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JOHN MAHCHMONT'S LEGACY.
CHAPTEE L
THE MAN WITH THE BANNER.

THE history of Edward Arundel, second son of Christopher
Arundel Dangerfield Arundel, of Dangerfield Park, Devonshire,
began on a certain dark winter's night upon which the lad, still
a soiioolboy, went with his cousin, Martin Mostyn, to witness a
blank-verse tragedy at one of the London theatres.
There are few men who, looking back at the long story of
their lives, cannot poiat to one page in the record of the jsast at
which the actual history of life began. The page may come in
the very middle of the book, perhaps; perhaps almost at the
end. But, let it come where it will, it is, after all, only the
actual commencement. At an appointed hour in man's existence,
the overture which has been going on ever since he was born is
brought to a sudden close by the sharp vibration of the jjrompter's signal-bell; the curtain rises, and the drama of life begins.
Very insignificant sometimes are the first scenes of the play,—
commonplace, trite, wearisome; but watch them closely, and
interwoven with every word, dimly recognizable in every action,
may be seen the awful mechanism of Destiny. The story has
begun: already we, the spectators, can make vague guesses at
the plot, and predicate the solemn climax. I t is only the actors
who are ignorant of the meaning of their several parts, and who
are stupidly reckless of the obvious catastrophe.
The story of young Arundel's Ufe began when he was a lighthearted, heedless lad of seventeen, newly escaped for a brief
interval from the care of his pastors and masters.
The lad had come to London on a Christmas visit to his
father's sister, a worldly-minded widow, vnth a great many sons
and daughters, and an income only large enough to enable her
to keep up the appearance of wealth essential to the family
pride of one of the Ariindels of Dangerfield.
Laura Arundel had married a Colonel Mostyn, of the East
India Company's service, and had returned from India after a,
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wandering life of some years, leaving her dead husband behind
her, and bringing away with her five daughters and three sons,
most of whom had been born under canvas.
Mrs. Mostyn bore her troubles bravely, and contrived to do
more with her pension, and an additional income of four hundred a year from a small fortune of her own, than the most
consummate womanly management can often achieve. Her
house in Montague-square was elegantly furnished, her daughters
were exquisitely dressed, her sons sensibly educated, her dinners
well cooked. She was not an agreeable woman; she was perhaps, if anything, too sensible,—so very sensible as to be
obviously intolerant of anything like folly in others. She was
a good mother; but by no means an indulgent one. She
exi:>ected her sons to succeed in life, and her daughters to marry
rich men; and would have had little patience with any disappointment in either of these reasonable expectations. She
was attached to her brother Christopher Arundel, and she was
very well pleased to spend the autumn months at Dangerfield,
wheie the hunting-breakfasts gave her daughters an excellent
platform for the exhibition of charming demi-toilettes and social
ami domestic graces, perhaps more dangerous to the susceptible
hearts of rich young squires than the fasciaations of a valse a
deux temps or an Italian scena.
But the same Mrs. Mostyn, who never forgot to keep up her
correspondence with the ovraer of Dangerfield Park, utterly
ignored the existence of another brother, a certain Hubert
Arundel, who had, perhaps, much more need of her sisterly
friendship than the wealthy Devonshire squire. Heaven knows,
the world seemed a lonely place to this younger son, who had
been educated for the Church, and was fain to content himself
with a scanty living in one of the dullest and dampest towns in
fenny Lincolnshire. His sister might have very easily made
life much more pleasant to the Rector of Swampington and his
only daughter; but Hubert Arundel was a great deal too proud
to remind her of this. If Mrs. Mostyn chose to forget him,—
the brother and sister had been loving friends and dear companions long ago, under the beeches at Dangerfield,—she was
welcome to do so. She was better off than he was; and it is to
be remarked, that if A's iaeome is three hundred a year, and
B's a thousand, the chances are as seven to three that B wiU
forget any old intimacy that may have existed between himself
and A. Hubert Arundel had been wild at college, and had put hia
autograph across so many oblong slips of blue paper, acknowledging value received that had been only half received, that by
the time the claims of aU the holders of these portentous
morsels of stamped paper had been satisfied, the younger son's
fortune had mgl^ed away, leaving its sometime possessor the
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happy owner of a pair of pointers, a couple of guns by crack
makers, a good many foils, single-sticks, boxing-gloves, wire
masks, basket helmets, leathern leg-guards, and other parapliernaHa, a complete set of the old Sporting Magazine, from 1792
to the current year, bound in scarlet morocco, several boxes of
very bad cigars, a Scotch temer, and a pipe of undrinkable port
Of all these possessions, only the undrinkable port now remained to show that Hubert Arundel had once possessed a
younger son's portion, and had succeeded most admirably in
making ducks and drakes of it. The poor about Swampington
believed in the sweet red wine, which had been specially concocted for Israehtish dealers in jewelry, cigars, pictures, \nnes,
and specie. The Rector's pensioners smacked their lips over
the mysterious liquid, and confidently affirmed that it did them
more good than all the doctor's stuff the parish apothecary
could send them. Poor Hubert Arundel was well content to
find that at least this scanty crop of corn had grown up from
the wild oats he had sown at Cambridge. The wine pleased tho
poor creatures who drank it, and was scarcely likely to do them
any harm; and there was a reasonable prospect that the last
bottle would by-and-by pass out of the rectoiy cellars, and with
it the last token of that bitterly regretted past.
I t may be that Hubert Arundel felt the sting of his sister's
neglect, as only a poor and proud man can feel such an insult;
but he never let any confession of this sentiment escape his hps;
and when Mrs. Mostyn, being seized with a fancy for doing
this forgotten brother a service, wrote him a letter of insolent
advice, winding up with an offer to procure his only child a
situation as nursery governess, the Rector of Swampington
only crushed the missive in his strong hand, and fiung it into
his study fire, with a muttered exclamation that sounded terribly
like an oath.
" A nursery governess!" he repeated, savagely; "yes; an
imderpaid drudge, to teach children their A B O , and mend
their frocks and make their pinafores. I should like Mrs.
Mostyn to talk to my httle Livy for half an hour. I think my
girl would have put the lady down so completely by the end of
that time, that we should never hear any more about nursery
governesses."
He laughed bitterly as he repeated the obnoxious phrase;
but his laugh changed to a sigh.
"Was it strange that the father should sigh as he remembered
how he had seen the awful hand of death fall suddenly upon
younger and stronger men than himself? What if he were to
die, and leave his only child unmarried P What would become
of her, with her dangerous gifts, with her fatal dowry of beauty
and intellect and pride ?
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"But she would never do anything wrong," the father thought.
" H-iv religious principles are strong enough to keep her right
under any circumstances, in spite of any temptation. Her sense
of duty is more powerful than any other sentiment. She would
never be false to that; she would never be false to that."
I n return for the hospitality of Dangerfield Park, Mrs.
Mostyn was in the habit of opening her doors to either Christopher Arundel or his sons, whenever any one of the three came
to London. Of course she infinitely preferred to see Arthur
Arundel, the elder son and heir, seated at her well-spread table,
and flirting with one of his pretty cousins, than to be bored by
the presence of his rackety younger brother, a noisy lad of
seventeen, with no better prospect than a commission in her
Majesty's service, and a hundred and fifty pounds a year to eke
out his pay; but she was, notwithstanding, graciously pleased
to invite Edward to spend his Christmas holidays in her comfortable household; and it was thus it came to pass that on
the 29th of December, in the year 1838, the story of Edward
Arundel's life began in a stage-box at Drury Lane Theatre.
The box had been sent to Mrs. Mostyn by the fashionable
editor of a fashionable newspaper; but that lady and her
daughters being previously engaged, had permitted the two boys
to avail themselves of the editorial privilege.
The tragedy was the dull production of a distinguished literary
amateur, and even the great actor who played the principal
character could not make the performance particularly enlivening. He certainly failed ia impressing Mr. Edward
Arundel, who flung himself back in his chair and yawned dolefully during the earlier part of the entertainment.
" I t ain't particularly joUy, is it, Martin ? " he said naively.
" Let's go out and have some oysters, and come in again just
before the pantomime begins."
" Mamma made me promise that we wouldn't leave the tiieatre
till we left for good, Ned," his cousin answered; "and then
we're to go straight home in a cab."
Edward Arundel sighed.
" I wish we hadn't come till half-price, old fellow," he said,
drearily. " If I'd known it was to be a tragedy, I wouldn't have
come away from the Square in such a hurry. I wonder why
people write tragedies, when nobody likes them."
He turned his back to the stage, and folded his arms upon the
velvet cushion of the box preparatory to indulging himself in a
deliberate inspection of the audience. Perhaps no brighter face
looked upward that night towards the glare and glitter of tho
great chandeher than that of the fair-haired lad in the stagebox. His candid blue eyes beamed with a fairer radiance than
any of the myriad lights in the theatre; a nimbus of golden hair
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shone about his broad white forehead; glowing health, careless
haj^piness, truth, good-nature, honesty, boyish vivacity, and the
courage of a young lion,—all were expressed in the fearless
smile, the frank yet half-defiant gaze. Above all, this lad of
seventeen looked especially what he was,—a thorough gentleman. Martin Mostyn was prim and effeminate, precociously
tired of life, precociously indifferent to everything but his own
advantage; but the Devonshire boy's talk was still fragrant
with the fresh perfume of youth and innocence, still gay with
the joyous recklessness of early boyhood. He was as impatient
for the noisy pantomime overture, and fhe bright troops of
fairies ia petticoats of spangled mushn, as the most inveterate
cockney cooHng his snub-nose against the iron raihng of the
gallery. He was as ready to fall in love with the painted beauty
of the ill-paid ballet-girls, as the veriest child in the wide circle
of humanity about him. Fresh, untainted, unsuspicious, he
looked out at the world, ready to beheve in everything and
everybody.
" How you do fidget, Edward!" whispered Martin Mostyn,
peevishly; " why don't you look at the stage ? It's capital fun."
" Pun!"
" Yes; I don't mean the tragedy, you know, but the supernumeraries. Did you ever see such an awkward set of fellows
in all your hfe? There's a man there with weak legs and a
heavy banner, that I've been watching all the evening. He'p
more fun than all the rest of it put together."
Mr. Mostyn, being of course much too pohte to point out tho
man in question, indicated him with a twitch of his Hght eyebrows ; and Edward Arundel, following that indication, singled
out the banner-holder from a group of soldiers in medieval dress,
who had been standing wearily enough upon one side of the stage
during a long, strictly private and confidential dialogue between
the princely hero of the tragedy and one of his accommodating
satelhtes. The lad uttered a cry of surprise as he looked at the
weak-legged banner-holder.
Mr. Mostyn turned upon his cousin with some vexation.
" I can't help it, Martin," exclaimed young Arundel; " I
can't be mistaken—yes—poor fellow, to think that he should
come to this!—you haven't forgotten him, Martin, surely ? "
" Porgotten what—forgotten whom ? My dear Edward, what
do you mean? "
" J o h n Marchmont, the poor fellow who used to teach us
mathematics at Yemen's; the fellow the governor sacked because
"
"Well, what of h i m ? "
" The poor chap with the banner !" exclaimed the boy, in a
breathless whisper; *' don't you see, Martin P didn't you recog-
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nize him P It's Marchmont, poor old Marchmont, that we used
to chafi", and that the governor sacked becausehe had a constitutional cough, and wasn't strong enough for his work."
" Oh, yes_, I remember him well enough," Mr. Mostyn answered, indifi'erently. "Nobody could stand his cough, you
know; and he was a vulgar fellow, into the bargain."
" H e wasn't a vulgar fellow," said Edward, indignantly;
"there, there's the curtain down again;—he belonged to a good
family ia Lincolnshire, and was heir presumptive to a stunning
fortune. I've heard him say so twenty times."
Martia Mostyn did not attempt to repress an involuntary
sneer, which curled his hps as his cousin spoke.
" Oh, I dare say you've heard Mm, say so, my dear boy," he
murmured, superciliously.
" Ah, and it was true," cried Edward; "he wasn't a fellow to
tell Hes; perhaps he'd have suited Mr. Vernon better if he had
been. He' had bad health, and was weak, and all that sort of
thing; but he wasn't a snob. He showed me a signet-ring once
that he used to wear on his watch-chain
"
" A sitoer watch-chain," simpered Mr. Mostyn, "just like a
carpenter's."
" Don't be such a supercilious cad, Martin. He was very kind
to me, poor Marchmont; and I know I was always a nuisance
to him, poor old fellow; for you know I never could get on with
Euclid. I'm sorry to see him here. Think, Martin, what an
occupation for him 1 I don't suppose he gets more than nine or
ten shillings a week for it."
" A shilling a night is, I beheve, the ordinary remuneration
of a stage-soldier. They pay as much for the real thing as for
the sham, you see; the defenders of our country risk their lives
for about the same consideration. Where are you going, N e d ? "
Edward Arundel had left his place, and was trying to undo
the door of the box.
" To see if I can get at this poor fellow."
" Tou persist in declaring, then, that the man with the weak
legs is our old mathematical drudge P Wellj I shouldn't wonder.
The fellow was coughing all through the five acts, and that's
uncommonly Hke Marchmont. You're surely not going to renew
JOVLV acquaiatance with him ? "
Young Arundel had just succeeded in opening the door, and
he left the box without waiting to answer his cousin's question.
He made his way very rapidly out of the theatre, and fought
manfully through the crowd of half-price playgoers waiting
about the pit and gallery doors, until he found himself at the
stage-entrance. He had often looked with reverent v/onder at
the dark portal; but he had never before essayed to cross the
sacred threshold. The guardian of the gate of tMs theatrical
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paradise, inhabited by fairies at a guinea a week, and baronial
retainers at a shilling a night, is ordinarily a very inflexible individual, not to be corrupted by any mortal persuasion, and
scarcely corruptible by the more potent influence of gold or silver.
Poor Edward's half-a-crown had no effect whatever upon tho
stem door-keeper, who thanked him for his donation, but told
him that it was agaiast his orders to let anybody go up-stairs.
"But I want to see some one so particularly," the boy said,
eagerly. " Don't you think you could manage it for me, you
know? He's an old friend of mine,—one of the supernu—
what's-its-names ? " added Edward, stumbling over the word.
" He carried a banner in the tragedy, you know; and he's got
such an awful cough, poor chap.
" Ze man who garried ze panner vith a gough," said the doorkeeper, reflectively—he was an elderly German, and had kept
guard at that classic doorway for half a century or so—" to you
bean Parking Cheremialh ? "
" Barking Jeremiah ? "
"Yes, zir. Zey gaU him Parking pecause he's berbetually
goughin' his poor veag head off; and zey call him Chereniiah
pecause he's alvays belangholy."
" Oh, do let me see him 1" cried Mr. Edward Arundel. " I
know you can manage it: so do, that's a good fellow. I tell you
he's a friend of mine, and quite a gentleman too. Bless you,
there isn't a move in mathematics he isn't up to; and he'll come
into a fortune some of these days
•"
" Yaase," interrupted the door-keeper, sarcasticaUy, " zey bake
von of him pegause off dad."
" And can I see him ? "
" I phill dry and vind him vor you. Here, you Chim," said
the door-keeper, addressing a dirty youth, who had just nailed
an official announcement of the next morning's rehearsal upon
the back of a stony-hearted swing-door, which was apt to jam
the fingers of the uninitiated,—" vot is ze name off yat zuber
vith ze pad gough, ze man zey gall Parking Cheremiah ? "
" Oh, that's Morti-more."
" To you know if he's on in ze virsd zene ? "
"Yes. He's one of the demons; but the scene's just over.
Do you want him P "
" You gan dake ub zis young chendleman's gard do him, and
dell him to shb town here iv he has kod a vaid," said the doorkeeper.
Mr. Arundel handed his card to the dirty boy.
" He'll come to me fast enough, poor fellow," he muttered.
" I usen't to chaff' him as the others did, and I'm glad I didn't,
now."
Edward Amndel could not easily forget that one brief scrutiny
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ill which he had recognized the wasted face of the schoolmaster's
hack, who had taught him mathematics only two years before.
Could there be anything more piteous than that degrading spectacle? The feeble frame, scarcely able to sustain that paltry
one-sided banner of caHco and tinsel; the two rude daubs of
coarse vermilion upon the hollow cheeks; the black smudges
that were meant for eyebrows ; the wretched scrap of horsehair
glued upon the pinched chia in dismal mockery of a beard; and
through all this the pathetic pleading of large hazel eyes, bright
with the unnatural lustre of disease, and saying perpetually,
more plainly than words can speak, " Do not look at me; do not
despise me; do not even pity me. I t won't last long."
The fresh-hearted schoolboy was still thinking of this when a
wasted hand was laid Hghtly and tremulously on his arm, and
looking up he saw a man in a hideous mask and a tight-fitting
suit of scarlet and gold standing by his side.
" I'll take off my mask in a minute, Arundel," said a faint
voice, that sounded hollow and muffled vrithin a cavern of pasteboard and wicker-work. " I t was very good of you to come
round; very, very good!"
" I was so sorry to see you here, Marchmont; I knew you m
a moment, in sj)ite of the disguise."
The supernumerary had struggled out of his huge head-gear
by this time, and laid the fabric of papier-mache and tinsel carefully aside upon a shelf. He had washed his face before putting
on the maslc; for he was not called upon to appear before a
British pubUo in martial semblance any more ujjon that evening.
The pale wasted face was interesting and gentlemanly, not by
any means handsome, but almost womanly in its softness of expression. I t was the face of a man who had not yet seen his
thirtieth birthday: who might never live to see it, Edward
Arundel thought, mournfully.
" Why do yon do this, Marchmont ? " the boy asked, bluntly.
" Because there was nothing else left for me to do," the stagedemon answered with a sad smile. " I can't get a situation in a
school, for my health won't suffer me to take one; or it won't
suffer any employer to take me, for fear of my falling ill upon
his hands, which comes to the same thing; so I do a little copying for the law-stationers, and this helps out that, and I get on
as well as I can. I wouldn't so much mind if it wasn't for
"
He stopped suddenly, interrupted by a paroxysm of coughing.
" If it wasn't for whom, old fellow ? "
" My poor Httle girl: my poor Httle motherless Mary."
Edward Arundel looked grave, and perhaps a little ashamed
of himself. He had forgotten until this moment that his old
tutor had been left a widower at four-and-twenty, with a little
daughter to support out of his scanty stipend.
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" Don't be down-hearted, old fellow," the lad whispered, tenderly ; " perhajDS I shall be able to help you, you know. And
the little girl can go down to Dangerfield; I know my mother
would take care of her, and will keep her there till you get
strong and well. And then you might start a fencing-room, or
a shooting-gallery, or something of that sort, at the West End;
and I'd come to you, and bring lots of fellows to you, and you'd
get on capitally, you know."
Poor John Marchmont, the asthmatic supernumerary, looked
perhaps the very last person in the world whom it could be possible to associate with a pair of foils, or a pistol and a target;
but he smiled faintly at his old pupil's enthusiastic talk.
" You were always a good fellow, Arundel," he said, gravely.
" I don't suppose I shall ever ask you to do me a service; but if,
by-and-by, this cough makes me knock imder, and my Httle
Polly should be left—I—I think you'd get your mother to be
kind to her,—wouldn't you, Arundel ? "
A picture rose before the supernumerary's weary eyes as he
said this; the picture of a pleasant lady whose description he
had often heard from the lips of a loving son, a rambhng old
mansion, vride-spreading lawns, and long arcades of oak and
beeches leading away to the blue distance. If this Mrs. Arundel,
who was so tender and compassionate and gentle to every redcheeked cottage-girl who crossed her pathway,—Edward had
told him this very often,—would take compassion also upon hia
helpless Httle one! If she would only condescend to see the
child, the poor pale neglected flower, the fragile Hly, the frail
exotic blossom, that was so cruelly out of place upon the bleak
pathways of hfe.
" If that's all that troubles you," young Arundel cried,
eagerly, " you may make your mind easy, and come and have
some oysters. We'll take care of the child. I'll adopt her, and
my mother shall educate her, and she shall marry a duke. Run
away, now, old fellow, and change your clothes, and come and
have oysters and bottled stout."
Mr. Marchmont shook his head.
" My time's just up," he said; " I'm on in the next scene. I t
was very kind of you to come round, Arundel; but this isn't
exactly the best place for you. Go back to your friends, my dear
boy, and don't think any more of me. I'll write to you some
day about Httle Mary."
" You'll do nothing of the kind," exclaimed the boy. " You'll
give me your address instanter, and I'll come to see you the first
thing to-morrow morning, and you'll introduce me to little Mary;
and if she and I are not the best friends in the world, I shall
never again boast of my successes with lovely woman. What's
the number, old feUow? "
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Mr. Arundel had pulled out a smart morocco pocket-book
and a gold pencil-case.
" Twenty-seven, Oakley-street, Lambeth. But I'd rather you
wouldn't come, Arundel; your friends wouldn't Hke it."
" My friends may go hang themselves. I shall do as I Hke,
and I'll be with you to breakfast, sharp ten."
The supernumerary had no time to remonstrate. The progress of the music, faintly audible from the lobby in which
this conversation had taken place, told him that his scene was
nearly on.
" I can't stop another moment. Go back to your friends,
Arundel. Good night. God bless you 1"
" Stay; one word. The Lancashire property
"
" Will never come to me, my boy," the demon answered
sadly, through his mask; for he had been busy re-investing
himself in that demoniac guise. " I tried to sell my reversion,
but the Jews almost laughed in my face when they heard me
cough. Good night."
He was gone, and the swing-door slammed in Edward
Arundel's face. The boy hurried back to his cousin, who was
annoyed by Edward's erratic proceedings, and dissatisfied with
the evening's entertainment. Martin Mostyn had discovered
that the ballet-girls were all either old or ugly, the music badly
chosen, the pantomime stupid, the scenery a failure. He asked
a few supercihous questions about his old tutor, but scarcely
listened to Edward's answers; and was intensely aggravated
with his companion's pertinacity in sitting out the comic business—in which poor John Marchmont appeared and reappeared ; now as a well-dressed passenger carrying a parcel,
which he dehberately sacrificed to the felonious propensities of the
clown; now as a poHceman, now as a barber, now as a chemist,
now as a ghost; but always buffeted, or cajoled, or bonneted, or
imposed upon; always piteous, miserable, and long-suffering ;
with arms that ached from carrying a banner through five acts
of blanlc-verse weariness, with a head that had throbbed under
the weight of a ponderous edifice of pasteboard and wicker, with
eyes that were sore with the evil influence of blue-fire and gunpowder smoke, •with a throat that had been poisoned by sulphurous vapours, with bones that were stiff with the playful pummelHng of clown and pantaloon; and aU for—a shilling a night'.

CHAPTER I L
LITTLE MASy.

PooB John Marchmont had given his address unwillingly
enough to his old pupil. The lodging in Oakley-street was a
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wi'etched back-room upon the second-floor of a house whose
lower regions were devoted to that species of establishment commonly caUed a " ladies' wardrobe." The poor gentleman, the
teacher of mathematics, the law-writer, the Drury Lane supernnnicrary, had shrunk from any exposure of his poverty; but
his pupil's imperious good-nature had overridden every objection, and John Marchmont awoke upon the morning after the
meeting at Drury Lane to the rather embarrassing recollection
that he was to expect a visitor to breakfast with him.
How was he to entertain this dashing, high-sioirited young
schoolboy, whose lot was cast in the pleasant pathways of Hfe,
and who was no doubt accustomed to see at his matutinal meal
such luxuries as John Marchmont had only beheld in the fairylike realms of comestible beauty exhibited to hungry foot-passengers behind the plate-glass windows of Italian warehouses ?
" I dare say he has hams stewed in Madeira, and Perigord
pies, at his Aunt Mostyn's," John thought, despairingly,
" What can I give him to eat ?"
But John Marchmont, after the manner of the poor, was apt
to over-estimate the extravagance of the rich. If he could have
seen the Mostyn breakfast then preparing in the lower regions
of Montague-square, he might have been considerably reHeved;
for he would have only beheld mild infusions of tea and coffee—
in sUver vessels, certainly—four French rolls hidden under a
gHstening damask napkin, six triangular fragments of dry toast,
cut from a stale half-quartern, four new-laid eggs, and about half
a pound of bacon cut into rashers of transcendental delicacy.
Widow ladies who have daughters to marry do not plunge very
deeply into the books of Messrs. Portnum and Mason.
" He used to like hot rolls when I was at Vernon's," John
thought, rather more hopefully; " I wonder whether he Hkes hot
roUsstiU?"
Pondering thus, Mr. Marchmont dressed himself—very neatly,
very carefully; for he was one of those men whom even poverty
cannot rob of man's proudest attribute, his individuality. He
made no noisy protest against the humihations to which he was
compelled to submit; he uttered no boisterous assertions of his
own merit; he urged no clamorous demand to be treated as a
gentleman in his day of misfortune; but, in his own mild, undemonstrative way, he did assert himself, quite as effectually as
if he had raved all day upon the hardship of his lot, and drunk
himself mad and bHnd under the pressure of his calamities. He
never abandoned the habits which had been peculiar to him from
his chfldhood. He was as neat and orderly in his second-floorback as he had been, seven or eight years before, in his simple
apartments at Cambridge. He did not recognize that association which most men perceive between poverty and shirt-sleeves,
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or poverty and beer. He was content to wear the threadbare
cloth, but adhered most obstinately to a prejudice in favour of
clean linen. He never acquired those lounging vagabond habits
peculiar to some men in the day of trouble. Even amongst the
supernumeraries of Drury Lane he contrived to preserve his selfrespect ; if they nick named him Barking Jeremiah, they took
care only to pronounce that playful sobriquet when the gentleman-super was safely out of hearing. He was so polite in the
midst of his reserve, that the person who would wilfully have
offended him must have been more unkind than any of her
Majesty's servants. I t is true that the great tragedian, on more
than one occasion, apostrophized the weak-kneed banner-holder
as "BEAST," when the super's cough had peculiarly disturbed
his comjDosure; but the same great man gave poor John Marchmont a letter to a distinguished physician, compassionately
desiring the rehef of the same pulmonary affection. If John
Marchmont had not been prompted by his own instincts to
struggle against the evil influences of poverty, he would have
done battle sturdily for the sake of one who was ten times dearer
to him than himself.
If he could have become a swindler or a reprobate—it would
have been about as easy for him to have become either as to
burst at once, and without an hour's practice, into a full-blown
Leotard or Olmar—his daughter's influence would have held
him back as securely as if the slender arms twined tenderly
about him had been chains of adamant, forged by an enchanter's
power.
How could he be false to his little one, this helpless child, who
had been confided to him in the darkest hour of his existence;
the hour in which his wife had yielded to the many forces
arrayed against her in Hfe's battle, and had left him alone in
the world to fight for his little girl ?
" If I were to die, I think Arundel's mother would be kind to
her," John Marchmont thought, as he finished his careful toilet.
" Heaven knows, I have no right to ask or expect such a thing;
but Polly will be rich by-and-by, perhaps, and will be able to
repay them."
A Httle hand knocked lightly at the door of his room while he
was thinking this, and a childish voice said,—
"May I come in, papa?"
The little girl slept with one of the landlady's children, in a
room above her father's. John opened the door, and let her in.
The pale wintry sunlight shone full upon the child's face as she
came towards him. I t was a smaU, pale face, with singularly
delicate features; a straight nose, a pensive mouth, and large
thoughtful hazel eyes. The child's hair fell loosely upon her
ghyulders ; not those cork-screw curls so much affected by
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mothers in the humbler walks of life, nor yet in those crisp undulations lately adopted in Belgravian nurseries; but in soft
silken ^masses, only curHng at the extreme end of each tress.
Miss Marchmont—she was always called Miss Marchmont in
that Oakley-street household—wore her brown-stuff frock and
scanty diaper pinafore as neatly as her father wore his threadbare coat and darned linen. She was very pretty, very lady-like,
very interesting; but it was impossible to look at her without a
vague feeHng of pain, that was difficult to understand. You
knew, by-and-by, why you were sorry for this Httle girl. She
had never been a child. That divine period of perfect innocence
—innocence of all sorrow and trouble, falsehood and wrong—that
bright holiday-time of the soul, had never been hers. The ruthless hand of Poverty had snatched away from her the gift which
God had given her in her cradle; and at eight years old she was
a woman—a woman invested with all that is most beautiful
amongst womanly attributes—love, tenderness, compassion, carefulness for others, unselfish devotion, uncomplaining patience,
heroic endurance. She was a woman by reason of aU these
virtues ; but she was no longer a child. At three years old she
had bidden farewell for ever to the ignorant selfishness, the animal enjoyment of childhood, and had learned what it was to be
sorry for poor papa and mamma; and from that first time of
awakening to the sense of pity and love, she had never ceased to
be the comforter of the helpless young husband who was so soon
to be left wifeless.
John had been compelled to leave his child in order to get a
Hviag for her and for himself in the hard service of Mr. Laurence
Vernon, the principal of the highly select and expensive academy
in which Edward Arundel and Martin Mostyn had been educated. But he had left her in good hands; and when the bitter
day of his dismissal came, he was scarcely as sorry as he ought to
have been for the calamity which brought him to his Httle Mary.
I t is impossible for any words of mine to tell how much he
loved the child; but take into consideration his hopeless poverty,
his sensitive and reserved nature, his utter lonehness, the bereavement that had cast a shadow upon his youth, and you will perhaps
understand an affection that was almost morbid in its intensity,
and which was reciprocated most fully by its object. The little
girl loved her father too much. When he was with her she was
content to sit by his side, watching him as he wrote; proud to
help him, if even by so much as wiping his pens or handing him
his blotting-paper; happy to wait upon him, to go out marketing for him, to prepare his scanty meals, to make his tea, and
arrange and rearrange every object in the slenderly furnished
second-floor back-room. They talked sometimes of the Lincolnshire fortune—the fortune which might come to Mr. Marchmont,
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if three people, whose lives, when Mary's father had last heard
of them, were each worth three tim.es his own feeble existence,
would be so obliging as to clear the way for the heir-at-law, by
taking an early departure to the churchyard. A more practical
man than John Marchmont would have kept a sharp eye upon
these three lives, and by some means or other contrived to find
out whether number one was consumptive, or number two dropsical, or number three apoplectic; but John was utterly incapable
of any such Machiavellian proceeding. He sometimes beguiled
his weary walks between Oakley-street and Drury-lane by the
dreaming of day-dreams too childish to be recorded on this sober
page. The three Hves might all happen to be riding in the same
express upon the occasion of a terrible collision; but the poor
fellow's gentle nature shrank appalled before the vision he had
invoked. He could not sacrifice a whole trainful of victims,
even for Httle Mary. He contented himself with borrowing a
" Times " newspaper now and then, and looking at the top of
the second column, with the faint hope that he should see his
own name in large capitals, coupled with the announcement
that by applying somewhere he might hear of something to his
advantage. He contented himself with this, and with talking
about the future to Httle Mary in the dim fireHght. They spent
long hours in the shadowy room, only Hghted by the faint flicker
of a pitiful handful of coals ; for the commonest dip-candles are
sevenpence-halfpenny a pound, and were dearer, perhaps, in the
year '38. Heaven knows what splendid castles in the air these
two simple-hearted creatures built for each other's pleasure
by that comfortless hearth. I t may be that, though the father
made a pretence of talking of these things only for the amusement of his child, he was actually the more childish of the two.
I t was only when he left that fire-Ht room, and went back into
the hard, reasonable, commonplace world, that he remembered
how fooHsh the talk was, and how it was impossible—yes, impossible—that he, the law-writer and supernumerary, could ever
come to be master of Marchmont Towers.
Poor Httle Mary was in this less practical than her father.
She carried her day-dreams into the street, until all Lambeth
was made glorious by their supernal radiance. Her imagination ran riot in a vision of a happy future, in which her father
would be rich and powerful. I am sorry to say that she derived
most of her ideas of grandeur from the New Cut. She furnished the drawing-room at Marchmont Towers from the
splendid stores of an upholsterer in that thoroughfare. She laid
flaming Brussels carpets upon the poHshed oaken floors which
her father had descnbed to her, and hung cheap satin damask
of gorgeous colours before the great oriel windows. She put
gilded vases of gaudy artificial flowers on the high carved
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mantelpieces in the old rooms, and hung a disreputable grey
parrot—for sale at a greengrocer's, and given to the use of bad
language—under the stone colonnade at the end of the western
wing. She appointed the tradespeople who should serve tha
far-away Lincolnshire household; the small matter of distance
would, of course, never stand in the way of her gratitude and
benevolence. Her papa would employ the civil greengrocer who
gave such exceHent halfpennyworths of watercresses; the kind
butterman, who took such pains to wi-ap up a quarter of a pound
of the best eighteenpenny fresh butter for the customer whom
he always called "Httle l a d y ; " the considerate butcher, who
never cut inore than the three-quarters of a pound of rumpsteak, which made an excellent dinner for Mr. Marchmont and
his little girl. Yes, all these people should be rewarded when
the Lincolnshire property came to Mary's papa. Miss Marchmont
had some thoughts of building a shop close to Marchmont
Towers for the accommodating butcher, and of adopting the
greengrocer's eldest daughter for her confidante and companion.
On more than one occasion the Httle girl narrowly escaped
being run over while walking the material streets in some
ecstatic reverie such as this; but Providence was very careful
of the motherless girl, and she always returned safely to Oakleystreet with her pitiful Httle purchases of tea and sugar, butter,
and meat. Even these fooHsh day-dreams were not utterly
childish. Mary's soul had long ago bade adieu to infancy, and
even in these visions she was womanly: for she was always
thoughtful of others rather than of herself, and there was a
great deal more of the practical- business of Hfe miagled with
the silvery web of her fancies than there should have been so
soon after her eighth birthday. At times, too, an awful horror
would quicken the pulses of her loving heart as she heard the
hackiag sound of her father's cough; and a terrible dread would
seize her—the fear that John Marchmont might never Hve to
inherit the Lincolnshire fortune. The child never said her
prayers without adding a Httle extempore supplication that she
might die when her father died. I t was a wicked prayer, perhaps ; and a clergyman might have taught her that her Hfe was
in the hands of Providence; and that it might please Him
who had created her to doom her to many desolate years of
lonehness ; and that it was not for her, ia her wretched and helpless ignorance, to rebel agaiast His divine will. I think if the
Archbishop of Canterbury had driven from Lambeth Palace to
Oakley-street to tell Httle Mary this, he would have taught her
in vain; and that she would have fallen asleep that night with
the old prayer upon her Hps, the fond fooHsh prayer that the
bonds which love had woven so firmly might never be roughly
broken by death.
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Miss Marchmont heard the story of last night's meeting with
great pleasure, though it must be owned she looked a little grave
when she was told that the generous-hearted schoolboy was
coming to breakfast; but her gravity was only that of a
thoughtful housekeeper, who ponders ways and means, and even
while you are telHng her the number and quality of your guests,
sketches out a rough ground-plan of her dishes, considers the
fish in season, and the soups most fitting to precede them, and
balances the contending advantages of Palestine and JuHenne,
or Hare and Italian.
" A 'nice' breakfast you say, papa," she said, when her
father had finished speaking; " then we must have watercresses,
of course."
" And hot rolls, Polly dear. Arundel was always fond of hot
roUs."
" And hot rolls, four for threepence-halfpenny in the Out."
•—(I am ashamed to say that this benighted child talked as deliberately of the "Out" as she might have done of the "Row.")—
" There'll be one left for tea, papa; for we could never eat four
rolls. They'll take such a lot of butter, though."
The Httle housekeeper took out an antediluvian bead-purse,
and began to examine her treasury. Her father handed all his
money to her, as he would have done to his wife; and Mary
doled him out the little sums he wanted—money for half an
ounce of tobacco, money for a pint of beer.
Mary had only one personal extravagance. She read novels—
dirty, bloated, ungainly volumes—which she borrowed from a
snuffy old woman in a little back street, who charged her the
smallest hire ever known in the circulating-Hbrary business, and
who admired her as a wonder of precocious erudition. The only
pleasure the child knew in her father's absence was the perusal
of these dingy pages; she neglected no duty, she forgot no
tender office of ministering care for the loved one who was
absent: but when all the Httle duties had been finished, how
delicious it was to sit down to " Madeleine the Deserted," or
" Cosmo the Pirate," and to lose herself far away in iUimitable
regions, peopled by wandering princesses in white satin, and
gentlemanly bandits, who had been stolen from their roj'al
father's halls by vengeful hordes of gipsies. During these early
years of poverty and lonehness, John Marchmont's daughter
stored up, m a mind that was morbidly sensitive, a terrible
amount of dim poetic sentiment; the possession of which is
scarcely, perhaps, the best or safest dower for a young lady who
has life's journey all before her.
At half-past nine o'clock all the simple preparations necessary for the reception of a visitor had been completed by Mr.
Marchmont and his daughter. All vestiges of John's bed had
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disappeared; leaving, it is true, rather a suspicious-looking
mahogany chest of drawers to mark the spot where once a bed
had been. The window had been opened, the room aired and
dusted, a bright little fire burned in the shining grate, and the
most brilliant of tin tea-kettles hissed upon the hob. The white
table-cloth was darned in several places ; but it was a remnant
of the small stock of Hnen with which John had begun married
life; and the Irish damask asserted its superior quality, in spite
of many darns, as positively as Mr. Marchmont's good blood
asserted itself in spite of his shabby coat. A brown teapot full
of strong tea, a plate of French rolls, a pat of fresh butter,
and a broiled haddock, do not compose a very epicurean repast;
but Mary Marchmont looked at the humble breakfast as a
prospective success.
" We could have haddocks every day at Marchmont Towers,
couldn't we, papa ? " she said, naively.
The Httle girl was more than delighted when Edward Arundel
dashed up the narrow staircase, and burst iato the room, fresh,
radiant, noisy, splendid, better dressed even than the waxen
preparations of elegant young gentlemen exhibited at the portal
of a great outfitter in the New Cut, and yet not at all like
either of those red-Hpped types of fashion. How delighted the
boy declared himself with everythiag ! He had driven over in
a cabriolet, and he was awfully hungry, he informed his host.
The rolls and watercresses disappeared before him as if by
magic; Httle Mary shivered at the slashing cuts he made at
the butter; the haddock had scarcely left the gridiron before it
was no more.
"This is ten times better than Aunt Mostyn's skinny breakfasts," the young gentleman observed, candidly. " You never
get enough with her. Why does she say, 'You won't take
another egg, will you, Edward ?' if she wants me to have
one ? You should see our hunting-breakfasts at Dangerfield,
Marchmont. Four sorts of claret, and no end of Moselle and
champagne. You shall go to Dangerfield some day, to see my
mother. Miss Mary."
He called her " Miss Mary," and seemed rather shy of speaking to her. Her womanhness impressed him in spite of himself.
He had a fancy that she was old enough to feel the humiliation
of her father's position, and to be sensitive upon the matter of
the two-pair back; and he was sorry the moment after he had
spoken of Dangerfield.
"TvTiat a snob I a m ! " he thought; "always bragging of
home."
Mr. Arundel was not able to stop very long in Oakley-street,
for the supernumerary had to attend a rehearsal at twelve
o'clock; so at half-past eleven John Marchmoiit and his pupil
c
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went out together, and Httle Mary was left alone to clear away
the breakfast, and perform the rest of her household duties.
She had plenty of time before her, so she did not begin at
once, but sat upon a stool near the fender, gazing dreamily at
the low fire.
" How good and kind he is !" she thought; "just Hke Cosmo
—only Cosmo was dark; or like Reginald Ravenscroft—but
then he was dark too. I wonder why the nicest jjeople in novels
are always dark ? How kind he is to papa I Shall we ever go
to Dangerfield, I wonder, papa and I ? Of course I wouldn't go
without papa."
CHAPTER I I I .
ABOUT THE LINCOLNSHIRE PEOPEBTY.

WHILE Mary sat absorbed in such idle visions as these, Mr.
Marchmont and his old pupil walked towards Waterloo Bridge
together.
" I'll go as far as the theatre with you, Marchmont," the
boy said; " it's my holidays now, you know, and I can do as I
like. I'm going to a private tutor in another month, and he's
to prepare me for the army. I want you to tell me all about
that Lincolnshire property, old boy. Is it anywhere near
Swampington ? "
" Yes; within nine miles."
" Goodness gracious me! Lord bless my soul! What an extraordinary coincidence ! My Uncle Hubert's Rector of Swampington—such a hole I I go there sometimes to see him and my
cousin Olivia. Isn't she a stunner, though ! Knows more Greek
and Latin than I, and more mathematics than you. Could eat
our heads off at anything."
John Marchmont did not seem very much impressed by the
coincidence that appeared so extraordinary to Edward Amndel;
but, in order to oblige his friend, he explained very patiently
and lucidly how it Vfas that only three Hves stood between him
and the possession of Marchmont Towers, and aU lands and
tenements appertaining thereto.
" The estate's a very large one," he said finally; " but the idea
oimy ever getting it is, of course, too preposterous."
" Good gracious me! I don't see that at aU," exclaimed
Edward, with extraordinary vivacity. " Let me see, old fellow;
if I understand your story right, this is how the case stands :
your first cousin is the present possessor of Marchmont Towers;
he has a son, fifteen years of age, who may, or may not marry;
only one son, remember. But he has also an uncle—a bachelor
uncle, and your uncle, too—who, by the terms of your grand-
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father's will, must get the property before you can succeed to it.
Now, this uncle is an old man: so of course he'll die soon. The
present possessor himself is a middle-aged man; so I shouldn't
think he can be likely to last long. I dare say he drinks too
much port, or hunts, or something of that sort; goes to sleep
after dinner, and does all manner of apoplectic things, I'll be
bound. Then there's the son, only fifteen, and not yet marriageable ; consumptive, I dare say. Now, will you tell me that the
chances are not sis to six he dies unmarried ? So you see, my
dear old boy, you're sure to get the fortune, for there's nothing
to keep you out of it, except
"
" Except three Hves, the worst of which is better than mine.
It's kind of you to look at it in this sanguine way, Arundel;
but I wasn't born to be a rich man. Perhaps, after all. Providence has used me better than I think. I mightn't have been
happy at Marchmont Towers. I am a shy, awkward, humdrum
fellow. If it wasn't for Mary's sake
"
" Ah, to be sure!" cried Edward Arundel. " You're not going
to forget aU about—Miss Marchmont!" He was going to say
" little Mary," but had checked himself abruptly at the sudden
recollection of the earnest hazel eyes that had kept wondering
watch upon his ravages at the breakfast-table. " I'm sure Miss
Marchmont's bom to be an heiress. I never saw such a Httle
princess."
" W h a t ! " demanded John Marchmont, sadly, " in a darned
pinafore and a threadbare frock ? "
The boy's face flushed, almost indignantly, as his old master
said this.
" You don't think I'm such a snob as to admire a lady "•—•
he spoke thus of Miss Mary Marchmont, yet midway between
her eighth and ninth birthday—"the less because she isn't
rich? But of course your daughter will h£.ve the fortune,
by-and-by, even if
"
He stopped, ashamed of his want of tact, for he knew John
would divine the meaning of that sudden pause.
" Even if I should die before Philip Marchmont," the teacher
of mathematics answered, quietly. " As far as that goes, Mary's
chance is as remote as my own. The fortune can only come to
her in the event of Arthur dying without issue, or, having issue,
fafling to cut off the entafl., I believe they call it."
"Arthur! that's the son of the present possessor?"
" Yes. If I and my poor little girl, who is deHcate Hke her
mother, should die before either of these three men, there is
another who will stand in my shoes, and will look out perhaps
more eagerly than I have done for his chances of getting the
property."
" Another!" exclaimed Mr. Arundel. " By Jove, Marchmont,
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it's the most compHcated affair I ever heard of! It's worse than
those sums you used to set me in barter: ' If A sells B 999
Stilton cheeses at 9^ a pound,' and all that sort of thing, you
know. Do make me understand it, old fellow, if you can."
John Marchmont sighed.
" It's a wearisome story, Arundel," he said. " I don't know
why I should bore you with it."
" But you don't bore me with it," cried the boy, energetically,
" I'm awfully interested in it, you know, and I could walk up
and down here aU day talking about it."
The two gentlemen had passed the Surrey toll-gate of
Waterloo Bridge by this time. The South-Western Terminus
had not been built in the year '38, and the bridge was about the
quietest thoroughfare any two companions confidentially inclined
could have chosen. The shareholders knew tliis, to their cost.
Perhaps Mr. Marchmont might have been beguiled into repeating the old story, which he had so often told in the dim
fireHght to his Httle girl, but the great clock of St. Paul's boomed
forth the twelve ponderous strokes that told the hour of noon,
and a hundred other steeples, upon either side of the water, made
themselves clamorous with the same announcement.
" I must leave you, Arundel," the supernumerary said,
Vnrriedly; he had just remembered that it was time for him to
go and be brow-beaten by a truculent stage-manager. " God
bless you, my dear boy! I t was very good of you to want to
see me, and the sight of your fresh face has made me very
happy. I should like you to understand all about the Lincolnshire property. God knows there's small chance of it's ever
coming to me or to my child; but when I am dead and gone,
Mary will be left alone in the world, and it would be some comfort to me to know that she was not without one friend—•
generous and disinterested like you, Arundel,—who if the
chance did come, would see her righted."
" And so I would! " cried the boy, eagerly. His face fiushed,
and his eyes fired. He was a preux chevalier already in thought,
going forth to do battle for a hazel-eyed mistress.
" I'll W7-ite the story, Arundel," John Marchmont said; " I've
no time to tell it, and you mighn't remember it either. Once
more, good-bye ; once more, God bless you !"
" S t o p ! " exclaimed Edward Arundel, flushing a deeper red
than before,—he had a very boyish habit of blushing,—" stop,
dear old boy. You must borrow this of me, please. I've lots
of them. I should only spend it on all sorts of bilious things;
or stop out late and get iipsj. You shall pay me with.interest
when you get Marchmont Towers. I shall come and see you
again soon. Good-bye."
The lad forced some crumpled scrap of paper into his old
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tutor's hand, bolted through the toll-bar, and juniiDcd into a
cabriolet, whose high-stepping charger was dawdling along Lancaster Place.
The supernumerary hurried on to Drury Lane as fast as his
weak legs could carry him. He was obliged to wait for a pause
in the rehearsal before he could find an opportunity of looking
at the parting gift which his old pupil had forced upon him.
I t was a crumpled and rather dirty five-pound note, wrapped
round two half-crowns, a shilling, and half-a-sovereign.
The boy had given his friend the last remnant of his slender
stock of pocket-money. John Marchmont turned his face to the
dark wing that sheltered him, and wept silently. He was of a
gentle and rather womanly disposition, be it remembered; and
he was in that weak state of health in which a man's eyes are
apt to moisten, in spite of himself, under the influence of any
unwonted emotion.
He emjployed a part of that afternoon in writing the letter
which he had promised to send to his boyish friend.
" M Y DEAE, AEUNDEL,—My purpose in writing to-day is so
entirely connected with the future welfare of my beloved and
only child, that I shaU carefully abstain from any subject not
connected with her interests. I say nothing, therefore, repecting
your conduct of this morning, which, together with my previous
knowledge of your character, has decided me upon confiding to
you the doubts and fears that have long tormented me upon the
subject of my darling's future.
" I am a doomed man, Arundel! The doctors have told me
this; but they have told me also that, though I can never escape
the sentence of death which was passed upon me long ago, I
may Hve for some years if I live such a careful life as only a rich
man can lead. If I go on carrying banners and breathing sulphur, I cannot last long. My Httle girl will be left penniless,
but not quite friendless; for there are humble people, relatives
of her poor mother, who would help her kindly, I am sure, in
their own humble way. The trials which I fear for my orphan
girl are not so much the trials of poverty as the dangers of
wealth. If the three men who, on my death, would alone stand
between Mary and the Lincolnshire property, die childless, my
poor darliag will become the only obstacle in the pathway of a
man whom, I will freely own to you, I distrust.
" My father, John Marchmont, was the third of four brothers.
The eldest, Philip, died, leaving one son, also called Philip, and
the present possessor of Marchmont Towers. The second, Marmaduke, is still alive, a bachelor. The third, John, left four
children, of whom I alone survive. The fourth, Paul, left a son
and. two daughters. The son is an artist, exercising his profes-
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fjion now in London ; one of the daughters is married to a parish
surgeon, who practises at Stanfield, in Lincolnshu-e; the other
is still unmarried, and is entirely dependent upon her brother.
" I t is this man, Paul Marchmont the artist, whom I fear.
" Do not think me weak, or foolishly suspicious, Arundel,
when I tell you that the very thought of this man brings the
cold sweat upon my forehead, and seems to stop the beating of
my heart. I know that this is a prejudice, and an unworthy
one. I do not beheve Paul Marchmont is a good man; but I
can assign no sufficient reason for my hatred and terror of him.
I t is impossible for you, a frank and careless boy, to realize the
feeHngs of a man who looks at his only child, and remembers
that she may soon be left, helpless and defenceless, to fight the
l:)attle of Hfe with a bad man for her secret antagonist. Sometimes I pray to God that the Marchmont property may never
come to my child after my death; for I cannot rid myself of
the thought—may Heaven forgive me for its unworthiness!—
that Paul Marchmont would leave no means untried, however
foul, to wrest the fortune from her. I dare say worldly people
would laugh at me for writing this letter to you, my dear
Arundel; but I address myself to the best friend I have,—tho
only creature I know whom the infiuence of a bad man is never
likely to corrupt. Noblesse oblige! I am not afraid that
Edward Dangerfield Arundel will betray any trust, however
foolish, that may have been confided to him.
" Perhaps, in writing to you thus, I may feel something of
that blind hopefulness—amid the shipwreck of all that commonly gives birth to hope—which the mariner cast away upon
some desert island feels, when he seals his simple story in a
bottle, and launches it upon the waste of waters that close him
in on every side. Before my Httle girl is four years older, you
will be a man, Amndel—with a man's inteHect, a man's courage,
and, above all, a man's keen sense of honour. So long as my
darling remains poor, her humble friends will be strong enough
to protect her; but if ever Providence should think fit to place
her in a position of antagonism to Paul Marchmont,—for he
would look upon any one as an enemy who stood between him
and fortune,—she would need a far more powerful protector
than any she could find amongst her poor mother's relatives.
Will you be that protector, Edward Arundel ? I am a drowning
man, you see, and catch at the frailest straw that floats past me.
I believe in you, Edward, as much as I distrast Paul Marchmont. If the day ever comes in which my Httle girl should
have to struggle with this man, will you help her to fight the
battle ? I t will not be an easy one.
" Subjoined to this letter I send you an extract from the copy
of my gi-andfather's will, which will explain to you how he left
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his property. Do not lose either the letter or the extract. If
you are wilHng to undertake the trust which I confide to you
to-day, you may have need to refer to them after my death.
The legacy of a child's helplessness is the only bequest which I
can leave to the only friend I have.
JOHN MAECHMONX.
"27, Oakley-street, Lambeth,
" December 30th, 1838.
" E X T R A C T rEOM THE WILL OF PHILIP MAHCHMONT, SENIOE, OT
MAECHMONI TOWEES.

" ' I give and devise all that my estate known as Marchmont
Towers and aiopurtenances thereto belonging to the use of my
eldest son Philip Marchmont during his natural Hfe without impeachment of waste and from and after his decease then to the use
of my grandson PhiHp the first son of my said son PhiHp during
the term of his natural Hfe vrithout impeachment of waste
and after the decease of my said grandson Philip to the use of
the first and every other son of my said grandson severally and
successively according to their respective seniority in tail and
for default of such issue to the use of all and every the daughters
and daughter of my said grandson PhiHp as tenants in common
in tail with cross remainders between or amon'gst them in tail
and if all the daughters of my said grandson PhiHp except one
shall die without issue or if there shall be but one such daughter
then to the use of such one or only daughter in tail and in default of such issue then to the use of the second and every other
son of my said eldest son severally and successively according to
liis respective seniority in tail and ia default of such issue to the
use of aU and every the daughters and daughter of my said
eldest son Philip as tenants in common in tail with cross remainders between or amongst them in tail and in default of such
issue to the use of my second son Marmaduke and his assigns
during the term of his natural life without impeachment of
waste and after his decease to the use of the first and every son
of my said son Marmaduke severally and successively according
to their respective seniorities ia tail and for default of such issue
to the use of aU and every the daughters and daughter of my
said son Marmaduke as tenants in common in tail with cross
remainders between or amongst them ia tail aud if all the
daughters of my said son Marmaduke except one shaU die without issue or if there shall be but one such daughter then to the
use of such one or only daughter in tail and in default of such
issue then to the use of my third son John during the term of
his natural Hfe without impeachment of waste and from and
after his decease then to the use of my grandson John the first
son of my said son John during the term of his natural Hfe
without impeachment of waste and after the decease of my saicl
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grandson John to the use of the first and every other son of my
said grandson John severally and successively according to their
respective seniority in tail and for default of such issue to the
use of all and every the daughters and daughter of my said
grandson John as tenants in common in tail with cross remainders between or among them in tail and if all the daughters
of my said grandson John except one shall die without issue or
if there shall be but one such daughter' [This, you will see, is
my little Mary'] 'then to the use of such one or only daughter
in tail and in default of such issue then to the use of the second
and every other son of my said third son John severally and
successively according to his respective seniority in tail and in
default of such issue to the use of all and every the daughters
and daughter of my said tliird son John as tenants in common
in tail with cross remainders between or amongst them in taU
and in default of such issue to the use of my fourth son Paul
during the term of his natural Hfe without impeachment of
waste and from and after his decease then to the use of my
grandson Paul the son of my said son Paul during his natural
life without impeachment of waste and after the decease of my
said grandson Paul to the use of the first and every other son
of my said grandson severally and successively according to
their respective seniority in tail and for default of such issue to
the use of all and every the daughters and daughter of my said
grandson Paul as tenants in common in tail with cross remainders between or amongst them in tail and if all the daughters
of my said grandson Paul except one shall die without issue or
if there shall be but one such daughter then to the use of such
one or only daughter in tail and in default of such issue then to
the use of the second and every other son of my said fourth son
Paul severally and successively according to his resi^ective seniority in tail and in default of such issue to the use of all and
every the daughters and daughter of my said fourth son Paul as
tenants in common in tail with cross remainders between or
amongst them in tail,' &c., &c.
" P.S.—Then comes what the lawyers call a general devise to
trustees, to preserve the contingent remainders before devised
from being destroyed; but what that means perhaps you can
get somebody to tell you. I hope it may be some legal jargon
to preserve my very contingent remainder."
The tone of Edward Arundel's answer to this letter was more
characteristic of the writer than in harmony with poor John's
solemn appeal.
" You dear, fooHsh old Marchmont," the lad wrote, " of course
I shall take care of Miss Mary; and my mother shall adopt
her, and she shall live at Dangerfield, and be educated with my

About the Lincolnshire Property.

29

sister Letitia, who has the joUiest French governess, and a
G erman maid for conversation; and don't let Paul Marchmont
try on any of his games with me, that's all! But what do you
mean, you ridiculous old boy, by talking about dying, and
drowning, and shipwrecked mariners, and catching at straws,
and all that sort of humbug, when you know very well that
you'll live to inherit the Lincolnshire property, and that I'm
coming to you every year to shoot, and that you're going to
build a tennis-court—of course there is a billiard-room—and
that you're going to have a stud of hunters, and be master of
the hounds, and no end of bricks to
" Your ever devoted Roman, countryman,
and lover,
" EDGAEDO P

"42, Montague-square,
" December 81st, 1838.
"P.S.—By the bye, don't you think a situation in a lawyer's
office would suit you better than the T. R. D. L. ? If you do, I
think I could manage that. A happy new year to Miss Mary!"
I t was thus that Mr. Edward Arundel accepted the solemn
trust which his friend confided to him in all simplicity and good
faith. Mary Marchmont herself was not more innocent in the
ways of the world outside Oakley-street, the Waterloo-road, and
the New Out, than was this little girl's father. Nothing seemed
more natural to him than to entrust the doubtful future of his
only child to the bright-faced handsome boy, whose early boyhood had been unblemished by a mean sentiment or a dishonourable action. John Marchmont had spent three years in the
Berkshire Academy at which Edward and his cousin, Martin
Mostyn, had been educated; and young Amndel, who was far
behind his kinsman in the comprehension of a problem in algebra,
had been wise enough to recognize that paradox which Mostyn
could not understand—a gentleman in a shabby coat. I t was
thus that a friendship had arisen between the teacher of mathematics and his handsome pupil; and it was thus that an unreasoning belief in Edward Arundel had sprung up in John's simple
mind.
" If my little girl were certain of inheriting the fortune," Mr.
Marchmont thought, " I might find many who would be glad to
accept my trust, and to serve her well and faithfully. But the
chance is such a remote one. I cannot forget how the Jews
laughed at me two years ago, when I tried to borrow money ujjon
my reversionary interest. No ! I must trust this brave-hearted
boy, for I have no one else to confide in; and who else is there
who would not ridicule my fear of my cousin Paul P "
Indeed, Mr. Marchmont had some reason to be considerably
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ashamed of his antipathy to the young artist working for his
bread, and for the bread of his invahd mother and unmarried
sister, in that bitter winter of '38 ; working patiently and hopefully, in despite of all discouragement, and content to live a joyless and monotonous Hfe in a dingy lodging near Fitzroy-square.
I can fimd no excuse for John Marchmont's prejudice against an
industrious and indefatigable young man, who was the sole support of two helpless women. Indeed, if to be adored by two
women is any evidence of a man's virtue, Paul must have been
the best of men; for Stephanie Marchmont, and her daughter
Clarisse, regarded the artist with a reverential idolatry that was
not without a tinge of romance. There was Httle tangible
reason, then, for John's dislike of his cousin. They had been
schoolfellows at a wretched suburban school, where the children
of poor people were boarded, lodged, and educated all the year
round for a pitiful stipend of something mider twenty pounds.
One of the special points of the prospectus was the announcement that there were no holidays; for the jovial Christmas
gatherings of merry faces, which are so delightful to the wealthy
citizens of Bloomsbury or Tyburnia, take another complexion
in poverty-stricken households, whose scantily-stocked larders
can ill support the raids of raw-boned lads clamorous for provender. The two boys had met at a school of this oaHbre, and
had never met since. They had not been the best friends, perhaps, at the classical academy ; but their quarrels had been by
no means desperate. They might have rather freely discussed
their several chances of the Lincolnshire property in those
schoolboy days; but I have no romantic story to teU of a stirring scene in the humble schoolroom—no exciting record of
deadly insult and deep vows of vengeance. No inkstand was
ever flung by one boy into the face of the other; no savage blow
from a horsewhip ever cut a fatal scar across the brow of either
of the cousins. John Marchmont would have been almost
as puzzled to account for his objection to his kinsman, as was
the nameless gentleman who so naively confessed his dislike
of Dr. Fell. I fear that a great many of our likings and dislikings are too apt to be engendered ujjon the Dr. Pell principle.
Mr. Wilkie Oollins's Basil could not tell why he fell madly in love
with the lady whom it was his evil fortune to meet in an omnibus ; nor why he entertained an uncomfortable feeling about the
gentleman who was to be her destroyer. David Copperfield disliked Uriah Heep even before he had any substantial reason for
objecting to the evil genius of Agnes Wickfield's father. The
boy disliked the snake-Hke schemer of Canterbury because his
eyes were round and red, and his hands clammy and unj)leasant
to the touch. Perhaps John Marchmont's reasons for his aversion
to his cousin were about as substantial as those of Master
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Copperfield. I t may be that the schoolboy disliked his comrade because Paul Marchmont's handsome grey eyes were a
little too near together; because his thin and delicately chiselled
lips were thought too tightly compressed; because his cheeks
would fade to an awful corpse-Hke whiteness under circumstances
which would have brought the rushing Hfe-blood, hot and red, into
another boy's face; because he was silent and suppressed when
it would have been more natural to be loud and clamorous ; because he could smile under provocations that would have made
another frown; because, in short, there was that about him
which, let it be found where it will, always give birth to suspicion,—MYSTERY !
So the cousins had parted, neither friends nor foes, to tread
their separate roads in the unknown country, which is apt to
seem barren and desolate enough to travellers who foot it in
hobnailed boots considerably the worse for wear ; and as the
iron hand of Poverty held John Marchmont even farther back
than Paul upon the hard road which each had to tread, the
quiet pride of the teacher of mathematics most effectually kept
him out of his kinsman's way. He had only heard enough of
Paid to know that he was living in London; and working hard
for a Hving; working as hard as John himself, perhaps; but at
least able to keep afloat in a higher social position than the lawstationer's hack and the banner-holder of Drury Lane.
Edward Arundel did not forget his friends in Oakley-street.
The boy made a morning call upon his father's soHcitors,
Messrs. Paulette, Paulette, and Mathewson, of Lincoln's Innfields, and was so extremely eloquent in his needy friend's cause,
as to provoke the good-natured laughter of one of the junior
partners, who declared that Mr. Edward Arundel ought to
wear a silk gown before he was thirty. The result of this
interview was, that before the first month of the new year was
out John Marchmont had abandoned the classic banner and the
demoniac mask to a fortunate successor, and had taken possession of a hard-seated, sHm-legged stool in one of the offices of
Messrs. Paulette, Paulette, and Mathewson, as copying and outdoor clerk, at a salary of thirty shillings a week.
So Httle Mary entered now upon a golden age, in which her
evenings were no longer desolate and lonely, but spent pleasantly with her father in the study of such learning as was
suited to her years, or perhaps rather to her capacity, which
was far beyond her years; and on certain delicious nights, to
be remembered ever afterwards, John Marchmont took his little
girl to the gallery of one or other of the transpontine theatres;
and I am sorry to sa,y that my heroine—for she is to be my
heroine by-and-by—]oartook of oranges and Abernethy biscuits,
and cooled her delicate nose against the iron railing of the
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gallery, after the manner of the masses when they enjoy the
British Drama.
But all this time John Marchmont was utterly ignorant of
one rather important fact in the history of those three lives
which he was apt to sjDCak of as standing between him and
Marchmont Towers. Young Arthur Marchmont, the immediate
heir of the estate, had been shot to death upon the first of
September, 1838, without blame to any one or anything but
his own boyish carelessness, which had induced him to scramble
through a hedge with his fowling-piece, the costly present of
a doating father, loaded and on full-cock. This melancholy
event, which had been briefly recorded in all the newspapers,
had never reached the knowledge of poor John Marchmont,
who had no friends to busy themselves about his interest, or
to rush eagerly to carry him any intelligence affecting his
osperity. Nor had he read the obituary notice respecting
armaduke Marchmont, the bachelor, who had breathed his
last stertorous breath in a fit of apoplexy exactly one twelvemonth before the day upon which Edward Arundel breakfasted
in Oakley-street.

E

CHAPTER

IV-

GOING AWAY,

went from Montague-square straight into the
household of the private tutor of whom he had spoken, there to
complete his education, and to be prepared for the onerous duties
of a military life. From the household of this private tutor
he went into a cavalry regiment; after sundry examinations,
which were not nearly so stringent in the year one thousand
eight hundred and forty, as they have since become. Indeed,
I think the unfortunate young cadets who are educated upon
the high-pressure system, and who are expected to give a
synopsis of Portuguese political intrigue during the eighteenth
century, a scientific account of the currents of the Red Sea,
and a critical disquisition upon the comedies of Aristophanes
as compared with those of Pedro Calderon de la Barca, not
forgetting to glance at the effect of different ages and nationalities upon the respective minds of the two playwrights, within
a given period of, say half-an-hour,—would have envied Mr.
Arundel for the easy manner in which he obtained his commission in a distinguished cavalry regiment. Mr. Edward
Arundel therefore inaugurated the commencement of the year
1840 by plunging very deeply into the books of a crack military
tailor in New Burlington-street, and by a visit to Dangerfield
Park, where he went to make his adieux before sailing for India,
whither his regiment had just been ordered.
EDWARD AEUNDEL
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Mrs. Arundel looked forward very sadly to the parting with
her yellow-haired younger son. The boy and his mother walked
together in the wintry sunset under the leafless beeches at
Dangerfield, and talked of the dreary voyage that lay before the
lad; the arid plains and cruel jungles far away; perils by sea
and perils by lauel; but across them all. Fame waving her white
beckoning arms to the young soldier, and crying, " Come, conqueror that shall be! come, through trial and danger, through
fever and famine,—come to your rest upon my blood-stained
lap !" Surely this boy, being only just eighteen years of age,
may be forgiven if he is a Httle romantic, a Httle over-eager
and impressionable, a Httle too confident that the next thing to
going out to India as a sea-sick subaltern in a great transportsliip is coming home with the reputation of a CHve. PerhajDS
he may be forgiven, too, if, in his fresh enthusiasm, he sometimes forgot the shabby friend whom he had helped Httle better
than a twelvemonth before, and the earnest hazel eyes that had
shone upon him in the pitiful Oakley-street chamber. But even
when most occupied by his own prospects, he was not utterly
unmindful of his old teacher of mathematics. I t was not in
his nature to forget any one who had need of his services; for
this boy, so eager to be a soldier, was of the chivalrous temperament, and would have gone out to die for his mistress, or
his friend, if need had been. He had received two or three
grateful letters from John Marchmont; and in these letters the
lawyer's clerk had spoken pleasantly of his new life, and hopefully of his health, which had improved considerably, he said,
since his resignation of the tragic banner and the pantomimic
mask. Neither had Edward quite forgotten his promise of
enhsting Mrs. Arundel's sympathies in aid of the motherless
little girl. In one of those wintry walks beneath the black
branches at Dangerfield, the lad had told the sorrowful story of
his well-born tutor's poverty and humiliation.
" Only think, mother! *' he cried, at the end of the little
liistory. " I saw the poor fellow carrying a great caHco flag,
and marching about at the heel of a procession, to be laughed
at by the costermongers in the gallery; and I know that he
belongs to a capital Lincolnshire family, and will come in for
no end of money if he only lives long enough. But if he should
die, mother, and leave his little girl destitute, you'll look after
her, won't you ? "
I t is doubtful whether Mrs. Arundel quite entered into her
son's ideas upon the subject of adopting Mary Marchmont, or
whether she had any definite notion of bringing the little girl
home to Dangerfield for the natural term of her life, in the
event of the child being left an orphan. But she was a kind and
charitable lady, and she scarcely cared to damp her boy's spirits

34

John Marchmonfs

Legacy.

by holding forth upon the doubtful wisdom of his adopting,
or promising to adopt, any stray orphans who might cross his
pathway.
" I ho]De the little girl may not lose her father, Edward," she
said, gently. "Besides, dear, you say that Mr. Marchmont tells
you he has humble friends, who would take the child if anything
happened to him. He does not wish us to adopt the little girl;
he only asks us to interest ourselves in her fate."
"And you will do that, mother darling?" cried the boy.
" You will take an interest in her, won't you ? You couldn't
help doing so, if you were to see her. She's not like a child,
you know,—not a bit Hke Letitia. She's as grave and quiet
as you are, mother,—or graver, I think; and she looks Hke a
lady, in spite of her poor, shabby pinafore and frock."
" Does she wear shabby frocks ?" said the mother. " I could
help her in that matter, at all events, Ned. I might send her
a trunk full of Letitia's things : she outgrows them before they
have been wom long enough to be shabby."
The boy coloured and shook his head.
" It's very kind of you to think of it, mother dear; but I
don't think that would quite answer," he said.
'Why n o t ? "
Because, you see, John Marchmont is a gentleman; and,
you know, though he's so dreadfully poor now, he is heir to
Marchmont Towers. And though he didn't mind doing any
thing in the world to earn a few shilhngs a week, he mightn't
like to take cast-off clothes."
So nothing more was to be said or done upon the subject.
Edward Arundel wrote his humble friend a pleasant letter, in
which he told John that he had enlisted his mother's sympathy
in Mary's cause, and in which he spoke in very glowing terms
of the Indian expedition that lay before him.
" I wish I could come to say good-bye to you and Miss Mary
before I go," he wrote ; " but that's impossible. I go straight
from here to Southampton by coach at the end of this month,
and the Aucldand sails on the 2nd of February. Tell Miss
Mary I shall bring her home all kinds of pretty presents from
Affghanistan,—ivory fans, and Cashmere shawls, and Chinese
puzzles, and embroidered slippers with turned-up toes, and
diamonds, and attar-of-roses, and suchlike ; and remember that
I expect you to write to me, and to give me the earHest news of
your coming into the Lincolnshire property."
John Marchmont received this letter in the middle of January.
He gave a despondent sigh as he refolded the boyish epistle,
after reading it to his little girl.
" W e haven't so many friends, Polly," he said, " t h a t we
should be indifferent to the loss of this one."
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Mary Marchmont's cheek grew paler as she listened to her
father's sorrowful speech. That imaginative temjDerament,
which was, as I have said, almost morbid in its intensity, presented every object to the little girl in a light in which thingu
are looked at by very few children. Only these few words, and
her fancy roamed far away to that cruel land whose perils her
father had described to her. Only these few words, and she
was away in the rocky Bolan Pass, under hurricanes of drifting
snow; she saw the hungry soldiers fighting with savage dogs
for the possession of foul carrion. She had heard aU the perils
and difliculties which had befallen the army of the Indus in the
year '39, and the womanly heart ached with the pain of those
cruel memories.
" H e wiU go to India and be killed, papa dear," she said.
" Oh! why, why do they let him go ? His mother can't love
him, can she? She would never let him go, if she did."
John Marchmont was obliged to explain to his daughter that
motherly love must not go so far as to deprive a nation of its
defenders; and that the richest jewels which CorneHa can give
to her country are those ruby-life drops which flow from the
hearts of her bravest and brightest sons. Mary was no political
economist; she could not reason upon the necessity of chastising Persian insolence, or checking Russian encroachments
upon the far-away shores of the Indus. Was Edward Arundel's
bright head, with its aureola of yellow hair, to be cloven asunder
by an Affghan renegade's sabre, because the young Shah of
Persia had been contumacious ?
Mary Marchmont wept silently that day over a three-volume
novel, while her father was away seiwing writs upon wretched
insolvents, in his capacity of out-door clerk to Messrs. Paulette,
Paulette, and Mathewson.
The young lady no longer spent her quiet days in the two-pair
back. Mr. Marchmont and his daughter had remained faithful
to Oakley-street and the proprietress of the ladies' wardrobe,
who was a good, motherly creature; but they had descended to
the grandeur of the flrst floor, whose gorgeous decorations Mary
had glanced at furtively in the days gone by, when the splendid
chambers were occupied by an elderly and reprobate commissionagent, who seemed utterly indifferent to the delights of a convex mirror, surmounted by a gilded eagle, which bijou appeared,
to Mary, to be a fitting adornment for the young Queen's
palace in St. James's Park.
But neither the eagle nor the third volume of a thrilling
romance could comfort Mary upon this bleak January day.
She shut her book, and stood by the window, looking out into
the dreary street, that seemed so blotted and dim under the
falHng snow.
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" I t snowed in the Pass of Bolan," she thought; " and the
treacherous Indians harassed the brave soldiers, and killed their
camels. What will become of him ia that dreadful country ?
Shall we ever see him again ? "
Yes, Mary, to your sorrow! Indian scimetars wfll let him
go scatheless; famine and fever will pass him by; but the hand
which points to that far-away day on which you and he are to
meet will never fail or falter in its purpose until the hour of
your meeting comes.
We have no need to dwell upon the preparations which were
made for the young soldier's departure from home, nor on the
tender farewells between the mother and her son.
Mr. Amndel was a country gentleman pur et simple; a
hearty, broad-shouldered squire, who had no thought above his
farm and his dog-kennel, or the hunting of the red deer with
which his neighbourhood abounded. He sent his younger son
to India as coolly as he had sent the elder to Oxford. The boy
had Httle to inherit, and must be provided for in a gentlemanly
manner. Other younger sons of the house of Arundel had
fought and conquered in the Honourable East India Company's
service; and was Edward any better than they, that there
should be sentimental whining because the lad was going away
to fight his way to fortune, if he could ? Mr. Arundel went
even farther than this, and declared that Master Edward was
a lucky dog to be going out at such a time, when there was
plenty of fighting, and a very fair chance of speedy promotion
for a good soldier.
He gave the young cadet his blessing, reminded him of the
limit of such supplies as he was to expect from home, bade him
keep clear of the brandy-bottle and the dice-box; and having
done this, believed that he had performed his duty as an
EngHshman and a father.
If Mrs. Arundel wept, she wept m secret, loth to discourage
her son by the exhibition of those natural, womanly tears. If
Miss Letitia Arundel was sorry to lose her brother, she mourned
with most praiseworthy discretion, and did not forget to remind
the young traveller that she expected to receive a mushn frock,
embroidered with beetle-wings, by an early mail. And as Algernon Fairfax Dangerfield Arundel, the heir, was away at
college, there was no one else to mourn. So Edward left the
home of his forefathers by a branch-coach, which started from
the "Arundel A r m s " in time to meet the "Telegraph" at
Exeter; and no noisy lamentations shook the sky above Dangerfield Park—no mourning voices echoed through the spacious
rooms. The old servants were sorry to lose the younger born,
whose easy, genial temperament had made him an especial
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favourite; but there was a certain admixture of joviality with
their sorrow, as there generally is with all mourning in the
basement; and the strong ale, the famous Dangerfield October,
went faster njDon that 31st of January than on any day since
Christmas.
I t is doubtful if any one at Dangerfield Park sorrowed as
bitterly for the departure of the boyish soldier as a romantic
young lady, of nine years old, in Oakley-street, Lambeth, whose
one sentimental day-dream—half-childish, half-womanly—owned
Edward Amndel as its centre figure.
So the curtain falls on the picture of a brave ship sailing eastward, her white canvas strained against the cold grey February
sky, and a little girl weeping over the tattered pages of a novel
in a shabby London lodging.
CHAPTER V
MARCHMONT

TOWERS,

is a lapse of three years and a half between the acts ;
and the curtain rises to reveal a widely-different picture :—the
picture of a noble mansion in the flat Lincolnshire country ; a
stately pile of building, standing proudly forth against a background of black woodland; a noble building, supported upon
either side by an octagon tower, whose soHd masonry is halfhidden by the ivy which clings about the stonework, trailing
here and there, and flapping restlessly with every breath of
wind against the narrow casements.
A broad stone terrace stretches the entire length of the grim
facade, from tower to tower, and three flights of steps lead from
the terrace to the broad lawn, which loses itself in a vast grassy
flat, only broken by a few clumps of trees and a dismal pool
of black water, but called by courtesy a park. Grim stone
grifBns surmount the terrace steps, and griffins' heads and other
architectural monstrosities, worn and moss-grown, keep watch
and ward over door and window, archway and abutment—frowning threat and defiance upon the daring visitor who approaches
the great house by this, the formidable chief entrance.
The mansion looks westward: but there is another approach,
a low archway on the southern side, which leads into a quadrangle, where there is a quaint Httle door under a stone portico,
ivy-covered Hke the rest; a comfortable little door of massiva
oak, studded with knobs of rusty iron,—a door generally affected
by visitors familiar with the house.
This is Marchmont Towers, a grand and stately mansion,
which had been a monastery in the days when England and the
Pope were friends and allies; and which had been bestowed
upon Hugh Marchmont, gentleman, by his Sovereign Lord and
s
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most Christian Majesty the King Henry VIII., of blessed memory, and by that gentleman commoner extended and improved
at considerable outlay. This is Marchmont Towers,—a splendid
and a princely habitation truly: but perhaps scarcely the kind
of dwelHng one would choose for the holy resting-place we call
home. The great mansion is a Httle too dismal in its lonely
grandeur: it lacks shelter when the dreary winds come sweeping across the grassy flats in the bleak winter weather : it lacks
shade when the western sun blazes on every window-pane in
the stifling summer evening. I t is at all times rather too stony
in its aspect; and is apt to recaU every weird and sorrowful
story treasured in the storehouse of memory. Ancient tales of
enchantment, dark German legends, wfld Scottish fancies,
grim fragments of half-forgotten demonology, strange stories of
murder, violence, mystery, and wrong vaguely intermingle in the
stranger's mind as he looks, for the first time, at Marchmont
Towers.
But of course these feelings wear off in time. So invincible is
the power of custom, that we might make ourselves comfortable
in the Castle of Otranto, after a reasonable sojoilm within its
mysterious waUs: famiHarity would breed contempt for the
giant helmet, and all the other grim apparitions of the haunted
dwelHng. The commonplace and ignoble wants of every-day Hfe
must surely bring disenchantment with them. The ghost and
the butcher's boy cannot well exist contemporaneously; and the
avenging shade can scarcely continue to lurk beneath the portal
which is visited by the matutinal milkman. Indeed, this is
doubtless the reason that the most restless and impatient spirit,
bent on early vengeance and immediate retribution, will yet wait
until the shades of night have fallen before he reveals himself,
rather than run the risk of an ignominious encounter with the
postman or the parlour-maid. Be it how it might, the phantoms
of Marchmont Towers were not intrusive. They may have perambulated the long tapestried corridors, the tenantless chambers, the broad black staircase of shining oak; but, happily, no
dweller in the mansion was ever scared by the sight of their pale
faces. All the dead-and-gone beauties, and soldiers, and lawyers, and parsons, and simple country squires of the Marchmont
race may have descended from their picture-frames to hold a
witches' sabbath in the old mansion; but as the Lincolnshire
servants were hearty eaters and heavy sleepers, the ghosts had
it all to themselves. I beheve there was one dismal story attached to the house,—^the story of a Marchmont of the time of
Charles I., who had murdered his coachman in a fit of msensate
rage; and it was even asserted, upon the authority of an old
housekeeper, that John Marchmont's grandmother, when a
young woman and lately come as a bride to the Towers, had
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beheld the murdered coachman stalk into her chamber, ghastly
and blood-bedabbled, in the dim summer twilight. But as this
story was not particularly romantic, and possessed none of the
elements likely to ensure popularity,—such as love, jealousy,
revenge, mystery, youth, and beauty,—it had never been very
widely disseminated.
Perhaps the new owner of Marchmont Towers—new within
the last six months—was about the last person in Christendom
to be hypercritical, or to raise fanciful objections to his dwelling : for inasmuch as he had come straight from a wretched
transpontine lodging to this splendid Lincolnshire mansion,
and had at the same time exchanged a stipend of thirty
shillings a week for an income of eleven thousand a year (derivable from lands that spread far away, over fenny flats and
low-lying farms, to the solitary sea-shore), he had ample reason
to be grateful to Providence, and well pleased with his new
abode.
Yes; Philip Marchmont, the childless widower, had died six
months before, at the close of the year '43, of a broken heart,
his old servants said—broken by the loss of his only and idolized
son; after which loss he had never been known to smile. He
was one of those undemonstrative men who can take a great
sorrow quietly, and only—die of it. Philip Marchmont lay in
a velvet-covered coffin, above his son's, in the stone recess set
apart for them in the Marchmont vault beneath Kemberhng
Church, three miles from the Towers; and John reigned in his
stead. John Marchmont, the supernumerary, the bannerholder of Drury Lane, the patient, conscientious copying and
outdoor clerk of Lincoln's Inn, was now sole owner of the Lincolnshire estate, sole master of a household of well-trained old
servants, sole proprietor of a very decent country gentleman's
stud, and. of chariots, barouches, chaises, phaetons, and other
vehicles—a little shabby and out of date it may be, but very
comfortable to a man for whom an omnibus ride had long been
a treat and a rarity. Nothing had been touched or disturbed
since PhiHp Marchmont's death. The rooms he had used were
still the occupied apartments ; the chambers he had chosen to
shut up were still kept with locked doors: the servants who
had served liim waited upon his successor, whom they declared
to be a quiet, easy gentleman, far too wise to interfere with old
servants, every one of whom knew the ways of the house a
great deal better than he did, though he was the master of it.
There was, therefore, no shadow of change in the stately
mansion. The dinner-bell stUl rang at the same hour: the same
tradespeople left the same species of wares at the low oaken
door: the old housekeeper, arranging her simple m,enu, planned
her narrow round of soups and roasts, sweets and made-dishes,
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exactly as she had been wont to do, and had no new tastes to
consult. A grey-haired bachelor, who had been Qwn-man to
Philip, was now own-man to John. The carriage which had
conveyed the late lord every Sunday to morning and afternoon
service at Kemberhng conveyed the new lord, who sat in the
same seat that his predecessor had occupied in the great familypew, and read his prayers out of the same book—a noble crimson
morocco-covered volume, in which George, our most gracious
King and Governor, and all manner of dead-and-gone princes
and princesses, were prayed for.
The presence of Mary Marchmont made the only change in
the old house; and even that change was a very trifHng one.
Mary and her father were as closely united at Marchmont
Towers as they had been in Oakley-street. The little girl
clung to her father as tenderly as ever—more tenderly than
ever perhaps; for she knew something of that which the physicians had said, and she knew that John Marchmont's lease of
life was not a long one. Perhaps it would be better to say that
he had no lease at all. His soul was a tenant on sufferance in
its frail earthly habitation, receiving a respite now and again,
when the flicker of the lamp was very low—every chance breath
of wind threatening to extinguish it for ever. I t was only
those' who knew John Marchmont very intimately who were
fully acquainted with the extent of his danger. He no longer
bore any of those fatal outward signs of consumption which
fatigue and deprivation had once made painfully conspicuous.
The hectic flush and the unnatural brightness of the eyes had
subsided; indeed, John seemed much stronger and heartier than
of old; and it is only great medical practitioners who can tell
to a nicety what is going on inside a man, when he presents a
very fair exterior to the unprofessional eye. But John was decidedly better than he had been. He might live three years,
five, seven possibly, even ten years; but he must Hve the Hfe of
a man who holds himself perpetually upon his defence against
death; and he must recognize in every bleak current of wind,
in every chilling damp, or perilous heat, or over-exertion, or illchosen morsel of food, or hasty emotion, or sudden passion, an
insidious ally of his dismal enemy.
Mary Marchmont knew all this,—or divined it, perhaps,
rather than knew it, with the child-woman's subtle power of
divination, which is even stronger than the actual woman's; for
her father had done his best to keep all sorrowful knowledge
from her. She knew that he was in danger; and she loved him
all the more dearly as the one precious thing which was in constant peril of being snatched away. The child's love for her
father has not grown any less morbid in its intensity since
Edward Arundel's departure for India: nor has Mary become
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more childlike since her coming to Marchmont Towers, and her
abandonment of all those sordid cares, those pitiful every-day
duties, which had made her womanly.
I t may be that the last lingering glamour of childhood had
for ever faded away with the realization of the day-dream
wliich she had carried about with her so often in the dingy
transjoontine thoroughfares around Oakley-street. Marchmont
Towers, that fairy palace, whose Hghted windows had shone
upon her far away across a cruel forest of poverty and trouble,
like the enchanted castle which promises shelter to 'che lost
wanderer of the child's story, was now the home of the father
she loved. The grim enchanter Death, the only magician of
our modern histories, had waved his skeleton hand, more
powerful than the star-gemmed wand of any fairy godmother,
and the obstacles which had stood between John Marchmont
and his inheritance had one by one been swept away.
But was Marchmont Towers quite as beautiful as that fairy
palace of Mary's day-dream ? No, not quite—not quite. The
rooms were handsome,—handsomer and larger, even, than the
rooms she had dreamed of: but perhaps none the better for
that. They were grand, and gloomy, and magnificent; but they
were not the sunlit chambers which her fancy had built up, and
decorated with such shreds and patches of splendour as her
narrow experience enabled her to devise. Perhaps it was rather
a disappointment to Miss Marchmont to discover that the
mansion was completely furnished, and that there was no room
in it for any of those splendours which she had so often contemplated in the New Cut. The parrot at the greengrocer's
was a vulgar bird, and not by any means admissible in Lincolnshire. The carrying away and providing for Mary's favourite
tradespeople was not practicable: and John Marchmont had
demurred to her proposal of adopting the butcher's daughter.
There is always something to be given up, even when our
brightest visions are reahzed; there is always some one figure
(a low one perhaps) missing in the fullest sum of earthly happiness. I t is just possible that if Alnaschar had married the
Vizier's daughter he would have found her a shrew, and would
have looked back yearningly to the humble days in which he
had been an itinerant vendor of crockery-ware.
If, therefore, Mary Marchmont found her sunHt fancies not
quite reaHzed by the great stony mansion that frowned upon
the fenny country-side, the wide grassy flat, the black pool,
with its dismal shelter of weird pollard-willows, whose ugly
reflections, distorted on the bosom of the quiet water, looked
like the shadows of hump-backed men :—if these things did not
compose as beautiful a pictm-e as that which the Httle girl had
earned so long in her mind, she had no more reason to be sorry
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than the rest of us, and had been no more foolish than other
dreamers. I t may be she had built her airy castle too much
after the model of a last scene in a pantomime, and that she
expected to find spangled waters twinkhng in perpetual sunshine, revolving fountains, ever-expanding sunflowers, and gilded
clpuds of rose-coloured gauze,—everything except the fairies, in
short,—at Marchmont Towers. Well, the dream was over: and
she was quite a woman now, and very grateful to Providence
when she remembered that her father had no longer need to
toil for his daily bread, and that he was luxuriously lodged, and
could have the first physicians in the land at his beck and call.
" Oh, papa, it is so nice to be rich ! " the young lady would
exclaim now and then, in a fleeting transport of enthusiasm.
" How good we ought to be to poor people, when we remember
how poor we once were! "
The Httle girl did not forget to be good to the poor about
Kemberhng and Marchmont Towers. There were plenty of
poor, of course—free-and-easy pensioners, who came to the
Towers, for brandy, and wine, and milk, and woollen stuffs, and
grocery, precisely as they would have gone to a shop, except
that there was to be no bill. The housekeeper doled out her
bounties with many short homilies upon the depravity and ingratitude of the recipients, and gave tracts of an awful and denunciatory nature to the pitiful petitioners—tracts interrogatory, and tracts fiercely imperative; tracts that asked, " Where
are you going P " " Why are you wicked ? " " What will become
of you ? " and other tracts which cried, " Stop and think!"
"Pause, while there is t i m e ! " "Sinner, consider! " "Evildoer, beware! " Perhaps it may not be the wisest possible
plan to begin the work of reformation by frightening, threatening, and otherwise disheartening the wretched sinner to be
reformed. There is a certain sermon in the New Testament,
containing sacred and comforting words which were spoken
upon a mountain near at hand to Jerusalem, and spoken to an
auditory amongst which there must have lieen many sinful
creatures: but there is more of blessing tha a cursing in that
subhme discourse, and it might be rather a tender father pleading gently with his_ wayward children than an offended Deity
deaHng out denunciation upon a stubborn and refractory race.
Possibly the authors of the tracts may be unacquainted with
this sermon; and they may have taken tlieir ideas of composition from that comforting service which we read on Ash-Wednesday, cowering in fear and trembhng in our pews, and calHng
down curses upon ourselves and our neighbours. Be it as it
might, the tracts were not popular a.mongst the pensioners of
Marchmont Towers. They infinitely preferred to hear Mary
read a chapter in the New Testament, or some pretty patriarchal
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story of primitive obedience and faith. The little girl would discourse upon the Scripture histories in her simple, old-fashioned
manner; and many a stout Lincohrshire farm-labourer was content to sit over liis hearth, with a pipe of shag-tobacco and a
mug of fettled beer, while Miss Marchmont read and expounded
the history of Abraham and Isaac, or Joseph and his brethren.
" It's joost loike a story-book to hear her," the man would say
to his wife : " and yet she brings it all hoame, too, loike. If she
reads about Abraham, she'll say, maybe, ' That's joost how you
gave your only son to be a soldier, you know, Muster Moggins;'
—she alius says Muster Moggins;—'you gave un into God's
hands, and you troosted God would take care of un; and whatever cam' to un would be the best, even if it was death.' That's
what she'll say, bless her little heart! so gentle and tender loike.
The wust o' chaps couldn't but Hsten to her."
Mary Marchmont's morbidly sensitive nature especially
adapted her for aU charitable offices. No chance word in her
simple talk ever inflicted a wound upon the listener. She had a
subtle and intuitive comprehension of other people's feeHngs,
derived from the extreme susceptibility of her own. She had
never been vulgarized by the associations of poverty; for her
self-contained nature took no colour from the things that surrounded her, and she was only at Marchmont Towers that which
she had been from the age of six—a Httle lady, grave and gentle,
dignified, discreet, and wise.
There was one bright figure missing out of the picture which
Mary had been wont of late years to make of the Lincolnshire
mansion, and that was the figure of the yellow-haired boy who
had breakfasted upon haddocks and hot rolls in Oakley-street.
She had imagined Edward Arundel an inhabitant of that fair
Utopia. He would Hve with them; or, if he could not live with
them, he would be with them as a visitor,—often—almost
always. He would leave off being a soldier, for of course her
papa could give him more money than he could get by being a
soldier—(you see that Mary's experience of poverty had taught
her to take a mercantile and sordid view of miHtary life)—and he
would come to Marchmont Towers, and ride, and drive, and play
tennis (what was tennis ? she wondered), and read three-volume
novels all day long. But that part of the dream was at least
broken. Marchmont Towers was Mary's home, but the youngsoldier was far away; in the Pass of Bolan, perhaps,—Mary
had a picture of that cruel rocky pass almost always in her
mind,—or cutting his way through a black jungle, with the
yellow eyes of hungry tigers glaring out at him through the
rank tropical foHage; or dying of thirst and fever under a
scorching sun, with no better pillow than the neck of a dead
camel, with no more tender watcher than the impatient vulture
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flapping her wings above his head, and waiting till he, too,
should be carrion. What was the good of wealth, if it could
not bring this young soldier home to a safe shelter in his native
land ? John 5larchmont smiled when his daughter asked this
ciuestion, and implored her father to write to Edward Arundel,
recalling him to England.
" God knows how glad I should be to have the boy here,
PoUy!" John said, as he drew his Httle girl closer to his
breast—she sat on his knee still, though she was thirteen years
of age. " But Edward has a career before liim, my dear, and
could not give it up for an inglorious life in this rambhng old
house. I t isn't as if I could hold out any inducement to him,
you know, Polly. I can't, for I mustn't leave any money away
from my little girl."
" But he might have half my money, papa, or all of it,"
]\[ary added, piteously. " AVhat could I do with money if
P"
She didn't finish the sentence; she never could complete any
such sentence as this; but her father knew what she meant.
So sis months had passed since a dreary January day upon
which John Marchmont had read, in the second column of the
" Times," that he could hear of sometliing greatly to his advantage by applying to a certain soHeitor, whose offices were next
door but one to those of ^Messrs. Paulette, Paulette, and Mathewson's. His heart began to beat very violently when he read that
advertisement in the supplement, which it was one of his duties
to air before the fire in the clerks' office; but he showed no other
sign of emotion. He waited until he took the papers to his
employer; and as he laid them at Mr. Mathewson's elbow, murmured a respectful request to be allowed to go out for half an
hour, ujion his own business.
" Good gracious me, Marchmont! " cried the lawyer; "wha^
can you want to go out i<
' >r at this time in the morning P You've
only just come; and tlier.''K that agreement between Higgs and
(Saudyman must be copied before
"
" Yes, I know, sir. I'U be back in time to attend to it; but I
—I tliink I've come into a fortune, sir; and I should Hke to go
and see about it."
The solicitor turned in his revolving Hbrary chair, and looked
aghast at his clerk. Had this Marchmont—always rather unnaturally reserved and eccentric—gone suddenly mad ? No : the
copying-clerk stood by his employer's side, grave, self-possessed
as ever, with his forefinger upon the advertisement.
" Marchmont—John—call—Messrs. Tindal and Trollam
"
gasped Mr. Mathewson. " Do you mean to tell me it's you ? "
" Yes, sir."
" Egad, I'll go with you!" cried the soHcitor, hooking his arm
tnrough that of his clerk, snatching his hat from an adjacent
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stand, and dashing through the outer office, down the great staircase, and into the next door but one, before John Marchmont
knew where he was.
John had not deceived his employer. Marchmont Towers was
his, with aU its appurtenances. Messrs. Paulette, Paulette, and
Mathewson took him in hand, much to the chagrin of Messrs.
Tindal and Trollam, and proved his identity in less than a week.
On a shelf above the high wooden desk at which John had sat,
copying law-papers with a weary hand and an aching spine,
appeared two bran-new deed-boxes, inscribed in white letters,
with the name and address of JOHN MARCHMONT, ESQ., MARCHMONT TOWERS. The copying-clerk's sudden accession to fortune
was the talk of aU the employes in " The Fields." Marchmont
Towers was exaggerated into half Lincolnshire, and a sHce of
Yorkshire; eleven thousand a year was expanded into an annual
million. Everybody expected largesse from the legatee. How
fond people had been of the quiet clerk, and how magnanimously
they had concealed their sentiments during his poverty, lest they
should wound him as they urged, "which" they knew he was
sensitive; and how expansively they now dilated on their longsuppressed emotions! Of course, under these circumstances, it
is hardly Hkely that everybody could be satisfied; so it is a small
thing to say that the dinner which John gave—by his late emr)loyers' suggestion (he was about the last man to think of giving
a dinner)—at the " Albion Tavern," to the legal staff" of Messrs.
Paulette, Paulette, and Mathewson, and such acquaintance of
the legal profession as they should choose to invite, was a failure;
and that gentlemen who were pretty well used to dine upon Hver
and bacon, or beef-steak and onions, or the joint, vegetables,
bread, cheese, and celery for a shilling, turned up their noses at
the turbot, murmured at the paucity of green fat in the soup,
made light of red mullet and ortolans, objected to the flavour of
the truffles, and were contemptuous about the wines.
John knew nothing of this. He had Hved a separate and secluded existence; and his only thought now was of getting away
to Marchmont Towers, which mansion had been famfliar to him
in his boyhood, when he had been wont to go there on occasional
visits to his grandfather. He wanted to get away from the turmoil and confusion of the big, heartless city, in which he had
endured so much: he wanted to carry away his Httle girl to a
quiet country home, and live and die there in peace. He liberally
rewarded all the good people about Oakley-street who had been
kind to Httle Mary: and there was weeping in the regions of the
Ladies' Wardrobe when Mr. Marchmont and his daughter went
away one bitter winter's morning in a cab, which was to carry
them to the hostelry whence the coach started for Lincoln.
I t is strange to think how far those Oakley-street days of
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privation and endurance seem to have receded in the memories of both father and daughter. The impalpable past fades
away, and it is difficult for John and his little girl to believe
that they were once so poor and desolate. I t is Oakley-street
now that is visionary and unreal. The stately county famihes
boar dowTi upon Marchmont Towers in great lumbering chariots, with brazen crests upon the hammer-cloths, and sulky
coachmen in Brown-George wigs. The county mammas patronize and caress Miss Marchmont—what a match she will
be for one of the county sons by-and-by!—the county daughters
discourse with Mary about her poor, and her fancy work, and
her piano. She is getting on slowly enough with her piano—
poor Httle girl!—under the tuition of the organist of Swampington, who gives lessons to that part of the county. And
there are solemn dinners now and then at Marchmont T o w e r s dinners at which Miss Mary appears when the cloth has been
removed, and reflects in silent wonder upon the change that has
come to her father and herself. Can it be true that she has ever
Hved in Oakley-street, whither came no more aristocratic visitors
than her Aunt Sophia, who was the wife of a Berkshire farmer,
and always brought hogs' puddings, and butter, and home-made
bread, and other rustic deHcacies, to her brother-in-law; or Mrs.
Brigsome, the washerwoman, who made a morning call every
Monday, to fetch John Marchmont's shabby shirts ? The shirts
were not shabby now; and it was no longer Mary's duty to
watch them day by day, and manipulate them tenderly when
the linen grew frayed at the sharp edges of the folds, or the
button-holes gave signs of weakness. Corson, Mr. Marchmont's
own man, had care of the shirts now: and John wore diamond
studs and a black satin waistcoat, when he gave a dinner-party.
They were not very Hvely, those Lincolnshire dinner-parties,
though the dessert was a sight to look upon, in Mary's eyes.
The long shining table, the red and gold and purple Indian
china, the flufly woollen d'oyleys, the sparkling cut-glass, the
sticky preserved ginger and guaya jelly, and dried orange rings
and chips, and all the stereotyped sweetmeats, were very grand
and beautiful, no doubt; but Mary had seen livelier desserts in
Oakley-street, though there had been nothing better than a
brown-paper bag of oranges from the Westminster-road, and a
bottle of two-and-twopenny Marsala from a Hcensed victualler's
in the Borough, to promote conviviahty.
CHAPTER VI.
THE YOUNG S O L D I E R ' S

RETURN,

THE rain beat down upon the battlemented roof of Marchmont
Towers one most wretched day in July as if it had a mind to

flood the old mansion. The flat waste of grass, and the lonely
clumps of trees, were almost blotted out by the faUing rain.
The low grey sky shut out the distance. This pai-t of Lincolnshire—fenny, misty, and flat always—seemed flatter and mistier
than usual to-day. The rain beat hopelessly upon the leaves ia
the wood behind Marchmont Towers, and splashed into great
pools beneath the trees, until the ground was almost hidden
by the falling water, and the trees seemed to be growing
out of a black lake. The land was lower behind Marchmont
Towers, and sloped down graduaUy to the bank of a dismal
river, which straggled through the Marchmont property at a
snail's pace, to gain an impetus fai-ther on, until it hurried into
the sea somewhere northward of Grimsby. The wood was not
held in any great favour by the household at the Towers ; and
it had been a pet project of several Marchmonts to level and
drain it, but a project not very easily to be carried out. Marchmont Towers was said to be unhealthy, as a dwelHng-house, by
reason of this wood, from which miasmas rose in certain states
»f the weather; and it was on this account that the eastern
front of the house, which looks towards the wood, was very
Httle used.
Mary Marchmont sat at a window in the western drawinijroom, watching the ceaseless falHng of the rain upon tlii.s
dreary summer afternoon. She had changed very Httle since
the day upon which Edward Ai-undel saw her in Oakleystreet. She was taller, of course, but her figure was a.s
slender and childish as ever: it was only her face in which
the earnestness of premature womanhood revealed itself in a
grave and sweet serenity very beautiful to contemplate. Her
Boft brown eyes had a pensive shadow in their gentle Hght;
her mouth was even more pensive. I t has been .said of
Jane Grey, of Mary Stuart, of Marie Antoinette, Charlotte
Corday, and other fated women, that in the gayest hours
of their youth they bore upon some feature, or in some expression, the shadow of the End—au impalpable, inele.-.ribable
presage of an awful future, vaguely felt by those who looked
upon them.
Was it thus with Mary Marchmont ? Had the solemn hand
ot Destiny set a shadowy brand upon the face of this child, that
even m her prosperity, as in her adversity, she should be so
utterly different from aU other children ? Was she ah-eady
marked out for some womanly martyrdom—already set apart
tor more than common suffering p
^
iShe sat alone this afternoon, for her father was busy with hia
agent Wealth does not mean immunity from aU care and
trouble; and Mr. Marchmont had plenty of work to cet throu-h
an conjunction with his land-steward, a hard-headed Yorkshu-©!
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man, who Hved at Kemberluig, and iasisted on doing his duty
with pertinacious honesty.
The large brown eyes looked wistfully out at the dismal waste
and the falHng rain. There was a wretched equestrian making
his way along the carriage-drive.
" W h o can have come to see us on such a d a y ? " Mary
thought. " I t m u s t be Mr. Gormby, I suppose; "•—the agent's
name was Gormby. " Gormby never cares about the wet; but
then I thought he was with papa. Oh, I hope it isn't anybody
coming to call."
Mary forgot all about the struggling equestrian the next moment. She h a d some morsel of fancy work upon her lap, and
picked it u p and went on with it, setting slow stitches, and lett i n g her thoughts wander far away from Marchmont Towers—
to I n d i a ; to t h a t imaginary I n d i a which she had created for
herself out of such images as are to be picked u p in the
"Arabian N i g h t s . " She was roused suddenly by the opening
of a door at the farther end of t h e room, and by the voice of a
servant, who announced a name which sounded sometliing Hke
Mr. Armenger.
She rose, blushing a Httle, to do honour to one of her father'?
county acquaintance, as she t h o u g h t ; when a fair-haired gentlem a n dashed in, very much excited and very wet, and made his
way towards her.
" I would come. Miss Marchmont," he said,—" I would come,
though the day was so wet. Everybody vowed I was mad to
think of it, and it was as much as my poor brute of a horse
could do to get over the ten miles of swamp between this and
m y uncle's house; b u t I would come ! Where's J o h n ? I want
to see John. Didn't I always tell h i m he'd come into the Lincolnshire property ? D i d n ' t I always say so, now ? Y o u should
have seen Martin Mostyn's face—he's got a capital berth in the
W a r Office, and he's such a snob—when I told him the news:
it was as long as my arm ! B u t I m u s t see J o h n ! Dear old
fellow ! I long to congratulate him."
Mary stood with her hands clasped, and her breath coming
quickly. The blush had quite faded out, and left her unusually
pale. B u t Edward Arundel did not see this : young gentlemen
of four-and-twenty are not very attentive to every change of
exi^ression in little girls of thirteen.
" Oh I is it you, Mr. A m n d e l ? I s it really you p "
She spoke in a low voice, and struggled bravely to keep the
rushing tears back while she did so. She had pictured him so
often in peril, in famine, in sickness, in death, t h a t to see him
here, well, happy,_ Hght-hearted, cordial, handsome, and brave,
as she h a d seen him years ago in the two-pair back in Oakleystreet, was almost too much for her to bear without the rehef of
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tears. But she controlled her emotion as bravely as if she had
been a woman of twenty.
" I am so glad to see you," she said quietly; "and papa will
be so glad too! I t is the only thing we want, now we are rich;
to have you with us. We have talked of you so often; and I—
• we—have been so unhappy sometimes, thinking that
'
" That I should be kiUed, I suppose P "
"Yes; or wounded very, very badly. The battles in India
have been dreadful, have they not ? "
Mr. Arundel smiled at her earnestness.
" They have not been exactly child's play," he said, shaking
back his chestnut hair and smoothing his thick moustache. He
was a man now, and a very handsome one; iomething of that
type which is known in this year of grace as " sweU;" but brave
and chivalrous withal, and not afflicted with any impediment in
his speech. " The men who talk of the Affighans as a chickenhearted set of feUows are rather out of their reckoning. The
Indians can fight. Miss Mary, and fight like the devil! but we
can lick 'em."
He walked over to the fireplace,—where, upon this chilly wet
day, there was a fire burning,—and began to shake himself dry.
Mary, following him with her eyes, wondered if there was such
another soldier in all Her Majesty's dominions, and whether he
must not very speedily be made General-in-Cidef of the Army
of the Indus.
" Then you've not been wounded at all, Mr, Arundel ? " she
said, after a pause.
" Oh, yes, I've been wounded; I got a bnUet in my shoulder
from an Affghan musket, and I'm home on sick leave."
This time he saw the expression of her face, and interpreted
her look of alarm.
" But I'm not ill, you know. Miss Marchmont," he said, laughing. " Our fellows are very glad of a wound when they feel
home-sick. The 8th come home before long, aU of 'em; and
I've a twelvemonth's leave of absence; and we're pretty sure to
be ordered out again by the end of that time, as I don't IjeUeve
there's much chance of (juiet over there."
" You will go out again!
"
Edward Amndel smiled at her moumfiil tone.
" To be sure. Miss Mary. I have my captaincy to win, you
know; I'm only a lieutenant, as yet."
It Y^s only a twelvemonth's reprieve, after all, then, Mary
thought. He would go back again—to suffer, and to be wounded,
and to die, perhaps. But then, on the other hand, there was a
twelvemonth's respite; and her father might in that time prevail upon the young soldier to stay at Marchmont Towers. I t
was such inexpressMethanoiness to see him once more, to know
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t h a t he was safe and well, t h a t Mary could scarcely do otherwise t h a n see all things in a sunny light just now.
She ran to J o h n Marchmont's study to announce the arrival
of this welcome visitor; but she wept upon her father's shoulder
before she could explain who it was whose coming had made her
so glad. Very few friendships had broken the monotony of her
solitary existence; and Edward Arundel was the only chivalrous
image she had ever known, out of her books.
J o h n Marchmont was scarcely less pleased t h a n his child to
see the m a n who had befriended him in his poverty. Never has
more heartfelt welcome been given t h a n t h a t which greeted
Edward Arundel at Marchmont Towers.
" You will stay with us, of course, my dear Arundel," J o h n
said: " y o u will stop for September and t h e shooting.
You
know you promised you'd make this your shooting-box. A n d
we'll build the tennis-court. There's room enough and to spare
for it in the great quadrangle; and there's a bilHard-room over
this, though I ' m afraid the table is out of order.
B u t we can
soon set t h a t right, can't we, Polly ? "
" Yes, yes, p a p a ; out of my pocket-money, if you like."
Mary Marchmont said this in aU good faith. I t was sometimes difficult for her to remember t h a t her father was really
rich, and had no need of help out of her pocket-money. The
slender savings in her little purse had often given him some
luxury t h a t he would not otherwise have had, in the time gone by.
" You got my letter, then," J o h n said; " the letter in which I
told you
"
" T h a t Marchmont Towers was yours. Yes, my dear old boy.
T h a t letter was amongst a packet my agent brought me halfan-hour before I left Calcutta. God bless you, dear old fellow;
how glad I was to hear of i t ! I've only been in England a fortnight. I went straight from Southampton to Dangerfield to
see my father and mother, stayed there a little over ten days,
and then offended them all by running away. I reached Swampington yesterday, slept at my Uncle Hubert's, paid my respects
to my cousin Olivia, who is,—well, I've told you what she is,—
and rode over here this morning, much to the annoyance of the
inhabitants of the Rectory. So, you see, I've been doing nothing
b u t offending people for your sake, J o h n ; and for yours. Miss
Mary. By the bye, I've brought you such a doll! "
A doll! Mary's pale face flushed a faint crimson. Did he
think her still a child, then, this soldier; did he think her only
a silly chfld, with no thought above a doll, when she would
have gone out to India, and braved every j)erLl of t h a t cruel
country, to be his nurse and comforter in fever and sickness,
like the brave sisters of mercy she had read of in some of her
novels P
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Edward Arundel saw that faint crimson glow lighting up in
her face.
" I beg your pardon. Miss Marchmont," he said, " I was only
joking; of course you are a young lady now, almost grown up,
you know. Can you play chess P "
" No, Mr. Arundel."
" I am sorry for that; for I have brought you a set of chessmen that once belonged to Dost Mahommed Khan. But I'll
teach you the game, if you Hke ? "
" oh, yes, Mr. Arundel; I should Hke it very, very much!"
The young soldier could not help being amused by the little
girl's earnestness. She was about the same age as his sister
Letitia; but, oh, how widely different to that bouncing and
rather wayward young lady, who tore the pillow-lace upon her
muslin frocks, rumpled her long ringlets, rasped the skin off the
sharp points of her elbows by repeated falls upon the gravelpaths at Dangerfield, and tormented a long-suffering Swiss
attendant, half lady's-maid, half governess, from morning till
night. No fold was awry in Mary Marchmont's simple black
sflk frock; no plait disarranged in the neat cambric tucker that
encircled the slender white throat.
Intellect here reigned
supreme. Instead of the animal spirits of a thoughtless child,
there was a woman's loving carefulness for others, a woman's
unselfishness and devotion.
Edward Arundel did not understand all this, but he had some
dim consciousness of the greater part of it.
" She is a dear Httle thing," he thought, as he watched her,
chnging to her father's arm; and then he began to talk about
Marchmont Towers, and insisted upon being shown over the
house; and, perhaps for the first time since the young heir had
shot himself to death upon a bright September morning in a
stubble-field within ear-shot 'of the park, the sound of merry
laughter echoed through the long corridors, and resounded in
the unoccupied rooms.
Edward Arundel was in raptures with everything. "There
never was such a dear old place," he said. " ' Gloomy P'
' dreary ? ' ' draughty ? ' pshaw! Cut a few logs out of that
wood at the back there, pile 'em up in the wide chimneys, and
set a Hght to 'em, and Marchmont Towers would be like a
baronial mansion at Christmas time." He went into raptures
about the tapestry, and showed himself quite a connoisseur in
art, declaring that every dingy portrait he looked at was a
Rubens, or a Velasquez, or a Vandyke, a Holbein, or a Lely.
"Look at that fur border to the old woman's black velvet
gown, John; look at the colouring of the hands! Do you think
anybody but Peter Paul could have painted that P Do you see
that girl with the blue satin stomacher and the flaxen ringlets?
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—one of your ancestresses. Miss Mary, and very like you.
If
t h a t isn't in Sir Peter Lely's best style—his earlier style, you
know, before he was spoiled by royal patronage, and got lazy,—
I know nothing of painting."
The young soldier ran on in this manner, as he hurried his
host from room to room; now throwing open windows to look
out at the wet prospect; now rapping against the wainscot to
find secret hiding-places behind sliding panels; now stamping
on the oak-flooring in the hope of discovering a trap-door. He
pointed out a t least ten eligible sites for the building of the
tennis-court; he suggested more alterations and improvements
t h a n a builder could have completed in a lifetime. The place
brightened under the influence of his presence, as a landscape
lights u p under a burst of sudden sunshine breaking through a
dull grey sky,
Mary Marchmont did not wait for the removal of the tablecloth t h a t evening, b u t dined with her father and his friend in a
snug oak-panelled chamber, half breakfast-room, half library,
which opened out of the western drawing-room. How different
Edward Arundel was to all the rest of the world, Miss Marchmont t h o u g h t : how gay, how bright, how genial, how h a p p y !
The county families, mustered in their fullest force, couldn't
make such mirth amongst them as this young soldier created in
his single person.
The evening was an evening in fairy-land. Life was sometimes Hke the last scene in a pantomime, after all, with rosecoloured cloud and golden sunHght.
One of the Marchmont servants went over to Swampington
early the next day to fetch Mr. Arundel's portmanteaus from
the Rectory; and after dinner, upon t h a t second evening,
Mary Marchmont took her seat opposite Edward, and Hstened
reverently while he explained to her the moves upon the chessboard.
" S o you don't know my cousin O H v i a ? " the young soldier
said, by-and-by. " T h a t ' s odd! I should have thought she
would have called upon you long before this."
Mary Marchmont shook her head.
" N o , " she said; " M i s s A m n d e l has never been to see u s ;
and I should so Hke to have seen her, because she would have
told me about you. Mr. Arundel has called upon j)apa once or
twice, b u t I have never seen him. H e is not our clergyman, you
know; Marchmont Towers belongs to Kemberhng parish."
" To be sure; and Swampington is ten miles off. But, for all
that, I should have thought Olivia would have called upon you.
I'll drive you over to-morrow, if J o h n thinks me whip enough to
trust you with me, and you shall see Livy. The Rectory's such
a queer old place! "
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Perhaps Mr. Marchmont was rather doubtful as to the propriety of committing his little girl to Edward Arundel's charioteership for a ten-mile drive upon a wi-etched road. Be it as it
might, a lumbering barouche, with a pair of over-fed horses, was
ordered next morning, instead of the high, old-fashioned gig,
which the soldier had proposed driving: and the safety of the
two young people was confided to a sober old coachman, rather
sulky at the prospect of a drive to Swampington so soon after
the rainy weather.
I t does not rain always even in this part of Lincolnshire; and
the July morning was bright and pleasant, the low hedges
fragrant with starry, opal-tinted wild roses and waxen honeysuckle, the yellowing corn waving in the light summer breeze.
Mary assured her companion that she had no objection whatever
to the odour of cigar smoke; so Mr. Arundel lolled upon the
comfortable cushions of the barouche, with his back to the
horses, smoking cheroots, and talking gaily, while Miss Marchmont sat in the place of state opposite to him. A happy drive;
a drive in a fairy chariot through regions of fairy-land, for ever
and for ever to be remembered by Mary Marchmont.
They left the straggling hedges and the yellowing corn behind
them, by-and-by, as they drew near the outskirts of Swampington. The town Hes lower even than the surrounding country,
flat and low as that country is. A narrow river crawls at the
base of a half-mined wall, which once formed part of the defences of the place. Black barges He at anchor here; and a
stone bridge, guarded by a toll-house, spans the river. Mr.
Marchmont's carriage lumbered across this bridge, and under an
archway, low, dark, stony, and grim, into a narrow street of solid,
weU-built houses, low, dark, stony, and grim, Hke the archway,
but bearing the stamp of reputable occupation. The grass grew,
and still grows, in this street, as it does in all the other streets,
and in the market-place of Swampington. They are all pretty
much in the same style, these streets,—aU stony, narrow, dark,
and grim; and they wind and twist hither and thither, and
in and out, in a manner utterly bewildering to the luckless
stranger, who, seeing that they are aU aHke, has no landmarks
for his guidance.
There are two handsome churches, both bearing an early date
in the history of Norman supremacy: one crowded into an inconvenient comer of a back street, and choked by the houses
built up round about it; the other lying a little out of the town,
upon a swampy waste looking towards the sea, which flows
within a mile of Swampington. Indeed, there is no lack of
water in that Lincolnshire borough. The river winds about the
outskirts of the town; unexpected creeks and inlets meet you at
every angle: shallow pools lie here and there about the marshy
E

54

John Marchmonfs

Legacy.

suburbs: and in the dim distance the low Hne of the grey sea
melts into the grey horizon.
The positive ugliness of the town is in some degree redeemed
by a vague air of romance and old-world mystery which pervades it. I t is an exceptional place, and somewhat interesting
thereby. The great Norman church, upon the swampy waste,
the scattered tombstones encircled by a low moss-grown wall,
make a picture which is apt to dwell in the minds of those who
look ujDon it, although it is by no means a pretty picture. The
Rectory Hes close to the churchyard; and a wicket-gate opens
from Mr. Arundel's garden into a narrow pathway, leading
across a patch of tangled grass and through a lane of sunken
and lop-sided tombstones to the low vestry door. The Rectory
itself is a long irregular building, to which one incumbent after
another hag added the particular chimney, or porch, or bowwindow, necessary for his accommodation. There is very Httle
garden in front of the house, but a patch of lawn and shrubbery, and a clump of old trees at the back.
" It's not a pretty house, is it. Miss Marchmont P " asked
Edward, as he lifted his companion out of the carriage.
" No, not very pretty," Mary answered; "but I don't think
anything is pretty in Lmcohishire. Oh, there's the sea!" she
cried, looking suddenly across the marshes to the low grey Hne
in the distance. " How I wish we were as near the sea at
Marchmont Towers!"
The young lady had something of a romantic passion for
the wide-spreading ocean. I t was an unknown region, that
stretched far away, and was wonderful and beautiful by reason
of its solemn mystery. All her Corsair stories were alHed to that
far, fathomless de«p. The white sail in the distance was Conrad's, perhaps; and he was speeding homeward to flnd Medora
dead in her lonely watch-tower, with fading flowers upon her
breast. The black hull yonder, with dirty canvas spread to the
faint breeze, was the bark of some terrible pirate bound on rapine
and ravage. (She was a coal-barge, most Hkely, sailing Londonward with her black burden.) Nymphs and Lurleis, Mermaids
and Mermen, and tiny water-babies with silvery tafls, for ever
splashing in the sunshine, were all more or less associated with
the long grey hne towards which Mary Marchmont looked with
solemn, yearning eyes.
" We'll drive down to the sea-shore some morning, Polly,"
said Mr. Arundel. He was beginning to call her Polly, now and
then, in the easy familiarity of their intercourse. " We'll spend a
long day on the sands, and I'U smoke cheroots while you pick
up shells and seaweed."
Miss Marchmont clasped her hands in silent rapture. Her
face was irradiated by the new Hght of happiaess. How good
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he was to her, this brave soldier, who must undoubtedly be made
Commander-in-Chief of the Army of the Indus in a year
or so!
Edward Arundel led his companion across the flagged way
between the iron gate of the Rectory garden and a half-glass
door leading into the hall. Out of this simple hall, only furnished with a couple of chairs, a barometer, and an umbrellastand, they went, without announcement, into a low, oldfashioned room, half study, half parlour, where a young lady
was sitting at a table writing.
She rose as Edward opened the door, and came to meet him.
" At last!" she said; " I thought your rich friends engrossed
aU your attention."
She paused, seeiag Mary.
" This is Miss Marchmont, Olivia," said Edward; " the only
daughter of my old friend. You must be very fond of her,
please; for she is a dear Httle girl, and I know she means to
love you."
Mary Hfted her soft brown eyes to the face of the young
lady, and then dropped her eyeHds suddenly, as if half frightened by what she had seen there.
"What was it ? What was it in OHvia Arundel's handsome
face from which those who looked at her were apt to shrink, repelled and disappointed ? Every line in those perfectly modelled
features was beautiful to look a t ; but, as a whole, the face was
not beautiful. Perhaps it was too much Hke a marble mask,
exquisitely chiselled, but wanting in variety of expression. The
handsome mouth was rigid; the dark grey eyes had a cold light
in them. The thick bands of raven-black hair were drawn
tightly off a square forehead, which was the brow of an intellectual man rather than of a loveable woman. Yes ; womanhood
was the something wanted in OHvia Arundel's face. Intellect,
resolution, courage, are rare gifts; but they are not the gifts
whose tokens we look for most anxiously in a woman's face. If
Miss Amndel had been a queen, her diadem would have become
her nobly; and she might have been a very great queen: but
Heaven Help the wretched creature who had appealed from minor
tribunals to her mercy! Heaven help delinquents of every kind
whose last Hngering hope had been in her compassion !
Perhaps Mary Marchmont vaguely felt something of all this.
At any rate, the enthusiasm with which she had been ready to
regard Edward Arundel's cousin cooled suddenly beneath the
winter in that pale, quiet face.
Miss Arundel said a few words to her guest, kindly enough,
but rather too much as if she had been addressing a child of
sis. Mary, who was accustomed to be treated as a womaii, was
wounded bv her manner.
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"How different she is from^ Edward!" thought Miss MarchTaont. " I shall never like her as I like him."
" So this is the pale-faced child who is to have Marchmont
Towers by-and-by," thought Miss Arundel; "and these rich
friends are the people for whom Edward stays away from us."
The lines about the rigid mouth grew harder, the cold Hght
in the grey eyes grew colder, as the young lady thought this.
I t was thus that these two women met: while one was but
a child in years: while the other was yet in the early bloom
of womanhood: these two, who were predestined to hate each
other, and to inflict suffering upon each other in the days that
were to come. I t was thus that they thought of one another:
each with an unreasonable dread, an undefined aversion gatheriag in her breast.
Six weeks passed, and Edward Arundel kept his promise of
shooting the pheasants and partridges on the Marchmont preserves. The wood behind the Towers, and the stubbled cornfields on the home-farm, bristled with game. The young soldier
heartily enjoyed himself through that delicious first week in
September; and came home every afternoon, with a heavy
game-bag and a Hght heart, to boast of his prowess before Mary
and her father.
The young man was by this time familiar with every nook and
corner of Marchmont Towers ; and the builders were already at
work at the tennis-court which John had promised to erect for
his friend's pleasure. The site ultimately chosen was a bleak
corner of the eastern front, looking to the wood; but, as Edward
declared the spot in every way eligible, John had no incHnation
to find fault with his friend's choice. There was other work for
the builders; for Mr. Arundel had taken a wonderful fancy to a
ruined boat-house upon the brink of the river; and this boathouse was to be rebuilt and restored, and made into a dehghtful
pavilion, in the upper chambers of which Mary might sit with
her father in the hot summer weather, while Mr. Arundel kept
a couple of trim wherries in the vaulted cavern below.
So, you see, the young man made himself very much at
home, ia his own innocent, boyish fashion, at Marchmont
Towers. But as he had brought Hfe and light to the old Lincolnshire mansion, nobody was incHned to quarrel with him for
any Hberties which he might choose to take; and every one
looked forward sorrowfully to the dark days before Christmas,
at which time he was under a promise to return to Dangerfield
Park, there to spend the remainder of his leave of absence.
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CHAPTER VII,
OLIVIA.
WHILE busy workmen were employed at. Marchmont Towers,
hammering at the fragile wooden walls of the tennis-court,—whfle Mary Marchmont and Edward Arundel wandered with
the dogs at their heels, amongst the rustle of the fallen leaves
in the wood behind the great gaunt Lincolnshire mansion,—•
Olivia, the rector's daughter, sat in her father's quiet study, or
walked to and fro in the gloomy streets of Swampington, doing
her duty day by day.
The Hfe of this woman is told in these few words : she did
her duty. From the earliest age at which responsibility can
begin, she had done her duty uncomplainingly, unswervingly,
as it seemed to those who watched her.
She was a good woman. The bishop of the diocese had
speciaUy compHmented her for her active devotion to that holy
work which falls somewhat heavily upon the only daughter of a
widowed rector. All the stately dowagers about Swampington
were loud in their praises of Olivia Arundel. Such devotion,
such untiring zeal in a young person of three-and-twenty years
of age, were reaUy most laudable, these solemn elders said, in
tones of supreme patronage : for the young saint of whom they
spoke wore shabby gowns, and was the portionless daughter of
a poor man who had let tftie world sUp by him, and who sat now,
amid the dreary ruins of a wasted Hfe, looking yearningly backward with hoHow regretful eyes, and bewailing the chances he
had lost. Hubert Arundel loved his daughter; loved her with
that sorrowful affection we feel for those who suffer for our sins,
whose Hves have been bHghted by our folHes.
Every shabby garment which OHvia wore was a separate
reproach to her father; every deprivation she endured stung
him as cruelly as if she had turned upon him and loudly upbraided him for his wasted Hfe and his squandered patrimony.
He loved her; and he watched her day after day, doing her duty
to him as well as to all others; doing her duty for ever and
for ever; but when he most yearned to take her to his heart, her
own cold perfections arose, and separated him from the child he
loved. What was he but a poor, vacillating, erring creature;
weak, supine, idle, epicurean; unworthy to approach this girl,
who never seemed to sicken of the hardness of her life, who
never grew weary of well-doing P
But how was it that, for all her goodness, Olivia Arundel
won so small a share of earthly reward ? I do not allude to the
gold and jewels and other worldly benefits with which the fairies
m our childi-en's story-books reward the benevolent mortals who
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take compassion UJDOU them when they experimentaHze with
liuman nature in the guise of dirty old women; but I speak
rather of the love and gratitude, the tenderness and blessings,
which usually wait upon the footsteps of those who do good
deeds. Olivia Arundel's charities were never ceasing; her life
was one perpetual sacrifice to her father's parishioners. There
was no natural womanly vanity, no simple girHsh fancy, which
this woman had not trodden under foot, and trampled out in
the hard pathway she had chosen for herself.
The poor people knew this. Rheumatic men and women,
crippled and bed-ridden, knew that the blankets which covered
them had been bought out of money that would have purchased
silk dresses for the Rector's handsome daughter, or luxuries for
the frugal table at the Rectory. They knew this. They knew
that, through frost and snow, through storm and rain, OHvia
Arundel would come to sit beside their dreary hearths, their
desolate sick-beds, and read holy books to them; subHmely indifferent to the foul weather without, to the stiffing atmosphere
within, to dirt, discomfort, poverty, inconvenience; heedless of
all, except the performance of the task she had set herself.
People knew this : and they were grateful to Miss Arundel,
and submissive and attentive in her presence; they gave her
such return as they were able to give for the benefits, spiritual
and temporal, which she bestowed upon them: but they did
not love her.
They spoke of her in reverential accents, and praised her
v/henever her name was mentioned; but they spoke with tearless eyes and unfaltering voices. Her virtues were beautiful, of
course, as virtue in the abstract must always be; but there was
a want of individuality in her goodness, a lack of personal tenderness in her kindness, which separated her from the people
she benefited.
Perhaps there was something almost chilling in the dull
monotony of Miss Arundel's benevolence. There was no blemish
of mortal weakness upon the good deeds she performed; and
the recipients of her bounties, seeing her so far off, grew afraid
of her, even by reason of her goodness, and could not love her.
She made no favourites amongst her father's parishioners.
Of all the school-children she had taught, she had never chosen
one curly-headed urchin for a pet. She had no good days and
bad days; she was never foolishly indulgent or extravagantly
cordial. She was always the same—Church of England charity
personified; meting out all mercies by line and rule; doing
good with a note-book and a pencil in her hand; looking on every
side with calm, scrutinizing eyes; rigidly just, terribly perfect.
I t was a fearfully monotonous, narrow, and uneventful life
which OHvia Arundel led at Swampington Rectory. At three-

Olivia,

69

and-twenty years of age she could have written her history upon
a few pages. The world outside that dull Lincolnshire town
might be shaken by convulsions, and made irrecognizable by
repeated change; but all those outer changes and revolutions
made themselves but little felt in the quiet grass-grown streets,
and the flat surrounding swamps, within whose narrow boundary
OHvia Arundel had hved from infancy to womanhood; performing and repeating the same duties from day to day, with no
other progress to mark the lapse of her existence than the slow
alternation of the seasons, or the dark hollow circles which had
lately deepened beneath her grey eyes, and the depressed Hues
about the comers of her firm lower Hp.
These outward tokens, beyond her own control, alone betrayed
this woman's secret. She was weary of her Hfe. She sickened
under the dull burden which she had borne so long, and carried
so patiently. The slow round of duty was loathsome to her.
The horrible, narrow, unchanging existence, shut in by cruel
walls, which bounded her on every side and kept her prisoner to
herself, was odious to her. The powerful inteUect revolted
agaiast the fetters that bound and galled it. The proud heart
beat with murderous violence against the bonds that kept it
captive.
" I s my life always to be this—always, always, always?"
The passionate nature burst forth sometimes, and the voice that
had so long been stifled cried aloud in the black stillness of the
night, " Is it to go on for ever and for ever; like the slow river
that creeps under the broken wall P O my God! is the lot of
other women never to be mine ? Am I never to be loved and
admired; never to be sought and chosen ? Is my life to be all
of one dull, grey, colourless monotony; without one sudden
gleam of sunshine, without one burst of rainbow-hght ? "
How shall I anatomize this woman, who, gifted with no
womanly tenderness of nature, unendowed with that pitiful and
unreasoning affection which makes womanhood beautiful, yet
tried, and tried unceasingly, to do her duty, and to be good;
chnging, in the very Ijlindness of her soul, to the rigid formulas
of her faith, but unable to seize upon its spirit ? Some latent
comprehension of the want in her nature made her only the
more scrupulous in the performance of those duties which she
had meted out for herself. The holy sentences she had heard,
Sunday after Sunday, feebly read by her father, haunted her
perpetually, and would not be put away from her. The tenderness in every word of those famiUar gospels was a reproach to
the want of tenderness in her own heart. She could be good to
her father's parishioners, and she could make sacrifices for them;
but she could not love them, any more than they could love her.
That divine and universal pity, that spontaneous and bound*
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less affection which is the chief loveHness of womanhood and
Christianity, had no part in her nature. She could understand
Judith with the Assyrian general's gory head held aloft ia her
uplifted hand; but she could not comprehend that diviner
mystery of sinful Magdalene sitting at her Master's feet, with
the shame and love in her face hidden by a veil of drooping hair.
No; Olivia Arundel was not a good woman, in the commoner
sense we attach to the phrase. I t was not natural to her to be
gentle and tender, to be beneficent, compassionate, and kind, as
it is to the women we are accustomed to caU " good." She was
a woman who was for ever fighting against her nature; who was
for ever striving to do right; for ever walking painfully upon the
difficult road mapped out for her; for ever measuring herself by
the standard she had set up for her self-abasement. And who
shall say that such a woman as this, if she persevere unto tha
end, shall not wear a brighter crown than her more gentlo
sisters—the starry circlet of a martyr ?
If she persevere unto the end! But was OHvia Amndel the
woman to do this P The deepening circles about her eyes, tha
hollowing cheeks, and the feverish restlessness of manner which
she could not always control, told how terrible the long struggle
had become to her. If she could have died then—if she had
fallen beneath the weight of her burden—what a record of sin
and anguish might have remained unwritten in the history of
woman's life ! But this woman was one of those who can suffer,
and yet not die. She bore her burden a Httle longer; only to
fling it down by-and-by, and to abandon herself to the eager
devils who had been watching for her so untiringly.
Hubert Arundel was afraid of his daughter. The knowledge
that he had wronged her—wronged her even before her birth by
the foolish waste of his patrimony, and wronged her through
life by his lack of energy in seeking such advancement as a more
ambitious man might have won—the knowledge of this, and of
his daughter's superior virtues, combined to render the father
ashamed and humiliated by the presence of his only child. The
struggle between this fear and his remorseful love of her was a
very painful one ; but fear had the mastery, and the Rector of
Swampington was content to stand aloof, mutely watchful of his
daughter, wondering feebly whether she was happy, striving
vainly to discover that one secret, that keystone of the soul,
which must exist in every nature, however outwardly commonplace.
Mr. Arundel had hoped that his daughter would marry, and
marry well, even at Swampington; for there were rich young
landowners who visited at the Rectory. But Olivia's handsome
face won her few admirers, and at three-and-twenty Miss Arundel
had received no offer of marriage. The father reproached him-
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self for this. I t was he who had blighted the life of his penniless
girl; it was his fault that no suitors came to woo his motherless
child. Yet many dowerless maidens had been sought and loved;
and it could scarcely have been Olivia's lack of fortune which
kept admhers at bay. I beheve it was rather that inherent want
of tenderness which chilled and dispirited the timid young Lincohishire squires.
Had Olivia ever been in love ? Hubert Amndel constantly
asked himself this question. He did so because he saw that
some blighting influence, even beyond the poverty and dulness
of her home, had fallen u]Don the life of his only child. What
was it? What was it? Was it some hopeless attachment,
some secret tenderness, which had never won the sweet return of
love for love P
He would no more have ventured to question his daughter
upon this subject than he would have dared to ask his fair young
Queen, newly married in those days, whether she was happy with
her handsome husband.
Miss Arundel stood by the Rectory gate in the early September evening, watching the western sunlight on the low sea-line
beyond the marshes. She was wearied and worn out by a long
day devoted to visiting amongst her parishioners; and she stood,
with her elbow leaning on the gate, and her head resting on her
hand, in an attitude peculiarly expressive of fatigue. She ha.d
thrown off her bonnet, and her black hair was pushed carelessly
from her forehead. Those masses of hair had not that purple
lustre, nor yet that wandering glimmer of red gold, which gives
pecuHar beauty to some raven tresses. Olivia's hair was long
and luxuriant; but it was of that dead, inky blackness, which
is aU shadow. I t was dark, fathomless, inscrutable, like herself.
The cold grey eyes looked thoughtfully seaward. Another day's
duty had been done. Long chapters of Holy Writ had been
read to troublesome old women affiicted with perpetual coughs;
stifling, airless cottages had been visited; the dull, unvarying
track had been beaten by the patient feet, and the yellow sun
was going down upon another joyless day. But did the still
evening hour bring peace to that restless spirit ? No; by the
rigid compression of the lips, by the feverish lustre in the eyes,
by the faint hectic flush in the oval cheeks, by every outward
sign of iaward unrest, OHvia Amndel was not at peace ! The
liitlessness of her attitude was merely the listlessness of physical
fatigue. The mental struggle was not finished with the close of
the day's work.
The young lady looked up suddenly as the tramp of a horse's
hoofs, slow and lazy-sounding on the smooth road, met her ear.
Her eyes dilated, and her breath went and came more rapidly;
but she did not stir from her weary attitude.
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The horse was from the stables at Marchmont Towers, and
the rider was Mr. Arundel. He came smiHng to the Rectory
gate, with the low sunshine glittering in his chestnut hair, and
the light of careless, indifferent happiness irracHating his handsome face.
" You must have thought I'd forgotten you and my uncle,
my dear Livy," he said, as he sprang Hghtly from his horse.
" We've been so busy with the tennis-court, and the boat-house,
and the partridges, and goodness knows what besides at the
Towers, that I couldn't get the time to ride over till this evening.
But to-day we dined early, on purpose that 1 might have the
chance of getting here. I come upon an important mission,
Livy, I assure you."
" What do you mean ? "
There was no change in Miss Arundel's voice when she spoke
to her cousin; but there was a change, not easily to be defined,
in her face when she looked at him. I t seemed as if that weary
hopelessness of expression which had settled on her countenance
lately grew more weary, more hopeless, as she turned towards
this bright young soldier, glorious in the beauty of his own
Hght-heartedness. I t may have been merely the sharpness of
contrast which produced this effect. I t may have been an actual
change arising out of some secret hidden in Olivia's breast.
" What do you mean by an important mission, Edward ? " she
said.
She had need to repeat the question; for the young man's
attention had wandered from her, and he was watching his horse
as the animal cropped the tangled herbage about the Rectory
gate.
" Why, I've come with an invitation to a dinner at Marchmont Towers. There's to be a dinner-party; and, in point of
fact, it's to be given on purpose for you and my uncle. John
and Polly are full of it. You'll come, won't you, Livy P "
Miss Arundel shrugged her shoulders, vrith an impatient sigh,
" I hate dinner-parties," she said; " but, of course, if papa
accepts Mr. Marchmont's invitation, I cannot refuse to go.
Papa must choose for himself."
There had been some interchange of civilities between Marchmont Towers and Swampington Rectory during the six weeks
which had passed since Mary's introduction to OHvia Arundel;
and this dinner-party was the result of John's simple desire to
do honour to his friend's kindred.
" Oh, you must come, Livy," Mr. Arundel exclaimed. " The
tennis-court is going on capitally. I want you to give us your
opinion again. Shall I take my horse round to the stables P I
am going to stop an hour or two, and ride back by moonhght."
Edward Arundel took the bridle in his hand, and the cousins
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walked slowly round by the low garden wall to a dismal and
rather dilapidated stable-yard at the back of the Rectory, where
Hubert Arundel kept a wall-eyed white horse, long-legged, shallow-chested, and large-headed, and a fearfully and wonderfully
made phaeton, with high wheels and a mouldy leathern hood.
OH\da walked by the young soldier's side with that air of
hopeless indifference which had grown upon her of late. Her
eyeHds drooped with a look of sullen disdain; but the grey eyes
glanced furtively now and again at her companion's handsome
face. He was very handsome. The glitter of reddish gold in
his hair, and the light in his fearless blue eyes; the careless
grace pecuHar to the kind of man we call " a swell;" the gay
insouciance of an easy, candid, generous nature,—all combined
to make Edward Amndel singularly attractive. These spoiled
children of nature demand our admiration In very spite of ourselves. These beautiful, useless creatures call upon us to rejoice
in their valueless beauty, like the haunting poppies in the cornfield, and the gaudy wild-flowers in the grass.
The darkness of OHvia's face deepened after every furtive
glance she cast at her cousin. Could it be that tliis girl, to
whom nature had given power but denied grace, envied the
superficial attractions of the young man at her side P She did
envy him; she envied him that sunny temperament which was
so unHke her own; she envied him that wondrous power of
taking Hfe lightly. Why should existence be so bright and
careless to him, while to her it was a terrible fever-dream, a
long sickness, a never-ceasing battle ?
" I s my uncle in the house?" Mr. Arundel asked, as he
stroHed from the stable into the garden with his cousin by his
side.
" No; he has been out since dinner," Olivia answered; " but
I expect him back every minute. I came out into the garden,
—the house seemed so hot and stifiing to-night, and I have
been sitting in close cottages all day."
"Sitting In close cottages!" repeated Edward. "Ah, to be
sure; visiting your rheumatic old pensioners, I suppose. How
good you are, OHvia !"
"Good!"
She echoed the word in the very bitterness of a scorn that
could not be repressed.
" Yes; everybody says so. The MIHwards were at Marchmont
Towers the other day, and they were talking of you, and praising
your goodness, and speaking of your schools and your blanketassociations, and your invaUd societies, and your mutual-help
clubs, and aU your plans for the parish. Why, you must work
as hard as a prime miaister, Livy, by their account; you, who
are only a few years older than I,"
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Only a few years! She started at the phrase, and bit her lip,
" I was three-and-twenty last month," she said.
"Ah, yes; to be sure. And I'm one-and-twenty. Then
you're only two years older than I, Livy. But, then, you see,
you're so clever, that you seem much older than you are. You'd
make a fellow feel rather afraid of you, you know. Upon my
word you do, Livy."
Miss Arundel did not reply to this speech of her cousin's,
She was walking by his side up and down a narrow gravelled
pathway, bordered by a hazel hedge; she had gathered one of
the slender twigs, and was idly stripping away the leaves.
"What do you think, Livy?" cried Edward, suddenly, bursting out laughing at the end of the question. " What do you
think P It's my belief youVe made a conquest."
" What do you mean ? "
"There you go; turning upon a fellow as If you could eat
him. Yes, Livy; It's no use your looking savage. You've
made a conquest, and one of the best feUows in the world, too,
John Marchmont's in love with you."
OHvia Arundel's face flushed a vivid crimson to the roots of
her black hair.
"How dare you come here to Insult me, Edward Amndel?"
she cried, passionately.
"Insult you? Now, Livy dear, that's too bad, upon my
word," remonstrated the young man. " I come and teU you
that as good a man as ever breathed Is over head and ears in
love with you, and that you may be mistress of one of the finest
estates in Lincolnshire If you please, and you turn round upon
me like no end of furies."
" Because I hate to hear you talk nonsense," answered Olivia,
her bosom stfll heaving with that first outburst of emotion, but
her voice suppressed and cold. " Am I so beautiful, or so admired or beloved, that a man who has not seen me half a dozen
times should fall in love with me ? Do those who know me
estimate me so much, or prize me so highly, that a stranger
should think of me ? You do insult me, Edward Amndel, when
you talk as you have talked to-night."
She looked out towards the low yellow Hght in the sky with
a black gloom upon her face, which no reflected glimmer of the
sinking sun could illumine; a settled darkness, near akin to
the utter blackness of despair.
"But, good gracious, OHvia, what do you mean?" cried the
young man. " I tell you something that I think a good joke,
and you go and make a tragedy out of it. If I'd told Letitia
til at a rich widower had fallen in love with her, she'd think It
the finest fun In the world."
" I'm not your sister Letitia."
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" No; but I wish you had half as good a temper as she has,
Livy. However, never mind; I'll say no more. If poor old
Marchmont has faUen in love with you, that's his look-out.
Poor dear old boy, he's let out the secret of his weakness half a
dozen ways within these last few days. It's Miss Arundel this,
and Miss Arundel the other; so unselfish, so accomplished, so
ladyHke, so good! That's the way he goes on, poor simple old
dear: without having the remotest notion that he's making a
confounded fool of himself."
OHvia tossed the rumpled hair from her forehead with an impatient gesture of her hand.
" Why should this Mr. Marchmont think all this of me ? " she
said, " when
" she stopped abruptly,
" When—what, Livy P "
" When other people don't think it."
" How do you know what other people think P You haven't
asked them, I suppose ? "
The young soldier treated his cousin In very much the same
free-and-easy manner which he displayed towards his sister
Letitia. I t would have been almost difficult for him to recognize any degree in his relationship to the two girls. He loved
Letitia better than OHvia; but his affection for both was of
exactly the same character.
Hubert Amndel came into the garden, wearied out, like his
daughter, while the two cousins were walking under the shadow
of the neglected hazels. He declared his wilHngness to accept
the Invitation to Marchmont Towers, and promised to answer
John's ceremonious note the next day.
"Cookson, from KemberHng, will be there, I suppose," he
said, aUuding to a brother parson, " and the usual set P Well,
I'U come, Ned, if you wish it. You'd Hke to go, OHvia P"
" If you like, papa."
There was a duty to be performed now—the duty of placid
obedience to her mther; and Miss Arundel's manner changed
from angry impatience to grave respect. She owed no special
duty to her cousin. She had no Hne or rule by which to measure
her conduct to him.
She stood at the gate nearly an hour later, and watched the
young man ride away in the dim moonhght. If every separate
tramp of his horse's hoofs had struck upon her heart, it could
scarcely have given her more pain than she felt as the sound of
those slow footfalls died away in the distance.
" O my God!" she cried, " is this madness to undo all that I
have done ? Is this foUy to be the climax of my dismal life ?
Am I to die for the love of a frivolous, fair-haired boy, who
laughs in my face when he tells me that his friend has been
pleased to ' take a fancy to me ? ' "
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She walked away towards the house; then stopping, with a
sudden shiver, she turned, and went back to the hazel-alley she
had paced with Edward Arundel.
" Oh, my narrow Hfe!" she muttered between her set teeth;
" my narrow life! It is that which has made me the slave of
this madness. I love him because he is the brightest and fairest
thing I have ever seen. I love him because he brings me all I
have ever known of a more beautiful world than that I Hve in.
Bah! why do I reason with myself?" she cried, with a sudden
change of manner. " I love him because I am mad."
She paced up and down the hazel-shaded pathway till the
moonlight grew broad and full, and every Ivy-grown gable of
the Rectory stood sharply out against the vivid purple of the
sky. She paced up and down, trying to trample the folly within
her under her feet as she went; a fierce, passionate. Impulsive
woman, fighting against her mad love for a bright-faced boy.
"Two years older—only two years!" she said; "but he spoke
of the difference between us as if It had been half a century.
And then I am so clever, that I seem older than I am; and he
Is afraid of me! Is it for this that I have sat night after night
In my father's study, poring over the books that were too difficult for him? What have I made of myself in my pride of
Intellect P What reward have I won for my patience P"
Olivia Arundel looked back at her long Hfe of duty—a dull,
dead level, unbroken by one of those monuments which mark
the desert of the past; a desolate flat, unlovely as the marshes
between the low Rectory wall and the shimmering grey sea.
CHAPTER V I I L
"MY LIPE IS COLD, AND DARK, AND DREARY."

of that eminent legal firm, Paulette,
Paulette, and Mathewson, coming to Marchmont Towers on
business, was surprised to behold the quiet ease with which the
sometime copying-clerk received the punctilious country gentry
who came to sit at his board and do him honour.
Of all the legal fairy tales, of aU the parchment-recorded romances, of all the poetry run into affidavits, in which the soHcitor had ever been concerned, this story seemed the strangest.
Not BO very strange in itself, for such romances are not uncommon in the history of a lawyer's experience; but strange by
reason of the tranquil manner with which John Marchmont
Accepted his new position, and did the honours of his house to
his late employer.
" Ah, Paulette," Edward Arundel said, clapping the solicitor
on the back, " I don't Ru,r)T)ose vou beHeved me when I told
MR. RICHARD PAULETTE,
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you that my friend here was heir-presumptive to a handsome
fortune."
The dmner-party at the Towers was conducted with that
stately grandeur peculiar to such solemnities. There was the
usual round of country-talk and parish-talk; the hunting squires
leading the former section of the discourse, the rectors and
rectors' wives supporting the latter part of the conversation.
You heard on one side that Martha Harris's husband had left
off drinkiag, and attended church morning and evening; and on
the other that the old grey fox that had been hunted nine seasons
between Crackbia Bottom and HoUowcraft Gorse had perished
Ignobly in the poultry-yard of a recusant farmer. While your
left ear became conscious of the fact that little Billy Smithers
had faUen into a copper of scalding water, your right received the
dismal tidings that aU the young partridges had been drowned
by the raias after St. Swithia, and that there were hardly any
of this year's birds, sir, and It would be a very blue look-out for
next season.
Mary Marchmont had listened to gayer talk in Oakley-street
than any that was to be heard that night In her father's drawingrooms, except Indeed when Edward Arundel left off flirting with
some pretty girls In blue, and hovered near her side for a little
while, quizzing the company. The young soldier's jokes were
commonplace enough; but Mary admired him as the most brilliant and accompHshed of wits.
" How do you Hke my cousin, Polly P " he asked at last.
" Your cousin, Miss Arundel P "
"Yes."
" She Is very handsome."
"Yes, I suppose so," the young man answered, carelessly.
" Everybody says that LIvy's handsome; but it's rather a cold
style of beauty, isn't It P There's a little too much of the Pallas
Athene about her for my taste. I Hke those girls in blue, with
the ciinkly auburn hair,—there's a touch of red in the light,—
and the dimples. You've a dimple, Polly, when you smile."
Miss Marchmont blushed as she received this information,
and her brown eyes wandered away, looking very earnestly at
the pretty girls in blue. She looked at them with a strange Interest, eager to discover what It was that Edward admired.
" B u t you haven't answered my question, PoUy," said Mr.
Arundel. I am afraid you have been drinking too much wine,
Miss Marchmont, and muddHng that sober little head of yours
with the fumes of your papa's tawny port. I asked you how
you liked OHvia."
Mary blushed again.
" I don't know Miss Amndel weU enough to like her—yet,"
she answered, timidly.
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" But shall you Hke her when you've known her longer P Don't
be Jesuitical, Polly. Likings and dislikings are instantaneous
and Instinctive. I Hked you before I had eaten half a dozen
mouthfuls of the roll you buttered for me at that breakfast in
Oakley-street, Polly. You don't Hke my cousin OHvia, miss; I
can see that very plainly. You're jealous of her,"
" Jealous of her ? "
The bright colour faded out of Mary Marchmont's face, and
left her ashy pale.
" Do you hke her, then P " she asked.
But Mr. Arundel was not such a coxcomb as to catch at the
secret so naively betrayed in that breathless question.
" No, Polly," he said, laughing; " she's my cousin, you know,
and I've known her all my life; and cousins are like sisters.
One likes to tease and aggravate them, and all that; but one
doesn't fall ia love with them. But I fancy I could mention
somebody who tliinks a great deal of OHvia."
"Who?"
" Your papa."
Mary looked at the young soldier In utter bewilderment,
" Papa !" she echoed.
" Yes, Polly. How would you Hke a step-mamma ? How would
you Hke your papa to marry again ? "
Mary Marchmont started to her feet, as if she would have
gone to her father In the midst of all those spectators. John
was standing near OHvia and her father, talking to them, and
playing nervously with his slender watch-chain when he addressed the young lady.
"My papa—marry again!" gasped Mary. "How dare you
say such a thing, Mr. Arundel ? "
Her childish devotion to her father arose in all Its force; a
flood of passionate emotion that overwhelmed her sensitive nature. Marry again ! marry a woman who would separate him
from his only child ! Could he ever dream for one brief moment
of such a horrible cruelty P
She looked at OHvia's sternly handsome face, and trembled.
She could almost picture that very woman standing between
her and her father, and putting her away from him. Her indignation quickly melted into grief Indignation, however intense,
was always short-Hved in that gentle nature.
"Oh, Mr. Arundel!" she said, piteously appealing to the
young man, " papa would never, never, never marry again,—
would he ?"
" Not if it was to grieve you, Polly, I dare say," Edward
answered, soothingly.
He had been dumbfounded by Mary's passionate sorrow. He
had expected that she would have been rather pleased, than
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otherwise, at the Idea of a young step-mother,—a companion in
those vast lonely rooms, an instmctress and a friend as she grew
to womanhood.
" I was only talking nonsense, Polly darling," he said. "You
mustn't make yourself tmhappy about any absurd fancies of
mine. I think your papa admires my cousin Olivia; and I
thought, perhaps, you'd be glad to have a step-mother."
" Glad to have any one who'd take papa's love away from
me ? " Mary said, plaintively. " Oh, Mr. Arundel, how could
you think so ? "
In aU their familiarity the Httle girl had never learned to caU
her father's friend by his Christian name, though he had often
told her to do so. She trembled at the-very thought of uttering
that simple Saxon name, which was so beautiful and wonderful
because it was his: but when she read a very stupid novel, in
which the hero was a namesake of Mr. Arundel's, the vapid
pages seemed to be phosphorescent with Hght wherever the name
appeared upon them.
John Marchmont lingered by Miss Arundel's chair. He had
heard her praises from every one. She was a paragon of goodness, an uncanonized saint, for ever sacrificing herself for the
benefit of others. Perhaps he was thinking that such a woman
as this would be the best friend he could win for his Httle girl.
He turned from the county matrons, the tender, kindly, motherly
creatures, who would have been ready to take little Mary to the
loving shelter of their arms, and looked to Olivia Arundel—^this
cold, perfect benefactress of the poor—for help in his difficulty.
" She, who Is so good to all her father's parishioners, could
not refuse to be kind to my poor Mary ? " he thought.
But how was he to win this woman's friendship for his darling P He asked himself this question even in the midst of the
frivolous people about him, and with the buzz of their conversation ia his ears. He was perpetually tormenting himself about
his Httle girl's future, which seemed more dimly perplexing now
than It had ever appeared ia Oakley-street, when the Lincolnshire property was a far-away dream, perhaps never to be reaHzed.
He felt that his brief lease of Hfe was running out; he felt as If
he and Mary had been standing upon a narrow tract of yeUow
sand, very bright, very pleasant under the sunshine, but with
the slow-coming tide rismg Hke a waU about them, and creeping
stealthily onward to overwhelm them.
Mary might gather bright-coloured shells and glistening seaweed in hei childish ignorance: but he, who knew that the flood
was ooming, could but grow sick at heart with the dull horror of
that hastening doom. If the black waters had been doomed to
close over them both, the father might have been content to go
down under the suUen waves, with his daughter clasped to his
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breast. But it was not to be so. He was to sink In that
unknown stream while she was left upon the tempest-tossed
surface, to be beaten hither and thither, feebly battUng with the
stormy billows.
Could John Marchmont be a Christian, and yet feel this horrible dread of the death which must separate him from hi?
daughter P This frail, consumptive widower loved his child with
an iatensity of affection that is scarcely reconcilable with Christianity. Such great passions as these must be put away before
the cross can be taken up, and the troublesome path foUowed.
I n all love and kindness towards his fellow-creatures, in all
patient endurance of the pains and troubles that befell himself,
it would have been difficult to find a more single-hearted follower
of Gospel-teaching than John Marchmont; but In his affection
for his motherless child he was a very Pagan. He set up an
idol for himself, and bowed down before it. Doubtful and fearful
of the future, he looked hopelessly forward. He covXd not trust
his orphan child into the hands of God; and drop away himself
into the fathomless darkness, serene in the beHef that she would
be cared for and protected. No; he could not trust. He could
be faithful for himself; simple and confiding as a child; but not
for her._ He saw the gloomy rocks looming black in the distance;
the pitiless waves beating far away yonder, impatient to devour
the frail boat that was so soon to be left alone upon the waters.
I n the thick darkness of the future he could see no ray of light,
except one,—a new hope that had lately risen in his mind; the
hope of winning some noble and perfect woman to be the future
friend of his daughter.
The days were past in which, in his simplicity, he had looked
to Edward Arundel as the future shelter of his child. The generous boy had grown into a styHsh young man, a soldier, whosa
duty lay far away from Marchmont Towers. N o ; it was to a
good woman's guardianship the father must leave his child.
Thus the very intensity of his love was the one motive that
led John Marchmont to contemplate the step which of aU others
was most calculated to wound las daughter's heart.
I t was not tiU long after the dinner-party at Marchmont
Towers that these ideas resolved themselves into any positive
form, and that John began to think that for his daughter's sake
he might be led to contemplate a second marriage. Edward
Arundel had spoken the truth when he told his cousin that
John Marchmont had repeatedly mentioned her name; but the
careless and unpulsive young man had been utterly unable to
fathom the feeHng lurking in his friend's mind. I t was not
Ohvia_ Arundel's handsome face which had won John's admiration; it was the constant reiteration of her praises upon every
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side which had led him to believe that this woman, of all others,
was the one whom he would do well to win for his child's friend
and guardian in tho dark days that were to come.
The knowledge that OHvia's intellect was of no common order,
together with the somewhat Imperious dignity of her manner,
strengthened this belief In John Marchmont's miad. I t was
not a good woman only whom he must seek in the friend he
needed for his child; it was a woman powerful enough to shield
her in the lonely path she would have to tread; a woman strong
enough to help her, perhaps, by-and-by to do battle with Paul
Marchmont.
So, in the bHnd Paganism of his love, John refused to trust
his child into the hands of Providence, and chose for himself a
fiiend and guardian who should shelter his darhng. He made
bis choice with so much deliberation, and after such long nights
and days of earnest thought, that he may be forgiven if he
beHeved he had chosen wisely.
Thus it was in the dark November days, while Edward and
Mary played chess by the wide fireplace In the western drawingroom, or baU in the newly-erected tennis-court, John Marchmont
sat in his study examining his papers, and calculating the
amount of money at his own disposal. In serious contemplation
of a second marriage.
Did he love OHvia Arundel P No. He admired her and respected her, and he firmly beHeved her to be the most perfect of
women. No Impulse of affection had prompted the step he
contemplated taking. He had loved his first wife truly and
tenderly; but he had never suffered very acutely from any of
those torturing emotions which form the several stages of the
great tragedy called Love.
But had he ever thought of the Hkehhood of his deliberate
offer being rejected by the young lady who had been the object
of such careful consideration P Yes; he had thought of this,
and was prepared to abide the issue. He would, at least, have
tried his uttermost to secure a friend for his darling.
With such unloverHke feelings as these the owner of Marchmont Towers drove Into Swampington one morning, deliberately
bent upon offering OHvia Arundel his hand. He had consulted
with his land steward, and with Messrs. Paulette, and had ascertained how far he could endow his bride with the goods of
this world. I t was not much that he could give her, for the
estate was strictly entaUed; but there would be his own savings
for the brief term of his Hfe, and if he lived only a few years
these savings might accumulate to a considerable amount, so
limited were jthe expenses of tho quiet Lincolnshire household;
and there was a sum of money, something over nine thousand
pounds, left him by PhUIp Marchmont, senior. He had some-
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thing, then, t o offer to the woman he sought to make his wife;
and, above all, he had a supreme behef in OHvia Arunders_ utter
disinterestedness. H e had seen her frequently since the dinnerparty, and had always seen her the same,—grave, reserved, dignified ; patiently employed in the strict performance of her duty.
H e found Miss A m n d e l sitting ia her father's study, busily
cuttiug out coarse garments for her poor. A newly-written
sermon lay open on the table. H a d Mr. Marchmont looked
closely at the manuscript, he would have seen t h a t the Ink was
wet, and t h a t the wiiting was Olivia's. I t was a rehef to this
strange woman to write sermons sometimes—fierce, denunciatory protests against the inherent wickedness of the human
heart. Can you imagine a woman with a wicked heart steadfastly trying to do good, and to be good ? I t Is a dark and
horrible picture; b u t it is the only true picture of the woman
whom J o h n Marchmont sought to win for his wife.
The interview between Mary's father and Olivia Arundel was
not a very sentimental one ; b u t it was certainly the reverse of
commonplace. J o h n was too simple-hearted to disguise the
purpose of his wooing. H e pleaded, not for a vrife for himself,
b u t a mother for his orphan child. H e talked of Mary's helplessness in the future, not of his own love in the present.
Carried away by the egotism of his one affection, he let his
motives appear in all their nakedness. H e spoke long and earnestly ; he spoke until the blinding tears in his eyes made the
face of her he looked a t seem blotted and dim.
Miss Arundel watched him as he pleaded; sternly, unflinchingly. B u t she uttered no word until he had finished; and
then, rising suddenly, with a dusky flush upon her face, she
began to pace u p and down the narrow room. She had forgotten J o h n Marchmont. I n the strength and vigour of her
intellect, this weak-minded widower, whose one passion was a
pitiful love for his child, appeared to her so utterly insignificant,
t h a t for a few moments she had forgotten his presence in that
room—his very existence, perhaps. She turned to him presently, and looked him full in the face.
" Y o u do not love me, Mr. M a r c h m o n t ? " she said.
" P a r d o n me," J o h n stammered; "believe me. Miss Amndel,
I respect, I esteem you so much, t h a t
"
" T h a t you choose me as a fitting friend for your child. I
understand. I am not the sort of woman to be loved. I have
long comprehended that. My cousin Edward Arundel has
often taken the trouble to teU me as much. A n d you wish me
to be your wife in order t h a t you may have a guardian for your
child ? I t is very much the same thing as engaging a governess;
only the engagement Is to be more binding."
• Miss Arundel," exclaimed J o h n Marchmont, " forgive m e !
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You misunderstand me; indeed you do. Had I thought that
I could have offended you
"
" I am not offended. You have spoken the truth where
another man would have told a lie. I ought to be flattered by
your confidence in me. I t pleases me that people should think
me good, and worthy of their trust."
She broke into a sigh as she finished speaking.
" And you wiU not reject my appeal ? "
" I scarcely know what to do," answered OHvia, pressing her
hand to her forehead.
She leaned against the angle of the deep casement window,
looking out at the garden, desolate and neglected in the bleak
winter weather. She was silent for some minutes. John
Marchmont did not interrupt her; he was content to wait
patiently until she should choose to speak.
" Mr. Marchmont," she said at last, turning upon poor John
with an abrupt vehemence that almost startled him, " I am
three-and-twenty; and in the long, dull memory of the threeand-twenty years that have made my life, I cannot look back
upon one joy—no, so help me Heaven, not one !" she cried, passionately. " No prisoner In the Bastille, shut in a cell below the
level of the Seine, and making companions of rats and spiders
in his misery, ever led a Hfe more hopelessly narrow, more pitlfuUy circumscribed, than mine has been. These grass-grown
streets have made the boundary of my existence. The flat
fenny country round me is not flatter or more dismal than my
hfe. You will say that I should take an interest in the duties
which I do; and that they should be enough for me. Heaven
knows I have tried to do so; but my Hfe is hard. Do you
think there has been nothing in all this to warp my nature P
Do you think, after hearing this, that I am the woman to be a
second mother to your child?"
She sat down as she flnished speaking, andher hands dropped
Hstlessly In her lap. The unquiet spirit raging In her breast
had been stronger than herself, and had spoken. She had
Hfted the dull veil through which the outer world beheld her,
and had sliowm John Marchmont her natural face.
" I think you are a good woman. Miss Arundel," he said,
earnestly. " If I had thought otherwise, I should not have
come here to-day. I want a good woman to be kind to my
child; kind to her when I am dead and gone," he added, in a
lower voice.
OHvia Arundel sat silent and motionless, looking straight
before her out into the blank dulness of the garden. She was
trj'ing to think out the dark problem of her Hfe.
Strange as it may seem, there was a certain fascination for
her In John Marchmont's offer. He offered her something, no
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matter w h a t ; it would be a change. She had compared herself
to a prisoner in the Bastille; and she felt very much as such a
prisoner might have felt upon his gaoler's offering to remove
him to Vincennes. The new prison might be worse t h a n the
old one, perhaps; b u t it would be different. Life a t Marchmont
Towers might be more monotonous, more desolate, t h a n at
Swampington; but it would be a new monotony, another desolation. W h o has not fancied, when suffering the hideous throes
of toothache, t h a t It would be a rehef to have the earache or the
rheumatism; t h a t variety even in torture would be agreeable ?
Then, again, OHvia Arundel, though unblest with many of
t h e charms of womanhood, was not entirely without its weaknesses. To marry J o h n Marchmont would be to avenge herself
upon Edward Arundel. Alas ! she forgot how Impossible it is
to InfHct a dagger-thrust upon him who is guarded by the impenetrable armour of indifference. She saw herself the mistress
of Marchmont Towers, waited upon b y Hveried servants, courted,
not patronized by the country g e n t r y ; avenged upon the mercenary a u n t who had slighted her, who had bade her go out and
get her Hving as a nursery governess. She saw t h i s ; and aU
t h a t was ignoble in her nature arose, and urged her to snatch
the chance offered her—the one chance of lifting herself out of
the horrible obscurity of her Hfe. The ambition which might
have made her a n empress lowered Its crest, and cried, " Take
t h i s ; a t least i t is something." B u t , through all, the better
voices which she h a d enlisted to do battle with the natural
voice of her soul cried, " This Is a temptation of the devU; put
it away from thee."
B u t this temptation came to her a t the very moment when
her life h a d become most intolerable; too intolerable to be borne,
she thought. She knew now, fatally, certainly, t h a t Edward
Arundel did not love h e r ; t h a t the one only daydream she had
ever made for herself had been a snare and a delusion. The radiance of t h a t foolish dream h a d been the single Hght of her life.
T h a t taken away from her, the darkness was blacker t h a n the
blackness of d e a t h ; more horrible t h a n the obscurity of the grave.
I n aU the future she had not one h o p e ; no, not one. She had
loved Edward Arundel with aU t h e strength of her soul; she
had wasted a world of inteUect and passion upon this brighthaired boy. This foolish, grovelHng madness had been the
blight of her Hfe. B u t for this she might have grown out of her
natural self by force of her conscientious desire to do r i g h t ; and
might have become, indeed, a good and perfect woman. If her
life had been a wider one, this wasted love would, perhaps, have
shrunk into its proper insignificance ; she wouJd have loved, and
Buffered,^ and recovered; as so many do recover from this common epidemic. B u t aU the volcanic forces of an impetuous
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nature, concentrated Into one narrow focus, wasted themselves
upon this one feeHng, until that wliich should have been a sentiment became a madness.
To think that In some far-away future time she might cease
to love Edward Arundel, and learn to love somebody else, would
have seemed about as reasonable to Olivia as to hope that she
could have new legs and arms In that distant period. She
could cut away this fatal passion with a desperate stroke, it
may be, just as she could cut off her arm; but to beheve that
a new love would grow In its place was quite as absurd as to
believe in the growing of a new arm. Some cork monstrosity
might replace the amputated Hmb: some sham and simulated
affection might succeed the old love.
OHvia Arundel thought of all these things, in about ten
minutes by the Httle skeleton clock upon the mantel-piece, and
while John Marchmont fidgeted rather nervously with a pair of
gloves in the crown of his hat, and waited for some definite
answer to his appeal. Her mind came back at last, after all its
passionate wanderings, to the rigid channel she had so laboriously wom for it,—^the narrow groove of duty. Her first words
testified this.
" If I accept this responsIblHty, I will perform it faithfuUy,"
she said, rather to herself than to Mr. Marchmont.
" I am sure you wiU, Miss Arundel," John answered, eagerly;
" I am sure you wiU. You mean to undertake It, then? you
mean to consider my offer ? May I speak to your father P may
I teU biTin that I have spoken to you ? may I say that you have
given me a hope of your ultimate consent ? "
"Yes, yes," OHvia said, rather Impatiently; "speak to my
father; tell him anything you please. Let him decide for me;
it Is my duty to obey him."
There was a terrible cowardice in this. OHvia Amndel shrank
from marrying a man she did not love, prompted by no better
desire than the mad wish to wrench herself away from her hated
Hfe. She wanted to fling the burden of responsibility in this
matter away from her. Let another decide, let another urge her
to do this wrong: and let the wrong be called a sacrifice.
So for the first time she set to work dehberately to cheat her
own conscience. For the first time she put a false mark upon
the standard she had made for the measurement of her moral
progress.
When John Marchmont left her she sank Into a crouching
attitude on a low stool by the fireplace, in utter prostration of
body and mind. She let her weary head fall heavily against the
carved oaken shaft that supported the old-fashioned mantelpiece, heedless that her brow struck sharply against the cornciof the wood-work.
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If she could have died then, with no more sinful secret than
a woman's natural weakness hidden in her breast; if she could
have died then, whUe yet the first step upon the dark pathway
of her Hfe was untrodden,—how happy for herself, how happy
for others ! How miserable a record of sin and suffering might
have remained unwritten in the history of woman's Hfe!
She sat long in the same attitude. Once, and once only, two
soHtary tears gathered in her eyes, and rolled slowly down her
pale cheeks.
"Wfll you be soiTy when I am married, Edward Arundel? "
she murmured; " wiU you be sorry ? "
CHAPTER IX.
"WHEN SHALL I CEASE TO BE ALL ALONE?"

was not so much surprised as might have
been anticipated at the proposal made him by his wealthy
neighbour. Edward had prepared his uncle for the possibility
of such a proposal by sundry jocose aUusions and arch hints
upon the subject of John Marchmont's admiration for Olivia.
The frank and rather frivolous young man thought it was his
cousin's handsome face that had captivated the master of Marchmont Towers, and was quite unable to fathom the hidden motive
underlying all John's talk about Miss Arundel.
The Rector of Swampington, being a simple-hearted and not
very far-seeing man, thanked God heartily for the chance that
had befallen his daughter. She would be well off and weU cared
for, then, by the mercy of Providence, in spite of his own shortcomings, which had left her with no better provision for the
future than a pitiful policy of assurance upon her father's life.
She would be well provided for henceforward, and would live in
a handsome house; and all those noble qualities which had
been dwarfed and crippled in a narrow sphere would now expand,
and display themselves in unlooked-for grandeur.
"People have caUed her a good girl," he thought; "but how
could they ever know her goodness, unless they had ceen, as I
have, the deprivations she has borne so uncomplainingly ? "
John Marchmont, being newly instructed by his lawyer, was
able to give Mr. Arundel a very clear statement of the provision
he could make for his wife's future. He could settle upon her
the nine thousand pounds left him by PhiHp Marchmont. He
would allow her five hundred a year pin-money during his lifetime ; he would leave her his savings at his death. The amount
of these savings would, of course, depend upon the length of
John's life; but the money would accumiilate very quickly, as
HUBERT AEUNDEL

" When shall L Cease to be all Alone?"

77

his income was eleven thousand a year, and his expenditure was
not likely to exceed three.
The Swampington Hving was worth Httle more than three
hundred and fifty pounds a year; and out of that sum Hubert
Arundel and his daughter had done treble as much good for the
numerous poor of the parish as ever had been achieved by any
previous rector or his famUy. Hubert and his daughter had
patiently endured the most grinding poverty, the bm-den always
faUing heavier on OHvia, who had the heroic faculty of endurance
as regards all physical discomfort. Can it be wondered, then,
that the Rector of Swampington thought the prospect offered
to his child a very brIlHant one ? Can it be wondered that he
urged his daughter to accept this altered lot P
He did urge her, pleading John Marchmont's cause a great
deal more warmly than the widower had himself pleaded.
" My darhng," he said, " my darhng girl! if I can Hve to see
you mistress of Marchmont Towers, I shaU go to my grave contented and happy. Think, my dear, of the misery from which
this marriage wlU save you. Oh, my dear girl! I can teU you
now what I never dared tell you before; I can teU you of the
long, sleepless nights I have passed thinking of you, and of the
wicked wrong I have done you. Not wilful wrong, my love,"
the Rector added, with the tears gathering in his eyes; " for you
know how dearly I have always loved you. But a father's
responsibility towards his children Is a very heavy burden. I
have only looked at it In this light lately, my dear—now that
I've let the time slip by, and It is too late to redeem the past.
I've suffered very much, Olivia; and iU this has seemed to
separate us, somehow. But that's past now, isn't it, my dear ?
and you'll marry this Mr. Marchmont. He appears to be a very
good, conscientious man, and I think he'U make you happy."
The father and daughter were sitting together after dinner in
the dusky November twilight, the room only lighted by the fire,
which was low and dim. Hubert Arundel could not see his
daughter's face as he talked to her; he could only see the black
outline of her figure sharply defined against the grey window
behind her, as she sat opposite to him. He could see by her
attitude that she was listening to him, vnth her head drooping
and her hands lying Idle in her lap.
She was silent for some Httle time after he had finished speaking ; so silent that he feared his words might have touched her
too painfully, and that she was crying.
Heaven help this simple-hearted father! She had scarcely
heard three consecutive words that he had spoken, but had only
gathered dimly from his speech that he wanted her to accept
John Marchmont's offer.
Every great passion is-a supreme egotism. I t is not the
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object wliich we hug so determinedly ; It is not the object which
coils itself about our weak hearts; it is our own madness we
worship and cleave to, our own pitiable folly which we refuse to
pul' away from us. What is BiU Sykes's broken nose or bulldog visage to Nancy ? The creature she loves and will not part
from is not BUI, but her own love for BiU,—the one delusion of
a barren life; the one grand selfishness of a feeble nature.
OHvia Arundel's thoughts had wandered far away while her
father had spoken so piteously to her. She had been thinking
of her cousin Edward, and had been asking herself the same
question over and over again. Would he be sorry P Would he
be sorry If she married John Marchmont P
But she understood presently that her father was waiting for
her to speak; and, rising from her chair, she went towards him,
and laid her hand upon his shoulder.
" I am afraid I have not done my duty to you, paipa," she said.
Latterly she had been for ever harping upon this one theme,
—her duty! That word was the key-note of her Hfe; and her
existence had of late seemed to her so inharmonious, that it was
scarcely strange she should repeatedly strike that leading note
In the scale.
" My darhng," cried Mr. Arundel, " you have been aU that Is
good."
" No, no, papa; I have been cold, reserved, sUent."
" A Httle silent, my dear," the Rector answered, meekly;
" but you have not been happy. I have watched you, my love,
and I know you have not been happy. But that is not strange.
This place is so dull, d nd your life has been so fatiguing. How
different that would all be at Marchmont Towers! "
" You wish me to marry Mr. Marchmont, then, pajpa ? "
" I do, indeed, my love. For your own sake, of course," the
Rector added, deprecatingly.
" You really wish it P "
" Very, very much, my dear."
" Then I will marry him, papa."
She took her hand from the Rector's shoulder, and walked
away from him to the uncurtained window, against which she
stood with her back to her father, looking out into the grey
obscurity.
Hubert Arundel was not a very clever or far-seeing person;
but he vaguely felt that this was not exactly the way in which
a brilliant offer of marriage should be accepted by a young lady
who was entirely fancy-free, and he had an uncomfortable apprehension thai there was something hidden under his daughter's
quiet manner.
" But, my dear Olivia," he said, nervously, "you must not for
a moment suppose that I would force you into this marriage, if
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it is in any way repugnant to yourself. You—^you may have
formed some prior attachment—or, there may be somebody who
loves you, and has loved you longer than Mr. Marchmont,
who
"
His daughter turned upon him sharply as he rambled on.
" Somebody who loves me! " she echoed. " What have you
ever seen that should make you think any one loved me P "
The harshness of her tone jarred upon Mr, Arundel, and
made him stiU more nervous.
" My love, I beg your pardon. I have seen nothing. I
"
" Nobody loves me, or has ever loved me—but you," resumed
OHvia, taking no heed of her father's feeble interruption. " I
am not the sort of woman to be loved: I feel and know that.
I have an aquUine nose, and a clear skin, and dark eyes, and
people call me handsome, but nobody loves me, or ever wUl, so
long as I live."
" But Mr. Marchmont, my dear—surely he loves and admi-es
you ? " remonstrated the Rector.
" Mr. Marchmont wants a governess and ehaperone for his
daughter, and thinks me a suitable person to fill such a post;
that is aU the love Mr. Marchmont has for me. No, papa;
there is no reason I should shrink from this marriage. There
is no one who wiU be sorry for it; no one ! I am asted to \niform a duty towards this Httle girl, and I am pref>ared to
perform it faithfuUy. That is my part of the bargain. Do I
commit a sin in marrying John Marchinont in this spirit, papa ? "
She asked the question eagerly, almost breathlessly; as if her
decision depended upon her father's answer.
" A sin, my dear! How can you ask such a question ? "
"Very well, then; if I commit no sin in accepting this offer,
I will accept It."
I t was thus Olivia paltered with her conscience, holcHng baek
half the truth. The question she should have asked was thi^:
" Do I commit a sin in marrying one man, whUe my heart is
racked by a mad passion for another P "
Miss Ajundel could not visit her poor upon the day after this
interview with her father. Her monotonous round of duty
seemed more than ever abhorrent to her. She wandered across
the dreary marshes, down by the lonely sea-shore, in the grey
November fog.
She stood for a long time shivering vsdth the cold dampness of
the atmosphere, but not even conscious that she was cold, looking at a dilapidated boat that lay upon the rugged beach. The
waters before her and the land behind her were hidden by a
dense veil of mist. I t seemed as if she stood alone in the world
—^utterly isolated, utterly forgotten.
" 0 my God!" she murmured, " if this boat at my feet could
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drift me away to some desert Island, I could never be more'
desolate t h a n I am, amongst the people who do not love me."
Dim lights in distant windows were gleaming across the flats
when she returned to Swampington, to flnd her father sitting
alone and dispirited a t his frugal dinner. Miss Arundel took
her place quietly at the bottom of the table, with no trace of
emotion upon her face.
" I am sorry I stayed out so long, papa," she said; " I h a d
no idea It was so late."
" Never mind, m y dear, I know you have always enough to
occupy you. Mr. Marchmont caUed while you were out. H e
seemed very anxious to hear your decision, and was dehghted
when he found t h a t it was favourable to himself."
Olivia dropped her knife and fork, and rose from her chair
suddenly, with a strange look, which was almost terror. In her
face.
" I t is quite decided, then ? " she said.
" Yes, my love. B u t you are not sorry, are you P "
" Sorry ! N o ; I am glad."
She sank back into her chair with a sigh of relief. She was
glad. The prospect of this strange marriage offered a relief
from the horrible oppression of her life.
" Henceforward to think of Edward Arundel will be a sin,"
she thought. " I have not won another man's love; b u t I shall
be another man's wife."

CHAPTER

X.

MAEY'S STEP-MOTHEE.

PEEHAPS there was never a quieter courtship t h a n t h a t which
followed Olivia's acceptance of John Marchmont's offer. There
had been no pretence of sentiment on either side ; yet I doubt
If J o h n h a d been much more sentimental during his early lovemaking days, though he had very tenderly and truly loved his
first wife. There were few sparks of the romantic or emotional
fire in his placid nature. His love for his daughter, though it
absorbed His whole being, was a silent and undemonstrative
affection; a thoughtful and almost fearful devotion, which took
the form of intense b u t hidden anxiety for his child's future,
rather t h a n any outward show of tenderness.
H a d his love been of a more impulsive and demonstrative
character, he would scarcely have thought of taking such a ste^)
as t h a t he now contemplated, without first ascertaining whether
it would be agreeable to his daughter.
B u t he never for a moment dreamt of consulting Mary's wiU
upon this important matter. H e looked with fearful glances
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towards the dim future, and saw his darling, a lonely figure upon
a barren landscape, beset by enemies eager to devour her; and
he snatched a t this one chance of securing her a protectress,
who would be bound to her by a legal as well as a moral t i e ;
for J o h n Marchmont meant to appoint his second wife the
guardian of his child. H e thought only of this ; and he hurried
on his suit a t the Rectory, fearful lest death should come between
him and his loveless bride, and t h u s deprive his darling of a
second mother.
This was the history of J o h n Marchmont's marriage. I t was
not tUl a week before the day appointed for the wedding t h a t hn
told his daughter what he was about to do. Edward Arundel
knew the secret, but he had been warned not to reveal it to
Mary.
The father and daughter sat together late one evening in the
first week of December, in the great western drawing-room.
Edward h a d gone to a p a r t y a t Swampington, a n d was to sleep
at the Rectory ; so Mary and her father were alone.
I t was nearly eleven o'clock; but Miss Marchmont h a d insisted
upon sitting u p until her father should retire to rest. She h a d
always sat u p in Oakley-street, she h a d remonstrated, though
she was much younger then. She sat on a velvet-covered
hassock a t her father's feet, with her loose hair falHng over his
knee, as her head lay there in loving abandonment. She was
not talking to h i m ; for neither J o h n nor Mary were great
talkers; b u t she was with him—that was quite enough.
Mr. Marchmont's thin fingers twined themselves listlessly In
and out of the fair curls upon his knee. Mary was thinking of
Edward and the party at Swampington. Would he enjoy himself very, very much ? Would he be sorry t h a t she was not
there ? I t was a grown-up party, and she wasn't old enough
for grown-up parties yet. Would the pretty girls in blue be
there ? and would he dance with them P
H e r father's face was clouded by a troubled expression, as he
looked absently a t the red embers In the low fireplace. H e spjoke
presently, b u t his observation was a very commonplace one.
The opening speeches of a tragedy are seldom remarkable for
any ominous or solemn meaning. Two gentlemen meet each
other in a street very near the footlights, and converse rather
flippantly aljout the aspect of affairs in general; there is no h u i t
of bloodshed and agony tUl we get deeper into the play.
So ]\Ir. Marchmont, bent upon making rather an important
communication to his daughter, and for the first time feeling very
fearful as to how she would take it, began t h u s :
" You really ought to go to bed earher, Polly dear; you've
been looking very pale lately, and I know such hours as these
must be bad for you."
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" Oh, no, papa dear," cried the young lady; " I'm always
pale; that's natural to me. Sitting up late doesn't hurt me,
papa. I t never did in Oakley-street, you know."
John Marchmont shook his head sadly.
" I don't know that," he said. " My darling had to suffer
many evils through her father's poverty. If you had some one
who loved you, dear, a lady, you know,—for a man does not
understand these sort of things,—your health would be looked
after more carefully, and—and—your education—and, in short,
you would be altogether happier; wouldn't you, Polly darhng ? "
He asked the question in an almost piteously appealing tone.
A terrible fear was beginning to take possession of him. His
daughter might be grieved by this second marriage. The very
step which he had taken for her happiness might cause her pain
and sorrow. In the utter cowardice of his affection he trembled
at the thought of causing his darling any distress in the present,
even for her owm welfare,—even for her future good; and he
knew that the step he was about to take would secure that.
Mary started from her recHning position, and looked up at her
father's face.
" You're not going to engage a governess for me, papa ? " she
cried, eagerly. " Oh, please don't! We are so much better as
It is. A governess would keep me away from you, papa; I
know she would. The Miss Llandels, at Impley Grange, have
a governess; and they only come down to dessert for half an
hour, or go out for a drive sometimes, so that they very seldom
see their papa. Lucy told me so; and they said they'd give the
world to be always with their papa, as I am with you. Oh,
pray, pray, papa darhng, don't let me have a governess ! "
The tears were in her eyes as she pleaded to him. The sight
of those tears made him terribly nervous.
" My own dear Polly," he said, " I'm not going to engage a
governess. I
; Polly, Polly dear, you must be reasonable.
You mustn't grieve your poor father. You are old enough to
understand these things now, dear. You know what the doctors
have said. I may die, PoUy, and leave you alone In the world."
She clung closely to her father, and looked up, pale and
trembling, as she answered him.
" When you die, papa, I shall die too, I could never, never
Hve without you."
" Yes, yes, my darling, you would. You wiU live to lead a
happy life, please God, and a safe one; but if I die, and leave
you very young, very inexperienced, and Innocent, as I may do,
my dear, you must not be without a friend to watch over you,
to advise, to protect you. I have thought of this long and
earnestly, PoUy; and I beheve that what I am going to do if
right."
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" What you are going to d o ! " Mary cried, repeating her
father's words, and looking at him in sudden terror. " W h a t
do you mean, papa P What are you going to do ? Nothing
that wiU part us ! Oh, papa, papa, you will never do anything
to part u s ! "
" No, PoUy darhng," answered Mr. Marchmont. " Whatever I do, I do for your sake, and for that alone, I am going to
be married, my dear."
Mary burst into a low waU, more pitiful than any ordinary
weeping.
" Oh, papa, papa," she cried, "younever wUl, you never will!"
The sound of that piteous voice for a few moments quite
unmanned John Marchmont; but he armed himself with a
desperate courage. He determined not to be influenced by this
chfld to rehnquish the purpose which he believed was to achieve
her future welfare.
"Mary, Mary dear," he said, reproachfully, "this Is very
cruel of you. Do you think I haven't consulted your happiness rather than my own P Do you think I shall love you less
because I take this step for your sake ? You are very cruel to
me, Mary."
The httle girl rose from her kneeHng attitude, and stood
before her father, with the tears streaming down her white
cheeks, but with a certain air of resolution about her. She had
been a child for a few moments; a child, with no power to look
beyond the sudden pang of that new sorrow which had come to
her. She was a woman now, able to rise superior to her sorrow
in the strength of her womanhood.
" I won't be cruel, papa," she said; " I was selfish and wicked
to talk Hke that. If it wiU make you happy to have another
wife, papa, I'll not be sorry. No, I won't be sorry, even if your
new wife separates us—a Httle."
" But, my darhng," John remonstrated, " I don't mean that
she should separate us at all. I wish you to have a second
friend, Polly; some one who can understand you better than I
do, who may love you perhaps almost as well." Mary Marchmont shook her head; she could not reaHze this possibUity.
" Do you understand me, my dear ? " her father continued, earnestly. " I want you to have some one who will be a mother to
you; and I hope—I am sure that OHvia
"
Mary interrupted him by a sudden exclamation, that was
almost Hke a cry of pain.
" Not Miss Arundel! " she said. " Oh, papa, it is not Mis3
Arundel you're going to marry."
Her father bent his head in assent.
"What is the matter with you, M a r y ? " he said, almost
fretfuUy, as he saw the look of miagled grief and terror in his
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daughter's face, " You are reaUy quite unreasonable to-night.
If I am to marry at all, who should I choose for a wife ? Who
could be better than OHvia Amndel ? Everybody knows how
good she is. Everybody talks of her goodness."
In these two sentences Mr. Marchmont made confession of
a fact he had never himself considered. I t was not his own
Impulse, It was no instinctive beHef in her goodness, that had
led him to choose OHvia Amndel for his wife. He had been
influenced solely by the reiterated opinions of other people.
" I know she Is very good, papa ? " Mary cried; " but, oh,
why, why do you marry her ? Do you love her so very, very
much P "
" Love h e r ! " exclaimed Mr. Marchmont, naively; " no, Polly
dear; you know that I never loved any one but you."
"Why do you marry her then ? "
" F o r your sake, Polly; for your sake."
" But don't then, papa; oh, pray, pray don't! I don't want
her. I don't Hke her. I could never be happy with her."
"Mary! M a r y ! "
" Yes, I know it's very wicked to say so, but it's true, papa;
I never, never, never could be happy with her. I know she is
good, but I don't like her. If I did anything wrong I should
never expect her to forgiv^e me for i t ; I should never expect her
to have mercy upon me. Don't marry her, papa; pray, pray
don't marry her! "
" Mary," said Mr. Marchmont, resolutely, " this Is very
wrong of you. I have given my word, my dear, and I cannot
recall It. I believe that I am acting for the best. You must
not be childish now, Mary. You have been my comfort ever
since you were a baby; you mustn't make me unhappy now."
Her father's appeal went straight to her heart. Yes, she had
been his help and comfort since her earHest infancy, and she
was not unused to self-sacrifice: why should she fail him now ?
She had read of martyrs, patient and holy creatures, to whom
suffering was glory; she would be a martyr, if need were, for
his sake. She would stand steadfast amid the blazing fagots,
or walk unflinchingly across the white-hot ploughshare, for his
sake, for his sake.
" Papa, papa," she cried, flinging herself upon her father's
neck, " I wiU not make you sorry. I wiU be good and obedient
to Miss Arundel, if you wish it."
Mr. Marchmont carried his Httle gui up to her comfortable
bedchamber, close at hand to his own. She was very calm when
she bade him good night, and she kissed him with a smile upon
her face; but all through the long hours before the late winter
morning Mary Marchmont lay awake, weeping silently and
incessantly in her new sorrow; and aU through the same weary
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hours the masier of that noble Lincolnshire mansion slept a
fitful and troubled slumber, rendered hideous by confused and
horrible dreams, in which the black shadow that came between
him and his child, and the cruel hand that thrust him for ever
from his darhng, were OHvia Arundel's.
But the morning Hght brought relief to John Marchmont and
his cluld. Mary arose with the determination to submit patiently
to her father's choice, and to conceal from him all traces of her
foolish and unreasoning sorrow. John awoke from troubled
dreams to believe in the wisdom of the step he had taken, and
to take comfort from the thought that, in the far-away future,
his daughter would have reason to thank and bless him for the
choice he had made.
So the few days before the marriage passed away—^miserably
short days, that flitted by writh terrible speed; and the last day
of aU was made still more dismal by the departure of Edward
Arundel, who left Marchmont Towers to go to Dangerfield Park,
whence he was most likely to start once more for India.
Mary felt that her narrow world of love was indeed crumbling
away from her. Edward was lost, and to-morrow her father
would belong to another. Mr. Marchmont dined at the Rectory
upon that last evening; for there were settlements to be signed,
and other matters to be arranged; and Mary was alone—quite
alone—weeping over her lost happiness.
" This would never have happened," she thought, " If we
hadn't come to Marchmont Towers. I wish papa had never
had the fortune; we were so happy in Oakley-street,—so very
happy. I wouldn't mind being poor again, If I could be always
with papa."
Mr. Marchmont had not been able to make himself quite
comfortable in his mind, after that unpleasant interview with
his daughter in which he had broken to her the news of his
approaching marriage. Argue with himself as he might upon
the advisability of the step he was about to take, he could not
argue away the fact that he had grieved the child he loved so
intensely. He could not blot away from his memory the pitiful
aspect of her terror-stricken face as she had turned it towards
him when he uttered the name of Olivia Arundel.
No; he had grieved and distressed her. The future might
reconcUe her to that grief, perhaps, as a bygone sorrow which
she had been allowed to suffer for her own ultimate advantage.
But the future was a long way off: and in the meantime there
was Mary's altered face, calm and resigned, but bearing upon
It a settled look of sorrow, very close at hand; and John Marchmont could not be otherwise than unhappy in the knowledge of
his darhng's grief.
I t would seem as if man or woman is never suffered to take a
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fatal step upon the roadway of life without receiving ample
warniag by the way. The stumbling-blocks are placed in the
fatal path by a merciful hand; but we Insist upon clambering
over them, and surmounting them in our bHnd obstinacy, to
reach that shadowy something beyond, which we have in our
Ignorance appointed to be our goal. A thousand ominous
whispers in his own breast warned John Marchmont that the
step he considered so wise was not a wise one; and yet, in spite
of all these subtle warnings, in spite of the ever-present reproach
of his daughter's altered face, this man, who was too weak to
trust bHndly In his God, went on persistently upon his way,
trusting, wdth a thousand times more fatal bhiidness, in his
own wisdom.
He could not be content to confide his darling and her altered
fortunes to the Providence which had watched over her in her
poverty, and sheltered her from every harm. He could not
trust his child to the mercy of God; but he cast her upon the
love of Olivia Arundel.
A new' Hfe began for Mary Marchmont after the quiet wedding
at Swampington Church. The bride and bridegroom went upon
a brief honeymoon excursion far away amongst snow-clad Scottish mountains and frozen streams, upon whose bloomless
margins poor John shivered dismaUy. Mr. Marchmont, having
been, by the hard pressure of poverty, compelled to lead a
Cockney Hfe for the better half of his existence, had but slight
rehsh for the grand and sublime in nature. He could not bring
himself to look at the ruined walls which had once sheltered
Macbeth and his strong-minded partner with all the enthusiasm
which might have been expected of him. He had but one idea
about Macbeth, and he was rather glad to get out of the neighbourhood associated with the warlike Thane; for his memories
of the past presented King Duncan's murderer as a very stern
and uncompromising gentleman, who was utterly intolerant of
banners held awry, or turned with the blank and ignoble side
towards the audience, and who objected vehemently to a violent
fit of coughing on the part of any one of the guests during the
barmecide feast of pasteboard and Dutch metal vnth which he
was wont to entertain them. No; John Marchmont had had
quite enough of Macbeth, and rather wondered at the hot enthusiasm of other red-nosed tourists, apjsarently Indifferent to the
frosty weather.
I t is probable that the master of Marchmont Towers would
have preferred Oakley-street, Lambeth, to Princes-street, Edinburgh ; for the nipping and eager airs of the Modern Athens
nearly blew him across the gulf between the new town and
the old. A visit to the Calton Hfll produced an attack of that
chronic cough which had so severely tormented the weak-kneed
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supernumerary In the draughty corridors of Drury Lane. Melrose and Abbotsford fatigued this poor feeble tourist. He tried
to be interested in the stereotyped round of associations beloved
by other travellers, but he had a weary craving for rest, which
was stronger than any hero-worship; and he discovered, before
long, that he had done a very foolish thing In coming to Scotland ia December and January, without having consulted his
physician as to the propriety of such a step.
But above all personal inconvenience, above all personal
suffering, there was one feeHng ever present in his heart—a sick
yearning for the little girl he had left behind him; a mournful
longing to be back with his chUd. Already Mary's sad forebodings had been In some way realized; already his new wife
had separated him, unintentionally of course, from his daughter.
The aches and pains he endured in the bleak Scottish atmosphere
reminded him only too forcibly of the warnings he had received
from his physicians. He was seized with a kind of panic when
he remembered his own Imprudence. What if he had needlessly
curtaUed the short span of his Hfe ? What if he were to die
soon—before OHvia had learned to love her step-daughter—
before Mary had grown affectionately familiar with her new
guardian ? Again and again he aj)pealed to his w;ife. Imploring
her to be tender to the orphan child, if he should, be snatched
away suddenly.
" I know you wiU love her by-and-by, Olivia," he said; " as
much as I do, perhaps ; for you will discover how good she is,
how patient and unselfish. But just at first, and before you
know her very weU, you wiU be kind to her, won't you, Olivia P
She has been used to great iudulgence; she has been spoiled,
perhaps ; but you'll remember all that, and be very kind to her ? "
" I wiU tiy and do my duty," Mrs. Marchmont answered.
" I pray that I never may do less."
There was no tender yearning In Olivia Marchmont's heart
towards the motherless girl. She herself felt that such a sentiment was wanting, and comprehended that it should have been
there. She would have loved her step-daughter in those early
days If she could have done so: but she could not—she could
not. AU that was tender or womanly In her composition had
been wasted upon her hopeless love for Edward Arundel. The
utter wreck of that smaU freight of affection had left her nature
warped and stunted, soured, disappointed, unwomanly.
How was she to love this child, this hazel-haired, dove-eyed
girl, before whom woman's Hfe, with all Its natural wealth of
affection, stretched far away, a bright and fairy vista ? How
was she to love her,—she, whose black future was unchequered
by one ray of light; who stood, dissevered from the past, alone
in the dismal monotony of the present P
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" No," she thought, " beggars and princes can never love one
another. When this girl and I are equals,—when she, like me,
stands alone upon a barren rock, far out amidst the waste of
waters, with not one memory to hold her to the past, with not
one hope to lure her onward to the future, with nothing but the
black sky above and the black waters around,—then we may
grow fond of each other."
But always more or less steadfast to the standard she had
set up for herself, OHvia Marchmont intended to do her duty to
her step-daughter. She had not failed in other duties, though
no ghmmer of love had brightened them, no natural affection
had made them pleasant. Why should she fail in this ?
If this belief in her own power should appear to be somewhat
arrogant, let it be remembered that she had set herself hard
tasks before now, and had performed them. Would the new
furnace through which she was to pass be more terrible than the
old fires P She had gone to God's altar with a man for whom
she had no more love than she felt for the lowest or most insignificant of the miserable sinners in her father's flock. She had
sworn to honour and obey him, meaning at least faithfully to
perform that portion of her vow; and on the night before her
loveless bridal she had grovelled, white-faced, writhing, mad,
and desperate, upon the ground, and had plucked out of her
lacerated heart her hopeless love for another man.
Yes; she had done this. Another woman might have spent
that bridal eve in vain tears and lamentations, in feeble prayers,
and such weak struggles as might have been evidenced by the
destruction of a few letters, a tress of hair, some fragile foolish
tokens of a wasted love. She would have burnt flve out of sis
letters, perhaps, that helpless, ordinary sinner, and would have
ke]Dt the sixth, to hoard away hidden among her matrimonial
trousseau; she would have thrown away fifteen-sixteenths of
that tress of hair, and would have kept the sixteenth portion,—•
one delicate curl of gold, slender as the thread by which her
shattered hopes had hung,—to be wept over and kissed in the
days that were to come. An ordinary woman would have
played fast and loose with love and duty; and so would have
been true to neither.
But Olivia Arundel did none of these things. She battled
with her weakness as St. George battled with the fiery dragon.
She plucked the rooted serpent from her heart, reckless as to
how much of that desperate heart was to be wrenched away
with its roots. A cowardly woman would have killed herself,
perhaps, rather than endure this mortal agony. OHvia Amndel
killed more than herself: she kiUed the passion which had
become stronger than herself.
" Alone she did i t ; " unaided by any human sympathy or
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compassion, unsupported by any human counsel, not upheld by
her God; for the religion she had made for herself was a hard
creed, and the many words of tender comfort which must have
been familiar to her were unremembered in that long night of
anguish.
I t was the Roman's stern endurance rather than the meek
faithfulness of the Christian which upheld this unhappy woman under her torture. She did not do this thing because
it pleased her to be obedient to her God. She did not do it
because she beHeved in the mercy of Him who inflicted the
suffering, and looked forward hopefully, even amid her passionate grief, to the day when she should better comprehend
that which she now saw so darkly. No; she fought the terrible fight, and she came forth out of it a conqueror, by reason
of her own Indomitable power of suffering, by reason of her
own extraordinary strength of will.
But she did conquer. If her weapon was the classic sword
and not the Christian cross, she was nevertheless a conqueror.
When she stood before the altar and gave her hand to John
Marchmont, Edward Arundel was dead to her. The fatal habit
of looking at him as the one centre of her narrow life was
cured. In all her Scottish wanderings, her thoughts never once
went back to him: though a hundred chance words and associations tempted her, though a thousand memories assailed her,
though some trick of his face In the faces of other people,
though some tone of his voice in the voices of strangers perpetuaUy offered to entrap her. No ; she was steadfast.
Dutiful as a wife as she had been dutiful as a daughter, she
bore with her husband when his feeble health made him a
wearisome companion. She waited upon him when pain made
him fretful, and her duties became Httle less arduous than those
of a hospital nurse. When at the bidding of the Scotch physician
who had been consulted in Edinburgh, John Marchmont turned
homewards, traveUing slowly and resting often on the way, his
wife was more devoted to him than his experienced body-servant, more watchful than the best-trained sick-nurse. She recoUed from nothing, she neglected nothing; she gave him full
measure of the honour and obedience which she had promised
upon her wedding-day. And when she reached Marchmont
Towers upon a dreary evening in January, she passed beneath
the solemn portal of the western front, carrying in her heart the
fuU determination to hold as steadfastly to the other half of her
bargain, and to do her duty to her step-child.
Mary ran out of the western drawing-room to welcome her
father and his wife. She had cast off her black dresses in
honour of Mr. Marchmont's marriage, and she wore some soft,
silken fabric, of a pale shimmering blue, which contrasted ex-

90

John Marchmonfs

Legacy.

quisitely with her soft, brown hair, and her fair, tender face.
She uttered a cry of mingled alarm and sorrow when she saw
her father, and perceived the change that had been made in his
looks by the northern, journey; but she checked herself at a
weanling glance from her step-mother, and bade that dear father
welcome, chnging about him with an almost desperate fondness.
She greeted Olivia gently and respectfully.
" I will try to be very good, mamma," she said, as she took
the passive hand of the lady who had come to rule at Marchmont Towers.
" I believe you will, my dear," OHvia answered, kindly.
She had been startled a Httle as Mary addressed her by that
endearing corruption of the holy word mother. The child had
been so long motherless, that she felt little of that acute anguish
which some orphans suffer when they have to look up in a
strange face and say " mamma." She had taught herself the
lesson of resignation, and she was prepared to accept this
stranger as her new mother, and to look up to her and obey
her henceforward. No thought of her own future position, as
sole owner of that great house and all appertaining to it, ever
crossed Mary Marchmont's mind, womanly as that mind had
become in the sharp experiences of poverty. If her father had
told her that he had cut off the entail, and settled Marchmont
Towers ujDon his new wife, she would have submitted meekly to
his will, and would have seen no injustice in the act. She loved
him blindly and confidingly. Indeed, she could only love after
one fashion. The organ of veneration must have been abnormally developed in Mary Marchmont's head. To believe that
any one she loved was otherwise than perfect, would have been,
in her creed, an infidelity against love. Had any one told her
that Edward Amndel was not eminently qualified for the post
of General-in-Chief of the Army of the Indus: or that her
father could by any possible chance b^ gnUty of a fault or folly:
she would have recoiled in horror from the treasonous slanderer.
So Mary Marchmont, trusting impHcitly In those she loved,
submitted to her father's will and prepared to obey her stepmother. The new Hfe at the Towers began very peacefuUy; a
perfect harmony reigned in the quiet household. Olivia took
the reins of management with so Httle parade, that the old
housekeeper, who had long been paramount in the Lincolnshire
mansion, found herself supersecled before she knew that her
rights had been Infringed upon. I t was OHvia's nature to
govern. Her strength of wiU asserted Itself almost unconsciously. She took possession of Mary Marchmont as she had
taken possession of her school-children at Swampington, making
her own laws for the government of their narrow InteUects.
She planned a routine of study that was actually terrible to the
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Httle girl, whose education had hitherto been conducted In a
somewhat desultory manner by a weakly indulgent father. She
came between Mary and her one amusement—the reading of
novels. The half-bound romances were snatched ruthlessly
from this young devourer of light literature, and sent back to
the shabby circulating Hbrary at Swampington. Even the
gloomy old oak book-cases in the library at the Towers, and the
Abbotsford edition of the Waverley Novels, were forbidden to
poor Mary; for, though Sir Walter Scott's morality Is irreproachable, it wUl not do for a young lady to be weeping over
Lucy Ashton or Amy Robsart when she should be consulting
her terrestrial globe, and informing herself as to the latitude and
longitude of the Fiji Islands.
So a round of dry and dreary lessons began for poor Miss
Marchmont, and her brain grew almost dazed under that continuous and pelting shower of hard facts which many worthy
people consider the one sovereign method of education. Perceiving that her mind was far in advance of her years, Olivia
set her tasks In advance of her mind: in order that the perfection attained by a sort of steeple-chase of instruction might not
be lost to her. If Mary learned difficult lessons with surprising
rapidity, Mrs. Marchmont plied her with yet more difficult
lessons, thus keeping the spur perpetually In the side of this
heavUy-weighted racer on the road to learning. But It must
not be thought that OHvia wilfully tormented or oppressed her
step-daughter. I t was not so. I n all this, John Marchmont's
second wife implicitly beHeved that she was doing her duty to
the child committed to her care. She fully beHeved that this
dreary routine of education was wise and right, and would be
for Mary's ultimate advantage. If she caused Miss Marchmont
to get up at abnormal hours on bleak wintry mornings, for the
purpose of wrestling with a difficult variation by Hertz or Schubert, she herself rose also, and sat shivering by the piano,
counting the time of the music which her step-daughter played.
Whatever pains and trouble she infflcted on Mary, she most
unshrinkingly endured herself. She waded through the dismal
slough of learning side by side with the younger sufferer: Roman
emperors, mediaeval schisms, early British manufactures, Philippa
of Hainault, Flemish woollen stuffs. Magna Charta, the siclereal heavens, Luther, Newton, Huss, GaHleo, Calvin, Loyola,
Sir Robert Walpole, Cardinal Wolsey, conchology, Arianism in
the Early Church, trial by jury, Habeas Corpus, zoology, Mr.
Pitt, the American war, Copernicus, Confucius, Mahomet, Harvey,
Jenner, Lycurgus, and Catherine of Arragon; through a very
diaboHcal dance of history, science, theology, philosophy, and
Instruction of aU kinds, did this devoted priestess lead her hapless victim, stmggHng onward towards that distant altar at
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which Pallas Athene waited, pale and inscrutable, to receive a
new disciple.
But Olivia Marchmont did not mean to be unmerciful; she
meant to be good to her step-daughter. She did not love Mary,
but, on the other hand, she did not disHke her. Her feelings
were simply negative. Mary understood this, and the submissive obedience she rendered to her step-mother was untempered
by affection. So for nearly two years these two people led a
monotonous life, unbroken by any more important event than a
dinner-party at Marchmont Towers, or a brief visit to Harrowgate or Scarborough.
This monotonous existence was not to go on for ever. The
fatal day, so dreaded by John Marchmont, was creeping closer
and closer. The sorrow which had been shadowed in every
childish dream, in every childish prayer, came at last; and Mary
Marchmont was left an orphan.
Poor John had never quite recovered the effects of his winter
excursion to Scotland; neither his wife's devoted nursing, nor
his physician's care, could avail for ever; and, late in the autumn
of the second year of his marriage, he died, slowly and peacefully enough as regards physical suffering, but not without
bitter grief of mind.
In vain Hubert Arundel talked to him; in vain did he himself
pray for faith and comfort in this dark hour of trial. He could
not bear to leave his child alone in the world. In the foolishness of his love, he would have trusted in the strength of his
own arm to shield her in the battle ; yet he could not trust her
hopefully to the arm of God. He prayed for her night and day
during the last week of his illness ; while she was praying passionately, almost madly, that he might be spared to her, or that
she might die with him. Better for her, according to all mortal
reasoning, if she had. Happier for her, a thousand times, if
she could have died as she wished to die, chnging to her father's
breast.
The blow fell at last upon those two loving hearts. These
were the shadows of death that shut his child's face from John
Marchmont's fading sight. His feeble arms groped here and
there for her in that dim and awful obscurity.
Yes, this was death. The narrow tract of yellow sand had
little hj Httle grown narrower and narrower. The dark and
cruel waters were closing in: the feeble boat went down into
the darkness: and Mary stood alone, with her dead father's
hand clasped in hers,—the last feeble link which bound her to
the Past,—looking blankly forward to an unknown Future.
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XI,

THE DAY OP DESOLATION.

Y E S ; the terrible day had come. Mary Marchmont roamed
hither and thither in the big gaunt rooms, u p and down the
long dreary corridors, white and ghostlike in her mute anguish,
while the undertaker's men were busy in her father's chamber,
and while John's widow sat in the study below, writing business
letters, and making all necessary arrangements for the funeral.
I n those early days no one attempted to comfort the orphan.
There was something more terrible t h a n the loudest grief m the
awful quiet of the girl's anguish. The wan eyes, looking wearily
out of a white haggard face, t h a t seemed drawm and contracted
as if by some hideous physical torture, were tearless. Except
the one long wail of despair which h a d burst from her lips m
the awful moment of her father's death agony, no cry of sorrow,
no utterance of pain, had given relief to Mary Marchmont's
suffering.
She suffered, and was still. She shrank away from all h u m a n
companionship; she seemed specially to avoid the society of her
step-mother. She locked the door of her room upon all who
would have intruded on her, and flung herself upon the bed, to
He there in a dull stupor for hour after hour. B u t when the
twUight was grey in the desolate corridors, the wretched girl
wandered out mto the gallery on which her father's room opened,
and hovered near t h a t solemn death-chamber; fearful to go in,
fearful to encounter the watchers of the dead, lest they should
torture her by their hackneyed expressions of sympathy, lest
they should agonize her by their commonplace talk of the lost.
Once during t h a t brief interval, while the coffin still held
terrible tenancy of the death-chamber, the girl wandered in the
dead of the night, when all b u t the hired watchers were asleep,
to the broad landing of the oaken staircase, and into a deep recess formed by an embayed window which opened over the great
stone porch.
The window had been left open; for even In the bleak a u t u m n
weather the atmosphere of the great house seemed hot and oppressive to its li\'ing inmates, whose spirits were weighed down
by a vague sense of the Awful Presence in t h a t Lincolnshire
mansion. Mary had wandered to this open window, scarcely
knowing whither she went, after remaining for a long time on
her knees by the threshold of her father's room, with her head
resting against the oaken panel of the door—not praying ; why
should she pray now, unless her prayers could have restored the
dead? She h a d come out upon the wide staircase, and past
the ghostly pictured faces, which looked grimly down upon her
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from the oaken wainscot; she had wandered here In the dim
grey light—there was light somewhere in the sky, but only a
shadowy and uncertain glimmer of fading starlight or coming
dawn—and she stood now with her head resting against one of
the angles of the massive stone-work, looking out of the open
window.
The morning, already glimmering dimly in the eastern sky
behind Marchmont Towers, was to witness poor John's funeral.
For nearly six days Mary Marchmont had avoided all human
companionship: for nearly six days she had shunned all human
sympathy and comfort. During all that time she had never
eaten, except when forced to do so by her step-mother; who
had visited her from time to time, and had insisted upon sitting
by her bedside while she took the food that had been brought to
her. The girl had slept very seldom during those six dreary
days; and her feverish slumbers had brought her Httle rest or
refreshment. , They had brought her nothing but cruel dreams,
in which her father was still aHve; in which she felt his thin
arms clasped round her neck, his faint and fitful breath warm
upon her cheek.
A great clock In the stables struck five while Mary Marchmont stood looking out of the Tudor window. The broad
grey flat before the house stretched far away, melting Into the
shadowy horizon. The pale stars grew paler as Mary looked at
them; the black water-pools began to ghmmer faintly under
the widening patch of light in the eastern sky. The girl's
senses were bewildered by her suffering, and her head was Hght
and dizzy.
Her father's death had made so sudden and terrible a break
In her existence, that she could scarcely believe the world had
not come to an end, with all the joys and sorrows of its inhabitants. Would there be anything more after to-morrow ? she
thought; would the blank days and nights go monotonously on
when the story that had given them a meaning and a purpose
had come to its dismal end? Surely not; surely, after those
gaunt iron gates, far away across the swampy waste that was
called a park, had closed upon her father's funeral train, the
world would come to an end, and there would be no more time
or space. She beHeved this in the semi-deHrium Into wliich she
had fallen within the last hour. She beHeved that all would
be over; and that she and her despair would melt away into
the emptiness that was to engulf the universe after her father's
funeral.
Then suddenly the full reality of her grief flashed upon her
with horrible force. She clasped her hands upon her forehead,
and a low famt cry broke from her white Hps.
I t was not all over. Time and space would not be annihUated.
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The weary, monotonous, workaday world would still go on upon
Its course. Nothing would be changed. The great gaunt stone
mansion would stiU stand, and the dull machinery of its interior
would still go on: the same hours: the same customs: the same
inflexible routine. John Marchmont would be carried out of the
house that had owned him master, to He in the dismal vault
under KemberHng Church; and the world in which he had made
so Httle stir would go on without him. The easy-chair In which
he had been wont to sit would be wheeled away from its corner
by the fireplace In the western drawing-room. The papers In
his study would be sorted and put away, or taken possession of
by strange hands. Cromwells and Napoleons die, and the earth
reels for a moment, only to be " alive and bold " again In the
next instant, to the astonishment of poets, and the calm satisfaction of philosophers ; and ordinary people eat their breakfasts
whfle the telegram lies beside them upon the table, and while
the printer's ink in which Mr. Renter's message is recorded is
stfll wet from the machine in Printing-house Square.
A n g u i ^ and despair more terrible than any of the tortures
she had felt yet took possession of Mary Marchmont's breast.
For the first time she looked out at her own future. Until now
she had thought only of her father's death. She had despaired
because he was gone; but she had never contemplated the horror
of her future Hfe—a Hfe ia which she was to exist without him.
A sudden agony, that was near akin to madness, seized upon
this girl, in whose sensitive nature affection had always had a
morbid iatensity. She recoUed with a wild dread from the prospect of that blank future ; and as she looked out at the wide
stone steps below the window from which she was leaning, for
the first time in her young Hfe the idea of self-destruction flashed
across her miad.
She uttered a cry, a shrill, almost unearthly cry, that wag
notwithstanding low and feeble, and clambered suddenly upon
the broad stone sill of the Tudor casement. She wanted to
fHng herself down and dash her brains out upon the stone steps
below; but In the utter prostration of her state she was too
feeble to do this, and she feU backwards and dropped In a heap
upon the poHshed oaken flooring of the recess, striking her forehead as she feU. She lay there unconscious until nearly seven
o'clock, when one of the women-servants found her, and carried
her off to her own room, where she suffered herself to be undressed and put to bed.
Mary Marchmont did not speak until the good-hearted Lincolnshire housemaid had laid her in her bed, and was going
away to teU OHvia of the state ix which she had found the
orphan girl.
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" Don't tell my stejD-mother anything about me, Susan," she
said ; " I think I was mad last night."
This speech frightened the housemaid, and she went straight
to the widow's room. Mrs. Marchmont, always an early riser,
had been u p and dressed for some time, and went at once to
look at her step-daughter.
She found Mary very calm and reasonable. There was no
trace of bewilderment or dehrium now in her manner; and
when the principal doctor of Swampington came a couple of
hours afterwards to look at the young heiress, he declared t h a t
there was no cause for any alarm. The young lady was sensitive,
morbidly sensitive, he said, and must be kept very quiet for a
few days, and watched by some one whose presence would not
annoy her. If there was any girl of her ow^i age whom she had
ever shown a predilection for, t h a t girl would be the fittest companion for her j u s t now. After a few days, it would be advisable
t h a t she should have change of air and change of scene. She
must not be allowed to brood continuously on her father's death.
The doctor repeated this last injunction more t h a n once. I t was
most important t h a t she should not give way too perpetually to
her grief.
So Mary Marchmont lay in her darkened room while her
father's funeral train was moving slowly away from the western
entrance. I t happened t h a t the orphan girl's apartments looked
out into the quadrangle; so she heard none of the subdued
sounds which attended the departure of t h a t solemn procession.
I n her weakness she had grown submissive to the will of others.
She thought this feebleness and exhaustion gave warning of
approaching death. H e r prayers would be granted, after all.
This anguish and despair would be b u t of brief duration, and
she would ere long be carried to the vault under Kemberhng
Church, to He beside her father in the black stillness of t h a t
solemn place.
Mrs. Marchmont strictly obeyed the doctor's injunctions. A
girl of seventeen, the daughter of a small tenant farmer near
the Towers, had been a special favourite with Mary, who was
not apt to make friends amongst strangers. This girl, Hester
Pollard, was sent for, and came willingly and gladly to watch
her young patroness. She brought her needlework with her,
-and sat near the window busfly employed, while Mary lay
shrouded by the curtains of the bed. All active services
necessary for the comfort of the invalid were performed by
Olivia or her own special attendant, an old servant who had
lived with the Rector ever since his daughter's birth, and h a d
only left him to follow t h a t daughter to Marchmont Towers after
her marriage. So Hester Pollard had nothing to do but to keep
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very quiet, and patiently await the time when Mary might be
disposed to talk to her. The farmer's daughter was a gentle,
unobti-uslve oreature, very well fitted for the duty imposed upon
her.

CHAPTER XIL
PAUL.

OLTVLA. MARCHMONT sat in her late husband's study wlule John's
funeral train was moving slowly along under the misty October
sky. A long stream of carriages followed the stately hearse,
with Its four black horses, and Its voluminous draperies of rich
velvet, and nodding plumes that were damp and heavy with the
autumn atmosphere. The unassuming master of Marchmont
Towers had won for himself a quiet popularity amongst the
simple country gentry, and the best families in Lincolnshire had
sent their chiefs to do honour to his burial, or at least their
empty carriages to represent them at that mournful ceremonial.
OHvia sat In her dead husband's favourite chamber. Her head
lay back upon the cushion of the roomy morocco-covered armchair in which he had so often sat. She had been working hard
that morning, and indeed every morning since John Marchmont's
death, sorting and arranging papers, with the aid of Richard
Paulette, the Lincoln's Inn solicitor, and James Gormby, the
land-steward. She knew that she had been left sole guardian
of her step-daughter, and executrix to her husband's will; and
she had lost no time in making herself acquainted with the
business details of the estate, and the full nature of the responsibflities entrusted to her.
She was resting now, having done all that could be done
untfl after the reading of the will. She had attended to her
step-daughter. She had stood In one.of the windows of the
western drawing-room, watching the departure of the funeral
cortege; and now she abandoned herself for a brief space to
that idleness which was so unusual to her.
A fire burned in the low grate at her feet, and a rough cur—
half shepherd's dog, half Scotch deer-hound, who had been fond
of John, but was not fond of OHvia—lay at the farther extremity of the hearth-rug, watching her suspiciously.
Mrs. Marchmont's personal appearancehad not altered during
the two years of her married Hfe. Her face was thin and
haggard; but it had been thin and haggard before her marriage.
No one could deny that the face was handsome, and the features
beautifuUy chiselled. But the grey eyes were hard and cold,
the Hne of the faultless eyebrows gave a stern expression to the
countenance; the thin Hps were rigid and compressed. The

98

John Marchmonfs

Legacy.

face wanted both light and colour. A sculptor copying It line
by Hne would have produced a beautiful head. A painter must
have lent his o^vn glowing tints if he wished to represent Olivia
Marchmont as a lovely woman.
Her pale face looked paler, and her black hair more densely
black, against the dead white of her widow's cap. Her mourning dress clung closely to her taU, slender figure. She was Httle
more than twenty-five, but she looked a woman of thirty. I t
had been her misfortune to look older than she was from a very
early period in her Hfe.
She had not loved her husband when she married him, nor
had she ever felt for him that love which in most womanly
natures grows out of custom and duty. I t was not in her nature
to love. Her passionate idolatry of her boyish cousin had been
the one solitary affection that had ever held a place in her cold
heart. AU the fire of her nature had been concentrated in this
one folly, this one passion, against which only heroic endurance
had been able to prevail.
Mrs. Marchmont felt no grief, therefore, for her husband's
loss. She had felt the shock of his death, and the painful oppression of his dead presence in the house. She had faithfully
nursed him through many illnesses; she had patiently tended
him until the very last; she had done her duty. And now, for
the first time, she had leisure to contemplate the past, and look
forward to the future.
So far this woman had fulfilled the task which she had taken
upon herself; she had been true and loyal to the vow she had
made before God's altar, in the church of Swampington. And
now she was free. No, not quite free; for she had a heavy
burden yet upon her hands; the solemn charge of her stepdaughter during the girl's minority. But as regarded marriage
vows and marriage ties she was free.
She was free to love Edward Arundel again.
The thought came upon her with a rush and an Impetus, wild
and strong as the sudden uprising of a whirlwind, or the loosing
of a mountain torrent that had long been bound. She was a
wife no longer. I t was no longer a sin to think of the brighthaired soldier, fighting far away. She was free. When Edward
returned to England by-and-by, he would find her free once
more; a young widow,—young, handsome, and rich enough to
be no bad prize for a younger son. He would come back and
find her thus; and then—and then
!
She fiung one of her clenched hands up into the air, and struck
it on her forehead in a sudden paroxysm of rage. What then ?
Would he love her any better than he had loved her two years
ago ? No; he would treat her with the same cruel indifferenca,
the same commonplace cousinly friendhness, with which he had
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mocked and tortured her before. Oh, shame ! Oh, misery!
Was there no pride In women, that there could be one among
them faUen so low as she; ready to grovel at the feet of a fairhaired boy, and to cry aloud, " Love me, love me! or be pitiful,
and strike me dead!"
Better that Jolm Marchmont should have lived for ever, better
that Edward Arundel should die far away upon some Eastern
battle-field, before some Affghan fortress, than that he should
return to infhct upon her the same tortures she had writhed
under two years before.
" God grant that he may never come back!" she thought.
" God grant that he may marry out yonder, and Hve and die
there! God keep him from me for ever and for ever In this
weary world!"
And yet in the next moment, with the Inconsistency which is
the chief attribute of that madness we call love, her thoughts
wandered away dreamily Into visions of the future; and she
pictured Edward Amndel back again at Swampington, at
Marchmont Towers. Her soul burst its bonds and expanded,
and drank in the sunlight of gladness : and sl^e dared to think
that it might be so—there might be happiness yet for her. He
had been a boy when he went back to India,—careless. Indifferent. He would return a man,—graver, wiser, altogether
changed: changed so much as to love her perhaps.
She knew that, at least, no rival had shut her cousin's heart
against her, when she and he had been together two years before.
He had been indifferent to her; but he had been Indifferent to
others also. There was comfort in that recoUection. She had
questioned him very sharply as to his life In India and at
Dangerfield, and she had discovered no trace of any tender
memory of the past, no hint of a cherished dream of the future.
His heart had been empty: a boyish, unawakened heart: a
temple In which the shrine was unhaUowed by the presence of
a goddess.
OHvia Marchmont thought of these things. For a few moments, if only for a few moments, she abandoned herself to such
thoughts as these. She let herself go. She released the stern
hold which it was her habit to keep upon her own mind! and in
those bright moments of dehclous abandonment the glorious
Bunsliine streamed in upon her narrow Hfe, and visions of a possible future expanded before her Hke a fairy panorama, stretching away into realms of vague Hght and splendour. I t was
possible; it was at least possible.
But, again, In the next moment the magical panorama collapsed and shriveUed away, Hke a burning scroll; the fairy
picture, whose gorgeous colouring she had looked upon with
dazzled eyes, almost bHnded by its overpowering glory, shrank
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into a handful of black ashes, and was gone. The woman's
strong nature reasserted itself; t h e iron will rose up, ready to
do battle with the foolish heart.
" I will not be fooled a second time," she cried. " Did I suffer
so little when I blotted t h a t image out of m y heart ? Did the
destruction of my cruel Juggernaut cost me so small an agony
t h a t I must needs be ready to elevate t h e false god again, and
crush out m y heart once more under t h e brazen wheels of his
chariot ? lie loill never love me!"
She writhed; this self-sustained and resolute woman wrrithed
in her anguish as she uttered those five words, " H e will never
love m e ! " She knew t h a t they were t r u e ; t h a t of all the
changes t h a t Time could bring to pass, it would never bring
such a change as that. There was not one element of sympathy
between herself and the young soldier; they had not one thought
in common. Nay, more; there was an absolute antagonism between them, which, in spite of her love, Olivia fully recognized.
Over the gulf t h a t separated them no coincidence of thought or
fancy, no sympathetic emotion, ever stretched its electric chain
to draw them together in mysterious union.
They stood aloof,
divided by t h e width of an intellectual universe. The woman
knew this, and hated herself for her folly, scorning ahke her love
and its object; b u t her love was not t h e less because of her
scorn. I t was a madness, an isolated madness, which stood alone
In her soul, and fought for mastery over her better aspirations,
her wiser thoughts. W e are all familiar with strange stories of
wise and great minds which have been ridden by some hobgoblin
fancy, some one horrible monomania; a bleeding head upon a
dish, a grinning skeleton playing hide-and-seek In the folds of
the bed-curtains; some devilry or other before which the masterspirit shrank and dwindled until t h e body withered and the
victim died.
H a d Olivia Marchmont lived a couple of centuries before, she
would have gone straight to t h e nearest old crone, and would
have boldly accused the wretched woman of being the author of
her misery.
" Y o u harbour a black cat and other noisome vermin, and you
prowl about muttering to yourself o' nights," she might have
said.
" Y o u have been seen to gather herbs, and you make
strange and uncanny signs with your palsied old fingers. The
black cat is the devil your colleague; and the rats under your
tumble-down roof are his imps, your associates. I t is you who
have instilled this horrible madness into my soul; for it could
not come of itself."
OHvia Marchmont, being resolute and strong-minded, would
not have rested until her tormentor had paid the penalty of her
foul work at a stake in t h e nearest market-place.
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Hated by the degradation of my love for a man who does not care
forme?"
So long as John Marchmont had lived, this woman would have
been true to the terrible victory she had won upon the eve of her
bridal. She would have been true to herself and to her marriagevow ; but her husband's death, in setting her free, had cast her
back upon the madness of her youth. I t was no longer a sin
to think of Edward Arundel. Having once suffered this idea to
arise in her mind, her idol grew too strong for her, and she
thought of him by night and day.
Yes ; she thought of him for ever and ever. The narrow life
to which she doomed herself, the self-immolation which she
caUed duty, left her a prey to this one thought. Her work was
not enough for her. Her powerful mind wasted and shrivelled
for want of worthy employment. I t was Hke one vast roll of
archment whereon half the wisdom of the world might have
een inscribed, but on which was only written, over and over
again, in maddening repetition, the name of Edward Arundel.
If OHvia Marchmont could have gone to America, and entered
herself amongst the feminine professors of law or medicine,—if
she could have turned preacher, and cried to the lost souls
wandeiing in darkness, if she could have set up a printing-press
in Bloomsbury, or even written a novel,—she might have been
f^ved. The superabundant energy of her mind would have
found a new object. As It was, she did none of these things.
She had only djeamt one dream, until by force of perpetual
repetition the dream had become a madness.
But the monotonous Hfe was not to go on for ever. The dull,
grey, leaden sky was to be illumined by sudden bursts of sunshine, and swept by black thunder-clouds, whose stormy violence
was to shake the very universe for these two solitary women.
John Marchmont had been dead nearly three years. Mary's
humble friend, the farmer's daughter, had married a young
tradesman in the vUlage of KemberHng, a mile and a half from
the Towers. Mary was a woman now, and had seen the last of
the Roman emperors and aU the dry-as-dust studies of her girlhood. She had nothing to do but accompany her step-mother
liither and thither amongst the poor cottages about KemberHng
and two or three other small parishes within a drive of the
Towers, " doing good," after Olivia's fashion, by line and rule.
At home the young lady did what she pleased, sitting for hours
together at her piano, or wading through gigantic achievements
in the way of embroidery work. She was even allowed to read
novels now, but only such novels as were especially recommended
to OHvia, who was one of the patronesses of a book-club at
Swampington: novels In which young ladies fell in love with
curates, and didn't marry them: novels In which everybody suf-
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fered all manner of misery, and rather Hked i t : novels in which,
if the heroine did marry the man she loved—and this happy
conclusion was the exception, and not the rule—the small-pox
swept away her beauty, or a fatal accident deprived him of his
legs, or eyes, or arms before the wedding-day.
The two women went to KemberHng Church together twice
every Sunday. I t was rather monotonous—the same church,
the same rector and curate, the same clerk, the same congregation, the same old organ tunes and droning voices of Lincolnshire charity children, very often the same sermons. But Mary
had grown accustomed to monotony. She had ceased to hope
or care for anything since her father's death, and was very well
contented to be let alone, and aUowed to dawdle through a life
which was utterly without aim or purpose. She sat opposite
her step-mother on one particular afternoon In the state pew at
KemberHng, which was lined with faded red baize, and raised a
Httle above the pews of meaner worshippers; she was sitting
with her Hstless hands lying in her lap, looking thoughtfully at
her step-mother's stony face, and listening to the dull droning
of the rector's voice above her head. I t was a sunny afternoon
In early June, and the church was bright with a warm yellow
radiance ; one of the old diamond-paned windows was open, and
the tinkhng of a sheep-bell far away in the distance, and the
hum of bees In the chm'chyard, sounded pleasantly in the quiet
of the hot atmosphere.
The young mistress of Marchmont Towers felt the drowsy
influence of that tranquU summer weather creeping stealthily
upon her. The heavy eye-Hds drooped over her soft brown eyes,
those wistful eyes which had so long looked wearily out upon a
world wherein there seemed so Httle joy. The rector's sermon
was a very long one this warm afternoon, and there was a low
sound of snoring somewhere in one of the shadowy and sheltered
pews beneath the galleries. Mary tried very hard to keep herself awake. Mrs. Marchmont had frowned darkly at her once
or twice already, for to fall asleep in church was a dire iniquity
in OHvia's rigid creed; but the drowsiness was not easily to be
conquered, and the girl was sinking into a peaceful slumber in
spite of her step-mother's menaciag frowns, when the sound of a
sharp footfall on one of the gravel pathways in the churchyard
aroused her attention.
Who shaU say why she was awakened out of her sleep by the
sound of that step ? I t was different, perhaps, to the footsteps
of the KemberHng congregation. The brisk, sharp sound of the
tread striking lightly but firmly on the gravel was not compatible with the shuffling gait of the tradespeople and farmer's
men who formed the greater part of the worshippers at that
quiet Lincolnshiie church. Again, It would have been a mon-
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strong sin in that tranquU place for any one member of the congregation to disturb the devotions of the rest by entering at
such a time as this. I t was a stranger, then, evidently. What
did it matter P Miss Marchmont scarcely cared to Hft her eyeHds to see who or what the stranger was; but the intruder let
In such a flood of June sunshine when he pushed open the ponderous oaken door under the church porch, that she was dazzled
by the sudden burst of light, and Involuntarily opened her eyes.
The stranger let the door swing softly to behind him, and
stood beneath the shadow of the porch, not caring to advance
any farther, or to disturb the congregation by his presence.
Maiy could not see him very plainly at first. She could only
dimly define the outhne of the tall figure, the clustering chestnut hair; but Httle by Httle the face seemed to grow out of the
shadow, until she saw it all,—the handsome patrician features,
the luminous blue eyes, the amber moustache,—the face which,
in Oakley-street, eight years ago, she had chosen for her type of
all manly perfection, her Ideal of heroic grace.
Yes; it was Edward Amndel. Her eyes lighted up with an
unwonted rapture as she looked at him; her lips parted; and
her breath came in faint gasps. All the monotonous years, the
terrible agonies of sorrow, dropped away into the past; and
Mary Marchmont was conscious of nothing except the unutterable happiness of the present.
The one friend of her chUdhood had come back. The one
Hnk, the almost forgotten Hnk, that bound her to every dream
of those fooHsh early days, was united once more by the presence of the young soldier. All that happy time, nearly five
years ago,—that happy time In which the tennis-court had been
buUt, and the boat-house by the river restored,—those sunny
autumn days before her father's second marriage,—returned to
her. There was pleasure and joy in the world, after all: and
then the memory of her father came back to her mind, and her
eyes filled with tears. How sorry Edward would be to see his
old friend's empty place in the western drawing-room; how sorry
for her and for her loss ! Olivia Marchmont saw the change in
her step-daughter's face, and looked at her with stem amazement. But, after the first shock of that delicious surprise,
Mary's training asserted itself She folded her hands,—they
trembled a little, but OHvia did not see that,—and waited
patiently, with her eyes cast down and a faint flush Hghting up
her pale cheeks, until the sermon was finished, and the congregation began to disperse. She was not impatient. She felt as
if she could have waited thus jicaccfuUy and contentedly for
ever, knowing that the only friend she had on earth was near her,
Olivia was slow to leave her pew ; but at last she opened the
door and went out into the ametaisle^ followed by Mary, out
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under the shadowy porch and Into the gravel-walk in the
churchyard, where Edward Arundel was waiting for the two
ladies.
John Marchmont's widow uttered no cry of surprise when
she saw her cousin standing a little way apart from the slowlydispersing congregation. Her dark face faded a little, and her
heart seemed to stop its pulsation suddenly, as if she had been
turned into stone: but this was only for a moment. She held
out her hand to Mr. Amndel in the next instant, and bade him
welcome to Lincolnshire.
" I did not know you were in England," she said.
" Scarcely any one knows It yet," the young man answered;
" and I have not even been home. I came to Marchmont
Towers at once."
He turned from his cousin to Mary, who was standing a Utile
behind her step-mother.
" Dear Polly," he said, taking both her hands In his, " I was
so sorry for you, when I heard
"
He stopped, for he saw the tears welHng up to her eyes. It
was not his allusion to her father's death that had distressed
her. He had called her Polly, the old familiar name, which
she had never heard since that dead father's Hps had last
spoken it.
The carriage was waiting at the gate of the churchyard, and
Edward Arundel went back to Marchmont Towers with the
two ladies. He had reached the house a quarter of an hour
after they had left It for afternoon church, and had walked over
to Kemberhng.
" I was so anxious to see you, Polly," he said, " after all this
long time, that I had no patience to wait untfl you and Livy
came back from church."
Olivia started as the young man said this. I t was Mary
Marchmont whom he had come to see, then—not herself. Was
she never to have any place in his thoughts ? Was she to be
for ever insulted by this humlHating Indifference P A dark flush
came over her face, as she drew her head up with the air of an
offended empress, and looked angrfly at her cousin. Alas ! he
did not even see that indignant glance. He was bending over
Mary, telling her, in a low tender voice, of the grief he had felt
on learning the news of her father's death.
Olivia Marchmont looked with an eager, scrutinizing gaze at
her step-daughter. Could It be possible that Edward Amndel
might ever come to love this girl P Could such a thing be possible? A hideous depth of horror and confusion seemed to
open before her with the thought. In all the past, amongst all
things she had imagined, amongst aU the calamities she had
pictured to herself, she had never thought of anything Hke this.
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Would such a thing ever come to pass ? Would she ever grow
to hate this girl—this girl, who had been entrusted to her by
her dead husband—with the most terrible hatred that one
woman can feel towards another P
In the next moment she was angry with herself for the abject
folly of this new terror. She had never yet learned to think of
Mary as a woman. She had never thought of her otherwise
than as the pale child-like girl who had come to her meekly,
day after day, to recite difficult lessons, standing in a submissive
attitude before her, and rendering obedience to her in all things.
"Was It Hkely, was it possible, that this pale-faced girl would
enter into the Hsts against her in the great battle of her life ?
Was it Hkely that she was to find her adversary and her conqueror here, in the meek child who had been committed to her
charge P
She watched her step-daughter's face with a jealous, hungry
gaze. Was it beautiful ? No! The features were deHcate; the
brown eyes soft and dovelike, almost lovely, now that they were
irradiated by a new Hght, as they looked shyly up to Edward
Arundel. But the girl's face was wan and colourless. I t lacked
the splendour of beauty. I t was only after you had looked at
Mary for a very long time that you began to think her rather
pretty.
The five years during which Edward Arundel had been away
had made Httle alteration in him. He was rather taller, perhaps ; his amber moustache thicker; his manner more dashing
than of old. The mark of a sabre-cut under the chestnut curls
that shaded his temples gave him a certain soldierly dignity.
He seemed a man of the world now, and Mary Marchmont was
rather afraid of him. He was so different from the Lincolnshire
squires, the bashful younger sons who were to be educated for
the Church: he was so dashing, so elegant, so splendid! From
the waving grace of his hair to the tip of the poHshed boot
peeping out of his well-cut trouser (there were no peg-tops in
1847, and it was le genre to show very Httle of the boot), he
was a creature to be wondered at, to be almost reverenced, Mary
thought. She could not help admiring the cut of his coat, the
easy nonchalance of his manner, the waxed ends of his moustache, the danghng toys of gold and enamel that jingled at his
watch-chain, the faint perfume that floated away froin his
cambric handkerchief. She was chfldlsh enough to worship aU
these external attributes in her hero.
" Shall I invite him to Marchmont Towers ? " Olivia thought;
and while she was deHberating upon this question, Mary Marchmont cried out, " You wiU stop at the Towers, won't you, Mr.
Arundel, as you did when poor papa was ahve P "
" Most decidedly, Miss Marchmont," the young man answered.
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" I mean to throw myself upon your hospitality as confidingly as
I did a long time ago in Oakley-street, when you gave me hot
roUs for my breakfast."
Mary laughed aloud—perhaps for the first time since her
father's death. Olivia bit her lip. She was of so little account,
then, she thought, that they did not care to consult her. A
gloomy shadow spread itself over her face. Already, already
she began to hate this pale-faced, childish orphan-girl, who
seemed to be transformed into a new being under the spell of
Edward Arundel's presence.
But she made no attempt to prevent his stopping at the
Towers, though a word from her would have effeotuaUy hindered his coming. A dull torpor took possession of her; a
black apprehension paralyzed her mind. She felt that a pit
of horror was opening before her ignorant feet. All that she
had suffered was as nothing to what she was about to suffer.
Let it come, then! What could she do to keep this torture
away from her? Let it come, since It seemed that it must
come in some shape or other.
She thought all this, while she sat back in a comer of the
carriage watching the two faces opposite to her, as Edward and
Mary, seated with their backs to the horses, talked together in
low confidential tones, which scarcely reached her ear. She
thought all this during the short drive between KemberHng and
Marchmont Towers; and when the carriage drew up before the
low Tudor portico, the dark shadow had settled on her face.
Her mind was made up. Let Edward Arundel come; let the
worst come. She had struggled; she had tried to do her
duty; she had striven to be good. But her destiny was stronger
than herself, and had brought this young soldier over land and
sea, safe out of every danger, rescued from every peril, to be her
destruction. I t seemed almost as if in this crisis of her life the
last faint ray of Christian light faded out of this lost woman's
soul, leaving utter darkness and desolation. The old landmarks,
dimly descried in the weary desert, sank for ever down into the
quicksands, and she was left alone,—alone with her despair.
Her jealous soul prophesied the evil which she dreaded. This
man, whose indifference to her was almost an Insult, would fall
in love with Mary Marchmont,—with Mary Marchmont, whose
eyes Ht up into new beauty, whose pale face flushed into faint
bloom, as he felked to her. The girl's undisguised admiration
would flatter the young man's vanity, and he would fall In love
with her out of very frivolity and weakness of purpose.
" He is weak and vain, and foolish and frivolous, I dare say,"
Olivia thought; and if I were to fHng myself upon my knees at
his feet, and tell him that I loved him, he would be flattered and
grateful, and would be ready to return my affection. If I could
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tell him what this girl tells him In every look and word, he
would be as pleased with mo as ho is with her."
Her Hp curled with unutterable scorn as she thought this.
She was so despicable to herself by the deep humiliation of her
wasted love, that the object of that fooHsh passion seemed despicable also. She was for ever weighing Edward Arundel
against aU the tortures she had endured for his sake, and for
ever finding him wanting. He must have been a demigod if his
perfections could have outweighed so much misery; and for
this reason she was unjust to her cousin, and could not accept
him for that which he reaUy was,—a generous-hearted, candid,
honourable young man,—a brave and honest-minded soldier,
very weU worthy of a goodwoman's love.
Mr. Amndel stayed at the Towers, occupying the room which
had been his In John Marchmont's Hfetime; and a new existence
began for Mary. The young man was dehghted with his old
friend's daughter. Among all the Calcutta belles whom he had
danced with at the Government-House baUs and fiirted with upon
the Indian racecourse, he could remember no one as fascinating
as this girl, who seemed as childHke now, In her early womanhood, as she had been womanly while she was a child. Her
naive tenderness for himself bewitched and enraptured him.
Who could have avoided being charmed by that pure and Innocent affection, which was as freely given by the girl of eighteen
as it had been by the chUd, and was unchanged in character by
the lapse of years P The young officer had been so much admired and caressed in Calcutta, that perhaps, by reason of his
successes, he had returned to England heart-whole; and he
abandoned himself, without any arriere-pensee, to the quiet
happiness which he felt in Mary Marchmont's society. He was"
not intoxicated by her beauty, which was by no means of the
intoxicating order. He did not faU over head and ears in love
with her all In a moment. The gentle fascination of her society
crept upon him before he was aware of its infiuence. He had
never taken the trouble to examine his own feelings; they were
disengaged—as free as butterflies to settle upon winch flower
might seem the fairest; and he had therefore no need to put
himself under a course of rigorous self-examination. As yet he
beHeved that the pleasure he now felt in Mary's society was the
same order of enjoyment he had experienced five years before,
when he had taught her chess, and promised her long rambles
by the sea-shore.
They had no long rambles now in soUtary lanes under flowering hedgerows beside the waving green com. Olivia watched
them with untiring eyes. The tortures to which a jealous woman
may condemn herself are not much greater than those she can
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inflict upon others. Mrs. Marchmont took good care that her ward
and her cousin were not too happy. Wherever they went, she
went also; whenever they spoke, she Hstened; whatever arrangement was most likely to please them was opposed by her. Edward
was not coxcomb enough to have any suspicion of the reason
of this conduct on his cousin's part. He only smUed and shrugged
his shoulders; and attributed her watchfulness to an overstrained
sense of her responsibihty, and the necessity of surveillance
" Does she think me such a vfllain and a traitor," he thought,
" that she fears to leave me alone with my dead friend's orphan
daughter, lest I should whisper corruption into her innocent
ear ? How Httle these good women know of us, after all!
What vulgar suspicions and narrow-minded fears influence
them against us ! Are they honourable and honest towards one
another, I wonder, that they can entertain such pitiful doubts
of our honour and honesty ? "
So, hour after hour and day after day, Olivia Marchmont
kept watch and ward over Edward and Mary. I t seems strange
that love could blossom in such an atmosphere; it seems strange
that the cruel gaze of those hard grey eyes did not chill the
two Innocent hearts, and prevent their free expansion. But it
was not so; the egotism of love was aU-omnipotent. Neither
Edward nor Mary was conscious of the evil Hght In the glance
that so often rested upon them. The universe narrowed itself
to the one spot of earth upon which these two stood side by side.
Edward Arundel had been more than a month at Marchmont
Towers, when Olivia went to Swampington one oppressive July
evening, on a brief visit to the Rector,—a visit of duty. She
would doubtless have taken Mary Marchmont with her; but
the girl had been suffering from a violent headache throughout
the burning summer day, and had kept her room. Edward
Arundel had gone early in the morning upon a flshing excursion
to a famous trout-stream seven or eight miles from the Towers,
and was not likely to return until after nightfall. There was
no chance, therefore, of a meeting between Mary and the young
officer, OHvia thought—no chance of confidential talk which she
would not be by to hear.
Did Edward Arundel love the pale-faced girl, who revealed
her devotion to him with such childlike unconsciousness?
OHvia Marchmont had not been able to answer that question.
She had sounded the young man several times upon his feeHngs
towards her step-daughter; but he had met her hints and insinuations wdth perfect frankness, declaring that Mary seemed
as much a chfld to him now as she had appeared nearly nine
years before in Oakley-street, and that the pleasure he took in
her society was only such as he might have felt ia that of any
imiocent and conficung chfld.
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" Her slmpHcIty is so bewitching, you know, Livy," he said;
"she looks up in my face, and trusts me with all her little
secrets, and tells me her dreams about her dead father, and all
her fooHsh, innocent fancies, as confidingly as if I were some
playfeUow of her own age and sex. She's so refreshing after
the artificial belles of a Calcutta ball-room, with their stereotyped fascinations and their complete manual of flirtation, the
same for ever and ever. She Is such a pretty little spontaneous
darling, with her soft, shy, brown eyes, and her low voice, which
always sounds to me Hke the cooing of the doves in the poultryyard."
I think that Olivia, in the depth of her gloomy despair, took
some comfort from such speeches as these. Was this frank
expression of regard for Mary Marchmont a token of love ? No;
not as the widow understood the stormy madness. Love to her
had been a dark and terrible passion, a thing to be concealed;
as monomaniacs have sometimes contrived to keep the secret of
their mania, until it burst forth at last in some direful work ol*
wreck and ruin.
So OHvia Marchmont took an early dinner alone, and drove
away from the Towers at four o'clock on a sultry summer afternoon, more at peace perhaps than she had been since Edward
Arundel's coming. She paid her dutiful visit to her father, sat
with him for some time, talked to the two old servants who
waited upon him, walked two or three times up and down the
neglected garden, and then drove back to the Towers.
The first object upon which her eyes fell as she entered the
hall was Edward Arundel's fishing-tackle lying in disorder upon
an oaken bench near the broad arched door that opened out into
the quadrangle. An angry flush mounted to her face as she
turned fjo the servant near her.
"Mr. Arundel has come home?" she said.
" Yes, ma'am, he came in half an hour ago; but he went out
again almost directly with Miss Marchmont."
" Indeed ! I thought Miss Marchmont was In her room P"
" No, ma'am; she came dowm to the drawing-room about an
hour after you left. Her head was better, ma'am, she said."
" And she went out with Mr. Arundel P Do you know which
way they went ? "
"Yes, ma'am; I heard Mr. Arundel say he wanted to look at
the old boat-house by the river."
" And they have gone there ? "
" I think so, ma'am."
" Very good; I will go down to them. Miss Marchmont
mast not stop out in the night-air. The dew is falling already."
The door leading into the quadrangle was open; and OHvia
Bwept across the broad threshold, haughty and self-possessed.
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very stately-looking in her long black garments. She still wore
mourning for her dead husband. What Inducement' had she
ever had to cast off that sombre attire; what need had she to
trick herself out in gay colours ? What loving eyes would be
charmed by her splendour ? She went out of the door, across
the quadrangle, under a stone archway, and Into the low stunted
v,rood, which was gloomy even in the summer-time. The setting
sun was shining upon the western front of the Towers; but
here aU seemed cold and desolate. The damp mists were rising
from the sodden ground beneath the trees; the frogs were
croaking down by the river-side. With her smaU white teeth
set, and her breath coming in fitful gasps, OHvia Marchmont
hurried to the water's edge, winding in and out between the
trees, tearing her black dress amongst the brambles, scorning
aU beaten paths, heedless where she trod, so long as she made
her way speedily to the spot she wanted to reach.
At last the black sluggish river and the old boat-house came
in sight, between a long vista of ugly distorted trunks and
gnarled branches of pollard oak and willow. The buUding was
dreary and dilapidated-looking, for the improvements commenced
by Edward Amndel five years ago had never been fully carried
out; but it was sufficiently substantial, and bore no traces of
positive decay. Down by the water's edge there was a great
cavernous recess for the shelter of the boats, and above this
there was a pavilion, buUt of brick and stone, containing two
decent-sized chambers, with latticed windows overlooking the
river. A flight of stone steps v?Ith an Iron balustrade led up to
the door of this pavIHon, which was supported upon the soHd
side-walls of the boat-house below.
In the stillness of the summer twihght Olivia heard the voices
of those whom she came to seek. They were standing down by
the edge of the water, upon a narrow pathway that ran along
by the sedgy brink of the river, and only a few paces from the
paviHon. The door of the boat-house was open; a long-disused
wherry lay rotting upon the damp and mossy flags. OHvia
crept Into the shadowy recess. The door that faced the river
had fallen from its rusty hinges, and the sHmy wood-work lay in
ruins upon the shore. Sheltered by the stone archway that
had once been closed by this door, Olivia listened to the voices
that sounded very clearly beside the stfll water.
Mary Marchmont was standing close to the river's edge;
Edward stood beside her, leaning against the trunk of a wiUow
that hung over the water.
" My chfldlsh darling," the young man murmured, as if in
reply to something his companion had said, " and so you think
because you are simple-minded and innocent, I am not to love
you. I t is your innocence I love, Polly dear—let me caU you
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PoUy, as I used five years ago —and I wouldn't have you otherwise for aU the world. Do you know that sometimes I am
almost sorry I ever came back to Marchmont Towers ? "
" Sorry you came back ?" cried Mary, In a tone of alarm.
"Oh, why do you say that, Mr. ArundelP"
" Because you are heiress to eleven thousand a year, Mary,
and the Moated Grange behind us; and this dreary wood, and
the river—the river Is yours, I dare say. Miss Marchmont—and
I wish you joy of the possession of so much sluggish water and
so many square miles of swamp and fen."
" But what then ? " Mary asked, wonderingly.
" What then ? Do you know, Polly darling, that if I ask you
to marry me people will caU me a fortune-hunter, and declare
that I came to Marchmont Towers bent upon stealing Its
heiress's innocent heart, before she had learned the value of the
estate that must go along with it P God knows they'd wrong
me, PoUy, as cruelly as ever an honest man was wronged; for,
so long as I have money to pay my tailor and tobacconist—and
I've more than enough for both of them—I want nothing further
of the world's wealth.' What should I do with all this swamp
and fen, Miss Marchmont—wdth all that horrible compHcation
of expired leases to be renewed, and income-taxes to be appealed
against, that rich people have to endure P If you were not rich,
Polly, I
"
He stopped and laughed, striking the toe of his boot amongst
the weeds, and knocking the pebbles Into the water. The
woman, crouclflng ia the shadow of the archway, listened with
whitened cheeks and glaring eyes; Hstened as she might have
Hstened to the sentence of her death, drinking ia every syllable,
in her ravenous desire to lose no breath that told her of her
anguish.
" Tf I were not rich!" murmured Mary; " what if I were not
rich?"
" I should teU you how dearly I love you, PoUy, and ask you
to be my wife by-and-by."
The girl looked up at him for a few moments In silence, shyly
at first, and then more boldly, with a beautiful Hght kindling in
her eyes.
" I love you dearly, too, Mr. Arundel," she said at last; " and
I would rather you had my money than any one else in the
world; and there was something in papa's wiU that made me
think
"
" There was something that made you think he would wish
this, PoUy," cried the young man, clasping the trembling little
figure to his breast. " Mr. Paulette sent me a copy of the wfll,
PoUy, when he sent my diamond ring; and I think there were
Bome words in it that hinted at such a ^yish. Your father said
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he left me this legacy, darhng—I have his letter still—the
legacy of a helpless girl. God knows I will try to be w^orthy of
such a trust, Mary dearest; God knows I will be faithful to my
promise, made nine years ago."
OHvia sank down upon the damp flags at her feet, amongst
the slimy rotten wood, and rusty iron nails, and broken bolts
and hinges. She sat there for a long time, not unconscious,
but quite motionless, her white face leaning against the mossgrown arch, staring blankly out of the black shadows. She sat
there and Hstened, while the lovers talked in low tender murmurs of the sorrowful past and of the unknown future: that
beautiful untrodden region. In which they were to go hand in
hand, through all the long years of quiet happiness between the
present moment and the grave. She sat and listened till the
moonhght shone faintly upon the water, and the footsteps of
the lovers died away upon the narrow pathway by which they
went back to the house.
Olivia Marchmont did not move until an hour after they had
gone. Then she raised herself with an effort, and walked with
stiffened Hmbs slowly and painfuUy to the house, and to her own
room, where she locked her door, and flung herself upon the
ground in the darkness.
Mary came by-and-by to her to ask why she did not come to
the drawing-room, and Mrs. Marchmont answered, with a hoarse
voice, that she was fll, and wished to be alone. Neither Mary,
nor the old woman-servant, who had been Olivia's nurse long
ago, and who had some little Influence over her, could get any
other answer than this.
CHAPTER

XIV

DEIVEN AWAY.

and Edward Arundel were happy. They
were happy; and how should they guess the tortures of that
desperate woman, whose benighted soul was filled with despair
by reason of their innocent love P How should these two—very
children in their ignorance of all stormy passions, all direful
emotions—know that in the darkened chamber where Olivia
Marchmont lay, suffering under some vague illness, for which
the Swampington doctor was fain to prescribe quinine, in utter
unconsciousness as to the real nature of ±he disease which ha
was called upon to cure,—how should they know that in that
gloomy chamber a wicked heart was abandoning itself to all the
devfls that had so long held patient watch for this day ?
Yes; the struggle was over. Olivia Marchmont flung aside
the cross she had borne in duU, mechanical obedience, rather
MAEY MAECHMONT
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than in Christian love and truth. Better to have been sorrowful Magdalene, forgiven for her love and tears, than this cold,
haughty, stainless woman, who had never been able to learn tho
subhme lessons which so many sinners have taken meekly to
heart. The rehglon which was wanting in the vital prmciple of
Christianity, the faith which showed Itself only in dogged
obedience, failed this woman in the hour of her agony. Her
pride arose; the defiant spirit of the fallen angel asserted its
gloomy grandeur.
" W h a t have I done that I should suffer Hke t h i s ? " she
thought. " What am I that an empty-headed soldier should
despise me, and that I should go mad because of his indifference ? Is this the recompense for my long years of obedience P
Is this the reward Heaven bestows upon me for my Hfe of duty ? "
She remembered the histories of other women,—women who
had gone their own way and had been happy; and a darker
question arose In her mind; almost the question which Job
asked in his agony.
" Is there neither truth nor justice In the dealings of God ? "
she thought. " Is It useless to be obedient and submissive,
patient and untiring P Has all my life been a great mistake,
which is to end in confusion and despair ? "
And then she pictured to herself the life that might have
been hers If Edward Arundel had loved her. How good she
would have been! The hardness of her iron nature would have
been melted and subdued. By force of her love and tenderness
for him, she would have learned to be loving and tender to
others. Her wealih of affection for him would have overflowed in gentleness and consideration for every creature in the
universe. The lurking bitterness which had lain hidden in her
heart ever since she had first loved Edward Arundel, and first
discovered his indifference to her; and the poisonous envy of
happier women, who had loved and were beloved,—would have
been blotted away. Her whole nature would have undergone a
wondrous transfiguration, purified and exalted by the strength
of her affection. All this might have come to pass If he had
loved her—if he had only loved her. But a pale-faced child had
come between her and this redemption; and there was nothing
left for her but despair.
Nothing but despair? Yes; perhaps something further,—
revenge.
But this last Idea took no tangible shape. She only knew
that, upon the black darkness of the gulf into which her soul
had gone down, there gHmmered from some distant unknown
region one ray of lurid Hght. She only knew this as yet, and
that she hated Mary Marchmont with a mad and wicked hatred.
If she could have thought meanly of Edward Arundel,~if she
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could have believed him to be actuated by mercenary motives
in his choice of the orphan girl,—she might have taken some
comfort from the thought of his unworthiness, and of Mary's
probable sorrow in the days to come. But she could not tlink
this. Little as the young soldier had said in the summer twilight beside the river, there had been that In his tones and looks
which had convinced the wretched watcher of his truth. Mary
might have been deceived by the shallowest pretender; but
Olivia's eyes devoured every glance; Olivia's greedy ears drank
in every tone; and she knew that Edward Arundel loved her
step-daughter.
She knew this, and she hated Mary Marchmont. What had
she done, this girl, who had never known what It was to fight a
battle with her own rebellious heart ? what had she done, that
all this wealth of love and happiness should drop into her lap
unsought,—comparatively unvalued, perhaps ?
John Marchmont's widow lay in her darkened chamber thinking over these things, no longer fighting the battle with her own
heart, but utterly abandoning herself to her desperation,—reckless, hardened, impenitent.
Edward Arundel could not very well remain at the Towers
while the reputed illness of his hostess kept her to her room.
He went over to Swampington, therefore, upon a dutiful visit
to his uncle; but he rode to the Towers every day to inquire
very particularly after his cousin's progress, and to dawdle on
the sunny western terrace with Mary Marchmont.
Their innocent happiness needs Httle description. Edward
Amndel retained a good deal of that boyish chivalry which had
made him so eager to become the Httle girl's champion in the
days gone by. Contact with the world had not much sullied
the freshness of the young man's spirit. He loved his childish
companion with the purest and truest devotion; and he was
proud of the recoUection that in the day of his poverty John
Marchmont had chosen him as the future shelterer of this tender
blossom.
" You must never grow any older or more womanly, Polly,"
he said sometimes to the young mistress of Marchmont Towers.
" Remember that I always love you best when I think of you
as the Httle girl in the shabby pinafore, who poured out my tea
for me one bleak December morning in Oakley-street."
They talked a great deal of John Marchmont. I t was such a
happiness to Mary to be able to talk unreservedly of her father
to some one who had loved and comprehended him.
" My step-mamma was very good to poor papa, you know,
Edward," she said, "and of course he was very grateful to her;
but I don't think he ever loved her quite as he loved you. You
were the friend of his poverty, Edward: he never forgot that.'
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Once, OS they strolled side by side together upon the terrace
in the warm summer noontide, M;iry Marchmont put her little
hand through her lover's arm, and looked up shyly in his face.
"Did papa say that, EdwardP" she whispered: "did he
reaUy say that P "
" Did he really say what, darling P"
" That he left me to you as a legacy P"
" H e did, indeed,"Polly," answered the young man, " I ' l l
bring you the letter to-morrow."
And the next day ho showed Mary Marchmont the yellow
sheet of letter-paper and the faded writing, which had once
been black and wet under her dead father's hand. Mary looked
through her tears at the old familiar Oakley-street address, and
the date of tho very day upon which Edward Arundel had
breakfasted in the shabby lodging. Yes, there were the words:
" the legacy of a child's helplessness is the only bequest I can
leave to the only friend I have."
" A n d you shall never know what it Is to be helpless while
I am near you, Polly darhng," the soldier said, as he refolded
his dead friend's epistle. " You may defy your enemies henceforward, Mary—if you have any enemies. Oh, by the bye, you
have never heard anything of that Paul Marchmont, I suppose P "
" Papa's cousin—Mr. Marchmont the artist?"
"Yes."
" He came to the reading of papa's will."
" Indeed! and did you see much of him ?"
" Oh, no, very Httle. I was ill, you know," the girl added,
the tears rising to her eyes at the recollection of that bitter
time,—" I was fll, and I didn't notice anything. I know that
Mr. Marchmont talked to me a Httle: but I can't remember
what he said."
"And he has never been here since P"
"Never."
Edward Arundel shrugged his shoulders. This Paul Marchmont could not be such a designing viUain, after all, or surely
he would have tried to push his acquaintance with his rich
cousin!
" I dare say John's suspicion of him was only one of the poor
feUow's morbid fancies," he thought. " He was always full of
morbid fancies."
Mrs. Marchmont's rooms Were in the western front of the
house; and through her open windows she heard the fresh
young voices of the lovers as they strolled up and down tho
terrace. The cavalry officer was content to carry a watering-pot
fuU of water for the refreshment of his young mistress's
geraniums in the stone vases on the balustrade, and to do other
under-gardener's work for her pleasure. He talked to her of
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the Indian campaign; and she asked a hundred questions about
midnight marches and soHtary encampments, fainting camels,
lurking tigers in the darkness of the jungle, intercepted supplies
of provisions, stolen ammunition, and all the other details of
the war.
OHvia arose a t last, before the Swampington surgeon's saHne
draughts and quinine mixtures had subdued the flery light in
her eyes, or cooled the raging fever t h a t devoured her. She
arose because she could no longer lie still in her desolation,
knowing t h a t , for two hours in every long summer's day,
Edward A m n d e l and Mary Marchinont could be happy together
in spite of her. She came down-stairs, therefore, and renewed
her watch—chaining her step-daughter to her side, and interposing herself for ever between the lovers.
The widow arose from her sick-bed an altered woman, as It
appeared to all who knew her. A mad excitement seemed to
have taken sudden possession of her. She flung off her mourning garments, and ordered silks and laces, velvets, and satins,
from a London milHner; she complained of the want of society,
the monotonous dulness of her Lincolnshire life; and, to the
surprise of every one, sent out cards of invitation for a ball at
the Towers In honour of Edward A m n d c r s return to England.
She seemed to be seized with a desire to do something, she
scarcely cared what, to disturb the even current of her days.
During the brief interval between Mrs. Marchmont's leaving
her room and the evening appointed for the ball, Edward
Arundel found no very convenient oj)portunity of informing his
cousin of the engagement entered into between himself and
Mary. H e had no wish to hurry this disclosure; for there was
something in the orphan girl's childishness and innocence t h a t
kept all definite ideas of an early marriage very far away from
her lover's mind. H e wanted to go back to India, and win more
laurels, to lay a t the feet of the mistress of Marchmont Towers.
H e wanted to make a name for himself, which should cause the
world to forget t h a t he was a younger son,—a name which the
vilest tongue would never dare to blacken with the epithet of
fortune-hunter.
The young m a n was silent, therefore, waiting for a fitting
opportunity in which to speak to Mary's step-mother. Perhaps
he rather dreaded the idea of discussing his attachment wdth
Olivia; for she had looked a t him with cold angry eyes, and a
brow as black as thunder, upon those occasions on which she
had sounded him as to his feelings for Mary.
" She wants poor Polly to marry some rich fellow, I dare say,"
h e thought, " and wiU do all she can to oppose my suit. B u t
her t r u s t wdll cease with Mary's majority; and I don't want
my confiding Httle darhng to marry me until she is old enough
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to choose for herself, and to choose wisely. She will be oneand-twenty In three yeai-s; and what are three years P I would
wait as long as Jacob for my pet, and serve my fourteen years'
apprenticeship under Sir Charles Napier, and be true to her all
the time."
OUvia Marchmont hated her step-daughter. Mary was not
sliiw to perceive the change in the widow's manner towards her.
I t has always been cold, nnd sometimes severe; but it was
now almost abhorrent. The girl shrank appalled from the
sinister light in her step-mother's grey eyes, as they followed
her unceasingly, dogging her footsteps with a hungry and
evfl gaze. Poor Mary wondered what she had done to offend
her guardian, and then, being unable to think of any possible
dehnquency by winch she might have incurred Mrs. Marchmont's displeasure, was fain to attribute the change in Olivia's
manner to the irritation consequent upon her Illness, and was
thus more gentle and more submissive than of old; enduring cruel looks, returning no answer to bitter speeches, but
striving to concIHate the supposed invahd by her meekness and
obedience.
But the girl's amIablHty only irritated the despairing woman.
Her jealousy fed upon every charm of the rival who had sup] lanted her. That fatal passion nourished itself upon Edward
^Vrundel's every look and tone, upon the quiet smile which
rested on Mary's face as the girl sat over her embroidery, in
meek sflence, thinking of her lover. The tortures which Olivia
Marchmont inflicted upon herself were so horrible to bear, that
she turned, with a mad desire for relief, upon those she had the
power to torture. Day by day, and hour by hour, she contrived
to distress the gentle girl, who had so long obeyed her, now by
a word, now by a look, but always with that subtle power of
aggravation which some women possess in such an eminent
dcLcree—untfl Mary Marchmont's hfe became a burden to her,
or would have so become, but for that inexpressible happiness,
of which her tormentor could not deprive her,—the joy she felt
in her knowledge of Edward Arundel's love.
She was very careful to keep the secret of her step-mother's
altered manner from the young soldier. Olivia was his cousin,
and he had long ago entreated Mary to love her. The girl had
tried to do so, and had failed most miserably: but her belief in
(»iivia's goodness was stiU unshaken. If Mrs. Marchmont was
now irritable, capricious, and even cruel, there was doubtless
some good reason for the alteration in her conduct; and it was
Mary's duty to be patient. The orphan girl had learned to
suflVr quietly when the great affliction of her father's death had
fallen upon her; and she suffered so quietly now, that even her
lover faiflcd to perceive any symiitoms of her distress. How

134

John Msrchmsnfs

Lsgsoy.

could she grieve him by telling him of her sorrows, when his
very presence brought such unutterable joy to her P
So, on the morning of the ball at Marchmont Towers—the
first entertainment of the kind that had been given In that
grim Lincolnshire mansion since young Arthur Marchmont's
untimely death—Mary sat In her room, with her old friend
Farmer PoUard's daughter, who was now Mrs. Jobson, the wife
of the most prosperous carpenter In KemberHng. Hester had
come up to the Towers to pay a dutiful visit to her young
patroness; and upon this particular occasion Olivia had not
cared to prevent Mary and her humble friend spending half an
hour together. Mrs. Marchmont roamed from room to room
upon this day, with a perpetual restlessness. Edward Arundel
was to dine at the Towers, and was to sleep there after the
ball. He was to drive his uncle over from Swampington, as the
Rector had promised to show himself for an hour or two at his
daughter's entertainmeri,t.
The bright July day dragged itself out at last, with hideous
slowness for the desperate woman, who could not find peace or
rest in aU those splendid rooms, on all that grassy flat, dry and
burning under the blazing summer sun. She had wandered
out upon the waste of barren turf, with her head bared to the
hot sky, and had loitered here and there by the still pools,
looking gloomily at the black tideless water, and wondering
what tjie agony of drowming was like. Not that she had any
thought of killing herself. No : the idea of death was horrible
to her; for after her death Edward and Mary would be happy.
Could she ever find, rest In the grave, knowing this P Could
there be any possible extinction that would extinguish her
jealous fury P Surely the fire of her hate—it was no longer
love, but hate, that raged in her heart—would defy annihilation,
eternal by reason of Its intensity. When the dinner-hour came,
and Edward and his uncle arrived at the Towers, OHvia Marchmont's pale face was Ht up wdth eyes that flamed like fire; but
she took her accustomed place very quietly, wdth her father
oj^poslte to her, and Mary and Edward upon either side.
" I'm sure you're ill, Livy," the young man said; "you're as
pale as death, and your hand Is dry and burning. I'm afraid
you've not been obedient to the Swampington doctor."
Mrs. Marchmont shrugged her shoulders with a short contemptuous laugh.
'
" I am weU enough," she said. " Who cares whether I am
weUoriUP"
Her father looked up at her in mute surprise. The bitterness
of her tone startled and alarmed him; but Mary never Hfted
her eyes. I t was in such a tone as this that her step-mother
had spoken constantly of lat?.
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But two or three hours afterwards, when the flats before the
house were silvered by the moonlight, and the long ranges of
windows gUttered with the lamps within, Mrs. Marchmont
emerged from her dressing-room another creature, as it seemed.
Edward and lus uncle were walking up and down the great
oaken banqueting-hall, which had been decorated and fitted up
ns a liall-room for the occasion, when OHvia crossed tho wide
threshold of the chamber. The young offlcer looked up with an
involuntary expression of surprise. In all his acquaintance with
his consul, he had never seen her thus. The gloomy black-robed
woman was transformed into a Semirahiis. She wore a voluminous dress of a deep claret-coloured velvet, that glowed with the
warm hues of rich wine in the lampHght. Her massive hair was
cofled in a knot at the back of her head, and diamonds glittered
amidst the thick bands that framed her broad white bfow. Her
stem classical beauty was Ht up by the unwonted splendour of
her dress, and asserted itself as obviously as if she had said,
" Am I a woman to be despised for the love of a pale-faced
chfld?"
I\Iary ]\Iarchmont came mto the room a few minutes after her
step-mother. Her lover ran to welcome her, and looked fondly
at her simple dress of white tulle, and the pearl circlet that
crowned her soft brown hair. The pearls she wore upon this
night had been given to her by her father on her fourteenth
birthday.
OHvia watched the young man as he bent over Mary Marchmont.
He wore his uniform to-night for the special gratification of
his young mistress, and he was looking down with a tender
smile at her chfldlsh admiration of the buUion ornaments upon
his coat, and the decorations he had won in India.
The widow looked from the two lovers to an antique glass upon
an ebony bureau in a niche opposite to her, which reflected her
own face,—her own face, more beautiful than she had ever seen
it before, with a feverish glow of Hvid crimson Hghting up the
hoUow cheeks.
" I might have been beautiful If he had loved me," she
thought; and then she turned to her father, and began to talk
tri him of his parishioners, the old pensioners upon her bounty,
whose Httle histories were so hatefully familiar to her. Once
liioi-e she made a feeble effort to tread the old hackneyed pathway, which she had toiled upon with such weary feet; but she
cf'iilil not,—she could not. After a few minutes she turned
abruptly from the Rector, and seated herself in the recess of a
Tudor window, from which she could see Edward and Mary.
But Mrs. Marchmont's duties as hostess soon demanded her
attention. The county families began to arrive; the sound of car-
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riage-wheels seemed perpetual upon the crisp gravel-drive before
the western front; the names of half the great jDCople in Lincolnshire were shouted by the old servants in the hall. The band in
the music-gallery struck up a quadrille, and Edward Arundel led
the youthful mistress of the mansion to her place in the dance.
To Olivia that long night seemed aU glare and noise and confusion. She did the honours of the ball-room, she received her
guests, she meted out due attention to all; for she had been
accustomed from her earliest girlhood to the stereotyjoed round
of country society. She neglected no duty; but she did all
mechanically, scarcely knowing what she said or did in the
feverish tumult of her soul.
Yet, amidst all the bewilderment of her senses, in all the confusion of her thoughts, two figures were always before her.
Wherever Mary Arundel and Edward Marchmont went, her
eyes followed them—her fevered imagination pursued them.
Once, and once only, in the course of that long night, she spoke
to her step-daughter.
"How often do you mean to dance with Captain Arundel,
Miss Marchmont ? " she said.
But before Mary could answer, her step-mother had moved
away upon the arm of a portly country squire, and the girl was
left in sorrowful wonderment as to the reason of Mrs. Marchmont's angry tone.
Edward and Mary were standing in one of the deep embayed
windows of the banqueting-hall, when the dancers began to disperse, long after supper. The girl had been very happy that
evening, in spite of her step-mother's bitter words and disdainful
glances. For almost the first time in her Hfe, the young mistress of Marchmont Towers had felt the contagious influence of
other people's happiness. The brilliantly-lighted ball-room, the
fluttering dresses of the dancers, the joyous music, the low
sound of suj^pressed laughter, the bright faces which smfled at
one another upon every side, were as new as anything in fairyland to this girl, whose narrow life had been overshadowed by
the gloomy figure of her step-mother, for ever interposed between
her and the outer world. The young spirit arose and shook off
its fetters, fresh and radiant as the butterfly that escapes from
its chrysalis-shell. The new light of happiness illumined the
orphan's delicate face, until Edward Arundel began to wonder
at her loveHness, as he had wondered once before that night at
the fiery splendour of his cousin OHvia.
" I had no idea that Olivia was so handsome, or you so pretty,
my darhng," he said, as he stood with Maiy in the embrasure of
the window. " You look like Titania, the queen of the fairies,
Polly, with your cloudy draperies and crown of pearls."
The window was open, and Captain Arundel looked wistfully
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at the broad flagged quadrangle lieantificd by the light of the
full simimer moon. H e glanced back Into the room; It was
nearly emj)ty now; and ]\lrs. JMarchmont was standhig near the
prineipal doonvay, bidding the last of her guests giiod night.
" Cume into the quadrangle, Polly," ho said, " and take a turn
with me under the colonnade. I t was a cloister once, I dare say.
In the good old days bel'cjre Harry the E i g h t h was k i n g ; and
eo-wled monks have paced u p and down under its shadow, muttering meehanieal aves and paternosters, as the beads of their
ri'.-aries dropped slowly through their shrivelled old fingers.
Tome out into the quadrangle, Polly; all t h e people we know or
care al" <\\i are gone ; and we'll go out and walk in the moonUght as true lovers ought."
The soldier led his young companion across the threshold of
the window, and out into a cloister-like colonnade t h a t ran along
one side of the house. The shadows of the Gothic pillars were
black upon the moonlight flags of the quadrangle, which was as
light now as in the d a y ; b u t a pleasant obscurity reigned In the
sheltered colonnade.
'• I think this Httle bit of pre-Lutheran masonry is the best
of all your possessions, Polly," the young m a n said, laughing.
" By-and-by, when I come home from India a general—as I
mean to do. Miss Marchmont, before I ask you to become Mrs.
Arundel—I shaU stroll u p and down here in the still summer evenings, smoking my cheroots. You will let me smoke out
of door,^, won't you, Polly ? B u t suppose I should leave some
of my limbs on the banks of the Sutlej, and come limping home
to yiju with a wooden leg, would you have me then, Mary ? or
wciidd you dismiss me with ignominy from your sweet presence,
and shut the doors of your stony mansion upon myself and my
calamities ? I ' m afraid, from your admiration of my gold epaulettes and silk sash, t h a t glory In the abstract would have very
little attraction for you."
Mary Marchmont looked u p a t her lover with widely-opened
and wondering eyes, and the clasp of her hand tightened a little
upon his arm.
" There Is nothing t h a t could ever happen to you t h a t would
make me love yrm less—now," she said naively. " I dare say,
I't fir,-t, I Hked you a little because you were handsome, and
diili-rent from every one else I had ever seen. You were so very
l;::n(ls'.me, 5'ou know," she added, apologetically; " b u t it was
i.'jt bi.'cause of t h a t oiily t h a t I loved you. I loved you because
papa told me you were good and generous, and his true friend
when he was in cruel need of a friend. Yes ; you were his friend
at school, when your cousin, Martin Mostyn, and the other
pupils sneered a t him and ridiculed him. How can I ever forget
that, Ivlward? How can I ever love you enough to repay you
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for that ? " In the enthusiasm of her Innocent devotion, she Hfted
her pure young brow, and the soldier bent down and kissed that
white throne of all virginal thoughts, as the lovers stood side by
side, half in the moonlight, half in the shadow.
OHvia Marchmont came into the embrasure of the open window and took her place there to watch him.
She came again to the torture. From the remotest end of
the long banqueting-room she had seen the two figures ghde out
into the moonlight. She had seen them and had gone on with
her courteous speeches, and had repeated her formula of hospitahty, with the fire in her heart devouring and consuming her.
She came again, to watch and to Hsten, and to endure her selfimposed agonies—as mad and foolish in her fatal passion as some
besotted wretch who should come wfllingly to the wheel upon
which his Hmbs had been well-nigh broken, and supplicate for a
renewal of the torture. She stood rigid and motionless in the
shadow of the arched window, hiding herself, as she had hidden
in the cavernous recess by the river; she stood and listened to
the chfldlsh babble of the lovers as they loitered up and down the
vaulted cloister. How she despised them, in the haughty superiority of an intellect which might have planned a revolution,
or saved a sinking state! What bitter scorn curled her Up, as
their foolish talk fell upon her ear! They talked like Florizel
and Perdita, Hke Romeo and JuHet, Hke Paul and Virginia; and
they talked a great deal of nonsense, no doubt—soft, harmonious
foolishness, with little more meaning in it than there is in the
cooing of doves, but tender and musical, and more than beautiful to each other's ears. A tigress, famished and desolate,
and but lately robbed of her whelps, would not be likely to
Hsten very patiently to the communing of a pair of prosperous
ring-doves. Olivia Marchmont listened wdth her brain on fire,
and the spirit of a murderess raging in her breast. What was
she that she should be patient P All the world was lost to her.
She was thirty years of age, and she had never yet won the love
of any human being. She was thirty years of age, and all the
subhme world of affection was a dismal blank for her. From
the outer darkness in which she stood, she looked with wild and
ignorant yearning into that bright region which her accursed
foot had never trodden, and saw Mary Marchmont wandering
hand-In-hand with the only man she could have loved—the only
creature who had ever had the power to awaken the instinct of
womanhood ia her soul.
She stood and waited until the clock in the quadrangle struck
the first quarter after three. The moon was fading out, and the
colder Hght of early morning glimmered in the eastern sky.
" I mustn't keep you out here any longer, Polly," Captain
Arundel said, pausing near the window. " It's getting cold, my
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dear, and it's high time the mistress of Marchmont should retire
to her stony bower. Good night, and God bless you, my darling ! I'U stop in the quadrangle and smoke a cheroot before I
go to my room. Your step-mamma will be wondering what has
become of you, Mary, and we shall have a lecture upon the proprieties, to-morrow; so, once more, good night."
He kissed the fair young brow under the circlet of pearls,
stopped to watch Mary while she crossed the threshold of the
open window, and then stroUed away into the flagged court, with
his cigar-case In his hand.
OUvia Marchmont stood a few paces from the window when
her step-daughter entered the room, and Mary paused Involuntarily, terrified by the cruel aspect of the face that frowned upon
her: terrified by something that she had never seen before—the
horrible darkness that overshadows the souls of the lost.
" ]Manima!" the girl cried, clasping her hands In sudden
affright—" mamma! why do you look at me like that ? Why
have you been so changed to me lately P I cannot tell you how
unhappy I have been. Mamma, mamma! what have I done to
offend you P"
OHvia Marchmont grasped the trembhng hands uplifted entreatingly to her, and held them in her own,—held them as if in
a vice. She stood thus, with her step-daughter pinioned in her
grasp, and her eyes fixed upon the girl's face. Two streams of
lurid Hght seemed to emanate from those dilated grey eyes; two
spots of crimson blazed In the widow's hollow cheeks.
" Wliat have you done? " she cried. "Do you think I have
no right over you; I, who have laboured so hard to do the duty
which I promised my dead husband to perform for your sake P
Has aU my care of you been so Httle, that I am to stand by now
and be sflent, when I see what you are P Do you think that I
am blind, or deaf, or besotted, that you defy me and outrage me,
day by day, and hour by hour, by your conduct? "
" Mamma, mamma! what do you mean ? "
"Heaven knows how rigidly you have been educated; how
carefuUy you have been secluded from all society, and sheltered
from every infiuence, lest harm or danger should come to you.
I have done my duty, and I wash my hands of you. The debasing taint of your mother's low breeding reveals itself in your
every action. You run after my cousin Edward Arundel, and
advertise your admiration of him, to himself, and every creature
who knows you. You fHng yourself into his arms, and offer
him yourself and your fortune; and in your low cunning you
try to kecj) the secret from me, your protectress and guardian,
appointed by the dead father whom you pretend to have loved
80 dearly."
OHvia Marchmont still held her step-daughter's wrists in her
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iron grasp. The girl stared wildly at her wdth trembling Hps
apart. She began to think that the widow had gone mad.
" I blush for you—I am ashamed of you! " cried Olivia. I t
seemed as if the torrent of her words burst forth almost in spite
of herself. " There is not a village girl In KemberHng, there is
not a scullery-maid in this house, who would have behaved as
you have done. I have watched you, Mary Marchmont, remember, and I know all. I know your wanderings down by the
river-side. I heard you—yes, by the Heaven above me!—I
heard you offer yourself to my cousin."
Mary drew herself up with an indignant gesture, and over the
whiteness of her face there swept a sudden glow of crimson that
faded as quickly as it came. Her submissive nature revolted
against her step-mother's horrible tyranny. The dignity of
innocence arose and asserted Itself against OHvia's shameful
upbraiding.
" If I offered myself to Edward Amndel, mamma," she said,
" it was because we love each other very truly, and be-cause I
think and beheve that papa wished me to marry his old friend."
" Because we love each other very truly!" Olivia echoed, in
a tone of unmitigated scorn. "You can answer for Captain
Arundel's heart, I sup]30se, then, as well as for your own? You
must have a tolerably good opinion of your own charms. Miss
Marchmont, to be able to venture so much. Bah! " she cried
suddenly, wdth a disdainful gesture of her head; " do you think
your pitiful face has won Edward Arundel? Do you think he
has not had women fifty times your superior, in every quahty
of mind and body, at his feet out yonder in India ? Are you
idiotic and besotted enough to beHeve that it is anything but
your fortune this man cares for? Do you know the vile things
people wdil do, the lies they wdll tell, the base comedies of guflt
and falsehood they will act, for the sake of eleven thousand a
year ? And you think that he loves yoi>! Child, dupe, fool!
are you weak enough to be deluded by a fortune-hunter's pretty
pastoral flatteries? Are you weak enough to be duped by a
man of the world, worn out and jaded, no doubt, as to the world's
pleasures—in debt perhaps, and in pressing need of money—
who comes here to try and redeem his fortunes by a marriage
with a semi-imbecile heiress ? "
Olivia Marchmont released her hold of the shrinking girl, who
seemed to have become transfixed to the spot upon which she
stood, a pale statue of horror and despair.
The iron wfll of the strong and resolute woman rode roughshod over the simple confidence of the ignorant girl. Until this
moment, Mary Marchmont had beHeved in Edward Arundel as
implicitly as she had trusted in her dead father. But now, for
the first time, a dreadful region of doubt opened before her; the
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foundations of her world reeled beneath her feet. Edward
Arundel a fortune-hunter! This woman, whom she had obeyed
for five weary years, and who had acquired that ascendancy
over her which a determined and vigorous nature must always
cxiTcIse over a morbidly sensitive disposition, told her that she
had been deluded. This woman laughed aloud In bitter scorn of
her creduHty. Tins woman, who could have no possible motive
for torturing her, and who was known to be scrupulously conscientious in all her dealings, told her, as plainly as the most
cruel words could tell a cruel truth, that her own charms could
not have won Edward Arundel's affection.
All the beautiful daydreams of her Hfe melted away from her.
She had never questioned herself as to her worthiness of her
lover's devotion. She had accepted It as she accepted the sunshine and the starhght—as something beautiful and incomprehensible, that came to her by the beneficence of God, and not
thi'ough any merits of her own. But Olivia's violence evoked a
hundred doubts. How should he love her ? why should he love
her in preference to every other woman In the world ? Set any
woman to ask herself this question, and you fill her mind with
a thousand suspicions, a thousand jealous fears of her lover,
though he were the truest and noblest in the universe.
OHvia Marchmont stood a few paces from her step-daughter,
watching her whfle the black shadow of doubt blotted every joy
from her heart, and utter despair crept slowly into her innocent
breast. The widow expected that the girl's self-esteem would
assert itself—that she would contradict and defy the traducer of
her lover's truth; but it was not so. When Mary spoke again
her voice was low and subdued, her manner as submissive as it
had been two or three years before, when she had stood before
her step-mother waiting to repeat some difficult lesson.
" I dare say you are right, mamma," she said, in a low dreamy
tone, looking not at her step-mother, but straight before her into
vacancy, as If her tearless eyes were transflxed by the vision of
aU her shattered hopes. " I dare say you are right, mamma; it
was very fooHsh of me to think that Edward—that Captain
Arundel could care for me, for—for—my own sake; but if—if
he wants my fortune, I should wish him to have It. The money
wiU never be any good to me, you know, mamma; and he was
so kind to papa In his poverty—so kind! I will never, never
leheve anything against him;—but I couldn't expect him to
love me. I shouldn't have offered to be his wife; I ought only
to have offered him my fortune."
She heard her lover's footstep in the quadrangle without, in
the stfllness of the summer morning, and shivered at the sound.
I t was less than a quarter of an hour since she had been walking with him up and down that cloistered way in which his
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footsteps were echoing; and now
. Even in the confusion
of her anguish, Mary Marchmont could not heljD wondering, as
she thought In how short a time the happiness of a future
migh: be swept away into chaos.
" Good night, mamma," she said, presently, in a weary tone.
She did not look at her step-mother (who had turned away from
her now, and had walked towards the open window), but stole
quietly from the room, crossed the haU, and went up the broad
staircase to her own lonely chamber. Heiress though she was,
she had no special attendant of her own. She had the privilege
of suiamoning OHvia's maid whenever she had need of assistauac; but she retained the simple habits of her early Hfe, and
very rarely troubled Mrs. Marchmont's grim and elderly Abigail.
OUvia stood looking out into the stony quadrangle. I t was
broad daylight now; the cocks were crowing in the distance,
and a skylark singing somewhere in the blue heaven, high up
above Marchmont Towers. The faded garlands in the banqueting-room looked wan in the morning sunshine. The lamps were
still burning, for the servants waited until Mrs. Marchmont
should have retired, before they entered the room. Edward
Arundel was walking up and down the cloister smoking his
second cigar.
He stojiped presently, seeing his cousin at the window.
"What, Livy !" he cried, " not gone to bed yetP "
" No; I am going directly."
" Mary has gone, I hojje ? "
" Yes, she has gone. Good night."
" Good morning, my dear Mrs. Marchmont," the young man
answered, laughing. " If the partridges were in, I should be
going out shooting, this lovely morning, instead of crawling ignominiously to bed, Hke a worn-out reveller who has drunk too
much sparkling hock. I like the still best, by the bye,—the
Johanmsberger, that poor John's predecessor imported from the
Rhine. But I suppose there is no help for it, and I must go to
bed in the face of all that eastern glory. I should be mounting
for a gallop on the racecourse if I were in Calcutta. But I'll
go to bed, Mrs. Marchmont, and humbly await your breakfast
hour. They're stacking the new hay in the meadows beyond
the park. Don't you smeU it ? "
Olivia shrugged her shoulders with an impatient frown. Good
heavens! how frivolous and senseless this man's talk seemed
to her! She was plunging her soul Into an abyss of sin and
ruin for his sake : and she hated him, and rebelled against him,
because he was so little worthy of the sacrifice.
" Good morning," she said, abruptly; " I ' m tired to death."
She moved away, and left him.
live minutes afterwards, he went up the great oak staircase
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after her, whistling a serenade from l?ra, Diavolo as he went,
lie was one of those people to whom life seems all holiday.
Younger son though he was, he had never known any of the
l^itfalls of debt and difficulty into which the junior members of
rich famihes are so apt to plunge headlong in early youth, and
from which they emerge enfeebled and crippled, to endure an
after-Hfe embittered by all the shabby miseries which wait upon
aristocratic pauperism. Brave, honourable, and simple-minded,
Edward Arundel had fought the battle of life Hke a good soldier,
and had carried a stainless shield where the fight was thickest,
and victory hard to win. His sunshiny nature won him friends,
and his better quahties kept them. Young men trusted and
respected him; and old men, grey in the service of their country, spoke well of him. His handsome face was a pleasant decoration at any festival; his kindly voice and hearty laugh at a
dinner-table were as good as music in the gallery at the end of
the banqueting-chamber.
OHvia Marchmont heard her cousin's cheery tenor voice as he
passed her chamber. " How very happy he is !" she thought.
" His very happiness is one Insult the more to me."
The widow paced up and down the room in the morning sunshme, thinking of the things she had said in the banquetinghaU below, and her step-daughter's white despairing face. What
had she done P What was the extent of the sin she had committed ? OHvia Marchmont asked herself these two questions.
The old habit of self-examination was not quite abandoned yet.
She sinned, and then set herself to work to try and justify her sin.
" How should he love her!" she thought. " What Is there
in her pale unmeaning face that should win the love of a man
who despises me F "
She stopped before a cheval glass, and surveyed herself from
head to foot, frowning angrily at her handsome image, hating
herself for her despised beauty. Her white shoulders looked
stainless marble against the rich ruby darkness of her velvet
dress. She had snatched the diamond ornaments from her head,
and her long black hair feU about her bosom in thick waveless
tresses.
" I am handsomer than she Is, and twice as clever; and I love
him better, ten thousand times, thcRi she loves him," Olivia
Marchmont thought, as she turned contemptuously from the
glass. " Is it Hkely, then^' that he cares for anything but her
fortune ? Any other woman in the world would have argued as
I argued to-night. Any woman would have believed that she
did her duty in warning this besotted girl against her folly.
What do I know of Edward Arundel that should lead me to
think him 1 jctter or nobler than other men P and how many men
seU themselves for a woman's wealth ! Perhaps good may
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come of my mad folly, after all; and I may have saved this girl
from a life of misery by the words I have spoken to-night."
The devils—for ever lying in wait for this woman, whose
gloomy pride rendered her in some manner akin to them selves—•
may have laughed at her as she argued thus with herself.
She lay down at last to sleep, worn out by the excitement of
the long night—to sleep and to dream horrible dreams. The
servants, with the exception of one who rose betimes to open the
great house, slept long after the unwonted festival. Edward
Arundel slumbered as heavily as any member of that wearied
household; and thus it was that there was no one in the way
to see a shrinking, trembling figure creep down the sunUt staircase, and steal across the threshold of the wide hall-door.
There was no one to see Mary Marchmont's silent flight from
the gaunt Lincolnshire mansion, in which she had knowm so
little real happiness. There was no one to comfort the sorrowstricken girl In her despair and desolation of spirit. She crept
away, like some escaped prisoner, in the early morning, from the
house which the law called her own.
And the hand of the woman whom John Marchmont had
chosen to be his daughter's friend and counsellor was the hand
which drove that daughter from the shelter of her home. The
voice of her whom the weak father had trusted in, fearful to
confide his child into the hands of God, but blindly confident in
his own judgment—was the voice which had uttered the lying
words, whose every syllable had been as a separate dagger thrust
in the orphan girl's lacerated heart. I t was her father,—her
father, who had placed this woman over her, and had entailed
upon her the anguish that drove her out into an unknown world,
careless whither she went or what became of her.

C H A P T E R XV.
MARY'S LETTEE.

I T was past twelve o'clock when Edward Arundel strolled Into
the dining-room. The windows were open, and the scent of the
mignonette upon the terrace floated In upon the warm summer
breeze.
Mrs. Marchmont was sitting at one end of the long table
reading a newspaper. She looked up as Edward entered the
room. She was laale, but not much paler than usual. The
feverish light had faded out of her eyes, and they looked dim and
heavy.
" Good morning, Livy," the young man said. " Mary is not
up yet, I suppose P "
" I believe not,"
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" Poor Httle girl! A long rest will do her good after her first
ball. How pretty and fairy-like she looked in her white-gauze
dress, and with that circlet of pearls round her hair! Your
taste, I suppose, OHvia P She looked like a snowdrop among
aU the other gaudy flowers—the roses and tiger-lilies, and
peonies and dahlias. The elder Miss Hickman is handsome,
but she's so terribly conscious of her attractions. That little
girl from Swampington with the black ringlets is rather pretty ;
and Lam-a Fflmer is a jolly dashing girl; she looks you full in
the face, and talks to you about hunting with as much gusto as
an old whipper-in. I don't think much of Major Hawley's three
taU sandy-haired daughters; but Fred Hawley's a capital fellow:
it's a pity he's a civilian. In short, my dear Olivia, take it
altogether, I think your ball was a success, and I hope you'll
give us another in the hunting season."
Mrs. Marchmont did not condescend to reply to her cousin's
meaningless rattle. She sighed wearily, and began to fill the
teapot from the old-fashioned silver urn. Edward loitered in
one of the windows, whistling to a peacock that was stalking
solemnly backwards and forwards upon the stone balustrade.
" I should Hke to drive you and Mary down to the sea-shore,
Livy, after breakfast. Will you go ?"
Mrs. Marchmont shook her head.
" I am a great deal too tired to think of going out to-day,"
she said, ungraciously.
"-:Vnd I never felt fresher In my life," the young man responded, laughing; " last night's festivities seem to have revivified me. I wish Mary would come down," he added, with a
yawn; " I could give her another lesson In billiards, at any rate.
Poor Httle girl, I am afraid she'll never make a cannon."
Captain Amndel sat dowoi to his breakfast, and drank the cup
of tea poured out for him by OHvia. Had she been a sinful
woman of another type, she would have put arsenic into the cup
perhaps, and so have made an end of the young officer and of
her own folly. As it was, she only sat by, with her untasted
breakfast before her, and watched mm while he ate a plateful of
raised pie, and drank his cup of tea with the healthy appetite
w hich generally accompanies youth and a good conscience. He
sprang up from the table directly he had finished his meal, and
cried out, impatiently, "What can make Mary so lazy this
morning ? she is usually such an early riser."
ilrs. Marchmont rose as her cousin said this, and a vague
feeling of uneasiness took possession of her mind. She remem1 >cred the face which had blanched beneath the angry glare of
her eyes, the blank look of despair that had come over Mary's
countenance a few hours before.
" I wiU go and caU her myself," she said. " N—no; I'U send
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Barbara." She did not wait to ring the bell, but went into the
hall, and called sharply, "Barbara! Barbara!"
A woman came out of a passage leading to the housekeeper's
room, in answer to Mrs. Marchmont's call; a woman of about
fifty years of age, dressed in grey stuff, and with a grave inscrutable face, a wooden countenance that gave no token of its
owner's character. Barbara Simmons might have been the
best or the worst of women, a Mrs. Fry or a Mrs. Brownrigg,
for any evidence her face afforded against either hypothesis.
" I want you to go up-stairs, Barbara, and call Miss Marchmont," Olivia said. " Captain Arundel and I have finished
breakfast."
The woman obeyed, and Mrs. Marchmont returned to the
dining-room, where Edward was trying to amuse himself with
the "Times" of the previous day.
Ten minutes afterwards Barbara Simmons came Into the
room carrying a letter on a silver waiter. Had the document
been a death-warrant, or a telegraphic announcement of the
landing of the French at Dover, the well-trained servant would
have placed it on a salver before presenting It to her mistress.
"Miss Marchmont is not in her room, ma'am," she said, "the
bed has not been slept in; and I found this letter, addressed to
Captain Arundel, upon the table."
Olivia's face grew livid; a horrible dread rushed Into her
mind. Edward snatched the letter which the servant held towards him.
" Mary not in her room! What, in Heaven's name, can it
mean ? " he cried.
He tore open the letter. The writing was not easily decipherable for the tears which the orphan girl had shed over It.
" M Y OWN BEAR EDWARD,—I have loved you so dearly and
so foolishly, and you have been so kind to me, that I have quite
forgotten how unworthy I am of your affection. But I am forgetful no longer. Something has happened which has opened
my eyes to my own folly,—I know now that you did not love
me; that I had no claim to your love; no charms or attractions
such as so many other women possess, and for which you might
have loved me. I know this now, dear Edward, and that all my
happiness has been a foolish dream; but do not think that I
blame any one but myself for what has happened. Take my
fortune. Long ago, when I was a little girl, I asked my father
to let me share it with you. I ask you now to take it all, dear
friend; and I go away for ever from a house in which I have
learnt how little happiness riches can give. Do not be unhappy
about me. I shaU pray for you always,—always remembering
your goodness to my dead father; always looking back to the
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day upon which you came to see us in our poor lodging. I am
very ignorant of all worldly business, but I hope the law wiU
let me give you Marchmont Towers, and all my fortune, whatever it may be. Let ]\Ir. Paulette see this latter part of my
letter, and let him fully understand that I abandon all my
rights to you from tills day. Good-bye, dear friend! think of
me sometimes, but never think of me sorrowfully.
"MARY MARCHMONT."

This was aU. This was the letter which the heart-broken girl
had written to her lover. I t was In no manner different from
the letter she might have written to him nine years before In
Oakley-street. I t was as childish in Its Ignorance and Inexperience ; as womanly in its tender self-abnegation.
Edward Arundel stared at the simple lines Hke a man in a
dream, doubtful of his own identity, doubtful of the reality of
the world about him. In his hopeless wonderment; He read the
letter Hne by Hne again and again, first in dull stupefaction, and
muttering the words mechanically as he read them, then with
the fuU Hght of their meaning dawning gradually upon him.
Her fortune! He had never loved her! She had discovered
her own folly ! What did it aU mean P What was the clue to
the mysteiy of this letter, which had stunned and bewildered
him, until the very power of reflection seemed lost ? The dawning of that day had seen their parting, and the Innocent face
had been Hfted to his, beaming with love and trust. And now ?
The letter di-opped from his hand, and fluttered slowly to the
ground. OHvia Marchmont stooped to pick it up. Her movement aroused the young man from his stupor, and In that moment he caught the sight of his cousin's livid face.
He started as If a thunderbolt had burst at his feet. An idea,
sudden as some inspired revelation, rushed Into his mind.
" Read that letter, OHvia Marchmont!" he said.
The woman obeyed. Slowly and dehberately she read the
chfldlsh epistle which Mary had written to her lover. In every
Hne, in every word, the widow saw the effect of her own deadly
work; she saw how deeply the poison, dropped from her own
envenomed tongue, had sunk into the innocent heart of the girl.
Edward Arundel watched her with flaming eyes. His tall
soldierly frame trembled in the intensity of his passion. He
foUowed his cousin's eyes along the Hues m Mary Marchmont's
letter, waiting tfll she should come to the end. Then the tumultuous storm of indignation burst forth, and OHvia cowered beneath the Hghtning of her cousin's glance.
Was this the man she had called frivolous ? Was this the
boyish red-coated dandy she had despised ? Was this the curled
and perftxme4 representative of swelldom, whose talk never
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soared to higher flights than the description of a day's snipeshooting, or a run with the Burleigh fox-hounds P The wicked
woman's eyelids drooped over her averted eyes; she turned
away, shrinking from this fearless accuser.
" This mischief is some of your work, OHvia Marchmont!"
Edward Arundel cried. " I t is you who have slandered and
traduced me to my dead friend's daughter! Who else would
dare accuse a Dangerfleld Arundel of baseness? who else would
be vfle enough to caU my father's son a Har and a traitor ? I t is
you who have whispered shameful insinuations into this poor
chfld's innocent ear! I scarcely need the evidence of your
ghastly face to tell me this. I t is you who have driven Mary
Marchmont from the home in which you should have sheltered
and protected her ! You envied her, I suppose,—envied her the
thousands which might have ministered to your wicked pride
and ambition;—the pride which has always held you aloof from
those who might have loved you; the ambition that has made
you a soured and discontented woman, whose gloomy face repels
all natural affection. You envied the gentle girl whom your
dead husband committed to your care, and who should have
been most sacred to you. You envied her, and seized the first
occasion upon which you might stab her to the very core of her
tender heart. What other motive could you have had for doing
this deadly wrong ? None, so help me Heaven!"
No other motive! Olivia Marchmont dropped down In a heap
at her cousin's feet; not kneeling, but grovelHng upon the
ground, writhing convulsively, with her hands twisted one in
the other, and her head falling forward on her breast. She
uttered no syUable of self-justification or denial. But in the
depths of her heart sounded the echo of Edward Arundel's
words: " The pride which has always held you aloof from those
who might have loved you; . . a discontented woman, whose
gloomy face repels aU natural affection."
" 0 God!" she thought, " h e might have loved me, then!
He might have loved me, if I could have locked my anguish in
my own heart, and smiled at him and flattered him."
And then an icy indifference took f)ossession of her. What
did it matter that Edward Amndel repudiated and hated her P
He had never loved her. His careless friendhness had made as
wide a gulf between them as his bitterest hate co'uld ever make.
Perhaps, indeed, his new-born hate would be nearer to love than
his indifference had been, for at least he would think of her now,
if he thought ever so bitterly.
"Listen to me, Olivia Marchmont," the young man said,
while she still crouched upon the ground near his feet, self-confessed in the abandonment of her despair. " Wherever this girl
may have gone, driven hence by your wickedness, I wfll foUow
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her. My answer to tho Ho you have Insinuated against me shall
be my immediate marriage with my old friend's orphan child.
He knew me well enough to know how far I was above the baseni:'ss of a fortune-hunter, and he wished that I should be his
daughter's husband. I should be a coward and a fool were I to
l.>e fiir one moment influenced by such a slander as that which
vou have whispered In Mary Marchmont's car. It is not tho
individual only whom you traduce. You slander the uniform I
Wear, the family to which I belong; and my best justification
will be tho conteini:)t in which I hold your infamous insinniitions. AVheu you hear that I have squandered Mary Marchmont's fortune, or cheated the children I pray God she may
Hve to bear lue, it will be time enough for you to tell the world
that yonr kinsman Edward Dangerfield Arundel Is a swindler
and a traitor."
lie went out into the hall, leaving his cousin on the ground;
and she heard his voice outside the dining-room door making
Inquiries of the servants.
They could tell him nothing of Mary's flight. Her bed had
not been slept in; nobody had seen her leave the house; it was
most likely, therefore, that she had stolen away very early,
before the servants were astir.
Where had she gone? Edward Arundel's heart beat wildly
as he asked himself that question. He remembered how often
he had heard of women, as young and innocent as Mary Marchmont, who had rushed to destroy themselves in a tumult of
agony and despair. How easily this poor child, who believed
that her dream of happiness was for ever broken, might have
crept down through the gloomy wood to the edge of the sluggish
river, to drop into the weedy stream, and hide her sorrow under
the quiet water. He could fancy her, a new Ophelia, pale and
pure as the Danish prince's slighted love, floating past the weird
branches of the wfllows, bome up for a while by the current, to
sink in sflence amongst the shadows farther down the stream.
He thought of these things In one moment, and in the next
dismissed the thought. Mary's letter breathed the spirit of
gentle resignation rather than of wfld despair. " I shall always
pray for you ; I shaU always remember you," she had written.
Her kiver remembered how much sorrow the orphan girl had
endured in her brief Hfe. He looked back to her childish days
of poverty and self-denial; her early loss of her mother; her
grief at her father's second marriage; the shock of that beloved
father's death. Her sorrows had followed one another in gloomy
succe.-^sion, with only narrow intervals of peace between them.
t~he was accustomed, therefore, to grief. I t is the soul untutored by affliction, the rebellious heart that has never known
calamity, which becomes mad and desperate, and breaks under
L
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the first blow. Mary Marchmont had learned the habit of endurance in the hard school of sorrow.
Edward Arundel walked out upon the terrace, a,nd re-read the
missing girl's letter. He was calmer now, and able to face the
situation with all its difflculties and perplexities. He was losing
time perhaps in stopping to deliberate; but it was no use to rush
off In reckless haste, undetermined In which direction he should
seek for the lost mistress of Marchmont Towers. One of the
grooms was busy In the stables saddling Captain Arundel's
horse, and in the meantime the young man went out alone upon
the sunny terrace to dehberate upon Mary's letter.
Complete resignation was expressed in every Hne. The heiress
spoke most decisively as to her abandonment of her fortune
and her home. I t was clear, then, that she meant to leave Lincolnshire ; for she would know that immediate steps would be
taken to discover her hiding-place, and bring her back to Marchmont Towers.
Where was she Hkely to go in her inexperience of the outer
world? where but to those humble relations of her dead
mother's, of whom her father had spoken in his letter to Edward Arundel, and with whom the young man knew she had
kept up an occasional correspondence, sending them many Httle
gifts out of her pocket-money. These people were smaU tenantfajrmers, at a place called MarUngford, In Berkshire. Edward
knew their name, and the name of the farm.
"I'll make inquiries at the Kemberhng station to begin
with," he thought. " There's a through train from the north
that stops at KemberHng at a little before six. My poor
darling may have easily caught that, if she left the house at
five."
Captain Arundel went back iato the hall, and summoned
Barbara Simmons. The woman replied with rather a sulky air
to his numerous questions; but she told him that Miss Marclimont had left her ball-dress upon the bed, and had put on a
grey cashmere dress trimmed with black ribbon, which she had
worn as half-mourning for her father; a black straw bomiet,
with a crape veil, and a silk mantle trimmed vsdth crape. She
had taken with her a smaU carpet-bag, some linen,—for the
linen-drawer of her wardrobe was open, and the things scattered about,—and the Httle morocco case in which she kept her
pearl ornaments and the diamond riug left her by her father.
" H a d she any money?" Edward asked.
" Yes, sir; she was never without money. She spent a good
deal amongst the poor people she visited with my mistress; but
I dare say she may have had between ten and twenty pounds In
ber purse."
" She wfll go to Berkshire," Edward Arundel thought; " the
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Idea of going to her humble friends would be the first to present
itself to her mind. She wiU go to her dead mother's sister, and
ive her aU her jewels, and ask for shelter in the quiet farmouse. She wiU act like one of the heroines In the oldfashioned novels she used to read In Oakley-street, the simpleminded damsel who thinks nothing of resigning a castle and a
coronet, and going out into the worid to work for her daily bread
in a white satin gown, and with a string of pearls to bind her
disheveUed locks."
Captain Arundel's horse wag brought round to the terracesteps, as he stood with Mary's letter in his hand, waiting to
hurry away to the rescue of his love.
" TeU Mrs. Marchmont that I shaU not return to the Towers
tiU I bring her step-daughter with me," he said to the groom;
and then, without stopping to utter another word, he shook the
rein on his horse's neck, and galloped away along the gravelled
drive leading to the great iron gates of Marchmont Towers.
OHvia heard his message, which had been spoken in a clear
loud voice, Hke some knightly defiance, sounding trumpet-Hke
at a castle-gate. She stood in one of the windows of the
dining-room, hidden by the faded velvet curtain, and watched
her cousin ride away, brave and handsome as any knight-errant
of the chivakous past, and as true as Bayard himself.

f

CHAPTER

XVI.

A NEW PROTECTOR.

inquiries at the KemberHng station resulted
In an immediate success. A young lady—a young woman, the
raUway official caUed her—dressed in black, wearing a crape veil
over her face, and carrying a small carpet-bag In her hand, had
taken a second-class ticket for London, by the 5.50,. a parliamentary train, which stopped at almost every station on the
Hne, and reached Euston-square at half-past twelve.
Edward looked at his watch. I t was ten minutes to two
o'clock. The express did not stop at Kemberhng; but he would
be able to catch it at Swampington at a quarter past three.
Even then, however, he could Scarcely hope to get to Berkshire
that night.
" My darling girl wiU not discover how fooHsh her doubts
have been until to-morrow," he thought. " Silly child ! has my
love so Httle the aspect of truth that she can doubt me P " _
He sprang on his horse again, flung a shilling to the railway
porter who had held the bridle, and rode away along the Swampington road. The clocks in the grey old Norman turrets were
CAPTAIN ARUNDEL'S
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striking three as the young m a n crossed t h e bridge, and paid
his toll a t the little toll-house by the stone archway.
The streets were as lonely as usual in the hot July afternoon;
and the long Hne of sea beyond the dreary marshes was blue
in the sunshine. Captain Arundel passed the two churches,
and the low-roofed rectory, and rode away to the outskirts of
the town, where the station glared in all the brilliancy of new
red bricks, and dazzHng stuccoed chimneys, athwart a desert of
waste ground.
The express train came tearing u p to the quiet platform two
minutes after Edward had taken his ticket; and in another
minute the clanging bell pealed out its discordant signal, and
the young man was borne, with a shriek and a whistle, away
upon the flrst stage of his search for Mary Marchmont.
I t was nearly seven o'clock when he reached Euston-square;
and he only got to the Paddington station In time to hear that
the last train for Marlingford had j u s t started. There was no
possibility of his reaching the little Berkshire village t h a t night.
N o mail-train stopped within a reasonable distance of the obscm-e
station. So Captain Arundel had nothing to do but to wait for
the next morning.
H e walked slowly away from the station, very much disheartened by this discovery.
" I'd better sleep at some hotel u p this way," he thought, as
he strolled listlessly in the direction of Oxford-street, " so as to
be on the spot to catch the first train to-morrow morning. W h a t
am I to do with myself all this night, racked with uncertainty
about Mary ? "
H e remembered t h a t one of his brother officers was staying at
t h a t hotel in Covent Garden where Edward himself stopped,
when business detained him in London for a day or two.
" Shall I go and see Lucas ? " Captain Arundel thought.
" He's a good fellow, and won't bore me with a lot of questions,
if he sees I've something on m y mind. There may be some
letters for me at E — ' s . Poor Httie Polly ! "_
H e could never think of her without something of t h a t pitiful
tenderness which he might have felt for a young and helidess
child, whom It was his duty and privilege to jjrotect and succour.
I t may be t h a t there was little of the lover's fiery enthusiasm
mingled wdth the jDurer and more tender feeHngs with which
Edward Arundel regarded his dead friend's orphan daughter;
b u t in place of this there was a chivalrous devotion, such as
woman rarely wins in these degenerate modern days.
The young soldier walked through the lamp-lit western streets
thinking of the missing girl; now assuring himself t h a t his
instinct had not deceived him, and t h a t Mary must have gone
straight to the Berkshire farmer's house, and in the next moment
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seized wdth a sudden terror t h a t it might be otherwise; the helpless gu-1 might have gone out into a world of which she was as
ignorant as a child, determined to hide herself from all who had
ever known her. If it should be thus : if, on going down to
Marhngford, he obtained no tidings of his friend's daughter,
what was he to do P Where was he to look for her next ?
H e would p u t advertisements in the papers, calling upon his
betrothed to trust him and return to him. Perhaps Mary Marchmont was, of all people in this world, the least likely to look into
a newspaper; but a t least it would be doing something to do
this, and Edward Arundel determined upon going straight off to
Printing-House-square, to draw u p an appeal to the missing girl.
I t was past ten o'clock when Captain Arundel came to this determination, and he had reached the neighbourhood of Covent
Garden and of the theatres. The staring play-bills adorned
almost every threshold, and fluttered against every door-post;
and the young soldier, going into a tobacconist's to fill his cigarcase, stared abstractedly at a gaudy blue-and-red announcement
of the last dramatic attraction to be seen at Drury Lane. I t was
scarcely strange t h a t the Captain's thoughts wandered back to
his boyhood, t h a t shadowy time, far away behind his later days
of Indian warfare and glory, and t h a t he remembered the
December night upon which he had sat with his cousin in a box
a t the great patent theatre, watching the consumptive supernumerary struggling under the weight of his banner. From
the box at Drury Lane to the next morning's breakfast in
Oakley-street, was but a natural transition of t h o u g h t ; b u t
wdth t h a t recollection of the humble Lambeth lodging, with
the picture of a Httle girl in a pinafore sitting demurely a t her
father's table, and meekly waiting on his guest, an idea fiashed
across Edward Arundel's mind, and brought the hot blood Into
his face.
W h a t if ]Mary had gone to Oakley-street P W a s not this even
more hkely t h a n t h a t she should seek refuge with her kinsfolk
in Berkshire ? She had lived In the Lambeth lodging for years,
and had only left t h a t plebeian shelter for the grandeur of
Marchmont Towers. W h a t more natural t h a n t h a t she should
go back to the familiar habitation, dear to her by reason of a
thousand associations with her dear father P W h a t more likely
t h a n t h a t she should t u r n instinctively. In the hour of her desolation, to the humble friends whom she had known in her childhoe.d ?
Edward Arundel was almost too impatient t o wait while t h e
Fraart young damsel behind the tobacconist's counter handed
him change for the half-sovereign which he had j u s t tendered
her. He darted out into the street, and shouted violently to tho
driver of a passing hansom,—there are alwavs loitering hansoms
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ill the neighbourhood of Covent Garden,—^who was, after the
manner of his kind, looking on any side rather than that upon
which Providence had sent him a fare.
" Oakley-street, Lambeth," the young man cried. " Double
fare If you get there In ten minutes."
The tall raw-boned horse rattled off at that pecuHar pace
common to his species, making as much noise upon the pavement as if he had been winning a metropolitan Derby, and at
about twenty minutes past nine drew up, smoking and panting,
before the dimly lighted windows of the Ladies' Wardrobe;
where a couple of flaring tallow-candles Illuminated the ^lendour of a foreground of dirty artiflcial flowers, frayed satin
shoes, and tarnished gilt combs, a middle distance of blue gauzy
tissue, embroidered with beetles' wings, and a background of
greasy black silk. Edward Arundel flung back the doors of the
hansom with a bang, and leajDcd out upon the pavement. The
proprietress of the Ladies' Wardrobe was lolling against the
door-post, refreshing herself with the soft evening breezes from
the roads of Westminster and Waterloo, and talking to her
neighbour.
" Bless her pore dear innercent 'art! " the woman was saying;
" she's cried herself to sleep at last. But you never hear anythink
so pitiful as she talked to me at fust, sweet love!—and the very
picture of my own pore Eliza Jane, as she looked. You might
have said it was BHza Jane come back to life, only paler
and more sickly Hke, and not that beautiful fresh colour, and
ringlets curled all round In a crop, as Eliza J a
"
Edward Amndel burst In upon the good woman's talk, which
rambled on in an unlntermitting stream, unbroken by much
punctuation.
"Miss Marchmont Is here," he said; " I know she is. Thank
God, thank God! Let me see her, please, directly. I am Captain
Arundel, her father's friend, and her affianced husband. You
remember me, perhaps ? I came here nine years ago to breakfast, one December morning. I can recollect you perfectly, and
I know that you were always good to my poor friend's daughter.
To think that I should find her here! You shall be weU rewarded for your kindness to her. But take me to her; pray
take me to her at once."
The proprietress of the wardrobe snatched up one of the candles that guttered in a brass fiat-candlestick upon the counter,
and led the way up the narrow staircase. She was a good lazy
creature, and she was so completely bome down by Edward's
excitement, that she could only mutter disjomted sentences, to
the effect that the gentleman had brought her heart into her
mouth, and that her legs felt all of a jelly, and that her poor
knees was a'most giving way under her, and other Incoherent
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statements concerning the physical effect of the mental shocks
she had that day received.
She opened the door of that shabby sitting-room upon the
first-floor, in which the crippled eagle brooded over the convex
min'or, and stood aside upon the threshold while Captain
Amndel entered the room. A tallow-candle was burning dimly
upon the table, and a girlish form lay upon the narrow horsehair sofa, shrouded by a woollen shawl.
" She went to sleep about half-an-hour ago, sir," the woman
said, in a whisper; " and she cried herself to sleep, pore lamb,
I think. I made her some tea, and got her a few creases and a
French roU, with a bit of best fresh; but she wouldn't touch
nothin', or only a few spoonfuls of the tea, just to please me.
"^Miat is it that's drove her away from her 'ome, sir, and such a
good 'ome, too P She showed me a diamont ring as her pore
par gave her in his wiU. He left me twenty pound, pore gentleman,—which he always acted like a gentleman bred and born;
and Mr. PoUit, the lawyer, sent his clerk along with it and his
compHments,—^though I'm sure I never looked for nothink,
having always had my rent faithful to the very minute: and
Miss Mary used to bring It down to me so pretty, and
"
But the whispering had grown louder by this time, and Mary
Marchmont awoke from her feverish sleep, and Hfted her weary
head from the hard horsehair pillow. She looked about her,
half forgetful of where she was, and of what had happened
within the last eighteen hours of her life. Her eyes wandered
here and there, doubtful as to the reality of what they looked
upon, untfl the girl saw her lover's figure, tall and splendid In
the humble apartment, a tender, half-reproachful smile upon
his face, and his eyes beaming with love and truth. She saw
him, and a faint shriek broke from her tremulous Hps, as she
rose and feU upon his breast.
"You love me, then, Edward," she cried; "you do love m e ! "
" Yes, my darling, as truly and tenderly as ever woman was
loved upon this earth."
And then the soldier sat down upon the hard bristly sofa,
and with Mary's head stUl resting upon his breast, and lus
strong hand straying amongst her disordered hair, he reproached
her for her fooHshness, and comforted and soothed her; while
the proprietress of the apartment stood, with the brass candlestick in her hand, watching the young lovers and weeping over
their sorrows, as if she had been witnessing a scene In a play.
Their innocent affection was unrestrained by the good woman's
presence; and when Mary had smiled upon her lover, and
assured him that she would never, never, never doubt him
again. Captain Arundel was fain to kiss the soft-hearted landlady in his enthusiasm, and to promise her the handsomcet silk
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dress that had ever been seen in Oakley-street, amongst all the
faded splendours of sflk and satin that ladies'-maids brought
for her consideration.
' " And now, my darhng, my foolish run-away Polly, what is
to be done with you ? " asked the young soldier. " Will you go
back to the Towers to-morrow morning?"
Mary Marchmont clasped her hands before her face, and
began to tremble violently.
" Oh, no, no, no!" she cried: " don't ask me to do that, don't
ask me to go back, Edward. I can never go back to that house
again, while
"
She stopped suddenly, looking piteously at her lover.
"While my cousin Olivia Marchmont lives there," Captain
Amndel said, with an angry frowra. " God knows it's a bitter
thing for me to think that your troubles should come from any
of my kith and kin, Polly. She has used you very badly then,
this woman ? She has been very unkind to you ? "
" No, no! never before last night. I t seems so long ago; but
It was only last night, was it ? Until then she was always kind
to me. I didn't love her, you know, though I tried to do so for
pajoa's sake, and out of gratitude to her for taking such trouble
with my education; but one can be grateful to people without
loving them, and I never grew to love her. But last night—
last night—she said such cruel things to me—such cruel things!
Oh, Edward, Edward!" the girl cried suddenly, clasping her
hands and looking imploringly at Captain Arundel, " were the
cruel things she said true ? Did I do wrong when I offered to
be your wife?"
How could the young man answer this question, except by
clasping his betrothed to his heart? So there was another Httle
love scene, over which Mrs. Pimpernel—the proprietress's name
was Pimpernel—wejjt fresh tears, murmuring that the Oapting
was the sweetest young man, sweeter than Mr. Macready in
Claude Melnock; and that the scene altogether reminded her of
that "cutting" episode where the proud mother went on against
the pore young man, and Miss Faucit came out so beautiful.
They are a play-going population in Oakley-street, and compassionate and sentimental, like all true playgoers.
"What shall I do with you. Miss Marchmont?" Edward
Arundel asked gaily, when the little love scene was concluded.
" My mother and sister are away, at a German watering-place,
trying some unpronounceable Spa for the benefit of poor Letty's
health. Reginald is with them, and my father's alone at
Dangerfield. So I can't take you down there, as I might have
done if my mother had been at home. I don't much care for
the Mostyns, or you might have stopped in Montague-square.
There are no friendly friars nowadays who wfll marry Romeo
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and Juliet at half-an-hour's notice. Y o u must live a fortnight
somewhere, PoUy: wdiere shall it b e ? "
" Oh, let me stay here, i3lease," Miss Marchmont pleaded; " I
was always so hapjDy here !"
" L o r d love her precious h e a r t ! " exclaimed Mrs. Pimpernel,
Hfting u p her hands in a rapture of admiration. " To think as
she shouldn't have a bit of pride, after all the money as her
pore par come i n t o ! To think as she should wish to stay in her
old lodgin's, where every think shall be done to make her comfortable ; and the air back and front is very 'ealtliy, though you
might not beHeve it, and the Blind School and Bedlam hard by,
and Kennington Common only a pleasant walk, and beautiful
and open this warm summer weather."
" Yes, 1 should Hke to stop here, please," Mary murmured.
Even in the midst of her agitation, overwhelmed as she was by
the emotions of the present, her thoughts went back to the past,
and she remembered how dehghtful it would be to go and see
the accommodating butcher, and the greengrocer's daughter,
the kind butterman who had called her " little lady," and the
disreputable grey parrot. How delightful it would be to see
these humble friends, now t h a t she was grown up, and had
money wherewith to make them presents in token of her gratitude !
" V e r y well, then, PoUy," Captain Arundel said, " y o u ' l l stay
here. A n d ]\Irs.
"
" P i m p e m e l , " the landlady suggested.
" Mrs. Pimpernel wfll take as good care of you as If you were
Queen of England, and the welfare of the nation depended upon
your safety. A n d I'U stop at my hotel In Covent Garden; and
I'U see Richard Paulette—he's my lawyer as weU as yours, you
know, PoUy—and tell him something of what has happened, and
make arrangements for our immediate marriage."
" O u r marriage!"
" Mary ]Marchmont echoed her lover's last words, and looked
u p at him almost with a bewildered air. She had never thought
C)f an early marriage with Edward A m n d e l as the result of her
fhght from Lincohishire. She had a vague notion t h a t she
would Hve in Oakley-street for years, and t h a t in some remote
time the soldier would come to claim her.
" Yes. PoUy darhng, Olivia Marchmont's conduct has made
me decide upon a very bold stej). I t is evident to me t h a t my
cousin hates you; for what reason Heaven only knows, since
\i )u can have done nothing to provoke her hate. W h e n your
father was a j>oor m a n It was to me he would have confided you.
He ehanged his mind afterwards, very naturally, and chose
another guardian for his or[)han child. If my cousin had fulffllcd this t m s t , Mary, I would have deferred to her authorityj

158

John Marchmonfs

Legacy.

and would have held myself aloof until your minority was
passed, rather than ask you to marry me without your stepmother's consent. But OUvia Marchmont has forfeited her
right to be consulted In this matter. .She has tortured you and
traduced me by her poisonous slander. If you believe in me,
Mary, you will consent to be my wife. My justification Hes in
the future. Youwill not find that I shaU sponge upon your
fortune, my dear, or lead an idle Hfe, because my wife is a rich
woman."
Mary Marchmont looked up with shy tenderness at her lover.
" I would rather the fortune were yours than mine, Edward,"
she said. " I will do whatever you wish; I wfll be guided by
you in everythiag."
I t was thus that John Marchmont's daughter consented to
become the wife of the man she loved, and the man whose image
she had associated since her childhood with all that was good
and beautiful in mankind. She knew none of those pretty
stereotyped phrases, by means of which well-bred young ladies
can go through a graceful fencing-match of hesitation and
equivocation, to the torture of a doubtful and adoring suitor,
she had no notion of that delusive negative, that bewitching
feminine "no," which is proverbially understood to mean "yes."
Weary courses of Roman Emperors, South-Sea Islands, Sidereal
Heavens, Tertiary, and Old Red Sandstone, had very ill-prepared
this poor Httle girl for the stem reahties of Hfe.
" I wiU be guided by you, dear Edward," she said; "my
father wished me to be your wife; and if I did not love you, it
would please me to obey him."
I t was eleven o'clock when Captain Arundel left Oakley-street.
The hansom had been waiting aU the time, and the driver, seeing
that his fare was young, handsome, dashmg, and what he called
" mlHngtary-like," demanded an enormous sum when he l?.nded
the soldier before the portico of the hotel in Covent Garden.
Edward took a hasty breakfast the next morning, and then
hurried off to Lincoln's Inn Fields. But here a disappointment
awaited him. Richard Paulette had started for Scotland upon
a piscatorial excursion. The elder Paulette was an octogenarian,
who Hved in the south of France, and kept his name in the
business as a fiction, by means of which elderly and obstinate
country cHents were deluded into the behef that the soHcitor
who conducted their affairs was the same legal practitioner who
had done business for their fathers and grandfathers before
them. Mathewson, a grim man, was away amongst the Yorkshire wolds, superintending the foreclosure of certain mortgages
upon a bankrupt baronet's estate. A confidential clerk, who
received cHents, and kept matters straight during the absence
of his employers, was very anxious to be of use to Captain
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Amndel; but It was not likely that Edward could sit down and
pour his secrets into the bosom of a clerk, however trustworthy
a personage that employe might be.
The yomig man's desire had been that his union with Mary
Marchmont should take place at least with the knowledge and
approbation of her dead father's lawryer: but he was impatient
to assume tho only title by which he might have a right to be
the orphan girl's champion and protector; and he had therefore
no incHnation to wait until the Long Vacation was over, and
^Messrs. Paulette and Mathewson returned from their northern
wanderings. He had every Inducement to hasten his marriage,
for ;Mary suffered from a continual dread that her step-mother
would discover the secret of her humble retreat, and would
foUow her and reassume authority over her.
" Let me be your wife before I see her again, Edward," the
girl pleaded, innocently, when this terror was uppermost in her
mind. " She could not say cruel things to me if I were your
wife. I know it Is wicked to be afraid of her; because she was
always good to me until that night: but I cannot tell you how
I tremble at the thought of being alone with her at Marchmont
Towers. I dream sometimes that I am wdth her In the gloomy
old house, and that we two are alone there, even the servants
aU fjone, and you far away in India, Edward,—at the other end
of the world."
I t was as much as her lover could do to soothe and reassure
the trembling girl when these thoughts took possession of her.
Had he been less sanguine and impetuous, less careless in the
buoyancy of his spirits, Captain Arundel might have seen that
!Mary's nerves had been terribly shaken by the scene between
her and OHvia, and aU the. anguish which had given rise to her
flight from Marchmont Towers. The girl trembled at every
sound. The shutting of a door, the noise of a cab stopping in
the street below, the faUing of a book from the table to the floor,
startled her almost as much as If a gunpowder magazine had
exploded in the neighbourhood. The tears rose to her eyes at
the slightest emotion. Her mind was tortured by vague fears,
which she tried in vain to explain to her lover. Her sleep was
broken by dismal dreams, foreboding visions of shadowy evil.
For a Httle more than a fortnight Edward Arundel visited his
betrothed dafly in the shabby first-fioor In Oakley-street, and
sat by her side wlifle she worked at some fragile scrap of embroidery, and talked gafly to her of the happy future; to the
inten.se admiration of Mrs. Pimpernel, who had no greater delight
than to assist in the pretty Httle sentimental drama that was
being enacted on her first-floor.
Thus it was that, on a cloudy and autumnal August morning, Edward Arundel and Mary Marchmont were married in a
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great empty-looking church in the parish of Lambeth, by an
indifferent curate, who shuffled through the service at railroad
speed, and with far less reverence for the solemn rite than
he would have displayed had he known that the pale-faced
girl kneeling before the altar-rails was undisputed mistress of
eleven thousand a year. Mrs. Pimpernel, the pew-opener, and
the registrar, who was waiting in the vestry, and was beguiled
thence to give away the bride, were the only witnesses to this
strange wedding. I t seemed a dreary ceremonial to Mrs. Pimpernel, who had been married in the same church five-andtwenty years before, in a cinnamon satin spencer and a coalscuttle bonnet, and with a young person in the dressmaking Hne
in attendance upon her as bridesmaid.
I t was rather a dreary wedding, no doubt. The drizzling
rain dripped ceaselessly in the street without, and there was a
smell of damp plaster in the great empty church. The melancholy street-cries sounded dismally from the outer world, while
the curate was hurrying through those portentous words which
were to unite Edward Arundel and Mary Marchmont until the
final day of earthly separation. The girl clung shivering to her
lover—her husband now—as they went into the vestry to sign
ttheir names in the marriage register. Throughout the service
she had expected to hear a footstep in the aisle behind her,
and Olivia Marchmont's cruel voice crying out to forbid the
marriage.
" I am your wife now, Edward, am I not ?" she said, when
she had signed her name in the register.
" Yes, my darling, for ever and for ever,"
" And nothing can part us now ? "
" Nothing but death, my dear."
In the exuberance of his spirits, Edward Arundel spoke of the
King of Terrors as if he had been a mere nobody, whose jDOwer
to change or mar the fortunes of mankind were so trifHng as to
be scarcely worth mentioning.
The vehicle in waiting to carry the mistress of Marchmont
Towers upon the first stage of her bridal tour was nothing
better than a hack cab. The driver's garments exhaled stale
tobacco-smoke in the moist atmosphere, and in lieu of the
flowers which are wont to bestrew the bridal path of an heiress,
Miss Marchmont trod upon damp and mouldy straw. But she was
happy,—in desj)ite of a fearful apprehension that her happiness
could not be real,—a vague terror of OHvia's jDower to torture and
oppress her, which even the presence of her lover-husband could
not altogether drive away. She kissed Mrs. Pimpernel, who
stood upon the edge of the pavement, crying bitterly, with the
slippery white lining of the new silk dress, which Edward
Arundel had given her, gathered tightly around her.
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" God bless you, my dear !" cried the honest dealer In frayed
.satins and tumbled gauzes; " I couldn't take this more to heart
if you was my own EHza Jane going away with the young man
she was to have married, and as Is now a widower with five children, two ui arms, and the youngest brought up by hand. God
bliss your pretty face, my dear ! and oh, pray take care of her,
Captain Arundel, for she's a tender flower, sir, and truly needs
your care. And it's but a trifle, my own sweet young missy, for
the acceptance of such as you, but It's given from a full heart,
and i^iven humbly."
The latter part of IMrs. Pimpernel's speech bore relation to a
hard newspaper parcel which she dropped into Mary's lap.
.Mrs. Amndel opened the parcel presently, when she had kissed
her humble friend for the last time, and the cab was driving
towards Nine Elms, and found that Mrs. Pimpernel's weddinggift was a crockeryware Scotch shepherdess, with a great deal
of gflding about her tartan garments, very red legs, a hat and
feathers, and a curly sheep. Edward put this axtioie oi vertU
very carefuUy away in his carpet-bag, for his bride would not
have the present treated wdth any show of disrespect.
"How good of her to give it me!" Mary said. " I t used to
stand upon the back parlour chimney-piece when I was a little
girl; and I was so fond of it. Of course I am not fond of Scotch
•shepherdesses now, you know, dear, but how should Mrs. Pimpernel know that ? She thought it would please me to have
this one."
"• And you'U put It in the western drawing-room at the Towers,
won't you, Polly ? " Captain Arundel asked, laughing.
_" I won't put It anywhere to be made fun of, sir," the young
bride answered, with some touch of wifely dignity, " but I'll
take care of it, and never have it broken or destroyed; and Mrs.
Pimpernel shall see it when she comes to the Towers,—If I ever
go back there," she added, with a sudden change of manner.
"Ifjou ever go back there!" cried Edward. "Why, Polly,
my dear, Marchmont Towers Is your own house. My cousin
OHvia is only there uj)on sufferance, and her own good sense
•ndll tell her she has no right to stay there, when she ceases
to be your friend and protectress. She is a proud woman, and
her pride will surely never suffer her to remain where she must
feel she can be no longer welcome."
The young wife's face turned white with terror at her husband's words.
" But I could never ask her to go, Edward," she said. " I
would not turn her out for the world. She may stay there for
ever if she Hkes. I never have cared for the place since papa's
death; and I couldn't go back while she is there. I'm afraid of
her, Edward, I'm afraid of her!"
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The vague apprehension burst forth in this childish cry.
Edward Arundel clasped his wife to his breast, and bent over
her, kissing her pale forehead, and murmuring soothing words,
as he might have done to a chfld.
" My dear, my dear," he said; " my darhng Mary, this will
never do; my own love, this is so very foolish."
" I know, I know, Edward; but I can't help it, I can't Indeed;
I was afraid of her long ago; afraid even the first day I saw
her, the day you took me to the Rectory. I was afraid of her
when papa first told me he meant to many her; and I am
afraid of her now; even now that I am your wife, Edward, I
fear her stfll."
Captain Arundel kissed away the tears that trembled on his
wife's eyeHds ; but she had scarcely grown quite composed even
when the cab stopped at the Nine Elms raflway station. It was
only when she was seated in the carriage with her husband, and
the rain cleared away as they advanced farther into the heart of
the pretty pastoral country, that the bride's sense of happiness
and safety in her husband's protection returned to her. But by
that time she was able to smfle in his face, and to look forward
with deHght to a brief sojourn in that Hampshire village, which
Edward had chosen for the scene of his honeymoon.
" Only a few days of quiet happiness, Polly," he said; " a
few days of utter forgetfulness of all the world except you; and
t h ^ I must be a man of business again, and write to your stepmother, and my father and mother, and Messrs. Paulette and
Mathewson, andaU the peoplewho oughttoknow of our marriage."
CHAPTER XVEL
PAUL'S SISTEE,

shut herself once more in her desolate
chamber, making no effort to find the runaway mistress of the
Towers; Indifferent as to what the slanderous tongues of her
neighbours might say of her; hardened, caUous, desperate.
To her father, and to any one else who questioned her about
Mary's absence,—for the story of the girl's flight was soon
whispered abroad, the servants at the Towers having received
no injunctions to keep the matter secret,—Mrs. Marchmont
rcphed with such an air of cold and determined reserve as kept
the questioners at bay ever afterwards.
So the KemberHng people, and the Swampington people, and
all the country gentry within reach of Marchmont Towers, had
a mystery and a scandal provided for them, which afforded
ample scope for repeated discussion, and considerably reHeved
the duU monotony of their Hves. But there were some quesOLIVIA MARCHMONT
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tioncrs whom Mrs. Marelimont found it rather difficult to keep
at a distance; there were some intruders who dared to force
themselves upon tho Ljlooiny woman's soliiude, and who would
iK'l understand that their presence was abhorrent to her.
These people were a surgeon and his wife, who had newly
setil.d at Kenilierhng; the best practice in the village having
fallen into the market by reason of the death of the steadyj;oin;_', c:rey-headed old practitioner, who for many years had
eiijuved the n sponsibility of watching over the health of tho
Lincolnshire vfllage.
It was about three weeks after Mary Marchmont's flight when
Ihe-e unwelcome guests first came to the Towers.
01i^ia sat alone in her dead husband's study,—the same
r. .rim iu which she had sat upon the mormng of John March111. .nt's frmcral,—a dark and gloomy chamber, wainscoted with
l.lackened oak, and Hghted only by a massive stone-framed
Tud'.r window, which looked out into the quadrangle, and was
overshadowed by that cloistered colonnade beneath whose shelter Edward and Mary had walked upon the morning of the
girl's IHght. This wainscoted study was an apartment which
111' st women, ha%dng all the rooms in Marchmont Towers at
their disposal, would have been Hkely to avoid; but the gloom
of the chamber harmonized with that horrible gloom which had
taken possession of OHvia's soul, and the widow turned from
the sunny western front, as she turned from aU the sunlig]|ti
and gladness in the universe, to come here, where the summer
radiance rarely crept through the diamond-panes of the wirudow, where the shadow of the cloister shut out the glory of
the blue sky.
She was sitting in this room,—sitting near the open window,
in a high-backed chair of carved and polished oak, with her
head resting against the angle of the embayed window, and her
handsome profile thrown into sharp rehef by the dark-green
cloth curtam which hung in straight folds from the low ceiling
to the ground, and made a sombre background to the widow's
f-.Tire. ^Irs. Marchmont had put away all the miserable gewgaws and vanities which she had ordered from London in a
sudden excess of foUy or caprice, and had reassumed her robes
of lustreless black. She had a book in her hand,—some new
and popular fiction, which all Lincolnshire was eager to read;
but although her eyes were fixed upon tho pages before her,
and her hand mechanically turned over leaf after leaf at regular
iiiti r\ als of time, the fashionable romance was only a weary
repitition of phrases, a dull current of words, always interluin^'li.'d with the images of Edward Arundel and Mary Marchmont, which arose out of every page to mock tho hopeless
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OHvia flung the book away from her at last, with a smothered
cry of rage.
" Is there no cure for this disease ? " .«he muttered. " Is there
no relief except madness or death?"
But in the infidehty which had arisen out of her despair this
woman had growm to doubt if either death or madness could
bring her oblivion of her anguish. She doubted the quiet of
the grave; and half believed that the torture of jealous rage
and sHghted love might mingle even wdth that silent rest,
haunting her In her coffin, shutting her out of heaven, and
following her into a darker world, there to be her torment
everlastingly. There were times when she thought madness
must mean forgetfulness ; but there were other moments when
she shuddered, horror-stricken, at the thought that, in the
wandering brain of a mad woman, the image of that grief which
had caused the shipwreck of her senses might still hold its
l>lace, distorted and exaggerated,—a gigantic unreality, ten
thousand times more terrible than the truth. Remembering the
dreams which disturbed her broken sleep,—those dreams which,
in their feverish horror, were little better than intervals of
delirium,—it is scarcely strange if OHvia Marchmont thought
thus.
She had not succumbed without many struggles to her sin
and des|)air. Again and again she had abandoned herself to
the devils at watch to destroy her, and again and again she had
tried to extricate her soul from their dreadful power; but her
most passionate endeavours were in vain. Perhaps it was that
she did not strive aright; it was for this reason, surely, that
she failed so utterly to arise superior to her despair; for otherwise that teiTible behef attributed to the Oalvinists, that some
souls are foredoomed to damnation, would be exemplified by
this woman's exjDerience. She could not forget. She coifld not
l^nt away the vengeful hatred that raged hke an aU-devouring
fire in her breast, and she cried in her agony, "There is no cure
for this disease !"
Perhaps her mistake was in this, that she did not go to the
right physician. She practised quackery with her soul, as some
people do with their bodies; trying their own remedies rather
than the simple prescriptions of the Divine Healer of all woes.
Self-reliant, and scornful of the weakness against which her
pride revolted, she trusted to her intellect and her will to lift
her out of the moral slough into which her soul had gone down.
She said:
" I am not a woman to go mad for the love of a boyish face;
I am not a woman to die for a fooHsh fancy, which the veriest
school-girl might be ashamed to confess to her companion. I
am not a woman to do this, and I will cure myself of my folly."
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Mrs. IMarchmont made an effort to take up her old life, with
its dull round of ceaseless duty, Its perpetual self-denial. If
she had been a Roman Catholic, she would have gone to the
nearest convent, and prayed to be permitted to take such vows
as might soonest set a barrier between herself and the world;
she would ha\-c spent the long weary days in perpetual and
secret prayer; she would have worn deeper indentations upon
the stones already hollowed by faithful knees. As it was, she
made a routine of penance for herself, after her own fashion:
oing long distances on foot to visit her poor, when she might
ave ridden in her candage: courting exposure to rain and foul
weather; wearing herself out wdth unnecessary fatigue, and
returning footsore to her desolate home, to fall fainting into the
strc)ng ai-ms of her grim attendant, Barbara.
But this self-appointing penance could not shut Edward
Arundel and ]Mary Marchmont from the wddow's mind. Walking through a fiery furnace, their images would have haunted
her stiU, vivid and paljjable even in the agony of death. The
fatigue of the long weary walks made Mrs. Marchmont wan
and pale; the exposure to storm and rain brought on a tiresome, hacking cough, which worried her by day, and disturbed
her fitful slumbers by night. No good whatever seemed to
come of her endeavours; and the devils who rejoiced at her
weakness and her faflure claimed her as their own. They
claimed her as their own: and they were not without terrestrial
agents, working patiently in their service, and ready to help In
eecuring their bargain.
The great clock in the quadrangle had struck the half-hour
after three; the atmosphere of the August afternoon was sultry
and ofipressive. Mrs. Marchmont had closed her eyes after
flinging aside her book, and had faUen Into a doze : her nights
were broken and wakeful, and the hot stIUness of the day had
made her drowsy.
She was aroused from this half-slumber by Barbara Simmons,
who came into the room carrying two cards upon a salver,—the
same old-fashioned and emblazoned salver upon which Paul
Marchmont's card had been brought to the widow nearly three
years before. The Abigafl stood half-way between the door and
the window by which the widow sat, looking at her mistress's
face with a glance of sharp scrutiny.
" She's changed since he came back, and changed again since
he went away," the woman thought; "just as she always changed
at the Rectory at his coming and going. Why didn't he take
to her, I wonder? He might have known her fancy for him,
if he'd had eyes to watch her face, or ears to Hsten to her
voice. She's handsomer than the other one, and cleverer in booklearning : but she keeps 'em off—she seems allers to keep 'em off."
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Surely Olivia Marchmont would have torn the very heart out
of this waiting-woman's breast, had she known the thoughts
that held a place in i t : had she known that the servant who
attended upon her, and took wages from her, dared to pluck out
her secret, and to speculate upon her suffering! _
The vridow awoke suddenly, and looked up with an impatient
frown. She had not been awakened by the opening of tho
door, but by that unpleasant sensation which almost always
reveals the presence of a stranger to a sleeper of nervous
temperament.
" W h a t is it, Barbara?" she asked; and theu, as her eyes
rested on the cards, she added, angrily, " Haven't I told you
that I would not see any callers to-day ? I am worn o'it with
my cough, and feel too ill to see any one."
"Yes, Miss Livy," the woman answered;—she called her
mistress by this name still, now and then, so familiar had it
grown to her during the childhood and youth of the Rector's
daughter:—" I didn't forget that. Miss Livy : I told Richardson you was not to be disturbed. But the lady and gentleman
said, if you saw what was wrote upon the back of one of the
cards, you'd be sure to make an exception In their favour. 1
think that was what the lady said. She's a mild-spoken lady,
very talkative and pleasant mannered," added the grim Barbara,
in nowise relaxing the stoHd gravity of her own manner as she
spoke.
Olivia snatched the cards from the salver.
" Why do people worry me so P " she cried. Impatiently.
" Am I not to be aUowed even five minutes' sleep without being
broken in upon by some intruder or other P "
Barbara Simmons looked at her mdstress's face. Anxiety
and sadness dimly showed themselves in the stoUd countenance
of the lady's-maid. A close observer, penetrating below that
aspect of wooden solemnity which was Barbara's normal expression, might have discovered a secret: the quiet waiting-woman
loved her mistress with a jealous and watchful affection, that
took heed of every change in its object.
Mrs. Marchmont examined the two cards, which bore tho
names of Mr. and Mrs. Weston, KemberHng. On the back of
the lady's card these words were written in pencil:
" WiU Mrs. Marchmont be so good as to see Lavinia Weston, Paul Marchmont's younger sister, and a connection of
Mrs. M.'s P"
OHvia shrugged her shoulders as she threw down the card,
" Paul Marchmont! Lavinia Weston ! " she muttered; "yes,
I remember he said something about a sister married to a surgeon at Stanfield. Let these people come to me, Barbara."
The waiting-woman looked doubtfully at her mistress.

Paufs

Sister,

167

"You'll mayl.io smooth yonr hair, and freshen yourself up a
bit, before ye see tho folks. Miss Livy," she said. In a tone of
mingled suggestion and entreaty. " Ye've had a deal of worry
lately, and it's made ye look a little fagged and haggard-like.
I'd nut Hke the KemberHng folks to say as you was IU."
Mrs. Marchmont turned fiercely upon the Abigafl.
" Let me alone ! " she cried. " What is it to you, or to any
one, how I look ? What good have my looks done me, that I
should won-y myself about them P" she added, under her
1 ireath. " Show these people in here, If they want to see
me."
" They've been shown into the western drawing-room, ma'am;
—Richardson took 'em in there."
Barbara Simmons fought hard for the preservation of appearances. She wanted the Rector's daughter to receive these
stranLje people, who had dared to intrude upon her, in a manner
befitting the dignity of John Marchmont's widow. She glanced
furtively at the disorder of the gloomy chamber. Books and
papers were scattered here and there; the hearth and low
fender were Uttered with heaps of torn letters—for OUvia
Marchmont had no tenderness for the memorials of the past,
and, indeed, took a fierce delight in sweeping away the unsanctified records of her joyless, loveless life. The high-backed,
oaken chairs had been pushed out of their places; the greencloth cover had been drawn half off the massive table, and hung
in trailing folds upon the ground. A book flung here; a shawl
there; a handkerchief In another place; an open secretaire,
with scattered documents and uncovered inkstand—littered the
room, and bore mute witness of the recklessness of its occupant.
I t needed no very subtle psychologist to read aright those
separate tokens of a disordered mind; of a weary spirit which
had sought distraction in a dozen occupations, and had found
rehef in none. I t was some vague sense of this that caused
Barbara Simmons's anxiety. She wished to keep strangers out
of this room, in which her mistress, wan, haggard, and wearyLii.king, revealed her secret by so many signs and tokens. But
before OHvia could make any answer to her servant's suggestion, the door, which Barbara had left ajar, was pushed open by
a- •^'^ry gentie hand, and a sweet voice said, in cheery chirping
accents,—
" I am sure I may come in; may I not, Mrs. Marchmont ?
The impression my brother Paul's description gave me of you
is such a very pleasant one, that I venture to intrude uninvited,
almost forbidden, perhaps."
The voice and manner of the speaker were so airy and selfposses.sed, there was such a world of cheerfulness and amiability
m every tone, that, as OHvia Marchmont rose from her chair.
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she put her hand to her head, dazed and confounded, as if by
the too boisterous caroUing of some caged bird. What did they
mean—these accents of gladness, these clear and untroubled
tones, which sounded shrill, and almost discordant, in the despairing woman's ears P She stood, pale and wom, the very
picture of aU gloom and misery, staring hopelessly at her
visitor; too much abandoned to her grief to remember, in that
first moment, the stem demands of pride. She stood face to
face with the intruder; reveahng, by her look, her attitude, her
silence, her abstraction, a whole history to the watchful eyes
that were looking at her.
Mrs. Weston lingered on the threshold of the chamber In a
pretty half-fluttering manner, which was charmingly expressive
of a struggle between a modest poor-relation-Hke diffidence and
an earnest desire to rush into OHvia's arms. The surgeon's
wife was a deHcate-looking Httle woman, with features that
seemed a miniature and feminine reproduction of her brother
Paul's, and with very Hght hair—hair so Hght and pale that,
had it turned as white as the artist's In a single night, very few
people would have been likely to take heed of the change.
Lavinia Weston was eminently the sort of person who is generally called a ladylike woman. She always conducted herself
in that especial and particular manner which was exactly fitted
to the occasion. She adjusted her behaviour by the nicest
shades of colour and hair-breadth scale of measurement. She
had, as it were, made for herself a homoeopathic system of good
manners, and could mete out poHteness and courtesy in the
veriest globules, never administering either too much or too
Httle. To her husband she was a treasure beyond all price:
and If the Lincolnshire surgeon, who was a fat, solemn-faced
man, wdth a character as level and monotonous as the flats and
fens of his native county, was henpecked, the feminine autocrat
held the reins of government so lightly, that her obedient subject was scarcely aware how very irresponsible his wife's authority had become.
As Olivia Marchmont stood confronting this woman with tho
width of the chamber between them, Lavinia Weston, in her
crisp muslin dress and scarf, her neat bonnet and bright ribbons and primly-adjusted gloves, looked something Hke an adventurous canary who had a mind to iatrude upon the den of a
hungry Honess. The difference, physical and moral, between
the timid bird and the savage forest queen could be scarcely
wider than that between the two women.
OHvia did not stand long embarrassed and silent in her visitor's
presence. Her pride came to her rescue. She turned sternly
upon the polite intruder.
" Walk in. If you please, Mrs. Weston," she said, " and sit
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down. I was denied to you just now, because I have been ill,
and have ordered my servants to deny me to every one."_
" But, my dear Mrs. Marchmont," murmured Lavinia Weston, In soft, almost dovehke accents, " if you have been ill, Is
not your illness another reason for seeing us, rather than for
keeping us away from you P I would not, of course, say a word
which could in any way be calculated to give offence to your
regular medical attendant—you have a regular medical attendant, no doubt; from Swampington, I dare say,—but a doctor's
wife may often be useful when a doctor is himself .out of place.
There are Httle nervous ailments—-dejDression of spirits, mental
uneasiness—from which women, and sensitive women, suffer
acutely, and which, perhaps, a woman's more refined nature
alone can thoroughly comprehend. You are not looking well,
my dear Mrs. Marchmont. I left my husband in the drawingroom, for I was so anxious that our first meeting should take
place without witnesses. Men think women sentimental when
they are only impulsive. Weston is a good simple-hearted
creature, but he knows as much about a woman's mind as he
does of an .33olian harp. When the strings vibrate, he hears
the low plaintive notes, but he has no idea whence the melody
comes. I t is thus with us, Mrs. Marchmont. These medical
men watch us In the agonies of hysteria; they hear our sighs,
they see our tears, and in their awkwardness and ignorance
they prescribe commonplace remedies out of the pharmacopoeia.
No, dear Mrs. Marchmont, you do not look well. I fear it Is
the mind, the mind, which has been overstrained. Is it not so P "
Mrs. Weston put her head on one side as she asked this question, and smiled at OHvia with an air of gentle insinuation. If
the doctor's wife wished to plumb the depths of the widow's
soul, she had an advantage here; for Mrs. Marchmont was
thrown off her guard by the question, which had been, perhaps,
asked hap-hazard, or it may be with a deeply considered design.
Olivia turned fiercely upon the pohte questioner.
" I have been suffering from nothing but a cold, which I
caught the other day," she said; " I am not subject to iny
fine-ladylike hysteria, I can assure you, Mrs. Weston."
The doctor's wife pursed up her Hps into a sympathetic smile,
not at all abashed by this rebuff. She had seated herself in
one of the high-backed chairs, with her musHn skirt spread out
about her. She looked a Hving exemplification of all that is
neat, and prim, and commonplace, In contrast wdth the pale,
stem-faced woman, standing rigid and defiant In her long black
robes.
"How very chy-arming!" exclaimed Mrs. Weston. "You
are really not nervous. Dee-ar me; and from what my brother
Paul said, I should have Imagined that any one so highly
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organized must be rather nervous. But I really fear I am Impertinent, and that I presume upon our very sHght relationship.
I t is a relationship, is It not, although such a very slight one?"
" I have never thought of the subject," Mrs. Marchmont repHed, coldly. " I suppose, however, that my marriage with your
brother's cousin
"
" And my cousin
"
" Made a kind of connection between ns. But Mr. Marchmont gave me to understand that you Hved at Stanfield, Mrs.
Weston."
" Untfl last week, positively untfl last week," answered the
surgeon's wife. " I see you take very Httle interest In viUage
gossip, Mrs. Marchmont, or you would have heard of the change
at KemberHng."
" W h a t change?"
" M y husband's purchase of poor old Mr. Dawnfield's practice. The dear old man died a month ago—you heard of his
death, of course—and Mr. Weston negotiated the purchase with
Mrs. Dawnfield in less than a fortnight. We came here early
last week, and already we are making friends In the neighbourhood. How strange that you should not have heard of our
coming!"
" I do not see much society," OHvia answered, indifferently,
" and I hear nothing of the Kemberhng people."
" Indeed!" cried Mrs. Weston; " and we hear so much of
Marchmont Towers at KemberHng."
She looked full in the widow's face as she spoke, her stereotyped smile subsiding Into a look of greedy curiosity'; a look
whose intense eagerness could not be concealed.
That look, and the tone in winch her last sentence had been
spoken, said, as plainly as the plainest words could have done,
" I have heard of Mary Marchmont's flight."
OHvia understood this; but iu the passionate depth of her
own madness she had no power to fathom the meanmgs or the
motives of other people. She revolted against this Mrs. Weston,
and disHked her because the woman intruded upon her In her
desolation; but she never once thought of Lavinia Weston's
interest In Mary's movements; she never once remembered that
the frail life of that orphan girl only stood between this woman's
brother and the rich heritage of Marchmont Towers.
BHnd and forgetful of everything In the hideous egotism of
her despair, what was Olivia Marchmont but a fltting tool, a
plastic and easily moulded instrument, in the hands of unscrupulous schemers!
Mrs. Weston had heard of Mary Marchmont's fhght; but she
had heard half-a-dozen different reports of that event, as-widely
diversified In their detafls as if half-a-dozen heiresses had fled
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from Marchmont Towers. Every gossip in the place had a
separate story as to the circumstances which had led to the
girl's running away from her home. The accounts vied with
each other iu graphic force and minute elaboration. The conversations that had taken place between Mary and her stepmother, between Edward Arundel and Mrs. Marchmont, between
the Rector of Swampington and nobody In particular, would
have filled a volume, as related by the gossips of KemberHng:
but as everybody assigned a different cause for the misunderstanding at the Towers, and a different direction for Mary's
fhght—and as the raflway official at the station, who could have
thrown some light on the subject, who was a stern and moody
man, who had Httle sympathy with his kind, and held his
tongue persistently—it was not easy to get very near the truth.
Under these circumstances, then, Mrs. Weston determined upon
seeking Information at the fountain-head, and approaching the
cruel step-mother, who, according to some of the reports, had
starved and beaten her dead husband's child.
" Yes, dear Mrs. Marchmont," said Lavinia Weston, seeing
that it was necessary to come direct to the point, if she wished
to extort the truth from OHvia; " yes, we hear of everything at
KemberHng; and I need scarcely teU you, that we have heard
of the sad trouble which you have had to endure since your baU
—the ball that Is spoken of as the most chy-arming entertainment remembered in the neighbourhood for a long time. We
heard of this sad girl's fhght."
Mrs. Marchmont looked up with a dark frown, but made no
answer.
" Was she—it really is such a very painful question that I
almost shrink from—but was Miss Marchmont at aU—eccentric
—a Httle mentaUy deficient P Pray pardon me, if I have given
you pain by such a question; but-——"
Olivia started, and looked sharply at her visitor. " Mentally
deficient? N o ! " she said. But as she spoke her eyes dilated,
her pale cheeks grew paler, her upper Hp quivered with a faint
convulsive movement. I t seemed as if some Idea presented
Itself to her with a sudden force that almost took away her
breath,
" Not mentally deficient!" repeated Lavinia Weston; " dee-ar
me! It's a great comfort to hear that. Of course Paul saw
very Httle of his cousin, and he was not therefore in a position
to judge—though his opinions, however rapidly arrived at, are
generally so very accurate; but he gave me to understand that
he thought Miss Marchmont appeared a little—just a little—
weak in her inteUect. I am very glad to find he was mistaken."
OHvia made no reply to this speech. She had seated herself
in her chair by the window, and was looking straight before her
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into the flagged quadrangle, with her hands lying Idle in her
lap. I t seemed as if she were actually unconscious of her
visitor's presence, or as If, in her scornful indifference, she did
not even care to affect any interest in that visitor's conversation,
Lavinia Weston returned to the attack.
" Pray, Mrs. Marchmont, do not think me Intrusive or impertinent," she said, pleadingly, " if I ask you to favour me with
the true particulars of this, sad event. I am sure you wdll be
good enough to remember that my brother Paul, my sister, and
myself are Mary Marchmont's nearest relatives on her father's
side, and that we have therefore some right to feel interested
in her."
By this very pohte speech Lavinia Weston plainly reminded
the widow of the insignificance of her own position at Marchmont Towers. In her ordinary frame of mind Olivia would
have resented the ladyHke sHght, but to-day she neither heard
nor heeded it. She was brooding with a stupid, unreasonable
persistency over the words "mental deficiency," "weak intellect." She only roused herself by a great effort to answer Mrs.
Weston's question when that lady had repeated It in very plain
words.
" I can teU you nothing about Miss Marchmont's flight," she
said, coldly, " except that she chose to run away from her home.
I found reason to object to her conduct upon the night of the ball:
and the next morning she left the house, assigning no reason—
to me, at any rate—for her absurd and Impro2Der behaviour."
" She assigned no reason to i/ow, my dear Mrs. Marchmont;
but she assigned a reason to somebody, I infer, from what you
say P "
" Yes; she wi'ote a letter to my cousin, Captain Arundel."
" Telling him the reason of her departure ? "
" I don't know—I forget. The letter told nothing clearly; It
was wild and incoherent."
Mrs. Weston sighed,—a long-drawn, desponding sigh.
" Wild and incoherent! " she murmured, in a pensive tone.
" How grieved Paul will be to hear of this! He took such an
Interest in his cousin—a deHcate and fragile-looking young
creature, he told me. Yes, he took a very great interest in her,
Mrs. Marchmont, though you may perhaps scarcely believe me
when I say so. He kept himself purposely aloof from this
place; his sensitive nature led him to abstain from even revealing his interest In Miss Marchmont. His position, you must
remember, with regard to this poor dear girl, is a very deHcate
—I may say a very painful—one."
Olivia remembered nothing of the kind. The value of the
Marchmont estates ; the sordid worth of those wide-stretching
farms, spreading far away Into Yorkshire; were so far from the
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dark thoughts of this woman's desperate heart, _ that she no
more suspected Mrs. Weston of any mercenary design in coming
to the Towers, than of burglarious intentions with regard to the
silver spoons in the plate-room. She only thought that the
surgeon's wife was a tiresome woman, against whose pertinacious civIHty her angry spirit chafed and rebeUed, untfl she was
almost driven to order her from the room.
In this cruel weariness of spirit Mrs. Marchmont gave a short
Impatient sigh, which afforded a sufficient hint to such an accompHshed tactician as her visitor.
" I know I have tired you, my dear Mrs. Marchmont," the
doctor's wife said, rising and arranging her mushn scarf as she
spoke, in token of her immediate departure. I am so sorry to
find you a sufferer from that nasty hacking cough; but of
course you have the best advice,—Mr. Barlow from Swampington, I think you said ? "—Olivia had said nothing of the
kind;—" and I trust the warm weather wdll prevent the cough
taking any hold of your chest. If I might venture to suggest
flannels—so many young women quite ridicule the Idea of flannels—but as the wife of a humble provincial practitioner, I have
learned their value. Good-bye, dear Mrs. Marchmont. I may
come again, may I not, now that the ice is broken, and we are
BO wefl acquainted with each other P Good-bye."
OHvia could not refuse to take at least one of the two plump
and tightly-gloved hands which were held out to her wdth an
air of frank cordiality; but the widow's grasp was loose and
nerveless.
The surgeon's pony must have been weary of standing before
the fhght of shallow steps leading to the western portico, when
Mrs. Weston took her seat by her husband's side in the gig,
which had been newly painted and varnished since the worthy
couple's hegira from Stanfield.
The surgeon was not an ambitious man, nor a designing man;
he was simply stupid and lazy—lazy although, in spite of himself, he led an active and hard-working life; but there are many
square men whose sides are crueUy tortured by the pressure of
the round holes into which they are lU-advisedly thrust, and if
our destinies were meted out to us in strict accordance with our
temperaments, Mr. Weston should have been a lotus-eater. As
It was, he was content to drudge on, mfldly complying vsdth
every desire of his wife; doing what she told him, because it
was less trouble to do the hardest work at her bidding than to
oppose her. I t would have been surely less painful for Macbeth
to have finished that ugly business of the murder than to have
endured my lady's contemptuous scowl, and the bitter scorn and
contumely concentrated in those four words, " Give me tha
daggers "
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Mr. Weston asked one or two commonplace questions aboni
his wdfe's interview wdth John Marchmont's widow; but slowly
apprehending that Lavinia did not care to discuss the matter,
he relapsed into meek silence, and devoted aU his inteUectual
powers to the task of keeping the pony out of the deeper ruts
in the rugged road between Marchmont Towers and KemberHng
High-street.
" What is the secret of that woman's Hfe P " thought Lavinia
Weston during that homeward drive. " Has she Ill-treated the
girl, or is she plotting in some way or other to get hold of the
Marchmont fortune ? Pshaw ! that's impossible. And yet she
may be making a purse, somehow or other, out of the estate.
Anyhow, there is bad blood between the two women,"

CHAPTER

XVIIL

A STOLEN HONEYMOON.

THE village to which Edward Amndel took his bride was within
a few miles of Winchester. The young soldier had become
famiHar with the place in his early boyhood, when he had gone
to spend a part of one bright midsummer holiday at the house
of a schoolfellow; and had ever since cherished a friendly remembrance of the winding trout-streams, the rich verdure of
the valleys, and the sheltering hills that shut in the pleasant
Httle cluster of thatched cottages, the pretty white-waUedviUas,
and the grey old church.
To Mary, whose experiences of town and country were limited
to the dingy purlieus of Oakley-street and the fenny flats of
Lincolnshire, this Hampshire village seemed a rustic paradise,
which neither trouble nor sorrow could ever approach. She had
trembled at the thought of OHvia's coming in Oakley-street;
but here she seemed to lose aU terror of her stem step-mother,
—^here, sheltered and protected by her youug husband's love, she
fancied that she might Hve her Hfe out happy and secure.
She told Edward this one sunny morning, as they sat by the
young man's favourite trout-stream. Captain Arundel's fishingtackle lay idle on tho turf at his side, for he had been beguiled
Into forgetfulness of a ponderous trout he had been watching
and finessing with for upwards of an hour, and had flung himself at full length upon the mossy margin of the water, with
in's imcovered head lying in Mary's lap.
The childish bride would have been content to sit for ever in
that rural solitude, with her fingers twisted in her husband's
chestnut curls, and her soft eyes keeping timid watch upon his
handsome face—so candid and unclouded in its careless repose.
The undulating meadow-land lay half-hidden in a golden haze,
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only broken here and there by the brighter sunlight that Ht up
the waters of wandering streams that intersected the low pastures. The massive tower of the cathedral, the grey waUs of
St. Cross, loomed dimly In the distance. The bubbHng plash of
a miU-stream sounded like some monotonous luUaby in the
drowsy summer atmosphere. Mary looked from the face she
loved to the fair landscape about her, and a tender solemnity
crept into her miad—a reverent love and admiration for this
beautiful earth, which was almost akin to awe.
" How pretty this place is, Edward! " she said. " I had no
idea there were such places in all the wdde world. Do you know,
I think I would rather be a cottage-girl here than an heiress
in Lincolnshire. Edward, if I ask you a favour, wiU you
grant it ? "
She spoke very earnestly, looking down at her husband's upturned face; but Captain Arundel only laughed at her question,
without even caring to Hft his drowsy eyeHds.
" Well, my pet, if you want anything short of the moon, I
suppose your devoted husband is scarcely Hkely to refuse it.
Our honeymoon is not a fortnight old yet, Polly dear; you
wouldn't have me turn tyrant quite as soon as this. Speak out,
Mrs. Arundel, and assert your dignity as a British matron.
What is the favour I am to grant ? "
" I want you to Hve here always, Edward darHng," pleaded
theglrhsh voice. " Not for a fortnight or a month, but for ever
and ever. I have never been happy at Marchmont Towers.
Papa died there, you know, and I cannot forget that. Perhaps
that ought to have made the place sacred to me, and so It has;
but it is sacred Hke papa's tomb in KemberHng Church, and it
seems Hke profanation to be happy In it, or to forget my dead
father even for a moment. Don't let us go back there, Edward.
Let my step-mother Hve there all her Hfe. I t would seem selfish
and cruel to turn her out of the house she has so long been mistress of. Mr. Gormby will go on collecting the rents, you know,
and can send us as much money as we want; and we can take
that pretty house we saw to let on the other side of MiUdale,—•
the house with the rookery, and the dovecotes, and the sloping
lawn leading down to the water. You know you don't Hke Lincolnshire, Edward, any more than I do; and there's scarcely
any trout-fishing near the Towers."
Captain Arundel opened His eyes, and lifted himself out of
his recHning position before he answered his wife.
" My own precious Polly," he said, smiling fondly at the
chfldlsh face turned In such earnestness towards his own; " my
runaway little wife, rich people have their duties to perform as
well as poor people; and I am afraid it would never do for you
to lude in this out-of-the-way Hampshire vfllage, and play
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absentee from stately Marchmont and all its dependencies. I
love that pretty, infantine, unworldly spirit of yours, my darling;
and I sometimes wish we were two grown-up babes in the woodand could wander about gathering wild-flowers, and eating black,
berries and hazel-nuts, until the shades of evening closed in, and
the friendly robins came to bury us. Don't fancy I am tired of
our honeymoon, Polly, or that I care for Marchmont Towers any
more than you do; but I fear the non-residence plan would never
answer. The world would call my Httle wife eccentric, if she
ran away from her grandeur; and Paul Marchmont, the artist
—of whom your poor father had rather a bad opinion, by the
way—would be taking out a statute of lunacy against you."
" Paul Marchmont \" repeated Mary. " Did papa dislike
Mr. Paul Marchmont ? "
" Well, poor John had a sort of a prejudice against the man,
I beHeve; but it was only a prejudice, for he freely confessed
that he could assign no reason for it. But whatever Mr. Paul
Marchmont may be, you must Hve at the Towers, Mary, and be
Lady Bountiful, and look after your property, and have long
interviews vrith Mr. Gormby, and become altogether a woman of
business; so that when I go back to India
"
Mary Interrupted him wdth a little cry.
" Go back to India! " she exclaimed. " What do you mean,
Edward?"
" I mean, my darling, that my business In life is to fight for
my Queen and country, and not to spunge upon my wife's fortune. You don't suppose I am going to lay down my sword at
seven-and-twenty years of age, and retire upon half-pay. No,
Polly ; you remember what Lord Nelson said on the deck of the
Victory. That saying can never be so hackneyed as to lose its
force. I must do my duty, Polly—I must do my duty, even if
duty and love pull different ways, and I have to leave my
darling, in the service of my country."
Mary clasped her hands in despair, and looked piteously at
her lover-husband, with the tears streaming down her pale
cheeks.
" 0 Edward," she cried, " how cruel you are ; how very, very
cruel you are to me! What is the use of my fortune if yon
won't share it with me, if you won't take it all; for it is
yours, my dearest—It is all yours? I have given you Marchmont Towers, Edward; nobody in the world can take it away
from you. You never, never, never could be so cruel as to leave
me! I know how brave and good you are, and I am proud to
think of all the noble deeds you cHd in India. But you have
fought for your country, Edward; you have done yonr duty.
Nobody can expect more of you ; nobody shall take you from
me. 0 ray darling, my husband, you promised to shelter and
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defend me all my Hfe! You won't leave me—you won't leave
me, wiU you P "
Edward Arundel kissed the tears away from his wife's pale
face, and drew her head upon his bosom.
" My love," he said, tenderly, " you cannot tell how much pain
it gives me to hear you talk like this. What can I do ? To
give up my profession would be to make myself next kin to a
pauper. What would the world say of me, Mary? Think of
that. This runaway marriage would be a dreadful dishonour
to me, if It were foUowed by a Hfe of lazy dependence on my
wife's fortune. Nobody can dare to slander the soldier who
spends the brightest years of his existence in the service of his
country. You would not surely have me be less than true to
myself, Mary darling ? For my honour's sake, I must leave
yo^-"
. .
. . .
" Oh, no, no, n o ! " cried the girl, in a low wafling voice. Unselfish and devoted as she had been in every other crisis of her
young Hfe, she could not be reasonable or self-denying here; she
was seized with despair at the thought of parting with her husband. No, not even for his honour's sake could she let him go.
Better that they should both die now, in this early noontide of
their happiaess.
" Edward, Edward," she sobbed, cHngIng convulsively about
the young man's neck, " don't leave me—don't leave m e ! "
" WiU you go with me to India, then, Mary P "
She lifted her head suddenly, and looked her husband in the
face, with the gladness in her eyes shining through her tears,
like an Aprfl sun through a watery sky.
" I would go to the end of the world with you, my own darling," she said; " the burning sands and the dreadful jungles
would have no terrors for me, if I were with you, Edward."
Captain Arundel smfled at her earnestness.
" I won't take you into the jungle, my love," he answered,
playfuUy; " or if I do, your palki shall be well guarded, and all
ravenous beasts kept at a respectful distance from my little wife.
A great many ladies go to India with their husbands, Polly, and
come back very Httle the worse for the climate or the voyage;
and except your money, there is no reason you should not go
with me."
" Oh, never mind my money; let anybody have that."
" PoUy," cried the soldier, very seriously, " we must consult
Richard Paulette as to the future. I don't think I did right In
marrying you during his absence; and I have delayed writing
to him too long, Polly. Those letters must be written this
afternoon."
"The letter to Mr. Paulette and to your father? "
" Yes; and the letter to my cousin OHvia."
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Mary's face grew sorrowful again, as Captain Arundel said
this.
" Must you tell my step-mother of our marriage ? " she said.
" Most assuredly, my dear. Why should we keep her in ignoI'ance of it ? Your father's will gave her the privilege of advising you, but not the power to interfere with your choice, whatever that choice might be. You were your own mistress, Mary,
when you married me. What reason have you to fear my cousin
OHvia?"
" No reason, perhaps," the girl answered, sadly; " but I do
fear her. I know I am very foolish, Edward, and you have reason
to despise me,—you who are so brave. But I could never tell
you how I tremble at the thought of being once more in my
step-mother's power. She said cruel things to me, Edward.
Every word she spoke seemed to stab me to the heart; but it
Isn't that only. There's something more than that; something
that I can't describe, that I can't understand; something which
tells me that she hates me."
" Hates you, darling P "
" Yes, Edward; yes, she hates me. I t wasn't always so, you
know. She used to be only cold and reserved, but lately her
manner has changed. I thought that she was ill, and that
perhaps my presence worried her. People often wish to be alone,
I know, when they are IU. O Edward, I have seen her shrink
from me, and shudder if her dress brushed against mine, as if
I had been some horrible creature. What have I done, Edward,
that she should hate me ? "
Captain Arundel knitted his brows, and set himself to work
out this womanly problem; but he could make nothing of it.
Yes, what Mary had said was perfectly true: OHvia hated her.
The young man had seen that upon the morning of the girl's
flight from Marchmont Towers : he had seen vengeful fury and
vindictive passion raging in the dark face of John Marchmont's
widow. But what reason could the woman have for her hatred
of this innocent girl ? Again and again OHvia's cousin asked
himself this question; and he was so far away from the truth
at last, that he could only answer it by imagining the lowest
motive for the widow's bad feeHng. " She envies my poor Httle
girl her fortune and position," he thought.
" B u t you won't leave me alone with my step-mother, wfll
you, Edward?" Mary said, recurring to her old prayer. " I
am not afraid of her, nor of anybody or anything in the world,
while you are with me,—how should I be ?—but I think if I
were to be alone with her again I should die. She would speak
to me again as she spoke upon the night of the ball, and her
bitter taunts would kill me. I could not bear to be In her power
again, Edward."
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" And you shall not, my darhng," answered the young man,
enfolding the slender, trembhng figure in his strong arms. " My
own chfldlsh pet, you shall never be exposed to any woman's
insolence or tyranny. You shall be sheltered and protected,
and hedged in on every side by your husband's love. And
when I go to India, you shaU sail with me, my pearl. Mary,
look up and smfle at me, and let's have no more talk of cruel
step-mothers. How strange it seems to me, PoUy dear, that you
should have been so womanly when you were a child, and yet
ai'e so childHke now you are a woman!"
The mistress of Marchmont Towers looked doubtfuUy at her
husband, as if she feared her chfldishness might be displeasing
to him.
" You don't love me any the less because of that, do yon,
Edward ? " she asked, timidly.
" Because of what, my treasure ? "
"Because I am so—chfldlsh?"
" PoUy," cried the young man, " do you think Jupiter Hked
Hebe any the less because she was as fresh and Innocent as the
nectar she served out to him P If he had, my dear, he'd have
sent for Clotho, or Atropos, or some one or other of the elderly
maiden ladies of Hades, to wait upon him as cup-bearer. I
woxfldn't have you otherwise than you are, Polly, by so much as
one thought."
The girl looked up at her husband in a rapture of Innocent
affection.
" I am too happy, Edward," she said. In a low, awe-stricken
whisper—" I am too happy! So much happiness can never last."
Alas! the oi-phan girl's experience of this life had early
taught her the lesson which some people learn so late. She had
learnt to distrust the equal blue of a summer's sky, the glorious
splendour of a meridian sunHght. She was accustomed to
sorrow; but these brief ghmpses of perfect happiness filled her
with a dim sense of terror. She felt like some earthly wanderer
who had strayed across the threshold of Paradise. In the midst
of her deHght and admiration, she trembled for the momentln
which the ruthless angels, bearing flaming swords, should drive
her from the celestial gates.
" I t can't last, Edward," she murmured.
" Can't last, PoUy!" cried the young man; " why, my dove
Is transformed aU at once Into a raven. We have outHved our
troubles, PoUy, Hke the hero and heroine In one of your novels;
and what is to prevent our Hving happy ever afterwards, like
them P If you remember, my dear, no sorrows or trials ever faU
to the lot of people after marriage. The persecutions, the separations, the estrangements, are all ante-nuptial. When once
your true novehst gets his hero and heroine up to the altar-rafla
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in real earnest,—he gets them into the church sometimes, and
then forbids the banns, or brings a former wife, or a rightful
husband, pale and denouncing, from behind a pillar, and drives
the wretched pair out again, to persecute them through three
hundred pages more before he lets them get back again,—but
when once the important words are spoken and the knot tied,
the story's done, and the hapj)y couple get forty or fifty years'
wedded bhss, as a set-off against the miseries they have endured
in the troubled course of a twelvemonth's courtship. That's the
sort of thing, isn't it, Polly ? "
The clock of St. Cross, sounding faintly athwart the meadows,
struck three as the young man finished speaking.
"Three o'clock, Polly!" he cried; "we must go home, my
pet. I mean to be business-Hke to-day."
Upon every day in that happy honeymoon hoHday Captain
Arundel had made some such declaration with regard to his
intention of being business-Hke; that is to say, setting himself
dehberately to the task of writing those letters which should
announce and explain his mairiage to the people who had a right
to hear of It. But the soldier had a dishke to all letter-writing,
and a special horror of any epistolary communication which
could come under the denomination of a business letter; so the
easy summer days slipped by,—the deHcIous drowsy noontides,
the soft and dreamy twihghts, the tender moonht nights,—and
the Captain put off the task for which he had no fancy, from
after breakfast until after dinner, and from after dinner untfl
after breakfast; always beguiled away from his open travelHngdesk by a word from Mary, wdio called him to the window to
look at a pretty child on the village green before the inn, or at
the blacksmith's dog, or the tinker's donkey, or a tired Italian
organ-boy who had strayed into that out-of-the-way nook, or at
the smart butcher from Wuichester, who rattled over in a ponycart twice a week to take orders from the gentry round about,
and to insult and defy the local purveyor, whose stock-in-trade
generally seemed to consist of one leg of mutton and a dish of
pig's fry.
The young couple walked slowly through the meadows, crossing rustic wooden bridges that spanned the winding stream,
loitering to look down into the clear water at the fish which
Captain Arundel pointed out, but which Mary could never see;
—that young lady always fixing her eyes uj)on some long trailing weed afloat in the transparent water, while the silvery trout
indicated by her husband glided quiefly away to the sedgy
bottom of the stream. They lingered by the water-mill, beneath
whose shadow some children were fishing; they seized upon
every pretext for lengthening that sunny homeward walk, and
only reached the Inn as the viUage clocks were striking four, at
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which hour Captain Arundel had ordered dinner. But after the
simple Httle repast, mild and artless in its nature as the fair
young spirit of the bride herself; after the landlord, sympathetic yet respectful, had in his own person attended upon his
two guests; after the pretty rustic chamber had been cleared of
all evidence of the meal that had been eaten, Edward Amndel
began seriously to consider the business in hand.
" The letters must be written, Polly," he said, seating himself
at a table near the open window. Traihng branches of jasmine
and honeysuckle made a framework round the diamond-paned
casement; the perfumed blossoms blew into the room with every
breath of the warm August breeze, and hung trembling in the
folds of the chintz curtains. Mr. Arundel's gaze wandered
di-eamfly away through this open window to the primitive picture without,—the scattered cottages upon the other side of the
green, the cattle standing In the pond, the cackling geese hurrying homeward across the purple ridge of common, the village
gossips loitering beneath the faded sign that hung before the
low white tavern at the angle of the road. He looked at all
these things as he flung his leathern desk upon the table, and
made a great parade of unlocking and opening it.
" The letters must be written," he repeated, with a smothered
sigh. " Did you ever notice a peculiar property In stationery,
Polly P "
Mrs. Edward Amndel only opened her brown eyes to their
widest extent, and stared at her husband.
" No, I see you haven't," said the young man. " How should
you, you fortunate Polly P You've never had to write any business letters yet, though you are an heiress. The peculiarity of
aU stationery, my dear, is, that it Is possessed of an intuitive
knowledge of the object for which it is to be used. If one has
to write an unpleasant letter, Polly, it might go a Httle smoother,
you know; one might round one's paragraphs, and spell the
difficult words,—the 'beheves' and 'receives,' the 'tills' and
' untils,' and aU that sort of thing—better with a pleasant pen,
an easy-going, joUy, soft-nibbed quill, that would seem to say,
' Cheer up, old fellow! I'll carry you through i t ; we'll get to
" your very obedient servant" before you know where you are,'
and so on. But, bless your heart, Polly ! let a poor unbusiness
Hke feUow try to write a business letter, and everything goes
against him. The pen knows what he's at, and jibs, and stumbles, and shies about the paper, hke a broken-down screw; the
ink turns tluck and lumpy; the paper gets as greasy as a London pavement after a fall of snow, till a poor fellow gives up,
and knocks under to the force of circumstances. You see if my
pen doesn't splutter, Polly, the moment I address Richard
Paulette."
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Captain Arundel was very careful in the adjustment of his
sheet of paper, and began. Ms letter with an air of resolution.
" White Hart Inn, MiUdale, near Winchester,
" August 14th,
« Mr

DEAK Sm,"

He wrote as much as this with great promptitude, and then,
with his elbow on the table, feU to staring at his pretty young
wife and dramming his fingers on his chin. Mary was sitting
opposite her husband at the open window, working, or making
a pretence of being occupied with some Impossible fragment of
BerHn wool-work, while she watched her husband.
" How pretty you look in that white frock, Polly," said the
soldier; " you call those things frocks, don't you? And that blue
sash, too,—you ought always to wear white, Mary, Hke your
namesakes abroad who are vouee au blanc by their faithful mothers, and who are a blessing to the laundresses for the first seven
or fourteen years of their lives. What shall I say to Paulette ?
He's such a jolly fellow, there oughtn't to be much difficulty
about the matter. ' M y dear sir,' seems absurdly stiff; 'My
dear Paulette,'—that's better,—' I write this to inform you that
your cHent, Miss Mary March
' What's that, PoUy ? "
I t was the postman, a youth upon a pony, with the afternoon
letters from London. Captain Arundel flung down his pen and
went to the window. He had some interest in this young man's
arrival, as he had left orders that such letters as were addressed
to him at the hotel in Covent Garden should be forwarded to
him at MiUdale.
" I dare say there's a letter from Germany, Polly," he said,
eagerly. " My mother and Letitia are capital correspondents;
I'll wager anything there's a letter, and I can answer it in the
one I'm going to write this evening, and that'll be killing two
birds with one stone. I'll run down to the postman, Polly."
Captain Amndel had good reason to go after his letters, for
there seemed Httle chance of those missives being brought to
him. The youthful postman was standing In the porch drinking ale out of a ponderous earthenware mug, and talking to the
landlord, when Edward went down,
" Any letters for me, Dick P" the Captain asked. He knew
the Christian name of almost every visitor or hanger-on at the
Httle inn, though he had not stayed there an entire fortnight,
and was as popular and admired as If he had been some freespoken squire to whom aU the land round about belonged.
" 'Ees, sir," the young man answered, shuffling off his cap;
" there be two letters for ye."
He handed the two packets to Captain Arundel, who looked
doubtfully at the address of the uppermost, which, Hke the
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other, had been re-directed by the people at the London hotel,
The original address of this letter was In a handwriting that was
strange to him; but it bore the postmark of the vfllage from
which the Dangerfield letters were sent.
The back of the Inn looked into an orchard, and through an
open door opposite to the porch Edward Arundel saw the low
branches of the trees, and the ripening fruit red and golden in
the afternoon sunlight. He went out into this orchard to read
his letters, his mind a Httle disturbed by the strange handwriting upon the Dangerfield epistle.
The letter was from his father's housekeeper, Imploring him
most earnestly to go down to the Park without delay. Squire
Amndel had been stricken with paralysis, and was declared to
be in imminent danger. Mrs. and Miss Arundel and Mr. Reginald were away in Germany. The faithful old servant implored
the younger son to lose no time In hurrying home, if he wished
to see his father ahve.
The soldier leaned against the gnarled grey trunk of an old
apple-tree, and stared at this letter with a white awe-stricken
face.
What was he to do P He must go to his father, of course. He
must go without a moment's delay. He must catch the first
train that would carry him westward from Southampton. There
could be no question as to his duty. He must go; he must
leave his young wife.
His heart sank •with a sharp thriU of pain, and with perhaps
some faint shuddering sense of an unknown terror, as he
thought of this.
" I t was lucky I didn't write the letters," he reflected; " no
one wiU guess the secret of my darhng's retreat. She can stay
1 ere tfll I come back to her. God knows I shall hurry back the
n oment my duty sets me free. These people will take care of
her. No one will know where to look for her. I'm very glad
I didn't write to OHvia. We were so happy this morning! Who
could think that sorrow would come between us so soon !"
_ Captain Arundel looked at his watch. I t was a quarter to
six o'clock, and he knew that an express left Southampton for
the west at eight. There would be time for him to catch that
train with the help of a sturdy pony belonging to the landlord
of the White Hart, which would rattle him over to the station
in an hour and a half. There would be time for him to catch
the train; but, oh! how Httle time to comfort his darling—
how Httle time to reconcfle his young wife to the temporary
separation.
He hunied back to the porch, briefly explained to the landlord what had happened, ordered the pony and gig to be got
ready immediately, and then went up-stairs, very, very slowly.
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to the room in which his young wife sat by the open window
waiting for his return.
Mary looked u p a t his face as he entered the room, and that
one glance told her of some new sorrow.
" Edward," she cried, starting u p from her chair with a look
of terror, " my step-mother has come."
Even in his trouble the young m a n smfled at his fooHsh wife's
all-absorbing fear of Olivia Marchmont.
" N o , my darling," he said; " I wish to Heaven_ our worst
trouble were the chance of your father's widow breaking in upon
us. Something has happened, M a r y ; something very sorrowful, very serious for me. My father is 111, Polly dear, dangerously
111, and I must go to him."
Mary A m n d e l drew a long breath. Her face had grown very
white, and the hands t h a t were linked about her husband's arm
trembled a Httle.
" I wiU t r y to bear it," she said; " I will t r y to bear It."
" God bless you, my darHng !" the soldier answered fervently,
clasping his young wife to his breast. " I k n o w y o u will. I t
wifl be a very brief parting, Mary dearest. I will come back
to you directly I have seen, my father. If he is worse, there wfll
be little need for me to stop at Dangerfield; if he is better, I can
take you back there with me. My own darHng love, it is very
bitter for us to be parted t h u s ; but I know t h a t you wfll bear
it Hke a heroine. W o n ' t you, Polly P "
" I will t r y to bear it, dear."
She said very Httle more t h a n this, but clung about her husband, not with any desperate force, not with any clamorous and
tumultuous grief, but with a half-despondent resignation; as a
drowning man, whose strength is well-nigh exhausted, may cHng
to a spar which he knows he must presently abandon.
Mary Arundel followed her husband hither and thither while
he made his brief and hurried preparations for the sudden joui
n e y ; but although she was powerless to assist him,—for her
trembhng hands let fall everything she tried to hold, and there
was a mist before her eyes, which distorted and blotted the otitline
of every object she looked at,—she hindered him by no noisy
lamentations, she distressed him by no tears. She suffered, as
it was her habit to suffer, quietly and uncomplainingly.
The sun was sinking when she went with Edward dowra-stairs
to the porch, before which the landlord's pony and gig were in
waiting, in custody of a smart lad who was to accomjsany Mr.
Arundel to Southampton.
There was no time for any protracted farewell. I t was better so, perhaps, Edward thought.
H e would be back so soon, t h a t the grief he felt in this parting—
and it may be t h a t his suffering was scarcely less t h a n Mary's—•
seemed wasted anguish, to which it would have been sheer
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cowardice to give way. But for all this the soldier very nearly
broke down when he saw his childish wife's piteous face, white
in the evenmg sunlight, turned to him in mute appeal, as if
the quivering Hps would fain have entreated him to abandon all
and to remain. He lifted the fragfle figure In his arms,—alas! It
had never seemed so fragile as now,—and covered the pale face
with passionate kisses and fast-dropping tears,
" God bless and defend you, Mary! God keep ' "
He was ashamed of the husklness of his voice, and putting his
wife suddenly away from him, he sprang Into the gig, snatched
the reins from the boy's hand, and drove away at the pony's
best speed. The old-fashioned vehicle disappeared in a cloud of
dust; and Mary, looking after her husband with eyes that were
as yet tearless, saw nothing but glaring Hght and confusion, and
a pastoral landscape that reeled and heaved Hke a stormy sea.
I t seemed to her, as she went slowly back to her room, and sat
down amidst the disorder of open portmanteaus and overturned
hat-boxes, which the young man had thrown here and there in
his hurried selection of the few things necessary for him to take
on his hasty journey—It seemed as if the greatest calamity of
her Hfe had now befallen her. As hopelessly as she had thought
of her father's death, she now thought of Edward Arundel's
departure. She could not see beyond the acute anguish of this
separation. She could not reaHze to herself that the parting was
only a temporary one; and that her husband would return to
her in a few days at the farthest. Now that she was alone, now
that the necessity for heroism was passed, she abandoned herself
utterly to the despair which had held possession of her soul from
the moment when Captain Arundel had told her of his father's
illness.
The sun went down behind the purple hills. The tree-tops in
the orchard below the open window of Mrs. Arundel's bedroom
grew dim in the grey twflight. Little by little the sound of
voices in the rooms below died away into stillness. The rosycheeked country girl who had waited upon the young husband
and -wife came into the sitting-room with a pair of wax-candles In
old-fashioned sflver candlesticks, and lingered In the room for
a Httle time, expecting to receive some order fi-om the lonely
watcher. But Mary had locked the door of her bedchamber, and
sat with her head upon the siU of the open window, looking out
into the dim orchard. I t was only when the stars gHmmered in
the tranquil sky that the girl's blank despair gave way before a
sudden burst of tears, and she flung herself down beside the
white-curtained bed to pray for her young husband. She prayed
for him in an ecstatic fervour of love and faith, carried away by
the new hopefulness that arose out of her ardent supplications,
and pictured him going triumphant on his course, to find his
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father out of danger,—restored to health, perhaps,—and to
return to her before the stars glimmered through the darkness
of another summer's night. She prayed for him, hoping and
beheving everything; though at the hour in which she knelt,
with the faint starlight shimmering upon her upturned face and
clasped hands, Edward Arundel was lying, maimed and senseless, in the wretched waiting-room of a Httle railway station in
Dorsetshire, watched over by an obscure country surgeon, whfle
the frightened officials scudded here and there in search of some
vehicle In which the young man might be conveyed to the nearest
towm.
There had been one of those accidents which seem terribly
common on every Hne of railway,, however well managed. A
signalman had mistaken one train for another; a flag had been
dropped too soon; and the down-express had run Into a heavy
luggage-train blundering up from Exeter with farm produce for
the London markets. Two men had been killed, and a great
many passengers hurt; some seriously. Edward Arundel's case
was perhaps one of the most serious amongst these.

CHAPTER X I X .
SOUNDLNG THE DEPTHS.

spent the evening after her visit to Marchmont
Towers at her writing-desk, which, like everything else appertaining to her, was a model of neatness and propriety; perfect
in Its way, although it was no marvellous specimen of walnutwood and burnished gold, no elegant structure of papier-mache
and mother-of-|5earl, but simply a school-girl's homely rosewood
desk, bought for fifteen shillings or a guinea.
Mrs. Weston had administered the evening refreshment of
weak tea, stale bread, and strong butter to her meek husband,
and had dismissed him to the surgery, a sunken and rather
cellar-like apartment opening out of the prim second-best parlour, and approached from the village street by a side-door. The
surgeon was very well content to employ himself with the preparation of such draughts and boluses as were required by the
ailing inhabitants of KemberHng, while his wife sat at her desk
in the room above him. He left his gaUipots and pestle and
mortar once or twice in the course of the evening, to clamber
ponderously up the three or four stairs leading to the sittingroom, and stare through the keyhole of the door at Mrs. Weston's
thoughtful face, and busy hand gliding softly over the smooth
note-paper. He did this in no prying or suspicious spirit, but
out of sheer admiraticr :'""" ^^° •^'^^
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" "What a mind she has! " he murmured rapturously, as he
went back to his work ; " what a mind! "
The letter which Lavinia Weston wrote that evening was a
very long one. She was one of those women who write long
letters upon every convenient occasion. To-night she covered
two sheets of note-paper with her small neat handwoiting.
Those two sheets contained a detailed account of the interview
between the surgeon's wife and OHvia; and the letter was addressed to the artist, Paul Marchmont.
Perhaps it was in consequence of the receipt of this letter
that Paul Marchmont arrived at his sister's house at KemberHng two days after Mrs. Weston's visit to Marchmont Towers.
He told the surgeon that he came to Lincolnshire for a few days'
change of air, after a long speU of very hard work; and George
Weston, who looked upon his brother-in-law as an intellectual
demigod, was very weU content to accept any explanation of
Mr. Marchmont's visit,
" Kemberhng isn't a very lively place for you, Mr. Paul," he
said, apologetically,—^he always called his wife's brother Mr.
Paul,—" but I dare say Lavinia wiU contrive to make you comfortable. She persuaded me to come when old Dawnfield died;
but I can't say she acted with her usual tact, for the business
ain't so good as my Stanfield practice; but I don't teU Lavinia
so."
Paul Marchmont smfled.
" The business wiU pick up by-and-by, I dare say," he said.
" You'U have the Marchmont Towers family to attend to in good
time, I suppose."
'•' That's what Lavinia said," answered the surgeon. " ' Mrs,
John Marchmont can't refuse to employ a relation,' she says;
' and, as first cousin to Mary Marchmont's father, I ought'—
meaning herself, you know—'to have some influence in that
quarter.' But then, you see, the very week we come here, tho
girl goes and runs away; which rather, as one may say, puts
a spoke in our wheel, you know."
Mr. George Weston rubbed his chin reflectively as he concluded thus. He was a man given to spending his leisure hours
—when he had any leisure, which was not very often—in tavern
parlours, where the affahs of the nation were settled and unsettled every evening over sixpenny glasses of hoUands and
water; and he regretted his removal from Stanfield, which had
been as the uprooting of all his dearest associations. He was a
solemn man, who never hazarded an opinion lightly,—perhaps
because he never had an opinion to hazard,—and his stolidity
won him a good deal of respect from strangers; but In the
hands of his wife he was meeker than the doves that cooed in
the pigeon-house behind his dwelling, and more plastic than the
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knob of white wax upon which industrious Mrs. Weston wag
wont to rub her thread when engaged in the mysteries of that
elaborate and terrible science which women call plain needlework.
Paul Marchmont presented himself at the Towers upon the day
after his arrival at KemberHng. His interview with the wddow
was a very long one. He had studied every Hne of his sister's
letter; he had weighed every word that had fallen from Olivia's
lips and had been recorded by Lavinia Weston; and taking the
knowledge thus obtained as his starting-point, he took his dissecting-knife and went to work at an intellectual autopsy. He
anatomized the wretched woman's soul. He made her tell her
secret, and bare her tortured breast before him; now wringing
some hasty word from her impatience, now entrapping her into
some admission,—if only so much as a defiant look, a sudden
lowering of the dark brows, an involuntary compression of the
Hps. He m,ade her reveal herself to him. Poor Rosencranz
and Guildenstem were sorry blunderers in that art which is
vulgarly called pumping, and were easily put off by a few quips
and quaint retorts from the mad Danish prince; but Paul
Marchmont would have played upon Hamlet more deftly than
ever mortal musician played upon pipe or recorder, and would
have fathomed the remotest depths of that sorrowful and erratic
soul. Olivia writhed under the torture of that polite inquisition, for she knew that her secrets were being extorted from her;
that her pitiful folly—that folly which she would have denied
even to herself, if possible—was being laid bare in all its weak
fooHshness. She knew this; but she was compelled to smile in
the face of her bland inquisitor, to respond to his commonplace
expressions of concern about the protracted absence of the
missing girl, and meekly to receive his suggestions respecting
the course it was her duty to take. He had the air of responding to her suggestions, rather than of himself dictating any
particular line of conduct. He affected to believe that he was
only agreeing with some understood ideas of hers, while he
urged his own views upon her.
" Then we are quite of one mind in this, my dear Mrs. Marchmont," he said at last; "this unfortunate girl must not be suffered to remain away from her legitimate home any longer than
we can hel]3. I t Is our duty to find and bring her back. I need
scarcely say that you, being bound to her by every-tie of affection, and having, beyond this, the strongest claim upon her
gratitude for your devoted fulfilment of the trust confided in
you,—one hears of these things, Mrs. Marchmont, in a country
village like KemberHng,—I need scarcely say that you are the
most fitting person to win the poor child back to a sense of her
duty—if she can be won to such a sense." Paul Marchmont
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added, after a sudden pause and a thoughtful sigh, " I sometimes fear
"
He stopped abruptly, waiting until Olivia should question
him.
" You sometimes fear
?"
" That—that the error into which Miss Marchmont has
fallen is the result of a mental rather than of a moral deficiency."
" What do you mean P "
" I mean this, my dear Mrs. Marchmont," answered the artist,
gravely; " one of the most powerful evidences of the soundness
of a man's brain is his capability of assigning a reasonable
motive for every action of his Hfe. No matter how unreasonable the action in itself may seem, if the motive for that action
can be demonstrated. But the moment a man acts without
motive, we begin to take alarm and to watch him. He is
eccentric; his conduct Is no longer amenable to ordinary rule;
and we begin to trace his eccentricities to some weakness or
deficiency in his judgment or intellect. Now, I ask you what
motive Mary Marchmont can have had for running away from
this house ? "
OHvia quafled under the piercing scrutiny of the artist's cold
grey eyes, but she did not attempt to reply to his question.
" The answer Is very simple," he continued, after that long
scrutiny; "the girl could have had no cause for fhght; while,
on the other hand, every reasonable motive that can be supposed to actuate a woman's conduct was arrayed against her.
She had a happy home, a kind step-mother. She was within a
few years of becoming undisputed mistress of a very large
estate. And yet, immediately after having assisted at a festive
entertainment, to all appearance as gay and happy as the
gayest and happiest there, this girl runs away in the dead of
the night, abandoning the mansion which is her own property,
and assigning no reason whatever for what she does. Can you
wonder, then, if I feel confirmed in an opinion that I formed
upon the day on which I heard the reading of my cousin's
wifl?"
"What opinion?"
" That Mary Marchmont is as feeble in mind as she is fragfle
in body."
He launched his sentence boldly, and waited for Olivia's
reply. He had discovered the widow's secret. He had fathomed
the cause of her jealous hatred of Mary Marchmont; but even
he did not yet understand the nature of the confHct In the desperate woman's breast. She could not be wicked all at once.
Against every fresh sin she made a fresh struggle, and she
would not accept the He which the artist tried to force upon her.
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" I do not think that there is any deficiency In my stepdaughter's intellect," she said, resolutely.
She was beginnmg to understand that Paul Marchmont
wanted to ally himself with her against the orphan heiress, but
as yet she did not understand why he should do so. She was
slow to comprehend feeHngs that were utterly foreign to her
own nature. There was so little of mercenary baseness in this
strange woman's soul, that had the flame of a candle alone
stood between her and the possession of Marchmont Towers,
she would have scarcely cared to waste a breath upon its extinction. She had lived away from the world, and out of the
world; and it was difficult for her to comprehend the mean and
paltry iniquities which arise out of the worship of Baal.
Paul Marchmont recoiled a little before the straight answer
which the widow had given him.
" You think Miss Marchmont strong-miaded, then, perhaps P "
he said.
" N o ; not strong-minded."
" My dear Mrs. Marchmont, you deal In paradoxes," exclaimed
the artist. " You say that your step-daughter is neither weakminded nor strong-miaded P "
"Weak enough, perhaps, to be easily influenced by other
people; weak enough to beHeve anything my cousin Edward
Amndel might choose to teU her; but not what is generaUy
called deficient in intellect."
" You think her perfectly able to take care of herself? "
" Y e s ; I think so."_
" And yet this running away looks almost as if
. But I
have no wish to force any unpleasant behef upon you, my dear
madam. I think—as you yourself appear to suggest—that the
best thing we can do is to get this poor girl home again as
quickly as possible. I t will never do for the mistress of Marchmont Towers to be wandering about the world with Mr. Edward
Arundel. Pray pardon me, Mrs. Marchmont, if I sjoeak rather
disrespectfully of your cousin; but I really cannot think that
the gentleman has acted very honourably in this business."
Olivia was silent. She remembered the passionate Indignation of the young soldier, the angry defiance hurled at her,
as Edward Arundel galloped away from the gaunt western
facade. She remembered these things, and involuntarily contrasted them with the smooth blandness of Paul Marchmont's
talk, and the deadly purpose lurking beneath it—of which
deadly purpose some faint suspicion was beginning to dawn
upon her.
If she could have thought Mary Marchmont mad,—if she
could have thought Edward Arundel base, she would have been
glad; for then there would have been some excuse for her own
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wickedness. But she could not think so. She slipped little by
Httle down into the black gulf; now dragged by her own mad
passion; now lured yet farther downward by Paul Marchmont.
Between this man and eleven thousand a year the life of a
fragfle gfrl was the soHtary obstacle. For three years It had
been so, and for three years Paul Marchmont had waited—
patiently, as It was his habit to wait—the hour and the opportunity for action. The hour and opportunit;^ had come, and
this woman, Olivia Marchmont, only stood ia his way. Shd
must become either his enemy or his tool, to be baffled or to b3
made useful. He had now sounded the depths of her nature,
and he determined to make her his tool.
" I t shall be my business to discover this poor child's hidingplace," he said: " when that is found I will communicate with
you, and I know you will not refuse to fulfil the trust confided
to you by your late husband. You will bring your stepdaughter back to this house, and henceforward protect her
from the dangerous influence of Edward Arundel."
OHvia looked at the speaker with an expression which seemed
like terror. It was as if she said—
" Are you the devfl, that you hold out this temptation to me,
and twist my own passions to serve your purpose."
And then she paltered with her conscience.
" Do you consider that it is my duty to do this ?" she asked.
" My dear Mrs. Marchmont, most decidedly."
" I wfll do it, then. I—I—wish to do my duty."
" And you can perform no greater act of charity than by
bringing this unhappy girl back to a sense of her duty. Remember, that her reputation, her future happiness, may fall a
sacrifice to tlfls fooHsh conduct, which, I regret to say. Is very
generally knovm in the neighbourhood. Forgive me, if I ex;press my opinion too freely ; but I cannot help tlunking that if
Mr. Arundel's intentions had been strictly honourable, he would
have written to you before this, to tell you that his search for
the missing girl had fafled; or, in the event of his finding her,
he would have taken the earHest opportunity of bringing her
back to her own home. My poor cousin's somewhat unprotected position, her wealth, and her inexperience of the world,
place her at the mercy of a fortune-hunter; and Mr. Arundel
has himself to thank if his conduct gives rise to the belief that
he wishes to compromise this girl in the eyes of the scandalous,
and thus make sure of your consent to a marriage which would
give him command of my cousin's fortune."
OHvia Marchmont's bosom heaved with the stormy beating of
her heart. Was she to sit calmly by and hold her peace while
this man slandered the brave young soldier, the bold, reckless,
generous-hearted lad, who had shone upon her out of the dark-
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ness of her life, as the very incarnation of all that was noble and
admirable in mankind P Was she to sit quietly by and hear a
stranger lie away her kinsman's honour, truth, and manhood ?
Yes, she must do so. This man had offered her a price for
her truth and her soul. He was ready to help her to the revenge she longed for. He was ready to give her his aid In separating the innocent young lovers, whose pure affection had
poisoned her life, whose happiness was worse than the worst
death to her. She kept silent, therefore, and waited for Paul to
speak again.
" I will go up to town to-morrow, and set to work about this
business," the artist said, as he rose to take leave of Mrs.
Marchmont. " I do not believe that I shall have much difficulty
in finding the young lady's hiding-place. My first task shaU
be to look for Mr. Arundel. You can perhaps give me the
address of some place in London where your cousin is in the
habit of staying ? "
" I can."
" Thank you; that will very much simplify matters. I shaU
WTite you immediate word of any discovery I make, and will then
leave all the rest to you. My influence over Mary Marchmont
as an entire stranger could be nothing. Yours, on the contrary,
must be unbounded. I t will be for you to act upon my letter."
Olivia Marchmont waited for two days and nights for the
promised letter. Upon the third morning it came. The artist's
epistle was very brief:
" M Y DEAE MES. MAECHMONT,—I have made the necessary
discovery. Miss Marchmont is to be found at the White Hart
Inn, MiUdale, near Winchester. May I venture to urge your
proceeding there in search of her without delay ?
" Yours very faithfully,
" PAUL MAECHMONT.

" Charlotte-street, Fitzroy-square,
"• Aug. 15th."
CHAPTER XX,
EISEN EEOM THE GEAVE,

THE rain dripped ceaselessly upon the dreary earth under a grey
November sky,—a dull and lowering sky, that seemed to brood
over this lower world with some menace of coming down to blot
out and destroy it. The express train, rushing headlong across
the wet flats of Lincolnshire, glared like a meteor in the grey
fog ; the dismal shriek of the engine was like the cry of a bird
of prey. The few passengers who had chosen that dreary
winter's day for their travels looked despondently out at the
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monotonous prospect, or made futile attempts to read their
newspapers by the dim light of the lamp in the roof of the
carriage. Sulky passengers shuddered savagely as they wrapped
themselves In huge woollen rugs or ponderous coverings made
from the skins of wfld beasts. Melancholy passengers drew
grotesque and hideous travelling caps over their brows, and,
coIHng themselves in the corner of their seats, essayed to sleep
away the weary hours. Everything upon this earth seemed
dismal and damp, cold and desolate. Incongruous and uncomfortable.
But there was one first-class passenger in that Lincolnshire
express who made himself especially obnoxious to his fellows,
by the display of an amount of restlessness and superabundant
energy quite out of keeping with the lazy despondency of those
about him.
This was a young man with a long tawny beard and a white
face—a very handsome face, though wan and attenuated as if
with some terrible sickness, and somewhat disfigured by certain strappings of plaster, which were bound about a patch of
his skuU a Httle above the left temple. This young man had one
side of the carriage to himself, and a sort of bed had been made up
for him with extra cushions, upon which he lay at full length,
when he was still, which was never for very long together. He
was enveloped almost to the chin in voluminous railway rugs, but,
In spite of these coverings, shuddered every now and then, as if
with the cold. He had a pocket-pistol amongst his travelling
paraphemaha, which he appHed occasionally to his dry lips.
Sometimes drops of perspiration broke suddenly out upon his
forehead, and were brushed away by a tremulous hand that
was scarcely strong enough to hold a cambric handkerchief. In
short, it was sufficiently^' obvious to every one that this young
man with the tawny beard had only lately risen from a SICIJ
bed, and had risen therefrom considerably before the time at
which any prudent medical practitioner would have given him
Hcense to do so.
I t was evident that he was very, very ill, but that he was, if
anything, more fll at ease in mind than in body; and that some
terrible knawing anxiety, some restless care, some horrible uncertainty or perpetual foreboding of trouble, would not allow him
to be at peace. I t was as much as the three feUow-passengers
who sat opposite to him could do to bear with his Impatience, his
restlessness, his short, half-stifled moans, his long weary sighs;
the horror of his fidgety feet shuffled Incessantly upon the
cushions; the sudden convulsive jerks with which he would lift
himself upon his elbow to stare fiercely into the dismal fog outside the carriage window; the groans that were wrung from
him as he flung himself into new and painful positions; the

194

Jolm Marchmonfs

Legacy.

frightful aspect of physical agony which came over his face as
he looked at his watch—and he drew out and consiflted that
fll-used chronometer, upon an average, once in a quarter of
an hour; his impatient crumpling of the crisp leaves of a
new "Bradshaw," which he turned over ever and anon, as
if, by perpetual reference to that mysterious time-table, he
might hasten the advent of the hour at which he was to
reach his destination. He was, altogether, a most aggravating and exasperating travelHng companion; and it was only
out of Christian forbearance with the weakness of his physical
state that his irritated feUow-passengers refrained from uniting
themselves against him, and casting him bodily out of the window of the carriage; as a clown sometimes ffings a venerable
but tiresome pantaloon through a square trap or pitfall, lurking,
undreamed of, in the facade of an honest tradesman's dweUing.
The three passengers had. In divers manners, expressed their
sympathy with the invahd traveller; but their courtesies had
not been responded to with any evidence of gratitude or heartiness. The young man had answered his companions in an
absent fashion, scarcely deigning to look at them as he spoke;
—speaking altogether with the air of some sleep-walker, who
roams hither and thither absorbed In a dreadful dream, making
a world for himself, and peopHng It with horrible images unknown to those about him.
Had he been fll ?—Yes, very fll. He had had a railway accident, and then brain-fever. He had been fll for a long time.
Somebody asked him how long.
He shuffled about upon the cushions, and groaned aloud at
this question, to the alarm of the man who had asked it.
" How long p " he cried, ia a fierce agony of mental or bodily
uneasiaess;—" how long ? Two months,—three months,—ever
since the 15th of August."
Then another passenger, looking at the young man's very
evident sufferings from a commercial point of view, asked him
whether he had had any compensation.
" Compensation!" cried the invahd. "What compensation ?"
" Compensation from the Railway Company. I hope you've
a strong case against them, for you've evidently been a great
sufferer."
I t was dreadful to Bee the way in which the sick man writhed
under the question.
"Compensation!" he cried. " W h a t compensation can they
give me for an accident that shut me in a Hving grave for three
months, that separated me from
p You don't know what
you're talking about, sir," he added, suddenly; " I can't think
of this business patiently; I can't be reasonable. If they'd
hacked me to pieces, I shouldn't have cared, I've been imder a
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red-hot Indian sun, when we fellows couldn't see the sky above
us for the smoke of the cannons and the flashing of the sabres
about our heads, and I'm not afraid of a little cutting and
smashing more or less: but when I think what others may have
suffered through
I'm almost mad, and
!"
He couldn't say any more, for his passion had shaken bim as
a leaf Is shaken by a whirlwind; and he fell back upon the
cushions, trembhng in every limb, and groaning aloud. His
feUow-passengers looked at one another rather nervously, and
two out of the three entertained serious thoughts of changing
carriages when the express stopped midway between London
and Lincoln.
But they were reassured by-and-by; for the invaUd, who was
Captain Edward Amndel, or that pale shadow of the dashing
young cavalry officer which had risen from a sick bed, relapsed
into sflence, and displayed no more alarming symptoms than
that perpetual restlessness and disquietude which is cruelly
wearying even to the strongest nerves. He only spoke once
more, and that was when the short day, in which there had been
no actual dayHght, was closing in, and the journey nearly
finished, when he startled his companions by crying out suddenly,—
" 0 my God! wfll this journey never come to an end P Shall
I never be put out of this horrible suspense ? "
The journey, or, at any rate. Captain Arundel's share of It,
came to an end almost Immediately afterwards, for the train
stopped at Swampington; and whfle the iuvalid was staggering
feebly to his feet, eager to scramble out of the carriage, his servant came to the door to assist and support him.
" You seem to have borne the journey wonderful, sir," the man
said, respectfnUy, as he tried to rearrange his master's wrappings, and to do as much as circumstances, and the young man's
restless impatience, would aUow of being done for his comfort.
" I have suffered the tortures of the infernal regions, Morrison," Captain Arundel ejaculated, in answer to his attendant's
congratulatory address. " Get me a fly, directly; I must go to
the Towers at once."
"Not to-night, sir, surely?" the servant remonstrated, in a
tone of alarm. "Your mar and the doctors said you must rest
at Swampington for a night."
"I'U rest nowhere tiU I've been to Marchmont Towers,"
answered the young soldier, passionately. " I f I must walk
there,—if I'm to drop down dead on the road,—I'll go. If the
cornfields between this and the Towers were a blazing prairie or
a raging sea, I'd go. Get me a fly, man; and don't talk to me
of my mother or the doctors. I'm going to look for my wlfe^
Get me a fly."
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This demand for a commonplace hackney vehicle sounded
rather Hke an anti-cHmax, after the young man's talk of blazing
prairies and raging seas; but passionate reahty has no ridiculous
side, and Edward Arundel's most fooHsh words were subhme by
reason of their earnestness.
" Get me a fly, Morrison," he said, grinding his heel upon the
platform in his impatience. " Or, s t a y ; we should gain more
in the end if you were to go to the George—^it's not ten minutes'
wallc from here; one of the porters wdll take you—the people
there know me, and they'll let you have some vehicle, avitli a
pair of horses and a clever driver. TeU them it's for an errand
of Hfe and death, and t h a t Captain Arundel will pay them three
times their usual price, or six times, if they wish. TeU them
anything, so long as you get what we want."
The valet, an old servant of Edward Arundel's father, was
carried away by the young man's impetuosity. The vitality of
this broken-dowm invalid, whose physical weakness contrasted
strangely with his mental energy, bore down upon the grave
man-servant hke an avalanche, and carried him whither it
would. H e was fain to abandon all hope of being true to the
promises which he had given to Mrs. Arundel and the medical
men, and to yield himself to the wdll of the fiery young soldier.
H e left Edward Arundel sitting in the solitary waiting-room,
anel hurried after the porter who had volunteered to show him
the way to the George Inn, the most prosperous hotel in Swampington.
The valet had good reason to be astonished by his young
master's energy and determination; for Mary Marchmont's
husband was as one rescued from the very jaws of death. For
eleven weeks after t h a t terrible concussion upon the Southw e s t e r n Raflway, Edward Arundel had lain In a state of coma,
helpless, mindless ; all the story of his life blotted away, and his
brain transformed into as blank a page as if he had been an
infant lying on his mother's knees. A fractured skull had been
the young Captain's chief share in those injuries which were
dealt out pretty freely to the travellers in the Exeter mafl on
the 16th of A u g u s t ; and the young m a n had been conveyed to
Dangerfield Park, whilst his father's corpse lay in stately
solemnity in one of the chief rooms, almost as much a corpse as
t h a t dead father.
Mrs. Arundel's troubles had come, as the troubles of rich and
prosperous people often do come, in a sudden avalanche, and
threatened to overwhelm the tender-hearted matron. She had
been summoned from Germany to attend her husband's deathbed ; and she was called away from her faithful watch beside
t h a t deathbed, to hear tidings of the accident t h a t had befaUen
her younger son.
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Neither the Dorsetshire doctor who attended the stricken
traveUer upon his homeward journey, nor the Devonshire
doctors who were summoned to Dangerfield, gave any hope of
their patient's recovery. The sufferer might Hnger for years,
they said; but his existence would be only a Hving death, a
horrible blank, which it was a cruelty to wish prolonged. But
when a great London surgeon appeared upon the scene, a new
Hght, a wonderful gleam of hope, shone in upon the blackness
of the mother's despair.
This great London surgeon, who was a very unassuming and
matter-of-fact little man, and who seemed in a hurry to earn his
fee and run back to Saville-row by the next express, made a
brief examination of the patient, asked a very few sharp and
trenchant questions of the reverential provincial medical practitioners, and then declared that the chief cause of Edward
Arundel's state lay in the fact that a portion of the skull was
depressed,—a splinter pressed upon the brain.
The provincial practitioners opened their eyes very wide; and
one of them ventured to mutter something to the effect that he
had thought as much for a long time. The London surgeon
further stated, that until the pressure was removed from the
patient's brain. Captain Edward Arundel would remaiu ia precisely the same state as that into which he had fallen Immediately upon the accident. The splinter could only be removed
by a very critical operation, and this operation must be deferred
untfl the patient's bodily strength was m some measure restored.
The surgeon gave brief but decisive directions to the provincial
medical men as to the treatment of their patient during this
interregnum, and then departed, after promising to return as
soon as Captain Arundel was in a fit state for the operation.
This period did not arrive till the first week iu November, when
the Devonshire doctors ventured to declare their patient's
shattered frame In a great measure renovated by their devoted
attention, and the tender care of the best of mothers.
The great surgeon came. The critical operation was performed with such eminent success as to merit a very long description, which afterwards appeared in the " Lancet;" and
slowly, like the gradual Hfting of a curtain, the shadows passed
away from Edward Arundel's mind, and the memory of the
past returned to him.
I t was then that he raved madly about his yoxmg vrife, perpetuaUy demanding that she might be summoned to him; continuaUy declaring that some great misfortune would befall her
if she were not brought to his side, that, even in his feebleness,
he might defend and protect her. His mother mistook his
vehemence for the raving of delirium. The doctors fell into tho
same error, and treated liim for brain-fever. I t was only when
o
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the young soldier demonstrated to them that he could, by making
an effort over himself, be as reasonable as they were, that he
convinced them of their mistake. Then he begged to be left
alone with his mother; and, with his feverish hands clasped in
hers, asked her the meaning of her black dress, and the reason
why his young wife had not come to him. He learned that his
mother's mourning garments were worn In memory of his dead
father. He learned, also, after much bewilderment and passionate questioning, that no tidings of Mary Marchmont had
ever come to Dangerfield.
I t was then that the young man told his mother the story of
his marriage: how that marriage had been contracted in haste,
but with no real desire for secrecy; how he had, out of mere
idleness, put off writing to his friends until the last fatal night;
and how, at the very moment when the pen was in his hand
and the paper spread out before him, the different claims of a
double duty had torn him asunder,-and he had been summoned
from the companionship of his bride to the deathbed of his
father.
Iifrs. Arundel tried in vain to set her son's mind at rest upon
the subject of his wife's silence.
" No, mother ! " he cried; " it Is useless talking to me. You
don't know my poor darling. She has the courage of a heroine,
as weU as the simpHcity of a child. There has been some foul
play at the bottom of this; It is treachery that has kept my
wife from me. She would have come here on foot, had she been
free to come. I know whose hand Is In this business. OHvia
Marchmont has kept my poor girl a prisoner; OHvia Marchmont has set herself between me and my darHng !"
" But you don't know this, Edward. I'U write to Mr. Paulette ; he will be able to tell us what has happened."
The young man writhed in a sudden paroxysm of mental
agony.
" Write to Mr. Paulette!" he exclaimed. " No, mother;
there shall be no delay, no waiting for return-posts. That sort
of torture would kill me In a few hours. No, mother; I wifl go
to my wife by the first train that wfll take me on my way to
Lincolnshire."
" You will go! You, Edward! in your s t a t e ! "
There was a terrible outburst of remonstrance and entreaty
on the part of the poor mother. Mrs. Arundel went dowm upon
her knees before her son. Imploring him not to leave Dangerfield tifl his strength was recovered; imploring him to let her
telegrajoh a summons to Richard Paulette; to let her go herself
to Marchmont Towers in search of Mary; to do anything rather
than carry out the one mad purjDOse that he was bent on—^the
purpose of going himself to look for his wife.
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The mother's tears and prayers were vain; no adamant was
ever firmer than the young soldier.
" She is my wife, mother," he said; " I have sworn to protect
and cherish her; and I have reason to think she has fallen Into
mercfless hands. If I die upon the road, I must go to her. I t
is not a case in which I can do my duty by proxy. Every
moment I delay is a wrong to that poor helpless girl. Be reasonable, dear mother, I implore you; I should suffer fifty times
more by the torture of suspense if I stayed here, than I can
possibly suffer in a railroad journey from here to Lincolnshire."
The soldier's strong will triumphed over every opposition.
The provincial doctors held up their hands, and protested
against the madness of their patient; but without avail. All
that either Mrs. Arundel or the doctors could do, was to make
such preparations and arrangements as would render the weary
journey easier; and It was under the mother's superintendence
that the air-cushions, the brandy-flask, the hartshorn, salvolatfle, and railway rugs, had been provided for the Captain's
comfort.
I t was thus that, after a blank Interval of three months,
Edward Amndel, Hke some creature newly risen from the grave,
returned to Swampington, upon his way to Marchmont Towers.
The delay seemed endless to this restless passenger, sitting in
the empty waiting-room of the quiet Lincolnshire station,
though the ostler and stable-boys at the "George" were bestirring themselves with good-wfll, urged on by Mr. Morrison's
promises of Hberal reward for their trouble, and though the
man who was to drive the carriage lost no time In arraying
himself for the journey. Captain Arundel looked at his watch
three times whfle he sat in that dreary Swampington waitingroom. There was a clock over the mantel-piece, but he would
not tmst to that.
" Eight o'clock!" he muttered. " I t will be ten before I get
to the Towers, if the carriage doesn't come directly."
He got up, and walked from the waiting-room to the platform, and from the platform to the door of the station. He
was so weak as to be obhged to support himself with his stick;
and even with that help he tottered and reeled sometimes Hke a
drunken man. But, in his eager Impatience, he was almost unconscious of his own weakness.
" Wfll It never come ? " he muttered. " WIU it never come ?"
At last, after an intolerable delay, as it seemed to the young
man, the carriage and pair from the George Inn rattled up to
the door of the station, with Mr. Morrison upon the box, and a
ostflion loosely balanced upon one of the long-legged, longacked, bony grey horses. Edward Amndel got mto the vehicle
before his valet could aUght to assist him.
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" Marchmont Towers !" he cried to the postilion; " and a
five-pound note if you get there in less t h a n an hour. "
H e fiung some money to the officials who h a d gathered about
the door to witness his departure, and who had eagerly pressed
forward to render him t h a t assistance which, even in his weakness, he disdained.
These men looked gravely at each other as the carriage dashed
off into the fog, blundering and reefing as It went along the narrow half-made road, t h a t led from the desert patch of waste
ground upon which the station was buflt into the High-street
of Swampington.
" Marchmont Towers !" said one of the men, in a tone that
seemed to imply t h a t there was something ominous even in the
name of the Lincolnshire mansion. " W h a t does he want at
Marchmont Towers, I w o n d e r ? "
" Why, don't you know who he is, mate ? " responded the
other man, contemptuously.
"No."
" He's Parson Arundel's nevy—the young officer that some
folks said ran away with the poor young Miss oop at the
Towers."
" My word! is he now ? W h y , I shouldn't ha' known him."
" N o ; he's a'most Hke the ghost of what he was, poor young
chap. I've heard as he was in t h a t accident as happened last
A u g u s t on the Sou'-Western."
The railway official shrugged his shoulders.
" I t ' s all a queer story," he said. " I can't make out naught
about i t ; but I know I shouldn't care to go u p to the Towers
after dark."
Marchmont Towers had evidently fallen into rather evfl repute
amongst these simple Lincolnshire people.
The carriage in which Edward Arundel rode was a superannuated old chariot, whose uneasy springs rattled and shook the
sick man to pieces. H e groaned aloud every now and then from
sheer physical agony; and yet he scarcely knew t h a t he suffered,
so superior in its intensity was the pain of his mind to every
bodily torture. H e sat with his face turned towards the open
window of the carriage, looking out steadily into the night.
" Wlien shall I get there ? " he cried aloud, in a paroxysm of
rage and grief. " My own one, my pretty one, m y wife, when
shall I get to you ? "
A t last the end came. The carriage drew u p before the tall
iron gates, behind which stretched, dreary and desolate as some
patch of common land, t h a t melancholy waste which was called
a jjark.
A Hght burned dimly in the lower window of the lodge,—a
little spot t h a t twinkled faintly red and luminous through the
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darkness and the rain; but the iron gates were as closely shut
as if Marchmont Towers had been a prison-house. Edward
Arundel was in no humour to Hnger long for the opening of those
gates. He sprang from the carriage, reckless of, the weakness
of his cramped Hmbs, before the valet could descend from the
rickety box-seat, or the postilion could get off his horse, and
shook the wet and rusty iron bars with his own wasted hands.
The gates rattled, but resisted the concussion; they had evidently been locked for the night. The young man seized an
iron riag, dangling at the end of a chain, which hung beside one
of the stone pfllars, and rang a peal that sounded like a signal
of alarm through the darkness. A fierce watch-dog, far away
in the distance, howled dismaUy at the summons, and the dissonant shriek of a peacock sounded across the flat.
The door of the lodge was opened about five minutes after the
beU had rung, and an old man peered out into the night, holding a candle shaded by his feeble hand, and lookiag suspiciously
towards the gate.
"Who is it? " h e said.
" I t is I, Captain Arundel. Open the gate, please."
The man, who was very old, and whose intellect seemed to
have grown as dim and foggy as the night itself, reflected for
a few moments, and then mumbled,—
" Cap'en Arundel! Ay, to be sure, to be sure. Parson
Arundel's nevy; ay, ay."
He went back into the lodge, to the disgust and aggravation
of the young soldier, who rattled fiercely at the gate once more
In his Impatience. But the old man emerged presently, as tranqufl as if the black November night had been some sunshiny
noontide in July, carrying a lantern and a bunch of keys, one of
which he proceeded in a leisurely manner to apply to the great
lock of the gate.
" Let me in ! " cried Edward Arundel. " Man alive ! do you
think I came down here to stand all night staring through these
non bars P Is Marchmont Towers a prison, that you shut your
gates as if they were never to be opened until the Day of
Judgment P "
The old man responded with a feeble, chirpy laugh, an audible
grin, senfle and concihatory.
" We've no need to keep t' geates open arter dark," he said;
" folk doan't coome to the Toowers arter dark."
He had succeeded by this time in turning the key in the lock;
one of the gates roUed slowly back upon its rusty hinges, creaking and groaning as if in hoarse protest against all visitors to
the Towers; and Edward Amndel entered the dreary domain
which John Marchmont had inherited from his kinsman.
The postflion turned hjjL.borf"° f-"'^ +>•" T^io-Vi-road without
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the gates Into the broad drive leading up to the mansion. Par
away, across the wet flats, the broad western front of that gaunt
stone dwelling-place frowned upon the travellers, its black
grimness only relieved by two or three dim red patches, that
told of Hghted windows and human habitation. I t was rather
difficult to associate friendly flesh and blood with Marchmont
Towers on this dark November night. The nervous traveUer
would have rather expected to find diabolical denizens lurking
within those black and stony walls; hideous enchantments beneath that rain-bespattered roof; weird and incarnate horrors
brooding by deserted hearths, and fearful shrieks of souls in
perpetual pain breaking upon the stfllness of the night.
Edward Arundel had no thought of these things. He knew
that the place was darksome and gloomy, and that, in very spite
of himself, he had always been unpleasantly impressed by it;
but he knew nothing more. He only wanted to reach the house
without delay, and to ask for the young wife whom he had
parted with upon a balmy August evening three months before.
He wanted this passionately, almost madly; and every moment
made his impatience wilder, his anxiety more intense. It seemed
as If all the journey from Dangerfield Park to Lincolnshire was
as nothing compared to the space that lay between him and
Marchmont Towers.
" We've done it in double quick time, sir," the postflion said,
complacently pointing to the steaming sides of his horses.
" Master 'U gie it to me for driving the beasts Hke this."
Edward Amndel looked at the panting animals. They had
brought him quickly, then, though the way had seemed so long.
" You shall have a five-pound note, my lad," he said, " if you
get me up to yonder house in five minutes."
He had his hand upon the door of the carriage, and was leaning against it for support, while he tried to recover enough
strength with which to clamber into the vehicle, when his eye
was caught by some white object flapping in the rain against
the stone pillar of the gate, and made dimly visible in a flickering patch of light from the lodge-keeper's lantern.
" What's that P " he cried, pointing to this white spot upon
the moss-grown stone.
The old man slowly raised his eyes to the spot towards which
the soldier's finger pointed.
"That? " he mumbled. "Ay, to be sure, to be sure. Poor
young lady ! That's the printed bill as they stock oop. It's
the printed bill! To be sure, to be sure! I'd a'most forgot it.
I t ain't been much good, anyhow; and I'd a'most forgot it."
" The printed bill! the young lady! " gasped Edward Aiundel, in a hoarse, choking voice.
He snatched the lantern from the loda-e-keecer's hand with a
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force that sent the old man rcehng several paces backward; and,
rushing to the stone pillar, held the Hght up above his head, on a
level with the white placard which had attracted his notice. I t
was damp and dflapidated at the edges; but that which was
printed upon it was as visible to the soldier as though each
commonplace character had been a fiery sign inscribed upon a
blazing scroll.
This was the announcement which Edward Arundel read
upon the gate-post of Marchmont Towers:—
" ONE HUNDEED POUNDS REWARD. — Whereas Miss Mary
Marchmont left her home on Wednesday last, October 17th, and
has not since been heard of, this is to give notice that the above
reward wiU be given to any one who shall afford such Information as wIU lead to her recovery if she be alive, or to the
discovery of her body if she be dead. The missing young lady
is eighteen years of age, rather below the middle height^ of fair
complexion, Hght-brown hair, and hazel eyes. When she left
her home slie had on a grey silk dress, grey shawl, and straw
bonnet. She was last seen near the river-side upon the afternoon of Wednesday, the 17th instant,
"Marchmont Towers, October 20th, 1848,"
CHAPTER XXI.
PACE TO PACE.

IT IS not easy to imagine a Hon-hearted young cavalry officer,
whose soldiership In the Punjaub had won the praises of a
Napier and an Outram, fainting away like a heroine of romance
at the coining of evfl tidings; but Edward Arundel, who had
risen from a sick bed to take a long and fatiguing journey in
utter defiance of the doctors, was not strong enough to bear the
dreadful welcome that greeted him upon the gate-post at Marchmont Towers.
He staggered, and would have fallen, had not the extended
arms of his father's confidential servant been luckily opened to
receive and support him. But he did not lose his senses.
" Get me into the carriage, Morrison," he cried. " Get me up
to that house. They've tortured and tormented my wife while
I've been lying Hke a log on my bed at Dangerfleld. For God's
sake, get me up there as quick as you can! "
Mr. Morrison had read the placard on the gate across his
young master's shoulder. He lifted the Captaia into the carriage, shouted to the postflion to drive on, and took his seat by
the young man's side.
" Beggmg your pardon, Mr. Edward," he said, gently; " but
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the young lady may be found by this time. That bill's been
sticking there for upwards of a month, you see, sir, and It isn't
likely but what Miss Marchmont has been found between that
time and this."
The invahd passed his hand across his forehead, down which
the cold sweat roUed in great beads.
" Give me some brandy," he whispered; "pour some brandy
down my throat, Morrison, if you've any compassion upon me;
I must get strength somehow to face what Hes before me."
The valet took a wicker-covered flask from his pocket, and
put the neck of it to Edward Arundel's lips.
" She may be found, Morrison," muttered the young man,
after drinking a long draught of the spirit; he would have
drunk living fire itself, in his desire to obtain unnatural strength
in this crisis. " Yes, you're right there. She may be found.
But to think that she should have been driven away ! To think
that my poor, helpless, tender girl should have been driven a
second time from the home that is her own ! Yes; her own by
every law and every right. Oh, the relentless devil, the pitiless
devil! what can be the motive of her conduct ? Is it madness,
or the infernal cruelty of a fiend Incarnate P "
Mr. Morrison thought that his young master's brain had been
disordered by the shock he had just undergone, and that this
wfld talk was mere deUrium.
"Keep your heart up, Mr. Edward," he murmured, soothingly ; "you may rely upon it, the young lady has been found."
But Edward was in no mind to Hsten to any mild consolatory
remarks from his valet. He had thrust his head out of the
carriage-window, and his eyes were fixed upon the dimly-Hghted
casements of the western drawing-room.
" The room in which John and Pofly and I used to sit together
when first I came from India," he murmured. " How happy we
were !—how hapjoy we were ! "
The carriage stojDiied before the stone portico, and the young
man got out once more, assisted by his servant. His breath
came short and thick now that he stood upon the threshold.
He pushed aside the man who opened the door, and strode into
the hall. A fire burned on the hearth; but the atmosphere of
the stone-paved chamber was damp and chilly.
Captaia Arundel walked straight to the door of the western
drawing-room. I t was there that he had seen lights in the windows; it was there that he expected to find Olivia Marchmont.
He was not mistaken. A shaded lamp burnt on a table near
the fire. There was a low invalid-chair beside this table, an open
book upon the floor, and an Indian shawl, one he had sent to
his cousin, flung carelessly upon the pillows. The neglected fire
burned low in the old-fashioned grate, and above the dull red
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blaze stood the figure of a woman, tall, dark, and gloomy of
aspect.
I t was Olivia Marchmont, in the mourning robes that she had
worn, with but one brief intermission, ever since her husband's
death. Her profile was turned towards the door by which
Edward Arundel entered the room; her eyes were bent steadily
upon the low heap of burning ashes In the grate. Even in that
doubtful light the young man could see that her features were
sharpened, and that a settled frown had contracted her straight
black brows.
In her fixed attitude, in her air of deathlike tranquilHty, this
woman resembled some sinful vestal sister, set, against her will,
to watch a sacred fire, and brooding moodily over her crimes.
She did not hear the opening of the door; she had not even
heard the trampHng of the horses' hoofs, or the crashing of the
wheels upon the gravel before the house. There were times
when her sense of external things was, as it were, suspended
and absorbed In the intensity of her obstinate despair.
" OHvia!" said the soldier.
Mrs. Marchmont looked up at the sound of that accusing
voice, for there was something in Edward Arundel's simple
enunciation of her name which seemed like an accusation or a
menace. She looked up, with a great terror in her face, and
stared aghast at her unexpected visitor. Her white cheeks, her
trembHng Hps, and dflated eyes could not have more palpably
expressed a great and absorbing horror, had the young man
standing quietly before her been a corpse newly risen from
its grave.
'• Mrs. Marchmont," said Captain Arundel, after a brief pause,
" I have come here to look for my wife."
OHvia pushed her trembling hands across her forehead, brushing the hair from her temples, and still staring with the same
imutterable horror at the face of her cousin. Several times she
tried to speak; but the broken syUables died away in her
throat in hoarse, inarticulate mutterings. At last, with a great
effort, the words came.
" I—I—never expected to see you," she said; " I heard that
you were very ill; I heard that you
"
" You heard 1:hat I was dying," interrupted Edward Amndel;
''or that, if I hved, I should drag out the rest of my existence
In hopeless idiocy. The doctors thought as much a week ago,
when one of them, cleverer than the rest, I suppose, had the
courage to perform an operation that restored me to consciousness. Sense and memory came back to me by degrees. The
thick veil that had shrouded the past was rent asunder; and
the first image that came to me was the image of my young
wife, as I had seen her upon the night of our parting. For
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more than three months I had been dead. I was suddenly
restored to life. I asked those about me to give me ticHngs of
my wife. Had she sought me out ?—had she followed me to
Dangerfield P No! They could tell me nothing. They thought
that I was delirious, and tried to soothe me with compassionate
speeches, merciful falsehoods, promising me that I should see
my darling. But I soon read the secret of their scared looks.
I saw pity and wonder mingled in my mother's face, and I
entreated her to be merciful to me, and to tell me the truth.
She had compassion upon me, and told me all she knew, which
was very httle. She had never heard from my wife. She had
never heard of any marriage between Mary Marchmont and me.
The only communication which she had received from any of
her Lincolnshire relations had been a letter from my uncle
Hubert, in reply to one of hers telHng him of my hopeless state.
" This was the shock that fell upon me when Hfe and memory
came back. I could not bear the imprisonment of a sick-bed.
I felt that for the second time I must go out into the world to
look for my darling; and in defiance of the doctors, in defiance
of my poor mother, who thought that my departure from Dangerfield was a suicide, I am here. I t is here that I come first to
seek for my wife. I might have stopped in London to see
Richard Paulette; I might sooner have gained tidiags of my
darliag. But I came here; I came here without stopping by the
way, because an uncontrollable Instinct and an unreasoning
impulse teUs me that it is here I ought to seek her. I am here,
her husband, her only true and legitimate defender; and woe be
to those who stand between me and my wife!"
He had spoken rapidly in his passion; and ho stopped, exhausted Ijy his own vehemence, and sank heavily into a chair
near the lamp-lit table.
Then for the first time that night OHvia Marchmont plainly
saw her cousin's face, and saw the terrible change that had transformed the handsome young soldier, since the bright August
morning on which he had gone forth from Marchmont Towers.
She saw the traces of a long and wearisome illness sadly visible
in his waxen-hued complexion, his hollow cheeks, the faded
lustre of his eyes, his dry and pallid Hps. She saw all this, tho
woman whose one great sin had been to love this man wickedly
and madly, in spite of her better self, in spite of her womanly
pride; she saw the change in him that had altered„him from a
young Apollo to a shattered and broken invalid. And did any
revulsion of feeling arise in her breast ? Did any correspondhig
transformation in her own heart bear witness to the baseness of
her love P
No; a thousand times, no! There was no thrill of disgust,
how transient soever; not so much as one passing shudder of
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painful surprise, one pang of womanly regret. No! In place
of these, a passionate yearning arose in this woman's haughty
Boul; a flood of sudden tenderness rushed across the black darkness of her mind. She fain would have flung herself upon her
knees, in loving self-abasement, at the sick man's feet. She fain
would have cried aloud, amid a tempest of passionate sobs,—
" 0 my love, my love! you are dearer to me a hundred times
by this cruel change. I t was not for your bright-blue eyes and
waving chestnut hair,—it was not for your handsome face, your
brave soldierhke bearing that I loved you. My love was not so
base as that. I inflicted a cruel outrage upon myself when I
thought that I was the weak fool of a handsome face. Whatever I have been, my love, at least, has been pure."
In the sudden rush of that flood-tide of love and tenderness,
aU these-thoughts welled into OHvia Marchmont's mind. In all
her sin and desperation she had never been so true a woman as
now; she had never, perhaps, been so near being a good woman.
But the tender emotion was swept out of her breast the next
moment by the first words of Edward Amndel.
" Why do you not answer my question ? " he said.
She drew herself up In the erect and rigid attitude that had
become almost habitual to her. Every trace of womanly feeHng
faded out of her face, as the sunlight disappears behind the
sudden darkness of a thunder-cloud.
" What question P " she asked, with Icy iadifference.
" The question I have come to Lincolnshire to ask—the question I have perilled my Hfe, perhaps, to ask," cried the young
man. " Where is my wife ? "
The widow turned upon him with a horrible smfle.
" I never heard that you were married," she said. " Who is
your wife ? "
" Mary Marchmont, the mistress of this house."
OHvia opened her eyes, and looked at him in half-sardonic
surprise.
" Then it was not a fable ? " she said.
" What was not a fable ? "
" The unhappy girl spoke the truth when she said that you
had married her at some out-of-the-way church in Lambeth."
" The truth! Yes !" cried Edward Arundel. " Who should
dare to say that she spoke other than the truth ? Who should
dare to disbelieve her? "
OUvia Marchmont smiled again,—that same strange smile
which was almost too horrible for humanity, and yet had a
certain dark and gloomy grandeur of its own. Satan, the star
of the morning, may have so smiled despairing defiance upon
the Archangel ilichael.
" Unfortunately," she said, " no one believed the poor child.
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Her story was such a very absurd one, and she COtfld bring
forward no shred of evidence in support of It."
" O my God!" ejaculated Edward Amndel, clasping his
hands above his head in a paroxysm of rage and despair. " I
see it aU—I see It all! My darHng has been tortured to death.
Woman! " he cried, " are you possessed by a thousand fiends ?
Is there no one sentiment of womanly compassion left in your
breast ? If there is one spark of womanhood in your nature, I
appeal to that; I ask you what has happened to my wife ? "
" My wife! my wife!" The reiteration of that familiar
phrase was to OHvia Marchmont Hke the perpetual thrust of a
dagger aimed at an open wound. I t struck every time upon
the same tortured spot, and infflcted the same agony.
" The placard upon the gates of this place can tell you as
much as I can," she said.
The ghastly whiteness of the soldier's face told her that he
had seen the placard of which she spoke.
" She has not been found, then ? " he said, hoarsely.
"No."
" How did she disappear P "
" As she disappeared upon the morning on which you followed
her. She wandered out of the house, this time leaving no
letter, neither message nor explanation of any kind whatever.
I t was in the middle of the day that she went out; and for
some time her absence caused no alarm. But, after some hours,
she was waited for and watched for very anxiously. Then a
search was made."
"WixQve?"
" Wherever she had at any time been in the habit of walking,
—in the park; in the wood; along the narrow path by the
water ; at Pollard's farm; at Hester's house at Kemberhng,—ui
every jjlace where it might be really imagined there was the
sHghtest chance of finding her."
" And all this was without result P "
"Itwas."_
" Why did she leave this place? God help you, Olivia
Marchmont, If it was your cruelty that drove her away ! "
The widow took no notice of the threat implied in these
words. Was there anything upon earth that she feared now ?
No—nothing. Had she not endured the worst long ago, in
Edward Arundel's contempt ? She had no fear of a battle with
this man; or with any other creature in the world; or with the
whole world arrayed and banded together against her, if need
were. Amongst all the torments of those black depths to
which her soul had gone dowm, there was no such thing as fear.
That cowardly baseness is for the happy and prosperous, who
have something to lose. This woman was by nature dauntless
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and resolute as the hero of some classic story; but in her
despair she had the desperate and reckless courage of a starving
wolf. The hand of death was upon her; what could it matter
how she died ?
" I am very grateful to you, Edward Arundel," she said,
bitterly, "for the good opinion you have always had of me.
The blood of the Dangerfield Arnndels must have had some
drop of poison intermingled with it, I should think, before it
could produce so vile a creature as myself."
The young man writhed impatiently beneath the torture of
his cousin's deliberate speech. Was there to be no end to this
unendurable delay? Even now,—now that he was in this
house, face to face with the woman he had come to question,—•
it seemed as if he could not get tidings of his wife.
So, often in his dreams, he had headed a besieging party
against the Affghans, with the scaling-ladders reared against
the waU; he had seen the dark faces grinning down upon him
—aU savage glaring eyes and fierce glistening teeth—and had
heard the voices of his men urging him on to the encounter, but
had felt himself paralyzed and helpless, wdth his sabre weak as
a withered reed in his nerveless hand.
"For God's sake, let there be no quarrelling with phrases
between you and me, Olivia ! " he cried. " If you or any other
Hving being have injured my wife, the reckoning between us
shall be no Hght one. But there will be time enough to talk of
that by-and-by. I stand before you, newly risen from a grave
in which I have lain for more than three months, as dead to the
world, and to every creature I have ever loved or hated, as if
the Funeral Service had been read over my coffin. I come to
demand from you an account of what has happened during that
interval. If you palter or prevaricate with me, I shaU know that
it is because you fear to tell me the truth."
"Pear!"
"Yes; you have good reason to fear if you have wronged
Mary Arundel. Why did she leave this house ? "
" Because she was not happy in it, I suppose. She chose to
shut herself in her own room, and to refuse to be governed or
advised, or consoled. I tried to do my duty to her; yes," cried
Olivia Marchmont, suddenly raising her voice as if she had been
vehemently contradicted;—" yes, I did try to do my duty to her.
I urged her to Hsten to reason; I begged her to abandon her
foohsh falsehood about a marriage with you in London."
"You disbeheved in that marriage?"
" I did," answered Olivia.
" You lie!" cried Edward Arundel. You knew the poor
child had spoken the truth. You knew her—you knew me—
wxil enough to know that I should not have detained her away
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from her home an hour, except to make her my wife—excejjt to
give myself the strongest right to love and defend her,"
" I knew nothing of the kmd. Captain Arundel; you and
Mary Marchmont had taken good care to keep your secrets from
me. I knew nothing of your plots, your intentions. I should
have considered that one of the Dangerfield Arundels would
have thought his honour sulHed by such an act as a stolen
marriage with an heiress, considerably under age, and nominally
in the guardianship of her step-mother. I did, therefore, disbelieve the story Mary Marchmont told me. Another person,
much more experienced than I, also disbelieved the unhappy
girl's account of her absence."
" Another person! What other person P "
" Mr. Marchmont."
"Mr. Marchmont!"
" Yes; Paul Marchmont—my husband's first cousin."
A sudden cry of rage and grief broke from Edward Arundel's
Hps.
" 0 my God!" he exclaimed, "there was some foundation for
the warning In John Marchmont's letter, after all. And I
laughed at him. I laughed at my poor friend's fears."
The widow looked at her kinsman in mute wonder.
" Has Paul Marchmont been in this house?" he asked,
"Yes."
" When was he here P "
" He has been here often; he comes here constantly. He has
been living at KemberHng for the last three months."
"Whyi;"
" For his own pleasure, I suppose," OHvia answered, haughtily.
" I t is no business of mine to pry Into Mr. Marchmont's motives."
Edward Arundel ground his teeth in an access of ungovernable passion. I t was not against OHvia, but against himself
this time that he was enraged. He hated himself for the arrogant folly, the obstinate presumption, with which he had
ridiculed and slighted John Marchmont's vague fears of his
kinsman Paul.
" So this man has been here—^is here constantly," he muttered.
" Of course it is only natural that he should hang about the
place. And you and he are stanch aUies, I suppose P " he added,
turning upon OHvia.
"Stanch allies! W h y ? "
" Because you both hate my wife."
" What do you mean ? "
" You both hate her: you out of a base envy of her wealth;
because of her superior rights, which made you a secondary
person in this house, perhaps,—there is nothing else for which
you could hate her: Paul Marchmont, because she stands between
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him and a fortune. Heaven help her! Heaven help my gentle,
gufleless darHng! Surely Heaven must have had some pity
upon her when her husband was not by!"
The young man dashed the bUndiag tears from his eyes.
They were the first that he had shed since he had risen from
that which many people had thought his dying bed, to search
for his wife.
But this was no time for tears or lamentations. Stern determination took the place of tender pity and sorrowful love.
I t was a time for resolution and promptitude.
"OHvia Marchmont," he said, "there has been some foul
play in this business. My wife has been missing a month: yet
when I ask my mother what has happened at tlfls house
during my ilhiess, she could tell me nothing. Why did you not
write to tell her of Mary's flight P"
"Because Mrs. Arundel has never done me the honour to cultivate any intimacy between us. My father writes to his sisterin-law sometimes; I scarcely ever write to my aunt. On the
other hand, your mother had never seen Mary Marchmont, and
could not be expected to take any great interest in her proceedings. There was, therefore, no reason for my writing a
special letter to announce the trouble that had befallen me."
" You might have written to my mother about my marriage.
You might have appHed to her for confirmation of the story
which you disbeheved."
Olivia Marchmont smiled.
" Should I have received that confirmation P " she said.
" No. I saw your mother's letters to my father. There was
no mention in those letters of any marriage; no mention whatever of Mary Marchmont. This In itself was enough to confirm my disbeHef. Was It reasonable to imagine that you
would have married, and yet have left your mother in total
ignorance of the fact P "
" 0 God, help m e ! " cried Edward Arundel, wringing his
hands. " I t seems as if my own folly, my own vile procrastination, have brought this trouble upon my wife. OHvia Marchmont, have pity upon me. If you hate this girl, your maHce
must surely have been satisfied by this time. She has suffered
enough. Pity me, and help me; If you have any human feeling in your breast. She left this house because her life here
had grown unendurable; because she saw herself doubted, disbelieved, -widowed in the first month of her marriage, utterly
desolate and friendless. Another woman might have borne up
against aU this misery. Another woman would have known
how to assert herself, and to defend herself, even In the midst of
her sorrow and desolation. But my poor darling is a chfld; a
baby in ignorance of the world. How should she protect her-
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self against her enemies ? Her only instinct was to run away
from her persecutors,—to hide herself from those whose pretended doubts flung the horror of dishonour upon her. I can
understand aU now; I can understand. Olivia Marchmont,
this man Paul has a strong reason for being a vfllain. The
motives that have induced you to do wrong must be very small
in comparison to his. He plays an infamous game, I beHeve;
but he plays for a high stake."
A high stake ! Had not she perilled her soul upon the casting of this die ? Had she not flung down her eternal happiness
in that fatal game of hazard P
"Help me, then, OHvia," said Edward, imploringly; "help
me to find my wife; and atone for all that you have ever done
amiss in the past. I t is not too late."
His voice softened as he spoke. He turned to her, with his
hands clasped, waiting anxiously for her answer. Perhaps this
appeal was the last cry of her good angel, pleading against the
devils for her redemption. But the devils had too long held
possession of this woman's breast. They arose, arrogant and
unpitying, and hardened her heart against that pleading voice.
" How much he loves h e r ! " thought OHvia Marchmont;
" how dearly he loves her! For her sake he humfliates himsel
to me."
Then, with no show of relenting in her voice or manner, she
said dehberately,—
" I can only repeat what I said just now. The placard you
saw at the park gates can tell you as much as I can. Mary
Marchmont ran away. She was sought for in every direction,
but without success. Mr. Marchmont, who Is a man of the
world, and better able to suggest what is right in such a case
as this, advised that Mr. Paulette should be sent for. He was
accordingly communicated with. He came, and instituted a
fresh search. He also caused a biU to be printed and distributed
through the country. Advertisements were inserted in the
' Times' and other papers. For some reason—I forget what
reason—Mary Marchmont's name did not appear in these advertisements. They were so worded as to render the pubhcation of the name unnecessary."
Edward Arundel pushed his hand across his forehead.
" Richard Paulette has been here ? " he murmured, in a low
voice.
He had every confidence in the lawyer; and a deadly chiU
came over him at the thought that the cool, hard-headed soHcitor had failed to find the missing girl.
" Yes ; he was here two or three days."
" And he could do nothing ? "
^^' Nothing, except what I have told you."
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Tlie young man thmst his hand Into his breast to still the
cruel beating of his heart. A sudden terror had taken possession of him,—a horrible dread that he should never look upon
his young wife's face. For some minutes there was a dead
silence in the room, only broken once or twice by the falling of
some ashes on the hearth. Captain Arundel sat with his face
hidden behind his hand. Olivia still stood as she had stood
when her cousin entered the room, erect and gloomy, by the
old-fashioned chimney-piece.
" There was something in that placard," the soldier said at
last, in a hoarse, altered voice,—" there was something about
my wife having been seen last by the water-side. Who saw her
there?"
" Mr. Weston, a surgeon of KemberHng,—Paul Marchmont's
brother-in-law."
" Was she seen by no one else ? "
" Yes; she was seen at about the same time—a littie sooner
or later, we don't know which—by one of Farmer Pollard's men."
" And she has never been seen since ? "
" Never; that Is to say, we can hear of no one who has seen
her."
" At what time in the day was she seen by this Mr. Weston ? "
" At dusk; between five and six o'clock."
Edward Arundel put his hand suddenly to his throat, as if to
check some choking sensation that prevented his speaking.
" OHvia," he said, " my wife was last seen by the river-side.
Does any one think that, by any unhappy accident, by any
terrible fatahty, she lost her way after dark, and feU Into the
water ? or that—0 God! that would be too horrible !—does any
one suspect that she drowned herself? "
" Many things have been said since her disappearance," OHvia
Marchmont answered. "Some people say one thing, some
another."
" And It has been said that she—that she was drowned? "
" Yes; many people have said so. The river was dragged
whfle Mr. Paulette was here, and after he went away. The men
were at work with the drags for more than a week."
" And they found nothing ? "
" Nothing."
" Was there any other reason for supposing that—^that my
wife feU Into the river ? "
" Only one reason."
" W h a t was t h a t ? "
" I wfll show you," OHvia Marchmont answered.
She took a bunch of keys from her pocket, and went to an oldfashioned bureau or cabinet upon the other side of the room.
She unlocked the upper part of this bureau, opened one of the
i
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drawers, and took from It something which she brought to
Edward Arundel.
This something wag a Httle shoe; a little shoe of soft bronzed
leather, stained and discoloured with damp and moss, and
trodd.en down u]3on one side, as If the wearer had walked a
weary way m it, and had been unaccustomed to so much walking.
Eciwarcl Arundel remembered, in that brief, childishly-happy
honeymoon at the little viUage near Wuichester, how often he
had laughed at his young wife's propensity for walking about
damp meadows in such deHcate little slippers as were better
adapted to the requirements of a ball-room. He remembered the
slender foot, so small that he could take it in his hand; the feeble
little foot that had grown tired in long wanderings by the Hampshire trout-streams, but which had toiled on in heroic self-abnegation so long as it was the wfll of the sultan to pedestrianize.
" W a s this found by the river-side?" he asked, looking
j)iteously at the sHpper which Mrs. Marchmont had put into
his hand.
" Yes; It was found amongst the rushes on the shore, a mile
below the spot at which Mr. Weston saw my step-daughter."
Edward Arundel put the Httle shoe into his bosom.
" I'll not believe it," he cried, suddenly; " I'U not believe that
my darHng is lost to me. She was too good, far too good, to
think of suicide; and Providence would never suffer my poor
lonely child to be led away to a dreary death upon that dismal
river-shore. No, no; she fled away from this place because she
was too wretched here. She went away to hide herself amongst
those whom she could trust, until her husband came to claim
her. I will believe anything in the world except that she is lost
to me. And I wdll not beHeve that, I wdll never believe that, until
I look down at her corpse; until I lay my hand on her cold
breast, and feel that her true heart has ceased beating. As I went
out of this place four months ago to look for her, I will go again
now. My darHng, my darling, my innocent pet, my childish
bride; I will go to the very end of the world in search of you!"
The widow ground her teeth as she Hstened to her kinsman's
passionate words. Why did he for ever goad her to blacker
wickedness by this parade of his love for Mary P Why did he
force her to remember every moment how much cause she had
to hate this pale-faced girl P
Captain Arundel rose, and walked a few paces, leaning on his
stick as he went.
" You wiU sleep here to-night, of course ? " Olivia Marchmont said.
"Sleep here!"
His tone expressed plainly enough that the place was abhotrent to him.
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" Yea; where else should you stay ? "
" I meant to have stopped at the nearest Inn."
" The nearest inn is at Kembrrllng."
" That would suit me well enough," the young man answered,
indifferently; " I must be in KemberHng early to-morrow, for I
must see Paul Marchmont. I am no nearer the comprehension
of my wife's flight by anything that you have told me. I t is to
Paul Marchmont that I must look next. Heaven help him If he
tries t6 keep the truth from me! "
" You wfll see Mr. Marchmont here as easily as at KemberHng," OHvia answered; " he comes here every day."
" W h a t for?"
" He has built a sort of painting-room down by the river-side,
and he paints there whenever there is Hght."
" Indeed! " cried Edward Arundel; " he makes himself at
home at Marchmont Towers, then ? "
" He has a right to do so, I suppose," answered the widow.
Indifferently. " If Mary Marchmont is dead, this place is his,
and aU belonging to it. I am only here on sufferance."
" He has taken possession, then ? "
" On the contrary, he shrinks from doing so."
" And, by the Heaven above us, he does wisely!" cried
Edward Arundel. " No man shall seize upon that which belongs
to my darHng. No foul plot of this artist-traitor shall rob her
of her own. God knows how Httle value I set upon her wealth;
but I wiU stand between her and those who try to rob her,
until my last gasp. No, OHvia; I'll not stay here; I'll accept no
hospltahty from Mr. Marchmont. I suspect him too much."
He walked to the door; but before he reached it the widow
went to one of the windows, and pushed aside the blind.
" Look at the rain," she said, " hark at i t ; don't you hear it,
drip, drip, drip upon the stone ? I wouldn't turn a dog out of
doors upon such a night as this: and you—you are so ill—so
weak. Edward Amndel, do you hate me so much that you
refuse to share the same shelter wdth me, even for a night? "
There is nothing so difficult of belief to a man, who Is not
a coxcomb, as the simple fact that he Is beloved by a woman
whom he does not love, and has never wooed by word or deed.
But for this, surely Edward Arundel must, in that sudden burst
of tenderness, that one piteous appeal, have discovered a clue
to his cousin's secret.
He discovered nothing; he guessed nothing. But he was
touched by her tone, even In spite of his utter ignorance of Its
meaning, and he repHed, in an altered manner,—
" Certainly, OHvia, if you really wish it, I will stay. Heaven
knows I have no desire that you and I should be enomies. I
want your help—your pity, perhaps. I am quite wilHng to be-
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lieve that any cruel words you said to Mary arose from an outbreak of temper. I cannot tliink that you could be base at heart,
I will even attribute your disbelief of the statement made by my
poor girl as to our marriage to the narrow prejudices learnt In a
small country town. Let us be friends, OHvia."
He held out his hand. His cousin laid her cold fingers in his
open palm, and he shuddered as if he had come in contact with
a corpse. There was nothing very cordial in the salutation.
The two hands seemed to drop asunder, lifeless and inert; as if
to bear mute witness that between these two people there was
no possibility of sympathy or union.
But Captain Arundel accepted his cousin's hospitality. Indeed, he had need to do so; for he found that his valet had relied
upon his master's stopping at the Towers, and had sent the
carriage back to Swampington. A tray with cold meat and wine
was brought into the drawing-room for the young soldier's refreshment. He drank a glass of Madeira, and made some pretence of eating a few mouthfuls, out of courtesy to Olivia; but
he did this almost mechanically. He sat sflent and gloomy,
brooding over the terrible shock that he had so newly received;
brooding over the hidden things that had happened in that
dreary interval, during which he had been as powerless to defend
his wife from trouble as a dead man.
Again and again the cruel thought returned to him, each time
with a fresh agony,—that if he had written to his mother, if he
had told her the story of his marriage, the things which had
happened could never have come to pass. Mary would have
been sheltered and protected by a good and loving woman. This
thought—this horrible self-reproach-was the bitterest thing the
young man had to bear.
" I t is too great a punishment," he thought; " I am too
cruelly punished for having forgotten everything in my happiness with my darling."
The widow sat in her low easy-chair near the fire, with her
eyes fixed upon the burning coals; the grate had been replenished, and the light of the red blaze shone full upon
Olivia Marchmont's haggard face. Edward Amndel, aroused
for a few moments out of his gloomy abstraction, was surprised to see the change which an interval of a few months had
made in his cousin. The gloomy shadow which he had often
seen on her face had become a fixed expression; every line had
deepened, as if by the wear and tear of years, rather than by
the progress of a few months. Olivia Marchmont had grown
old before her time. Nor was this the only change. There was
a look, undefined and undefinable, in the large luminous grey
eyes, unnaturally luminous now, which filled Edward Arundel
with a vague sense of terror; a terror which he would not—•
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which he dared not—attempt to analyze. He remembered
Mary's unreasoning fear of her step-mother, and he now
scarcely wondered at that fear. There was something almost
weird and unearthly in the aspect of the woman sitting opposite to him by the broad hearth : no vestige of colour in her
gloomy face, a strange Hght burning In her eyes, and her black
draperies falHng round her in straight lustreless folds.
" I fear you have been iU, OHvia," the young man said, presently.
Another sentiment had arisen in his breast side by side with
that vague terror,—a fancy that perhaps there was some reason
why his cousin should be pitied.
" Yes," she answered. Indifferently; as If no subject of which
Captain Arundel could have spoken would have been of less
concern to her,—" yes, I have been very iU."
" I am sorry to hear it."
OHvia looked at him and smfled. Her smile was the strangest
he had ever seen upon a woman's face.
" I am very sorry to hear it. What has been the matter with
youP"
" Slow fever, Mr. Weston said."
"Mr. Weston?"
" Yes; Mr. Marchmont's brother-in-law. He has succeeded
to Mr. Dawnfield's practice at KemberHng. He attended me,
and he attended my step-daughter."
" My wife was ill, then ? "
" Yes; she had brain-fever: she recovered from that, but she
did not recover strength. Her low spirits alarmed me, and I
considered It only right—Mr. Marchmont suggested also—that
a medical man should be consulted."
" And what did this man, this Mr. Weston, say ? "
" Very Httle; there was nothing the matter with Mary, he
said. He gave her medicine, but only in the desire of strengthening her nervous system. He could give her no medicine that
would have any good effect upon her spirits, whfle she chose to
keep herself obstinately apart from every one."
The young man's head sank upon his breast. The image of
his desolate young wife arose before him; the image of a pale,
sorrowful girl, holding herself apart from her persecutors, abandoned, lonely, despairing. Why had she remained at Marchmont Towers P Why had she ever consented to go there, when
she had again and again expressed such terror of her stepmother P Why had she not rather followed her husband down
to Devonshire, and thrown herself upon his relatives for protection P Was it Hke this girl to remain quietly here In Lincolnshire, when the man she loved with such innocent devotion was
lying between Hfe and death in the west p
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" She is such a child," he thought,—" such a child in her
ignorance of the world. I must not reason about her as I
would about another woman."
And then a sudden flush of passionate emotion rose to his
face, as a new thought flashed Into his mind. What if this helpless girl had been detained by force at Marchmont Towers P
" Olivia," he cried, " whatever baseness this man, Paul Marchmont, may be capable of, you at least must be superior to any
dehberate sin. TeU me the truth, then, for pity's sake. Nothing
that you can tell me will fiU up the dead blank that the horrible
interval since my accident has made in my Hfe. But you can
give me some help. A few words from you may clear away
much of this darkness. How did you find my wife ? How did
you induce her to come back to this place ? I know that she
had an unreasonable dread of returning here."
" I found her through the agency of Mr. Marchmont," Olivia
answered, quietly. " I had some difficulty in Inducing her to
return here; but after hearing of your accident
"
" How was the news of that broken to her ? "
" Unfortunately she saw a paper that had happened to be left
in her way."
" B y whom?"
" B y Mr. Marchmont."
" Where was this P "
" In Hampshire."
" Indeed! Then Paul Marchmont went with you to Hampshire ? "
" He did. He was of great service to me in this crisis. After
seeing the paper, my step-daughter was seized with brain-fever.
She was unconscious when we brought her back to the Towers,
She was nursed by my old servant Barbara, and had the highest
medical care. I do not think that anything more could have
been done for her."
" No," answered Edward Arundel, bitterly; " unless you could
have loved her."
" We cannot force our affections," the widow said, in a hard
voice.
Another voice In her breast seemed to whisper, " W h y do you
reproach me for not having loved this girl P If you had loved
me, the whole world would have been different."
" Olivia Marchmont," said Captain Amndel, " by yomr own
avowal there has never been any affection for this orphan girl
in your heart. I t is not my business to dwell upon the fact, as
something almost unnatural under the pecuHar circumstances
through which that helpless child was cast upon your protection.
Enough that it Is so. But I may stiU beheve that, whatever
your feelings may be towards your dead husband's daughter, you
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would not be gnilty of any deliberate act of treachery against
her. I can afford to believe this of you; but I cannot beHeve
it of Paul Marchmont. That man is my wife's natural enemy.
If he has been here during my illness, he has been here to plot
against her. When he came here, he came to attempt her
destruction. She stands between him and this estate. Long
ago, when I was a thoughtless schoolboy, my poor friend, John
Marchmont, told me that, if ever the day came upon which
Mary's interests should be opposed to the interests of her
cousin, that man would be a dire and bitter enemy; so much
the more terrible because In all appearance her friend. The day
came; and I, to whom the orphan girl had been left as a sacred
legacy, was not by to defend her. But I have risen from a bed
that many have thought a bed of death; and I come to this
place with one indomitable resolution paramount in my breast,
—the determination to find my wife, and to bring condign
punishment upon the man who has done her wrong."
Captain Arundel spoke in a low voice; but his passion was all
the more terrible because of the suppression of those common
outward evidences by which anger ordinarily betrays Itself. He
relapsed into thoughtful sflence.
OHvia made no answer to anything that he had said. She
sat looking at him steadily, vnth an admiring awe In her face.
Ho^w splendid he was—this young hero—even in his sickness
and feebleness! How splendid by reason of the grand courage,
the chivahous devotion, that shone out of his blue eyes !
The clock struck eleven while the cousins sat opposite to each
other—only divided physicafly by the width of the tapestried
hearth-rug; but oh, how many weary miles asunder in spirit!—•
and Edward Arundel rose, startled from his sorrowful reverie. .
" If I were a strong man," he said, " I would see Paul Marchmont to-night. But I must wait till to-morrow morning. At
what time does he come to his painting-room P "
" At eight o'clock, when the mornings are bright; but later
when the weather Is duU."
" At eight o'clock! I pray Heaven the sun may shine early
to-morrow ! I pray Heaven I may not have to wait long before
I find myself face to face with that man ! Good night, OHvia."
He took a candle from a table near the door, and Ht it almost
mechanically. He found Mr. Morrison waiting for him, very
sleepy and despondent, in a large bedchamber in which Captaia
Arundel had never slept before—a dreary apartment, decked out
with the faded splendours of the past; a chamber in which the
restless sleejier might expect to see a phantom lady in a ghostly
sacque, cowering over the embers, and spreading her transparent
hands above the red Hght.
" I t isn't particulai- comfortable, after Danserfield." the valet
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muttered, in a melancholy voice; " and all I 'ope, Mr. Edward,
is, that the sheets are not damp. I've been stirrin' the fire and
puttin' on fresh coals for the last hour. There's a bed for me
m the dressin'-room, within call."
Captain Arundel scarcely heard what his servant said to him.
He was standing at the door of the spacious chamber, looking
out into a long low-roofed corridor, in which he had just encountered Barbara, Mrs. Marchmont's confidential attendant—•
the wooden-faced, inscrutable-looking woman, who, according to
Olivia, had watched and ministered to his wife.
" Was that the tenderest face that looked down upon my
darling as she lay on her sick-bed ? " he thought. " I had
almost as soon that a ghoul had kept watch by my poor dear's
pillow."
CHAPTER XXII.
THE PAINTING-EOOM BY THE EIVEB.

lay awake through the best part of that
November night, Hstening to the ceaseless dripping of the rain
upon the terrace, and thinking of Paul Marchmont. I t was of
this man that he must demand an account of his wife. Nothing
that Olivia had told him had in any way lessened this determination. The Httle slipper found by the water's edge; the placard flapping on the moss-grown pillar at the entrance to the
park; the story of a possible suicide, or a more probable accident;—all these things were as nothing beside the young man's
suspicion of Paul Marchmont. He had pooh-poohed John's
dread of his kinsman as weak and unreasonable; and now, with
the same unreason, he was ready to condemn this man, whom
he had never seen, as a traitor and a plotter against his young
wife.
He lay tossing from side to side all that night, weak and
feverish, with great drops of cold perspiration rolling dowoi his
pale face, sometimes falling into a fitful sleep, In whose distorted
dreams Paul Marchmont was for ever present, now one man,
now another. There was no sense of fitness in these dreams;
for sometimes Edward Arundel and the artist were wrestling
together with newly-sharpened daggers in their eager hands,
each thirsting for the other's blood; and in the next moment
they were friends, and had been friendly—as it seemed—for
years.
The young man woke from one of these last dreams, with
words of good fellowship upon his lips, to find the morning light
gleaming through the narrow openings in the damask wdndowcurtains, and Mr. Morrison laying out his master's dressing
apparatus upon the carved oak toflette-table.
BDWAED AEUNDEL
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Captain A m n d e l dressed himself as fast as he could, writh the
assistaiieo of the valet, and then made his way down the Ijroad
staircase, with the help of his cane, upon which he had need to
lean pretty heavily, for he was as weak as a child.
" You had better give me the brandy-flask, Mondson," ho
said. " I am going out before breakfast. You may as well
come with me, by the l.iye; for I doubt if I could walk as far as
I want to go, without the help of your arm."
I n the hall Captain Arundel found one of the servants. The
western door was open, and the m a n was standing on the
threshold looking out a t the morning. The rain h a d ceased;
but the day did not yet promise to be very bright, for the
sun gleamed like a ball of burnished copper t h r o u g h a pale
November mist.
" Do you know if Mr. P a u l Marchmont has gone down to the
boat-house?" E d w a r d asked.
" Y e s , sir," the m a n answered; " I met him j u s t now in the
quadrangle. He'd been having a cup of coffee with my mistress."
Edward started. They were friends, then, P a u l Marchmont
and OHvia!—friends, b u t surely not allies! Whatever villany
tins man might be capable of committing, Olivia must a t least
be guiltless of any deliberate treachery P
Captain A m n d e l took his servant's arm and walked out Into
the quadrangle, and from the quadrangle to t h e low-lying
swamp, where the stunted trees looked grim and weird-like in
their leafless ugliness. Weak as the young m a n was, he walked
rapidly across the sloppy ground, which had been almost flooded
by continual rains. H e was borne u p by his fierce desire to be
face to face wdth P a u l Marchmont. H e dismissed Mr. Morrison
as soon as he was within sight of the boat-house, and went on
alone, leaning on his stick, and pausing now and t h e n to draw
breath, angry wdth himself for his weakness.
The boat-house, and the pavilion above it, had been patched
u p by some country workmen. A handful of plaster here and
there, a little new brickwork, and a mended window-frame bore
witness of this. The old-fashioned wooden shutters had been
repaired, and a good deal of the work which had been begun in
J o h n Marchmont's lifetune had now, in a certain rough manner,
been completed. The place had been rendered weather-tight
and habitable; the smoke creeping slowly upward from the ivycovered chimney, gave evidence of occujoation. Beyond this, a
large wooden shed, with a wide window fronting the north, had
been erected close against the boat-house. This rough shed
Edward Arundel at once understood to be the painting-room
which the artist had built for himself.
H e paused a moment outside the door of this shed. A man's
voice—a tenor voice, rather thin and metalHc in quality—was
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singing a scrap of Rossini upon the other side of the frafl woodwork.
Edward Arundel knocked wdth the handle of his stick upon
the door. The voice left off singing, to say " Come in."
The soldier opened the door, crossed the threshold, and stood
face to face with Paul Marchmont. The painter had dressed
himself for his work. His coat and waistcoat lay upon a chair
near the door. He had put on a paint-besmeared canvas jacket;
but some tincture of foppery exhibited itself in the black velvet
smoking-cap, which contrasted with the silvery whiteness of his
hair, as well as in the delicate curve of his amber moustache.
A moustache was not a very common adornment in the year
1848. I t was rather an eccentricity affected by artists, and permitted as the wdld caprice of irresponsible beings, not amenable
to the laws that govern rational and respectable people.
Edward Arundel sharply scrutiiflzed the face and figure of
the artist. He cast a rapid glance round the bare whitewashed
walls of the shed, trying to read even in those bare walls some
chance clue to the painter's character. But there was not much
to be gleaned from the detafls of that almost empty chamber.
A dismal, black-looting iron stove, wdth a crooked chimney,
stood in one corner. An easel occupied the centre of the room.
A sheet of tin, nailed upon a wooden shutter, swung backwards
and forwards against the northern window, blown to and fro
by the damp wind that crept in through the crevices in the
framework of the roughly-fashioned casement. A heap of canvases were pfled against the walls, and here and there a halffinished picture—a lurid Turneresque landscape; a black stormy
sky; or a rocky mountain-pass, dyed blood-red by the setting
siui—was propped up against the whitewashed background.
Scattered scraps of water-colour, crayon, old engravings,
sketches torn and tumbled, bits of rock-work and foliage, lay
littered about the floor; and on a paint-stained deal-table of the
roughest and plainest fashion were gathered the colour-tubes
and palettes, the brushes and sponges and dirty cloths, the
greasy and sticky tin-cans, which form the paraphernaHa of an
artist. Opposite the northern window was the moss-grown
stone staircase leading up to the pavilion over the boat-house.
Mr. Marchmont had built his painting-room against the side of
the paviHon, in such a manner as to shut in the staircase and
doorway which formed the only entrance to it. His excuse for
the awkwardness of this piece of architecture was the impossibility of otherwise getting the all-desirable northern light for
the illumination of lus rough studio.
This was the chamber in which Edward Arundel found the
man from whom he came to demand an account of his wdfe's
disappearance. The artist was evidently quite prepared to
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receive his visitor. Ho made no pretence of being taken off his
guard, as a meaner pretender might have done. One of Paul
Marchmont's theories was, that as it is only a fool who would
use brass where he could as easfly employ gold, so It Is only a
fool who tells a He when he can conveniently tell the tinith.
" Captain Arundel, I beHeve ? " he said, pushing a chair forward for his visitor. " I am sorry to say I recognize you by
your appearance of 111 health. Mrs. Marchmont told me you
wanted to see me. Does my meerschaum annoy you? I'll put
it out if it does. No? Then, if you'll aUow me, I'll go on
smoking. Some people say tobacco-smoke gives a tone to one's
pictures. If so, mine ought to be Rembrandts in depth of
colour."
Edward Arundel dropped into the chair that had been offered
to him. If he could by any possibiHty have rejected even this
amount of hospltahty from Paul Marchmont he woifld have
done so; but he was a great deal too weak to stand, and he
knew that his interview with the artist must be a long one.
"Mr. Marchmont," he said, "If my cousin OHvia told you
that you might expect to see me here to-day, she most Hkely
told you a great deal more. Did she tell you that I looked to
,,you to account to me for the disappearance of my wife?"
Paul Marchmont shrugged his shoulders, as who should say,
" This young man is an invaHd. I must not suffer myself to
be aggravated by his absurdity." Then taking his meerschaum
from his Hps, he set it down, and seated himself at a few paces
from Edward Arundel, on the lowest of the moss-grown steps
leading up to the pavilion.
"My dear Captain Amndel," he said, very gravely, "your
cousin did repeat to me a great deal of last night's conversation.
She told me that you had spoken of me with a degree of violence,
natural enough perhaps to a hot-tempered young soldier, but in
no manner justified by our relations. When you caU upon me
to account for the disappearance of Mary Marchmont, you act
about as rationaUy as if you declared me answerable for the
pulmonary complaint that carried away her father. If, on the
other hand, you caU upon me to assist you in the endeavour to
fathom the mystery of her disappearance, you will find me ready
and willing to aid you to the very uttermost. I t is to my
interest as much as to youi's that this mystery should be cleared
up."
" And In the meantime you take possession of this estate."
"No, Captain Amndel. The law would allow me to do so;
but I decHne to touch one farthing of the revenue which this
estate yields, or to commit one act of ownership, untfl the
mystery of Mary Marchmont's disappearance, or of her death,
is cleared up."

224

John Marchmonfs

Legacy.

"The mystery of her death?" said Edward Arundel; "you
believe, then, that she is dead ? "
" I anticipate nothing; I think nothing," answered the artist;
" I only wait. The mysteries of Hfe are so many and so incomprehensible,—the stories, which are every day to be read by any
man who takes the trouble to look through a newspaper, are so
strange, and savour so much of the improbabilities of a novelwriter's first wild fiction,—that I am ready to beHeve everything
and anything. Mary Marchmont struck me, from the first
moment in which I saw her, as sadly deficient in mental power.
Nothing she coifld do would astonish me. She may be hiding
herself away from us, prompted only by some eccentric fancy of
her own. She may have fallen into the power of designing
people. She may have purposely placed her slipper by the
water-side, in order to give the idea of an accident or a suicide;
or she may have dropped it there by chance, and walked barefoot to the nearest railway station. She acted unreasonably
before, when she ran away from Marchmont Towers; she may
have acted unreasonably again."
" You do not think, then, that she is dead P "
" I hesitate to form any opinion; I positively decHne to
express one."
Edward Arundel gnawed savagely at the ends of his moustache. The man's cool ImjoerturbabiHty, which had none of the
studied smoothness of hypocrisy, but which seemed rather the
jflain candour of a thorough man of the world, who had no wish
to pretend to any sentiment he did not feel, baffled and infuriated the passionate young soldier. Was it possible that this
man, who met him with such cool self-assertion, who in no
manner avoided any discussion of Mary Marchmont's disappearance,—was it possible that he could have had any treacherous
and guilty part in that calamity ? Olivia's manner looked like
guilt; but Paul Marchmont's seemed the personification of innocence. Not angry innocence. Indignant that its purity should
have been suspected; but the matter-of-fact commonplace innocence of a man of the world, who is a great deal too clever to
play any hazardous and vfllanous game.
" You can perhaj)s answer me this question, Mr. Marchmont,"
said Edward Arundel. " Why was my wife doubted when she
told the story of her marriage ? "
The artist smiled, and rising from his seat upon the stone
step, took a pocket-book from one of the pockets of the coat that
he had been wearing.
" I can answer that question," he said, selecting a paper from
amongst others in the pocket-book. "This will answer it."
He handed Edward Arundel the paper, which was a letter
folded lengthways, and endorsed, " From Mrs. Arundel, August
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31st." Witlun this letter was another paper, endorsed, " Copy
of letter to Mrs. Arundel, August 28th."
" You had better read the coj^y first," Mr. Marchmont said,
as Edward looked doubtfully at the inner paper.
The copy was very brief, and ran thus:
" Marchmont Towers, August 28,1848.
"MADAM,—I have been given to understand that your son.
Captain Arundel, within a fortnight of tlus sad accident, contracted a secret marriage with a young lady, whose name I, for
several reasons, prefer to withhold. If you can oblige me by informing me whether there is any foundation for this statement,
you will confer a very great favour upon
" Your obedient servant,
" P A U L MAECHMONT."

The answer to this letter, in the hand of Edward Arundel's
mother, was equaUy brief:
" Dangerfield Park, August 31,1848.
" SiE,—In reply to your inquiry, I beg to state that there can
be no foundation whatever for the report to which you allude.
My son is too honourable to contract a secret marriage; and
although his present unhappy state renders it impossible for me
to receive the assurance from his ovsoi lips, my confidence in his
high principles justifies me in contradicting any such report as
that which forms the subject of this letter.
" I am, sir,
"Yours obediently,
"LETITIA AEUNDEL."

The soldier stood, mute and confounded, with his mother's
letter in his hand. I t seemed as if every creature had been
against the helpless girl whom he had made his wife. Every
hand had been Hfted to drive her away from the house that was
her own; to drive her out upon the world of which she was
ignorant, a wanderer and an outcast; perhaps to drive her to a
cruel death.
" You can scarcely wonder If the receipt of that letter confirmed me in my previous belief that Mary Marchmont's story
of a marriage arose out of the weakness of a brain, never too
strong, and at that time very much enfeebled by the effect of a
fever."
Edward Arundel was sflent. He crushed his mother's letter
in his hand. Even his mqther—even his mother—that tender
and compassionate woman, whose protection he had so freely
promised, ten years before, in the lobby of Drury Lane, to John
Marchmont's motherless chfld,—even she, by some hideous
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fatality, had helped to bruig grief and shame upon the lonely
girl. All this story of the young wife's disappearance seemed
enveloped in a wretched obscurity, through whose thick darkness he could not penetrate. He felt himself encompassed by a
web of mystery, athwart which it was impossible to cut his way
to the truth. He asked question after question, and received
answers which seemed freely given ; but the story remained
as dark as ever. What did it all mean ? What was the clue
to the mystery? Was this man, Paul Marchmont,—busy
among his unfinished pictures, and bearing in liis every action,
in his every word, the stamp of an easy-going, free-spoken
soldier of fortune,—Hkely to have been guilty of any dark and
subtle villany against the missing girl p
The young man rose from his chair, and stood Irresolute,
brooding over these things.
" Come, Captain Arundel," cried Paul Marchmont, heartily,
" believe me, though I have not much superfluous sentimentality left in my composition after a pretty long encounter with
the world, still I can truly sympathize with your regret for this
poor silly child. I hope, for your sake, that she still lives, and
is foolishly hiding herself from us all. Perhaps, now you are
able to act in the business, there may be a better chance of
finding her. I am old enough to be your father, and am ready
to give you the help of any knowledge of the world which I may
have gathered in the experience of a Hfetime. Will you accept
my help ? "
Edward Arundel paused for a moment, with his head still
bent, and his eyes fixed upon the ground. Then suddenly lifting his head, he looked full into the artist's face as he answered
him.
" No !" he cried. "Your offer may be made in all good faith,
and if so, I thank you for It; but no one loves this missing girl
as I love her; no one has so good a right as I have to protect
aud shelter her. I will look for my wife, alone, unaided; except
by such help as I pray that God may give me."
CHAPTER X X I I I .
IN THE DAEK.
EDWAED AEUNDEL walked slowly back to the Towers, shaken in
body, perplexed in mind, baffled, disappointed, and most miserable ; the young husband, whose married life had been shut
within the compass of a brief honeymoon, went back to that
dark and gloomy mansion within whose encircling waUs Mary
had pined and despaired.
" W h y did she stop here?" he thought; "why didn't she
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come to me ? I thought her first Impulse would have brought
her to mc."
He groped his way wearily amidst the leafless wood, and
through the rotting vegetation decaying in oozy slime beneath
the naked trees. He groped his way towards the dismal eastern
front of the great stone dwelling-house, his face always turned
towards the blank windows, that stared down at him from the
discoloured walls.
" Oh, if they could speak !" he exclaimed, almost beside himself in his perplexity and desperation; " if they could speak!
If those cruel walls could find a voice, and tell me what my
darHng suffered within their shadow! If they could tell me why
she despaired, and ran away to hide herself from her husband
and protector! If they could speak ! "
He ground his teeth in a passion of sorrowful rage.
" I should gain as much by questioning yonder stone wall as
by talking to my cousin, OHvia Marchmont," he thought, presently. " W h y Is that woman so venomous a creature In her
hatred of my innocent wife P Why Is it that, whether I threaten,
or whether I appeal, I can gain nothing from her—nothing?
She baffles me, question her how I will. And Paul Marchmont again, what have I learned from him ? Am I a fool, that
people can prevaricate and He to me Hke this P Has my brain
no sense, and my arm no strength, that I cannot wring the
truth from the false throats of these wretches P "
He stopped, Irresolute, looking back at the boat-house, a black
spot far away down by the sedgy brink of the slow river, and
then again turning his face towards the monotonous lines of
windows iu the eastern frontage of Marchmont Towers.
" I let that man play wdth me to-day," he thought; "but our
reckoning is to come. We have not done with each other yet."
He walked on towards the low archway leading Into the
quadrangle.
The room which had been John Marchmont's study, and
which his widow had been wont to occupy since his death,
looked into this quadrangle. Edward Arundel saw his cousin's
dark head bending over a book, or a desk perhaps, behind the
window.
" Let her beware of me. If she has done any -wrong to my
wife," he thought. "To which of these people am I to look for
an account of my poor lost girl P To which of these two am I
to look ? Heaven guide me to find the guilty one; and Heaven"'
have mercy on that guilty creature when the hour of reckoning
comes; for I wiU have none !"
OHvia Marchmont, looking through the window, saw her
kinsman's face whfle this thought was in his mind. The expression which she saw there was so terrible, so merciless, so sublime
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in its grand and vengeful beauty, t h a t her own face blanched
even to paler hue t h a n t h a t which had lately become habitual
to It.
" A m I afraid of h i m ? " she thought, as she pressed her forehead against the cold glass. " A m I afraid of him P N o ; what
injury can he inflict .upon me worse t h a n t h a t which he has done
me from the very first P If he could drag me to a scaffold, and
dehver me with his own hands into the grasp of the hangman,
he would do me no deeper wrong t h a n he has done me from the
hour of my earHest remembrance of him. H e could inflict no
new pangs, no sharper tortures, t h a n I have been accustomed
to suffer at his hands. H e does not love me. H e has never
loved me. H e never will love me. That is my wrong; and it is
for t h a t I take my revenge ! "
She lifted her head, which h a d rested In a sullen attitude
against the glass, and looked at the soldier's figure slowly advancing towards the western side of the house.
Then, with a smile,—the same horrible smfle which Edward
Arundel had seen light u p her face on the previous night,—she
muttered between her set teeth,—
" Shall I be sorry because this vengeance has faUen across my
pathway ? Shall I repent, and t r y to undo what I have done ?
Shall I t h r u s t myself between others and Mr. Edward Arundel?
Shall I make myself the ally and champion of this gallant soldier, who seldom speaks to me except to insult and upbraid me P
Shall I take justice into my hands, and Interfere for my kinsman's benefit? N o ; he has chosen to threaten m e ; he has
chosen to beHeve vile things of me. Let him take care of himself"
Edward Arundel took no heed of the eyes t h a t watched him
with such a vengeful light in their fixed gaze.
" W h a t am I to do ? " he thought. " Shall I be for ever going
backwards and forwards between m y cousin Olivia and Paul
Marchmont; for ever questioning them, first one and then the
other, and never getting any nearer to the t r u t h ? "
H e asked himself this question, because the anguish and
anxiety which he had endured seemed to have magnified the
smallest events, and to have multiplied a hundredfold the lapse
of time. I t seemed as if he h a d already spent half a Hfetime
iu his search for J o h n Marchmont's lost daughter.
" 0 my friend, my friend ! " he thought, as some faint link of
association, some memory t h r u s t upon him by the aspect of the
place in which he was, brought back the simple-minded tutor
who h a d t a u g h t him mathematics eighteen years before,—" my
poor friend, if this girl had not been my love and my wife, surely
the memory of your t m s t in me would be enough to make me a
desperate and merciless avenger of her wrongs."
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He went into the hall, and from the hall to the tenantless
western dra^viug-rooln,—a dreary chamber, with its grim and
faded splendour, its stiff old-fashioned furniture; a chamber
wiuch, unadorned by the presence of youth and innocence, had
the aspect of Ijelonging to a day that was gone, and people that
were dead. So might have looked one of those sealed-up chambers in the buried cities of Italy, when the doors were opened,
and eager Hving eyes first looked in upon the habitations of the
dead.
Edward Arundel walked up and dowm the empty drawdngroom. There were the ivory chessmen that he had brought from
India, under a glass shade on an inlaid table in a window. How
often he and Mary had played in that very window! The young
man paced slowly backwards and forwards across the olclfashioned bordered carpet, trying to think what he should do.
He must form some plan of action in his own mind, he thought.
There was foul work somewhere, he most implicitly believed;
and it was for lum to discover the nature of the treachery and
the person of the traitor.
Paul Marchmont! Paul Marchmont!
His mind always traveUed back to this point. Paul Marchmont was Mary's natural enemy. Paul Marchmont was therefore surely the man to be suspected, the man to be found out
and defeated.
And yet, if there was any truth in appearances, it was Olivia
who was most inimical to the missing girl; it was Olivia wh'*m
Mary had feared; it was OHvia who had driven John Marchmont's orphan chfld from her home once, and who might, by
the same power to torture a weak and yielding nature, have so
banished her again.
Or these two, Paul and Olivia, might both hate the defenceless girl, and might have between them plotted a wrong agaiast
her.
"Who wfll tell me the truth about my lost darling? " cried
Edward Amndel. "Who will help me to look for my missing
love ? "
His lost darHng; his missing love. I t was thus that the
young man spoke of his wife. That dark thought which had
been suggested to him by the words of Olivia, by the mute evidence of the little bronze sHpper picked up near the river-brink,
had never taken root, or held even a temporary place in his
breast. He would not—nay more, he could not—think that his
wife was dead. In all his confused and miserable dreams that
dreary November night, no dream had ever showTi him that. No
imac^e of death had mingled itself with the distorted shadows
that had tonnented his sleep. No still white face had looked up
at him through a vefl of murky waters. No moaning sob of a
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rushing stream had mixed its dismal sound with the many
voices of his slumbers. No; he feared all manner of unknown
sorrows; he looked vaguely forward to a sea of difflculty, to be
waded across In bflndness and bewilderment before he could
clasp his rescued wife in his arms; but he never thought that
she was dead.
Presently the idea came to him that it was outside Marchmont Towers,—away, beyond the walls of this grim, enchanted
castle, where evil spirits seemed to hold possession,—that he
should seek for the clue to his wdfe's hiding-place.
" There is Hester, that girl who was fond of Mary," he
thought; " she may be able to tell me something, perhaps. I
will go to her."
He went out into the hall to look for his servant, the faithful
Morrison, who had been eating a very substantial breakfast with
the domestics of the Towers—" the sauce to meat" being a prolonged discussion of the facts connected wdth Mary Marchmont's
disappearance, and her relations with Edward Arundel—and
who came, radiant and greasy from the enjoyment of hot buttered cakes and Lincolnshire bacon, at the sound of his master's
voice.
" I want you to get me some vehicle, and a lad who will drive
me a few miles, Morrison," the young soldier said; " or you can
drive me yourself, perhaps ? "
" Certainly, Master Edward ; I have driven your pa often,
when we was travellin' together. I'll go and see if there's a
pheeaton or a shay that will suit you, sir; something that goes
easy on its springs."
" Get anything," muttered Captain Arundel, " so long as
you can get it without loss of time."
All fuss and anxiety upon the subject of his health worried
the young man. He felt his head dizzied wdth weakness and
excitement; his arm—that muscular right arm, which had done
him good service two years before in an encounter wdth a tigress
—was weaker than the jewelled-bound wrist of a woman. But
he chafed against anything like consideration of his weakness;
he rebelled against anytlung that seemed likely to hinder him
in that one object upon which all the powers of his mind were
bent.
While the faithful attendant to whom Mrs. Amndel had delegated the care of her son obeyed his master's behest, the
soldier stood in the stone hall, looking out at the dreary wintry
landscape, and pining to hurry away across the dismal swamps
to the village in which he hoped to hear tidings of her he sought.
He was still staring hopelessly at the dull morass and leaden
sky, when he heard a footstep behind him; and turning round
saw OHvia's confidential servant, Barbara Simmons, the woman
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who had watched by his wife's sick-bed,—the woman whom he
had compared to a ghoul.
She was walking slowly across the hall towards Olivia's
room, whither a bell had just summoned her. Mrs. Marchmont
had lately grown fretful and capricious, and did not care to be
waited upon by any one except this woman, who had known
her from her childhood, and was no stranger to her darkest moods,
Edward Arundel had determined to appeal to every living
creature who was likely to Imow anything of his wife's disappearance, and he snatched the first opportunity of questioning
this woman,
" Stop, Mrs. Simmons," he said, moving away from the window ; " I want to speak to you; I want to talk to you about my
wife."
The woman turned to him with a blank face, whose expressionless stare might mean either genuine surprise or an obstinate
determination not to understand anything that might be said
to her.
" Your wife, Captaia Arundel!" she said, in cold measured
tones, but with an accent of astonishment,
" Yes; my wife. Mary Marchmont, my lawfully-wedded wife.
Look here, woman," cried Edward Arundel; " if you cannot
accept the word of a soldier, and an honourable man, you can
perhaps beHeve the evidence of your eyes."
He took a morocco memorandum-book from his breast-pocket.
I t was fuU of letters, cards, bank-notes, and miscellaneous scraps
of paper, that had been carelessly stuffed into it, and amongst
them- Captain Amndel found the certificate of his marriage,
which he had put away at random upon his wedding morning,
and which had lain imheeded in his pocket-book ever since.
" Look here," he cried, spreading the document before the
waiting-woman's eyes, and pointing with a tremulous hand
to the Hues. " You beHeve that, I suppose P "
" Oh yes, sir," Barbara Simmons answered, after deliberately
reading the certificate. " I have no reason "to disbeheve it; no
wish to disbeheve It."
" N o ; I suppose not," muttered Edward Arundel, " unless
you too are leagued with Paul Marchmont."
The woman did not flinch at this hinted accusation, but answered the young man in that slow and emotionless manner
which no change of circumstance seemed to have power to alter.
" I am leagued with no one, sir," she said, coldly. " I serve
no one except my mistress, Miss OHvia—I mean Mrs. Marchmont."
The study bell rang for the second time while she was speaking.
" I must go to my mistress now, sir," she said. " You
heard her ringing for me."
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" Go, then, and let me see yoil as you come back. I tell you
I must and will siDcak to you. Everybody in this house tries to
avoid me. I t seems as if I was not to get a straight answer
from any one of you. But I will know all that is to be known
about my lost wife. Do you hear, woman ? I will know ! "
" I will come back to you directly, sir," Barbara Simmons
answered, quietly.
The leaden calmness of this woman's manner irritated Edward
Arundel beyond all power of expression. Before his cousin
Olivia's gloomy coldness he had been flung back upon himself
as before an iceberg; but every now and then some sudden glow
of fiery emotion had shot up amid that frigid mass, lurid and
blazing, and the iceberg had been transformed into an angry
and passionate woman, who might, in that moment of fierce
emotion, betray the dark secrets of her soul. But this woman's
manner presented a passive barrier, athwart which the young
soldier was as powerless to penetrate as he would have been to
walk through a block of solid stone.
Olivia was like some black and stony castle, whose barred
windows bade defiance to the besieger, but behind whose narrow
casements transient hashes of light gleamed fitfully upon the
watchers without, hinting at the mysteries that were hidden
within the citadel.
Barbara Simmons resembled a blank stone wall, giimly confronting the eager traveller, and giving no indication whatever
of the unknown country on the other side.
She came back almost immecHately, after being only a few
moments in Olivia's room,—certainly not long enough to consult with her mistress as to what she was to say or to leave unsaid,—and presented herself before Captain Arundel.
" I f you have any questions to ask, sir, about Miss Marchmont—about your wife—I shall be happy to answer them," she
said.
" I have a hundred questions to ask," exclaimed the young
man: "but first answer me this one plainly and truthfully—
where do you think my wife has gone ? What do you think has
become of her ? "
Barbara was silent for a few moments, and then answered,
very gravely,—
" I would rather not say what I think, sir."
"Why not?"
" Because I might say that which would make you unhappy."
" Can anything be more miserable to me than the prevarication which I meet with on every side ? " cried Edward Arundel.
" I f you or any one else will be straightforward with me—remembering that I come to this place like a man who has risen
from the grave, depending wholly on the word of others for the
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knowledge of that wluch is more vital to me than anything upon
tlus earth—that person will be the best friend I have found
since I rose from my sick-bed to come hither. You can have had
no motive—if you are not in Paul Marchmont's pay—for being
cruel to my poor girL TeU me the truth, then; speak, and
speak fearlessly."
" I have no reason to fear, sir," answered Barbara Simmons,
lifting her faded eyes to the young man's eager face, with a gaze
that seemed to say, " I have done no wi'ong, and I do not shrink
from justifying myself." " I have no reason to fear, sir; I was
piously brought up, and have done my best always to do my
duty in the state of life in which Providence has been pleased to
place me. I have not had a particularly happy Hfe, sir; for
thirty years ago I lost all that made me happy, in them that
loved me, and had a claim to love me. I have attached myself
to my mistress; but it Isn't for me to expect a lady like her
would stoop to make me more to her or nearer to her than I
have a right to be as a servant."
There was no accent of hypocrisy or cant in any one of these
dehberately-sjDoken words. I t seemed as if in this speech the
woman had told the history of her life; a brief, unvarnished
history of a barren Hfe, out of which all love and sunlight had
been early swept away, leaving behind a desolate blank, that
was not destined to be filled up by any affection from the young
mistress so long and patiently served.
" I am faithful to my mistress, sir," Barbara Simmons added,
jDresently; " and I try my best to do my duty to her. I owe no
duty to any one else."
'• You owe a duty to humanity," answered Edward Amndel.
" Woman, do you think duty is a thing to be measured by line
and rule ? Christ came to save the lost sheep of the children
of Israel; but was He less pitiful to the Canaanitish woman
when she canded her sorrows to His feet? You and your
mistress have made hard precepts for yourselves, and have tried
to Hve by them. You try to circumscribe the area of your
Christian charity, and to do good within given limits. The
traveller who fell among thieves would have died of his wounds,
for any help he might have had from you, if he had lain beyonel
3'our radius. Have you yet to learn that Christendom is cosmopolitan, fllimitable, inexhaustible, subject to no laws of time or
space ? The duty you owe to your mistress is a duty that she
buys and pays for—a matter of sordid barter, to be settled when
you take your wages; the duty you owe to every miserable
creature in your pathway Is a sacred debt, to be accounted for
to Cod."
As the young soldier spoke thus, carried away by his passionate agitatioUj suddenlv elooucnt bv reason of tho intensity
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of his feeHng, a change came over Barbara's face. There was
no very palpable evidence of emotion in that stoHd countenance;
but across the wooden blankness of the woman's face fUtted a
transient shadow, which was like the shadow of fear.
" I tried to do my duty to Miss Marchmont as well as to my
mistress," she said. " I waited on her faithfully while she was
ill. I sat up with her six nights miyiing; I didn't take my
clothes off for a week. There are folks in the house who can tell
you as much."
" God knows I am grateful to you, and will reward you for
any tenderness you may have shown my wife," the young man
answered, in a more subdued tone; "only, if you pity me, and
wish to lielp me, speak out, and speak plainly. "VVhat do you
think has become of my lost girl ? "
" I cannot tell you, sir. As God looks do\vn upon me and
judges me, I declare to you that I know no more than you know.
But I think
"
"You think w h a t ? "
" That you will never see Miss Marchmont again."
Edward Arundel started as violently as If, of aU sentences, this
was the last he had expected to hear pronounced. His sanguine
temperament, fresh in its vigorous and untainted youth, could
not grasp the thought of despair. He could be mad with passionate anger against the obstacles that separated him from his
wife; but he could not believe those obstacles to be insurmountable. He could not doubt the power of his own devotion and
courage to bring him back his lost love,
" Never—see her—again! "
He repeated these words as If they had belonged to a strange
language, and he were trying to make out their meaning.
" You think," he gasped hoarsely, after a long pause,—"you
think—that—she is—dead ? "
" I think that she went out of this house in a desperate state
of mind. She was seen—^not by me, for I should have thought
it my duty to stop her if I had seen her so—she was seen by
one of the servants crying and sobbing as if her heart was broken
when she went away upon that last afternoon."
" And she was never seen again P "
" Never by me."
" And—you—you think she went out of this house with the
intention of—of—destroying herself? "_
The words died away in a hoarse whisper, and It was only by
the motion of his white Hps that Barbara Simmons perceived
what the young man meant.
" I do, sir."
" Have you any—^particular reason for thinking so P "
" No reason beyond what I have told you, sir."
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Edward Arundel bent his head, and walked away to hide his
blanched face. He tried instinctively to conceal this mental
suffering, as he had sometimes hidden physical torture In an
Indian hospital, prompted by the involuntary impulse of a brave
man. But though the woman's words had come upon him Hko
a thunderbolt, he had no belief In the opinion they expressed.
No; his young spudt wrestled against and rejected the awful
conclusion. Other people might think what they chose; but
he knew better than they. His wife was not dead. His life
had been so smooth, so happy, so prosperous, so unclouded and
successful, that it was scarcely strange he should be sceptical of
calamity,—that his mind should be incapable of grasping the
idea of a catastrophe so terrible as Mary's suicide.
" She was entrusted to me by her father," he thought. " She
gave her faith to me before God's altar. She cannot have
perished body and soul; she cannot have gone down to destruction for want of my arm outstretched to save her, God is too
good to permit such misery."
The young soldier's piety was of the simplest and most unquestioning order, and Involved an imjDHcIt belief that a right
cause must always be ultimately victorious. With the same
bHnd faith in which he had often muttered a hurried prayer
before plunging in amidst the mad havoc of an Indian battlefield, confident that the justice of Heaven would never permit
heathenish Affghans to triumph over Christian British gentlemen, he now beHeved that in the darkest hour of Mary Marchmont's Hfe, God's arm had held her back from the dread horror
—the unatonable offence—of self-destruction.
" I thank you for having spoken frankly to me," he said to
Barbara Simmons; " I beHeve that you have spoken in good
faith. But I do not think my darling is for ever lost to me. I
anticipate trouble and anxiety, disappointment, defeat—for a
time,—for a long time, perhaps; but I know that I shall find
her in the end. The business of my Hfe henceforth will be to
look for her." .
Barbara's duU eyes held earnest watch upon the young man's
countenance as he spoke. Anxiety and even fear were m that
gaze, palpable to those who knew how to read the faint indications of the woman's stoHd face.
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brought a gig and pony to the western porch,
whfle Captain Arimdel was talking to ms cousin's servant, and
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presently the invaHd was being driven across the flat between
the Towers and the high-road to KemberHng.
Mary's old favourite, Farmer Pollard's daughter, came out of
a low rustic shop as the gig drew up .before her husband's
door. This good-natured, tender-hearted Hester, advanced to
matronly dignity under the name of Mrs. Jobson, carried a
baby in her arms, and wore a white dimity hood, that made
a i^enthouse over her simple rosy face. But at the sight of
Captain Arundel nearly all the rosy colour disappeared from
the countrywoman's plump cheeks, and she stared aghast at
the unlooked-for visitor, almost ready to believe that, if anything so substantial as a pony and gig could belong to the
spiritual world, it was the phantom only of the soldier that
she looked upon.
" Oh, sir!" she said; " oh. Captain Amndel, is it really you? "
Edward alighted before Hester could recover from the surprise occasioned by his appearance.
" Yes, Mrs. Jobson," he said. " May I come Into your house?
I wish to speak to you."
Hester curtseyed, and stood aside to allow her visitor to pass
her. Her manner was coldly respectful, and she looked at the
young officer with a grave reproachful face, which was strange to
him. She ushered her guest into a parlour at the back of the
shop; a prim apartment, sj)lendid with varnished mahogany,
shell-work boxes—bought during Hester's honeymoon-trip to
a Lincolnshire watering-place—and voluminous achievements in
the way of crotchet-work; a gorgeous and Sabbath-day chamber,
looking across a stand of geraniums into a garden that was orderly and trimly kept even in this dull November weather.
Mrs. Jobson drew forward an uneasy easy-chair, covered with
horsehair, and veiled by a crotchet-work representation of a
peacock embowered among roses. She offered this luxurious
seat to Captain Arundel, who, in his weakness, was well content
to sink down upon the slippery cushions.
" Hester, I have come here to ask you to help me in my
search for my wife," Edward Arundel said, in a scarcely audible
voice.
I t is not given to the bravest mind to be utterly independent and defiant of the body; and the soldier was beginning to
feel that he had very nearly run the length of his tether, and
must soon submit himself to be prostrated by sheer physical
weakness.
" Your wife !" cried Hester, eagerly. " Oh, sir, is that true ?"
" Is what true ? "
" That poor Miss Mary was your lawful wedded wife ? "
" She was," replied Edward Arundel, sternly, " my true and
lawful wife. What else should she have been, Mrs. Jobson? "

The Paragraph in the Newspaper,

237

The farmer's daughter burst into tears.
"Oh, sir," she said, sobbing as she spoke,—"oh, sir, the
things that was said against that poor dear in this place and
all about the Towers ! The things that was said! I t makes
my heart bleed to think of them; it makes my ^eart ready to
break when I think what my poor sweet young lady must have
suffered. And It set me against you, sir; and I thought you
was a bad aaid cruel-hearted man! "
" What did they say ? " cried Edward. " What did they dare
to say against her or against me ? "
" They said that you had enticed her away from her home,
sir, and that—that—there had been no marriage; and that you
had deluded that poor innocent dear to run away with you;
and that you had deserted her afterwards, arid the railway accident had come upon you as a punishment Hke; and that Mrs.
Marchmont had found poor Miss Mary all alone at a country
inn, and had brought her back to the Towers."
" But what if people did say this ? " exclaimed Captain
Amndel. "You could have contradicted their foul slanders;
you could have spoken in defence of my poor helpless girl."
" Me, sir!"
" Yes. You must have heard the trtith from my wife's own
Hps."
Hester Jobson burst into a new flood of tears as Edward
Amndel said this.
" Oh, no, sir," she sobbed; " that was the most cruel thing of
aU. I never could get to see Miss Mary; they wouldn't let me
see her."
" "Who wouldn't let you P "
" Mrs.- Marchmont and Mr. Paul Ma^rchmont. I was laid up,
sir, when the report first spread about that Miss Mary had
come home. Things was kept very secret, and it was said that
Mrs. Marchmont was dreadfully cut up by the disgrace that
had come upon her step-daughter. My baby was born about
that time, sir; but as soon as ever I could get about, I went up
to the Towers, in the hope of seeing my poor dear miss. But
Mrs. Simmons, Mrs. Marchmont's own maid, told me that Miss
Mary was fll, very ill, and that no one was allowed to see her
except those that waited upon her and that she was used to.
And I begged and prayed that I might be allowed to see her,
sir, with the tears in my eyes; for my heart bled for her, poor
darling dear, when I thought of the cruel things that was said
against her, and thought that, with all her riches and her learning, folks coifld dare to talk of her as they wouldn't dare talk of
a poor man's wife hke me. And I went again and again, sir;
but It was no good; and the last time I went, Mrs. Marchmont
came out into the haU to me, and told me that I was intrusive
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and impertinent, and that it was me, and such as me, as had
set all manner of scandal afloat about her step-daughter. But
I went again, sir, even after that; and I saw Mr. Paul Marchmont, and he was very kind to me, and frank and free-spoken,
•—almost Hke you, sir; and he told me that Mrs. Marchmont
was rather stern and unforgiving towards the poor young lady,
—he sj)oke very kind and pitiful of poor Miss Mary,—and that
he would stand my friend, and he'd contrive that I should see
my poor dear as soon as ever she picked up her spirits a bit, and
was more fit to see me; and I was to come again in a week's
time, he said."
" Well! and when you went
?"
"When I went, sir," sobbed the carpenter's wife, " i t was the
18th of October, and Miss Mary had run away upon the day
before, and everybody at the Towers was beuig sent right and
left to look for her. I saw Mrs. Marchmont for a minute that
afternoon; and she was as white as a sheet, and aU of a tremble
from head to foot, and she walked about the place as if she was
out of her mind Hke."
" Guilt," thought the young soldier; " guilt of some sort,
God only knows what the guilt has been ! "
He covered his face wdth his hands, and waited to hear what
more Hester Jobson had to teU him. There was no need of
questioning here—no reservation or prevarication. Tenderly
and regretfully as he himself could have spoken, the carpenter's
wife told him aU that she knew of the sad story of Mary's disappearance.
'• Nobody took much notice of me, sir, in the confusion of the
place," Mrs. Jobson continued: " and there Is a parlour-maid
at the Towers called Susan Rose, that had been a school-fellow
with me ten years before, and I got her to tell me all about it.
And she said that poor dear Miss Mary had been weak and ailing ever since she had recovered from the brain-fever, and that
she had shut herself up in her room, and had seen no one except
Mrs. Marchmont, and Mr. Paul, and Barbara Simmons; but on
the 17th Mrs. Marchmont sent for her, asking her to come to
her study. And the poor young lady went; and then Susan Rose
thinks that there was high words between Mrs. Marchmont and
her steiD-daughter; for as Susan was crossing the haU poor Miss
came out of the study, and she cried out, as she came into the
hall,' I can't bear it any longer. My Hfe is too miserable; my
fate is too wretched !' And then she ran up-stairs, and Susan
Rose followed her up to her room and Hstened outside the door;
and she heard the poor dear sobbing and crying out again and
again, ' Oh, papa, papa! If you knew what I suffer! Oh, papa,
papa, papa !'—so pitiful, that if Susan Rose had dared she would
have gone in to try and comfort her; but Miss Mary had always
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been very reserved to all the servants, and Susan didn't dare intrude upon her. I t was late that evening when my poor young
lady was missed, and the servants sent out to look for her."
" And you, Hester,—you knew my wife better than any of
these people,—where do you think she went P "
Hester Jobson looked piteously at the questioner.
" Oh, sir !" she cried; " oh. Captain Arundel, don't ask me;
pray, pray, don't ask me !"
" You think Hke these other people,—you think that she went
away to destroy herself ? "
" Oh, sir! what can I think—what can I think—except that ?
She was last seen down by the water-side, and one of her shoes
was picked up amongst the rushes; and for all there's been such
a search made after her, and a reward offered, and advertisements in the papers, and everything done that mortal could do
to find her, there's been no news of her, sir,—not a trace to tell
of her being ahve; not a creature to come forward and speak to
her being seen by them after that day. What can I think, sir
—what can I think, except
"
" Except that she threw herself into the river behind Marchmont Towers."
" I've tried to think different, sir; I've tried to hope I should
see that poor sweet lamb again ; but I can't, I can't. I've worn
mourning for these three last Sundays, sir; for I seemed to feel
as If it was a sin and a disrespectfulness towards her to wear
colours, and sit In the church where I have seen her so often,
looking so meek and beautiful, Sunday after Sunday."
Edward Arundel bowed his head upon his hands and wept
silently. This woman's behef in Mary's death afflicted him
more than he dared confess to himself. He had doubted OHvia
and Paxfl Marchmont, as enemies, who tried to force a false conviction upon him; but he could not doubt this honest creature,
who wept aloud over the memory of his wife's sorrows.
" The river was dragged for more than a week," he said, presently, " and my wife's body was never found."
Hester Jobson shook her head mournfully.
" That's a poor sign, sir," she answered ; " the river's full of
holes, I've heard say. My husband had a fellow-'prentlce who
drowned himself in that river seven years ago, and his body was
never foimd."
Edward Arundel rose and walked towards the door.
" I do not believe that my wife is dead," he cried. He held
out his hand to the carpenter's wife. " God bless you!" he
said. " I thank you from my heart for your tender feeling towards
my lost girl."
He went out to the gig, in which Mprrison waited for him,
rather tired of his mornina-'s work.
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" There is an inn a Httle way farther along the street, Morrison," Captain Arundel said. " I shaU stop there."
The man stared at his master.
" And not go back to Marchmont Towers, Mr. Edward?"
" No."
Edward Arundel had held Nature In abeyance for more than
four-and-twenty hours, and this outraged Nature now took her
revenge by flinging the young man prostrate upon his bed at the
simple KemberHng hostelry, and holding him prisoner there for
three dreary days; three miserable days, with long, dark. Interminable evenings, during which the invaHd had no better employment than to He brooding over his sorrows, while Mr.
Morrison read the "Times" newspaper in a monotonous and
droning voice, for his sick master's entertainment.
How that helpless and prostrate prisoner, bound hand and
foot in the stern grasp of retahative Nature, loathed the leading
articles, the foreign correspondence, in the leviathan journal!
pfow he sickened of the fiery Enghsh of Printing-House-square,
as expounded by Mr. Morrison! The sound of the valet's voice
was like the unbroken flow of a dull river. The great names
that surged up every now and then upon that sluggish tide of
oratory made no impression upon the sick man's mind. What
was it to him if the glory of England were in danger, the freedom of a mighty people wavering in the balance ? What was
it to him if famine-stricken Ireland were perishing, and the
far-away Indian possessions menaced by contumacious and
treacherous Sikhs P What was it to him if the heavens were
shrivelled like a blazing scroll, and the earth rcehng on its
shaken foundations P What had he to do with any catastrophe
except that which had fallen upon his innocent young wife ?
"Oh, my broken trust!" he muttered sometimes, to the alarm
of the confidential servant; " oh, my broken trust!"
But during the three days which Captain Arundel lay in the
best chamber at the Black Bull—the chief inn of KemberHng,
and a very splendid place of public entertainment long ago,
when all the northward-bound coaches had passed through that
quiet Lincolnshire vlUagc—he was not without a medical
attendant to give him some feeble help in the way of drugs and
doctor's stuff, in the battle which he was fighting with offended
Nature. I t is just possible that the help, however well intended,
may have gone rather to strengthen the hand of the enemy;
for in those days—the year '48 is very long ago when we take
the measure of time by science—country practitioners were
apt to place themselves upon the side of the disease rather than
of the patient, and to assist grim Death in his siege, by lending
the professional aid of purgatives and phlebotomy.
On this principle Mr. George Weston, the sureeon of Kem-
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berKng, and tho submissive and well-tutored husband of Paul
Marchmont's sister, would fain have set to work with the
prostrate soldier, on the plea that the patient's skin was hot
and dry, and his white Hps parched with fever. But Captaia
Arundel protested vehemently against any such treatment.
" You shaU not take an ounce of blood out of my veins," he
said, " or give me one drop of medicine that will weaken me.
What I want Is strength; strength to get up and leave this
intolerable room, and go about the business that I have to do.
As to fever," he added, scornfully, " as long as I have to He
here and am hindered from going about the business of my Hfe,
every drop of my blood wdll boil with a fever that all the drugs
in Apothecaries' Hall would have no power to subdue. Give me
something to strengthen me. Patch me up somehow or other,
Mr. Weston, if you can. But I warn you that, if you keep me
long here, I shall leave this place either a corpse or a madman."
The surgeon, diinking tea with his wife and brother-in-law,
half an hour afterwards, related the conversation that had taken
place between himself and his patient, breaking up his narrative
with a great many " I said "s and " said he "s, and with a good
deal of rambHng commentary upon the text.
Lavinia Weston looked at her brother while the surgeon told
his story.
" He is very desperate about his wife, then, this dashing
young captain P " Mr. Marchmont said, presently.
" Awful! " answered the surgeon. " I never saw anything
Hke it. Really it was enough to cut a man up to hear him go
on so. He asked me all sorts of questions about the time when
she was fll and I attended upon her, and what did she say to
me, and did she seem very unhappy, and all that sort of thing.
Upon my word, you know, Mr. Paul—of course I am very glad
to think of your coming into the fortune, and I'm very much
obhged to you for the kind promises you've made to me and
Lavinia; but I almost felt as if I could have wished the poor
young lady hadn't drowned herself."
Mrs. Weston shrugged her shoulders, and looked at her
brother.
" Imbecile!" she muttered.
She was accustomed to talk to her brother very freely in
rather school-girl French before her husband, to whom that
language was as the most recondite of tongues, and who heartfly
admired her for her superior knowledge.
He sat staring at her now, and eating bread-and-butter with
a simple rehsh, which in itself was enough to mark him out as
a man to be trampled upon.
On the fourth day after his interview with Hester, Edward
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Amndel was strong enough to leave his chamber at the Black
BuU.
" I shall go to London by to-night's mail, Morrison," he said
to lus servant; " but before I leave Lincolnshire, I must pay
another visit to Marchmont Towers. You can stop here, and
pack my portmanteau while I go."
A rumbHng old fly—looked upon as a splendid equipage by
the inhabitants of KemberHng—was furnished for Captain
Arundel's accommodation by the proprietor of the Black Bull;
and once more the soldier approached that Ill-omened dwelHngplace which had been the home of his wife.
He was ushered without any delay to the study In which
Olivia spent the greater part of her time.
The dusky afternoon was a,lready closing in. A low fire
burned In the old-fashioned grate, and lighted wax-candles
stood upon an open davenport, before which the widow sat
amid a confusion of torn papers, cast upon the ground about
her.
The ojjen drawers of the davenport, the littered scraps of
paper and loosely-tied documents, thrust, without any show of
order, into the different compartments of the desk, bore testimony to that state of mental distraction which had been common to Olivia Marchmont for some time past. She herself, the
gloomy tenant of the Towers, sat with her elbow resting on her
desk, looking hopelessly and absently at the confusion before her.
" I am very tired," she said, with a sigh, as she motioned her
cousin to a chair. " I have been trying to sort my papers, and
to look for bills that have to be paid, and receipts. They come
to me about everything. I am very tired."
Her manner was changed from that stern defiance •with
which she had last confronted her kinsman to an air of languor.
She rested her head on her hand, repeating in a low voice,—
" Yes, I am very tired."
Edward Arundel looked earnestly at her faded face—so faded
from that which he remembered it in its proud young beauty,
that, in spite of his doubt of this woman, he could scarcely
refrain from some touch of pity for her.
" You are ill, Olivia," he said.
" Yes, I am ill; I am worn out; I am tired of my life. Why
does not God have pity upon me, and take the bitter burden
away P I have carried it too long."
she said this not so much to her cousin as to herself. She
was like Job in his despair, and cried aloud to the Supreme
Himself in a gloomy protest against her anguish.
" Olivia," said Edward Arundel, very earnestly, " what is It
that makes you unhappy ? Is the burden that you carry a
burden on your conscience ? Is the black shadow upon your
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Ufe a gtulty secret? Is the cause of your unhappiness that
which I suspect it to be ? Is it that, in some hour of passion,
you consented to league yourself with Paul Marchmont against
my poor innocent girl ? For pity's sake, speak, and undo what
you have done. You cannot have been guilty of a crime.
There has been some foul play, some conspiracy, some supjsressioii; and my darling has been lured away by the machinations
of this man. But he could not have got her into his power
without your help. You hated her,—Heaven alone knows for
what reason,—and in an evil hour you helped him, and now
you are sorry for what you have done. But it is not too late,
OHvia; Olivia, it is surely not too late. Speak, speak, woman,
and undo what you have done. As you hope for mercy and
forgiveness from God, undo what you have done. I will exact
no atonement from you. Paul Marchmont, this smooth traitor,
this frank man of the world, who defied me wdth a smile,—he
only shaU be caUed upon to answer for the wrrong done against
my darHng. Speak, Olivia, for pity's sake! " cried the young
man, casting himself upon his knees at his cousin's feet.
"You are of my own blood; you must have some spark of
regard for me. Have compassion upon me, then, or have compassion upon your own guflty soul, which must perish everlastingly if you withhold the truth. Have pity, OHvia, and
speak!"
The widow had risen to her feet, recoIHng from the soldier as
he knelt before her, and looking at lum with an awful light in
the eyes that alone gave life to her corpse-like face.
Suddenly she flung her arms up above her head, stretching
her wasted hands towards the celHng.
^
" By the God who has renounced and abandoned me," she
cried, " I have no more knowledge than you have of Mary
Marchmont's fate! From the hour in which she left this house,
upon the 17th of October, until this present moment, I have
neither seen her nor heard of her. If I have lied to you,
Edward Amndel," she added, dropping her extended arms, and
turning quietly to her cousin,—" if I have lied to you in saying
this, may the tortures which I suffer be doubled to me,—if in
the infinite of suffering there is any anguish worse than that I
now endure!"
Edward Arundel paused for a little while, brooding over this
strange reply to his appeal. Could he disbelieve his cousin ?
It is common to some people to make forcible and imiDious
asseverations of an untruth, shamelessly, in the very face of an
insulted Heaven. But OHvia Marchmont was a woman who,
in the very darkest hour of her despair, knew no wavering from
her faith in the God she had offended.
" I cannot refuse to beheve you, Olivia," Captain Arundel
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said, presently. " I do believe in your solemn protestations,
and I no longer look for helja from you in my search for my lost
love. I absolve you from all suspicion of being aware of her
fate after she left this house. B u t so long as she remained
beneath this roof she was In your care, and I hold you responsible for the ills t h a t may have then befallen her. You, OHvia,
must have had some hand in driving t h a t unhappy girl away
from her home."
The widow h a d resumed her seat by t h e open davenport.
She sat with her head bent, her brows contracted, her mouth
fixed and rigid, her left hand trifflng absently with the scattered
papers before her,
" You accused me of this once before, when Mary Marchmont
left this house," she said, suUenly.
" A n d you were guilty then," answered Edward.
" I cannot hold myself answerable for the actions of others.
Mary Marchmont left this time, as she left before, of her own
free wdU."
" Driven away by your cruel words."
" She must have been very weak," answered OHvia, with a
sneer, " I f a few harsh words were enough to drive her away
from her own house."
" Y o u deny, then, t h a t you were gnilty of causing this poor
deluded child's flight from this house? "
Olivia Marchmont sat for some moments in moody silence;
t h e n suddenly raising her head, she looked her cousin full in the
face.
" I do," she exclaimed; " if any one except herself is guflty of
an act which was her own, I am not t h a t person."
" I understand," said Edward Arundel; " i t was P a u l Marchmont's hand t h a t drove her out upon the dreary world. I t was
P a u l Marchmont's brain t h a t plotted against her. You were
only a minor instrument, a willing tool, in the hands of a subtle
villain. B u t he shall answer; he shall answer!"
The soldier spoke the last words between his clenched teeth.
Then with his chin upon his breast, he sat thinking over what
he had j u s t heard.
" H o w was I t ? " he muttered; " h o w was i t ? H e is too consummate a vfllain to use violence. His manner the other
morning told me t h a t the law was on bis side. H e h a d done
nothing to p u t himself Into my power, and he defied me. How
was it, t h e n ? By what means did he drive m y darhng to her
despairing f h g h t ? "
A s Captain Arundel sat thinking of these things, his cousin's
idle fingers still trifled with the papers on the desk; while, with
her chin resting on her other hand, and her eyes fixed upon the
wall before her, she stared absently at the reflection of the flame
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of the candle on the polished oaken panel. Her idle fingers,
foUowing no design, strayed here and there among the scattered
papers, until a few that lay nearest the edge of the desk sHd off
the smooth morocco, and fluttered to the ground.
Edward Arundel, as absent-minded as his cousin, stooped
involuntarily to pick up the papers. The uppermost of those
that had fallen was a slip cut from a country newspaper, to
which was pinned an open letter, a few lines only. The paragraph in the newspaper slip was marked by double ink-lines,
drawn round it by a neat penman. Again, almost Involuntarily,
Edward Arundel looked at this marked paragraph. I t was very
brief:
" We regret to be called upon to state that another of the
sufferers in the accident which occurred last August on the
South-Western Railway has expired from Injuries received upon
that occasion. Captam Arundel, of the H.E.I.C.S., died on
Friday night at Dangerfield Park, Devon, the seat of his elder
brother."
The letter was almost as brief as the paragraph:
"KemberHng, October 17th.
" MY DEAE MES. MAECHMONT,—The enclosed has just come to
hand. Let us hope it is not true. But, in case of the worst, it
should be shown to Miss Marchmont immediately. Better that
she shotfld hear the news from you than from a stranger.
" Yours sincerely,
" P A U L MAECHMONT."

" I understand everything now," said Edward Arundel, laying
these two papers before his cousin; " it was with this printed
He that you and Paul Marchmont drove my wife to despair—
perhaps to death. My darling, my darHng! " cried the young
man, in a burst of uncontrollable agony, " I refused to believe
that you were dead; I refused to beHeve that you were lost to
me. I can beHeve it now; I can believe it now,"
CHAPTER XXV.
EDWAED A E U N D E L ' S

DESPAIE.

YES ; Edward Amndel could beHeve the worst now. He could
beHeve now that his young wife, on hearing tidings of his death,
had rushed madly to her own destruction; too desolate, too
utterly unfriended and miserable, to Hve under the burden of
her sorrows.
Mary had talked to her husband In the happy, loving confidence of her bright honeymoon; she had talked to him of her
father's death, and the horrible grief she had felt; the heartB
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sickness, the eager yearning to be carried to the same grave, to
rest in the same silent sleep.
" I think I tried to throw myself from the window upon the
night before papa's funeral," she had said; " but I fainted away.
I know it was very wicked of me. But I was mad. My wretchedness had driven me mad."
He remembered this. Might not this girl, this helpless child,
in the first desperation of her grief, have hurried down to that
dismal river, to hide her sorrows for ever under its slow and
murky tide.
Henceforward it was wdth a new feeling that Edward Amndel
looked for his missing wife. The young and hopeful spirit which
had wrestled against conviction, which had stubbornly preserved
its own sanguine fancies against the gloomy forebodings of
others, had broken down before the evidence of that false paragraph in the country newspaper. That paragraph was the key
to the sad mystery of Mary Arundel's disappearance.
I t was with altered feelings, therefore, that Edward went
forth to look for her. He was no longer passionate and impatient, for he no longer beHeved that his young wife Hved to
yearn for his coming, and to suffer for the want of his protection; he no longer thought of her as a lonely and helpless
wanderer driven from her rightful home, and in her chfldlsh
ignorance straying farther and farther away from him who had
the right to succour and to comfort her. No; he thought of
her now wdth sullen despair at his heart; he thought of her with
a bitter and agonizing regret, which we only feel for the dead.
But this grief was not the only feeling that held possession of
the young soldier's breast. Stronger even than his sorrow was
his eager yearning for vengeance, his savage desire for retahation,
" I look upon Paul Marchmont as the murderer of my wife,"
he said to Olivia, on that November evening on which he saw
the paragraph in the newspaper; I look upon that man as the
deliberate destroyer of a helpless girl; and he shaU answer to
me for her Hfe. He shall answer to me for every pang she suffered, for every tear she shed. God have mercy upon her poor
erring soul, and help me to my vengeance upon her destroyer!"
He Hfted his eyes to heaven as he spoke, and a solemn shadow overspread his pale face, Hke a dark cloud upon a winter
landscape.
Captain Arundel went back to London, and betook himself
forthwith to the office of Messrs. Paulette, Paulette, and Mathewson. He had the Idea, common to many of his class, that
aU lawyers, whatever claims they may have to respectability,
are in a manner jDast-masters in every vfllanous art; and, as
such, the proper people to deal with a vfllain.

Edward Arundel's

Despair,

247

"Richard Paulette will be able to help me," thought tho
voung man; " Richard Paulette saw through Paul Marchmont,
1 dare say,"
But Richard Paulette had very little to say about the matter.
He had known Edward Arundel's father, and he had known the
young soldier from his early boyhood, and he seemed deeply
grieved to witness his client's distress; but he had nothing to
say against Paul Marchmont.
" I cannot see what right you have to suspect Mr. Marchmont of any guflty share in your wife's disappearance," he said.
" Do not think I defend him because he is our client. You
know that we are honest enough to refuse the business of any
man whom we thought a vfllain. When I was in Lincolnshire,
]\Ii-. Marchmont did everything that a man could do to testify
his anxiety to find his cousin."
"Oh, yes," Edward Arundel answered, bitterly; " t h a t Is
only consistent with the man's diabolical artifice; that was a
part of his scheme. He wished to testify that anxiety, and he
wanted you as a witness to his conscientious search after my—
poor—lost girl." His voice and manner changed for a moment
as he spoke of Mary.
Richard Paulette shook his head.
" Prejudice, prejudice, my dear Amndel," he said; " this Is
all prejudice upon your part, I assure you. Mr, Marchmont
behaved with perfect honesty and candour. ' I won't teU you
that I'm sorry to inherit this fortune,' he said, ' because If I did
you wouldn't beHeve me—what man in his senses could beHeve
that a poor devil of a landscape painter would regret coming
into eleven thousand a year P—but I am very sorry for this poor
Httle girl's unhappy fate.' And I believe," added Mr. Paulette,
decisively, " that the man was heartily sorry."
Edward Arundel groaned aloud.
" O God! this is too terrible," he muttered. "Everybody
wiU beHeve in this man rather than In me. How am I to be
avenged upon the wretch who caused my darhng's death?"
He talked for a long time to the lawyer, but with no result.
Richard Paulette considered the young man's hatred of Paul
Marchmont only a natural consequence of his grief for Mary's
death.
" I can't wonder that you are prejudiced against Mr. Marchmont," he said; "it's natural; It's only natural; but, beHeve
me, you are wrong. Nothing could be more straightforward,
and even deHcate, than his conduct. He refuses to take possession of the estate, or to touch a farthing of the rents. ' No,'
he said, when I suggested to him that he had a right to enter
in possession,—'no; we wfll not shut the door against hope.
My cousin maybe hidinsr herself RnmPwVior-o. gjjg may return
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by-and-by. Let us wait a year. If, at the end of that time,
she does not return, and if in the interim we receive no tidings
from her, no evidence of her existence, we may reasonably conclude that she is dead; and I may fairly consider myself the
rightful owner of Marchmont Towers. In the meantime, you
will act as if you were still Mary Marchmont's agent, holding
all moneys as in trust for her, but to be delivered up to me at
the expiration of a year from the day on which she disappeared.'
I do not think anything could be more straightforward than
that," added Richard Paulette, in conclusion.
" No," Edward answered, with a sigh; " it seems very straightforward. But the man who could strike at a helpless girl by
means of a lying paragraph in a newspaper
"
" Mr. Marchmont may have believed in that paragraph."
Edward Arundel rose, with a gesture of Impatience.
" I came to you for help, Mr. Paulette," he said; "but I see
you don't mean to help me. Good day!"
He left the office before the lawyer could remonstrate with
him. He walked away, with passionate anger agaiast all the
world raging in his breast.
" Why, what a smooth-spoken, false-tongued world it i s ! "
he thought. " Let a man succeed In the vilest scheme, and no
living creature wifl care to ask by what foul means he may have
won his success. What weapons can I use against this Paul
Marchmont, who twists truth and honesty to his own ends, and
masks his basest treachery under an appearance of candour ?"
From Lincoln's Inn Fields Captain Arundel drove over Waterloo Bridge to Oakley-street.
He went to Mrs. Pimpernel's
establishment, without any hope of the glad surprise that had
met him there a few months before. He believed impHcitly that
his wife was dead, and wherever he went in search of her he
went in utter hopelessness, only prompted by the desire to leave
no part of his duty undone.
The honest-hearted dealer in cast-off apparel wept bitterly
when she heard how sadly the Captain's honeymoon had ended.
She would have been content to detain the young soldier all day,
while she bemoaned the misfortunes that had come upon him;
and now, for the first time, Edward heard of dismal forebodings,
and horrible dreams, and unaccountable presentiments of evil,
with which this honest woman had been afiHcted on and before
his wedding-day, and of which she had made special mention at
the time to divers friends and acquaintances.
" I shall never forget how shivery-Hke I felt as the cab drove
off, with that poor dear a-lookin' and smilin' at me out of the
winder. I says to Mrs. Poison, as her husband is in the shoemakin' line, two doors farther down,—I says, ' I do hope Capting Harungdell's lady will get safe to the end of her journey.'
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I felt the cold shivers a-creepin' up my back just azackly Hke I
did a fortnight before my jioor Jane died, and I couldn't get it
off my mind as somethink was goin' to happen."
From London Caj^tain Arundel went to Winchester, much
to the disgust of his valet, who was accustomed to a luxuriously
idle Hfe at Dangerfield Park, and who did not by any means
rehsh this desifltory wandering from place to place. Perhaps
there was some faint ray of hope in the young man's mind as he
di-ew near to that Httle vUlage Inn beneath whose shelter he had
been so happy with his childish bride. If she had not committed
suicide; If she had indeed wandered away, to try and bear her
sorrows In gentle Christian resignation; if she had sought some
retreat where she might be safe from her tormentors,—would
not every instinct of her loving heart have led her here ?—here,
amid these low meadows and winding streams, guarded and
surrounded by the pleasant shelter of grassy hill-tops crowned
by waving trees P—here, where she had been so happy with the
husband of her choice P
But, alas! that newly-bom hope, which had made the soldier's
heart beat and his cheek flush, was as delusive as many other
hopes that lure men and women onward in their weary wanderings upon this earth. The landlord of the White Hart Inn
answered Edward Arundel's question with stolid indifference.
N o ; the young lady had gone away with her ma, and a
gentleman who came with her ma. She had cried a deal, poor
thing, and had seemed very much cut up. (It was from the chamber-maid Edward heard this.) But her ma and the gentleman
had seemed in a great hurry to take her away. The gentleman
said that a village inn wasn't the place for her, and he said he
was very much shocked to find her there; and he had a fly got
ready, and took the two ladies away in It to the George, at
Wincliester, and they were to go from there to London; and
the young lady was crying when she went away, and was as
white as a sheet of paper, poor dear.
This was aU that Captain Arundel gained by his journey to
IiliUdale. He went across country to the farming people near
Reading, his wife's poor relations. But they had heard nothing
of her. They had wondered, indeed, at having no letters from
her, for she had been very kind to them. They were terribly
distressed when they were told of her disappearance.
This was the forlorn hope. I t was all over now. Edward
Arundel could no longer struggle against the cruel truth. He
could do nothing now but avenge his wife's sorrows. He went
down to Devonshire, saw his mother, and told her the sad story
of Mary's flight. But he could not rest at Dangerfield, though
Mrs. Arundel implored him to stay long enough to recruit his
shattered health. He hurried back to London, made arrange-
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ments with his agent for being bought out of his regiment by
his brother officers, and then, turning his back upon the career
that had been far dearer to him than his Hfe, he went down to
Lincolnshire once more, in the dreary winter weather, to watch
and wait patiently, if need were, for the day of retribution.
There was a detached cottage, a lonely place enough, between
KemberHng and Marchmont Towers, that had been tenantless
for a long time, being very much out of repair, and by no means
Inviting in appearance. Edward Amndel took this cottage.
All necessary repairs and alterations were executed under the
direction of Mr. Morrison, who was to remain permanently in
the young man's service. Captain Amndel had a couple of
horses brought down to his new stable, and hired a country lad,
who was to act as groom under the eye of the factotum. Mr.
Morrison and this lad, with one female servant, formed Edward's
establishment.
Paul Marchmont Hfted his auburn eyebrows when he heard
of the new tenant of Kemberhng Retreat. The lonely cottage
had been christened KemberHng Retreat by a sentimental
tenant; who had ultimately levanted, leaving his rent three
quarters In arrear. The artist exhibited a gentlemanly surprise
at this new vagary of Edward Arundel's, and pubHcly expressed
his ]yitj for the foolish young man.
" I am so sorry that the poor fellow should sacrifice himself
to a romantic grief for my unfortunate cousin," Mr. Marchmont said, in the parlour of the Black Bull, where he condescended to drop in now and then with his brother-in-law, and to
make himself popular amongst the magnates of KemberHng,
and the tenant-farmers, who looked to him as their future, if
not their actual, landlord. " I am really sorry for the poor lad.
He's a fine, high-spirited fellow, and I'm sorry he's been so
weak as to ruin his prospects in the Company's service. Yes;
I'm heartily sorry for him."
Mr. Marchmont discussed the matter very Hghtly in the
parlour of the Black Bull, but he kept silence as he ^v^alked
home with the surgeon: and Mr. George Weston, looking
askance at his brother-in-law's face, saw that something was
wrong, and thought it advisable to hold his peace.
Paul Marchmont sat up late that night talking to Lavinia
after the surgeon had gone to bed. The brother and sister
conversed In subdued murmurs as they stood close together
before the expiring fire, and the faces of both were very grave,
indeed, almost apprehensive.
" He must be tendbly in earnest," Paul Marchmont said, " or
he would never have sacrificed his position. He has planted
himself here 'with a deteimiaatlon of watching ns. We shall
have to be very careful."
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I t was early in the new year that Edward Arundel completed
aU his arrangements, and took possession of KemberHng Retreat. He knew that, in retiring from the East India Company's
service, he had sacrificed the prospect of a brilliant career, under
some of the finest soldiers who ever fought for their country.
He had made this sacrifice willingly—as an offering to the
memory of his lost love; as an atonement for his broken tmst.
For it was one of his most bitter miseries to remember that his
own want of f)rudence had been the first cause of all Mary's
sorrows. Had he confided in his mother,—had he Induced her
to return from Germany to be present at his marriage, and to
accept the orphan girl as a daughter,—Mary need never again
have fallen into the power of Olivia Marchmont. His own
imprudence, his own rashness, had flung this poor child, helpless and friendless, into the hands of the very man against
whom John Marchmont had written a solemn warning,—a
warning that it should have been Edward's duty to remember.
But who could have calculated upon the railway accident; who
could have foreseen a separation in the first blush of the honeymoon? Edward Arundel had trusted In his own power to
protect his bride from every ill that might assail her. In the
pride of his youth and strength he had forgotten that he was
not immortal, and the last idea that could have entered his
mind was the thought that he should be stricken down by a
sudden calamity, and rendered even more helpless than the girl
he had sworn to shield and succour.
The bleak winter crept slowly past, and the shrfll March
winds were loud amidst the leafless trees in the wood behind
Marchmont Towers. This wood was open to any foot-passenger
who might choose to wander that way; and Edward Arundel
often walked upon the bank of the slow river, and past the
boat-house, beneath whose shadow he had wooed his young
wife in the bright summer that was gone. The place had
a mournful attraction for the young man, by reason of the
memory of the past, and a different and far keener fascination
in the fact of Paul Marchmont's frequent occupation of his
roughly-buflt painting-room.
In a purposeless and unsettled frame of mind, Edward
Amndel kept watch upon the man he hated, scarcely knowing
why he watched, or for what he hoped, but wdth a vague belief
that something would be discovered; that some accident might
come to pass which woidd enable him to say to Paul Marchmont,—•
" I t was by your treachery my wife perished; and it is you
who must answer to me for her death."
Edward Arundel had seen nothing of his cousin Olivia during
that dismal winter. He had held himself aloof from the Towers,
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—that is to say, he had never presented himself there as a
guest, though he had been often on horseback and on foot in
the wood by the river. He had not seen OHvia, but he had
heard of her through his valet, Mr. Morrison, who iasisted on
repeating the gossip of Kemberhng for the benefit of his listless
and indifferent master.
" They do say as Paul Marchmont is going to marry Mrs.
John Marchmont, sir," Mr. Morrison said, dehghted at the
importance of his Information. " They say as Mr. Paul is
always up at the Towers visitin' Mrs. John, and that she takes
his advice about everything as she does, and that she's quite
wrapped up in him Hke."
Edward Amndel looked at his attendant with unmitigated
surprise.
" My cousin OHvia marry Paul Marchmont!" he exclaimed.
" You should be wiser than to listen to such fooHsh gossip,
Morrison. You know what country people are, and you know
they can't keep their tongues quiet."
Mr. Morrison took this reproach as a compHment to his
superior intelligence.
" I t ain't oftentimes as I Hstens to their talk, sir," he said;
" but if I've heard this said once, I've heard it twenty times;
and I've heard it at the Black Bull, too, Mr. Edward, where Mr.
Marchmont iveguents sometimes with his sister's husband; and
the landlord told me as it had been spoken of once before his
face, and he didn't deny It."
Edward Arundel pondered gravely over this gossip of the
KemberHng people. I t was not so very improbable, perhaps,
after all. Olivia only held Marchmont Towers on sufferance.
I t might be that, rather than be turned out of her stately home,
she would accept the hand of its rightful owner. She would
marry Paul Marchmont, perhaps, as she had married his
cousin,—for the sake of a fortune and a position. She had
grudged Mary her wealth, and now she sought to become a
sharer in that wealth.
" Oh, the viUany, the vfllany !" cried the soldier. " I t is all
one base fabric of treachery and wrong. A marriage between
these two will be only a part of the scheme. Between them they
have driven my darling to her death, and they will now divide
the profits of theu' guilty work."
The young man determiaed to discover whether there had
been any foundation for the KemberHng gossip. He had not
seen his cousin siace the day of his discovery of the paragraph
in the newspaper, and he went forthwith to the Towers, bent
on asking OHvia the straight question as to the truth of the
reports that had reached his ears.
He walked over to the dreary mansion. He had regained his
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strength by this time, and he had recovered his good looks; but
something of the brightness of his youth was gone; something
of the golden glory of his beauty had faded. He was no longer
the young Apollo, fresh and radiant with the divinity of the
skies. He had suffered; and suffering had left its traces on his
countenance. That smiHng hopefulness, that supreme confidence in a bright future, which is the virginity of beauty, had
perished beneath the withering influence of affliction.
Mrs. Marchmont was not to be seen at the Towers. She had
gone down to the boat-house with Mr, Paul Marchmont and
Mrs. Weston, the servant said.
" I wiU see them together," Edward Amndel thought. " I
wiU see if my cousin dares to teU me that she means to marry
this man."
He walked through the wood to the lonely building by the
river. The March winds were blowing among the leafless trees,
ruffling the black pools of water that the rain had left In every
hoUow.
Edward Arundel knocked at the door of the wooden edifice
erected by his foe. He scarcely waited for the answer to his
summons, but Hfted the latch, and walked across the threshold,
uninvited, unwelcome.
There were four people in the painting-room. Two or three
seemed to have been talking together when Edward knocked at
the door; but the speakers had stopped simultaneously and
abruptly, and there was a dead silence when he entered.
OHvia Marchmont was standing under the broad northern
window; the artist was sitting upon one of the steps leading
up to the paviHon; and a few paces from him, in an old canechair, near the easel, sat George Weston, the surgeon, with his
wife leaning over the back of the chair. I t was at this man
that Edward Arundel looked longest, riveted by the strange
expression of his face. The traces of intense agitation have a
pecuHar force when seen in a usually stolid countenance. Your
mobfle faces are apt to give an exaggerated record of emotion.
We grow accustomed to their changeful expression, their vivid
betrayal of every passing sensation. But this man's was one
of those faces which are only changed from their apathetic
stillness by some moral earthquake, whose shock arouses the
most impenetrable dullard from his stupid imperturbability.
Such a shock had lately affected George Weston. His face was
as white as death; a slow trembHng shook his ponderous
frame; one of his big fat hands held a handkerchief, with which
he tremiflously wiped the perspiration from his bald forehead.
His wife bent over him, and whispered a few words in his ear;
but he shook his head with a piteous gesture, as if to testify his
inabflity to comprehend her. I t was impossible for a man to
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betray more obrious signs of violent agitation than this man
betrayed.
" It's no use, Lavinia," he muttered, hopelessly, as his wife
whispered to him for the second time; " It's no use, my dear; 1
can't get over It."
Mrs. Weston cast one rapid, half-despairing, half-appealing
glance at her brother, and in the next moment recovered herself, by an effort only such as great women, or wicked women,
are capable of.
" oh, you men!" she cried. In her liveliest voice; " oh, you
men! What big silly babies, what nervous creatures, you are !
Come, George, I won't have you giving way to this fooHsh
nonsense, just because an extra glass or so of Mrs. Marchmont's
very fine old port has happened to disagree with you. You
must not think we are a drunkard, Mr. Amndel," added the
lady, turning playfully to Edward, and patting her husband's
clumsy shoulder as she spoke; " we are only a poor village
surgeon, with a limited income, and a very weak head, and quite
unaccustomed to old light port. Come, Mr. George Weston,
walk out Into the open air, sir, and let us see If the March wind
wifl bring you back yom- senses."
And without another word Lavinia Weston hustled her husband, who walked Hke a man in a dream, out of the paintingroom, and closed the door behind her.
Paul Marchmont laughed as the door shut upon his brotherin-law.
" Poor George ! " he said, carelessly; " I thought he helped
himself to the port a little too liberally. He never could stand
a glass of wine; and he's the most stupid creature when he is
drunk."
Excellent as all this by-play was, Edward Arundel was not
deceived by it.
"The man was not drunk," he thought; "he was frightened.
What could have happened to throw him into that state?
What mystery are these people hiding amongst themselves; and
what should he have to do with it ? "
" Good evening. Captain Amndel," Paul Marchmont said.
" I congratulate you on the change in your appearance since
you were last in this place. You seem to have quite recovered
the effects of that terrible raflway accident."
Edward Amndel drew himself up stiffly as the artist spoke
to him.
"We cannot meet except as enemies, Mr. Marchmont," he
said. " My cousin has no doubt told you what I said of you
when I discovered the lying paragraph which you caused to be
shown to my wife."
" I only did what any one else would have done under the
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circumstances," Paul Marchmont answered, quietly. " I was
deceived by a penny-a-liner's false report. How should I know
the effect that report would have upon my unhappy cousin ? "
" I cannot discuss tins matter with you," cried Edward
Arundel, his voice tremulous with passion; I am almost mad
when I think of it. I am not safe; I dare not trust myself.
I look upon you as the dehberate assassin of a helpless girl;
but so skilful an assassin, that nothing less than the vengeance
of God can touch you. I cry aloud to Him night and day. In
the hope that He will hear me and avenge my wife's death. I
cannot look to any earthly law for help: but I trust in God; I
put my tmst in God."
There are very few positive and consistent atheists in this
world. Mr. Paul Marchmont was a philosopher of the infidel
school, a student of Voltaire and the brotherhood of the Encyclopedia, and a beUever In those Hberal days before the Reign of
Terror, when Frenchmen, In coffee-houses, discussed the Supreme
under the sobriquet of Mens. I'Etre; but he grew a little paler
as Edward Amndel, with kindUng eyes and upHfted hand,
declared his faith in a Divine Avenger.
The sceptical artist may have thought—
" What If there should be some reahty in the creed so many
weak fools confide in? What if there is a God who cannot
abide inquiry P "
" I came here to look for you, OHvia," Edward Arundel said,
presently. " I t was to ask you a question. WiU you come into
the wood with me P "
" Yes, if you wish It," Mrs. Marchmont answered, quietly.
The cousins went out of the painting-room together, leaving
Paul Marchmont alone. They walked on for a few yards in
sflence.
" "What is the question you came here to ask me P " OHvia
asked, abruptly.
"The KemberHng people have raised a report about you
which I should fancy would be scarcely agreeable to yourself,"
answered Edward. "You would hardly wish to benefit by
Mary's death, would you, Olivia? "
He looked at her searchingly as he spoke. Her face was at
aU times so expressive of hidden cares, of cruel mental tortures,,
that there was Httle room in her countenance for any neW"
emotion. Her cousin looked in vain for any change in it now.
" Benefit by her death!" she exclaimed. " How should I
benefit by her death P "
" By marrying the man who Inherits this estate. They say
you are going to marry Paul Marchmont."
OHvia looked on him with an expression of surprise.
" Do they say that of me ? " she asked. " Do people say that P"*
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" They do. Is It true, Olivia P "
The widow turned upon him almost fiercely.
" W h a t does it matter to you whether it Is true or not?
"What do you care whom I marry, or what becomes of me ? "
" I care this much," Edward Arundel answered, " that I
would not have your reputation Hed away by the gossips of
Kemberling. I should despise you if you married this man.
But if you do not mean to marry him, you have no right to
encourage his visits; you are trifHng with your own good
name. You should leave this place, and by that means give
the lie to any false reports that have arisen about you."
" Leave this place!" cried OHvia Marchmont, with a bitter
laugh. " Leave this place ! O my God, if I could; if I could
go away and bury myself somewhere at the other end of tho
world, and forget,—and forget!" She said this as if to herself;
as if it had been a cry of despair wrung from her in despite of •
herself; then, turning to Edward Arundel, she added, in a
quieter voice, " I can never leave this place tfll I leave It in my
coffin. I am a prisoner here for life."
She turned from him, and walked slowly away, with her face
towards the dying sunHght in the low western sky.
CHAPTER

XXVI.

EDWAED'S VISITOES,

no greater sacrifice had ever been made by an Enghsh
gentleman than that which Edward Arundel willingly offered
up as an atonement for his broken trust. Brave, ardent,
generous, and sanguine, this young soldier saw before him a
brilliant career in the profession which he loved. He saw glory
and distinction beckoning to him from afar, and turned his back
upon those shining sirens. He gave up all, in the vague hope
of avenging Mary's wrongs upon Paul Marchmont.
He made no boast, even to himself, of that which he had
done. Again and again memory brought back to him the day
upon which he breakfasted in Oakley-street, and walked across
Waterloo Bridge with the Drury Lane supernumerary. Every
word that John Marchmont had spoken; every look of the
meek and trusting eyes, the pale and thoughtful face; every
pressure of the thin hand which had grasped his in grateful
affection, In friendly confidence,—came back to Edward Arundel
after an interval of nearly ten years, and brought with it a bitter
sense of self-reproach.
"He trusted his daughter to me," the young man thought,
" Those last words in the poor fellow's letter are always in my
mind: ' The only bequest which I can leave to the only friend
PEEHAPS
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I have is the. legacy of a child's helplessness.' And I have
slighted his solemn warning: and I have been false to my trust."
The young captain of East Indian cavalry suffered very
cruelly from the sacrifice which he had made. Day after day,
day after day, the slow, dreary, changeless, eventless, and unbroken Hfe dragged itself out; and nothing happened to bring
lum any nearer to the purpose of this monotonous existence;
no promise of even ultimate success rewarded his heroic selfdevotion. Afar, he heard of the rush and clamour of war, of
dangers and terror, of conquest and glory. His own regiment
was in the thick of the strife, his brothers In arms were doing
wonders. Every mail brought some new record of triumph.
The soldier's heart sickened as he read the story of each new
encounter; his heart sickened with that terrible yearning,—that
yearning which seems physically palpable in its perpetual pain;
the yearning with which a child at a hard school, lying broad
awake in the long, gloomy, rush-lit bedchamber In the dead of
the sflent iflght, remembers the soft resting-place of his mother's
bosom; the yearning with which a faithful husband far away
from home sighs for the presence of the wife he loves. Even
with such a heart-sickness as this Edward Arundel pined to be
amongst the famiHar faces yonder in the Bast,—to hear the
triumphant yell of his men as they swarmed after him through
the breach in an Affghan wall,—to see the dark heathens blanch
under the terror of Christian swords.
He read the records of the war again and again, again and
again, tfll every scene arose before him,—a picture, flaming and
lurid. He was frantic In his eager Impatience for the arrival of
every mafl, for the coming of every new record of that Indian
warfare. He was Hke a devourer of romances, who reads a
thrilling story link by link, and who Is Impatient for every new
chapter of the fiction. His dreams were of nothing but battle
and victory, danger, triumph, and death; and he often woke in
the morning exhausted by the excitement of those visionary
struggles, those phantom terrors.
His sabre hung over the chimney-piece in his simple bedchamber. He took it down sometimes, and drew It from the
sheath. He could have almost wept aloud over that idle sword.
He raised his arm, and the weapon vibrated with a whirring
noise as he swept the ghttering steel in a wide circle through
the empty air. An infidel's head should have been severed from
his vfle carcase in that rapid circle of the keen-edged blade.
The soldier's arm was as strong as ever, his wrist as supple, his
muscular force unwasted by mental suffering. Thank Heaven
for that! But after that brief thanksgiving his arm dropped
mertly, and the idle sword fell out of his relaxing grasp.
" I seem a craven to myself," he cried; " I have no right to
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be here—I have no right to be here whfle those other feUows are
fighting for their Hves out yonder. 0 God, have mercy upon
me! My brain gets dazed sometimes: and I begin to wonder
whether I am most bound to remain here and watch Paul
Marchmont, or to go yonder and fight for my country and my
Queen."
There were many phases in this mental fever. At one time
the young man was seized wdth a savage jealousy of the officer
who had succeeded to his captaincy. He watched this man's
name, and every record of his movements, and was constantly
taking objection to his conduct. He was grudgingly envious of
tlus particular officer's triumphs, however smaU. He could not
feel generously towards this happy successor, in the bitterness
of his own enforced idleness.
" What opportunities this man has!" he thought; " J never
had such chances."
I t was summer-time now. Ten months had elapsed siace
Edward's marriage, and no new light had. been thrown upon
the disappearance of his young wife. No one could feel a
moment's doubt as to her fate. She had perished in that lonely
river which flowed behind Marchmont Towers, and far away
down to the sea.
The artist had kept his word, and had as yet taken no step
towards entering into possession of the estate which he inherited
by his cousin's death. But Paul Marchmont spent a great deal
of time at the Towers, and a great deal more time in the painting-room by the river-side, somethnes accompanied by his sister,
sometimes alone.
The KemberHng gossips had grown by no means less talkative
upon the subject of OHvia and the new owmer of Marchmont
Towers. On the contrary, the voices that discussed Mrs. Marchmont's conduct were a great deal more numerous than heretofore. I n other words, John Marchmont's widow was " talked
about." Everything is said in this phrase. I t was scarcely
that people said bad things of her; it was rather that they
talked more about her than any woman can suffer to be talked
of with safety to her fair fame. They began by saying that she
was going to marry Paul Marchmont; they went on to wonder
wheffier she was going to marry him; then they wondered why
she did not man-y him. From this they changed the venue,
and began to wobder whether Paul Marchmont meant to marry
her—there was an essential difference in this new wonderment
—and next, why Paul Marchmont did not marry her. And by
this time Ohvia's reputation was overshadowed by a terrible
cloudi which had arisen no bigger than a man's hand, from the
speculative gossip of a few ignorant villagers.
People made it their business first t'^ wo-^d-i™ ^.^-ut Mrs.
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Marchmont, and then to set up their own theories about her;
to which theories they clung with a stupid persistence, forgetting,
as people generally do forget, that there might be some hidden
clue, some secret key, to the widow's conduct, for want of which
the cleverest reasoning respecting her was only so much groping
in the dark.
Edward Arundel heard of the cloud which shadowed his
cousin's name. Her father heard of It, aud went to remonstrate
•with her, imploring her to come to him at Swampington, and to
leave Marchmont Towers to the new lord of the mansion. But
she only answered liiai with gloomy, obstiaate reiteration, and
almost m the same terms as she had answered Edward Arundel;
declaring that she would stay at the Towers tfll her death; tha'fc
she would never leave the place tiU she was carried thence In
her coffin.
Hubert Arundel, always afraid of his daughter, was more
than ever afraid of her now; and he was as powerless to contend
against her suUen determination as he would have been to float
up the stream of a rushing river.
So OH-vIa was talked about. She had scared away all •visitors,
after the baU at the Towers, by the strangeness of her manner
and the settled gloom of her face. She Hved un^visited and
alone in the gaunt stony mansion; and people said that Paul
Marchmont was almost perpetually •with her, and that she went
to meet him in the painting-room by the river.
Edward Arundel sickened of his wearisome Hfe, and no one
helped him to endure his sufferings. His mother wrote to him,
imploring him to resign himself to the loss of his young wife, to
return to Dangerfield, to begin a new existence, and to blot out
the memory of the past.
"You have done all that the most devoted affection could
prompt you to do," Mrs. Arundel wrote. " Come back to me,
my dearest boy. I gave you up to the service of your country
because it was my duty to resign you then. But I cannot
afford to lose you now; I cannot bear to see you sacrificing
yourself to a chimera. Return to me; and let me see you make
;L new and happier choice. Let me see my son the father of
little chfldren, who •wfll gather round my knees when I grow old
and feeble."
" A new and happier choice!" Edward Amndel repeated the
words with a melancholy bitterness. " No, my poor lost girl;
no, my bHghted wife; I wfll not be false to you. The smfles of
happy women can have no sunHght for me whfle I cherish the
memory of the sad eyes that watched me when I drove away
from Mflldale; the sweet sorrowful face that I was never to look
upon again."
The duU empty daya sacciydgd Aar.li^r,fTio>. r,^^ ^^^ resemble
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each other, •with a wearisome similitude t h a t well-nigh exhausted
the patience of the impetuous young man. His fiery nature
chafed against this miserable delay. I t was so hard to have to
wait for his vengeance. Sometimes he could scarcely refrain
from planting himself somewhere in Paul Marchmont's way,
with the idea of a hand-to-hand struggle, in which either he or
bis enemy must perish.
Once he wrote the artist a desperate letter, denouncing him
as an arch-plotter and vfllain; calling upon him, if his evil
nature was redeemed by one spark of manliness, to fight as men
h a d been in the habit of fighting only a few years before, with
a hundred times less reason t h a n these two men had for their
quarrel.
" I have called you a vfllain and traitor; In India we feUows
would kfll each other for smaller words t h a n those," wrote the
soldier. " B u t I have no wish to take any advantage of my
mihtary experience. I may be a better shot t h a n you. Let us
have only one jjistol, and draw lots for it. Let us fire at each
other across a dinner-table. Let us do anything; so t h a t we
bring this miserable business to an end."
Mr. Marchmont read this letter slowly and thoughtfully more
t h a n once : smiling as he read.
" H e is getting tired," thought the artist. " Poor young man,
I thought he would be the first to grow tired of this sort of
work."
H e wrote Edward Arundel a long letter; a friendly but
rather facetious letter; such as he might have •written to a
child who had asked him to j u m p over the moon. He ridiculed
the idea of a duel, as something utterly Quixotic and absurd.
" I am fifteen years older t h a n you, my dear Mr. Arundel," he
wrote, " and a great deal too old to have any incHnation to fight
with -windmills; or to rejDreseiit the windmill which a highspirited young Quixote may choose to mistake for a •vfllanous
knight. I am not offended with you for calHng me bad names,
and I take your anger merely as a kind of romantic manner you
have of sho^wing your love for m y poor cousin. W e are not
enemies, and we never shall be enemies ; for I will never suffer
myself to be so fooHsh as to get into a passion with a brave and
generous-hearted young soldier, whose only error is an unfortunate hallucination with regard to
Your very humble servant,
"PAUL

MAECHMONT."

Edward ground his teeth •with savage fury as he read this letter.
" I s there no making this man answer for his infamy ?" he
muttered. " I s there no way of making him suffer ? "
J u n e was nearly over, and the year was wearing round to the
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anniversary of Edward's wedding-day, the anniversaries of those
bright da3^s in which the young bride and bridegroom had
loitered by the trout-streams in the Hampshire meadows, when
|3me most unlooked-for visitors made their appearance at Kem•jerling Retreat.
The cottage lay behind a pleasant garden, and was hidden
from the dusty high-road by a hedge of lilacs and laburnums,
which grew -within the wooden fence. I t was Edward's habit, in
this hot summer-time, to spend a great deal of his time in the
garden; walking up and down the neglected paths, with a cigar
iu his mouth; or lolHng in an easy-chair on the lawm, reading
the x:)apers. Perhaps the garden was filmost prettier, by reason
of the long neglect which it had suffered, than it would have
been if kept in the trimmest order by the industrious hands of a
skilful gardener. Everything grew In a wild and wanton luxuriance, tliat was very beautiful in this summer-time, when the
earth was gorgeous •with all manner of blossoms. TralUng
branches from the espaUered apple-trees hung across the pathway, intermingled -with roses -that had run wild; and made
" bits " that a landscape-painter of the pre-Raphaellte school
might have dehghted to copy. Even the weeds, which a gardener would have looked upon -with horror, were beautiful. The
•wfld convolvulus flung its tendrils into fantastic wreaths about
the bushes of sweetbriar; the honeysuckle, untutored by the
pmning-knlfe, mixed its tall branches •with seringa and clematis ;
the jasmine that crept about the house had mounted to the
very chimney-pots, and strayed in through the open windows;
even the stable-roof was half hidden by hardy monthly roses
that had clambered up to the thatch. But the young soldier
•took very Httle interest in this disorderly garden. He pined to
be far away in the thick jungle, or on the burning plain. He
hated the quiet and reiDOse of an existence which seemed little
better than the Hving death of a cloister.
The sun was low in the west at the close of a long midsummer
day, when Mr. Arundel strolled up and down the neglected pathways, backwards and forwards amid the long tangled grass of
the la-wn, smoking a cigar, and brooding over his sorrows.
He was beginning to despair. He had challenged Paul
Marchmont, and no good had come of his challenge. He had
^vatchcd him, and there had been no result of his watching.
Day after day he had wandered down to the lonely pathway by
the river-side; again and again he had reconnoitered the boathouse, only to hear Paul Marchmont's tenor voice singing
scraps out of modem operas as he worked at his easel; or on
one or two occasions to see Mr. George Weston, the surgeon,
or Lavinia, his •wife, emerge from the artist's painting-room.
Upon one of these occasions Edward Arundel had accosted
s
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the surgeon of Kemberling, and had tried to enter Into conversation "with him. But Mr. Weston had exhibited such utterly
hopeless stupidity, mingled •with such a very e-vldent terror of
his brother-in-law's foe, that Edward had been fain to abandon
aU hope of any assistance from this quarter.
" I'm sure I'm very sorry for you, Mr. Arundel," the surgeon
said, looking, not at Edward, but about and around him, in a
hopeless, wandering manner, like some hunted animal that looks
far and near for a means of escape from his pursuer—" I'm very
sorry for you—and for all your trouble—and I was when I
attended you at the Black BuU^and you were the first patient
I ever had there—and it led to my having many more. And
I'm very sorry for you, and for the poor young woman, too—
particularly for the poor young woman—and I always teU Paul
so—and—and Paul
"
And at this juncture Mr. Weston stopped abruptly, as If
appalled by the hopeless entanglement of his own ideas, and
with a brief " Good evening, Mr. Arundel," hurried off in the
direction of the Towers, leaving Edward at a loss to understand
his manner.
So, on this midsummer evening, the soldier walked up and
down the neglected grass-plat, thinking of the men who had
been his comrades, and of the career which he had abandoned
for the love of his lost wife.
He was aroused from his gloomy reverie by the sound of a
fresh girHsh voice calHng to him by his name.
"Edward! Edward!"
Who could there be In Lincolnshire -with the right to caU to
him thus by his Christian name ? He was not long left in doubt.
While he was asking himself the question the same feminina
voice cried out again.
" Edward ! Edward! Will you come and open the gate for
me, please ? Or do you mean to keep me out here for ever ? "
This time Mr. Arundel had no difficulty In recognizing the
famfliar tones of his sister Letitia, whom he had believed, until
that moment, to be safe under the maternal wing at Dangerfield.
And lo! here she was, on horseback, at his o-wn gate; with a
cavalier hat and feathers overshadowing her girHsh face; and
with another young Amazon, on a thorough-bred chestnut, and
an elderly groom on a stout-limbed bay, in the background.
Edward Amndel, utterly confounded by the advent of such
visitors, flung away his cigar, and went to the low wooden gate
beyond which his sister's steed was pa-wing the dusty road, impatient of this stupid delay, and eager to be cantering stablewards through the scented morning air.
" Wliy, Letitia!" cried the young man, " what, in mercy's
name, has brought you here ? "
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Miss Amndel laughed aloud at her brother's look of surprise.
"You didn't know I was in Lincolnshire, did you?" she
asked; and then answered her own question in the same breath:
" Of course you didn't, because I wouldn't let mamma tell you I
was coming, for I wanted to surprise you, you know. And I
think I have surprised you, haven't I ? I never saw such a
scared-looking creature in aU my life. If I were a ghost coming
here in the gloaming, you couldn't look more frightened than
you did just now. I only came the day before yesterday, and
I'm staying at Major Lawford's, twelve mfles away from here,
—and this is Miss Lawford, who was at school with me at Bath,
You have heard me talk of Belinda Lawford, my dearest, dearest fiiend P Miss Lawford, my brother; my brother, Miss Lawford. Are you going to open the gate and let us in, or do you
mean to keep your citadel closed upion us altogether, Mr. Edward
Amndel_?"_
At this juncture the young lady in the background drew a
Httle nearer to her friend, and murmured a remonstrance to the
effect that it was very late, and that they were expected home
before dark; but Miss Arundel refused to hear the voice of
•wisdom.
" Why, we've only an hour's ride back," she cried; "and If It
should be dark, which I don't think It will be, for It's scarcely
dark aU night through at this time of year, we've got Hoskins
with us, and Hoskins wfll take care of us. Won't you, Hoskins ? "
demanded the young lady, turning to the elderly groom.
Of course Hoskins declared that he was ready to achieve all
that man could do or dare In defence of his Hege ladies, or something pretty nearly to that effect; but dcHvered in a vile Lincolnshire patois, not easily rendered in printer's ink.
Miss Arundel waited for no further discussion, but gave her
hand to her brother, and vaulted Hghtly from her saddle.
Then, of course, Edward Arundel offered his services to his
sister's companion, and then for the first time he looked in
BeHnda La-wford's face, and even in that one first glance saw
that she was a good and beautiful creature, and that her hair,
of which she had a great quantity, was of the colour of her
iior.se's chestnut coat; that her eyes were the bluest he had
ever seen, and that her cheeks were Hke the neglected roses in
his garden. He held out his hand to her. She took it with a
frank smile, and dismotmted, and came In amongst the grassgrown pathways, amid the confusion of trailing branches and
bright garden-flowers growing wild.
In that moment began the second volume of Edward Arundel's life. TTie first volume had begun upon the Christmas night
on which the boy of seventeen went to see the pantomime at
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Drury Lane Theatre. The old story had been a long,_sad story,
full of tenderness and pathos, but with a cruel and dismal ending. The new story began to-night, in this fading western sunshine, in this atmosphere of balmy perfume, amidst these dewladen garden-flowers growing wild.
" I am so glad to see you, Edward!" Miss Arundel exclaimed,
as she looked about her, criticizing her brother's domain: " but
you don't seem a bit glad to see me, you poor gloomy old dear.
And how much better you look than you did when you left
Dangerfield! only a Httle careworn, you know, stiU. And to
think of your coming and burying yourself here, away from all
the people who love you, you silly old darling ! And Belinda
knows the story, and she's so sorry for you. Ain't you,
Linda ? I call her Linda for short, and because its prettier -than
i5e-linda," added the young lady aside to her brother, and \vith
a contemptuous emphasis upon the first syllable of her friend's
name.
Miss Lawford, thus abrujDtly appealed to, blushed, and said
nothing.
If Edward Arundel had been told that any other young lady
was acquainted -with the sad story of his married life, he would
have been inclined to revolt at the very idea of her pity. But
although he had only looked once at BeHnda Lawford, that one
look seemed to have told him a great deal. He felt instinctively
that she was as good as she was beautiful, and that her pity
must be a most genuine and tender emotion, not to be despised
by the proudest man upon earth.
The two ladies seated themselves upon a dilapidated rustic
bench amid the long grass, and Mr. Amndel sat in the low
basket-chair in which he was wont to lounge a great deal of his
time away.
"Why don't you have a gardener, N e d ? " Letitia Arundel
asked, after looking rather contemptuously at the flowery luxuriance around her.
Her brother shrugged his shoulders with a despondent gesture.
" Why should I take any care of the place ?" he said. " I oiily
took it because it was near the spot where—where my poor girl
—where I wanted to be. I have no wish to beautify It. I wish
to Heaven I could leave it, and go back to India."
He turned his face eastward as he spoke, and the two girls
saw that half-eager, half-despairing yearning which was always
visible in his face when he looked to the east. I t was over
yonder, the scene of strife, the red field of glory, only separated
from him by a patch of purjjle ocean and a strip of yoUow sand.
I t was yonder. He could almost feel the hot blast of the burning air. He could almost hear the shouts of victory. And he
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was a prisoner hero, bound by a sacred duty,—by a duty which
he owed to the d(\ul.
"Major Lawford—Major Lawford is Belinda's papa; 33rd
Foot—^Major Lawford knew that we were coming here, and he
begged me to ask you to dinner; but I said you wouldn't come,
for I knew you had excluded yourself from all society—though
the ^Major's the dearest creature, and the Grange Is a most
delightral place to stay at. I was down here in the midsummer
hoHdays once, you know, while you were In India. But I give
the message as the Major gave it to me; and you are to come
to dinner whenever you Hke."
Edward Amndel murmured a few polite words of refusal.
No; he saw no society; he was In Lincolnshire to achieve a
certain object; he should remain there no longer than was
necessary in order for him to do so.
" And you don't even say that you're glad to see m e ! " exclaimed Miss Arundel, -with an offended air, " though it's six
months since you were last at Dangerfield! Upon my word,
you're a nice brother for an unfortunate girl to waste her affections upon!"
Edward smfled faintly at his sister's complaint.
" I am very glad to see you, Letitia! " he said; " very, very
glad."
And, indeed, the young hermit could not but confess to himself that those two innocent young faces seemed to bring light
and brightness with them, and to shed a certain transitory
glimmer of sunshine upon the horrible gloom of his life. Mr.
Morrison had come out to offer his duty to the young lady—
whom he had been intimate with from a very early period of her
existence, and had carried upon his shoulder some fifteen years
before—under the pretence of bringing wine for the visitors;
and the stable-lad had been sent to a distant comer of the
garden to search for strawberries for their refreshment. Even
the soHtary maid-servant had crept into the parlour fronting the
la-wn, and had shrouded herself behind the window-curtains,
whence she could peep out at the two Amazons, and gladden
her eyes -with the sight of something that was happy and
beautiful.
The young ladles would not stop to drink any wine, though
Mr. Morrison informed Letitia that the sherry was from the
Dangerfield ceUar, and had been sent to Master Edward by his
ma; nor to eat any strawberries, though the stable-boy, who
made the room odorous •with the scent of hay and oats, brought
a Httle heap of freshly-gathered fruit piled VL-^O'D. a cabbage-leaf,
and Kill-mounted by a rampant caterpillar of the woolly species.
I'hey could not stay any longer, they both declared, lest there
should bo terror at Lawford Granwe because of their absence.
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So they went back to the gate, escorted by Edward and his
confidential servant; and after Letitia had given her brother a
kiss, which sounded almost like the report of a pistol through
the still evening air, the two ladies mounted their horses, and
cantered away in the t-wilight.
" I shall come and see you again, Ned, Miss Arundel cried,
as she shook the reins upon her horse's neck; "and so wfll
BeHnda—won't you, BeHnda P "
Miss Lawford's reply, if she spoke at all, was quite inaudible
amidst the clattering of hoofs upon the hard high-road.
CHAPTER XXVIL
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SACEIEICE.

kept her word, and came very often to Kemberling Retreat; sometimes on horseback, sometimes in a Httle
pony-carriage; sometimes accompanied by Belinda La-wford,
sometimes accompanied by a younger sister of Belinda's, as
chestnut-haired and blue-eyed as BeHnda herself, but at the
school-room and bread-and-butter period of Hfe, and not particularly interesting. Major Lawford came one day wdth his daughter and her friend, and Edward and the half-pay officer walked
together up and down the grass-plat, smoking and talking of
the Indian war, while the two girls roamed about the garden,
amidst the roses and butterflies, tearing the skirts of theif
riding-habits every now and then amongst the briars and gooseberry-bushes. I t was scarcely strange after this -visit that
Edward Arundel should consent to accept Major Lawford's
invitation to name a day for dining at the Grange; he could
not, with a very good grace, have refused. And yet—and yet—
to mix with happy people who had never known sorrow, seemed
to him almost a treason against his lost love,—whose face, with
the very look it had worn upon that last day, was ever present
with him. But he went to the Grange, nevertheless, and grew
more and more friendly with the Major, and walked In the
gardens—which were very large and old-fashioned, but most
beautifully kept—-with his sister and Belinda Lawford; with
Belinda Lawford, who knew his story and was sorry for him.
He always remembered that as he looked at her bright face,
whose varying expression gave perpetual e-vidence of a compassionate and sympathetic nature.
_ " If Mary had had this girl for a friend," he thought sometimes, " how much happier she might have been! "
There have been many loveher women In this world than
BeHnda Lawford; many wOmen whose charms, considered
artisticaUy, came nearer -oerfection: ma.nv -nnspa -more exquiLETITIA AEUNDEL
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sitely chiselled, and scores of mouths bearing a closer affinity
to Cupid's bow; but perhaps no face was ever more pleasant
to look upon than the face of this blooming English maiden.
She had a beauty that is sometimes wanting In perfect faces,
and, lacking which, the most splendid loveliness will pall a-t
last upon eyes that have grown weary of admiring; she had
a charm, for want of which the most rigidly classical profiles,
the mos-t exquisitely statuesque faces, have seemed colder and
harder than the marble it was the highest merit to resemble.
She had the beauty of goodness, and to admire her was to do
homage to the purest and brightest attributes of womanhood.
It was not only that her pretty httle nose was straight and
well-shaped, that her lips were rosy red, that her eyes were bluer
than the summer heavens, and her chestnut hair tinged with the
golden Hght of a setting sun; above and beyond such commonjflace beauties as these, the beauties of tenderness, truth, faith,
earnestness, hope, and charity, were enthroned upon her broad
white brow, and cro-wned her queen by right divine of womanly
perfection. A loving and devoted daughter, an affectionate
sister, a true and faithful friend, an untiring benefactress to the
poor, a gentle mistress, a well-bred Christian lady; in every duty
and in every position she bore out and sustained the imjpression which her beauty made on the minds of those who looked
upon her. She was only nineteen years of age, and no sorrow
had ever clouded the brightness of her nature. She Hved a
happy life with a father who was proud of her, and with a
mother who resembled her in almost every attrlbu-te. She led a
happy but a busy Hfe, and did her duty to the poor about her
as scrupulously as even Oli-vla in the old days at Swampington
Rectory; but in such a genial and cheerful spirit as to "win, not
cold thankfulness, but heartfelt love and devotion from all who
partook of her benefits.
Upon the Egyptian darkness of Edward Arundel's life this
girl arose as a star, and by-and-by all the horizon brightened
under her influence. The soldier had been very little In the
society of women. His mother, his sister Letitia, his cousin
OHvia, and John Marchmont's gentle daughter were the only
women whom he had ever known In the familiar freedom of
domestic intercourse: and he trusted himself In the presence of
tills beautiful and noble-minded girl in utter ignorance of any
danger to his o^wn peace of mind. He suffered himself to be
happy at Lawford Grange; and in those quiet hours which he
spent there he put away his old life, and forgot the stern purpose that alone held him a prisoner In England.
But when he went back to his lonely dwelling-place, he reproached himself bitterly for that which he considered a treason
against his love.
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" W h a t right have I to be happy amongst these people P " he
t h o u g h t ; " what right have I to take life easily, even for an
hour, while my darling lies in her unhallowed grave, and the
m a n who drove her to her death remains unpunished P I wiU
never go to Lawford Grange again."
I t seemed, however, as if everybody, except Belinda, was in
a plot against this idle soldier; for sometimes Letitia coaxed
him to ride back with her after one of her •visits to Kemberling Retreat, and very often the Major himself Insisted, in a
hearty miHtary fashion, upon the young man's taking the empty
seat in his dog-cart, to be driven over to the Grange. Edward
Arundel had never once mentioned Mary's name to any member
of this hospitable and friendly family. They were very good
to him, and were prepared, he knew, to sympathize with him;
but he could not bring himself to talk of his lost wife. Tho
thought of t h a t rash and desperate act which had ended her
short life was too cruel to him. H e would not speak of her,
because he would have had to plead excuses for t h a t one guilty
a c t ; and her image to him was so stainless and pure, that he
could not bear to plead for her as for a creature who had need
of men's pity, rather t h a n a claim to their reverence.
" H e r hfe had been so sinless," he cried, sometimes; " a n d to
think t h a t it should have ended in sin! If I could forgive
P a u l Marchmont for all the rest—if I could forgive him for
m y loss of her, I would never forgive him for t h a t . "
The young widower kept silence, therefore, upon the subject
which occupied so large a share of his thoughts, which was
every day and every night the theme of his most earnest
prayers; and Mary's name was never spoken in his presence at
Lawford Grange.
B u t in Edward Arundel's absence the two girls sometimes
talked of the sad story.
" Do you really think, Letitia, t h a t your brother's •wife committed suicide ? " Belinda asked her friend.
" Oh, as for that, there can't be any doubt about it, dear,"
answered Miss Amndel, who was of a lively, not to say a
flippant, disposition, and had no very great reverence for solemn
things ; " the poor dear creature drowned herself. I think she
m u s t have been a Httle wrong in her head. I don't say so to
Edward, you know ; at least, I did say so once when he was at
Dangerfield, and he flew into an awful jjassion, and called me
hard-hearted and cruel, and all sorts of shocking things; so, of
course, I have never said so since. B u t really, the poor dear
thing's goings-on were so eccentric: first she ran away from her
step-mother and went and hid herself In a horrid lodging; and
then she married Edward at a nasty church in Lambeth, wi-thout
so much as a wedding-dress, or a creature to give her away, or
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a cake, or cards, or any thing Christian-liko; and then she ran
away again; and as her father had been a super—what's its
name ?—a man who carries banners in pantomimes, and all that
—I dare say she'd seen Mr. Macready as Hamlet, and had
Opheha's death in her head when she ran down to the river-side
and di-owned herself. I'm sure It's a very sad story; and, of
course, I'm awfully sorry for Edward."
The young lady said no more than this; but Belinda brooded
over the story of that early marriage,—the stolen honeymoon,
tlie sudden parting. How dearly they must have loved each
other, the young bride and bridegroom, absorbed in their own
hapjiincsSj and forgetful of all the outer world! She pictured
Edward Arundel's face as it must have been before care and sorrow had blotted out the brightest attribute of his beauty. She
thought of him, and pitied him, with such tender sympathy,
that by-and-by the thought of this young man's sorrow seemed
to shut ahnos-t every idea out of her mind. She went about all
her duties stfll, cheerfully and pleasantly, as it was her nature
to do everything; but the zest -with which she had performed
every lo^ring office—every act of sweet benevolence—seemed lost
to her now.
Remember that she was a simple country damsel, leading a
quiet Hfe, whose peaceful course was almost as calm and eventless as the existence of a cloister; a Hfe so quiet that a decently•written romance from the Swampington book-club was a thing
to l.ie looked forward to with impatience, to read -with breathless
excitement, and to brood upon afterwards for months. Was it
strange, then, that this romance in real life—this sweet story of
love and devotion, with its sad climax,—this story, the scene of
which lay -within a few miles of her home, the hero of which,
was her father's constant guest,—was it strange that this story,
whose saddest charm was its truth, should make a strong impression upon the mind of an innocent and unworldly woman,
and that day by day and hour by hour she should, aU unconsciou.sly to herself, feel a stronger interest in the hero of the tale?
She was interested in him. Alas! the truth must be set
down, oven if it has to be in the plain old commonplace words.
i^Vi'j fdl in love with him. But love in this innocent and womanly nature was so different a sentiment to that which had
r.iL:eil in OHvia's stormy breast, that even she who felt it was
unconscious _ of Its existence. I t was not "an Adam at its
l.)irth." I t did not leap, Minerva-like, from the brain; for surely
l"ve is born of the brain oftener than of the heart, being a
etran£,'o compound of Ideahty, benevolence, and veneration. I t
came rather like the gradual dawning of a summer's day,—first
a littli? patch of Hght far away in the cast, very faint and feeble;
then a slow widenmg of the rosy brightness; and at last a great
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blaze of splendour over all the heavens. And then Miss Lawford grew more reserved in her intercourse with her friend's
brother. Her frank good-nature gave place to a timid shrinking
bashfulness, which made her ten times more fascinating than
she had been before. She was so very young, and had mixed so
little with the world, that she had yet to learn the comedy of
Hfe. She had yet to learn to smile when she was sorry, or to
look sorrowful when she was pleased, as prudence migM dictate
—^to blush at -will, or to grow pale when it was poHtic to sport
the lily tint. She was a natural, artless, spontaneous creature;
and she was utterly powerless to conceal her emotions, or to
pretend a sentiment she did not feel. She blushed rosy red
when Edward Amndel spoke to her suddenly. She betrayed
herself by a hundred signs; mutely confessing her love almost
as artlessly as Mary had revealed her affection a twelvemonth
before. But If Edward saw this, he gave no sign of having
made the discovery. His voice, perhaps, grew a Httle lower and
softer in its tone when he spoke -to Belinda; but there was a sad
cadence in that low voice, which was too mournful for the accent
of a lover. Sometimes, when his eyes rested for a moment on
the girl's blushing face, a shadow would darken his own, and a
faint quiver of emotion stir his lower Hp; but it is impossible to
say what this emotion may have been. BeHnda hoped nothing,
expected nothing. She was unconscious of the nature of her
own feelings ; and she had never for a moment thought of Edward other-wise than as a man who would go to his gi-ave faithful to that sad love-story which had blighted the promise of his
youth. She never thought of him otherwise than as Mary's
constant mourner; she never hoped that time would alter his
feelings or wear out his constancy; yet she loved him not-withstanding.
All through July and August the young man -visited at the
Grange, and at the beginning of September Letitia Arundel
went back to Dangerfield. Even after his sister's departure,
Edward was still a frequent guest at Major Lawford's; for hia
enthusiasm upon all military matters had made him a favourite
with the old officer. But -towards the end of September, Mr.
Arundel's -visits suddenly were restricted to an occasional call
upon the Major; he left off dining at the Grange; his evening
rambles in the gardens -with Mrs. Lawford and. her blooming
daughters—Belinda had no less than four blue-eyed sisters, aU
more or less resembHng herself—ceased altogether, to the wonderment of every one In the old-fashioned country-house.
Edward Arundel shut out the new Hght which had dawned
Upon his Hfe, and withdrew into the darkness. He went back
to the stagnant monotony, the hopeless despondency, the bitter
regret of his old existence..
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" While my sister was at the Grange, I had an excuse for
going there," he said to himself, sternly. " I have no excuse
now."
But the old monotonous life was somehow or other a great
deal more difficult to bear than It had been before. Nothing
seemed to interest the young man now. Even the records of
Indian victories were " flat, stale, and unprofitable." He wondered as he remembered with what eager impatience he had once
Eiiied for the coming of the newspapers, -with what frantic haste
c had devoured every syUable of the Indian news. All his
old feelings seemed to have gone away, leaving nothing in his
mind but a blank waste, a weary sickness of Hfe and all belonging to it. Leaving nothing else—positively nothing? " N o ! "
he answered. In reply to these mute questions of his own spirit,
—" no," he reiDeated doggedly, " nothing."
I t was strange to find what a blank was left in his Hfe by
reason of his abandonment of the Grange. I t seemed as If he
had suddenly retired from an existence fuU of pleasure and deHght into the gloomy soHtude of La Trappe. And yet what
was it that he had lost, after all? A quiet dinner at a countryhouse, and an evening spent half In the leafy silence of an oldfashioned garden, half in a pleasant drawing-room amongst a
group of weU-bred girls, and only enlivened by simple English
baUads, or pensive melodies by Mendelssohn. I t was not much
to forego, surely. And yet Edward Arundel felt. In sacrificing
these new acquaintances at the Grange to the stern purpose of
his hfe, almost as if he had resigned a second captaincy for
Mary's sake.
CHAPTER X X V I I I .
THE CHILD'S VOICE IN THE PAVILION BY THE WATEB.

THE year wore slowly on. Letitia Arundel wrote very long
letters to her friend and confidante, Belinda Lawford, and in
every letter demanded particular intelHgence of her brother's
doings. Had he been to the Grange ? how had he looked P what
had he talked about? &c., &c. But to these questions Miss
Lawford could only return one monotonous reply: Mr. Arundel
hal not been to the Grange; or Mr. Arundel had called on papa
one morning, but had only stayed a quarter of an hour, and had
not been seen by any female member of the family.
The year wore slowly on. Edward endured his self-appointed
Bohtude, and waited, waited, -with a vengeful hatred for ever
brooding in his breast, for the day of retribution. The year
wore on, and the anniversary of the day upon which Mary ran
away from the Towers, the X7t.h of _Qctober came at last.
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Paul Marchmont had declared his Intention of taking possession of the Towers upon the day folio-wing this. The year of
probation which he had imposed upon himself had exphed;
every voice was loud in praise of his conscientious and honourable conduct. He had grown very popular during his residence
at KemberHng. Tenant-farmers looked forward to halcyon days
under his dominion; to leases renewed on favourable terms; to
repairs liberally executed; to everything that Is dehghtful between landlord and tenant. Edward Arundel heard aU this
through his faithful sei-vitor, Mr. Morrison, and chafed bitterly
at the news. This traitor was to be happy and prosperous, and
to have the good word of honest men; while Mary lay in her
unhallowed grave, and people shrugged their shoulders, half
compassionately, half contemptuously, as they spoke of the mad
heiress who had committed suicide.
Mr. Morrison brought his master ticlings of aU Paul Marchmont's doings about this time. He was to take possession of the
Towers on the 19th. He had already made several alterations
in the arrangement of the different rooms. He had ordered
new furniture from Swampington—another man would have
ordered it from London; but Mr. Marchmont was bent upon
being popular, and did not despise even the good opinion of local
tradesmen—and by several other acts, Insignificant enough in
themselves, had asserted his ownership of the mansion which
had been the airy castle of Mary Marclimont's daydreams ten
years before.
The coming-in of the new master of Marchmont Towers was
to be, take it altogether, a very grand affair. The ChorleyCastle foxhounds were to meet at eleven o'clock, upon the great
grassy flat, or lawn, as it was popularly callecl, before the
western front. The county gentry from far and near had been
invited to a hunting-breakfast. Open house was to be kept all
day for rich and poor. Every male inhabitant of the district
who could muster anytlung in the way of a mount was Hkely
to join the friendly gathering. Poor Reynard is decidedly England's most powerful leveller. All differences of rank and station, all distinctions which Mammon raises in every other
quarter, melt away before the friendly contact of the huntingfield. The man who rides best is the best man; and the young
butcher who makes light of sunk fences, and skims, bird-Hke,
over bullfinches and timber, may hold his o-wn -with the dandy
heir to half the country-side. The cook at Marchmont Towers
had enough to do to jDrepare for this great day. I t was the
first meet of the season, and in itself a solemn festival. Paul
Marchmont knew this; and though the Cockney artist of Fitzroy-square knew about as much of fox-hunting as he did of the
source of the Nile, ho seized upon the opportunity of making
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himself popular, and determined to give such a hunting-breakfast as liad never been given within the walls of Marchmont
Towers since the time of a certain rackety Hugh Marchmont,
v.iio had drunk himself to death early in the reign of George
I I I . He sjient the morning of the 17th in the steward's room,
looking through the cellar-book with the old butler, selecting
the -wines that were to be drunk the foUovring day, and planning the arrangements for the mass of humbler visitors, who
wore to be entertained in the great entrance-hall, in the housekeeper's room, in the servants' hall, in almost every chamber
that afforded accommodation for a guest.
" You will take care that people get placed according to their
rank," Paul said to the grey-haired servant. " You know
everybody about here, I dare say, and -will be able to manage
so that we may give no offence."
The gentry were to breakfast In the long dining-room and in
the western dra-wing-room. SparkUng hocks and Burgundies,
fragi-ant MoseUes, champagnes of choicest brand and rarest
bouquet, were to flow like water for the benefit of the country
gentlemen who should come to do honour to Paul Marchmont's
installation. Great cases of comestibles had been sent by rail
from Fortnum and Mason's ; and the science of the cook at the
Towers had been taxed to the utmost in the struggles which
she made to prove herself equal to the occasion. Twenty-one
casks of ale, every cask containing twenty-one gallons, had
been brewed long ago, at the birth of Arthur Marchmont,
and had lain in the ceUar ever since, waiting for the majority
of the young heir who was never to come of age. This
very ale, •with a certain sense of triumph, Paul Marchmont
ordered to be brought forth for the refreshment of the commoners.
" Poor young Arthur! " he thought, after he had given this
C'rder. " I saw him once when he was a pretty boy with fair
ringlets, dressed in a suit of black velvet. His father brought
him to my studio one day, when he came to patronize me, and
buy a picture of me,—out of sheer charity, of course, for he
cared as much for pictures as I care for foxhounds. I was a
poor relation then, and never thought to see the inside of
Marchmont Towers. I t was a lucky September morning which
swept that bright-faced boy out of my pathway, and left only
sickly John Marchmont and his daughter between me and fortune."
Yes; ;Mr. Paul Marchmont's probation was past. He had
asserted himself to Messrs. Paulette, Paulette, and Mathewson,
and before the face of aU Lmcolnshire, in the character of an
hououi^ablc and high-minded man; slow to seize upon the for-
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tune that had fallen to him, conscientious, punctlHous, generous, and unselfish. He had done all this; and now the trial
was over, and the day of triumph had come.
There has been a race of •villains of late years very popular
with the novel-wrrlter and the dramatist, but not altogether
Indigenous to this honest British sofl; a race of pale-faced,
dark-eyed, and all-accompHshed scoundrels, whose chiefes-t
attribute is imperturbability. The imperturbable villain has
been guilty of every iniquity in the black catalogue of crimes;
but he has never been guilty of an emotion. He wins a miUion
of money at trente et quarante, to the terror and astonishment
of aU Hombourg; and by not so much as one t-winkle of his eye
or one quiver of his lip does that imperturbable creature betray
a sentiment of satisfaction. Ruin or glory, shame or triumph,
defeat, disgrace, or death,—all are alike to the caUous ruffian of
the Anglo-GaUic novel. He smiles, and murders whfle he smiles,
and smiles while he murders. He kiUs his adversary, unfairly.
In a duel, and wipes his sword on a cambric handkercluef; and
withal he is so elegant, so fascinating, and so handsome, that
the young hero of the novel has a very poor chance against
him; and the reader can scarcely help being sorry when retribution comes with the last chapter, and some crushing catastrophe
annihilates the well-bred scoundrel.
Paul Marchmont was not this sort of man. He was a hypocrite when it was essential to his own safety to practise hypocrisy ; but he did not accept Hfe as a drama, in which he was
for ever to be acting a part. Life would scarcely be worth the
ha-ving to any man upon such terms. It is aU very weU to wear
hea-vy plate armour, and a casque that weighs fourteen pounds
or so, in the thick of the fight. But to wear the armour always,
to Hve In It, to sleep in it, to carry the ponderous protection
about us for ever and ever ! Safety would be too dear if purchased by such a sacrifice of all personal ease. Paul Marchmont, therefore, being a selfish and self-indulgent man, only
wore his armour of hypocrisy occasionally, and when it was
vitally necessary for his preservation. He had imposed upon
himself a penance, and acted a part in holding back for a year
from the enjoyment of a splendid fortune; and he had made
this one great sacrifice In order to give the He to Edward
Arundel's vague accusations, which might have had an awkward
effect upon the minds of other people, had the artist grasped too
eagerly at his missing cousin's wealth. Paul Marchmont had
made this sacrifice, but he did not intend to act a part aU his
life. He meant to enjoy himself, and to get the fuUest possible
benefit out of his good fortune. He meant to do this; and upon
the 17th of October he made no effort to restrain his spirits, but
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Liuglied aud talked joyously with whoever came in his way,
winning golden opinions from all sorts of men; for happiaess is
contagious, and everybody likes happy people.
Fort}' yr-.irs of poverty is a long apprenticeship to the very
hardest of masters,—an apprenticeship calculated to give the
keen \st possilile zest to newly-acquired wealth. Paul Marchi.:ont rejoiced in his wealth -with an almost delirious sense of
delight. It was his at last. At last! He had waited, and
^•.•aittd patiently; and at last, while his powers of enjoyment
wore stifl in their zenith. It had come. How often he had
dr.amcd of this; how often he had dreamed of that which was
t' 1 take phice to-nlorro^v ! How often in his dreams he had seen
the stone-I.cailt mansion, and heard the voices of the crowd doing
lum honour. He had felt all the pride and deHght of possession,
to awake suddenly in the midst of his triumph, and gnash his
tilth at the remembrance of his poverty. And now the poverty
was a thing to be dreamt about, and the wealth was his. He
had always been a good son and a kind brother; and his mother
and sister were to arrive upon the eve of his installation, and
were to wdtness his triumph. Amongst the rooms that had
been altered were those chosen by Paul for his mother and
maiden sister. I t was one of his many pleasures upon this day
to inspect these apartments, to see that all his directions had
1 ioen faithfuUy carried out, and to speculate upon the effect
which these spacious and luxurious chambers would have upon
the minds of Mi-s. Marchmont and her daughter, newly come
from shabby lodgings in Charlotte-street.
"My poor mother!" thought the artist, as he looked round
the pretty sitting-room. This sitting-room opened into a noble
bedchamber, beyond which there was a dressing-room. "My
-poor mother! " he thought: " she has suffered a long time, and
she has been patient. She has never ceased to beHeve in me;
and she -wfll see now that there was some reason for that belief.
I told her long ago, when our fortunes were at the lowest ebb,
when I was painting landscapes for the furniture-brokers at a
jwund a-piece,—I told her I was meant for something better than
a tradesman's hack; and I have proved it—I have proved it."
He walked about the room, arranging the furniture -with lus
Gv,n hands; walking a few paces backwards now and then to
contemplate such and such an effect from an artistic point of
\ icw; fflnging the rich stuff of the curtains into graceful folds;
admiring and examining everything, always with a smile on his
face. He seemed thoroughly happy. If he had done any
•wrong: if by any act of treachery he had hastened Mary
Aruiicirs d'-ath, no recollection of that foul work arose in his
brea-t to di-turb the pleasant current of his thoughts. Selfish
and .Self-indulgent, only attached to those who were necessary
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to his own happiness, his thoughts rarely wandered beyond the
narrow circle of his own cares or his own jjleasures. He was
thoroughly selfish. He could have sat at a Lord Mayor's feast
with a famine-stricken population clamouring at the door of the
banquet chamber. He beHeved in himself as his mother and
sister had beHeved; and he considered that he had a right to be
happy and prosperous, whosoever suffered sorrow or adversity.
Upon this 17th of October OH-via Marchmont sat in the little
study looking out upon the quadrangle, while the household
was busied with the preparations for -the festival of the foUowing day. She was to remain at Marchmont Towers as a guest,
of the new master of the mansion. She would be protected from
all scandal, Paul had said, by the presence of his mother and
sister. She could retain the apartments she had been accustomed to occupy; she could pursue her old mode of Hfe. He
himself was not likely to be very much at the Towers. He was
going to travel and to enjoy Hfe, now that he was a rich man.
These were the arguments which Mr. Marchmont used when
openly discussing the widow's residence in his house. But in a
private conversation between OH-via and himself he had only said
a very few words upon the subject.
" You must remain," he said; and Olivia submitted, obeying
him wdth a sullen indifference that was almost Hke the mechanical
submission of an irresponsible being.
John Marchmont's -widow seemed entirely under the dominion of the new master of the Towers. I t was as if the stormy
passions which had arisen out of a slighted love had worn out
this woman's mind, and had left her helpless to stand. against
the force of Paul Marchmont's keen and -vigorous intellect. A
remarkable change had come over Olivia's character. A duU
apathy had succeeded that fiery energy of soul which had enfeebled and weU-nigh worn out her body. There was no outbursts of passion now. She bore the miserable monotony of her
Hfe uncomplainingly. Day after day, week after week, month
after month, idle and apathetic, she sat in her lonely room, or
wandered slowly in the grounds about the Towers. She very
rarely went beyond those grounds. She was seldom seen now
in her old pew at KemberHng Church; and when her father
went to her and remonstrated -with her for her non-attendance,
she told him sullenly that she was too fll to go. She was iU.
George Weston attended her constantly; but he found it very
difficult to administer to such a sickness as hers, and he could
only shake his head despondently when he felt her feeble pulse,
or listened to the slow beating of her heart. Sometimes she
would shut herself up in her room for a month at a time, and
see no one but her faithful servant Barbara, and Mr. Weston,—
whom, in her utter indifference, she seemed to regard as a kind
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he was nothing If not a soldier. He could.never remember
having had any other aspiration than that eager thirst for military glory. Before he knew the meaning of the word " war,"
in his very Infancy, the sound of a trumpet or the sight of a
waving banner, a glittering weapon, a sentinel's scarlet coat,
had moved him with a kind of rapture. The unvarnished
school-room records of Greek and Roman warfare had been as
dehghtful to him as the finest passages of a Macaulay or a
Fronde, a Thiers or Lamartine. He was a soldier by the inspiration of Heaven, as aU great soldiers are. He had never known
any other ambition, or dreamed any other dream. Other lads
had talked of the bar, and the senate, and their glories. Bah!
how cold and tame they seemed! What was the glory of a
parHamentary triumph, in which words were the only weapons
wielded by the combatants, compared with a hand-to-hand
struggle, ankle deep in the bloody mire of a crowded trench,
or a cavalry charge, before which a phalanx' of fierce Affghans
fled Hke frightened sheep upon a moor ! Edward Arundel was
a soldier, Hke the Duke of Wellington or Sir CoHn Campbell—
or OtheUo. The Moor's first lamentation when he believes that
Desdemona is false, and his Hfe Is broken. Is that sublime fareweU to all the glories of the battle-field. I t was almost the
same •with Edward Arundel. The loss of his wife and of his
captaincy were blent and mingled in his mind, and he could
only bewaU the one great loss which left Hfe most desolate.
He had never felt the full extent of his desolation until now;
for heretofore he had been buoyed up by the hope of vengeance
upon Paul Marchmont; and now that his solitary hope had
been reaHzed to the fullest possible extent, there was nothing
left,—nothing but to revoke the sacrifice he had made, and to
regain his place In the Indian army at any cost.
He tried not to think of the possibility of this. I t seemed to
him almost an infidehty towards his dead wife to dream of winning honours and distinction, now that she, who would have
been so proud of any triumph won by him, was for ever lost.
So, under the grey October sky, he paced up and down upon
the grass-gro-wn pathways; and late in the afternoon, when the
day, which had been sunless and cold, was fading into twilight,
he opened the low wooden gateway and went out into the road.
An impulse which he could not resist took him towards the
river-bank and the wood behind Marchmont Towers. Once
more, for the last time in his life perhaps, he went down to that
lonely shore. He went to look at the bleak unlovely place
which had been the scene of his betrothal.
I t was not that he had any thought of meeting Olma Marchmont; he had dismissed her from his mind ever since his last
u
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visit to the lonely boat-house. Whatever the mystery of her
Hfe may be, her secret lay at the bottom of a black depth which
the impetuous soldier did not care to fathom. He did not want
to discover that hideous secret. Tarnished honour, shame,
falsehood, disgrace, lurked in the obscurity in which John
Marchmont's -widow had chosen to enshroud her Hfe. Let them
rest. I t was not for him to drag away the curtain that sheltered his kinswoman from the world.
He had no thought, therefore, of prying Into any secrets that
might be hidden in the paviHon by the water. The fascination
that lured him to the spot was the memory of the past. He
could not go to Mary's grave; but he went, in as reverent a
spirit as he would have gone thither, to the scene of his
betrothal, to pay his farewell -visit to the spot which had been
for ever hallowed by the confession of her Innocent love.
I t was nearly dark when he got to the river-side. He went
by a path which quite avoided the grounds about Marchmont
Towers,—a narrow footpath, which served as a towing-path
sometimes, when some large black barge crawled by on i-ts way
out to the open sea. To-night the river was ludden by a mist,—•
a white fog,—that obscured land and water; and it was only by
the sound of the horses' hoofs that Edward Amndel had warning to step aside, as a string of them went by, dragging a chain
that grated on the pebbles by the river-side.
" Why should they say my darling committed suicide ?"
thought Edward Arundel, as he groped his way along the narrow pathway. " I t was on such an evening as this that she
ran away from home. What more Hkely than that she lost the
track, and wandered into the river ? Oh, my own poor young
-wife, God grant it was so! God grant It was by His will, and
not by your o'wn desperate act, that you were lost to me !"
Sorrowful as the thoughts of his wife's death was to him, it
soothed him to believe that death might have been accidental.
There was all the difference betwixt sorrow and despair in the
alternative.
Wandering ignorantly and helplessly through this autumnal
fcg, Edward Arundel found himself at the boat-house before he
was aware of its vicinity.
There was a Hght gleaming from the broad north window of
the painting-room, and a slanting line of Hght streamed out of
the half-open door. In this lighted doorway Edward saw the
figure of a girl,—an unkempt, red-headed girl, -with a flat,
freckled face; a girl who wore a lavender-cotton pinafore and
hob-nailed boots, with a good deal of brass about the leathern
fronts, and a redundancy of rusty leathern bootlace t-wisted
round the ankles.
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The young man remembered having seen this girl once in the
vfllage of KemberHng. She had been In Mrs. Weston's service
as a drudge, and was supposed to have received her education
in the Swampington Union.
This young lady was supporting herself against the half-open
door, -with her arms a-kimbo, and her hands planted upon her
hips, in humble imitation of the matrons whom she had been
wont to see lounging at their cottage doors in the high-street of
KemberHng, when the labours of the day were done.
Edward Arundel started at the sudden apparition of the
damsel.
" Who are you, girl ? " he asked; " and what brings you to
this place P "
He trembled as he spoke. A sudden agitation had seized
upon him, which he had no power to account for. I t seemed as
If Pro-vidence had brought him to this spot to-night, and had
placed this Ignorant country girl In his way, for some special
purpose. Whatever the secrets of this place might be, he was
to know them, it appeared, since he had been led here, not by
the promptings of curiosity, but only by a reverent love for a
scene tha-t was associated -with his dead wife.
" Who are you, girl ? " he asked again.
" 01 be Betsy Murrel, sir," the damsel answered; " some on
'em caUs me ' Wuk-us B e t ; ' and I be coom here to cle-an oop
a bit."
"To clean up w h a t ? "
" The paa-intin' room. There's a de-al o' moock aboot, and
aw'm to fettle oop, and make aU toldy agen t' squire gets well."
" Are you aU alone here ? "
" AU alo-an P Oh, yes, su."
" Have you been here long P "
The girl looked at Mr. Arundel -with a cunning leer, which
was one of her "wuk-us" acquirenients.
" Aw've bin here off an' on ever since t' squire ke-ame," she
said. " There's a deal o' cleanin' down 'ere."
Edward Arundel looked at her sternly; but there was nothing
to be gathered from her stoHd countenance after Its agreeable
leer had melted away. He walked past her Into Paul Marchmont's painting-room, and Miss Betsy Murrel made no attempt
to hinder him. She had spoken the truth as to the cleaning of
the place, for the room smelt of soapsuds, and a pail and
scrubbing-brush stood in the middle of the floor. The young
man looked at the door behind which he had heard the crying
of the chfld. I t was ajar, and the stone steps leading up to it
were wet, bearing testimony to Betsy Murrel's industry.
Edward Arundel took a guttering taUow-candle from the
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table in the painting-room, and went u p the steps into the
pa-vilion. The girl followed, but she did not t r y to restrain him,
or to interfere -with lum. She followed him with her month
open, staring at him after the manner of her kind, and she
looked the very image of rustic stupidity.
W i t h the flaring candle shaded by his hand, Edward Arundel
examined the two chambers in the pavilion. There was very
little to reward this scrutiny. The two small rooms were bare
and cheerless. The repairs t h a t had been executed had only
gone so far as t o make them tolerably inhabitable, and secure
from -wind and weather. The furniture was the same that
E d w a r d remembered ha-ving seen on his last visit to the Towers;
for Mary had been fond of sitting in one of the Httle rooms,
looking out a t the slow river and the trembling rushes on the
shore. There was no trace of recent occuj)ation in the empty
rooms, no ashes in the grates. The girl grinned maliciously as
Mr. A m n d e l raised the light above his head, and looked about
him. H e walked in and out of the two rooms. H e stared at
t h e obsolete chairs, the rickety tables, the dilapidated damask
curtains, flapping every now and then In the wind t h a t rushed
in through the crannies of the doors and windows. He looked
here and there, like a m a n bewildered; much to the amusement
of Miss Betsy Murrel, who with her arms crossed, and her
elbows in the palms of her moist hands, followed him backwards
and forwards between the two small chambers.
" T h e r e was some one ll-vlng here a week ago," he said;
" some one who had the care of a
"
H e stopped suddenly. If he had guessed rightly at the dark
secret, it was better t h a t it should remain for ever hidden. This
girl was perhaps more ignorant t h a n himself. I t was not for
him to enlighten her.
" Do you know if anybody has lived here lately ? " he asked.
Betsy Murrel shook her head.
" N o b o d y has lived here—not t h a t oi knows of," she repHed;
" not to take their victuals, and such loike. Missus brings her
work down sometimes, and sits in one of these here rooms,
while Muster Poll does his pictur' paa-intin'; that's all oi
knows of."
Edward went back to the painting-room and set do-wn his
candle. The mystery of those empty chambers was no business
of his. H e began to think t h a t his cousin OH-via was mad, and
t h a t her outbursts of terror and agitation had been only the
raving of a mad woman, after all. There had been a great deal
in her manner during the last year t h a t had seemed Hke insanity. The presence of the child might have been purely accidental ; and his cousin's wild vehemence only a paroxysm of
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insanity. He sighed as he left Miss Murrel to her scouring. The
world seemed out of joint; and he, whose energetic nature
fitted him for the straightening of crooked things, had no knowledge of the means by which it might be set right.
"Good-bye, lonely place," he said; "good-bye to the spot
where my young wife first told me of her love."
He walked back to the cottage, where the bustle of packing
and preparation was all over, and where Mr. Morrison was
entertaining a select party of friends in the kitchen. Early the
next morning Mr. Arundel and his servant left Lincolnshire;
the key of Kemberling Retreat was given up to the landlord;
and a wooden board, flapping above the dilapidated trelHs-work
of the porch, gave notice that the habitation was to be let.
CHAPTER XXXL
TAKING IT QUIETLY.

ALL the county, or at least all that part of the county •within
a certain radius of Marchmont Towers, waited very anxiously
for JNIr. Paul Marchmont to make some move. The horsewhipping business had given quite a pleasant zest, a flavour of excitement, a dash of what it is the fashion nowadays to call " sensation," to the -wind-up of the hunting-breakfast. Poor Paul's
thrashing had been more racy and appetizing than the finest
oHves that ever grew, and his late guests looked forward to a
great deal more excitement before the business was done with.
Of course Paul Marchmont would do something. He m,ust
make a stir; and the sooner he made It the better. Matters
would have to be explained. People expected to know the cause
of Edward Arundel's enmity; and of course the new master of
the Towers would see the propriety of, setting himself right In
the eyes of his influential acquaintance, his tenantry, and retainers ; especially if he contemplated standing for Swampington at the next general election.
This was what people said to one another. The scene at the
hunting-breakfast was a most fertile topic of conversation. I t
was almost as good as a popular murder, and furnished scandalous paragraphs ad infinitum for the provincial papers. Everybody expected that Paul Marchmont would write to the papers,
and that Edward Amndel would answer him in the papers;
and that a brisk and stirring warfare would be carried on in
printer's ink—at least. But no Hne written by either of the
gentlemen appeared in any one of the county journals; and by
slow degrees it dawned upon the people that -there was no further amusement to be got out of Paul's chastisement, and that
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the master of the Towers meant to take the thing quietly, and
to swallow the horrible outrage, taking care to hide any -wry
faces he made during t h a t operation.
Y e s ; P a u l Marchmont let the matter drop. The report was
circulated t h a t he was very ill, and had suffered from a touch of
brain-fever, which held him prostrate and unconscious untfl
after Mr. A m n d e l had left the county. This rumour was set
afloat by Mr. Weston, the surgeon; and as he was the only
person admitted to his brother-in-law's apartment, it was impossible for any one to contradict his assertion.
The fox-hunting squires shrugged their shoulders; and the
epithets, " h o u n d , " " cur," "sneak," and "mongrel," were more
often applied to Mr. Marchmont t h a n was consistent with
Christian feeling on the part of the gentlemen who uttered
them. B u t a m a n who can swallow a sound thrashing, administered upon his own door-step, has to contend with the prejudices
of society, and must take the consequences of being in advance
of his age.
So, while his new neighbours talked about him, Paul Marchmont lay in his splendid chamber, wdth the frisking youths and
maidens staring at him all day long, and simpering at him -with
their unchanging faces, until he grew sick at heart, and began
to loathe all this new grandeur, which had so dehghted him a
Httle time ago. H e no longer laughed at the recollection of
shabby Charlotte-street. H e dreamt one night that he was
back again In the old bedroom, with the painted deal furniture,
and the hideous paper on the walls, and t h a t the Marchmont
Towers' magnificence had been only a feverish vision; and he
was glad to be back in t h a t familiar place, and was sorry
on awakening to find t h a t Marchmont Towers was a splendid
reality.
There was only one faint red streak upon his shoulders, for
the thrashing had not been a brutal one. I t was disgrace
Edward Arundel had wanted to inffict, not jiliysical pain, the
commonplace punishment -with which a man corrects his refractory horse. The lash of the hunting-whip had done very Httle
damage to the artist's flesh; but it had slashed away his manhood, as the sickle sweeps the flowers amidst the corn.
H e could never look u p again. The thought of going out of
this house for the first time, and the horror of confronting the
altered faces of his neighbours, was almost as dreadful to him
as the anticipation of t h a t awful exit from the Debtors' Door,
which is the last step b u t one into eternity, must be to the condemned criminal.
" I shall go abroad," he said to his mother, when he made
his appearance in the western drawing-room, a week after
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Edward's departure. " I shall go on the Continent, mother; I
have taken a dislike to this place, since that savage attacked mo
the other day."
Mrs. Marchmont sighed.
" I t wfll seem hard to lose you, Paul, now that you are rich.
You were so constant to us through all our poverty: and we
might be so happy together now."
The artist was walking up and down the room, -with his
hands in the pockets of his braided velvet coat. He knew that
in the conventional costume of a well-bred gentleman he showed
to a disadvantage amongst other men; and he affected a picturesque and artistic style of dress, whose brighter hues and looser
outlines Hghted up his pale face, and gave a grace to his spare
figure.
" You think It worth something, then, mother ? " he said,
presently, half kneeHng, half lounging In a deep-cushioned easychair near the table by which his mother sat. " You think our
money is worth something to us P All these chairs and tables,
this great rambHng house, the servants who wait upon us, and
the carriages we ride in, are worth something, are they not ?
They make us happier, I suppose. In the days of my poverty
I thought such things made up the sum of happiness. I have
seen a hearse going away from a rich man's door, carrying his
cherished -wife, or his only son, perhaps; and I have thought,
'Ah, but he has forty thousand a year !' You are happier here
than you were in Charlotte-street, eh, mother P "
Mrs. Marchmont was a Frenchwoman by birth, though she
had Hved so long in London as to become anghclzed. She only
retained a sHght accent of her native tongue, and a good deal
more vivacity of look and gesture than is common to Englishwomen. Her elder daughter was sitting on the other side of
the broad fireplace. Miss Marchmont was only a quieter and
older likeness of La-rinia Weston.
" Am I happier p " exclaimed Mrs. Marchmont. " Need you
ask me the question, Paul ? But it Is not so much for myself
as for your sake that I value all this grandeur."
She held out her long thin hand, which was covered with
rings, some old-fashioned and comparatively valueless, others
lately purchased by her devoted son, and very precious. The
artist -took the shrunken fingers in his own, and raised them to
his Hps.
" I'm very glad that I've made you happy, mother," he said;
" that is something gained, at any rate."
He left the fireplace, and walked slowly up and down the
room, stopping now and then to look out at the wintry sky, or
the flat expanse of tui'f below It; but he was quite a different
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creature to t h a t which he had been before his encounter with
Edward Arundel. The glitter and splendour of his new furniture wearied him. The mossy velvet pile of the new carpets
seemed to him hke the swampy ground of a morass. The darkgreen draperies of Genoa velvet deepened into black with the
growing twflight, and seemed as If they had been fashioned out
of palls.
W h a t was It worth, this fine house, -with the broad flat before
It ? Nothing, if he had lost the respect and consideration of his
neighbours. H e wanted to be a great m a n as well as a rich
one. H e wanted admiration and flattery, reverence and esteem;
not from poor people, whose esteem and admiration were
scarcely worth ha-ving, b u t from wealthy squires, his equals or
his superiors by birth and fortune. H e ground his teeth at the
thought of his disgrace. H e had drunk of the cup of triumph,
and had tasted the very wine of life; and at the moment when
t h a t cup was fullest, it had been snatched away from him by
t h e ruthless hand of his enemy.
Christmas came, and gave P a u l Marchmont a good opportunity of playing the country gentleman of the olden time.
W h a t was the cost of a couple of bullocks, a few hogsheads of
ale, and a waggon-load of coals, if by such a sacrifice the master
of the Towers could secure for Iflmself the admiration due to a
pubHc benefactor? P a u l gave carte blanche to the old servants;
and tents were erected on the lawn, and monstrous bonfires
blazed briskly in the frosty air; while the populace, who would
have accepted the bounties of a new Nero fresh from the burning
of a modem Rome, drank to the health of their benefactor, and
w^armed themselves by the unHmited consumption of strong
beer.
Mrs. Marchmont and her invalid daughter assisted Paul in
his attempt to regain the popularity he had lost upon the steps
of the western terrace. The two women distributed square miles
of flannel and blanketing amongst greedy claimants: they gave
scarlet cloaks and jDoke-bonnets to old women; they gave an
insipid feast, upon temperance principles, to the children of the
National Schools. A n d they had their reward; for jjeople
began to say t h a t this Paul Marchmont was a very noble fellow,
after all, by Jove, sir; and t h a t fellow Arundel must have been
in the wrong, sir; and no doubt Marchmont had his own reasons
for not resenting the outrage, sir; and a great deal more to the
Hke effect.
After this sacrifice of bullocks the -wind changed altogether.
Mr. Marchmont gave a great dinner-party upon New Year's
Day. H e sent out thirty invitations, and had few refusals.
So the long dining-room was filled with all the notabilities of
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the district, and Paul held his head up once more, and rejoiced
In his o-wn grandeur. After all, one horsewhipping cannot
annihflate a man with a fine estate and eleven thousand a year,
if he knows how to make a splash with his money.
OHvia Marchmont shared in none of the festivals that were
held. Her father was very 111 this winter; and she spent a
good deal of her time at Swampington Rectory, sitting in
Hubert Arundel's room, and reading to him. But her presence
brought very Httle comfort to the sick man; for there was something in his daughter's manner that filled him with inexpressible
terror; and he would lie for hours together watching her blank
face, and wondering at its horrible rigidity. What was it?
What was the dreadful secret which had transformed this
woman P He tormented himself perpetually with this question,
but he could imagine no answer to It. He did not know the
power which a master-passion has upon these strong-minded
women, whose minds are strong because of their narrowness,
and who are the bonden slaves of one idea. He did not know
that in a breast which holds no pure affection the master-fiend
Passion rages Hke an all-devouring flame, perpetually consuming
its victim. He did not know that In these violent and concentrative natures the Hne that separates reason from madness Is
so feeble a demarcation, that very few can perceive the hour in
which It is passed.
OHvia Marchmont had never been the most Hvely or delightful
of companions. The tenderness which is the common attribute
of a woman's natm-e had not been given to her. She ought to
have been a great man. Nature makes these mistakes now and
then, and the -victim expiates the error. Hence come such imperfect histories as that of English Elizabeth and Swedish
Christina. The fetters that had bound Oli-via's narrow life had
eaten into her yery soul, and cankered there. If she could have
been Edward Arundel's -wife, she would have been the noblest
and truest -wife that ever merged her identity into that of another, and Hved upon the refracted glory of her husband's
triumphs. She would have been a Rachel Russell, a Mrs.
Hutchinson, a Lady Nithisdale, a Madame de Lavalette. She
would have been great by reason of her power of self-abnegation;
and there would have been a strange charm in the aspect of this
fierce nature attuned to harmonize with its master's soul, all the
barbaric discords melting into melody, all the harsh combinations softening into perfect music. To any one who had known
OH-via's secret, there could have been no sadder spectacle than
tlus of her decay. The mind and body decayed together, bound
by a mysterious sympathy. AU womanly roundness disappeared from the spare figure, and Mrs. Marchmont's black
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dresses hung about her in loose folds. Her long, dead, black
hair was pushed away from her thin face, and twisted into a
heavy knot at the back of her head. Every charm that she had
ever possessed was gone. The oldest women generally retain
some traits of their lost beauty, some faint reflection of the sun
that has gone down, to Hght up the soft twihght of age, and
even ghmmer through the gloom of death. But this woman's
face retained no token of the past. No empty hull, -with shattered bulwarks crumbled by the fury of fierce seas, cast on a
desert shore to rot and perish there, was ever more complete a
wreck than she was. Upon her face and figure, in every look
and gesture. In the tone of every word she spoke, there was an
awful something, worse than the seal of death.
Paul Marchmont and his mother drove over to Swampington
Rectory one morning, when OHvia had been -with her father for
Httle more than a week, and carried her away with them. The
Rector then saw for the first time that his once strong-minded
daughter was completely under the dominion of these two
people. He resisted her return to the Towers; but his resistance
was useless. She submitted herself -wilUngly to her new friends,
declaring that she was better In their house than anywhere else.
So she went back to her old suite of apartments, and her old
servant Barbara waited upon her; and she sat alone in dead
John Marchmont's study, listening to the January winds
shrieking in the quadrangle, the distant rooks calHng to each
other amongst the bare branches of the poplars, the banging of
the doors in the corridor, and occasional gusts of laughter from
the open door of the dining-room,—while Paul Marchmont and
his guests gave a jo^vial welcome to the new year.
Whfle the master of the Towers reasserted his grandeur, and
made stupendous efforts to regain the ground he had lost,
Edward Arundel wandered far away in the depths of Brittany,
travelling on foot, and making himself famfliar with the simple
peasants, who were ignorant of his troubles. He had sent Mr.
Morrison down to Dangerfield •with the greater part of his luggage ; but he had not heart to go back himself—yet awhile. He
was afraid of his mother's sympathy, and he went away into the
lonely Breton -villages, to try and cure himself of his great grief,
before he began Hfe again as a soldier. I t was useless for him
to strive against his vocation. Nature had made him a soldier,
and nothing else; and wherever there was a good cause to be
fought for, his place was on the battle-field.
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CHAPTER XXXII.
MISS LAWFOED SPEAKS HEE MIND.
MAJOR LAWFOED and his blue-eyed daughters were not amongst
those guests who accepted Paul Marchmont's princely hospitahtles. Belinda La-wford had never heard the story of Edward's
lost bride as he himself could have told it; but she had heard
an imperfect version of the sorrowful history from Letitia, and
that yoimg lady had informed her friend of Edward's animus
against the new master of the Towers.
" The poor dear fooHsh boy wfll insist upon thinking that Mr.
Marchmont was at the bottom of it all," she had said in a confidential chat -with Belinda, " but whether he' was, or whether
he wasn't, I'm sure I can't say. If one attempts to take Mr.
Marchmont's part with Edward, he does get so -violent and go
on so, that one's obhged to say all sorts of dreadful things about
the unfortunate man for the sake of peace. But really, when I
saw him one day in Kemberling, with a black velvet shootingcoat, and his beautiful smooth white hair and auburn moustache,
I thought him most interesting. And so would you, Belinda,
if you weren't so -wrapped up in that doleful brother of mine."
AMiereupon, of course. Miss Lawford had been compelled to
declare that she was not " -wrapped up " in Edward, whatever
state of feeHng that obscure phrase might signify; and to Imply
by the vehemence of her denial, that, if anything, she rather
detested Miss Arundel's brother. Was there ever a young lady
who could understand the admiration aroused in the breast of
other young ladies for that most uninteresting object, a brother ?
or a gentleman who could enter with any warmth of sympathy
into his friend's feelings respecting the auburn tresses or the
Grecian nose of " a sister?"
Belinda La-wford, knowing something of the story of Mary
Arundel's death, and respecting Edward's prejudices. Implored
her father to reject all hospitalities offered by Paul Marchmont.
" You won't go to the Towers, papa dear?" she said, with her
hands clasped upon her father's arm, her cheeks kindling, and
her eyes filling with tears as she spoke to him; " you won't go
and sit at Paul Marchmont's table, and drink his wine, and
shake hands with him ? I know that he had something to do
with Mary Arundel's death. He had indeed, papa. I don't
mean anything that the world calls crime; I don't mean any
act of open violence. But he was cruel to her, papa: he was
cruel to her. He tortured her and tormented her until she
"
The girl paused for a moment, and her voice faltered a Httle.
" Oh, how I wish that I had kno-wn her, papa," she cried, pre-
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sently, " that I might have stood by her, and comforted her, all
through that sad time !"
The Major looked down at his daughter with a tender smile,
—a smile that was a Httle significant, perhaps, but full of love
and admiration.
" You would have stood by Arundel's poor Httle -wife, my
dear?" he said. "You would stand by her now,ii she were
alive, and needed your friendship ? "
" I would indeed, papa," Miss Lawford answered, resolutely.
" I believe it, my dear; I believe it with all my heart. You
are a good girl, my Linda; you are a noble girl. You are as
good as a son to me, my dear."
Major Lawford was silent for a few moments, holding his
daughter in his arms, and pressing his Hps upon her broad forehead.
" You are fit to be a soldier's daughter, my darluig," he said,
"or—or a soldier's -wife."
He kissed her once more, and then left her, sighing thoughtfully as he went away.
This is how it was that neither Major Lawford nor any of his
family were present at those splendid entertainments which
Paul Marchmont gave to his new friends. Mr. Marchmont
knew almost as well as the Lawfords themselves, why they did
not come, and the absence of them at his glittering board made
his bread bitter to him and his -wine tasteless. He wanted these
people as much as the others,—more than the others, perhaps,
for they had been Edward Arundel's friends; and he wanted
them to turn their backs upon the young man, and join in the
general outcry against his -violence and brutality. The absence
of Major Lawford at the lighted banquet-table tormented this
modern rich man as the presence of Mordecai at the gate tormented Haman. I t was not enough that all the others should
come if these stayed away, and by their absence tacitly testified
to their contempt for the master of the Towers.
He met Belinda sometimes on horseback, with the old greyheaded groom behind her, a fearless young Amazon, breasting
the January winds, wdth her blue eyes sparkHng, and her auburn
hair blowing away from her candid face: he met her, and looked
out at her from the luxurious barouche in which it was his j)leasure to loll by his mother's side, half buried amongst soft furry
rugs and sleek leopard-skins, and smiling over cruelly deHcions
criticisms in newly-cut reviews. He looked out at this fearless
girl whose friends so obstinately stood by Edward Arundel; and
the cold contempt on Miss Lawford's face cut him more keenly
than the sharpest wind of that bitter January.
Then he took counsel with his womankind; not teUing them
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his thoughts, fears, doubts, or wishes—it was not his habit to
do that—but taking their ideas, and only telling them so much
as it was necessary for them to know in order that they might
be useful to him. Paul Marchmont's Hfe was regulated by a few
rules, so simple that a child might have learned them: indeed I
regret to say that some children are very apt pupils in that
school of philosophy to which the master of Marchmont Towers
belonged, and cause astonishment to their elders by the precocity
of their Intelligence. Mr. Marchmont might have inscribed upon
a very small scrap of parchment the moral maxims by which
he regulated his dealings with mankind.
" Always conciliate," said this philosopher. " Never teU an
unnecessary He. Be agreeable and generous to those who serve
you. N.B. No good carpenter would allow his tools to get
rusty. Make yourself master of the opinions of others, but
keep your o-wn counsel. Seek to obtain the maximum of enjoyment -with the minimum of risk."
Such golden saws as these did Mr. Marchmont make for his
o-wn especial guidance; and he hoped to pass smoothly onwards
upon the railway of Hfe, riding in a first-class carriage, on the
greased wheels of a very easy conscience. As for any unfortunate fellow-traveUers pitched out of the carriage-window in the
course of the journey, or left lonely and helpless at desolate
stations on the way, Pro-vidence, and not Mr. Marchmont, was
responsible for their welfare. Paul had a high appreciation of
Pro-vidence, and was fond of talking—very piously, as some
people said; very Impiously, as others secretly thought—about
the inestimable Wisdom which governed all the affairs of this
lower world. Nowhere, according to the artist, had the hand of
Providence been more clearly -visible than in this matter about
Paul's poor Httle cousin Mary. If Providence had intended
John Marchmont's daughter to be a happy bride, a happy wife,
the prosperous mistress of that stately habitation, why that sad
business of old Mr. Arundel's sudden illness, Edward's hurried
journey, the raflway accident, and all the compHcations that
had thereupon arisen ? Nothing would have been easier than
for Pro-vidence to have prevented all this; and then he, Paul,
would have been stfll in Charlotte-street, Fitzroy-square, patiently waiting for a friendly Hft upon -the high-road of life.
Nobody could say that he had ever been other-wise than patient.
Nobody could say that he had ever intruded himself upon his
rich cousins at the Towers, or had been heard to speculate upon
his possible inheritance of the estate; or that he had, in short,
done anything but that which the best, truest, most conscientious and disinterested of mankind should do.
In the course of that bleak, frosty January, Mr, Marchmont
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sent his mother and his sister Lavinia to make a caU at the
Grange. The Grange people had never called upon Mrs. Marchmont; but Paul did not allow any fHmsy ceremonial law to
stand in his way when he had a purpose to achieve. So the
ladies went to the Grange, and were poHtely received; for Miss
Lawford and her mother were a great deal too innocent and
noble-minded to Imagine that these pale-faced, delicate-looking
women could have had any part, either directly or indirectly, in
that cruel treatment which had driven Edward's young wife
from her home. Mrs. Marchmont and Mrs. Weston were kindly
received, therefore; and in a Httle conversation -with Belinda
about birds, and dahhas, and worsted work, and the most innocent subjects imaginable, the wdly Lavinia contrived to lead up to
Miss Letitia Arundel, and thence, by the easiest conversational
short-cut, to Edward and his lost wife. Mrs. Weston was
obliged to bring her cambric handkerchief out of her muff when
she talked about her cousin Mary; but she was a clever woman,
and she had taken to heart Paul's pet maxim about the folly of
unnecessary Hes; and she was so candid as to entirely disarm
Miss Lawford, who had a sohool-girHsh notion that every kind
of hypocrisy and falsehood was outwardly -visible in a servile
and slavish manner. She was not upon her guard against those
practised adepts in the art of deception, who have learnt to
make that subtle admixture of truth and falsehood which defies
detection; Hke some fabrics in whose woof sflk and cotton are
so cunningly blended that only a practised eye can discover the
inferior material.
So when Lavinia dried her eyes, and put her handkerchief
back in her muff, and said, betwixt laughing and crying,—
" Now, you know, my dear Miss Lawford, you mustn't think
that I would for a moment pretend to be sorry that my brother
has come into this fortune. Of course any such pretence as that
would be ridiculous, and quite useless into the bargain, as it
isn't hkely anybody would believe me. Paul Is a dear, kind
creature, the best of brothers, the most affectionate of sons, and
deserves any good fortune that could faU to his lot; but I am
truly sorry for that poor Httle girl. I am truly sorry, beHeve
me. Miss Lawford; and I only regi-et that Mr. Weston and I
did not come to KemberHng sooner, so that I might have been
a friend to the poor Httle thing; for then, you know, I might
have prevented that fooHsh runaway match, out of which almost
all the poor chfld's troubles arose. Yes, Miss Lawford; I wish
I had been able to befriend that unhappy child, although by my
so doing Paul would have been kept out of the fortune he now
enjoys—for some time, at any rate. I say for some time, because I do not beHeve that Mary Marchmont would have Hved
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to be old, under the happiest circumstances. Her mother died
very yormg; and her father, and her father's father, were consumptive."
Then Mrs. Weston took occasion, incidentally of course, to
aUude to her brother's goodness; but even then she was on her
guard, and took care not to say -too much.
" The worst actors are those who over-act their parts." That
was another of Paul Marchmont's golden maxims.
" I don't know what my brother may be to the rest of the
world," Lavinia said; " but I know how good he Is to those who
belong to him. I should be ashamed to tell you all he has done
for Mr. Weston and me. He gave me this cashmere shawl at
the beginning of the -winter, and a set of sables fit for a duchess;
though I told him they were not at all the thing for a -village
surgeon's wife, who keeps only one servant, and dusts her own
best parlour."
And Mrs. Marchmont talked of her son; -with no loud enthusiasm, but -with a tone of quiet conviction that was worth any
money to Paul. To have an innocent person, some one not in
the secret, to play a small part in the comedy of his life, was a
desideratum -with the artist. His mother had always been this
person, this unconscious performer. Instinctively falling Into the
action of the play, and shedding real tears, and smiHng actual
smfles—the most useful assistant to a great schemer.
During the whole of the -visit nothing was said as to Paul's
conduct towards his unhappy cousin; nothing was said either
to praise or to exculpate; and when Mrs. Marchmont and her
daughter drove away, in one of the new equipages which Paul
had selected for his mother, they left only a vague Impression
in Behnda's breast. She did not quite know what to think.
These people were so frank and candid, they had spoken of Paul
-with such real affection, that it was almos-t Impossible to doubt
them. Paul Marchmont might be a bad man, but his mother
and sister loved him, and surely they were Ignorant of his
•wickedness.
!Mrs. La-wford troubled herself very Httle about this unexpected morning caU. She was an exceUent, warm-hearted,
domestic creature, and thought a great deal more about the
grand question as to whether she should have new damask curtains for the drawing-room, or send the old ones to be dyed; or
whether she should withdraw her custom from the Kemberling
grocer, whose "best black" at four-and-sixpence was really now
BO very inferior; or whether Behnda's summer sflk dress could
be cut do-wn Into a frock for IsabeUa to wear In the winter evenings—than about the rights or wrongs of that story of the horsewhipping which had been administered to Mr. Marchmont.
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" I ' m sure those Marchmont Towers people seem very nice,
my dear," the lady said to BeHnda; " a n d I really wish your
papa would go and dine there. Y o u know I like him to cHne out
a good deal in the winter, L i n d a ; not t h a t I want to save the
housekeeping money—only it is so difficult to vary the sidedishes for a m a n who has been accustomed to mess-dinners, and
a French cook."
B u t Belinda stuck fast to her colours. She was a soldier's
daughter, as her father said, and she was almost as good as a
son. The Major meant this latter remark for very high praise;
for the great grief of his life had been the want of a boy's brave
face at his fireside. She was as good as a son; t h a t is to say,
she was braver and more outspoken t h a t most women; although
she was feminine and gentle withal, and by no means strongminded. She would have fainted, perhaps, a t the first sight of
blood upon a battle-field; b u t she would have bled to death
•with the calm heroism of a martyr, rather t h a n have been false
to a noble cause.
" I think papa is quite right not to go to Marchmont Towers,
mamma," she said; the artful damsel omitted to state that i-t
was by reason of her entreaties her father had stayed away. " I
think he is quite right.
Mrs. Marchmont and Mrs. Weston
may be very nice, and of course it isn't likely they would be
cruel to poor young Mrs. Arundel; but I hnow t h a t Mr. Marchmont must have been unkind to t h a t poor girl, or Mr. Arundel
would never have done what he did."
I t Is in the nature of good and brave men to lay down their
mascuHne rights when they leave their hats in the hall, and to
submit themselves meekly -to feminine government. I t is only
the whippersnapper, the sneak, the coward out of doors, who is
a t y r a n t at home. See how meekly the Conqueror of Italy went
home to his charming Creole -wife! See how pleasantly the
Liberator of Italy lolls in the carriage of his golden-haired
empress, when the young trees in t h a t fair wood beyond the
triumphal arch are green in the bright spring weather, and all
the hired vehicles in Paris are making towards the cascade!
Major Lawford's -wife was too gentle, and too busy with her
store-room and her domestic cares, to tyrannize over her lord and
master; but the Major was duly henpecked by his blue-eyed
daughters, and went here and there as they dictated.
So he stayed away from Marchmont Towers to please BeHnda,
and only said " H a w , " " Yes," " 'Pon my honour, n o w ! "
" Bless my soul! " when his friends told him of the magnificence
of Paul's dinners.
B u t although the Major and his eldest daughter did not encounter Mr. Marchmont in his o-wn house, they met him some-
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times on the neutral ground of other people's dining-rooms, and
upon one X'sjiccial evening at a j)leasa,nt little dinner-party given
by the rector of the parish in which tho Grange was situated.
Paul made himself particularly agreeable upon this occasion;
but in the brief interval before dinner he was absorbed in a conversation -with Mr. Davcnant, the rector, upon the subject of
ecclesiastical arclutecture,—he knew everything, and could talk
about everything, tlfls dear Paul,—and made no attempt to approach Miss Lawford. He only looked at her now and then,
with a furtive, oblique glance out of his almond-shaped grey
cj-es; a glance tha-t was wisely hidden by the light auburn
lashes, for it had an unpleasant resemblance to the leer of an
evfl-natured sprite. Mr. Marchmont contented himself with
keeping his furtive watch upon Belinda, while she talked gaily
with the Rector's two daughters In a pleasant corner near tho
piano. And as the artist took Mrs. Davenant down to the
dining-room, and sat next her at dinner, he had no opportunity
of frateriuzing with BeHnda during that meal; for the young
lady was divided from him by the whole length of the table, and,
mcireover, very much occupied by the exclusive attentions of
two callow-looking officers from the nearest garrison-town, who
were afflicted with extreme youth, and who, being painfully
conscious of their degraded state, tried to carry it off with a
high hand, and affected the opinions of used-up fifty.
Mr. Marchmont had none of his womankind with him at this
dinner; for his mother and invalid sister had neither of them
felt strong enough to come, and Mr. and Mrs. Weston had not
been invited. The artist's special object in coining to this dinner
was the conquest of Miss BeHnda Lawford. She had sided with
Edwaid Arundel against him: and she must be made to believe
Edward -wrong, aud himself right; or she might go about
spreading her opinions, and doing him mischief. Paul had
another idea about Belinda; and he looked to this dinner as
Hkely to afford him an opportunity for laying the foundation of
a very diplomatic scheme, in which Miss Lawford should unconsciously become his tool. He was vexed when he found
himself placed apart from her at the dinner-table, but he concealed his vexation; and he was aggravated by the Rector's oldfashioned hospltahty, which detained the gentlemen over their
wine for some time after the ladies left the dining-room. But
the opportunity that he wanted came nevertheless, and in a
manner that he had not anticipated.
The two caUow defenders of their country had sneaked out of
the dining-room, and rejoined the ladies in the cosy countrified
drawdng-roouis. They had stolen away, these two young men;
for they were oppressed by the weight of a fearful secret. They
X
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couldn't drink claret! No; they had tried to Hke It; they had
smacked their Hps and winked their eyes—both at once, for even
-winking with one eye is an accompHshment scarcely compatible
with extreme youth—over -vintages that had seemed to them
like an admixture of red Ink and green-gooseberry juice. They
had perjured their boyish souls -with hideous falsehoods as to
their appreciation of pale tawny port, Hght dry wines, '42-ports,
'45-ports; when, in the secret recesses of their minds, they
affected sweet and " s l a b " compounds, sold by pubhcans, and
facetiously called " Our prime old port, at four-and-sispence."
They were very young, these beardless soldiers. They hked
strawberry ices, and were on the verge of insolvency from a predilection for clammy bath-buns, jam-tarts, and cherry-brandy.
They affected gorgeous waistcoats; and varnished boots in a
state of virgin brilHancy; and little bouquets in their buttonholes ; and a deluge of millefleurs upon their ffimsy handkerchiefs. They were very young. The middle-aged men they met
at dinner-parties to-day had tipped them at Eton or Wool-wich
only yesterday, as it seemed, and remembered it and despised
them. I t was only a few months since they had been snubbed
for calling the Douro a mountain in Switzerland, and the Himalayas a cluster of islands in the Pacific, at horrible examinations.
In which the cold perspirations had bedewed their palHd young
cheeks. They were dehghted to get away from those elderly
creatures ia the Rector's dining-room to the snug little back
dra-wing-room, where Belinda Lawford and the two Miss Davenants were murmuring softly in the fireHght, Hke young turtles
in a sheltered dovecot; while the matrons in the larger apartment sipped their coffee, and conversed in low awful voices
about the iniquities of housemaids, and the Insubordination of
gardeners and grooms.
BeHnda and her two companions were very polite to the helpless young wanderers from the dining-room; and they talked
pleasantly enough of all manner of things; until somehow or
other the conversation came round to the Marchmont Towers'
scandal, and Edward's treatment of his lost wife's kinsman.
One of the young men had been present at the huntingbreakfast on that bright October morning, and he was not a little
proud of his superior acquaintance -with the whole business.
" I was the-aw. Miss Lawford," he said. " I was on the tewwace after bweakfast,—and a vewy excellent bweakfast it was,
I ass-haw you; the still Moselle was weally admiwable, and
Marchmont had some Medewa that immeasuwably surpasses
anything I can indoose my wine-merchant to send me;—I was
on the tew-wace, and I saw Awundel comin' up the steps, awful
pale, and gwasping his whip; and I was a witness of all the
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west t h a t occurred; and if I had been i i a r e h m o n t I should havo
shot A-wundel befaw he left the pawk, if I'd had to swing for it.
Miss Lawford; for I should have felt, b' Jove, t h a t my own
sense of honaw demanded the sac-wifice. However, Marchmont
seems a vewy good fella; so I suppose It's all wight as far as ho
goes; b u t it was a b-wutal business altogethaw, and t h a t fella
A-wundel must be a scoundwel."
BeHnda could not bear this. She had borne a great deal
already. She had been obliged to sit by very often, and hear
Edward Arandel's conduct discussed by anybody who chose to
talk about i t ; and she had been patient, and had hold her
peace, -with her heart b u m j i n g indignantly in her breast, and
passionate crimson blushes burning her cheeks. B u t she could
iiot submit to hear a beardless, pale-faced, and rather weakoycd young ensign—who had never done any greater service for
his Queen and country t h a n to cry " SHUDDEUPII !" to a detachment of raw recruits in a barrack-yard, in the early bleakness
of a •winter's morning—take upon himself to blame Edward
Arundel, the brave soldier, t h e noble Indian hero, the devoted
lover and husband, the vaHant avenger of his dead wife's
•wrongs.
" I don't think you know anything of the real story, Mr. Palliser," Belinda said boldly to the half-fledged ensign. " If you
did, I ' m sure you woifld admire Mr. Arundel's conduct instead
of blaming it. Mr. Marchmont fully deserved the disgrace
which Edward—which Mr. A m n d e l infflcted upon him."
The words were stfll upon her Hj^s, when P a u l Marchmont
himself came softly through the flickering firelight to the low
chair upon which BeHnda sat. H e came behind her, and laying
his hand Hghtly upon the scrofl-work at the back of her chair,
bent over her, and said, ia a low confidential voice,—
" You are a noble girl. Miss Lawford. I am sorry t h a t you
should think fll of m e : b u t I Hke you for ha-ving spoken so
frankly.
You are a most noble girL Y o u are worthy to be
your father's daughter."
This was said •with a tone of suppressed emotion; b u t it was
quite a random shot. Paul did not know anything about the
Major, except t h a t he had a comfortable income, drove a neat
doL'-cart, and was often seen riding on the flat Lincolnshire
roads -with his eldest daughter. For all Paul knew to the contrary. Major Lawford might have been the veriest bully and
ceiward who ever made those about him miserable; but IVlr.
^Marchmont's tone impHed t h a t he was intimately acquainted
wdth the old soldier's career, and had long admired and loved
him. I t wns one of Paul's happy insjiiraticius, this allusion to
Belinda's father; one of those bright touches of colour laid on
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with a skilful recklessness, and g m n g sudden brightness to the
whole picture; a Httle spot of vermiHon dabbed upon the canvas
with the point of the palette-knife, and lighting u p all the landscape with sunshine.
" You know my father? " said Belinda, surprised.
" W h o does not know him ? " cried the artist. " Do you
think, Miss Lawford, t h a t it is necessary to sit at a man's dinner-table before you know what he is ? I know your father to
be a good man and a brave soldier, as well as I know tbat the
Duke of Wellington is a great general, though I never dined at
Apsley House. I respect your father. Miss Lawford; and I
have been very much distressed by his evident avoidance of me
and mine."
This was coming to the point a t once. Mr. Marchmont's
manner was candour itself. Belinda looked at him with widelyopened, wondering eyes. She was looking for the e-vidence of
his wickedness in his face. Perhaps she half expected that Mr.
Marchmont would have corked eyebrows, and a slouched hat,
Hke a stage ruffian. She was so innocent, this simple young
Belinda, t h a t she imagined wicked people must necessarily look
-vricked.
P a u l Marchmont saw the wavering of her mind in that halfpuzzled expression, and he went on boldly.
" I like your father, Miss Lawford," he said; " I Hke him,
and I respect h i m ; and I want to know him. Other people
may misunderstand me, if they please. I can't help their
oiDiiflons. The t r u t h is generally strongest in the end; and I
can afford to wait. B u t I csinnot afford to forfeit the friendship of a man I esteem; I cannot afford to be misunderstood
by your father. Miss Lawford; and I have been very much
pained—^yes, very much pained—by the manner in wiuch the
Major has repelled my little attempts at friendhness."
Behnda's heart smote her. She knew t h a t it was her influence t h a t had kept her father away from Marchmont Towers.
This young lady was very conscientious. She was a Christian,
t o o ; and a certain sentence touching wrongful judgments rose
u p against her whfle Mr. Marchmont was speaking. If she
had wronged this m a n ; if Edward Arundel had been misled by
his passionate grief for M a r y ; if she h a d been deluded by
Edward's error,—how very badly Mr. Marchmont had been
.treated between t h e m ! She did not speak, but sat looking
thoughtfully at the fire; and P a u l saw t h a t she was more and
more perplexed. This was j u s t what the artist wanted. To
talk his antagonist into a state of intellectual fog was almost
always his manner of commencing an argument.
BeHnda was silent, and Paul seated himself in a chair close
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to hers. Tlie callow ensigns had gone Into the lamp-lit front
drawing-room, and were busy turning over the leaves—and
never turning them over at the right moment—of a tremendous
duet which the Misses Davenant were ]ierlbrming ujion the
piano for the edification of their pajoa's visitors. Miss Lawford
and Mr. Marchmont were alone, therefore, in that cosy inner
chamber, and a very pretty picture they made: the rosycheeked ghl and the pale, sentimental-looking artist sitting side
by side in the glow of the low fire, -with a background of crimson curtains and gleaming picture-frames, winter flowers piled
in grim Indian jars, the fitful light flickering now and then
upon one sharp angle of the high carved mantel-piece, with all
Its litter of antique china, and 'the rest of the room in sombre
shadow. Paul had the field all to himself, and felt that victory
would be easy. He began to talk about Edward Arundel.
If he had said one word against the young soldier this Impetuous girl, who had not yet learned to count the cost of what
she did, would have been passionately eloquent in defence of her
friend's brother—for no other reason than that he was the
brother of her friend, of course; what other reason should she
have for defending Mr. Amndel ?
But Paul Marchmont did not give her any occasion for indignation. On the contrary, he spoke in praise of the hot-headed
young soldier who had assaulted him, making all manner of
excuses for the young man's violence, and using the tone of
cahn superiority •with which a man of the world might naturaUy talk about a fooHsh boy.
" He has been very unreasonable. Miss La'wford," Paul said,
by-and-by; "he has been very unreasonable, and has most
grossly insulted me. But, in spite of all, I believe him to be a
very noble young feUow, and I cannot find It in my heart to be
really angry -with him. What his particular grievance against
me may be I reaUy do not know."
The long narrow grey eyes kept furtive watch upon Belinda's
face as Paul said this. Mr. Marchmont wanted to ascertain
c.\-actly how much BeHnda knew of that grievance of Edward's;
l.Ait he could see only perplexity in her face. She knew nothing
definite, therefore; she had only heard Edward talk vaguely of
his -wrongs. Paifl Marchmont was con-vinced of this; and he
-went on boldly now, for he felt that the ground lay clear before
him.
"This fooHsh young soldier chooses to be angry with me
because of a calamity which I was as powerless to avert as to
j-.rcvent that accident upon the South-Wcstern Railway by
which he so nearly lost his life. I cannot tell you how sincerely
I regret the misconception that has arisen in his mind.
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Because I have profited by the death of John Marchmont's
daughter, this impetuous young husband imagines—what ? I
cannot answer that question; nor can he himself, it seems,
since he has made no definite statement of his wrongs to any
Hving being."
The artist looked more sharply than ever at Behnda's Hstening face. There was no change in its expression; the same
wondering look, the same perplexity,—that was aU.
"When I say that I regret the young man's.folly. Miss Lawford," Paul continued, " believe me, it is on his account rather
than my o-wn. Any insult which he can inflict upon me can
only rebound upon himself, since everybody in Lincolnshire
knows that I am in the right, and he in the wrong."
Mr. Marchmont was going on very smoothly; but at this
point Miss Lawford, who had by no means deserted her colours,
interrupted his easy progress.
" I t remains to be proved who is right and who wrong, Mr.
Marchmont," she said. " Mr. Arundel is the brother of my
friend. I cannot easily believe him to have done wrong."
Paul looked at her with a smile—a smile that brought hot
blushes to her face; but she returned his look -without ffinching. The brave girl looked faU into the narrow grey eyes sheltered under pale auburn lashes, and her steadfast gaze did not
waver.
"Ah, Miss Lawford," said the artist, still smiHng, "when a
young man is handsome, chivalrous, and generous-hearted, it
is very difficult to con-vlnce a woman that he can do wrong.
Edward Arundel has done wrong. His ultra-quixotism has
made him blind to the folly of his own acts. I can afford to
forgive him. But I repeat that I regret his infatuation about
this poor lost girl far more upon his account than on my own;
for I know—at least I venture to think—that a way Hes open
to him of a hajDpier and a better life than he could ever have
kno-wn with my jDOor childish cousin, Mary Marchmont. I have
reason to know that he has formed another attachment, and
that It is only a chivalrous delusion about that poor gu-1—•
whom he was never really in love with, and whom he only
married because of some romantic notion inspired by my cousin
John—that withholds him from that other and brighter prospect."
He was silent for a few moments, and then he said
hastily,—
" Pardon me. Miss Lawford; I have been betrayed into saying
much that I had better have left unsaid, more especially to
you. I
^"
He hesitated a Httle, as If embarrassed; and then rose and
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looked into the next room, where the duet had been followed by
a solo.
One of the Rector's daughters came towards tho inner dra-wingroom. foUowed by a callow ensign.
" We want Behiida to sing," exclaimed Miss Davenant.
" We want you to sing, you tiresome Belinda, Instead of hiding
yoi'.rself m that dark room all the evening."
Belinda came out of the darkness, with her cheeks flushed
and lur eyelids drooi:)ing. Her heart was beating so fast as to
mp.ke it quite impossible to speak just yet, or to sing either.
1!'L: she sat down before the piano, and, with hands that trembled in si-)ite of herself, began to play one of her pet sonatas.
I'nhapiiily, Beethoven requires precision of touch In the pianist who is bold enough to seek to interpret him; and upon
this occasion Miss Lawford's fingering was eccentric, not to say
ridiculous ; and just as she was going to break down, friendly
Clara Davenant cried out,—
" T h a t won't do, Belinda! We want you to sing, not to
play. You are trying to cheat us. We would rather have one
of ^Icifire's melodies than all Beethoven's sonatas."
So Miss Lawford, still blufshing, with her eyelids still droopiua'. played Sir John Stevenson's simple symphony, and in a
tiesli, swelHng voice, that filled the room with melody, began:—
" Oh, the d.iys are gone when beauty bright
My heart's chain -wove ;
When my dream of life, from morn till night,
AVas love, still love !"
Paul IMarchmont, sitting at the other end of the room turning
over ]Miss Davenant's scrap-book, looked up through his auburn
lashes, aud smiled at the beaming face of the singer. He felt
that he had improved the occasion.
" I am not afraid of Miss Lawford, now," he thought to himself
.
.
.
Tliis candid, fervent girl was only another piece in the
schemer's game of chess; and he saw a way of making her
useful in the attainment of that great end which, in the strange
simpHcity of cunning, he believed to be the one purpose of
cc' nj man's life,—Self-Aggrandizement.
I t never for a moment entered into his mind that Edward
Arundel was any more real than he was himself. There can be
no perfect comprehension where there is no sympathy. Paul
believed that Edward had tried to become master of Mary
Marchmont's heritage; and had failed; and was angry because
of his faflure. He believed this passionate young man to be a
schemer like himself; only a little more impetuous and blundering in his manner of going to work.
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CHAPTER XXXIII,
THE EETUEN OF THE WANDEEEE.

THE .March winds were blowing amongst the oaks in Dangerfield Park, when Edward Arundel went back to the house
which had never been his home since his boyhood. He went
back because he had grown weary of lonely wanderings in that
strange Breton country. He had grown weary of himself and
of his own thoughts. He was worn out by the eager desire
that devoured him by day and by night,—the passionate yearning to be far away beyond that low eastern horizon Hne; away
amid the carnage and riot of an Indian battle-field.
So he went back at last to his mother, who had written to
him again and again, imploring him to return to her, and to
rest, and to be happy in the famiHar household where he was
beloved. He left his luggage at the little inn where the coach
stopped, and then he walked quietly homewards in the gloaming. The early spring evening was bleak and chill. The blacksmith's fire roared at him as he went by the smithy. All the
Hghts in the queer latticed windows twinkled and bhnked at
him, as if in friendly welcome to the wanderer. He remembered them all: the quaint, misshapen, lop-sided roofs; the
tumble-down chimneys; the low doorways, that had sunk down
below the level of the village street, until all the front parlours
became cellars, and strange pedestrians butted their heads
against the flower-pots in the bedroom windows; the -withered
iron frame and pitiful oil-lamp hung out at the corner of the
street, making a faint spot of feeble light upon the rugged
pavement; the mysterious little shops, with low darksome
windows, where Dutch dolls and stationery, stale gingerbread,
and pickled cabbage, were mixed up with wooden peg-tops,
squares of yellow soap, rickety paper kites, green apples, and
string; they were aU famiHar to him.
I t had been a fine thing once to come into this village with
Letitia, and buy stale gingerbread and rickety kites of a snuffy
old pensioner of his mother's. The kites had always stuck
in the upper branches of the oaks, and the gingerbread had invariably choked him.; but with the memory of the kites and
gingerbread came back all the freshness of his youth, and he
looked vdth a pensive tenderness at the homely little shops,
the merchandise fHckering in the red firelight, that filled each
quaint interior with a genial glow of warmth and colour.
He passed unquestioned by a wicket at the side of the great
gates. The firelight was rosy in the windows of the lodge, and
he heard a woman's voice singing a monotonous song to a sleepy
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child. Everywhere in this pleasant England there seemed to
lie the glow of cottage fires, and friendliness, and love, and
home. The young man sighed as he remembered that great
stone mansion far away in dismal Lincolnshire, and thought
how happy he might have been in this bleak spring twilight, if
he could have sa-t by ]\Iary Marchmont's side in tho western
drawing-room, watching the firelight and the shadows trembHng
on her t'air young face.
I t never had been: and it never was to be. The happiness of
a home; the sweet sense of ownership; the deHght of dispensing pleasure to others; all the simple domestic joys which
make Hfe beautiful,—had never been known to John Marchmont's daughter since that early time in which she shared her
father's lodging in Oakley-street, and went out In the cold
December morning to buy roUs for Edward Arundel's breakfast.
The wanderer hastened his footsteps after entering the park,
and was soon within sight of the big rambling mansion. From
the bay-wuidow of his mother's favourite sitting-room the same
red Hght that he had seen in every lattice in the •village
streamed out upon the growing darkness of the lawn. There
was a half-glass door leading into a little lobby near the sittingrt-iom. Edward Amndel opened it and went in, very quietly.
He expected to find his mother and his sister in tho room -with
the bay-window.
The door of this famfliar apartment was ajar; he pushed It
open, and went in. It was a very pretty room, and all the
womanly Htter of open books and music, needlework and drawing materials, made it homelike. The firelight flickered upon
everything—on the pictures and picture-frames, the black oak
paneUing, the OYien piano, a cluster of snowdrops in a tall glass
on the table, the scattered worsteds by the embroidery-frame,
the sleepy dogs upon the hearth-rug. A young lady stood in
the bay--window -vritli her back to the fire. Edward Arundel
crept softly up to her, and put his arm round her waist.
"Letty!"
I t was not Letitia, but a young lady -with very blue eyes, who
blushi.-d scarlet, and turned upon the young man rather fiercely ;
and then recognizing him, dropped into the nearest chair and
began to tremble and grow pale.
" I am soiry I startled you. Miss Lawford," Edward said,
gently; " I really thought you were my sister. I did not even
know that you were here."
" Ncj, of course not. I—you didn't startle me much, Mr.
Arundel; only you were not expected home. I thought you
were far away in Brittany, I had no idea that there was any
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chance of your returning. I thought you meant to be away all
the summer—Mrs. Arundel told me so."
Belinda Lawford said all this in that fresh girlish voice which
was famiHar to Mr. Amndel; but she was still very pale, and
she still trembled a little, and there was something almost apologetic in the way in which she assured Edward that she had
believed he would be abroad throughout the summer. I t seemed
almost as if she had said: " I did not come here because I
thought I should see you. I had no thought or hope of meeting you."
But Edward Amndel was not a coxcomb, and he was very
slow to understand any such signs as these. He saw that he
had startled the young lady, and that she had turned pale and
trembled as she recognized him; and he looked at her •with a
half-wondering, half-pensive expression in his face.
She blushed as he looked at her. She went to the table and
began to gather together the silks and worsteds, as if the
arrangement of her work-basket were a matter of -vital importance, to be achieved at any sacrifice of poHteness. Then, suddenly remembering that she ought to say something to Mr.
Arundel, she gave e-vidence of the originality of her inteUect by
the following remark:
"How surprised Mrs. Arundel and Letitia -will be to see
Even as she said this her eyes were stiU bent upon the skeins
of worsted in her hand.
" Yes; I think they will be surprised. I did not mean to
come home until the autumn. But I got so tired of wandering
about a strange country alone. Where are they—my mother
and Letitia ? "
" They have gone down the village, to the school. They -wIU
be back to tea. Your brother is away; and we dine at four
o'clock, and drink tea at eight. I t is so much pleasanter than
dining late."
This was quite an effort of genius ; and Miss .Lawford went
on sorting the skeins of worsted in the fireHght. Edward
Arundel had been standing aU this time with his hat in his
hand, almost as If he had been a visitor making a late morning
call upon BeHnda; but he put his hat down now, and seated
himself near the table by which the young lady stood, still busy
with the arrangement of her work-basket.
Her heart was beating very fast, and she was straining her
arithmetical powers to the utmost, in the endeavour to make a
very abstruse calculation as to the time in which Mrs. Arundel
and Letitia could walk to the village school-house and back to
Dangerfield, and the delay that might arise by reason of sundry
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interrui^tioiis from obsequious gaffers and respectful goodies,
eager for a word of friendly salutation from their patroness.
The arrangement of the work-basket could not last for ever.
I t had become the most pitiful pretence by the time Miss Lawford shut do-wn the wicker Hd, and seated herself primly in a
low chair by the fireplace. She sat looking down at the fire,
and twisting a slender gold chain In and out between her
smooth white fingers. She looked very pretty in that fitful
fireHght, with her wa-ving brown hair pushed off her forehead,
and her drooping eyelids hiding the tender blue eyes. She sa-t
twisting the chain in her fingers, and dared not lift her eyes to
Mr. Arundel's face.
And yet she was not a stupid girl. Her father could have
indignantly refuted any such slander as that against the azureeyed Hebe who made his home pleasant to him. To the Major's
mind BeHnda was all that man could desire in woman, whether
as daughter or wife. She was the bright genius of the old
man's home, and he loved her with that chivalrous devotion
which is common to brave soldiers, who are the simplest and
gentlest of men when you chain them to their firesides, and
keep them away from the din of the camp and the confusion of
the transport-ship.
Belinda Lawford was clever; but only just clever enough to
be charming. I t Is doubtful whether she could have got
through " Paradise Lost," or Gibbon's " DecHne and Fall,"
or a volume by Adam Smith or McCulloch, though you had
promised her a diamond necklace when she came conscientiously to " Finis." But she could read Shakspeare for the hour
together, and did read him aloud to her father in a fresh, clear
voice, that was Hke music on the water. And she read Macaulay's " History of England," with eyes that kindled with indignation against cowardly, obstinate James, or melted with pity
for poor weak foolish Monmouth, as the case might be. She
could play Mendelssohn and Beethoven,—plaintive sonatas;
tender songs, that had no need of words to expound the mystic
meaning of the music. She could sing old ballads and Irish
melodies, that thrilled the souls of those who heard her, and
made hard men pitiful to brazen Hibernian beggars in the
London streets for the memory of that pensive music. She
could read the leaders in the " Times," with no false quantities
In the Latin quotations, and knew what she was reading about;
and had her favourites at St. Stephen's; and adored Lord
Palmorston, and was liberal to the core of her tender young
heart. She was as brave as a true Englishwoman should be,
and would have gone to the wars -with her old father, and served
him as a page; or would have foUowed him into captivity, and
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tended him In prison, if she had Hved in the days when there
was such work for a high-spirited girl to do.
But to-night she sat opposite Mr. Edward Arundel, and
twisted her chain round her fingers, and listened for the footstejDS of the returning mistress of -the house. She was like a
bashful school-girl who has danced with an officer at her first
ball. And yet amidst her shy confusion, her fears that she
should seem agitated and embarrassed, her struggles to appear
at her ease, there was a sort of pleasure in being seated there by
the low fire with Edward Arundel opposite to her. There was
a strange pleasure, an almost painful pleasure, mingled with
her feelings in those quiet moments. She was acutely conscious
of every sound that broke the stillness—the sighing of the wind
in the wide chimney; the falling of the cinders on the hearth;
the occasional snor-t of one of the sleeping dogs; and the beating
of her own restless heart. And though she dared not Hft her
eyelids to the young soldier's face, that handsome, earnest
countenance, with the chestnut hair lit up with gleams of gold,
the firm lips shaded by a brown moustache, the pensive smile,
the broad white forehead, the dark-blue handkerchief tied loosely
under a white collar, the careless grey travelling-dress, even the
attitude of the hand and arm, the bent head drooping a Httle
over the fire—were as present to her inner sight as if her eyes
had kept watch all this time, and had never wavered in their
steady gaze.
There is a second-sight that is not recognized by grave professors of magic—a second-sight which common people call
Love.
But by-and-by Edward began to talk, and then Miss Lawford
found courage, and took heart to question him about his wanderings in Brittany. She had only been a few weeks in Devonshire, she said. Her thoughts went back to the dreary autumn
in Lincolnshire as she spoke; and she remembered the dull
October day upon which her father had come into the girl's
morning-room at the Grange with Edward's farewell letter in
his hand. She remembered this_, and all the talk that there
had been about the horsewhipjDing of Mr. Paul Marchmont
upon his own threshold. She remembered all the warm discussions, the speculations, the ignorant conjectures, the praise, the
blame; and how it had been her business to sit by and listen
and hold her peace, except upon that one never-to-be-forgotten
night at the Rectory, when Paul Marchmont had hinted at
something whose perfect meaning she had never dared to unagine, but winch had, somehow or other, mingled vaguely wdth
all her daydreams ever since.
Was there any truth in that which Paul Marchmont had said
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to her? Was it true that Edward Arundel had never really
loved his young bride ?
Letitia had said as much, not once, but twenty times.
" I t ' s quite ridiculous to suppose that he could have ever been
in love -with the poor, dear, sickly thing," Miss Arundel had
exclaimed; "It was only the absurd romance of the business
that captivated him; for Edward is really ridiculously romantic;
and as her father had been a supernumera—ra—(it's no use, I
don't think anybody ever did know how many syllables there
are in that word)—and lived in Oakley-street, and wrote a pitififl letter to Edward, about his motherless daughter and all that
sort of thing—just Hke one of those tiresome old novels with a
baby left at a cottage-door, and all the s's looking Hke/'s, and
the last word of one page repeated at the top of the next page
—my brother felt himself bound to take the poor little thing fbr
his wife. That was why he married Miss Marchmont, you may
depend upon it, Linda; and all I hope Is, that he'll be sensible
enough to marry again, and to have a Christian-like wedding,
with carriages, and a breakfast, and two clergymen; and I
should wear white glace sflk with tulle puffings, and a tulle
bonnet showered over with clematis."
With such discourse as this Miss Arundel had frequently
entertained her friend; and she had indulged in numerous
inuendoes of an embarrassing nature as to the propriety of old
friends and schoolfellows being united by the endeariag tie of
sister-in-lawhood, and other observations to the like effect.
BeHnda knew that if ever Edward _came to love her,—whenever she did venture to speculate upon such a chance, she never
dared to come at aU near It, but thought of it as a thing that
might come to pass in half a century or so—if he should choose
her for his second -wife, she knew that she would be gladly and
tenderly welcomed at Dangerfield. Mrs. Arundel had hinted as
much as this. Belinda knew how anxiously that loving mother
hoped that her son might, by-and-by, form new ties, and cease
to lead a purposeless life, wasting his brightest years In lamentations for his lost bride: she knew all this; and sitting opposite
to the young man in the firelight, there was a dull pain at her
heart; for there was something in the soldier's sombre face that
told her he had not yet ceased to lament his lost wife.
Mrs. Arundel and Letitia came in presently, and gave utterance to loud rejoiciags. Preparations were made for the physical
comfort of the wanderer,—bells were rung, lighted wax-candles
and a glittering tea-service were brought in, a cloth -was laid,
and cold meats and other comestibles spread forth, with tha-t
profusion which has made the west country as proverbial as the
north for its hospitality. Miss Lawford would have sat opposite
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the traveller for a very long time without asking whether Mr.
Arundel required refreshment.
She had read in her Hort's
" Pantheon " that the gods sometimes ate and drank like orcHnary mortals; yet it had never entered into her mind that
Edward could be hungry. But she now had the satisfaction of
seeing Mr. Amndel eat a very good dinner; while she herself
poured out the tea, to obHge Letitia, who was In the middle of
the third volume of a new novel, and went on reading it as
cooUy as if there had been no such person as that handsome
young soldier in the world.
" The books must go back to the club to-morrow morning,
you know, mamma dear, or I wouldn't read at tea-time," the
young lady remarked, apologetically. " I want to know whether
he'll marry Theodora or that nasty Miss St. Ledger. Linda
thinks he'll marry Miss St. Ledger, and be miserable, and
Theodora -will cHe. I beHeve Linda likes love stories to end unhaj^pily. I don't. I hope if he does marry Miss St. Ledger—
and he'll be a wicked wretch if he does, after the things he has
said to Theodora—I hope. If he does, she'll die—catch cold at a
dejeuner at T-wickenham, or something of that kind, you know;
and then he'll marry Theodora afterwards, and all will end
happily. Do you know, Linda, I always fancy that you're Hke
Theodora, and that Edward is like him."
After which speech Miss Amndel went back to her book,
and Edward helped himself rather awkwardly to a slice of
tongue, and BeHnda Lawford, who had her hand upon the urn,
suffered the teapot to overflow amongst the cups and saucers.
CHAPTER X X X i y .
A

WIDOWEE'S

WOOING.

FOE some time after his return Edward Arundel -was very restless and gloomy : roaming about the country by himself, under
the influence of a pretended passion for pedestrianism. For the
first time in his life he showed some incHnation for study, shut
himself in his dead father's library, where he sat hour after hour
in a great easy-chair, reading the histories of all the wars that
have ever ravaged -this earth-—from the days in which the
elephants of the Carthaginian ruler trampled upon the soldiery
of Rome, to the era of that Corsican barrister's wonderful son,
who came out of his simple island home to conquer the civiHzed
half of a world.
Edward Arundel showed himself a very indifferent brother;
for, do what she would, Letitia could not induce him to join in
any of her pursiuts. She caused a butt to be set up upcii the
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lawn; but all she could say about Belinda's " best gold " could
not bring the young man out upon the grass to watch the two
girls shooting. He looked at them by stealth sometimes through
the window of the library, and sighed as he thought of the
blight upon his manhood, and of all the things that might have
been.
Might not these things even yet come to pass P Had he not
done his duty to the dead; and was he not free now to begin a
fresh Hfe ? His mother was perpetually hinting at some bright
prospect that lay smiling before him, if he chose to take the
blossom-bestrewn path which led to that fair country. His
sister told him stfll more plainly of a prize that was within his
reach, if he were but brave enough to stretch out his hand and
claim the precious treasure for his own. But when he thought
of all this—when he considered whether it would not be wise to
droj) the dense curtain of forgetfulness over the sad picture of
the past—whether it would not be well to let the dead bury their
dead, and to accept that other blessing which the same Providence that had bHghted his first hope seemed to offer to him
now—the shadowy phantom of John Marchmont arose out of
' the mystic realms of the dead, and a ghastly voice cried to him,
" I charged you •with my daughter's safe keejDing; I trusted you
•with her innocent love; I gave you the custody of her helplessness. What have you done to show yourself worthy of my faith
in you ? "
These thoughts tormented the young widower peipetually,
and deprived him of all pleasure in the congenial society of his
sister and BeHnda Lawford; or Infused so sharp a flavour of
remorse into his cup of enjoyment, that pleasure was akin to
paia.
So I don't know how it was that, in the dusky twilight of a
bright day in early May, nearly two months after his return to
Dangerfield, Edward Arundel, coming by chance upon Miss
La-wford as she sat alone in the deep bay-window where he had
found her on his first coming, confessed to her the terrible
struggle of feeHng that made the great trouble of his life, and
asked her if she were willing to accept a love which. In its
warmest fervour, was not quite unclouded by the shadow of
past sorrow.
" I love you dearly, Linda," he said; " I love, I esteem, I
admire you; and I know that it is in your power to give me the
happiest future that ever a man imagined in lus youngest,
brightest dreams. But if you accept my love, dear, .you must
tal;e my memory -with it. I cannot forget, Linda. I have tried
to forget. I have prayed that God, in His mercy, might give
me forgetfulness of that irrevocable past. But the prayer has
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never been granted; the boon has never been bestowed. I think
that love for the Hving and remorse for the dead must for ever
reign side by side In my heart. I t is no falsehood to you that
makes me remember her; it is no forgetfulness of her that
makes me love you. I offer my brighter and happier self to
you, Belinda; I consecrate my sorrow and my tears to her. I
love you -with all my heart; but even for the sake of your love
I will not pretend that I can forget her. If John Marchmont's
daughter had died with her head upon my breast, and a prayer
on her lips, I might have regretted her as other men regret their
•wives; and I might have learned by-and-by to look back upon
my grief -with only a tender and natural sadness, that would
have left my future Hfe unclouded. But it can never be so.
The poison of remorse is blended with that sorrowful memory.
If I had done otherwise—if I had been -wiser and more thoughtful—my darling need never have suffered; my darHng need
never have sinned. I t is the thought that her death may have
been a sinful one that is most cruel to me, BeHnda. I have
seen her pray, with her pale earnest face upHfted, and the Hght
of faith shining in her gentle eyes ; I have seen the inspiration
of God upon her face; and I cannot bear to think that in the
darkness which came down upon her young Hfe, that the holy
Hght was quenched; I cannot bear to think that Heaven was
ever deaf to the pitiful cry of my Innocent lamb."
And here Mr. Arundel paused, and sat silently, looking out
at the long shadows of the trees upon the darkening lawn; and
it may be that, for the time being, he forgot that he had just
made Miss Lawford an offer of his hand, and so much of his
heart as a -widower may be supposed to have at his disposal.
Ah me! we can only Hve and die once. There are some
things, and those the most beautiful of all things, that can
never be renewed : the bloom on a butterfly's wing; the morning
dew upon a newdy-blo^svn rose; our first •view of the ocean; our
first pantomime, when aU the fairies were fairies for ever, and
when the imprudent consumption of the contents of a pewter
quart-measure in sight of the stage-box could not disenchant us
with that elfin creature. Harlequin the graceful, faithful betrothed
of Columbine the fair. The firstlings of life are most precious.
When the black wing of the angel of death swept over agonized
Egypt, and the children were smitten, offended Heaven, eager
for a sacrifice, took the firstborn. The young mothers would
have other children, perhaps; but between those others and the
mother's love there would be the pale shadow of that lost darling whose tiny hands first drew undreamed-of melodies from
the sleeping chords, jftrs^ evoked the slumbering spirit of maternal
love.
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Edward Amndel had grown to love Belinda Lawford unconsciously, and In spite of himself; but the first love of his heart,
the first fi-nlt of his youth, had perished. He could not feel
quite the same devotion, the same boyish chivalry, that he had
felt for the innocent bride who had wandered beside him in the
sheltered meadows near Winchester. He might begin a new
Hfe, but he could not Hve the old Hfe over again. He must wear
his me with a difference this time. But he loved BeHnda very
dearly, nevertheless; and he told her so, and by-and-by won
from her a tearful avowal of affection.
Alas! she had no power to question the manner of his wooing.
He loved her—he had said as much; and aU the good she had
desired in this universe became hers from the moment of Edward
Arundel's utterance of those words. He loved her; that was
enough. That he should cherish a remorseful sorrow for that lost
wife, made him only the truer, nobler, and dearer in Behnda's
sight. She was not vain, or exacting, or selfish. I t was not in
her nature to begrudge poor dead Mary the tender thoughts of
her husband. She was generous, impulsive, beUeving: and she
had no more incHnation to doubt Edward's love for her, after he
had once avowed such a sentiment, than to disbeheve in the
Hght of heaven when she saw the sun shining. Unquestioning,
and unutterably happy, she received her lover's betrothal kiss,
and went with him to his mother, blushing and trembHng, to
receive that lady's blessing.
" Ah, if you knew how I have prayed for this, Linda !" Mrs.
Amndel exclaimed, as she folded the girl's sUght figure In her
arms.
" And I shaU wear white glace with piuked flounces, Instead
of tuUe puffings, you sly Linda," cried Letitia.
" And I'U give Ted the home-farm, and the white house to
Hve in, If he Hkes to try his hand at the new system of farming," said Reginald Arundel, who had come home from the
Continent, and had amused himself for the last week by strolHng
about his estate, and staring at his timber, and almost wishing
that there was a necessity for cutting down all the oaks in the
avenue, so that he might have something to occupy him until
the 12th of August.
Never was promised bride more welcome to a household than
bright BeHnda La-wford; and as for the young lady herself, it
must be confessed that she was almost childishly happy, and
that It was aU that she could do to prevent her Hght step from
falling into a dance as she floated hither and thither through
the house at Dangerfield,—a fresh young Hebe In crisp mushn
robes; a gentle goddess, with smfles upon her face, and happiness in her heart.
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" I loved you from the first, Edward," she whispered one day
to her lover. " I knew that you were good, and brave, and
noble; and I loved you because of that."
And a little for the golden glimmer In his clustering curls;
and a little for his handsome profile, his flashing eyes, and tha-t
distinguished air peculiar to the defenders of their country;
more especially pecuHar, perhaps, to those who ride on horseback when they sally forth to defend her.
Mrs. Arundel and Letitia took matters quite out of the
hands of the two lovers. The elder lady fixed the wedding-day,
by agreement with Major Lawford, and sketched out the route
for the wedding-tour. The younger lady chose the fabrics for
the dresses of the bride and her attendants; and all was done
before Edward and Belinda well knew what their friends were
about. Perhaps Mrs. Arundel feared her son might change his
mind If matters were not brought swiftly to a cHmax, and it is
possible that she hurried on the irrevocable day, in order that
he might have no breathing time until the vows had been spoken
and Belinda Lawford was his wedded wife. It had been arranged that Edward should escort Belinda back to Lincolnshire,
and that his mother and Letitia, who was to be chief bridesmaid, should go with them. The marriage was to be solemnized
at Hfllingsworth Church, which was within a mile and a half
of the Grange.
The 1st of July was the day appointed by agreement between
Major and Mrs. Lawford and Mrs. Amndel; and on the 18th of
June Edward was to accompany his mother, Letitia, and Belinda to London. They were to break the journey by stopping
in town for a few days, in order to make a great many jmrchases necessary for Miss Lawford's wedding paraphernalia, for
which the Major had sent a bouncing cheque to his favourite
daughter.
And all this time the only person at all unsettled, the only
person whose mind was fll at ease, was Edward Arundel, the
young widower who was about to take to himself a second
•wife. His mother, who watched him -with a maternal comprehension of every change in his face, saw this, and trembled for
her son's happiness.
" And yet he cannot be otherwise than happy -with Belinda
Lawford," Mrs. Amndel thought to herself
But upon the eve of that journey to London, Edward sat
alone with his mother in the dra-wing-room at Dangerfield, after
the two younger ladies had retired for the night. They slept in
adjoinuig apartments, these two young ladies; and a great deal
of their conversation was about Valenciennes lace, and flounces
cut upon the cross, moire antique, mull muslin, glace sflk, and

A Widower's Wooing.

327

the last '_' sweet thing" in bonnets. I t was only when loquacious Letitia was shut out that Miss Lawford knelt alone In the
still moonUght, and prayed that she might be a good wife to the
man who had chosen her. I t is doubtful if she ever prayed that
she might be faithful and true and pure ; for it never entered
Into her mind that any creature bearing the sacred name of wife
could be otherwise. She only prayed for the mysterious power
to preserve her husband's aff'ection, and make his life happy.
Mrs. Arundel, sitting tete-a-tete with her younger son in the
lamplit drawing-room, was startled by hearing the young man
breathe a deep sigh. She looked up from her work to see a
sadder expression in his face than perhaps ever clouded the
countenance of an expectant bridegroom.
" Edward !" she exclaimed.
" W h a t , mother?"
" How hea-vily you sighed just now!"
" Did I ? " said Mr. Arundel, abstractedly. Then, after a
pause, he said, in a different tone, " It is no use trying to hide
-these thmgs from you, mother. The truth is, I am not hajapy."
" N o t happy, Edward!" cried Mrs. Arundel; " b u t surely
you
?"
" I know what you are going to say, mother. Yes, mother,
I love this dear grrl Linda with all my heart; I love her mos-t
sincerely; and I could look forward to a life of unalloyed happiness with her, if—if there was not some inexplicable dread,
some vague and most miserable feeling, always coming between
me and my hopes. I have tried to look forward to the future,
mother; I have tried to think of what my life may be
with Belinda; but I cannot, I cannot. I cannot look forward;
aU is dark to me. I try to bufld up a bright palace, and an unkno-wn hand shatters It. I try to turn away from the memory
of my old sorrows; but the same hand plucks me back, and
holds me to the past. If I could retract what I have done; if I
could,, -with any show of honour, draw back, even now, and not
go upon this journey to Lincolnshire; if I could break my faith
to this poor girl who loves me, and whom I love, as God knows,
with aU truth and earnestness, I would do so—I would do so."
"Edward!"
" Yes, mother; I would do it. I t Is not in me to forget. My
dead -wife haunts me by night and day. I hear her voice crying
to me, ' False, false, false; cruel and false; heartless and forgetful !' There is never a night that I do not dream of that
dark sluggish river down in Lincolnshire. There is never a
dream that I have—however purposeless, however inconsistent
in all Its other detafls—In which I do not see her dead face
looking up at me through the murky waters. Even when I am
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talking to Linda, when words of love for her are on my lips,
my mind wanders away back—always back—to the sunset by
the boat-house, when my little -wife gave me her hand; to the
trout-stream in the meadow, where we sat side by side and
talked about the future."
For a few minutes Mrs. Arundel was quite sflent. She abandoned herself for that brief iuterval to complete despair. I t was
all over. The bridegroom would cry off; insulted Major Lawford would come post-haste to Dangerfield, to annihilate this
dismal widower, who did not know his own mind. All the
costly fabrics—the gauzes, and laces, and silks, and velvets—
that were in course of preparation in the upper chambers would
become so much useless finery, to be hidden in out-of-the-way
cupboards, and devoured by misanthropical moths,—insect
iconoclasts, who take a deHght in destroying the decorations of
the human temple.
Poor Mrs. Arundel took a mental photograph of all the compHcated horrors of the situation. An offended father; a gentle,
loving girl crushed Hke some broken lily; gossip, slander;
misery of all kinds. And then the lady plucked up courage and
gave her recreant son a sound lecture, to the effect that this
conduct was atrociously wicked; and that if this trusting young
bride, this fair young second -wife, were to be taken away from
him as the first had been, such a calamity would only be a
fitting judgment upon him for his folly.
But Edward told his mother, very quietly, that he had no intention of being false to his newly-pHghted troth.
" I love BeHnda," he said; " a n d I will be true to her,
mother. But I cannot forget the past; It hangs about me Hke
a bad dream."
CHAPTER

XXXY-

HOW THE TIDINGS WEEE EECEIVED IN LINCOLNSHIEE.

THE young widower made no further lamentation, but did his
duty to his betrothed bride -with a cheerful visage. Ah ! what a
pleasant journey it was to Belinda, that progress through London on the way to Lincolnshire ! I t was Hke that triumphant
journey of March, '63, when the Royal bridegroom led his
Northern bride through a surging sea of eager, smiHng faces,
to the musical jangling of a thousand beUs. If there were
neither populace nor joy-beUs on this occasion. Miss Lawford
scarcely knew that those elements of a triumphal progress were
missing. To her ears aU the universe was musical -with the
eound of mystic joy-bells; aU the earth was glad -with the
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brightness of happy faces. The railway-carriage,—the commonplace vehicle, frouzy with the odour of wool and morocco,—was
a fau-y chariot, more wonderful than Queen Mab's; the white
chalk cutting In the hill was a shining cleft in a mountain of
sflver; the wandering streams were melted diamonds; the redbrick stations were enchanted castles. The pale sherry, carried
in a pocket-flask, and sipped out of a little silver tumbler—
there Is apt to be a warm flatness about sherry taken out of
pocket-flasks that Is scarcely agreeable to the connoisseur—was
Hke nectar newly brewed for the gods; even the anchovies in the
sand-wlches were like the enchanted fish in the Arabian story.
A magical phflter had been infused into the atmosphere: the'
flavour of first love was in every sight and sound,
Was ever bridegroom more Indulgent, more devoted, than Edward Arundel ? He sat before the counters of silk-mercers for
the hour together, while Mrs. Arundel and the two girls deliberated over crisp fabrics unfolded for their inspe(ition. He was
always ready to be consulted, and gave his opinion upon the
confflcting merits of peach-colour and pink, apple-green and
maize, with unwearying attention. But sometimes, even while
BeHnda was smiHng at him, •with the rippling silken stuff held
up in her white hand, and making a lustrous cascade upon the
counter, the mystic hand plucked him back, and his mind wandered away to that childish bride who had chosen no splendid
garments for her wedding, but had gone -with him to the altar
as trustfully as a baby goes in Its mother's arms to the cradle.
If he had been left alone with Belinda,—with tender, sympathetic BeHnda,—who loved him well enough to understand
him, and was always ready to take her cue from his face, and
to be joyous or thoughtful according to his mood,—it might have
been better for him. But his mother and Letitia reigned paramount during this ante-nuptial week, and Mr. Amndel was
scarcely suffered to take breath. He was hustled hither and
thither in the hot summer noontide. He was taken to choose a
dressing-case for his bride; and he was made to look at glittering objects untfl his eyes ached, and he could see nothing but a
bewildering dazzle of ormolu and sflver-gllt. He was taken to
a great emporium to select perfumery, and made to sniff at
divers essences untfl his nostrils were unnaturally distended,
and his olfactory nerves affHcted with temporary paralysis. There
was jeweflery of his mother's and of Behnda's mother's to be reset ; and the hymeneal -victim was comj)elled to sit for an hour
or so, blinking at fiery-crested serpents that were destined to coil
up his -wife's arms, and emerald padlocks that were to lie upon
her breast. And then, when his soul was weary of glaring splendours and ghttering confusions, they took him round the Park,
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in a whirlpool of diaphanous bonnets, and smiling faces, and
brazen harness, and emblazoned hammer-cloths, on the margin
of a river whose waters were like molten gold under the blazing
sun. After which recreation they gave him a seat in an operabox and the crash of a monster orchestra, blended with the hum
of a thousand voices, to soothe his nerves withal.
But the more wearied this young man became with gUtter,
and dazzle, and sunshine, and silk-mercers' ware, the more
surely his mind wandered back to the still meadows, and the
Hmpid troitt-stream, the sheltering hills, the solemn shadows of
the cathedral, the distant voices of the rooks high up in the
waving elms.
The bustle of preparation was over at last, and the bridal
party went down to Lincolnshire. Pleasant chambers had
been prepared at the Grange for Mr. Arundel and his mother
and sister ; and the bridegroom was received with enthusiasm
by Belinda's blue-eyed younger sisters, who were enchanted to
find that there was going to be a wedding, and that they were to
have new frocks.
So Edward would have been a churl indeed had he seemed
otherwise than happy, had he been anything but devoted to the
bright girl who loved him.
Tidings of the coming wedding flew Hke wildfire through
Lincolnshire. Edward Arundel's romantic story had elevated
him into a hero; all manner of reports had been circulated
about his devotion to his lost young wife. He had sworn never
to mingle in society again, people said. He had sworn never to
have a new suit of clothes, or to have his hair cut, or to shave,
or to eat a hot dinner. Lincolnshire by no means approved of
the defection implied by his apiDroaching union with Belinda.
He was only a commonplace widower, after all, it seemed;
ready to be consoled as soon as the ceremonious interval of
decent grief was over. People had exijected something better of him. They had expected to see him in a year or two
with long grey hair, dressed in shabby ra^iment, and with his
beard upon his breast, prowling about the village of KemberHng,
baited by little children. Lincolnshire was veiy much disappointed by the turn that affairs had taken. Shakspearian
aphorisms were current among the gossips at comfortable teatables ; and people talked about funeral baked meats serving for
marriage festivals, and the propriety of building churches if you
have any ambitious desire that your memory should outlast
your Hfe; and Indulged in other bitter observations, familiar to
all admirers of the great dramatist.
But there were some jpeople in Lincolnshire to whom the news
of Edward Arundel's intended maiidage was more welcome than
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the early May flowers to rustic chiklren eager for a festival.
Paul Marchmont heard the report, and rubbed his hands stealthily, and smiled to himself as ho sat reading In the sunny
western drawing-room. The good seed which he had sown that
night at the Rectory had borne this welcome fruit. Edward
Arundel with a young wife would be very much less formidal)le than Edward Arundel single and discontented, prowling
about the neighbourhood of Marchmont Towers, and perpetually
thi-eatenlng vengeance upon Mary's cousin.
I t was busy little La-vinia Weston who first brought her
brother the tidings. He took both her hands In his, and kissed
them in his enthusiasm.
" My best of sisters," he said, " you shall have a pair of diamond earrings for this."
" For only bringing you the news, P a u l ? "
" For only bringing me the news. When a messenger carries the tidings of a great victory to his king, the king makes
him a knight upon the spot. This mandage is a -victory to me,
La-vinia. From to-day I shall breathe freely."
" B u t they are not married yet. Something may happen,
perhaps, to prevent
"
"What should happen?" asked Paul, rather sharply. " B y
the bye. It -will be as well to keep this from Mrs. John," he
added, thoughtfuUy; "though really now I fancy it matters
very Httle what she hears."
He tapped his forehead slightly with his two sHm fingers, and
there was a horrible significance In the action.
" She Is not likely to hear anything," Mrs. Weston said; "she
sees no one but Barbara Simmons."
" Then I should be glad If you would give Simmons a hint to
hold her tongue. This news about the wedding would disturb
her mistress."
" Yes, I'U tell her so. Barbara is a very excellent person. I
can always manage Barbara. But oh, Paul, I don't know what
I'm to do -with that poor weak-witted husband of mine."
" How do you mean P "
" Oh, Paul, I have had such a scene with him to-day—such a
scene! You remember the way he went on that day down in
the boat-house when Edward Arundel came in upon us unexl^ectedly ? Well, he's been going on as badly as that to-day,
Paul,—or worse, I reaUy think."
Mr. Marchmont frowned, and flung aside his newspaper, with
a gesture expressive of considerable vexation.
" Now really, La-vinia, this Is too bad," he said : "if your husband is a fool, I am not going to be bored about his folly. You
have managed him for fifteen years: surely you can go on
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managing him now without annoying me about him P If Mr.
George Weston doesn't know when he's well off, he's an ungrateful cur, and you may tell him so, -with my compliments."
H e picked u p his newspaper again, and began to read. B u t
La-vinia Weston, looking anxiously a t her brother's face, saw
t h a t his pale auburn brows were contracted in a thoughtful
fro-wn, and that, if he read at all, the words upon which his eyes
rested would convey very little meaning to his brain.
She was r i g h t ; for presently he spoke to her, still looking at
the page before him, and with affected carelessness.
" Do you think t h a t fellow would go to AustraHa, Lavinia P "
" A l o n e ? " asked his sister.
" Yes, alone of course," said Mr. Marchmont, putting down
his paper, and looking a t Mrs. Weston rather dubiously. " I
don't want you to go to the Antipodes; but if—if the fellow
refused to go without you, I ' d make it well worth your while to
go out there, La-vinia. Y o u shouldn't have any reason to regret
obliging me, my dear girl."
The dear girl looked rather sharply a t her affectionate
brother.
" I t ' s like your selfishness, Paul, to propose such a thing,"
she said, " after all I've done
"
" I have not been ilHberal to you, Lavinia."
" N o ; you've been generous enough to me, I know, In the
m a t t e r of gifts; b u t you're rich, Paul, and you can afford to
give. I don't like the idea t h a t you're so willing to pack me out
of the way now t h a t I can be no longer useful to you."
Mr. Marchmont shrugged his shoulders.
" F o r Heaven's sake, Lavinia, don't be sentimental. If there's
one thing I despise more t h a n another, lo is this kind of mawkish sentimentahty. You've been a very good sister to m e ; and
I've been a very decent brother to yon. If you have served me,
I have made It answer your purpose to do so. I don't want you
t o go away. Y o u may bring all yonr goods and chattels to this
house to-morrow If you like, and live at free quarters here for
the rest of your existence. B u t if George Weston is a pigheaded brute, who can't understand upon which side his bread
Is buttered, he must be got out of the way somehow. I don't
care what it costs me ; b u t he must be got out of the way. I ' m
not going to live the Hfe of a modern Damocles, with a blundering sword always dangling over my head in the person of Mr.
George Weston. And if the m a n objects to leave the country
without you, why I think your going with him would be only a
sisterly act -towards me. I hate selfishness, Lavmia, almost as
much as I detest sentimentality."
Mrs. Weston was silent for some minutes, absorbed in reflec-
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tion. Paul got up, kicked aside a footstool, and walked up and
down the room -with his hands in his pockets.
" Perhaps I might get George to leave England, if I promised
to join him as soon as he was comfortably settled In the colonies," Mrs. Weston said, at last.
" Yes," cried Paul; " nothing could be more easy. I'll act
very liberaUy towards him, Lavinia: I'll treat him well: but
he shaU not stay in England. No, Lavinia; after what you
have told me to-day, I feel that he must be got out of the
country."
]Mr. Marchmont went to the door and looked out, to see If by
chance any one had been Hstening to him. The coast was quite
clear. The stone-paved hall looked as desolate as some undiscovered chamber in an Egyptian temple. The artist went back
to Lavinia, and seated himself by her side. For some time the
brc !:hcr and sister talked together earnestly.
They settled everything for poor henpecked George Weston.
He was to sail for Sydney immediately. Nothing could be
more easy than for La-vinia to declare that her brother had accidentally heard of some grand opening for a medical practitioner
in the metropoUs of the Antipodes. The surgeon was to have
a very handsome sum given him, and Lavinia would of course
join him as soon as he was settled. Paul Marchmont even looked
through the " Shipping Gazette " In search of an Australian
vessel which should speedily convey his brother-in-law to a
distant shore.
Lavinia Weston went home, armed with aU necessary credentials. She was to promise almost anything to her husband, provided that he gave his consent to an early departure.

CHAPTER XXXYI.
ME, WESTON EEFUSES TO BE TEAMPLED UPON.

the 30th of June, the eve of Edward Arundel's weddingday, OH-via Marchmont sat In her own room,—the room which
she had chiefly occupied ever since her husband's death,—the
study looking out into the quadrangle. She sat alone in that
dismal chamber, dimly Hghted by a pair of wax-candles, in tall
tamished silver candlesticks. There could be no greater contrast than that between this desolate woman and the master of
the house. All about him was bright and fresh, and glittering
and splendid: around her there was only ruin and decay, thickening dust and gathering cobwebs,—outward evidences of an
Inner -wreck. John Marchmont's -widow was of no importance
UPON
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In that household. The servants did not care to trouble themselves about her whims and wishes, nor to put her rooms in
order. They no longer curtseyed to her when they met her wandering—wdth a purposeless step and listless feet that dragged
upon the ground—up and down the corridor, or out in the dreary
quadrangle. What was to be gained by any show of respect to
her, whose brain was too weak to hold -the memory of their conduct for five minutes together ?
Barbara Simmons only was faithful to her mistress -with an
unvarying fidelity. She made no boast of her devotion; she
expected neither fee nor reward for her self-abnegation. That
rigid rehgion of discipline which had not been strong enough to
preserve OHvia's stormy soul from danger and ruin was at least
all-sufficient for this lower type of woman. Barbara Simmons
had been taught to do her duty, and she did It without question
or complaint. As she went through rain, snow, hail, or sunshine twice every Sunday to KemberHng Church,—as she sat
upon a cushionless seat in an uncomfortable angle of the servants' pew, with the sharp edges of the woodwork cutting her
thin shoulders, to listen patiently to dull rambHng sermons upon
the hardest texts of St. Paul, so she attended upon her mistress,
submitting to every caprice, enduring every hardship, because
It was her duty so to do. The only rehef she allowed herself
was an hour's gossip now and then in the housekeeper's room;
but she never alluded to her mistress's inflrmities, nor would i-t
have been safe for any other servant to have spoken lightly of
Mrs. John Marchmont in stern Barbara's presence.
Upon this summer evening, when haj)py people were still
lingering amongst the wfld flowers In shady lanes, or in the
dusky pathways by the quiet river, OHvia sat alone, staring at
the candles.
Was there anything In her mind; or was she only a human
au-tomaton, slowly decaying Into dust P There was no speculation in those large lustreless eyes, fixed upon the dim light of
the candles. But, for all that, the mind was not a blank. The
pictures of the past, for ever changing, like the scenes in some
magic panorama, revolved before her. She had no memory of
that which had happened a quarter of an hour ago; but she
could remember every word that Edward Arundel had said to
her in the Rectory garden at Swampington,—every intonation
of the voice in which those words had been spoken.
There was a tea-service on the table—an attenuated little
silver teapot; a lop-sided cream-jug, with thin worn edges and
one dumpy little foot missing; and an antique dragon china
cup and saucer, with the gilding washed off. That meal, which
is generally called social, has but a dismal aspect when it is only
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prepared for one. The solitary teacup, half fiUed with oold
stagnant tea, with a leaf or two jloating upon the top, Hke
weeds on the surface of a tideless pond; the teaspoon, thrown
askew across a little pool of spilt milk in the tea-tray; looked
as dreary as the ruins of a deserted city.
In the western drawing-room Paul was strolling backwards
and forwards, talking to his mother and sisters, and admiring
his pictures. He had spent a great deal of money upon art
since takuig possession of the Towers, and the western drawingroom was quite a different place from what it had been In John
Marchmont's Hfetime.
Etty's divinities smiled through hazy draperies, more transparent than the summer vapours that float before the moon.
Pearly-complexioned nymphs, with faces archly peeping round
the corner of soft rosy shoulders, frolicked amidst the silver
spray of classic fountains. Turner's Grecian temples glimmered
through sultry summer mists; while glimpses of ocean sparkled
here and there, lucid as if the artist's brush had been dipped in
melted opals. Stanfield's breezy beeches made cool spots of
freshness on the wall; and sturdy sailor-boys, with their hands
up to their mouths and their loose hair blowing in the wind,
shouted to their comrades upon the decks of brown-sailed
fishing-smacks. Panting deer upon dizzy crags, amid the misty
islands, testified to the hand of Landseer. Low down, in the
comers of the room, there lurked quaint cottage scenes by
Faed and Nichol. Ward's patched and powdered beaux and
beauties,—a Rochester In a Hght periwig; a Nell Gwynne,
sho-wing her white teeth across a basket of oranges; a group
of Tiicroyables, -with bunches of ribbons hanging from their
low top-boots, and two sets of danghng seals at their waists—
made a blaze of colour upon the walls: and amongst all these
glories of to-day there were prim Madonnas and stiff-necked
angels by Raphael and Tintoretto; a brown-faced grinning boy
by MuidUo (no collection ever was complete without that
ine-vitable bro-wn-faced boy); an obese Venus, by the great Peter
Paul; and a pale Charles the First, with martyrdom foreshadowed
In his pensive face, by Vandyke.
Paul Marchmont contemplated his treasures complacently, as
he strolled about the room, -with his coffee-cup In his hand;
while his mother watched him admiringly from her comfortable
cushioned nest at one end of a luxurious sofa.
" Well, mother," Mr. Marchmont said presently, " let people
say what they may of me, they can never say that I have used
my money badly. When I am dead and gone, these pictures
will remain to speak for me. Posterity will say, ' At any rate
the feUow was a man of taste,' Now, what in Heaven's name
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could that miserable little Mary have done -with eleven thousand
a year, if—if she had Hved to enjoy it? "
The minute-hand of the little clock in Mrs. John Marchmont's
study was creeping slowly towards the quarter before eleven,
when Olivia was aroused suddenly from that long reverie, in
which the images of the past had shone uiDon her across the
dull stagnation of the present like the domes and minarets in
a Phantasm City gleaming athwart the barren desert-sands.
She was aroused by a cautions tap upon the outside of her
window. She got up, opened the window, and looked out. The
night was dark and starless, and there was a faint sighing of
wind among the trees.
" Don't be frightened," whispered a timid voice; " it's only
me—George Weston. I want to talk to you, Mrs. John. I've
got something particular to tell you—awfully particular; but
they mustn't hear it; they mustn't know I'm here. I came round
this way on purpose. You can let me in at the little door in
the lobby, can't you, Mrs. John ? I tell you, I must tell you
what I've got to tell you," cried Mr. Weston, indifferent to tautology in his excitement. " Do let me in, there's a dear good
soul. The little door in the lobby, you know; it's locked, you
know, but I dessay the key's there."
" The door in the lobby ? " repeated Olivia, in a dreamy voice.
" Yes, you know. Do let me in now, that's a good creature.
It's awful particular, I tell you. It's about Edward Arundel."
Edward Arundel! The sound of that name seemed to act
upon the woman's shattered nerves like a stroke of electricity.
The drooping head reared itself erect. The eyes, so lustreless
before, flashed fire from their sombre depths. Comprehension,
animation, energy returned, as suddenly as if the wand of an
enchanter had summoned the dead back to life.
" Edward Arundel!" she cried, in a clear voice, which was
utterly unlike the dull deadness of her usual tones.
" Hush! " whispered Mr. Weston; " don't speak loud, for
goodness gracious sake. I dessay there's all manner of spies
about. Let me in, and I'll tell you everything."
" Yes, yes; I'll let you in. The door by the lobby—I understand : come, come."
Olivia disappeared from the window. The lobby of which the
surgeon had spoken was close to her own apartment. She
found the key In the lock of the door. The place was dark; she
opened the door almost noiselessly, and Mr. Weston crept In on
tiptoe. He drew OH-via into the study, closed the door behind
him, and drew a long breath.
" I ' v e got In," he said; "and now I am In, wild horses
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shoifldn't hold me from speaking my mind, much less Paul
Marchmont."
He turned the key In the door as he spoke, and even as he
did so glanced rather suspiciously towards the window. To his
mind the very atmosphere of that house was pervaded by the
presence of his brother-in-law.
" Oh, Mrs. John! " exclaimed the surgeon, in piteous accents,
"the way that I've been trampled upon! You've been tramifled upon, Mrs. John, but you don't seem to mind it; and
perhaps It's better to bruig oneself to that, if one can; but I
can't. I've tried to bring myself to it; I've even taken to drinking, Mrs. John, much as it goes against me: and I've tried to
dro-wn my feelings as a man in mm-and-water. But the more
spirits I consume, Mrs. John, the more of a man I feel."
Mr. Weston struck the top of his hat with his clenched fist,
and stared fiercely at Olivia, breathing very hard, and breathing
rum-and-water with a faint odour of lemon peel.
" Edward Ai-undel!—what about Edward Arundel P " said
01i-\da, in a low, eager voice.
" I'm coming to that, Mrs. John, in due c'course," returned
Mr. Weston, -with an air of dignity that was superior even to
hiccough. " What I say, Mrs. John," he added, in a confidential and argumentative tone, " Is this: I won't be trampled
upon!"
Here his voice sank to an awful whisper. " Of course
it's pleasant enough to have one's rent provided for, and not to
be kept awake by poor's-rates, Mrs. John; but, good gracious
me! I'd rather have the Queen's taxes and the poor's-rates
foUo-wing me up day and night, and a man in possession to provide for at every meal—and you don't know how contemptuous
a man in possession can look at you if you offer him salt butter,
or your table in a general way don't meet his views—than the
conscience I've had since Paul Marchmont came Into Lincolnshire. I feel, Mrs. John, as if I'd committed oceans of murders.
It's a miracle to me that my hair hasn't turned white before this;
and it would have done, Mrs. J., if it wasn't of that stubborn
nature which is too wiry to give expression to a man's sufferings.
Oh! Mrs. John, when I think how my pangs of conscience have
been made game of,—when I remember the Insulting names I
have been called, because my heart didn't happen to be made of
adamant,—my blood boils; it bofls, Mrs. John, to that degree,
that I feel the time has come for action. I have been put upon
untfl the spirit of manUness within me blazes up like a fiery
fumace. I have been trodden upon, Mrs. John; but I'm not
the worm they took me for. To-day they've put the finisher
upon it." The surgeon paused to take breath. His rather
sheep-like countenance was flushed; his fluffy eyebrows twitched
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convulsively in his endeavours to give expression to the violence
of his feelings. " To-day they've put the finisher upon it,^' he
repeated. " I'm to go to Aus-tralia, am I ? Ha ! ha! we'U see
about that. There's a nice opening in the medical Hne at
Sydney, is there ? and dear Paul will provide the funds to start
me ! H a ! ha! two can play at that game. It's all brotherly
kindness, of course, and friendly interest in my welfare—that's
what it's called, Mrs. J. Shall I tell you what it is ? I'm to
be got rid of, at any price, for fear my conscience should get the
better of me, and I should speak. I've been made a tool of, and
I've been trampled upon; but they've been obliged to trust me.
If I hadn't got a conscience, I might stop here and have my
rent and taxes provided for, and riot in rum-and-water to the
end of my days. But I've a conscience that all the pine-apjple
rum of Jamaica wouldn't drown, and they're afraid of me."
OH-via Hstened to all this with an impatient frown upon her
face. She was waiting to hear the one name that had power to
transform her from a breathing automaton into a li-ving, thinking, reasoning woman. She grasped the surgeon's -wrist
fiercely.
" You told me you came here to speak about Edward
Arundel," she said. " Have you been only trying to make a
fool of me? "
" No, MrB. John; I have come to speak about him, and I
come to you, because I think you're not so bad as Paul Marchmont. I think that you've been a tool, like myself; and they've
led you on, step by step, from bad to worse, pretty much as they
have led me. You're Edward Arundel's blood-relation, and it's
your business to look to any -wrong that's done him, more than
it is mine. But if you don't speak, Mrs. John, I •will. Edward
Arundel is going to be married."
" Going to be married! " The words burst from Oli-via's Hps
in a kind of shriek, and she stood glaring hideously at the
surgeon, with her lips apart and her eyes dilated. Mr. Weston
was fascinated by the horror of that gaze, and stared at her in
silence for some moments. " You are a madman!" she exclaimed, after a pause: " you are a madman ! Why do you come
here with your idiotic fancies ? Surely my Hfe is miserable
enough -without this!"
" I ain't mad, Mrs. John, any more than"—Mr. Weston was
going to say, "than you a r e ; " but it struck him that, under
existing circumstances, the comparison might be ill-advised—
" I ain't any madder than other people," he said presently.
"Edward Arundel is going to be married. I have seen the
young lady in Kemberling ^ t h her pa; and she's a'very sweet
young woman to look at; and her name is BeHnda Lawford;
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and the wedding Is to be at eleven o'clock to-morrow morning,
at HiUingsworth Church."
OHvia slowly Hfted her hands to her head, and swept the
loose hair away from her brow. All the mists that had obscured her brain melted slowly away, and showed her the past
as it had really been in all its naked horror. Yes: step by step
the cruel hand had urged her on from bad to worse; from bad
to worse; until it had driven her here.
I t was for this that she had sold her soul to the powers of
heU. I t was for this that she had helped to torture that innocent girl whom a dying father had given into her pitiless hand.
For this! for this ! To flnd at last that all her iniquity had
been wasted, and that Edward Amndel had chosen another
bride—fairer, perhaps, than the first. The mad unholy jealousy
of her nature awoke from the obscurity of mental decay a fierce
ungovernable spirit. But another spirit arose in the next
moment. CONSCIENCE, which so long had slumbered, awoke
and cried to her, in an awful voice, " Sinner, whose sin has
been wasted, repent! restore ! I t Is not yet too late."
The stern precepts of her religion came back to her. She
had rebeUed against those rigid laws, she had cast off those iron
fetters, only to faU into a worse bondage; only to submit to a
stronger tyranny. She had been a servant of the God of Sacrifice, aud had rebelled when an offering was demanded of her.
She had cast off the yoke of her Master, and had yielded herself up the slave of sin. And now, when she discovered whither
her chains had dragged her, she was seized -with a sudden panic,
and wanted to go back to her old Master.
She stood for some minutes -with her open palms pressed upon
her forehead, and her chest heaving as if a stormy sea had raged
in her bosom.
" This marriage must not take place," she cried at last.
" Of course it mustn't, "answered Mr. Weston; " didn't I say
BO just now ? And if you don't speak to Paul and prevent it, I
wfll. I'd rather you speak to him, though," added the surgeon,
thoughtfuUy, " because, you see. It would come better from you,
wovddn't it now ? "
OHvia Marchmont did not answer. Her hands had dropped
from her head, and she was standing looking at the floor.
" There shall be no marriage," she muttered, with a wild
laugh. " There's another heart to be broken—that's all. Stand
aside, man," she cried; "stand aside, and let me go to him;
let me go to him."
She pushed the terrified surgeon out of her pathway, unlocked
the door, and hurried along the passage and across tho hall.
She opened the door of the western drawiag-room, and went in.
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Mr. Weston stood in the corridor looking after her. He
waited for a few minutes, listening for any sound t h a t might
come from the drawing-room. B u t the wide stone hall was between him and t h a t a p a r t m e n t ; and, however loudly the voices
might have been upHfted, no breath of them could have reached
the surgeon's ear. H e waited for about five minutes, and then
crept into t h e lobby and let himself out into the quadrangle.
" A t any rate, nobody can say t h a t I ' m a coward," he
thought, complacently, as he went under a stone archway t h a t
led into the park. " B u t what a whirlwind t h a t woman i s !
Oh, m y gracious, what a perfect whirlwind she i s ! "

CHAPTER
"GOING

TO

BE

XXXVII.
MAEEIED!"

PAUL MAECHMONT was still strolHng hither and thither about
t h e room, admiring his pictures, and smiHng to himself at the
recollection of the easy manner in which he had obtained
George Weston's consent to the Australian arrangement. For
In his sober moments the surgeon was ready to submit to anyt h i n g his wife and brother-in-law imposed upon h i m ; it was
only under the influence of pine-apple r u m t h a t his manhood
asserted itself. P a u l was still contemplating his pictures when
Olivia burst into the room; b u t Mrs. Marchmont and her invahd
daughter h a d retired for the night, and the artist was alone,—
alone with his own thoughts, which were rather of a triumphal
and agreeable character j u s t now; for Edward's marriage and
Mr. Weston's dej)arture were equally pleasant to him.
H e was startled a Httle by Olivia's abrupt entrance, for it was
not her habit to intrude upon him or any member of that household ; on the contrary, she had sho-wn an obstinate determination to shut herself u p in her own room, and to avoid every
living creature except her servant Barbara Simmons.
P a u l turned and confronted her very dehberately, and •with
the smile t h a t was almost habitual to him upon his thin pale
Hps. H e r sudden appearance h a d blanched his face a Httle;
b u t beyond this he betrayed no sign of agitation.
" My dear Mrs. Marchmont, you quite startled m e ! I t is so
very unusual to see you here, and at this hour especially."
I t did not seem as if she had heard his voice. She went
sternly u p to him, with her haggard eyes fixed upon his face.
" I s this true ? " she asked.
H e started a Httle In spite of himself; for he understood in a
moment what she meant. Some one had told her of the coming
marriage.
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" Is what true, my dear Mrs. John? " he said, carelessly.
" Is this tme that George Weston tells me ? " she criedf, laying her thin hand upon his shoulder. Her wasted fingers closed
involuntarily upon the collar of his coat; her Hps contracted'
Into a ghastly smfle, and a sudden fire kindled in her eyes. A
strangesensation awoke in the tips of those tightening fingers,
and thrilled through every -vein of the woman's body,—such a
horrible thrfll as vibrates along the nerves of a monomaniac,
when the sight of a dreadful terror In his -victim's face firs^t
arouses the murderous impulse in his breast.
Paul's face whitened as he felt the thin finger-points tightening upon his neck. He was afraid of OHvia.
" My dear Mrs. John, what is It you want of me ? " he said,
hastfly. " Pray do not be •violent."
" I am not •violent."
She dropped her hand from his breast. I t was true, she was
not •violent. Her voice was low: her hand fell loosely by her
side. But Paul was afraid of her, nevertheless; for he saw
that If she was not violent, she was something worse—she was
dangerous.
" Did George Weston teU me truth just now ? " she said.
Paul bit his nether Hp savagely. George Weston had tricked
him, then, after aU, and had communicated with this woman.
But what of that? She would scarcely be Hkely to trouble
herself about this business of Edward Arundel's marriage. She
must be past any such folly as that. She would not dare to
Interfere in the matter. She could not.
" Is it tme ? " she said; " is it P Is it true that Edward
Arundel is going to be married to-morrow P "
She waited, looking •with fixed, •widely-opened eyes at Paul's
face.
" My dear Mrs. John, you take me so completely by surprise,
that I
"
" That you have no lying answer ready for me," said Oll^vla,
interrupting him. "You need not trouble yourself to invent
one. I see that George Weston told me the truth. There was
reaUty In his words. There is nothing but falsehood in
yours."
Paul stood looking at her, but not Hstening to her. Let her
abuse and upbraid him to her heart's content; it gave him
leisure to reflect and plan his course of action; and perhaps
these bitter words might exhaust the fire •within her, and leave
her malleable to his skilful hands once more. He had time to
think this, and to settle his own Hne of conduct, while Olivia
was speaking to him. I t was useless to deny the marriage.
She had heard of it from George Weston, and she might hear

342

John Marchmonfs Legacy.

of it from anyone else whom she chose to interrogate. I t was
useless to try to stifle this fact.
" Yes, Mrs. John," he said, " it is quite tme. Your cousin,
Mr. Arundel, Is going to marry Belinda Lawford; a very lucky
thing for us, beHeve me, as it will put an end to all questioning,
and watching, and suspicion, and place us beyond all danger."
OHvia looked at him, with her bosom heaving, her breath
growing shorter and louder with every word he spoke.
" You mean to let this be, t h e n ? " she said, when he had
finished speaking.
" T o let what be?"
" This marriage. You •will let It take place P "
" Most certainly. Why should I prevent it P "
" Why should you prevent It! " she cried, fiercely; and then,
in an altered voice, in tones of anguish that were like a wail of
despair, she exclaimed, " 0 my God! my God ! what a dupe I
have been; what a miserable tool in this man's hands! 0 my
offended God! why didst Thou so abandon me, when I turned
away from Thee, and made Edward Arundel the idol of my
wicked heart ? "
Paul sank into the nearest chair, with a faint sigh of relief.
" She will wear herself out," he thought, " and then I shaU
be able to do what I Hke -with her."
But OH-via turned to him again whfle he was thinking this.
" Do you imagine that J will let this marriage take place ?"
she asked.
" I do not think that you -will be so mad as to prevent it.
That little mystery which you and I have arranged between us
is not exactly child's play, Mrs. John. We can neither of us
afford to betray the other. Let Edward Arundel marry, and be
happy; nothing could be better for us than his marriage.
Indeed, we have every reason to be thankful to Providence for
the turn that affairs have taken," Mr. Marchmont concluded,
piously.
" Indeed! " said Olma; " and Edward Arundel is to have
another bride. He is to be happy wdth another wife, and I am to
hear of their happiness; to see him some day, perhaps, sitting by
her side and smiling at her, as I have seen him smile at Mary
Marchmont. He is to be happy, and I am to know of his happiness. Another baby-faced girl is to glory in the knowledge of
his love; and I am to be quiet,—I am to be quiet. Is It for this
that I have sold my soul to you, Paul Marchmont ? Is it for this
I have shared your guilty secrets ? Is it for this I have heard
her feeble wailing sounding in my -wretched feverish slumbers,
as I have heard it every night since the day she left this house ?
Do you remember what you said to me P Do you remember hoio
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you tempted me P Do you remember how you played upon my
misery, and traded on the tortures of my jealous heart P ' He
has despised your love,' you said: ' will you consent to see him
happy vnth another woman P' That was your argument, Paul
Marchmont. You alHed yourself with the devil that held possession of my breast, and together you were too strong for me.
I was set apart to be damned, and you were the chosen instrument of my damnation. You bought my soul, Paul Marchmont. You shall not cheat me of the price for which I sold it.
You shaU hinder this marriage!"
" You are a madwoman, Mrs, John Marchmont, or you would
not propose any such thing."
" Go," she said, pointing to the door; " go to Edward
Arundel, and do something, no matter what, to prevent this
marriage."
" I shaU do nothing of the kind."
He had heard that a monomaniac was always to be subdued
by indomitable resolution, and he looked at Olivia, thinking
to tame her by his unfaltering glance. He might as weU have
tried to look the raging sea into calmness,
" I am not a fool, Mrs. John Marchmont," he said, "and I
shall do nothing of the kind."
He had risen, and stood by the lampHt table, trifling rather
nervously -with Its elegant Htter of dehcately-bound books,
jewel-handled paper-knives, newly-cut periodicals, and pretty
fantastical toys collected by the women of the household.
The faces of the two were nearly upon a level as they stood
opposite to each other, •with only the table between them.
"Then I wiU prevent i t ! " OHvia cried, turning towards the
door.
Paul Marchmont saw the resolution stamped upon her face.
She would do what she threatened. He ran to the door, and
had his hand upon the lock before she could reach it.
" No, Mrs. John," he said, standing at the door, with his back
turned to OH-via, and his fingers busy -with the bolts and key.
In spite of himself this woman had made him a little nervous,
and it was as much as he could do to find the handle of the key.
" No, no, my dear Mrs, John! you shall not leave this house,
nor this room, in your present state of mind. If you choose
to be violent and unmanageable, we -wfll give you the full benefit
of your -violence, and we -wfll give you a better sphere of action,
A padded room -wfll be more suitable to your present temper,
my dear madam. If you favour us -with this sort of conduct,
we wiU find people more fitted to restrain you."
He said all this in a sneering tone that had a trifling tremulousness in it, whfle he locked the door and assured himself that
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it was safely secured. Then he turned, prepared to fight out
the battle somehow or other.
At the very moment of his turning there was a sudden crash,
a shiver of broken glass, and the cold night-wind blew into the
room. One of the long French windows was -wide open, and
Oli-via Marchmont was gone.
He was out upon the terrace in the next moment; but even
then he was too late, for he could not see her right or left of
him upon the long stone platform. There were three separate
flights of steps, three different paths, -widely diverging across
the broad grassy flat before Marchmont Towers. How could
he tell which of these ways Olivia might have chosen ? There
was the great porch, and there were all manner of stone abutments along the grim facade of the house. She might have
concealed herself behind any one of them. The night was hopelessly dark. A pair of ponderous bronze lamps, which Paul
had placed before the principal doorway, only made two spots
of light in the gloom. He ran along the terrace, looking into
every nook and corner which might have served as a hidingplace ; but he did not find OH-via.
She had left the house with the avowed intention of doing
something to prevent the marriage. What would she do?
What course would this desperate woman take In her jealous
rage? Would she go straight to Edward Arundel and tell
him
?
Yes, this was most Hkely; for how else could she hope to
prevent the marriage P
Paul stood upon the terrace for a few minutes, thinking.
There was only one course for him. To try and find Olivia
would be next to hopeless. There were half-a-dozen outlets
from the park. There were ever so many different pathways
through the woody labyrinth at the back of the Towers. This
woman might have taken any one of them. To waste the night
in searching for her would be worse than useless.
There was only one thing to be done. He must countercheck
this desperate creature's movements.
He went back to the drawing-room, shut the -window, and
then rang the bell.
There were not many of the old servants who had waited
upon John Marchmont at the Towers now. The man who
answered the bell was a person whom Paul had brought down
from London.
" Get the chestnut saddled for me, Peterson," said Mr. Marchmont. " My poor cousin's -widow has left the house, and I am
going after her. She has given me very great alarm to-night
by her conduct, I teU you this in confidence; but you can say
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as much to Mrs. Simmons, who knows more about her mistress
than I do. See that there's no time lost in saddling the chestnut. I want to overtake this unhappy woman if I can. Go and
give the order, and then bring me my hat."
The man went away to obey his master. Paul walked to the
chimney-piece and looked at the clock.
" They'll be gone to bed at the Grange," he thought to himself. " Wfll she go there and knock them up, I wonder P Does
she know that Edward's there P I doubt that; and yet Weston
may have told her. At any rate, I can be there before her. I t
would take her a long time to get there on foot. I think I did
the right thing in saying what I said to Peterson. I must have
the report of her madness spread everywhere. I must face it
out. But how—but how P So long as she was quiet, I could
manage everything. But -with her against me, and George
Weston—oh, the cur, the white-hearted villain, after aU that
I've done for him and Lavinia! But what can a man expect
when he's obliged to put his trust In a fool ? "
He went to the -window, and stood there looking out until he
saw the groom coming along the gravel roadway below the
terrace, leading a horse by the bridle. Then he put on the hat
and overcoat which his servant brought him, ran down the
steps, and got into the saddle.
"All right, Jeffreys," he said; "tell them not to expect me
back till to-morrow morning. Let Mrs. Simmons sit up for her
mistress. Mrs. John may return at any hour of the night."
He galloped away along the smooth carriage-drive. At the
lodge he stopped to inquire if any one had been through that
way. No, the woman said; she had opened the gates for no
one.
Paul had ex]Dected no other answer. There was a footpath
that led to a little -wicket-gate opening on the high-road; and of
course OHvia had chosen that way, which was a good deal
shorter than the carriage-drive.

CHAPTER X X X V I I I .
THE T U E N I N G

OF THE T I D E ,

IT was past two o'clock in the morning of the day which had
been appointed for Edward Arundel's wedding, _ when Paul
Marchmont drew rein before the white gate that divided Major
Lawford's garden from the high-road. There was no lodge, no
pretence of grandeur here. An old-fashioned garden surrounded
an old-fashioned red-brick house. The carriage-drive wound
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sharjfly round to a shallow fhght of steps, and a broad door
with a narrow -window upon each side of it.
Paul got off his horse at the gate, and went in, leading the
animal by the bridle. There was a row of old-fashioned wooden
posts, -with iron chains s-winging between them, upon both sides
of the doorway. Paul fastened the horse's bridle to one of these,
and went up -the steps. He rang a bell that went clanging and
jangling through the house in the stillness of the summer night.
All the way along the road he had looked right and left, expecting to pass OH-via; but he had seen no sign of her. This was
nothing, however; for there were by-ways by which she might
come from Marchmont Towers to Lawford Grange.
" I must be before her, at any rate," Paul thought to himself,
as he waited patiently for an answer to his summons.
The time seemed very long to him; but at last he saw a Hght
ghmmerlng through the narrow -vrindows, and heard a shuffling
foot in the hall. Then the door was opened very cautiously,
and a woman's scared face peered out at Mr. Marchmont
through the opening.
" What is It ? " the woman asked, in a frightened voice.
" I t Is I, Mr. Marchmont, of Marchmont Towers. Your
master knows me. Mr. Arundel is here, is he not ? "
" Yes, and Mrs. Amndel too; but they're all abed."
" Never mind that; I must see Major Lawford immediately."
" But they're aU abed."
" Never mind that, my good woman; I teU you I must see
him."
"But won't to-morrow mornin' do? It's near three o'clock,
and to-morrow's our eldest miss's wedding-day; and they're aU
abed."
" I must see your master. For mercy's sake, my good woman,
do what I tell you! Go and call up Major Lawford,—you can
do It quietly,—and tell him I must speak to him at once."
The woman, •vrith the chain of the door still between her and
Mr. Marchmont, took a timid survey of Paul's face. She had
heard of him often enough, but had never seen him before, and
she was rather doubtful as to his identity. _ She knew that
thieves and robbers resorted to all sorts of tricks in the course
of their evil vocation. Might not this application for admittance
in the dead of the night be only a part of some burglarious plot
against the spoons and forks, and that hereditary silver urn
with lions' heads holding rings in their mouths for handles, the
fame of which had no doubt circulated throughout aU Lincolnshire P Mr. Marchmont had neither a black mask nor a dark
lantem, and to Martha Phflpot's mind these were essential

attributes of the legitimate burglar; but he nught be burglari-
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ously disposed, nevertheless, and it would be well to be on the
safe side.
"I'U go and tell 'em," the discreet Martha said, civilly; "but
perhaps you won't mind my leaving the chain oop. I t ain't Hke
as if it was •winter," she added, apologetically.
" You may shu^t the door. If you Hke," answered Paul; " only
be quick and wake your master. You can tell him that I want
to see him upon a matter of Hfe and death."
Martha hurried away, and Paul stood upon the broad stone
steps waiting for her return. Every moment was precious to
him, for he wanted to be beforehand with Oli^vIa. He had no
thought except that she would come straight to the Grange to
see Edward Amndel; unless. Indeed, she was by any chance
Ignorant of his whereabouts.
Presently the Hght appeared again in the narrow •windows,
and this time a man's foot sounded upon the stone-flagged haU.
This time, too, Martha let down the chain, and opened the door
•wide enough for Mr. Marchmont to enter. She had no fear of
burglarious marauders, now that the vaHant Major was at her
elbow.
" Mr. Marchmont," exclaimed the old soldier, opening a door
leading into a little study, " you will excuse me If I seem rather
bewfldered by your •visit. When an old fellow Hke me is caUed
up in the middle of the night, he can't be expected to have his
•wits- about him just at first. (Martha, bring us a light.) Sit
do-wn, Mr. Marchmont; there's a chair at your elbow. And
now, may I ask the reason
?"
"The reason I have disturbed you in this abrupt manner.
The occasion that brings me here is a very painful one; but I
beHeve that my coming may save you and yours from much
annoyance."
" Save us from annoyance ! Really, my dear sir, you—^—"
" I mystify you for -the moment, no doubt," Paul interposedj,
blandly; " but if you -will have a little patience -with me, Maj^l
Lawford, I think I can make everything very clear—blily fttJ
painfully clear. You have heard of my relative, Mrs. Johti
Marchmont—my cousin's widow? "
" I have," answered the Major, gravely.
The dark scandals that had been current about •wretched
OHvia Marchmont came into his mind with the mention of her
name, and the memory of those miserable slanders overshadowed
his frank face.
Paul waited while Martha brought in a smoky lamp, •with the
half-Hghted •wick sputtering and stmggHng in its oily socket.
Then he went on, in a calm disi^assionate voice, which seemed
the voice of a benevolent Christian, subHmely remote from ot^P
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people's sorrows, but tenderly pitiful of suffering humanity
nevertheless.
"You have heard of my unhappy cousin. You have, no
doubt, heard that she is—mad P "
He dropped his voice into so low a whisper that he only
seemed to shape this last word with his thin flexible lips.
" I have heard some rumour to that effect," the Major answered ; " that is to say, I have heard that Mrs. John Marchmont has lately become rather eccentric in her habits."
" I t has been my dismal task to watch the slow decay of a
very powerful inteUect," continued Paul. " When I first came
to Marchmont Towers, about the time of my cousin Mary's unfortunate elopement •vrith Mr. Arundel, that mental decay had
already set in. Already the compass of OHvia Marchmont's
mind had become reduced to a monotone, and the one dominant
thought was doing its ruinous work. I t was my fate to find the
clue to that sad decay; it was my fate very speedily to discover
the nature of that all-absorbing thought which, Httle by little,
had grown into monomania."
Major Lawford stared at his visitor. He was a plain-spoken
man, and could scarcely see his way clearly through all this
obscurity of fine words.
"You mean to say you found out what had driven your
cousin's widow mad ? " he said, bluntly.
" You put the question very plainly. Major Lawford. Yes; I
discovered the secret of my unhappy relative's morbid state of
mind. That secret lies in the fact, that for the last ten years
Olivia Marchmont had cherished a hopeless affection for her
cousin, Mr. Edward Arundel.**
The Major almost bounded off his chair in horrified surprise.
"Good gracious!" he exclaimed; "you surprise me, Mr.
Marchmont, and—and—rather unpleasantly."
" I should never have revealed this secret to you or to any
other H-ving creature, Major Lawford, had not circumstances
compelled me to do so. As far as Mr. Arundel is concerned, I
can set your mind quite at ease. He has chosen to Insult me
very grossly; but let that pass. I must do him the justice to
state that I beHeve him to have been, from first to last, utterly
ignorant of the state of his cousin's mind."
" I hope so, sir; egad, I hope s o ! " exclaimed the Major,
rather fiercely. " If I thought that this young man had trifled
with the lady's affection: If I thought
"
" You need think nothing to the detriment of Mr. Arundel,"
answered Paul, with placid poHteness, " except that he is hotheaded, obstinate, and foohsh. He is a young man of excellent
principles, aud has never fathomed the secret of his cousin's
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conduct towards him. I am rather a close observer—somethuig of a student—of human nature, and I have watched this
unhappy woman. She loves, and has loved, her cousin, Edward
Arundel; and hers Is one of those concentrative natures in
which a great passion Is nearly akin to a monomania. I t was
this hopeless, unreturned affection that embittered her character, and made her a harsh step-mother to my poor cousin
Mary. For a long time this wretched woman has been very
quiet; but her tranquillity has been only a deceitful calm. Tonight the storm burst. Oll^via Marchmont heard of the marriage that is to take place to-morrow; and, for the first time, a
state of melancholy mania developed into absolute •violence.
She came to me, and attacked me upon the subject of this Intended marriage. She accused me of having plotted to give
Captain Arundel another bride; and then, after exhausting
herself by a torrent of passionate Invective against me, against
her cousin Edward, your daughter—every one concerned in tomorrow's event—this -wretched woman rushed out of the house
in a jealous fury, declaring that she would do something—no
matter what—to hinder the celebration of Edward Arundel's
second marriage."
" Good Heavens!" gasped the Major. " And you mean to
say
"
" I mean to say, that there Is no knowing what may be
attempted by a madwoman, driven mad by a jealousy In itself
almost as terrible as madness. OHvia Marchmont has sworn to
hinder your daughter's marriage. What has not been done by
unhappy creatures in this woman's state of mind P Every day
we read of such things In the newspapers—deeds of horror at
which the blood grows cold In our veins. I t is not any frivolous
motive that brings me here in the dead of the night. Major
Lawford. I come to tell you that a desperate woman has sworn
to hinder to-morrow's marriage. Heaven knows what she may
do in her jealous frenzy! She may attack your daughter."
The father's face grew pale. His Linda, his darHng, exposed
to the fury of a madwoman! He could conjure up the scene:
the fair girl chnging to her lover's breast, and desperate OHvia
Marchmont swooping down upon her like an angry tigress.
" For mercy's sake teU me what I am to do, Mr. Marchmont! " '
cried the Major. " God bless you, sir, for bringing me this warning ! But what am I to do P What do you advise ? Shall we
postpone the wedding ? "
" On no account. AU you have to do Is to keep this wretched
woman at bay. Shut your doors upon her. Do not let her be
admitted to this house upon any pretence whatever. Get tho
wedding over an hour earher than has been intended, if it is
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possible for you to do so, and hurry the bride and bridegroom
away upon the first stage of their wedding-tour. If you -wdsh
to escape all the wretchedness of a pubhc scandal, avoid seeing
this woman."
" I -will, I will," answered the bewildered Ma.ior. " It's a most
awful situation. My poor Belinda! Her wedding-day! And
a madwoman to attempt
Upon my word, Mr. Marchmont,
I don't know how to thank you for the trouble you have
taken."
" Don't speak of that. This w^oman is my cousin's -widow:
any shame of hers is disgrace to me. Avoid seeing her. If by
any chance she does contrive to force herself upon you, turn a
deaf ear to all she may say. She horrified me to-night by her
mad assertions. Be prepared for anything she may declare.
She is possessed by all manner of delusions, remember, and may
make the most ridiculous assertions. There is no limit to her
hallucinations. She may offer to bring Edward Arundel's dead
wife from the grave, perhaps. But you will not, on any account,
allow her to obtain access to your daughter."
" No, no—on no account. My poor Belinda! I am very
grateful to you, Mr. Marchmont, for this warning. You'll stop
here for the rest of the night ? Martha's beds are always aired.
You'll accept the shelter of our spare room untfl to-morrow
. morning ? "
" You are very good, Maji'or Lawford; but I must hurry away
cHrectly. Remember that I am quite ignorant as to where my
unhappy relative may be wandering at this hour of the nigh-t.
She may have returned to the Towers. Her jealous fury may
have exhausted itself: and in that case I have exaggerated the
danger. But, at any rate, I thought it best to give you this
warning."
" Most decidedly, my dear sir; I thank you from the bottom
of my heart. But you'll take something—wine, brandy-andwater—eh ? "
Paul had put on his hat, and made his way into the hall by
this time. There was no affectation in his eagerness to be away.
He glanced uneasily towards the door every now and then while
the Major was offering hospitable hindrance to his departure.
He was very pale, with a haggard, ashen pallor which betrayed
his anxiety, In spite of his bland calmness of manner.
" You are very kind. No; I will get away at once. I have
done my duty here; I must now try and do what I can for this
wretched woman. Good night. Remember; shut your doors
upon h e r "
He unfastened the bridle, mounted his horse, and rode away
slowly so long as there was any chance of the horse's tread being
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heard at the Grange. But when he was a quarter of a mile
away from Major Lawford's house, he urged the horse into a
gaUop. He had no spurs, but he used his whip •vrith a ruthless
hand, and went off at a tearing pace along a narrow lane, where
the ruts were deep.
He rode for fifteen miles; and It was grey morning when he
drew rein at a dilapidated five-barred gate, leading into the great
tenantless yard of an uninhabited farmhouse. The place had
been unlet for some years; and the land was in the charge of a
hind In Mr. Marchmont's service. The hind lived in a cottage
at the other extremity of the farm; and Paul had erected new
bufldings, •vrith engine-houses and complicated machinery for
pumping the water off the low-lying lands. Thus it was that
the old farmhouse and the old farmyard were suffered to fall into
decay. The empty sties, the ruined barns and outhouses, the
rotting straw, and pools of rank corruption, made this tenantless farm the very abomination of desolation. Paul Marchmont
opened the gate and went In. He picked his way very cautiously
through the mud and filth, leading his horse by the bridle till
he came to an outhouse, where he secured the animal. Then he
crossed the yard, Hfted the rusty latch of a narrow wooden door
set in a plastered wall, and went Into a dismal stone court, where
one lonely hen was moulting in miserable soHtude.
Long rank grass grew In the Interstices of the flags. The
lonely hen set up a roopy cackle, and fluttered into a corner at
sight of Paul Marchmont. There were some rabbit-hutches,
tenantless; a dove-cot, empty; a dog-kennel, and a broken chain
rusting slowly in a pool of water, but no dog. The courtyard
was at the back of the house, looked down upon by a range of
latticed •windows, some -with closed shutters, others with shutters s^winging in the wind, as if they had been fain to beat themselves to death in very desolation of spirit.
Mr. Marchmont opened a door and went into the house.
There were empty cellars and pantries, dairies and sculleries,
right and left of him. The rats and mice scuttled away at
sound of the intruder's footfaU. The spiders ran upon the
damp-stained waUs, and the disturbed cobwebs floated slowly
do^wn from the cracked ceilings, and brushed across Mr. Marchmont's face.
Farther on In the interior of the gloomy habitation Paul found
a great stone-paved kitchen, at the darkest end of which there
was a rusty grate, ia which a minimum of flame struggled
feebly •with a maximum of smoke. An open oven-door revealed
a dreary black cavern; and the very manner of the rusty door,
and loose, half-broken handle, was an advertisement of the oven's
incapacity for any homely hospitable use. Pale, sickly fungi
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had sprung up in clusters at the corners of the damp hearthstone. Spiders and rats, damp and cobwebs, every sign by
which Decay writes Its name upon the dwelling man has deserted, had set its separate mark upon this ruined place.
Paul Marchmont looked round him with a contemptuous
shudder. He called " Mrs. Bro-wn ! Mrs. Brown!" two or three
times, every time waiting for an answer; but none came, and
Mr. Marchmont passed on into another room.
Here at least was some poor pretence of comfort. The room
was in the front of the house, and the low latticed -vrindows
looked out upon a neglected garden, where some taU foxgloves
reared their gaudy heads amongst the weeds. At the end of the
garden there was a high brick wall, -vrith pear-trees trained
against it, and dragon's-mouth and wallflower waving in the
morulng air.
There was a bed in this room, empty; an easy-chair near the
•vrindow; near that a little table, and a set of Indian chessmen.
Upon the bed there were some garments scattered, as if but
lately flung there; and on the floor, near the fireplace, there
were the fragments of a child's first toys—a tiny trumpet,
bought at some village fair, a baby's rattle, and a broken horse.
Paul Marchmont looked about him—a little puzzled at first,
then with a vague dread in his haggard face.
" Mrs. Brown!" he cried, in a loud voice, hurrying across
the room towards an inner door as he spoke.
The inner door was opened before Paul could reach it, and a
woman ajjpeared; a tall, gaunt woman, with a hard face, and
bare, brawny arms.
" Where, in Heaven's name, have you been hiding yourself,
woman ? " Paul cried, impatiently. " And where's—your patient?"
" Gone, sir."
"Gone! Where?"
" With her steiD-mamma, Mrs. Marchmont—not half an hour
ago. As it was your wish I should stop behind to clear up, I've
done so, sir; but I did think it would have been better for me to
have gone with
"
Paul clutched the woman by the arm, and dragged her towards him.
" Are you mad ? " he cried, with an oath. " Are you mad,
or drunk P Who gave you leave to let that woman go ?
Who
?"
.
He couldn't finish the sentence. His throat grew dry, and
he gasped for breath; while all the blood in his body seemed to
rush into his swollen forehead.
" You sent Mrs. Marchmont to fetch my patient away, sir,"
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exclaimed the woman, looking frightened. " You did, didn't
youP She said s o ! "
" She is a Har; and you are a fool or a cheat. She j^aid you,
I dare say ! Can't you speak, woman P Has the person I left
In your care, whom you were paid, and ]>aid well, to take care
of,—have you let her go ? Answer me that."
" I have, sir," the woman faltered—she Avas big and brawny,
but there was that in Paul Marchmont's face which frightened
her, notwithstanding,—" seeing as it was your orders."
" That -wfll do," cried Paul Marchmont, holding up his hand,
and looking at the woman with a ghastly smile; " t h a t -will do.
You have ruined me; do you hear ? You have undone a work
that has cost me—oh, my God! why do I waste my breath in
talking to such a creature as this ? AU my plots, my difflculties,
my struggles and -victories, my long sleepless nights, my bad
dreams,—has It all come to this ? Ruin, unutterable ruin,
brought upon me by a madwoman and a fool! "
He sat down in the chair by the window, and leaned u2Don the
table, scattering the Indian chessmen with his elbow. He did
not weep. That rehef—terrible relief though it be for a man's
breast—was denied him. He sat there -with his face covered,
moaning aloud. That helpless moan was scarcely like the complaint of a man; it was rather Hke the hopeless, dreary utterance of a brute's anguish; it sounded Hke the miserable howling
of a beaten cur.

CHAPTER XXXIX.
BELINDA'S

WEDDING-DAY.

THE sun shone upon Belinda Lawford's wedding-day. The
birds were singing in the garden under her -window as she
opened her lattice and looked out. The word lattice is not a
poetical Hcence in this case; for Miss Lawford's chamber was a
roomy, old-fashioned apartment at the back of the house, with
deep -window-seats and diamond-paned casements.
The sun shone, and the roses bloomed in aU their summer
glory. " 'Twas In the time of roses," as gentle-minded Thomas
Hood so sweetly sang; surely the time of all others for a bridal
morning. The girl looked out into the sunshine with her loose
hair falHng about her shoulders, and fingered a Httle, looking at
the familiar garden with a half-pensive smile.
" Oh, how often, how often," she said, " I have walked up
and down by those laburnums, L e t t y ! " There were two
pretty white-curtained bedsteads In tho old-fashioned room, and
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Miss Arundel had shared her friend's apartment during the last
week. " How often mamma and I have sat under the dear old
cedar, making our poor children's frocks ! People say monotonous lives are not happy. Mine has been the same thing over
and over again; and yet how happy, how happy! And to
think that we ":—she paused a moment, and the rosy colour in
her cheeks deejpened by just one shade; it was so sweet to use
that simple monosyllable " we " when Edward Arundel was the
other half of the pronoun,—" to think that we shall be ia Paris
to-morrow!"
"Driving in the Bois," exclaimed Miss Amndel; "and diaing
at the Maison Doree, or the Cafe de Paris. Don't dine at
Meurice's, Linda; it's dreadfully slow dining at one's hotel.
And you'U be a young married woman, and can do anything,
you know. If I were a young married woman, I'd ask my husband to take me to the Mabille, just for half an hour, with an
old bonnet and a thick vefl. I knew a girl whose first cousin
married a cornet in the Guards, and they went to the Mabille
one night. Come, Belinda, if you mean to have your back hair
done at all, you'd better sit down at once and let me commence
operations."
Miss Arundel had stipulated that, upon this particular morning, she was to dress her friend's hair; and she turned up the
frilled sleeves of her white dressing-gown, and set to work in
the orthodox manner, spreading a network of shining tresses
about Miss Lawford's shoulders, prior to the weaving of elaborate plaits that were to make a crown for the fair young bride.
Letitia's tongue went as fast as her flngers; but BeHnda was
very silent.
She was thinking of the bounteous Pro-ridence that had
given her the man she loved for her husband. She had been
on her knees in the early morning, long before Letitia's awakening, breathing out innocent thanksgmng for the happiness that
overflowed her fresh young heart. A woman had need to be
country-bred, and to have been reared in the narrow circle of a
happy home, to feel as BeHnda Lawford felt. Such love as hers
is only given to bright and Innocent spirits, untarnished even
by the knowledg-e of sin.
Down stairs, Edward Arundel was making a wretched
pretence of breakfasting, tete-a-tete -vrith his future father-inlaw.
The Majjor had held his peace as to the unlooked-for -visitant
of the past night. He had given particular orders that no
stranger should be admitted to the house, and that was all.
But being of a naturaUy frank, not to say loquacious disposition, the weight of this secret was a very terrible burden to the
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honest half-pay soldier. He ate his dry toast uneasily, looking
at the door every now and then, in the perpetual expectation of
beholding that barrier burst open by OHvia Marchmont.
The breakfast was not a very cheerful meal, therefore. Perhaps no ante-nuptial breakfast ever is very jovial. There was
the state banquet—the wedding breakfast—^to be eaten by-andby ; and Mrs. Lawford, attended by all the females of the estabHshment, was engaged in putting the last touches to the groups
of fruit and confectionery, the pyramids of flowers, and that
crowning glory, the wedding cake.
"Remember the Madeira and still hock are to go round first,
and then the sparkHng; and teU Gogram to be particular about
the corks, Martha," Mrs. Lawford said to her confidential maid,
as she gave a nervous last look at the table. " I was at a
breakfast once where a champagne cork hit the bridegroom on
the bridge of his nose at the very moment he rose to return
thanks; and being a nervous man, poor feUow,—in point of
fact, he was a curate, and the bride was the rector's daughter,
with two hundred a year of her own,—it quite overcame him,
and he didn't get over It aU through the breakfast. And now I
must run and put on my bonnet."
There was nothing but putting on bonnets, and pinning
lace-shawls, and wfld outcries for hair-pins, and interchanging
of Httle feminine services, upon the bedroom floor for the next
half-hour.
Major La^wford walked up and down the hall, putting on
his wtute gloves, which were too large for him,—elderly men's
white gloves always are too large for them,-—and watching tho
door of the citadel. OH-ria must pass over a father's body, the
old soldier thought, before she should annoy Belinda on her
bridal morning.
By-and-by the carriages came round to the door. The girl
bridesmaids came crowding do^vn the stairs, hustling each
other's crisjDcd garments, and disputing a little in a sisterly
fashion; then came Letitia Arundel, with nine rustUng flounces
of white silk ebbing and flovring and surging about her, and
-with a pleased simper upon her face; and then followed Mrs.
Arundel, stately in sflver-grey moire, and Mrs. Lawford in
violet silk,—until the haU was a show of bonnets and bouquets
and muslin.
And last of aU, BeHnda Lawford, robed in cloud-Hke garments
of spotless lace, -with bridal flowers trembling round her hair,
came slowly do-wn the broad old-fashioned staircase, to see her
lover loitering in the hall below.
He looked very grave; but he greeted his bride with a tender
smfle. He loved her, but he could not forget. Even upon this,
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his wedding-day, the haunting shadow of the past was -with
him: not to be shaken off.
He did not wait till Belinda reached the bottom of the staircase. There was a sort of ceremonial law to be observed, and
he was not to speak to Miss Lawford upon this special morning
until he met her in the vestry at HiUingsworth Church; so
Letitia and Mrs. Arundel hustled the young man into one of
the carriages, while Major Lawford ran to receive his daughter
at the foot of the stairs.
The Arundel carriage drove off about five minutes before the
vehicle that was to convey Major Lawford, BeHnda, and as
many of the girl bridesmaids as could be sciueezed into it -without detriment to lace and muslin. The rest went with Mrs.
Lawford in the third and last carriage. Hiflingsworth Church
was about a mile and a quarter from the Grange. I t was a
joretty irregular old place, lying In a little nook under the
shadow of a great yew-tree. Behind the square Norman tower
there was a row of poplars, black against the blue summer
sky; and between the low gate of the churchyard and the
grey, moss-gro-wn porch, there was an avenue of good old ehns.
The rooks were calHng to each other in the topmost branches
of the trees as Major Lawford's carriage drew up at the churchyard-gate.
BeHnda was a great favourite amongst the poor of HilHngsworth parish, and the place had put on a gala-day aspect in
honour of her wedding. Garlands of honeysuckle and clematis
were twined about the stout oaken gate-posts. The schoolchildren were gathered In clusters in the churchyard, with their
pinafores full of fresh flowers from shadowy lanes and from
prim cottage-gardens,—bright homely blossoms, with the morning dew still upon them.
The rector and his curate were standing in the porch waiting
for the coming of the bride; and there were groups of welldressed people dotted about here and there in the drowsy sheltered pews near the altar. There were humbler spectators clustered under the low ceiUng of the gaUery—tradesmen's -wives
and daughters, radiant •vrith new ribbons, and whispering to
one another in dehghted anticipation of the show.
Everybody round about the Grange loved pretty, genial
Belinda Lawford, and there was universal rejoicing because of
her happiness.
The wedding party came out of the vestry, presently, in appointed order: the bride with her head drooping, and her face
hidden by her veil; the bridesmaids' garments making a fluttering noise as they came up the aisle, like the sound of a field of
corn faintly stirred by summer breezes.
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Then the grave voice of the rector began the service with the
brief preliminary exordium; and then, in a tone that grew more
solemn with the increasing solemnity of the words, he went on
to that awful charge which is addressed especially to the bridegroom and the bride:
" I require and charge you both, as ye will answer at the
dreadful day of judgment, when the secrets of all hearts shall
be disclosed, that if either of you know any Impediment, why
ye may not be lawfully joined together in matrimony, ye do
now confess It. For be ye well assured
"
The rector read no farther; for a woman's voice from out
the dusky shadows at the farther end of the church cried
"Stop!"
There was a sudden silence; people stared at one another
with scared faces, and then turned in the direction whence the
voice had come. The bride Hfted her head for the first time
since lea-ring the vestry, and looked round about her, ashy pale,
and trembHng.
" Oh, Edward,_ Edward! " s h e cried, ^' what is It P "
The rector waited -vrith his hand still upon the open book.
He waited, looking towards the other end of the chancel. He
had no need to wait long: a woman, with a black veil thrown
back from a white, haggard face, and with dusty garments
dragging upon the church floor, came slowly up the aisle.
Her hands were clasped upon her breast, and her breath came
in gasps, as If she had been running.
" OUria!" cried Edward Amndel, " what, in Heaven's
name
"
But Major Lawford stepped forward, and spoke to the rector.
"Pray let her be got out of the way," he said. In a low voice.
" I was warned of this. I was quite prepared for some such
disturbance." He sank his voice to a whisper. " She is mad.'"
he said, close In the rector's ear.
The whisper was like whispering in general,—more distinctly audible than the rest of the speech. OH-ria Marchmont
heard it.
" Mad until to-day," she cried; " but not mad to-day. Oh,
Edward Arundel! a hideous wrong has been done by me and
through me. Your -wife—your -wife
"
" My •wife! what of her ? She
"
" She is aUve!" gasped OHvia; " an hour's walk from here.
I came on foot. I was tired, and I have been long coming.
I thought that I should be in time to stop you before you got
to the church; but I am very weak. I ran the last part of the
way
"
She di'opped her hands upon the altar-rails, and seemed as if
A A
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she would have fallen. The rector put his arm about her to
support her, and she went on,—
" I thought I should have spared her this," she said, pointing
to BeHnda; " but I can't help it. She must bear her misery as
well as others. I t can't be worse for her than it has been for
others. She must bear
"
" My wife!" said Edward Arundel; " alive ? "
Belinda turned away, and buried h or face upon her mother's
shoulder. She could have borne anything better than this.
His heart—that supreme treasure, for which she had rendered up thanks to God—had never been hers after all. A
word, a breath, and she was forgotten; his thoughts went back
to that other one. There was unutterable joy, there was unspeakable tenderness in his tone, as he spoke of Mary Marchmont, though she stood by his side, in aU her fooHsh bridal
finery, with her heart newly broken.
"Oh, mother," she cried, "take me away! take me away
before I die! "
Oliria flung herself upon her knees by the altar-rails. Where
the pure young bride was to have knelt by her lover's side this
-wretched sinner cast herself down.
" Oh, my sin, my sin!" she cried, -vrith clasped hands Hfted
above her head. "Will God ever forgive my sin? will God
ever have pity upon me? Can He pity, can He forgive, such
guilt as mine ? Even this work of to-day is no atonement tc
be reckoned against my -wickedness. I was jealous of this othei
woman; I was jealous! Earthly passion was still predominant
in this miserable breast."
She rose suddenly, as if this outburst had never been, and laid
her hand upon Edward Arundel's arm.
"Come!" she said; "come!"
"To her—to Mary—my wife ? "
They had taken BeHnda away by this time; but Major Lawford stood looking on. He tried to draw Edward aside; bul
Olivia's hand upon the young man's arm held him Hke a vice.
" She is mad," whispered the Major. " Mr. Marchmont came
to me last night, and warned me of all this. He told me to be
prepared for anything; she has all sorts of delusions. Get
her away if you can, while I go and explain matters to Belinda,
Edward, If you have a spark of manly feeling, get this woman
away."
But Olivia held the bridegroom's arm with a tightening grasp.
" Come! " she said; " come! Are you turned to stone,
Edward Amndel P Is your love worth no more than this ? I
tell you, your -wife, Mary Marchmont, is aHve. Let those who
doubt me come and see for themselves,"
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The eager spectators, standing up in the pews or crowding
In the naiTOw aisles, were only too ready to respond to this in•ritation.
OH-ria led her cousin out into the churchyard; she led him
to the gate where the carriages were waiting. The crowd
flocked after them; and the people outside began to cheer as
they came out. That cheer was the signal for which the schoolchfldren had waited; and they set to work scattering flowers
upon the narrow pa-thway, before they looked up to see who
was going to trample upon the rosebuds and jessamine, the
woodbine and seringa. But they drew back, scared and wondering, as OUria came along the pathway, sweeping those tender
blossoms after-her -with her trailing black garments, and leading
the pale bridegroom by his arm.
She-led him to the door of the carriage beside which Major
Lawford's grey-haired groom was waiting, with a big white
satin favour pinned upon his breast, and a bunch of roses in his
button-hole. There were favours in the horses' ears, and favours
upon the breasts of the HiUuigsworth tradespeople who supplied
bread and butcher's meat and grocery to the family at the
Grange. The bell-ringers up in the church-tower saw the crowd
flock out of the porch, and thought the marriage ceremony was
over. The jangHng beUs pealed out upon the hot summer air as
Edward stood by the churchyard-gate, with Olivia Marchmont
by his side.
" Lend me your carriage," he said to Major Lawford, " and
come -with me. I must see the end of this. I t may be all a
delusion; but I must see the end of it. If there Is any truth In
instinct, I beHeve that I shall see my -wife—alive."
He got into the carriage without further ceremony, and OHvia
and Major La-wford followed him.
" Where is my -wife ? " the young man asked, letting down the
front -window as he spoke.
" At KemberHng, at Hester Jobson's."
"Drive to KemberHng," Edward said to the coachman; " t o
KemberHng High-street, as fast as you can go."
[
The man drove away from the churchyard-gate. The humbler
spectators, who were restrained by no niceties of social etiquette,
hurried after the vehicle, raising white clouds of dust upon the
high-road -with their eager feet. The higher classes lingered
about the churchyard, talking to each other and wondering.
"^^ery few people stopped to think of Belinda Lawford. " Let
the stricken deer go weep." A stricken deer is a very uninteresting object when there are hounds In fuU cry hard by, and another deer to be hunted.

"Smce when has my wife been at KemberHng?" Edward
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Arundel asked OHvia, as the carriage ch'ove along the high-road
between the two vlUages.
" Since daybreak this morning."
" Where was she before then ? "
" A t Stony-Stringford Farm."
" And before then P "
" In the pavilion over the boat-house at Marchmont."
"My God! Aiid-^
"
The young man did not finish his sentence. He put his head
out of the window, looking towards Kemberling, and straining
his eyes to catch the earliest sight of the straggling rillage street.
"Paster!" he cried every now and then to the coachman;
"faster!"
In little more than half an hour from the time at which it
had left the churchyard-gate, the carriage stopped before the
carpenter's shop. Olivia Marchmont alighted before either of
the two men could assist her. Power was the supreme attribute
of this -woman's mind. Her purpose never faltered; from the
moment she had left Marchmont Towers until now she had
known neither physical exhaustion nor wavering of Intention.
" Come," she said, to Edward Arundel, looking back as she
stood upon the threshold of Mr. Jobson's door; "and you, too,"
she added, turning to Major Lawford,—"follow us, and see
whether I am MAD."
She passed through the shop, and into that prim, smart parlour in which Edward Arundel had lamented his lost wife.
The latticed windows were wide open, and the warm summer
sunshine filled the room.
A girl, with loose tresses of hazel-bro'wn hair falHng about
her face, was sitting on the floor, looking down at a beautiful
fair-haired nursling of a year old.
The girl was John Marchmont's daughter; the child was
Edward Arundel's son. It was his childish cry which the young
man had heard upon that October night in the paviHon by the
water.
" Mary Arundel," said Oliria, in a hard voice, " I give you
back your husband."
The young mother got up from the ground with a low cry,
tottered forward, and fell into her husband's arms.
" They told me you were dead! They made me believe that
you were dead !" she said, and then fainted on the young man's
breast. Edward carried her to a sofa and laid her down, white
and senseless; and then knelt do-wn beside her, crying over her,
and sobbing out inarticulate thanksgiving to -the God who had
given his lost wife back to him.
"Poor sweet lamb!" murmured Hester Jobson; "she's as
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weak as a baby; and she's gone through so much a'ready this
moi-ning."
I t was some time before Edward Arundel raised his head from
the pIUow upon which his wife's pale face lay, half hidden amid
the tangled hair. But when he did look up, he turned to Major
Lawford and stretched out his hand.
" Have pity upon me," he said. " I have been the dupe of a
vfllain. TeU your poor child how much I esteem her, how much
I regret that—that—we should have loved each other as we
have. The instinct of my heart would have kept me true to the
past; but it was impossible to know your daughter and not love
her. The viUain who has brought this sorrow upon us shall pay
dearly for his infamy. Go back to your daughter; tell her
everj-thing. Tell her what you have seen here."
The Major went away very downcast. Hester Jobson bustled
about, bringing restoratives and pillows, stopping every now
and then to indulge in an outburst of affection by the couch on
which Mary lay.
Mrs. Jobson had prepared her best bedroom for her beloved
visitor, and Edward carried his young -wife up to the clean, airy
chamber. He went back to the parlour to fetch the child. He
canded the fair-hahed Httle one up-stairs in his own arms; but
I regret to say that the infant showed an inclination to whimper
in his newly-found father's embrace. I t is only in the British
Drama that newly-discovered fathers are greeted with an outburst of ready-made affection. Edward Arundel went back to
the sitting-room presently, and sat down, waiting till Hester
should bring him fresh tidings of his wife. OHvia Marchmont
stood by the -window, with her eyes fixed upon Edward.
" ^Miy don't you speak to me ? " she said, presently. " Can
you find no words that are •rile enough to express your hatred
of me ? Is that why you are sflent ? "
" No, Oliria," answered the young man, calmly. " I am silent
because I have nothing to say to you. Why you have acted as
you have acted,—why you have chosen to be the tool of a blackhearted •vfllain,—is an unfathomable mystery to me. I thank
God that your conscience was aroused this day, and that you
have at least hindered the misery of an Innocent girl. But why
j'ou have kept my wife hidden from me,—why you have been
the accompHce of Paul Marchmont's crime,—is more than I can
even attempt to guess."
" Not yet ? " said OHvia, looking at him with a strange smile.
" Even yet I am a mystery to you ? "
" You are, indeed, OHvia."
She turned away from him -with a laugh.
"Then I had better remain so till the end," she said, looking
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out Into the garden. But after a moment's silence she turned
once more towards the young man. " I will speak," she said;
" I viill speak, Edward Amndel. I hope and beHeve that I have
not long to live, and that aU my shame and misery, my obstinate wickedness, my guilty passion, wiU come to an end, Hke a
long feverish dream. 0 God, have mercy on my waking, and
make it brighter than this dreadful sleep! I loved you, Edward
Arundel. A h ! you start! Thank God at least for that. I
kept my secret well. You don't know what that word ' love'
means, do you P You think you love that childish girl yonder,
perhaps; but I can tell you that you don't know what love Is.
I know what it Is. I have loved. For ten years,—for ten long,
dreary, desolate, miserable years, fifty-two weeks in every year,
fifty--two Sundays, -with long idle hours between the two church
services—I have loved you, Edward. Shall I tell you what it is
to love P I t is to suffer, to hate, yes, to hate even the object of
your love, when that love is hopeless; to hate him for the very
attributes that have made you love him; to grudge the gifts
and graces that have made him dear. It is to hate every creature on whom his eyes look with greater tenderness than they
look on you; to watch one face until its familiar lines become a
perpetual torment to you, and you cannot sleep because of Its
eternal presence staring at you in all your dreams. I t is to be
like some wretched drunkard, who loathes the fiery spirit that
is destroying him, body and soul, and yet goes on, madly drinking, till he dies. Love! How many people upon this great
earth know the real meaning of that hideous word! I have
learnt it until my soul loathes the lesson. They -vdll tell you that
I am mad, Edward, and they will tell you something near the
truth; but not quite the truth. My madness has been my love.
From long ago, when you were Httle more than a boy—you remember, don't you, the old days at the Rectory? J remember
every word you ever spoke to me, every look of your changing
face—yon were the first bright thing that came across my barren
life; and I loved you. I married John Marchmont—why, do
you think ?—because I wanted to make a barrier between you
and me. I wanted to make my love for you impossible by
making it a sin. So long as my husband lived, I shut your
image out of my mind, as I would have shut out the Prince of
Darkness, if he had come to me in a. palpable shape. But since
then—oh, I hope I have been mad since then; I hope that God
may forgive my sins because I have been mad! "
Her thoughts wandered away to that awful question which
had been so lately rerived in her mmd—Could she be forgiven ?
Was it -within the compass of Heavenly mercy to forgive such
a sin as hers ?
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CHAPTER XL.
M A E Y ' S STOEY.

ONE of the minor effects of any great shock, any revolution,
natural or poHtical, social or domestic, is a singular unconsciousness, or an exaggerated estimate, of the passage of time. Sometimes we Imagine that the common functions of the universe
have come to a dead stop during the tempest which has shaken
our being to Its remotest depths. Sometimes, on the other
hand, it seems to us that, because we have endured an age of
snftering, or half a lifetime of be-wlldered joy, the terrestrial
globe has spun round in time to the quickened throbbing of our
passionate hearts, and that aU the clocks upon earth have been
standing stfll.
When the sun sank upon the summer's day that was to have
been the day of Behnda's bridal, Edward Arundul thought that
it was stfll early in the morning. He wondered at the rosy
Hght aU over the western sky, and that great ball of molten gold
di'opping down below the horizon. He was fain to look at his
watch, In order to convince himself that the low light was really
the famiHar sun, and not some unnatural appearance in the
heavens.
And yet, although he wondered at the closing of the day, with
a strange Inconsistency his mind could scarcely grapple •with the
idea that only last night he had sat by BeHnda Lawford's side,
her betrothed husband, and had pondered. Heaven only knows
with what sorrowful regret, upon the unknown grave in which
his dead •wife lay.
" I only knew it this morning," he thought; " I only knew
this morning that my young wife still Hves, and that I have a
son."
He was sitting by the open window in Hester Jobson's best
bedroom. He was sitting in an old-fashioned easy-chair, placed
between the head of the bed and the open window—a pure cottage window, •vrith diamond panes of thin greenish glass, and a
broad painted ledge, with a great jug of homely garden-flowers
standing on It. The young man was sitting by the side of the
l.'cd upon which his newly-found wife and son lay asleep; the
child's head nestled on his mother's breast, one flushed cheek
peeping out of a tangled confusion of hazel-bro^wn tresses and
babyish flaxen curls.
The white dimity curtains overshadowed the loving sleepers.
The pretty fluffy knotted fringe—neat Hester's handiwork—
made fan-tastical tracery upon the sunlit counterpane. Mary
slept -with one arm folded round her chfld, and with her face
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turned to her husband. She had fallen asleep with her hand
clasped in his, after a succession of fainting-fits which had left
her terribly prostrate.
Edward Arundel watched that tender picture with a smile of
ineffable affection.
" I can understand now why Roman Catholics worship the
Virgin Mary," he thought. " I can comprehend the inspiration
that guided Raphael's hand when he painted the Madonna de
la Chaise. In all the world there is no picture so beautiful.
From all the universe he could have chosen no subject more
sublime. Oh, my darling wife, given back to me out of the
grave, restored to me—and not alone restored! My little son !
my baby son! whose feeble voice I heard that dark October
night. To think that I was so wretched a dupe ! To think that
my dull ears could hear that sound, and no instinct rise up in
my heart to reveal the presence of my child! I was so near
them, not once, but several times—so near, and I never knew—
I never guessed!"
He clenched his flst involuntarily at the remembrance of those
purposeless visits to the lonely boat-house. His young wife was
restored to him. But nothing could wipe away the long interval
of agony in which he and she had been the dupe of a vfllanous
trickster and a jealous woman. Nothing could give back the first
year of that baby's Hfe—that year which should have been one
long holiday of love and rejoicing. Upon what a dreary world
those innocent eyes had opened, when they should have looked
only upon sunshine and flowers, and the tender Hght of a loving
father's smile!
" Oh, my darling, my darHng !" the young husband thought,
as he looked at his wife's wan face, upon which the evidence of
all that past agony was only too painfully risible, " how bitterly
we two have suffered! But how much more terrible must have
been your suffering than mine, my poor gentle darling, my
broken lily!"
In this rapture in finding the wife he had mourned as dead,
the young man had for a time almost forgotten the vfllanous
plotter who had kept her hidden from him. But now, as he sat
quietly by the bed upon which Mary and her baby lay, he had
leisure to think of Paul Marchmont.
What was he to do with than man P What vengeance could
he wreak upon the head of that wretch who. for nearly two years,
had condemned an innocent girl to cruel suffering and shame ?
To shame; for Edward knew now that one of the most bitter
tortures which Paul Marchmont had inflicted upon his cousin
had been his pretended disbelief in her marriage.
"What can I do to him?" the young man asked himself.
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" Wliat can I do to him P There is no personal chastisement
worse than that which he has endured already at.my hands.
Tho scoundrel! the heartless villain! the false, cold-blooded
cur! '\^^lat can I do to him P I can only repeat that shameful
degradation, and I loill repeat It. This time he shall howl
under the lash like some beaten hound. This time I will drag
him through tho village street, and let every idle gossip in
Kemberling see how a scoundrel writhes under an honest man's
whip. I wfll
"
Edward Arundel's •wife woke while he was thinking what
chastisement he should inflict upon her deadly foe; and the
baby opened his blue eyes In the next moment, and sat up, stariag at his new parent.
-Mr. Arundel took the child In his arms, and held him very
tenderly, though perhaps rather awkwardly. The baby's round
eyes opened wider at sight of those golden absurdities dangling
at his father's watch-chain, and the Httle pudgy hands began to
play with the lockets and seals.
" He comes to me, you see, Mary!" Edward said, -with naive
wonder.
^Vnd then he turned the baby's face towards him, and tenderly
contemplated the bright surprised blue eyes, the tiny dimples,
the soft moulded chin. I don't know whether fatherly vanity
prompted the fancy, but Edward Arundel certainly did believe
that he saw some faint reflection of his own features In that
fjink and white baby face; a shadowy resemblance, like a
tremulous image looking up out of a river. But while Edward
was half thinkiag this, half wondering whether there could be
any Hkeness to him in that Infant countenance, Mary settled
the question •vrith womanly precision.
" Isn't he Hke you, Edward P" she whispered. " I t was only
for his sake that I bore my life through all that miserable time ;
and I don't think I could have Hved even for him, if he hadn'-t
been so hke you. I used to look at his face sometimes for
hours and hours together, crying over him, and thinking of you.
I don't think I ever cried except when he was in my arms. Then
something seemed to soften my heart, and the tears came to my
eyes. I was very, very, very ill, for a long time before my baby
was bom; and I didn't know how the time went, or where I
was. I used to fancy sometimes I was back m Oakley-street,
and that papa was alive again, and that we were quite happy
to;:rether, except for some heavy hammer that was always beating, beating, beating upon both our heads, and the dreadful
sound of the river rushing down the street under our windows.
I heard Mr. Weston teU his wife that it was a miracle I lived
through that time."
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Hester Jobson came presently with a tea-tray, which made
itself heard, by a jinglmg of teaspoons and rattling of cups
and saucers, aU the way u p the narrow staircase.
The friendly carpenter's wife had produced her best china and
her silver teapot,—an heirloom inherited from a wealthy maiden
a u n t of her Husband's. She had been busy all the afternoon,
preparing t h a t elegant little collation of cake and fruit which
accompanied the tea-tray; and she spread the lavender-scented
table-cloth, and arranged the cups and saucers, the plates and
dishes, with mingled pride and delight.
B u t she had to endure a terrible disappointment by-and-by;
for neither of her guests was in a condition to do justice to her
hospitality, Mary got u p and sat in the roomy easy-chair,
propped u p -with pillows. H e r pensive eyes 'kejA, a loving watch
upon the face of her husband, turned towards her o-wn, and
slightly crimsoned by t h a t rosy flush fading out In the western
sky. She sat u p and sipped a cup of t e a ; and in t h a t lovely
summer twilight, -vrith the scent of the flowers blowing in
through the oj)en window, and a stupid moth doing his best to
beat out his brains against one of the diamond panes in the
lattice, the tortured heart, for the first time since the ruthless
close of t h a t brief honeymoon, felt the heavenly delight of repose.
" Oh, Edward," murmured the young wife, " h o w strange it
seems to be happy !"
H e was at her feet, half kneeling, half sitting on a hassock of
Hester's handiwork, with both his wife's hands clasped in his,
and his head leaning upon the arm of her chair. Hester Jobson
had carried off the baby, and these two were quite alone, all
in all to each other, with a cruel gap of two years to be
bridged over by sorrowful memories, by tender words of consolation. They were alone, and they could talk quite freely
now, without fear of interruption; for although in purity and
beauty an infant is first cousin to the angels, stfll it must be
owned t h a t a baby is rather a hindrance to conversation, and
t h a t a man's eloquence does not flow quite so smoothly when
he has to stop every now and then to rescue his infant son
from the imminent peril of strangulation, caused by a futile
attempt at swallowing one of his own fists.
Mary and Edward were alone; they were together once
more, as they had been by the trout-stream in the Winchester
meadows. A curtain had fallen upon all the wreck and ruin of
the past, and they could hear the soft, mysterious music that
was to be the prelude of a new act in life's drama.
" I shall try to forget all t h a t time," Mary said, presently;
" I shall t r y to forget it, Edward. I think the very memory of
it would kill me. If it was to come back perpetually in the midst
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of my joy, as it does now, even now, when I am so happy—so
happy that I dare not speak of my happiness."
She sti'pped, and her face dropped upon her husband's clustering hair.
" You are crying, Mary! "
" Yes, dear. There is something painful in happiness when
it comes after such suffering."
The young man lifted his head, and looked at his wife's face.
How deathly pale it was, even in that shadowy twilight; how
worn and haggard and wasted since it had smiled at him in his
brief honeymoon. Yes, joy is painful when It comes after a
long continuance of suffering; it is painful because we have
become sceptical by reason of the endurance of such anguish.
We have lost the power to believe in happiness. I t comes, the
bright stranger: but we shrink appalled from Its beauty, lest,
after aU, it should be nothing but a phantom.
Heaven knows how anxiously Edward Arundel looked at his
•wife's altered face. Her eyes shone upon him with the holy
Hght of love. She smiled at him with a tender, reassuring
smfle; but it seemed to him that there was something almost
supernal in the brightness of that white, wasted face; something that reminded him of the countenance of a martyr who
has ceased to suff'er the anguish of death in a foretaste of the
joj's of heaven.
" Mary," he said, presently, "tell me every cruelty that Paul
Marchmont or his tools infflcted upon you; tell me everything,
and I -wfll never speak of our miserable separation again. I
will oiJy punish the cause of It," he added, in an undertone.
" TeU me, dear. I t wdll be painful for you to speak of it; but
it -wfll be only once. There are some things I must know.
Remember, darling, that you are in my arms now, and that
nothing but death can ever again part us."
The young man had his arms round his wife. He felt, rather
than heard, a low plaintive sigh as he spoke those last words.
'•Nothing but death, Edward; nothing but death," Mary
said, in a solemn whisper. " Death would not come to me
when I was very miserable. I used to pray that I might die,
and the baby too; for I could not have borne to leave him
1 (.hind. I thought that we might both be buried with you,
Edward. I have dreamt sometimes that I was lying by your
side in a tomb, and I have stretched out my dead hand to clasp
yours. I used to beg and entreat them to let me be buried with
you v/hen I died; for I believed that you were dead, Edward.
I beHeved it most firmly. I had not even one lingering hope
that you were alive. If I had felt such a hope, no power upon
earth would have kept me prisoner."
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"The wretches!" muttered Edward, between his teeth; "the
dastardly wretches ! the foul Hars!"
" Don't Edward; don't darling. There Is a pain in my heart
when I hear you speak like that. I know how vricked they
have been; how cruel—how cruel. I look back to aU my
suffering as if it were some one else who suffered; for now that
you are with me I cannot believe that miserable, lonely, despairing creature was really me, the same creature whose head
now rests upon your shoulder, whose breath is mixed with
yours. I look back and see all my past misery, and I cannot
forgive them, Edward : I am very wicked, for I cannot forgive
my cousin Paul and his sister—yet. But I don't want you to
speak of them; I only want you to love me; I only want you
to smile at me, and tell me again and again and again that
nothing can part us now—but death."
She paused for a few moments, exhausted by having spoken
so long. Her head lay upon her husband's shoulder, and she
clung a little closer to him, with a sHght shiver.
" What Is the matter, darling ? "
" I feel as if It couldn't be real."
"What, clear?"
" The present—all this joy. Oh! Edward, is it real ? Is i t is It ? Or am I only dreaming ? Shall I wake presently and
feel the cold air blowing in at the window, and see the moonlight on the wainscot at Stony-Stringford? Is it all rest? "
" I t is, my precious one. As real as the mercy of God, who
wdll give you compensation for all you have suffered; as real as
God's vengeance, which will fall most heavily upon your persecutors. And now, darling, tell me,—tell me all. I must know
the story of those two miserable years during which I have
mourned for my lost love."
Mr. Arundel forgot to mention that during those two miserable years he had engaged himself to become the husband of
another woman. But perhaps, even when he is best and truest,
a man is always just a shade behind a woman in the matter of
constancy.
" When you left me in Hampshire, Edward, I was very, very
miserable," Mary began, in a low voice; but I knew that it
was selfish and wicked of me to think only of myself. I tried
to think of your poor father, who was ill and suffering; and I
prayed for him, and hoped that he would recover, and that
you would come back to me very soon. The people at the inn
were very kind to me. I sat at the -window from morning tiU
night upon the day after you left me, and upon the day after
that; for I was so foolish as to fancy, every time I heard the
sound of horses' hoofs or carriage-wheels upon the high-road,
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that you were coming back to me, and that all my grief was
over. I sat at the window and watched the road till I knew
the shape of every tree and house-top, every ragged branch of
the hawthorn bushes In the hedge; At last—i't was the third
day after you went away—I heard carriage-wheels, that slackened as they came to the Inn. A fly stoi^ped at the door, and
oh, Edward, I did not wait to see who was in it,—I never
imagined the possibiHty of its bringing anybody, but you. I
ran down-stairs, with my heart beating so that I could hardly
breathe; and I scarcely felt the stairs under my feet. But
when I got to the door—oh, my love, my love !—I cannot bear
to think of it; I cannot endure the recollection of it
"
She stopped, gasping for breath, and chnging to her husband ; and then, with an effort, went on again,—
" Yes; I wifl tefl you, my dear; I must tell you. My cousin
Paid and my step-mother were standing in the little hall at the
foot of the stairs. I think I fainted in my step-mother's arms ;
and when my consciousness came back, I was in our sittingroom,—the pretty rustic room, Edward, in which you and I had
been so happy together.
" I must not stop to tell you everything. It would take me
so long to speak of aU that happened in that miserable time.
I knew that something must be wrong, from my cousin Paul's
manner; but neither he nor my step-mother would tell mo
what It was. I asked them If you were dead; but they said,
'No, you were not dead.' StiU I could see that something
di-eadfiil had happened. But by-and-by, by accident, I saw
your name in a newspaper that was lying on a table with Paul's
hat and gloves. I saw the description of an accident on the
raflway, by which I knew you had travelled. I read your name
amongst those of the people who had been dangerously hurt.
Paul shook his head when I asked him if there was any hope.
" They brought me back here. I scarcely know how I came,
how I endured aU that misery. I implored them to let me go to
you, again and again, on my knees at their feet. But neither of
them would Hsten to me. I t was Impossible, Paul said. He
always seemed very, very kind to me; always spoke softly;
always told me that he pitied me, and was sorry for me. But
though my step-mother looked sternly at me, and spoke, as she
always used to speak, in a harsh, cold voice, I sometimes think
she might have given way at last, and let me come to you, but
for him—but for my cousin Paul. He could look at me with a
smile upon his face when I was almost mad with my misery;
and he never wavered; he never hesitated.
" So they took me back to the Towers. I let them take me;
for I scarcely felt my sorrow any longer. I only felt tired; oh!
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so dreadfully tired; and I wanted to He down upon the ground
in some quiet place, where no one could come near me. I
thought that I was dying. I beHeve I was very ill when we
got back to Lincolnshire. My step-mother and Barbara Simmons watched by my bedside, day after day, night after night.
Sometimes I knew them; sometimes I had all sorts of fancies.
And often—ah, how often, darling !—I thought that you were
with me. My cousin Paul came every day and stood by my
bedside. I can't teU you how hateful it was to me to have him
there. He used to come into the room as silently as if he had
been walking upon air; but however noiselessly he came, however fast asleep I was when he entered the room, I always knew
that he was there, standing by my bedside, smiling at me. I
always woke with a shuddering horror thrilling through my
veins, as if a rat had run across my face.
" By-and-by, when the delirium was quite gone, I felt ashamed
of myself for this. It seemed so -vricked to feel this unreasonable antipathy to my dear father's cousin; but he had brought
me bad news of you, Edward, and it was scarcely strange that I
should hate him. One day he sat down by my bedside, when I
was getrfcing better, and was strong enough to talk. There was
no one besides ourselves in the room, except my step-mother, and
she was standing at the window, with her head turned away
from us, looking out. My cousin Paul sat down by the bedside,
and began to talk to me in that gentle, compassionate way that
used to torture me and irritate me in sjoite of myself.
" He asked me what had happened to me after my running
away from the Towers.
" I told him everything, Edward—about your coming to me
in Oakley-street; about our marriage. But oh, my darling,
my husband, he wouldn't beHeve me. Nothing that I could say
would make him believe me. Though I swore to him again and
again—by my dead father in heaven, as I hoiDcd for the mercy
of my God—that I had spoken the truth, and the truth only,
he wouldn't believe me; he wouldn't beHeve. He shook his head,
and said he scarcely wondered I should try to deceive him; that
It was a very sad story, a very miserable and shameful story,
and my attemj)ted falsehood was little more than natural.
" And then he spoke against you, Edward, against you. He
talked of my childish Ignorance, my confiding love, and your
villany. Oh, Edward, he said such shameful things; such
shameful, horrible things ! You had plotted to become master
of my fortune; to get me into yonr power, because of my
money; and you had not married me. You liad not married
me; he persisted in saying that.
" I was delirious again after this; almost mad, I think.
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AU through the delirium I kept telling my cousin Paul of our
marriage. Though he was very seldom In the room, I constantly thought that he was there, and told him the same
thing—the same thing—till my brain was on fire. I don't
know how long it lasted. I know that, once in the middle of
the night, I saw my step-mother lying upon the ground, sobbing aloud and crying out about her wickedness; crying out
that God would never forgive her sin.
" I got better at last, and then I went down-stairs; and I
used to sit down sometimes in poor papa's study. The blind
was always down, and none of the servants, except Barbara
Simmons, ever came into the room. My cousin Paul did not
Hve at the Towers; but he came there every day, and often
staj-ed there aU day. He seemed the master of the house.
My step-mother obeyed him in everything and consulted him
about everything.
" Sometimes Mrs. Weston came. She was like her brother.
She always smfled at me -with a grave compassionate smile, just
like his; and she always seemed to pity me. But she wouldn't
beHeve in my marriage. She spoke cruelly about you, Edward;
crueUy, but in soft words, that seemed spoken only out o:& compassion for me. No one would beHeve in my marriage.
" No stranger was aUowed to see me, I was never suffered
to go out. They treated me as if I was some shameful creature,
who must be hidden away from the sight of the world.
" One day I entreated my cousin Paul to go to London and
see Mrs. Pimpernel. She would be able to tell him of our
marriage. I had forgotten the name of the clergyman who
married us and the church at which we were married. I could
not teU Paul those; but I gave him Mrs. Pimpernel's address.
I -wrote to her, begging her to teU my cousin all about my marriage ; and I gave him the note unsealed.
" He went to London about a week afterwards; and when he
came back, he returned me my note. He had been to Oakleystreet, he said; but Mrs. Pimpernel had left the neighbourhood,
and no one knew where she was gone."
" A He! a -vfllanous He !" muttered Edward Arundel. "Oh,
the scoundrel! the infernal scoundrel!"
" No words woifld ever teU the misery of that time. When I
asked them about you they would tell me nothing. Sometimes
I thought that you had forgotten me; that you had only married me out of pity for my loneliness; and that you were glad
to be freed from me. Oh, forgive me, Edward, for that wicked
thought! but I was so miserable, so desolate. At other times
I fancied that you were very 111, helpless, and unable to come to
me. J dared not think that you were dead. I put away that
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thought from me -with all my might; but it haunted me day
and night. I t was with me always like a ghost. I tried to
shut it away from my sight, but I knew it was there.
" The days were all ahke,—long, dreary, and desolate; so I
scarcely know how the time went. My step-mother brought
me religious books and told me to read them; but they were
hard, difficult books, and I could not find one word of comfort
in them. They must have been written to frighten very
obstinate and -wicked people, I think. The only book that
ever gave me any comfort, was that dear Book I used to read
to papa on a Sunday evening in Oakley-street. I read that,
Edward, in those miserable days; I read the story of the
widow's only son who was raised up from the dead because his
mother was so -wretched without him. I read that sweet tender
story again and again, until I used to see the funeral train, the
pale, still face upon the Ider, the white, uplifted hand, and that
sublime and lovely countenance whose image always comes to
us when we are most miserable, the tremulous Hght upon tho
golden hair, and in the distance the white columns of the
temple, the palm-trees standing out against the purple Eastern
sky. I thought that He who raised up a miserable woman's
son, chiefly because he was her only son, and she was desolate
without him, would have more pity upon me than the God in
OHria's books; and I prayed -to Him, Edward, night and day,
imploring Him to bring you back to me.
" I don't know what day it was, except that it was autumn,
and the dead leaves were blowing about in the quadrangle, when
my step-mother sent for me one afternoon to my room, where
I was sitting, not reading, not even thinking—only sitting -with
my head upon my hands, staring stupidly out at the drifting
leaves and the grey, cold sky. My s-tep-mother was in papa's
study, and I was to go to her there. I went, and found her
standing there, with a letter crumpled up in her clenched hand,
and a slip of newspaper lying on the table before her. She was
as white as death, and she was trembling riolently from head to
foot.
" ' See,' she said, pointing to the paper; ' your lover is dead.
But for you he would have received the le-fter that told lum of
his father's illness upon an earlier day; he would have gone to
Devonshire by a different train. I t was by your doing that he
travelled when he did. If this is true, and he is dead, his blood
be upon your head; his blood be upon your head !'
" I think her cruel words were almost exactly those. I did
not hope for a minute that those horrible lines in the newspaper
were false. I thought they must be true; and I was mad,
Edward—I was mad; for despair came to me with the know-
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ledge of yonr death. I went to my room, and put on my bonnet and sliawd; and then I went out of the house, down Into
that dreary wood, and along the narrow pathway by the riverside. I wanted to drown myself: but the sight of the black
water filled me with a shuddering horror. I was frightened,
dear; and I went on by the river, scarcely knowing where I
was going, until it was quite dark, and I was tired, and sat
down upon the damp ground by the brink of the river, all
amongst the broad green flags and the wet rushes. I sat there
for hours, and I saw the stars shining feebly in a dark sky. I
think I was dehrious, for sometimes I knew that I was there by
the water-side, and then the next nflnute I thought that I was
in my bedroom at the Towers; sometimes I fancied that I was
-with you in the meadows near Winchester, and the sun was
shining, and you were sitting by my side, and I could see your
float dancing up and do-wn in the sunlit water. At last, after I
had been there a very, very long time, two people came vrith
a lantem, a man and a woman; and I heard a startled voice
say, 'Here she is; here, lying on the ground!' And then
another voice, a woman's voice, very low and frightened, said,
' AHve ! ' And then two people lifted me up; the man carried
me in his arms, and the woman took the lantem. I couldn't
speak to them; but I knew that they were my cousin Paul, and
his sister, Mrs. Weston.' I remember being canded some distance in Paul's arms; and then I think I must have fainted
away, for I can recoUect nothing more until T woke up one day,
and found myself lying in a bed In the pavilion over the boathouse, wdth Mr. Weston watching by my \jedside.
" I don't know how the time passed; I only know that It
seemed endless. I think my illness was rheumatic fever, caught
by lying on the damp ground nearly all that night when I ran
away from the Towers. A long time went by—there was frost
and snow. I saw the river once out of the -window when I was
Hfted out of bed for an hour or two, and it was frozen; and once
at midnight I heard the Kemberling church-bells ringing in the
New Year. I was very IU, but I had no doctor; and all that
time I saw no one but my cousin Paul, and Lavinia Weston,
and a servant caUed Betsy, a rough country girl, who took care
-of me when my cousins were away. They were kind to me, and
took great care of me."
" You did not see OHvia, then, all this time ? " Edward
asked, eagerly.
" No; I did not see my step-mother till some time after the
New Year began. She came in suddenly one evening, when
Mrs. AVeston was with mc, and at first she seemed frightened by
seeing me. She spoke to me kindly afterwards, but in a strange
B B
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terror-stricken voice; and she laid her head do-wn upon the
counterjoane of the bed, and sobbed aloud; and then Paul took
her away, and Spoke to her cruelly, very cruelly—taunting her
with her love for you. I never understood till then why she
hated me : but I pitied her after that; yes, Edward, miserable
as I was, I pitied her, because you had never loved her. In all
my wretchedness I was happier than she; for you had loved
me, Edward—you had loved me !"
Mary lifted her face to her husband's lips, and those dear Hps
were pressed tenderly upon her pale forehead.
" Oh, my love, my love ! " the young man murmured; " my
poor sufl'ering angel! Can God ever forgive these people for
their cruelty to you P But, my darHng, why did you make no
effort to escape ? "
" I was too ill to move; I believed that I was dying."
" But afterwards, darling, when you were better, stronger,—
did you make no effort then to escape from your persecutors ? "
Mary shook her head mournfully.
" Why should I try to escape from them ? " she said. " What
was there for me beyond that place ? I t was as well for me to
be there as anywhere else. I thought you were dead, Edward;
I thought you were dead, and Hfe held nothing more for me. I
could do nothing but wait till He who raised the -widow's son
should have pity upon me, and take me to the heaven where I
thought you and papa had gone before me. I cHdn't want to go
away from those dreary rooms over the boat-house. What did it
matter to me whether I was there or at Marchmont Towers ? I
thought you were dead, and all the glories and grandeurs of the
world were nothing to me. Nobody iU-treated me; I was let alone.
Mrs. Weston told me that it was for my-own sake they kept me
hidden from everybody about the Towers. I was a poor disgraced girl, she told me; and it was best for me to stop quietly
in the parilion till people had got tired of talking of me, and
then my cousin Paul would take me away to the Continent,
where no one would know who I was. She told me that the
honour of my father's name, and of my family altogether, would
be saved by this means. I replied that I had brought no dishonour on my dear father's name; but she only shook her head
monrnfuUy, and I was too weak to dispute with her. What
did it matter ? I thought you were dead, and that the world
was finished for me. I sat day after day by the -vrindow;
not looking out, for my cousin Paul had nailed the edge of
the Venetian blind down to the -vrindow-sill, and I could only
see ghmpses of the water through the narrow openings between the laths. I used to sit there listening to the moaning
of the wind amongst the trees, or the sounds cf horses' feet
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upon the towing-path, or the rain dripping Into the river upon
wet days. Even in my deepest misery God was good to me, for
my mind sank into a dull ajoathy, and I seemed to lose even the,
capacity of suffering.
" One day,—one day In March, when the wind was howling,
and the smoke blew down the narrow chimney and filled the
room,—Mrs. Weston brought her husband, and he talked to me
a Httle, and then talked to his wife in whispers. He seemed
terribly frightened, and he trembled all the time, and kept
saying, ' Poor thing! poor young woman!' but his wife was cross
to him, and wouldn't let him stop long in the room. After that
Mr. Weston came very often, always -with Lavinia, who seemed
cleverer than he was, even as a doctor; for she dictated to him,
and ordered him about in everything. Then, by-and-by, when
the birds were suiging, and the warm sunshine came into the
room, my baby was born, Edward; my baby was born. I
thought that God, who raised the widow's son, had heard my
prayer, and had raised you up from the dead; for the baby's eyes
were Hke yours, and I used to think sometimes that your soul
was looking out of them and comforting me.
" Do you remember that poor foolish German woman who
beHeved that the spirit of a dead king came to her In the shape
of a blackbird ? She was not a good woman, I know, dear; but
she must have loved the king very truly, or she never could
have beHeved anything so foolish.
" From the time of my baby's birth everything was changed.
I was more miserable, perhaps, because that dull, dead apathy
cleared a-wtiy, and my memory came back, and I thought of
you, dear, and cried over my little angel's face as he slept. But
I wasn't alone any longer. The world seemed narrowed into
the Httle circle around my darling's cradle. I don't think he is
Hke other babies, Edward. I think he has known of my sorrow
from the very first, and has tried in his mute way to comfort
me. The God who worked so many miracles, aU separate
tokens of His tenderness and pity for the sorrows of mankind,
could easfly make my baby different from other children, for a
•wretched mother's consolation.
" In the autumn after my darling's birth, Paul and his sister
came for me one mght, and took me away from the pavilion by
the water to a deserted farmhouse, where there was a woman to
wait upon me, and take care of me. She was not unkind to
me, but she was rather neglectful of me. I did not mind, for I
wanted nothing except to be alone with my precious boy—your
son, Edward; your son. The woman let me walk in the garden
sometimes. I t was a neglected garden, but there were bright
flowers growing •vrild, and when the spring came again my pet
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used to He on the grass and play with the buttcrcniDS and daisies
t h a t I threw into his lap, and I think we were both of us happier and better t h a n we had been In those two close rooms over
the boat-house.
" I have told you all now, Edward—all except what happened
this morning, when my step-mother and Hester Jobson came
Into my room in the early daybreak, and told me t h a t I had
been deceived, and t h a t you were ahve. My step-mother threw
herself upon her knees at m y feet, and asked me to forgive her,
for she was a miserable sinner, she said, who had been abandoned by God; and I forgave her, Edward, and kissed her; and
you must forgive her too, dear, for I know t h a t she has been
very, very -wretched. A n d she took the baby in her arms, and
kissed him, oh, so passionately!—and cried over him. And
then they brought me here in Mr. Jobson's cart, for Mr. Jobson
was "with them, and Hester held me in her arms all the time.
A n d then, darling, after a long time you came to me."
Edward p u t his arms round his wife, and kissed her once
more. " W e will never speak of this again," he said. " I know
all n o w ; I understand It all. I will never again distress you
by speaking of your cruel wrongs."
" A n d you will forgive Olivia, dear ? "
" Yes, m y pet, I vrill forgive—OHvia."
H e said no more, for there was a footstep on the stair, and a
glimmer of Hght shone through the crevices of the door. Hester
Jobson came into the room with a pair of lighted wax-candles.
In white crockery-ware candlesticks. B u t Hester was not alone;
close behind her came a lady in a rustling sflk go-wn, a tall
matronly lady, who cried out,—
" Where is she, Edward ? Where is she ? Let me see this
poor ill-used child."
I t was Mrs. Amndel, who had come to KemberHng to see
her newly-found daughter-in-law.
" Oh, my dear mother," cried the young man, " how good of
you to come! Now, Mary, you need never again know what it
is to want a protector, a tender womanly protector, who -wfll
shelter you from every harm."
Mary got u p and went to Mrs. Amndel, who opened her arms
to receive her son's young wife. B u t before she folded Mary to
her friendly breast, she took the girl's two hands in hers, and
looked earnestly a t her pale, wasted face.
She gave a long sigh as she contemplated those wan features,
the shining light in the eyes, which looked unnaturally large
by reason of the girl's hollow cheeks.
" Oh, my dear," cried Mrs. Arundel, " my poor long-suffering
chfld, how cruelly they have treated y o u ! "
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Edward looked at his mother, frightened by the earnestness
of her manner, but she smiled at him with a bright, reassuring
look.
" I shall take you home to Dangerfield with me, my poor
love," she said to Mary ; "and I shall nurse you, and make you
as plump as a partridge, my poor wasted pet. And I'll be a
mother to you, my. motherless child. Oh, to think that there
should be any wretch vile enough to
. But I won't agitato
you, my dear. I'll take you away from this bleak horrid county
by the first train to-morrow morning, and you shall sleep tomorrow night in the blue bedroom at Dangerfield, with the roses
and myrtles waring against your -window; and Edward shall go
with us, and you shan't come back here till you are well and
strong; and you'll try and love me, won't you, dear ? And oh,
Edward, I've seen the boy! and he's a superb creature, the very
i'magc ot what you were at a twelvemonth old; and he came to
me, and smfled at me, almost as if he knew I was his grandmother ; and he has got FIVE teeth, but I'm sorry to tell you he's
cutting them crossways, the top first, instead of the bottom,
Hester sav's."
"And Belinda, mother dear?" Edward said, presently. In a
grave undertone.
"BeHnda Is an angel," Mrs. Arundel answered, quite as
gravely. " She has been In her own room all day, and no one
has seen her but her mother; but she came down to the hall as
I was lea-ving the house this evening, and said to me,' Dear Mrs.
Amndel, teUhim that he must not think I am so selfish as to be
sorry for what has happened. Tell him that I am very glad to
think his young wife has been saved.' She put her hand up
to my lips to stop my speaking, and then went back again to
her room; and if that isn't acting Hke an angel, I don't know
what is."
CHAPTER XLI.
" A L L WITHIN IS DAEK AS NIGHT."

did not leave Stony-Stringford Farmhouse
till du,sk upon that bright summer's day ; and the friendly twilight is slow to come at the beginning of July, however a man
may loathe the sunshine. Paul Marchmont stopped at the
deserted farmhouse, wandering In and out of the empty rooms,
strolHng listlessly about the neglected garden, or coming to a
dead stop sometimes, and standing stock stiU for ten minutes
at a time, staring at -the wall before him, and counting the slimy
traces of the snails upon the branches of a plum-tree, or the flies
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in a spider's web. Paul Marchmont was afraid to leave that
lonely farmhouse. He was afraid as yet. He scarcely knew
what he feared, for a kind of stupor had succeeded the violent
emotions of the past few hours; and the time sHpped by him,
and his brain grew bewildered when he tried to realize his
position.
I t was very difficult for him to do this. The calamity that
had come upon him was a calamity that he had never anticipated. He was a clever man, and he had put his trust in his
own cleverness. He had never expected to he found out.
Until this hour everything had been in his favour. His
dupes and victims had played into his hands. Mary's grief,
which had rendered her a passive creature, utterly indifferent to
her own fate,—her pecuHar education, which had taught her
everything except knowledge of the world in which she was to
live, had enabled Paul Marchmont to carry out a scheme so Infamous and daring that it was beyond the suspicion of honest
men—almost too base for the comprehension of ordinary rillains.
He had never expected to be found out. All his jpla-ns had
been deliberately and carefully prepared. Immediately after
Edward's marriage and safe departure for the Continent, Paul
had intended to convey Mary and the child, with the grim
attendant whom he had engaged for them, far away, to one of
the remotest vfllages in Wales.
Alone he would have done this; travelling by night, and
trusting no one, for the hired attendant knew nothing of Mary's
real position. She had been told that the girl was a poor relation of Paul's, and that her story was a very sorrowful one.
Everything had been arranged, and so cleverly arranged, that
Mary and the child would have disappeared after dusk one
summer's evening, and not even Lavinia Weston would have
been told whither they had gone.
Paul had never expected to be found out. But he had least
of aU expected betrayal from the quarter whence it had come.
He had made Olivia his tool; but he had acted cautiously even
with her. He had confided nothing to her ; and although she had
suspected some foul play in the matter of Mary's disaiDpearance,
she had been certain of nothing. She had uttered no falsehood
when she swore to Edward Amndel that she did not know where
his wife was. But for her accidental discovery of the secret of
the parilion, she would never have known of Mary's existence
after that October afternoon on which the girl left Marchmont
Towers.
But here Paul had been betrayed by the carelessness of the
hired girl who acted as Mary Arundel's gaoler and attendant.
It was OHvia's habit to wander often In that dreary wood by the
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water during the -winter in which Mary was kept prisoner in tho
paviHon over the boat-house. Lavinia Weston and Paul Marchmont sjient each of them a great deal of their time In the
parilion; but they could not be always on guard there. There
was the world to be hood-winked; and the surgeon's wife had to
perform all her duties as a matron before the face of Kemberling,
and had to give some plausible account of her frequent visits
to the boat-house. Paul liked the place for his painting, Mrs.
AVeston informed her friends; and he was so enthusiastic in his
love of art, that it was really a pleasure to participate in his
enthusiasm ; so she liked to sit -with him, and talk to him, or read
to him whfle he ixunted. This explanation was -quite enough
for KemberHng; and Mrs. Weston went to the parilion at
Marchmont Towers three or four times a week, without causing
any scandal thereby.
But however well a schemer may manage his affairs. It Is not
always easy to secure the careful co-operation of the people he
employs. Betsy Murrel was a stupid, narrow-minded young
jierson, who was very safe so far as regarded the possibility of
any sympathy with, or compassion for, Mary Amndel arising
in her stoHd nature; but the stupid stolidity which made her
safe in one way rendered her dangerous in another. One day,
whfle Mrs. Weston was with the hapless young prisoner. Miss
MuiTcl went out upon the water-side to converse with a goodlooking young bargeman, who was a connection of her family,
and perhaps an admirer of the young lady herself; and the
door of the painting-room being left wide open, Olivia Marchmont wandered Hstlessly into the pavilion—there was a dismal
fascination for her in that spot, on which she had heard Edward
Arundel declare his love for John Marchmont's daughter—and
heard Mary's voice in the chamber at the top of the stone steps.
This was how OHvia had surprised Paul's secret: and from
tiiat hour it had been the artist's business to rule this woman
by the only weapon which he possessed against her,—her own
secret, her own weak folly, her mad love of Edward Arundel
and jealous hatred of the woman he had loved. This weapon
was a very powerful one, and Paul had used It unsparingly.
When the woman who, for seven-and-twenty years of her life,
had Hved without sin; who from the hour in which she had
been old enough to know right from wrong, until Edward Arundel's second return from India, had sternly done her duty,—
when this woman remonstrated with Mr. Marchmont, he turned
upon her and lashed her -with the scourge of her own folly.
" You come and upbraid me," he said, " and you call me
-riUain and arch-traitor, and say that you cannot abide this,
your sin; and that your guflt, in keeping our secret, cries to
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you In the dead hours of the night; and you call upon me to
undo what I have done, and to restore Mary Marchmont to her
rights. Do you remember what her highest right is ? Do you
remember that which I must restore to her when I give her
back this house and the income that goes along vrith it ? If I
restore Marchmont Towers, I must restore to her Edward Arundel's love! You have forgotten that, perhaps. If she ever
re-enters this house, she will come back to it leaning on his arm.
You wifl see them together—you will hear of their happiness.
And do you think that he will ever forgive you for your part ol
the conspiracy ? Yes, it is a conspiracy, if you Hke; if you are
not afraid to call it by a hard name, why should I fear to do
so P Will he ever forgive you, do you think, when he knows
that his young wife has been the victim of a senseless, -ricious
love P Yes, OHvia Marchmont, any love is ricious which is given
unsought, and is so strong a passion, so bHnd and unreasoning a
folly, tha-f honour, mercy, truth, and Christianity are trampled
down before it. How -will you endure Edward Arundel's contempt for yon ? How will you tolerate his love for Mary, multiplied twentyfold by all this romantic business of separation
and persecution ?
" You talk to me of my sin. Who was it who first sinned ?
Who was it who drove Mary Marchmont from this house,—
not once only, but twice, by her cruelty? Who was it who
persecuted her, and tortured her day by day and hour by hour,
not openly, not with an uplifted hand or blows that could be
warded off, but by cruel hints and inuendoes, by unwomanly
sneers and hellish taunts ? Look into your heart, Oliria Marchmont : and when you make atonement for your sin, I wdll make
restitution for mine. In the meantime, if this business is painful to you, the way lies open before you: go and take Edward
Arundel to the pavilion yonder, and give him back his wife:
give the lie to all your past Hfe, and restore these devoted yotmg
lovers into each other's arms."
This weapon never failed in its effect. OHria Marchmont
might loathe herself, and her sin, and her Hfe, which was made
hideous to her because of her sin; but she could not bring herself to restore Mary to her lover-husband; she could not tolerate
the idea of their happiness. Every night she grovelled on her
knees, and swore to her offended God that she would do this
thing, she would render this sacrifice of atonement; but every
morning, when her weary eyes opened on the hateful sunHght,
she cried, " Not to-day—not to-day."
Again and again, during Edward Arundel's residence at
Kemberling Retreat, she had set out from Marchmont Towers
with the intention of revealing to him the place where his
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young wife was hidden; but, again and again, she had turned
back and left her work undone. She could not—she could not.
In the dead of the night, under pouring rain, with the bleak
winds of winter blowing in her face, she had set out upon that
unfinished journey, only to stop midway, and cry out, " No, no,
no—not to-night; I cannot endure It y e t ! "
I t was only when another and a fiercer jealousy was
awakened In tlfls woman's breast, that she arose all at once,
strong, resolute, and undaunted, to do the work she had so
miserably defen-ed. As one poison Is said to neutraUze the
evfl power of another, so Olivia Marchmont's jealousy of
BeHnda seemed to blot out and extinguish her hatred of
Mai-y. Better anything than that Edward Arundel should
have a new, and perhaps a fairer bride. The jealous woman
had always looked upon Mary Marchmont as a despicable rival.
Better that Edward should be tied to this girl, than that ho
should rejoice In the smfles of a lovelier woman, worthier of his
afl'ection. This was the feeling paramount In OHvia's breast,
although she was herself half unconscious how entirely this
was the motive power which had given her new strength and
resolution. She tried to think that it was the awakening of her
conscience that had made her strong enough to do this one good
work; but, in the semi-darkness of her own mind there was
stiU a feeble gUmmer of the light of truth, and it was this that
had prompted her to cry out on her knees before the altar
in HiUingsworth Church, and declare the sinfulness of her
nature.
Paul Marchmont stopped several times before the ragged,
untiimmed fruit-trees In his purposeless wanderings in the
neglected garden at Stony-Stringford, before the vaporous confusion cleared away from his brain, and he was able to understand what had happened to him.
His fu-st reasonable action was to take out his watch; but
even then he stood for some moments staring at the dial before
he remembered why he had taken the watch from his pocket, or
what It was that he wanted to know. By Mr. Marchmont's
chronometer it was ten minutes past seven o'clock, but the
watch had been unwound uj)on the prerious night, and had run
do-wn. Paul put it back in his waistcoat pocket, and then
walked slowly along the weedy pathway to that low latticed
window In which he had often seen Mary Arundel standing
•with her chfld in her arms. He went to this window and looked
in, -with his face against the glass. The room was neat and
orderly now; for the woman whom Mr. Marchmont had hired
had gone about her work as usual, and was in the act of filling
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a little brown earthenware teapot from a kettle on the hob when
Paul stared in at her.
She looked up as Mr. Marchmont's figure came between her
and the light, and nearly dropped the Httle brown teapot in her
terror of her offended employer.
But Paul puUed open the window, and spoke to her very
quietly. " Stop where you are," he said; " I want to speak to
you. I'll come in."
He went into the house by a door that had once been the
front and principal entrance, which opened into a low wainscoted hall. From this room he went into the parlour, which
had been Mary Arundel's apartment, and in which the hired
nurse was now preparing her breakfast. " I thought I might
as well get a cup of tea, sir, whiles I waited for your orders,"
the woman murmured, apologetically; " for bein' knocked up so
early this morning, you see, sir, has made my head that bad I
could scarcely bear myself; and
"
Paul Hfted his hand to stop the woman's talk, as he had done
before. He had no consciousness of what she was saying, but
the sound of her voice pained him. His eyebrows contracted
•with a spasmodic action, as if something had hurt his head.
There was a Dutch clock in the corner of the room, -with a
long pendulum s-winging against the wall. By this clock it was
half-past eight.
" Is your clock right P " Paul asked.
" Yes, sir. Leastways, it may be five minutes too slow, but
not more."
Mr. Marchmont took out his watch, wound it, and regulated
it by the Dutch clock.
" Now," he said, " perhaps you can teU me clearly what happened. I want no excuses, remember; I only want to knoAV
what occurred, and what was said—word for word."
He sat down, but got up again directly, and walked to the
window; then He paced up and down the room two or three
times, and then went back to the fireplace and sat down again.
He was like a man who, in the racking torture of some physical
pam, finds a miserable relief in his own restlessness.
" Come," he said; " I am waiting."
" Yes, sir; which, begging your parding, if you wouldn't
mind sitting still Hke, whfle I'm a-telling of you, wdiich it do
remind me of the wild beastes in the Zoological, sir, to that
degree, that the boil, to which I am subjeck, sir, and have been
from a child, might prevent me bein' as truthful as I should
wish. Mrs. Marchmont, sir, she come before it was light, in a
cart, sir, which it was a shaycart, and made comfortable with
cushions and straw, and such-like, or I should not have let the
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young lady go away iu it; and she bring with her a rcsioectable,
honiely-lookmg young person, which she call Hester Jobling or
Gobson, or somethink of that sound like, which my memory is
treechrous, and I don't wish to tell a story on no account; and
Mrs. ]\Iarehmont she go straight up to my young lady, and slio
shakes her by the shoulder; and then the young woman called
Hester, she wakes up my young lady quite gentle like, and
kisses her and cries over her; and a man as drove the cart,
which looked a small tradesman well-to-do, brings his trap
round to the front door,—you may see the trax of the wheels
upon the gravel now, sh, if you disbelieve me. And Mrs.
Marchmont and the young woman called Hester, between 'em
they gets my young lady up, and dresses her, and dresses tho
chfld; and does it all so quick, and overrides me to such a degree,
that I hadn't no power to prevent 'em; but I say to Mrs.
Marchmont, I say: ' Is it Mr. Marchmont's orders as his cousin
should be took away this morning P ' and she stare at me hard,
and say, ' Y e s ; ' and she have alius an abrumpt way, but was
abrumpter than ordinary this morning. And oh, gir, bein' a
poor lone woman, what was I to do P "
" Have you nothing more to tell me P "
'•Nothing, sir; leastways, excep' as they lifted my young
lady into the cart, and the man got in after 'em, and drove
away as fast as his horse would go; and they had been gone
two minutes when I began to feel all in a tremble, Hke, for fear
as I might have done wrong in lettin' of 'em go."
" You have done wrong," Paul answered, sternly; " but no
matter. J£ these officious friends of my poor weak-witted
cousin choose to take her away, so much the better for me,
who have been burdened with her long enough. Since your
charge has gone, your services are no longer wanted. I shan't
act iUiberally to you, though I am very much annoyed by your
folly and stupldi-ty. Is there anything due to you ? "
Mrs. Brown hesitated for a moment, and then repHed, in a
very insinuating tone,—
" Not K-agcs, sir; there ain't no wages doo to me,—which you
paid me a quarter in advance last Saturday was a week, and
took a receipt, sir, for the amount. But I have done my dooty,
sir, and had but little sleep and rest, which my 'ealth ain't what
it was when I answered your advertisement, requirin' a respectable motherly person, to take charge of a invalid lady, not
oljectin' to the country—which I freely tell you, sir, if I'd
kiiown that the country was a rheumatic old place like this,
\vith rats enough to scare away a regyment of soldiers, 1 would
not have tmdei-took the situation; so any present as you might
think sootable, considerin' aU things, a n d — - "
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" That will do," said Paul Marchmont, taking a handful of
loose money from his waistcoat pocket; " I sujipose a ten-pound
note would satisfy you ? "
" Indeed it would, sir, and very liberal of you, too-i—"
"Very well. I've got a five-pound note here, and five
sovereigns. The best thing you can do Is to get back to London at once; there's a train leaves Milsome Station at eleven
o'clock—^Milsome's not more than a mile and a half from here.
You can get your things together; there's a boy about the place
who will cany them for you, I suppose ? "
" Yes, sir; there's a boy by the name of WflHam."
" He can go vrith you, then; and if you look sharp, you can
catch the eleven o'clock train."
" Yes, sir; and thank you kindly, sir."
" I don't want any thanks. See that you don't miss the
train; that's all you have to take care of"
Mr. Marchmont went out into the garden again. He had
done something, at any rate; he had arranged for getting this
woman out of the way.
If—if by any remote chance there might be yet a possibility
of keeping the secret of Mary's eristence, here was one witness
already got rid of.
But was there any chance ? Mr. Marchmont sat dovm on a
rickety old garden-seat, and tried to think—tried to take a dehberate survey of his position.
N o ; there was no hope for him. Look which way he could,
there was not one ray of Hght. With George Weston and Oliria,
Betsy Murrel the servant-girl, and Hester Jobson to bear \ritness against him, what could he hope ?
The surgeon would be able to declare that the child was
Mary's son—her legitimate son, sole heir to that estate of which
Paul had taken possession.
There was no hope. There was no possibility that Oliria
should waver in her purpose; for had she not brought vrith her
two witnesses—Hester Jobson and her husband P
From that moment the case was taken out of her hands. The
honest carpenter and his wife would see that Mary had her
rights.
" It will be a glorious speculation for them," thought Paul
Marchmont, who naturally measured other people's characters
by a standard derived fronr an accurate knowledge of his o-wn.
Yes, his ruin was complete. Destruction had come upon him,
s-wift and sudden as the caprice of a madwoman—or—the thunderbolt of an offended Providence. What should he do ? Run
away, sneak away by back-lanes and narrow footpaths to the
nearest railway station, hide himself in a third-class carriage
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going Londonwards, and from London get away to Liveriiool,
to creep on board some emigrant vessel bound for New York P
He could not even do this, for he was without the means of
getting so much as the railway ticket that should carry him on
ithe first stage of his flight. After having given ton pounds to
Mrs. Brown, he had only a few shillings in his waistcoat-pocket.
He had only one article of any great value about him, and that
was his watch, which had cost fifty pounds. But the Marchmont arms were emblazoned on the outside of the case; and
Paifl's name in fuU, and the address of Marchmont Towers, were
ostentatiously engraved Inside, so that any attempt to dispose
of the watch must inevitably lead to the Identification of the
owner.
Paul Marchmont had made no prorislon for this evil day.
Supreme in the consciousness of his own talents, he had never
imagined cHscovery and destruction. His plans had been so
weU arranged. On the very day after Edward's second marriage, Mary and her chfld would have been conveyed away to
the remotest district in Wales; and the artist would have
laughed at the idea of danger. The shallowest schemer might
have been able to manage this poor broken-hearted girl, whose
many sorrows had brought her to look upon life as a thing
which was never meant to be joyful, and which was only to be
endured patiently, Hke some slow disease that would be surely
cured in the grave. I t had been so easy to deal with this
Ignorant and gentle rictim that Paul had grown bold and confident, and had ignored the possibiHty of such ruin as had now
come do^wn upon him.
"What was he to do P What was the nature of his crime, and
what penalty had he incurred ? He tried to answer these questions ; but as his offence was of no common kind, he knew of no
common law which could apply to It. Was it a felony, this
appropriation of another person's property, this concealment of
another person's eristence; or was It only a consj)iracy, amenable to no criminal law; and would he be called upon merely to
make restitution of that which he had spent and wasted ? What
did it matter ? Either way, there was nothing for him but ruin
—irretrievable ruin.
There are sorhe men who can surrive discovery and defeat,
and begin a new Hfe In a new world, and succeed in a new
career. But Paul Marchmont was not one of these. He could
not stick a hunting-knife and a brace of revolvers in his leathern
belt, sling a game-bag across his shoulders, take up his breechloading rifle, and go out into the backwoods of an uncirilized
country, to turn sheep-breeder, and hold his own against a race
of agricultural savages. He was a Cockney, and for him there
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was only one world—a world in which men wore varnished
boots and enamelled shirt-studs with portraits of La Montespan
or La Dubarry, and Hved In chambers in the Albany, and reg:„led each other with Httle dinners at Greenwich and Richmond, or cut a grand figure at a country-house, and collected a
gallery of art and a museum of bric-d-brac. This was the world
upon the outer edge of which Paul Marchmont had lived so
long, looking in at the brilliant inhabitants wdth hungry, yearning eyes through aU the days of poverty and obscurity. This
was the world into which he had pushed himself at last by
means of a crime.
He was forty years of age; and in all his Hfe he had never
had but one ambition,—and that was to be master of Marchmont Towers. The remote chance of that inheritance had hung
before him ever since his boyhood, a glittering prize, far away in
the distance, but so brillian-t as to blind him to the brightness
of all nearer chances. Why should he slave at his easel, and
toil to become a great painter? When would art earn him
eleven thousand a year ? The greatest painter of Mr. Marchmont's time lived in a miserable lodging at Chelsea. I t was
before the days of the "Railway Station" and the "Derby
Day; " or perhaps Paul might have made an effort to become
that which Heaven never meant him to be—a great painter.
No; art was only a means of Hving with this man. He painted,
and sold his pictures to his few patrons, who beat him down
unmercifully, giring him a small profit upon his canvas and
colours, for the encouragement of native art; but he only painted
to live.
He was waiting. From the time when he could scarcely speak
plain, Marchmont Towers had been a familiar word in Ms ears
and on his lips. He knew the number of lives that stood between his father and the estate, and had learned to say, naively
enough then,—
" Oh pa, don't you •wish that Uncle Phflip and Uncle Marmaduke and Cousin John would die soon? "
He was two-and-twenty years of age when his father died;
and he felt a faint thrill of satisfaction, even in the midst of his
sorrow, at the thought that there was one Hfe the less between
him and the end of his hopes. But other Hves had sprung up
In the Interim. There was young Arthur, and Httle Mary; and
Marchmont Towers was like a caravanserai in the desert, which
seems to be farther and farther away as the weary traveUer
' strives to reach it.
Still Paul hoped, and watched, and waited. He had aU the
instincts of a sybarite, and he fancied, therefore, that he was
destined to be a rich man. He watched, and waited, and hoped,
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and cheered his mother and sister when they were downcast,
with the hope of better days. When the chance came, he seized
upon it, and plotted, and succeeded, and revelled in his brief
success.
But now ruin had come to him, what was he to do? He
tric'I io make some plan for his own conduct; but he could not.
His brain reeled with the cflbrt which he made to reaHze his
j-iosition.
'
He walked up and down one of the i^athways in the garden
until a quarter to ten o'clock; then he went Into the house, and
waited tiU ]\[rs. Bro^wn had departed from Stony-Stringford
Fann, attended by the boy, who carried two bundles, a bandbox,
and a carpet-bag.
'• Come back here when you have taken those things to the
station," Paul said; " I shall want you."
He watched the dflapidated five-barred gate swing to after the
departure of Mrs. Brown and her attendant, and then went to
look at his horse. The patient animal had been standing in a
sheij aU this time, and had had neither food nor water. Paul
searched amongst the empty barns and outhouses, and found a
few handfuls of fodder. He took this to the animal, and then
went back again to the garden,—to that quiet garden, where the
bees were buzzing about in the sunshine vrith a drowsy, booming sound, and where a great tabby-cat was sleeping stretched
flat upon its side, on one of the fiower-beds.
Paul Marchmont waited here very impatiently tiU the boy
came back.
'•I must see Lavinia," he thought: " I dare not leave this
place tfll I have seen Larinia. I don't know what may be happening at HiUingsworth or Kemberhng. These things are taken
up sometimes by the populace. They may make a party against
me; they may
"
He stood stfll, gna^wing the edges of his nails, and staring
do^wn at the gravel walk.
He was thinking of things that he had read In the newspapers,—cases in which some cruel mother who had Ill-used her
chfld, or some suspected assassin who, in all human probabiHty,
had poisoned his wife, had been well-nigh torn piecemeal by an
infuriated mob, and had been glad to cHng for protection to the
officers of justice, or stay in prison after acquittal, for safe
shelter from the riolcnce of indignant men and women.
He remembered one special case in which the populace, unable
•to get at a man's person, tore down his house, and vented their
fury upon unsentient bricks and mortar.
Ml*. Marchmont took out a little memorandum-book, and
scrawled a few lines in pencfl:
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" I am here, at Stony-Stringford Farmhouse," he wrote.
" For God's sake come to me, Larinia, and at once; you can
drive here yourself. I want to know what has happened at
Kemberling and at Hiflingsworth, Find out everything for
me, and come.
" P. M."
I t was nearly twelve o'clock when the boy returned. Paul
gave him this letter, and told the lad to get on his own horse,
and ride to Kemberling as fast as he could go. He was to leave
the horse at Kemberling, in Mr. Weston's stable, and was to
come back to Stony-Stringford with Mrs. Weston. This order
Paul particularly impressed upon the boy, lest he should stop in
Kemberling, and reveal the secret of Mr. Marchmont's hidingplace.
Mr. Paul Marchmont was afraid. A terrible sickening
dread had taken possession of him, and what Httle manHness
there had ever been in his nature seemed to have deserted him
to-day.
Oh, the long dreary hours of that miserable day; the hideous
sunshine, which scorched Mr. Marchmont's bare head, as he
loitered about the garden!—he had left his hat in the house;
but he did not even know that he was bareheaded. Oh, the
misery of that long day of suspense and anguish! The sick
consciousness of utter defeat, the thought of the things that he
might have done, the purse that he might have made vrith the
money that he had lavished on pictures, and decorations, and
Improvements, and the profligate extravagance of splendid
entertainments. This is what he thought of, and these were
the thoughts that tortured him. But in all that miserable day
he never felt one pang of remorse for the agonies he had inflicted upon his innocent victim; on the contrary, he hated her
because of this discovery, and gnashed his teeth as he thought
how she and her young husband would enjoy all the grandeur
of Marchmont Towers,—all that noble revenue which he had
hoped to hold till his dying day.
I t was growing dusk when Mr. Marchmont heard the sound
of wheels in the dusty lane outside the garden wall. He went
through the house and into the farmyard, in time to receive his
sister Lavinia at the gate. I t was her pony-carriage he had
heard. She drove a pair of ponies which Paul had given her.
He was angry with himself as he remembered that this was
another piece of extravagance,—another sum of money recklessly squandered, when It might have gone towards the making
of a rich provision for this evil day.
Mrs. Weston was very pale; and her brother could see by
her face that she brought him no good news. She left her
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ponies to the care of the boy, and went into the garden with her
brother.
"Well, Lavinia?"
"WeU, Paul, it is a dreadful business," Mrs. Weston said. In
a low voice.
" It's aU George's doing! It's the work of that Infernal
scoundrel! " cried Paul, passionately. " But he shall pay bitterly for
"
'• Don't let us talk of him, Paul; no good can come of that.
What are you going to do ? "
" I don't know. I sent for you because I wanted your help
and adrice. What's the good of your coming if you bring me
no help ? "
" Don't be cruel, Paul. Heaven knows I'll do my best. But
I can't see what's to be done—except for you to get away, Paul.
Everything's known. OHvia stopped the marriage publicly in
HiUingsworth Church; and all the HiUingsworth people followed Edward Arundel's carriage to Kemberling. The report
spread Hke •wfldfire: and, oh Paul, the Kemberling people have
taken it up, and our windows have been broken, and there's
been a crowd aU day upon the terrace before the Towers, and
they've tried to get into the house, declaring that they know
you're hiding somewhere. Paul, Paul, what are we to do ?
The people hooted after me as I drove away from the Highstreet, and the boys threw stones at the ponies. Almost all the
servants have left the Towers. The constables have been up
there trying to get the crowd off the terrace. But what are we
to do, Paul ? what are we to do ? "
" Kfll ourselves," answered the artist, savagely. " What
else shoifld we do P What have we to live for ? You have a
Httle money, I suppose; I have none. Do you think I can go
back to the old Hfe ? Do you think I can go back, and Hve in
that shabby house in Charlotte-street, and paint the rocks and
boulders, the same long stretch of sea, the same low lurid streaks
of Hght,—aU the old subjects over again,—for the same starvation prices P Do you think I can ever tolerate shabby clothes
again, or miserable make-shift dinners,—hashed mutton, vrith
iU-cut hunks of lukewarm meat floating about in greasy slop
called gra^vy, and washed down with flat porter fetched half an
hour too soon from a public-house,—do you think I can go
back to that f' No; I have tasted the wine of life: I have
Hved; and I'll never go back to the Hving death caUed poverty.
Do you think I can stand in that passage in Charlotte-street
agam, Lavinia, to be buUicd by an illiterate landlord, or insulted by an infuriated baker P No, Lavinia; I have made my
venture, and I have fafled,"
c c
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" But what wifl you do, Paul ? "
" I don't know," he answered, moodily.
This was a lie. He knew well enough what he meant to do:
he would kill himself.
That resolution inspired him vrith a desperate kind of courage.
He would escape from the mob; he would get away somewhere
or other quietly, and there kill himself. He did not know how,
as yet; but he would deliberate upon that point at his leisure,
and choose the death that was supposed to be least painful.
" Where are my mother and Clarissa? " he asked, presently.
" They are at our house; they came to me directly they heard
the rumour of what had happened. I don't know how they
heard it; but every one heard of it, simultaneously, as it seemed.
My mother is In a dreadful state. I dared not teU her that I
had known it all along."
" Oh, of course not," answered Paul, with a sneer; " let me
bear the burden of my guilt alone. What did my mother say ? "
" She kept saying again and again, ' I can't beHeve it. I
can't believe that he could do anything cruel; he has been such
a good son.'"
" I was not cruel," Paul cried, vehemently; " the girl had
every comfort. I never grudged money for her comfort. She
was a miserable apathetic creature, to whom fortune was almost
a burden rather than an advantage. If I separated her from
her husband—bah ! was that such a cruelty ? She was no worse
off than if Edward Arundel had been klUed in that raflway
accident; and it might have been so."
He did not waste much time by reasoning on this point. He
thought of his mother and sisters. From first to last he had
been a good son and a good brother.
" What money have you, Lavinia ? "
" A good deal; you have been very generous to me, Paul;
and you shall have it aU back again, if you want It. I have got
upwards of two thousand pounds altogether; for I have been
very careful of the money you have given me."
" You have been wise. Now Hsten to me, Lavinia. I have
been a good son, and I have borne my burdens uncomplainingly.
I t is your turn now to bear yours. I must get back to Marchmont Towers, if I can, and gather together whatever personal
property I have there. I t isn't much—only a few trinkets and
such like. You must send me some one you can trust to fetch
those to-night; for I shall not stay an hour in the place. I may
not even be admitted into it; for Edward Arundel may ha-ye
already taken possession in his -wife's name. Then you -wfll
have to decide where you are to go. You can't stay in this part
of the country. Weston must be Hable to some penalty or other
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for his share in the business, unless he's bought over as a vritness to testify to the identity of Mary's chfld. I haven't time
to think of all this. I want you to promise me t h a t you will
take care of your mother and your invalid sister."
" I wfll, I ' a u l ; I will indeed. B u t tell me what you are going
to do yourself, and where you are going."
" I don't know," Paul Marchmont answered, in the same tone
as before; " b u t whatever I do, I want you to give me your
solemn promise t h a t you wdU be good to my mother and sister."
" I will, P a u l ; I promise you to do as you have done."
'• You had better leave Kemberling by the first train tomorrow m o n u n g ; take my mother and Clarissa with you; take
everything t h a t is worth taking, and leave Weston behind you
to bear the b r u n t of this business. Y o u can get a lodging in
the old neighbourhood, and no one will molest you when you
once get away from this place. B u t remember one thing,
L a r i n i a ; if Mary Arundel's child should die, and Mary herself
should die chfldless, Clarissa will inherit Marchmont Towers.
Don't forget that. There's a chance yet for y o u ; it's far away,
and unhkely enough; b u t It is a chance."
" B u t you are more Hkely to outHve Mary and her child t h a n
Clarissa is," Mrs. Weston answered, with a feeble attempt a t
hopefulness; " t r y and think of that, Paul, and let the hope
cheer you."
" H o p e ! " cried Mr. Marchmont, with a discordant laugh.
" I ' m forty years old, and for five-and-thirty of those years I've
hoped and waited for Marchmont Towers. I can't hope any
longer, or wait any longer. I give it u p ; I've fought hard, b u t
I'm beaten."
I t was nearly dark by this time, t h e shadowy darkness of a
midsummer's evening; and there were stars shining faintly out
of the sky.
" You can drive me back to the Towers," P a u l Marchmont
said. " I don't want to lose any time In getting t h e r e ; I may
be locked out by Mr. Edward Arundel if I don't take care."
IMrs. Weston and her brother went back to the farmyard. I t
was sixteen mfles from KemberHng to Stony Stringford; and
the ponies were steaming, for Lavinia had come a t a good rate.
B u t it was no time for the consideration of horseflesh. P a u l
took a rug from the empty seat, and wrapped himself In it. H e
would not be Hkely to be recognized In the darkness, sitting
back in the low seat, and made bulky by the ponderous covering
in which he had enveloped himself. Mrs. Weston took the whip
from the boy, gathered u p the reins, and drove off. P a u l had
left no orders about the custody of the old farmhouse. The boy
went home to his master, at the other end of the &?m i and the
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night-winds wandered wherever they listed through the deserted
habitation.
CHAPTER XLII.
A MODEEN SAEDANAPALUS.

THE brother and sister exchanged very few words during the
drive between Stony Stringford and Marchmont Towers. It
was arranged between., them that Mrs. Weston should drive by
a back way leading to a lane that skirted the edge of the river,
and that Paul should get out at a gate opening into the wood,
and by that means make his way, unobserved, to the house
which had so lately been to all intents and purposes his own.
He dared not attempt to enter the Towers by any other way;
for the indignant populace might stfll be lurking about the front
of the house, eager to inflict summary vengeance upon the persecutor of a helpless girl.
I t was between nine and ten o'clock when Mr. Marchmont
got out at the little gate. All here was very stiU; and Paul
heard the croaking of the frogs upon the margin of a little pool
in the wood, and the sound of horses' hoofs a mile away upon
the loose gravel by the water-side.
" Good night, Lavinia," he said. " Send for the things as
soon as you go back; and be sure you send a safe person for
them."
" Oh yes, dear; but hadn't you better take anything of value
yourself?" Mrs. Weston asked, anxiously. " You say you have
no money. Perhaps it would be best for you to send me the
jeweflery, though, and I can send you what money you want by
my messenger."
" I shan't want any money—at least I have enough for what
I want. What have you done with your sarings ? "
" They are in a London bank. But I have plenty of ready
money in the house. You must want money, Paul ? "
" I tell you, no; I have as much as I want."
" But tell me your plans, Paul; I must know your plans
before I leave Lincolnshire myself. Are you going away?"
"Yes."
" Immediately ? "
" Immediately."
" Shall you go to London ? "
" Perhaps. I don't know yet."
" But when shaU we see you again, Paul ? or how shaU we
hear of you ? "
" I'll write to you."
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"Where?"
" At the Post-office in Rathbone Place. Don't bother me
with a lot of questions to-night, Lavinia; I'm not In the
humour to answer them."
Paul Marchmont turned away from his sister impatiently,
and opened the gate; but before she had driven off, he went
back to her.
" Shake hands, Lavinia," he said: "shake hands, my dear;
it may be a long time before you and I meet again."
He bent down and kissed his sister.
" Drive home as fast as you can, and send the messenger
directly. He had better come to the door of the lobby, near
OHria's room. AMiere is OHvia, by the bye ? Is she still with
the step-daughter she loves so dearly ?"
" N o ; she went to Swampington early in the afternoon.
A fly was ordered from the Black BuU, and she went away
in It."
" So much the better," answered Mr. Marchmont. " Good
night, Larinia. Don't let my mother think ill of me. I tried
to do the best I could to make her happy. Good-bye."
" Good-bye, dear Paul; God bless you!"
The blessing was invoked -with as much sincerity as If Larinia
Weston had been a good woman, and her brother a good man.
Perhaps neither of those two was able to realize the extent of
the crime which they had assisted each other to commit.
Mrs. Weston drove away; and Paul went up to the back of
the Towers, and under an archway leading into the quadrangle.
AU about the house was as quiet as if the Sleeping Beauty and
her court had been its only occupants.
The inhabitants of KemberHng and the neighbourhood were
an orderly peoj)le, who burnt few candles between May and
September; and however much they might have desired to
avenge ^Mary Amndel's •wrongs by tearing Paul Marchmont to
pieces, their patience had been exhausted by nightfall, and they
had been glad to return to their respective abodes, to discuss
Paul's iniquities comfortably over the nine o'clock beer.
Paul stood in the quadrangle for a few moments, and listened.
He could hear no human breath or whisper; he only heard the
soxmd of the corn-crake in the fields to the right of the Towers,
and the distant rumbling of the waggon-wheels on the highroad. There was a glimmer of Hght in one of the •windows
belonging to the servants' offices—only one dim ghmmer, where
there had usuaUy been a row of brilliantly lighted casements.
Lavinia was right, then; almost all the servants had left the
Towers. Paul tried to open the half-glass door leading into the
lobby, but it was locked. He rang a bell; and after about
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three minutes' delay, a buxom country girl appeared in the
lobby carrying a candle. She was some kitchenmaid or dairymaid or scuUerymaid, whom P a u l could not remember to have
ever seen until now. She opened the door, and admitted him,
dropping a curtsey as he passed her. There was some rehef
even In this. Mr. Marchmont had scarcely expected to get into
t h e house at all: still less to be received with common civflity
by any of the servants, who h a d so lately obeyed and fa-wned
upon him.
" Where are all the rest of t h e servants ? " he asked.
" They're all gone, sir; except him as you brought down
from London,—Mr. Peterson,—and me and mother. Mother's
in the laundry, sir; and I ' m scuUerymaid."
" W h y did the other servants leave the place ? "
" Mostly because they was afraid of the mob upon the
terrace, I think, sir; for there's been people all the afternoon
throwin' stones, and breakm' the vrindows; and I don't think
as there's a whole pane of glass in the front of the house, sir:
and Mr. Gormby, sir, he come abo-fit four o'clock, and he got
t h e people to go away, sir, by tellin' 'em as it weren't your
property, sir, but the young lady's. Miss Mary Marchmont,—
leastways, Mrs. Airendale, as they was destroyin' of; but most
of the servants had gone before that, sir, except Mr. Peterson;
and Mr. Gormby gave orders as me and mother was to lock all
t h e doors, and let no one in upon no account whatever; and
he's coming to-morrow mornin' to take possession, he says ; and
please, sir, you can't come i n ; for his special orders to me and
mother was, no one, and you in particklar."
" Nonsense, girl!" exclaimed Mr. Marchmont, decisively;
" who is Mr. Gormby, t h a t he should give orders as to who
comes in or stops out ? I ' m only coming in for half an hour,
to pack u p my portmanteau. Where's Peterson ? "
" I n the dinin'-room, sir; but please, sir, you mustn't
"
The girl made a feeble effort to intercept Mr. Marchmont,
in accordance -with the steward's special orders; which were,
t h a t P a u l should, upon no pretence whatever, be suffered to
enter the house. B u t the artist snatched the candlestick from
her hand, and went towards the dining-room, lea-ving her to
stare after him with amazement.
Paul found his valet, Peterson, taking what he called a snack,
in the dining-room. A cloth was spread upon the comer of the
t a b l e ; and there was a fore-quarter of cold roast lamb, a bottle
of French brandy, and a decanter half-fuU of Madeira before the
valet.
H e started as his master entered the room, and looked up, not
very respectfully, b u t -vrith no unfriendly glance.

A Modern Sardanapalus.

395

" Give me half a tumbler of that brandy, Peterson," said Mr.
Marchmont.
The man obeyed; and Paul drank the spirit as if it had been
so much water. I t was four-and-twenty hours since meat or
drink had crossed his dry white lips.
" Why didn't you go away with the rest ? " he asked, as he set
do-wn the empty glass.
" It's only rats, sir, that run away from a faUing house. I
stopped, thinking you'd be goin' away somewhere, and that
you'd want me."
The soHd and unvarnished truth of the matter was, that
Peterson had taken it for granted that his master had made an
cxceUent purse against this evil day, and would be ready to
start for the Continent or America, there to lead a pleasant life
upon the proceeds of his inieiuity. The valet never Imagined his
master guilty of such besotted folly as to be imprepared for this
catastrophe.
" I thought you might still want me, sir," he said; "and
wherever you are going, I'm quite ready to go too. You've been
a good master to me, sir; and I don't want to leave a good
master because things go against him."
Paul Marchmont shook his head, and held out the empty
tumbler for his servant to pour more brandy into it.
" I am going away," he said; " but I want no servant where
I'm going; but I'm grateful to you for your offer, Peterson.
Wfll you come up-stairs -vrith me ? I want to pack a few things."
" They're all packed, sir. I knew you'd be leaving, and I've
packed everything."
" My dressing-case ?"
" Yes, sir. You've got the key of that."
" Yes; I know, I know."
Paul Marchmont was silent for a few minutes, thinking.
Everything that he had in the way of personal property of any
value was in the dressing-case of which he had spoken. There
was five or six hundred pounds' worth of jewellery In Mr. Marchmont's dressing-case; for the first instinct of the nouveau riehe
exhibits itself in diamond shirt-studs, cameo-rings, malachite
death's-heads -with emerald eyes; grotesque and pleasing charms
in the form of coffins, coal-scuttles, and hobnailed boots; -fantastical lockets of ruby and enamel; wonderful bands of massive
yellow gold, studded with diamonds, wherein to insert the ends
of flimsy silken neck-ties. Mr. Marchmont reflected upon the
amount of his possessions, and their security in the jewel-drawer
of his drcosing-case. The dressing-case was furnished with a
Chubb's lock, the key of which he carried In his waistcoatpocket. Yes, it was all safe.
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" Look here, Peterson," said Paul Marchmont; " I think I
shall sleep at Mrs. Weston's to-night. I should like you to
take my dressing-case down there at once."
" A n d how about the other luggage, sir,—the portmanteaus
and hat-boxes?"
" Never mind those. I want you to put the dressing-case
safe in my sister's hands. I can send here for the rest to-moiTow
morning. You needn't wait for me now. I'll follow you in
half an hour."
" Yes, sir. You want the dressing-case carried to Mrs.
Weston's house; and I ' m to wait for you there ? "
" Yes ; you can wait for me."
" B u t is there nothing else I can do, sir ? "
" Nothing whatever. I've only got to collect a few papers,
and then I shall follow you."
" Yes, sir."
The discreet Peterson bowed, and retired to fetch the dressingcase. H e put his own constmcbion upon Mr. Marchmont's
evident desire to get rid of him, and to be left alone at the
Towers. Paul had, of course, made a purse, and had doubtless
p u t his money away in some very artful hiding-place, whence
he now wanted to take it at his leisure. He had stuffed one of
his pillows wdth bank-notes, perhaps; or had hidden a cash-box
behind the tapestry in his bedchamber; or had buried a bag of
gold In the flower-garden below the terrace. Mr. Peterson went
up-stairs to Paul's dressing-room, p u t his had through the strap
of the dressing-case, which was very heavy, went down-stairs
again, met his master in the hall, and went out at the lobbydoor.
Paul locked the door upon his valet, and then went back into
the lonely house, where the ticking of the clocks in the tenantless rooms sounded unnaturally loud in the stillness. AU the
windows had been broken ; and though the shutters were shut,
t h e cold night-air blew in at many a crack and cranny, and
well-nigh extinguished Mr. Marchmont's candle as he went
from room to room looking about him.
H e went into the western dravring-room, and Hghted some of
the lamps in the principal chandelier. The shutters were shut,
for the windows here, as well as elsewhere, had been broken;
fragments of shivered glass, great jagged stones, and handfuls
of gi-avel, lay about upon the rich carpet,—the velvet-pile which
he had chosen with such artistic taste, such careful deliberation.
H e lit the lamps and walked about the room, looking for the
last time a t his treasures. Yes, his treasures. I t was he
who had transformed this chamber from a prim, old-fashioned
sitting-room—with quaint japanned cabinets, shabby chintz-
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cushioned cane-chairs, cracked Indian vases, and a faded carpet
—Into a saloon t h a t would have been no discredit to Buckingham Palace or Alton Towers.
I t was he who had madi; the place what It was. H e had
squandered the savuigs of Mary's minority upon pictures which
the richest collector in England might have been proud to own ;
upon porcelain t h a t would have been worthy of a place in the
Vienna Museum or the Bernal Collection. He had done this,
and these things were to pass Into the possession of the man
he hated,—the fiery young soldier who had horsewhipped him
before the face of wondering Lincolnshire. He walked about
the room, thinking of his Hfe since he had come into possession
of this place, and of what it had been before t h a t time, and
what it must be again, unless he summoned uj) a desperate
courage—and kflled himself.
His heart beat fast and loud, and he felt an Icy chill creeping
slowly through his every vein as he thought of this. How was
he to kill himself? H e had no poison in his possession,—no
deadly drug t h a t would reduce the agony of death to the space
of a fightning-flash. There were pistols, rare gems of choicest
workmanship, in one of the buhl-cabinets in -that very r o o m ;
there were both fowling-piece and ammunition in Mr. Marchmont's dressing-room: b u t the artist was not expert with the
use of fire-arms, and he might fafl in the attempt to blow out
his brains, and only maim or disfigure himself hideously. There
was the river,—the black sluggish river: but then, drowning is
a slow death, and Heaven only knows how long the agony m a y
seem to the wretch who endures i t ! Alas ! the ghastly t r u t h
of the matter is t h a t Mr. Marchmont was afraid of death.*
Look at the King of Terrors how he would, he could not discover any aspect under which he could meet the grim monarch
•without fHnching.
H e looked at life; b u t If Hfe was less terrible t h a n death, it
was not less dreai-y. H e looked forward vrith a shudder to see
—what ? Humiliation, disgrace, perhaps punishment,—Hfelong transportation, it might b e ; for this base conspiracy might
be a criminal offence, amenable to criminal law. Or, escaping
aU this, what was there for him ? W h a t was there for this
man even t h e n ?
For nine-and-thirty years he had been
steeped to the Ups in poverty, and had endured his life. H e
looked back now, and wondered how it was t h a t he had been
p a t i e n t ; he wondered why he had not made an end of himself
and his obscure troubles twenty years before this night. B u t
after looking back a Httle longer, he saw the star which had
iUumined the darkness of t h a t miserable and sordid existence,
and he understood the reason of his endurance. H e had hoped.
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D a y after day he had got u p to go through the same troubles,
t o endure the same humiliations: b u t every day, when his Hfe
h a d been hardest to him, he had said, " To-morrow I maybe
master of Marchmont Towers." B u t he, could never hope this
any m o r e ; he could not go back to watch and wait again, beguiled
by the faint hope t h a t Mary Arundel's son might die, and to
hear by-and-by t h a t other children were born to widen the gulf
betwixt him and fortune.
H e looked back, and he saw t h a t he had lived from day to
day, from year to year, lured on by this one hope. He looked
forward, and he saw t h a t he could not Hve without it.
There had never been b u t this one road to good fortune open
to him. H e was a clever man, b u t his was not the cleverness
which can transmute itself into soHd cash. He could only
p a i n t Indifferent pictures, and he had existed long enough by
picture-painting t o realize the u t t e r hopelessness of success in
t h a t career.
H e had borne his Hfe while he was in It, but he could not
bear to go back to it. H e had been out of it, and had tasted
another phase of existence; and he could see it aU now
plainly, as if he had been a spectator sitting in the boxes and
watching a dreary play performed upon a stage before him.
The performers in the remotest provincial theatre believe In
the play they are acting. The omnipotence of passion creates
dewy groves and moonlit atmospheres, ducal robes and beautiful
women. B u t the metropolitan spectator, in whose mind the
memory of better things is stfll fresh, sees t h a t the moonht trees
are poor distemper daubs, pushed on by dirty carpenters, and
t h e moon a green bottle borrowed from a druggist's shop, the
ducal robes threadbare cotton velvet and tarnished tinsel, and
the heroine of the drama old and ugly.
So P a u l looked a t the Hfe he had endured, and wondered as
he saw how horrible it was.
H e could see the shabby lodging, the faded furniture, the
miserable handful of fire stmggHng with the smoke in a shaUow
grate, t h a t had been half-blocked u p with bricks by some former
t e n a n t as badly off as himself H e could look back at t h a t dismal room, with the ugly paper on the walls, the scanty curtains
flapping in the -vrind which they pretended to shut out; the
figure of his mother sitting near the fireplace, with t h a t pale,
anxious face, which was a perpetual complaint against hardship
and discomfort. H e could see his sister standing at the •window
in t h e dusky twflight, patching u p some worn-out garment, and
straining her eyes for the sake of economizing in the matter of
half an inch of candle. A n d the street below the window—the
shabby-genteel street, with a dingy shop breaking out here and
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there, and children playing on the door-steps, and a muffin-bell
jingling through the evening fog, and a melancholy Italian
grinding " H o m e , sweet H o m e ! " in the patch of lighted road
opposite the pawnbroker's. H e saw it all; and It was all alike
—sordid, miserable, hopeless.
Paul Mai-chmont had never sunk so low as his cousin John.
He had never descended so far In the social scale as to carry a
banner a t Drury Lane, or to Hve in one room in Oakley-street,
Lambeth. B u t there had been times when to pay the rent of
three rooms had been next kin to an impossibility to the artist,
and when the honorarium of a shilHiig a night would have been
very acceptable to him. H e had drained the cup of poverty to
the dregs; and now the cup was filled again, and the bitter
draught was pushed once more into his unwilling hand.
H e must drink that, or another potion—a sleeping-draught,
which is commonly called Death. H e must die! B u t how P
His coward heart sank as the awful question pressed closer
upon him. H e must die!—to-night—at once—in t h a t house;
so t h a t when they came in the morning to eject him, they would
have Httle trouble ; they would only have to carry out a corpse.
H e walked u p and down the room biting his nails to the quick,
b u t coming to no resolution, until he was interrupted by the
ringing of the bell a t the lobby-door. I t was the messenger
from his sister, no doubt, P a u l drew his watch from his waistcoat-pocket, unfastened his chain, took a set of gold studs from
the breast of his shirt, and a signet-ring from his finger ; t h e n
he sat down at a writing-table, and packed the watch and chain,
the studs and signet-ring, i n a large envelope. H e sealed this
packet, and addressed it to his sister; then he took a candle
and went to the lobby. Mrs. Weston had sent a young man
who was an assistant and pupfl of her husband's—a goodtempered young feUow, who wilfingly served her in her hour of
trouble. P a u l gave this messenger the key of his dressing-case
;,nd the packet.
" Y o u wifl be sure and p u t t h a t in m y sister's hands," he said.
" Oh yes, sir. Mrs. Weston gave me this letter for you, sir.
A m I to wait for an a n s w e r ? "
" N o ; there ^riIl be no answer. Good night."
" Good night, sir."
The young man went a w a y ; and P a u l Marchmont heard him
whistle a popular melody as he walked along the cloistered way
and out of the quadrangle by a low archway commonly used by
the tradespeople who came to the Towers.
The artist stood and Hstened to the young man's departing
footsteps. Then, with a horrible thrill of anguish, he remembered t h a t he had seen his last of humankind—he had heard his
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last of human voices: for he was to kfll himself that night.
H e stood in the dark lobby, looking out Into the quadrangle.
H e •was quite alone in the house; for the girl who let him in
was in the laundry with her mother. H e could see the figures
of the two women moving about in a great gaslit chamber upon
the other side of the quadrangle—a budding which had no comniunication with the rest of the house. H e was to die that
n i g h t ; and he had not yet even determined how he was to
die.
H e mechanically opened Mrs. Weston's letter: it was only a
few lines, telling him t h a t Peterson had arrived with the portmanteau and dressing-case, and t h a t there would be a comfortable room prepared for him. " I am so glad you have changed
your mind, and are coming to me, Paul," Mrs.,Weston concluded.
" Y o u r manner, when we parted to-night, almost
alarmed me."
P a u l groaned aloud as he crushed the letter in his hand.
Then he went back to the western drawing-room. He heard
strange noises in the empty rooms as he passed by their open
doors, weird creaking sounds and melancholy meanings in the
•wide chimneys. I t seemed as if all the ghosts of Marchmont
Towers were astir to-night, moved by an awful prescience of
some coming horror.
Paul Marchmont was an atheist; b u t atheism, although a
very pleasant theme for critical and argumentative discussion
after a lobster supper and unlimited champagne, is but a poor
staff to lean upon when the worn-out traveller approaches the
mysterious portals of the unknown land.
The artis't had boasted of his belief in annihilation; and had
declared himself perfectly satisfied with a materialistic or pantheistic arrangement of the universe, and very indifferent as to
whether he cropped u p in future years as a summer-cabbage, or
a new Raphael; so long as the ten stone or so of matter of which
he was composed was made use of somehow or other, and did its
duty in the great scheme of a scientific universe. But, o h ! how
t h a t empty, soulless creed slipped away from him now, when
he stood alone in this tenantless house, shuddering at strange
spirit-noises, and bonified by a host of mystic fears—gigantic,
shapeless t e n o r s — t h a t crowded in his empty, godless mind, and
fiUed it •with their hideous presence!
H e had refused to believe in a personal God. H e had laughed
at the idea t h a t there was any Deity to whom the individual
can appeal. In his hour of grief or trouble, wdth the hope of
any separate mercy, any special grace. H e had rejected the
Christian's simple creed, and now—now t h a t he had floated
away from the shores of Hfe, and felt himself bome upon an
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irresistible current to that mysterious other side, what did he
not beHeve in ? "
" I must be going mad," he muttered to himself. " I am
going mad."
But stiU the great question was unanswered—How was he to
kfll himself?
" I must settle that," he thought. " I dare not think of anything that may come afterwards. Besides, what should come ?
I know that there is nothing. Have not I heard it demonstrated by cleverer men than I am ? Have I not looked at it In
every hght, and weighed it in every scale—always with the same
result ? Yes; I know that there is nothing after the one short
pang, any more than there is pain in the nerve of a tooth when
the tooth is gone. The nerve was the soul of the tooth, I suppose ; but wrench away the body, and the soul is dead. Why
should I be afraid ? One short pain—It wfll seem long, I dare
say—and then I shall lie still for ever and ever, and melt slowly
back into the elements out of which I was created. Yes; I shall
He stfll—aud be nothing."
Paul Marchmont sat thinking of this for a long time. Was
It such a great advantage, after aU, this annihilation, the sovereign good of the atheist's barren creed? I t seemed to-night to
this man as if It would be better to be anything—to suffer any
anguish, any penalty for his sins, than to be blotted out for ever
and ever from any conscious part in the grand harmony of the
universe. If he could have beHeved in that Roman CathoHc
doctrine of purgatory, and that after cycles of years of suffering
he might rise at last, purified from his sins, worthy to dwell
among the angels, how differently would death have appeared to
him! He might have gone away to hide himself in some foreign
city, to perform patient daily sacrifices, humble acts of selfabnegation, every one of which should be a new figure, however
smaU a one, to be set against the great sum of his sin.
But he could not beHeve. There is a vulgar proverb which
says, " You cannot have your loaf and eat i t ; " or if proverbs
would only be grammatical. It might be better worded, " You
cannot eat your loaf, and have it to eat on some future occasion." Neither can you Indulge in rationaUstic discussions or
epigrammatic pleasantry about the Great Creator who made
you, aud then turn and cry aloud to Him in the dreadful hour of
your despair: " 0 my God, whom I have insulted and offended,
nelp the miserable wretch who for twenty years has obstinately
shut his heart against Thee! " I t may be that God would forgive and hear even at that last supreme moment, as He heard
the penitent thief upon the cross; but the penitent thief had
been a sinner, not an unbeHever, and he could pray. The hard
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heart of the atheist freezes In his breast when he would repent
a n d p u t away his Iniquities. W h e n he would fain turn to his
offended Maker, the words t h a t he tries to speak die away upon
his lips ; for the habit of blasphemy is too strong upon him.
P a u l Marchmont could not fashion a prayer. Horrible -witticisms arose u p between him and the words he would have
spoken—ghastly bon mots, which had seemed so briUiant at a
lamp-lit dinner-table, spoken to ajoyous accompaniment of champagne-corks and laughter. Ah, m e ! the world was behind this
m a n now, vrith all its pleasures; and he looked back upon it,
a n d thought that, even when it seemed gayest and brightest, i't
was only like a great roaring fair, with flaring Hghts, and noisy
showmen clamouring for ever to a struggling crowd.
H o w should he die ? Should he go up-stairs and cut his
throat ?
H e stood before one of his p i c t u r e s ^ a pet picture; a girl's
face by Millais, looking through the moonlight, fantasticaUy
beautiful. H e stood before this picture, and he felt one small
separate p a n g amid all his misery as he remembered that
Edward and Mary Arundel were now possessors of this particular gem.
" They shan't have it," he muttered to himself; " they shan't
have this, at any rate."
H e took a penknife from his pocket, and hacked and ripped the
canvas savagely, tfll it h u n g in ribbons from the deep gflded
frame.
Then he smiled to himself, for the first time since he had entered t h a t house, and his eyes flashed with a sudden light.
" I have lived Hke Sardanapalus for the last year," he cried
aloud; " and I wdll die Hke Sardanapalus !"
There was a fragile piece of furniture near him,—an etagere
of marqueterie work, loaded with costly bric-a-brac. Oriental
porcelain, Sevres and Dresden, old Chelsea and crown Derby
cups and saucers, and quaint teapots, crawling vermin in PalHssy ware, Indian monstrosities, and all manner of expensive
absurdities, heaped together in artistic confusion. Paul Marchmont struck the slim leg of the etagere -with his foot, and
laughed aloud as the fragile toys fell into a ruined heap upon
t h e carpet. H e stamped upon the broken china; and the frail
cups and saucers crackled Hke eggshells under his savage feet.
" I will die Hke Sardanapalus!" he cried; " the King Arbaces
shaU never rest in the palace I have beautifled.
' No-w- order here
Fagots, pine-nuts, and -wither'd leaves, and such
Things as catch fire -with one sole spark ;
Bring cedar, too, and precious drugs and spices.
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And mighty planks, to nourish a tall pile ;
Bring frankincense and myrrli, too ; for it is
For a great sacrifice I build the pyre.'
I don't think much of your blank verse, George Gordon Noel
Byron. Your lines end on lame syUables; your blank verse
lacks the fiery ring of your rhymes. I wonder whether Marchmont Towers is insured ? Yes, I remember paying a premium
last Christmas. They may have a sharp tussle with the insurance companies though. Yes, I wfll die like Sardanapalus—no,
not like him, for I have no Myrrha to mount the pile and cling
about me to the last. Pshaw ! a modern Myrrha would leave
Sardanapalus to perish alone, and be off to make herself safe
•with the new king."
Paul snatched \vp the candle, and went out into the hall. He
laughed discordantly, and spoke in loud ringing tones. His
manner had that feverish excitement which the French call exaltation. He ran up the broad stairs leading to the long
con-idor, out of which his own rooms, and his mother's and
sister's rooms, opened.
Ah, how pretty they were ! How elegant he had made them
In his reckless disregard of expense, his artistic delight in the
task of beautification ! There were no shutters here, and the
summer breeze blew in through the broken windows, and stirred
the gauzy mushn curtains, the gay chintz draperies, the cloudHke festoons of silk and lace. Paul Marchmon-t went from room
to room -vrith the flaring candle in his hand; and wherever there
were curtains or draperies about the windows, the beds, the
dressing-tables, the low lounging-chairs, and cosy little sofas, he
set aHght to them. He did this wdth wonderful rapidity, leaving
flames behind him as he traversed the long corridor, and coming
back thus to the stairs. He went down-stahs again, and returned to the western drawing-room. Then he blew out his
candle, turned out the gas, and waited.
" How soon vrill it come P " he thought.
The shutters were shut, and the room quite dark.
" ShaU I ever have courage to stop till it comes ? "
Paul Marchmont groped his way to the door, doubled-locked
it, and then took the key from the lock.
He went to one of the windows, clambered upon a chair,
opened the top shutter, and flung the key out through the
broken -vrindow. He heard it strike jinghng upon the stone
terrace and then bound away. Heavens knows where.
" I shan't be able to go out by the door, at any rate," he
thought.
I t was quite dark in the room, but the reflection of the
spreading flames was growing crimson in the sky outside.
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Mr. Marchmont went away from the vrindow, feeling his way
amongst the chairs and tables. H e could see the red Hght
through the crevices of the shutters, and a lurid patch of sky
through t h a t one window, the upper half of which he had left
open. H e sat down, somewhere near the centre of the room,
and waited.
" T h e smoke wiU kiU me," he thought. " I shaU know
nothing of the fire."
H e sat quite stiU. H e had trembled riolently while he had
gone from room to room doing his horrible work ; but his nerves
seemed steadier now. Steadier ! Why, he was transformed
to stone! His heart seemed to have stopped beating; and he
only knew by a sick anguish, a dull aching pain, that it was
still in his breast.
H e sat waiting and thinking. I n t h a t time all the long story
of the past was acted before him, and he saw what a wretch he
h a d been. I do not know whether this was penitence; but
looking at t h a t enacted story, Paul Marchmont thought that
his own part in the play was a mistake, and that it was a foohsh
thing to be a vfllain.
W h e n a great flock of frightened people, •vrith a fire-engine
out of order, and drawn l)y whooping men and boys, came
h u n y i n g u p to the Towers, they found a blazing edifice, which
looked like an enchanted castle—great stone-framed windows
vomiting flame ; tall chimneys toppling down upon a fiery roof;
molten lead, like water turned to fire, streaming in flaming
cataracts upon the terrace; and all the sky Ht up by that vast
pile of blazing m i n .
Only salamanders, or poor Mr. Braidwood's own chosen band, could have approached Marchmont
Towers t h a t night. Neither the KemberHng firemen nor the
Swampington firemen, who came by-and-by, were salamanders
or Braidwoods. They stood aloof and squirted water at the
flames, and recoiled aghast by-and-by when the roof came down
Hke an avalanche of blazing timber, leaving only a gaunt
gigantic skeleton of red-hot stone where Marchmont Towers
once had been.
W h e n it was safe to venture in amongst the ruins—and this
was not for many hours alter the fire had burnt itself out—
people looked for P a u l Marchmont; but amidst aU t h a t vast
chaos of smouldering ashes, there was nothing found that could
be identified as the remains of a human being. No one knew
where the artist had been a t the time of the fire, or indeed
whether he had been in the house a t all; and the popular
opinion was, t h a t Paul Marchmont had set fire to the mansion,
and had fled away before the flames began to spread.
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But Lavinia Weston knew better than this. She knew now
•why her brother had sent her every scrap of valuable property
belonging to him. She understood now why he had come back
to bid her good night for the second time, and press his cold
Hps to hers.

CHAPTER THE LAST.
"DEAE IS THE MEMOEY OF OUE WEDDED LIVES."

saw the awful light in the sky,
and heard the voices of the people shouting in the street below,
and calling to one another that Marchmont Towers was on
fire.
The young mistress of the burning pfle had very Httle concern for her property. She only kept saying again and again,
" Oh, Edward! I hope there Is no one In the house. God grant
there may be no one in the house ! "
And when the flames were highest, and It seemed by the light
in the sky as if aU Lincohishire had been blazing, Edward
Arundel's wife flung herself upon her knees, and prayed aloud
for any unhappy creature that might be in peril.
Oh, if we could dare to think that this innocent girl's prayer
was heard before the throne of an Awful Judge, pleading for
•the soul of a vricked man!
Early the next morning, Mrs. Arundel came from Lawford
Grange •with her confidential maid, and carried off her daughterin-law and the baby, on the first stage of the journey Into
Devonshire. Before she left KemberHng, Mary was told that
no dead body had been found amongst the ruins of the Towers;
and this assertion deluded her Into the belief that no unhappy
creature had perished. So they went to Dangerfield happier
than she had ever been since the sunny days of her honeymoon, to wait there for the coming of Edward Amndel, who
was to stay behind to see Richard Paulette and Mr. Gormby,
and to secure the testimony of Mr. Weston and Betsy Murrel,
with a riew to the Identification of Mary's Httle son, who had
been neither registered nor christened.
There is no need to dweU upon this process of identification
fegistratlon, and christening, through which Master Edward
Amndel had to pass in the course of the next month. I t Is better to go on to that happy time which Edward and his young
wife spent together under the oaks at Dangerfield—that bright
second honeymoon season, whfle they were as yet houseless;
for a vflla-Hke mansion was being buflt on the Marchmont
MART AND EDWAED AEUNDEL
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property, far away from the dank wood and the dismal river,
in a pretty pastoral Httle nook, which was a fair oasis amidst
the general dreariness of Lincolnshire.
The grand feature of this happy time was THE BAET. I t
wiU be of course easfly understood that this child stood alone
amerngst babies. There never had been another such infant;
it was more than probable there would never again be such a
r.iif. In every attribute of babyhood he was in advance of the
Ti'st of his race. Prospective greatness was stamped upon
his brow. He would be a CHve or a WeUington; unless, indeed,
he should have a fancy for the Bar and the Woolsack, In which
ea.'^e he would be a Httle more erudite than Lyndhurst, a trifle
more eloquent than Brougham. AU this was palpable to the
meanest capacity in the very manner in which this child crowed
in his nurse's arms, or choked himself -vrith farinaceous food,
or smiled recognition at his young father, ox performed the
sinijilc^t act common to infancy.
-MI-. Saut might have been pleased to paint one of those summer scenes at Dangerfield—the proud soldier-father; the pale
voung wif•; the handsome, matronly grandmother; and, as
the luyt^tic centre of that magic circle, the toddhng flaxen haired
babv.'hcld uji by his father's hands, and takmg prodigious
stri'l. s in iniitation of papa's big steps.
Ii sie7us almost a pity that children are not children for ever
—that the jTetty baby-boy by Sunt, all rosy and flaxen and
bhic-eyc'l. should ever grow into the great angular pre-Rapha;elite
hobbled.h.iv. horribly big and out of drawing. But neither
Edward nor Mary. nor. above aU, Mrs. Amndel, were of this
npiiii. .11. They were ns eagir for the chfld to grow up and enter
t.r the .CTcat races of this life, as some speculative turf magnate
\..lio li:iH giv.u n fancy price for a yeariing, and is pining to see
tlie animal a far-famed three-year-old, and winner of the double
'^ Befon- the child had cut a double-tooth, Mrs. Amndel, senior,
had decided in favour of Et.m as opposed to Harrow, and was
lialnnene^ the ronilicting advantages of classical Oxford and
m:ithrn,ati.",l Cambridge; wlule Edward could not see the
baby-bov rolling on tho grass with a blue sash fluttenng m
the"bree/e without thmking of his son's future appearance m
the uniform uf his own regiment, gorgeous m the splendid
crush of a levee at St. James's.
.,,
How many airy castles were erected m tj'^t happy time mth
the baby tor the foundation-stone of aU of them! The BABY!
Why. that deOnite article alone expresses an infinity rf^^^^^
love and admiration. Nobody says ^/.e father, the hiisband the
mother; it is " m y " father, my husband, as the case may be.
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But every baby, from St. Giles's to Belgra-ria, from Tyburnia
to St. Luke's, is " the " baby. The infant's reign is short, but
his royalty is supreme, and no one presumes to question his
despotic rule.
Edward Amndel almost worshipped the Httle chfld whose
feeble cry he had heard in the October t-wIHght, and had not
recognized. He was never tired of reproaching himself for
that omission. That baby-voice ought to have awakened a
strange thrill in the young father's breast.
That time at Dangerfield was the happiest period of Mary's
life. All her sorrows had melted away. They did not teU her
of Paul Marchmont's suspected fate; they only told her that
her enemy had disappeared, and that no one knew whither he
had gone. Mary asked once, and once only, about her stepmother; and she was told that OHvia was at Swampington
Rectory, living with her father, and that people said she was
mad. George Weston had emigrated to AustraHa, and his wife,
and his wife's mother and sister. There had been no prosecution for conspiracy ; the disappearance of the principal criminal
had rendered that unnecessary.
This was all that Mary ever heard of her persecutors. She
did not wish to hear of them; she had forgiven them long ago.
I t may be that in the inner depths of her Innocent heart she
had forgiven them from the moment she had faUen on her husband's breast in Hester's parlour at Kemberling, and had felt
his strong arms clasped about her, sheltering her from aU harm
for evermore.
She was very happy; and her nature, always gentle, seemed
sublimated by the sufferings she had endured, and ah-eady akin
to that of the angels. Alas, this was Edward Arundel's chief
sorrow! This young wife, so precious to him in her fading
loveHness, was slipping away from him, even in the hour when
they were happiest together—was separated from him even
when they were most united. She was separated from him by
that unconquerable sadness In his heart, which was prophetic
of a great sorrow to come.
Sometimes, when Mary saw her husband looking at her with
a mournful tenderness, an almost despairing love in his eyes,
she would throw herself into his arms, and say to him,—
" You must remember how happy I have been, Edward. Oh,
my darHng! promise me always to remember how happy I
have been."
When the first chill breezes of autumn blew among the
Dangerfield oaks, Edward Arundel took his •wife southwards,
with his mother and the inevitable baby in her train. They
went to Nice, and they were very quiet, very happy, in the
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pretty southern tovm, •with snow-clad mountains behind them,
and the purple Mediterranean before.
The viUa •was buildingaU this time in Lincohishire. Edward's
agent sent him plans and sketches for Mrs. Arundel's approval^
and every evening there was some fresh talk about the arrangement of the rooms, and the laying-out of gardens. Mary was
always pleased to see the plans and dra-wings, and to discuss
till- progress of the work vrith her husband. She would talk of
the biUiard-room, and the cosy Httle smoking-room, and the
nurseries for the baby, which were to have a southern aspect,
and every advantage calculated to assist the development of
t h a t rare and marveUous blossom; and she would plan the comfortable apartments t h a t were to be specially kept for dear
grandmamma, who would, of com-se, spend a great deal of her
time at the Sycamores—the new place was to be called the
Sycamores. B u t Edward could never get his vrife to talk of a
certain brmdoir opening Into a tiny conseiwatory, which he himself had added f. i the architect's original plan. He could never
C-1 Mary t<j npeak of this particular chamber; and once, when
fi. askcdf hiT some (luestion about the colour of the draperies,
she Slid to him, very gently,—
" I w.afld rather you would not thmk of t h a t room, darhng.
" Whv. my pet."
^^
" Beciuisedt wifl make you sorry afterwards.
'• Marv. mv darling
"
. A-L A T
" (th. "ivhvard! you know,—you must know, dearest,—that i
shall never .'ice thai i.lare!"
.1 AT, 4.+i,-„
But her hu-^^band louk her m his arms, and declared t h a t this
was ..ulv a moriid fancy, and t h a t she was getting better and
Ktron.vr .very dav, and would Hve to see her grandchfldren
,,lavin>j under lh'.uai>les t h a t sheltered the northern side of
1„" n.-w villa. I'M ward told his wife this, and he beHeved m
tho t r u t h of what ho said. He could not beheve t h a t he was
l,wo this young wife, restored to hun after so many tnals.
i l a v lid n o f contradict him j u s t t h e n ; b " * t^?;* ^ / f ' , ^ ^ 5 ^ ^ ^
, . W.9 Mttim,' in her room reading by the hght of a shaded
i n . aft she had gone to b e d , - M a r y went to bed very early,
{: order of Ihc doctors, and, indeed, Hved altogether accordmg
, • „,,,! i,.nl rule —.'^he called her husband to her.
' .^J want to speak to you, dear," she said; " t h e r e is somethmg
that I must say to you."
.
'I'he voui.LC man knelt by his wife s bed.
" What is if, darling? " he asked
„
'• You know what we said to-day, Edward?
.. W h a t darling P W e say so ^ ^ ? , V \ T S ' ' ^
80 happy together, and have so much to taU. about.

" The Alemory oj our yyedded Lives."

409

" B u t you remember, Edward,—you remember what I said
about never seeing the Sycamores ? A h ! don't stop me, dear
love," Mary said, reproachfully, for Edward put his lips to hers
to stay the current of mournful words,—" don't stop me, dear,
for I must speak to you. I want you to know that it must be,
Edward darUng. I want you to remember how happy I have
been, and how willing I am to part with you, dear, since it Is
God's will that we should be parted. And there Is something
else that I want to say, Edward. Grandmamma told me something—about Belinda. I want you to promise me that BeHnda
shall be happy by-and-by; for she has suffered so much, poor
girl! And you wfll love her, and she vrill love the baby. But
you won't love her quite the same way that you loved me, will
you, dear? because you never knew her when she was a Httle
child, and very poor. She has never been an orphan, and quite
lonely, as I have been. You have never been all the world to
her."
The Sycamores was finished by the following midsummer, but
no one took possession of the newly-built house; no brisk
upholsterer's men came, with three-foot rules, and pencils, and
memorandum-books, to take measurements of vrindows and
floors; no waggons of splendid furniture made havoc of the
gravel-drive before the principal entrance. The only person who
came to the new house was a snuff-taking crone from Stanfield,
who brought a turn-up bedstead, a Dutch clock, and a few
minor articles of furniture, and encamped In a corner of the
best bedroom.
Edward Arundel, senior, was away in India, fighting under
Napier and Outram; and Edward Arundel, junior, was at
Dangerfield, in the care of his grandmother.
Perhaps the most beautiful monument in one of the Enghsh
cemeteries at Nice is that tall white marble cross and kneeHng
figure, before which strangers pause to read an Inscription to
the memory of Mary, the beloved wife of Edward Dangerfield
Amndel.
THE EPILOGUE.
FouE years after the completion of that pretty stuccoed villa,
which seemed destined never to be inhabited, Belinda Lawford
walked alone up and down a sheltered walk in the Grange
garden in the fading September dayHght.
Miss Lawford was taller and more womanly-looking than she
had been on the day of her interrupted wedding. The vivid
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bloom had left her cheeks; but perhaps she was all the prettier
because of that deHcate paUor, which gave a pensive cast to her
countenance. She was very grave and gentle and good; but she
had never forgotten the shock of that broken bridal ceremonial
in HiUingsworth Church.
The Major had taken his eldest daughter abroad almost Immediately after that July day; and BeHnda and her father had
travelled together very peacefuUy, exploring quiet Belgian cities,
looldnc,' at celebrated altar-pieces In dusky cathedrals, and
wandering round battle-fields, which the intermingled blood of
rival nations had once transformed into crimson swamps. They
had bei-n nearly a twelvemonth absent, and then BeHnda had
retururd to assist at the mairlage of a younger sister, and to
hear that Edward Arundel's •wife had died of a lingering
pulmonary complaint at Nice.
She- was told this: and she was told how Oliria Marchmont
still Hved with her father at Swampington, and how day by day
shr went the same round, from cottage to cottage; visiting the
sick; teaching little chfldren, or sometimes rough-bearded men,
t< 1 read and write and cipher; reading to old decrepit pensioners;
listening to hjug histories of sickness and trial, and exhibiting
an unwiarvin!,' i.atiencc that was akin to sublimity. Passion
had burnt Itself out in this woman's breast._ There was nothing
in her mind now but remorse, and the desire to perform a long
penance, bv reason of which she might In the end be forgiven.
But .Mrs. l\Iarchmont never visited any one alone. Wherever
she wiut. Barlara Simmons accompanied her, constant as her
shiul<iw. 'I'h'^ Swampington people said this was because the
Kector's daughter was not quite right m her mind; and there
wor.' limes when she forgot where she was, and would have
wnnd.^red away in a purposeless manner, Heaven knows where,
hnd she not been accompanied by her faithful servant. Clever
an the Swaniplnu4on people and the Kemberling people might
be in liiidini,' out the busmess of their neighbours, they never
know that Olivia Marchmont had been consentient to the hiding
awav of b,.r step-dau-hter. They looked upon her, indeed, with
con.siderable respect, as a heroine by whose exertions Paul Marchmonfs viUaii v had been discovered. In the hurry and confusion
of the scene at I lilhngsworth Church, nobody had taken heed
of Oliria s incoherent self-accusations; Hubert Arundel was
thor.fore s)>ared the misery of knowmg the extent ot his
'luL'ulA Lawford came home in order to be present at her
sister ,s w.Hlding; and the old Hfe began agam ^ r ^ler, vvith all
the old duties that had once been so pleasant. She wmt about
them very cheerfuUy now. She worked for her poor pensioners.

The Epilogue.

411

and took the chief burden of the housekeeping off her mother's
hands. But though she jingled her keys -with a cheery music as
she went about the house, and though she often sang to herself
over her work, the old happy smile rarely ht up her face. She
went about her duties rather Hke some widowed matron who
had Hved her Hfe, than a girl before whom the future lies,
mysterious and unknown.
I t has been said that happiness comes to the sleeper—the
meaning of which proverb I take to be, that Joy generally comes
to us when we least look for her lovely face. And It was on this
September afternoon, when Belinda loitered in the garden after
her round of smaU duties were finished, and she was free to
think or dream at her leisure, that happiness came to her—unexpected, unhoped-for, supreme; for, -turning at one end of the
sheltered aUey, she saw Edward Arundel standing at the other
end, with his hat in his hand, and the summer -wind blowing
amongst his hair.
Miss Lawford stopped quite stfll. The old-fashioned garden
reeled before her eyes, and the hard gravelled path seemed to
become a quaking bog. She could not move; she stood still,
and waited whfle Edward came towards her.
" Letitia has told me about you, Linda," he said; " she has
told me how tme and noble you have been; and she sent me
here to look for a wife, to make new sunshine in my empty
home,—a young mother to smfle upon my motherless boy."
Edward and Belinda walked up and down the sheltered aUey
for a long time, talking a great deal of the sad past, a Httle of
the fair-seeming future. I t was growing dusk before they went
in at the old-fashioned half-glass door leading into the dravringroom, where Mrs. Lawford and her younger daughters were
sitting, and where Lydia, who was next In order to Belinda, and
had been three years married to the Curate of HiUingsworth,
was nursing her second baby.
" Has she said ' yes ? ' " this young matron cried, directly;
for she had been told of Edward's errand to the Grange. " But
of course she has. What else should she say, after refusing all
manner of people, and giving herself the airs of an old maid ?
Yes, um pressus Pops, um Aunty LIndy's going to be marriedypariedy," concluded the Curate's vrife, addressing her threemonths-old baby in that peculiar patois which is supposed to be
kitelHgible to infants by reason of being unintelUgible to everybody else.
" I suppose you are not aware that my future brother-in-law
is a major ? " said Behnda's third sister, who had been struggHng
-with a variation by Thalberg, all octaves and accidentals, and
who twisted herself round upon her music-stool to address her
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sister. " I suppose you are not aware that you have been talking to Major Arundel, who has done all manner of splendid
things in the Punjaub P Papa told us aU about it five minutes
ago."
I t was as much as BeHnda could do to support the clamorous
feUcItatlons of her sisters, especiaUy the unmarried damsels, who
were eager to exhibit themselves in the capacity of bridesmaids;
but by-and-by, after dinner, the Curate's vrife drew her sisters
away from that shadowy -window In which Edward Arundel and
Belinda were sitting, and the lovers were left to themselves.
That evening was very peaceful, very happy, and there were
many other evenings like it before Edward and Belinda completed that ceremonial which they had left unfinished more than
five years before.
The Sycamores were very prettfly furnished, under Belinda's
superintendence; and as Reginald Arundel had lately married,
Edward's mother came to Hve yrith her younger son, and brought
vrith her the idolized grandchfld, who was now a tall, yeUowhalred boy of six years old.
There was one room In the Sycamores which was never
tenanted by any member of that household. Edward himself
kept the key of the Httle chamber In his writing-desk, and only
aUowed the servants to go In at stated intervals to keep everything bright and orderly In the apartment.
The shut-up chamber was the boudoir which Edward Arundel
had planned for his first wife. He had ordered it to be furnished
with the very furniture which he had intended for Mary. The
rosebuds and butterflies on the walls, the guipure curtains Hned
with pale blush-rose silk, the books In the little cabinet near the
fireplace, the Dresden breakfast-serrice, the statuettes and pictures, were things he had fixed upon long ago In his own mind
as the decorations for his wife's apartment. He went into the
room now and then, and looked at his first wife's picture—a
crayon sketch taken In London before Mary and her husband
satrted for the south of Prance. He looked a Httle wist;fully at
this picture, even when he was happiest ia the new ties that
bound him to life, and all that Is brightest In Hfe.
Major Arundel took his eldest son into this room one day,
when young Edward was eight or nine years old, and showed
the boy his mother's portrait.
" When you are a man this place •will be yours, Edward," the
father said. " You can give your vrife this room, although I
have never given it to mine. You will tell her that it was buflt
for your mother, and that it was buflt for her by a husband who,
even when most grateful to God for every new_ blessing he enjoyed, never ceased to be sorry for the loss of his first love."
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And so I leave my soldier-hero to repose upon laurels that
have been hardly won, and secure in that modified happiness
wlflch is chastened by the memory of sorrow. I leave hun vrith
bright chfldren crowding round his knees, a loving vrife smfling
at him across those fair chfldlsh heads. I leave him happy and
good and useful, filHng his place In the world, and bringing up
his children to be wise and vhtuous men and women in the
days that are to come. I leave him, above all, •with the serene
lamp of faith for ever burning in his soul, lighting the image
of that other world in which there Is neither marrying nor giving
in marriage, and where his dead vrife wfll smile upon him from
amidst the vast throng of angel faces—a chfld for ever and ever
before the throne of God!

THE END.

Woodfall and Kinder, Printers, Miltord Lane, Strand, London, W.C.

THE-BtlGRAVIA" ANNUAL
F O R 1869.
EDITED BY M. E. BR ADDON,
(AuTHOK OF " L A D Y AUDLBT'S S E C R E T , " &C. )

Tlie following Articles, Illustrated
with Eight superi
whole-page
Engravings and Forty other Illustrations,
appear in the " BELGRAVIA"
ANNUAL for 1869, which is, in every sense—Literary,
Artistic, and
Material—the most attractive work of the kind ever produced—
MY 'WIFE'S PROMISE; a Tale. By M. B. BRADDON.
Illustrated
by E . P. LEITOH. Whole-page Engraring.
LEGEND OF EEATHERSTOHE HALL : a Metrical Romance.

By

W A L T E R THORNBURT.

THE CONFESSION OF ZILLAH THE "WITCH.
By t t e Author of
" M i l d r e d ' s Wedding," " K i d d l e - a - W i n k , " &c., &c. Illustrated by
C. J. STANILAND. Whole-page Edgraving.
" H E R LAST APPEARANCE." By DUITON COOK;. Illustrated by D.
H . FRISTON. Whole-page Engraving.
THE BAD LORD BRACKENBURY; a Ghost Story.
By GEORQB
AUGUSTUS SALA.

THE TRUE STORY OF DON JUAN. By BABINGTON W H I T E , Author of
" C i r c e , " &c. Illustrated by ALFRED THOMPSON. Whole-page Engraring.
DE JONES'S FIRST PANTOMINE. W i t h Fifteen Illustrations by W.
BRUNTON.

MY CHRISTMAS MYSTERY. By WILLIAM SAWYER.
Illustrated by
Louis HUARD. Whole-page Engraving.
THE GNOME BEAR; a Legend-Poem.
By TOM HOOD.
•WRAITH-HAUNTED : a Tale. By Mrs. Q. LiNNiEus BANKS, Author of
" God's Providence House," &c.
THE FROST QUEEN'S COURT: a Poem.
By T. H . S. ESCOTT.
Illustrated by THOMAS GRAY. Whole-page Engraving.
CHANCES OF A BATTUE. By the Rev. CHARLES CLARKE, Author of
" C h a r l i e ThornhiU," &c.
JUDGMENT 'WANTED : a Tale.
By ANNIE THOMAS, Author of
" C a l l e d to Account," " H i g h Stakes," &o.
JAPHET I N SEARCH OF A DINNER. W i t h T-welre Illustrations by
F. BARNARD.
CHRISTMAS BYE I N A -WATCH-HOUSE.

By CHARLES SMITH CHBLT-

NAM. Illustrated by HABLOT K . BRO-WNB. Whole-page Engraving.
CHRISTMAS I N POSSESSION: a Story. By the Author of " L a d y
Audley's Secret," &c. lUustrated by F . W. LA-WSON. Whole-page
Engraring.
-WHIFFLES' RIDE I N THE RCW. With T-welve Illustratiansby " P H I Z . "
'WHAT IS A BURLESQUE? By W. S. GILBERT.
&c.
&c.
&c.
&c.

PRICE ONE SHILLING.
London : WARD, LOOK, & TYLER, Warwick House, Paternoster Ro^w'.

In handy size, cro'svn 8vo., printed in large, easily-read type, •with Frontispiece and Title-page on toned paper, handsomely bound ia cloth,
gilt back, lettered, each 3s. 6d.

PAKLOUE

EDITION

MISS BRADDON'S NOVELS
The popularity and .success of Miss Braddon's Novels are facts weU
kno'WTi to every Bookseller in the kingdom. Both in the Library Edition
at Six Shfllings per •work, and in the Cheap Edition at T'wo Shillings per
•n-ork, the sales of ]\Iiss Braddon's productions attest an extent of public
appreciation alike •without precedent and •without parallel. The Book
trade is •well aware of this ; and it is also ^vell a-w.are of the desire frequently expressed by customers for an edition less expensive than the
Library, and more legible than the Cheap Edition of their favourite
Author. To mett this requirement, the Publishers are producing a
Parlour Edition of Miss Bmddon's Novels, each •work got up in excellent
style, iifinted on good jiaper, in a clear and easily-read type, serviceably
bouii'l in cloth, gilt lack, lettercl, forming not merely an intermediate
issii. , ?o far as price is concerned, but also about the most substantial,
tlic neatest, and the handiest series of books that the most fastidious of
economists can procure. Each volume contains an entire Novel.
T H E FOLLOWING

ARE NOW READY : —

LADY AUDLEY'S SECRET
DOCTOR'S WIFE
ELEANOR'S VICTORY
JOHN MARCHMONT'S LEGACY
THE LADY'S MILE
{Immediately
AURORA FLOYD
HENRY DUNBAR
SIR JASPER'S TENANT
ONLY A CLOD
Miss Braddon'f

other Novels will folloiv in due succession.

London : WARD, LOCK. & TYLER, Warwick House, Paternoster Row.

THE

FAMILY

GIFT-BOOK

LIBRARY.

O F M0R.1.L AND E N T E R T A I N I N G W O R K S FOR YOUNG P E O P L E . Price 3^-. 6d. each.
*#* Each Voht7ne is Ilhtstrated,
well printed on toned paper, and
handsomely
hound in extra cloth, gilt side, back, and edges, thick /cap. Zvo. They are all especially adapted a^ Present Books for Young
Ladies.
T H E LAMPLIGHTER.
I'VE B E E N THINKING.
T H E JOURNEY OF L I F E .
A D.\UGHTER'S LOVE.
T H E SCHOOL-GIRL IN FRANCE.
HOLIDAY HOUSE.
JULAMERK.
T H E H E A R T TRIUMPII.VNT.
T H E YOUNG ISLANDERS.
T H E YOUNG MAROONERS.
T H E MERCHANT'S CLERK.
T H E ENGLISH GOVERNESS.
LOOKING ROUND.
FRE.STON T O W E R .
POE'S POETICAL W O R K S .
T H E FIVE-POUND-N'OTE.
POE'S TALES.
T H E \\'IDE, W I D E WORLD.
B A T T L E FOR T R U T H .
T O LOVE AND TO B E LOVED.
U N C L E T O M ' S C.VEIN.
M A T E R N A L COUNSELS.
SELr-S.vcRinCE,
MOTHERS OF SCRIPTURE,

THE

"PIOME R E A D I N G "

LIBRARY.

0/Sound,
Healthy, and Improving
Works, well adapted for Prizes and Presents.
Price 2S. 6d. each, handsomelj- bound, gilt edges, and Coloured Frontispieces.
L I G H T ON T H E O C E A N .
F A I T H GARTNEY'S GIRLHOOD.
F A T T I I F L L U N T O D E A T H . Cobbold. T H E G A Y W O R T H V S .
M A R Y - B U N Y A N . S . Rochester Ford. A Su.MMER IN L E S L I E
GOLDW H O IS MY N E I G H B O U R ?
THWAITE'S LIFE.
MODEKN . \ r . uM PLISHMI-.NTS.
T H E PIETY OF DAILY LIFE.
The
MARGARET (ATCHPOI-E.
Cobbold. B L A N C H E C L E V E L A N D ; or,

.AfiNES SELDV. A Story for Children.
H A P I ' V D A Y S A T FEK'NHANK.
T H E SIUKV OF ALICE CI'LLIS.
T H E I^UD A N D T H I ; F L O W E R .

P R I N M I ' L E l>i:vr.LOP).n.

Sunshine of Youth.
H O M E S K E T C H E S ; or, W h o are the

Happy Ones?
T H E K N I G H T S O F T H E R E D CI;USS.

Coppard.

THE R U N A N D READ LIBRARY.

Price 2s. each.

Tlu Pest Cheap Series of Papula >• Books,of which more than 400,000 /;.rrr been sold.
r.F.ATRiCE. Miss Sinclair.
I T R U E T O T H E L A S T . A. S. Roe.
MODERN SOCIETY.
Ditto.
t'NCLE T O M ' S C A B I N .
H o w CoiLD H E III.LP I T ?

1 M A R Y B U N Y A N . S . R . Ford.
I MODERN ACCOMPLISHMENTS.
A. S. I H E F I V E - P O U N D - N O T E .

Roc.
T H E CONFESSOR. Miss Hardy.
T o T.ovi: AND TO B E L O V E D . Ditto. J A N E R U T H E R F O R D . Miss M a y n c .
T H E S T A R A N D I H E C L O U D . Ditto. T H E P I L G R I M S O F N E W E N G L A N D .
I ' V E BEK.N T H I N K I N G .
Ditto.
J A N E BOUVERIE.
Miss Sinclair.

LAMPLKaiTER.

Miss Cumming.

M O D E R N FLIKT.VTIONS.
THE WIDE, W I D E WORLD.
T H E MONK.
Mrs. Sherwood.

ALONE.

Marion Harland.

MARY A N N WELLINGTON.
IDA M A Y .
MYSTERIOUS MARRIAGE.
NELLIE OF TRURO.

T H E NUN.

Mrs. Sherwood.

HOLID.VY H O U S E .

Miss Sinclair.

i-'RESTON T O W E R . Rev. R. Cobbold.
T H E C O N V E N T . Miss McCrindcll.
T I M E A N D T I D E . A. S. Roe.
T H E JOURNEY OF L I F E .
T H E "W.VTCH.MAN. J . A. Maitlnnd.
LOOKING ROUND.
A. S. Roe.
RACHEL COHEN.
Mrs. Kemp.
ENGLISH GOVERNESS.
EMMA D E LISSAU.
CROSS P U R P O S E S .
Miss Sinclair.
H E L E N BURY.

!j

London : WARD, LoCK, & T Y L E R , Warwick House, Paternoster Row.

THE U N P A R A L L E L E D

GIFT BOOKS.

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, and gilt edges, handsomely bound, abundantly illustraied,
admirably adapted for Presents, Birthday Gifts,.School Prizes, &c., &c.

P r i c e Ss. E a c h .
H A L F HOURS WITH T H E BIBLE.
BOY'S S E A STORIES.
O U R N U R S E R Y STORY BOOK.
FAIRY ALBUM.
BOY'S H A N D Y B O O K O F N A T U R A L
HISTORY.
BOY'S H A N D Y B O O K O F G A M E S .
NURSERY RHYMES, OL© AND N E W .
C H I L D ' S O W N BOOK O F P I C T U R E S .
L I T T L E M A R Y ' S N U R S E R Y STORY
BOOK.
HARRY'S LADDER TO LEARNING.
ROUND OF STORIES.

DICTIONARY OF EVERY D A Y D I F F I CULTIES.
N E W COMICAL NURSERY RHYMES.
ROBINSON C R U S O E .
SANDFORD AND MERTON.
EVENINGS AT HOME.
BUNYAN'S PILGRIM'S PROGRESS.

E R N E S T A N D A L B E R T (the late Prince

Consort's Ancestors); or. T h e Stealing of the Princes.
SONGS FOR L I T T L E O N E S .
OUR FAVOURITE FAIRY T A L E S .
BRAVF, RVT.T.ADS.

THE WELL TIMED

SERIEg.

Suitable for Presents and ScJiool Prizes, and especially adapted for Young People.
Each Volume beautifully illustrated, well printed, efficiently edited, and handsomely
bound in extra cloth, gilt sides, back, and edges.

P r i c e 3s. 6d. E a c h .
T H E WONDERS OF T H E W O R L D .
FIFTY CELEBRATED M E N .
FIFTY CELEBRATED W O M E N .
ROBINSON CRUSOE.
SANDFORD AND MERTON.
A BOY'S L I F E A B O A R D S H I P .
L I F E IN A W H A L E R .
G R E A T INVENTORS.
HOUSEHOLD STORIES.
T H E MARVELS OF NATURE.
BOY'S B O O K O F I N D U S T R I A L I N F O R MATION.
O L D NURSERY T A L E S .
LESSONS AT H O M E .
T H E LONG HOLIDAYS.
T H E A R T OF DOING O U R BEST.
L I N K S IN T H E C H A I N .
W I L D FLOWERS, BIRDS AND INSECTS.
W H E R E DO W E G E T I T , A N D H O W
I T IS M A D E .
T H E STORY OF H E R B E R T L O V E L L .
T H E CARTERETS.
POPULAR PREACHERS.
CHILDREN'S HYMNS AND RHYMES.
ROSES AND THORNS.

EVENINGS AT HOME.
F E R N L E A V E S FROM F A N N Y ' S P O R T FOLIO.
BUNYAN'S PILGRIM'S PROGRESS.
F A M O U S BOYS, A N D H O W T H E Y B E CAME G R E A T M E N .
TRIUMPHS OF PERSEVERANCE AND
ENTERPRISE.
BOY'S B O O K O F T R A V E L A N D A D VENTURE.
EDGAR'S CRUS.\DES AND CRUSADERS.
FANNY FERN'S N E W STORIES FOR
CHILDREN.
GOOD O L D STORIES.
S C R I P T U R E S T O R I E S FOR T H E Y O U N G
H I N T S ON T H E C U L T U R E O F C H A RACTER.

T H E L E I G H S ; or, Daily Life.
T H E MOTHER'S CABINET.

C L I F F E T H O R P E ; or, T h e Progress of

Character.
T H E FOUR HOMES.
FIT TO BE A DUCHESS.
AUNT FANNY'S PRETTY
BOOK.

PICTURE

London: W A R D , L O C K & T Y L E R , Warwick House, Paternoster Row.

r^«v

Immediately, •^tb T'^
in tint
price 6c.

Bva i r v f i A ' • « « # • « w

! < « ^ V ^bCu'Ufe

1

-^
Title-page handsomely priated
A sccon^iy bound in cloth gilt, crown 8vo.

Also Th'j.J.'y, onifonn with the above, Fr,inti«pieces and Vignette
Tit'es r r i t t e d in tint on toned paper, price 6s. each.
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