comer they met a man. He stopped frresolute at sight of them.
The man was bareheaded, and Ms dripping hair glistened in the
moonUght: and at the next step theysaAV his clothes Avere drenched Arith
water.
" Here he is," cried one of the young men, unacquainted Avith Gerard's
face and figure.
The stranger tumed mstantly and fled.
They ran after him might and main, Andrea leading, and the princess's lacquey next.
Andrea gained on him: but in a moment he tAAisted up a narrow
alley. Ancfrea shot by, unable to check himseU; and the pursuers soon
found themselves in a labyrinth in wMch it A\as vain to pursue a
quickfooted fugitive who knew every inch of it, and could now only be
followed by the ear.
They returned to thefr compamons, and found thera standing on the
spot where the raan had stood, and utterly confounded. For Pietro had
assured them that the fugitive had neither the features nor the stature
of Gerard.
"Are ye verily sure?" said they, " He had been in the river. "Wliy
in the saints' naraes, fled he at our approach ?"
Then said Vanucci, " Friends, methinks this has nought to do with
him we seek, "What shall we do, Ancfrea ?"
Here the lacquey put in Ms word, " Let us track him to the water's
side, to make sure. See, he hath corae dripping all the way,"
This advice was approved, and Arith very Uttle difficulty they tracked
the man's course.
But soon they encountered a new enigma.
They had gone scarcely fifty yards ere the drops turned away from
the river, and took them to the gate of a large gloomy building. It Avas
a monastery.
They stood frresolute before it, and gazed at the dark pde. It seemed
to them to hide some horrible mystery.
But presently Andrea gave a shout, " Here be the drops again," cried
he, " And tlus road leadeth to the riA'er,"
They resumed the chase ; and soon it became cleOT the drops were
noAV leading them hf>me. The track became Avetfei and Avelter, and
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.Dok them to the Tiber's edge. And there on the bank a bucketful
appeared to have been discharged from the stream.
At first they shouted, and thought they had made a discovery ; hvi
reflection showed them it amounted to nothing. Certamly a man had
been in the water, and had got out of it in safety : but that man Avai
not Gerard. One said he knew a fisherman hard by that had nets ami
(frags. They found the fisher, and paid Mm Uberally to sink nets in
the river below the place, and to drag it above ancl below; and promised
him gold should he find the body. Then they ran vainly up and dovm
the river, which flowed so calm and voiceless, holding this and a thousand
moie strange secrets. SuddeMy Arcfrea, Arith a cry of hope, ran back to
the house.
He returned in less than haU an hour.
" No," he groaned, and Avrung Ms hands.
" "What is the hour ?" asked the lacquey.
" Four hours past midnight."
" My pretty lad," said the laoquey, solemnly, " say a mass for th_}
friend's soul: for he is not among Uving men."
The mormng broke. Wom out with fatigue, Andrea and Pietro wei
home, heart sick.
The days rolled on, mute as the Tiber as to Gerard's fate.

CHAPTER LXIX.
IT would indeed have been strange if with such barren data as they possessed, those men could have reafl the handwrifcmg on the river's bank.
For there on that spot an event had just occurred, wMch, take it altogether, was perhaps without a paraUel in the Mstory of mankind, and
may remain so to the end of time.
But it shaU be told m a very few words, partly by me, partly by an
actor ui the scene.
Gerard, then, after Avriting his brief adieu to Pietro and Ancfrea, had
stolen down to the river at nightfall.
He had taken his measures Arith a dogged resolution not uncommon
in those who are bent on self-destruction. He filled his pockets vrith all
the silver and copper he possessed, that he might sink the surer ; and,
so provided, hurried to a part of the stream that he had seen was Uttle
frequented.
There are some, especiaUy women, who look about to make sure therr
is somebody at hand.
But this resolute Avretcti looked about hira to make sure there was
nobody.
And, to his annoyance, he observed a smgle figure leaning against tha
torner of an aUey. So he affected to stroU carelessly away; but returnee"
io the spot.
Lo ! the same figure emerged from a side street and loitered about.
" Can he be watching me ? Can he know what I am here for ? *
thought Gerard. " Irapossible."
He went briskly off, walked along a street or two, made a detour and
same back
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The man had vanished. But, lo ! on Gerard looking aU round, to
make sure, there he was a few yards beMnd, apparently fastening hii
shoe.
Gerard saw he Avas watched, and at tMs moment observed in the moon
light a steel gauntlet in Ms sentinel's hand.
Then he knew it Avas an assassin.
Strange to say, it neA'er occurred to him that his was the Ufe aimed at.
To be sure he was not aware he had an enemy in the world.
He tumed and walked up to the bravo. " My good friend," said he,
eagerly, " seU me thine arm ! a single stroke ! See, here is all 1 have : "
and he forced Ms money into the bravo's hands. " Oh, prithee ! prithee!
do one good deed, and rid rae of my hateful Ufe !" and even wMle
speaMng he un(Ud his doublet, and bared Ms bosom.
The raan stared in Ms face.
" Why do ye hesitate?" sMieked Gerard. " Have ye no bowels ? Is
it so ranch pains to Uft your arm and faU it ? Is it because I am poor,
and can't give ye gold ? Useless Avretch, canst only strike a raan behind ; not look one in the face. There, then, do but tum thy head and
nold •thy tongue ! "
And AAith a snarl of contempt he ran from him, and flung himself into
the water.
" Margaret !"
At the heavy pltmge of his body in the stream the bravo seemed to
recover from a stupor. He ran to the bank, and Arith a strange cry the
assassin plunged in after the seU-destroyer.
What foUowed

AAOU

be related by the assassin.

^HAPTER LXX.
A WOMAN has her own troubles, as a man has Ms.
And Ave male Avriters seldom do more than incUcate the griefs of the
other sex. The intelUgence of the female reader must corae to our aid,
and fill up our cold outUnes. So have I mdicated, rather than described,
what Margaret Brandt Avent tMough up to that eventful day, when she
entered EU's house an enemy, read her sweetheart's letter, and remained
a friend.
And now a woman's greatest trial (frew near, and Gerard far away.
She avaUed herseU but Uttle of EU's sudden favour : for this reserve
she hacl ahvays a plausible reason ready ; and never Mnted at the tme
one, AThich Avas this; there were two men in that house at sight of whom
she shuddered AA'ith instmctlA'e antipathy and dread. She had read
Arickedness and hatred m thefr faces, and mysterious signals of secret
inteUigence. She preferred to receive Catherme and hei daughter at
home. The former went to see her every day, and Avas Avrapped up in
the expected event.
Catherine Avas one of those females whose office is to multiply, and real
the multipUed : who, Avhen at last they consent to leave off pelting one
out of every room in the house Avith babies, hover about the fafr scourges
that are stdl in full swing, and do so cluck, they seem to multiply by
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It was in this spfrit she entreated EU to let her stay at RotterSroxy.
ara while he went back to Tergou.
" The poor lass hath not a soul about her, that knows anything about
anything. What avail a pafr o' soldiers ? Why that sort o' cattle shoidd b«
putten out o' doors the first, at such an a time."
Need I say that this was a great comfort to Margaret.
Poor soul, she was fuU of anxiety as the time drew near.
She should die ; and Gerard away.
But tilings balance themselves. Her poA'erty, and her father's help
lessness, which had cost her such a straggle, stood her in good stead now.
Adversity's fron hand had forced her to battle the lassitude that overpowers the rich of her sex, and to be for ever on her feet, working. She
kept this up to the last by Catherme's advice.
And so it was, that one fine evenmg, just at sunset, she lay weak as
water, but safe; with a Uttle face by her side, and the heaA'en of maternity
opemng on her,
" "Why dost weep, SAveetheart ? AU of a sudden ?"
" He is not here to see it,"
" Ah, well, lass, he will be here ere 'tis weaned. Meantime, God hath
been as good to thee as to e'er a woman born : and do but bethink thee
it might haA'e been a gfrl; cUdn't my very own Kate threaten me with
one: and here we have got the bonniest boy in HoUand, and a rare heavy
one, the saints be praised for't,"
"Ay, mother, I am but a sorry, ungrateful Avretch to weep. If oMy
Gerard were here to see it, 'Tis strange ; I bore him well enow to be
away from me in my sorrow ; but, oh, it doth seem so hard he should
not share ray joy. Prithee, prithee, come to me, Gerard ! dear, dear,
Gerard ! " And she stretched out her feeble arras,
Catherine bustled about, but avoided Margaret's eyes ; for she could
not restram her own tears at hearmg her own absent cMld thus earnestly
addressed.
Presently, turning round, she found Margaret looMng at her Arith a
singular expression, " Heard you nought ?"
" No, ray larab. What ?"
" I did cry on Gerard, but now,"
" Ay, ay, sure I heard that,"
" WeU, he answered me,"
" Tush, gfrl: say not that,"
" Mother, as sure as I Ue here, Arith Ms boy by my side, Ms voice came
back to me, ' Margaret !' So, "Yet methought 'twas not Ms hapjoy voice.
But that might be the distance. All voices go off sad like at a distance.
Why art not happy, sweetheart ? and I so happy this Mght ? Mother, I
seem never to have felt a pain or knoAvn a care," And her sweet eyes
tumed and gloated on the little face in silence.
That A'ery night Gerard flung himseU into the Tiber. And, that very
Lour she heard him speak her name, he cried aloud tn death's jaws anS
despair's,
" Margaret !"
Account for it those who can. I caimot
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CHAPTER LXXI.
IN the guest chamber of a Dondnican convent lay a single stranger,
exhausted by successive and violent fits of nausea, which had at last
subsided, leaving him almost as weak as Margaret lay that night in
Holland,
A huge wood ffre bumed on the hearth, and beside it hung the patient's
clothes,
A gigantic friar sat by his bedside readmg pious coRects aloud from
his breviary.
The patient at times eyed him, and seemed to Usten : at others closed
his eyes and moaned.
The monk kneeled down with his face touching the ground and prayed
for him : then rose and bade Mm farewell, " Day breaks," said he, " I
must prepare for matins."
" Good Father Jerome, before you go, how came I hither ?"
" By the hand of heaA'en. You flung aAvay God's gUt. He bestoAved
it on you again. Think on it ! Hast tried the world and found its gaU.
Now try the church ! The church is peace. Pax vobiscum."
He was gone. Gerard lay back, meditating and wondering, tiU weak
and wearied he feU into a doze.
"When he awoke agam he found a new nurse seated beside Mm. It
was a layman, Avith an eye as sniaU and restless as Friar Jerome's Avas
caMi and majestic.
The man inquired earnestly how he felt.
" Very, very Aveak. Where have I seen you before, ^Messer ?"
" None the worse for my gauntlet ?" inqufred the other, with considerable anxiety ; " I Avas fam to strike you A\itlial, or both you and I should
be at the bottom of Tiber."
Gerard stared at him. ""^^Hiat,'twas you saved rae ? How?"
" WeU, signor, I was by the banks of Tiber on—on—an errand, no
matter what. You came to rae ancl begged hard for a dagger stroke.
But ere I could oblige you, ay, even as you spoke to me, I knew you for
the signor that saved my Avd'e and cMld upon the sea."
" It is Teresa's husband. And an assassin ? ! ! ?"
" At your service. WeU, Ser Gerard, the next tMng was, you flung
yourseU mto Tiber, and bade me hold aloof."
" I remember that."
" Had it been any but you, beUeve me I had obeyed you, and not
wagged a finger. Men are my foes. They raay all hang on one rope, or
droAvn m one river for me. But when thou, sinking in Tiber, didst cry
' Margaret!'"
" Ah !"
" My heart it cried ' Teresa !' How could I go home and look her ID
the face, did I let thee die, and by the very death thou savedst her from!
So in I went; and luckily for us both I sArim Uke a duck. You, seeing
me near, and being bent on destruction, tried to grip me, and so end us
both. But I swam roimd thee, and (receive ray excuses) so buffeted theo
on the nape of the neck Arith my steel glove ; that thou lost sense, and T
with much ado, the stream being strong, did draw thy body to land, but

THE GLGISTES AKD THE HEARTH.

365

insensible and fuU of water. Then I took thee on my back and madefcr
my oAvn home, ' Teresa AviU nurse him, and be pleased with me,
thought I, But, hard by this monastery, a holy friar, the biggest e'er 1
saw, met as and asked the matter. So I told him. He looked hard
at thee. ' I know the face,' quoth he. ' 'Tis one Gerard, a fair youth
from HoUand.' ' The same,' quo' I. Then saicl his reA'erence, ' Ho
hath friends among our bretMen, Leave bim Avith us ! Charity, it
is our office,'
" Also he told me they of the convent had better means to tend thee
than I hnd. And that Avas true enow. So I just bargained to be let in
to see thee once a day, and here thou art."
And the miscreant cast a strange look of affection and mterest upon
Gerard.
Gerard did not respond to it. He felt as U a snake were in the room.
He closed his eyes,
" Ah, thou wouldst sleep," said the miscreant, eagerly, " I go," Aod
he retired on tip-toe with a promise to come every day.
Gerard lay with Ms eyes closed : not asleep, but deeply pondermg.
Saved from death, by an assassin !
Was not this the finger of Heaven ?
Of that Heaven he had insulted, cursed, and defied.
He shuddered at his blasphenues. He tried to pray.
He found he could utter prayers. But he could not pray.
" I am doomed eternally," he cried, " doomed, doomed."
The organ of the convent church burst on his ear in rich and solemn
harmony.
Then rose the voices of the choir chantmg a full service.
Among them was one that seemed to hover above the others, and tower
towards heaven ; a sweet boy's voice, ftiU, pure, angelic.
He closed his eyes and listened. The clays of his OAVU boyhood floAved
back upon him in those sweet, pious, harmonies. No earthly dross there,
no foul, fierce passions, rending and corruptmg the soul.
Peace ; peace ; sweet, balmy, peace.
" Ay," he sighed, " the Church is peace of mind. TiU I left her bosom
I ne'er knew sorrow, nor sui."
And the poor torn, Avom, creature, wept.
And, even as he wept, there beamed on him the sAveet and roA'crend
face of one he had never thought to see agam. It Avas the face of
Father Anselm.
The good father had only reached fhe convent the night before last.
Gerard recognized him in a moment, and cried to Mm, " Oh Father
Anselm, you cured my Avounded body in JuUers : now cure my hurt soul
in Rome ! Alas, you cannot."
A nselra sat doAvn by the bed side, and, putting a gentle hand on hia
head, first calraed him Avith a sootMng word or two.
He then (for he had learned how Gerard came there) spoke to him
kmdly but solenmly, and made him feel his crime, and urged him to
repentance, and gratitude to that Divine PoAver which had thwarted hia
iriU to save his soul.
" Come my son," said he, " ffrst purge thy bosom of its load."
" Ah, father," said Gerard, " in JuUers I could : then I Avas inncoenf
l»ut now, impious ir ouster that I wn. I dare not confese to ye a.'
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" Wliy not, my son ? TMnkest thou I have not sinned against
Heaven m my time, and deeply ? oh how deeply ! Come, poor laden
soul, pour forth thy grief, pour forth thy faults, hold back nought! Lie
not oppressed and crushed by hidden sins."
And soon Gerard was at Father Anselm's knees confessing his every
sm Arith sighs and groans of pemtence.
" Thy sins are great," said Anselm. " Thy temptation also was great,
terribly great. I must consult our good prior."
The good Anselm Mssed his brow, and left him, to consult the superior
as to Ms penance.
And, lo ! Gerard could pray now.
And he prayed Arith aU his heart.
The phase, tMough AA'hich this remarkable mind now passed, may be
lummed m a Avord—Pemtence.
He tumed AAith terror ancl aversion from the world, and begged
passionately to remain ui the convent. To him, convent nurtured, it
was Uke a bird returning wotmded, wearied, to its gentle nest.
He passed Ms noviciate in prayer, and mortification, and pious reading, and raecUtation.
The Princess ClseUa's spy went horae and told her that Gerard was
certamly dead, the manner of his death unknown at present.
She seemed UteraUy stunned.
When, after a long time, she found breath to speak at all, it was to
bemoan her lot, cursed with such ready tools. " So soon," she sighed ;
" see how SAAU
' t these monsters are to do ill deeds. They come to us in
our hot blood, and first terapt us Arith their venal daggers, then enact the
mortal deeds A^'C ne'er had thought on but for them."
Ere many hours had passed, her pity for Gerard and hatred of his
murderer had risen to fever heat; wMch Arith this fool was blood heat.
" Poor sotd ! I cannot call thee back to Ufe. But he shaU never Uve
that traitoiously SICAV thee."
And she put armed men in ambush, and kept thera on guard aU day,
ready, when Lodovico should come for his money, to faU on him in a
certain antechamber and hack him to pieces.
" Strike at his head," said she, " for he weareth a priAy coat of mail;
and if he goes hence aliA'e your own heads shaU answer it."
And so she sat Aveeping her Aictim, and pulling the strings of machines to shed the blood of a second for having been her machine to kiU
the first.

CHAPTER LXXII.
ONE of the novice Gerard's seU-imposed penances was to receive Lodovico Mndly, feeUng secretly as to a sUniy serpent.
Never was seU-denial better bestowed: and, Uke most rational
penances, it soon became no penance at aU, At first the pride and complacency, vrith wMch the assassin gazed on the one Ufe he had saved,
Afas perhaps as lucUcrous as nathetic : but it is a great thing to open »
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good door in a heart. One good thing foUoAvs another through the apertire. Finding it so sweet to save Ufe, the miscreant went on to be averse
\o taMng it : and from that to remorse ; and from remorse to something
very like penitence. And here Teresa co-operated by threatening, not for
the first time, to leave him unless he wotdd consent to lead an honest Ule.
The good fathers of the convent lent thefr aid, and Lodovico and Teresa
were sent by sea to Leghorn, where Teresa had friends, and the assassin
K-'.tled doAATi and became a porter.
He found it miserably dull work at first : and said so.
But methinks this dull life of ploddmg labour was better for him, than
,be brief excitement of being hcAvn m pieces by the Princess Clselia's
myrmidons. His exile saved the unconscious penitent from that fate ;
and the princess, balked of her revenge, took to broodmg, and fell into a
profo'und melancholy; dismissed her confessor, and took a ncAV one
with a great reputation for piety, to whom she confided what she called
tier griefs. The new confessor Avas no other than Fi'a Jerome, She could
not haA'e fallen into better hands.
He heard her grimly out. Then took her and shook the delusions out
of her as roughly as U she had been a kitchen-maid. For, to do this hard
monk justice, on the path of duty he feared the anger of princes as little
as he did the sea. He showed her in a few words, all thunder and lightning, that she was the cruninal of criminals.
" 'i?hou art the dcAil, that with thy money hath tempted one raan to
slay his fellow, and then, blinded with seU-love, instead of blaming and
punishing thyseU, art thfr'stmg for more blood of guilty men, but not so
guilty as thou."
At first she resisted, and told him she was not used to be taken to task
by her confessors. But he overpowered her, and so threatened her Avith
the Church's curse here and hereafter, and so tore the scales off her eyes,
and thundered at her, and crashed her, that she sank doAvn and grovelled
with remorse and terror at the feet of the gigantic Boanerges.
" Oh, holy father, have pity on a poor weak woman, and help rae save
my guilty soul. I was benighted for want of ghostly counsel Uke thine,
good father. I waken as from a dream."
" Doff thy jewels," said Fra Jerome, sternly.
« 1 wiU, t AviU."
" Doff thy silk and velvet: and, in humbler garb than wears thy
meanest servant, wend thou instant 'to Loretto,"
" I wdl," said the prmcess, faintly,
" No shoes: but a bare sandal,"
" No, father,"
" Wash the feet of pilgrims both going and commg; and to such ol
tliem as be holy friars tell thy sin, and abide their admonition,"
•' Oh, holy father, let me Avear my mask,"
"Humph!"
" Oh, mercy! Bethink thee! My features are knoAvn tMough
" Ay. Beauty is a curse to most of ye. Well, thou mayst mask tldne
eyes ; no more."
On this concession she seized bis hand, and was about to kiss i t ; but
ne snatchad it rudely from her.
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" What w ould ye do ? That hand handled the eucharist but an hou?
:igoiie : is it fit for such as thou to touch it?"
" Ah, no. But oh, go not without giving your pemtent daughter yom
blessing,"
" Time enow to ask it when you come back from Loretto."
Thus that marA'eUoUB occurrence by Tiber's banks left its mark on all
the actors, as prodigies are said to do. The assassin, softened by saving
the Ufe he Avas paid to take, turned from the stiletto to the porter's knot.
The prmcess went barefoot to Loretto, weeping her crime and washing
the feet of base bom men.
And Gerard, carried from the Tiber into that convent a smcide, now
passed for a young samt Avithm its AvaUs,
Lovmg but experienced eyes were on him.
Upon a shorter probation than usual he was admitted to priests'
orders.
And soon after took the monastic A'OWS, and becarae a friar of St.
Dommic,
Dying to the Avorld, the monk parted Avith the very narae by wLch
he had lived in it, and so broke the last Unk of association Avith earthly
feelmgs.
Here Gerard ended, and Brother Clement began.

CHAPTER LXXin.
" As is the race of leaves so is that of men," And a great man budded
unnoticed ui a tailor's house at Rotterdani this year, and a large man
dropped to earth with great eclat.
PhiUp Duke of Burgundy, Earl of HoUand, etc., etc., lay sick at Brages.
NOAV paupers got sick and "got Avell as Nature pleased: but Avoe betided
the rich m an age Avhen, for one Mr. Malady kdled tMee feU by Dr.
Remedy.
The duke's complamt, nameless then, is now diphtheria. It is, and
Was, a A'ery Aveakemng malady, and the duke was old ; so altogether Dr.
Remedy bled hun.
The duke turned very cold : wonderful!
Then Dr. Remedy had recourse to the arcana of science.
" Ho ! This is grave. Flay me an ape mcontinent, and clap him te
the duke's breast!"
Officers of state ran septemvious, seekuig an ape to counteract tho
bloodthirsty tomfoolery of the human species.
Perdition ! The duke was out of apes. There vvere buffaloes, Uzards,
Turks, leopards ; any unreasonable beast but the right one.
" "Why, there used to be an ape about," said one. " If I stand heie I
Saw him."
So there used ; but the mastiff had mangled the sprigJitly creature !'oi
BteaUng his supper: and so fMfiUed the human precept, 'Soyez de vol is
sifecle !''
Ill this emergency the seneschal cast his despafring eyes arotmd; uu.^
not in vain. A hopeful Ught shot mto ttem.
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" Here is this,'^ said he, sotto voce. " Surely this will serve; 'tit
altogether apeUke, doublet ancl hose apart."
" Nay," said the chanceUor, peevishly, " the Prmcess Marie would
hang us. She doteth en this."
Now this Avas our friend Giles, struttmg, aU unconscious, in cloth of
gold.
Then Dr. Remedy grew impatient, and bade flay a dog.
" A dog is next best to an ape; only it must be a dog aU of one
colour."
So they flayed a liver-coloured dog, and clapped it, yet palpitating, to
their sovereign's breast: and he died.
Philip the Good, thus scientiflcaUy cUsposed of, left thirty-one children : of Avhom one, somehoAV or another, Avas legitmiate ; and reigned
in Ms stead.
The good duke provided for nineteen out of the other thfrty ; the rest
shifted for themselves.
According to the Flemish chronicle the deceased prince was descended
from the kings of Troy through Thierry of Aquitaine, and Chilperic,
Pharamond, &c., the old kings of Franconia.
But this in reaUty Avas no distinction. Not a prince of his clay have
1 been able to discover who did not come down from Troy. " Priam "
was mediaeval for " Adam."
The good duke's body was carried into Burgundy, and laid in a noble
mausoleum of black marble at Dijon.
Holland rang Avith his death ; ancl little dreamed that anything as
famous was bom ui her territory that year. That judgment has been
.long reversed. Men gaze at the tailor's house, Avhere the great birth of
the fifteenth century took place. In Avhat house the good duke died
" no one knoAA's and no one cares," as the song says.
And Avhy ?
Dukes PhiUp the Good come and go, and leave mankind not a halfpenny Aviser, nor better, nor other, than they found it. But when, once
"n three hundred years, such a child is bom to the world as Margaret's
son, lo! a human torch lighted by fire from heaven ; and " fiat lux"
thunders from pole to pole.

CHAPTER LXXIV®^^e Cloishr.
THE Dominicans, or preaching friars, once the most powerful order in
Europe, were noAv on the Avane ; their rivals ancl bitter enemies, the
Franciscans, Avere oA'erpoAvering them throughout Europe ; even in England, a rich and religious country, Avhere, under the name of the Black
Friars, they had once been paramount.
Therefore the sagacious men, AVIIO watched and directed the interests
of the order, were never so anxious to incorporate able and zealous son?
and send them forth to Avin back the Avoiid.
The zeal and accorapUshraents of Clement, especiaUy Ms raie mastery
•f language (for he spoke Latm, Itali*»n, French, high and low Dutch)
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soon transpfred, and he was destined to travel ancl preach in England,
corresponding Arith the Roman oentre.
But Jerome, who had the superior's ear, obstructed this design.
" Clement," said he, " has the mdk of the world stUl in Ms veins, its
feelmgs, its Aveaknesses ; let not Ms new-bom zeal and his humiUty
tempt us to forego our ancient Arisdom. Try him ffrst, and temper hini,
lest one day we find ourselves leanmg on a reed for a staff."
" It is weU advised," said the prior. " Take him in hand thyself."
Then Jerome, foUovring the ancient wisdom, took Clement and tried
Mm.
One day he brought Mm to a field where the young men amused themselves at the games of the day ; he kncAV this to be a haunt of Clement's
late friends.
And sure enough ere long Pietro Vanucci and Andrea passed by them,
and cast a careless glance on the tAVO friars. They (Ud not recogMze their
dead friend m a shaven monk.
Clement gave a very Uttle start, and then lowered Ms eyes and said a
pater noster.
"Would ye not speak Arith them, brother?" said Jerome, frying
him.
" No, brother: yet Avas it good for rae to see them. They remind me
of the sms I can neA'er repent enough."
" It is Avell," said Jerome, and he made a colcl report m Clement's
favour.
Then Jerome took Clement to many death-beds. And then uito
noisome dungeons; places Avliere the darkness was appalUng, and the
stench loathsome, pestUential; and men lookmg Uke Avild beasts lay
coUed in rags and filth and despafr. It tried Ms body hard; but the soul
collected aU its powers to comfort such poor Avretches there as were not
past comfort. And Clement shone ui that trial. Jerome reported that
Clement's spfrit AA'as AvilUng, but his flesh was weak.
"Good!" said Anselm; "Ms flesh is weak, but his spirit is
willing."
But there was a greater tiial in store.
I AviU describe it as it was seen by others.
One morning a prmcipal street in Rome was crowded, and even the
avenues blocked up AAith heads. It was an execution. No common
crime had been done, and on no Arulgar Aictim.
The governor of Rome had been fotmd in his bed at daybreak,
slaughtered. His hand, raised probably in seU-defence, lay by his side
severed at the WTist; his tMoat was cut, and his temples bruised Aritl
some blunt mstrument. The murder had been traced to Ms servant,
and was to be expiated in kind this very moming.
ItaUan executions were not cruel in general. But this murder was
thought to call for exact and bloody retribution.
The criminal Avas brought to the house of the murdered man, ani
fastened for haU an hour to its wall. After tMs foretaste of local ven
geance Ms left hand was struck off, Uke his victim's. A new MUed fowl
was cut open and fastened rotmd the bleeding stump ; Avith what view I
ready don't know ; but, by the look of it, some mare's nest of the poor
dear doctors ; and the murderer, thus mutilated and bandaged 'was
hurried to the scaffold ; aE.J there a young friar wa» most earnest and
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affectionate in praymg Arith 1dm, and for him, and holduig the crucifix
close to his eyes.
Presently the executioner pulled the friar roughly on one side, and in
a moment felled the culprit with a heavy mallet, and falling on him, cut
Ms throat from ear to ear.
There was a cry of horror frora the crowd.
The young friar SAVooned away.
A gigantic monk strode forward, and carried hun off like a child.
Brother Clement went back to the convent sadly discouraged. He
confessed to the prior, Arith tears of regret.
" Courage, son Clement," said the prior. " A Dominican is not made
in a day. Thou shalt have another trial. And I forbid thee to go to it
fasting," Clement bowed his head in token of obedience. He had not
long to wait, A robber was brought to the scaffold; a monster of villany
and cruelty, Avho hacl kUled men in pure wantonness, after robbmg them,
Clement passed Ms last night in prison with him, accompanied him to
the scaffold, and then prayed Avith hira and for Mm so earnestly that the
hardened ruffian shed tears and embraced him, Clement embraced him
too, though Ms flesh quivered with repugnance ; and held the crucifix
earnestly before his eyes. The man Avas garotted, and Clement lost sight
of the crowd, and prayed loud and earnestly Avliile that dark spirit was
assing from earth. He was no sooner dead than the hangman raised
is hatchet and quartered the body on the spot. And, oh, mysterious heart
of man ! the people who had seen the living body robbed of life with
indiff-srence, aMiost Arith satisfaction, uttered a piteous cry at each stroke
of the axe upon his corpse that could feel nought, Clement too shuddered then, but stood firm, like one of those rocks that Aibrate but cannot
be thrown doAvn, But suddenly Jerorae's voice sounded in his ear,
" Brother Cleraent, get thee on that cart and preach to the people^
Nay, quickly ! strike Arith all thy force on aU tMs fron, while yet 'tis
hot, and souls are to be saved,"
Clement's colour came and went; and he breathed hard. But he
obeyed, and with ill-assured step mounted the cart, and preached his first
sermon to the first crowd he hacl ever faced. Oh, that sea of heads! His
throat seemed parcthed his heart thumped, his voice trembled,
By-and-by the greatness of the occasion, the sight of the eager upturned faces, and his own heart full of zeal, fired the pale monk. He
told them tliis robber's history, warm from his own lips in the prison,
and showed his hearers by that example the gradations of folly and
crime, and warned them solemnly not to put foot on the first round of
that fatal ladder. And as alternately he thundered ag.ainst the shedder?
of blood, and moved the crowd to charity and pity, his tremors left him,
and he felt all strung up Uke a lute, and gifted vrith an unsuspected
force ; he was master of that listening crowd, could feel their very pulse,
could play sacred melodies on them as on his psaltery. Sobs and groans
attested his power over the mob afready excited by the tragedy before
them, Jerome stared Uke one who goes to light a stick ; and fires a
rocket. After a while Clement caught Ms look of astonishment, and
leeing no approbation in it, broke suddenly off, and joined him,
" It Avas my first enaeavotir," said he, apologeticaUy. " Your behest
came on me Uke a thunderbolt. Was I ?—Did I ?—Oh, correct me and
aid me Ajnt/i jour experience, brother Jerrane."

E

P R 2

37-2

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH.

" Humph!" said Jerome, dotibtfuUy. He added, rather suUenly after
long reflection, " Give the glory to God, brother Clement; my opfruon
is thou art an orator bom."
He reported the same at head quarters, liaU reluctantly. For he Avai
an honest friar though a disagreeable one.
One JuUo AntonelU was accused of sacrdege ; tliree Avitnesses swore
I hey saw lum come out of the chur(Ji whence the candlesticks were
stolen, and at the very time. Other witnesses proved an aUbi for him as
positively. Neither testimony cotdd be shaken. In tMs doubt AntoneUi
was permitted the trial by Avater, hot or cold. By the hot trial he must
put his bare arm into boduig Avater, fourteen mches deep, and take out
a pebble ; by the cold trial Ms body must be let doAvn into eight feet of
water, "rhe clergy, who thought him innocent, recoraraended the hot
Avater trial, which, to those whom they favoured, Avas not so terrible as
it sounded. But the poor wretch had not the nerve, and chose the cold
ordeal. And this gaA'e Jerome another opportunity of steeUng Clement.
AntonelU took the sacrament, and then Avas stripped naked on the banks
of the Tiber, and tied hand and foot, to prevent those strusjgles by which
n man, tliroAvmg his arms out of the water, sinks Ms body.
tie was then let doAAti gently mto the stream, and floated a moment,
Avith just his hair above water. A simultaneous roar from the crowd on
rtdch bank proclaimed hira gudty. But the next moment the ropes,
Afhich happened to be new, got wet, and he settled doAvii. Another roar
proclauned his innocence. 'They left him at the bottom of the river the
appointed time, rather more than haU a niuiute, then droAV him up,
gurgling, and gaspuig, and screaming for mercy; and, after the appointed
prayers, disndssed him, cleared of the charge.
Durmg the experiment Clement prayed earnestly on the bank. "When
it was over he thanked God in a loud but sUghtly quavering voice.
By-and-by he asked Jerome whether the man ought not to be compensated.
" For AA'hat ?"
" For the pam, the (fread, the suffocation. Poor soul, he liveth, but
hath tasted aU the bitterness of death. Yet he had done no iU,"
" He is rewarded enough in that he is cleared of Ms fault,"
" But, being innocent of that fault, yet hath he cfrunk Death's cup,
tbough not to the (fregs; and Ms accusers, less innocent than he, do suffer
nought,"
Jerome repUed, somewhat stemly:
" It is not in tMs world men are ready pumshed, brother Clement,
Unhappy they who sm yet suffer not. And happy they who suffer such
ids as earth hath power to inflict; 'tis counted to them above, ay, and a
himdredfold."
Clement bowed Ms head subndssively,
" May thy good words not faU to the grotmd, but take root in my
heart, brother Jerome,"
But the severest trial Clement underwent at Jerome's hands was unpremeditated. It came about thus, Jerome, in an indulgent moment,
went with biTn to Fra Colonna, and there " The Dream of PoUfilo " lay
on the table just copied fafrly. The poor author, in the pride of bi»
^leart, pointed out a master-stroke in it.
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"For ages," said he, "fools have been lavishing poetic praise and
tmoious compliment on mortal women, mere creatures of earth, smacking palpably of their origin ; Sirens at the Arindows, where our Roman
women in particular have by lifelong study learned the Avily art to shoAv
their one good feature, though but an ear or an eyelash, at a jalosy, anc.
hide all the rest; Magpies at the door, Capre n' i giardini, Angeli m
Strada, Sante in chiesa, Diavoli in casa. Then eome I ancl ransack the
mmstrels' Imes for amorous turns, not forgetting those which Petrarch
Wasted on that French jdt Laura, the slyest of thera ad ; and I lay you
the whole bundle of spice at the feet of the only feraales worthy araorous
incense; to Arit, the Nine Muses."
" By which goodly stratagem," said Jerome, who had been turMng the
pages all this time, " you, a friar of St. Dominic, have produced an obscene book." And he dashed PoUfilo on the table.
" Obscene? thou discourteous monk! " And the author ran round the
table, snatched PoUfilo away, locked him up, ancl, trem.blmg Avith mortification, said, " My Gerard, pshaw ! brother What's-his-name, had not
found PoUfilo obscene, Puris omnia pura,"
" Such as read your PoUfilo—Heaven grant they may be few !—wdl
find him what I find Mm,"
Poor Colonna gulped doAvn this bitter pdl as he might; and had he
not been in his own lodgings, and a high bom gentleman as v/ell as a
scholar, there might have been a vulgar cj^uarrel. As it was, he made a
gitsaf effort, and turned the conversation to a beautUul chrysoUte the
Cardmal Colonna had lent him; and, AvMle Clement handled it, enlarged
on its moral vfrtues : for he went the whole length of his age as a worshipper of jewels. But Jerome did not, and expostulated with him for
belleA'mg that one dead stone could confer valour on its wearer, another
chastity, another safety frora poison, another temperance.
" The experience of ages proves they do," said Colonna. " As to the
last virtue you have named, there sits a Uving proof. This Gerard—1
beg pardon, brother Thmgemy—comes from the north, where men drink
like fishes ; yet was he ever most abstemious. And why ? Carried an
amethyst, the clearest and fuUest coloured e'er I saw on any but nobl«
finger. Where, in Heaven's name, is thine amethyst ? Show it thii
imbeUever !"
" And 'twas that amethyst made the boy temperate ? " asked Jerome,
fronically.
" Certainly. Why, what is the derivation and meanmg of amethyst ?
o negative, and fifBvu. to tipple. Go to, names are but the signs of thmgs.
A stone is not called afi^evaros for two thousand years out of mere sj>ort,
and abuse of language."
He then Avent through the prime jewels, iUtistrating their moral properties, especiaUy of the ruby, the sapphire, the emerald, and the ojial,
by anecdotes out of grave historians.
" These be old Avives' fables," said Jerome, contemptuously. " Was
ever such credulity as thine ? "
Now creduUty is a reproach sceptics have often the dl-luck to mcur
out it mortifies them none the less for that.
The beUever in stones Avrithed under it, ancl dropped the subject
Then Jerome, mistaking his silence, exhorted him to go a step farther.
Hid pive up frora this day his vain pagan lore, and study the Uves cf tha
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sain ts. " Blot out tliese heathen superstitions from thy mind, brother,
as Christianity hath blotted them from the earth."
And m this stram he proceeded, repeatmg, uicautiously, some current
but loose theological statements. Then the smartmg PoUfilo revenged
himself. He flew out, and hurled a mountain of crude, miscellaneous
01 e upon Jerome, of AA'hich, partly for want of time, partly for lack of
learmng, I can reproduce but a few fragments.
" The heathen blotted out ? Why they hold four-fifths of the worhi.
Ard what haA'e we Christians invented Arithout their aid ? paintmg ?
set Ipture ? these are heathen arts, and we but pigmies at them. What
mcdern mmd can conceive and grave so god-Uke forms as did the chief
Attienian sculptors, and the Libyan Licas, and Dinocrates of Macedon,
and Scopas, Timotheus, Leochares, and Briaxis ; Chares, Lysippus, and
the immortal tMee of Rhodes, that Avrottght Laocoon from a single
blc'ck ? "What prince hath the genius to turn mountams into statues, as
was done at Bagistan, and projected at Atlios? what toAvn the soul to
pla nt a colossus of brass m the sea, for the taUest ships to sail m and out
between his legs ? Is it architecture we have invented ? Why here too
we are but cMldren. Can we match for pure design the Parthenon, Arith
its clusters of double and single Doric columns ? (I do adore the Doric
when the scale is large), and, for grandeur and finish, the theatres of
Greece and Rome, or the procUgious temples of Egypt, up to whose
portals men Av.alked aAve-struck through avenues a miie long of sphinxes,
each as big as a Venetian palace. And all tliese prodigies of porphyry
cul; and poUshed like crystal, not rough hcAvn as in our ptmy structures.
Even now thefr polished columns and pilasters lie o'erthroAA'u and
brcken, o'ergroAvn Arith acanthus and myrtle, but sparkling stUl, and
flouting the sloA'eMy art of modern workmen. Is it sewers, aqueducts,
viaducts ?
" "Why we have lost the art of maMng a road—lost it with the world's
greatest models under our very eye. Is it sepulchres of the dead ? Why
no Christian nation has ever erected a tomb, the sight of AvMch does not
set a scholar laugMng. Do but think of the Mausoleum, and the Pyramids,
and the monstrous sepulcMes of the Indus and Ganges, wMch outside are
mountains, and vrithm are mines of precious stones. Ah, you have not
Been the East, Jerome, or you could not decry the heathen."
Jerome observed that these were mere material things. Trae greatness
was in the soul.
" WeU, then," repUed Colonna, " in the world of mind, what have we
discovered ? Is it geometry ? Is it logic ? Nay, we are aU pupils of
EucUd and Aristotle. Is it Avritten characters, an mvention almost
divine? We no more mvented it than Cadmus did. Is it poetry?
Homer hath never been approached by us, nor hath Virgd, nor Horace.
Is it tragedy or comedy ? Why poets, actors, theatres, all feU to dust at
our touch. Have Ave succeeded in reviA'ing them ? Would you compare
our little miserable mysteries and moralities, aU frigid personificatior.
and dog Latin, Arith the glories of a Greek play (on the decoration of
wMch a huncfred thousand crowns had been spent) performed inside a
marble mfracle, the aucUence a seated city, and the poet a Sophocles ?
" "What then have Ave mA'ented ? Is it monotheism ? Why the leamed
and pMlosopMcal among the Greeks and Romarj held it ; even theii
Baore^enUghtened poets Avere monotheists in their ieeves.
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* Zevs tarIV ovpavos, Zeus re yri Zfuj T C TTOVTO,'

{"iith the Greek, and Lucan echoes hira :
' Jupiter est quod cunque vides quo cunque moveris.'
" Their vulgar were polytheists ; and what are ours ? We have not
in rented ' invocation of the saints,' Our sancti answers to thefr Dseraones
and DiAi, and the heathen used to pray thefr Divi or deified raortals to
intercede Arith the higher dlAimty; but the ruder minds among them,
incapable of nice distmctions, worshipped those lesser gods they should
have but invoked. And so do the mob of Christians m our day, following the heathen vulgar by tij»broken tradition. For in holy writ is no
]>olytheism of any sort or Mnd,
" We have not invented so much as a form, or variety, of polytheism.
The pagan vnlgar worshipped all sorts of deified mortals, and each had
his favourite, to whom he prayed ten times for once to the Omnipotent.
Our vnlgar worsMp canomzed mortals, and each has his favourite, to
whom he prays ten times for once to God. CaU you that invention ?
Invention is confined to the East. Among the ancient vulgar only the
mariners were raonotheists ; they worshipped Venus ; called her ' SteUa
raaris,' and ' Regina caelonim.' Among our vnlgar only the mariners are
monotheists; they worship the Virgin Mary, and call her the ' Star of the
Sea,' and the ' Queen of Heaven.' CaU you thefrs a new reUgion ? An
old doublet with a new button. Our Amlgar make images, ancl adore
thera, which is absurd ; for adoration is the homage due from a creature
to its creator; now here man is the creator; so the statues ought tc
worsMp him, and would, U they had brains enough to justUy a rat in
worsMpping them. But even this abuse, though childish enough to be
modern, is ancient. The pagan Aoilgar in these parts raade their images,
then knelt before thera, adorned thera Arith flowers, offered incense to
them, Ughted tapers before thera, carried thera in procession, and madff
pdgrimages to them just to the smaUest tittle as Ave their imitators do."
Jerome here broke m impatiently, and reminded hun that the images
the most revered in Christendom Avere made by no mortal hand, but had
dropt frora heaven.
" Ay," cried Colonna, " such are the tutelary images of most great
Italian towns. I have exammed nineteen of them, and made draughts
of them. If they came from the sky, our AVorst sculptors are our angels,
But my mind is easy on that score. Ungamly statue, or Aillanous daub
feU never yet from heaven to smuggle the bread out of capable AA'ork
men's mouths. AU this is Pagan, and arose thus. The Trojans had oriental imaginations, and feigned that thefr PaUaditim, a wooden statue
three cubits long, fell down from heaven. The Greeks took this fib
home among the spoUs of Troy, and soon it rained statues on aU the
Grecian cities, and thefr Latin apes. And one of these PaUadia gave St.
Paul trouble at Ephesus ; 'tAvas a statue of Diana that feU doAvn from
Jupiter : credat qM credere possit."
" "What would you cast your profane doubts on that picture of our
/jlessed Lady, which scarce a century agone hung lustrous in the afr
ovei this very city, and was taken doAvn by the Pope and bestowed in
St. Peter's Church?"
" I have no profane doubts on the matter, Wome. This is the story
of Niuna's shield, revived bv theologians Avith an itcb for fiction, but no
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talent'that way ; not being orientals. The ' ancde,'or sacred shield ol
Numa htmg lustrous m the afr over tMs very city, tdl that pious prince
took it down and hung it m the temple of Jupiter. Be just, swaUoAV
both stories or neither. The ' Bocca deUa Verita' passes for a statue of
the Vfrgm, and convicted a woman of perjury the other day ; it is in
reaUty an image of the goddess Rhea, and the modem figment is one of
its ancient tracUtions ; SAvaUow both or neither.
' Qui Bavium non odit amet tua carmina, Mavi.'
" But in deed we owe all our PaUadiuncula, and aU our speaMng, noddmg, •winking, sAveating, bleeding statues, to these poor abused heathens:
the AtheMan statues aU sAveated before the battle of Chseronea, so (Ud the
Roman statues during Tully's consulsMp, viz., the statue of Victory at
Capua, of Mars at Rome, and of Apollo outside the gates. The Palladium itseU was brought to Italy by JEneas, and after keeping c^uiel
tMee centuries, made an observation in Vesta's Temple : a trivial one, 1
fear, since it hath not surA'ived ; Juno's statue at Veil assented with a
nod to go to Rome. Antony's statue on Mount Alban bled from every
vem in its marble, before the fight of Actium. Others cured diseases :
as that of PeUchus, derided by Ltician ; for the Aviser among the heathen
belieA'ed m SAveatmg marble, Aveepmg Avood, and bleedmg brass—as I do.
Of aU our marks and dents made in stone by soft substances, this saint's
knee, and that saint's finger, and t'other's head, the original is heathen.
Thus the footprmts of Hercules were slioAvn on a rock m Scythia.
Castor and Pollux fightmg on AvMte horses for Rome against the Latians,
left the prmts of thefr hoofs on a rock at RegUltim. A temple was budt
to them on the spot, and the marks were to be seen m TtiUy's day. You
may see near Vemee a great stone cut nearly in haU by St. George's
sAvord. TMs he ne'er had done but for the old Roman who cut the
whetstone in two Arith his razor.
' Qui Bavium non odit amet tua carmina, Mavi."
" Kissmg of images, and the Pope's toe, is Eastern Paganism. The
Egyptians had it of the Assyrians, the Greeks of the Egyptians, the
Romans of the Greeks, and Ave of the Romans, whose Pontifex Maxinms
had Ms toe Mssed under the Empfre. The Druids kissed thefr High
Priest's toe a thousand years B.C. The Mussulmans, AA'IIO, Uke you, profess to ,'ibhor HeatheMsm, Mss the stone of the Caaba : a Pagan practice.
" The Priests of Baal kissed thefr idols so.
" TuUy teUs us of a fafr image of Hercules at Agrigentum, whose chin
was worn by Mssing. The lower parts of the statue Ave caU Peter are
Jupiter. The toe is sore worn, but not aU by CMistian mouths. The
heathen vulgar laid thefr Ups there first, for many a year, and oms have
but foUowed them, as monkeys their masters. And that is AA'hy, doAvn
with the poor heathen ! Pereant qm ante nos nostra feceruit.
" Our mfant baptism is Persian, Avith the font, and the signing of the
cMld's brow. Our tMoAring tMee handfuls of earth on the coffin, and
saying dust to dust, is EgA'ptian,
" Our incense is Oriental, Roman, Pagan ; and the early Fathers oi
the Church regarded it Avith superstitious horror, and died for refusing
to handle it. Our holy water is Pagan, and all its uses. See, here is a
Pagan aspersorium. Coidd you teU it from one of ours ? It stood in tha
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same part of thefr temples, and was used in ordinary worship as ours,
aiid in exti aordinary purifications. They called it Aqua lustralis. Theii
TTulgar, like ours, thought drops of it falling on the body would wash out
sin; and their men of sense, like ours, smiled or sighed at such creduUty
What saith Ovid of this folly, which hath otitUved him ?
' Ah nimium faoiles, qui tristia crimina coedis
FlumineS, tolh posse putetis aqu9,.'
Thou seest the heathen were not all fools. No more are we. Not all.''
Fra Colonna uttered aU this with such volubiUty, that his hearers
could not edge m a word of remonstrance ; and not being interrupted in
praismg his favourites, he recovered his good humour, vrithout any diminution of his volubiUty.
" We celebrate the miraculous Conception of the Virgin on the 2nd of
February. The old Romans celebrated the miraculous Conception ol
Juno on the 2ncl of February. Our feast of All Saints is on the 2iid
November. The Festura Dei Mortis AA'as on the 2nd November. Our
C.andlemas is also an old Roman feast: neither the date nor the ceremony altered one tittle. The patrician ladies carried candles about the
city that night as our signoras do noAv. At the gate of San Croce our
courtezans keep a feast on the 20th August. Ask them Avhy! The
Uttle noodles cannot tell you. On that very spot stood the Temple of
Venus. Her buUding is gone ; but her rite remains. Did we discover
Purgatory ? On the contrary, all we really knoAV about it is from two
treatises of Plato, the Gorgias ancl the Phsedo, and the sixth book of
VfrgU's Jineid.
" I take it from a holier source: St. Gregory;" saicl Jerome, sternly.
" Like enough," replied Colonna, drUy. " But St. Gregory Avas not so
nice ; he took it from Vfrgil. Some souls, saith Gregory, are purged byfire, others by water, others by afr.
" Says Vfrgd :—
' AUK panduntur inanes,
Suspense ad ventos, aliis sub gurgite vasto
Infectum eluitur scelus, aut exuritur igni.'
But peradventure, you t h m k Pope Gregory I. lived before Vfrgd, and
Vfrgil versified him.
" But the doctrme is Eastern, and as much older than Plato as Plato
than Gregory. Our prayers for the dead came from Asia Avith Jilner*
OAid teUs, that when he prayed for the soul of Anchises, the custom wot
strange m Italy.
' Hunc morem .ffinseas, pietatis idoneus auctor
Attiiht in terras, juste Latine, tuas.'
The ' BibUcse Sortes,' which I have seen consMted on the altar, are a
•parody on the ' Sortes VfrgiUanse.' Our numerous altars in one chuich
are h e a t h e n : the Jews, who are monotheists, have but one altar in a
church. But the Pagans hacl many, bemg polytheists. I n the temple ol
Paphian Venus were a hundred of them. ' Centum que Sabceo tliuro
calent arte,' Our altars and our hundred lights around St. Peter's tomb
are Pagan. 'Centum aras postiit A'igilemque sacraverat ignera.' Wfl
inA ent nothing, not even nunierically. Our very Devd is the god Pan :
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horns and hoofs and aU; but blackened. For we cannot draw ; we can
but daub the figures of AntiqMty with a Uttle sorry paint or soot. Our
Moses hath stolen the horns of Amraon; ojir Wolfgang the hook of
Saturn ; and Janus bore the keys of heaven before St, Peter, AU our
reaUy old ItaUan bronzes of the Vfrgm and CMld are Venuses ancl
Cupils. So is the Avooden statue, that stands hard by this house, of
Pope Joan and the chUd she is said to have brought forth there in the
midcUe of a procession. IcUots! are new-bom chUdren thirteen years
old ? And that boy is not a day yotmger. Cupid ! Cupid ! Cupid ! And
smce you accuse me of credulity, know that to my mmd that Papess is
f'uU as mythological, born of froth, and every way unreal, as the goddess
who passes for her in the next street, or as the saints you caU St. Baccho
and St. Qtifrma: or St. Oracle, Avhich is a dunce-Uke corruption of Mount
Soracte, or St. AmpMbolus, an EngUsh saint, which is a dunce-Uke corruption of the cloak worn by thefr St. Alban, or as the Spanish saint,
St. Viar, which words on Ms tombstone, written thus: ' S. Viar,' prove
him no saint, but a good old nameless heathen, and ' praefectus Viarum,'
or overseer of roads (would he were back to earth, and paganizing of our
Christian roads !), or as oiir St. Veronica of Benasco, wiiich Veronica is a
dunce-Uke corruption of the ' Vera icon,' wMch this samt brought into
the church. I wish it may not be as unreal as the donor, or as the eleven
thousand vfrgins of Cologne, who were but a couple."
Clement interrupted bim to mquire what he meant. " I have spoken
Arith those have seen thefr bones."
" What of eleven thousand vfrgins aU coUected in one place and at one
time ? Do but bethink thee, Cleraent. Not one of the great Eastern
cities of antiqmty could coUect eleven thousand Pagan Airgins at one
time, far less a puny Western city. Eleven thousand Cliristian virgins
ia a Uttle, wee, Paynim city !
' Quod cunque ostendis mihi sic incredulus odi.'
The simple sooth is tMs. The martyrs were two: the Breton princess
herseU, falsely caUed British, and her maid, OnesimiUa, wMch is a Greek
name, Onesmia, diminished. TMs some fool (Ud mis-pronounce undecim
mdle, eleven thousand : loose tongue fomid credulous ears, and so one
fool made many ; eleven thousand of them, an you wdl. And you charge
me Arith credulity, Jerome ? and bid me read the Uves of the saints
WeU, I haA'e read them, and many a dear old Pagan acquamtance I found
there. The best fictions in the book are Oriental, and are known to have
been current m Persia and Arabia eight hundred years and more before
the dates the Church assigns to them as facts. As for the true Western
figments, they lack the Oriental plausibiUty. TMnk you I am credulous
enough to believe that St. Ida jomed a decapitated head to its body? that
Cuthbert's carcass dfrected Ms bearers AA'here to go, and where to stop.;
that a city AA'as eaten up of rats to pumsh one Hatto for comparing the
poor to mice ; that angels have a Uttle bom m thefr foreheads, and that
this was seen and recorded at the time by St. Veronica of Benasco, AAh' o
Mever existed, and hath left us tMs information and a mfraculous handkercher ? For my part, I thmk the holiest woman the world ere saM
must have an existence ere she can have a handkercher or an eye to take
nmcorns for angels. TMnk you I beUeve that a brace of Uons turned
oixtons and helped Anthony bury Paul of Thebes? that Patrick, a Scotch
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saint, stuck a goat's beard on all the descendants of one that offended
him ? that certain thieves, haAing stolen the couA'ent ram, and denying
it, St. Pol de Leon bade 'the ram bear witness, and straight the mutton
bleated in the thief's belly ? Would you have me give up the sMUu]
figments of antiquity for such old wives' fables as these ? The ancients
lied about animals, too : but then they lied logicaUy ; we unreasonably
Do but compare Epliis and his Uon, or, better still, Androcles ancl his
Uon, with Anthony and Ms two Uons. Both the Pagan lions do what
Uons never cUd ; but at the least they act in character. A lion with a
bone m his throat, or a thorn in his foot, could not do better than be civil
to a man. But Anthony's Uons are asses m a Uon's sMn. What leonine
motive could they have in turning sextons ? A Uon's business is to make
corpses, not inter thera." He added, Arith a sigh, " Our Ues are as inferior to the Ues of the ancients as our statues, and for the same reason ;
we do not study nature as they did. We are imitatores, servtun pecus.
BeUeve you ' the Uves of the saints ; ' that Paul the Tlieban Avas the first
hermit, and Anthony the first Csenobite ? Why, Pythagoras Avas an Erendte, and under ground for seven years : and his daughter was an
abbess. Monks and herndts were in the East long before Moses, ant.
neither old Greece nor Rome was ever without them. As for St. Francis
and his snowbaUs, he did but mimic Diogenes, Avho, naked, embraced
statues on which snoAv had fallen. The folly without the poetry. Ape
of an ape—for Diogenes Avas but a mimic therein of the Brahmins and
IncUan gyranosophists. Natheless, the children of this Francis bid fafr
to pelt us out of the church with thefr snowballs. Tell me now,
Clement, what habit is lovelier than the vestments of our priests ? Well,
we OAve them aU to Numa PompiUus, except the gfrdle and the stole,
which are judaical. As for the amice and the albe, they retain the very
names they bore in Numa's day. The ' pelt' wom by the canons comes
from primeval Paganism. 'Tis a reUc of those rude times when the sacrificing priest wore the skins of the beasts with the ftir outward. Strip off
thy black gown, Jerome, thy girdle and cowi, for they come to us all
three frora the Pagan ladies. Let thy hair groAV Uke Absalom's, Jerome !
for the tonsure is as Pagan as the Muses."
" Take care what thou sayest," said Jerome, stemly. " We know the
very year m wMch the church did first ordain it."
" But not mvent it, Jerome. The Brahmins wore it a few thousand
years ere that. From them it came through the Assyrians to the priesta
of Isis m Egypt, and afterwards of Serapis at Athens. The late Pope
(the saints l)e good to him) once told me the tonsure was forbidden by
God to the Levites in the Pentateuch. If so, this was because of the
Egyptian priests wearing it. I trust to his hoUness. I am no biblical
scholar. The Latin of thy namesake Jerome is a barrier I cannot overleap, ' Dixit ad me Dominus Deus, Dixi ad Dominum Deum,' No,
thank you, holy Jerome ; I can stand a good deal, but I cannot stand
thy Latm, Nay ; give me the New Testament! 'Tis not the Greek ol
Xenophon ; but 'tis Greek, And there be heathen sayings in it too, Foi
Bt, Paul Avas not so spiteful against them as thou. When the heathen
said a good thing that suited his matter, by Jupiter he just took it, and
mixed it to all eternity Avitli the inspfred text."
" Come forth, Clement, come fortli!" said Jerome, rising ; " and thou,
profane monk, knoAV that but for the poAA'erful bouse that upholds thee,
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thy accursed heresy should go no farther, for I would have thee bumed
at the stake." And he strode out wMte with mdignation.
Colonna's reception of this threat did credit to hun as an enthusiast.
He ran and hadooed joyfuUy after Jerome. "And that is Pagan
Burning of men's bocUes for the opimons of thefr souls is a purely
Pagan custom—as Pagan as mcense, holy Avater, a hundred altars in
one church, the tonsure, the cardmal's, or flamen's hat, th(( word
Pope, the
"
Here Jerome slammed the door.
But ere they cotdd get clear of the house a jalosy was flung open, and
the Paynim monk came out head and shoulders, and overhung the street,
shoutmg—
" ' 4tffecti suppliciis Christiani, genus hominum
Novse superstitionis ac maleficae.' "
Aitd haAing deUvered this parting blow, he felt a great triumphant joy,
ancl strode exultant to and fro ; and not attendmg AAith his usual care to
the fafr way (for his room could only be threaded by Uttle paths AArriggUng
among the antiquities), tripped over the beak of an Egyptian stork, and
roUed upon a regiment of ArmeMan gods, which he found tough in argument though small in stature.
" You Avdl go no more to that heretical monk," said Jerome to
Clement.
Clement sighed. " ShaU we leaA'e him and not try to correct him ?
Make allowance for heat of (Uscourse ! he was nettled. His words are
worse than Ms acts. Oh ! 'tis a pure and charitable soM."
" So are aU arch-heretics. Satan does not tempt them like other men.
Rather he makes them more moral, to give thefr teacMng weight. Fra
Colonna cannot be corrected ; his family is aU-powerful in Rome. Pray
we the saints he blasphemes to enUghten him. 'TAriU not be the first
time they have returned good lor CAil. Meantime thou art forbidden to
consort Arith him. From this day go alone tMough the city ! Confess
and absolve sinners ! exorcise demons! comfort the sick! terrUy the imenitent! preach Avherever men are gathered and occasion serves! and
old no converse Arith the Fra Colonna ! "
Cleraent bowed Ms head.
Then the prior, at Jerorae's request, had the young friar Avatched
And one day the spy returned Arith the ncAvs that brother Clement
had passed by the Fra Colonna's lodgmg, and had stopped a Uttle
while m the street, and then gone on, but Arith Ms hand to his eyes.
and slowly.
This report Jerome took to the prior. The prior asked his opini n,
and also Anselm's, who was then taking leave of hira on Ms return to
JuUers.
Jerome.] " Humph ! He obeyed, but Arith regret, ay, vrith cMldish
repining."
Anselm.] " He shed a natural tear at turning his back on a friend and
a benefactor. But he obeyed."
Now Anselm was one of your gentle irresistibles. He had at times a
mild ascendant even over Jerome.
" Worthy brother Anselm," said Jerome, "Clement is weak to the very
bone. He vriU (Usappomt thee. He Avdl do nothing great, either for the
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Jhui-ch or for our holy order. Yet he is an orator, and hath druHKen of
the spfrit of St, DomiMc. Fly Mm, then, Arith a string."
That same day it was announced to Clement that he was to go to
England imme(Uately vrith brother Jerome.
Clement folded his hands on Ms breast, and bowed his head in calm
submission.

CHAPTER LXX^,
A CATHERINE is not an unmixed good in a strange house. The govembig power is strong in her. She has scarce crossed the threshold ere the
utensils seem to brighten; the hearth to sweep itself ; the wmdows to
let in more Ught ; and the soul of an enormous cricket to animate the
dAvelluig-place, But this cricket is a Busy Body, And that is a tremendous character. It has no discrimination. It sets everything to rights, and
everybody. Now many things are the better for being set to rights.
But everything is not. Everything is the one thing that Avont stand
bemg set to rights ; except in that calm and cool retreat, the grave,
Catherme altered the position of every chafr and table in Margaret'^
house ; and perhaps for the better.
But she must go farther, and upset the live furniture.
When Margaret's time was close at hand, Catherine treacherously inAited the aid of Denys and Martin : and, on the poor, simple-minded,
feUows asking her earnestly what service they could be, she told them
they might make themselves comparatively useful by going for a Uttle
walk. So far so good. But she intimated further that should the promenade extend into the middle of next week all the better. This was not
ingratiating.
The subsequent conduct of the strong under the yoke of the weak
might have propitiated a she-bear with three cubs, one sicMy, They
generaUy sUpped out of the house at daybreak : and stole m like thievea
It night: and if by any chance they were at home, they went about Uke
cats on a AvaU tipped with broken glass, and Avearmg awe-struck visages,
and a general afr of subjugation and depression.
But all would not do. Their very presence was iU-timed: and jarred
upon Catherine's nerves.
Did instinct whisper, a pafr of depopulators had no business in a house
Arith raultipUers twam ?
The breastplate is no armour agamst a female tongue : and Catherine
ran infiMte pms and needles of speech into them. In a word, when Margaret came down stafrs, she found the kitchen sAvept of heroes,
Martm ^ old and stiff, had retreated no farther than the street, .and
with the honours of war : for he had carried off his baggage, a stool:
and sat on it m the afr.
Margaret saw he was out m the sun : but was not aAvare he was a fixture in that lummary. She asked for Denys. " Good, kmd Denys ; he
wiU be right pleased to see me about agam."
Catherme, Aripmg a bowl with now su^ierfluous vigour, told hei Denys
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was gone to Ms friends in Burgundy. " And Mgh time. Hasn't beet
anigh them tMs tMee years, by aU accounts."
"What, gone Arithout bidding me fareweU?" said Margaret, openin^^
two tender eyes like fuU-bloAvn violets.
Catherine reddened. For this new view of the matter set her con
science pricking her.
But she gave a Uttle toss, and said, " Oh, you were asleep at the time:
and I would not have you wakened."
" Poor Denys," said Margaret: and the dew gathered Aisibly on the
open Aiolets.
Catherme saw out of the corner of her eye, and, without takmg a bit
of open notice, sUpped off and lavished hospitaUty and tendemess on the
surviA'ing depoptdator.
It Avas sudden ; and Martin old and stiff in raore ways than one.
" No, thank you, darae. I have got used to out o' doors. And I love
not changmg and changing. I meddle wi' nobody here : and nobody
medcUes Ari' me."
" Oh, you nasty, cross, old wretch !" screamed Catherine, passing in a
moment from treacle to sharpest Ainegar. And she flotmced back into
the house.
On calm reflection she had a Uttle cry. Then she haU reconcUed herseU to her conduct by A'OAving to be so kind Margaret shoidd never misa
her plagues of soldiers. But, feeling stdl a Uttle uneasy, she (Uspersed
all regrets by a process at once simple and sovereign.
She took and washed the cMld.
From head to foot she washed him in tepid Avater : and heroes, and
their wrongs, becarae as dust in an ocean—of soap and water.
'^^^lUe this celestial ceremony proceeded, Margaret cotdd not keep
qtuet. She hovered round the fortunate performer. She must have an
apparent hand in it, if not a real. She put her finger into the water—
to pave the way for her boy, I suppose ; for she cotdd not have deceived
herseU so far as to think Catherme would aUoAV her to settle the tempo
rattire. During the ablution she kneeled doAvn opposite the Uttle Gerard,
and prattled to him vrith amazing fluency ; taking care, however, not
to articulate like groAvn-up people ; for, how cotdd a cherub understand
their ricUculous pronunciation ?
" I Arish you could wash out THAT," said she, fixing her eyes on the
Uttle boy's hand.
""Miat?"
" What, have you not noticed ? on Ms Uttle finger."
Granny looked, and there was a Uttle broAvn mole.
" Eh, but tMs is wonderful!" she cried. " Nature, my lass, y' are
strong ; and medcUesome to boot. Hast noticed such a mark on some
one else. TeU the trath, gfrt!"
" What, on him ? Nay, mother, not I."
" WeU then he has ; and on the very spot. And you never noticed
that much. But, dear heart, I forgot; you han't knoAvn Mm from child
to raan as I have. I have had him hun(freds o' times on my knees, the
same as this, and washed him from top to toe in lu-warm AA'ater." And
she SAveUed with conscious superiority ; and Margaret looked meeMy v.p
to her as a woman beyond competition.
Catherine looked doAvn from her dizzy height, and moTaUze(L She
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cfilfered from other busy-bodies in this, that she now and then reflected ;
not deeply ; or of course I should take care not to print it.
" It is strange," said she, " how things come round ancl about. LUe i\
put a whfrUgig. Leastways, we poor women, our Uves are aU cut upon
one pattern. Wasn't I for washing out my Gerard's mole in his young
days ? ' Oh, fie ! here's a foul blot,' quo' I ; and scrubbed away at it I
did tdl 1 made the poor wight cry ; so then I thought 'twas time to giA'e
over. And now says you to me, ' Mother,' says you,' do try ancl Avasli
fon out o' my Gerard's finger,' says you. Think on't !"
" Wash it out ?" cried Margaret; " I woulcM't for aU the world. Why
it is the SAveetest bit m his little darUng body. I'U kiss it morn and
night tUl he, that oAvned it first, comes back to us tMee. Oh, bless you,
my jewel of gold and sdver, for being marked Uke your oAvn daddy, ta
comfort me."
And she Mssed little Gerard's Uttle mole ; but she could not stop
there ; she presently had him spraAvUng on her lap, and Mssed his back
all OA'er again and again, and seemed to worry hira as woU a larab;
Catherine looMng on and srailing. She had seen a good raany of these
savage onslaughts in her day.
And tMs Uttle sketch indicates the tenor of Margaret's lUe for several
months. One or IAVO small things occurred to her during that time,
which must be told ; but I reserve them, smce one string Avill serve for
many glass beads. But, while her boy's father was passing through
those fearful tempests of the soul, endmg in the dead monastic caUn, her
Ufe might fairly be summed in one great blissful Avord—
Matermty.
You, Avho knoAV Avhat lies in that word, enlarge ray Uttle sketch, and
see the young mother nursing and washing, and dressmg and undressing, and croAring and gamboUing with her first-bom ; then sAvifter than
Ughtning dart your eye into Italy, and see the cold cloister; and the
monks passmg Uke ghosts, eyes doAvn, hands meekly crossed over
bosoms dead to earthly feelings.
One of these cowled ghosts is he, Avhose return, full of love, and
youth, and joy, that radiant young mother awaits.
In the valley of Grindehvald the traveller has on one side the perpendicular Alps, all rock, ice, and everlastmg snow, towering above the
clouds, and piercing to the sky; on his other hand Uttle every-day
slopes, but green as emeralds, and studded with cows and pretty cot^
and Ufe ; whereas those lofty neighbours stand leafless, lifeless, inhuman,
eublime. Elsewhere SAveet commonplaces of nature are apt to pass
unnoticed; but, fronting the grim Alps, they soothe, and even gently
strike, the mind by contrast Arith their tremendous opposites. Such, in
thefr way, are the two halves of this story, rightly looked a t ; on the
ItaUan side rugged adventure, strong passion, blasphemy, vice, penitence,
pure ice, holy snow, soaring dfrect at heaven. On the Dutch side, aU
on a humble scale and w^'^manish, but ever green. And as a pathAvay
parts the ice towers of Grindelwald, aspiring to the sky, from its little
sunny braes, so here is but a page between " the Cloister and thf
Hearth."
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CHAPTER LXXVI.
f ^j €lmtn.
THE new pope favoured the Dominican order. The convent received
B message from the Vatican, requiring a capable friar to teach at the
university of Basle, Now Clement was the very monk for this : weU
A'ersed in languages, and in his worlcUy days had attended the lectures ol
Guarini the younger. His visit to England was therefore postponed,
though not resigned; and meantime he was sent to Basle : but not being
wanted there for tMee months, he was to preach on the road.
He passed out of the northern gate vrith Ms eyes lowered, and the
whole man Avrapped in pious contemplation.
Oh, if we could paint a mind and its story, what a walking fresco was
this bare-footed friar!
Hopeful, happy love, bereavement, despafr, impiety, Arice, smcide,
remorse, reUgious despondency, pemtence, death to the world, resignation.
And aU in tweh'e short months.
And now the traveUer was on foot again. But all was changed : no
peiilous adventures now. The very tMeves and robbers bowed to the
ground before bJTn, and, instead of robbing hira, forced stolen money on
him, and begged Ms prayers.
This journey therefore furnished few picturesque incidents. I have,
however, some readers to tMnk of, who care Uttle for raelo(frama, and
expect a qmet peep at what passes inside a man. To such students
things undramatic are often vocal, denoting the progress of a mind.
The ffrst Sunday of Clement's journey was marked by this. He
prayed for the soul of Margaret. He had never done so before. Not
that her etemal weUare was not dearer to lum than anything on earth.
It was Ms humiUty. The terrible impieties that burst from hmi on the
news of her death horrified my weU-disposed readers ; but not as on
reflection they horrified him who had uttered them. For a long time
during his novitiate he was oppressed vrith religious despafr. He
thought he must have committed that sin against the Holy Spirit
which dooms the soul for ever. By degrees that dark cloud cleared
away, Anselmo jttvante : but deep seU-abasement remained. He felt
his oAvn salvation insecure, and moreover thought it would be mocking
HeaA'en, should he, the deeply stamed, pray for a soul so innocent,
comparatively, as Margaret's. So he used to coax good Anselm and
iuother Mndly monk to pray for her. They did not refuse, nor do it
.:y halves. In general the good old monks (and there were good, bad,
and indifferent, in every couA'ent) had a pure and tender affection foi
their younger bretMen, wMch, in truth, was not of tMs world.
Clement then, haAing preached on Sunday moming in a small Italian
town, and being mightdy carried onward, was greatly encouraged; anv
that day a balmy sense of God's forgiveness and love descended on him.
And he prayed for the weUare of Margaret's soul. And from that hour
this became his daily habit, and the one purified tie, that by memOt7
connected Ms heart Arith earth.
For his family were to him as if they had never been.
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The Church Avould not share with earth, Ner could even the Church
jure the great love AvHhout aimihilating the smaUer ones.
Durmg most of this journey Clement rarely felt any spring of life
withm him, but Avhen he was in the pulpit. The other exceptions weia
when he happened to reUeve some fellow-creature,
A young raan was tarantula bitten, or perhaps, Uke many more, fancied
it. Fancy or reality, he had been for IAVO days Avithout sleep, and in most
3xtraordmary couA'ulsions, leaping, tAvisting, and beating the walls. The
village musiians had only excited him Avorse Avith their music. Exliaustion ancl death folloAved the disease, when it gained such a head,
element passed by and learned what was the matter. He sent for a
psaltery, and tried the patient with soothing melodies ; but, U the other
;unes maddened him, Clement's seemed to crush Mm. He groaned and
moaned uncler them, and grovelled on the floor. At last the friar observed that at intervals his lips kept going. He appUed his ear, and
Found the patient AVAS Avhisperuig a tune ; and a very singular one, that
tiad no existence. He learned this tune and played it. The patient's
i'ace brightened amazingly. He marched about the room on tha Ught
Fantastic toe enjoying i t ; ancl when Clement's fingers ached nearly off
with playing it, he had the satisfaction of seeing the young man sink
somplacently to sleep to this luUaby, the strange creation of his own
tnind; for it seems he was no musician, and never composed a tune before
3r after. TMs sleep saved his Ufe. And Clement, after teaching the
;une to another, m case it should be wanted again. Avent forAvard with
liis heart a Uttle Avarmer. On another occasion he found a mob haUng
1 decently-dressed man along, who struggled and vociferated, but m a
strange language. This person had walked into thefr toAvn erect and
sprightly, AvaA'uig a mulberry branch over his head. Thereupon the
aatives first gazed stupidly, not beUeving their eyes, then pounced on
liim and dragged him before the podesta.
Clement went vrith them : but on the way cfrew quietly near the
prisoner and spoke to him in ItaUan ; no ansAver. In French; German;
Dutch ; no assets. Then the man tried Clement in tolerable Latin, but
with a sharpish accent. He said he Avas an EngUshman, and, oppressed
with the heat of Italy, had taken a bough off the nearest tree, to save his
tiead. " In my country anybody is welcome to what grows on the highway. CoMound the fools ; I am ready to pay for it. But here is all
Italy up in arms about a twig and a handful of leaves."
The pig-headed podesta would have sent the dogged islander to prison:
but Clement mediated, and with some cUfficulty made the prisoner comprehend that silkAvorms, and by consequence mulberry leaves, Avert
sacred, being tmder the wmg of the Sovereign, and his source of mcome;
md urged on the podesta that ignorance of his mulberry laws was natural
m a distant country, where the very tree perhaps was unknoAvn. The
opini ^native islander turned the stdl Aibrating scale by pulUng out a
long purse and repeating Ms original theory, that the whole question
was mercantile. " Quid damni?" said he. " Die ; et cito solvam." The
podesta snufi'ed the gold : fined him a ducat for the duke; about the
value of the "ti-hole tree : and pouched the com.
The F-:.gUshman shook oft' his fre the moment he was Uberated, and
W'-jhed heartily at the Avhole thing: but was very grateful to Clement.
''"You are too good for tlus hole of a country, father," said he. "Ccm«
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to England ! That is the only place in the world. I was an uneasy foo/
to leave it, and wander among mulberries and thefr icUots. I am t
Kentish squfre, and educated at Cambridge Umversity. My name it is
Rolfe, my place Betshanger. The man and the house are both at youi
service. Come over and stay tiU domesday. We sit down forty to dinnei
every day at Betshanger. One more or one less at the board wiU not be
seen. You shaU end your days Arith me and my hefrs if you AviU. Coma
now ! What an EngU.shman says he means." And he gave bim a grea»
hearty grip of the hand to confirm it,
" I Avdl Aisit thee some day, my son," said Clement: "but not to weary
ihy hospitaUty,"
The Englishman then begged Clement to shrive him. " 1 know not
what wiU become of my soul," said he. " I Uve like a heathen since I
left England."
Clement consented gladly, and soon the islander was on his knees to
him by the road-side, confessing the last month's s'ins.
Fmdmg him so pious a son of the Church, Clement let him know he
was really coining to England. He then asked Mm Avhether it was trae
that country was overran with LoUards and WickUffites.
The other coloured up a Uttle. " There be black sheep in every land,"
said h<. Then after some reflection he said, gravely, " Holy father, heai
the t r t t h about these heretics. None are better disposed towards holy
Chur.;h than we EngUsh. But we are ourselves, and by ourselves. We
love our OAvn ways, and, above all, our ovm tongue. The Norman could
concpier our biU-hooks, but not our tongues ; and hard they tried it for
many a long year by law and proclamation. Our good foreign priestsutter God to plain EngUsh folk in Latin, or in some French or ItaUan
dngo, Uke the bleating of a sheep. Then come the fox WickUfl" and his
crew, and read bim out of his OAvn book in plain English, that aU men's
hearts •Warm to, "Who can Arithstand tMs ? God forgive me, I beheve
the EngUsh would tum deaf ears to St. Peter himseU, spoke he not to
them in the tongue thefr mothers sowed in thefr ears and thefr hearts
along Arith mothers' Msses." He added hastUy, " I say not tMs for myself ; I am Cambridge bred ; and good words come not amiss to me in
Latin ; but for the people in general. Clavis ad corda Anglorum est
lingua raatema."
" My son," said Clement, " blessed be the hour I met thee; for thy
words are sober and •wise. But, alas ! how shall I leam your English
tongue ? No book have I."
" I would give you my book of hours, father. 'Tis in EngUsh and
Latin, cheek by jowl. But, then, what would become of my poor soul,
wanting my ' hours' in a strange land ? Stay, you are a holy man, and
I am an honest one ; let us make a bargain ; you to pray for me every
d-ay for two months, and I to give you my "book of hours. Here it is.
"What say you to that ?" And Ms eyes sparkled, and he was aU on fire
with mercantUity.
Clement sraded gently at tMs trait: and quietly detached a MS. from
his gfrcde, and showed him that it was m Latin and ItaUan,
" See, my son," said he, " Heaven hath foreseen our several needs, and
given us the means to satisfy them : let us change books ; and, my deal
son, I -wiU give thee my^ poor prayers and welcome, not seU them the^
T love xu>t idigious bargains."
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The islander Avas delighted, " So shaU I learn the ItaUan tongue
rithout risk to my etemal weal. Near is my purse, but nearer is my
Old."

He forced money on Clement, I n vain the friar tolcl him it was conrary to his vow to carry more of that than was barely necessary,
" Lay it out for the good of the Church and of my soul," said the
dander, " I ask you not to keep it, but take it you must and shall,"
Lnd he grasped Clement's hand Avarmly again : and Clement kissed Mm
n the brow, and blessed him, and they went each his way.
About a mile from where they parted, Clement found two tfred Avayirers lying m the deep shade of a great chestnut-tree, one of a thick
rove the road sMrted, Near the men Avas a Uttle cart, and in it a
irinting-press, rude and clumsy as a vine-press. A jaded mtde was
amessed to the cart.
And so Clement stood face to face with his old enemy.
And as he eyed it, and the honest, blue-eyed faces of the wearied
raftsmen, he looked back as on a dream at the bitterness he hacl once
d t toAvards this machine. He looked kindly down on them, and said,
3ftly," SAveynheim ! "
The men started to their feet.
" Pannartz !"
They scuttled into the wood, and were seen no more.
Clement was amazed, and stood ptizzUng himself.
Presently a face peeped from behind a tree,
Clement addressed it, " What fear ye ?"
A quavermg voice replied, " Say, rather, by what magic you, a
tranger, can call us by our names ! I never clapt eyes on you till now,"
" 0 superstition ! I know ye, as all good workmen are known—by
our works. Come hither and 1 AVIU tell ye."
They advanced gingerly from different sides ; each regulating his adance by the other's.
" My children," said Clement, " I saw a Lactantius in Rome, printed
y SAveynheim and Pannartz, disciples of Fust."
" D'ye hear that, Pannartz ? our Avork has gotten to Rome afready."
" By your blue eyes and flaxen hafr I wist ye Avcre Germans : and the
rinting-press spoke for itseU. Who then should ye be but Fust's disiples, Pannartz and Sweynheim ?"
The honest Germans were now astonished that they had suspected
lagic in so simple a matter.
" The good I'ather hath his Arits about him, that is all," said Pannartz.
" Ay," said Sweynheim, " and Avith those wits would he could ted us
ow to get this tired beast to the next toAvii."
" Yea," said Sweynheim, " and where to find money to pay for his
leat ancl ours when we get there."
" I Avill try," said Clement. " F r e e the mule of the cart, and of aU
arness but the bare halter."
This Avas done, and the animal immediately lay down and rolled on
is back in the dust like a kittcm. Whilst he was thus employed, Clelent asstu'ed them he would rise up a new mule. " His Creator hath
aught him this art to refresh himself, which the nobler horse knowetir
lOt. Now, Arith regard to money, know that a worthy EngUshman haii
0 C. ti
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intrasted me vrith a certain sum to bestow in charity. To whom can I
better give a stranger's raoney than to strangers ? Take it, then, and be
kind to some EngUshman or other stranger in Ms need; and may aU
nations leam to love one another one day."
The tears stood in the honest workmen's eyes. They took the money
with heartfelt thanks.
" It is your nation we are bound to thank and bless, good father, if Ave
but kneAV it."
" My nation is the Church."
Clement was then for bidding them fareweU, but the honest fedows
implored Mm to wait a Uttle; they had no sdver nor gold, but they had
something they could give thefr benefactor. They took the press out of
the cart, and, whde Clement fed the mule, they bustled about, now on
the white hot road, now in the deep cool shade, noAv haU in and half out,
and presently printed a quarto sheet of eight pages, wMch was afready
set up. They had not type enough to print two sheets at a time. When,
after the slower preliminaries, the printed sheet was puUed aU in a mo<
ment, Clement was amazed in tum.
" "\Vhat are aU these words reaUy fast upon the paper ? " said he. " Ij
it verily certain they AviU not go as SAriftly as they came ? And you
took me for a magician ! 'Tis 'Augustme de civitate Dei' My sons, you
carry here the very wrings of knowledge. Oh, never abuse this great
craft! Print no dl books ! They would fly abroad countless as locusts,
and lay waste men's souls."
The workmen said they would sooner put thefr hands under the screw
than so abuse thefr goo(Uy craft.
And so they parted.
There is nothing but meetmg and parting in this world.
At a toAvn in Tuscany the holy friar had a sudden and strange
rencontre Arith the past. He feU in with one of those motley assemblages of patricians and plebeians, piety and profligacy, " a coinp.any
of pUgrims ;" a subject too well painted by others for me to go
and daub.
They were in an immense bam belonging to the inn. Clement, dusty
and wearied, and no lover of icUe gossip, sat m a comer studying the
EngUshinan's hours, and making them out as much by Ms own Dutch as
by the Latm version.
Presently a servant brought a bucket haU ftdl of water, and put il.
dovm at Ms feet. A female servant foUowed with two towels. And
then a woman came forward, and, crossmg herseU, kneeled doAvn without a word at the bucket-side, removed her sleeves entfrely, and motioned
to him to put Ms feet into the water. It was some lady of rank doing
penance. She wore a mask scarce an inch broad, but effectual. Moreover, she hancUed the friar's feet more deUcately than those do who are
bom to such offices.
These penances were not •ancommon ; and Clement, though he had
little faith in this form of contrition, received the services of the
incogidta as a matter of course. But presently she sighed deeply,
and, •with her heartfelt sigh and her head bent low over her menial
office, she seemed so bowed Arith peMtence, that he jiitied her, and
«aid, calmly but gently, "Can I aught for your soul's weal, my
laughter ?"
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She shook her head with a faint sob. " Nought, holy father, nought:
only to hear the sin of her who is most unworthy to touch thy holy feet,
Tis part of ray penance to teU smless men how Aile I am."
" Speak, my daughter."
" Father," saicl the lady, bending lower and lower, " these hands of
mine look white, but they are stained AAith blood,—the blood of the man
I loved. Alas! you withdraw your foot. Ah me! "What shall I do ? AU
holy things shrink from me."
" Culpa mea! culpa mea!" said Clement, eagerly. " My daughter, it
was an unworthy movement of earthly Aveakness, for which / shaU do
penance. Judge not the Church by her feebler servants. Not her foot,
but her bosom, is offered to thee, repenting traly. Take courage, then,
and purge thy conscience of its load."
On this the lady, in a trembUng whisper, and hurriedly, and cringmg
ft little, as if she feared the Church wotdd strike her boddy for what she
bad done, made this confession.
" He Avas a stranger, ancl base-born, but beautUul as Spring, and wise
Deyond his years. I loved him. I had not the prudence to conceal my
love. Nobles courted me. I ne'er thought one of humble birth could
reject me. I showed him my heart; oh, shame of my sex ! He drcAv
back ; yet he admired me : but innocently. He loved another : and he
was constant. I resorted to a woman's Ariles. They aA'aded not. I
borrowed the wickedness of men, and threatened his life, and to tell his
true lover he died false to her. Ah ! you shrink ; your foot trembles.
Am I not a monster ? Then he Avept and prayed to me for mercy ; then
my good angel helped me; I bade him leave Rome. Gerard, Gerard, Avhy
lid you not obey me ? I thought he was gone. But IAVO months after
this I met him. NeA'er shall I forget it. I was descending the Tiber in
my gaUey, when he came up it Avitli a gay company, and at his side a
Avoman beautUul as an angel, but bold and bad. That woman claimed
nie aloucl for her rival. Traitor and hypocrite, he had exposed me to
her, and to all the loose tongues in Rome. In terror and revenge I hired
—a bravo. When he Avas gone on his bloody errand, I Avavered too late.
The dagger I had hired struck. He never came back to his lodgings. He
was dead. Alas ! perhaps he Avas not so much to blame : none have ever
last his name in my teeth. His poor body is not found : or I should
kiss its wounds ; and slay myseU upon it. All around his very name
seems silent as the grave, to which this murderous hand has sent him."
(Clement's eye was drawn by her movement.
He recognized her
shapely arm, and soft Avhite hand.) " And oh! he was so young to die.
A poor thoughtless boy, that had fallen a victim to that bad Avoman's
arts, and she had made him teU her everything. Monster of cruelty,
what penance can avail me ? Oh, holy father, Avhat shall I do ?"
Clement's Ups moved in prayer, but he was sdent. He could not see
his duty clear.
Then she took his feet and began to dry them. She rested his foot
apon her soft arm, and pressed it vrith the towel so gently she seemed
incapable of hurting a fly. Yet her lips had just told another story, and
a true one.
While Clement Avas still praying for wisdom, a tear fell upon his
foot. It decided him. " My daughter," said he, " I myself haA'e been a
great sinner."
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"You, father?"
" I ; quite as great a siimer as thou ; though not in the same way,
The dcAil has gins and snares, as AveU as traps. But peMtence softened
my impious heart, and then 'gratitude remoulded it. Therefore, seeing
you penitent, I hope you can be grateful to Him, Avho has been more
mercUul to you than j'ou have to your feUow-creature, Daughter, the
Church sends you conifort,"
"Comfort to me? ah ! never ! unless it can raise my Aictim from the
dead."
" Take this cracifix ui thy hand, fix thine eyes on it, and Usten to me,"
was aU the reply.
" Yes, father ; but let me thorougMy dry y'our feet ffrst : 'tis dl sittmg
in Avet feet: and you are the holiest man of aU AA'hose feet I haA'e washed.
I knoAV it by your voice."
" Woman, I am not. As for my feet, they can wait thefr turn. Obey
thou m e ! "
" Yes, father," saicl the lady, humbly. But Arith a Avoman's evasive
pertmacity she AATeathed one toAvel sAriftly round the foot she was
drying, and placed his other foot on the dry napMn ; then obeyed his
command.
And, as she boAved oA'er the crucifix, the low, solemn tones of the friai
leU upon her ear, and his words soon made her whole body qtiiA'er A\'ith
various emotions, in quick succession,
" My daughter, he you murdered—in mtent—was one Gerard, a Hollander, He loved a creature, S5 men shoMd love none but their Redeemer and Ms Church, Heaven chastised him, A letter came to Rome.
She was dead,"
" Poor Gerard! Poor Margaret! " moaned the pemtent.
Cleraent's voice faltered at tMs a raoment. But soon, by a strong effort,
he recovered aU his calmness,
" His feeble nature yielded, body and soul, to the blow. He Ava-i
stricken doAvn Arith fever. He revived oMy to rebel against Heaven, lie
said ' There is no God.'"
" Poor, poor Gerard ! "
" Poor Gerard ? thou feeble, fooUsh AA'oman ! Nay, wicked, impious
Gerard. He plunged uito vice, and soUed his eternal jeAvel: those you
met hira with Avere his dady companions : but knoAv, rash creature, that
the seemmg woman you took to be his leman Avas but a boy, dressed in
woman's habits to flout the others, a fair boy caUed Andrea. "Wliat thai
Andrea said to thee I know not ; but be sure neither he, nor any layman, knoAvs thy folly. TMs Gerard, rebel agamst Heaven, Avas no
traitor to thee, unworthy."
The lady moaned Uke one in bodUy agony, and the crucifix began to
tremble in her trembUng hands.
" Corn-age ! " said Clement. "Conifort is at hand."
" From crime he fell mto despafr, and, bent on destroying his soul, he
stood one night by Tiber, resolved on sMcide. He saw one watching him,
It was a bravo."
" Holy samts ! "
" He begged the bravo to despatch him ; he offered him all his money,
to slay hira body and soul. The bravo would not. Then this despera-Le
sinner, not softened even by that refusal, flung hiraseU into Tiber.''
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«Ah!"
" And the assassin saved his life. Thou hadst chosen for the task Lodovico, h'usband of Teresa, Avhom this Gerard had saved at sea, her anC
her infant chil(L"
" He Uves ! he lives ! he lives ! I am faint."
The friar took the cracifix from her hands, fearing it might fall. A
shoAver of tears relieved her. The friar gave her time ; then continued,
calmly. " Ay, he lives ; thanks to thee and thy vAickedness, guided tu
his eternal good by an almighty and all-mercUul hand. Thou art hia
greatest earthly benefactor."
" Where is he ? wheie ? where ?"
""What is that to thee?"
" Only to see him alive. To beg him on ray knees forgive me. I SAveat
to you I will never presume again to—. HOAV cotdd I ? He knows alL
Oh, shame ! Father, does he know ?"
"AU."
" Then never will I meet his eye ; I should suik mto the eartn.
But I would repair ray crime.
I Avould watch his Ufe unseen.
He shall rise in the Avorld, whence I so nearly thrust him, poor
soul; the Caesare, my farady, are all-powerful in Rorae ; and 1 am
near thefr head."
" My daughter," said Cleraent, coldly, " he you call Gerard needs
nothing man can do for him. Saved by a mfracle from double death,
he haa left the Avoiid, and taken refuge from sm and folly in the bosom
of the Church."
" A priest ?"
" A priest, and a friar."
" A friar ? Then you are not Ms confessor ? Yet you know aU. That
gentle voice !"
She raised her head slowly, and peered at him through her mask.
The next moraent she uttered a faint shriek, and lay Arith her hvovi
upon his bare feet.

CHAPTER LXXVII.
CLEMENT sighed. He began to doubt whether he had taken the vrisest
course with a creature so passionate.
But young as he Avas, he had afready learned many lessons of epelesiastical wisdom. For one thing he had been taught to pause: i.e., in
certain difficulties, neither to do nor to say anything, untU the matter
should clear itseU a little.
He therefore held his peace and prayed for wisdom.
AU he did was gently to withdraw Ms foot.
But his penitent flung her arms round it Arith a piteous cry, and held
it couATilsively, and wept over it.
And now the agony of shame, as well as pemtence, she was in, showed
itself by the bright red that crept over her very throat, as she lay quivertng at his feet.
" My daughter," said Clement, gently, " take courage. Torment thy-
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seU no more about tMs Gerard, Avho is not. As for me, I am brother
Clement, whom heaven hath sent to thee tMs day to comfort thee, and
help thee save thy soul. Thou hast made me thy confessor. I claim,
then, thine obedience."
" Oh, yes," sobbed the penitent.
. " Leave this pdgrmiage, and instant return to Rome. Penitence abiead
IS Uttle worth. There Avhere we live Ue the temptations we must defeat,
or perish; not fly in search of others more shoAvy, but less lethal. Easy
to Avash the feet of strangers, masked ourselves. Hard to be merely meek
and charitable Arith those about us."
" I'U never, never, lay finger on her agam."
" Nay, I speak not of servants only, but of dependents, kinsmen,
friends. TMs be thy penance ; the last tMng at night, and the first
tMng after matms, caU to mind thy sin, and God his goodness; and so be
humble, and gentle to the faults of those around thee. The Avorld it
courts the rich; but seek thou the poor: not beggars; these for the
most are neither honest nor truly poor. But rather find out those who
blush to seek thee, yet need thee sore. GiAing to thera ,shalt lend to
heaven. Marry a good son of the Church."
" Me ? I Avill never raarry."
" Thou wdt marry within the year. I do entreat and command thee
to marry one that feareth God. For thou art very clay. Mated ill thou
shalt be naught. But wedcUng a worthy husband thou mayest, Dei
gratia, live a pious princess ; ay, and die a saint."
"I?"
" Thou."
He then desfred her to rise and go about the good work he hsA
set her.
She rose to her knees, and, removing her mask, cast an eloquent look
upon him, then lowered her eyes meekly.
" I AviU obey you as I would an angel. How happy I am, yet unhappy ; for oh my heart teUs me I shaU never look on you again. I will
not go tdl I have dried your feet."
" It needs not. I have excused thee this bootless penance."
" 'Tis no penance to me. Ah! you do not forgive me, U you AriU not
let me (fry your poor feet."
" So be it then," said Clement, resignedly; and thought to himseU
" Levins quid foemin^,"
But these weak creatures, that gravitate towards the smaU, as heavenly bocUes towards the great, have yet thefr OAvn flashes of angeUc
intelligence.
"When the princess had (fried the friar's feet, she looked at him with
tears in her beautiful eyes, and murmured with singular tendemess and
goodness,—
" I AriU have masses said for her soul. May I ?" she added, timidly.
TMs brought a famt blush into the monk's cheek, and moistened
his cold blue eye. It came so suddeMy from one he was just rating
80 low.
" It is a gracious thought," he said, " Do as thou Arilt: often such
acts fall back on the doer Uke blessed dew, I am thy confessor; not
hers ; thme is the soul I must UOAV do my aU to save, or woe be to my
own. My daughter, my dear daughter, I see good and dl angels fighting
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for thy soul this day, ay, this moment; oh, fight thou on thuie OAvn side.
Dost thou remember all I bade thee ?"
" Remember !" said the prmcess, " Sweet saint, each syUable of thine
iB graved in my heart,"
" But one word more, then. Pray much to Christ, and Uttle to hia
saints."
" I vrill."
" And that is the best word I have light to say to thee. So part we on
it. Thou to the place becomes thee best, thy father's house: I to my
holy mother's work."
•' Adieu," faltered the princess. " Adieu thou that I have loved too
weU, hated too ill, known ancl revered too late ; forgivmg angel, adieu—
for ever."
The monk caught her words, though but faltered in a sigh.
"Forever?" he cried aloud, Avith sudden ardour. "Christians live
' for ever,' and love ' for ever,' but they never part ' for ever.' They part,
ns part the earth and sun, to meet more brightly in a little Avliile. You
ancl I part here for Ufe. And what is our life ? One line in the great
story of the Church, whose son and daughter we are ; one handful in the
sand of time, one drop in the ocean of ' For ever.' Adieu—for the little
moment called ' a life !' We part in trouble, Ave shall meet in peace:
we part creatures of clay, we shall meet immortal spirits : we part in a
world of sm and sorrow, we shall meet where all is purity and love
divine; Avhere no iU passions are, but Christ is, and his saints around him
clad in white. There, in the turning of an hour-glass, in the breaking of
a bubble, ui the passing of a cloud, she, and thou, ancl I, sliall meet
again ; and sit at the feet of angels and archangels, apostles and saints,
and beam like them with joy unspeakable, m the light of the shadow of
God upon his throne, for ever—and ever—and ever."
And so they parted. The monk erect, his eyes turned heavenwards
and gloAving with the sacred fire of zeal; the princess sloAvly retiring and
turning more than once to cast a Ungering glance of awe and tender
regret on that inspfred figure.
She went home subdued, and purified. Clement, in due course,
reached Basle, and entered on his duties, teacMng in the University,
and preaching m the toAvn and neighbourhood. He led a Ufe that can
be comprised in two words ; deep study, and mortification. My reader
has afready a peep into Ms soul. At Basle he advanced in holy zeal and
knoAvledge.
The brethren of his order began to see in him a descendant of the
saints and martyrs.

CHAPTER LXXVIII.
WHEN Httle Gerard was nearly three months old, a messenger came
Jot from Tergou for Catherme.
" Now just you go back," said she, " and teU them I can't come, and I
won't: they have got Kate." So he departed, and Catherine continued
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her sentence; " there, chdd, I must go: they are all at sixes and seven j ;
this is the tMrd time of asMng; and to-morroAV my man would come
himseU and take me home by the ear, Avith a flea in't." She then recapitulated her experiences of infants, and mstructed Margaret Avhat to da
in each commg emergency, and pressed money upon her. Margaret declined it Arith thanks. Catherine insisted, and turned angry. Margaret
made excuses aU so reasonable that Catherine rejected them Arith calm
contempt ; to her mind they lacked feminineity. " Corae, out Aritl'.
your heart," said she ; " and you and nw parting; and mayhap sliaU
11 CA'er see one another's face again."
" Oh ! mother, say not so."
" Alack, gfrl, I have seen it so often ; 'tAviU come mto my mind noAV
at each partmg. When I Avas your age, I never had such a thought.
Nay, we Avere aU to Uve for ever then: so out wi' it."
" WeU, then, mother—I Avould rather not have told you—your COP
neUs must say to me, ' So you are come to share Arith ns, eh, mistress ?
those Avere his words. I told him 1 Avould be A'ery sorry."
" BesMew his iU tongue ! What signifies it ? He will never know."
" Most Ukely he would sooner or later. But, Avhether or no, I AAill
take no grudged bounty from any family ; unless I saAV my chdd starvmg, and then heaven only knoAvs Avhat I might do. Nay, mother, give
me but thy love—I do prize that above silver, and they grudge me not
that, by all I can find—for not a stiver of raoney AA'IU I take out of your
house."
" You are a fooUsh lass. Why, were it me, I'd take it just to spite
him."
" No, you Avould not. You and I are apples off one tree."
Catherme yielded Arith a good grace ; and, when the actual parting
came, embraces and tears burst forth on both sides.
"WTien she Avas gone the chdd cried a good deal; and aU attempts to
pacify him faiUng, Margaret suspected a pin, and, searching betAveen his
clothes and Ms sMii, found a gold angel incommodmg Ms backbone.
" There, noAv, Gerard," said she to the babe ; " I thought granny gave
m rather sudden."
She took the com and Avrapped it in a piece of Unen, and laid it at the
bottora of her box, bidding the infant observe she could be at times aa
resolute as granny herseU.
Catherine told EU of Margaret's fooUsh pride, and how she had baflled
it. EU said Margaret was right, and she was Avrong. Catherine tossed
her head. EU pondered.
Margaret Avas not Arithout domestic anxieties. She had stiU two men
to feed, and could not work so hard as she had done. She had enough
to do to keep the house, and the chdd, and cook for them aU. But sli3
had a Uttle raoney laid by, and she used to teU her cMld his father
wotdd be home to help them before it was spent. And Arith these
bright hopes, and that treasury of bliss, her boy, she spent some happy
months.
Time wore on : and no Gerard came; and, stranger stiU, no news
of him.
Then her ndnd was disquieted, and, contrary to her nature, AvMch waa
practical, she Avas often lost in sad reverie; and sighed in sdence. And,
Thde her heart was troubled, her money was meltmg. And so it was,
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that one day she found the cupboard empty, and looked in her dspendents' faces ; and, at the sight of them, her bosom was aU pity ; ancl she
appealed to the baby Avhether she could let grandfather and poor old
Martin Avant a meal; and went and took out Catherine's angel. As the
unfolded the linen a tear of gentle mortification fell on it. She »eni
Martin out to change it, WhUe he was gone a Frenchman came Arith
one ot the dealers in illuminated Avork, Avho had offered her so poor a
price. He told her he Avas employed by his sovereign to collect masterpieces for her book of hours. Then she showed him the two best things
she had ; and he Avas charmed vrith one of them, viz., the flowers and
raspberries and creeping tk.'iigs, Avhich Margaret Van Eyck had shaded.
He offered her an unheard- of price. " Nay, flout not my need, good
stranger," said she : " three mouths there be m this house, and none to
fill them but me."
Curious arithmetic ! Left out No. 1.
" I flout thee not, fair mistress. My princess charged me strictly,
' Seek the best craftsmen ; but I wiU no hard bargains ; make them
content Avitli me, and me with them.'"
The next minute Margaret was on her knees kissing little Gerard in
the cradle, and showering four gold pieces on him again and agam, and
relatmg the whole occurrence to him in A'ery broken Dutch.
" And oh what a good prmcess : wasn't she ? We wiU pray for her,
won't we, my lambkin ; when we are old enough ?"
Martin came in furious. " They will not change it. I trow they
think I stole it."
" I am beholden to thee," said Margaret, hastily, and almost snatched
it frora Martin, and Avrapped it up again, and restored it to its hidingplace.
Ere these unexpected funds were spent, she got to her froning and
starchmg agam. In the midst of which Martm sickened; and died after
an iUness of nine days.
Nearly aU her money went to bury him decently.
He was gone ; and there was an empty chair by her fireside. For he
had preferred the hearth to the sim as soon as the Busybody was gone.
Margaret would not allow anybody to sit in this chair now. Yet
whenever she let her eye dweU too long on it, vacant, it was sure to cos<
her a tear.
And now there was nobody to carry her Unen home. To do it herseU
she raust leave Uttle Gerard in charge of a neighbour. But she dared
not trust such a treasure to raortal; and besides she could not bear him
out of her sight for hours and hours. So she set mqufries on foot for a
Doy to carry her basket on Saturday and Monday.
A plump, fresh-coloiu'ed youth, caUed Luke Peterson, who looked
fifteen, but Avas eighteen, came in, and blushing, and twiddling Ms
bonnet, asked her U a man Avould not serve her tum as well as a boy.
Before he spoke she Avas saymg to herself, " This boy Arill just do."
But she took the cue, and said, " Nay ; but a man wUl maybe seek
more than I can weU pay."
" Not I," said Luke, Avarmly. " "Wliy, Mistress Margaret, I am youi
neighbour, and I do very well at the coopering. I can carry your basket
for you before or after my day's work, and welcome. You have no need
fe) pay me anything, 'Tisn't as if we were strangers, ye know."
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" Why, Master Luke, I know your face, for that matter ; but I cannot
eaU to mind that ever a word passed between us."
"Oh yes, you did. Mistress Margaret. "What, have you forgotten ?
One day you were tryuig to carry your baby and eke your nitcher full
o' water : and, quo' I, ' Give me the baby to carry,' ' Nay,*' says yo'u,
' I'U giA'e you the pitcher, and keep the bafrii myseU:' and I carried
the pitcher home, and you took it from rae at this door, and you said to
rae, ' I am mucMe obUged to you, young man,' vrith such a sweet voice;
not Uke the folk in this street speak to a body,"
" I do mind now. Master Luke ; and raethmks it was the least I could
say,"
" Well, Misfress Margaret, if you AriU say as much every time I carry
your basket, I care not how often I bear it, nor how far,"
" Nay, nay," said Margaret, colourmg faintly, " I Avould not put
upon good nature. You are young. Master Luke, and kindly. Say 1
giA'o you your supper on Sattuday mght, AA'hen you bring the Unen
home, and your daAvn-mete o' Monday ; would that make us anyAvays
even ?"
" As you please ; only say not I sought a couple o' cUets, I, for such a
trifle as yon."
With chubby-faced Luke's tuiiely assistance, and the health and
sfrength which heaA'en gave this poor young woman, to balance hc)
many ills, the house Avent pretty smoothly aAA'hde. But the heart
became more and more troubled by Gerard's long, and now most rays
teriotis sdence.
And then that mental torturer, Suspense, began to tear her heaAy
heart Avith his hot pincers, tdl she cried often and vehemently, " Oh,
that I could know the worst."
"\"\Tide she was in this state, one day she heard a heaAy step mount
the stafr. She started and trembled. " That is no step that I knuAV
HI tidmgs?"
The door opened, and an unexpected Aisitor, EU, came in, looMng
grave and Mnd.
Margaret eyed Mm m silence, and vrith increasing agitation.
" Gfrl," said he, "the sMpper is come back."
" One word," gasped Margaret, " is he aUve ?"
" Surely, I hope so. No one has seen him dead."
" Then they must have seen him aUve."
" No, gfrl; neither dead nor aUve hath he been seen tMs raany
months in Rome. Jly daughter Kate thinks he is gone to some othet
city. She bade me ted you her thought."
"Ay, Uke enough," said Margaret, gloomily; "Uke enough. My poor
oabe !"
The old man in a faintish voice asked her for a morsel to eat: he had
come fasting.
The poor tMng pitied Mm vrith the surface of her agitated mmd, and
cooked a meal for him, trembUng, and scarce knoAving AA'hat she was
about
Ere he went he laid Ms hand upon her head, and said, " Be he alive,
or be he dead, I look on thee as my daughter. Can I do nought for
Uiee tMs day ? bethink thee now."
" Ay, old man. Vtay for him ; and for me .'"
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Eli sighed, and AA'ent sacUy and heavily doAA'n the stafrs.
She listened haU stujpidly to his retiring footsteps tdl they ceasecL
Then she sank moaning down by the cradle, and droAV little Gerard
'ight to her bosom. " Oh, m y poor fatherless boy; ray fatherless boy !'

CHAPTER LXXIX.
N O T long after this, as the little family at Tergou sat at dinner, Luke
Peterson burst in on them, covered with dust. " Good people. Mistress
Catherine is Avantecl instantly at Rotterdam."
•' My name is Catherine, young man. Kate, it will be Margaret."
" Ay, daine, .she said to me, ' Good Luke, hie thee to Tergou, and ask
for Eli the hosier, and pray his wife Catherine to come to me, for (lod
his love.' I didn't wait for daylight."
" Holy saints ! He has come home, Kate. Nay, she would sure have
said so. "What on earth can it be ?" And she heaped conjecture on
conjecture.
'• Mayhap the young man can tell us," hazarded Kate, timidly.
" That I can," said Luke. " Why, her babe ia a-dymg. And she Avas
so wrapped up in it ! "
Catherine started up : " What is his trouble ?"
" Nay, I knoAv not. But it has been peaMng and pining worse and
worse this while."
A furtive glance of satisfaction passed between Cornells and Sybrandt.
Luckily for them Catherine did not see it. Her face was turned toAvards
her husband. "NOAV, EU," cried she, furiously, "if you say a Avord
against it, you and I shall quarrel, after all these years."
" Who gainsays thee, foolish Avoman ? Quarrel Arith your own shadoAv ;
while I go borrovr Peter's mtlle for ye."
" Bless thee, my good man ! Bless thee ! Didst never yet fail me at
a })inch. Now eat your dinners Avho can, AA'hile I go and make ready."
She took Luke back with her in the cart, and, on the Avay, questioned
and cross-questioned him, severely, and seductively, by turns, t d l she
had tumed his mind inside out, what there was of it.
Margaret met her at the door, pale and agitated, and tlircAV her arms
round her neck, and looked imploringly in her fsvce.
" Come, he is alive, thank God," said Catherine, after scanning hei
eagerly.
She looked at the failing child, and then at the poor holloAv-c:A'ed
mother, alternately. " Lucky you sent for me," said she. " The cliUd
is poisoned."
" Poisoned ! by Avhoni ?"
" By you. You have been fretting.''
" Nay, indeed, mother. How can I help fretting ?"
" Don't tell me, Margaret. A nursmg mother has no business to fret.
She must turn her mind aAvay from her grief to the comfort that lies in
her lap. KnoAv you not that the child pines if the mother vexes herseU ? This comes of your reacUng and Avriting. Those idle ciafts befit a
raan ; but they keep all useful knowledge out of a woman. The child
must I e weaned."
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" Oh, you cruel woman," cried Margaret, vehemently ; " I am sorry I
sent for yoiu Would you rob me of the only bit of comfort I have in
the world? A-nursmg my Gerard, I forget I am the most unhapjiy
creature beneath the stm."
" That you do not," was the retort, " or he would not be the way
he is."
" Mother !" said Margaret, imploringly.
" 'Tis hard," repUed Catherine, relentmg. " But bethink thee ; Avould
it not be harder to look doAvn and see his lovely wee face a-lookmg up at
you out of a little cofiin ?"
" 0 , Jesu!"
" And how could you face your other troubles Avith your heart aye full,
and your lap empty i"
" Oh, mother, I consent to anything. OMy save m y boy."
" That is a good lass. Trust to me ! I do stand liy, and see clearer
ihan thou."
Unfortunately there was another consent to be gained ; the babe's ;
and he was more refractory than his mother
" There," said Margaret, trying to affect regret at his misbehaAiour;
" he loves me too well."
But Catherme was a match for them both. As she came along she
had observed a healthy young woman, sitting outside her OAA'U door,
with an frdant, hard by. She Avent and told her the case ; and Avotdd
she nurse the pining child for the nonce, t d l she had matters ready to
wean hira ?
The young woraan consented Arith a smde, and popped her child into
the cradle, and came into ^Margaret's house. She dropped a ciu-tsy, and
Catherme put the chdd mto her hands. She examined, and pitied it,
and purred OA'er it, and proceeded to nurse it, just as U it had been her
own.
^Margaret, who had been paralyzed at her assurance, cast a rueful look
at Catherine, and burst out crying.
The A'isitor looked up. " ^Vhat is to do ? Wife, ye told me not the
mother Avas unAvdUng,"
" She is n o t : she is only a fool. Never heed her : and you, Margaret,
I am ashamed of you."
" You are a cruel, hard-hearted woman," sobbed Margaret.
" Them as take in hand to guide the weak, need be hardish. And
vou AA'iU excuse m e ; but you are not my flesh and blood : and your
Doy is."
After glA'ing tMs blunt speech time to smk, she added, " Come new,
she is robbmg her OAvn to save yours, and you can think of nothing
better than bursting out a-blubbeiing in the woman's face. Out fie, for
shame!"
" Nay, AvUe," said the nurse.
" Thank heaven, I have enough for my
OAvn and for hers to boot. And prithee Avyte not on her ! Maybe the
troubles o' Ufe ha' soured her own milk."
" And her heart into the bargam," said the remorseless Catherine.
Margaret looked her ftdl in the face; and down Avent her eyes.
" I knoAV I ought to be very grateful to you," sobbed Margaret to the
nurse ; then t u m e d her head and leaned away over the chair, not to
witness the intolerable oicht of another nursing her Gerard, and Gerard
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drawing no distinction between this new mother, and her the bamshed
one.
The nurse replied, " You are very welcome, my poor A?oman. And
BO are yo-u, mistress Catherme, which are my toAvnswoman, and knoAV it
not,"
" What, are ye from Tergou ? all the better. But I cannot caU youi
face to mmd."
" Oh, you knoAv not me : my husband and me, we are very humble
folk by you. But true EU and his wife are knoAvn of aU the toAA'n ; and
respected. So, I am at your call, dame ; and at yours, wUe ; and yours,
my pretty poppet; night or day."
" There's a woman of the right old sort," said Catherine, as the door
closed upon her.
" I hate her. I hate her. I hate her," said Margaret Avith wonderful
fervour.
Catherine only laughed at this outburst.
" That is right," said she, " bettei- say it, as set sly and thmk it. It is
very natural after aU. Come, here is your bundle o' comfort. Take and
hate that; U ye can :" and she put the child in her lap.
" No, no ;" said Margaret, turning her head half away from him ; she
could not for her Ufe turn the other haU. " He is not my cMld now ;
he is hers. I know not why she left him here, for my part. It was
very good of her not to take him to her house, cradle and aU ; oh! oh I
oh! oh! oh! oh! oh! oh!"
" Ah! well, one comfort, lie is not dead. This gives me light: some
other woman has got hun away from me ; Uke father, like son ; oh! oh!
oh! oh! oh!"
Catherine was sorry for her, and let her cry in peace. And after that,
when she wanted Joan's aid, she used to take Gerard out, to give him a
Uttle fresh afr. Margaret never objected ; nor expressed the least mcreduUty ; but on thefr return was ahvays in tears.
This connivance was short lived. She was noAV altogether as eager to
wean Uttle Gerard. It was done; and he recoA'ered health and vigour:
and another trouble fell upon him directly : teething. But here Catherme's experience was invaluable : and noAV, in the midst of her grief and
anxiety about the father, Margaret had moments of bUss, watching the
son's tiny teeth come through. " Teeth, mother ? I call them not
teeth, but pearls of pearls." And each pearl that peeped ancl sparkled
on Ms red gums, was to her the greatest feat Nature had ever .achieved.
Her companion partook the dltrsion. And, had we told them a field
of sianding corn was equaUy admfrable, Margaret would have changed to
a reproachful gazeUe, and Catherine turned us out of doors; so each
paarl's arrival was announced Arith a shriek of triumph by wMchever of
them was the fortunate discoverer.
Catherine gossiped with Joan and learned that she was the AvUe of
Jorian Ketel of Tergou, Avho had been servant to Ghysbrecht Van
SAvieten, but faUen out of favour, and come back to Rotterdam, his
native place. His friends had got Mm the place of sexton to the parish,
ind what with that and carpentering, he did pretty weU.
Catherine told Joan m retimi whose child it was she had nursed, and
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aU about Margaret and Gerard, and the deep anxiety Ms silence had
plunged them in. " Ay," said Joan, " the world is fuU of trouble."
One day she said to Catherine, " It's my beUef mv man knows more
about your Gerard than anybody in these parts : but he has got to be
closer than ever of late. Drop in some day just afore sunset, and set
him talking. And, for our Lady's sake, say not I set you on. "The only
hiding he ever gave me was for babbling his business : and I do not want
another. Gramercy! I married a man for the comfort of the thing
not to be Mded."
Catherme dropped in. Jorian was ready enough to teU her how he
had befriended her son and perhaps saved Ms Ufe. But tMs was no
news to Catherine : and the moment she began to cross-question him ai
to Avhether he could guess why her lost boy neither came, nor AATote, he
cast a grim look at his vrife, who received it vrith a calm afr of stoUd
candour and innocent unconsciousness ; and his answers became short
and sullen. " "What should he know more than another ?" and so on.
He added, after a pause, " TMnk you the burgomaster takes such as
me into his secrets ?"
"Oh, then the burgomaster knows soraetMng?" said Catherine,
sharply.
" Likely, "Who else should ?"
" I'U ask him,"
" I would,"
" And teU him you say he knows."
" That is right, dame. Go make him mine enemy. That is what a
poor feUow always gets if he says a word to you women," And Jorian
from that moment shrunk in and became impenetrable as a hedgehog,
and almost as pricHy,
His conduct caused both the poor women agomes of mmd ; alarm, and
irritated curiosity. Ghysbrecht was for some cause Gerard's mortal
enemy ; had stopped Ms marriage, imprisoned him, hunted him. And
here Avas his late servant, who when off Ms guard had Mnted that tMs
enemy had the clue to Gerard's sdence. After sUting Jorian's every
word and look, aU remained dark and mysterious. Then Catherine told
Margaret to go herseU to him. " You are young ; you are fafr. You
Avdl, maybe, get more out of him than I could."
The conjecture was a reasonable one.
Margaret went Arith her chdd in her arms and tapped timidly at
Jorian's door just before sunset. " Come m," said a sturdy voice. She
entered, and there sat Jorian by the fireside. At sight of her he rose,
snorted, and burst out of the house. " Is that for me, Arife ?" inquired
Margaret, turmng very red.
" You raust excuse him," repUed .Joan, rather coldly ; " he lays it to
your door that he is a poor raan in .stead of a rich one. It is something
about a piece of parchment. There was one a-missing, and he got nought
from the burgomaster aU along of that one."
"Alas! Gerard took it."
" Likely. But my man says you shotdd not have let Mm : you wer»
pledged to him to keep them aU safe. And, sooth to say, I blame not
my Jorian for being Avroth, 'Tis hard for a poor man to be so near fortune and lose it by those he has befriended. However, I teU him another
Btory, Says I, ' Folk that are out o' t r o ^ l ^ like you and »v didn't
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ought to be too hard on folk that are in trouble: and she has plenty.
Going afready ? What is all your hurry, mistress ?"
" Oh, it is not for me to drive the goodman out of his own house,"
" Well, let me kiss the bafrn afore ye go. He is not in fault any w'.,j
poor innocent,"
Upon this cruel rebuff Margaret came to a resolution, Avhicli she dij
not confide even to Catherine,
After six Aveeks' stay that good woman returned home.
On the child's birthday, Avliich occurred soon after, Margaret cUd no
work : but put on her Sunday clothes, and took her boy in her arms and
went to the church ancl prayed there long ancl fervently for Gerard's safe
return.
That same day and hour Father Clement celebrated a mass and prayed
for Margaret's departed soul in the ramster church at Basle,

CHAPTER LXXX.
SOME blackguard or other, I think it was Sybrandt, said, "A lie is not
Uke a blow Avith a curtal axe."
True : for we can predict in some degree the consequences of a stroke
with any material weapon. But a lie has no bounds at all. The nature
of the thing is to ramify beyond human calculation.
Often m the every-day world a Ue has cost a life, or laid Avaste IAVO or
three.
And so, m this story, what tremendous consequences of that one heartless falsehood !
Yet the tellers reaped little from it.
The brothers, who mvented it merely to have one claimant the less for
their father's property, SEAV little Gerard take their brother's place ui
their mother's heart. Nay, more, one day Eli openly ]iroclaiined that,
Gerard being lost, ancl probably dead, he had provided by AviU for Uttle
Gera,rd, and also for Margaret, his poor son's Avidow.
At this the look tliat passed betAveen the black sheep Avas a caution ia
traitors. Cornells hacl it on his lips to say Gerard Avas most Ukely
*Uve. But he saw his mother looMng at him, and checked MmseU ia
'ime.
Ghysbrecht Van SArieten, the other partner in that Ue, Avas now a
failing man. He saw the period fast approaching AA'hen all his Aveallh'
would clrop from his body, and his misdeeds cling to his souL
Too intelligent to deceive himself entirely, he had never been free
from gusts of remorse. In taking Gerard's letter to Margaret he had
compounded. " I cannot give up land and money," said his giant
Avarice. " I will cause her no unnecessary pain," said Ms dwarf Cou'
science.
So, after first tampering Arith the seal, and finding there Ava.s not a
lyllable about the deed, he took it to her with his OAAII hand ; and made
a merit of it to MmseU: a set-off; and on a scale not uncommon Avhcre
the seU-accuser is the judge.
The birth of Margaret's chUd surprised and shocked him, and put hif
treacherou-s act in a new light Should Ms letter take efiect he sh'mlc
P 0
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cause the dishonour of her, AA'ho Avas the daughter of one friend, tho
granddaughter of another, and Avhose land he AA'as keeping from her
too.
These thoughts preying on him at that period of life, AA'hen the strength
of body decays, and the memory of old friends roAives, filled him AA'ith
gloomy horrors. Yet he Avas afraid to confess. For the cure Avas an
honest man, and Avould have made him disgorge. Ancl AAith liim Avarice
was an ingramed habit, PeMtence only a sentiment.
Matters were thus AA'hen, one day, returning from the toAvn liaU to his
own house, he found a Avoman Availing for hmi m the vestibMe, Avith a
cMld in her arms. She Avas veiled, and so, concludmg she had something
to be ashamed of, he addressed her magisteriaUy. On tMs she let down
her ved and looked him ftdl in the face.
It was ilargaret Brandt.
Her sudden appearance ancl manner startled hun, and he could not
conceal Ms confusion.
" Where is ray Gerard ?" cried she, her bosom heavmg.
" Is he
aUve ?"
" For aught I Miow," stammered Ghysbrecht. " I hope so, for your
sake. Prithee come into this room. The servants !"
" Not a step," said ^Margaret, and she took him by the shoulder, and
held liim AAith all the energy of an excited Avoman. " You knoAv the
secret of that AvMch is breakmg my heart. Why does not my Gerard
come, no^ send a line (his many months?
Answer me, or all the
toAAm is k t e to hear m e ; let alone thy servants. My misery is too great
to be spd ted AAith."
I n vai he persisted he knoAV nothing about Gerard. She told him
those w"]i„ had sent her to him told her another tale. " Y o u do loiOAV
why he neither conies nor sends," said she, firmly.
At this Ghysbrecht turned paler ancl paler ; but he stmiraoned aU his
digjitA', ancl said, " Would A'OU beUeve those two Miaves against a man
of -v'orship ?"
" What tAVO knaves ?" said she, keenly.
He stammered, " Said ye not—? There, I am a poor old broken man,
whose meniory is shaken. And you corae here, and coM'use me so. ^
knoAv not Avhat I say."
"Ay, sir, your memory' is shaken, or sure you Avould not be my enemy
My father saved you from the plague, AA'hen none other Avotild come anigh
y ou ; and Avas ever your friend. My grandfather Floris helped you in
your early poverty, and loved you, man and boy. Three generations of
us you have seen ; and here is the fourth of us ; this is your old friend
Peter's grandchild, and your old friend Floris his great-grandchild.
Look cloAvn on his innocent face, and think of thefrs ! "
" Woman, you torture me," sighed Ghysbrecht, and sank upon a bench,
But she saAV her advantage, and Mieeled before him, and put the boy on
his Miees. " This fatherless babe is poor Margaret Brandt's, that never
did you ill, and comes of a race that loA'ed you. Nay, look at his face,
"TAvdl melt thee more than any Avord of mine. Sauits of heaven,
what can a poor desolate gfrl and her babe have done to Aripe out ah
memory of thine OAVU young days, AA'hen thou Avert gudtless as he is,
that now looks u p in thy face and implores thee to give lum back his
father ?"

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH.

403

And with her arms under the chdd she held Mm up higner and higher,
smiling under the old man's eyes.
He cast a wild look of anguish on the chdd, and another on the kneeling mother, and started up shrieking, "Avaunt, ye pair of adders."
The stung soul gave the old Umbs a momentary vigour, and he Avalked
rapidly, Avringing his hands ancl clutching at his Avhite hafr. " Forget
those days ? I forget all else. Oh, Avoman, Avoman, sleeping or AvaMng
I see but the faces of the dead, I hear but the voices of the dead, and I
shaU soon be among the dead. There, there, what is done is done. I
am in hell. I am in hell."
And unnatural force ended in prostration.
He staggered, and but for Margaret would have faUen, With her
one disengaged arm she supported him as Avell as she could, and cried
for help,
A couple of servants came rtmning, and carried hun away m a state
bordering on syncope. The last Margaret saw of him Avas his old ftirrowed face, white ancl helpless as Ms hafr that htmg doAvn over the
serA'ant's elbow,
" Heaven forgive me," she said, " I doubt I have kUled the poor old
man,"
Then this attempt to penetrate the torturing mystery left it as dark,
or darker than before. For when she came to ponder every word, her
suspicion Avas confirmed that Ghysbrecht did knoAV aomething about
Gerard, "And who were the two knaves he thought htid done a good
deed, and told rae ? Oh, my Gerard, my poor deserted babe, you and I
are Avachng in deep waters,"
The visit to Tergou took more money than she could weU afford : and a
customer ran aAvay in her debt. She was once more compelled to unfold Catherine's angel. But, strange to say, as she came doAAm stafrs
with it in her hand she fotmd some loose silver on the table, vrith a
Avritten line—
Jor €txKx^ l^is Mjjfj,
She fell Arith a cry of surprise on the Avriting : and soon it rose into a
cry of joy,
" He is aUve, He sends me this by some friendly hand,"
She kissed the writing again ancl agam, and put it m her bosom.
Time roUed on : and no iiCAVs of Gerard,
And about every two months a small sum in silver found its way into
the house. Sometimes it lay on the table. Once it Avas flung m through
the be(froom window in a purse. Once it was at the bottom of Luke's
basket. He had stopped at the pubUc-house to talk to a friend. The
giver or his agent Avas never detected. Catherine disoAvned it. Margaret
Van Eyck swore she had no hand in it. So did Eli. And Margaret,
whenever it came, used to say to Uttle Gerard, " Oh, my poor deserted
chdd, you and I are wading in deep waters."
She applied at least haU this modest, but useful supply, to dressing the
little Gerard beyond his station in Ufe. " If it does come from Gerard,
he shall see his boy neat." All the mothers m the street began to sneer,
especially such as had brats out at elbows.
The months roUed on, and dead sickness of heart succeeded to these
keener torments. She returned to her first thought: " Gerard must bo
D D 2

404

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH.

uead. She should noAer see her boy's father again, nor her marriage
lines," This last grief, which had been somewhat aUayed by EU and
Cathciine recognizuig her betrothal, now rcAived in fuU force; others
would not look so favourably on her story. And often she moaned over
her boys Ulegitimacy, " Is it not enough for us to be bereaved ? Must
we be dishonoured too ? Oh, that we had ne'er been bom,"
A change took place in Peter Brandt, His mmd, clouded for nearly
two years, seemed now to be clearmg ; he had intervals of inteUigence ;
and then he and Margaret used to talk of Gerard, tiU he wandered
agam. But one day, retummg after an absence of some hours, Margaret
found him conversing with Catherine, in a way he had never done since
his paralytic stroke, " Eh, gfrl, why must you be out ?" said she, " But
aideed I have told him aU; and we have been a-crymg together over thy
troubles,"
Margaret stood sdent, looking joyfuUy from one to the other,
Peter smUed on her, and said, " Come, let me bless thee,"
She kneeled at Ms feet, and he blessed her most eloquently. He told
her she had been aU her Ufe the lovingest, truest, and most obedient
daughter heaven ever sent to a poor old Aridowed man, " May thy sou
be to thee what thou hast been to me ! "
After tMs he dozed. Then the females wMspered together: and
<Jatherine said—"All our talk e'en now was of Gerard, It Ues heaAy on
hi" Mnd, His poor head must often have Ustened to us when it seemed
quite dark, Margaret, he is a very understanding raan ; he thought of
many tMngs : ' He may be in prison,' says he, ' or forced to go fighting
{'or some king, or sent to Constantinople to copy books there, or gone into
the Church after alL' He had a bent that way,"
"Ah, mother," whispered Margaret, in reply, "he doth but deceive
himself as we do,"
Ere she could finish the sentence, a sfrange interruption occurred.
A loud voice cried out, " I see him, I see liim,"
And the old man Arith dUating eyes seemed to be looking right tMough
the waU of the house,
" In a boat; on a great river ; coming this way. Sore disfigured ; but
[ knew him. Gone ! gone ! aU dark,"
And he sank back, and asked feebly where was Margaret.
" Dear father, I am by thy side. Oh, mother ! mother, what is tMs ?"
" I cannot see thee, and but a moment agone I saw aU round the world.
Ay, ay, WeU, I am ready. Is this thy hand ? Bless thee, my child,
bless thee ! Weep not! "The tree is ripe,"
The old physician read the signs aright. These calm words were his
last. The next moment he (frooped Ms head, and gently, placidly, drifted
away from earth, Uke an infant sinking to rest. The torch had flashed
ap, before going out.

CHAPTER LXXXI.
SHE who had wept for poor old Martin was not Kkely co bear this
blew so stoicaUy as the death of the old is apt to be borne. In vain
Catherine tried to console her Arith commonplaces; in vain told her it
was a happy release for him : and that D« he Mmself had said the fcrea
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If as ripe. But her worst failure was, when she urged that there were
now but two mouths to feed: and one care the less,
" Such cares are ad the joys I have," said Margaret, " They fill my
iesolate heart, which now seems void as weU as waste. Oh, empty chair,
^ y bosom it aches to see thee. Poor old man, how could I love him by
halves, I that did use to sit and look at him and think ' But for me thou
wouldst die of hunger.' He, so Arise, so leamed erst, was got to be helpless as my OAVi sweet babe, and I loved him as U he had been my child
instead of my father. Oh, empty chafr ! Oh, empty heart! "WeU-aday! Avell-a-day! "
And the pious tears Avould not be denied.
Then Catherine held her peace : and hung her head. And one day
she made this confession, " I speak to thee out o' my head, and not out o'
my bosom ; thou dost Avell to be deaf to me. "Were I in thy place I
thould mourn the oH man all one as thou dost."
Then Margaret embraced her, and this bit of true sympathy did her a
little good. The commonplaces did none.
Then Catherine's bowels yearned over hei; and she saicl, " My poor
gfrl, you Avere not bom to Uve alone. I have got to look on you as my
OAvii daughter. Waste not thine youth upon my son Gerarcl. Either he
is dead or he is a traitor. It cuts my heart to say it ; but who can help
seeing it ? Thy father is gone : and I cannot always be aside thee. And
here is an honest lad that loves thee well this many a day. I'd take him
and Comfort together. Heaven hath sent us these creatures to torment
us ancl comfort us ancl all; Ave are just nothmg in the Avorld Arithout
'em." Then seeuig Margaret look utterly perplexed, she went on to say,
" Why, sure you are not so bUnd as not to see it ?"
"Wliat? "Who?"
" "Wdio but this Luke Peterson."
" "What, our Luke ? The boy that carries ray basket ?"
" Nay, he is Over nineteen, and a fine, healthy lad : and I have made
inqufries for you ; and they all do say he is a capable worMnan, and
sever touches a cfrop ; and that is much m a Rotterdam lad, wMch they
are mostly half man, haU sponge."
Margaret smiled for the first tune this many days. " Luke loves dried
puddings dearly," said she : "ancl I make them to his mmd, 'Tis them
he comes a-courtmg here," Then she suddenly turned red, " But if I
thought he came after your son's wife that is, or ought to be, I'd soon
put him to the door,"
" Nay, nay ; for Heaven's sake let me not make miscMef, Poor lad i
Why, gfrl, Fancy will not be bridled. Bless you, I wormed it out of
hmi near a twelvemonth agone,"
" Oh, mother, and you let him ! ?"
" Well, I thought of yotu I said to myself, ' If he is focd enough to
be her slave for nothing, aU the better for her, A lone Avoman is lost
without a man about her to fetch and carry her Uttle matters,' But now
my mind is changed, and I thmk the best use you can put him to, is to
marry him,"
" So then his own mother is agamst him, ana would wed me to the
first comer. Ah, Gerard, thou lia.st bi't mc ; I AA'IU not beUeve thee dead
tiU I see thy tomb, nor false till I see thee with another lover is? thiQ^
hp.iitl^. Foolish boy, I shad he'pr be civil to l^ha again,"
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AfSicted with the busybody's protection, Luke Peterson met a cold
reception in the house where he nad Mtherto found a gentle ami kmd
one. And by-and-by, finding himself very Uttle spoken to at aU, an(t
then sharply and irritably, the great soft fellow feU to AA'himpering, an^
asked Margaret plump if he had done anything to offend her
" Nothing. I am to blame. I am curst. If you vriU take my counsel
you AriU keep out of my way awhde."
" It is aU along of me, Luke," said the busybody.
" You, Mistress Catherine. Why, what have I done for you to set her
against me ?"
" Nay, I meant aU for the best. I told her I saw you were looking
towards her tMough a wedding-ring. But she won't hear of it."
" There was no need to teU her that, wU'e, she knows I am courting
her this twelvemonth."
" Not I," said Margaret; " or I should never have opened the street
door to you."
""Why, I come here every Saturday Mght. And that is how the
lads in Rotterdam do court. If we sup vrith a lass o' Saturdays, that's
wooing,"
" Oh, that is Rotterdam, is it ? Then next time you come, let it be
Thursday, or Friday. For my part, I thought you came after my puddings, boy."
" I like your puddings well enough. You make them better than
mother does. But I Uke you stiU better than the puddings," said Luke,
tenderly.
" Then you have seen the last of them. How dare you talk so to
another man's Arife, and him far away ?" She ende(i gently, but very
firmly, " You need not trouble yourseU to come hera any more, Luke ;
I can carry my basket myself,"
" Oh, very well," said Luke ; and, after sitting silent and stupid for a
Uttle whde, he rose, and said sadly to Catherine, " Dame, I dare say I
have got the sack ;" and went out.
But the next Saturday Catherine found Mm seated on the door-step
blubbering. He told her he had got used to corae there, and every other
place seemed strange. She went in, and told Margaret; and Margaret
sighed, and said, " Poor Luke, he might come in for her, U he could
know his place, and treat her like a married Avife." On tMs being commimicated to Luke, he hesitated, " Pshaw !" ^aid Catherine, " promises
are pie-crusts. Promise her aU the world, sooner than sit outside Uke a
fool, when a word wUl cairry you inside. Now you humour her in every
thing, and then, if poor Gerard come not home and claim her, you •wiU
be sure to have her—in time, A lone woman is aye to be tfred out, thou
fooUsh boy,"

CHAPTER LXXXII.
EJ^t €loisttx.
BROTHER CLEMENT had taught and preached in Basle more than
twelvemonth, when one day Jerome stood before him dustv 'ti
triumphant glance in Ms eye.
'
^' ^^''^ "
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" GIAC the glory to God, brother Clement; thou canst now wend to
England Arith me,"
" I am ready, brother Jerome : and, expecting thee these many
months, have in the intervals of teaching and devotion studied the
EngUsh tongue someAvhat closely,"
" 'Twasw'ell thought of," said Jerome, He then told bun he had but
delayed tid he could obtain extraordinary powers from the Pope to
collect money for the Church's use in England, ancl to hear confession in
all the secular monasteries. " So now gfrd up thy loins, and let us go
forth and deal a good bloAV for the Church, and against the Franciscans."
The two friars went preacMng down the Rhme, for England. In the
larger places, they both preached. At the smaller, they often divided,
and took different sides of the river, and met again at some appointed
spot. Both were able orators, but in different styles.
Jerome's was noble and impressive, but a Uttle contracted in religious
topics, and a trifle monotonous in deUvery compared with Clement's,
though m truth not so, compared with most preachers.
Clement's was full of variety, and often remarkably colloquial. In its
general flow, tender and gently Arinning, it curled round the reason and
the heart. But it ahvays rose with the rising thought; and so at times
Clement soared as far above Jerome as his level spealdng Avas beloAv him.
Indeed, in these noble heats he Avas all that Ave have read of inspfred
prophet or heathen orator : Veh emeus ut procella, excitatus ut torrens,
incensus ut fubnen, tonabat, fttlgtirabat, et rapidis eloquentise fluctibtis
cuncta proruebat et porturbabat.
I would give Uteral specimens, but for five objections : it is difficttlt ;
time is short; I have done it elscAvhere; an able imitator has since dono
it better; and simikrity, a vfrttie in peas, is a vice in books.
But (not to evade the matter entirely) Clement used secretly to try
and learn the recent events and the besetting sin of each IOAATI he waa
to preach in.
But Jerome, the unbending, scorned to go out of his Avay for any
people's vices. At one great tOAvn some leagues from the Rhine, they
mounted the same pulpit ui turn. Jerome preached against vanity in
(fress, a favourite theme of his. He was eloquent and satirical, and
the people listened Arith complacency. It was a Aice that they Avere
*ittle given to.
Cleraent preached against (frunkenness. It was a besetting sin, and
sacred from preaching in these parts : for the clergy themseh'es Avere
infected Arith it, and popular prejudice protected it. Clement dealt it
mercUess blows out of Holy Writ and worldly experience. A crime
itseU, it was the nursing-mother of most crimes, especially theft and
murder. He reminded them of a parricide that had lately been committed m thefr tOAvn by an honest man in liquor ; and also how a band
»f drunkards had roasted one of thefr OAvn comrades alive at a neighboming viUage. " Your last prmce," said he, " is reported to have died
of apoplexy, but well you knoAv he died of drink : and of your aldermen
one perished miserably last month dead drunk, suffocated in a pudcUe.
Your children's backs go bare that you may fill your bellies with that
which makes you the worst of beasts, silly as calves, yet fierce as boars ;
and drives your famiUes to need, and your souls to helL I teU ye your
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town, ay, and your very nation would sink to the bottom of mankind
(Ud y )ur Avomen drink as you do. And how long w d l they be temperate, and, contrary to nature, resist the example of their husband,
and fathers ? "\ice ne'er yet stood stdl. Ye must amend yourselves, oi
see them come down to your mark. Afready in Bohenda they cfriiik
along Avith the men. How shows a drunken Avonian ? Would you IOA'6
to see your Avives drunken, your mothers drunken ?" At this there wa?
a shout of horror, for mediaeval audiences had not learned to sit mumchance at a moAing sermon. " Ah, that comes home to you," cried the
friar. " "Wbat ? madmen ! think you it doth not more shock the aU
pure God to see a man, Ms noblest Avork, turned to a drunken beast, than
it can shock you creatures of sin and unreanon to see a Avoraan tumed
into a tMng no better nor Averse than yourselves ?"
He ended Arith tAvo pictures : a drtmkard's house and family, and a
sober m a n ' s ; both so true and dramatic m aU thefr details, that the
Avives fell aU to " o h i n g " and "ailing," and " E h , but that is a true
word."
This discourse caused qmte an uproar. The hearers formed knots:
the men Avere indignant ; so the Avonien flattered them, and took their
part openly agamst the nreacher. A married man had a right to a cfrop,
he needed it, working for aU the family. And for thefr part they did
not care to change their men for ndlksops.
The double faces ! That A'ery evening a band of men caught near a
hundred of them round brother Clement, filling his wallet Avith the best,
ancl oft'ering him the very roses off their heads, and Mssmg his frock,
and blessing him " for takuig m hand to mend thefr sots."
Jerome thought this sermon too earthly.
"Drunkenness is not heresy, Clement, that a AA'hole sermon should be
preached against it."
As they Avent on, he found to his surprise that Clement's sermons
sank uito Ms hearers deeper than his OAvn ; made them Usten, think, cry,
ancl sometimes cA'en amend their AvaA's. " He hath the art of sinkin" to
o

their peg," thought Jerome. " Yet he can soar high enough at times."
Upon the Avhole, it puzzled Jerome, Avho had a secret sense of superiority to his tenderer brother. And, after about IAVO hundred mdes of it,
it got to displease hmi as Aved as puzzle him. But he tried to check this
sentiment as petty ancl unworthy. " Souls diff'er Uke locks," said he,
" ancl preachers must differ like keys, or the fcAver should the Church
open for God to pass in. And, certes, this noAice hath the key to these
northern souls, being hunself a northern man."
And so they came SIOAVIV doAvn the Rhine, sometimes drUting a few
miles on the stream : but in general walMng by the banks preaching, anii
teaching, and confessing sinners in the towns and Aillages; and they
reached the town of Dusseldorf.
There Avas the Uttle cjuayAvhere Gerard and Denys had taken boat up the
Rhine. The friars landed on it. There Avere the streets, there was " The
Silver Lion." Nothmg had changed but he, who walked through it barefoot, Avith his heart calm and cold, Ms hands across Ms breast, and
Ms eyes bent meekly on the ground, a true sop of DomiMc apd holj
CbtJ-T^h.
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CHAPTER liXXXIII.
Clje irart^.
" ELI," said Catherine, "answer me one question Uke a man, and ITj
Mk no more to-day. What is wormwood ?"
Eli looked a little helpless at this sudden demand upon his facul Lie.s :
but soon recovered enough to say it was something that tasted main
bitter.
" That is a fafr answer, my man, but not the one I look for."
-' Then answer it yourseU."
" And shaU. Wormwood is — to have two in the house a-doing
nought, but waiting for thy shoes and mme." EU groaned. The shaft
struck home.
" Methmks Availing for their best friend's cofiin, that and nothing to
do, a^e enoAV to make them Averse than Nature meant. Why not set
them up somewhere, to give 'em a chance ?"
Eli said he Avas wdUng, but afraid they Avould drmk and gamble their
A-ery shelves away.
" Nay," said Catherine. " Dost take me fc r a simpleton ? Of course I
mean to watch them at startmg, ancl drive them wi a loose rein, as the
saying is."
" "\Vhere did you think of? Not here ; to divide our OAvn custom."
" Not Ukely. I say Rotterdam, agamst the world. Then I could start
them."
Oh, seU deception ! The true motive of all this was to get near Uttle
Gerard.
After many discussions, and eager promises of amendment on
these terms from CorneUs and Sybrandt, Catherine Avent to Rotterdam shop-hunting, ancl took Kate with her; for a change. They
soon found one, and in a good street: but it was sadly out of order.However they got it cheaper for that, and instantly set about brash'ing
it up, fitting proper shelves for the business, and making the dwelling,
house habitable.
Luke Peterson was always asking Margaret what he could do for her,
The answer used to be in a sad tone, " Nothing, Luke, nothing."
" Wliat you that are so clever, can you think of nothmg for me to do
for you?"
" Nothing, Luke, nothing."
But at last she A'aried the reply thus : " If you could make something
to help my sAveet sister Kate about."
The slave of love consented joyfully, and soon made Kate a Uttle
lart, and cushioned it, and yoked himself mto it, and at eventide
(frcAV her out of the toAvn, and along the pleasant boulevard, vrith
Margaret and Catherme walking beside. It looked a happier party
than it was.
Kate, for one, enjoyed it keenly , for little Gerard was put in her lap,
and she doted on him : and it was like a cherub carried by a Uttle angvM.
or a rosebttd lying in the cup of 9 lily,
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So tne ATilgar jeered : and asked Luke how a tMstle tasted, and if hi«
mistress could not afford one vrith four legs, etc.
Luke did not mind these jeers ; but Kate rainded them for him.
" Thou hast raade the cart for me, good Luke," said she. " 'Twas
much. I did iU to let thee cfraw rae too ; we can afford to pay some
poor soul for that. I love my rides, and to carry little Gerard ; but I'd
liever ride no more than thou be mocked for't."
" Much I care for thefr tongues," said Luke, " U I did care I'd
knock thefr heads together. I shall draAV you tiU my mistress says
giA'e over."
" Luke, U you obey Kate, you AriU oblige rae."
" Then I wiU obey Kate."
An honourable exception to popular humour was Jorian Ketel's Arife.
" That is strength weU laid out, to draAV the Aveak. And her prayers
wiU be your guerdon : she is not long for this world : she smileth in
pain." These were the Avorda of Joan.
Smgleminded Luke answered that he did not want the poor lass's
prayers ; he did it to please Ms mistress, Margaret.
After that Luke often pressed Margaret to give him something to do
—without success.
But one day, as if tfred vrith his importuning, she tumed on him, and
said with a look and accent, I should in vain try to convey—
" Find me my boy's father !"

CHAPTER LXXXIV" MISTRESS, they all say he is dead."
" Not so. They feed me stUl Avith hopes."
" Ay, to your face, but behind your back they all say he is dead."
At this revelation Margaret's tears began to flow.
Luke whimpered for company. He had the body of a raan, but the
heart of a gfrl.
" Prithee, weep not so, sweet mistress," said he. " I'd bring him back
to Ufe, an' I could, rather than see thee Aveep so sore."
Margaret said she thought she was weeping because they were so
double-tongued with her.
She recovered herseU, and laying her hand on his shoulder, said solemnly,
" Luke, he is not dead Dying men are knoAvii to have a strange sight.
And Usten, Luke ! My poor father, AA'hen he was a-dying, and I, simple
fool, was so happy, thinking he was gomg to get well altogether, he said
to mother and me—he was sitting in that very chafr AA'here you are noAV,
and mother Avas as might be here, and I was yonder making a sleeve—
said he, ' I see him ! I see him !' Just so. Not Uke a faUuig man at
all, but all o' ffre. ' Sore disfigured—on a great riA'er—coming this
way.'
" Ah, Luke, if you were a woman, and had the feeling for me you
ihmk you have, you would pity me, and find him for me. Take a thought'
The father of my cMld !"
" Alack, I would if I knew how," said Luke, "But how can I?"
" Nay, of course you cannot, I am mad to think it. But oh, if any
one really cared for me. they would; that is aU I know."
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Luke reflected m sdence for some time,
" The old folk aU say dymg men can see raore than living wights. Let
ne think: for ray mmd cannot gallop Uke thme. On a great river 1
Veil, the Maas is a great river," He pondered on,
" Coming this way ? Then U it 'twas the Maas, he would have been
ere by this time, so 'tis not the Maas, The Rhine is a great river,
leater than the Maas ; and very long. I thmk it wiU be the Rhme."
" And so do I, Luke ; for Denys bade him corae down the Rhine. But
ven if it is, he raay turn off before he comes aMgh his birthplace. He
oes not pme for me as I for him ; that is clear. Luke, do you not think
.e has deserted me ?" She wanted him to contradict her ; but he said,
It looks very Uke i t ; what a fool he must be !"
" "Wbat do Ave know ?" objected Margaret, imploringly.
" Let me think again," said Luke. " I cannot gallop."
The result of this meditation was this. He kncAV a station about sixty
ailes up the Rhine, where all the pubUc boats put m ; and he would go
0 that station, and try and cut the truant off. To be sure he did not
ven know Mm by sight; but as each boat came in he Avould mingle
rith the passengers, and ask if one Gerard was there. " And, mistress,
f you were to give me a bit of a letter to hira; for, with us being
trangers, mayhap a won't belieA'e a word I say."
" Good, Mnd, thoughtful Luke, I will (IIOAV I have undervalued thee!).
Jut give me tdl supper-time to get it A'mt." At supper she put a letter
nto Ms hand Arith a blush : it was a long letter tied rotmd vrith silk after
he fasMon of the day, and sealed over the knot.
Luke weighed it m Ms hand, Arith a shade of discontent, and saicl to
ler very gravely, " Say your father Avas not drearamg, and say I have
he luck to fall m with this man, and say he should turn out a better bit
f stuff than I thmk him, and come home to you then ancl there—what
F" to become o' me ? "
Margaret coloured to her very brow. " Oh, Luke, heaA'en wUl reward
hee. And I shaU fall on my knees and bless thee ; and I shaU love
bee all my days, sweet Luke ; as a mother does her son. I am so old
)y thee : trouble ages the heart. Thou shalt not go : 'tis not fafr of me;
jOve maketh us to be all self"
" Humph ! " said Luke. " And if," resumed he, in the same grave Avay
' yon scapegrace shall read thy letter, and hear me tell him hoAV thou
)inest for him, and yet, being a traitor, or a mere idiot, will not turn to
hee—what shall become of me then ? Must I die a bachelor, and thou
are lonely to thy graA'e, neither maid, wife, nor AAi'doAV ?"
Margaret panted with fear and emotion at this terrible piece of good
lense, and the plam question that foUowed it. But at last she faltered
)ut, " If, which our Lady be merciful to me, and forbid—Oh!"
"Well, mistress?"
" If he should read my letter, and hear thy Avords—and, sweet Luke,
36 just and ted him what a lovely babe he hath, fatherless, fatherless.
3h, Luke, can he be so cruel ? "
" I trow not : but U ?"
" Then he will give thee up my marriage lines, and I shaU be an
ion est woraan ; and a wretched one ; and my boy will not be a bastard;
md, of course, then we could both go into any honest man's house that
iroidd be troubled Avith u s : and even for thy goodness this day, I
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wiU—I wiU—ne'er be so ungrateful as go past thy door to anothe
man's."
" Ay, but Avdl you come m at mine ? AnsAver me t h a t ! "
" Oh, ask rae not ! Sorae day, perhaps, AA'hen my Avounds leave bleeding. Al-as, I'U try. If I don't fling myseU and my child into the Maaa
Do not go, Luke ! do not think of going!
'Tis aU madness frcm
first to last."
But Luke was as slow to forego an idea as to form one.
His reply showed how fast love was makmg a nwin of him. " Well,
said he, " macUiess is sometMng any Avay; and I am tired of doing
nothing for thee : and I am no great talker. To-morrow, at peep of day.
I start. But, hold, I have no raoney. My raother, she takes care ol
all mine ; and I ne'er see it again."
Then ]\Iargaret took out Catherine's gold angel, wMch had escaped st,
often, and gave it to Luke ; and he set out on Ms mad errand.
I t (Ud not however seem so mad to Mm as to us. I t was a superstitious age : and Luke acted on the dying man's dream, or vision, or
illusion, or whatever it was, much as we should act on respectable
information.
But Catherme was doAvnright angry when she heard of it. To send
the poor lad on such a AvUd-goose chase ! " But you are Uke a many more
girls ; and mark my words: by the time you have Avom that Luke fafrly
out, and made him as sick of you as a dog, you AriU t u m as fond on him
as a cow on a calf, and ' Too l a t e ' AviU be the cry."
tlje Cloishr.
T H E two friars reached HoUand from the south just twelve hours aftei
Luke started up the Rhine.
Thus, wild-goose chase or not, the parties were nearing each other,
and rapidly too. For Jerome, unable to preach in low Dutch, noAv
began to push on towards the coast, anxious to get to England as soon as
possible.
Ancl, haAing the stream AAith them, the friars would in point of fact
haA'e missed Luke by passmg him in fuU stream beloAV Ms station, but
for the mcident AvMch I am about to relate.
About twenty mdes above the station Luke Avas making for, Clement
landed to preach in a large AiUage ; and toAA'ards the end of his sermon
he noticed a grey n u n weeping.
H e spoke to her kmdly, and asked her what was her grief. " Nay,"
said she, " 'tis not for myseU floAv these t e a r s ; 'tis for my lost friend.
T h y words reminded me of what she was, and AA'hat she is, poor Avretch.
But you are a Dominican, and I am a Franciscan nun."
" I t matters Uttle, my sister^ if we are both CMistians, and if I can
aid thee in aught."
The n u n looked in Ms face, and said, " These are strange words, but
methinks they are good ; and thy Ups are oh most eloquent, I AviU tell
thee our grief,"
She then let him know that a young nun, the darUng of the convent,
and her bosom friend, had been lured aAvay from her VOAA'S, and, after
various gradations of sin, was actuaUy UAing in a small inn as chambeTmaid, m roalitj' as a decov, and AA'as known to be seUing her favours («
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the wealthier customers. She added, "AnyAvhere else Ave might by
kindly violence force bar away from perdition. But this innkeeper Avas
the servant of the fierce baron on the height there, and hath Ms ear still,
and he Avould burn our convent ,to the ground, were we to take her by
force."
" Moreover, souls vrill not be saved by brute force," said Clement.
While they were talkuig Jerome came up, and Clement persuaded him
to lie at the convent that night. But when in the morning Clement
told him he had had a long talk with the abbess, and that she Avas very
sad, and he had promised her to try and Arin back her nun, Jerome
objected, and said, " It Avas not their business, and was a Avaste of time."
Clement, however, was no longer a mere pupil. He stood firm, and at
last they agreed that Jerome should go forward, and secure their passage
in the next ship for England, and Clement be alloAved time to make his
well-meant but idle experiment.
About ten o'clock that day, a figure in a horseman's cloak, and great
Doots •LC> match, and a large flapping felt hat, stood like a statue near the
auberge, where Avas the apostate nun, Mary. The friar thus disguised
Avas at that raoment traly Avretched. These ardent natures undertake
wonders; but are clashed Avhen they come hand to hand Avitli the
sickening difficulties. But then, as their hearts are steel, though their
nerves are anything but iron, they turn not back, but panting and
dispirited, stiuggle ou to the last.
Clement hesitated long at the door, prayed for help and wisdom, and
at last entered the inn and sat doAvn faint at heart, and with his body
in a cold perspiration.
But outside he was another man. He called lustily for a cup of Avine:
it was brought Mm by the landlord. Pie paid for it with money the
convent had supplied him : and made a shoAv of drinking it.
" Landlord," saicl he, " I hear there is a fair chambermaid in thine
house."
"Ay, stranger, the bttxomest in Holland. But she gives not her
company to all comers ; only to good customers."
Friar Clement dangled a massive gold chain in the landlord's sight.
He laughed, and shouted, " Here, Janet, here is a lover for thee Avould
bmd thee in chains of gold : and a taU lad into the bargam I promise
thee."
" Then I am in double luck," said a female voice : " send him
Mther,"
Cleraent rose, shuddered, and passed into the room, where Janet was
seated playing with a piece of work, and laying it down every minute,
to sing a mutUated fragment of a song. For, m her mode of lUe, she
had not the patience to carry anything out.
After a few words of greetmg, the disguised visitor asked her if they
coMd not be more private someAvhere,
" "WTiy not ?" said she. And she rose and snuled, and went tripping
before Mm. He foUowed, groaning iuAvardly, and sore perplexed,
" There," said she, " Have no fear ! Nobody ever comes here, b'at
Buch as pay for the privilege,"
Clement looked round the room, and prayed silently for wisd.iii.
Then he went softly, and closed the Avindow-shutters carefully.
" What on earth is that for ?" said Janet in some luieasineas.
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" Sweetheart," whispered the visitor, vrith a mysterious air, " it is thit
God may not see us."
" Madman," said Janet, " think you a Avooden shutter can keep out
nis eye ?"
" Nay, I know not. Perchance he has too much on hand to notice
us. But I Avotild not the samts ancl angels should see us. Would
vou ? "
" I\Iy poor soul, hope not to escape their sight! The only Avay is not
to think of them ; for if you do, it poisons your cup. For two pins I'd
mn and leaA'e thee. Art pleasant company in sooth."
"After ad, gfrl, so that men see us not, what sigMfy God and the
samts seeing us ? Feel this cham ! 'Tis vfrgin gold. I shad cut two of
these heaAy Unks off for thee."
" Ah ! now thy discourse is to the point." And she handled the
:hain greedily. " Why, 'tis as massy as the cham round the Vfrgin's
neck at the conv—" She did not finish the word.
" Whisht ! wMsht ! AA'Msht! 'Tis it. And thou shalt have thy share.
But betray me not."
" ]\Ionster !" cried Janet, cfraAring back from Mm Arith repugnance,
" Avhat rob the blessed Vfrgm of her chain, and give it to an—"
" You are none," cried Clement, exultingly, " or you had not recked
for that.—:\Iarv ! "
" A h ! ah! a h ! "
'•' Thy patron saint, whose chain tMs is, sends me to greet thee."
She ran screaming to the Arindow and began to undo the shutters.
Her fingers trembled, and Clement had time to debarass himself of his
boots, and his hat, before the Ught streamed in upon hun. He then let
his cloak qtuetly faU, and stood before her, a Domimcan friar, calm and
majestic as a statue, and held his crucifix toAvering over her with a
loA'mg, sad, and solemn look, that somehoAV reUeved her of the physical
part of fear, but crashed her Arith reUgious terror and remorse. She
crouched and coAvered agamst the waU.
" Mary," said he, gently ; " one word ! Are you happy ?"
" As happy as I shaU be m heU."
" And they are not happy at the couA'ent; they weep for you."
" For me ? "
" Day and mght ; above aU the Sister Ursula."
" Poor Ursula !" And the strayed nun began to weep herseU at tha
thought of her friend.
" The angels weep stdl more. Wdt not dry all their tears in earth
and heaA'en, and save thyseU ?"
" Ah ! Avould 1 could : but it is too late."
" Satan aA'aunt," cried the monk, sternly. " 'Tis thy favourite temptation ; and thou, Mary, listen not to the enemy of man, belyhig God, and
whisperuig despafr. I Avho come to save thee have been a far greater
smner than thou. Come, Mary, sin, thou seest, is not so sweet e'en in
tMe Avorld, as holiness ; and etermty is at the door."
" How can they ever receive me again ?"
" 'Tis thefr wortMness thou doubtest now. But in truth they pine fn!
thee. 'Twas in pity of thefr tears that I, a DomiMcan, undertook tliij
task ; and broke the rale of my order by entering an iim ; and broke it;
ajjiiu by .^fi^ninn these lay vestments. But aU is weU done, and quit
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for a Ught penance, if thou Avilt let us rescue thy soul frora this den of
wolves, and bring thee back to thy vows."
The nun gazed at him with tears in her eyes. "And thou a Dominican
hast done this for a daughter of St. Francis ! Why the Franciscans and
Dominicans hate one another."
" Ay, my daughter ; but Francis and Dominic love one another."
The recreant nun seemed stru:k ancl affected by this answer.
Clement UOAV reminded her IIOAV shocked she had been that the Virgin
should be robbed of her cham. " But see now," saicl he, " the convent
and the Vfrgin too think ten times more of thefr poor nun than of
golden chams ; for they freely trusted their chain to me a stranger, that
peradventure the sight of it might touch their lost Mary and remind her
of their love." Finally he showed her Arith such terrible simpUcity the
end of her present course, and on the other hand so revived her dormant
memories and better feelings, that she kneeled sobbing at his feet, and
owned she had never knovAai happiness nor peace since she betrayed her
voAvs ; and said she Avould go back U he Avould go with her ; but alone
she dared not, could not: even if she reached the gate she could never
enter. HOAV could she face the abbess and the sisters ? He told her he
would go Arith her as joyfully as the shepherd bears a strayed lamb to
the fold.
But when he urged her to go at once, up sprung a crop of those
prodigiously petty difficulties that entangle her sex, Uke silken nets, Uker
fron cobwebs.
He quietly swept them aside.
" But hoAV can I Avalk beside thee in this habit ?"
" I have brought the goAvn and cowl of thy holy order. Hide thy
bravery with them. And leave thy shoes as I leave these" (pomtmg to
his horseman's boots).
She coUected her jewels and ornaments.
" What are these for ?" inquired Cleraent.
" To present to the convent, father."
" Their source is too impure."
" But," objected the penitent, "it would be a sm to leave them here.
They can be sold to feed the poor,"
"Mary, fix tMne eye on this crucifix, and trample those clevilisb
baubles beneath thy feet,"
She hesitated ; but soon tMew thera doAvn and trampled on them,
" Now open the window and ffing them out on that dung-hill, 'Tn
weU done. So pass the wages of sin from thy hands, its glittering yokt
from thy neck, its pollution frora thy soul, AAvay, daughter of
St, Francis, we tarry in tMs vile place too long," She foUoAved him.
But they were not clear yet.
At first the landlord Avas so astounded at seeing a black friar and a
grey nun pass through his Mtchen from the inside, that he gaped, and
muttered " "Why, what mummery is this ?" But he soon comprehended
the matter, and wMpped in between the fugitives and the door, " What
Ho ! Reuben ! Carl! Gavm ! here is a false friar spfriting away our
Tanet,"
The men came running in Arith threatening looks. The friar rushed
fit them crucifix in hand. "Forbear," he cried, m a stentorian voice.
''She is a holy nun returning to her vows. The hand that touches bei
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cowl, or her robe, to stay her, it shall Arither, his body shall lie unburiea,
cursed by Rome, and his soul sliaU roast in etemal'fire." '^^hey shrank
back as if a flame had met them. " And thou—miserable p£.nderer!—"
He did not end the sentence in words, but seized the man by the iiecK,
anil, strong as a Uon in his moments of hot excitement, AA'hirled him furiously from the door and sent him all across the room, pitching headforemost on to the stone floor ; then tore the door open ancl carried the
screanung nun out into the road. " Hush ! poor trembler," he gasped •
" they dare not molest thee on the high road. AAvay I"
The landlord lay terrified, haU stunned, ancl bleeding: and Mary,
though she often looked back apprehensively, saAV no more of him.
On the road he bade her observe his impetuosity
" Hitherto," said he, " Ave have spoken of thy faults : now for mine.
My choler is ungovernable ; furious. It is by the grace of God I am not
a murderer. I repent the next moment; but a moraent too late is all
too late. Mary, had the churls laid finger on thee, I should have scattered thefr brains with my cracifix. Oh, I know myseU; go to ; and
tremble at rayseU. There lurketh a A\'dd beast beneath this black goAATi
of mine."
" Alas, father," said Mary, " Avere you other than you are I had been
lost. To take me from that place needed a man wary as a fox; yet bold
as a lion."
Clement reflected. " Thus much is certam: God chooseth well his
fleshly mstrmnents : and Avith imperfect hearts doeth his perfect work
Glory be to God!"
"When t'iey were ne.ar the conA'ent Mary suddenly stopped, and seized
the friar's arm, and began to cry. He looked at her kindly, and told her
she had nothing to fear. It AVOtild be the happiest day she had ever
spent. He then made her sit down and compose herself till he should
retiirn. He entered the couA-ent, ancl desired to see the abbess.
" My sister, give the glory to God: ilary is at the gate."
The astonishment and delight of the abbess Avere unbounded. She
yielded at once to Clement's earnest request that the road of penitence
might be smoothed at first to this unstable AA-anderer, and, after some
opposition, she entered heartily into his A'ICAVS as to her actual reception
•To give time for their Uttle preparations Clement went sloAvly back, and
seating hunself by Mary soothed her: and heard her confession.
" The abbess has granted me that you shall propose your OA^-U
penance."
" It shaU be none the lighter," said she.
" I trow not," said he : " but that is future : to-day is given to joy
alone."
He then led her round the bitddmg to the abbess's postem. As they
went they heard musical mstruments and singing.
" 'Tis a feast-day," said IMary : " and I come to mar it."
" Hardly," said Clement sniiUng ; " seemg that you are the queen of
cne fete."
" I, father ? what mean you ?"
" "What, Mary, have you never heard that there is more joy in heaven
over one smner that repenteth, than over ninety-nine just persons
which need no repentance ? Now t^is convent is not heaven ; nor the
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nuns angels ; yet are there among them some angeUc spirits ; and these
sing and exult at thy return. And here methinks comes one of them ;
lor I see her hand trembles at the keyhole."
The postem Avas flung open, and ui a moment sister Ursula clung sobliing and kissing round her friend's neck. The abbess foUowed more
sedately, but Uttle less moved.
Clement bade them farcAveU. They entreated him to stay: "Out he
told them with much regret he could not. He had already tried his
good brother Jerome's patience, and must hasten to the river: and
perhaps sail for England to-morrow.
So Mary returned to the fold, and Clement strode briskly on toAvarda
the Rhine, and England.
This Avas the man' for whom Margaret's boy lay in Avait with her
letter.
gilt Itartlj.
AND that letter was one of those simple, touching appeals only ner sex
can write to those Avho have used them cruelly, and they love them.
She began by telling hmi of the birth of the Uttle boy, and the comfort
he had been to her in all the cUstress of mind his long and strange
silence had caused her. She described the little Gerard mmutely, not
forgetting the mole on his Uttle finger. " Know you any one that hath
the Uke on his ? If you only saw him you could not choose but be
proud of him ; all the mothers in the street do envy me: but I the
Arives ; for thou comest not to us. My OAVU Gerard, some say thou art
dead. But if thou wert dead how could I be aUve ? Others say that
thou, whom I love so truly, art false. But this AA'UI I beUeve from no
Ups but thine. My father loved thee Avell; ancl as he lay a-dying he
thought he saw thee on a great river, Avith thy face turned towards thy
Margaret, but sore disfigured. Is't so, perchance? Have cruel men
scarred thy sAveet face ? or hast thou lost one of thy precious Umbs ?
Why then thou hast the raore need of me, and I shall love thee not
worse, alas! thinkest thou a Avoman's love is Ught as a man's ? but
better, than I did AA'hen I shed those few drops from my arm, not Avorth
the tears thou cUdst shed for them ; nundest thou ? 'tis not so A'ery long
agone, dear Gerard."
The letter contmued in this strain, and concluded Avithout a word
of reproach or doubt as to his faith and affection. Not that she Avas
free from most distressing doubts: but they Avere not certainties; and to
shoAV them might turn the scale, and frighten him away from her Arich
fear of being scolded. And of this letter she made soft Luke the
bearer.
So she was not an angel after aU.
Luke mingled Avith the passengers of two boats, and cotdd hear nothing
of Gerard EUassoen. Nor cUd this surprise him. He AA'as more surprised
when, at the thfrd attempt, a black friar said to him, someAvhat severely,
' And what would you with him you call Gerard Eliassoen?"
" Why, father, U he is alive I have got a letter for him."
" Humph!" said Jerome. " I am sorry for it. HoAvever, the flesh is
weas. WeU, my son, he you seek Arill be here by the next boat, or tl.'e
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next boat after, Ancl U he chooses to aiisAver to that name—. After il\
I am not the keeper of Ms conscience."
" Good father, one plain word, for heaven's sake. TMs Gerard EUas
wen of Tergou—is he aUve ?"
" Humph ! Why, certes, he that Avent by that name is aUve."
" Well, then, that is settled," said Luke, drily. But the next moniei.}
he found it necessary to ran out of sight and blubber.
" Oh, AA'hy did the Lord make any women?" said he to himseU. " '
was content Arith the Avorld tid I fell m love. Here his little finger ii"
more to her than my whole body, and he is not dead. And here I have
got to giA'e him this." He looked at the letter and dashed it on the
groimd. But he picked it up again Avith a spiteful snatch, and Avent to
the landlord, Avitli tears m Ms eyes, and begged fcir work. The landlord
decUned, said he hacl his OAvn people,
" Oh, I seek not your money," said Luke, " I oMy want sorae work to
keep me from breaking my heart about another man's lass."
" Good lad! good lad!" exploded the landlord ; and found him lots of
barrels to mencl—on these terms. Ancl he coopered AAith fury in the
interval of the boats coming doAvn the Rhuie.

CHAPTER LXXXV.
Ut

Imxth.

WRITING an earnest letter seldom leaves the mind in statu quo. Margaret, in hers, vented her energy and her faith in her dying father's
vision, or dlusion; and, when tlus Avas done, and Luke gone, she Avondered at her credulity, and her conscience pricked her about Luke; and
Catherine came and scolded her, and she paid the price of false hopes,
and elevation of spirits, by falUng into deeper despondency. She was
found in this state by a stanch friend she had lately made ; Joan KeteL
This good woman came m radiant Arith an idea.
" Margaret, I know the cure for thine ill: the hermit of Gouda, a
woncfrous holy man. Wiy, he can ted Avhat is coming, when he is in the
mood."
" Ay, I have heard of hmi," saicl Margaret, hopelessly. Joan Avith
some difficulty persuaded her to walk out as far as Gouda, and consult
the hermit. They took some butter, and eggs, in a basket, and went to
his caA'e.
What had raade the pafr such fast friends ? Jorian sorae six Avceks ago
fell id of a bowel disease ; it began with ragmg pain ; and Avlien this
went off, leaving him Aveak, an aAA'kward symptom succeeded ; nothing,
either Uquid or soUd, would stay in his stomach a minute. The doctor
said: " He must die U this goes on many hours ; therefore, boil thou
noAA- a chicken with a golden angel m the Avater, and let him sup that!"
Alas! Gilt chicken broth shared the fate of the humbler viands, its predecessors. Then the cur6 steeped the thumb of St. Sergius in beef
broth. Same result. Then Joan ran weeping^ to Margaret to borrow
eome Imen to make Ms shroud. " Let me see him," said Margaret. She
came in and felt his rmtae. "^hl" said she, " I doubt they have not
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gone to the root. Open the wmdoAV ! Art stUUng him; now change all
his Unen."
" Alack, Avonian, what for ? Why foul more Unen for a dying man ?"
objected the mediceval Avife.
" Do as thou art bid," said Margaret, dully, and Lit the room.
Joan somehoAV found herself doing as she Avas bid. Margaret returned
AAith her apron ftiU of a floA\'eiing herb. She made a decoction, and
look it to the bedside ; and before giving it to the patient, took a spoonful herself, and .smacked her Ups hypocriticaUy. " That is fair," said he
AA'ith a feeble attempt at humour. " Why, 'tis SAveet, and now 'tis bitter."
She engaged hun in conversation as soon as he had taken it. This bitterSAveet stayed by hmi. Seemg Avliich she built on it as cards are built:
mixed a very little scliiedam in the third spoonful, and a little beaten
yolk of egg in the seventh. And so with the patience of her sex she
coaxed his body out of Death's grasp ; and finally, Nature, being patted
on the back, instead of Mcked under the bed, set Jorian Ketel on his
legs again. But the doctress made them both SAvear never to tell a soul
her guilty deed. " They would put me m prison, aAA'ay from my child."
The'simple that saved Jorian was called sweet feverfcAV. She gathered
it in his OAvn garden. Her eagle eye had seen it growing out of the
Avindow.
ilargaret and Joan, then, reached the hermit's cave, and placed thefr
present on the Uttle platform. Margaret then applied her mouth to the
aperture, made for that purpose, and said: " Holy hermit, we bring thee
butter and eggs of the best: and 1, a poor deserted gfrl, Avife, yet no Arife,
and mother of the SAveetest babe, come to pray thee ted me Avhether he
is quick or dead, true to his VOAVS or false."
A faint voice issued from the cave : " Trouble me not vrith the things
of earth, but send me a holy friar. I am dying."
" Alas!" cried Margaret. " Is it e'en so, poor soul ? Then let us in to
help thee."
" Saints forbid! Thine is a woman's voice. Send me a holy friar!"
They went back as they came. Joan could not help saying, " Are
women imps o' darkness then, that they must not come aMgh a dymg
bed?"
But Margaret Avas too deeply dejected to say anything. Joan appUed
rough consolation. But she Avas not listened to till she said: " And
Jorian AviU speak out ere long; he is just on the boil. He is very
grateful to thee, beUeve it."
" Seeing is beUcAing," repUed Margaret, Avith quiet bitterness.
" Not but what he thinks you might have saved Mm Avith somethmg
more out o' the common than yon, ' A man of my inches to be cured
Ari' feverfcAV,' says he, ' Why, if there is a sorry herb,' says he, ' Why
I Avas thmking o' ptilUng all mme up,' says he, I up and told him
remedies Avere none the better for being far-fetched ; you ancl feverfcAV
cured him, when the grand medicines came up faster than they went
doAvn, So says I, ' You may go doAvn on your four bones to feverfew.
But indeed, he is grateful at bottom; you are all his thought and all hi,
chat. But he sees Gerard's folk comuig arotmd ye, and good friend*
and he said oMy last night—"
"WeU?"
" He made me vow not to teU ye "
Ra 8
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" Prithee, teU me."
" WeU, he said: ' An' U I teU what Uttle I MIOAA', it won't bring hl!S
back, and it AviU set them all by the ears. I Avish I had more headpiece,' said he, ' I am sore perplexed. But least said is soonest mendecL
Yon is Ms faA'Ottrite word; he comes back to't from a mile off'."
Margaret shook her head. " Ay, Ave are wadmg in deep waters, my
poor babe and me."
It Avas Saturday night: and no Luke.
" Poor Luke !" said Margaret. " It was very good of him to go on
BUch an errand."
" He is one out of a hundred," repUed Catherine Avarmly.
" Mother, do you think he Avottld be Mnd to Uttle Gerard ?"
" I am sure he Avould. So do you be kinder to fe'im when he comes
back! WdlyenoAV?"
"Ay."
2;iiE Cloisttr.
BBOTHER CLEMENT, dfrected by the ntms, avoided a bend in the riA'er,
and, striding lustily forward, reached a station some miles nearer the
coast than that Avliere Luke lay in AA'ait for Gerard Eliassoen. And the
next moming he started early, and Avas in Rotterdam at noon. He made
at once for the port, not to keep Jerome Avaitmg.
Hs ol'jserved several monks of his order on the cpiay ; he went to
Ihijm : but Jerome Avas not amongst them. He askecl one of them
wiiether Jerome had arrived ? " Surely, brother," Avas the reply.
" Prithee, where is he ?"
""^ATiere? •\^diy', there !" said the monk, pomting to a ship iu fuU
sail. And Clement noAV noticed that aU the monks Avere looking seaward.
'•' "What, gone AAithout me ! Oh Jerome ! Jerome !" cried he m a voice
of anguish. SeA'eral of the fri.ars turned round and stared.
" You must be brother Clement," said one of them at lengdli; and on
this they kissed him and greeted him Avith brotherly Avarmth, and gaA'e
hvni a letter Jerome had charged them AA'ith for hun. It Avas a hasty
scrawl. The AATiter told him coldly a sMp Avas about to sail for England,
and he Avas loth to lose time. He (Clement) might fodoAV if he pleased,
t)ut he Avotild do much better to stay behind, and jireach to his OAvn
country folk. " Give the glory to God, brother ; you have a Avonderful
power over Dutch hearts : but you are no match for those haughty
islanders : you are too tender.
" Know thou that on the way I met one, AA'ho asked me for thee tmder
the name thou didst bear m the world. Be on thy guard ! Let not the
world catch thee again by any sdken net. And remember, SoUtude,
Fasting, and Prayer are the SAVord, spear, and sMeld of the soul. Farewell."
Clement was deeply shocked and mortified at this contemptuo'ia
iesertion, and this cold-blooded missive.
He prormsed the good monks to sleep at the convent, and to preach
(vherever the prior should appouit (for Jerome had raised him to the
skies as a preacher), and then withdrcAv abruptly, for he was cut to tlie
quick, and AA-anted to be alone. He asked himseU, was there some incurable fault in hiin, repulsive to so true a «ion of DomiMc ? Or wai
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. erome MmseU devoid of that Christian Love which St. Paul had placed
above Faith itself? ShipAvrecked with him, ancl saved on the same
fragment of the Avreck ; Ms pupil, his penitent, his son m the Church,
and now for four hundred mdes his fellow-traveller in CMist; and to be
shaken off Uke dfrt, the first opportunitj', Avith harsh and cold disdauL
" Why, worldly hearts are no colder nor less trusty than this," said he.
" The oMy one that ever reaUy loved me Ues in a gra.ve hard by. Fly
me, fly to England, man bom Arithout a heart; I AriU go and pray over
a grave at Sevenbergen."
Three hours late^ he passed Peter's cottage. A troop of noisy chddren
were playing about the door, ancl the house had been repafred, ancl a new
outhouse added. He turned his head liastdy away, not to disturb a picture Ms memo?-* treasured ; and went to the churchyard.
He sought among the tombstones for Margaret's. He could not find
it. He could not beUeve they had grudged her a tombstone, so searched
the churchyard all over again.
" Oh, poverty ! stern poverty ! Poor soul, thou wert Uke rae; no one
was left that loved thee, when Gerard Avas gone."
He went into the church, and, after Mssing the steps, prayed long and
earnestly for the soul of her whose resting-place he could not find.
Coming out of the church he saw a very old man lookuig over the
Uttle churchyard gate. He went tOAA'ards him, and asked liim did ho
Mve in the place.
" Four score and twelve years, man ancl boy. And I come here every
day of late, holy father, to take a peep. This is where I look to bide ere
long."
" My son, can you tell me where Margaret Ues ?"
" Margaret ? 'There's a many Margarets here."
" Margaret Brandt. She AA'as daughter to a leamed physician."
" As if I dicM't know that," said the old man, pettishly. " But SIKJ
doesn't Ue here. Bless you, they left this a longful AA'hde ago. Gone in
a moment, and the house empty. What, is she dead ? Margaret a Peter
dead ? Now only think on't. Like enow; Uke enow. They great
toAvns do terribly disagree wi' country folk."
" What great towns, my son ?"
" Well 'twas Rotterdam they went to from here, so I heard tell ; or
was it Amsterdam ? Nay, I trow 'twas Rotterdam. And gone there
to die!"
Clement sighed.
"'Twas not in her face now, that I saw. And I can mostly telL
Alack, there was a blooming youngfloAverto be cut off so soon, ancl an
old weed Uke me left standmg still. Well, well, she Avas a May rose
yon ; dear heart, AA'hat a AAinsome smile she had, ancl—"
" God bless thee, ray son," said Clement; " farcAvell!" and he hurriec?
away.
He reached the convent at sunset, and watched and prayed in the
chapel for Jerome and Margaret, tiU it was long past midnight, and hj?
soul had recovered its cold calm.
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CHAPTER LXXXVI.
E^E itarllj.

THE next day, Sunday, after mass, was a bustUng day at Catherine's
house in the Hoog Straet, The shop AA'as now quite ready, and CorneUs
and Sybrandt were to open it next day; thefr naraes were above the
door; also their sign, a white lamb stickmg a gUt sheep, Eli had
come, and brought thera sorae raore goods frora his store to give
them a good start. The hearts of the parents glowed at what they
were doing, and the pair themselves walked in the garden together,
and agreed they Avere sick of their old Ufe, and it was raore pleasant
to make money than Avaste i t ; they vowed to stick to business like
wax. Their mother's qMck and ever watchful ear overheard this
resolution through an open Arindow, and she told EU, The family
supper Avas to include Margaret and her boy, and be a kmd of inaugural feast, at which good trade advice Avas to flow from the elderf,
and good Avine to be drunk to the success of the converts to Commerce
from Agriculture in its unremunerative form,—wild oats. So Margaret
had come OA'cr to help her mother-in-law, and also to shake off her own
deep languor ; and both thefr faces were as red as the ffre. Presently in
came Joan Avith a salad from Jorian's garden.
" He cut it for you, Margaret; you are aU his chat; I shall be
jealous, I told Mm you Avere to feast to-day. But oh, lass, what a sermon in the ncAV kerk ! Preaching ? I neA'er heard it till this day,"
" Would I had been there then," said Margaret; "for I am dried up
for want of dcAV from heaven,"
" Why, he preacheth again tMs afternoon. But mayhap you are wanted
here,"
" Not she," said Catherine, " Corae, away ye go, if y' are minded,"
" Indeed," said Margaret, " methinks I should not be such a damper at
table if I could corae to 't warm from a good sermon."
" Then you must be brisk," observed Joan. " See the folk are wending that Avay, and as I Uve, there goes the holy friar. Oh bless us and
save us, Margaret; the hermit! "We forgot." And this active woman
bounded out of the house, and ran across the road, and stopped the
friar. She returned as qmcUy. " There, I was bent on seeing him
Mgh hand."
" "What said he to thee ?"
" Says he, ' My daughter, I Avdl go to him ere sunset, God AvUling.*
The sweetest voice. But, oh, my mistresses, what thin cheeks for a
young raan, and great eyes, not far from your colour, Margaret."
" I have a great mind to go hear hmi," said Margaret, " But my cap
is not very clean, and they wiU aU be there m their snow-Avlute
mutches."
" There, take my handkerchief out of the basket," .said Catherine;
" you cannot have the chUd, I want Mm for my poor Kate. It is one of
l»er UI days."
Margaret repUed by taking the boy upstairs. She found Kate in
beck
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•* How art thou, sAveetheart ? Nay, I need not ask Thou art in sore
pain ; thou sndlest so. See, I have brought thee one thou lovest."
" Two, by my AA'ay of countmg," said Kate, with an angeUc smdo.
She had a spasm at that moment would have made some of us roai
Uke buds,
"What, in your lap?" said Margaret, answering a gesture cf ths
suffering girl. " Nay, he is too heaAy, and thou in such pain."
" I love hun too clear to feel his Aveight," was the reply,
Margaret took this opportunity, and made her toilet, " I am for the
Kerk," said she, " to hear a beautiful preacher." Kate sighed. " And a
aiinute ago, Kate, I was all agog to go : that is the way Avith me this
month past; up and doAAOi, up and doAvn, like the waves of the Zuyder
Zee. I'd as lieve stay aside thee ; say the Avord !"
" Nay," said Kate, " prithee go; and brmg me back every AVord.
WeU-a-day that I cannot go myself." And the tears stood in tho
patient's eyes. This decided Margaret, ancl she Mssed Kate, looked
under her lashes at the boy, and heaved a little sigh.
" I trow I must not," said she. " I never could kiss hun a Uttle ; and
my father Avas dead against Avaking a child by day or night. "When 'tis
thy pleasure to Avake, speak thy aunt Kate the two ncAV words thou hast
gotten." And she AA'ent out, looMng lovingly over her shoulder, and
shut the door inaudibly.
" Joan, you will lend rae a hand, and peel these ?" said Catherine.
" That I Avid, darae." And the cooking proceeded Avith silent vigour.
" Now, Joan, them which help me cook and serve the meat, they help
me eat i t ; that's a rale."
" There's worse laAvs in Holland than that. Your AriU is ray pleasure,
mistress ; for my Luke hath got Ms supper i' the afr. He is digging today, by good luck." (Margaret came doAvn.)
" Eh, Avonian, yon is an ugly trade. There, she has just Avashed her
face and gi'en her hair a turn, and now who is Uke her ? Rotterdam,
that for you!" and Catherine snapped her fingers at the capital. " Give
us a buss, hussy ! Now mind, Eli won't wait supper for the duke.
Wherefore, loiter not after your kerk is over."
Joan and she both foUoAved her to the door, and stood at it Avatchmg
her a good way down the street. For among homely housewives going
out o' doors is haU an incident. Catherine commented on the launch ;
"there, Joan, it is almost to me as if I had just started my own daughter for kerk, and stood a looking after ; the which I've done it manys
and manys the times. Joan, lass, she won't hear a Avord against our
Gerard ; and, be he aUve, he has used her cruel; that is why my bowels
yearn for the poor wench. I'm older and wiser than she ; and so I'U
wed her to yon simple Luke, and there an end. What's one grandchild?"

CHAPTER LXXXVII.
Klje Cloisttr anb tlje Ifnrtlj.
T H E sermon had begun Avhen Margaret entered the great church of
8t. Laurens. It was a huge edifice, far from completed. Churches were
lot budt in a year. The side aisles were roofed, but not the mid aisle
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noi the chancel; the piUars and arches were pretty perfect, and some of
them whitewashed. But only one Avmdow in the whole church was
glazed; the rest were .at present great jagged openings in the outer walls.
But to-day all these uncouth imperfections made the church beautifuL
It was a glorious summer afternoon, and the sunshine came broken into
tnarveUous forms through those irregular openings, and played beAritchtng pranks upon so many broken surfaces.
It streamed tMough the gaping walls, and clove the dark cool side
aisles with rivers of glory, and dazzled and glowed on the wMte pdlars
beyond.
And nearly the whole central aisle was chequered Arith Ught and shade
in broken outlines ; the shades seeming cooler and more soothmg than
ever shade was, and the lights Uke patches of amber diamond, animated
Arith heavenly fire. And above, frora west to east the blue sky vaulted
the lofty aisle, and seeraed quite close.
The sunny caps of the women made a sea of wMte contrasting ex,qmuiely Arith that viAid vault of blue.
For the mid aisle, huge as it was, was cranuned, yet qmte stiU, The
words and the mellow, gentle, earnest voice of the preacher held them
rjiute,
Margaret stood speU-bound at the beauty, the devotion, "the great
calm," She got behind a pdlar in the north aisle ; and there, though
she could hardly catch a word, a SAveet devotional languor crept over hei
at the loveliness of the place ancl the preacher's musical voice : and
balmy oU seeraed to trickle over the waves in her heart and smooth
them. So she leaned against the pillar with eyes haU closed, and aU
seemed soft and dreamy. She felt it good to be there.
Presently she saw a lady leave an exceUent pla.e opposite, to get out
of the sun, which was indeed pouring on her head frora the vrindow.
Margaret went round softly but swiftly ; and was fortunate enough to
get the place. She was now beside a pillar of the south aisle, and not
above fifty feet frora the preacher. She was at his side, a Uttle behind
him, but could hear every word.
Her attention however was soon disfracted by the shadow of a man's
head and shoulders bobbmg up and dowm so droUy she had sorae ado t*
keep from smiUng,
Yet it was notMng essentiaUy droU,
It was the sexton (Ugging,
She found that out in a raoment by looking behind her, tMough the
•window, to whence the shadow came.
Now as she was looking at Jorian Kttel (Ugging, suddenly a tone of
the preacher's voice fed upon her ear and t e r mind so distinctly, it seemed
UteraUy to strike her, and make her Aibrate mside and out.
Her hand went to her bosom, so strange and sudden was the thrilL
Then she tumed round, and looked at the preacher. His back was
tumed and nothing visible but his tonsure. She sighed. That tonsure,
bemg aU she saw, contradicted the tone effectuaUy,
Yet she now leaned a Uttle forward vrith doAAmcast eyes, hoping for
that accent again. It did not come. But the whole voice grew strangely
upon her. It rose and fell as the preacher warmed : and it seemed to
waken faint echoes of a thousand happy memories. She would not looi
to dispel the melancholy pleasure tMs voice gave her.
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Presently, in the middle of an eloquent period, the jireachcr stoppecL
She almost sighed ; a soothing music had ended. Could the sermon
be ended afready? No: she looked round; the people did not move.
A good many faces seemed noAv to tum her way. She lookecl beMnd
her sharply. There Avas nothing there.
Startled countenances near her noAV eyed the preacher. She followed
their looks ; and there, in the pulpit, Avas a face as of a staring corpse.
The friar's eyes, naturaUy large, and made larger by the thinness of his
cheeks, were dilated to supernatu.ral size, and glaring, her Avay, out of a
bloodless face.
She cringed and turned fearfully round; for she thought there must be
some terrible thing near her. No : there was nothing; she was the outside figure of the listening crowd.
At tMs moment the chtuch fell into comraotion. Figures got up all
over the building, and craned forAvard ; agitated faces by htuidreds gazed
from the friar to Margaret, and from Margaret to the friar. The turning
to and fro of so many caps made a loud rustle. Then came shrieks ot
nervous women, ancl buzzing of men: and ilargaret, seeing so many eyes
levelled at her, shrank terrified behind the pillar, with one scared, hurried
glance at the preacher
Momentary as that glance was, it caught in that stricken face an expression that made her shiver.
She turned famt, ancl sat down on a heap of chips the workmen had
left, and buried her face in her hands. The sermon Avent on again. She
heard the sound of it; but not the sense. She tried to thmk, but her
mind was in a whfrl. Thought would fix itself in no shape but this:
that on that prodigy-stricken face she had seen a look stamped. And
the recollection of that look now made her quiver from head to foot.
For that look was " Recognition."
The sermon, after wavering some time, ended in a strain of exalted,
nay, feverish eloquence, that Avent far to make the crowd forget the
preacher's strange pause, and ghastly glare.
Margaret ndngled hastily Avith the crowd, and Avent out of the church
with them.
They went thefr ways home. But she turned at the door, and went
into the churchyard ; to Peter's grave. Poor as she was, she had glA'en
him a slab and a headstone. She sat down on the slab, and kissed it.
Then thrcAV her apron over her head that no one might dist/nguish her
by her hafr.
" Father," she said, " thou hast often heard me say I am wadmg in
deep waters ; but now I begin to think God only knows the bottom of
them. I'll follow that friar round the Avorld, but I'll see him at arm's
length. And he shaU teU me Avhy he looked toAvards me like a dead
man wakened: and not a soul behind me. Oh father; you often praised
me here : speak a word for me there. For I am Avadiiig in deep Avaters."
Her father's tomb commanded a side AieAv of the church door.
And on that tomb she sat, with her face coA'ered. waylaying the holj
preach w,
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CHAPTER LXXXVHI.
^c €lohttx m'b l^e fearl^.
THE cool church, chequered with sunbeams and croAvned Avith heavenly
purple, soothed and charmed father Clement, as it (Ud Margaret; and
raore, it carried Ms mind dfrect to the Creator of aU good and pure delights. Then Ms eye feU on the great aisle crammed with Ms coimtry
folk; a thousand snoAvy caps, fiUgreed Arith gold. Many a himcfred
leagues he had travelled ; but seen notliing like them, except snow. In
the mornmg he had thundered : but this sweet afternoon seeraed out ol
tune Arith tMeats, His bowels yearned over that raultitude; and he
must teU them of God's love : poor souls, they heard almost as little of
it from the pulpit then a days as the heathen used. He told them the
glad tidings of salvation, 'The people hung upon his gentle, earnest
tongue.
He Avas not one of those preachers who keep gyrating in the pulpit
Uke the weathercock on the steeple. He moved the hearts of others
more than Ms OAvn body. But on the other hand he (Ud not entfrely
neglect those who were in bad places. And presently, warm Avith this
theme, that none of aU that multitude nught miss the joyful tidings of
Christ's love, he tumed him towards the south aisle.
And there, in a stream of sunshine from the window, Avas the radiant
face of Margaret Brandt, He gazed at it Arithout emotion. It just benumbed him soul and body.
But soon the words died in Ms tMoat, and he trembled as he glared
at it.
There, with her aubum hafr bathed in sunbeams, and gUttering Hke
the gloriola of a saint, and her face gloAA'ing doubly, AAith its OAvn beauty,
and the sunshine it was set m—stood his dead love.
She was leaMng very Ughtly against a white column. She was Ustening Avith tender, downcast lashes.
He had seen her Usten so to Mm a hundred times.
There was no change in her. This was the blooming Margaret he had
left: only a shade riper and more lovely.
He stared at her with monstrous eyes and bloodless cheeks.
The people (Ued out of his sight. He heard, as in a (fream, a rustling
•>nd rismg all over the church ; but could not take Ms prodigy-stricken
oyes off that face, aU Ufe, and bloom, and beauty, and that wondrous
'Jlubum hafr gUstemng gloriously in the stm.
He gazed, tliinkmg she must vamsh.
She remained,
AU m a moment she was looking at him, ftdl
Her OAvn Aiolet eyes !!
At this he was beside himseU, and his Ups parted to shriek out her
name, when she turned her head swiftly, and soon after vaMshed, but
not Avithout one more glance, Avliich, though rapid as UghtMng, encotmtered Ms, and left her coucMng and quivermg with her mind in a
Avlifrl, and Mm panting and griping the pulpit convulsively. For this
glance of hers, though not recogmtion, was the startled inquiring, name-
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leim, ^ld^8cribable look, that precedes recognition. He made a mighty
effort, and muttered somethuig nobody cotiM understand : then feebly
resumed his discourse ; and stammered and babbled on a while, till by
degrees forcing himseU, noAV she was out of sight, to look on it as a vision
from the other world, he rose into a state of unnatural excitement, and
concluded m a style of eloquence that electrified the simple ; for it
bordered on rhapsody.
The sermon ended, he sat clown on the ptdpit stool, terribly shaken.
But presently an idea very characteristic of the time took possession of
him. He had sought her grave at Sevenbergen in vain. She had now
been permitted to appear to him, and show him that she Avas buried here;
probably hard by that very pillar, where her spfrit had showed itself
to him.
This idea once adopted soon settled on his mind Arith aU the certainty
/f a fact. And he felt he had only to speak to the sexton (whom to his
|reat disgust he had seen workmg during the sermon), to leam the spot
where she was laid.
The church was now quite empty. He came down frora the pulpit
and stepped through an aperture in the south wall on to the grass, and
Avent up to the sexton. He knew hira in a moment. But Jorian never
suspected the poor lad, Avhose Ufe he had saved, in this holy friar. The
loss of his shapely beard hacl AvonderftiUy altered the outline of his face.'*
This had changed him even more than his tonsure, his short hafr
sprmkled with premature grey, and Ms cheeks thmned and paled by fasts
and AigUs.
"My son," said friar Clement, softly, "if you keep any memory of those
whom you lay in the earth, prithee teU me is any CMistian buried inside
the church, near one of the pillars."
" Nay, father," said Jorian, " here in the churchyard Ue buried all that
buried be. "Why?"
" No matter. Prithee tell me then where Ueth Margaret Brandt."
" Margaret Brandt ?" And Jorian stared stupidly at the speaker,
" She died about three years ago, and Avas buried here,"
" Oh, that is another matter," said Jorian; " that was before my time
the vicar could tell you, likely; if so be she was a gentlcAVoman, or at
the least rich enough to pay him his fee,"
" Alas, my son, she was poor (and paid a heavy penalty for it); but
bom of decent folk. Her father, Peter, was a leamed physician; she
came hither from Sevenbergen—to die."
"When Clement had uttered these words his head sunk upon his breast,
and he seemed to have no power nor vrish to question Jorian more. I
doubt evnn if he kncAV where he was. He was lost in the past.
Jorian put doAvn his spade, and standmg upright in the grave, set his
arms akmibo, and said sulMly, " Are you maMng a fool of me, holy sir,
or has some wag been making a fool of you ?"
And having reUeved Ms mind thus, he proceeded to dig again,
witn u certaui vigour that showed his someAvhat frritable temper waa
tuffled.
* Pietro Vanucci, and Andrea, did not recognise him Arithout his beard. The
fact is, that the beard, which has never kno\»Ti a razor, grows in a very plcturesqua
and characteristic form, and becomes a feature In tho face •, so that it* removal
may in some cases be an effectual dis^uisfl.
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Clement gazed at him with a puzzled but gently reproacMul eye , foi
the tone AA'as rude, and the words unintelUgible,
Good natu red, though crusty, Jorian had not tMoAvn up tMee spadefuls ere he became ashamed of it himseU, " Why what a base churl am
I to speak thus to thee, holy father ; and thou a stancUng there, looking
at nie Uke a lamb. Aha ! I have i t ; 'tis Peter Brandt's grave, you Avctild
fain see, not Margaret's. He does lie here ; hard by the west door.
There ; I'U shoAv you." And he laid down his spade, and put on his
doublet and jerMn to go with the friar.
He did not know there was anybody sitting on Peter's tomb. StUl le£g
that she Avas Avatchuig for tMs holy friar.

CHAPTER LXXXIX.
WHILE Jorian was putting on his doublet and jerkin to go 13 Peter's
tomb, his tongue Avas not idle. " They used to cad him a magician out
Severbergen Ava}'. And they do say he gave 'em a touch of his trade at
partmg ; told 'em hc saw Margaret's lad a coming doAvn Rhine in brave
clothes and store o' money, but his face scarred by foreign glalA'e, and not
altogether so many arms and legs as a Avent aAvay wi'. But, dear he.art,
nought came on't. ]\Iargaret is stid Avearying for her lad ; and Peter,
he Ues as qtuet as his neighbours ; not but what she hath put a stone
slab over hun, to keep him where he is : as you shall see."
He put both hands on the edge of the grave, and Avas about to raise
himself out of it, but the friar laid a trembUng hand on his shoulder, and
said in a strange whisper—
" HOAV loner since died Peter Brandt ? "
" About tAVO months. Why ?"
" Ancl Ms daughter buried him, say you ? "
" Nay, I buried hmi, but she paid the fee and reared the stone,
Why ?"
" Then—but he had but one daughter ; Margaret ?"
" No more ; leastways, that he owned to."
" Then you think Margaret is—is aUve ?"
" Thmk ? "Why I should be dead else. Riddle me that."
"Alas, how can I ? You love her !"
•' No more than reason, bemg a married man, and father of four more
sturdy knaves Uke myself. Nay, the answer is, she saved my Ufe scarce
six weeks agone. Now had she been dead she cotddn't ha' kept me aUve,
Bless your heart I cotddn't keep a tMng on ray stomach ; nor doctors
couldn't make me. My Joan says ' 'Tis time to buy thee a sMoud.' ' I
dare say, so 'tis,' says I ; ' but fry and borrow one ffrst,' In comes luy
lady, this Margaret, which she cUed three years a,go, by your way on't,
opens the windows, makes 'em shift me Avhere I lay, and cures me in the
tvrinkUng of a bed post ; but wi' Avhat ? there pinches the-shoe ; Aritb
the scurviest herb, ancl out of my own garden, too "; vrith sweet fcA'erfefl
A herb, quotha, 'tis a weed ; leastways it Avas a weed tUl it cured me i
but now whene'er I pass my bunch I doff bonnet, and, says I, ' My service t'ye.' Why, how now, father, you look woncfrous pale, and now you
are red ; and now you are white ? "Why, what is the matter ? "What io
Heaven's name is th? matter ?"
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" The surprise—the joy—the wonder—the fear," gasped Clement.
" "Wliy, what is it to thee ? Art thou of Mn to Margaret Brandt ?"
" Nay ; but I knew one that loved her Avell, so well her death mgh
kiUed him, body and soul. And yet thou sayest she lives. And J
b r i e v e thee,"
Jorian stared, and after a considerable silence, said A'ery gravely, "Father,
you have asked me many questions, and I have answered them truly ;
noAv for our Lady's sake answer rae but IAVO. Did you in very sooth
knoAv one who loved this poor lass ? Where ?"
Clement AA'as on the point of reveaUng himself, but he remembered
Jerome's letter, and shrank from being caUecl by the name he had borne
vn the world,
" I knew him in Italy," said he,
" If you kneAV him you can tell me his name," said Jorian, cautiously.
" His name Avas Gerard Eliassoen."
" Oh, but this is strange. Stay, what raade thee say Margaret Brandt
was dead ?"
" I Avas Avith Gerard Avhen a letter came from Margaret Van Eyck,
The letter told him she he loved Avas dead and buried. Let me sit down,,
for my strength fails me. Foul play ! Foul play!"
" Father," said Jorian, " I thank Heaven for sending thee to me. Ay, sit
ye .doAvn ; ye do look like a ghost; ye fast overmuch to be strong. My
m i n i misgives me ; methinks 1 hold the clue to this riddle, and, if I do,
there be IAVO knaves in this toA\'n Avliose heads I Avottld fain batter to
pieces as I do this mould ; " ancl he clenched his teeth and raised his
long spade above his head, and brought it furiously down upon the lieap
several times. " F o u l jilay ? You never said a truer Avord i' your life ;
and, if you know Avhere Gerard is noAv, lose no time, but shoAV him the
trap they have laid for hun. Mine is but a dull head, but whiles the
sloAV hound puzzles out the scent—go to. And I do think you and I ha'
got hold of tAVO ends o' one stick, and a main foul one."
Jorian then, after some of those useless preUminaries men of bis class
ahvays deal in, came to the point of his story. He had been employed
by the burgomaster of Tergou to repafr the floor of an upper room in his
house, and, AA'hen it was almost done, coming suddenly to fetch aAvay his
tools, curiosity had been excited by some loud Avords beloAV, and he had
lain doAA'n on his stomach, and heard the burgomaster talking about a
letter, Avhich CorneUs and Sybrandt Avere niuided to convey into the
yi-ice of one that a certain Hans MemUng was taking to Gerard : " and
it seems their will was good, but thefr stomach Avas small ; so to give
them courage the old man showed them a draAver full of silver, and if
they did the trick they should each put a hand in, and have all the silver
they could hold in't. WeU, father," continued Jorian, " I thought not
much on't at the time, except for the bargain itseU, t'nut kept me awake
mostly all night. Think on't ! Next morning at peep of day Avlio should
I see but my masters ComeUs and Sybrandt come out of their hou.se
each AAith a black eye. ' Oho,' says I, 'Avhat yon Hans hath put his mark
on ye ; well noAV I hope that is aU you have got for your pains.' Didn't
they make for the burgomaster's house ? I to my hiding-place."
At this part of Jorian's revelation the monk's nostrd ddated, and hia
restless eye showed the suspense he Avas m.
"WeU, father," continued Jorian, " the burgomaster brought them in i«
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diat iame room. He had a letter in his hand ; but I am no scholar ;
Iiowaver, I have got as many eyes in my head as the Pope hath, and I
saw the draAver opened, and those tAVO knaves put in each a hand and draw
it out fuU, And, samts m glory, how they tried to hold more, and more,
and more o' yon stuff ! And Sybrandt, he had daubed Ms hand in sometiling sticky, I think 'tAvas glue, and he made shift to carry one or two
pieces lAvay a sticMng to the back of his hand, he ! he ! he ! 'Tis a sin
to latigb. So you see luck was on the Avncong sicle as u s u a l ; they had
done the tiick ; but how they cUd it, that, metMnks, Arill never be knoAvn
tiU doomsday. Go to, they left their immortal jewels m yon drawer.
Wed, they got a handful of sdA'er for them ; the dcA'd had the worst o'
yon bargain. There, father, that is off' m y nund ; often I longed to tell
it some one, but I durst not to the Avonien ; or Margaret would not have
had a friend left in the Avorld; for those IAVO black-hearted AiUians are the
favourites. 'Tis ahvays so. Have not the old folk just taken a brave new
shop for them m this very town, in the Hoog Straet ? There raay you
see thefr sign, a gilt sheep and a lambkm ; a brace of wolves sucking
thefr dam woMd be Mgher the mark. And there the whole famdy feast
tMs day ; oh, 'tis a fine world. What, not a word, holy father ; you sit
there like stone, and have not even a curse to bestow on them, the stonyhearted miscreants. ^^Tiat, Avas it not enough the poor lad Avas all alone
in a strange l a n d ; must his OAATI ffesh and blood go and Ue away the one
blessmg Ms enemies had left him ? And then think of her pining and
pining aU these years, and sitting at the AvindoAv looking adown the street
for Gerard ! and so constant, so tender, ancl t r u e : my AvUe says she is
sure no woman ever loved a man truer, than she loves the lad those
AiUains have parted from her : and the clay never passes but she weeps
salt tears for him. And, when I t h m k , that, but for those two greedy
lying knaves, yon winsorae lad, Avhose Ufe I saved, raight be by her side
this day the happiest he in IloUand ; and the sweet lass, that saved my
lUe, might be sitting Arith her cheek upon her sAveetheart's shoulder, the
hapaiest she in Holland m place of the saddest ; oh, I thfrst for their
bloc^l, the nasty, sneaking, lying, cogging, cowardly, heartless, boweUess
—how n o w ? ! "
The monk started AviMly up, UAid Arith fury and despafr, and rushed
headlo'ig from the place with both hands clenched and raised on high
So ten ible Avas tMs inarticulate burst of fury, that Jorian's puny ire died
out at aght of it, and he stood looking clismayed after the human tempest he had latmched.
WM' e thus absorbed he felt his arm grasped by a small, tremulouH
hand.
It AV:J.S i\Iargaret Brandt.
He started : her coming there just then seemed so strange.
She had Availed long on Peter's tombstone, but the friar did not
cc toe. So she went into the church to see U he was there stUL She
couM not find him.
Presently, going up the south aisle, the gigantic shadow of a friar came
rapidly along the floor and part of a piUar, and seemed to pass through
her. She was near screaming ; but in a moment remembered Jorian's
shadow had come in so from the churchyard : and tried to clamber out
the nearest v a y . She cUd so, but with some dilfictilty ; and by that
time Clement was just disappearina do^wn the street: yet, so expressive at
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times is the body as well as the face, she could see he Avas greatly
agitated. Jorian and she looked at one another, and at the Avild figure
of the distant friar.
" Well ?" said she to Jorian, trembling.
" Well," said he, " you startled me. HOAV come you here- of all
people ?"
" Is this a time for idle chat ? "Wliat said he to you ? He has been
speaking to you ; deny it not."
" Girl, as I stand here, he asked me Avhereabout you were buried in this
.ihurchyard."
"Ah?"
•' I told hira, nowhere, thank Heaven: you were alive and saA'Mg other
folk frora the churchvard."
" WeU ?"
" Well, the long and the short is, he knew thy Gerard in Italy : and a
;etter carae saying you Avere dead ; and it broke thy poor lad's heart.
Let me see ; Avho Avas the letter written by ? Oh, by the demoiselle Van
Eyck. That was his Avay of it. But I up and told him nay ; 'tAvas
licither demoiselle nor dame that penned yon Ue, but Ghysbrecht Van
Swieten, and those foul knaves, CorneUs and Sybrandt ; these changed
the true letter for one of thefr own ; I told him as hoAV I saw the
whole AiUainy done, through a chink ; and now, if I have not been
and told you !"
" Oh, cruel! cruel! But he Uves. The fear of fears is gone.
Thank God!"
" Ay, lass ; and as for thme enemies, I have given them a dig. For
yon friar is friendly to Gerard, and he is gone to EU's house, methinks.
For 1 told hira where to find Gerard's enemies and thme, and wow but
he will give them their lesson. If ever a man was mad with rage, i'^'s yon.
He turned black and Avhite, and parted like a stone from a sling.
Girl, there was thunder m his eye and silence on his Ups. Made me cold
R did."
" Oh, Jorian, what have you done ?" cried Margaret. " Qmck! quick I
help me thither, for the power is gone all out of my body. You knoAV
him not as I do. Oh, if you had seen the blow he gave Ghysbrecht; and
heard the frightful crash ! Come, save him from worse mischief. The
water is deep enow ; but not bloody yet; come !"
Her accents were so full of agony tha't Jorian sprang out of the grave
and came with her, huddling on his jerkm as he went.
But, as they hurried along, he asked her what on earth she meant ?
" I talk of this friar, and you answer me of Gerard."
" Man, see you not, this is Gerard ! "
" This, Gerard ? what mean ye ? "
" I mean, yon friar is my boy's father. I have waited for him long,
Jorian. Well, he is come to me at last. And thank God for it. Oh, my
^oor cliihl! Quicker, Jorian, quicker ! "
" "Why, thou art mad as he. Stay ! By St. Bavon, yon was Gerard's
face ; 'twas nought like it ; yet somehow,—'twas it. Come on ! come
on ! let me see the end of this."
" The end ? How many of us will live to see that ?"
They hurried along m breathless sUence, tiU they reached Hoog
Stra«t.
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Then Jorian tried to reassure her. " You are making your OAvn
trouble," said he ; " who says he has gone tMther ? more likely to tne
convent to weep and pray, poor soul. Oh, cursed, cursed vUlains !"
" Did not you teU him where those viUains bide ?"
" Ay, that I did,"
" Then qmcker, oh Jorian, qmcker, I see the house, Thafik God and
all the saints, I shad be in time to caUn him, I know what I'U say to
hun ; HeaA'en forgive me ! Poor Catherine ; 'tis of her I think : she haa
been a mother to me,"
The shop was a comer house, with two doors : one in the main street,
lor customers, and a house-door round the comer,
IMargaret and Jorian were now AAithin twenty yards of the shop,
when they heard a roar inside, like as of some Avdd animal, and the
friar burst out, wMte and ragmg, and Avent tearing doAvn the street.
Margaret screamed, and sank fainting on Jorian's arm.
J orian shouted after hira, " Stay, raadman, know thy friends."
But he was deaf, and went headlong, shaking his clenched fists Mgh,
Mgh, in the afr.
" Help me in, good Jorian," moaned Margaret, turning suddenly calm.
" Let me know the worst ; and (Ue."
He supported her trembling limbs into the house.
It seemed unnaturaUy stiU ; not a souncL
Jorian's OAvn heart beat fast.
A door was before him, unlatched. He pushed it softly \rith his left
hand, and Margaret and he stood on the tMeshold.
What they saw there you shaU soon know.

CHAPTER XC.
IT was supper-time. EU's famdy were coUected round the board;
Margaret only was missing. To Catherine's surprise, EU said he would
wait a bit for her.
" "Why, I told her you would not wait for the duke."
" She is not the duke: she is a poor, good lass, that hath waited not
Anintites, but years, for a graceless son of mine. You can put the meat
en the board aU the same ; then we can fall to, without further loss o'
tune, Avhen she does come."
The smokmg cdshes smelt so savoury that EU gave way. " She Avdl
come if we begin," said h e ; '' they always do. Come, sit ye do^wn,
L.'istress Joan ; y' are not here for a slave, I trow, but a guest. There,
I hear a quick step—off covers, and faU to."
The covers were Arithdrawn, and the kmves bran(Ushed. Then burst
into the room, not the expected Margaret, but a DomiMcan friar, Uvid
with rav;e.
He AVIS at the table in a moment, in front of ComeUs and Sybrandt,
threAV Ms t.all body over the narrow table, and, -with two hands hovering
above thefr shrinking heads, Uke eagles over a quarry, he cursed them
by name, soul and body, in this world and the next. It was an age eloquent in surses: and this curse was so full, so minute, so bUghting, blasting, vrithering, and tremendous, that I am afraid to put all the words o»
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()a})er. " Cursed be the Ups," he sMieked, " Avhich spoke the Ue that
Margaret was dead ; may they rot before the grave, and kiss AA'hite-hci
iron in hell thereafter ; doubly cursed be the hands that changed tlios
letters, and be they strack off by the hangman's knUe, and handle hell
fire for ever ; thrice accursed be the cruel hearts that did conceive that
damned lie, to part true love for ever ; raay they sicken and Avither on
^•artli joyless, loA'eless, hopeless ; and Arither to dust before their time ;
and b u m in eternal fire." He cursed the meat at their mouths, and
eve.Ty atom of their bodies, from their hair to the soles of their feet.
Then turning from the coAvermg, shuddering pafr, who hacl almost hid
themselves beneath the table, he tore a letter out of his bosom, and flung
it doAATi before his father.
" Read that, thou hard old raan, that didst imprison thy son, read, ancl
see AA'hat monsters thou hast brought into the Avorld. The memory ol
my Avrongs and hers, dAvell A\'ith you all for ever! I Avill meet you again
at the judgment d a y ; on earth ye vvill neA'er see me more."
And in a moment, as he had come, so he was gone, leaving them stiff,
and cold, and white as statues, round the smoMng board.
Ancl this Avas the sight that greeted Margaret's eyes and Jorian's—pale
figures of men and Avomen petrified aro'und the untasted food, as Eastern
poets feigned.
Margaret glanced her eye round, and gasped out, " Oh, j o y ! all here ;
no blood hath been shed. Oh, you cruel, cruel men ! I thank God he
hatn not slain you."
At sight of her Catherine gave an eloquent scream; then turned her
head aAvay. But EU, Avho had just cast his eye OA'er the false letter,
and begun to understand it all, seeing the other Aictim come in at that
very moment Avith her A\'rongs reflected in her SAveet, pale face, started to
his feet in a transport of rage, and shouted, " Stand clear, ancl let me get
at the traitors. I'll hang for them." And in a moment he Avhipped out
his short SAVord, and fell upon them.
" Fly !" screamed Islargavet " F l y ! "
They slipped hoAvling under the table, and craAA'led out the other sicle.
But, ere they could get to the door, the furious old man ran rotmd and
intercepted them. Catherine only screamed and Avrung her hands ; your
notables are generally useless at such a time ; and blood Avottld certainly
have floAved, but Margaret and Jorian seized the fiery old man's ai'ms,
and held them AAith all their might, AA'hdst the pair got clear of the
house ; then they let Mm go ; ,and he Avent vaiidy raging after them out
frto the street.
They Avere a furlong off, runmng like hares.
He hacked doAvn the board on Avhich their names Avere AATitten, and
brought it in doors, and flung it into the chimney-place.
Catherine Avas sitting rocMng herself Avith her apron over her head.
Joan had run to her husband. Margaret had her amis round Catherme's
aeck ; and, pale and panting, was yet making efforts to comfort her.
ilut it was not to be done. " O my poor children!" she cried. " O
raiserable mother ! 'Tis a mercy Kate was ill upstairs. There, I havo
lived to thank God for t h a t ! " she cn-ed, Avith a Iresh burst of sobs. " It
would have kdled her. He had better have stayed in Italy, as come
home to curse Ms OAATI flesh and blood and set 'is aU by the ears."
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" Oh, hold your chat, woman," cried EU, angrily ; " you are stdl on
the side of the dl-doer. You are cheap served ; your weakness made the
rogues what they are ; I was for correcting them in thefr youth: for sore
iUs, sharp remedies ; but you stiU sided with thefr faults, and undermined me, and bafiled Arise severity. And you, Margaret, leave comforting her that ought rather to conifort you ; for what is her hurt to yours ?
But she never had a gram of justice under her sMn; and never will. So
come thou to rae ; that ara thy father from tMs hour,"
This was a command ; so she Mssed Catherine, and went tottering to
him, and he put her on a chair beside him, and she laid her feeble head
on his honest breast: but not a tear: it was too deep for that,
" Poor lamb," said he. After awMle—" Corae, good folks," said true
R i , in a broken A'oice, to Jorian and Joan, " we are m a Uttle trouble, as
you see ; but that is no reason you should starve. For our Lady's sake,
faU to ; and add not to my grief the reputation of a churl, "What the
dickens !" added he, Arith a sudden ghastly attempt at stout-heartedness,
" the more knaves I have the luck to get shut of, the more my need of
trae men ancl Avoraen, to help me clear the dish, and cheer mine eye
with honest faces about me where else were gaps, FaU to, I do
entreat ye,"
Catherine, sobbmg, backecl his rec^uest. Poor, simple, antique, hospitable souls! Jorian, whose appetite, especiaUy since his iUness, waa
very keen, was for acting on this hospitable iuAitation ; but Joan wMspered a Avord in his ear, and he instantly cfrew back, " Nay, I'U touch
no meat that holy Church hath cursed."
" In sooth, I forgot," said EU, apologeticaUy. " My son, Avho waa
neared at my table, hath cursed my victuals. That seems strange. WeU,
what God Avids, man must bow to."
The supper was flung out into the yard.
Jorian took Ms wife home, and heavy sadness reigned in EU's house
that mght.
Meantime, where was Cleraent ?
Lying at full length upon the floor of the convent church, vrith his
Ups upon the lowest step of the altar, in an mdescribable state of terror,
misery, peMtence, and seU-abasement: through aU wMch struggled
gleams of joy that I\Iargaret was aUve.
Night fell and found him lying there weeping, and praying: and
morning would have found him there too ; but he suddeMy remembered that, absorbed in his own Avrongs and Margaret's, he had committed another sin besides mtemperate rage. He had neglected a
dying mam
He rose instantly, groaning at Ms accumulated Arickedness, and set
out to repafr the orMssion. The weather had changed ; it was raining
hard, and, when he got clear of the toAvn, he heard the wolves baying;
they were on the foot. But Clement was himseU agam, or nearly; he
thought little of danger or discomfort, haA'ing a shameful omission ol
reUgious duty to repafr: he went stoutly forward through rain and
darkness.
And, as he went, he often beat his breast, and cried, "Mea Culpa I
Mea Culpa!"
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CHAPTER XCL
WHAT that sensitive mind, and tender conscience, ancl loving heai-t,
and reUgious soul, went through even m a few hours, under a situation
so sudden and tremendous, is perhaps beyond the power of words to
paint.
Fancy yourself the man; and then put yourself in his place !
Were I to Avrite a volume on it, Ave should have to come to that at
last,
I shall relate his next two overt acts. They indicate his state of
mmd after the first fierce tempest of the soul had sub.sided.
After spendmg the night Arith the dying hermit in giAing and receiving holy consolations, he set out not for Rotterdam, but for Tergou. He
went there to confront his fatal enemy the burgomaster, and, by means
of that parchment, whose history by-the-by was itseU a romance, to make
Mm disgorge; and give Margaret her OAvn.
Heated and dusty, he stopped at the fountain, and there began to eat
his black bread and drink of the Avater. But m the nuddle of his frugal
meal a female servant came runnmg, and begged him to come and shrive
her dying master. He returned the bread to his wallet, and foUowed her
Arithout a word.
She took him—to the Stadthouse.
He drew back with a little shudder when he saw her go in.
But he almost instantly recovered himself, and foUowed her into the
house, and up the stafrs. And there in bed, propped up by pillows, lay
Ms deadly enemy, looking afready Uke a corpse.
Clement eyed him a raoment from the door, and thought o^ aU—the
tower, the wood, the letter. Then he said in a low voice, " Pax vobiscum !" He trembled a Uttle whUe he said it.
The sick man welcomed him as eagerly as his weak state permitted.
" Thank heaven, thou art come m time to absolve me frora ray sms,
father, and pray for my soul, thou and thy brethren."
" My son," said Clement, " before absolution cometh confession. In
which act there must be no reservation, as thou vainest thy soul's weal
Bethink thee, therefore, wherein thou hast most offended God and tha
Church, while I offer up a prayer for wisdom to dfrect thee."
Cleraent then kneeled and prayed; and, when he rose from his knees,
he said to Ghysbrecht, Arith apparent calmness, " My son, confess thy
sins."
" Ah, father," said the sick man, " they are many and great."
" Great then be thy peMtence, my son; so shalt thou find God's mercy
great."
Ghysbrecht put his hands together, and began to confess with every
appearance of contrition.
He owned he had eaten meat in mid-Lent. He had often absented
himseU from mass on the Lord's day, and samts' days: and had trifled
with other reUgious observances, wMch he enumerated vrith scrupulous
fidelity.
When he had done, the friar said qMetly, " 'Tis weU, my son. Thes«
ff F 2

436

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH.

be faults. Now to thv crimes. Thou hadst done better to begin with
them."
" AATiy, father, AA'hat crimes Ue to my account if these be none ?"
" A m I confessmg to thee, or thou to me?" said Clement, somewhat
severely.
•' ForgiA'e rae, father ! Wliy, surely, I to you. But I know not what
you caU criraes."
" The seven deadly sins, art thou clear of them ?"
" Heavefn forfend 1 should be gudty of them. I know thera not by
name."
" Many do them all, that cannot name them. Begin Arith that one
wMch leads to lying, theft, and murder."
" I am qMt of that one, any way. How caU you it ?"
" AA'arice, my son."
" AA'arice ? Oh, as to that, I have been a saving man aU my day ;
aut I have kept a good table, and not altogether forgotten the poorBut, alas, I am a great sinner. Mayhap the next AviU catch me. What
is the next ?"
" We have not yet clone Arith tMs one. Bethink thee, the Church is
not to be trifled with."
" Alas ! am I in a concUtion to trifle vrith her now ? Avarice ? Avarice ?"
He looked puzzled and mnocent.
" Hast thou ever robbed the fatherless ?" inqufred the friar.
" Me i robbed the fatherless ?'' gasped Ghysbrecht; " not that I
mind."
" Once more, my son, I am forced to ted thee thou art trifling with
the Church. ]\Iiserable man ! another CA'asion, and I leave thee, and
fiends Avdl straightAvay gather round thy bed, and tear thee down to the
bottondess pit."
" Oh, leaA'e me not ! leaA'e me not! " sMieked the terrified old man,
" The Church knoAvs aU. I m^lst have robbed the fatherless. I wdl
tfonfess. Who shad I begin Avith ? My memory for names is shaken."
The defence was skilful, but in this case faded.
" Hast thou forgotten Floris Brandt ?" said Clement, stondy.
The sick man reared himseU in bed in a pitiable state of terror.
" How kneAV you that ?" said he.
" The Church knows many things," said Clement, coldly, " and by
many ways that are dark to thee. Miserable unpeMtent, you caUecl her
to your side, hopmg to deceive her. You said ' I AVIU not confess to tho
cure, but to some friar who knows not my misdeeds. So AviU I cheat the
Church on my death-bed, and (Ue as I have UA'ed.' But God, kinder to
thee than thou art to thyseU, sent to thee one whom thou couldst not
deceive. He has tried thee ; he was patient with thee, and warned thee
not to trifie Arith holy Church ; but aU is in vam ; thou canst not
confess ; for thou art impemtent as a stone. Die, then, as thou hast
lived, Methinks I see the fiends crowdmg round the bed for thefr prey.
They wait but for me to go. And I go."
He tumed Ms back ; but Ghysbrecht, in extrenuty of terror, caugh.
him by the frock. " Oh, holy man, mercy ! stay. I AA'UI confess aU, aU
I robbed my friend Floris. Alas, would it had ended there ; for he lost
little by me ; but I kept the land from Peter Ms son, and from Mar-
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garet, Peter's daughter. Yet I was always gomg to give it back ; bat .'
couldn't, I couldn't."
" Avarice, my son, avarice. Happy for thee 'tis not too late."
" No. I Avdl leave it her by will. She will not have long to wait lor
it now ; not aboA'e a month or IAVO, at farthest."
" For Avhich month's possession thou wouldst damn thy soul for ever.
Thou fool!"
The sick man groaned, and prayed the friar to be reasonable. The
friar funily, but gently and persuasively, persisted, and Avith infaiite
patience detached the dying man's gripe from another's property. There
Avere times Avhen his patience Avas tried, and he Avas on the point ot
thrusting his hand into his bosom and producing the deed, Avliich he liad
brought for that purpose ; but after yesterday's outbreak he Avas on his
guard against choler ; and, to conclude, he conquered his impatience ;
he conc|uered a personal repugnance to the man, so strong as to make
his own flesh creep all the tune he Avas struggling Avith this miser for his
soul: and at last, Avithotit a Avord about the deed, he AA'OU upon him to
make full and prompt restitution.
HOAV the restitution was made will be briefly related elsewhere : also
certain curious effects produced upon Ghysbrecht by i t ; and when and
on Avhat terms Ghysbrecht and Clement parted.
I promised to relate two acts of the latter, mcUcative of Ms nund.
This is one. The other is tolcl in two words.
As soon as he was qmte sure Margaret had her own, and was a rich
woman—
He (Usappeared,

CHAPTER XCII.
IT was the day after that terrible scene : the Uttle house in the Hoog
Straet was Uke a grave, and none more listless and dejected than Catherine, so busy and sprightly by nature. After dinner, her eyes red Avitli
tveeping, she went to the convent to try and soften Gerard, ancl lay the
first stone at least of a reconciliation. It AA as some time before she could
make the porter understand whom she Avas seeking. Eventually she
leamed he had left late last night, and was not expected back. She went
sighmg Avith the news to Margaret. She found her sitting idle, like one
with Avhom Ufe had lost its savour ; she had her boy clasped so
tight in her arms, as if he Avas all she had left, and she feared some
one would take him too. Catherine begged her to come to the Hoog
Straet.
" W h a t f o r ? " sighed Margaret. " Y o u cannot but say to yourselves,
she is the cause ol aiL'"
" Nay, nay," said Catherine, " we are not so iU-hearted, and EU is so
fond on you ; you Arid, may be, soften him."
" Oh, if you think I can do any good, I'll come," said Margaret, Arith
a Aveary sigh.
Thev found EU and a carpenter puttmg u p another name in place of
ComeUs's and Sybrandt's and what should that name be, but Margaret
Brandt'J.
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With all her affection for Margaret, this Avent tMough poor Catherine
Uke a knife. " The bane of one is another's meat," said she.
"Can he make rae spend the money unjustly ?" repUed Margaret,
coldly.
" "You are a good sotd," said Catherine. " Ay, so best, sith he is the
Etrongest."
The next day Gdes cfropped in, and Catherine told the story all m
favour of the black sheep, and invited Ms pity for them, anathematized
Oy thefr brother, and tumed on the Aride world by their I'ather. But
Gdes's prejudices ran the other Avay; he heard her out, and told her
bluntly the knaves had got off cheap ; they deserved to be hanged at
Margaret's door into the bargain, and, dismissing them with contempt,
crowed Arith deUght at the return of his favourite. " I'll slioAV him,"
said he, " Avhat 'tis to have a brother at court Avith a heart to serve a
friend, and a head to pomt the Avay."
'' Bless thee, Gdes," murmured Margaret, softly.
" Thou wast ever Ms stanch friend, dear Gdes," said little Kate ;
" but alack, I knoAV not what thou canst do for Mra now."
Giles had left them, and aU was sad and sUent again, AA'hen a wellfressed man opened the door softly, and asked was Margaret Brandt
here.
" D'ye hear, lass ? You are wanted," said Catherine, briskly. In her
the Gossip was indestructible.
" WeU, mother," said Margaret, listlessly, " and here I am."
A shuffling of feet was heard at the door, and a colourless, feeble, old
man AA'as assisted into the room. It was Ghysbrecht Van SAvieten. At
sight of Mm, Catherme shrieked, and threw her apron OA'er her head,
and Margaret shuddered violently, and turned her head swiftly away,
not to see him,
A feeble voice issued frora the strange visitor's Ups, " Good people, a
dying man hath come to ask your forgiveness,"
" Come to look on your Avork, you mean," said Catherine, taMng doAvn
her apron and btu"sting out sobbmg, " There, there, she is fainting;
look to her, Eli, cpuck,"
" Nay," said Margaret, in a feeble voice, " the sight of him gaA'e me a
turn, that is aU, Prithee let hira say Ms say, and go ; f jr he is the
murtherer of me ancl ndne,"
" Alas," said Ghysbrecht, " I am too feeble to say it standing, and no
one biddeth me sit doAA'n,"
EU, AA'ho had foUowed him into the house, interfered here, ancl said,
Salf suUeMy, haU apologeticaUy, " WeU, burgomaster, 'tis not oiu Avont
to leave a Aisitor standing whdes Ave sit. But, man, man, you have
wrought us too much iU," And the honest feUow^s A'oice began to shak*
•with anger he fought hard to contam, because it AA'as his own house.
Then Ghysbrecht found an adA'ocate m one AA'ho seldom spoke in vain
in that family.
It was Uttle Kate. " Father, mother," said she," my duty to you, but
tMs is not well. Death squares aU accounts. And see you not death in
Ms face ? I shaU not Uve long, good friends : and his tune is whortei
than mine."
Eli made haste and set a cMi^ii- for their dying enemy with Ms own
hands. Ghysbrecht's attendants put him into it. "Go htch the boxes,"
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said he. They brought in two boxes, and then retfred, leaving their
master alone in the family he had so crueUy injured.
Every eye was now bent on him, except Margaret's, He undid the
boxes, Avith unsteady fingers, and brought out of one the title-deeds of a
property at Tergou, " This land and these houses belonged to Floris
Brandt, and do belong to thee of right, his granddaughter. These I did
usurp for a debt long since defrayed vrith interest. These I now restore
their rightful OAvner vrith pemtent tears. In this other box are tMee
hundred and forty golden angels, being the rent and fines I have received from that land more than Floris Brandt's debt to me. I have
kept compt, stid meanmg to be just one day ; but Avarice withheld me.
Pray, good people, against temptation ! I was not bom (Ushonest: yet
you see."
" Well, to be sure ! " cried Catherine. " And you the burgomaster i
Ha,st whipt good store of thieves m thy day. However," said she, on
second thoughts," 'tis better late than never. "What, Margaret, art deaf 1
The good raan hath brought thee back thine OAvn. Art a rich AVoraan.
Alack, what a mountam o' gold !"
" Bid him keep land and gold, and give me back my Gerarcl, that he
stole frora me Avith his treason ;" said Margaret, Arith her head stiU
averted.
" Alas !" said Ghysbrecht, " would I could. "What I can I have done.
Is it nought ? It cost me a sore struggle ; and I rose from my last bed
to do it myseU, lest sorae mischance should come betAveen her and her
rights,"
" Old raan," said Margaret, " since thou, whose idol is peU, hast done
this, God and the saints wUl, as I hope, forgive thee. As for me, I am
neither saint nor angel, but oMy a poor woman, whose heart thou hast
broken. Speak to him, Kate ; for I am like the dead,"
Kate meditated a Uttle whde; and then her soft sdvery voice fell Uke
a soothing melody upon the air, " My poor sister hath a sorrow that
riches caimot beak Give her time, Ghysbrecht; 'tis not in nature she
should forgive thee all. Her boy is fatherless ; and she is neither maid,
wife, nor widow ; and the blow feU but two days syne, that laid her
heart a bleeding."
A single heavy sob from Margaret was the comment to these
words.
" Therefore, give her time ! And, ere thou diest, she vriU forgive thee
aU, ay, even to pleasure me, that haply shall not be long behind thee,
Ghysbrecht. Meantime, we, whose wounds be sore, but not so deep as
hers, do pardon thee, a peMtent and a dying raan ; and I, for one, wiU
pray for thee from this hour ; go m peace !"
Their Uttle oracle had spoken; it was enough. EU even invited
him to break a manchet and (frink a stoup of wine to give Mm heart
for his journey.
But Ghysbrecht declined, and said what he had done was a cordial to
liim. " Man seeth but a Uttle way before Mm, neighbour. TMs land I
clung so to it was a bed of nettles to me aU the time. 'Tis gone : and I
feel happier and UveUer like for the los;; on't."
He called his men and they Ufted him into the Utter.
When he was gone Catherine gloated over the money. She had
never seen so much together, and was almost angry Arith Margaret^
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for "s.ttmg out there Uke an image." And she ddated on the ailAr^ntages of money.
And she teased Margaret tiU at last she prevaUed on her to come anJ
look at it,
' Better Ut her be, mother," said Kate, " How can she relish gold,
with a heart m her bosom Uker lead?" But Catherme persisted.
The result was, Margaret looked down at ad her wealth Arith wondering eyes. Then suddeMy wrung her hands and cried with piercing
angidsh, " Too late ! Too late !" And shook off her leaden despondency,
only to go into strong hysterics over the Avealth that came too late to be
shared with him she loved,
A Uttle of tMs gold, a portion of this land, a year or two ago, when it
vas as much her own as now ; and Gerard would have never left her
•ide for Italy or any other place.
Too late ! Too late !

CHAPTER XCIII.
NOT raany days after this came the news that Margaret Van Eyck was
>!ead and buried. By a AA'dl she had raade a year before, she left aU her
property, after her funeral expenses and certain presents to Reicht
Heyne.s, to her dear daughter Margaret Brandt, requesting her to keep
Reicht as long as unmarried. By tMs AriU Margaret inherited a furnished house, and pictures and sketches that m the present day Avould be
a forttme : among the pictures was one she valued raore than a gallery of
others. It represented " A Betrothal." The solemnity of the ceremony
was marked in the grave face of the raan, and the deratire complacency
of the woman. She was painted almost entfrely by Margaret Van Eyck,
but the rest of the picture by Jan. The accessories were exquisitely
finished, and remain a marvel of skUl to this day. Margaret Brandt sent
word to Reicht to stay m the house tUl such time as she could find the
heart to put foot in it, and miss the face and voice that used to meet her
there : and to take special care of the picture " in the Uttle cubboord :"
ireaning the (Uptych.
The next thing was, Luke Peterson came horae, and heard that Geraii
A^as a raonk.
He was Uke to go mad vrith joy. He came to Margaret and said,
" NeA'er heed, mistress. If he cannot marry you I can,"
" You ? " said Margaret, " Why, I have seen him,"
" But he is a friar."
" He was my husband, and my boy's father long ere he was a friar,
Ancl I have seen him. I've sern him."
Luke was thorougMy puzzled. " I'U teU you what," said he ; I have
got a cousin a lawyer. I'U go and ask him whether you are married or
single."
" Nay, I shaU ask my OAvn heart, not a laAvyer. So that is your regard
for me ; to go making me the toAvn talk, oh, fie ! "
" That is done afready Arithout a word from me."
" But not by such as seek my respect. And if you do it, never com*
nigb me again."
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* Ay, said Luke," Avith a sigh, "you are Uke a dove to aU the rest; but
f oa are a hard-hearted tyrant to me."
" 'Tis your OAVU fault, dear Luke, for Avooing me. That is what lets me
from being as k m d to you as I desfre. Luke, my bonny lad, listen to
me. I am rich now ; I can make my friends happy, though not myseU.
Look round the street, look round the parish. There is many a quean in
it, fairer than I tvrice told, and not spoiled with Aveepmg. Look high ;
and take your choice. Speak you to the lass herself, and I'll speak to
the mother ; they shaU not say thee nay ; take my word for't."
" I see Avhat ye mean," said Luke, turning A'ery red. " But if I can't
have your liking, I AVUI none o' your money. I Avas your servant Avheii
you were poor as I ; and poorer. No : if you would Uever be a friar's
leman than an honest man's wife, you are not the woman I took you for;
so part we withouten malice : seek you your conifort on yon road, where
never a she did find it ye% and, for me, I'U live and die a bachelor.
Good even, mistress."
" FareAvell, dear Luke : and God forgive you for saying that to
me."
For some days Margaret dreaded, almost as much as she desired, the
comuig intervicAV with Gerarcl. She said to herself, " I Avonder not he
keeps aAvay a while ; for so should I." HoAvever, he Avotild hear he Avas
a father : and the desire to see their boy woidd overcome everything ;
" And," said the poor girl to herseU, " if so be that meeting does not kid
me, I feel I shall be better after it than I am now."
But when day after day went by, and he Avas not heard of, a freezing
stt.spicion began to crawl and creep toAvards her mind. "What if his
absence was mtentional ? What U he had gone to some cold-blooded
monks his felloAvs, and they had told him never to see her more 1
The convent had ere this shoAvn itseU as merciless to true lovers as
the grave itself
At this thought the very life seemed to die out of her.
And now for the first time deep indignation mingled at times Avith her
grief and apprehension. " Can he have ever loA'ecl me ? To ran from
me and his lioy without a word ! Why this poor Luke thuiks more of
me than he does."
While her mind was in this state, Giles came roaring. " I've hit the
clout; our Gerard is Vicar of Gouda."
A very brief sketch of the dwarf's court lUe wiU suffice to prepare the
reader for his oAvn account of this feat. Some months before he Avent to
court his intelligence hacl budded. He Mmself dated the change from a
certain 8th of June, when, SAvinging by one hand along Avith the week's
washing on a tight rope in the drying ground, something Avent crack
inside his head ; and lo! inteUectual poAvers unchained. At court hi..
shreAvdness and bluntness of speech, coupled A^'ith his gigantic voice and
his small stature, made him a Power : Avithout the last item I fear they
would have conducted him to that unpopular gynmasitini, the galloAvs,
The young Duclit;ss of Burgundy, and Mane the luiress apparent, both
petted lifrii, as great ladies have petted dAvarfs in all ages ; and the court
poet melted butter by the six-foot rule, and poured enough of it doAvn
Ms back to steAv GoUah in. He even amplified, versified, and enfeebled,
jertain rough and ready sentences dictated by Giles,
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The centipedal prolixity that resulted went to Eli by letter, thus
er titlad,
" The high and puissant Princess Marie
of Bonrgogne her lytel jantilman hys
complaynt of y° Coort, and
praise of a rustical! lyfe, versificated, and empapyred
by me the lytel jantilman's right loArynge
and obsequious serritor, etc."
But the dwarf reached Ms climax by a happy mixture of mind and
muscle ; thus :
The day before a grand court joust he chaUenged the duke's giant to
a trial of strength. TMs chaUenge made the gravest grin, and aroused
expectation.
Giles had a lofty pole planted ready, and at the appointed hour Avent
ap it Uke a squfrrel, and by strength of arm raade a right angle Arith his
body, and so remained : then sUd doAvn so qmcMy, that the Mgh and
puissant prmcess squeaked, and hid her lace in her hands, not to see the
deimse of her pocket-Hercules.
The giant effected only about ten feet, then looked ruefudy u p and raefuUy down, and descended, bathed m perspfration, to argue the matter.
" I t was not the dwarf's greater strength, but Ms smaUer body."
The spectators received this excuse vrith loud derision. There was the
fact, the dwarf was great at mounting a pole : the giant only great at
excuses. I n short GUes had gauged thefr mteUects : Arith his OAATI body
no doubt.
" Come," said he, " an' ye go to that, I'U wrestle ye, my lad, if so be
you Arill let me blmcUold your eyne."
The giant, smarting under defeat, and tMnking he cotdd surely recover
it l)y this means, readdy consented.
" Madam," said Gdes, " see you yon blind Samson ? At a signal from
me he shad make me a low obeisance, and unbonnet to me."
" HOAV raay that be, being blinded ?" inqufred a maid of honour.
" That is my affafr."
" I'U wager on Gdes for one," said the princess.
When several wagers were laid pro and con, Giles hit the giant in the
bread-basket. He Avent double (the obeisance), and Ms bonnet fell oft'.
The company yeUed Arith deUght at tMs delicate stroke of Arit, and
Giles took to his heels. The giant followed as soon as he could recover
his breath and tear off his bandage. But it was too late ; Gdes had prepared a little door in the waU, through which he could pass, but not a
giant, and hacl coloured it so artfully it looked Uke waU ; this door he
tore open, and went heacdong tMough, leaving no vestige but tMs posy,
AA'ritten very large upon the reverse of Ms trick dooi
!f ong limbs, big boirg, toaitting fuii,
§2 toM aiib tuist is bft anb bit.
After this Giles becarae a Force.
He shall now speak for himseU.
Finding Margaret unable to beUeve the good news, and sceptical as
to the affafrs of holy Church being administered by dwarfs, he narrated
as foUows ;
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" When the princess sent for me to her bedroom as of custom, to keep
her out of languor, I came not mirthfvd nor fuU of country (Ucts, as is my
wont, but dull as lead.
" ' Why what adeth thee ?' quo' she. ' Art sick ?' ' At heart,' quo' T.
' Alas, he is in love,' quo' she. Whereat five brazen hussies, which they
caU thera maids of honour, did giggle loud. ' Not so mad as that,' said I,
' seemg what I see at court of women folk.'
" ' There, ladies,' quo' the princess, ' best let him a be. 'Tis a Uberal
mannlMn, and still giveth raore than he taketh of saucy words.'
" ' In all sadness,' quo' she, ' what is the matter ?'
" I told her I was mediteting, and what perplexed me was, that other
folk could noAV and then keep thefr word, but princes never.
" ' Heyday,' says she, ' thy shafts fly high this morn.' I told her, ' Ay,
for they hit the Truth.'
" She said I was as keen as keen; but it became not me to put
riddles to her, nor her to answer them. ' Stand aloof a bit, mesdames,' said she, ' and thou speak withouten fear ;' for she saw I was
in sad earnest,
" I began to quake a b i t ; for mind ye, she can doff freedom and don
dignity qmcker than she can slip out of her dressing-gown into kirtle of
state. But I raade ray voice so soft as honey ; (Avherefore smilest ?) and
1 said, ' Madam, one evenmg, a matter of five years agone, as ye sat AA'ith
your raother, the Countess of Charolois, who is now in heaven, worse
luck, you vri' your lute, and she wi' her tapestiy, or the Uke; do ye mind
there came into ye a fafr' youth—with a letter from a painter body, one
Margaret Van Eyck ?'
" She said she thought she did. ' Was it not a taU youth, exceeding
comely ?'
" ' Ay, madam,' said I ; ' he was my brother.'
" ' Your brother ?' said she, and did eye me like aU over. ("What dost
smile at ?)
" So I told her all that passed betAveen her and Gerard, and how she
was for giving hun a bishopric ; but the good Countess said, ' Gently,
Marie ! He is too young ;' and Avith that they did both promise him a
Uving ; ' Yet,' said I, ' he hath been a priest a long while, and no Uving.
Hence my bile.^
" ' Alas !' said she, ' 'tis not by my good Arill. For aU this tlio^i hast
said is sooth; and raore, I do remember my dear raother said to me,
" See thou to it U I be not here."' So then she cried out, ' Ay, dear
mother, no word of thine shaU ever fall to the ground.'
" I seeing her so ripe, said quickly, ' Madam, the Vicar of Gouda died
last week.' (For Avlien ye seek favours of the great, behoA'es ye knoAV the
very thing ye aim at.)
" ' Then thy brother is Vicar of Gouda,' quo' she, ' so sure as I am
hefress of Burgundy and the Netherlands. Nay, thank rae not, good
Gdes,' quo' she ; ' but my good mother. And I do thank thee for giving
of me somewhat to do for her memory,' And doesn't she faU a weeping
for her mother ? and doesn't that set me off a sniveUing for my good
brother that I love so dear, and to think that a poor Uttle eU like me
could yet speak in the ear of princes, and make my beautiful brother
Vicar of Gouda ; eh, lass, it is a bonny place, and a bonny manse,
and hawthorn in every bush at spring-tide, and dog-roses and eglan-
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tine in CA'cry summer hedge. I knoAV what the poor fool affects, leaA'e
that to me."
The dwarf began Ms narrative struttmg to and fro before Margaret; but
he ended it m her arms. For she could not contam herself, but caught
bim, and embraced bim wamdy. " Oh, Giles," she said, blushing, and
Mssing him, " I cannot keep my hands off thee, thy body it is so little, and
thy heart so great. Thou art his trae friend. Bless thee ! bless thee !
bless thee ! Now we shaU see bim again. We have not set eyes on
bim since that terrible day."
" Gramercy, but that is strange," said Gdes. " Maybe he is ashamed
of having cursed those IAVO vagabones, bemg our own flesh and blood,
worse luck."
" Think you that is why he hides ?" said Margaret, eagerly.
" Ay, U he is hiding at all. HowcA'er, I'U cry him by bell-man."
" Nay, that might much offend him."
" what care I ? Is Gouda to go A'icarless, and the manse m nettles ?''
And, to Margaret's secret satisfaction, Gdes had the new vicar cried in
Rotterdam, and the neighbouring toAvns. He easily persuaded Margaret
that, in a day or IAVO, Gerarcl Avotild be sure to hear, and corae to Ms
benefice. She Avent to look at his manse, and thought how comfortable
it might be made for him, and hoAv dearly she should love to do it.
But the days roded on, and Gerard came neither to Rotterdam nor
Gouda. Giles Avas mortified, Margaret indignant, and very Avretched.
She said to herseU, " Thmkmg me dead, he comes home, and now,
because I am aliA'e, he goes back to Italy; for that is where he has
gone."
Joan advised her to consult the herndt of Gnuda,
" T^Tiy sure he is dead by this time,"
" Yon one, beUke, But the cave is never long void; Gouda ne'er wants
a hermit,"
B'ut ilargaret decUned to go agam to Gouda on such an errand, " What
can he know, shut up in a caA'e ? less than I, belike, Gerard hath gone
back t' Italy. He hates me for not bemg dead."
'
Presently a TergoAian carae in AA'ith a word frora Catherine that Ghysbrecht A'an Swieten had seen Gerard later than any one else. On this
Margaret determined to go and see the house and goods that had been
.eft her, and take Reicht Heynes home to Rotterdam. And, as may lie
supposed, her steps took her Mst to Ghysbrecht's house. She found hiiD
in his garden, seated in a chafr Arith wheels. He greeted her Avitb a
feeble voice, but corcliady; and when she asked him whether it was true
he had seen Gerard smce the fifth of August, he repUed, " Gerard, no
more, but Friar Clement. Ay, I saw bim ; and blessed be the day he
entered my house."
He then related m his own Avords his interAiew Arith Clement, lb;'
told her moreover that the friar had afterwards acknowledged he came to
Tergou Avith the ndssing deed in his bosom on purpose to make him disgorge her land; but that finding bim disposed toAvards penitence, he hal
gone to Avork the other Avay.
" Was not this a saint; who came to right thee ; but must needs save
Ms enemy's soul m the doing it ? "
To her question, Avhether he had recognized Mm, he said, " I ne'er
suspected such a thing. 'Twas only when he had been three days with
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nis that he revealed himseU, Listen Avliile I speak my shame ancl hia
praise.
'' 1 said to him, ' The land is gone home, and my stomach feels lighter;
but there is another fault that cUngeth to me still;' then told I him of
the letter I had Avrit at request of his brethren, I whose place it Avas to
check them. Said I, ' Yon letter Avas writ to part true lovers, and, the
devil aiding, it hath done the foul work. Land and houses I can give
back; but yon mischief is clone for ever.' ' Nay,' quoth he, ' not for ever ;
Dut for Ufe. Repent it then Avhile thou livest.' ' I shall,' said I, ' but
tioAV can God forgive it ? I AVOUICI not,' saicl I, ' were I He.'"
" ' Yet AAiU he certamly forgive it,' quoth he; ' for He is ten times raore
forgiving than I am ; and I forgive thee.' I stiared at him ; and then he
said softly, but quavering like, ' Ghysbrecht, look at me closer. I am
Gerard the son of EU.' Ancl I looked, and looked, and at last, lo ! it Ava?
Gerard. VerUy I had faUen at his feet with shame and contrition ; but
he would not suffer me. ' That became not mine years and his, for a
particular fault. I say not I forgive thee vrithout a struggle,' said he.
' not being a samt. But these three days, thou hast spent in peMtence,
I have Avorn under thy roof in prayer : and I do forgive thee.' Those
were his A'ery Avords."
Margaret's tears began to flow; for it Avas in a broken and contrite voice
the old man told her this tinexpected trait m her Gerard. He continued,
" And even Avitli that he bade me farcAved.
" ' My Avork nere is done noAv,' said he. I hacl not the heart to stay
him ; for, let him forgive me ever so, the sight of rae must be worniAvood
to him. He left me in peace, and may a dying man's blessing AA'ait on
him, go where he Avill. Oh, girl, Avhen I think of his Avrongs, and thine,
and how he hath avenged htniseU by saving this stained soul of mine, my
heart is broken with remorse, ancl these old eyes shed tears by night and
day."
" Ghysbrecht," said Margaret, weeping,'' since he hath forglA'en thee, I
forgive thee too : what is done, is done ; and thou hast let nie knoAV this
day that AA'hich I had Avalked the Avorld to hear. But oh, burgomaster,
thou art an understanduig man, now help a poor woman, Avhich hath forgiven thee her misery."
She then told him all that h;id befaUen ; " And," said she, " they vriU
not keep the liA'ing for hun for ever. Pie bids fair to lose that, as Avell aa
break all our hearts."
" Call my servant," cried the burgomaster, with sudden A'igour.
He sent him for a table and writing materials, and dictated letters to
the burgomasters in ad the prmcipal toAAms in HoUand, and one to a
Prussian authority, his friend. His clerk, and Margaret, Avrote them,
and he signed them. " There," said he, " the matter shall he despatched
throughout Holland by trusty couriers : ancl as far as Basle in SAvitzerland;
and fear not, but we wiU soon have the Vicar of Gouda to his village."
She Aveiit home animated Avith fresh hopes, and accusmg herseU of ingratitude to Gerard. " I value my Avealth now," said she.
She also made a resolution never to blame his conduct, tdl she should
hear from his OAVU lips his reasons.
Not long after her return from Tergou, a fresh disaste r befeU. Catherine,
I must premise, hacl secret intervieAvs Avith the black sheep, the very day
after they Avere expelled ; and ComeUs foUoAved her to Tergou, and Uvea
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there on secret contributions ; but Sybrandt chose to remain in Rotterdam. Ere Catherme left, she asked Margaret to lend her tAvo goli]
angeh ; " For," said she, " aU mme are spent." Margaret Avas deUghted
to lend them or giA'e them ; but the Avords were scarce out of her mouth,
ere she caught a look of regret and distress on Kate's face ; and she saw
dfrectly Avhither her money was going. She gave Catherme the money,
and went and shut herself up vrith her boy. Now this raoney was to last
Sy brandt tiU Ms mother could make sorae good excuse for visiting Rotterdam again ; and then she Avould bring the idle dog some of her OAvn
industrious scrapings.
But Sybrandt, having gold m Ms pocket, thought it inexhaustible;
and, being now under no shadow of restraint, led the life of a complete
sot; until one afternoon, m a (frunken froUc, he cUmbed on the roof of
the stable at the inn he Avas carousing in, and proceeded to walk along
it, a feat he had performed many times when sober. But now his unttisudy brain made his legs unsteady, and he roUed doAvn the roof and
feU with a loud thAvack on to a horizontal paling, where he hung a mo
ment in a semicfrcle : then toppled over and lay sUent on the ground,
amidst roars of laughter from his boon compamons.
^Mien they came to pick him up he could not stand ; but fell doAvn
giggling at each attempt.
On this they went staggering and roaring doAvn the street with him,
and carried him at great risk of another faU, to the shop in the Hoog
Straet. For he had babbled his OAVU shame aU over the place.
As soon as he saAV ^Margaret he hiccupped out, " Here is the doctor that
cm-es aU hurts ; a bonny lass." He also bade her observe he bore her no
maUce, for he was paying her a visit, sore agamst Ms AviU. " Wherefore,
prithee send aAvay these (frunkards; and let you and me have t'other
ghiss, to droAA-n all unkindness."
All this time Margaret was pale and red by turns at sight of ber
enemy and at Ms msolence. But one of the men whispered what had
happened, and a streaky something in Sybrandt's face arrested her
attention.
" And he cannot stand up, say you ?"
" A couldn't just now. Try, comrade ! Be i. man now !"
" I am a better man than thou," roared Sybrandt. " I'U stand up and
fight ye aU for a crown."
He started to Ms feet, and instantly roUed into his attendant's arms
Arith a piteous groan. He then began to curse Ms bccm compamons, and
declare they had stolen away his legs. " He could feel notMng below
the waist."
"Alas, poor Avretch," said Margaret. She tumed very gravely to the
men, and said, " Leave him here. And U you have brought him to tMs,
go on your knees ; for you have spoUed him for lUe. He AriU nover walk
igam : Ms back is broken."
The drunken man caught these words, and the foolish look of intoxication fled, and a glare of angMsh took its place. " The curse," he
groaned ; " the curse !"
Margaret and Reicht Heynes carried him carefully, and laid him on
the softest bed.
" I must do as he would do," whispered Margaret. " He was kind to
ghysbrecht."
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Her opimon was verified. Sybrandt's spine was fatady injuied ; and
he lay groaning, and helpless, fed and tended by her he hacl so deeplj'
injured.
The news was sent to Tergou ; and Catherine came over.
It was a terrible blow to her. Moreover she accused herself as the
cause. " Oh, false wUe, oh, weak mother," she cried. " I am rightly
purdshed for my treason to my poor EU."
She sat for hours at a time by his bedside rocMng herself in silence ;
and was never qmte herseU again; and the ffrst grey liafrs began to come
in her poor head from that hour.
A s for Sybrandt, aU Ms cry was now for Gerard. He used to Avhine
to Margaret like a suffering hound, " Oh, sweet Margaret, oh, bonny
Margaret, for our Lady's sake find Gerard, and bid hira take his curse ofl
ine. Thou art gentle, thou art good ; thou Arilt entreat for me, and he
wiU refuse thee nought." Catherine shared his beUef that Gerard could
cure him, and joined her entreaties to his. Margaret hardly needed this,
The burgomaster and his agents having faded, she employed her OAAII,
and spent money like Avater. And among these agents poor Luke enrolled himself. She met him one day looking very thin, and spoke to
him compassionately. On this he began to blubber, and say he was more
miserable than ever ; he would Uke to be good friencls again upon almost
any terms."
" Dear heart," said Margaret, sorrowfully, " why can you not say to
yourseU, now I am her Uttle brother, and she is ray old, raarried sister,
wom doAvn with care ? Say so, and I will indulge thee, and pet thee,
and make thee happier than a prince,"
" WeU, I Avdl," said Luke, savagely, " sooner than keep away from you
altogether. But aboA'e all give me somethmg to do. Perchance I may
have better luck this time,"
" Get me my marriage lines," said Margaret, turning sad and gloomy
in a moraent,
" That is as much as to say, get me him! for Avhere they are, he is."
" Not so. He may refuse to come mgh me ; but certes he will not
deny a poor woman, who loved him once, her Imes of betrothal. How
can she go vrithout them mto any honest man's house ?"
" I'.U get them you U they are in HoUand," said Luke.
" They are as Uke to be in Rome," replied Margaret,
" Let us begm with HoUand," observed Luke, prudently.
The slave of love was furmshed vrith raoney by his soft tyrant, and
wandered hither and thither, coopering, and carpentering, and looMng
for Gerard, " I can't be worse U I find the vagabone," said he, " and I
may be a hantle better,"
'The months roUed on, and Sybrandt improved in spirit, but not in
body, he was Margaret's pensioner for Ufe ; and a long-expected sorrow
feU upon poor Catherine, and left her stiU more bowed doAA±i, ancl she
lost her fine hearty bustUng Avay, and never went about the house singing
now ; and her nerA'es were shaken, and she Uved m dread of some ter
rible misforttme falling on Cornelis. The curse was laid on him as well
as Sybrandt.
she prayed Eli, if she had been a faithful partner aU these years,
to take ComeUs into Ms house again; and let her Uve awhile at
Rotterdam-
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" I haA'e good daughters here," said she ; " but Margaret is so tender,
and thoughtful, and the Uttle Gerard, he is my joy ; he grows Uker big
father every day, and his prattle cheers my heavy heart ; and I do Vxn
cMlffren."
And Eli, sturdy but kindly, consented sorrowfuUy
And the people of Gouda petitioned the duke for a vicar, a real vicar.
" Ours cometh never Mgh us," said they, " this six months past: our
children they die uncbristened, and our folk unburied, except by some
chance coiner." Gdes's mfluence baffled tMs just complaint once ; but a
second petition Avas prepared, and he gave Margaret Uttle hope that the
present position could be maintained a smgle day.
So then Margaret went sorroAvfuUy to the pretty manse to see it for
the last time, ere it should pass for ever into a stranger's hands.
" I think he would have been happy here," she said, and tumed heartsick aAA'ay.
On their return, Reicht Heynes proposed to her to go and consult the
hermit.
" What," said Margaret, " Joan has been at you. She is the one for
hermits. I'll go, d' 'tis but to show thee they know no more than we
do." And they went to the cave.
It was an excavation partly natural, partly artificial, in a bank of rock
overgroAvn by brambles. There Avas a rough stone door on hinges, and a
little AAindoAV high up, ancl tAvo apertures, through one of which the
people announced their gifts to the hermit, and put questions of aU
sorts to him ; and, Avhen he chose to answer, his voice came dissonant
ancl monstrous out at another small aperture.
On the face of the rock tlus line was cut—
^rliie qui in pomiticr tdxnn ab aihe fngit.
Margaret obserA'ed to her compamon that this was new since she was
here last.
" Ay," said Reicht, " Uke enough," and looked up at it with awe.
Writing eA'en on paper she thought no trifle : but on rock !
She whispered, '''Tis a far hoUer hermit than the last ; he used to
eome in the toAvn now and then ; but this one ne'er shows his face to
mortal man,"
" And that is hoUness ?"
" Ay, sure,"
" Then Avhat a saint a dormouse must be ! "
" Out, fie, mistress. Would ye CA'en a beast to a man ?"
" Come, Reicht," said Margaret, "ray poor father taught me overmuch.
So I Avill e'en sit here ; and look at the manse once more. Go thon
foTAvard ancl question thy soUtary ; and teU rae whether ye get nought
or nonsense out of him ; for 'tvriU be one."
As Reicht droAV near the cave, a number of birds flew out of it. She
gave a little scream, and pomtecl to the cave to show Margaret they had
come thence. On this Margaret felt sure there was no human being in
the cave, and gave the matter no further attention. She fell into a deep
reverie while looMng at the little raanse.
She was startled from it by Reicht's hand upon her shoulder, and 8
aint voice, saying, " Let us go home,"
" You got no answer at all, Reicht," said Margaret, calmly.
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" No, Margaret," said Reicht, despondently.
And they returned
fec^me.
Perhaps after aU Margaret had nourished some faint secret iwpe fn he!
heart, though her reason had rejected i t ; for she certaudy went home
more dejectedly.
Just as they entered Rotterdam, Reicht said, " Stay ! Oh, Margaret,
I am ill at deceit; but 'tis death to utter iU news to thee ; I love tiiee
so dear."
" S p e a k out, sweetheart," said Margaret. " I have gone liiiougb so
much, I ara almost past feeling any fresh trouble."
" Margaret, the hermit did speak to rae."
" What, a herndt there ? araong aU those bfrds."
" Ay ; and doth not that show him a holy man ?"
" I' God's name, what said he to thee, Reicht ?"
" Alas ! Margaret, I told him thy story, and I prayed him for our
Lady's sake, tell rae where thy Gerard is. And I waited long for an
answer, and presently a voice came Uke a trumpet. ' Pray for the soul
of Gerard, the son of E l i ! ' "
"Ah!"
" Oh, woe is me that I have this to teU thee, sweet Margaret! bethmk
thee thou hast thy boy to live for yet."
" Let me get home," said Margaret, family.
Passing down the Brede Kirk Straet they saw Joan at the door,
Reicht said to her, " Eh, Avoman, she has been to your hermit, and
heard no good news,"
" Come in," said Joan, eager for a gossip,
Margaret would not go in. But she sat doAvn disconsolate on the
lowest step but one of the little external stafrcase that led into Joan's
house ; and let the. other two gossip thefr fiU at the top of it,
" oh," said Joan, " what yon hermit says is sure to be sooth. He is
that holy, I am told, that the very birds consort vrith bun,"
""What does that prove ?" said Margaret, deprecatingly, " I have seen
nry Gerard tame the birds in vrinter till they would eat from his hand,"
A look of pity at this paraUel passed between the other two. But
they Avere both too fond of her to say what they thought, Joan proceeded to relate aU the marvellous tales she had heard of this hermic's
sanctity, HOAV he never came out but at Mght, and prayed among the
wolves, and they never molested him : and how he bade the people not
bring him so much food to pamper his body, but to bring liim candles.
" The candles are to b u m before Ms saint," wMspered Reicht,
solemMy.
" Ay, lass ; and to read his holy books Ari'. A neighbour o' mine saw
his hand corae out, and the bfrds sat thereon and pecked crumbs. She
went for to Mss it ; but the holy man whippit it away in a trice. They
san't abide a woman to touch 'em, or even look at 'era, saints can't."
" What Uke was Ms hand, wife ? Did you ask her ?"
" "Wliat is my tongue for, else ? Why, dear heart, .aU one as c u m }
ny the same token a had a thumb and four fingers,"
•' Look ye there UOAV."
" But a deal Avhiter nor yotirn and mine,"
" Ay, av,"'
Q e
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" And main skinny,"
" Alas."
" What could ye expect ? "Wliy a Uve upon afr, and prayer: and
candles."
" Ah, weU," continued Joan, " poor thing, I whiles think 'tis best for
her to know the worst. And now she hath gotten a voice from heaven,
or almost as good : and behoves her pray for his soul. One thing she is
not so poor now as she was ; and never fell riches to a better hand ; and
she is only come into her OAvn for that matter : so she can pay the
priest to say masses for hira, and that is a great comfort."
In the midst of thefr gossip ilargaret, iuAvhose ears it Avas aU buzzing,
'hough she seemed lost in thought, got softly up ; and crept away Arith
er eyes on the ground, and her brows bent.
" She hath forgotten I am Arith her," said Reicht Heynes, ruefuUy.
She had her gossip out Arith Joan, and then Avent home.
She found jMargaret seated cuttmg out a pelisse of grey cloth, and a
cape to match. Little Gerard Avas standmg at her side, inside her left
arm, eyemg the Avork, and making it more difficult by AvriggUng about, and
fingering the arm Arith AA'Mch she held the cloth steady; to aU which
she submitted AAith imperturbable patience and complacency. Fancy a
male workman so entangled, impeded, worried !
" Ot's that, mammy ?"
" A peUsse, my pet."
" Ot's a p'lisse ?"
" A great frock. And tMs is the cape to't."
" Ot's it for ?"
" To keep his body from the colcl; and the cape is for his snoulders
or to go over his head Uke the country folk. 'Tis for a hermit."
" Ot's a 'ermit ?"
" A holy man that Uves m a cave all by himseU."
" In de dark ?"
"Ay, whdes."
"Oh."
In the morning Reicht was sent to the hermit with the peUsse, and a
pound of thick candles.
As she AA'as going out of the door, Margaret said to her, " Said you
whose son Gerard was ?"
"Nay, not I."
" TMnk gfrl! How could he caU him, Gerard, son of Eli, U you had
not told Mm?"
Eeicht persisted she had never mentioned him but as plam Gerard.
But Margaret told her flatly she did not beUeve her; at Avhich Reicht
was affronted, and went out vrith a Uttle toss of the head. However she
determmed to question the hermit agam, and did not doubt he would be
more Uberal in his communication, when he saw his mce new peUsse and
the candles.
She had not been gone long when Gdes came in Avith id news. Tha
UAing of Gouda would be kept vacant no longer.
Margaret was greatly cUstressed at this. " Oh, Gdes," said she, " a,=l
*or another month. They wid give thee another month, maybe."
He returned in an hour to tell her he could not get a month. " Thcj
have given me a Aveek," said he. " And what is a week ?"

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH.

451

•' DroAATung bodies catch at straAven," was her reply. " A Aveek 'I a
tittle week ?"
Reicht cfline back from her errand out of spirits. Her oracle had
declined aU further communication. So at least its obstinate silence
might fafrly be interpreted.
The next day Margaret put Reicht m charge of the shop, and disappeared aU day. So the next day ; and so the next. Nor would shs
teU any one Avhere she had been. Perhaps she was ashamed. The fact
is, she spent aU those days on one little spot of ground, "Wlien they
thought her (freaming, she AA'as applymg to every word that feU from
Joan and Reicht the whole powers of a far acuter mind than either of
them possessed.
She went to AVork on a scale that never occurred to either of them.
She was determined to see the hermit, ancl question him face to face,
not through a wall. She found that by making a circuit she could get
above the cave, and look doAvn Avithout bemg seen by the solitary. But
when she carae to do it, she fotmd an impenetrable mass of brambles.
After tearing her clothes, and her hands and feet, so that she was soon
covered with blood, the resolute, patient girl took otvt her scissors and
steadily snipped and cut t i d she made a narrow path through the
enemy. But so slow was the work, that she had to leaA'e it h a d done.
The next day she had her scissors fresh ground, ancl brought a sharp
knU'e as w e l l ; and gently, silently, cut her Avay to the roof of the cave.
There she made an ambush of some of the cut brambles, so that the
passers-by might not see her, and couched Arith watchful eye t d l the
hermit should come out. She heard him moA'e underneath her. But
he never.left his cell. She began to think it Avas true that he only
came out at night. The next day she came early, and brought a jerkin
she was making for little Gerard, and there she sat all day, Avorkmg,
and Avatching with dogged patience.
At four o'clock the bfrds began to feed; and a great many of the
smaUer kmds came fluttering round the cave, and one or two Avent in.
But most of them, taking a preUminary seat on the bushes, suddenly
discovered Margaret, and Avent off vrith an agitated fffrt of their little
wings. And although they sailed about in the afr, they Avould not
enter the cave. Presently, to encourage them, the hermit, all tinconscious of the cause of their tremors, put out a thin Avhite hand Avitli a
feAV crumbs m it. Margaret laid doAvn her work softly, and gUding her
body foi'Avard Uke a snake, looked CIOAA'U at it from above : it Avas but a
few feet from her. I t Avas as the woman described it, a tMn, Avhite hand.
Presently the other hand came out with a piece of bread, and the tAvo
hands together broke it ancl scattered the crumbs.
But tliat other hand hacl hardly been out IAVO seconds ere the violet
eyes that Avere Avatching above, ddated ; and the gentle bosom heaved
and the AA'hole frame quivered Uke a leaf in the Arind.
What her swUt eye had seen, I leave the reader to guess. She suppressed the scream that rose to her Ups ; but the effort cost her dear.
Soon the left hand of the hermit began to swim indistinctly before her
floating eyes : and Arith a deep sigh her head drooped, and she lay
hke a broken lily.
She was m a deep swoon, to wMch perhaps her long fast to-day, and
•^^e agitation and sleeplessness of many preceding days contributed.
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And there lay beauty, mteUigence, and constancy ; pale and sUeni
And Uttle that hermit guessed who was so near him. The Uttle bfrds
hopped on her now ; and one nearly entangled Ms Uttle feet in her rich
auburn hair.
She came back to her troubles. The sun was set. She was very cold.
She cried a little; but I thmk it was partly from the remains of physical
weaMiess. And then she went home, praying God and the saints ta
enlighten her and teach her what to do for the best.
When she got home she was pale and hysterical, and would say no
thing m answer to all thefr questions but her favourite word, " We are
wading m deep waters."
The night seemed to have done wonders for her.
She came to Catherine, who was sitting sighing by the fireside, and
kissed her, and said, " Mother, what would you Uke best in the
world ?"
" Eh, dear," repUed Catherine, despondently. " I Miow nought that
would make me smile now ; I have parted from too many that were
dear to rae. Gerard lost again as soon as found. Kate in heaven ; and
Sybrandt doAvn for Ufe."
" Poor raother ! Mother dear, Gouda manse is to be fumished, and
cleaned, and made ready all in a hurry. See, here be ten gold angels.
Mike them go far, good raother; for I have ta'en over many already
from my boy, for a set of useless loons that were aye going to find him
for me."
Catherme and Reicht stared at her a moment m sUence ; and then
out burst a fiood of questions, to none of which would she give a
reply. " Nay," said she, " I have lain on my bed, and thought, and
thought, and thought, whdes you were all sleeping ; and methinks 1
have got the clue to aU. I love you, dear mother ; but I'll tmst no
woman's tongue. If I fad this time, I'U have none to blame but
Margaret Brandt."
A resolute woman is a very resolute thing. And there was a deep,
[logged determination in !ilargaret's voice and brow, that at once convinced Catherine it would be idle to put any raore questions at that
time. She and Reicht lost themselves in conjectures; and Catherine
whispered Reicht, " Bide qmet ; then 'tvriU leak out;" a sMewd piece
of advice, founded on general observation.
Within an hour Catherme was on the road to Gouda in a cart, Arith
two stout gfrls to help her, and qmte a siege artiUery of mops, and
pails, and brashes. She came back Arith heightened colour, and someIhing of the old sparMe in her eye, and kissed Margaret vrith a sdent
Trarmth that spoke volumes ; and at five m the moming was off ag.ain
to Gouda.
That mght as Reicht was in her ffrst sleep, a hand gently pressed her
ehoulder, and she awoke, and was going to scream.
" Whisht," said Margaret, and put her finger to her Ups.
She then whispered. " Rise softly, don thy habits, and Comi
wil h me !"
"When she came doAvn, Margaret begged her to loose Dragon and bring
him along. Now Dragon waa & great mastiff, who had puarded Ma^
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lone women, for some years, and was

Margaret and Reicht went out, with Dragon walHng majesticaUy
behmd them. They came back long after midnight, and retfred t«
rest,
Catherine never knew,
Margaret read her friends : she saw the sturdy, faithful Frisian coidd
hold her tongue; and Catherine coMd not. Yet I am not sure she
would have trusted even Reicht, had her nerve equaded her spirit: but
with all her daring and resolution, she was a tender, tiraid woman, a
Uttle afraid of the dark, very afraid of being alone in it, and desperately afraid of wolves. Now Dragon could kdl a woU in a brace of
shakes ; but then Dragon Avotild not go Avith her, but only with Reicht.
Bo altogether she made one confidante.
The next Mght they made another moonUght reconnaissance ; and, as
i think, with sorae result, Foi not the next night (it rained that night
and extinguished their courage), but the next after, they took with them
a compamon ; the last in the world Reicht Heynes would have thought
of; yet she gave her warm approval as soon as she was told he Avas to
go vrith them,
Imagme how these stealthy assailants trembled and panted, Avhen the
moment of action came : imagme, U you can, the tumult m Margaret's
breast, the thrilling hopes, chasmg, and chased by, sickening fears ; the
strange and perhaps unparaUeled mixture of tender famiUarity and
iistant awe, Arith which a lovely and high spfrited, but tender, adoring
woman, wife in the eye of the Law, and no AvUe m the eye of the Church,
trembUng, blushing, palmg, gloAvmg, sMvering, stole at night, noiseless
as the dew, upon the herndt of Gouda,
And the stars above seemed never so bright and calm.

CHAPTER XCIV
YES, the herndt of Gouda was the vicar of Gouda, and kncAV it not, so
absolute was his seclusion.
My reader is aware that the moraent the phrenzy of his passion
passed, he was seized with remorse for havmg been betrayed mto it.
But perhaps only those who have risen as high in religious spirit as he
had, and suddeMy fallen, can reaUze the terror at himseU that took
possession of him. He felt Uke one whom seU-confidence had betrayed
to the very edge of a precipice, " Ah, good Jerome," he cried, " IIOAV
much better you knew me than I knew rayseU! How bitter yet Avholesome was your adraomtion !"
Accustomed to search Ms OAvn heart, he saw at once that the trae
cause of his fury was Margaret, " I love her, then, better than God,"
said he, despafrmgly ; " better than the Church, From such a love
what can spring to me, or to her?" He shuddered at the thought,
" Let the strong battle temptation ; 'tis for the weak to fiee. And who
5s weaker than I have showm myseU ? "What is my peMtence, my reUgion ? A pack of cards buUt by degrees into a fafr-seeming stracture ;
and, lo 1 one breath of eartMy love, and it lies in the dust. I must
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begin again: and on a surer foundation." He resolved to leave Holland at once, and spend years of his Ufe in sorae distant convent before
returmng to it. By that time the temptations of earthly passion Avotild
pe doubly baffled ; an older and a better monk, he should be more
master of his earthly affections, and Margaret, seeing herself abandoned,
would marry, and love another. The A'ery anguish tMs last thought
cost him shoAved the seU-searcher and seU-deMer, that he was on the
path of religious duty.
But m leaAing her for Ms immortal good and hers, he was not to
neglect her temporal weal. Indeed, the sweet thought, he cotdd make
her comfortable for Ufe, and rich m this world's goods, AvMch she Avaa
not bound to despise, sitstamed Mm in the bitter struggle it cost luin
\o tum his back on her without one Mnd word or look. " Oh, what
will she think of me ?" he groaned. " ShaU I not seem to her of all
creatures the most heartless, mhtiman ? but so best : ay, better she
shotihi hate me, miserable that I am. Heaven is merciful, ancl giveth
my broken heart this comfort; I can make that vdlain restore her own,
and she shaU never lose another true lover by poverty. Another ? Ah
me ! ah rae ! God and the saints to mine aid!"
How he fared on tMs errand has been related. But ffrst, as you may
perhaps remember, he went at mght to shrive the hermit of Gouda. He
found him dying, and never left him tiU he had closed Ms eyes and
buried Mm beneath the floor of the little oratory attached to Ms ceU. It
was the peaceful end of a stormy lUe. The herndt had been a soldier,
and even now carried a steel corselet next Ms sMn, saying he was now
CMist's soldier as he had been Satan's. When Clement had shriven
him and prayed by Mm, he, in Ms turn, sought counsel of one who wa,s
dymg m so pious a frame. The hemut; adAised him to be his successor
in this peaceful retreat. " His had been a hard fight against the Avorld,
the flesh, and the dcA-d, and he had neA'er thoroughly baffled them tdl he
retfred into the citadel of SoUtude."
These words and the hermit's pious and peaceful death, which speeddy
foUoAved, and set as it were the seal of immortal truth on them, made a
deep impression upon Clement. N or in Ms case had they any prejudice
to combat; the soUtary recluse was stiU profoundly revered tn the
Church, whether immured as an anchorite, or anchoress, in some cave or
ceU belonging to a monastery, or Mdden m the more savage but laxei
seclusion of the independent hernutage. And Clement knew more about
the hermits of the Church than most cliAines at Ms time of "Ufe ; he had
read much thereon at the monastery near Tergou ; had devoured their
Uves AAith wonder and delight in the raantiscripts of the Vatican, and
conversed earnestly about them Arith the mendicant friars of seveial
nations. Before Prmting these friars were the great cfrculators of those
local annals and biographies AA'MCII accumMated in the convents of every
land. Then, his teacher, Jerome, had been tMee years an anchorite on
the heights of CamaldoU, where for more than four centuries the Thebaid
had been rcAiA'ed ; and Jerome, cold and curt on most reUgious themes,
was Avarm with enthusiasm on this one. He had pored over the annals
of St. John Baptist's abbey, romid about wMch the herndts' caves were
scattered, and told him the names of many a noble, and many a famoua
Warrior, who had ended his days there a herndt, and of many a bishop
and arcihbishop who had passed from the see to the hermitage, or from
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the hernutage to the see. Among the former the archbishop of Ravenna;
ftmong the latter Pope Victor the Ninth. He told him too, with grmi
ileUght, of thefr raultUariotis austerities, ancl how each hermit set himseU
to find where he was Aveakest, and attacked hunseU without mercy or
rendssion till there, even there, he Avas strongest. And how seven times
m the twenty-four hours, iu thunder, rain, or snoAv, by dayUght, twiUght,
moonUght or torchUght, the soUtaries flocked from distant points, over
rugged precipitous ways, to worship in the convent church; at matins,
at prime, tierce, sexte, nones, vespers, and complui. He even, under
eager questioning, described to him the persons of famous anchorites he
had sung the Psalter and prayed Avith there ; the only intercourse thefr
VOAVS alloAved, except AAith special permission. Moncata, Duke of Moncata and Cardova, and Hidalgo of Spam, AA'IIO in the flower of his youth
had retfred thither from the pomps, vanities, and pleasures of the world;
Father John Baptist of Novara, Avho hacl led arnaies to battle, but was
now a private soldier of Christ; Cornelius, Samuel, and Sylvanus. This
last, when the great Duchess de' Medici obtained the Pope's leave,
hitherto refused, to visit CamaldoU, Avent doAvii ancl met her at the first
Avooden cross, and there,, surrounded as she Avas with courtiers and flatterers, remonstrated with her and persuaded her, and warned her, not to
profane that holy mountam, Avhere no Avoman for so many centuries had
placed her foot; ancl she, aAved by the place and the man, retreated Arith
all her captains, soldiers, courtiers, ancl pages, from that one hoary hermit. At Basle Clement found fresh materials, especially with respect to
German and EngUsh anchorites ; and he had even prepared a " Catena
Eremitarara " from the year of our Lord 250, when Paul of Thebes commenced his mnety years of soUtude, doAAoi to the year 1470. He called
them Angelorum amid et animalium, i.e.,

Friends of Angels and animals.
Thus, though in those clays he never thought to be a recluse, the road
was paved, so to speak : and when the dymg hermit of Gouda blessed
the citadel of SoUtude, Avliere he hacl fought the good fight and won it,
and iuAited him to take up the breastplate of faith, that noAV fell off his
OAvn shrunken body, Clement said Arithin hiraseU: " Heaven itseU led
ray foot hither to this end." It struck him too, as no smaU coincidence,
that his patron, St. Bavon, wds a hermit, and an austere one, a cufrassier'* of the soUtary ceU.
As soon as he was reconciled to Ghysbrecht Van Swieten, he Avent
eagerly to his new abode, praying Heaven it might not have been afready
occupied m these tMee days. The fear Avas not vam ; these famous
dens never wanted a limnan tenant long. He found the rude stone
door ajar; then he made sure he Avas too late ; he opened the door
and went softly in. No ; the ceU Avas vacant, ancl there were the hermit's great ivory crucifix his pens, ink, seeds, and memento mori, a
skuU; his cdice of hafr, and another of bristles ; his well-Avorn sheepskin
eUsse and hood, his hammer, chisel, and psaltery, &c. Men and women
ad passed that way, but none had ventured to intrude, far less to steal.
Faith and simpUcity had guarded that keyless door more securely than
tlie houses of the laity were defended by thefr gates like a modern jail,
* " Loricatus," Aide Ducange, in voce.
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and tMck fron bars at every windoAv, and the gentry by moat, ba.stioa,
chevaux de frise, and portculUa,
As soon as Clement was fafrly in the ceU there was a loud flap, and s
flutter, and dovm came a great broAvn owl from a comer, and whfrlea
out of the AvindoAv, (friving the afr cold on Clement's face. He started,
and shuddered.
Was tMs seeming owl something (UaboUcal ? trying to deter him from
Ms soul's good ? On second thoughts, nught it not be some good spiiit
the hermit had employed to keep the ceU for him, perhaps the hermit
himseU ? FinaUy he concluded that it Avas just an owl; and that he
would try and make friends vrith it.
He kneeled doAvn and inaugurated Ms new Ufe Arith prayer.
Clement had not oMy an eartMy passion to quell, the poAver of
wMch made Mra trerable for Ms etemal weal, but he had a penance
to do for haAing given way to fre, his besettmg sin, and cursed his OAVU
brothers.
He looked round tMs roomy ceU fumished vrith so raany coraforts,
and corapared it Arith the pictures in his mind of the hideous place,
eremus in eremo, a desert m a desert, Avhere holy Jerome, hermit, and
the Plutarch of herndts, had Avrestled Avith sickness, temptation, and
despafr, four mortal years ; and with the maccessible and thorny Mche,
a hole in a precipice, where the boy hermit Benedict buried MmseU,
»nd Uved three years on the pittance the good monk Romantis could
spare bim from Ms scanty commons ; and subdivided tliat mouthful
•with his friend, a raven ; and the hodoAv tree of his patron St. Bavon,
and the eartMy purgatory at Fribourg, where Uved a nameless saint in a
horrid cavern, his eyes chilled with perpetual gloom, and his ears
stunned Arith an etemal waterfaU ; and the piUar on wMch St. Simeon
StyUta existed forty-five years, and the destma, or stone box, of St.
Dunstan, where, Uke HUarion in Ms bufrush hive, sepulcMo potius
quam domu, he could scarce sit, stand, or Ue; and the UAing tombs,
sealed vrith lead, of Thais, and Christina, and other recluses ; and the
damp dungeon of St. Afred. These and scores raore of the dismal dens
in wMch true hermits had wom out thefr wasted bodies on the rock,
and the rock under thefr sleeping bocUes, and thefr praymg knees, all
carae into Ms mind, and he said to himseU, " This sweet retreat is for
safety of the soul; but what for penance ? Jesu aid me against faMts to
come ; and for the fault I rue, face of raan I wdl not see for a twelvemonth and a day." He had famous precedents in his eye even for tMs
last and unusual severity. In fact the origmal herndt of tMs very ceU
was clearly under the same vow. Hence the two apertures through
wMch he was spoken to, and repUed.
Adopting, m other respects, the unUorra rule of hermits and anchorites,
he (frAided his day into the seven offices, ignoring the petty accidents of
Ught and dark, creations both of Him to whom he prayed so unceasingly.
Ee leamed the psalter by heart, and in aU the intervals of devotion, not
occupied by broken slumbers, he worked hard with Ms hands. No
article of the hemut's rule was more strict or raore ancient than tMs.
And here his seU-imposed penance embarrassed him, for what work
could he do, Avithout being seen, that should benefit his neighbours ? for
the heiimt was to labour for himsdf iu those cases only where Ids sul>
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.sistence depended on it. Now Cleraent's modest needs were amply
BuppUed by the AiUagers.
On moonUght nights he would steal out like a tMef, and dig sorae pooi
man's garden on the outskirts of the village. He made baskets and
dropped them sidy at humble doors.
And since he could do nothing for the bodies of those who passed by
Ms ceU in daytime, he went out in the dead of the night with his
hammer and Ms chisel, and carved moral and reUgious sentences aU
doAvn the road upon the sandstone rocks. "Who knoAvs?" said he,
" often a chance shaft striketh home. Oh, sore heart, comfort thou the
poor and bereaved Arith holy words of solace in their native tongue ;
lor he said well, 'tis ' claAis ad corda plebis.' " Also he remembered the
leamed Colonna had told Mm of the Avritten mountains in the ea.st
where kings had inscribed thefr victories. " What," said Clement, " are
they so wise, those Eastern monarchs, to engrave their warlike glory
apon the rock, making a blood bubble endure so long as earth ; and
shall I leave the rocks about me sdent on the King of Glory, at Aviiose
word they were, ancl at whose breath they shad be dust I Nay but these
stones shall speak to weary wayfarers of etemal peace, ancl of the Lamb
whose frad, and afflicted, yet happy servant worketh them among."
Now at this time the inspired words that have consoled the poor and
the afflicted for so raany ages, were not yet prmted in Dutch, so that
these sentences of gold from the holy Evangelists came like fresh oracles
from heaven, or like the dew on parched flowers ; ancl the poor hermit's
Written rocks softened a heart or two, and sent the heavy laden singing
on thefr way.'*
These holy oracles that seeraed to spring up around him like magic ;
his prudent answers through his AvindoAV to such as sought ghostly
counsel; and, above all, Ms invisibility, soon gained him a prodigious
reputation. This was not diminished by the medical advice they now
and then extorted from Mm, sore agamst his wiU, by tears and entreaties;
for, U the patients got weU, they gave the holy herndt the credit, and.
if not, they laid aU the blame on the devd. I think he kiUed nobody,
for his remecUes were " woraamsh and weak." Sage, and worrawoo(L
sion, hyssop, berage, spikenard, dog's-tongue, our Lady'sraantle, feverfew
and Faith, and all in smaU quantities except the last.
Then his abstinence, sure sign of a saint. The eggs and milk they
brought him at Mst he refused with horror. Know ye not the hermit's
rale is bread, or herbs, and water ? Eggs, they are bfrds m disguise; for
when the bfrd dieth then the egg rotteth. As for mdk, it is little better
than wMte blood. And when they brought him too much bread he refused it. Then they used to press it on Mm. " Nay, holy father ; give
the overplus to the poor."
" You who go araong the poor can do that better. Is bread a thmg to
fling haphazard from an hemut's window?" And to those who persisted after tMs: " To Uve on charity, yet play Sir BountUul, is to Ue
with the right hand. Giving another's to the poor, 1 should beguile them
uf their thanks, and cheat thee the trae giver. Thus do thieves, whose
* It reqnires now-a-days a strong effort of the imagination to realise the effect
01. poor people who had never seen them befors, of «uch sentences as this. '' lUessoci
ue the poor," Sec
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boast it is they bleed the rich mto the lap of the poor. Occasio avariti.'B
nomen pauperum."
"When nothing else would conAince the good souls, tMs piece of Latin
^AA'ays brought thera round. So would a Une of VfrgU's ^neid.
This great reputation of sanctity was ad external. Inside the ced Avas
a man who held the hermit of Gouda as cheap as dirt.
" Ah!" said he, " I cannot deceive myself; I cannot decelA'e God's
ammals. See the Uttle bfrds, how coy they be! I feed and feed them
and long for thefr friendsMp, yet AviU they never come within, nor take
my hand, by Ugh ting on't. For why ? No Paul, no Bene(Uct, uo Hugh
of Lincoln, no Columba, no Gtithlac bides in tMs ceU. Hunted doe flieth
not hither, for here is no Fructuosus, nor Aventine, nor Albert of Suabia:
nor e'en a pretty squfrrel cometh from the wood hard by for the acorns I
have hoarded ; for here abideth no Columban. The very owl that was
here hath fled. They are not to be deceived ; I have a Pope's word for
that; heaven rest Ms soul."
Clement had one adA'antage over her, AA'hose image in Ms heart he was
bent on destroying.
He hacl suffered and surrived the pang of bereavement; and the mind
cannot qmte repeat such angMsh. Then he had budt up a habit of looking on her as dead. After that sfrange scene in the church and churchyard of St. Laurens, that habit might be compared to a structtue riven by
a thunderbolt. It AA'as shattered, but stones enough stood to found a
smiilar habit on ; to look on her as dead to him.
And, by seA'ere subdivision of his time and thoughts, by unceasing
rayers, and manual labour, he cUd, m about tMee-months, succeed in
enumbing the earthly haU of Ms heart.
But, lo ! withm a day or IAVO of tMs first symptom of mental peace
returning sloAvly, there descended upon Ms ndnd a horrible despondency.
Words cannot utter i t ; for words never yet painted a Ukeness of
despair, A^oices seemed to AvMsper in his ear, " Kdl thyseU! kiU! kill!
kill I"
And he longed to obey the A'oices ; for Ufe Avas intolerable. He
wrestled Arith Ms dark enemy Arith prayers and tears ; he prayed God
but to A'ary Ms temptation, " Oh let mme enemy have power to scourge
me Arith red-hot whips, to tear me leagues and leagues over ruggeij
places by the hafr of my head, as he has served many a holy hermit,
that yet baffled biTn at last; to fly on me Uke a raging Uon ; to
gnaw me Arith a serpent's fangs: any pam, any terror, but tMa
horrible gloora of the soul that shuts rae frora aU Ught of Thee and of
the saints."
And now a freezing thought crossed him. What if the triumphs of the
powers of darkness over Christian souls in desert places, had been suppressed ; and oMy thefr defeats recorded, or at least in fuU: for dark
hints were scattered about antiqmty that noAV first began to grin at hun
with terrible meamng,
" They wandered in the desert and perished by serpents," said an
ancient father, of hermits that went mto soUtude, " and were seen nc
more," And another at a more recent epoch, Avrote: " Vertuntur ad
melancholiam ;" " they turn to glooray madness," These two statements
were they not one ? for the ancient fathers never spoke.AAith regret of
the death of the body. No, the hermits so lost were perished souls,
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and the serpents Avere diabolical* thoughts, the natural brood o'
soUtude.
St. Jerome Avent into the desert with three companions ; one fled iu
the first year; IAVO died : hoAV ? The suigle one that lasted, was a
gigantic soul with an iron body.
The Gotemporary Avho related this made no comment: expressed no
wonder. Wliat then U here was a glimpse of the true proportion in
every age, and many souls had always been lost in solitude for one
gigantic mind and fron body that survived tMs terrible ordeal.
The darkened recluse noAV cast his despairing eyes over antiqmty tu
see Avhat weapons the Christian arsenal contained, that might befriend
him. The greatest of all Avas prayer. Alas ! it Avas a part of Ms malady
to be unable to pray Avith true fervour. The very system of niechamcal
supplication he had for raonths carried out so severely by rule had rather
checked than fostered his power of originatmg true prayer.
He prayed louder than ever, but the heart hung back cold and gloomy,
and let the Avords go up alone.
" Poor AA'ingless prayers," he cried; " you wUl not get liaU Avay to
heaven."
A fiend of this complexion had been driven out of King Saul by
music.
Clement took up the hermit's psaltery, and Avitli much trouble mended
the strings and tuned it.
No, he could not play it. His soul was so out of tune. The sounds
jarred on it, and made him aMiost mad.
" A h , Avretched me !" he cried. " S a u l had a saint to play to Mm.
He was not alone Avith the spfrits of darkness ; but here is no SAveet bard
of Israel to play to me ; I, lonely, with crushed heart, on AVMCII a black
fiend sitteth mountain high, must make the music to upldt that heart to
heaven ; it may not be." And he grovelled on the earth weeping and
tearing Ms hair.
Vertebatur ad melanchoUam.

CHAPTER XCV
ONE day as he lay there sighmg, and groaning, prayerless, tuneless,
hopeless, a thought flashed into Ms mind. What he had done for the
poor and the wayfarer, he would do for himself. H e Avould fill his den
of despair Avith the name of God and the magic words of holy Avrit, and
the pious, prayerful, consolations of the Church.
Then, like CMistian at ApoUyon's feet, he reached his hand suddenly
out and caught, not his sAvord, for he had none, but peaceful labours
humbler AA'eapon, Ms chisel, and AVorked Avith it as U his soul depended
on Ms arm.
They say that Michael Angelo in the next generation used to carA'«
Bt*tues, not Uke our tinud sculptors, by niodedmg the work m clay, and
* The primitive Amter was so interpreted by ethers besides Clement; and, io
particular by Peter of Blois, a divine of the twelfth centcu-y, whose comment ii
aoteAvorthy, as he himself was a forty-year hermit'-
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then setting a mechamc to chisel i t ; but would seize the block, conceive
the Ullage, and, at once, Arith maUet and steel make the marble cMps fly
Uke mad about him, and the mass sprout into form. Even so Clemeri
drew no Imes to gmde Ms hand. He went to Ms memory for the graciouii
words, and then dashed at Ms work and eagerly graved them in the soft
stone, between working and fightmg.
He begged his visitors for cancUe ends, and rancid od.
" Anything is good enough for me," he said, " if 'tAviU but bum." So
at night the cave glowed afar off Uke a blacksndth's forge, through the
wmdow and the gapmg chinks of the rude stone door, and the rustics
beholding crossed themselves and suspected dcAiltries, a n l , witlun, the
holy taUsmans one after another came upon the AvaUs, and the sparks
ancl the cMps flew day and mght, night and day, as the solcUer of SoUtude and of the Church pUed, Arith sighs and groans, Ms bloocUess
S'eapon, betAS'een worMng and fightmg.
XiDtit fihtison.
Cbrisfe fihcison
Tov'S.aTava.vavtnpi^ov into Tovs noScLS riijuy.^

Sursum torba.'
§£03 ^ifugiuin nostrum ti birtns.'
Jignus gti, qui tollia pMtata munbi, m'utxtxt mi^i.'
Sanda Srinitas amis ^tns, mistxtxt nobis.^
§ib inftstatiottibns §atmmu:iii, a ftnttnra ira, a bamrraliont mrpetna,"
^ibtra nos §oirai«.
§tas, qui miro BxVmt §,ngeloram mittisttria, tic. (the whole coUect).'
Qatm quatrimus sbjatorera nisi le gontiw, qni pro ptccatis nostris justj irastatis ? '
Smdt gjus, Mantle foitis, ^anrit tt mistritors galbator, Hmarar morti n«
trabas nos.
And underneath the great crucifix, wMch was fastened to the wall, he
graA'ed this frora Angustine :—
' Beat down Satan under our feet.
^ Up, heai ts !
' Oh Grod our refuge and strength.
•* Oh I Lamb of God, that takest away the sins of the world, have mercy upoa
me !
° Oh! Holy Trinity, one God, have mercy npon us.
^ From the assaults of demons,—from the Avrath to come,—from everlastiLD
iamnation—Deliver us, 0 Lord !
' Seo the EngHsh collect, St. Michael and all Angels.
*
* Of Arhom may wo. seek succour, but of thee, Oh Lord, who for our tins «H
jofitly displeased (and that torrent of prayer, the foUoAsing verse').
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§ anima Christians, rtspite bnlntra patttntis, sangninem morienits, prttinni
rebtmpliottis.—law quanta stnt togitatj, ti in stahra mentis btsftar apptnbitt, nl
lotusfaobisfigatnrin torbt, qui pro bobis lotusfiieustst in trn«. pam, si passio
fi^rtsti ab memoriam rtbotttur, ni^il est tam burnra quob non aequo animf
toUrctur,
"Which may be thus rendered :—
® Christian soul, look on %feounbsof i^e suffering ®nr, l^e b-job of ll^e bging
©ne, t)}t pr:« paib for our rebtmptxon 1 S^^ese things, o^ t^ink ^obr great t^eg be,
anbfeeig^t^cm in f^e balanre of t^g mtnb: t^ai ^e mag befa^oUgnaikb to t^g
^tart, br^o for t^ee bras all naileb unto t^e rross. J^or bo but tall ia minb t^e
sufferings of Christ, anb t^ere is nongljt on earl^ ioo l^arb to enbure biit^ romposure.
Soothed a Uttle, a very Uttle, by the sweet and pious words he was
raising aU round him, and weighed doAvn with watcMng and working
Mght and day, Clement one moming sank prostrate with fatigue ; and a
deep sleep overpowered hira for many hours,
Awakmg qMetly, he heard a little cheep; he opened his eyes, and, lo!
upon his breviary, which was on a low stool near Ms feet, ruffling aU his
feathers vrith a single pull, and smoothing them as suddeMy, and cocking his bUl tMs way and that Aritii a vast display of cunning purely
imaginary, perched a robm redbreast,
Clement held his breath.
He half closed his eyes lest they should frighten the afry guest.
DoAvn came robin on the floor.
When there he went through his pantomime of astuteness ; and then,
pirn, pirn, pim, with three stiff Uttle hops, like a ball of worsted on vertical wires, he was on the hermit's bare foot. On this emmence he
SAvelled, and contracted again, Arith ebb and ffow of feathers; but Clement lost tMs, for he quite closed his eyes and scarce drcAv his breath m
fear of frightening and losing his visitor. He was content to feel the
minute claw on his foot. He coMd but just feel it, and that by help of
knoAring it Avas there.
Presently a little flfrt Arith two Uttle Avings, and the feathered b'usybody
was on the brcAiary again.
Then Clement determined to try and feed this pretty Uttle fidget
•without frightening it away. But it was very difficult. He had a pieco
of bread witMn reach, but how get at it ? I tMnk he was five minutes
creepmg his hand up to that bread, and when there he must not move
Ms arm.
He slily got a crumb between a finger and thumb and shot it as boys
do marbles, keeping the hand qmte still.
Cockrobin saw it fall near hiin, and did sagacity, but moved not.
"When another foUoAved, and then another : he popped down and
caught up on§ of the crumbs, but not quite understanding this mystery
fled with it, for more security, to an eminence ; to Arit the hermit's
knee
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And so the game proceeded tUl a much larger fragment than usual
roUed along.
Here was a prize. Cockrobin pounced on it, bore it aloft and fled so
SAviftly into the world Arith it, the cave resounded Arith the buffeted afr.
" Now, bless thee, SAveet bfrd," sighed the stricken soUtary; " thy
Avings are music, and thou a ffeathered ray camedst to light my darkened
BOUl,"

And from that to Ms orisons ; and then to his tools AAith a Uttle bit oJ
courage ; and this was his day's work :—
Ifeiti Creator Spiritus
Ulcntes tuorum faisita
^mple supcrna gratia
^uac tu treasti pertora
Sitcenbe lumen scnsibus
jlTentcs tuorum bisita
JmSrma nostri torporis
^Jirtute firmans perpetim.
And So the days roUed on ; and the Aveather got colder and Clement's
heart got warmer, and despondency was roUing aAvay ; and by-and-by
somehow or another, it Avas gone. He hacl outliA'ed it.
It had come Uke a cloud, and it Avent like one.
And presently aU Avas reversed ; his cell seemed dlummated Arith joy.
His work pleased him ; his prayers Avere ftiU of unction ; his psalms ol
praise. Hosts of Uttle birds foUowed their crimson leader, and flying
from snow, and a parish full of Cams, made friends one after another
with Abel ; fast friends. And one keen frosty night as he sang the
praises of God to his tuneftd psaltery, and his hoUow caA'e rang forth the
holy psalmody upon the Mght, as U that cave itseU Avas Tubal's souncUng
shell, or DaAid's harp, he heard a clear whine, not unmelocUous; it
became louder and less m tune. He peeped through the chmks of his
rude door, and there sat a great red wolf moaning melodiously with Ms
nose Mgh in the afr.
Clement was rejoiced.
" !My sms are going," he cried, " and the
ireatures of God are owning me, one after another." And in a bur.st of
enthusiasm he struck up the laud :
" Praise H i m ad ye creatures of His !
'•• Let everything that hath breath praise the Lord.''
And aU the time he sang the woU bayed at intervali!.
But above aU he seeraed now to be draAving nearer to that celestial
Hitercourse, which was the sign and the bUss of the true h e r m i t ; for he
had dreams about the samts and angels, so AiAid, they Avere more Uke
visions. He saw bright figures clad in woven snoAv. 'They bent on him
eyes lovelier than those of the antelope's he had seen at Rome, and fanned
him Arith broad wings hued Uke the rainbow, and their gentle voices
bade him speed upon his course.
He had not long enjoyed this feUcity, when his dreams began to take
tnother and a strange complexion. He wandered with Fra Colonna over
ihe riUca of antique nations, and the friar wa^ lame and had a staff, and
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his staff lie waved over the mighty ruins, ancl were they Egyptian,
freek, or Roman, straightway the temples and palaces Avhose wrecks
hey Avere, rose agam like an exhalation, and were thronged Avitli the
amotts dead. Songsters that might have eclipsed both Apollo and his
ival, poured forth their lays ; women, godUke in form, and draped Uke
dinerA'a, swam round the marble courts in voluptuous but easy and
graceful dances. Here sculptors carved away amidst admiring pupils,
,nd forms of supernatural beauty grew out of Parian marble in a cpiarter
if an hour; and grave phdosophers conversed on high ancl subtle matters,
rith youth listening reverently: it was a long time ago. And stdl beleath all this wonderful panorama a sort of susjiicion or expectation
urked in the dreamer's mind. " This is a prologue, a flourish, there is
omething behind ; something that means me no good, something mysteious, aAriul."
And one night that the wizard Colonna had transcended himseU, ne
lointed Avith his stick, and there Avas a SAvallovring up of many great
.ncient cities, and the pair stood on a vast sandy plain Avitli a huge crimen sun sinMng to rest. There Avere great paUn-trees ; and there Avere
mfrtish hives, scarce a man's height, dotted all about to the sandy
lorizon, and the crimson sun.
" These are the anchorites of the Theban desert," said Colonna,
almly ; " foUowers not of Christ ancl his apostles, and the great fathers,
mt of the Greek pupils of the Egyptian pupils of the Brachraans and
lymnosophists."
And Clement thought that he burned to go and embrace the holy men
,nd tell them his troubles, and seek their advice. But he was tied by
he feet somehow, ancl cottld not move, and the crimson sun sank ; and
t got dusk, and the hives scarce Aisible. And Colonna's figure became
hadoAvy and shapeless, but his eyes glowed ten times bi Ighter : ancl thii
Mng all eyes spoke and said : " Nay, let them be, a pack of fools ! see
low dismal it all is." Then with a sudden sprightUness, " But I hear
ine of them has a manuscript of Petronius, on papyrus ; I go to buy it,
arewell for ever, for ever, for ever."
And it was pitch dark, and a light came at Clement's back like a gentle
troke ; a glorious roseate light. It Avarmed as well as brightened. It
oosened his feet from the ground; he tumed round, and there, her face
rradiated Arith sunshine, and her hair glittering like the gloriola of a
aint, was Margaret Brandt.
She blushed and smded and cast a look of ineffable tenderness on
dm. " Gerard," she murmured, " be whose thou Arilt by day, but at
light be mine ! "
Even as she spoke, the agitation of seeing her so suddenly awakened
lim, and he found himseU lying trembling from head to foot.
That radiant figure, and mellow voic(', seemed to have struck his nightly
:cynote.
Awake he could pray, and praise, and Avorship God ; he was master of
ds thoughts. But, if he closed his eyes in sleep, Margaret, or Satan in
ler shape, beset him, a seeming angel of light. He might dream of a
housand different things, wide as the poles asunder, ere he woke the imlerial figure Avas sure to come and extinguish all the rest in a moment
teUas exortus nti eetherius sol: for she came gloAving with two beauties
lever before united, an angel's radiance and a Avoman's blushes.
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Angels cannot blush. So he knew it was a fiend.
He ATas alarmed, but not so much surprised as at the demon's
last artifice. From Anthony to Nicholas of the Rock scarce a hermit that had not been thus beset; sometimes with gay voluptuous
visions, sometimes Arith lovely phantoms, warm, tangible, and womaMy
Avithout, demons Arithin, nor always baffled even by the saints. Witness
that " angel form vrith a deAil's heart," that came hanging its lovely
head, like a brmsed flower, to St. Macarius, Arith a feigned tale; and
Avejit, and wept, and wept, and beguded him first of Ms tears and then of
half Ms virtue.
But AAith the examples of Satanic power and craft had come doAvn
copious records of the hermits' triumphs and the weapons by wMch they
had conquered.
Domandura est corpus ; the body must be tamed ; this had been
thefr watchword for twelve huncfred years. It was a tremendoua
war-cry ; for they caUed the earthly affections, as well as appetites,
body; and crushed the whole heart tMough the suffering and mortified flesh.
Clement then said to himseU that the great enemy of man had retfred
but to spring Arith more effect, and had aUowed Mm a few days of true
purity and joy only to put him off Ms guard against the soft blandishments he was pouring over the soul, that had surAived the buffeting of
Ms black wings. He appUed himself to tame the body : he shortened
his sleep, lengthened his prayers, and mcreased his severe temperance
to abstinence. Hitherto, foUoAving the ordinary rMe, he had eaten only
at sunset. Now he ate but once m forty-eight hours, drmking a Uttle
water every day.
On tb.is the Aisions becarae raore distinct.
Then hefleAVto a faraous antidote ; to " the grand febrifuge " of anehcrite.s—cold Avater.
He •round the deepest part of the stream that ran by his ceU ; it rose
not far off at a holy weU ; and, clearmg the bottom of the large stone.s,
made a hole where he could stand in water to the chin, and, fortified by
so many examples, he sprang from Ms rude bed upon the next diaboUcal
assault, and entered the icy water.
It made Mm gasp and almost sMiek vrith the cold.
It froza
his marrow. " I shad die," he cried, " I shaU cUe : but better tlusj,
than Me etemal."
Ancl the next day he was so stiff in aU Ms jomts he could not move,
ancl he seemed one great ache. And even in sleep he felt that his very
bones Avere Uke so many raging teeth, tUl the phantom he dreaded came
and gaA'e one pitying smde, and aU the pam was gone.
Then, feeUiig that to go into the icy water again, enfeebled by fasts, as
he AA'as, ndght perhaps carry the gudt of smcide, he scourged Mmself till
tho blood ran, and so lay doAvn smarting.
And when e.xliaustion began to blunt the smart down to a throb, that
moment the present was away, and the past came smding back. He sat
•with Margaret at the duke's feast, the mmstrels played cUvinely, and tha
puiple fountams gushed. Youth and love reigned in each "heart, and
perfumed the very air.
Then the scene shUted and they stood at the ?ltar together ni?ip
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and Arife.
And no interraption this time, and they wandered
hand in hand, and told each other their horrible dreams.
As foi
him " h e had d/eamed she was dead, and he was a monk ; and really
the dreara had been so vivid and so full of particulars that only his
eyesight could even now conAince hmi it Avas only a dreara, and they
were ready one."
And this new keynote once strack, every tune ran upon it. Awake he
was Cleraent the herndt, risen from unearthly visions of the night, as
dangerous as they were SAveet; asleep he was Gerard EUassoen, the happy
husband of the loveUest and best, and truest girl m Holland : all the
happier that he had been for some time the sport of hideous dreams, in
which he had lost her.
His constant fasts, coupled Arith other austerities, and the deep mental
amxiety of a raan fighting with a supernatural foe, had UOAV reduced Mm
/learly to a skeleton ; but stiU on those aching bones hung flesh unsubdued, and quivering with an earthly passion ; so however, he thought ;
" or why had UI spirits such power over him ? " His opinion was confirmed, when one day he detected himseU sinMng to sleep actually
Arith a feeling of complacency, because now Margaret Avotild come and
he should feel no more pain and the unreal Avould be real, and the real
unreal, for an hour.
On this he rose hastily with a cry of dismay, and stripping to the .skin
cUmbed up to the brambles above his cave, and flung himself on them,
and roUed on them Aviithing Avith the pain : then he came into his den
a mass of gore, and lay moanuig for hours ; till, out of sheer exhaustion
he fell into a deep and dreamless sleep.
He awoke to bodily pam, and mental exultation ; he had broken the
fatal sped. Yes, it Avas broken ; another and another day passed, and
her image molested Mm no more. But he caught himself sighing at his
victory.
The birds got tamer and tamer, they perched upon his hand. Two of
them let hun gild thefr little claws. Eating but once ui two days he had
more to give them..
His tranquillity Avas not to last long.
A Avoman's voice came in from the outside, told him his own
story in a very few words, and asked him to tell her Avliere Gerard
was to be found.
He Avas so astounded he could only say, vrith an instinct of self-defence,
* Pray for the soul of Gerard the son of Eli ! " meaning that he was dead
to the Avorld. And he sat wondering.
When the woman was gone, he determined, after an mward battle, to
risk being seen, and he peeped after her to see who it could be ; but he
took so many precautions, and she ran so quicMy back to her friend thai
the road was clear.
" Satan ! " said he, dfrectly.
And that night back came Ms Aisions of earthly love and happiness so
vividly, he could count every auburn hafr in Margaret's head, and see
\he pujiils of her syes.
Then he began to despafr, and said, " I must leave this country ; here
j am bound fast in memory's chain : " and began to dread his cell. He
laid " A breath from heU hath infected it, and robbed even the.se hcly
words of tbifr Airtue." And unconsciously imitating St. Jerome, a
H u
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•rictim of earthly halVacinations, as OA'erpoAvering, and coarser, he took bis
warmest coA'ering out into the Avoodhard by, and there flung doAvii imder
a tree that torn and Avrmkled leather bag of bones, AVMCII a Uttle ag»
might have serA'ed a sctiljitor for Apollo.
"Whether the fever of his miagination intermitted, as a master mind oi
our day has shoAA'n that aU thfrigs intermit,'* or that this reaUy broke
some subtle link, 1 laioAV not, b a t his sleep Avas dreamless.
He awoke nearly fr-ozen, but Avarm with joy A\ithin.
" I shaU yet be a true hermit, Dei gratia," said he.
The next day some good soul left on his Uttle platform a neAV lamb*
wool peUsse and cape, Avarm, soft, and ample.
He had a moment's misglAing on account of its deUcious softness anci
warmth ; but that passed. I t Avas the right sldii,t and a mark that
Heaven approA'ed Ms present course.
I t restored warmth to Ms bones after he came in from his short rest.
And now, at one moment he saAv A'ictory before lum if he could but
live to i t ; at another, he said to himself, " 'Tis but another l u l l ; be on
thy guard, Clement."
And tMs thought agitated Ms nerves and kept him in contmual aAve.
He Avas Uke a soldier AAitMn the enemy's Unes.
One Mght, a beautUul clear frosty night, he came back to his cell, after
a short rest. The .stars were Avonderful. Heaven seemed a thousand
times larger as AveU as brighter than earth, and to look with a thousand
eyes instead of one.
" Oh, Avonderftd," he crieil, " that there should be men who do crimes
by mght ; and others scarce less mad, AA'IIO UA'C for this little world, and
not for that great and glorious one, AA'hich nightly, to all eyes not
bUnded by custom, reveals its gloAA'ing glories.
Thank God I am a
herndt."
And in this mood he came to his ceU door.
H e paused at i t ; it Avas closed.
" Why, methought I left it open," said he. " The wind. There is not
a breath of AA'uid. What means this ?"
H e stood with Ms hand upon the rugged door. He looked through
one of the great chinks, for it Avas much smaller in places than the aperture it pretended to close, and saAv Ms Uttle oU Avick burning just where
he had left it.
" H o w is it with me," he sighed, "when I start and tremble at nothing!
Either 1 did shut it, or the fiend hath shut it after rae to disturb my liapi>y
soul. Retro Sathanas ! "
And he entered Ms cave rapidly, and began Avitli someAvhat iicrvoutj
expedition to Ught one of his largest tapers. While he Avas Ughtiug it,
there AA'as a soft sigh in the cave.
H e started and dropped the candle just as it was Ughting, an'l it wenJ
out,
* Dr. Diekscn, author of " Fallacies of the Faculty," &c.
+ It is related of a mediasval hermit, that being offered a garment made of cataf
skins, he rejected it, saying, " I have heard of a lamb of God, but I never heajl
^ a cat of God."
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He stooped for it hurriedly and Ughted it, Ustening mtenlly. When
It was Ughted he shaded-it Arith his hand from behind, and threw the
faint light all round the ceU,
I n the farthest comer the outUne of the waU seemed broKea.
He took a step toAvards the place Arith Ids heart beating.
The cancde at the same time getting brighter, he saw it was the figur*
of a woman.
Another step vrith Ms knees knockmg together.
It was Margaret Brandt,

CHAPTER XCYl.
HER attitude was one to excite pity rather than terror, in eyes not
blmded by a preconceived notion. Her bosom was fluttering Uke a bfrd,
and the red and white coming and going in her cheeks, and she had her
hand against the waU by the instmct of timid thmgs, she trembled so ;
and the marveUous mixed gaze of love, and pious awe, and pity, md
tender memories, those purple eyes cast on the emaciated and glaiing
hermit, Avas an event m nature.
"Aha !" he cried. " Thou art come at last m flesh and blood ; ccme
to me as thou camest to holy Anthony. But I am ware of thee ,, I
thought thy wiles were not exhausted. I am armed." With this he
snatched up his smaU crucifix and held it out at her, astonished, and the
candle in the other hand, both cracifix and candle sliakmg •riolently,
" Exorcizo te."
"Ah, no ! " cried she, piteously ; and put out tAvo pretty deprecating
paMis. " Alas !' work me no ill! It is Margaret."
" Liar ! " shouted the hermit. " Margaret Avas fair, but not so supernatural fafr as thou. Thou (Udst shrink at that sacred name, thou subtle
hypocrite. In Nomine Dei exorcizo vos."
" Ah, Jesu ! " gasped Margaret, in extrenuty of terror, " curse me not!
I will go home. I thought I might come. For A'ery manhood be-Latin
me not ! Oh Gerard, is it thus you and I meet after all; after aU ?"
And she cowered almost to her knees, and sobbed Avith superstitious
fear, and wounded affection.
Impregnated as he was Arith Satanophobia, he might perhaps hs.ve
doubted stiU whether this distressed creature, ,all Avoman, and nature,
was not all art, and fiend. But her spontaneous appeal to that saci ed
name dissolved his cMraera; and let him see Arith his eyes, and hear Avth
his ears.
He tittered a cry of self-reproach, and tried to raise her; but what Arith
fasts, Avhat Avith the overpowering emotion of a long solitude so brokiiii,
he could not. ""What," he gasped, shaking over her, "and is it thou?
And have I met thee Arith hard words ? Alas !" And they Avere be th
choked Arith emotion, and could not speak for a AAldle.
" I heed it not much," said Margaret, bravely, struggling Arith I er
tears ; " you took me for another : for a devil; oh! oh ! oh! oh! oh !"
" Forgive me, sweet soul !" And as soon as he could speak raore than
n word at a tune, he said, " I have been much beset by the evd one since
I came here."
H H 2
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Maigaret looked round vrith a shudder. " Like enow. Then oh take
my hand, and let me lead thee from tMs foul place."
He gazed at her Arith astomshment.
" What, desert my ceU ; and go into the world again ? Is it fcr that
thou hast come to me ?" said he, sadly and reproachfuUy.
"Ay, Gerard. I am come to take thee to thy pretty vicarage: art Aicar
of Gouda, thanks to Heaven and thy good brother Giles : and mother
and I have made it so neat for thee, Gerard. 'Tis Aved enow in vrinter
I promise thee. But bide a bit tdl the haAvthom bloora, and anon thy
waUs put on thefr kirtle of brave roses, and sweet woodbine. Have we
forgotten thee, and the fooUiih things thou lovest ? And, dear Gerard,
thy mother is waitmg; and 'tis late fbr her to be out of her bed: prithee;
prithee ; corae ! And the moment Ave are out of this foul hole I'U show
thee a treasure thou hast gotten, and knowest nought on't, or sure hadst
never fled from us so. Alas ! AA'hat is to do ? What have I ignorantly
said ; to be regarded thus ?"
For he had draAATi himseU aU up into a heap, and was looking at her
with a strange gaze of fear and suspicion blciiided.
" Unhappy gfrl," said he, solemnly, yet deeply agitated, " would you
have rae risk my soul and yours for a miserable vicarage and the flowers
that grow on it ? But tlus is not thy domg : the bowedess fiend sends
thet, poor simple gfrl, to me Arith tMs bait. But oh, cunning fiend, 1
win unmask thee even to this thine instraraent, and she shad see thee, and
abhor thee as I do. Margaret, my lost love, why am I here ? Because
I love thee."
" Oh! no, Gerard, you love me not, or you wotdd not have Mdden from
me ; there was no need."
" Let there be no deceit between us twain : that have loved so true;
md after this Mght, shaU meet no more on earth."
" Now God forbid !" said she.
" I love thee, and thou hast not forgotten me, or thou hadst married
ere tMs, and hadst not been the one to find me, buried here from sight
of man. I am a priest, a monk : Avhat but foUy or sin can come of you
and me UAing neighbours, and feedmg a passion innocent once, but now
(so Heaven AVIUS it) impious and unholy ? No, though my heart break
I must be firm. "Tis I that am the man, 'tis I that am the priest. You
and I must meet no more, tdl I am schooled by soUtude, and thou art
Avedded to another."
•' I consent to my doom but not to thine. I would ten times Uever
die ; yet I AriU marry, ay, wed misery itself sooner than let thee Ue in
this foul dismal place, vrith yon sweet manse a waiting for thee." Clement
groaned; at each word she spoke out stood clearer and clearer two things
—his duty, and the agony it raust cost.
" My beloved," said he, with a strange mixture of tendemess and
dogged resolution, " I bless thee for giAing me one more sight of thy
sweet face, and may God forgive thee, and bless thee, for destroying ia
f\ minute the holy peace it hath taken six months of soUtude to budd
I'^o matter. A year of penance wdl, Dei gratisi, restore me tc my calm.
M.y poor Margaret, I seem cruel: yet I am kind : 'tis best we part; ay,
tMs moment."
" Part, Gerard ? Never: we have seen what comes of parting.
Part ? "Why you have not heard half my story; no nor the tithe,
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ris not for thy mere comfort I take thee to Gouda manse. Hea?
lel"
" I may not. Thy very voice is a temptation Arith its music, memory's
elight,"
" But I say you shall hear me, Gerard, for forth tMs place I go not
nheard,"
" Then must we part by other means," said Cleraent, sadly,
" Alack! Avliat other means ? Wouldst put me to thme oAvn door, being
lie stronger ?"
" Nay, Margaret, well thou knowest I would suffer raany deaths rather
dan put force on thee ; thy sweet body is dearer to me than ray OAvn :
ut a miUion times dearer to me are our iraraortal souls, both thine and
line, I have withstood this direst teraptation of all long enow. Now
must fly it: fareweU ! farewell! "
He made to the door, and hacl actuaUy opened it and got haU out,
i^hen she darted after and caught him by the arm.
" Nay, then another must speak for me. I thought to reward thee for
ielding to me : but unMnd that thou art, I need his help I find ; turn
hen this Avay one moment."
" Nay, nay."
" But I say ay ! And then turn thy back on us an thou canst." She
omewhat relaxed her grasp, thinldng he would never deny her so sraaU
favour. But at this he saw his opportunity and seized it.
" Fly, Clement, fly !" he almost shrieked, and, his reUgious enthuiasni giving him for a moment his old strength, he burst AvdcUy away
rom her, and after a fcAV steps bounded over the little stream and ran
leside it, but finding he was not foUowed, stopped, and looked back.
She was lying on her face, vrith her hands spread out.
Yes, without meaning it, he had thrown her down and hurt her.
When he saw that, he groaned and turned back a step ; but suddenly,
ly another impulse, flung himseU into the icy water instead,
" There, MU my body ! " he cried, " but save my soul!"
Whdst he stood there, up to his throat in Uquid ice, so to speak, Mar;aret uttered one long, piteous moan, and rose to her knees.
He saw her as plain almost as m midday. Saw her pale face and her
yes gUstenmg ; and then in the still mght he heard these words :—
" Oh, God ! thou that knowest aU, thou seest how I am used. Forgive
ne then ! For I wUl not live another day," With this she suddenly
started to her feet, and flew like some wdd creature, wounded to death,
dose by his miserable hidmg-place, shrieMng : " Cruel!—cruel!—cruel!
—cruel!"
What manUold anguish may burst from a human heart in a single
syllable. There were wounded love, and wounded pride, and despair,
md condng madness, aU in that piteous cry, Clement heard, and it
froze his heart with terror and remorse, worse than the icy water cMUed
the marrow of his bones.
He felt he had driven her from him for ever, and in the midst of hia
dismal triumph, the greatest he had won, there came an almost incontroUable impulse to curse the Church, to curse religion itself, for exactmg
BUch savage cruelty from mortal m.an. At last he crawled haU dead out
of the water, and staggered to his den, " I ara safe here," he groaned ;
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" she AviU neA'er come near me agam ; unmanly, tuigrateful Avretch that
I am," And he fltmg Ms emaciated, frozen body doAvn on the floor, not
without a secret hope that it might never rise thence aUve,
But presently he saAV by the hour-glass that it was past midm'ght
On tMs, he rose sloAvly and took off Ms wet things, and, moaning aU the
tmie at the pain he had caused her he loved, put on the old hemut's
cUice of bristles, and over that Ms breastplate. He had never wom
either of these before, doubting himseU Avorthy to don the arms of that
tried soldier. But now he must give himself every aid : the bristles
might distract Ms eartMy remorse by bocUly pain, and there might be
holy A-irtue m the breastplate.
Then he kneeled doAvn and prayed God humbly to release Mm that very
lught frora the burden of the ffesh. Then he lighted aU Ms candles,
and recited Ms psalter doggedly : each word seeraed to come like a lump
of lead frora a leaden heart, and to faU leaden to the ground ; and in
tMs mechaMcal office eA'ery noAV and then he moaned with aU his sotd.
In the midst of which he suddenly observed a little bundle in the comer
he had not seen before in the feebler Ught, and at one end of it sometMng Uke gold spun into silk.
He went to see what it could be ; and he had no sooner viewed it
closer, than he threw up Ms hands AA'ith rapture, " It is a seraph," he
wMspered, " a loveh' seraph, HeaA'en hath witnessed my bitter trial,
and approves my cruelty ; and this flower of the sMes is sent to cheer
me, fainting under my burden,"
He fell on his knees, and gazed with ecstasy on its golden hafr, and
its tender skin, and cheeks like a peach,
" Let rae feast my sad eyes on thee ere thou leavest me for thine
ever-blessed abode, and my ced darkens again at thy parting, as it (Ud
at hers."
With aU tMs, the hermit disturbed the lovely visitor. He opened
wide two eyes, the colour of heaA'en ; and seemg a strange figure kneeling over him, he cried, piteously, " ^lum—ma ! Mum—ma !" And
the tears began to run doAvn his Uttle cheeks.
Perhaps, after aU, Cleraent, who for more than six months had no'
looked on the human face cdA-ine, estimated chUdish beauty more justfr
than we can; and, m truth, tlds fafr Northern child, AAith its long golden
hafr, was far more angeUc than any of our imagined angels. But now
the sped was broken.
Yet not unhappdy. Clement, it may be remembered, was fond ol
chddren, and true monastic Ufe fosters this sentiment. The innocent
distress on the cherubic face, the tears that ran so smoothly from those
transparent violets, Ms eyes, and Ms pretty, dismal cry for Ms only
friend, his mother, went tMough the hermit's heart. He employed all
his gentleness and aU hii art to soothe him ; and, as the Uttle soul A\'as
wonderfuUy intelUgent for his age, presently succeeded so far that he
ceased to cry out, and Avonder took the place of fear ; while, in silence,
broken only in Uttle gulps, he scanned, AAith great tearful eyes, this
strange figtue that looked so wild, but spoke so Mndly, and Avore armour,
yet did not Mil Uttle boys, but coaxed them, Clement was equally
perplexed to know hoAv this Uttle human flower came to Ue sparkUng
and blooming in his gloomy cave. But he remembered he had left the
door •wide open, and he was driven to conclude that, owing to this negli-
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gence, some unfortunate creature of high or low degree had seized tlds
opportuMty to get rid of her child for ever,* At this Ms bowels yearned
so over the poor deserted cherub, that the tears of pure tenderness stood
in his eyes, and stid, beneath the o=jme of the mother, he saw the (Uvine
goodness, wMch had so dfrected her heartlessness as to comfort hi?
servaat's breaking heart,
" Now bless thee, bless thee, bless thee, sweet innocent, I would not
change thee for e'en a cherub in heaven."
" At's pooty," repUed the infant, ignoring contemptuously, after the
manner of infants, aU remarks that did not mterest him.
" "What is pretty here, my love, besides thee ?"
" Ookum-gars,"f said the boy, pointing to the hermit's breastplate.
" Quot liberi, tot sententiunculEe !" Hector's chdd screamed at hia
father's gUttering casque and nodding crest : and here was a mediseval
babe charmed Arith a poUshed cufrass, and his griefs assuaged.
" There are prettier things here than that," said Cleraent, " there are
Uttle bfrds ; lovest thou birds ?"
" Nay. Ay. En um ittle, ery ittle ? Not ike forks. Hate forks ;
um bigger an baby."
He then confided, in very broken language, that the storks, with their
great flapping wmgs, scared him, and were a great trouble and worry to
hun, darkenmg his existence more or less.
" Ay, but my birds are very little, and good, and oh, so pretty !"
" Den I ikes 'm," said the child, authoritatively. " I ont my mammy."
" Alas, sweet dove ! I doubt I shall have to fill her place as best I
may. Hast thou no daddy as Avell as mammy, sAveet one ?"
NOAV not only was this conversation from first to last, the relative
ages, situations, and all cfrcumstances of the parties considered, as
strange a one as ever took place between two mortal creatures, but at
or AritMn a second or tAvo of the hermit's last question, to turn the
strange into the marvellous, came an unseen Avitness, to whom every
word that passed carried ten times the force it did to either of the
speakers.
Since, therefore, it is Arith her eyes you raust now see, and hear with
ber ears, I go back a step for her.
Margaret, when she ran past Gerard, was almost mad. She was in
that state of ndnd in which affectionate mothers have been known to
kdl their chddren, sometimes along Arith themselves, sometimes alone,
which last is certainly mamacal. She ran to Reicht Heynes pale and
trembUng, and clasped her round the neck. " Oh, Reicht ? oh, Reicht!"
and could say no more. Reicht kissed her, and began to whimper; and,
would you beUeve it, the great mastiff uttered one long whme : even his
glimmer of sense taught him grief was afoot.
" Oh, Reicht !" moaned the despised beauty, as soon as she could
ntter a word for choking, " see hoAv he has served me ;" and she showed
her hands, that were bleeding Avith falling on the stony ground. " Ha
tMew me down, he was so eager to fly from me. He took me for »
* More than one hermit had received a present of this kind.
1r Query? "looking-glass.'"
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dcAil; he said I came to tempt him. Am I the woman to tempt a man
you know me, Reicht."
" Nay, in sooth, sweet Mistress Margaret, the last i' the world."
" And he would not look at ray chdd. I'd fling myseU and hl/L
into the Rotter tMs Mght."
" Oh, fie ! fie ! eh, my sweet woman, speak not so. Is any man tha*.
breathes worth your chUd's Ufe ?"
" My chUd ! whore is he ? "Why, Reicht, I have left him behind.
Oh, shame ! is it possible I can love him to that degree as to forget my
cMld ? Ah ! I am rightly serA'ed for it."
And she sat doAvn, and faitMul Reicht beside her, and they sobbed in
cne another's arms.
After a whde, Margaret left off sobbing, and said, doggedly, " Let us
go home."
"Ay, but the bafrn?"
" oil ! he is wed where he is. My heart is tumed against my very
chdd. He cares nought for him ; wouldn't see him, nor hear speak of
him ; and I took him there so proud, and made his hafr so Mce I did,
and put his new frock and cowl on him. Nay, turn about : it's his
child as well as ndne ; let Mm keep it aAvhile : mayhap that wdl leam
hira to think more of its mother ancl his own."
" High Avords off an empty stomach," said Reicht.
" Time A\'id show. Come thou V onie."
They departed, and Tmie did show qtucker than he levels abbeys,
for at the second step Margaret stopped, and could neither go one way
nor the other, but stood stock still.
"Reicht," said she, piteously, "what else have I on earth? I cannot."
" Who ever said you cotdd ? Think you I paid attention ? Words
are woman's breath. Corae back for him without more ado ; 'tis time
AAe' Avere in our beds, much more he."
Reicht led the Avay, and Margaret fodowed readdy enough in that
direction ; but, as they dreAv near the cell, she stopped agam.
" Reicht, go you and ask Mm, wdl he giA'e me back my boy ; for I
could not bear the sight of him."
" Alas ! mistress, tMs do seem a sorry endmg after ad that hath heel
betwixt you twain. Bethink thee now, doth thine heart AvMsper no
excuse for him? dost verily hate him for whom thou hast waited so long?
Oh, weary world !"
" Hate him, Reicht ? I would not harm a hafr of his head for all
that is m nature ; but look on him I cannot; I have taken a horror ol
him. Oh ! AA'hen I think of aU I have suffered for Mm, and what I
came here tlds night to do foi him, and brought my oAvn darling to kiss
Mm and caU him father. Ah, Luke, my poor chap, my wound showeth
me tldne. I have thought too little of thy pangs, whose true affection
I despised : and now ray OAvn is despised. Reicht, if the poor lad was
Here noAV, he Avould have a good chance."
" WeU, he is not far ofl7' said Reicht Heynes ; but, somehow, she did
not say it with alacrity,
" Speak not to me of any man," said Margaret, bitterly, " I hate
them aU."
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" Flout me not, but prithee go forward, and get me what is my owm,
my sole joy in the world. Thou knowest I am on thorns tdl I havj
him to my bosom again."
Reicht went forward ; Margaret sat by the road-side and covered he»
face Arith her apron, and rocked herseU after the manner of her country,
for her soul was fuU of bitterness and grief. So severe, indeed, was she
intemal conflict, that she did not hear Reicht running back to her, end
started violently when the young woman laid a hand upon her shoulder.
" Mistress Margaret!" said Reicht, quietly, " take a fool's advice that
loA'es ye. Go softly to yon cave, Ari' all the ears and eyes your raother
ever gave you."
" "Wliy ?—what,—Reicht ?" stammered Margaret.
" I thought the cave was affre, 'twas so light inside ; and there •were
voices."
"Voices?"
" Ay, not one, but twam, and all unUke—a man's and a Uttle cMld's,
talMng as pleasant as you and me. I am no great hand at a keyhole
for my part, 'tis paltry work ; but if so be voices were a talkmg in yon
cave, and them that OAvned those voices were so near to me as those are
to thee, I'd go on ad fours Uke a fox, and I'd craAvl on my belly Uke a
serpent, ere I'd lose one word that passes atwixt those twain."
" Whisht, Reicht ! Bless thee ! Bide thou here. Buss me ! Pray
for me !"
And almost ere the agitated words had left her lips, Margaret Avas
flying towards the herraitage as noiselessly as a lapwing. Arrived near
it, she crouched, and there was somethmg traly serpentine in the gliding, flexible, noiseless movements by which she reached the very door.
And there she found a chink, and listened. And often it cost her a
struggle, not to burst in upon thera ; but, warned by defeat, she was
cautious, and resolute to let well alone. And, after a while, slowly and
noiselessly she reared her head, like a snake its crest, to where she saw
the broadest cMnk of aU, and looked with aU her eyes and sotd, as weU
as Ustened.
The little boy then being asked whether he had no daddy, at firstshook his head, and would say nothing ; but bemg pressed, he suddenly
seemed to remember something, and said he, " Dad—da dl man ; run
away and leave poor mum—ma."
she who heard this winced. It was as neAV to her as to Clement. Some
interfering foolish woman had gone and said this to the boy, and now
out it came m Gerard's very face. His answer surprised her ; he burst
out, " The viUain! the monster! he must be bom without bowels to
desert thee, sweet one. Ah ! he Uttle knows the joy he hath turned his
back on. WeU, my Uttle dove, I must be father and mother to thee,
since the one runs away, and t'other abandons thee to my care. Now
to-morrow I shaU ask the good people, that bring me my food, to fetch
some nice eggs and mdk for thee as wed ; for bread ia good enough for
poor old good-for-nothing me, but not for thee. And I shaU teach thea
to read."
<
" I can yead, I can yead."
" Ay verily, so young ? aU the better ; we AriU read good books together,
and I shall show thee the way to heaven. Heaven is a beautiful place,
a tho isand times fairer and better than earth, and there be Uttle cherabs
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Uke thyseU, in wMte, glad to welcome thee and love thee. Wouldst Iiie
to go to heaA'en one day ?"
" Av, along Ari'—my—mammy."
" What, not without her then ?"
" Nay. I ont my mammy. "Where is my mammy ?"
(Oh ! what it cost poor Margaret not to burst in and clasp bim to her
heart !)
" Well, fret not, SAA'eetheart, mayhap she wiU come when thou art
asleep. WUt thou be good noAv and sleep ?"
" I not eepy. Ikes to talk."
" WeU talk we then ; tell me thy pretty name."
" Baby." And he opened Ms eyes with amazement at this great hulking creature's ignorance.
"Hast none other?"
« Nay."
" "What shaU I do to pleasure thee, baby ? ShaU I teU thee a story ?"
" I ikes tories," said the boy, clapping Ms hands.
" Or sing thee a song ?"
" I ikes tongs," and he became excited.
" Choose then, a song or a story."
" Tmg I a tong. Nay, ted I a tory. Nay, tmg I a long. Nay—."
And the comers of his Uttle mouth turned doAA'n and he had liaU a mind
to weep because he could not have both, and could not teU which to
forego. SuddeMy Ms Uttle face cleared, " Tuig I a tory," said he.
" Sing thee a story, baby ? WeU, after all, why not ? And wilt thou
sit o' my knee and hear it ?"
" Yea."
" Then I must e'en doff tMs breastplate. 'Tis too hard for thy soft
cheek. So. And now I must doff this bristly cdice ; they would prick
Ihy tender skm, perhaps make it bleed, as they haA'e me, I see. So.
And now I put on my best pelisse, m honour of thy Avorshipful Aisit.
See how soft and warm it is ; bless the good soul that sent i t ; and now
1 sit me down ; so. And I take thee on my left knee, and put my arm
under thy Uttle head ; so. And then the psaltery, and play a Uttle
tune ; so, not too loud."
" I ikes dat."
" I am right glad on't. Now Ust the story."
He chanted a cMld's story in a sort of recitatiA'e, singing a Uttle moral
refrain now and then. The boy Ustened with rapture.
" I ikes 00," said he. " Ot is oo ? is oo a man ?"
" Ay, Uttle heart, and a gref.t smner to boot,"
" I ikes great tmgers. Ting one other tory."
Story No, 2 Avas chanted,
" I ubbs 00," cried the chdd, impetuously. " Ot caft* is oo J'"
" I am a hermit, loA'e,"
" I ubbs vemuns. Ting other one,"
But during this final performance. Nature suddeMy held out her
saden sceptre over the yotttMul eyeUds, " I is not eepy," whined he
fcry family, and succumbed,
Clement laid doAvn Ms psaltery softly and began to rock his new tre*
* Craft.

He means trade or profession.
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sore in his arms, and to crone OA'er him a Uttle luUaby weU known in
Tergou, with Avhich Ms OAVU mother had often set hira off.
And the chdd sank mto a profound sleep upon his arm. And he
stopped croning and gazed on htm vAith infinite tendemess, yet sadness ;
for, at that moment he could not help thinldng what might haA'e been
but for a piece of paper with a Ue m it.
He sighed deeply.
The next moraent the moonUght burst into his ceU, and Arith it, and
in it, and almost as sAvUt as it, Margaret Brandt was doAvn at his knco
with a timorous hand upon his shoulder.
" Gerard, you do not reject us. You cannot."

CHAPTER XCYII.
THE startled hermit glared from his nurseUng to Margaret, and from
her to him, in amazement, equalled only by his agitation at her so unexpected return. The child lay asleep on his left arm, and she was at his
right knee ? no longer the pale, scared, panting girl he had overpowered
so easUy an hour or two ago, but an imperial beauty, with blushing
cheeks and sparkUng eyes, and lips sweetly parted in triumph, and her
whole face radiant vrith a look he could not qtdte read ; for he had never
yet seen it on her ; maternal pride.
He stared and stared from the chdd to her, in tlirobbing amazement.
" Us ?" he gasped at last. And stid Ms wonder-stricken eyes "turned
to and fro.
Margaret was surprised in her tum. It was an age of impressions not
facts. " "What!" she cried, " doth not a father know his own child ? and
a man of God, too ? Fie, Gerard, to pretend ! nay, thou art too Arise, too
good, not to have—why I watched thee : and e'en now look at you
twain ! 'Tis thme own flesh and blood thou boldest to thme heart."
Clement trembled. " "What words are these," he stammered, " thi?
angel mine ?"
" "Wliose else? smce he is mine."
Clement tumed on the sleeping chdd, with a look beyond the power of
the pen to describe, and trembled aU over, as his eyes seemed to absoib
ihe little love.
Margaret's eyes foUowed Ms. " He is not a bit Uke rae," said she,
proucUy ; " but oh at whdes he is thy very image in Uttle ; and see this
golden hafr. Thine was the very colour at his age; ask mother else.
And see tMs mole on his Uttle finger ; noAv look at thine own ; there !
'Twas thy raother let me weet thou wast marked so before him ; and oh,
Gerard, 'twas this our child found thee for me ; for by that Uttle mark
en thy finger I knoAV thee for Ms father, when I watched above thy
windoAV and saAV thee feed the birds ;" here she seized the cMld's hand
and kissed it eagerly, and got half of it into her mouth, heaven knows
how. " Ah ! bless thee, thou didst find thy poor daddy for her, and
now thou hast made us friencls agam after our Uttle quarrel; the first,
the last. Wast very cruel to me but now, my poor Gerard, and I forgive
thee ; for loving of thy chdd."
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" Ah ! ah ! ah ! ah ! ah !" sobbed Clement, clioMng.
And lowered by fasts, and unnerved by soUtude, the once strong mav
was hysterical, and nearly faintmg.
Margaret was alarmed, but, having experience, her pity was greater
than her fear. " Nay, take not on so," she murmured soothingly, and
put a gentle hand upon Ms brow. " Be brave ! So, so. Dear heart,
thou art not the first man, that hath gone abroad, and come back richer
by a lovely little seU, than he went forth. Being a man of God taka
courage, and say He sends thee this to comfort thee for what thou hast
lost in me ; and that is not so very much, ray lamb ; for sure the better
part of love shall ne'er cool here to thee, though it may m thine, and
ought, being a priest, and parson of Gouda."
" I ? priest of Gouda ? Never !" raurraured Clement, in a faint voice,
" I am a friar of St. Domimc : yet speak on sweet music, ted me aU that
has happened thee, before we are parted agam."
Now some would on this have exclaimed against parting at all, and
raised the true question in dispute. But such women as Margaret do
not repeat their mistakes. It is very hard to defeat them twice, where
their hearts are set on a thing.
She assented, and tumed her back on Gouda manse as a thing not to
be recurred to ; and she told him her tale, dwelling above aU on the
kindness to her of his parents ; and, while she related her troubles, his
hand stole to hers, and often she felt Mm Arince and tremble Arith fre,
and often press her hand, sympathizing Arith her in every vein.
" Oh, piteous tale of a true heart battling alone against such bitter
odds," said he.
" It aU seems small, when I see thee here again, and nursing ray boy,
We have had a Avaming, Gerard. True friends Uke you and me are rare^
and they are mad to part, ere death (Uvideth them."
" And that is trae," said Cleraent, off Ms guard.
And then she Avould have him teU her Avhat he had suffered for her,
and he begged her to excuse him, and she consented ; but by questions
quietly revoked her consent and eUcited it aU; and many a sigh slia
heaved for Mm, and more than once she hid her face m her hands Arith
terror at his perils, though past.
And to console Mra for aU he had gone tMough, she kneeled doAvit
and put her arras under the Uttle boy, and Ufted hira gently up, " Kiss
hun softly," she whispered, " Again, again ? Mss thy fiU if thou canst;
he is sound, 'Tis all I can do to comfort thee tdl thou art out of this
fold den and in thy sweet raanse yonder,"
Clement shook his head,
" WeU," said she, " let that pass. Know that I have been sore
affronted for want of my Unes,"
" Who hath dared afll'ont thee i"
" No matter, those that AvUl do it again if thoa hast lost them, Avhich
the saints forbid."
" I lose them ? nay, there they lie, close to thy hand."
" "Where, Avhere, oh where ?"
Clement hung his head. " Look in the Vtilg.ite. Hea75n forgive me:
I thpught thou Avert dead, and a saint in heaven."
She looked, and on the blank leaves of the p»or soij'3 "Vulgate she
found heir marriaee Unes.
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" Thank God!" she cried, " thank God! Oh, bless thee, Gerard, bless
thse! Why what is here, Gerard 1"
On the other leaves were pinned eA'ery scrap of paper she had ever
sent hira, and thefr two names she had once written together in sport,
and the lock of her hafr she had given hira, and half a sdver coin she
had broken with him, and a straAv she had sucked her soup with the
first day he ever saw her.
"When Margaret saw these proofs of love and signs of a gentle heart
bereaved, even her extdtation at getting back her marriage Unes waa
overpowered by gushing tendemess. She almost staggered, and her
hand went to her bosom, and she leaned her brow against the stone cell
and wept so sUently that he did not see she was weeping ; indeed she
would not let him, for she felt that to befriend him now she must be the
(tronger ; and emotion weakens.
" Gerard," said she, " I know you are vrise ancl good. You raust haV6
a reason for what you are doing, let it seem ever so unreasonable. Talk
we Uke old friends. Why are you buried alive ?"
" Margaret, to escape temptation. My impious fre against those two
had its root in the heart ; that heart theu I must deaden, and, Dei
gratia, I shaU, Shall I, a servant of Christ and of the Church, court
temptation ? Shall I pray dady to be led out on't, and walk into it with
open eyes?"
" That is good sense any way," said Margaret, Arith a consummate
affectation of candour,
" 'Tis unansAverable," said Clement, Arith a sigh,
" We shaU see. Tell me, have you escaped temptation here ? Why I
ask is, when / am alone, my thoughts are far raore wdd and fooUsh than
in company. Nay, speak sooth; corae!"
" I must needs own I have been worse tempted here Arith evil imaginations than in the world,"
" There now,"
"Ay, but so were Anthony, and Jerome, Macarius, and Hilarion,
Benedict, Bernard, and all the saints. 'TAVIU wear off,"
" How do you know ?"
" I feel sure it Arid,"
" Guessing agamst knoAvledge, Here 'tis men folk are sillier than us that
be but women. Wise m thefr own conceits, they vrid not let themselves
see ; thefr stomachs are too high to be taught by their eyes. A woman,
'd she Avent into a hole in a bank to escape temptation, and there found
it, would just Uft her farthingale and out on't, and not e'en know how
Arise she was, tdl she watched a man in like pUght."
" Nay, I grant humiUty and a teachable spirit are the roads to Arisdom ; but, when aU is said, here I AATestle but with imagination. At
Gouda she I love ae no priest or monk must love any but the angels, she
A^dl tempt a weak soul, unwilUng, yet not loth, to be tempted."
" Aye that is another matter; / should tempt thee then ? to what, i'
God's name V
" Who knows ? The flesh is weak."
" Speak for yourseU, my lad. Why you are thinking of some otheJ
/Margaret, not Margaret k Peter. Was ever my mind tumed to foUy and
fraUty ? Stay, is it because you were my husband once, as these Unes
avouch ? TMnk yor '•h' r;<ul to foUy is beaten for you more than for
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another ? Oh ! how shaUow are the Avise, and IIOAV Uttle able are yoi to
read rae, AA'IIO can read you so well frora top to toe. Come, leam thine
A B C . Were a stranger to proffer me unchaste love, I should shrmk a
bit, no doubt, and feel sore, but I should defend myseU Arithout making
a coil; for men, I know, are so, the best of them sometimes. But u
you, that have been my husband, and are my child's father, were to
offer to humble me so in muie OAvn eyes, and thme, and Ms, either I
shotdd spit m thy face, Gerard, or, as I am not a doAvnright vulgar
Avoman, I should snatch the ffrst weapon at hand and strike thee dead."
And Margaret's eyes flashed fire, and her nostrds expanded, that it
Avas glorious to see; ancl no one that did see her could doubt her sincerity.
" I had not the sense to see that," said Gerard, qmetly. And he
pondered.
Margaret eyed him in silence, and soon recovered her composure.
" Let not you and I cUspute," said she, gently ; " speak Ave of other
things. Ask me of thy folk."
" My father ?"
" WeU, and warms to thee and me. Poor soul, a droAv glaive on those
twam that day, but Jorian Ketel and I we mastered him, and he (frove
them forth his house for eA'er."
" That may not be ; he must take them back."
" That he wdl never do for us. You know the man ; he is dour as
fron : A'et would he do it for one word from one that AriU not speak it."
"Who?"
" The Vicar of Gouda. The old man AviU be at the manse to-morrow,
I hear."
" HOAV you come back to that."
" Forgive me : I am but a woraan. It is us for nagging; shouldst
keep rae frora it Ari' questioning of me."
"Mysister Kate?"
"Alas!"
" What hath dl befaUen e'en that sweet lUy ? O'ut and alas !"
" Be calm, sweetheart, no harm hath her befaUen. Oh, nay, nay, far
fr'o' that." Then Margaret forced herself to be composed, and in a low
sweet, gentle voice she raurraured to hira thus : " My poor Gerard, Kate
hath left her trouble behind her. For the manner on't, 'tAvas Uke the
rest. Ah ; such as she saAV never thfrty, nor ever shall AvhUe earth shall
last. She smded in pain too. A wed, then, thus 'tAvas : she Avas took
wi' a langour and a loss of ad her pains."
" A loss of her pains ? I understand you not."
" Ay, you are not experienced; indeed, e'en thy mother aMiost blinded
herself, and said, ' 'tis maybe a change for the better.' But Joan Ketel,
which is an understanding woman, she looked at her and said, ' Down
sun, doAvn Avind !' And the gossips sided and said, ' Be brave, you that
are her mother, for she is haU way to the saints.' And thy mother Avept
sore, but Kate Avould not let her ; and one very ancient AA'oman, she said'
to thy mother, ' She wdl (Ue as easy as she Uved hard.' And she lay
painless best part of tMee days, a sipping of heaven aforehand. And,
my dear, when she Avas just partmg, she asked for ' Gerard's Uttle boy,'
*nd I brought him and set Mm on the bed, and the Uttle thmg behaved
12 peaceably ai he doe? vow. But by tMs time she was past speak'ng.
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Dut she pomted to a draAver, and her mother Imew what to look for : i*
was two gold angels thou hadst given her years ago. Poor soul! sh
had kept them tid thou shouldst come home. And she nodded toAvards
the Uttle boy, and looked anxious : but AVC understood her, and put the
])ieces in his tAVO hands, and, Avhen Ms little fingers closed on them, she
trailed content. And sc she gave her little earthly treasures to her
favourite's chdd—for you were her faA'otirite—and her immortal jewel to
God, and passed so sweetly we none of us knew justly when she left us.
^V^ell-a-day, well-a-day !"
Gerard Avept.
" She hath not left her Uke on earth," he sobbed. "Oh how the aft'ections of earth curl softly round my heart! I cannot help it: God made
them after aU. Speak on, sweet Margaret; at thy voice •the past roUs ita
tides back upon me ; the loves and the hopes of youth corae fafr and glid
ing mto ray dark ceU, and darker bosom, on waves of memory and music."
" Gerard, I am loth to grieve you, but Kate cried a Uttle Avhen she first
took dl, at you not being there to close her eyes."
Gerard sighed.
" You were within a league, but Md your face from her."
He groaned.
" There, forgive me for nagging ; I am but a woman : you Avotild not
have been so cruel to your own flesh and blood knoAvingly, Avould you ?"
" Oh, no."
" WeU then, know that thy brother Sybrandt Ues m my charge Arith a
broken back, frmt of thy curse."
" Mea culpa! mea culpa!"
" He is very pemtent; be yourself and forgive Mra this mght."
" I haA'e forgiven Mm long ago."
" Think you he can beUeve that from any mouth but yours ? Come !
he is but about two butts' length hence."
" So near ? Why were ?"
" At Gouda manse. I took him there yestreen. For I know you, the
curse was scarce cold on your Ups when you repented it" (Gerard nodded
assent), " and I said to myseU, Gerard AVIU thank me for taking Sybrandt
to die under his roof; he Avill not beat his breast and cry mea culpa,
yet grudge tliree footsteps to quiet a Arithered brother on his last bed
He may have a bee in his bonnet, but he is not a hypocrite, a thing ali
pious words and tmcharitable deeds."
Gerard UteraUy staggered Avhere he sat at this tremendous thrust.
" Forgive rae for nagging," said she. " Thy mother too is Availing for
thee. Is it well done to keep her on thoms so long ? She will not sleep
this night. Bethink thee, Gerard, she is all to thee that I am to this
BAveet child. Ah, I think so much more of mothers since I hacl my Uttle
Gerard. She suffered for thee, ancl nursed thee, and tended thee from boy
to man. Priest, monk, hermit, call thyself Avhat thou AvUt, to her thon
art but one thmg ; her child."
" Where is she ?" murmured Gerard, in a quavering voice.
" At Gouda manse, wearing the night in prayer and care."
Then Margaret saw the time was come for that appeal to his reasoi
lhe had purposely reserved till persuasion should have paved tht Avay
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for conriction. So the sndth first softens the fron by fire ; and then
brings doAvn the sledge hammer.
She showed him, but in her OAVU good straightforward Du*^ch, that his
present Ufe was only a higher Mnd of selfisMiess ; spiritual egotism.
\Vliereas a priest had no more right to care oMy for his ovni soul than
only for Ms own body. That Avas not his path to heaven " But," said
she, " whoever yet lost his sotd by saAing the souls of others ! the
Almighty loves him who thinks of others, and when He chad see thee
^aring for the souls of the folk the duke hath put into thme hand, He
will care ten times raore for thy soul than He does noAv."
Gerard Avas struck by this remark. " Art shrewd in dispute," said h a
" Far from it," was the reply, " only ray eyes are not landaged Avith
coiiceit.'* So long as Satan Avalks the whole earth, tempting men, and
so long as the sons' of BeUal do never lock themselves in caves, but ruH
Uke ants, to and fro, corrupting others, the good man that skulks apart,
plays the devil's game, or at least gives him the odds: th^n a soldier of
Christ? ask thy comrade Denys, Avho is but a soldier of ths duke, ask
him if CA'er he skulked in a hole ancl shunned the battle because forsooth
m battle is danger as AveU as glory ancl duty. For thy sole excuse is
fear ; thou makest no secret on't. Go to ; no duke nor king hath such
cowardly soldiers as CMist hath. "\^'hat Avas that you said in the church
at Rotterdam about the raan in the parable, that buried his talent in the
earth and so offended the giver ? Thy wonderful gift for preacMng, is
it not a talent, and a gUt frora thy Creator ?"
" Certes ; such as it is."
" Ancl hast thou laid it out ? or buried it ? To whom hast thou
preached these seven months ? to bats and OAVIS ? Hast buried it in one
hole Avitli thyseU and t h y once good wits ?
" The Dominicans are the friars Preachers. 'Tis for preacMng they
were founded ; so thou art false to Dommic as Aved as to his master.
" Do you remember, Gerard, AA'hen we were young together, Avhich now
are old before our time, as we walked handed ui the fields, did you but
see a sheep cast, ay tMee fields off, you would leave your sweetheart
(by her good Avid), and run and lift the sheep for charity ? Well
then, at Gouda is not one sheep in eAil pUght, but a whole flock;
some cast, some strayed, sorae sick, some tainted, some a being
devoured, and aU for the want of a shepherd.
Where is their
shepherd ? Im-kmg in a den like a w o U ; a den in Ms OAVU parish,
out fie ! out fie !
" I scented thee out, m part, by thy Mndness to the Uttle birds. Take
note, you Gerard EUassoen must love something, 'tis m your blood; you
Avere b o m to't. Shunning man you do but seek earthly affection a peg
loAver than man."
Gerard interrupted her. " The bfrds are God's creatures, his iimocent
creatures, and I do well to love thera, being God's creatures."
"
^es
"
"

"What, are they creatures of the same God that we are, that he r's who
upon thy knee ? "
You know they are."
Then what pretence for shunning us and being kind to them ? Sith
* I think she means prejudice.
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man is one of the animals, why pick him out to shun ? Is't because ho
is of animals the paragon? "What, you court the young of birds, and
abandon your OAVU young ? Birds need but bodily food, and, having
Arings, deserve scant pity if they cannot fly and find it. But that sweei
dove upon thy knee, he needeth not camal only, but spfritual food. He
is thme as well as mine : and I have done my share. He AriU soon ht.
too much for me, and I look to Gotida's parson to teach him true piety
and useful lore. Is he not of more value than many sparrows ?"
Gerard started and stammered an afffrmation.
For she Availed for
his reply.
" You Avoiider," contmued she, " to hear me quote holy Avrit so glib. 1
h.ive pored over it this four years, and Avhy ? Not because God Avrote
it, but because 1 saAv it often in thy hands ere thou didst leave me.
Heaven forgive me ; I am but a Avonian. What tMnkest thou of this
sentence ? ' Let your work so shine before men that they may see youi
good works and glorify your Father Avhich is in heaven !' What is a
saint in a sink better than ' a Ught under a bushel !'
" Therefore, since the sheep committed to thy charge bleat for thee and
cry : ' Oh desert us no longer, but come to Gouda manse ;' since I, who
know thee ten times better than thou knoAvest thyself, do pledge my soul
it is for thy soul's weal to go to Gouda manse,—since duty to thy chdd,
too long abandoned, calls thee to Gouda manse,—since thy sovereign,
whom holy writ again bids thee honour, sends thee to Gouda manse,—•
since the Pope, whom the Church teaches thee to revere, hath absolved
thee of thy monkish vows, and orders thee to Gouda manse
"
" Ah ?"
"Since thy grey-hafred mother watches for thee in dole and care,
and turneth oft the hour-glass and sigheth sore that thou comest
so slow to her at Gouda manse,—since thy brother, Avithered by
thy curse, awaits thy forgiveness and thy prayers for his soul, now
lingering in his body, at Gouda manse,—take thou up in thine arms
the sweet bird Ari' crest of gold that nestles to thy bosom, and
give me thy hand ; thy sweetheart erst and AvUe, and now thy friend
the truest friend to thee tMs mght that ere raan had ; and come Avith
me to Gouda manse ! "
" I t is the voice of an angel!" cried Clement, loudly.
" Then hearken it, and come forth to Gouda manse !"
The battle was won.
Margaret lingered beMnd, cast her eye rapidly round the furniture,
and selected the Vulgate and the psaltery. The rest she sighed at and
let it lie. The breastplate and tho ciUce of bristles she took and dashed
with feeble ferocity on the ffooi Then, seeing Gerard watch her Avith
surprise from the outside, she cohiured and said: " I am but a womtui ;
' Uttie' wiU stm be ' spiteful.'"
" Why encumber thyseU with those ? They are safe."
" Oh, she had a reason."
And with this they took the road to Gouda parsonage. The nioc r, and
itars were so bright, it seemed almost as light as day.
Suddenly Gerard stopped. " My poor Uttle bfrds !"
" What of them ? "
" They wdl miss thefr food. 1 fe<;d them every day .'•
I I
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" Tlie cMld hath a piece of bread in his COAA'L Take that ana feed then
now, agamst the mom."
" I Avdl. Nay, I wdl not. He is as innocent, and nearer to me
and to thee."
Margaret drew a long breath. " 'Tis weU. Hadst taken it, I might have
bated thee ; I am but a Avoman."
When they had gone about a quarter of a mile, Gerard sighed. " Margaret," said he, " I must e'en rest; he is too heavy for me."
" Then give liim me, and take thou these. Alas I alas ! I mind
when thou wouldst have run with the chUd on ont jiioulder, and the
mother on t'other."
And Margaret carried the boy.
" I trow," said Gerard, lookuig doAvn, " overmuch fastmg is not good
for a man."
" A many (Ue of it each year, Avmter time," repUed Margaret.
Gerard pondered these simple words, and eyed her askant, carrymg the chdd Avith perfect ease. "When they had gone nearly a mile,
he said, with considerable surprise : " You thought it was but two
butts' length."
" Not 1."
" Wliy, you said so."
" That is another matter." She then tumed on him the face of a Madonna. " I Ued," said she, sweetly. " And to save your soul and body,
I'd maybe ted a Averse Ue than that, at need. I am but a woman. AL
weU, it is but IAVO butts' length from here at any rate."
" Without a Ue ?"
" Humph ? TMee, without a Ue."
And sure enough, m a few minutes they came up to the manse.
A candle was burning in the vicar's parlour. " She is waking stdl,"
whispered Margaret.
" BeautUul! beautiful!" said Clement, and stopped to look at it.
" "What, m Heaven's name ? "
" That Uttle cancde, seen tMough the window at night. Look an it be
not like some fair star of size prodigious : it deUghteth the eyes and
warraeth the heart of those outside."
" Come, and I'U show thee sometMng better," said Margaret, and led
him on tiptoe to the window.
They looked in, and there was Catherine kneeUng on the hassock,
with her " hours " before her.
" Folk can pray out of a cave," AvMspered Margaret. " Ay and hit
heaven Arith thefr prayers. For 'tis for a sight of thee she prayeth ; and
thon art here. NOAV, Gerard, be prepared ; she is not the Avonian you
kneAV her ; her chddren's troubles have greatly broken the brisk, Ughthearted soul. And I see she has been weeping e'en noAV ; she wdl have
given thee up, bemg so late."
" Let me get to her," said Clement, hastdy, trembUng aU ovftr.
" That door ! I wiU bide here."
\Vlien Gerard was gone to the door, Margaret, fearing the sudden surprise, gave one sharp tap at the window and cried : " Mother! " in a loud,
expressive voice that Catherine read at once. She clasped her hands
together and had hafr risen from her kneeling posture, Avlien the door
burst o];eii and Clement flung himseU Arildly on his knees at her knees.
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with his arms out to embrace her. She tittered a cry such as only a
mother could. " Ah ! my darUng, my darling ! " And clung sobbing
round his neck. And trae it was, she saAv neither a hermit, a priest, noj
a monk, but just her child, lost, and despaired of, and m her arms. And
after a little Avhile Margaret came in, Avith Avet eyes and cheeks, and a
holy calm of affection settled by degrees on these sore troubled
ones. And they sat all three together, hand in hand, murmuring
sweet and loving converse ; and he who sat in the middle drank right
and left thefr true affection and thefr humble but genuine Avisdom, and
was forced to eat a good nourishing meal, and at daybreak Avas packed
off to a snowy bed, and by-and-by awoke, as from a hideous dream, friar
and hermit no more, Clement no more, but Gerard EUassoen, parson of
Gouda.

CHAPTER XCVIII.
MAUGABET went back to Rotterdam long ere Gerard aAvoke, ancl
actually left her boy behind her. She sent the faithful, sturdy Reicht off
to Gouda directly with a Aicar's grey frock and large felt hat, and Avith
minute instructions how to govern her ncAV master.
Then she Avent to Jorian K e t e l ; for she saicl to herself, " he is the
closest I ever met, so he is the man for me," and in concert with him she
did tAVO mortal sly things ; yet not, in my opinion, Airulent, though she
thought they were ; but if I am asked what were these deeds vrithout a
name, the ansAver is, that as she, " who was ' but a woman,' kept
them secret tdl her dying day, I, who am a man,—Verbum non ampUus addam."
She kept away from Gouda parsonage.
Thfrigs that pass Uttle noticed in the heat of argument, sometimes
rankle afterwards ; and, when she came to go over aU that had passed,
she was offended at Gerard's thinking she cotdd ever forget the priest in
the sometime lover. " For what did he take me ?" said she. And this
raised a great shyness Avhicli really she would not otherArise haA'e felt,
being doAvnright innocent. Ancl pride sided Arith modesty, and Avhispered
" Go no more to Gouda parsonage."
She left Uttle Gerard there to complete the conquest her maternal
heart ascribed to him, not to her ovm eloquence and sagacity ; and to
anchor his father for ever to humanity.
But this generous stroke of policy cost her heart dear. She had never
yet been parted from her boy an hour; and she felt sadly strange as Avell
as desolate without him. After the ffrst day it became intolerable ; and
what does the poor soul do, but creep at dark up to Gouda parsonage,
and lurk about the premises like a thief till she saw Reicht Heynes in
the Mtchen alone. Then she tapped softly at the window and said,
" Reicht, for pity's sake bruig him out to me unbeknoAvn." With Margaret the person who occupied her thoughts at the time ceased to have
i name, and sank to a pronoun.
Reicht soon found an excuse for taMng Uttle Gerard out, and there was
a scene of mutual rapture ; foUoAved by mutual tears AA'hen mother and
boy parted again.
I I 2

484

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH.

And it was arranged that Reicht should take him half w.ay to Rotterdam every day, at a set hour, and Margaret meet them. And at these
meetings, after the raptures, and after mother and child had gambolled
together like a young cat and her ffrst kitten, the boy would sometimej
amuse hmiseU alone at their feet, and the tAvo women generaUy seized
this opportuMty to talk very seriously about Luke Peterson. This
began thus :—
" Reicht," said Margaret, " I as good as promised him to marry Luke
Peterson. ' Say you the AVord,' quoth I, * and I'U wed him.'"
" Poor Luke !"
" Prithee, why poor Luke ?"
" To be bancUed about so, atAvixt yea and nay."
" WTiy, Reicht, you have not ever been so simple as to cast an eje of
affection on the boy, that you take his part ?"
" Me ?" said Reicht, Arith a toss of the head.
" Oh, I ask your pardon. WeU, then, you can do me a good tum."
" whist! whisper ! that Uttle darling is Ustening to every word, and
eyes Uke saucers."
On this both thefr heads would have gone tmder one cap.
Two women plotting against one boy? Oh you great cowardly
serpents !
But when these stolen meetmgs had gone on about five days
Margaret began to feel the injustice of it, and to be frritated as wed as
nnhai3pA'.
And she Avas crying about it, when a cart came to her door, and in it,
clean as a new penny, Ms beard close shaved, his bands Avliite as snoAV,
and a Uttle colour in his pale face, sat the vicar of Gouda in the grey frock
and large felt hat she had sent him.
She ran upstairs dfrectly ancl Avashed away all trace of her tears and
put on a cap, AvMch, being just taken out of the drawer, was cleaner,
theoretically, than the one she had on ; and came doAvn to him.
He seized both her hands and Mssed them, and a tear fell upon them.
She turned her head aAvay at that to hide her OAATI Avhich started,
" My sAveet Margaret," he cried, " why is this ? Why hold you alooi
from your OAVU good deed ? Ave have been waiting and waiting for you
every day, and no ilargaret,"
" You said things."
" What! when I was a hemiit; and a donkey."
" Ay ! no matter, you said things. And you had no reason."
" Forget aU I said there. "Who hearkens the raAings of a maniac ? for
I see now that in a few raonths more I should have been a gibbering
idiot: yet no mortal could have persuaded me aAA'ay but you. Oh Avhat
an outlay of Arit and goocMess was yours ! But it is not here I can
thank and bless you as I ought; no, it is in the home you haA'e glA'en
me, among the sheep whose shepherd you have made me ; aUeady I
love them dearly ; tnere it is I iriust thank ' the truest friend ever
man had.' So now I say to you as ei'st you said to sne, come to Gouda
manse."
" Humph ! we Avid see about that."
" "Why, Margaret, tMnk you I had ever kept the dear cMld so long,
but that I made sure you would be back to him from day to day ! On
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tie curls round my very heart strings, but what is my title to hira
compared to thine? Confess now, thou hast had hard thoughts of ma
for this."
" Nay, nay, not I. Ah ! thou art thyself again ; wast ever thought"'•:!
rf others. I have haU a mind to go to Gouda manse, for your sayiiig
'hat."
"Come then, Arith haU thy mind, 'tis worth the whole of other
FoUt's."
" Well, I dare say I AriU; but there is no such mighty hurry," said
she, coolly (she was UteraUy burnmg to go). " TeU me first how you
igi-ee Avitli your folk."
" Why, already my poor have taken root in my heart."
" 1 thought as much."
" And there are such good creatures among thera ; sunple, and rough,
iind superstitious, but wonderfully good."
" Oh ! leave you alone for seeing a grain of good among a bushel
»f dl."
" Whisht; whisht! And, Margaret, two of them have been ill friends
for four years, and came to the manse each to get on my blind side. But,
^ve the glory to God, I got on their bright side, and made them friencls
md laugh at themselves for their folly."
" But are you in very deed their Aicar ? answer me that."
" Certes : have I not been to the bishop and taken the oath, and rung
the church bell, and touched the altar, the missal, and the holy cup,
before the churchAvardens ? And they have handed me the parish seal;
see here it is. Nay 'tis a real vicar iuAiting a true friend to Gouda
manse."
" Then my mind is at ease. Tell me oceans more."
" Well, sweet one, nearest to me of all my parish is a poor cripple that
my guardian angel and his (her name thou knoAvest even by this turning
of thy head away) hath placed beneath my roof Sybrandt and I are
that Ave never were till now, brothers, 'Twould gladden thee, yet sadden
thee to hear how we Mssed and forgave one another. He is full of thy
praises, and AvhoUy in a pious mind; he says he is happier since his
trouble than e'er he was m the days of his strength. Oh ! out of my
house he ne'er shall go to any place but heaven."
" TeU me somewhat that happened thyself, poor soul ! AU this is
good, but yet no tidings to rae. Do I not know thee of old ?"
" Well, let rae see. At first I Avas ranch dazzled by the sunlight, and
could not go abroad (owl!); but that is passed; and good Reicht Heynes
—humph !"
"What of her?"
" This to thine ear only, for she is a diamond. Her voice goes through
«iie like a knife, and all voices seem loud but thine, which is so mellow
fweet. Stay, now I'll fit ye Avith tidings : I spake yesterday AAith an old
man that conceits he is ill-tempered, and sweats to pass for such Avith
ethers, but oh! so threadbare, and the best good heart beneath."
" "Wby 'tis a parish of angels," said Margaret, ironically.
" Then why dost thou keep out on't ?" retorted Gerard. _ " Well, he
was telling me there was no parish in Holland where the devil hath such
power as at Gouda ; and among his instances, says he,' We had a hermit,
the hoUest in HoUand ; but, being Gouda, the devd came for him thin
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week, and took hun, bag and baggage : not a ha'porth of him left but t
goodish piece of his sMn, just for all the world like a hedgehog's, and (>
piece o' old fron furbished up.' "
Margaret smiled.
" Aye, but," contmued Gerard, " the strange thing is, the cave has
verily fallen m ; and, had I been so perverse as resist thee, it had assuredly buried me dead there where I had buried myseU aliA'e. Therefore
in this 1 see the finger of Providence, condenming ray late, approving my
present, Avay of Ufe. "Wliat say&st thou ?"
" Nay, can I pierce the Uke mysteries ? I am but a woman."
" SomeAvhat more, methinks. This very tale proves thee my guardian
angel, and all else avouches i t : so come to Gouda raanse."
" Wed, go you on, I'U foUow."
" Nav, in the cart with me."
" Not so."
" Wliy ?"
" Can I tell why and wherefore, bemg a woman ? All I know is I
s:iem—to feel—to wish—to come alone."
" So be it then. I leave thee the cart, being, as thou sayest, a woman,
aad I'U go a-foot being a man again, Avith the joyful tidings of thy
c iming."
"When Margaret reached the manse the first thing she saw was the two
Gerards together, the son performing his capriccios on the plot, and the
f ither slouchmg on a chafr, in his great hat, with pencil and paper, trying
very patiently to sketch hun.
After a AA'arm A\'elcome he showed her his attempts. " But m vain 1
striA'e to fix him," said he, '• for he is incarnate quicksdver. Yet do but
note his changes, uifiMte, but none ungracious : ad is supple and easy;
and how he melteth from one posture to another." He added presently,
" Woe to illuminators ! looldng on thee, sir baby, I see what awkward,
lopsided, ungainly toads I and my felloAvs painted missals with, and
called them cherubs and seraphs." Finally he tMew the paper away in
despair, and Margaret conveyed it secretly into her bosom.
At night Avhen they sat round the peat fire he bade them observe how
beautiful the brass candlesticks and other gUttering metals were in the
glow from the hearth. Catherine's eyes sparkled at tMs observation,
"And oh the sheets I Ue in here," said he, " often my conscience pricketh
me and saith, ' "i^Tio art thou to lie in Unt Uke web of snow ?' Divef
was ne'er so flaxed as I, And to think that there are folk in the worM
that have aU the beautUul things AvMch I have here, yet not content.
Let them pass six months m a hemut's ceU, seeing no face of man; then
wiU tlitty find hoAV lovely and pleasant this vricked world is ; and eki
that men and Avomen are God's fafrest creatures, Margaret was always
fafr : but never to my eye so bright as now," Margaret shook her head
incredulously, Gerard continued: " My mother Avas ever good and kind,
but I noted not her exceeding comeUness t d l now,"
" Nor I neither," said Catherine : " a score years ago I raight pass in a
CTowd, but not now,"
Gerard declared to her that each age had its beauty : " See tMs md(J
grey eye," said he, " that hath looked motherly love upon so many of us,
all that love hath left its shadow, and that shadow is a beauty which defieth Tircfi, See this deUcate Up, these pure white teeth. See this we,U-
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•taped brow, where comeliness just passethinto reverence. Art beautiful
in my eyes, mother dear,"
" And that is enough for me, my darUng, 'Tis time you were in beck
cMld, Ye have to preach the mom,"
And Reicht Heynes and Catherine mterchanged a look which said, "We
two have an amiable maniac to superintend; caUs everything beautUul,"
The next day was Sunday ; and they heard him preach in his own
church. It was crammed vrith persons, who came curious, but remamed
devout. Never Avas his Avonderful gUt displayed more powerfuUy : he
was himseU deeply moved by the first sight of aU Ms people, and his
bowels yearned over this flock he had so long neglected. In a single
sermon, which lasted two hours and seemed to last but twenty minutes,
he declared the whole scripture: he terrified the impenitent and thoughtless, confirmed the wavering, consoled the bereaved and the afiUcted,
uplifted the hearts of the poor, and, when he ended, left the multitude
standing, rapt, and imArilling to beUeve the (Uvme music of his voice and
soul had ceased.
Need I say that two poor women in a corner sat entranced, with
streaming eyes,
" "Wherever gat he it aU ?" whispered Catherine with her apron to her
eyes, " By our Lady not from me."
As soon as they were by themselves Margaret threw her arms rormd
Catherine's neck and kissed her.
" Mother, mother, I am not quite a happy woman, but oh I am a
proud one."
And she vowed on her knees never by vpord or deed to let her love
come between this young saint and heaven.
Reader, (Ud you ever stand by the sea-shore after a storm, when the
wind happens to have gone down suddenly ? The waves cannot ceaso
Arith their cause; indeed, they seem at first to the ear to lash the sounding shore more fiercely than whde the Arind blew. StUl we are conscious
that mcAitable calm has begun, and is now but rocking them to sleep.
So it Avas Arith those true and tempest-tossed lovers from that eventful
night, when they went hand in hand beneath the stars from Gouda
hermitage to Gouda manse.
At times a loud wave would every now and then come roaring ; but
it was only memory's echo of the tempest that had SAvept their Uves : thi
storm itseU was over ; and the boiling waters began from that moment
to go doAvn, doAvn, down, gently, but mevitably.
'This image is to supply the place of interminable details, that Avould
be tedious and tame. What best merits attention at present, is the
general situation, and the strange compUcation of feeUng that arose from
it. History itself, though a far more daring storyteller than romance,
presents few thmgs so strange'* as the footing on Avhich Gerard and
* Let viie not be understood to apply this to the bare outline of the relation.
Many bishops and priests, and not a few popes, had -vrives and cliildren as laymen
and entering orders Avere parted from the Avives and not from the children. Ba
in the case before the reader are the additional features of a strong surviving
attachment on both sides, and of neighbourhood, besides that here the man had
been led into holy orders by a false statement of the woman's death. On a summary of all the essential features, the situation was, to the best of my beUei
ani'jue.
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Margaret now Uved for many years. United by present affection, past
familiarity, and a marriage irregular, but legal; separated by hcJy
Church and by their own consciences which sided unreservedly Arith
Voly Church : separated by the Church, but muted by a liAing pledge of
affection, lawful in every sense at its date.
And living but a few ndles from one another, and she caUing bin
mother " mother." For some years she always took her boy to Gouda
on Sunday, returning home at dark. Go when she would, it was always
fete at Gouda manse, and she AA'as received like a Uttle queen. Catherine,
in these days, was nearly ahvays Arith her, and Eli very often. Tergou
had so Uttle to tempt them, compared Arith Rotterdam ; and at last t'tiey
left it altogether, and set u p in the capital.
And thus the years glided: so barren now of striking incidents, so
void of great hopes, and free from great fears, and so Uke one another,
that without the helj) of dates I could scarcely indicate the progress of
time.
However, early next year, 1471, the Duchess of Burgundy with the open
dissent, but secret connivance of the duke, raised forces to enable her dethroned brother, Edward the Fourth of England, to invade that Mngdom ;
our old friend Denys thus enUsted, and passing through Rotterdam to
the ships, heard on his AA'ay that Gerarcl was a priest, and Margaret alone.
On this he tolcl Margaret that marriage Avas not a habit of his, but that
as his comrade had put it out of his own poAver to keep troth, he felt
bound to offer to keep it for him ; " for a comrade's honour is dear to
us as our oAvn," said he.
She stared, then smded, " I choose rather to be stid thy she-comrade,"
said she ; " closer acquainted Ave might not agice so Avell." And in her
character of she-comrade she equipped him Avi .n a new sword of AntAverp
make, and a double hancUtil of silver. " I give thee no gold," said she,
" for 'tis throAvn away as quick as silver, and harder to win back.
Heaven send thee safe out of aU thy perils ; there be famous fair Avomen
yonder to beguUe thee AAith thefr faces, as weU as men to hash thee Avith
their axes."
He was hurried on board at La Vere, and never saAV Gerard at that
time.
I n 1473, Sybrandt began to faU. His pitiable existence had been
sweetened by his brother's mventive tendemess, and his OAvn contented
ipirit, which, his antecedents considered, was truly remarkable. As for
Gerard, the day never passed that he did not devote two hours to hun ;
reading or singing to him, praying vrith him, and draAring him about
in a soft carriage ilargaret and he had made between them. When
the poor soul found his end near, he begged Margaret might be sent
for ; site came at once, and almost Avith his last breath he sought
'.•ince more that forglA-eness she had long ago accorded.
She remained by him tiU the l a s t ; and he died blessing and blessed, in the
arms of the IAVO true lovers he had parted for Ufe. Tantum reUgio scit
suadere bom.
1474 there was a weddmg in Margaret's house, Luke Peterson and
Reicht Heynes.
This may seem less strange if I give the purport of the cUalogue interrupted some time back.
Margaret went on to say, " Then in that case you can easdy make him
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'aney you, and for my sake you must, for ray conscience it pricketh me
md I must needs fit him Arith a Avife, the best I know." Margaret then
nstructed Reicht to be always kind and good htunouredto Luke; ancl she
', ould be a model of peeAishness to hun. " But be not thou so simple ax
un me doAA'n," said she. " Leave that to me. Make thou excuses for
ae ; I AriU make myseU black enow."
Reicht received these mstructions like an order to sweep a room, and
ibeyed them punctuaUy.
"When they had subjected poor Luke to this double artillery for a
»uple of years, he got to look upon Margaret as his fog and wind, and
Seicht as his sunshine : and his affections transferred themselves, he
icarce knew how or when.
On the weddmg day Reicht embraced Margaret and thanked her
ilinost with tears. " He was always my fancy," said she, " from the
frst hour I clapped eyes on him."
" Heyday, you never told me that. What, Reicht, are you as sly as
he rest?"
" Nay, nay," said Reicht, eagerly ; " but I never thought you would
•eaUy part with him to rae. In my country the mistress looks to be
lerved before the maid."
Margaret settled them m her shoji, and gave them half the profits.
1476 and 7, were years of great trouble to Gerard, whose conscience
;ompelled him to oppose the Pope. His HoUness, siding Arith the Grey
?riars in their determination to swamp every palpable distinction beween the "Vfrgin Mary and her Son, bribed the Christian world into his
•rotchet by proffering pardon of all sins to such as Avould add to the Ave
ilary, this clause : " and blessed be thy Mother Anna, from whom, with)ut blot of original sin, proceeded thy virgin ffesh."
Gerard, in common with many of the northern clergy, held this sen>?.nce to be flat heresy ; he not only refused to utter it in his church, but
yarned his parishioners against using it in private ; and he refused to
ielebrate the noAV feast the Pope mvented at the same time, viz., " the
'east of the miraculous conception of the "Virgin."
But this drew upon him the bitter enmity of the Franciscans, and
bey were strong enough to put him into more than one serious dUfi:ulty, and inflict raany a Uttle mortification on Mm.
In emergencies he consulted Margaret, and she always did one of twc
brags, either she said, " I do not see my way ;" and refused to guess ;
)r else she gave Mm adAice that proved wonderfuUy sagacious. He had
;eidiis ; but she had marveUous tact.
And where affection came m and annihdated the woman's judgment,
le stepped m Ms tum to her aid. Thus, though she kncAV she was
ipoding Uttle Gerard, and (Catherine was ruinmg him for lUe, she would
lot part •with him, but kept him at home, and his abdities uncidtivated.
^ d there was a shrewd boy of nine years, mstead of learning to Avork
ind obey, playing about and learmng selfishness from thefr infinite unlelfishness, and tyrannizing with a rod of iron over two women, both of
diem sagacious and spirited, but reduced by their fondness for him to
i e exact level of idiots.
Gerard saAv tMs Arith pain, and interfered Arith mdd but firm remonitrance ; and after a considerable struggle prevailed, and got Uttle Gerard
lent to the best school in Europe, kept by one Haaglie at Deventei : thia
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was in 1477. Many tears were shed, but the great progress the buy
made at that famous school reconcUed Margaret in some degree, and the
fideUty of Reicht Heynes, now her partner in busmess, enabled her to
spend weeks at a time hovermg over her boy at Deventer.
And so the years gUded ; and these two persons subjected to as strong
and constant a temptation as can weU be conceived, were each other's
guardian angels ; and not each other-'s tempters.
To be sure the well greased moraUty of the next century, wMch taught
that solemn vows to God are sacred m proportion as they are reasonable,
had at that time entered no single mmd ; and the alternative to these
two minds was seU-demal, or sacrilege.
It was a strange thing to hear them talk Arith unrestrained tendemess
to one another of thefr boy ; and an icy barrier between themselves all
the time.
Eight years had now passed thus, and Gerard, fafrly compared with
men in general, was happy.
But Margaret was not.
The habitual expression of hsr face was a sweet pensiveness; but
sometimes she Avas irritable and a Uttle petulant. She even snapped
Gerard noAv and then. And, AA'hen she went to see hira, U a monk was
Arith him, she AvoMd turn her back and go home.
She hated the monks for having parted Gerard and her, and she
inoculated her boy Arith a contempt for them wMch lasted Mm tdl his
dymg day.
Gerard bore Arith her like an angel. He knew her heart of gold, and
hoped tMs dl gust would blow over.
He MmseU bemg now the right man in the right place tMs many
years, loving his parishioners, and beloved by them, and occupied from
morn tiU mght in good Avorks, recovered the natural cheerfuMess of Ms
(Usposition. To teU the truth, a part of his jocoseness was a bUnd: he
Avas the greatest peacemaker, except Mr. Harmony in the play, that ever
was born. He reconciled raore enemies in ten years than his predecessors had done in three hundred; and one of his manoeuArres in the peacemaking art was to make the quarreders laugh at the cause of quarrel
So did he undemune the demon of discord. But, mdependently of that,
he reaUy loved a harmless joke. He was a wonderful tamer of animals,
squfrrels, hares, fawns, &c. So half in jest, a parishioner who had a
mule supposed to be possessed vrith a devil, gave it him, and said,
" Tame this vagabone, parson, if ye can." WeU, in about six months,
heaven knoAvs hoA\', he not only tamed Jack, but won Ms affections to
such a degree, that Jack AvoMd come running to his whistle Uke a dog
One day, haAing taken shelter from a shower on the stone settle outside
8 6«rtain pubUc-house, he heard a toper inside, a stranger, boasting
he could take more at a draught than any raan m Gouda. He instantly
marched in, and said, " "What, lads, do none of ye take hira up for the
honour of Gouda? ShaU it be said that there carae Mther one from
another parish a greater sot than any of us ? Nay, then, I your parson
do take Mm up. Go to ; I'll find thee a parisMoner shaU drink more at
a draught than thou."
A bet was made : Gerard whistled; in clattered Jack—for he was
taught to come into a room Arith the utmost composure—and put hi*
ao.se into Ms backer's hancL
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*• A pair cf buckets !" shouted Gerard, " and let us see Avhich of these
two sons of asses can drink most at a draught."
On another occasion tAvo farmers had a dispute Avhose hay was the best.
Failing to convince each other, they said, " "\Ve'll ask parson ;" for by this
time he Avas their referee in every mortal thing.
" How lucky you thought of me !" said Gerard. ""Why, 1 have got
one staying with me who is the best judge of hay in Holland. Bring
me a double handful apiece."
So when they came, he had them mto the parlour, and put each buntUc
on a chafr. Then he Avhistled, and in walked Jack.
" Lord a mercy !" said one of the farmers.
" Jack," said the parson, in the tone of conversation, "just tell us which
is the best hay of these two."
Jack sniffed them both, and raade his choice directly; proAing his sincerity by eating every morsel. The farmers slapped thefr thighs, and
scratched thefr heads. " To thmk of we not tMnking o' that." And they
each sent Jack a truss.
So Gerard got to be called the merry parson of Gouda. But Margaret,
Avho like most loving Avomen had no more sense of humour than a turtledove, took this very ill. " What!" said she to herself, " is there nothing
sore at the bottom of his heart that he can go about playing the zany ?"
She could understand pious resignation and content, but not nifrth, in
true lovers parted. And whilst her woman's nature was perturbed by
this gust (and women seem more subject to gusts than men) came that
terrible animal, a busybody, to work upon her. Catherine saAv she Avas
not happy, and said to her, " Your boy is gone from you. 1 Avotild not
live alone all my days if I were you."
" He is more alone than I," sighed Margaret.
" Oh, a man is a man: but a woman is a woman. You must not tMnk
all of him and none of yourseU. Near is your Mrtle, but nearer is your
smock. Besides, he is a priest, and can do no better. But you are not
a priest. Hc has got his parish, and his heart is in that. Bethink thee!
Tinie flies ; overstay not thy market. Wouldst not like to have three or
four more Uttle darUngs about thy knee now they have robbed thee of
poor Uttle Gerard, and sent him to yon nasty school?" And so sh„
worked upon a mind afready frritated.
Margaret had many suitors ready to marry her at a word or even a
look, and among them tAvo merchants of the better class. Van Schelt and
Oostwagen. " Take one of those two," said Catherine.
" Well, I AriU ask Gerard if I may," said Margaret one day vrith a flood
cf tears ; " for I cannot go on the way I am."
" Why, you would never be so simple as ask him ?"
" Think you I would be so Ari eked as marry Arithout his leave ?"
Accordingly she actually went to Gouda, and after hanging her head,
and blushing, and crying, and saying she was miserable, told Mm his
mother wished her to marry one of those two; and U he approved of her
marrying at ad, would he use his wisdom, and tell her Avhich he thought
would be the kindest to the little Gerard of those tAvo ; for herseU she
iid not care what became of her.
Gerard felt as if she had put a soft hand into his body, and tom his
heart out with it. But the priest Avith a mighty effort mastered the
man. In a voice scarcely audible he decUned tins responsibility, " I
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am not a saint or a prophet," said he ; " I might advise thee dL I shaU
read the marriage serAice for thee," faltered he ; " it is my right. No
other Avould pray for thee as I should. But thcju must choose for thy
seU: and oh ! let me see thee happy. This four months past thou hast
not been happy,"
" A discontented mind is never happy," said Margaret.
She left Mm, ancl he fed on Ms knees, and prayed for help from
above.
Margaret went home pale and agitated. " Mother," said she, " never
Tiention it to rae again, or Ave shall quarrel."
" He forbade you ? AVeU, raore sharae for hira, that is all."
" He forbid me ? He did not condescend so far. He was as noble as
I was paltry. He would not choose for me for fear of choosmg rae an dl
husband. But he Avould read the service for ray groora and me : that
was his right. Oh, mother, what a heartless creature I was !"
" Wed, I thought not he had that much sense."
" Ah, you go by the poor soul's Avords : but I rate words as afr when
the face speaketh to mine eye. I saw the priest and the true lover a
fighting m his dear face, and his cheek pale Avith the strife, and oh ! Ms
poor lip trembled as he said the stout-hearted words—Oh ! oh ! oh ! oh!
oh ! oh ! oh !" And Margaret burst into a violent passion of tears.
Catherine groaned. " There, giA'e it up Arithout more ado," said she.
" You two are chained together for life ; and, U God is merciful, that
won't be for long ; for what are you ? neither maid, Arife, nor widow."
" Give it up ?" said Margaret: " that was done long ago. All 1 tMnk
of noAv is comforting him ; for now I haA'e been and made him unhappy
to3, Avretch and monster that I am."
So the next day they both Avent to Gouda. And Gerard, who had
been praying for resignation all this time, received her Arith pecuUar
tenderness as a trea.sure he was to lose ; but she was agitated and eager
to let him see Arithout words that she would never raarry, and she faAvned
on him like a little dog to be forgiven. And as she was going aAvay she
murmured, " Forgive ! and forget! I am but a woraan."
He misunderstood her, and said, " All I bargain for is, let me see thee
content; for pity's sake, let me not see thee unhappy as I have this
whde."
" My darUng, you never shaU again," said Margaret, Arith streaming
eyes, and kissed his hand.
He misunderstood tMs too at ffrst; but when month after montl
passed, and he heard no raore of her raarriage, and she came to Gouda
comparatively cheerful, and was even ciAil to Father Ambrose, a mdd
bencA'olent monk from the Domimcan convent'hard by—then he understood her ; and one day he iuAited her to walk alone vrith him in
the sacred paddock: ancl before I relate what passed between them, 1
must give its history. "When Gerard had been four or five days at the
manse looking out of Avmdow, he uttered an exclamation of joy.
Mother, Margaret, here is one of my bfrds : another, another; four
six, nine. A mfracle ! a mfracle !"
" "Why, how can you teU your bfrds from thefr feUows ?" said Catherine.
" I know every feather in thefr wings. And see: there is the Uttla
darling whose claw I gilt, bless it {"
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And preaently his rapture took a serious turn, and he saw heaven'*
approbation in this conduct of the bfrds as he did in the fall of the cave,
'ihis wonderfully kept aUve his friendship for animals : and he enclosed
a paddock, and drove all the sons of Cam from it Arith threats of excom.
mimication. " On this little spot of earth Ave'll have no murder," said
he, He tamed leverets and partridges, and little bfrds, and hares, and
roe-deer. He fotmd a squirrel with a broken leg ; he set it Arith infiidte
difficulty and patience: and durmg the cure shoAvecl it repositories ol
acorns, nuts, chestnuts, &c. And tMs sqmrrel got well and Avent off, lint
visited him in hard Aveather, and brought a mate, and next year little
squfrrels were found to have imbibed thefr parents' sentiments : and of
ail these animals each generation was tamer than the last. This set the
good parson thinMng, and gave bun the true clue to the great successes
of mediaeval hermits in taming Avdd ammals.
He kept the key of tMs paddock, and never let any man but himseU
enter it : nor would he even let Uttle Gerard go there without Mm or
Margaret. " Children are all Uttle Cains," said he.
In this oasis then he spoke to Margaret, and said, " Dear Margaret, I
have thought more than ever of thee of late, and haA'e askecl niyseU wiiy
I am content, and thou unhappy."
" Because thou art better, vriser, holier than I ; that is all," said Margaret, promptly.
" Our lives teU another tale," said Gerard, thoughtfully. " I knoAV
thy goodness and thy wisdom too weU to reason thus perversely. Also I
know that I love thee as dear as thou, I think, lovest me. Yet am I
happier than thou. "Why is this so ?"
" Dear Gerard, I am as happy as a AA'oman can hope to be this side
^he grave."
" Not so happy as I. Now for the reason. First then I am a priest,
and tMs, the one great trial and disappointment God giveth me along
with so many joys, Avliy I share it with a raultitude. For alas ! l a m
not the oMy priest by thousands that must never hope for entfre' earthly
happiness. Here then thy lot is harder than ndne."
" But Gerard, I have my child to love. Thou canst not fill thy hear}
vrith him as his mother can. So you may set this agamst you."
" And I have ta'en him from thee ; it was cruel; but he would have
broken thy heart one day U 1 had not. WeU then, sweet one, I come to
where the shoe pmcheth, methinks. I have my parish, and it keeps my
heart in a glow from mom tdl night. There is scarce an emotion that my
folk stfr not up in rae many times a day. Often their sorrows make me
weep, sometimes thefr perversity Mndles a Uttle wrath, ancl their absurdity makes me laugh, and sometimes thefr fiashes of unexpected goodness do set me ad of a glow : and I could hug 'em. Meantime thou,
poor soul, sittest with heart
"
'• Of lead, Gerard, of very lead."
" See now, how unMnd thy lot compared Arith mine. Now how if
thou couldst be persuaded to warm thyseU at the fire that Avarmeth me."
"Ah, U I could?"
" Hast but to AviU it. Come among my folk. Take in thine hand tht
alms I set aside, and give it with kmd words ; hear their sorrows: they
•'h&U show you Ufe is fuU of troubles, and, as thou sayest truly, no raau
or woman without thefr thorn this side the grave. In-doors I have a

map of Gouda parish. Not to o'erburden thee at first, I wUI put twenty
housen under thee Arith thefr folk. "What sayest thou? but for thy
wisdom I had died a dfrty mamac, and ne'er seen Gouda manse, noi
ious peace. Wilt profit in tum by what Uttle wisdom I have to soften
er lot to whom I do owe aU ? "
Margaret assented warmly; and a happy tMng it was for the Uttle
district assigned to her : it was as if an angel had descended on them.
Her fingers were never tfred of kmttmg, or cutting for them, her heart
vf sympatMzmg with thera. And that heart expanded and waved it?
irooping Avmgs ; and the glow of good and gentle deeds began to spread
Over i t : and she was rewarded in another way, by being brought into
more contact Arith Gerard, and also with his spirit. All this time maUcious tongues had not been icUe. " If there is nought between them
more than meets the eye, why doth she not marry ?" &c. And I am
•?orry to say our old friend Joan Ketel, was one of these coarse sceptics.
And now, one Avinter evening she got on a hot scent. She saw Margaret
and Gerard talking earnestly together on the Boulevard, She wMpped
l>ehind a tree. " Now I'U hear sometMng," said she : and so she did.
It was Avmter ; there had been one of those tremendous floods followed
by a sharp frost, and Gerard in despafr as to where he should lodge forty
or fUty houseless folk out of the piercing cold. And now it was, " Oh dear,
dear Margaret, what shaU I do ? The manse is full of them, and a sharp
frost coming on this mght,"
Margaret reflected, and Joan Ustened,
" You must lodge them in the church," said Margaret, qmetly.
" In the church ? Profanation,"
" No : charity profanes nothing ; not even a church : sods nought,
not even a church. To-day is but Tuesday. Go save thefr Uves ; for a
bitter night is condng. Take thy stove mto the church : and there house
them. We wdl dispose of them here and there ere the Lord's day."
" And I could not think of that: bless thee, sweet Margaret; thy
nund is stronger than mine, and readier."
" Nay, nay, a woman looks but a Uttle way; therefore she sees clear.
I'U come over myseU to-morrow."
And on this they parted vrith mutual blessmgs.
1 oan gUded home reraorseftil.
And after that she used to check aU sumuses to thefr discre(Ut. " Beware," she would say, " lest some angel should bUster thy tongue. Gerard
and Margaret paramours ? I teU ye they are two saints which meet in
secret to plot charity to the poor."
In the summer of 1481 Gerard determmed to proAide against similar
disasters recurring to Ms poor. Accordmgly he made a great hole in hia
income, and bled his friends (zealous parsons ahvays do that) to budd a
large XenodocMura to receive the Aictims of flood or fire. Giles, and aU
his friends were kind, but aU was not enough ; when lo ! the Dominican
monks of Gouda, to whom Ms parlour and heart had been open for
years, came out nobly and put doAvn a handsome sum to aid the charitable
near.
"The dear good souls," said Margaret, "who would have though!
ft!"
" Any one who knows them," said Gerard. " Who more charitablt
ihan monks?"
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" G o to ! They do but give the laity back a pig of thefr own sow,"
" And what more do I ? What more doth the duke ?"
Then the ambitious vicar must btdld almshouses for decayed true men
in their old age, close to the manse, that he might keep, and feed them,
as Avell as lodge them. And, his money being gone, he asked Margaret
for a feAV thousand bricks, and just took off' his coat and turned builder,
and as he had a good head, and the strength of a Hercules, with the zeal
of an artist, up rose a couple of almshouses parson built.
And at this work Margaret would sometimes bring him Ms dinner,
and add a good bottle of Rhemsh, And once, seemg hun run up a plank
with a wheelbarrow full of bricksj which really most bricklayers would
have gone staggermg under, she said, " Times are changed since I had to
carry Uttle Gerard for thee,"
" Ay, dear one, thanks to thee."
"When the first home was finished, the question was who they should
t>ut into i t ; and being fastidious over it Uke a new toy, there waa
much hesitation.
But an old friend arrived ui time to settle this
question.
As Gerard was passmg a public-house in Rotterdani one day, he heard
a weU-knoAvn voice. He looked up, and there Avas Denys of Burgundy ;
but sadly changed : his beard stained with grey, and his clothes Avorn
and ragged ; he had a cufrass stUl, and gauntlets, but a staff instead of
an arbalest. To the company he appeared to be bragging and boasting ;
but m reaUty he was giving a true relation of EdAvard the Fourth's invasion of an armed kingdom vrith 2000 men, and his march through the
country with armies capable of swallowing him, looking on, his battles
at Tewkesbury and Barnet, and re-occupation of his capital and kmgdom
in three months after landing at the Humber with a mixed handful of
Dutch, English, and Btirgundians.
In •this, the greatest feat of arms the century had seen, Denys had
shone; and whilst sneermg at the warUke pretensions of Charles the
Bold, a duke Arith an itch, but no talent, for fighting, and proclaimmg
the EngUsh kmg the first captam of the age, did not forget to exalt himseU.
Gerard Ustened with eyes glittering affection and fun. " Ancl UOAV,"
•said Denys, " after aU these feats, patted on the back by the gallant
young Prince of Gloucester, and smiled on by the great captain himself.
\ e r e I am lamed for Ufe ; by what ? by the kick of a horse, and this
'night I know not Avhere I shall lay my tired bones. I had a comrade
once in these parts, that AVOUICI not have let me lie far from him. But
be turned priest and deserted his sweetheart; so 'tis not likely he Avotild
'remember Ms comrade. And ten years play sad havoc with our hearts,
and limbs, and all." Poor Denys sighed, and Gerard's bowels yearned
'Over bim.
" What words are these ?" he said, with a great gulp in his throat.
' ' ^Tio grudges a brave soldier supper and bed ? Come home with me !"
" Much obliged ; but I am no lover of priests."
" Nor I of .soldiers ; but what is supper and bed between two trae
siien?"
" Not much to you ; but something to me. I wdl corae."
" In one hour," said Gerard, and went in high spfrits to Margaret,
imd told her the treat in store, and she must come and share it
Shs
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most drive Ms mother in his Uttle carriage up to the manse with ah
speed, and make ready an exceUent supper.
Then he him^eU borrowed a cart, and drove Denvs up rather slowly,
to give the women time.
On the road Denys found out tMs priest Avas a kind sotd; so told
him his trouble, and coMessed his heart was pretty near broken. " The
great use our stout hearts, and arms, and Uves, tiU Ave are Avoi'it out,
and then fling us away Uke broken tools." He sighed deeply ; and it
cost Gerard a great straggle not to hug him then and there, and teU
him. But he wanted to do it aU like a story book. "Who has not haa
this fancy once in Ms lUe ? Why, Joseph had i t ; ad the better for us.
They landed at the Uttle house. It was as clean as a penny; the
hearth blazmg, and supper set.
Denys brightened up. " Is this your house, reverend sfr ?"
" "WeU, 'tis my work, and Arith these hands ; but 'tis your house."
" Ah, no such luck," said Denys, Arith a sigh.
" But I say ay," shouted Gerard. " And AA-hat is more. I—" (gulp)
•' say—" (gulp) " Courage, camarade, le (Uable est mort !"
Denys started, and almost staggered. " Why, Avhat ?" he stammered.
"w—Avh—Avho art thou, that brmgest me back the merry words and
merry clays of ray youth ?" and he Avas greatly agitated.
" My poor Denys, I am one whose face is changed, but nought else :
to my heart, dear, trusty comrade, to my heart." And he opened his
arms, AAith the tears in Ms eyes. But Denys carae elose to him, and
peered in Ms face, and devoured eA'ery feature ; and when he was sure
tt was reaUy Gerard, he uttered a cry so vehement it brought the women
ronning from the house, and feU upon Gerard's neck, and Mssed him
agam and again, and .sank on Ms knees, and laughed and sobbed with
joy so terribly that Gerard mourned Ms foUy m doing cframas. But the
women Arith thefr gentle soothing ways soon composed the brave felloAV ; and he sat sndlmg, and holding Mai^aret's hand and Gerard's.
And they ad supped together, and went to thefr beds Arith hearta warm
as a toast; and the broken solcUer was at peace, and in Ms OAVU house,
and under his comrade's Avmg.
His natural gaiety returned, and he resumed Ms consigne after eight
years' disuse, and hobbled about the place, enUvening i t ; but offencied
the parish mortaUy, by calling the adored vicar comrade, and nothing
but comrade.
When they made a fuss about tMs to Gerard, he just looked in then
faces, and said, " "What does it matter ? Break Mra of swearing, and
you shaU have my thanks."
This year Margaret went to a laAvyer to make her Avill, for Arithout
this, she was told, her boy nught have trouble some day to get Ms OATO,
not being bom in lavriul we(Uock. The lawyer, however, in conversation, expressed a different opiMon.
" TMs is the babble of churchmen," said he. " Yours is a perfect
marriage, though an irregular one."
He then ud'ormed her that throughout Europe, excepting only tho
southern part of Britain, there were three irregtdar raarriages, the Mghest
»f which Avas heis, Aiz,, a betrothal before witnesses.
" This," said he, " ir not foUowed by matrimonial iutcTcourse, is a
marriage complete in form, but incomplete in substsmce. A jierson ssJ
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betrothed can forbid any other banns to all eternity. I t has, however_
been set aside, where a party so betrothed contrived to get married regularly, and children were b o m thereafter. But such a decision was for
the sake of the offspring, and of doubtful justice. HoAvever, in your
case, the birth of your cluld closes that door, and your marriage is
complete both in form and substance. Your course, therefore, is to
sue for your conjugal rights : it AVUI be the prett''.est case of the century.
The laAV is aU on our side, the Church all on theirs. If you come tc
that, the old Batavian laAV, which compelled the clergy to marry, hatii
fallen into disuse, but tvas never formally repealed."
Margaret was quite puzzled. " "What are you driving at, sfr ? Who
am I to go to law vrith ?"
" "Who is the defendant ? "Why, the vicar of Gouda."
" Alas, poor soul ! Ancl for what shall I laAv hira ?"
" Why, to make him take yon into his house, and share bed and
board Avith you, to be sure."
Margaret turned red as fire. " Gramercy for your rede," said she.
" "What, is yon a woman's part ? Constrain a man to be hers by force ?
That is men's Avay of Avooing, not ours. S.ay I Avere so iU a Avomaii as
ye think me, I should set myself to beguile hira, not to laAV him ;" and
she departed, crunson AA'ith shame and indignation.
" There is an unpracticable fool for ycu," said the man of art.
Margaret had her AviU draAvn elseAvhere, and made her boy safe from
poverty, marriage or no marriage.
These are the principal mcidents that in ten whole years befell tAvc,
peaceful lives, which in a much shorter period had been so thronged
vrith aclventures ancl emotions.
Their general tenor was now peace, piety, the mild content that lasts,
not the fierce bliss ever on tiptoe to depart, and, above all. Christian
charity.
On this sacred ground these IAVO true loA'ers met Avith an uniformity
and a kindness of sentiment which Avent far to soothe theAvound in theii
CAvn hearts. To pity the same bereaved ; to hunt in couples all the ills
in Gouda, and contrive ancl scheme together to remedy all that Avere
remediable; to use the rare insight into troubled hearts Avhich their
OAvn troubles hacl given them, and use it to make others happier than
themselves, this Avas thefr daily practice. And in this blessed cause
their passion for one another cooled a Uttle, but their affection increased.
From the time Margaret entered heart ancl soul uito Gerard's pioue
charities that affection purged itseU of all mortal dross. Ancl as it had
now long outUved scandal and misapprehension, one Avotild have thought
that so bright an example of pure self-denying affection Avas to reniaui
long before the world, to SIIOAV men IIOAV nearly reUgious faith, even
when not quite reasonable, and religious charity, AvMch is ahvays reaBonable, could raise tAVO true lovers' hearts to the loving hearts of the
angels of heaven. But the great Disposer of events ordered otherArise.
Little Gerard rejoiced both his parents' hearts by the extraordmary
progress he made at Alexander Haaghe's famous school at Deventer.
The last tmie Margaret returned from visiting him, she came td
flerard flushed Arith pride. " Oh, Gerard, he wiU be a great man ona
day, thanks to thy wasdom in taking Mm from us silly women. A great
scholar, one Zintldus, came to see the school and judge the scholars, and
KK
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didnt our Gerard stand up, and not a line in Horace or Terence could
ZintMus cite, but the boy would foUow him vrith the rest. ' Why, 'tis
a prodigy' says that great scholar; and there was his poor mother stood
by and heard it. And he took our Gerard in his arms, and kissed him,»nd what think you he said ?"
" Nay, I know not."
" ' Holland wiU hear of thee one day : and not Holland only, but all
the world.' "Why, what a sad brow 1"
" Sweet one, I am as glad as thou; yet am I uneasy to hear the child
is Arise before Ms time. I love Mm dear: but he is thine idol; and
Heaven doth often break our idols."
" Make thy mind easy," said Margaret. " Heaven •wdl never rob me
of my cMld. "What I was to suffer in tMs world I have suffere(L For
if any iU happened my chdd or thee I shoidd not Uve a week. Tlie
Lord he knows this, and he -wiU leave me my boy."
A month had elapsed after this ; but Margaret's words were yet ringing in Ms ears, when, gomg Ms dady round of Aisits to his poor, he was
told qmte incidentally and as mere gossip that the plague was at Deventer, carried tMther by two sadors from Hamburgh.
His heart tumed cold Arithin him. News did not gaUop m those
days. The fatal disease raust have been there a long time before the
tidmgs would reach Gouda. He sent a Une by a messenger to Margaret,
telling her that he was gone to fetch Uttle Gerard to stay at the raanse a
Uttle wMle; and would she see a bed prepared, for he should be back
next day. And so he hoped she would not hear a word of the danger
tiU it w ^ ad happUy over. He borrowed a good horse, and scarce (frew
rein tdl i ^ reached Deventer, qmte late in the afternoon. He went at
once to the school. The boy had been taken away.
As he left the school he caught sight of Margaret's face at the window
of a neighbouring house she always lodged at when she came to
Deventer.
He ran hastdy in to scold her and pack both her and the boy out of
the place.
To Ms surprise the servant told him Arith some hesitation that Marjaret had been there, but was gone.
"Gone, woman?" said Gerard, in(Ugnantly. "Art not ashamed to
'Ay so ? Why, I saw her but now at the Avindow."
" C'.*, if you saw her
"
A 4weet voice above said, "Stay him not, let him enter." It wa*
SfKTgaret.
Gtj:£.rd ran up the stairs to her, and went to take her hand.
She (frew back hastdy.
He looked astounded.
" I am displeased," said she, coldly. " "What makes you here 1 Know
you not the plague is in the tOAvn ?"
" Ay, dear Margaret: and came straightway to take our boy away."
" What, had he no mother ?"
" How you speak to me! I hoped you knew not."
""What, think you I leave my boy unwatched? I pay a trusty
woman ttat notes every change in his cheek when I am not hen, aD9
lets me know. I am his mother."
"Where is h e ? "
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" In Rotterdam, I hope, ere this."
" Thank Heaven ! And why are you not there ?"
" I ara not fit for the journey : never heed me ; go you home on thi
Instant : I'll foUow. For shame of you to come here risking yoitt
precious Ufe."
" It is not so precious as thme," said Gerard. " But let that pass ; Ave
wiU go home together, and on the mstant."
" Nay, I have sorae raatters to do m the toAvn, Go thou at once; and
I AviU fodow forthArith,"
" Leave thee alone in a plague-stricken towm ? To Avliom speak you,
dear Margaret ?"
" Nay, then, we shall quarrel, Gerard."
" Methmks I see Margaret and Gerard quarrelling! "Why, it takes
two to quarrel, and we are but one,"
With this Gerard smiled on her sweetly. But there was no kmd
responsive glance. She looked cold, glooray, and troubled. He sighed,
and sat patiently clown opposite her with his face all puzzled and
saddened. He said nothing: for he felt sure she would explain her
sapricious conduct, or it would explain itseU.
Presently she rose hastdy, and tried to reach her becfroom: but on the
way she staggered ancl put out her hand. He ran to her with a cry of
alarm. She swooned in his arras. He laid her gently on the ground,
and beat her cold hands, and ran to her becfroom, and fetched Avater, and
sprinkled her pale face. His OAVU was scarce less pale ; for in a basin
he had seen Avater stamed Arith blood : it alarmed him, he knew not
why. She Avas a long time ere she revived, and when she cUd she found
Gerard holcUng her hand, and bending over her with a look of mfmite
concern and tenderness. She seemed at first as if she responded to it, but
the next moraent her eyes ddated, ancl she cried, " Ah, AArretch, leave my
hand ; how dare you touch me ?"
" Heaven help her !" said Gerarcl. " She is not herseU."
" You Arid not leave me, then, Gerard ?" saicl she, family. " Alas !
why do I ask ? Would I leave thee U thou wert
At least, touch me
not, and then I wid let thee bide, and see the last of poor Margaret.
She ne'er spoke harsh to thee before, sweetheart; and she never vrill
again,"
"Alas ! what mean these dark words, these wild and troubled looks?"
said Gerard, clasping his hands,
" My poor Gerard," said Margaret, " forgive me that I spoke so ta
thee, I am but a woman, and would have spared thee a sight AviU make
thee weep." She burst into tears, " Ah, me !" she cried, weeping,
" that I caimot keep grief from thee : there is a great sorrow before my
darUng, and tMs time I shaU not be able to come and dry his eyes,"
" Let it come, Margaret, so it touch not thee," .said Gerard, trerablmg,
" Dearest," said Margaret, solemMy, " caU now religion to thuie aid
and mine, I must have died before thee one day, or else outUved thee
and so died of grief"
" Died ? thou die ? I Avdl never let thee die, "Where is thy pam ?
What is thy trouble ?"
" The plague," said she caMdy, Gerard uttered a cry of horror, and
started to Ms feet: she read his thought, " Useless," said she, qmetly.
" My nose hath bled ; none ever yet survived to whom that came along
K. Ix 3
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with the plague. Bring no fools Mther to babble over the body they
cannot save, I ara but a woman ; I loA'e not to be stared a t ; let none
see me die but thee,"
And even vrith tMs a con'vulsion seized her, and she remained sensible
but speechless a long time.
And now for the first time Gerard began to realize the frightful truth,
and he ran AvUcUy to and fro, and cried to Heaven for help as (froAvning
men cry to thefr feUow-creatures. She raised herseU on her arm, and set
herseU to ijmet him.
She told hira she had knoAvn the torture of hopes and fears, and was
resolved to spare him that agony, " I let ray ndnd dwell too much on
the danger," said she, " and so opened my bram to i t ; tMough wMch
door when tMs subtle venom enters it makes short work. I shaU not
be spotted or loathsome, my poor darUng ; God is good and spares thee
that; but in twelve hours I shall be a dead Avoman, Ah, look not so,
but be a man : be a priest! Waste not one precious minute over my
body ; it is doomed ; but comfort my partmg souL"
Gerard sick and cold at heart kneeled doAvn, and prayed for help from
Heaven to do his duty.
When he rose from his knees his face was pale and old, but deadly
caUu and patient. He went softly and brought her bed mto the room,
and laid her gently doAvn and supported her head Arith pilloAvs, Then he
prayed by her side the prayers for the dymg, and she said Amen to each
prayer.
Then for some hours she wandered, but when the feU
disease had quite made sure of its prey, her mind cleaied ; and she
begged Gerard to shrive her ; " For oh my conscience it is laden,"
said she, sacUy.
" Confess thy sms to me, my daughter ; let there be no reserve."
"My father," said she, sadly, " I have one great sin on ray breast tHs
many years. E'en UOAV that death is at my heart I can scarce OAvn it.
But the Lord is debonafr : U thou Avdt pray to him, perchance he may
forgive me."
" Confess it first, my daughter."
" I—alas ! "
" Confess i t ! "
" I deceived thee. TMs many years I have deceived thee."
Here tears interrapted her speech.
" Courage, my daughter, courage," said Gerard, kindly, overpowering
the lover in the priest.
She Md her face in her hands, and with many sighs told Mm it was
she who had broken dowm the hemdf s cave with the help of Jorian
KeteL " I, shaUow, (Ud it but to hinder thy return thither ; but when
thou saAvest therem the fmger of God, I played the traitress, and Kiid,
' Whde he thinks so he AviU ne'er leave Gouda manse ;' and I held my
tongue. O false heart."
" Courage, my daughter ; thou dost exaggerate a tri'rial fault. *
" Ah, but 'tis not alL The bfrds."
"WeU?"
" They foUowed thee not to Gouda by mfracle but by my treason. I
isaid, he wdl ne'er be quite happy without his bfrds that Aisited Mm inhin
ceU; and I was jealous of them, and cried, and said, these foul little
things, they are r»v cMld's rivalst And I bought loaves of bread, Ml(J
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J orian and rae Ave put crumbs at the cave door, and thence went sprinkling them all the Avay to the manse, and there a heap. And my Avdes
succeeded, ancl they came, ancl thou wast glad, and I was pleased to see
thee glad ; ancl Avhen thou sawest in my guile the finger of Heaven.
wicked, deceitful, I did hold my tongue. But dAe deceiving thee? ah, noI cotdd not. Forgive me if thou canst ; I Avas but a Avoman ; I knevi^ no
better at the time. 'TAvas Avrit in my bosom Arith a very stmbeani, ' 'Tis
good for him to bide at Gouda raanse.'"
" Forgive thee, SAveet innocent ?" sobbed Gerard, what have / to forive ? Thou hadst a foolish froAvard child to guide to his OAvn weal, and
idst all this for the best. I thank thee and bless thee. But as thy confessor, all deceit is ill in Heaven's pure eye. Therefore thou hast done
well to confess and report i t ; and even on thy confession and peMtence
the Church through me absolves thee. Pass to thy graver faults."
" My graver faults ? Alas ! alas ! Why, Avhat have I done to com]iare ? I am not an d l Avoman, not a very ill one. If He can forgiA'e me
deceiving thee. He can Avell forgive me all the rest ever I did."
Being gently pressed she said she Avas to blame not to have done more
gcod in the Avorld. " I had just begtui to do a Uttle," she said ; " and
now I must go. But I repine not, since 'tis HeaA'en's wdl. Only I ara
so afeard thou Arilt miss me." And at this she could not restrain her
tears, though she tried hard.
Gerard struggled Avitli his as weU as he could ; and knoAA'uig
her life of piety, purity, and charity, and seeuig that she could
not in her present state reaUze any sin but her having deceived
him, gaA'e her full absolution. Then he put the crucifix in her hand,
and, Avhile he consecrated the oil, bade her fix her mind neither on
her merits nor her demerits, but on H i m who died for her on the tree.
She obeyed him, Avith a look of confiding love and submission.
And he touched her eyes with the consecrated oil, and prayed aloud
beside her.
Soon after she dozed.
He Avatched beside her, more dead than alive himseU.
When the day broke she awoke, and seeraed to acquire some energy.
She begged hun to look in her box for her marriage lines, and for a
picture, and bring them both to her. He did so. She then entreated
nim by all they had suffered for each other, to ease her mind by making
a solenm vow to execute her dying requests.
He vowed to obey them to the letter.
'• Then, Gerard, let no creature come here to lay me out. I could not
bear to be stared a t ; ray very corpse would blush. Also I would not be
made a monster of for the worms to sneer at as well as feed on. Also iny
very clothes are tainted, and shad to earth Avith me. I am a jihysician s
daughter : ancl iU becomes me kill folk, being dead, Avhich clid so little
good to men m the days of health ; Avherefore lap me in lead, the AA'ay 1
am ; and bury me deep ! yet not so deep but Avliat one day thou may st
find the Avay, and lay thy bones by mine.
" Whiles I lived I went to Gouda but once or twice a Aveek. It cost
me not to go each day. Let me gain this by dying, to be always at dear
Gouda—m the green kirkyard.
" Also they do say the spirit hovers where the body lies : 1
would have my spirit hover near thee, and the kfrkyard is nol
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far frora the manse. I am so afeard some UI AviU happen thee, listgaret being gone.
"And s&e, Arith mine OAvn hands I place my marriage lines in
my bosom. Let no UAing hand move them, on pain of thy curse
and mine. Then, when the angel comes for me at the last day,
he sliaU say, tMs is an honest woman, she hath her marriage Unes
(for you know I am your lawful Avife though holy Chm'ch hath come
between us), and he vriU set me where the honest women be, I Arill
not sit among dl women, no, not in heaven ; for thefr mind is not my
mind, nor thefr soul my soul, I have stood, unbeknoAvn, at my Arindow,
and heard thefr talk,"
For some time she was unable to say any more, but made signs to him
that she had not done.
At last she recovered her breath, and bade hira look at the picture.
It was the portrait he had made of her when they were young
together, and little thought to part so soon. He held it in his han(l3
and looked at it, but could scarce see it. He had left it in fragments, but
now it was whole.
" They cut it to pieces, Gerard. But see, Love mocked at their
kmves.
" I implore thee with my dying breath, let tMs picture hang ever in
thine eye.
" I have heard that such as (Ue of the plague, unspotted, yet after death
spots have been known to come out; and, oh, I could not bear thy last
memory of me to be so. Therefore, as soon as the breath is out of my
body, cover my face vrith this handkerchief, and look at me no more tiU
we meet again, 'twUl not be so very long. 0 promise."
" I promise," said Gerard, sobbing.
" But look on tMs picture instead. Forgive me ; I am but a woman.
I coMd not bear my face to Ue a foul thmg in thy memory. Nay, I
must have thee stdl t.bink me as fafr as I was trae. Hast called me an
angel once or tArice; but be just! did I not stiU teU thee I was no angel,
but only a poor simple woraan, that wMles saw clearer than thou because
she looked but a Uttle way, and that loves thee dearly, and never loved
but thee, and now Arith her dying breath prays thee mdulge her in this,
thou that art a raan,"
" I vriU, I AviU, Each word, each wish is sacred,"
" Bless thee! Bless thee! So then the eyes that now can scarce see thee,
they are so troubled by the pest, and the Ups that shaU not touch thee to
taint chee, vriU stdl be before thee, as they were when we were young
and thou didst love me."
" When I (Ud love thee, Maigaret! Oh, never loved I thee aa
iow."
" Hast not told me so of late."
" Alas! hath love no voice but words ? I was a pnest; 1 had charge
of thy soul; the sweet offices of a pure love were laAvful; words of lovB
imprudent at the least. But now the good fight is won, ah me ! Oh ray
love, if thou hast Uved doubting of thy Gerard's heart, die not so : for
never was woman loved so tenderly as thou tMs ten years past,"
" Calm thyseU, dear one," said the dymg woman, Arith a heavenly
Bmde. " I know i t : only being but a woman, I could not cUe happy tin
I had heard thee say so. Ah, I have pined ten years for those sweel
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words. Hast said them ; and tMs is the happiest hour of my life. I
had to die to get them ; weU, I grudge not the price."
From this moment a gentle complacency rested on her fadmg features.
But she did not speak.
Then Gerard, who had loved her soul so many years, feared lest she
should expfre with a mmd too fixed on earthly affection. " Oh my
daughter," he cried, " my dear daughter, if indeed thou lovest rae as I
love thee, give me not the pam of seemg thee die Arith thy pious souJ
fixed on mortal things.
" Dearest larab of aU my fold, for whose soul I must answer, oh think
not now of mortal love, but of His who died for thee on the tree. Oh let
thy last look be heavenwards, thy last word a word of prayer."
She tumed a look of gratitude and obecUence on hira. " What saint ?"
she murmured : meanmg, doubtless, " what saint should she invoke as
an intercessor."
" He to Avhom the saints themselves do pray."
She turned on Mm one more sweet look of love and subndssion, and
put her pretty hands together in jprayer Uke a chUd.
" Jesu!"
TMs blessed, word was her last. She lay with her eyes heavenwaras,
and her hands put together.
Gerard prayed fervently for her passmg spirit. And when he had
prayed a long time vrith his head averted, not to see her last breath, aU
seemed unnaturaUy stiU. He tumed his head fearfuUy. It was so.
She was gone.
NotMng left Mm now, but the earthly sheU of as constant, pure, and
loving a spirit, as ever adorned the earth.

CHAPTER XCIX.
A PRIEST is never more thorougMy a priest than in the charaber ol
death. Gerard did the last offices of the Church for the departed, just
as he should have done them for Ms smaUest parishioner. He (Ud thi,"
mechamcaUy, then sat doAvn stupefied by the sudden and tremendoua
blow ; and not yet reaUzing the pangs of bereavement. Then m a transport of reUgious enthusiasm he kneeled and thanked Heaven for her
Christian end.
And then aU Ms thought was to take her away from strangers, and lay
her in his OAvn churchyard. That very evenmg a covered cart with one
horse started for Gouda, and m it was a coffin, aud a broken-hearted man
lying with his arms and chin resting on it.
The mourner's short-Uved energy had exhausted itseU in the neceslary preparations, and now he lay crushed, cUiigmg to the cold lead that
held her.
The man, of whom the cart was hfred, walked by the horse's head,
and did not speak to him, and when he baited the horse, spoke but m a
whisper respecting that mute agony. But, when he stopped for the
mght, he and the landlord made a well-meaning attempt to get th«
mourner away to take some rest and food. But Gerard repulsed them,
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and, when tliey persisted, aMiost snarled at thera, like a faitMul dog, and
clung to the cold lead all mght. So then they drew a cloak over him,
and left him in peace.
And at noon the sorrowful cart came up to the manse, and there were full
a score of parishioners coUected A\ith one Uttle paltry trouble or another.
They had missed the parson afread}'. And Avheii they saAv Avhat it Avas,
and saAV thefr healer so stricken down, they raised a loud wad of grief,
and it roused him fr-om his lethargy of woe, and he saAv where he Avas,
and thefr faces, and tried to speak to them. " Oh my chdcfren ! my
children !" he cried ; but choked with angmsli couF. say no more.
Yet the next day, spite of all remonstrances, he buried her hmiseU,
ancl read the serAice Arith a A'oice that only trembled now and then.
Alany tears fed upon her grave. And Avhen the service ended he stayed
there standing Uke a statue, and the people left the churchyard out ol
respect.
He stood Uke one in a cfream, tdl the sexton, AAIAO Avas, as most men
are, a fool, began to fid in the grave without giAing him due Avarmng.
But at the sound of earth falUng on her, Gerard uttered a piercing
scream.
The sexton forbore.
Gerard staggered and put Ms hand to his breast. The sexton supported
him, and caUed for help.
Jorian Ketel, Avho lingered near, mourmng Ms benefactress, ran into
the churchyard, and the two supported Gerard into the manse.
"Ah, Jorian! good Jorian ! " said he, " something snapped Arithin me;
I felt it, and I heard it : here Jorian, here :" and he put Ms hand to his
breast.

CHAPTER C.
A FORTNIGHT after tMs a pale, bowed figure entered the DondmcaD
convent in the subtubs of Gouda, and sought speech AAith brother Am
brose, who goA'emed the convent as deputy, the prior having lately died,
and his successor, though appomted, not having arrived.
The sick man was Gerard, come to end Ufe as he began it. He
entered as a novice, on probation ; but the truth Avas, he Avas a faihng
man, and Imew it, and came there to die in peace, near kmd and gentle
Ambrose, his friend, and the other monks to Avhom his house and heart
had always been open.
His manse was more than he 'Sould bear; it was too ftdl of lemiiuscences of her.
Ambrose, who knoAV Ms A'altie, and his sorrow, was not Arithout a
kmdly hope of curing him, and restormg hira to his parish. With thi»
AieAV he put him in a comfortable ced over the gateway, and forbade him
to fast or practise any austerities.
But in a few days the new prior arrived, and proved a very Tartar.
At first he Avas absorbed in ctuuig abuses, and tiglitciJng the general
discipline ; but one day hearing the A'icar of Gouda had entered the
convent as a noA'ice, he saicl, " 'Tis wed ; let him fijst give up Ms Aicarage then, or go : I'll no fat parsons in my house." The prior then sent
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foi Gerard, and he went to M m ; and the moment they saw one finothei
th'cy both started.
' Clement !"
" Jerome ! "

CHAPTER

CI.

JEROME was as morose as ever in his general character; but he had
BomcAvhat softened toAvards Gerard. All the time he was'-in England he
had missed him more than he thought possible, and since then had often
wondered Avhat had become of him. "What he heard in Gouda raised.Jiia
feeble brother in his good ojimion : above all that he had Avithstood the
Pope and the Minorites on " the infernal heresy of the unmacttlate conteption," as he called it. But Avlieii one of his young monks told Mm with
tears in his eyes the cause of Gerard's illness, all his contempt revived.
'•' Dying for a Avoman ? "
He determined to avert this scandal: he visited Clement tAvice a day
in his cell, and tried all his old mfluence and all his eloquence to induce
hun to shake off this unspfrittial despondency, and not rob the Church of
his piety and his eloquence at so critical a period.
Gerard heard him, approved his reasoning, admired his strength, confessed his OAvn weakness, and contuiued visibly to wear aAvay to the land
of the leal. One day Jerome told Mm he had heard his story, and heard
it Avith pride. " But noAv," saicl he, " you spoil it all, Clement: for this
is the triumph of eaithly passion. Better haA'e yielded to it, and
repented, than resist it Avhile she Uved, and sticcmnb under it noAv, body
and soul."
" Dear Jerome," saicl Clement, so SAveetly as to rob his remonstrance of
the tone of remonstrance, " here, I think, you do me some injustice.
Passion there is none : but a deep affection, for which I Avdl not blush
here, since I shad not blush for it in Heaven. Bethink thee, Jerome ;
the poor dog that dies of grief on his master's grave, is he guilty of jjassion ? Neither ara I. Passion had saved my life, and lost my soul. She
was my good angel: she sustained me in my duty and charity ; her face
encouraged me m the p u l p i t : her Ups soothed me under ingratitude.
She intertwined herseU Avith all that Avas good in my life : and after
leaning on her so long; I could not go on alone. And, dear Jerome,
believe me I am no rebel against Heaven. I t is God's Avill to release me.
"When they threw the earth upon her poor coffin, something snapped
within my bosom here that mended may not be. I heard it and I felt
A. And from that time, Jerome, no food that I put in my mouth had
any savour. With my eyes bandaged noAV I could not ted thee which
Avas bread, and AvMch Avas flesh, by eating of it."
" Holy saints !"
" Ancl again, from that same hour my deep dejection left ine, r.nd I
smded again. I often smile—AA'hy ? I read it thus ; He in whose hands
are the issues of Ufe and death gave me that minute the great summons ;
'twas sorae cord of life snapped in me. He is very pitd'ul. I should
have lived unhappy ; but He said ' No ; enough is done, enough is suffered ; poo.T, feeble, loAong servant, thy shortcomings are forgi ven, thy
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sorrows touch thine e n d ; come thou to thy r e s t ! '

I corae, Lord, i

jonie ! "

Jerome groaned. " The Church had ever her holy but feeble servants,"
he said. " Now would I give ten years of my life to save tldne. But I
see it may not be. Die m peace."
And so it was that m a feAV days more Gerard lay a dying in a frame
df ndnd so holy and happy, that more than one aged saint Avas there to
giirner Ms dying words. I n the evening he had seen Giles, and begged
him not to let poor Jack starve ; and to see that Uttle Gerard's trustees
jlid thefr duty, and to Mss Ms parents for Mm, and to send Denys to his
friends m Burgundy : " Poor thing, he AriU feel so strange here Avithout
his comrade." And after that he had an interview Aritii Jerome alone.
What passed between them Avas never distmctly MioAvn; but it must
have been sometMng remarkable ; for Jerome Avent from the door Avith
his hands crossed on Ms breast, Ms Mgh head lowered, and sighuig as he
went.
The two monks that watched with him t i d matms, related that all
tMough the night he broke out from time to time in pious exclamations,
and praises, and thanksglAings: only once they said he Avandered, and
thought he saAV her waUdng in green meadoAvs Arith other spfrits
clad m white, and beckoning him ; and they aU smiled and beckoned
him. And both these monks said (but it might have been fancy) that
just before dawn there carae tMee light taps against the waU, one after
another, very slow ; and the dying man heard them, and said, " I come,
love, I come."
This much is certain, that Gerard did utter these words, and prepare
for his departure, having uttered them. H e sent for aU the monks who
at that hour were keepmg Aigil. They came, and hovered Uke gentle
spirits round Mm with holy Avords. Some prayed m silence for him
with their faces touching the ground, others tenderly supported his head.
But Avhen one of them saicl sometMng about Ms life of seU-denial and
charity, he stopped him, and addressmg them all said, " My dear
brethren, take note that he, who here dies so happy, holds not these ncAVfangled doctrines of man's merit. Oh, what a miserable hour were this
to me an U I (Ud ! Nay, but I hold with the Apostles, and thefr ptipds
in the Church, the ancient fathers, that ' Ave are justified not by our OAVU
wisdom, or piety, or the works Ave have done in holmess of heart, but by
faith.' " *
Then there was a sUence, and the monks looked at one another sigmficautly.
" Please you sweep the floor," said the dying CMistian in a voice to
which aU its clearness and force seemed supematurady restored.
They instantly obeyed, not Avithout a sentmient of aAve and curiosity.
" !Make me a great cross Avith wood ashes."
They strewed the ashes m form of a great cross ujioi the floor.
'' NOAV lay me doAvn on i t : for so Arid I di.3."
* He was citing from Clement of Rome—" ©u Si eauToij' SiKaiovfieBa ou5e Sia TTJS Tjfi^Tepas (rocptas, ^ €v<r(Piias, ^ e^»>
in KaTt.oyaacLp.i6a ty &<!ioTt)Ti KopStas, oAAo 5ta TT/S TTKJTfws."—Epist. ad Corinth,
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And they took him gently from his bed, and laid him on the cross of
n lod ashes.
" ShaU we spread out thine arms, dear brother?"
" Now God forbid ! Am I Avorthy of that ?"
He lay sdent, but with his eyes raised in ecstasy.
Presently he spoke haU to them, haU to himself, " Oh," he said Arith
a subdued but concentrated rapttue, " I feel it buoyant. It lUts me
fl jatmg in the sky whence ray raerits had sunk me Uke leacl,"
Day broke ; and displayed Ms face cast upward in sdent rapture, and
his hands together ; Uke Margaret's,
And just about the hour she (Ued he spoke his last word in this world,
"Jesu !"
And even Arith that word—he feU asleep.
They laid him out for Ms last restmg-place.
Under his Unen they found a horse-hafr shfrt, " Ah !" cried the
young monks, "behold a sauit!"
Under the hafr cloth they fouwl a long thick tress of auburn hair.
They started, and were horrifie«l; and a babel of voices arose, sorae
condemning, some excusing.
In the midst of wMch Jeronw came fr., and, hearing the dispute,
himecl to an ardent yotmg monk taded Basil, who was crying scandal
the loudest, " Basd," said he, " is she aUve or dead that owned tlds
hafr?"
" How may I know, father ?"
" Then for aught you know it may be the reUc of a saint ?"
" Certes it may be," said Basil, scepticady,
" You have then brcken our rule, which saith ' Put ill construction on
no act done by a brother which can be construed innocently,' Who are
you to judge such a man as this was ? go to your cell, and stfr not out
.'or a week by way of penance."
He then carried off the lock of hafr.
And when the coffin was to be closed, he cleared the cell: and put the
tress upon the dead man's bosom. " There, Cleraent," said he to the
dead face. And set himself a penance for doing it; and nailed the coffin
up himseU,
The next day Gerard was buried in Gouda churchyard. The monks
foUoAved him in procession from the convent, Jerome, who was CAidently carrying out the wishes of the deceased, read the serrice. The
grave was a deep one, and at the bottom of it was a lead coffin. Poor
Gerard's, Ught as a feather (so wasted was he), was lowered, and placed
by the side of it.
After the service Jerome said a few words to the croAvd of parishioners
that had come to take the last look at thefr best friend. When he spoke
of the virtues of the departed, loud wadmg and weeping burst forth, and
tears fed upon the coffin Uke rain.
The monks went home, Jerorae collected them in the rcifectory and
Bpoke to them thus: " We haA'e this day laid a saint in the earth, Tha
convent Avill keep his trentals, but vriU feast, not fast; for our good
brother is freed from the burden of the flesh ; his labours are over, and
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ne has entered into Ms joyful rest, I alone shall fast, and do penance ;
for to my shame I say it, I Avas unjust to him, and ImcAV not Ms worth,
till it was too late. And you, young monks, be not curious to inqmre
whether a lock he bore on his bosom Avas a token of pure affection, or the
relic of a s a i n t ; but remember the heart he wore beneath : most of all,
fix your eyes upon his life and conversation; and foUow them an ye
may : for he was a holy man."
Thus after Ufe's fitful fever these true lovers were at peace. The
grave, Mnder to them than the Church, united them for ever : and UOAV
a man of another age and nation, touched vrith thefr fate, has laboured
to build their tombstone, and rescue them from long and unmerited
obdAion.
He asks for them your sympathy, but not your pity.
No, put this story to a AA'holesome use.
Fiction must often give false vieAvs of Ufe and death. Here i.s it happens, curbed by history, she gives you trae ones. Let the barrier, that
jiept these true loA'ers apart, prepare you for this, that here on earth
there Avill nearly ahvays be some obstacle or other to your perfect happiness ; to thefr early death apply your Reason and your Faith, by Avay of
exercise and nreparation. For if you cannot bear to be told that thesn
died young, AVIIO, had they lived a hundred years, Avould still be dead,
hoAV shad you bear to see the gentle, the loAing, and the true, glide from
your OAAm bosom to the graA'e, and fly frora your house to heaven ?
Yet this is m store for you. I n every age the Master of life ancl death,
who is kmder as AveU as Ariser than we are, has transplanted to heaven,
young, earth's sweetest floAvers.
I ask your sympathy then for thefr rare constancy, and pure affection,
and thefr cruel separation by a Aile heresy'* in the bosom of the Church;
but not your pity for thefr early, but happy end
Beati sunt qtd m Domino moritmtur.

CHAPTER CII.
I N conipUance with a custora I despise, but have not the spirit to
resist, I linger on the stage to pick up the sraaller fragments of humanity
I have scattered about: i. e. some of them, for the wayside charactei'S
haA'e no claim on me ; they have served their t u m if they have persuaded the reader that Gerard traA'eUed frora HoUand to Rome through
human beings, and not through a population of dolls.
Eli and Catherme UA'ed to a great age: lived so long that both Gerard
ancl Margaret greAV to be dim memories. Gdes also was longsevous ; he
went to the court of Bavaria, and Avas aUve there at ninety, but had
somehoAv turned into bones and leather, trumpet toned.
Cornells, free from all riA'als, and forgiven long ago by Ms mother,
frho clung to him more and more now aU her brood Avas scattered,
waited, and waited, and waited, for his parents' decease. B r t (!!atherine's
shrewd word came true : ere she and her mate wore out, tlds Avorthy
rusted awa.y. At sixty-fiA'e he lay dying of old age in his mother's arms,
* Celibacy of the Clergy, an invention truly fiendist
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» hale AVoman of eighty-six. He had lain unconscious a while ; buj caraa
to himseU in articulo mortis, and seeing her near him, told her how he
would transform the shop and premises as soon as they shoMd be hie.
" Yes, my darluig," said the poor old woman, soothmgly ; and in another
minute lie was clay : and that clay was followed to the grave by ad the
feet Avhose shoes he had Avaited for,
Denys, broken-hearted at his comrade's death, was glad to return
to Burgundy, and there a small pension the court alloAved him kept
him until miexpectedly he inherited a considerable sum from a relation.
He Avas known in Ms native place for many years as a crusty old soldier,
Avho could tell good stories of war, when he chose ; and a bitter railer
against Avomen.
Jerome, disgusted Arith northern laxity, retired to Italy, and, having
high connections, became at seventy a mitred abbot. PTe put on the
screw of discipline : his monks revered and hated him. He ruled Avith
iron rod ten years. And one night he died, alone ; for he had not found
the Avay to a single heart. The "Vulgate Avas on his pdloAV, and the
crucifix in his hand, and on his Ups something more like a smile, than
was ever seen there Avhile he Uved ; so that, methinks, at that aAvful
hour he Avas not quite alone.
Reqtiiescat in pace. The Master he
served has many servants, and they have many minds, and UOAV and
then a faithful one Arid be a surly one, as it is in these our mortal
mansions.
The yelloAv-haired laddie, Gerard Gerardson, belongs not to Fiction
but to History.
She has recorded his birth in other terras than
mine. Over the tailor's house in the Brede Kirk Straet ahe has inscribed :—

" Haec est parva domus natus qua magnus Erasmus ; "
and she has Avritten half a dozen lives of Mm. But there is something
left for her yet to do. She has no more comprehended magnum Erasmum, than any other pigmy comprehends a giant, or partisan a judge.
First scholar and divine of his epoch, he was also the heaven-born
dramatist of his century. Some of the best scenes in this new booii are
from his medifeval pen, and illumine the pages where they come ; for
the Avords of a genius, ,so high as his are not born to die : their iiiiniediate Avork upon mankind fulfilled, they raay seera to lie torpid ; but, at
each fresh shoAver of intelUgence Time pours upon their students, they
prove their immortal race : they reviA'e, they spring from the dust of
great libraries ; they bud, they floAver, they fruit, they seed, from geneMtion to generation, and from age to age.
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M A U D M U L L E R , on a s u m m e r ' s day, ratced the m e a d o w s w e e t with h a y .
Beneath her torn hat glowed the wealth of simple beauty and r u s t i c health.
Singing, slie wrought, a n d her m e r r y glee the mock-bird echoed from his t r e e . .
But when she glanced to the far-off town, white from its hill-slope looking down,
T h e sweet song died, and a vague unrest and a nameless longing filled her breast,—
A wish, that she hardly dare to own, for something better t h a n she had known.
T h e J u d g e r o d e slowly down the lane, smoothing his horse's chestnut niane.
H e d r e w his bridle in the shade of the apple-trees to greet the maid,
And asked a d r a u g h t firom the spring that flowed through the m e a d o w across the road.
She stooped where the cool spring bubbled up, and filled for him her small tin cup,
And blushed as she gave it, looking down on her feet so bare, and her tattered gown.
'• T h a n k s 1" said the J u d g e ; " a sweeter draught from a fairer h a n d w a s never quaffed."
H e spoke of the grass and flowers and trees, of the singing birds and the humming b e e s ;
T h e u talk, d of the haying, and w o n d e r e d w h e t h e r the cloud in the west would bring foul
And Maud forgot her brier-torn gown, and her graceful ankles bare a n d brown
[weather.
And listened, while a pleased surprise looked from her long-lashed hazel eyes.
At last, like one who for delay seeks a vain excuse, he rode away.
Maud Muller looked and sighed: " A h m e ! T h a t I the Judge's bride might b e !
" H e would dress m e up in silks so fine, and praise and toast m e at his w i n e .
" My father should w e a r a broadcloth c o a t ; my brother should sail a painted boat.
" I'd dress my m o t h e r so grand and gay, and the baby should have a new toy each day.
" And I'd feed the hungry and clothe the poor, and all should bless m e who left our door."
T h e J u d g e looked back as he climbed the hill, and saw Maud Muller standing still.
" A form m o r e fair, a face m o r e sweet, ne'er h a t h i t been m y lot to meet.
*' And her modest answer and graceful air show her wise and good as she is fair.
" AVould she w e r e mine, and I to-day, like her, a harvester of h a y :
" No doubtful balance of rights and wrongs, nor weary lawyers with endless tongues,
" But low of cattle and song of birds, and health and quiet and loving words."
But he thought of his sisters p r o u d and cold, and his mother vain of her rank and gold.
So, closing his heart the Judge rode on and Maud was left in the field alone.
But the lawyers smiled that afternoon, when he h u m m e d in Court an old love t u n e ;
And the young girl mused beside the well till the rain on the u n r a k e d clover fell.
H e w e d d e d a wife of richest dower, who lived for fashion, as he tor power.
Yet oft, in his marble h e a r t h ' s bright glow, he w a t c h e d a picture come and g o ;
And sweet Maud Muller's hazel eyes looked out in their innocent surprise.
Oft, w h e n the wine in his glass was red, he longed for the wayside well instead ;
And closed his eyes on his garnished rooms to d r e a m of m e a d o w s and clover-blooms.
And the p r o u d m a n sighed, with a secret pain, " Ah, that I w a s free again!
" F r e e as w h e n I r o d e that day, where the barefoot maiden raked her hay."
S h e w e d d e d a m a n unlearned and poor, and many children played r o u n d her door,
But care and sorrow, and childbirth pain, left their traces on heart and brain.
And oft, when the s u m m e r sun shone hot on the new-mown hay in the meadow lot,
And she heard the little spring brook fall over the road side, through the wail.
In the shade of lhe apple-tree again she saw a rider d r a w his rein.
And, gazing down with timid grace, she felt his pleased eyes read her face.
Sometimes her n a r r o w kitchen walls stretched away into stately h a l l s ;
T h e weary wheel to a spinnet turned, the tallow candle an astral burned,
And for him who sat by the chimney lug, dozing and grumbUng o'er pipe and mug,
A manly form at her side she saw, and joy was duty and love was law.
T h e n she took up her b u r d e n of life again, saying only, " It might have been."
Alas for maiden, alas f o r j u d g e , for rich repiner and household d r u d g e !
cSod pity t h e m b o t h ! and pity us all, who vainly the d r e a m s of youth recall.
For of all sad words of tongue or pen, the saddest are t h e s e : " It might have been."
Ah, w e l l ! for u s all some sweet hope lies deeply buried from h u m a n e y e s ;
And, in the hereafter, angels may roll the stone from its grave away !
WHITTIER.
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By M r s . J . H . R I D D E L L .
Her M o t h e r ' s Darling Fah-y W a t e r .
Uninhabited House.
The Prince oi Wales's
Tne M y s t e r y in f a l a c e
Garden P a r t y .
Gardens.
The Nuo's Carse.
Weird Stories.
Idle Tales.
AMELIE RIVES.—Barbara rering.

By F. W. ROBINSON.

LISTS

of nearly

600 NOVELS

free.

By CHARLES READE.

Never too L a t e t o Mend Course of T m e Xova.
Hard Cash.
Autobiog. of a Thief.
A Terrible Temptation,
Peg Woffington.
The Wandering Heir.
Christie J o h n s t o n e .
A Woman-Hater
G-riiath Gaunt.
[face.
P u t Y'rseU in His Place A Simpleton.
The Double Marriage. Singleheart & DoubleLova Little, Love Long. Good Stories.
The J i l t I Keadlana.
F m l Play.
CI >ister and t h e H e a r t h A Perilous Secret.
By J A M E S R U N C I M A N .
Skippers and Shellbacks. | Schools andScholars.
Grace Ealmaign's Sweetheart.
By W. C L A R K R U S S E L L .
Round t h e Galley F i r e . On the FoTtsle Head.
I n t h e Middle W a t c h .
AVoyage to the Cape,
Book for t h e Hammock. J e n n y Harlowe.
M v s t e r y o f ' O c e a n S t a r , ' An Ocean Tragedy.
My S h i p m a t e Louise | Alone on aWideWideSea.
B y ALAN S T . A U B Y N .
A Fellow of T r i n i t y . | The J u n i o r Dean.
The M a s t e r of St. Benedict's.
By G . A. SALA.—GasUght and Daylight
By J O H N S A U N D E R S .
Bound t o t h e Wheel. I The Lion in t h e Path.
One Against the World. 1 The Two Dreamers.
Guy W a t e r m a n .
By K A T H A R I N E S A U N D E R S .
J o a n Merryiveather.
I Sebastian.
The High Mills.
| H e a r t Salvage.
M a r g a r e t a n d Elizabeth.
B y G E O R G E R. S I M S .
Rogues a n d Vagabonds. I Tales of To-day.
M a r y J a n e ' s Memoirs.
Dramas of Life.
The Ring 0* Bells.
Tinkletop's Crime.
M a r y J a n e Married.
| Zeph. | MyT wo Wives
B y H A W L E Y S M A R T . — L o v e or Licence.
By T . W . S P E I G H T .
Mysteries of Heron Dyke. I Hoodwinked.
GoldenHoop j BacktoLife LoudwatsrTragedy
By Devious W a y s .
I Burgo's Romance.
B y R. L O U I S S T E V E N S O N .
New A r a b i a n Nights.
| Prince Otto,
By B E R T H A T H O M A S .
Cressida. j Proud Maisie. 1 The VioUn-Player.
By W A L T E R T H O R N B U R Y .
Tales for t h e Marines. | Old Stories Re-told.
By A N T H O N Y T R O L L O P E .
The W a y We Live Now The Land-Leaguers.
Mr. Scarborough's
American Senator.
Family.
Frau Frohmann.
J o h n Caldigate.
Mario a F a y .
The Golden Lion.
Ki^pc in t h e Dark.
By F R A N C E S E L E A N O R T R O L L O P E ,
Anne F u m e s s .
| Mabel's Progress.
Like Ships upon t h e Sea.
By MARK TWAIN.
Huckleberry Finn.
Tom Sawyer.
Prince and t h e Pauper.
A T r a m p Abroad
Stolen White Elephant. MarkTwain'sSk etches.
Life on t h e Mississippi. The Gilded Age.
A Pleasure Trip ou tne A Yankee a t t h e Court
Continent of E u r o p e
of K-ng Arthur,

By SARAH TYTLER.
__mi
u
W h a t She CameThrough
B e a u t y a n d t h e Beast.
Noblesse Oblige.
Citcyenne J a c q u e l i n e .
Tne Bride's Paea.

at. Mungo's
TUTiTrifrrt'o City.
St.
Lady BeU.
Disappeared.
J u r i e d Diamonds.
I h e SlackJiall Ghostl.
,
.

By A. WATSON & L. WASS£RMAilN.

The Marquis of Carabas.
By W I L L I A M WESTALL.—Trust-Money.

By J. S. WINTER.
Cavalry Life.

I Regimental Legends.

By H. F. WOOD.

The Passenger f r o # Scotland T a r d .
The Englishman of t h e Kue Cain.

By EDMUND YATES.

Forlorn Hope, j Land a t Last, j
Women are S t r a n g e . | The Hands of Justice,
zj
London; CHATTO & W I N D U S , 214, Piccadilly, W,

C&stjwar,

AN ALPHABETICAL
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GENERAL L I T E R A T U R E
PUBLISHED BY

CHATTO & WINDUS
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About (Edmond).—The Fellah: An Egyptian Novel. Translated by
Sir RAND.iL ROBERTS.

Post 3vo, illustrated boards, 2J.

Adams ^W Davenport), Works by.
A D i c t i o n a r y o f t h e D r a m a : beings a comprehensive Guide to the Plays, Playwrights, Players,
and Playhouses of the United King-dom and America, from the Earliest Times to the Present
Day. Crown 8vo, half-bound, 12s. 6d.
[Pi-eparinj^.

Quips a n d Quiddities. Selected by W. D.WENPORT ADAMS. Post Svo, cloth limp, sj. e.i.

Agony Column (The) of * The Times,' from 1800 to 1870. Edited
with an Introduction, by ALICE CLAY.

Post 3vo, cloth limp, gj. dd.

Aide (Hamilton).—Confidences. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
Alexander (Mrs.), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
ffiald, Wife, or Tffldow?

j Blind F a t e .

Crown Svo, cloth, ^s. 6d. each; post Svo, picture boards, 2J. each.

Valerie's F a t e . , I A Life I n t e r e s t .

|

Iflona's Choice.

|

B y Woman's Wit.

Crown Svo, cloth 3J. 6d. each.

The Cost o t her Pride. I Barbara, L a d y ' s Maid and P e e r e s s . | A Fight ^<7lth Fata.
A Golden A u t u m n .
I Mrs. Crlchton's Creditor.
| T h e Step-mother.
A Missing Hero.

Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

[jTan.

1901

Allen (F. M.).—Green as Grass. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3;. 6d.
Allen (Grant), Works by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.
The E v o l u t i o n i s t a t Large.

|

Moorland I d y l l s .

P o s t - P r a n d i a l P h i l o s o p h y , Crown 8vo, art linen, 3.f. 6d.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, is. each.
B a b y l o n . 12 Illustrations.
Tha D u c h e s s o f P o i r y s l a n d ,
The Devil's Die.

Bjood Koyal.
Strange Stories. Frontis. T h i s Mortal Coil.
T h e Beckoning H a n d .
The T e n t s of S h e m . Frontis. I v a n Greet's Masterpiece,
The Scally v/ag. 24 Illusts.
The Great Taboo.
For Maimie's S a k e ,
A t Market Y a l a e ,
Dumaresq's Daughter,
Philistia.
Under Sealed Orders.
In all S h a d e s .
Dr. Palllser's P a t i e n t . Fcap. Svo, cloth boards, u . 6d.

Anderson (Mary).—Othello's Occupation. Crown Svo, cloth, y.6d.
Arnold (Edwin Lester), Stories by.
The Wonderful A d v e n t u r e s of P h r a t h e Phoenician. Crown Svo, cloth extra, with r2
Illustrations by H . M. PAGET, 3J. 6rf.; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2X.
T h e C o n s t a b l e o f S t . N i c h o l a s . With Frontispiece by S. L . WOOD.

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d.

Artemus Ward's Works. With Portrait and Facsimile. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 3J-. 6ff.—Also a POPULAR EDITION post Svo, picture boards, ?j.

Ashton (John), Works by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. each.

H i s t o r y of t h e Chap-Books of t h e 18th Century. With 334 Illustrations.
Humour, Wit, and Satire of t h e S e v e n t e e n t h Century. With 82 Illustrations.
English Caricature and Satire o n Napoleon t h e First. With 115 Illustrations.
Modern Street Ballads. With 57 Illustrations.
Social Life i n t h e Reign of Queen A n n e . With 85 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. 6d.
Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each.

Social Life.under t h e R e g e n c y . With 90 Illustrations,

F l o r i z e P s F o l l y : T h e Story of G E O R G E IV. With Photogravure Frontispiece and 12 Illustrations.

Bacteria, Yeast Fungi, and Allied Species, A Synopsis of. By
W. B. G R O V E B . A . With 87 Illustrations.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 31. 6rf.

3

CHATTO & W I N D U S , P u b l i s h e r s , i n S t . M a r t i n ' s L a n e , L o n d o n , V / . C .

Bardsley (Rev. C. Wareing, M.A,), Works by,
Bngllsh S u r n a m e s ; Their Sources and Significations. Crown Svo, cloth, -js, td.
Curiosities of P u r i t a n N o m e n c l a t u r e . Crown 8vo, cloth, 3J. 6d.

Baring Gould (Sabine, Author of 'John Herring,' &c.), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2J. each.
B e d Spider.
I Eve.

Barr (Robert: Luke Sharp), Stories by,

Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. each.

I n a S t e a m e r Chair. With Frontispiece and Vignette by DEMAIN HAMMOND.
From W h o s e Bourne, &c, With 47 Illustrations by HAL HURST and others,
B e v e n g e ! With 12 Illustrations by LANCELOT SPEED and others.
A W o m a n I n t e r v e n e s . With 8 illustrations by HAL HURST.
T h e U n c h a n g i n g E a s t : Notes on a Visit to the Farther Edge of the Mediterranean. With a
Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

Barrett (Frank), Novels byT

~

~~

"""

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2j. each; cloth, 2j. 6d. each.
John Ford; and H i s Helpmate.
T h e Sin of Olga Zassoulich,
A Recoiling V e n g e a n c e ,
Betifireen Ctfe and Death.
liieut. Barnabas. | Found Guilty.
F o l l y Morrison. | H o n e s t D a v i e .
For l i o v e and Honour.
Idittle L a d y Linton.
A Prodigal's Progress.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. 6d. each ; post Svo, picture boards, 2j each; cloth limp, 3J. 6d. each.
F e t t e r e d for Life. I T h e W o m a n ot t h e Iron B r a c e l e t s . | T h e Harding Scandal.
A Missing W i t n e s s . V/ith 8 Illustrations by W. H. MARr.ETSON.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3.r. 6d. each.
U n d e r a Strange Mask. With i ; Illusts. by E. F. BREWTN'ALL. | W a s S h e Justified 7

Barrett (Joan).—Monte Carlo Stories. Fcap. Svo, cloth, 15.6d.
Beaconsfield, Lord. By XTT*. OCONNOR, M.P. Cr. Svo, cloth^lsT"
JBeauchamp (Shelsley).—Qrantley Grange. Post Svo, boards, 25.
JBesant (Sir Walter) and James Rice, Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limo, 2J. 6d. each.
Utio S e a m y Side.
B e a d y - M o n e y Mortiboy, T h e Golden Butterfly.
The Monks of T h e l e m a .
T h e Case of Mr. Lucraft.
M y Little Girl.
' T w a s in Trafalgar's Bay.
IVith Harp a n d Crown. B y Celia's Arbour.
The Chaplain of t h e Fleet. T h e T e n Years' Tenant.
T h i s Son of V u l c a n .
*** There are also LIBRARY EDITIONS of all the above, excepting R e a d y - M o n e y Mortiboy and
T h e Golden Butterfly, handsomely set in new type on a lar^e crown Svo pagfe, and bound in cloth
extra, 6s. each; and POFULAK EDITIONS of T h e Golden Butterfly and of AU Sorts and Cond l t i o n s of Men, medium Svo, 6d. each; cloth, ij. each.

Besant (Sir Walter), Novels by.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, ^ . 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2J. each : cloth hmp, 2r. 6d. each.
A l l S o r t s and Conditions of Men. With 12 Illustrations by F R E D . BARNARD.
T h e Captains' B o o m , &c. With Frontispiece by E. J. W H E E L E R .
A l l In a Garden Fair. With 6 Illustrations by HARRY FURNISS.
D o r o t h y Forster. With Frontispiece by CHARLES GREEN.
U n c l e Jack, and other Stories.
|
Children of Gibeon.
T h e yrorld W e n t V e r y W e l l T h e n . With 12 Illustrations by A. FORESTIER.
H e r r P a u l u s : His Rise, his Greatness, and his Fall.
|
T h e Bell of St. Paul's.
For F a i t h a n d Freedom. With Illustrations by A. FORESTIER and F. WADDY.
T o Call H e r Mine, &c. With 9 Illustrations by A. FORESTIER.
T h e H o l y B o s e , &c. With Frontispiece by F. BARNARD,
A r m o r e l of L y o n e s s e : A Romance of To-day. With 12 Illustrations by F. BARNARD.
St. Katherlne's b y t h e T o w e r . With 12 Illustrations hy C. GREEN.
V e r b e n a Camellia S t e p h a n o t l s . &c. With a Frontispiece by GORDON BROWNE.
T h e I v o r y Gate.
I
The Rebel Queen.
B e y o n d t h e D r e a m s of A v a r i c e . With 12 Illustrations hy W. H. HYDE.
I n Deacon's Orders, &c. With Frontispiece by A. FORESTIER. |
The R e v o l t Of Man.
T h e Master Craftsman. I The City of Retnge.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3£. 6d. each.
A F o u n t a i n S e a l e d . With a Frontispiece. | The Changeling.
Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each.
T h e Orange Girl. With s Illustrations by F. PEGRAM. I
The Fourth Generation.
T h e Charm, and other Drawing-room Plays. By Sir WALTER BESANT and WALTER H. POLLOCK
With 50 Ill-.istrations by CHRIS HAMMOND and JULE GOODMAN. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt edges, 6s. ',
or blue cloth, to rang-e with the Uniform Edition of Sir WALTER BESANT'S Novels, 3s. 6d.
F i f t y Y e a r s Ago. With 144 Illustrations, Crown Svo, cloth, is. 6d.
T h e E u l o g y of Richard JefTerleS. With Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth, 6j.
London. With 125 Illustrations. Demy Svo, cloth, 7J. 6d.
'Westminster. With Etched Frontispiece by F. S. WALKER, R.E., and 130 Illustrations by
WILLIAM FATTEN and others. Demy Svo, cloth, 7s. 6d.
S o u t h London,
With Etched Frontispiece by F. S. WALKER, R.E„ and 118 Illustrations.
Demy Svo, cloth, gilt top, i8j.
E a s t L o n d o n . With numerous Illustrations by PHIL MAY, L. RAVEN HILL, and JOSEPH
PENNELL. Demy Svo, cloth, iSs.
{Shortly.
J e r u s a l e m : The City of Herod and Saladin. By WALTER BESANT and E. H. PALMER. Fourth
Edition. With a new Chapter, a Map, and 11 Illustrations. Small demy Svo, cloth, 7J. erf.
Sir Richard Whittington. With Frontispiece. Crown Svo, art Imen, y, 6d,
Gaspard de Gollgny, With a Portrait. Crown Svo, art linen, y. 6d.

CH„. .^ .^
,
III St. Martrn's Lane, London, W.C. 3
B e c h s t e i n (Ludwig-).—As P r e t t y a s S e v e n , and other German
Stories. With Additional Tales by the Brothers GRLMM, and 98 Illustrations by RICHTER. Square
Svo, cloth extra, 6s, 6d.; gilt edges, js. 6d.

B e l l e w (Frank).—The A r t of A m u s i n g :

A Collection of Graceful

Arts, Games, Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades. With 300 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 4J. 6d.

B e n n e t t (W. C , L L . D . ) . — S o n g s for S a i l o r s . Post Svo, cl. limp, 2s.
B e w i c k (Thomas) and h i s P u p i l s . By AUSTIN DOBSON. With 95
Illustrations. Square Svo, cloth extra, 3J'. 6d.

Bierce (Ambrose).—In t h e M i d s t of L i f e : Tales of Soldiers and
civilians. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d.; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2j.

Bill N y e ' s Comic H i s t o r y of t h e U n i t e d S t a t e s .
trations by F. OPPER.

With 146 Illus-

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d.

B i n d l o s s (Harold).—AinsHe's J u - J u : A Romance of the Hinterland.
Crown 8vQ, cloth, -jS. 6d.

_____^

Blackburn's (Henry) A r t H a n d b o o k s .
A c a d e m y N o t e s . 1900.
A c a d e m y N o t e s , 1875-79. Complete in
One Vol., with 600 Illustrations. Cloth, 6s.
A c a d e m y N o t e s , 1 8 8 0 - 8 4 . Complete in
One Vol., with 700 Illustrations. Cloth, 6s.
A c a d e m y N o t e s , 1390-94. Complete in
One Vol., with 800 Illustrations. Cloth, ys. 6d,
A c a d e m y N o t e s , 1895-99. Complete in
One Vol .with 800 Illustrations. Cloth, js. 6d.
Grosvenoi? Notes, Vol. I., 1877-82. With
300 illustrations. Demy Svo, cloth 6s.
Illustrated Catalogue of t h e Paris Salon,

Grosvenor N o t e s , Vol. ll., 1S33-87. v/ith
300 Illustrations. Demy Svo, ciuth, 6s.
Grosvenor N o t e s , Vol. III., 1 8 8 8 - 9 0 . With
230 Illustrations. Demy Svo cloth, 3^-. 6d.
T h e N e w Gallery, 1883-1892. With 250
Illustrations. Demy Svo, cloth, 6s.
English Pictures a t t h e National Gallery,
With 114 Illustrations, is.
Old Masters a t t h e National Gallery.
With 128 Illustrations, is. 6d.
I l l u s t r a t e d Catalogue to tha National
Gallery. With 242 Illusts. Demy Svo, cloth, 3J
1900. With 400 Illustrations. Demy Svo, 3^-.

Bodkin (M. M C D M Q . C . ) - — D o r a MyrI, t h e Lady

Detective.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. 6d.

B o u r g e t (Paul).—A Living L i e . Translated by JOHN DE VILLIERS.
With special Preface for the English Edition. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^-. 6d.

Bourne (H. R. F o x ) , B o o k s by,
English Merchants : Memoirs in Illustration of the Progress of British Commerce. With 32 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, ^s. 6d.
English Newrspapers : Chapters in the History ofjournalism. Two Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 25^-.
T h e o t h e r Side of t h a E m i n P a s h a Relief E x p e d i t i o n . Crown Svo, cloth, 6J-.

B o y l e (Frederick), W o r k s b y . Post 8vo, illustrated bds., 2s. each.
Chronicles of No-Man's Land. |

Camp N o t e s .

I

S a v a g e Uife.

Brand (John).—Observations o n Popular A n t i q u i t i e s ; chieflv

illustrating: the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, cuid Superstitions. With the Additions of Sir
HENRY E L L I S .

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3^. 6d.

B r a y s h a w (J. D o d s w o r t h ) . — 5 1 u n i S i l h o u e t t e s : Stories of Londoa
Lite. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d.

_ _ _ _ _ ^

•—^

B r e w e r (Rev. Dr.), W o r k s b y .
T h e Reader's Handbook of F a m o u s N a m e s i n Fiction, A l l u s i c n s , R e f e r e n c e s ,
P r o v e r b s , P l o t s , Stories, a n d P o e m s . Together with an ENGLISH AND AMERICAN
BIBLIOGRAPHY, and a L I S T O F T H E AUTHORS AND DATES O F DRAJL\S AND OPERAS,

New Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown Svo, cloth, yj 6d.
A D i c t i o n a r y of Miracles: Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d.

A

B r e w s t e r (Sir David), W o r k s b y . Post 8vo, cloth, 45. 6d. each.

More Worlds t h a n One : Creed of the Philosopher and Hope of the Christian. With Plates.
T h e M a r t y r s of S c i e n c e : GALILEO, TYCHO BRAHE, and K E P L E R .

L e t t e r s on Natural Magic. With numerous Illustrations.

With Portraits.

Brillat=Savarin.—Gastronomy a s a Fine Art.
R. E. ANDERSON, M.A. Post Svo, half-bo imd, 2S.

^

__^^

Bryden (H. AO-—An Exiled S c o t : A Romance.
piece, by J. S. CROMPTON, R.I. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s.

Brydges

(Harold).—Uncle S a m a t H o m e .

Post Svo. illustrated boards, ss. ; cloth limp, aj, 6d.

"

Translated by
With a Frontis-

With gi Illustrations.

4 CHATTO & WINDUS, Publlshefs, i n St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C*
B u c h a n a n ( R o b e r t ) , N o v e l s , &c., b y .
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards. 2s. each.
liOve Me for E v e r . With Frontispiece.
T h e Shadoup of t h e S i v o r d .
Annan 'Wa.tep.
I Foxglove Manori
A Child of N a t u r e . With Frontispiece.
T h e Ne-w A b e l a r d . | B a c h e l Dene.
God a n d t h a M a n . Witli n Illustrations by
Iiady KiJpatrick.
TFRED. BARNARD.
M a t t ; A Story of a Caravan. With Frontispiece.
T h e M a s t e r of t h e Mine. With Frontispiece.
T h e M a r t y r d o m of M a d e l i n e . With
T h e H e i r of l4inne« 1 W o m a n a n d t h e Man«
Frontispiece by A. AV. COOPER.
Ked a n d W h i t e H e a t h e r ,

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

T h e W a n d e r i n g J e w : a Christmas Carol
The Charlatan.

Crown Svo, cloth, ts.

By ROBERT BUCHANAN and HENRY MURRAY.

Crown 8vo, cloth, with a

Frontispiece by T. H. ROBINSON, 35. 6d.; post Svo, picture boards, 2J.
A n d r o m e d a : An Idyll of the Great River. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6J.

Burton ( R o b e r t ) . — T h e A n a t o m y of M e l a n c h o l y .
tions of the Quotations. Demy Svo, cloth extra, TS, 6d.
M e l a n c h o l y A n a t o m i s e d : An Abridgment of BURTON'S ANATOMY.

With TranslaPost Svo, half-cL, 2s. 6d,

C a i n e (Hall), N o v e l s b y . Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6(i. each.; post
Svo, illustrated boards, ss. each ; cloth limp, 2J. 6d. each.
T h e Shado'or of a Crime. [
A Son of H a g a r .
(
The Deemster.
Also LIBRARY EDITIONS of T h e D e e m s t e r and T h e S h a d o w of a Crime, set in new type,
crown Svo, and bound uniform with T h e C h r i s t i a n , 6.^. each; and CHEAP POPULAR EDITIONS cl
^ h e D e e m s t e r and T h e S h a d o w of a C r i m e , medium Svo, portrait-cover, 6d. each; cloth, is.
eacii.

Cameron (Commander V- Lovett).—The Cruise of t h e ' Black
Prince' Privateer. Post Svo, picture boards, zs.

Canada (Greater) : T h e Past. Present, and Future of the Canadian
North-West.

Captain

By E. B. OSBORN, B.A. With a Map. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6rf.

Coignet,

S o l d i e r of t h e E m p i r e :

An Autobiography.

Edited by LOREDAJN LARCHEY. Translated by Mrs. CAREY. With 100 Illustrations. Crown Svo.
cloth, 3-r. 6d.

Carlyle (Thomas).—On t h e Choice of B o o k s .

Post 8vo, cl., is. 6d.

CoVFespondence of T h o m a s C a r l y l e a n d R. W . E m e r s o n i 1S34-1872.
C. E. NORTON. With Portraits. Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth, 24^.

Carruth (Hayden).—The A d v e n t u r e s of J o n e s .
t

i

o

n

s

^

^

Edited by

With 17 Illustra-

C h a m b e r s (Robert W . ) , S t o r i e s of P a r i s Life b y .
T h e King I n T e l l o ^ . Crown Svo, cloth. 3^. 6i.; fcap. Svo, cloth limp, at. 6d.
I n t h e Q u a r t e r . Fcap. Svo, cloth, zs. 6d.

Chapman's (Qeorge), W o r k s .

Vol. I., Plays Complete, including tha

Doubtful Ones.—Vol. II., Poems and Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE.—Vol,
ill.. Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., crown Svo, cloth, jr. 6d. each.

Chappie (J. M i t c h e l l ) . — T h e Minor Chord: The Story of a Prima
Donna. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d.

Chaucer for C h i l d r e n : A Golden Key. By Mrs. H . R. HAWEIS. With
8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Crown 4to, cloth extra, 3J. 6d.
C h a u c e r for Schools. With the Story of his Times and his Work. By Mrs. H. R. HAWEIS,
A New Edition, revised. With a Frontispiece. Demy Svo, cloth, 2j. 6d.

C h e s s , T h e L a w s and Practice of.

With an Analysis of the Open-

ings. By HOWARD STAUNTON. Edited by R. B. WORMALD. Crown Svo, cloth, jr.

T h e Minor T a c t i c s of Chess : A Treatise on the Deployment cf the Forces in obedience to Strategic Principle. By F. K. YOUNG and E. C. HOWELL. Long fcap. Svo, cloth, 2j. 6rf.
T h e H a s t i n g s Chess T o u r n a m e n t . Containing the Authorised Account of the 230 Games
layed Aug.-Sept., 1895. With Annotations by PILLSBURY, LASKER, TARRASCH, STEINITZ,

§CHIFFERS,

TEICHMANN, BARDELEBEN, BLACKBURNE, GUNSBERG, TINSLEY, MASO.N, and

ALBIN ; Biographical Sketches of the Chess Masters, aud 33 Portraits. Edited by H. F. CHESHIRB.
Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo, cloth, 5J.

C l a r e (Austin), S t o r i e s b y .
F c r t h e L o v e of a £.ass. Post Svo, illustrated boards, s j . : cloth, as. 6d.
Vj t h e K)se o t t h e R i v e r ; Talcs aud Sketches in South Tynedale. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. td.

L..... ;v - --;;

.

, s, i n St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C. S

Clive (Mrs. Archer), Novels by. Post Svo, illust. boards, 2s. each.
P a u l Ferroll.

I

W h y Paul Ferroll Killed h i s Wife.

Clodd (Edward, F.R.A.S.).—Myths and Dreams. Cr. Svo, 35. 6d,
Coates (Anne).—Rie's Diary. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.
Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by.
T h e Cure of S o u l s . Post Svo, Illustrated boards, zs.
T h e Red Sultan. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^. 6rf. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, BJ.
T h e Burden of Isabel. Crown Svo, clothextra, 3J. 6-/.

Coleridge (M. E.).—The Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. Fcap. Svo,
leatherette, is.; cloth, js. 6d.

Collins (C. Allston).—The Bar Sinister. Post Svo, boards, as.
Collins (John Churton, M.A.), Books by.
I l l u s t r a t i o n s of T e n n y s o n . Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
J o n a t h a n Swift. A Biographical and Critical Study. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 8j.

Collins (Mortimer and Frances), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ss. each.
From Midnight to Midnight.
I
Blacksmith and Scholar.
You P l a y m e F a l s e .
I
T h e Village Comedy.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2j. each.
Transmigration.
I
S w e e t A n n e Page.
|
Frances.
A Fight w i t h Fortune. I
S w e e t and T w e n t y .
|

Collins (Wilkie), Novels by.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, many Illustrated, 3J, 6d. each ; post Svo, picture boards, 2J. each ;
cloth limp, -zs. 6d. each.
Antonlna.
My Bliscellanies.
JezebeTs Daughter.
Armadale.
The Black Robe.
Basil.
Heart and Science.
Poor Miss Finch*
Hide and Seek.
•1 S a y No.'
Miss or Mrs. ?
The Woman in W h i t e .
A
Rogue's Life.
The N e w Magdalen.
The Moonstone.
The Evil Genius*
The Frozen Deep.
Man and Wife.
Little N o v e l s .
The L a w and t h e Lady.
After Dark.
The Legacy of Cain*
The Tvio D e s t i n i e s .
Tha Dead Secret*
Blind L o v e .
The Haunted Hotel.
T h e Queen of Hearts*
The
Fallen
L
e
a
v
e
s
.
No N a m e .
POPULAR EDITIONS. Medium Svo, 6d. each.
T h e W o m a n i n WhUe. I T h e Moonstone. I A n t o n i n a . | T h e Dead Secret*
The New^ Magdalen.

C o l m a n ' s ( G e o r g e ) H u m o r o u s W o i ' k s : ' B r o a d Grins,' M y
gown and Slippers," &c. With Life and Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y, 6d.

Colquhoun (M. J.).—Every Inch a Soldier.

Night-

Crown 8vo, cloth,

3^. 6d.', post Svo. illustrated boards, 2s.

CoIt=breaking:, liints on.

By W. M. HUTCHISON. Cr. Svo. cl., 35. 6d,

Convalescent Cookery. By CATHERINE RYAN. Cr. Svo, is.; cl., 15. 6d.
Cooper (Edward H.).—Geoffory Hamilton. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.
Cornish (J, F.). —Sour Grapes : A Novel. Cr. Svo, cloth, gilt top, 65,
Cornwall.—Popular Romances of the West of England; or, The
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall. Collected by ROBERT HUNT, F.R.S,
two Steel Plates by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Crown 8vo, cloth, yj. 6d.

Cotes (V. Cecil).—Two Girls on a Barge.

Witt

With 44 Illustrations b>

F. H. TOWNSEND. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d.; post Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

Craddock (C. Egbert), Stories by.
The Prophet of the Great S m o k y Mountains* Post Svo, illustrated boards, ZJ.
H i s V a n i s h e d Star. Crown Svo, cloth extra. $s. 6d.

Cram (Ralph Adams).—Black Spirits and White.
cloth. IS. 6d.

Fcap. Svo,

6 CHATTO & WINDUS, Publisliers, I n St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C.
Crellin (H. N . ) , B o o k s b y .

B o m a n c e s of t h e Old SeragUo. With a8 Illustrations by S. L. WOOD. Crown 3vo, cloth, 31. 6<i
T a l e s of t h e Caliph. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s.
T h e N a z a r e n e s : A Drama. Crown 8vo, u .

Crim ( M a t t . ) . — A d v e n t u r e s of a Fair Rebel.

Crown Svo, cloth

extra, with a Frontispiece by DAN. BHARD. 3.f. 6d.; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2j.

Crockett (S. R.) and o t h e r s . — T a l e s o f ^ u r C o a s t .
CROCKETT, G I L B E R T PARKER, HAROLD F R E D E R I C . 'Q..'

Illustrations by FRANK BRANGWYN. Crown Svo, cloth, y . bd.

Croker (Mrs. B . M.), N o v e l s b y .

By S. R.

and W. CLARK R U S S E L L .

AVith 2

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d,

each; post Svo. illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.
Interferenc
Village T a l e s & Jungle
P r e t t y iviiss Neville*
A F a m i l y JLikenesSi
TragediGS,
Proper Pride.
•To Let.'
The Real Lady Hilda.
A Bird of P a s s a g e .
A Tliird P e r s o n .
S l a r r i e d o r Single 7
D i a n a Barrington*
Mr. J e r v i s .
Tivo M a s t e r s .
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3J-. 6./. each.
S o m e One E l s e .
I Miss Q a l m a i n e ' s P a s t . I
B e y o n d tlie Palo*
In t h e Kingdom of Kerry. | J a s o n . &c.
|
Infatuation.
Terence. With 6 Illustrations by SIDNEY PAGET. Croun Svo. cloth, gilt top, 6s.

C r u i k s h a n k ' s Comic A l m a n a c k .

Complete in Two SERIES : T h e

FIRST, from 1835 to 184^ : the SECOND, from 1844 to 185^. A Gathering of the Best Humour of

TKACKERAY, HOOD. M.WHI:W. ALBERT SMITH, A B K C K E I X R O B E R T BROLGH, &C. AVith

numerous Steel Engraving's and Woodcuts by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, HiNE, LANDELLS, SZC.
Two \'ols., crown Svo. cl-jtii Lrilt. 's. 6d. each.
T h e Life of George C r u i k s h a n k . By BLANCHARD JERROLD. With 84 Illustrations and i
Bibliocfraphy. Crown ^'•'. ci' 'ii extrn, y . 6d.
^
_^_^^^_^_^_^__

C u m m i n g (C. F. Gordon), W o r k s by.

Demy 8vo, cl. ex., 8s. td. ea.

In t h e Hebrides. With an Autotype Frontispiece and 2-; Illustrations.
In the H i m a l a y a s and on t h e Indian P l a i n s . With 42 Illustrations.
Ti«o H a p p y Y e a r s i n Ceylon. With 2j Illustrations.
Y l a COrn\irall t o Egypt. With a Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy Svo, cloth, 7^. 6,f.

C u s s a n s (John E.).—A Handbook of H e r a l d r y ; with Instructions

for Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c. Fourth Edition, revised, with 408 Woodcuts
and 2 Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6J.

Cyples ( W . ) . — H e a r t s of Gold. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6d.; post Svo. bds., 2^.
D a u d e t (Alphonse).—The E v a n g e l i s t ; or, Port Salvation. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, -zs.

D a v e n a n t (Francis, M . A . ) . ^ H i n t s for P a r e n t s on t h e Choice of
a Profession for their Sons when Starting in Life. Crown 8vo. cloth, u . 6d.

Davidson (Hugh Coleman).—Mr. Sadler's D a u g h t e r s .

With a

Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Cro-wn Svo, cloth extra, 3^'. 6d.

D a v i e s (Dr. N. E . Yorke=), W o r k s by.

Cr. Svo, is. ea.; cl,, is, 6d, ea.

One T h o u s a n d Medical M a x i m s and Surgical Hints*
N u r s e r y H i n t s : A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease.
Foods for t h e F a t : The Dietetic Cure of Corpulency and of Gout.
A i d s t o Long Life* Crown Svo, ay.; cloth limp. 2S.6d.

Davies* (Sir John) C o m p l e t e Poetical W o r k s , Collected and Edited,
with Introduction and Notes, by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. TWO Vols., crown Svo, cloth, ss. 6d. eacli.

D a w s o n ( E r a s m u s , M.B.).—The F o u n t a i n of Y o u t h .

Crown Svo,

cloth extra, with Two Illustrations by HUME NiSBET, 3J. 6d,; post Svo, illustrated boards. 2s.

De Guerin (Maurice), T h e Journal of. Edited by G. S. TREBUTIEN.

With a Memoir by SAINTE-BEU\'E. Translated from the 20th French Edition by JESSIE P. FROTHINGHAM. Fcap. Svo, half-bound, is. 6d.

D e M a i s t r e (Xavier),—A J o u r n e y Round m y Room.

Translated

by HENRY ATTWELL. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2j. 6d.

D e Mille (James).—A Castle in Spain. Crown Svo, cloth extra, with
a Frontispiece, 3J. 6d. ;.post Svo, illustrated boards, is.

Derby (The) : T h e B l u e Ribbon of t h e Turf.
of T H E OAKS.

By L O U I S HENRY CURZON.

With Brief Accounts

Crown 8vo. cloth limp. 2j. 6d.

D e r w e n t (Leith), N o v e l s b y . Cr. 8vo, cl., 35.6(i. ea.; post Svo, 2s. ea.
Our L a d y of T e a r s .

|

Circe's L o v e r s .

D e w a r (T. R.).—A Ramble Round t h e Qlobe.
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7^. 6d,

With 220 Illustra-

CHATTO & W I N D U S ,

Publishers,

iii

St. Martin's Lane, London, W . C
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De W i n d t (Harry), B o o k s b y .
T h r o u g h t h e Gold-Fields of A l a s k a to B e r i n g S t r a i t s . With Map and 33 full-page Illustrations. Cheaper Issue. Demy Svo, cloth, 6s.
T r u e T a l e s of T r a v e l and. A d v e n t u r e . Crown Svo, cloth, ^s. 6d.

D i c k e n s (Charles), A b o u t E n g l a n d with^
With 57 Illustrations by C. A. V A N D E R H O O F and the AUTHOR.

By ALFRED RIMMER.

Square Svo, cloth, 3J. 6d.

Dictionaries.
T h e R e a d e r ' s H a n d b o o k of F a m o u s N a m e s In F i c t i o n , A l l u s i o n s , References*
p r o v e r b s , P l o t s , S t o r i e s , a n d P o e m s . Together with an ENGLISH AND AMERICAN
BIBLIOGRAPHY, and a L I S T OF T H E AUTHORS AND DATES O F DRAMAS AND OPERAS, By
Rev. E . C. BREWER, L L . D A New Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown Svo, cloth. 7J. 6d.
A D i c t i o n a r y o f M i p a c l e s : Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the R e v . E . C. BREWER,
LL.D.
Crown Svo, c:luth, 3J. 6d.
F a m i l i a r S h o r t S a y i n g s of G r e a t M o n , With Historical and Explanatory Notes by SAMUEL
A. BENT, A.M. Crown £vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
T h e S l a n g D i c t i o n a r y : Etymolog'ical, Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 6d.
W o r d s , F a c t s , a n d P h r a s G s : A Dictiooaiy ot" Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. By
ELIEZER E U W A R D S . Crovvn Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6a.

Dilke (Rt. H o n . 5 i r Charles, Bart., M . P . ) . — T h e B r i t i s h E m p i r e .
Crown Svo, buckram, 3s. 6d,

Dobson (Austin), W o r k s b y .
T h o m a s BeTivick a n d h i s P u p i l s . With 95 Illustrations. Square Svo, cloth, 3J. 6d.
F o u r F r e n c h v / o m e n . "With Hour Portraits. Crown 8vo. buckram, sfilt top, 6s.
E i g h t s a n t h C e n t u r y V i g n e t t e s . IN T H R E E S E R I E S . Crnw-n Svo, buckram, 6 J . each.
A P a f a d i n of P h i l a n t h r o p y , a n d e t h e r F a p a r s .
With 2 Illustrations. Crown Svo,
buckram, 6^".

Dobson ( W - T . ) . — P o e t i c a l I n g e n u i t i e s and E c c e n t r i c i t i e s - Post
Svo. cloth limp. 2S. 6d.

Donovan (Dick), D e t e c t i v e S t o r i e s by.
Post Svo, iUustr.ited boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.
The Man-Hunter. IWanted I
I
A Detective's Triumphs.
Caught a t L a s t .
| T r a c k e d t o Doom.
I n t h e Grip of t h e L a w .
Tracked and Taken.
I
From I n f o r m a t i o n R e c e i v e d .
W h o Poisoned Hetty D u n c a n ?
|
Link b y L i n k .
| D a r k DeedSi
Suspicion Aroused.
|
Riddles Read.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^-. 6d. each : post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. e a c h ; cloth, 2s. 6d. each.
T h e fiSan f r o m M a n c h e s t e r . With 23 Illustrations.
Tha M y s t e r y of J a m a i c a T e r r a c e .
| T h e C h r o n i c l e s of M i c h a e l D a n e v i t o h .
Crown Svo, cloth, -^s. 6d. each.
T h e R e c o r d s of V i n c e n t Trill, of t h e D e t e c t i v e S e r v i c e . | T a l e s of Terror.
T h e A d v e n t u r e s of T y l e r T a t l o c k , P r i v a t e J J c t e c t i v e .
IShordy.

D o w l i n g (Richard),—Old Corcoran's M o n e y . Crown Svo, cl., 3s. 6d.
D o y l e (A, Conan).—The Firm of G i r d l e s t o n e . Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6d.
D r a m a t i s t s , T h e Old. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., with Portraits, 35. 6d, per Vol.
B e n J o n s o n ' s W o r k s . With Notes, Critical and Explanatorj', and a Eiog-raphical Memoir by
W I L L I A M G I F F O R D . Edited by Colonel C U N N I N G H A M . T h r e e Vols.
C h a p m a n ' s W o r k s . T h r e e Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II., Poems and Minor
Translations, with an Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE ; Vol. III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey.
M a r l o v t f e ' s W o r k s . Edited, with Notes, by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. One Vol.
M a s s i n g e r ' s P l a y s . From G I F F O R D ' S Text. Edited by Colonel C U N N I N G H A M . One Vol.

Duncan (Sara J e a n n e t t e : Mrs. EVERARD COTES), W o r k s by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, "js. 6d. each.
A S o c i a l D e p a r t u r e . With m illustrations by F . H. TOWNSEND.
A n A m e r i c a n Girl In L o n d o n . With 80 Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND.
T h e S i m p l e A d v e n t u r e s of a M e m s a h i b . With 37 illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3?. 6d. each.
|
V e r n o n ' s A u n t . With 47 Illustrations by HAL H U R S T .

A D a u g h t e r of T o - D a y .

D u t t ( R o m e s h C.).—England and I n d i a : A Record of Progress
during One Hundred Years.

Crown Svo, cloth, 2s.

Early English Poets.

Edited, with Introductions and Annotations,

b y Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Crown Svo. cloth boards, 3s. 6d. per Volume.
F l e t c h e r ' s ( G i l e s ) C o m p l e t e P o e m s . One Vol.
D a v i e s ' ( S i r J o h n ) C o m p l e t e P o e t i c a l W o r k s . Two Vols.
H e r r l c k ' s ( R o b e r t ) C o m p l e t e C o l l e c t e d P o a m a . T h r e e Vols.
S i d n e y ' s ( S i r P h i l i p ) C o m p l e t e P o e t i c a l \ y o r k s . T h r e e Vols.

E d g c u m b e (Sir E- R. P e a r c e ) . — Z e p h y r u s :
and on the River Plate.

With 4x Illustrations.

A Holiday in Brazil

Crown Svo. cloth extra, ^s.

E d w a r d e s (Mrs. A n n i e ) , N o v e l s b y . Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. each.
Archie Lovell.
A Plaster Saint.

|
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

A P o i n t ot H o n o a r .
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CHATTO & W I N D U S , P u b l i s h e r s , i i i S t . M a r t i n ' s L a n e . L o n d o n , W . C

E d w a r d s (Eliezer).—Words, Facts, and P h r a s e s :

A Dictionary

of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-Uie-"\\'ay Matters. Cheaper Edition, Crown 8VQ, cloth, y . 6d.

E d w a r d s (M. Betham>), N o v e l s b y .
Kitty.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, sj. each.
I
Fel i cia^

E g a n (Pierce).—Life in London,

Wiih an Introduction by JOHN

CAMDEN HOTTEN, and a Coloured Frontispiece. Small demy 8vo. cloth. 3J. 6d.

E g e r t o n (Rev. J . C , M . A . ) . — S u s s e x Folk and S u s s e x W a y s .
AViHi Introduction by Rev. Dr. H. WACE. and Four Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, s^-

EgST'^ston ( E d w a r d ) . — R o x y : A Novel. Post Svo, illust. boards, 2s.
E n g l i s h m a n (An) In Paris.
Notes and Recollections during the
Reig-n of Louis Philippe and the Empire. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6<i.
E n g l i s h m a n ' s H o u s e , T h e : A P r a c t i c a l G u i d e for S e l e c t i n g o r B u i l d ing a House. By C. J. RICHARDSON. Coloured Frontispiece and 534 Illusts. Cr. Svo, cloth, js. 6d.

E w a l d (Alex. Charles, F . S . A . ) , W o r k s b y .
T h e Life a n d T i m e s of Prince Charles Stuart, Count of Albany (THE YOUNG PRETEN.
DER). With a Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7J. 6d.
S t o r i e s from t h e S t a t e P a p e r s . With Autotype Frontispiece. Crown Svo. cloth. 6s.

E y e s , O u r : How to Preserve Them.

By JOHN BROWNING.

JFamiliar S h o r t S a y i n g s of G r e a t M e n .

Cr. Svo, is,

By SAMUEL ARTHUR B E N T ,

A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarg-ed. Crown Svo, cloth extra, •^s. 6d,

Faraday (Michael), W o r k s b y . Post Svo, cloth extra, 45. 6d. each.

The Chemical H i s t o r y of a Candle: Lectures delivered before a Juvenile Audience. Edited
by WILLIAM CROOKES, F.C.S. With numerous Illustrations.
On t h e V a r i o u s Forces of Nature, a n d their R e l a t i o n s t o e a c h other. Edited by
WILLIAM CROOKES, F.C.S. With Illustrations.

Farrer (J. A n s o n ) . — W a r : Three Essays.
F e n n (Q. Manville), N o v e l s b y .

Crown Svo, cloth, 15. 6i,

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each^
3J. 6d.
T h e M e w DSistress. I W i t n Crown
e s s t oSvo,
t h ecloth
Deed,
i Teach.
h e Tiger I<ily. 1 The W h i t e Virgin.
The S t o r y of A n t o n y Grace
A W o m a n W o r t h W i n n i n g . Double Cunning.
A Fluttered Dovecote*
The Man w i t h a Shadow*
Cursed b y a Fortune.
King of t h e Castle.
One maid's Mischief.
T h e Case of A i l s a Cray.
The H a s t e r of t h e Cere- This Man's Wife.
Commodore Junk*
monies.
In Jeopardy.
Black Blood.
Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each.
A Crimson Crime.
T h e Bag of Diamonds, a n d Three Bits of P a s t e .

F e u e r h e e r d (H.).—The G e n t l e m a n ' s C e l l a r ; or, T h e Butler and
Cellarman's Guide, Fcsp- Svo. cloth, is.

Fin=Bec.—The Cupboard P a p e r s : Observations on the Art of Living
and Dining". Post Svo, cloth limp, ss. 6d.

F i r e w o r k = M a k i n g , T h e C o m p l e t e A r t of ; or, The Pyrotechnist's
Treasury. By THOMAS KENTISH. With 267 Illustrations, Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d.
First Book, My.
By W A L T E R BESANT, JAMES PAYN, W
CLARK RUSSELL, GRANT ALLEN. H . \ L L CATXE, GEORGE R . SIMS, RUPV.ARD KIPLING. A. CONAN POVLE,
M. E. BRADDON, F . W . ROEINSO.N', H . R I D E R IIAGG.A.RD, R . M. BALLANTYNE, I. ZAXGWILL.
M O R L E Y ROBERTS, D . C H R I S T I E MURRAY, :MARY CORELLL J. K. JEROME, JOHN STRAN'.E
W I N T E R , B R E T H A R T E , • Q.,' ROBERT BUCHANAN, and R. L . STEVENSON. With a Prefatory Story

by JEROME K. JEROME, and 185 illustrations. A New Edition. Small demy Svo, art linen, 3J. 61^.

F i t z g e r a l d (Percy), W o r k s b y .

Little E s s a y s : Passages from the Letters of CHARLES LAMB. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d.
Fatal Zero. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d.; post Svo. illustrated boards, 2s,
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Bella Donna.
I T h e L a d y of B r a n t o m e .
I The Second Mrs. Tillotson.
Polly.
I N e v e r Forgotten.
| S e v e n t y - f i v e Brooke Street.
Sir H e n r y I r v i n g : Twenty Years at the Lyceum. With Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth, is. 6d.

F l a m m a r i o n (Camille), W o r k s b y .

Popular A s t r o n o m y : A General Description of the Heavens. Translated by J. ELLARD GORH
F.R.A.S. AVith Thrte Plates and 288 Illustrations. Medium Svo, cloth, los. 6d.
U r a n i a : A Rumance. %\'ith 87 IllustrationF. Crown Svo, cloth extra, cj.

Fletcher's

(Giles, B.D.) Complete P o e m s :

Christ's Victorie m

Heaven, Christ's \ ictorie on Earth. Christ's Triumph over Death, and Minor Poems. With Notes by
Rev, A. B. GROSART, D.D. Crown Svo, cloth boards, y. 6d,

CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, iii St. Martin's l,ane, London, W.C. t>
Fonblanque (Albany). —Filthy Lucre. Post Svo, illust. boards, 2s^
Forbes (Archibaldl.—The Life of Napoleon IlT With Photogravure Frontispiece and Thirty-six full-page Illustrations.

Cheaper Issue.

Demy 8vo, clotli, 6s.

Francillon (R. E.), Novels by.
Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2j. each.
One b y One.
| A R e a l Queen.
| A Dog a n d h i s S h a d o w .
R o p e s of S a n d . Illustrated.
Queen C o p h e t u a .

I

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2j. each.
Olympia.
| R o m a n c e s of t h e L a w ,

Jack Doyle's Daughter.

I King or K n a v e ?

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^^. 6d.

Frederic (Harold), Novels by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 35, 6rf. each;
illustrated boards, 2S. each.
Seth's Brother's Wife.

|

T h e L a w t o n Girl.

French Literature, A History of.

By HENRY VAN LAUN. Three

Vols., demy Svo, cloth boards, 22j. 6d.

Fry's (Herbert) Royal Guide to the London Charities.
by J O H N L A N E .

Published Annually.

Edited

Crown Svo, cloth, is. 6d.

Gardening Books. Post 8vo, is. each; cloth limp. is. 6d. each.
A Y e a r ' s \ 7 o r k In Garden a n d G r e e n h o u s e . By GEORGE GLENNY.
H o u s e h o l d H o r t i c u l t u r e . By TOM and JANE J E R R O L D . Illustrated.
T h e Garden t h a t P a i d t h e R e n t . By TOM J E R R O L D .

Gardner (Mrs. Alan).—Rifle and Spear with the Rajpoots: Being
the Narrative of a Winter's Travel and Sport in Northern India.
Author and F . H . T O W N S E N D . Demy 4to, half-bound, 2 i j .

With numerous Illustrations by the

Gaulot (Paul).—The Red Shirts: A Tale of "The Terror." Translated by JOHN D E VILLIERS.

With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD.

Gentleman's Magazine, The.

is. Monthly.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Contains Stories,

Articles upon Literature, Science, Biography, and Art, and * T a b l e T a l k * by SYLVANUS U R B A N .
*+* Bound Vohanesfor recent years kept in stock. 8j. 6d. each. Cases for binding, 2s. each.

Gentleman's Annual, The. Published Annually in November,

is.

That for 1903 is entitled Tha S t r a n g e E x p e r i e n c e s of Mr, V e r s c h o y l e , told by Himself,
and Edited by T. W. SPEIGHT.

German Popular Stories.

Collected by the Brothers

GRIMM

and

Translated by EDGAR TAYLOR. Witli Introduction by JOHN RUSKIN, and 22 Steel Plates after
G E O R G E C R U I K S H A N K . Square Svo, cloth, 6s. 6d. ; gilt edges, "JS. 6d.

Gibbon (Chas.), Novels by. Cr. Svo, cl., 3s. M. ea.; post Svo, bds., 25. ea.
Robin Gray. With Frontispiece.
I L o v i n g a Dreara. | T h e B r a e s of Yarroiar,
T h e Golden Shaft. With Frontispiece.
| Ot High D e g r e e .
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2S. each.
A
H
a
r
d
K
n
o
t.
B y Mead a n d S t r e a m .
T h e F l o w e r of t h e F o r e s t .
Queen o t t h e M e a d o w .
F a n c y Free.
The Dead H e a r t .
In
P
a
s
t
u
r
e
s
Green.
In H o n o u r B o u n d .
For Lack of Gold.
H e a r t ' s Delight.
W h a t Will t h e World S a y 7 I n L o v e a n d W a r .
A Heart's Problem.
Blood-Money.
For t h e King.

Gibney (5omervilIe).—Sentenced ! Crown Svo, cloth, is. 6i.
Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays by. In Three Series, ^s. 6d. each.
T h e F I R S T S E R I E S contains : T h e Wicked World—Pygmalion and Galatea—Charity—The Princess—.
T h e Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.
T h e S E C O N D S E R I E S ; Broken Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts—Gretchen—Dan'l Druce—Tom Cobb
—It.M.S. ' Pinafore'—The Sorcerer—Tlie Pirates of Penz.ince.
T h e THIRD SERIES: Comedy and Tragedy—Foggerty's Fairy—Rosencrantz and Guildenstern —
Patience—Princess Ida—The Mikado—Ruddigorc—The Yeomen of the Guard—The Gondoliers—
T h e Mountebanks—Utopia.
E i g h t O r i g i n a l C o m i c O p e r a s written by W. S. G I L B E R T . In Two Series. Demy Svo, cloth,
2S. 6d. each. T h e FIRST containing: T h e Sorcerer—H.M.S. ' Pinafore '—The Pirates of Penzance—
lolanthe—Patience—Princess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Jury.
T h e SliCOND SERIES containing: TheGondoliers—The Grand Uuke—The Yeomen of the Guard—
His Excellency—Utopia, Limited—Riidiiigore—The Mountebanks—Haste to the AVedding.
T h e G i l b e r t a n d S u l l i v a n B i r t h d a y B o o k : Quotations for Every Day in the Year, selected
from Plays by W. S. GILBERT set to Music by Sir A. SULLIVAN. Compiled by ALEX. WATSON.
Royal i6mo, Japanese leather, 2S. 6d.

to CHATTO & WINDUS, Pnblishefs, i n St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C.

Gilbert (William), Novels by.
Dr.
,
Dr. A
Au
u ss tt ii n
n '' ss Guests.^
Guests.
T h e Wizard of t h e Mountain.

Post Svo, Ulustrated bds., zs. each.
I'

J' a m e s Duke,
Costermonger.
_
.

Gissing (Algernon).—A Secret of t h e North Sea. Crown Svo,
cloth, gilt top, 6s.

Glanville (Ernest), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d. each; post Svo, Illustrated boards, 2S, each.
T h e Lost H e i r e s s ; A Tale of Love, Battle, and Adventure. With Two Illustrations by H. NISBET.
T h e F o s s l c k e r : A Romance of Mashonaland. With Two Illustrations by HUfilE NISBET.
A Fair Colonist. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD.
T h e Golden Rock, With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown Svo, cloth extra, jt. 6i.
Kloof Y a r n s . Crown Svo cloth, i.r. 6d.
T a l e s from t h e V e l d . With Twelve Illustrations by M. NISBET. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6cl.
M a x T h o r n t o n : A Boys' Story of the War. With Six full-page Illustrations. Small demy Svo,
cloth, gilt edges, ss.
^_
{Shortly.

Glenny (Qeorge).—A Year's Work in Garden and Greenhouse:
Practical Advice as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. Post Svo, ij. ; cloth, ij. 6d.

Godwin (William).—Lives of the Necromancers. Post Svo, cl., is.
Golden Treasury of Thought, The: A Dictionary of Quotations
from the Best Authors. By THEODORE TAYLOR. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Goodman (E. J.).—The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. Svo, 35. 6ff.
Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, described from Antique
Monuments. By ERNST GUHL and W. KONER. Edited by Dr. F. HUEFFER. With 545 Illustrations. Large crown 8vo, cloth extra, "js. 6d,

Qreville (Henry), Novels by.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2J. each.
N i k a n o r . Translated by ELIZA E . CHASE.
A Noble W o m a n . Translated by ALBERT D. VANDAM.

Grey (Sir George),—The Romance of a Proconsul: Being the

Personal Life and Memoirs of Sir GEORGE GREY, K.C.B. By JAMES MILNE. With Portrait. SECOND
EDITION. Crown Svo, buckram, 6s.

Griffith (Cecil).—Corinthia Marazion : A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, y. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Grundy (Sydney).—The Days of his Vanity: A Passage in the
Life of a Young Man. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d.; post Svo, illustrated boards, gj.

Qunter (A. Clavering, Author of ' Mr. Barnes of New York ').—
A Florida E n c h a n t m e n t .

Crown Svo, cloth, gj. 6d.

^^______

Habberton (John, Author of ' Helen's Babies'), Novels by.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2J. each ; cloth limp, 2J. 6d, each.
Brneton'a B a y o u .
|
Country Luck.

Hair, The: Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Translated from the German of Dr. J. PINCUS. Crown 8vo, is.; cloth, ij. 6d.

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by.
N e w Symbols.

^

Cr. Svo, cl. ex.,6s, each.

I
Legends ot t h e Morrovg.
|
The S e r p e n t F l a y .
Maiden E c s t a s y . Small 4to, cloth extra. 8j.

Halifax (C.).—Dr. Rumsey's Patient.

By Mrs, L. T.

MEADE

and

CLIFFORD HALIFA.X, M . D . Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d.

Hall (iVIrs. S. C.).—Sketches of Irish Character.

With numerous

Illustrations on Steel and Wood by MACLISE, GILBERT, HARVEY, and GEORGE CRUIKSHANK,

Small demy Svo, cloth extra, js. 6ti.

• Hall (Owen), Novels by.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.

T h e Track of a Storm.
E u r e k a . Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

I

Jetsam.

O

Halliday (Andrew).—Every-^day Papers. Post Svo, boards, 2^.
Hamilton (Cosmo).—Stories by. Crown Svo, cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. each.
T h e Glamour of t h e Impossible.

I

Through a K e y h o l e .

Handwriting, The Philosophy of.

With over 100 Facsimiles and

Explanatory Text. By DON FELIX DE SALAMANCA. Post Svo, half-cloth, 2J. 6d.

Hanky=Panky:

Easy and Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of

Hand, &c. Edited by W. H. CREMER. With 200 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 4J. 6d.

Hardy (Thomas).—Under the Greenwood Tree.
extra, 3J. 6d.; illustrated boards, 2s.'. clolli limp, 2s. 6d.

Post Svo, cloth

CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, i n St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C. ii
Harte's (Bret) Collected Works. Revised by the Author. LIBRARY
EDITION, in Ten Volumes, crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. each.
Vol.
I. COMPLETE POETICAL AND DRAMATIC WORKS. With Steel-plate Portrait.
„
II. T H E L U C K O F ROARING CAMP—BOHEMIAN PAPERS—AMERICAN LEGEND,
,,
III. T A L E S O F T H E ARGONAUTS—EASTERN SKETCHES.
,,
IV. GABRIEL CONROY. | Vol. V. STORIES—CONDENSED NOVELS, &C.
,,
VI. T A L E S O F T H E PACIFIC SLOPE.
,, VII. T A L E S OF THE PACIFIC SLOPE—II. With Portrait by JOHN P E T T I E , R.A.
„ VIII. T A L E S O F THE PINE AND THE CYPRESS.
„
IX. BUCKEYE AND CHAPPAREL.
„
X. T A L E S OF T R A I L AND TOWN, &C.

Bret R a r t e ' s Choice W o r k s , in Prose and Verse. With Portrait o( tha Author and 40 Illus.
trations. Crown Svo, cloth, ^s. 6d.
Bret Harte's Poetical Works, Printed on hand-made paper. Crown Svo, buckram, 4J. 6d,
Some Later V e r s e s . Crown Svo, hnengilt, ss.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post Svo, picture boards, 2s, each.
Gabriel Conroy.
A V/aif of t h e P l a i n s . With 60 Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD.
fi Ward of tha Golden Gate. With 59 Illustrations by STANLEY L . WOOD.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^. 6d. each.
A Sappho of Green Springs, &c. With Two Illustr.ations by HUME NisnET.
Colonel Starbottle's Client, a n d Some O t h e r P e o p l e . With a Frontispiece.
S u s y : A Novel. With Frontispiece and Vignette by J. A. CHRISTIE.
S a l l y Do'VZS, &c. With 47 Illustrations by W. D. ALMOND and others.
A Protegee of Jack Hamlin's, &c. With 26 Illustrations by W. SMALL and others.
The Bell-Ringer of Angel's, &c. With 39 Illustrations by DUDLEY HARDY and others
Clarence : A Story of the American War. With Eiglit Illustrations by A. JULE GOOD.MAN.
Barker's Iiuck, &c. With 39 Illustrations by A. FORESTIER, PAUL HARDY, &C.
Devil's Ford, &c. With a Frontispiece by W. H. OVEREND.
The Crusade of t h e "EKcelsior." With a Frontispiece by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE.
Three P a r t n e r s ; or. The Big Strike on Heavy Tree HiU. With 8 Illustrations by J. GULICH.
T a l e s of Trail a n d T o w n . With Frontispiece by G. P. JACOMB-HOOD.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2.r. each.
A n H e i r e s s ot Red Bog, &c.
I
T h e Luck ot Roaring Camp, &c.
Californian Stories,
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2J. each ; cloth, 2j. 6d. each.
Flip.
I
Maruja.
|
A P h y l l i s of t h e Sierras.

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Books by.

The A r t of B e a u t y . With Coloured Frontispiece and 91 Illustrations. Square Svo, cloth bds., 6j-.
The A r t of Decoration. With Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustrations. Sq. Svo, cloth bds., 6s.
The A r t of Dress. With 32 Illustrations. Post Svo. is.: cloth, i.r. 6d.
Chaucer for Schools. With the Story of his Times and his Work. A New Edition, revised.
With a Frontispiece. Demy Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d.
Chaucer for Children. With 38 Illustrations (8 Coloured). Crown 4to, cloth extra, 3.f. 6d.

Haweis (Rev. H. R., M.A.).—American Humorists: WASHINGTON
IRVING, OLIVER W E N D E L L HOLMES, JAMES R U S S E L L L O W E L L , A R T E M U S WARD, MARK
TWAIN, and B R E T H A R T E . Crown Svo. cloth, 6s.

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Garth.
|
Bllice Quentln.
I
B e a t r i x Randolph. With Four Illusts.
S e b a s t i a n Strome,
)
D a v i d Poindexter's Disappearance.
Fortune's Fool, | Dust. Four Illusts. |
T h e Spectre of t h e Camera.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
MIsa Cadogna.
I
Love—or a N a m e .

Heckethorn (C. W.), Books by.
London S o u v e n i r s . |

London Memories! Social, Historical, and Topographical.

Helps (Sir Arthur), Books by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, is. 6d. each.
A n i m a l s and their Masters.
I
Social Pressure.
I v a n de Biron ! A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^. 6d. : post Svo. illustrated boards, 2S.

Henderson (Isaac). — Agatha Page; A Novel.
Henty (Q. A.), Novels by.

Cr. 8vo,cl., 35. Ct^.

Rujub, the Juggler. With Eight Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD. Small demy Svo, cloth, gilt
edjjes, ^. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2j.
Colonel Thorndyke'B Secret. With a Frontispiece by ST/N:^EY L . WOOD Small demy Svo,
cloth, gilt edges, 5J.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.
T h e Queen's Cup.
I
Dorct l y ' s Double.

Herman (Henry).—A Leading Lady. Post 8vo, bds., 2s.; cl., as. 6d.
Herrick's (Robert) Hesperides, Noble Numbers, and Complete

Collected P o e m s . ^Vith Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D.,
Steel Portrait, &c. Three Vols., crown Svo, cloth boards, ^s, 6d, each.

12 CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, iii St. Martin's Lane, London, VV.C.
H e r t z k a (Dr. T h e o d o r ) . — F r e e l a n d : A Social Anticipation.
lated by ARTHUR RANSOM. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6j.

Trans-

Hesse-Wartegg (Chevalier Ernst von).— Tunis: The Land and
the People.

With 22 Illustrations.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Hill (Headon).—Zambra the Detective.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.;

post Svo, picture boards, 2S. : cloth, 2.r. 6.i.

Hill (John), Works by,-^
Treason-Felon-y. Post Svo, boards, zs.

|

The Common A n c e s t o r . Cr. Svo, cloth. 3^.6rf.

Hoey (Mrs. Cashel).—The Lover's Creed. Post 8vo, boards, 2s.
Holiday, Where to go for a. By E. P. SHOLL, Sir H. M.AXWELL,
Bart., M.P.. JOHN WATSON, JANE BARLOW, MARY LOVETT CAMERON, JUSTIN H . MCCARTHY,
P A U L L A N C E , J . w . G R A H A M , J . H . bALTER, P H ( E B E A L L E N , S . J. B E C K E T T , L . R I V E R S V I N E ,

and C. F. GORDON CUMMING.

Crown Svo, cloth, is. 6d.

Hollingshead (John).—According to My Lights. With a Portrait.
Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6f.

Holmes (Oliver Wendell), Works by.
T h e A u t o c r a t ot t h e B r e a k f a s t - T a b l e .

Illustrated by J. GORDON THOMSON.

linip, 2S, 6d.

Another Edition, post Svo, cloth, 2.r.

In One \o\.

Post Svo, half-hound, 2S.

Post Svo, cloth

T h e Autocrat ot t h e Breakfast-Table and The Professor a t t h e Breakfast-Table.

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works in Prose and Verse. With Life of
the Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth, 3.^. 6d.
H o o d ' s W h i m s a n d O d d i t i e s . \\'ith 85 Illustrations. Post Svo, half-bound, 2S.

Hook's

(Theodore)

Choice

Humorous

Works;

including h i s L u d i -

crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles and
Illustrations.

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

Hooper (Mrs. Geo.).—The House of Raby. Post 8vo, boards, 2s.
Hopkins (Tighe), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.
N e l l Haftenden. With 8 Illustrations by C. GREGORY.

|

For Freedom.

Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. 6d. each.

' T w l x t L o v e a n d D u t y . With a Frontispiece. |
The Incomplete A d v e n t u r e r ,
The N u g e n t s of Carriconna.

Horne (R. Hengist). — Orion: An Epic Poem.
Portrait by SUMMERS.

Tenth Edition.

With Photograph

Crown Svo, cloth extra. 7.?.

Hugo (Victor).—The Outlaw of Iceland (Han d'lslande). Translated b y Sir GILBERT C A M P B E L L .

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Hume (Fergus).—The Ladyfrom Nowhere. Crown Svo, cloth, y.dd.
Hungerford (Mrs., Author of ' Molly Bawn '), Novels by.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. e a c h : cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

Marvel.
Xn Durance V i l e ,

I A Irlodern Circe.
[ A n U n s a t i s f a c t o r y Lover.

{ Lady Patty.
|

Crown Svc, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2S. each : cloth limp, 2S. 6d. each.

A Maiden All Forlorn.
April's Lady.
P e t e r ' s Wife.

A n A n x i o u s Moment.
The Coming of Chloe.

I Lady Verner's Flight.
I The Three Graces.
The R e d - H o u s e M y s t e r y .
Nora Creina.
I The Professor's E x p e r i m e n t . I A Mental Struggle.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
|
A P o i n t of Conscience.
|
Lovica.

Hunt's (Leigh) Essays: A Tale for a Chimney Corner, &c. Edited
by EDMUND OLLIER.

Post 8vo, h.alf-bound, 2s.

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, ^r. 6d. each : post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

T h e L e a d e n Casket.
Thornlcroft's Model.

I

Self-Condemned.

Pose Svo, boards, 2j.

|

|

Mrs. Juliet.

That Other Person.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6rf.

Hutchison (W. M.).—Hints on Colt=breaking.
tions.

With 25 Illustra-

Crown Svo. cloth extra, 35. 6d.

Hydrophobia : An Account of M. PASTEUR'S System ; The Technique of
his Method, and Statistics.

By R E N A U D S U Z O R . M.B.

Crown Svo, cloth extra. 6^.

Hyne (Co J. Cutcliffe),—Honour of Thjeves.

Cr. 6vo, cloth, 35. gi.

CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, iii St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C. 13
I m p r e s s i o n s (The) of A u r e o l e .

Post Svo, blush-rose paper and

cloth, 2S. 6d.

Indoor P a u p e r s . „By O N E OF THEM.

Crown Svo, is. ; cloth, 15. 6d.

I n n k e e p e r ' s Handbook (The] and Licensed Victualler's Manual.
By J. T R E V O R - D A V I E S .

A New Edition.

Crown Svo, cloth, 2S.

Irish W i t and H u m o u r , S o n g s of.
PERCEVAL GRAVES.

Collected and Edited by A.

Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

I r v i n g (Sir Henry) : A Record of over Tvi^enty Years at the Lyceum.
By P E R C Y F I T Z G E R A L D .

With Portrait.

Crown Svo, cloth, ri-. 6d.

J a m e s (C. T. C.). — A R o m a n c e of t h e Q u e e n ' s H o u n d s .

Post

8vo, cloth limp, i j . 6d.

J a m e s o n (William).—My Dead Self. Post Svo, bds., 25.; cl.,2s.bU.
Japp (Alex. H., LL.D.).—Dramatic P i c t u r e s , &c. Cr. Svo, cloth, 55.
Jay (Harriett), N o v e l s b y . Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
T h e Dark Colleen.

|

T h e Queen of Connaught.

Jefferies (Richard), B o o k s b y . Post Svo, cloth limp, 25. 6d. each.
Nature near London.
|
T h e Life of t h e F i e l d s . |
T h e Open A i r .
*«* Also t h e H A N D - M A D E P A P E R E D I T I O N , crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. each.
T h e E u l o g y of R i c h a r d Jefferies. By Sir W A L T E R BESANT. With a Photograph Portrait.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6j.

J e n n i n g s (Henry J . ) , W o r k s b y .
Curiosities of Criticism. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
L o r d T e n n y s o n : A Biographical Sketch. With Portrait.

Post Svo, cloth, if. ed.

J e r o m e (Jerome K.), B o o k s b y .
S t a g e l a n d . With 64 Illustrations by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Fcap. 4to, picture cover, is.
J o h n I n g e r f l e l d , &c. With 9 Illusts. by A. S. B O Y D and J O H N G U L I C H . Fcap. Svo, p i c cov. is.6d.
The Prude*s P r o g r e s s : A Comedy by J. K. JEROME and EDEN PHILLPOTTS. Cr. ?vo, is. 6d.

Jerrold (Douglas).—The Barber's C h a i r ; and T h e H e d g e h o g
Letters.

Post Svo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2S.

Jerrold (Tom), W o r k s b y . Post Svo, is. e a . ; cloth limp, is. 6d, each.
The Garden t h a t P a i d t h e R e n t .
H o u s e h o l d H o r t i c u l t u r e : A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated.

J e s s e (Edward).—Scenes and Occupations of a C o u n t r y Life.
Post Svo, cloth limp, 2j.

J o n e s (William, F . S . A . ) , W o r k s by. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, y. 6d. each.
F i n g e r - R i n g L o p e : Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With H u n d r e d s of Illustrations.
C r e d u l i t i e s , P a s t a n d P r e s e n t . Including-the Sea and Seamen, Miners, Talismans, Word and
Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c. With Erontispiece.
C r o w n s _ a n d C o r o n a t i o n s : A History of Regalia. With 91 Illustrations.

J o n s o n ' s (Ben) W o r k s .

With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and

a Biograpliical Memoir by WILLIAM GiFFORD.
crown Svo, cloth extra, ^s. 6d. each.

Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM.

T h r e e Vols,

J o s e p h u s T T h e l i ^ o m p l e t e W o r k s of. Translated by WHISTON. Cont.iining ' T h e Antiquities of the J e w s ' and ' T h e Wars of the Jews.'
Two Vols., demy Svo, half-cloth, i2j. 6d.

With 32 Illustrations and Maps.

K e m p t ( R o b e r t ) . — P e n c i i a n d P a l e t t e : Chapters on Art and Artists.
Post Svo, cloth limp, zs. 6d.

KeFshaw
Sketches.

(Mark). — Colonial F a c t s and F i c t i o n s :

H'amorous

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2S. 6d.

King (R. A s h e ) , N o v e l s b y .
Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2S. each.
' Tha W e a r i n g of t h e Green.'
|
Passion's Slave.
I
Bell Earry,
A D r a w n G a m e , crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2S.

Kipling P r i m e r (A).

Including Biographical and Critical Chapters,

ail Index to Mr. Kiplinfi's jirinciiial Writin.crs, and r.ililiov;raiiliies. Py V. I.. KMOWI.ES, Editor of
' T h e (ioldon t reasiiry ol American Lyrics-' With Two I'urtrjits. Cruvvn Svo, clotli, 3s. 6.1.

knight

(William, M . R . C . S . , and Edward, L.R.C.P.). — T h e

PatJent's Y a d e Mecum : How tg Get Most Benafit frora Medical Advice,

Cr. "Jvo, cloth, is. W.

M CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, iii St, Martin's Lane, London. W.C.
Knights (The) of t h e Lion : A Romance of the Thirteenth Century.
Edited, with an Introduction, by the MARQUESS OF L Q R N E , K . T . Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6j.

Lamb's (Charles) Complete Works in Prose and Verse, including
' P o e t r y for Children and ' Prince Dorus.' Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by R. H . S H E P HERD. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of the ' Essay on Roast Pig.' Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. 6d.
T h e E s s a y s o f E l l a ^ Post Svo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2s.
I i i t t l a E s s a y s : Sketches and Characters by CHARLES LAMB, selected from his Letters by PERCY
F I T Z G E R A L D . Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
T h a D r a m a t i c E s s a y s o f C h a r l e s L a m b . With Introduction and Notes by B R A N D E R MATTHEWS, and Steel-plate Portrait. Fcap. Svo, half-bound, 2s. 6d.

Lambert(Qeorge).—The President of Boravia. Crown 8vo,cl.,35.6£i,
Landor (Walter Savage).—Citation and Examination of William
Shakspeare, &c. bclore Sir Thomas Lucy, touching Deer-steaUng", 19th September, 1582.

T o which

is added, A Conference of Master E d m u n d Spenser with the Earl of Essex, touching the
State of Ireland, 3595.

Fcap, Svo, half-Roxburghe, 2s. 6d.

L a n e ( E d w a r d W i l l i a m ) . — T h e T h o u s a n d a n d O n e N i g h t s , commonly called in England The A r a b i a n Nights* E n t e r t a i n i n e n t s .

Translated from the Arabic,

with Notes. Illustrated with many hundred Engravings from Desig^ns by HARVEY. Edited by EDWAKi)
STANLEY POOLE. With Preface by STANLEY LANE-FOQLE. Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. bd. e^

Larwood (Jacob), W o r k s by.
A n e c d o t e s of t h e Clergy. Post Svo, laid paper, half-bound, zx.
Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.
Forensic Aneodotes.
|
Theatrical Anecdotes.

Lehmann (R. C ) , W o r k s by- Post Svo, cloth, is. 6d, each.
H a r r y Fludyer a t Cambridge.
Conversational H i n t s for Young S h o o t e r s ; A Guide to Polite Talk.

Leigh (Henry S.).—Carols of Cockayne.

Printed on hand-made

paper, bound in buckram, $s.

Leiand (C. Godfrey).—A Manual of Mending and Repairing.
With Diagrams.

Crown Svo, cloth, 5J.

Lepelletier (Edmond). — Madame Sans=Qene.
the French by JOHN DE VILLIERS.

Translated from

Post Svo. cloth, 3J. 6d. ; picture boards. 2S.

Leys (John).—The L i n d s a y s ; A Romance. Post Svo, illust.bds., 2^^
Lilburn (Adam).—A Tragedy in Marble. Crown 8vo,cloth, 3s. 6d^
Lindsay (Harry, Author of ' M e t h o d i s t Idylls'). Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.
Rhoda Roberts.
T h e J a c o b i t e : A Romance of the Conspiracy o f ' T h e Forty,

Linton (E. Lynn), W o r k s by.

"^ ~ ~ ~

A n OctaveCrown
of F Svo,
r i e ncloth
d s . extra,
Crown3s.Svo,
6d.Svo, illustrated boards, 2S. each.
6d. cloth,
each ;3s.
post
P a t r i c i a Kemball. I
lone.
I U n d e r w h i c h I,ord ? With 12 Illustrations.
T h e A t o n e m e n t of L e a m Dundas.
* My L o v e ! '
| S o w i n g t h e Wind.
T h e VTorld Well Lost. With 1= Illusts.
I P a s t o n Carew, Million.-iire and Miser.
T h e One Too Many,
I Dulcle E v e r t o n . | With a SUken Thread.
T h e Rebel o t t h e F a m i l y .
vritch s t o r i e s .

Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

I

O u r s e l v e s : Essays on Women.

F r e e s h o o t i n g ; Extracts from the Works of Mrs. LYNN LINTO.N.

Lowe (Charles, M.A.).—Our G r e a t e s t Living 5oldiers.
8 Portraits.

With

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Lucy (Henry W.).—Gideon Fleyce: A Novel.

Crown Svo, cloth

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

Macalpine (Avery), Novels by.
T e r e s a I t a s c a . Crown Svo, cloth extra, is.
B r o k e n W i n g s . With Six Illustrations by W. J, H E N N E S S V .

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6J.

MacColI (Hugh), Novels by.
Up. Stranger's Sealed P a c k e t . Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.
Ednor Whltlock.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Macdonell (Agnes).—Quaker Cousins. Post Svo, boards, 25.
MacQregor (Robert).—Pastimes and P l a y e r s : Notes on Popular
Games.

Post Svo, cloth limp, 2S. 6d.

Mackay (Charles, LL.D.). — Interludes and Undertones; orl
Music at Twilight, Crown Svo, cloth extra 6r.

CiiATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, i n St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C. iS
M c C a r t h y l J u s t i n , M.P.), W o r k s l j y .
A H i s t o r y of Our O w n Times, from the Accession of Queen Victoria to the General Election ol
liiSo, LlERARY EDITION. Four Vols., demy Svo, cloth extra, isj. each.—-Mso a POPULAR
EDITIO.N, in Fi-.ur Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. each.—.A.nd the JUBILUE EDITION, with au
Appendix of Evjiitstothe end of i3S6, in Two Vols., larije crown Svo, cloth extra. 7.r. 6d. each.
A H i s t o r y of Our Owrn T i m e s , from iSSo to the Diamond Jubilee. Demy Svo, cloth extra,
I2S. ; or crown Svo, cloth, 6j.
{j^hortly.
A Short H i s t o r y of Our O w n T i m e s . One Vol., crown Svo, cloth extra, 6j.—Also a CHEAP
POPULAR EonTON, post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
A H i s t o r y of t h e Four Georges a n d of VTilllam t h e Fourth. Four Vols., demy Svo,
cloth extra, 12s. each.
[Vols, i, & II. ready.
R e m i n i s c e n c e s . With a Portrait. Two Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 243-.
Crown
3.1. 6d. e,ach ; post Svo, illustrated
boards,
2S.
each;
cloth
limp,
zi-. 6d. each.
The
WSvo,
a t e cloth
r d a l eextra,
Neighbours,
D o n n a Quixote. With 12 Illustrations.
M y E n e m y ' s Daughter.
T h e Comet of a S e a s o n .
A Fair S a x o n .
I L i n l e y Rochford.
Maid of A t h e n s . With 12 Illustrations.
D e a r L a d y Disdain. I The Dictator,
C a m i o l a : A Girl with a Fortune.
Miss X^isantiirope. With 12 Illusti-atious.
Red Diamonds. 1 The Riddle Ring.
T h e Three Disgraces, and other Stories. Crown Svo, cloth, 3r. 6d.
• The R i g h t Honourable.' ByyusTiN MCCARTHY, M.P., and Mrs. CAMPBiiLi. PRAED. Crown
tivo, cloth extra, 6s.

McCartiiy (Justin Huntly), Works by.

The French R e v o l u t i o n . (Constituent Assembly, 1789-91). Four Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 12s. each.
A n Outline of t h e H i s t o r y of Ireland. Crown Svo, is.: cloth, is. 6d.
Ireland Since the U n i o n : Sketches of Irish History, 179G-1886. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.
Hafiz in London : Poems. Small"Svo, gold cloth, 3^. 6d.
Our S e n s a t i o n N o v e l . Crown 8vo, picture cover, is.; cloth limp, is. 6d.
D o o m : An Atlantic Episode. Crown Svo, picture cover, is.
D o l l y : A Sketch. Crown Svo, picture cover, is.; cloth hmp, is. 6d.
L i l y L a s s : A Romance. Crown Svo, picture cover, is.; cloth Ump, is. 6d.
A London Legend. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. erf.
The R o y a l Christopher, Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6rf.

IWacDonald (Qeorge, LL.D.), Books by.

W o r k s of F a n c y and I m a g i n a t i o n . Ten Vols., r6mo, cloth, gilt edges, in cloth case, 21^.; or
the Volumes may be had seoarately, in Grolier cloth, at 2S. 6d. each.

Vol.
I. W I T H I N AND W I T H O U T . — T H E HIDDEN L I F E .
„
II. T H E D I S C I P L E . — T H E GOSPEL WOMEN.—BOOK O F SONNETS.—ORGAN SONGS.
„ III. VIOLIN SONGS.—SONGS O F T H E DAYS AND NIGHTS.—A BOOK OF DREAMS.—ROADSIDE
POEMS.—POEMS FOR CHILDREN.
„
IV. PARABLES.—BALLADS.—SCOTCH SONGS.

„ V. & VI. PHANTASTES : A Faerie Rora.ince.

|

Vol. VII. THE PORTENT.

„ VIII. T H E L I G H T PRINCESS.—THE GIANT'S HEART.—SHADOWS.
„ I.K. CROSS PURPOSES.—THE GOLDEN K E Y . — T H E CARASOYN.—LITTLE DAYLIGHT.
„
X. THE C R U E L P A I N T E R . — T H E WOW O' R I V V E N . — T H E C A S T L E . — T H E BROKEN SWORDS.
— T H E GRAY WOLF.—UNCLE CORNELIUS.

Poetical W o r k s of George BlacDonald. Collected and Arranged by the Author. Two Vols.
crown Svo, buckram, I2j,
A Threefold Cord. Edited by GEORGE MACDONALD. Post Svo, cloth, ss.
P h a n t a s t e s : A Faerie Romance. With 25 Illustrations by J. BELL. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6rf.
H e a t h e r and SnoMr ; A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J-. 6d.; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.
Lilith ; A Romance. SECOND EDITION. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 6^.

Mackenna (Stephen J.) and J. Augustus O'Shea.—Brave Men

In A c t i o n : Thrilling Stories of the British Flag. With 8 Illustrations by STANLEY L . 'WOOD.
Small demy Svo, cloth, gilt edges, gj.

Maclise Portrait Gallery (The) of Illustrious Literary Charac=

t e r s : 85 Portraits by DANIEL MACLISE; with Memoirs—Biographical, Critical, Bibliographical,
and Anecdotal—illustrative of the Literature of the former half of the Present Century, by WILLIAM
BATES, B.A. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by.

Square Svo, cloth extra, 65. each.

In t h e A r d e n n e s . With jo Illustrations by THOMAS R. MACQUOID.
P i c t u r e s and Legends from N o r m a n d y and B r i t t a n y . 34 Illusts. by T. R. MACQUOID.
Through N o r m a n d y . With 92 Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID, and a Map.
Through B r i t t a n y . With 35 Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID, and a Map.
About Yorkshire. With 67 Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
T h e E v i l E y e , and other Stories.
Lost Rose, and other Stories.

Magician's Own Book, T h e : Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c.
Edited by W. H. CREMER. With 200 Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 4J. 6d.

Magic Lantern, The, and its Management : Including full Practical
Directions. By T. C. HEPWORTH. With 10 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, ij. 6rf.

Magna Charta: An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British
Museum, 3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, ss.

Mallory (Sir Thomas). — Mort d'Arthur: The Stories of King
Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table.
KING. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s.

(A Selection.) Edited by B. MONTGOMERIE RAN-

16 CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, til St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C.
Mallock (W, H.), Works by.
~
T h e N e v f B e p u b l i c . Post Svo, cloth, 31. 6d.: picture boards, 2s.
T h e Neiar P a u l a n d V i r g i n i a : Positivism on an Island. Post Svo, cloth, 2S, 6d.
P o e m s . SmaU 4to, parchment, 8j.
I s L i t e W o r t h L i v i n g 7 Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6j.

Margueritte (Paul and Victor).—The Disaster.
FREDERIC LEES.

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^

Translated by

Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. 6d.

Marlowe's Works. Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes
and Introductions, by Colonel C U N N I N G H A M .

Massinger's Plays.
b y Col. C U N N I N G H A M .

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d.

From the Text of

WILLIAM GIFFORD.

Edited

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d.

Mathams (Walter, F.R.Q.S.).—Comrades All.
limp, I J . ; cloth gilt, 2s.

^

Fcp. 8vo, cloth

.^__

Matthews (Brander).—A Secret of the Sea, &,c. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.; cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Meade (L. T.), Novels by.
A S o l d i e r of F o r t u n e .

Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d.; post Svo, illustrated boards, s j .
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.
T h e V o i c e o f t h o C h a r m e r . With S Illustrations.
I n a n Iron Grip.
|
On t h e Brin!< of a C h a s m . |
A S o n of I s h m a e l .
The Siren.
|
T h e W a y ot a W o m a n .
|
An Adventuress.
Dr. K u m s e y ' s P a t i e n t . By L. T. MEADH and C L I F F O R D HALIFAX, M.D.
T h e B l u e D i a m o n d . Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6j-.
[.^hor-tly

Merivale (Herman C).—Bar, Stage, and Platform: A Book of
Recollections.

D e m y Svo, cloth, 12s,

[Shortly.

Merrick (Leonard), Novels by.
T h e M a n nrho 'uras Good,

Post Svo, picture boards, 2j.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.
I
C y n t h i a ! A Daughter of the Philistines.

T h i s S t a g e of F o o l s .

Mexican Mustang (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By
A. E . S W E E T and J. A R M O Y K N O X .

With 365 Illustrations.

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

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 25. each.
T o u c h a n d Go.

I

Mr. Dorillion.

Miller (Mrs. F. Fenwick).—Physiology for the Young; or. The
House of Life.

With numerous Illustrations.

Post Svo, cloth limp, 2^. 6rf.

Milton (J. L.), Works by. Post Svo, is. each ; cloth, is. 6d. each.
T h e H y g i e n e of t h e S k i n .

With Directions for Diet, Soaps, Baths, Wines, &c.

T h e B a t h i n D i s e a s e s of t h e S k i n .
Minto
(Wm.).—Was
Svo, cloth, is. 6d.
T h e Laisrs
of Life, a n d t h She
e i r R eGood
l a t i o n t oor
D i sBad?
e a s e s of Crown
t h e Slcin.
Mitford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
The Gun-Runner: A
T h e L u c k of Gerard
T h e King's Assegai.
Rensha'gr F a n n i n g ' s

Romance of Zululand. With a Frontispiece bv STANLEY L, WOOD.
R i d g e l e y . With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L . WOOD.
With Six full-page Illustrations by STANLEY L . WOOD.
Quest. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L . WOOD.

Molesworth (Mrs.).—Hathercourt Rectory.

Post Svo, illustrated

boards, 2s.

Moncrieff (W. D. Scott=).—The Abdication: An Historical Drama.
With Seven Etchings by JOHN PETTIE. W. Q. O R C H A R D S O N , J . MACWHIRTER, C O L I N H U N I F.R,
R. MACBETH and TOM GRAHAM. Imperial 4to, buckrau], 21s.

Montagu (Irving).—Things I Have Seen in War. With i6 fullpage Illustrations.

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

Moore (Thomas), Works by.
T h e E p i c u r e a n ; and A l c i p h r o n . Post Svo, half-bound, 2s.
P r o s e a n d V e r s e ; including Suppressed Passages from the MEMOIRS OF LORD BYRON.
by R. H. SHEPHERD. With Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
_ ^ _

Morrow~(W7C.).—Bohemian Paris oPTo-Day.
tions by E D O U A R D C U C U E L .

Edited

With io5 Illustra"-

Small demy Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6j.

Muddock (J. E.) Stories by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Maid M a r i a n a n d Robin Hood. With ra Illustrations by STANLEY WOOD.
B a s i l e t h e J e s t e r . With Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD.
Young Loohinvar.
|
The Golden Idol.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
T h e D e a d Man's S e c r e t ,
[
F r o m t h o B o s o m of t h e Deep.
S t o r i e s W e i r d a n d W o n d e r f u l . Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.; cloth, 2s. 6d.

CHATTO &. WINDUS, Publishers, i n St. M trtin»s_Lane. LOndbn, W.C. ly
M u r r a y (D. C h r i s t i e ) , N o v e l s by.
Svo,
extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
A Life's ACrown
tonem
e n tcloth
.
A Model Father.
I Bob Martin's Little Girl.
Joseph's Coat. 12 lilusts.
Old Blazer's H e r o ,
Time's Revenges.
Coals of Fii-e. 3 Illusts.
Cynic Fortune. Frontisp.
A Wfasted Crime.
Val Strange.
B y the Gate of the Sea.
In Direst Peril,
Hearts.
A Bit of H u m a n Nature*
IVIount Despair.
The W a y of t h e World.
First P e r s o n Singular.
) A Capful o' N a i l s .
The Making of a N o v e l i s t : An Experiment in Autobiography. With a Collotype Portrait. Cr.
Svo, buckram, 3J-. 6d.
M y Contemporaries In Fiction* Crown Svo, buckram. 3s. 6d.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. 6d. each.
T h i s Little World.
|
A Rkc& for Millions.
Tales in Prose and Versa. With Frontispiece by ARTHUR HOPKINS.

M u r r a y (D. C h r i s t i e ) a n d H e n r y H e r m a n , N o v e l s

by.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d. each; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2y. each.
One TraveUer R e t u r n s ,
|
The B i s h o p s ' Biote.
Paul Jones's A l i a s , &c. With Illustrations by A. FORESTtER and G. NICOLET.

M u r r a y (Henry), Novels by.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each ; cloth, 2s. 6d. each,
A Gama of BlufT.
| A Song of S i x p e n c e .

Nisbet (Hume), Books by.

• Bail Up.' Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^-. 6d.; post Svo, illustrated boards, zf.
Dr. Bernard St. V i n c e n t . Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.
L e s s o n s in Art. With 21 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth ejTtra, 2S. 6d.

N o r r i s (W. E . ) , N o v e l s b y .

Crown Svo, cloth, 3^, 6d. each ; post Svo,

picture boards, 2s. each.
S a i n t Ann's.
B i l l y B e l l e w . With a Frontispiece by F. H. TOWNSEND.
Miss W e n t i a r o r t h ' s Iflea. Crown 8va, cloth, 3J. 6.i.

O a k l e y ( J o h n ) . — A G e n t l e m a n in K h a k i : A Story of the South
African War. Demy Svo, picture cover, is.

O ' H a n l o n (Alice), N o v e l s b y .
The Unforeseen.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. eacii.
|

O h n e t (Georges), N o v e l s b y .

C h a n c e ? or Fate ?

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each.

Doctor R a m e a u .
\ A L a s t Love.
A Weird Gift. Crown 8v cloth, 3J. 6d.; post Svo, picture boards, 2s.
Love's D e p t h s . Translated by F. ROTHWHLL. Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. 6d.

Ollphant (Mrs.), Novels by.
The Primrose P a t h .
T h e Greatest H e i r e s s In England.
The Sorceress. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3J. 6d.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 25, each.
|

Whiteladies.

O'Shaughnessy (Arthur), Poems b y :

Fcap. Svo, cloth extra, 7J-. 6d. each.
Music and Moonlight.
|
S e n g s of a Worker.
L a y s of France. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, loj. 6d.

Ouida, Novels by.

^

Cr. Svo, cl., 35. 6d. ea.; post Svo, illust. bds., 2s. ea.

A Dog of Flanders.
Held In Bondage,
In Maremma. I W a n d a .
Pascarel.
| Signa.
Bimbi.
I
Syrlin.
Tricotrln.
T w o Wooden Shoes.
Frescoes.
| Othmar.
Btpathmore. | Chandos.
Princess Napraxine.
Cecil Castlemaine's Gage In a IfiTinter City.
Ariadne.
| Friendship.
Guilderoy. | RufiinOt
Under T w o Flags.
A Village Commune.
Tw^o Offenders.
Puck.
I Idalia.
Moths. { Pipistrello.
S a n t a Barbara.
Folle-Farine.
POPULAR EDITIONS. Medium Svo, 6d. each.
Under T w o Flags,
|
Moths.
1 Held in Bondage.
The W a t e r s of Edera. Crown Svo. cloth, 3J. 6d.
Wisdom, Wit, and P a t h o s , selected from the Works of OUIDA by F. SYDNEY MORRIS. Post
8vo. cloth extra, 5^.—CHEAP EDITION, illustrated boards, zs.

P a g e (H. A . ) . — T h o r e a u : His Life and Aims.

With Portrait.

Post

8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

P a n d u r a n g H a r i ; or, Memoirs o Ja Hindoo.

With Preface by Sir

BARTLE F R E R E . Post 8vo, illustrated boards, s-f.

Pascal's Provincial Letters.

A New Translation, with Historical

Introduction and Notes by T. M'CRIE, D.D. Post 8vo, half-cloth, gj.

Paul (Margaret A.).—Gentle and Simple.

Crown Svo, cloth, with

Frontispiece by HELEN PATERSON, 3s. 6d.; post Svo, illustraled boards, 2s.

i8 CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, i n St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C.
Payn (James), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post Svo. illustrated boards, 2S. each.

I,OEt S i r FiEIasslngbeFd.
Holiday T a s k s .
W a l t e r ' s Word. I A County Family.
The Tall< of t h e To\irn. With 12 Illusts.
Iiess Black t h a n We're P a i n t e d .
The M y s t e r y cf Mirbridge.
By Proxy.
| FOP Cash Only,
T h e Word a n d t h e WUl.
High Spirits.
Tha Burnt Million.
A Confidential A g e n t . With 12 Illusts.
S u n n y Stories.
| A Trying Patient,
A Grape from a Thorn. With rs Illusts.
Post Svo illustrated boards, sj. each.
H u m o r o u s S t o r i e s . | From E x i l e ,
Found Dead. | Gwendoline's Harvest.
The Foster B r o t h e r s .
Mirk Abbey. | A M a r i n a Bestdence,
The F a m i l y Scapegrace,
Some P r i v a t e V i e w s ,
Married B e n e a t h H i m .
T h e Canon's W a r d .
B e n t i n c k ' s Tutor.
N o t Wooed, B u t W o n .
A Perfect Treasure.
Tvro Hundred P o u n d s R e w a r d .
Like Father, Like Son.
Tho B e s t of H u s b a n d s .
A Woman's Vengeance.
Halves.
I W h a t H e Cost Her.
Carlyon's Year.
I Cecil's T r y s t .
Fallen F o r t u n e s . K i t ; A Memory.
Murphy's Master. I At H e r Mercy,
U n d e r One Roof. I G l o w - w o r m Tales.
T h e ClylTards of Clyffe.
A Prince of t h e Blood.
A M o d a r n Dick W h i t t i n g t o n ; or, A Patron of Letters. With a Portrait of the Author. Crown
8vo, cloth, 3S. 6d.

In P e r i l a n d P r i v a t i o n . With 17 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. id.
N o t e s from t h e ' N e w s . ' Crown Svo, cloth, i^. 6d.
By Proxy.

POPULAR EDITIO.N', medium Svo, 6rf.; cloth, is.

Payne (Will).—Jerry the Dreamer. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.
Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), Works by. Post Svo, cloth, 2J. 6i. ea.
Puck on Pegasus.

With Illustrations.

P e g a s u s R e - S a d d l e d . With Ten full-page Illustrations by G. Du MAURIER.
T h e M u s e s o f M a y f a i r : Vers de Societe. Selected by H. C. PENNELL.

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by. Post Svo, cloth, is.6d. each.
A n Old Maid's P a r a d i s e .
I
Burglars In Paradise.
B e y o n d t h e Gates. Post Svo, picture cover, is.; cloth, is. 6d.
Jack t h e F i s h e r m a n . Illustrated by C. W. R E E D . Crown Svo, cloth, TJ. 6d.

Phil May's Sketch=Book. Containing 54 Humorous Cartoons. Crown
folio, cloth, 2S. 6d.

Phipson (Dr.T. L.), Books by. Crown Svo, art canvas, gilt top, 5s. ea.
F a m o u s V i o l i n i s t s a n d Fine V i o l i n s .
V o i c e a n d V i o l i n : Sketches. Anecdotes, and Reminiscences^

Planche (J. R.), Works by.
T h e P u r s u i v a n t o f A r m s . With Six Plates and 209 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, 7s. 6d.
S o n g s a n d P o e m s , iSt9-i8;9. "With Introduction bv Mrs. M A C K A R N E S S . Crown Svo. cloth. 6s.

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious Men.

With Notes and a Life of

Plutarch by JOHN and Wl.i. LANGHORXE, and Portraits. Two Vols., demy Svo, half-cloth loj. 6rf.

Poe's (Edgar Allan) Choice Works: Poems, Stories, Essays.
With an Introduction by CHARLES BAUDELAIRE. , Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Pollock (W. H.).—The Charm, and other Drawing-room Plays. By
sir WALTER BESANT and WALTER H. POLLOCK. With 50 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth gilt, 6s.

Pope's Poetical Works. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s,
Porter (John).—Kingsclere. Edited by BYRON WEBBER.
fuU-page and many smaller Illustrations.

Cheaper Edition.

With ig

Demy Svo, cloth, yr. 61^.

Praed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post Svo, illust. bds., zs. each,
Tha R o m a n c e of a Station^

| Tha Soul o t Countess Adrian.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each ; post Svo, boards. 2s. each.

O u t l a w and L a w m a k e r .

| Christina Chard. With Frontispiece by W. PAGET.
Mrs. T r e g a s k l s s . With 8 Illustrations
by Rcloth,
O B E R3s.
T SAUBER.
Crown Svo,
6d. each.
I
Madame I z a n .
Nulma.

Price (E. C ) , Novels by.
Crown 8TO, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post Svo, illustrated boards, ar. each.
Valentina.
| T h e Foreigners.
| Mrs. IianoasteF*S RiYal.
Gerald. Post Svo. illustrated boards, 2s.

Princess Olga.—Radna: A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 65.

CHATTO & W i N D U S , P u b l i s h e r s , i i i S t . M a r t i n ' s L a n e , London, W . C .
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Proctor (Richard A,), Works by.
F l o w e r s of tiie Sky. With 55 IlUistrations. Small crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
E a s y Star L e s s o n s . With Star M^ps for every Niglit in the Year. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.
Familiar Science Studies. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
Baturn and i t s S y s t e m . With 13 Steel Plates. Demy Svo, cloth extra, los. 6d.
Mystaries o ' Time and Space. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
The U n i v e r s e of Suns. &c. AVith numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6r.
W a g e s and W a n t s of S c i e n c e Workers. Crown Svo, is. 6d.

Pryce (Richard).—Miss Maxwell's Atfections,

Crown Svo, cloih,

with Frontispiece by HAL LUDLOW, 3^. 6d.; post Svo, illustrated boards. 2j.

Rambosson fJ,).—Popular Astrononiy. Translated by C. B.

PITMAN.

With 10 Coloured Plates and 63 Woodcut Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, T.S. 6d.

Randolph (Col. G.).—Aunt Abigail Dykes. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7^. 6d,
Read (General Meredith).—Historic Studies in Vaud, Berne,
and Savoy. With 31 full-page Illustrations. Two Vols., demy Svo, cloth, aSx.

Reade'5 (Charles) Novels.
The New Collected LIBRARY EDITION, complete in Seventeen Volumes, set in new long primer
type, printed on laid paper, and eleg^anLly bound in cloth, price 3^. 6d. each.
7. L o v e Me Little, L o v e m e Long.
I. Peg Wofnngton; and Christie J o h n 8. The Double Marriage.
stone.
9. Grifnth Gaunt.
Hard
Cash.
10. Foul P l a y .
Tho Cloister and the H e a r t h . With a
Preface by Sir WALTER BESANT.
11. P u t Yourself In H i s Place.
12. A Terrible Temptation.
* It is N e v e r Too Late to Mend.*
13. A Simpleton.
The Course of True L o v e N e v e r Did
14- A y / o m a n - H a t e r .
Run S m o o t h ; and Singleheart and
15. The Jilt, and other Stories; and Good
Doubleface.
Stories of Man and other AnimalS'
The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack
16. A Perilous Secret.
of all T r a d e s ; A Hero and a Mar17. R e a d l a n a ; and Bible Characters*
t y r ; and The Wandering Heir.
In Twenty-one Volumes, post Svo, illustrated boards, 2S. each.
Hard Cash.
[ Griffith Gaunt.
Peg Wofflngton. | Christie J o h n s t o n e .
Foul P l a y . 1 Put Yourself in H i s Place.
' I t is N e v e r Too L a t e to Mend.'
A Terrible T e m p t a t i o n
The Course of True L o v e N e v e r Did R u n
A S i m p l e t o n . ( The Wandering Heir.
Smooth.
A Woman-Hater.
The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack of
Singleheart and Doubleface.
all Trades ; and J a m e s Lambert.
Good S t o r i e s o f Man and other Anlmalsi
Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
The Jilt, and other Stories.
The Double Marriage.
A Perilous Secret.
| Readlanai
The Cloister and t h e H e a r t h .
^^__
POPULAR EDITIONS, medium Svo, 6d. each ; cloth, is. each.
*It Is N e v e r Too L a t e to Mend.'
| T h e Cloister and t h e H e a r t h .
Peg Woffington; and Christie J o h n s t o n e .
|
Hard Cash.
Christie Johnstone. With Frontispiece. Choicely printed in Elzevir style. Fcap. Svo, half-Roxb.2j.6rf.
Peg Woffington. Choicely printed in Elzevir style. Fcap. Svo, half-Roxburghe, 2s. 6d.
The Cloister and the Hearth. In Four Vols., post Svo, with an Introduction by Sir WALTER
BESAN'T, and a Fiontispiece to each Vol., buckram, gilt top, 6s. the set.
Bible Characters. Fcap. Svo, leatherette, IJ-.
Selections from t h e Works of Charles Reade. With an Introduction by Mrs. ALEX.
IRELAND. Crown Svo, buckram, with Portrait, 6s.; CHEAP EDITION, post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Ridden (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by.

'

"^

A Rich Man's Daughter. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.
Weird Stories. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 3s, 6d.; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2J.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, sj. each.
The Uninhabited H o u s e .
I
Fairy Water.
The Prince of W a l e s ' s Garden P a r t y , j
H e r Mother's Darling.
The M y s t e r y in P a l a c e Gardens.
|
The Nun's Curse. | Idle T a l e s .

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by.

Lar^e crown Svo, doth, 3s. 6i. each.

Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. With 52 Illustrations by the Author.
About England ivith Dickens. With 58 Illustrations by C. A. VANDERHOOF and A. RIMMER,

Rives (Amelie, Author of *The Quick or the Dead?'),Stories by.
Barbara Dering. Crown Svo. cloth, 3^-. 6d.; post Svo, picture boards, 2s.
Meriel: A Love Story. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Robinson Crusoe.

By

DANIEL DEFOE.

With 37 Illustrations by

GEORGE CRUIKSHAXR. Post Svo, half-cloth, 2J-.

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by.

Women ara Strange. P"st 8vo, illustrated boards, -zs.
T h e Hands of Justice. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo illustrated borirds 2^,
Th9 W o m a n in tho Dark. Crown Svo. cloth, 3^. 6d. \ post 8vo, illustrated boards, -zs.
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Robinson (Phil), Works by.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. each.

The P o e t s ' Birds.
| The P o e t s ' B e a s t s .
T h e P o e t s and N a t u r e : R e p t i l e s , F i s h e s , a n d I n s e c t s .

Roll of Battle Abbey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors who
came from Normandy with William the Conqueror, 1066.

Printed in Gold and Colours, 5J.

Rosengarten (A.).—A Handbook of Architectural Styles. Translated by W. COLLETT-SANDARS.

With 630 Illustrations.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Ross (Albert).—A Sugar Princess. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.
Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. td. each.
P u n i a n a : Riddies and Jolces. with numerous Illustrations.
More Puniana.

Profusely Illustrated.

Runciman (James), Stories by.

Post 8vo, bds., 25. ea.; cl., 2s. 6d. ea.

Grace Balmaign's S w e e t h e a r t .
I
Skippers and Shellbacks. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Schools & Scholars.

RusseU (Dora), Novels by.
A Country Sweetheart.
Post Svo, picture boards, ax.
T h e D r i f t o t F a t e . Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Russell (Herbert).—True Blue; or, 'The Lass that Loved a Sailor,'
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

^^^

Russell (W- Clark), Novels, &c., by.
extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustratCLi
each • cloth limp, 2J. 6d, each.
A nboards,
Ocean2S. Tragedy.
RCrown
o u n dSvo,
t h cloth
e Galley-Fire<
My S h i p m a t e Louise.
In t h e Middle W a t c h .
Alone on a Wide Wide S e a .
On t h e Fo'k'sie H e a d .
The Good Ship ' Mohock.*
A V o y a g e to the Cape.
The P h a n t o m Death.
A Book for t h e H a m m o c k .
Is He the Man? I The Convict Ship.
T h e M y s t e r y of t h e 'Ocean Star,
Heart of O a k .
I The Last Bntry,
T h e R o m a n c e of J e n n y Harlowe.
The Tale of t h e Ten
A Tale of T w o T u n n e l s . Crown 8vo, cloth 3s. 6d.
T h e S h i p ! Her Story. With 50 Illustrations by H. C. SEPPINGS WRIGHT. Small 4to, cloth, 6T.
T h e " P r e t t y P o l l y " : A Voyage of Incident, told for Boys. With 12 Illustrations by G. E.

ROBERTSON.

Small demy Svo. cloth, gilt edges, 5J.

{Oct. i.

Saint Aubyn (Alan), Novels^liy^
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2S. each.

A Fellovr of T r i n i t y . With a .Note by OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES and a Frontispiece.

T h e Junior D e a n .
Orchard Damerel.

I The Master of St. Benedict's, t To H i s Own Master.
I In the Face of the World.
I The Tremlett Diamonds.
F c a p . Svo, cloth boards, is. 6d. each.

T h e Old Maid's S w e e t h e a r t .

|

Modest Liittle Sara,

Crown Svo, cloth, 3r 6d. each.

T h e Wooing of May.
| A Tragic Honeymoon.
Fortune's Gats.
I Gallantry Bower.
Mary U n w l n . With 8 Illustrations by PERCY TARRANT.

|

I
A Proctor's Wooing.
I
Bonnie Maggie Lauder.
Mrs. Dunbar's S e c r e t .

Saint John (Bayle).—A Levantine Family.

A New Edition.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Sala (George A.).—Gaslight and Dayiight. Post 8vo, boards. 25.
Scotland Yard, Past and Present: Experiences of Thirty-seven Years.
By Ex-Chief-Inspector C A V A N A G H . Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2S.; cloth, 2s. 6d.
^
S e c r e t O u t , T h e : O n e T h 0 U S a n d ~ T r i c k s with C a r d s ; with
Entertaining Experiments in Drawing-room o r ' W h i t e ' M a g i c . B y W . H . CREMER. With 300 Illustrations. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d.
^^__

Seguin (L. G.), Works by.

T h e Country of t h e P a s s i o n P l a y (Oberammergau) and the Highlands of Bavaria. W ith
Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
W a l k s i n A l g i e r s . With Two Maps and 16 Illustrations.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Senior (Wm.).—By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth, 25. kd.
Sergeant (Adeline), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each.
Under False Pretences.

Dr. Endicott's E x p e r i m e n t .

Shakespeare for Children: Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare.
With Illustrations, coloured and plain, by J. ^lOVR S>riTH.

Shakespeare the Boy,

Crnun 4to, cloth gilt, 3s. 6d.

With Sketches of the Home and School i.ite,

the Games and Sports, the M.iKneri, Customs, .ind Folk-lore of the Tijne. Hy W I L L I A M J. ROLFi:,
Litt.D. A New Edition, with 42 llln^ralions, and an INDEX OF PLAYS AND I'.VSSAGES REFERRED TO. Crovvn Svo, cloth gilt, y. 6d.
'

Sharp (William),—Children of To=morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, iii St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C. 21
S h e l l e y ' s (Percy Bysshe) CompJete W o r k s in Verse and Prose.
Editetl. Prefaced, and Annotated by R. H E R N E SHEPHERD. Five Vols., crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.
P o e t i c a l W o r k s , in Three Vols.:
Vol. I. Introduction by Mie E d i t o r ; Posthumous Fragments of Margaret Nicholson ; ShcHey's Correspondence with Stockdale; Tlie Wandering J e w ; Queen ft[ab, with the N o t e s ; Alastor,
and other Poems ; Rosalind and Helen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais, &c.
„
I I . Laon and Cythna; T h e Cenci; Julian and Maddalo ; Swellfoot the T y r a n t ; T h e Witch of
Atlas ; Epipsychidion ; Hellas.
„ III. Posthumous Poems; T h e Masque of A n a r c h y ; and other Pieces.
P r o s e V / o r k s . in Two Vols.:
Vol. I. T h e Two Romances of Zastrozzi and St. Trvyne ; the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets; A Refu
tation of Deism ; Letters to Leiyli Himt, and some Minor Writin^.'^ and Fragments.
II. T h e Essays ; Letters froin Abroad ; Translations and Fra^-'ments, edited by Mrs. SHELLEY,
With a Biography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Works.

Sherard (^R. H . ) . — R o g u e s : A NoveL Crown 8vo, cloth, 15. bd.
Sheridan's (Richard Brinsley) C o m p l e t e W o r k s , with Life and
Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writinjjs, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Translations, Speeches,
and Jokes. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^-. 6d.
T h e R i v a l s , T h e S c h o o l f o r S c a n d a l , and other Plays. Post Svo, half-bound, s j .
S h e r i d a n ' s C o m e d i e s : T h e R i v a l s and T h e S c h o o l f o r S c a n d a l . Edited, with an Introduction and Notes to each Play, and a IJiographical Sketch, by E.RAN'DER MATTHEWS. A\'tth
IlUistrations. Demy Svo. hair-uarchment, 12s. 6d,

Shiel cM. P.)-—I'he S e c o n d A d a m .
Dinger."

Iby the Author of '* The Yellow

Crown Svo. cloth, gilt top, 6s.

{Shortly.

S i d n e y ' s (Sir Philip) C o m p l e t e Poetical

W o r k s , including all

those in ' Arcadia.' With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c., by the Rev. A. B. GROS.'VRT,
D.D. T h r e e Vols., crown Svo, cloth boards, 3s. 6d^ each^

Sig"nboards : Their History, including Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and
Remarkable Characters. By JACOR LARWOOD and JOHN CAMDEN HOITEN.
piece and 94 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
^

With Coloured Frontis-

S i m s (Qeorge R.), W o r k s b y .
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2J. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.
D r a m a s of Life. With 60 Illustrations,
T h e R i n g o' B e l l s .
M e m o i r s of a L a n d l a d y .
M a r y J a n e ' s Memoirs*
My T w o W i v e s .
Tinkletop's Crime.
S c e n e s from t h e Sho'jir.
Z e p h : A Circus Story, &c.
T h e T e n C o m m a n d m e n t s : Stories.
T a l e s of T o - d a y .
Crown Svo, picture cover, is. e a c h ; cloth, is. 6d. each.
T h e D a g o n e t R e c i t e r a n d R e a d e r : Being Readings and Recitations in Prose and Verse
selected from his own Works by GEORGE R. SiMS.
T h e C a s e of George C a n d l e m a s .
|
D a g o n e t D i t t i e s * i^to-i^ The Referee.)
H o w t h e P o o r L i v e ; and Hori^ihla l i o n d o n . With a Frontispiece by F. BARNARD.
Crown Svo, leatherette, is.
D a g o n e t D r a m a s o f t h a D a y . Crown Svo, is.
Crown Svo, cloth, ^^s. 6d, each : post Svo, picture board?, 2s. e a c h ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.
M a r y J a n o USarried. I
R o g u e s a n d Yagabotfc^s.
|
Dagonet Abroad.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3^-. 6t^. each.
O n c e u p o n a C h r i s t m a s T i m e . With 8 Illustrations by CHARLES G R E E N , R.I.
I n L o n d o n ' s H e a r t : A Story of To-day.
W i t h o u t t h e L i m e l i g h t : Theatrical Life as it is.

Sister Dora: A Biography. By MARGARET LONSDALE.
Illustrations.

With Four

Demy Svo, picture cover, i,d.; cloth, 6d,

S k e t c h l e y (A^rthurY."^^ M a t c h ~ i n j h e _ D a r k . Post 8vo, boards. 25.
S l a n g Dictionary~(TLe) : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 6d.

^_

Smart~('Haw!ey), N o v e l s b y .
Crown Svo, cloth 3s. 6d. each ; post Svo, picture boards, 2s. each.
Beatrice and Benedick.
I Long Odds.
^
, , „
W i t h o u t L o v e or Licence*
I T h e M a s t e r of R a t h K e l l y *
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.
The Outsider.
| A Racing Rubbeg.
T h e P l u n g e r . Post Svo, picture boards, 2s,

__^_____

S m i t h ( j . Moyr), W o r k s b y .

T h e P r i n c e o f A r g o l i s . With 130 Illustrations. Post Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
T h e W o o i n g o f t h e W a t e r W i t c h , With numerous Illustrations. Post Svo, cloth, 6s.

Snazen^pari!Ia^

Decanted by G. S. EDWARDS.

G H . SNAZliLLE, and 65 Illustrations by C. LYAT.L.

With Portrait of

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

S o c i e t y in London. Crown 8vo, \s, ; clotli, is. td,
SomersetT3Co*^H^"''y)'~~Songs of A d i e u , Small 410, Jap. vel.,65.
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Spalding (T. A., LL.B.).—Elizabethan Denionology: An Essay
on the Belief in the Existence of Devils. Crou-u Svo. cloth extra. 5s.

Speight (T. W.), Novels by.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, sj. each.
T h e Msrstarlea of H e r o n D y k e .
T h e l i o u d w a t e p Tragedy.
B y D e v i o u s W a y s , &c.
Burgo's R o m a n c e .
H o o d w i n k e d ; & SandycroftMystory*
Quittance In Full.
T h e Golden Hoopt
A H u s b a n d from t h e £ea«
B a s k to liife.
Post Svo, cloth limp, is. 6d. each.
A B a r r e n TitlOi
j
Wife or N o W i f e ?
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
A Secret of t h e Sea. I T h e G r e y M o n k . | T h a Itlaster of TrenanCQ.
A Minion of t h e M o o n : A Romance of the Khig's Highway.
T h e Secret of W^yvern T o w e r s .
T h e Doom of S i v a .
[
T h e W^eb ot F a t e .

Spenser for ChlSdren. By M. H.

TOWRY,

With Coloured Illustrations

by WALTER J. MORGAN. Crown 4to, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Spettigue (H. H.).—The Heritage of Eve.
Stafford (John), Novels by.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Doris and I. Crown Svo, clotli, 3^. 6d.
Carlton P r i o r s . Crown Svo. cloth, gilt top, 6s.

S t a r r y Heavens (The) : A POETICAL

BIRTHDAY BOOK.

Royal i6mo,

cloth extra, gj. 6d.

Stedman (E. C.)-—Victorian Poets. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 95.
Stephens (Riccardo, M.B.).—The Cruciform M a r k : The Strange
Story of RICHARD TREGENNA, Bachelor of Medicine (Univ. Ediub.) Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Stephens (Robert Neilson).—Philip W i n w o o d : A Sketch of the

Domestic History of an American Captain in the War of Independence: embracing events that
occurred between and during the years 1763 and 1786, in New York and London; written by His
Enemy in War, HERBERT RUFFFLL, Lieutenant in the Loyalist Forces. With Six Illustrations
by E. W. D. HAMILTON. Crown Svo. cloth, gilt top, 6J-.

Sterndale (R. Armitage).—The Afghan Knife: A Novel.

Post

Svo, cloth, 3J. 6d.; illustrated boards, 2s.

Stevenson (R. Louis), W o r k s by.

Crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. each ; post Svo, cloth Hmp, 2s. 6d. each.
T r a v e l s virith a D o n k e y . With a Frontispiece by WALTER CRANE
A n I n l a n d V o y a g e . With a Frontispiece by WALTER CRANE.
Crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. each.
Familiar S t u d i e s of Men and B o o k s .
T h e S i l v e r a d o Squatters. With Frontispiece by J. D. STRONG.
T h e Merry Men.
I U n d e r w o o d s : Poems.
Memories and Portraits.
Virginibus Puerisque, and other Papers. | Ballads.
I Prince OttOt
A c r o s s t h e P l a i n s , with other Memories and Essays.
W^elr of H e r m i s t o n .
A XiCSirden Sabbath Morn. AA'ith 27 Illustrations by A. S. BOYD. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 6s.
Songs of T r a v e l . Crown Svo, buckram, 5J.
Nevf A r a b i a n Nights. Crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, 6s.; post Svo, illustrated boards. 2s.
T h e Suicide Club; and The R a j a h ' s Diamond. (From NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS.) Witb
Eight Illustrations by W. J. HEN'NH5SY. Crown Svo, cloth, 3i-. 6d.
T h e S t e v e n s o n R e a d e r : Selections from the Writings of ROBERT LouiS STEVENSON. Edited
by LLOYD OSBGURNE. Post Svo, cloth. 2s. 6d.; buckram, gilt top, 3s. 6d.

Stockton (Frank R.).—The Young Master of Hyson Hail. With
numerous Illustrations by VIRGINIA H. D.VVISSON and C. H. STEPHENS. Crown Svo, cloth. 31. 6d.

5 t o r e y (Q. A., A.R.A.).—Sketches from Memory.

With 93

Illustrations by the Author. Demy Svo, cloth, gilt top, 12s. 6d.

Stories from Foreign Novelists.

With Notices by

HELEN

and

ALICE ZIMMERN. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d,; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Strange Manuscript (A) Found in a Copper Cylinder.

Crowa

Svo, cloth extra, with 19 Illustrations by GILBERT GAUL, 3s. 6d.: post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Strange Secrets.

Told by

PERCY FITZGERALD, CONAN DOYLE, FLOR-

ENCE MARRYAT, &C. Post Svo. illustrated boards, 2s.

S t r u t t (Joseph). —The Sports and Pastimes of t h e People of

Bngland ; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mtunmerlcs, Shows, &c., from
the Earliest Period to the Present Time, Edited by WILLIAM HONE. With 140 Illustrations, CrowP
Svo, cloth extra, gj. &d.

CHATTO & WINDUS. Publishers, i n St. Martin's Lsne, London, W.C.

S w i f t ' s (Dean) Choice W o r k s , in Prose and Verse.
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With Ivlemoir,

Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in ' Gulliver's Travels.' Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.
Gulliver's Travels, and A Tale of a T u b . Post Svo, half-bound, 2s.
J o n a t h a n S w i f t : A Study. By ]. CHUUTON COLLINS. Crown 8VO, cloth extra, SX.

S w i n b u r n e (Algernon C ) , W o r k s by7

S e l e c t i o n s from t h e Poetical Works of
A. C. Svrinburne. Fcap. Svo 6s.
A t a l a n t a i n Calydon. Crown Svo, 6s.
Chastelard ! A Tragedy. Crown Svo, -js.
P o e m s a n d Ballads. F I R S T SERIES. Crown
8vo, or fcap. Svo, 9s.
P o e m s and Ballads. SECOND SER. Cr.8vo,9J'.
P o e m s & Ballads. T H I R D SERIES, Cr.Svo, ?.?.
Bongs before Sunrise. Crown Svo, los. 6d,
Bothvirell: A Tragedy. Crown Svo. 12s. 6d.
Bongs of T w o N a t i o n s . Crown Svo, 6s.
George Chapman. {See Vol. II. of G. CHAPMAN'S Works.) Crown Svo, SJ'. 6(f.
E s s a y s a n d Studies. Crown Svo, 12s.
E r e c h t h e u s : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s.
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Cr. Svo, 6.r.
A S t u d y of S h a k e s p e a r e . Crown Svo, 8.;.
Bongs of t h e Springtides. Crown Svo, 6s.

S t u d i e s i n Song. Crown Svo, 73-.
Mary S t u a r t : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, %s,
Tristram of L y o n e s s e . Crown Svo, gs.
A Century of Roundels. Small 410, ?,s.
A Midsummer HoUday. Crown Svo, 'js.
filarino Fallero : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s,
A S t u d y of Victor Hugo. Crown Svo, 6s.
Miscellanies. Crown 8vo, 12s.
liOCrine : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s.
A S t u d y of B e n Jonson. Crown Svo, js.
The S i s t e r s : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s,
Astrophel, &c. Crown Svo, js.
Studies i n Prose a n d Poetry. Cr. Svo, gf.
The Tale of Balen. Crown Svo. TS.
R o s a m u n d , Queen of t h e L o m b a r d s : A
Tragedy. SECOND EDITION, with a DEDICATORY POEAl. Crown Svo, 6s.

S y n t a x ' s (Dr.) Three T o u r s : In Search of the Picturesque, in Search

of Consolation, and in Search of a AVife. With ROWLAWDSON'S Coloured Illustrations, and Life of the
Author by J. C. HOTTEN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, -js. 6d.

Taine's History of E n g l i s h Literature.

Translated by HENRY VAN

LAUN. Four Vols., small demy Svo, cloth boards, 30J.—POPULAR EDITION, Two Vols., large crown
Svo, cloth extra, 15J.

Taylor (Bayard). — Diversions of t h e Echo C l u b :

Burlesques of

Modem Writers. Post Svo, cloth Hmp, 2s.

T a y l o r (Tom).—Historical D r a m a s : ' J E A N N E DARC,' ' ' T W I X T AXE
AND CROWN.' ' T H E FOOL'S REVENGE,' ' ARKVVRIGHT'S WIFE,' 'ANNE BOLEYNE,' 'PLOT AND
PASSION.' Crown Svo, is. each.

T e m p l e (Sir Richard, Q.C.S.I.).—A Bird's=eye V i e w of Pictur=
esque India. With 32 Illustrations by the Author. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

T e n n y s o n (Lord) : A Biographical Sketch.

By H. J. JENNINGS,

Witi

Portrait. Post Svo, cloth, is. 6d,

Thackerayana : Notes and Anecdotes. With Coloured Frontispiece aud
Hundreds of Sketches by WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

T h a m e s , A N e w Pictorial

H i s t o r y of the^

By A. S. KRAUSSE.

With 340 Illustrations. Post Svo, cloth, is. 6d.

T h o m a s (Annie), N o v e l s b y .

The Siren's W e b : A Romance of London Society. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.
Comrades True. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

T h o m a s (Bertha), N o v e l s b y .

Cressida. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.
The V i o l i n - P l a y e r . Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^-. 6d.; post 8vo, picture boards, ss.
Tha H o u s e on t h e Scar. Crown Svo. cloth. 3s. 6d.
Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each.
In a Cathedral City.
|
T h e Son of t h e HQUSQ.

T h o m s o n ' s S e a s o n s , and T h e Castle of Indolence.

duction by ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, and 48 Illustrations. Post Svo, half-bound, 2s.

XPref-arin^.

With

Intro-

T!Vornbury~(Walter), Books by.
The Life and Correspondence of J. M. W. Turner. AVUli Risht lUustrations in Colours and
Two Woodcuts. New and Revised Edition. Crown Svo. cloth, 3^. 6d.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Old Stories Ro-told.
I T a l e s for t h e M a r i n e s .

Tfmbs"(John), W o r k s b y .

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. U. each.

Clubs and Club Life i n London; Anecdotes of its Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries. and
Taverns. With 41 niustrations.
English Eccentrics a n d E c c e n t r i c i t i e s : Stories of Delusions, Impostures, Sporting Scenes,
Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folk, &c. With 4S Illustrations.

Trollope (Anthony), N o v e l s b y .

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Tho VTay W e L i v e Nowr.
I Mr. S c a r b o r o u g h ' s Family*
Frau Frohmann. | Marion F a y .
| T h e Land-Leaguers.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Kept in the Dark.
I Tha American Senate?*
The Golden Lion of Granpero*
1 John Caldi^ate*

X4 CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, in St. Maflitl's Lane, London, WX.
TroUope (Frances E.), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3i-. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, zj. each.
Like Ships upon t h e Sea. I MabePs Progress.
I A n n e Furness.

Trollope (T. A.).—Diamond Cut Diamond. Post Svo, illust. bds., 25.
Trow"bridge~(J« T.).—FarnelTs Folly. Post SvoTilTust. boards, 25. "
Tw^ain's (Mark) Books.
The Author's Edition de L u x e of t h e \ 7 o r k s of Mark T w a i n , in 22 Volumes (limited
to 600 Numbered Copies for sale in Great Britain and its Dependencies), price 12s. 6d. net per
Volume, is now complete, and a detailed Prospectus may be had. The First Volume of the
Set is SIGNED BY T H E AUTHOR^

________^_

UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION OF MARK TWAIN'S WORKS.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^'. 6d. each.
Mark Twaln*s Library of Humour, with 197 Illustrations by E. W. KEMBLE.
Roughing I t ; and The I n n o c e n t s at Home. With 200 Illustrations by F. A. ERASER.
T h e A m e r i c a n Claimant. With Si Illustrations by HAL HURST and others.
*The A d v e n t u r e s of Tom S a w y e r . With m Illustrations.
Tom S a w y e r Abroad. With 26 Illustrations by DAN BEARD.
Tom Saw^yer, D e t e c t i v e , &c. With Photogravure Portrait of the Author.
Pudd'nhead Wilson,
With Portrait and Six IDlustrations by L.OUIS LOEB.
•A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustrations.
*The I n n o c e n t s A b r o a d ; or, The New Pilgrim's Progress. With 234 Illustrations. (The Two ShllHng Edition is entitled Mark T w a i n ' s P l e a s u r e Trip.)
*The Gilded Age. By MARK TWAIN and C. D. WARNER With 212 Illustrations.
+The Prince and the Pauper. With 190 Illustrations.
*Life on the Mississippi. With 300 Illustrations.
•The A d v e n t u r e s of Huckleberry F i n n . With 174 Illustrations by E. W. KEMBLE.
•A Y a n k e e at t h e Court of King Artbur. With 220 Illustrations by DAN BEARD.
*The Stolen V7hite E l e p h a n t .
|
*The £1,000,000 B a n k - N o t e .
The Choice W o r k s of Mark T w a i n . Revised and Corrected throughout by the Author. With
Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations.
*+• The books marked ' may be had also in post Svo, picture boards, at ar. each.
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.
P e r s o n a l R e c o l l e c t i o n s of J o a n of Arc. With Twelve Illustrations by F. V. Du MOND.
More Tramps Abroad.
The Man t h a t Corrupted Hadleyburg, and other Stories and Sketches. With a Frontispiece.
Mark Tv^ain's S k e t c h e s . Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s,

Tytler (C. C. Fraser=).—Mistress Judith: A Novel. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards. 2j.

Jytler (Sarah), Novels by.
Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
L a d y Bell. | Buried Diamonds. I The Blackball Ghosts. | W h a t S h e Came Through*
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Cltoyenne Jacqueline.
I The Huguenot F a m i l y .
The Bride's P a s s .
I Noblesse Oblige. I Disappeared*
S a i n t Mungo's City.
| B e a u t y a n d t h e Beast.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each.
T h e Macdousid L a s s . With Frontispiece. I Mrs. Carmichael's Goddesses.
Tlie Wltch-'V'^ife. | Rachel Langton. | Sapphira. 1 A H o n e y m o o n ' s Eclipse.
A Young Dragon.
_

Upward (Allen), Novels by.
A Crown of Stra'w.
cloth,
6s.; post Svo, picture boards, 2s. each.
Crown Svo,Crown
cloth,Svo,
3s. 6d.
each
T h e Queen A g a i n s t O w e n .
|
The Prince of B a l k i s t a n .
*God S a v e the Queen!* a Tale of '37. Crown Svo, cloth, 2s.

Vandam (Albert D.).—A Court Tragedy.

With 6 Illustrations by

J. BARNARD DAVIS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Vasliti~and Esther. By 'Belle' of The World. Cr. Svo, cloth, 35. td.
Vizetelly (Ernest A.), Books by. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.
The Scorpion: A Romance of Spain. With a Frontispiece.
W i t h Zola(Leopold).—How
in E n g l a n d : A Story of to
Exile.Get
With on
4 Portraits.
Wagner
the Stage, and how to
Succeed there. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

_^

_

Waiford's County Families of the United Kingdom (1900).

Containing Notices of the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of more than 12,000 Distinguished
Heads of Families, their Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the Offices they hold or have held, their Town
and Country Addresses, Clubs, &c. Royal Svo, clotn gilt, 50J.

Waller(S7~E.l.—Sebastiani's Secret. With 9 Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl.,6^.
Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler. With Memoirs and Notes
by Sir HARRIS NICOLAS, and 6i Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth antique, yj. 6d.

Walt Whitman, Poems by.

Edited, with Introduction, by

WILLIAM

M. ROSSETTI. With Portrait. Crown Svo, hand-made paper and buckram, 6j.

Warden (Florence).—Joan, the Curate.

Grown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d,

CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, in St. i\Tcrtin's Lsne, London, W.C. 25
Warman (Cy).—The Express Messenger, and other Tales of the
Rail. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

W a r n e r (Charles Dudley).—A Roundabout Journey.

Crown Svo,

cloth extra, 6s.

W a r r a n t to Execute Charles I. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures
and Seals. Printed on paper 22 in. by 14 in. 2s.
Warrant to E x e c u t e Mary Queen o£ Scots. A Facsimile, including: Queen Elizabeth's Signature and the Great Seal. 2s.

Wassermann

(Lillias) and Aaron Watson.—The Marquis of

Carabas. Post Svo, illustrated ^^ds^^^r^

Weather, How to FoFeteli t h e , with t h e Pocket Spectroscope.
By F. VV. CORY. With Ten Illustrations. Crown Svo, is.; cloth, is. 6d.

WestaU (Wnnam)7T4aveis by\
Trust Money. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.
P h a n tw
om
I
A Red Bridal.
| T
Ahse Lack
o u lCity.
d h aTrust.
v e **•
Ralph
Norbrecli's
Crown Svo, cloth 3s. 6d. each.
A Queer Race.
Kigal F o r t e s c u e .
B e d Hy vingtou.
B e n Clough. | Birch Dene.
Old Factory,
R o y of Roy's Court. AVith The
6 oIllustrations.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3^-. 6d.
S
n
s
of
Belia.1.
Strange Crimes. (True Stories.)
8vo, cloth,
3^-. 6d.
i t hCrown
t h s Red
Eagle.
Tha Old Factory. PUPULARW EDITION.
Medium
Svo, 6d.

A Y/oman
Tempted
s a Man
S o wJJiCe.
s . Hlm<
ForAHonour
and
Her Tviro Millions.
T w o P i n c h e s of Snuff.

Westbury (Atha).—The Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook: A Romance of Maoriland. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^, 6d.

Wiirte~(Qilbert).—The Natural History of Selborne.

Post 8vo,

printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2s,

Wilde ( L a d y ) . — T h e Ancient Legends, Mystac Charms, and
Superstitions of Ireland ; with Sketches of the Irish Fast. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.
Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), Works by.
Science in Short Chapters. Crown Svo, cloth extra, "js. 6d.
A Simple T r e a t i s e on H e a t . With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, zs.6d.
The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
A Yindication of Phrenology. With Portrait and 43 Illusts. Demy Svo, cloth extra, 12J. 6d.

Williamson (Mrs. F. H.).—A Child Widow. Post 8vo, bds., 25.
Wills (C. J.), Novels by.
An Easy-going Felloiff. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d. \ H i s Dead P a s t . Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.
Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by.

Chapters on E v o l u t i o n . With 259 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, yj. 6d
L e a v e s from a Naturalist's Note-Book. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
Leisure-Time S t u d i e s . With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
Studies in Life and S e n s e . With 36 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.
Common A c c i d e n t s : H o w to Treat Them. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, i j . ; cloth, is. 6d
Glimpses of Nature. With 35 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Winter (John Strange), Stories by.

Post Svo, illustrated boards,

2s. each; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.
Cavalry Life.
| Regimental Legends.
Cavalry Life and Regimental Legends. LIERARY^EDITION, set in new type and handsomely bound. Crown Svo, cloth, 3i-. 6d.
A Soldier's Children. With 34 Illustrations by E. G. THOMSON and E. STUART HARDY. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Wissmann

(Hermann v o n ) . — M y Second Journey

through

Equatorial Africa. With 92 Illustrations. Demy Svo. cloth, i6s.

Wood (H. F.), Detective Stories by.
The P a s s e n g e r from Scotland Yard,

t

Post 8vo, boards, -zs. each.

The EngUshman of t h e Rue Cain.

Wooiley (Celia Parker).—Rachel A r m s t r o n g ; or, Love and Theology. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2S.; cloth, 2s. 6d.

W r i g h t (Thomas, F.S.A.), W o r k s by.

^_

^

Caricature H i s t o r y of t h e Georges ; or, Annals of the House of Hanover. Compiled fmm
Squibs, Broadsides, Window Pictures, Lampoons, and Pictorial Caricatures of the Time. With
over 300 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.
H i s t o r y of Caricature and of the Grotesque in Art, Literature, Sculpture, and
Painting. Illustrated by F. W. FA IK H OLT. F.S .A. Crown Svo, doth, ys. 6d.

Wynman (Margaret).—My Flirtations.

With 13 Illustrations by

J. BRRNARD PARTRIDGE. Fost Svo. cinth limp. 2S.

Yates (Edmund).—The Forlorn Hope.

Post 8vo, illust. boards, 25.
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'ZZ' (L.Zangwill).—A Nineteenth Century Miracle. Cr.8vo.3s.6d.
Zola (Emile), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
T h e F o r t u n e of t h e R o u g o n s .

Edited by E R N E S T A. VIZETELLY.

Abbe Mouret's T r a n s g r e s s i o n . Edited by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY.

T h e C o n q u e s t of P l a s s a n s .
Edited by E R N E S T A. VIZETELLY.
G e r m i n a l ; or. Master and Man. Edited by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY.
[SAorHy.
H i s E x c e l l e n c y ( B u g e n e R o u g o n ) . With an Introduction by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY.
T h e D r a m - S h o p ( L ' A s s o m m o i r ) . With Introduction by E . A. VIZETELLY.
T h e P a t a n d t h e T h i n . Translated by E R N E S T A. VIZETELLY.
M o n e y . Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY.
T h e D o w n f a l l . Translated by E . A. VIZETELLY.
T h e D r e a m . Translated by ELIZA CHASE. With Eifilit Illustrations by JEANNIOT.
D o c t o r P a s c a l . Translated by E . A. V I Z E T E L L Y . With Portrait of the Author.
I i o u r d e s . Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY.
R o m e . Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY.
P a r i s . Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY.
F r u l t i u l n e s s ( F ^ c o n d i t ^ ) . Translated and Edited, with an Introduction, by E, A. VIZETELLY.

W i t h Z o l a In E n g l a n d , By ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. With Four Portraits. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31.6;.

SOME BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN S E R I E S .
*.f* For fuller cataloguing,

see alphabetical

The Mayfair Library,

arrangement,

pp. 1-26.

Post 8vo, cloth h m p , 2S. 6d. p e r Volume.

Quips and Quiddities. By W. D. ADAMS.
The Agony Column of ' The Times."
A Journey Kound My Koom. By X. DE MAISTRE.
Translated by HENRY ATTWELL

Poetical Ingenuities. By W. T. DOBSON.
The Cupboard Papers. By FIN-BEC.
W. S. Gilbert's Plays. Three Series.
Songs of Irish Wit and Humour.
Animals and their Masters. By .Sir A HELPS.
Social Pressure. By Sir A. HELPS.
Autocrat of Breakfast-Table. By O. W. HOLMES.
Curiosities of Criticism. By H. J. JENNINGS.
PencU and Palette. By R. KEMPT.
Little Essays: from L A M B S L E T T E R S .
Forensic Anecdotes. By JACOB LARWOOD.

The Golden Library. Post
Songs for Sailors. By W. C. BENNETT.
Lives of the Necromancers, By ^\^ GODWIN.
The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. By
OLIVER W E N D E L L HOLMES.
Tale for a Chimney Comer. By L E I G H H U N T .

Theatrical Anecdotes.

By JACOB LARWOOD.

Ourselves. Ey E. LYNN LINTON.
Witch Stories.

By E. LYNN LINTON.

Pastimes and Players. By R. MACGREGOR.
New Paul and Virginia. By W. H. M.M.LOCK.
Muses of Mayfair. Edited by H. C. PENNELL
T h o r e a u : His Life and Aims.

By H . A. PAGE.

Puck on Pegasus. By H. C. PENNELL.
Pegasus Ke-saddled. By H. C. PENNELL.
Puniana. By Hon. HUGH ROWLEV.
More Puniana. By Hon. HUGH ROWLEY.
By Stream and Sea. By W1LLIA.M SENIOR.
Leaves from a Naturalist's Kote-Booii. By Dr.
ANDREW WILSO.N.

Svo, cloth limp, as. p e r Volume.
Scenes of Country Life.

Ry EDWARD TESSE.

La Mort d'Arthur : Selections from MALLORY.
The Poetical 'Works of Alexander Pope.
Diversions of tha Echo Club. BAYARD TAYLOR.

Handy Novels.
F c a p . Svo, cloth boards, is. ed. each.
Dr. Palllser's Patient. By GRANT ALLEN
| Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. M. E. COLERIDGE.
Monte Carlo Stories. By JOAN BARRETT.
The Old Maid's Sweetheart. By A. ST. AUBY.N.
Black Spirits and White. By R. A. CRAM.
I Modest Little Sara. By ALAN ST. AUBYN.
My
Library.
P r i n t e d on laid paper, post 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 2S. 6d. each,
Christie Johnstone. By CHARLES R E A D E .
The Journal of Maurice de Guerin.
Peg Woffington. By CHARLES READE.
The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lan^j
Citation and Examination of William ^akspeare.
By W. S. LANDOR.

on laid paper and hf.-bd., 2S. each.
The Pocket Library. Post 8vo, printed
The Essays of Elia. By CHARLES LAMB.

Gastronomy.

By BRILLAT-SAVARIN.

Robinson Crusoe. Illustrated by G. CRUIKSHANK
Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table and The Professor
at the Breakfast-Table. By O. W. HOLMES.
Provincial Letters of Blaise Pascal.
Whims and Oddities.

By THOMAS HOOD.

Leigh Hunt's Essays. Edited by E. OLLIER.
The Barber's Chair,

Anecdotes of the Clergy. By JACOB LARWOOD,
The Epicurean, &c. By THOMAS MOORE.
Plays by RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN.

GuUiver's Travels, &c. By Dean SWIFT.
Thomson's Seasons. Illustrated.
White's Natural History of Selbome.

By DOUGLAS T E R R O L D .

POPULAR SIXPENNY NOVELS
AU Sorts and Conditions of Men. By W A L T E R
BESANT.
The Golden Butterfly. By W A L T E R BESANT
and JAMES R I C E .

The Deemster. By HALL CAINE.
The Shadow of a Crime. By H A L L CAINE. ;
Antonina. By W I L K I E COLLINS.
The Moonstone.
By W I L K I E COLLINS
The Woman in White. By W I L K I E COLLINS.
The Dead Secret.
By W I L K I E COLLINS.
Tho New Magdalen. By W I L K I E COLLINS.

Held in Bondage. By OUIDA.
Moths. By OUIDA.
Under Two Flags. By OUIDA.
By Proxy.

By JAMES PAYN.

Peg Wolfington; and Christie Johnstone.

By
The Cloister and the Hearth. By CHARLES
CHARLES R E A D E .

READE.
Never Too Late to Mend. By CHARLES READE.
Hard Cash. By C H A R L E S R E A D E .
The Old Factory. By WILLIAM WESTALL,

CilATTO

Mariin's Lane, Lonsion, \V.C.

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS.
LIBRARY E D I T I O N S O F NovELs.many Illustrated, crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
By WILKIE
COLLINS—coutinued.
By Mrs. ALEXANDER.
Miss or Mra. t
- . .. Daughter.
Valerie's Fata.
Barbara.
Jezebel's
L Lite Interest.
The New Magdalen.
A Fight with Fate.
The Black Robe.
!^ona'2 Choice.
A Golden Auturan.
Heart and Science.
The Frozen Deep.
3y Woman's Wit.
The Evil Genius.
Mrs.Crichton'sCreditcr.
The Two Destinies.
the Cost of Her Pride. The Step-mother.
The Legacy of Cain.
• I Say No.'
A Rogue's Life,
Little Novels.
Sy F . M . ALLEN.—Green as Grass.
Blind Love.
The Fallen Leaves.
By GRANT ALLEN.
M . J . C O L Q U H O U N —Every lu-ih Soldier.
?hnistia. I Babylon. The Great Taboo.
B y E . H . C O O P E R . - Geoffory Hamilton.
Dumaresq's Daughter.
Strange Stories.
B y V. C. C O T E S . —Two Girls on a Barge.
?or Mtiimle s Sake,
Duchess of Powysland.
C. E . CRADDOCK.—His Vanished Star.
n ail Siiades.
Blood Royal.
B y H. N . C R E L L I N .
Che Backoning Hand.
I. Greet's Masterpiece,
Romances of the Old SeragJio.
[hs Devil's Die.
The Scallywag
Chis Mortal Coil.
At Market Value.
By MATT CRIM.
Phe Tents of ahem.
Under Sealed Orders.
The Adventures of a Fair Rebel.
By M. ANDERSON.—Othello's Occupation.
By S. R. CROCKETT and others.
By E D W I N L. A R N O L D .
Tales of Our Coast.
?hra the Phccnicia,n. | Constable of St, Nicholas.
B y B M. CROKER.
By R O B E R T BARR.
Diana Barrington,
The Real Lady Hilda.
'n a Steamor Chair.
1 A Woman Intervenes.
Married or Single ?
Proper Pride.
Two Masters.
From Whose Bourne. | Kcvenge I
A Fr^mily Likeness.
IntheKingdomofKeny
Pretty Miss Neville.
By FRANK B A R R E T T .
Interference.
A Bird of Passage.
iI7omanof lionBracelets. j Under a. Strange Mask,
'To Let." I Mr. Jervis. A Third Person,
fettered for Life.
A Missing Witness.
Beyond tho Pale.
Village Tales.
Che Hardinpr Scandal.
| Was She Justified!
B y ' B E L L E . ' — Vashti and Esther.
Some One Else. | Jason. Miss Balmaine's Past,
By Sir W . B E S A N T a n d J . R I C E .
Infatuation.
B y W . C Y P L E S . — H e a r t s of Gold.
Jeady-MoneyMortiboy. By CelJa's Arbour.
Viv Little Girl.
Chaplain of the Fleet.
By ALPHONSE DAUDET.
Vith Karp and Crown, The Seamy Side.
The Evangelist ; or, Port Salvation.
Chis Son of Vulcan.
The Case of Mr. Lucraft.
H . C. D A V I D S O N
Mr. Sadler's Daughters
Che Goldan Butterfly.
In Trafalgar's Bay.
B y E . D A W S O N The Fountain of YoLiLh.
Fhe Monks of Thelema. The Ten Years' Tenant.
B
y
J
.
D
E
M
I
L
L
E
.
— A Castle in Spain.
By Sir W A L T E R B E S A N T .
By J. LEITH D E R W E N T .
A.11 Sorts & Conditions. Armorel of Lyonesse.
Our
Lady
of
Tears.
I
Circe's
Lovers.
S.Katherine's bv Tower
Che Captains' Room.
By HARRY DE W I N D T .
A.11 in a Garden Fair.
Verbena Camellia, &c.
Dorothy Forster.
True
Tales
of
Travel
and
Adventure.
The Ivory Gate.
tTncle jajk. | Holy Rose The Rebel Queen.
By DICK DONOVAN
Vorid Went Well Then. Dreams of Avarice.
Man from Manchester, Tales of Terror.
3hildrcn of Gibeon.
Records of Vincent Trill Chronicles of M;c?:ael
In Deacon's Orders.
Serr Paulus.
Danevitch. [DeUcLvo.
The Mystery of
The Master Craftsman.
For Faith and Freedom. The C:ty of Refuge.
Tyler Tatlock, Privata
Jamaica Terrace.
Co Call Her Mine.
A
Fountain
Sealed.
B
y
R
I
C
H
A
R
D
DOWLING
Fhe Revolt of Man.
The Changeling.
Old Corcoran's Money.
Che Bell of St. Paul's.
The Charm.
B y A. C O N A N D O Y L E .
By A M B R O S E B I E R C E InMidatof Life.
The Firm of Girdlestone.
B y S. J E A N N E T T E DUNCAN.
By H A R O L D BINDLOSS.AinsUe's Ju-Ju.
A Daughter of To-day. ! Vernon's Aunt.
B y M . McD. BODKIN
DoraMyrl.
B y A. E D W A R D E S . — A Plaster Saint.
By P A U L B O U R G E T . — A Living Lie.
B y G. S . EDWARDS.—Snazellepariila.
By J . D. B R A Y 5 H A W , — S l u m Silhouettes.
B y G. M A N V I L L E F E N N
By ROBERT BUCHANAN.
A Fluttered Dovecote.
Carsed
by a Fortune.
The
New
Abelard.
Shadowof the Sword.
"' "
•'^-' The Case of Ailsa Gray. King of the CastleMatt. I Rachel Dene
& Child of Nature.
Master of Ceremonies.
Commodore
Junk.
Master
of
the
Mine.
3od and the Man.
Eve at the Wheel, &c.
Tho New Mistress.
Uartyrdom of Madeline The Heir of Linne.
The Man with a Shadonr
Witness to the Deed.
Woman and the Man.
tove Me for Ever.
One Maid's Mischief.
The Tiger Lily.
Red
and
White
Heather.
ftnnan Water.
Story of Antony Grace.
The
White
Virgin.
Lady Kilpatrick.
Foxglove Manor.
This Man's Wife.
Black Blood.
Ihe Charlatan.
In Jeopardy.
f^i^ng.
Double Cunning.
A Woman Worth WinBag of .Dianionda, &c,
R. W . C H A M B E R S . - T h e King in Yellow.
By J . M. CH A P P L E . - T h e Minor Chord.
By P E R C Y FITZGERALD.—FatalZer*;
B y R. E . F R A N C I L L O N .
By HALL CAINE.
I Ropes of Sand.
Shadow of a Crime. | Deemster. 1 Son of Hagar. One by One.
A Dog and his Shadow. Jack Doyle s Daughter.
B y A U S T I N CLARE.—By Rise of River.
A
Real
Queen.
B y A N N E COATES.—Rie's Diary.
By HAROLD F R E D E R I C .
By MACLAREN COBBAN.
Beth's Brother's Wife. | The Lawton Girl.
The Red Sultan.
| Tho Burden of Isabel.
By G I L B E R T GAUL.
By MORT. & F R A N C E S C O L L I N S .
AStrange Manuscript Found in a Copper Cylinder
Blacksmith & Scholar, t You Play me False.
B y P A U L GAULOT.—The Red Shirta
Ihe Village Comedy.
| Midnight to Midnight.
By CHARLES GIBBON.
By W I L K I E COLLINS.
Robin Gray.
I The Golden Shaft.
in
Armadale. [AfterDark, The
""- "Woman
'
'- White,
Loving
a
Dream,
The Braes of Yarrow.
The Law and the Lady.
Mo Name. I Antonina
Of High Degree
|
Basil. I Hide and Seek. The Haunted Hotel.
B
y
E
.
G
L
A
NVILLE.
The
Moonstone.
The Dead Secret.
The Lost Heiress.
I The Golden Kock.
Man and Wife.
Queen of Hearts.
Poor Miss Finch.
Fair Colonist 1 Fosslcker 1 Tales from the VeJd,
My Miscellanies.

28 CHATTO & WiNDUfi, Pubitshers, i n St. Martln'TXane, London. W.C.
THE

P I C C A D I L L Y (3/8)

liovEi.s—continued.

By E. J. GOODMAN.
The Pate of Herbert Wayne.
By Rev. S. BARING GOULD.
Red Spider.
| Eve.
C E C I L G R I F F I T H . - C o r i n t h i a Marazion.
S Y D N E Y G R U N D Y . - D a y s of his Vanity.
By A. CLAVERING GUNTER.
A Florida Enchantioent.
By O W E N HALL.
!rhe Track of a Storm, I Jetiam.
By COSMO HAMILTON.
Olamonr of Impossible. I Through a Keyhole.
By THOMAS HARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.
By BRET HARTE.
A Protegee of Jack
A Waif of the Plains.
Hamlin's.
A Ward of t h e Golden
Clarence.
Gate.
[Springs.
A Sappho of Green Barker's Luck.
Col. Starbottle's Client. Devil's Ford, [celsior.'
Susy,
I Sally Bows. The Crusade of the ' ExBell-Ringer of Angel's. Three Partners.
Tales of Trail and Town Gabriel Conroy.
By JULIAN
HAWTHORNE.
Garth,
I Dust.
1 Beatrix Randolph.
Ellice Quentin.
David Poindexter's DiaSebastian Strome.
appearance,
Portune's Pool.
1 Spectre of Camera.
B y S i r A . H E L P S . — I v a n de Biron.
B y 1. H E N D E R S O N . — A g a t h a P a g e .
B y G. A . H E N T Y .
Dorothy's Double.
I The Queens Cup.
By HEADON HILL.
Zambra the Detective,
B y J O H N H I L L . The Common Ancestor.
By TIGHE
HOPKINS.
'Twixt Love and Duty. | Nugents of Carriconna,
The Incomplete Adventurer,
V I C T O R H U G O . - T h e Outlaw of Iceland,
F E R G U S H U M E . — L a d v from Nowhere.
By Mrs. HUNGERFORD.
A Men-lal Stiugjile.
A Maidea all Forlorn.
Lady Verner's Flight,
The Coming of C'aloe,
The Red-House Mystery Nora Creina.
The Three Graces.
An Anxious Moment.
Professor's Experiment. April's Lady.
A Point of Conscience. I Peter's Wife, | Lovlce.
By Mrs.ALFRED HUNT.
The Leaden Casket.
j Self-Condemned.
That Other Person,
I Mrs. Juliet.
B y C. J. C U T C L I F F E H Y N E .
Honour of Tliieves.
B y R . A S H E K I N C - A Drawn Game.
•By G E O R G E L A M B E R T .
The President of Boravia,
By EDMOND
LEPELLETIER.
Madame Sans Gene.
B y A D A M L I L B U R N . I A T r a g e d y i n Marble
By HARRY LINDSAY.
Rhoda Roberts,
I The Jacobite,
B y H E N R Y W . L U C Y . - G i d e o n Fleyce.
By E. LYNN LINTON.
Patricia KembaU,
The Atonement of Leam
Under which Lord?
Dundas.
' My Love 1' I lone.
The One Too Many.
Paston Carew,
Dulcie Everton.
Sowing the Wind.
Rebel of the Family.
With a Silken Thread.
An Octave of Friends.
The World Well Lost,
By

JUSTIN

MCCARTHY,

A Fair Saxon.
Donna Quixote.
Linley Rochford.
Maid of Athens.
Dear Lady Disdain.
The Comet of a Season.
Camiola.
The Dictator.
Waterdale Neighbours. Red Diamonds.
My Enemy's Daughter.
The Riddle Ring.
Miss Ii^isanthrope.
The Tliree Disgraces.
B y J U 5 T I N H. McCARTHY
A London Legend.
1 The Royal Christopher,

By GEORGE MACDONALD.
Heather and Snow.
| Phantastes.
W . H . M A L L O C K . - T h e New RepubUc.
P . & V . MARGUERITTE.-TheDisaster
B y L. T. M E A D E .
A Soldier of Fortune.
t ^^ Brink of a Chasm.
In an Iron Grip.
J The Siren.
Dr. Rumsey's Patient. I The Way of a Woman
The Voice of the Charmer | A Son of lahmaeL
A n Adventuress.
By LEONARD MERRICK.
This Stage of Fools.
[ Cynthia.
By BERTRAM MITFORD.
The Gun-Runner.
| The King s Assegai.
LuckofGerardRidgeley. | Rensh. F&nning'sQue&l
By J. E. MUDDOCK.
Maid Marian and Robin Hood. | Golden Idol.
Basile t h e Jester.
| Young Lochinvar.
By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.
A Life's Atonement,
The Way of the World
Joseph's Coat.
BobMartins Little Gir
Coals of Fire.
Times E-sven^es.
Old Blazer's Hero.
A Wasted Crime.
Val Strange. | Hearts. In Direst Peril.
A Model Father.
Mount Despair.
By the Gate of the Sea. A Capful o' l^ai's.
A Bit of Human Nature. Tales in Prose & Versfi
First Person Singular.
A Race for MilUona.
Cynic Fortune.
This Little World.
By MURRAY and HERMAN,
The Bishops' Bible.
) Paul Jones s Alias.
One TraveUer Returns. |
B y H U M E N I S B E T . - ' B a l l Up I'
By W. E. NORRIS.
Saint Ann's.
| Billy Bellev.
Miss Wentworth's Idea.
B y G. O H N E T .
A Weird Gift.
! L o v e s Depths,
B y M r s . O L I P H A N T — T h e Sorceress.
By OUIDA.
Held in Bondage.
, In a Winter City.
Strathmore. I Chandos. Friendship.
Moths.
1 Ruffino.
Under Two Flags.
Pipistrello. | Ariadne.
Idalia.
(Gage.
A Village Commune.
Cecil
Castlemaine'a
Bimbi.
| Wanda.
Tricotrin. | Puck.
Frescoes. | Othmar.
Folle Farine.
In Maremma.
A Dog of Flanders.
Byrlln.
I Guilderoy
Pascarel. | Signa.
Santa Barbara.
Princess Napraxine.
Two Offenders.
Two Wooden Shoes.
The Waters of Edera,
By MARGARET A. P A U L
Gentle and Simple.
By JAMES PAYN
The Talk of the Town.
Lost Sir Massingberd,
Holidav TasSis.
A County Family.
Less Black than We're For Cash Only.
The Burnt Million.
Painted.
The Word and the Will
A Confidential Agent.
A Grape from a Thorn. Sunny Storie.'..
In Peril and Privation. A Trying Patirnt.
Mystery of Mirbridge. A Modern Dick Whittington.
Walter's Word.
High Spirits. |By Proxy.
B y W I L L P A Y N E . - J e r r y the Dreamer.
By Mrs. C A M P B E L L PRAED.
Outlaw and Lawmaker. I Mrs. Tregaskiss.
Christina Chard.
| Nulma. | Madame Izan.
B y E . C. P R I C E .
Valentina. | Foreigners. | Mrs. Lancaster's Rival
By RICHARD PRYCE.
Mias Maxwell's Aflections.
B y Mrs. J. H. RIDDELL.
Weird Stories.
| A Rich Man's Daaghter.
By AMELIE RIVES.
Barbara Denng.
I Meriel.
By F. W . ROBINSON.
The Hands of Justice. I Woman in the Dark.
B y A L B E R T R O S S . - A Sugar Princess.
B y H E R B E R T R U S S E L L . True Blo«.
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By C H A R L E S R E A D E .
Pe!f Wofflngton; and Griffith Gaunt.
Love Little, Love Long.
Christie Johnstone.
The Double Marriage.
Hard Cash.
Cloister & the Hearth. Foul Play.
Never Too Late to Mend Put Y'rself in His Place
The Course of True A Terrible Temptation.
Love ; and Single- A Simpleton.
heart dc Doubleface. A Woman-Hater.
Autobiography of a The Jilt, & otherStories ;
Thief; Jack of all & Good Stories of Man.
Trades ; A Hero and A Perilous Secret.
a Martyr; and The Readiana; and Bible
Characters
Wandering Heir.
J R U N C ' I M A N . - S k i p p e r s and Shellbacks.

By W. CLARK RUSSELL

Round the Galley-Fire, My Shipmate Louise,
Alone onWideWide Sea.
In the Middle Watch.
The Phantom Death.
On the Fo'k'sie Head
A Voyage to the Cape. Is He the Man ?
Book for the Hammock. Good Ship 'Mohock,
Mysteryof'Ocean Star' The Convict Ship.
Heart of Oak.
Jenny Harlowe.
^
The Tale of the Ten.
An Ocean Tragedy.
A Tale of Two Tunnels. The Last Entry.
By DORA R U S S E L I
DriftofFate.
B A Y L E 5 T . J O H N . - A Levantine FamUy.

By ADELINE SERGEANT.

Dr. Endicott's Experiment.
Under False Pretences.

By GEORGE R. SIMS.

DagonetAbroad. [Time. I Rogues and Vagabonds.
Once Upon a Christmas In London's Heart
Without the Limelight. | Mary Jane Married.
By H A W L E Y SMART.
Without Love or Licence. I The Outsider.
Tho Master of Rathkelly. Beatrice & Benedick.
Long Odds.
I A Racing Rubber.

- By T. W. SPEIGHT.

A Secret of the Sea.
| A Minion of the Moon.
Secret Wy vem Towers.
The Grey Monk.
I The Doom of Siva.
The Master of Trenance
The Web of Fate.
By ALAN ST. AUBYN.
The Tremlett Diamonds.
A Fellow of Trinity.
The Wooing of May.
The Junior Dean.
Master of St.Benedict's. A Tragic Honeymoon.
A Proctors Wooing.
To his Own Master.
Fortune's Gate.
Gallantry Bower.
In Face of the World. Bonnie Maggie Lander.
Mary Unwin.
Orchard Damerel.
B y J O H N S T A F F O R D . — D o r i s andL
B y R. S T E P H E N S . - T h e Cruciform Mark.
R. A . S T E R N D A L E . — T h e Afghan Knife.
R. L . S T E V E N S O N . — T h e Suicide Club.
By FRANK STOCKTON.
The Young Master of Hyson HaU.
B y A N N I E T H O M A S . — T h e Siren's Web.
B E R T H A T H O M A S . — T h e Violin-Player.

By FRANCES E. TROLLOPE
Like Ships upon Sea. I Mabel's Progress.
Anne Furness.
)
By ANTHONY T R O L L O P E .
The Way we Live Now. I Scarborough's Family.
Frau Frohmann,
I The Land-Leaguers.
Marion Fay.
|

By IVAN TURGENIEFF. fie*

Stories txom Foreign Novelists.

By MARK TWAIN

Pudd'nhead Wilson.
Choice Works.
The Gilded Age.
Library of Humour.
The Innocents Abroad. Prince and the Pauper.
Roughing I t ; and The Life on the Mississippi.
Innocents at Home. The Adventures df
Huckleberry Finn.
A Tramp Abroad.
The American Claimant. A Yankee at the CoUi*t
AdventuresTomSawyer
of King Arthur.
Tom Sawyer Abroad.
Stolen Wiiite Elephant
Tom Sawyer, Dete^.tive £1,000,OQO Bank-note.
C C. F . = T Y T L E R . — M i s t r e s s Judith.

By SARAH TYTLER.

WhatSheCameThrough, Mrs Carmichael's Goddesses. | Lady BeU.
Buried Diamondg.
The Blackball Ghosts. Rachel Langton.
A Honeymoon's Eclipse.
The Macdonald Lass.
Witch'Wife. | Sapphira A Young^ Dragon.
By ALLEN U P W A R D
The Queen against Owen | The Prince of Balkistan.

By ALBERT D. VANDAM.
A Court Tragedy.
B y E . A . V I Z E T E L L Y — T h e Scorpion.
B y F . W A R D E N . — J o a n , the Curate.
B y CY WARMAN.—Express Messenger,
B y Wand
I L Life.
L I A M The
WE
Old
S TFactory.
ALL.
For Honour
A Woman Tempted Him Red Ryvington.
Ralph Norbreck's Trust
Her Two Millions.
Two Finches of Snufl. Trust-money
Sons of Bel.al.
Nigel Fortescue.
Roy of Roy's Court.
Birch Dene.
V/i'th the Red.Eagle.
The Phantom City,
Strange Crimes ^^Truc
A Queer Racd.
Stories).
Ben Clough.
By ATHA W E S T B U R Y .
The Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook.
B y C. J . W I L L S . — A n Easy-going Fellow.
By J O H N S T R A N G E W I N T E R .
Cavalry Life : and Regimental Legends.
A Soldier's Children.
By E. ZOLA.
The Fortune of the Rougons.
Abbe Mouret's Transgression.
The Conquest of Plassans. I GerminalThe Downfall.
I His Excellency.
The Dream. ] Money. 1 The Dram-Shop.
Dr. Pascal.
I Lourdes, Rome.
I Paris.
The Fat and the Thin. I Fruitfulness.
B y *Z Z . *—A Nineteenth Century Miracle.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS.
Post Svo, illustrated boards,
each
Byas.E.
LESTER ARNOLD.
By ARTEMUS WARD.
Fbra the Fhcenician.

Artemus Ward Complete.

By EDMOND ABOUT.

I b e Fellah.

..

,

By HAMILTON AIDE.
Carr of Carrlyon.

I Confidences.

By Mrs. ALEXANDER.

Maid, WUe, or Widow? I A Life Interest.
Blind Fate.
I Mona's Choice.
Valeria B Fate.
I By Woman's Wit.
PhlUstla. By
I Babylon.
GRANTDumaresq's
ALLEN Daaghter.
Duchess of Powysland.
Strange Stories.
Blood Royal.
[piece.
For Maimie's Sake.
Ivan Greet's Master*
In all Shades.
The Scallywag.
The Beckoning Hand.
This Mortal Coll.
The DevU's Die.
At Market Value.
The Tents of Shem.
Vnder Sealed Ordera.
tile Great Taboo.

BY FRANK BARRETT.
Fettered for Life.
Little Lady Linton.
Between Life ik Death.
Sin of Olga Zassoallch.
Folly Morrison.
Lieut. Barnabas.
Honest Davie.
A Prodigal's Frogresi.

Found Guilty.
A Recoiling Vengeance.
For Love and Honour.
John Ford, &c.
Woman of Iron Brace'ts
The Hardine; Scandal.
A Missing Witness.

By SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP.
Orantley Orange.

By FREDERICK BOYLE.
Camp Notes.
Savage Life,

| Chronicles of Homan't
1
iMA.
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By Sir W . BESANT and J. RICE.
Eeady-Money Mortiboy By Celia'8 Arbour.
My Little Girl.
Chaplain of the Fleet.
With Harp and Crowa. The Seamy Side.
This Son of Vulcan.
The Cass ol Mr. Lucraft.
The Golden Butterfly.
In Trafalgar's Bay.
The Monks of Thelema. The Ten Tears' Tenant.

By Sir WALTER BESANT
All Sorts and Conditions of Men.
The Captains' Room.
All in a Garden Fair.
Dorothy Forster,
Uncle Jack.
The World Went Very
WeU Then.
Children of Gibeon.
Herr Paulus.
For Faith and Freedom.
T^ Call Her Mine.
The Master Craftsman.

The Bell of St. Paul's.
The Holy Rose.
Armorel of Lyonesse.
S.Katherine sbyTowsr
Verbena Camellia Stephanotls.
The Ivory Gate.
The Rebel Queen.
Beyond the Dreams of
Avarice.
The Revolt of Man.
In Deacon's Orders.
The City of Refuge.

By AAIBROSE BIERCE.
Xn the Midst of Life.

BY BRET HARTE.

Californian Stories.
Gabriel Conroy.
Luck of Roaring Camp.
An Heiress of Red Dog.

Flip.
I Mamja.
A Phyllis of the Sierras.
A Waif of the Plains.
Ward of Golden Gate^

By ROBERT BUCHANAN
Shadow of the Sword.
A Child of Nature.
God and the Man.
Love Me for Ever.
Foxglove Manor.
The Master of the Mine.
Annan Water.

The Martyrdom of Ma*
deline.
The New Abelard.
The Heir of Linne.
Woman and the Man.
Rachel Dene. | Matt.
Lady Kilpatrick.

By BUCHANAN and MURRAY,

The Charlatan.

By HALL CAINE.

The Shadow of a Crime. I The Deemster.
A Son of Hagar.
|
By Commander CAMERON.
The Cruise of the 'Black Prince.'

Ey HAYDEN CARRUTH.
The Adventiires of Jones.

By AUSTIN CLARE.
For the Love of a Lass.

By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVE.

Paul Ferroll.
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.
By MACLAREN COBBAN.
The Cure of Souls.
| The Ked Sultan.

By C. ALLSTON COLLINS.
The Bar Sinister.
By MORT.
& FRANCES
Sweet andCOLLINS.
Twenty.
Sweet
Anne Page.
The Village Comedy,
Transmigration.
From Midnight to Mid- You Play me False.
Blacksmith and Scholar
night.
A Fight with Fortune. Frances.
By W I L K I E COLLINS
Armadale. | AfterDark. My Miscellanies.
The Woman In White.
Ko Name.
The Moonstone.
Antonina.
Man and Wife.
Basil.
Poor Miss Finch.
Hide and Seek.
The Fallen Leaves.
The Dead Secret.
Jezebel's
Daughter.
Queen of Hearts,
The Black Robe.
Miss or Mrs. 7
Heart and Science,
The New Magdalen.
' I Say No I'
The Frozen Deep.
The Evil Genius.
The Law and the Lady Little
Novels.
The Two Destinies.
Legacy of Cain.
The Haunted Hotel.
Blind Love.
A Rogue's Life.
By M. J. COLQUHOUN.
Every Inch a Soldier.

By C. EGBERT CRADDCCK.
The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountams.

By MATT CRIM.
The Adventures of a Fair Rebel.
Pretty MissBy
Neville.
Tales and Jangle
B. m. Village
CROKER.
Diana Barriugton.
Tragedies.
'To Let.'
Two Masters.
A Bird of Passage.
Mr. Jei*vi8.
Proper Pride.
The Real Lady Hilda.
A Family Likeness.
Married or Single ?
A Third Person.
Interference.
By W . CYPLES.
Hearts of Gold.
By ALPHONSE DAUDET.
The Evangelist; or, Povt Salvation.
By E R A S M U S DAWSON.
The Fountain of Youth.
By J A M E S DE M I L L E .
A Castle in Spain.
By J ^ L E I T H D E R W E N T .
Our Lady of Tears,
Circe's Lovers,
B y DICK DONOVAN.
The Man-Hunter.
In the Grip of the Law.
Tracked and Taken.
From Information ReCaught at Last I
ceived.
Wanted I
Tracked to Doom.
Who Poisoned Hetty Link by Link
Suspicion Aroused.
Duncan?
Man from Manchester, Dark Deeds.
ADetectivesTriurjcphs Riddles Read.
The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace.
The Chronicles of Michael Danevitch.

By Mrs. ANNIE EDWARDES.

A Point of Honour.

} Archie Lovell.

Felicia.

| Kitty.

By M. BETHAM=EDWARDS,
By EDWARD EGQLESTON.

Roxy.

By a . MANVILLE FENN.

The New Mistress.
Witness to the Deed.

I The Tiger Lily.
I The White Virgin.

By PERCY FITZGERALD.

Bella Donna.
Second Mi-s. Tillotson.
Never Forgotten.
Seventy - five Brooke
Polly.
Street.
Fatal Zero.
The Lady of Brantome.
By P. FITZGERALD and others.
Strange Secrets.
By ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE.
Filthy Lucre.
N C or
I L LKnave?
ON
King
Olympia.B y R. E . F R A
One by One.
Romances of the Law.
A Real Queen.
Ropes of Sand.
A Dog and his Shadow.
Queen Cophetua,
By HAROLD FREDERIC.
Seth's Brothers Wife. | The Lawton Girl.

Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE.

Pandurang Hari.

By GILBERT GAUL.
A Strange Manuscript.
In GIBBON,
Honour Bound.
Robin Gray,
By CHARLES
Flower of the Forest.
Fancy Free.
The Braes of Yarrow,
For Lack of Gold.
What will World Say ? The Golden Shaft.
Of High Degree.
In Love and War.
By Mead aud Stream.
For the King.
Loving a Dream.
In* Pastures Green.
Queen of the Meadow. A Hard Knot.
Heart's Delight.
A Heart's Problem.
Blood-Money.
The Dead Heart.

By WILLIAM GILBERT.

Dr. Austin's Guests.
James Duke.

| The Wizard of
| Mountain

By ERNEST GLANVILLE.

The Lost Heiress.
A Fair Colonist.

1 The Fosslcker
|

the
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NOVEI,S—continued.

B y R e v . S. B A R I N G G O U L D .
Bed Spider.
I Eve.
By HENRY GREVILLE.
A Noble Woman.
j^ { Nikanor.
B y CECIL GRIFFITH.
Corinthia Marazion.
By SYDNEY GRUNDY.
The Days of his Vanity.
By JOHN HABBERTON.
Brtteton's Bayou.
1 Country Luck.
By A N D R E W HALLIDAY.
Every-day Papers.
By THOMAS HARDY.
Under the Greenv/ood Tree.
Qarth,
Beatrix Randolph.
y J U L I A N HLove—or
AWTHO
NE.
Ellice B
Quentin.
aR
Name.
Fortune's Fool.
David Poindexter's DisMiss Cadogna.
appearance.
Sebastian Strome^
The Spectre of the
Dust.
I Camera.
By Sir ARTHUR H E L P S .
Ivan de Biron.
B y G. A . H E N T Y .
Rnjub the Juggler.
By HENRY HERMAN.
A Leading Lady.
By HEADON HILL.
Zambra the Detective.
B y JOHN HILL.
Treason Felony.
By Mrs. C A S H E L HOEY.
The Lover's Creed.
B y M r s . G E O R G E HOOPER,
The House ot Eaby.
By Mrs. H U N G E R F O R D
Lady Verner's Flight.
A Maiden all Forlorn,
The Ked-House Mystery
In Durance Vile.
The Three Graces.
Marvel.
Unsatisfactory Lover.
A Mental Struggle.
Lady Patty.
A Modern Circe.
Nora Creina.
April's Lady.
Professor's Experiment.
Peter's Wife.
By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT.
Thornlcroft's Model.
| Self-Condemned.
That Other Person.
| The Leaden Casket.
By WM. JAMESON.
My Dead Self.
By HARRIETT JAY.
The Dark Colleen.
| Queen of Connaught.
By MARK K E R S H A W .
Colonial Facts and Fictions.
B y R. A S H E K I N G .
A Drawn Game,
( Passion's Slave.
' The Wearing of the Bell Barry.
Green.'
|
By EDMOND LEPELLETIER.
Madame Sans-Gene.
By JOHN LEYS.
Ihe Lindsays.
B y E . L Y N N LINTON,
Patricia Kemball,
The Atonement of Leam
Dundas.
The World Well Lost.
Rebel of the Family.
Under which Lord 7
Sowing the Wind.
Fasten Carew.
The One Too Many.
• My Love I'
Dttlcie Everton.
lone.
With a SUken Thread.
B y HENRY W . LUCY.
Gideon Fleyce.
'*"'°™ B y J U S T I N MCCARTHY.
Donna Quixote.
Dear Lady Disdain.
Waterdale Neighbours. Maid of Athens.
II7 Enemy's Daughter The Comet of a Season.
The Dictator.
Arair Saxon.
Red Diamonds.
Linley Rochford.
The Riddle Ring.
Hits Miianthrope.
Camiola.
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B y H U G H MACCOLL.
Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet.
By GEORGE MACDONALD.
Heather and Snow.
By A G N E S MACDONELL.
Quaker Cousins.
B y K A T H A R I N E S. M A C Q U O I D .
The EvU Eye.
| Lost Eose.
B y W . H. MALLOCK.
Tho New Republic.
By BRANDER MATTHEWS.
A Secret of the Sea.
B y L. T. M E A D E .
A Soldier of Fortune.
B y LEONARD MERRICK.
Tho Man who was Good.
By JEAN MIDDLEMASS.
Touch and 60.
| Mr. Dorillion.
By Mrs. MOLESWORTH.
Hathercourt Rectory.
By J. E. MUDDOCK.
StoriesWeird and Won-1 From the Bosom of the
derful.
Deep.
The Dead Man's Secret. |
A Model
ofUHuman
Nature.
B y Father,
D . C H R I S T IAEBitM
RRAY
.
Joseph's Coat.
First Person Singul-ir.
Coals of Fire.
Bob Martin's LittieGirL
Val Strange. | Hearts.
Time's Revenges.
Old Blazer's Hero.
A Wasted Crime.
The Way of the World. In Direst Peril.
Cynic Fortune.
Mount Despair.
A Life's Atonement.
A Capful 0' Nails
By the Gate of the Sea.
B y MURRAY and HERMAN.
One Traveller Ecturns. I The Bishops' BiWe.
Paul Jones's Alias.
i
B y H E N R Y MUE?' A Y .
A Game of Bluff.
| A Sont of Six .eaoe.
By HUME N I S B t i .
' BaU Up I'
I Dr.BernardSt.Vincent.
By W. E. NORRIS.
Saint Ann's.
| Billy Bellew.
By ALICE O'HANLON.
The Unforeseen.
| Chance ? or Pate 7
By GEORGES OHNET.
Dr. Rameau.
I A Weird Gift.
A Last Love.
|
By Mrs. OLIPHANT.
I The Greatest Heiress in
Whiteladies.
England.
The Primrose Path.
B y OUIDA.
Held in Bondage.
Two Lit. Wooden Shoes.
Strathmore.
Moths.
Chandos.
Eimbi.
Idalia.
PipistreUo.
Under Two Flags.
A Village Commune.
Cecil Castlemaine'zGage Wanda.
Tricotrin.
Othmar
Puck.
Frescoes.
Folle Farine.
In Maremma.
A Dog of Flanders.
Guilderoy.
Pascarel.
Ruffino.
Si^na.
Syrlin.
Princess Napraxine.
Santa Barbara.
In a Winter City.
Two Offenders.
Ariadne.
Ouida's Wisdom, Win,
Friendship.
and Pathos.
By MARGARET AGNES PAUL.
Gentle and Simple.
By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED.
The Romance of a Station.
The Soul of Countess Adrian.
Outlaw and Lawmaker. | Mrs. Tregaskiss.
Christina Chard.
|
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By ARTHUR SKETCHLEY.
A Match in the Dark.
By H A W L E Y SMART,
Without Love or Licence. [ The P'unger.
Beatrice and Benedick, j Long Odds.
The Master of Rathkelly. f
By T. W . S P E I G H T .
The Mysteries of Heron Back to Life.
Dyke.
The LoudwaterTragedy,
Ths Golden Hoop.
Burgo s Romance.
Hoodwinked.
Quittance in Full.
Ey Devious Ways.
A Husband fro^n the Sea
By ALAN ST. AUBYN.
A Fellow 01 Trinity.
Orchard liameiol.
The Junior Dean.
In the Face of theWorld.
Master of Sfc.Benedict's The Tremlett Diamonds.
To His Own Master.
B y R. A . S T E R N D A L E .
The Afghan Enife.
B y R. L O U I S S T E V E N S O N .
New Arabian Nights.
By B E R T H A THOMAS.
Cressida.
| The Vioiln-Player.
By W A L T E R THORNBURY,
Tales for the Marines. | Old Stories RetoM.
By T. A D O L P H U S T R O L L O P E .
Diamond Cut Diamond.
By F. E L E A N O R T R O L L O P E .
Like Ships upon the I Anne Furness.
Sea.
I Mabel's Proeress.
B y A N T H O N Y The
T RLand-Leaguers.
OLLOPE
Frau Frohmann.
Marion Fay.
The American Senator.
Kept in the Dark.
Mr. Scarborough's
John Caldigate.
Family.
The Way We Live Now. GoldenLion of Granpere
By J. T. T R O W B R I D G E .
Famell's Folly.
B y I V A N T U R G E N I E F F , &c.
Stories from Foreign Novelists.
By M A R K T W A I N .
onWhite
the Mississippi,
A Continent.
Pleasure Trip on the Life
Stolen
Elephant.
The Gilded Age.
The Prince and the
Huckleberry Finn.
Pauper.
MarkTwain's Sketches. A Yankee at the Court
Tom Sawyer.
of King Arthur.
A Tramp Abroad.
£1,000,000 Bank- Note.
B y C. C. F R A S E R - T Y T L E R .
Mistress Judith.
By SARAH TYTLER.
Bride's Pass | Lady Bell, The Huguenot Family
Buried Diamonds.
The Blackball Ghosts.
St. Mungo's City.
What SheCameThrough
Noblesse Oblige.
Beauty and the Beast.
Disappeared.
Citoyenne Jaqueline.
By ALLEN UPWARD.
The Queen against Owen. | Prince of Balkistan,
* God Save the Queen !'
By AARON WATSON and LILLIAS
WASSERMANN.
The Marquis of Carabas.
By WILLIAM WESTALL.
Trust-Money.
By M r s , F . H. W I L L I A M S O N .
A Child Widow.
By J . S. W I N T E R .
Cavalry Life.
( Regimental Legends.
B y H. F . W O O D .
Tho Passenger from Scotland Yard.
The Englishman of the Rue Cain.
By CELIA PARKER WOOLLEY.
Rachel Armstrong; or. Love and Tueoloj^y.
By EDMUND V A I E S .
The Forlorn Hope. |
Castr^way.
U N W I N BI^OTHERS, Printers, ?7, Pilgrim Street, London, E.C.

B y E . C. P R I C E .
Valentina.
t Mrs. Lancaster'sKival.
Ths Foreigners.
] Gerald.
By RICHARD PRYCE.
Miss Maxwell's ASections.
By J A M E S PAYN.
The Talk of the TowTU
Bentinck's Tutor.
Holiday Tasks.
Murphy's Master.
A Perfect Treasure.
A County Family.
What He Cost Her.
At Her Merey.
A Coniidential Agent.
Cecil's Tryst.
Glow-worm Tales.
The Clyffards of Clyffe
The Burnt Million.
The Foster Brothers.
Sannv Stories.
Foand Bead.
Lost Sir Massmgberd.
The Best of Hushands.
A Woman's Vengeance.
Walters Word.
The Family Scapegrace.
Halves.
Gwendoline's Harvest.
Fallen Fortunes.
Like Father, Like Son.
Hnmorous Stories,
Married Beneath Him.
£200 Reward.
A Marine Residence.
Not Wooed, but Won.
Mirk Abbey
Less Black than We're
Painted.
By Proxy.
Some Private Views.
Under One Boof.
A Grape from a Thorn.
High Spirits.
The Mystery of MirCarlyon's Year.
bridge.
From Exile.
The Word and the Will.
For Cash Only.
A Prince of the Blood.
Kit.
A Trying Patient.
The Canon's Ward.
By CHARLES READE.
I t is Never Too Late to A Terrible Temptation.
Foul Play.
Mend.
The Wandering Heir.
Christie Johnstone.
The Double Marriage.
Hard Cash.
Fat Toorself in His Singleheart and DoublePlace
face.
Love Me Little, Love Good Stories of Man and
other Animals,
Me Long.
The Cloister and the Peg Woffington.
Hearth.
Griffith Gauut.
Course of True Love.
A Perilous Secret.
The Jilt.
A Simpleton.
The Autobiography of Readiana.
A Woman-Hater.
a Thief.
By M r s . J . H. RIDDEL!^.
Weird Stories.
I The Uninhabited House.
Fairy Water.
The Mystery in Palace
Her Mother's Darling. I Gardens.
The Prince of Wales's The Nun's Curse.
Idle Tales.
Garden Party,
B y A M E L I E R I V E S . - B a r b a r a Bering.
By F. W. ROBINSON.
Women are Strange.
I The Woman in the Dark
The Hands of Justice. |
B y J A M E S RLJNCIMAN.
BchooU and Scholars.
Grace Balmaign's Sweetheart.
By W . CLARK RUSSELL.
Ronnd the Galley Fire. An Ocean Tragedy.
On the Fo'k'sie Head.
My Shipmate Louise.
In the Middle Watch. Alone onWideWide Sea.
A Voyage to the Cape. Good Ship ' Mohock."
A Book for the Ham- The Phantom Death.
mock.
Is He the Man?
The Mystery of the Heart of Oak.
* Ocean Star.'
The Convict Ship.
The Romance of Jenny The Tale of the Ten.
Harlowe.
The Last Entry.
By DORA R U S S E L L .
A Country Sweetheart.
B y G E O R G E A U G U S T U S SALA,
Gastigbt and Daylight.
G E O R G E Zeph.
R. S I M S .
The RingBo'yBella.
Mary Jane's Memoirs. Memoirs of a Landlady.
BEary JSLOB Married.
Scenes from the Show.
Tales of To-day.
The 10 Commandments.
Dramas of Life.
Dagouet Abroad.
Tinkletop's Crime.
Eosues and Vagabonds.
My Two wives.

E8TABLI8MED

1851.

BIRKBECK

BANK,

Southampton Buildings, Chancery Lane, London, W.C.

INVESTED FUNDS

.

.

Number of Accounts,

. £10,000,000
79,497.

TWO-AND-A-HALF per CENT. INTEREST allowed on DEPOSITS,
repayable on demand.
TWO per CENT, on CURRENT ACCOUNTS, on the minimum
monthly balances, when not drawn below £100.
STOCKS, SHARES, and ANNUITIES purchased and sold for customers.

SAVINGS

DEPARTMENT.

Small Deposits received, and Interest allowed monthly on
each completed £1.
The BIRKBECK ALMANACK, with full particulars, post free.
Telephone No. 5 Holbom.
Telegraphic Address: "BIRKBECK, LONDON.
FRANCIS

RAVENSCROFT,

Manager.

OSBORNE, BAUER & CHEESEMAN'S ^^'•^^"sUcVlTlES
THE

HOT

WEATHER.

" SA.]Mi;:BT7riX]sr£:"
An elegant Preparation for Improving the
Skin and keeping it Cool and
Refreshed.
Agreeable for allaying Irritation caused by
Heat, CHAFING through Exertion or Exposure t o the Sun, at SEASIDE, FiSHING,
CRICKET,

and
&c.,
Bite
free,

TENNIS,

CYCLING,

RIDING

R O W I N G , Prickly Heat, Sun Blisters,
arresting Gnat, Mosquito, and Insect
Irritations. Metallic Tubes, I s . (post
12 Stamps), of Sole Proprietors.

"THE

INCOMPARABLE

SMELLING SALTS"

"BABY'S SOAP"
" T H E ORIGINAL"
REG.
A s u p e r i o r Mild S o a p for B a b i e s .
Children a n d A d u l t s i r l t h
Tender Skin.
Has stood the test oj^ 30 years.
Invaluable in t h e Nursery. Delicately perfumed with the f r a ^ a n c e of Violets. Floats in
Bath. Post free 6 stamps of Sole Proprietors,

BAUER'S
"HEAD (& BATH) SOAP"

A s supplied to the Queen.

A SHAMPOO AT HOME.

I n v a l u a b l e in H o t A s s e m b l i e s .

Cleanses, Strengthens and promotes Growth
of Hair, removes Scurf and produces
healthy action of Skin.
A Superior
BATH A N D S H A V I N G SOAP,
e d . Tablets post free (for stamps) of Sole
Proprietors.

ALWAYS R E F R E S H I N G .

Of g r e a t V a l u e in t h e Sick Room.
The best companion at Chui'ch, Chapel, Ball,
Theatre, or any heated
Assembly.
Bottles, 9 d . , I s . , I s . 6 d . and 2 s . Post
free (for stamps) from the Sole Proprietors.
Sold by all Chemists^

Perfumers

and Stores.

Prepared

only by

OSBORNE, BAUER & CHEESEMAN, ^^THB^QUEBHT"
Sole Proprietors of "Kafatha Boap " for Tender Feet, " Blymiel Soap," &c.

•9, aOLDt"5iV«»^*»--=^*-aMi<?*«;jaM^aiS^g-Il-BJEET, LONDON, W.

THE CITY BANK, Limited,
SUBSCRIBED CAPITAL (100,000 Shares of £40 each),
£4,000,000.
PAID-UP CAPITAL (£10 on 100,000 Shares), £1,000,000,
RESERVED FUND
£500,000.

DIRECTORS.
J O H N C O R R Y , Esq.
J. H O W A R D G W Y T H E R , Esq.
T H O M A S M O R G A N H A R V E Y , Esq.
H E N R Y H O L M E S , Esq.
ISAAC H O Y L E , Esq.
S A M U E L J O S H U A , Esq.

Head Office (Corner of

ALEX. LAWRIE,
EMILE LEVITA,
Sir
THOMAS

Esq.
Esq.
SUTHERLAND,

G.C.M.G., M.P.
JAMES E . VANNER,

FINCH LANE)

Esq.

; TKREADNEEDLE ST.

D A V I D G . H . POLLOCK and L E W I S S . M . M U N R O , Joint General
H E N R Y W . S M A R T , Assistant
Manager.

Managers.

BRANCHES.
^^^^•n^^iF'^^l^^•
• -34' °'<i Bond Street
. .EDWARD G . MULLINS,
TOTTENHAM COURT ED. 159 and i6o, T o t t e n h a m
V ,,„„.„
_
LUDGATE H!LL . ,
PADDINGTON
..
KNIGHTSBKIDGE..
ALDGATE

Court Road
..
. . F R E D K . W. BURTON,
..45 and 47, L u d g a t e Hill . . G E O R G E B. B R O W N E ,
. .219 & 221, E d g w a r e Road P E R C Y C H I P P E R ,
. .6, S l o a n e S t r e e t . .
. . R I C H A R D S. F E N N I N G S ,
94, F e n c h u r c h S t r e e t
. .ALFRED JAQUES,

HOLBORN
34, Holborn Viaduct
. . W M . H. NICHOLLS,
OLD S T R E E T
..
. .93, Great Eastern Street W M . J . C L I L V E R D ,
QUEEN VICTORIA ST. . .71a, Queen Victoria St. . . W M . H . H I L L M A N ,
PORE STREET
..
. .100 and loi, Fore Street. . T H O M A S R E E D ,
SHAFTESBURY AVENUE138, Shaftesbury Avenue I. W . S T U B B E R F I E L D ,
BEDFORD R O W . .
. .44, Theobald's Road
. . W M . B. HARRISON,
OLD KENT R O A D . .
..280, Old Kent Road
..HENRY TIPPER,
OXFORD S T R E i l T . .
. .106, Oxford Street
. . J A M E S F . GOMME,
EASTOHEAP
. .20, E a s t c h e a p
..
. . J O S E P H S. B E V I N G T O N ,
STREATHAM HILL
. .103, S t r e a t h a m Hill
. . R I C H A R D M. H E A L D ,
CEUYDON
..North End
THOMAS WOOD,
RICHMOND
BISHOPSGATE

..

21, Hill Street
..
. . F R E D K . G. L A T H A M ,
..140 & 141, Bishopsgate St. A L F R E D M. M A R T I N ,
Secretary—HENRY

W.

Manager.
"
„

„

„
„

„

LAMB.

C U R R E N T ACCOUNTS a r e kept in conformity with the practice of London Bankers.
In cases w h e r e a remunerative Balance is not maintained, a charge for C o m m s s i o n
is raade. Parties keeping Current Accounts have the facility of having approved
Bills discounted ; of obtaining Loans upon negotiable Securities ; of depositing Bills,
Coupons, &c., for collection; and of lodging with the Bank Deeds a n d other valuable
property in the Fireproof Strong Rooms for safe custody.
D E P O S I T ACCOUNTS.—Money, in amounts oi£10 a n d upwards, is received from
the public generally, subject to 7 days' notice of withdrawal, a n d Interest is allowed
thereon at the current rate of the day ; the Bank notif>ing any change in the rate ot
Interest by Advertisement in one or more of the leading London newspapers. It the
money be withdrawn within a fortnight no Interest is allowed. Persons having
Current Accounts can transfer any portion of their Credit Balance to Deposit Account.
T H E AGENCY OF C O U N T R Y AND F O R E I G N B A N K S , w h e t h e r J o i n t Stock or Private, is

undertaken by the Bank. L E T T E R S OF C R E D I T , payable at any of the chief Commercial Towns and Cities of the World, are g r a n t e d ; also Mercantile and Marginal
Credits. CIRCULAR N O T E S are issued by the Bank, addressed to all, a n d payable at
any, of the places on the Continent where the Bank has an appointed Correspondent.
D I V I D E N D S , &C., on Government a n d other Stocks, Annuities, Pensions, &c., are received for customers of the Bank without charge; the purchase and sale of Stocks,
Shares and Securities are also undertaken ; a n d every description of Banking business is transacted. T h e Of&cers and Clerks of the Bank a r e pledged not to dlsolose
the transactions of any of Its Customers.

OETZMANN & CO.
62,

64, 6 7 , 69, t i , 7 3 , 7 5 , 77 & 79,
(Continuation North of Tottenham Court Road.)

61, GRAFTON STREET, DUBLIN.
For Conditions

75, UNION STREET, RYDE

upon which Goods are sent Carriage
please see

paid

ILLUSTRATED GUIDE TO HOUSE FURNISHING.
CONTENTS : COMPLETE ESTIMATES FOR FURNISHING AT £120 and £250, with
full-page Illustrations.
"NOTES ON
Pictorial.

FURNITURE," by M. F. F R I T H , late of the

Lady's

ARTICLES ON ARTISTIC FURNISHING, reprinted from TAe Lsiy.
754 P<^ges and nearly 3,000 Illustration's, with description and price of every
it^m required in Complete House
Furnishing.

Gratis a n d post f r e e .
Edition de Luxe, bound in cloth, is. 6d.; or bound in leather,
2S. 6d., post free.
ALL
CARPETS
MADE

UP

FREE
OF
CHARGE.

VERY MASSIVE PEDESTAL WRITING TABLE, of handsome carved black
Oak, with panelled ends, top lined with leather and the upper portion fitted with
g drawers, as illustrated. The Table measures s feet long, price £7 15s.

HE

agreeable and

lasting Terfume.^
beautiful appearance^ and
soothing properties of

P E A R S ' SOAP
commend it as the greatest
luxury of the Toilet.
Its

TDurability

and

consequent economy is remarhahle.
eOWUND ^VANS. -iNQRA'fEfi AND PRINTER, RAOQUET COURT. FLEET STREET, LONDON, lv,C\

