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CHAPTER I.
MATTHEW BEEJS'T,

a small shopkeeper in Green

Street, Liverpool, was a widower with two
daughters.

Deborah, the elder, had plenty of

tongue and mother-wit, but could not and would
not study anything on earth if it had the misfortune to be written or printed.

Sarah, the

younger, showed tittention and application from
her childhood.
Her father cultivated those powers, for they
are the roots of all excellence, and he knew it.
He sent the girl to school, and there she learned
the usual smattering; and one thing worth it
all, viz., how to teach herself

Under that abler

tuition she learned to write like a clerk, to keep
B
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her father's books, to remember the price of
every article in the shop, to serve the customers
when required, and to read for her own pleasure
and instruction. At eighteen she was Brent's
right hand all day, and his reader at night,
Deborah, who could only spell The Mercury, and would not do that if she could get
Sally to read it out, found her level as cook,
housekeejoer, and market-woman. At twenty
she w^as very tall, supj^le, and muscular;
comely, but freckled, reddish hair, a very
white skin, only it tanned easily. It revealed
its natural beauty in her throat, and above all
in the nape of her neck. This nape, snowy
and sohd, and a long row of ivory teeth, were
her beauties. She married quite young her
father's cousin, a small farmer, and settled in
Berkshire, her native county.
Sarah Brent was about two inches shorter
than Deborah, but a finer figure; had an oval
face full of modesty and gentle dignity. Her
skin was also white, and revealed itself in her
shapely hands as well as her alabaster throat.
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Her hair was brown, and so were two fearless
eyes that looked at people full without staring.
When she was nineteen,, a worthy young fellow,
called Joseph Pinder, fell in love wath her and
courted her.

He was sheepish and distant in

his approaches, for he looked on her as a
superior being.

She never chattered, yet could

always answer civilly and wisely; this, and her
Madonna-like face, made Joe Pinder reverence
her.

Her father thought highly of him, and

connived at his visits, and so they were often
seen together in a friendly way; but when he
began to make downright love to her, she told
him calmly she could go no farther than friendship.

' And indeed,' said she, ' I would never

leave my father for any young man.'
Joseph Pinder knew that this declaration
has often preceded connubial rites, and continued his friendly assiduities; and these two
often came back from church together, he
glowing with dehght at being near her, and
she cool and friendly.
The Brents were in a small way of business,
B 2
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and Sarah's adorer was a decorative painter,
and what is called in the trade a ' writer'—
one of those astounding artists who by skilful shading make gilt letters appear concave,
or convex, or stand out bodily from a board or
wall, and blazon a shopkeeper's name and
business. On one occasion he had a large
job of this sort to do in Manchester. It took
him a fortnight, and led to another at Preston.
In a month he came back Avith money in both
pockets, and full of joy at the prospect of meeting Sarah again.
He found the Brents at supper, and there
was a young man with them who had a deal
to say, and made the old man smile, while the
young woman often looked furtively at him
with undisguised complacency. This was a
second cousin of Mr. Brent's, one James Mansell, a painter and grainer, who had settled in
the town while Pinder was away.
Binder's heart sank at this, and instead of
exerting himself in vigorous competition, he
became more silent and more depressed the
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more James Mansell rattled away; in short,
he was no company at all, because the other
was good company.
After a while he said ' Good-night.'
A coquette would have followed him to the
door and smoothed matters; but that was not
Sarah Brent's line;

she said

' Good-night'

kindly enough, but

she never moved, and

James ManseU's tongue resumed its headlong
course.
This was the first of many such scenes.
Sarah was always kind, but cool, to her old
admirer, and manifestly attracted by the new
one.

Indeed, it came to this at last that Pin-

der could never get a walk with her alone
except from church.
On one occasion he ventured on a mild remonstrance : ' If you had not told me you
would never leave your father, I should be
almost afraid tliat James Mansell would entice
you away from us all.'
' From
father.'

everybody

else; but

not

from
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One would think that was plain enough,
but Joe could not realize it, and he went on
to ask her if she could really find it in her
heart to throw such an old friend as him over
for a stranger.
She replied, calmly : ' Am I changed to you
any way ?

I always respected you, and I

respect you still.'
' That is a comfort, Sarah.

But if this goes

on, I'm afraid you will like another man far
better than me, whether you respect me or
not.'
' That is my business,' said she, firmly.
' Isn't it mine, too, Sarah ?

We have kept

company this two years.'
' As friends; but nothing more.

I have

never misled you, but now if you are wise you
will take up with some other girl.

You can

find as good as me.'
' Not in this world.'
' Nonsense, Joe ; and besides

'

' Well, what ? '
' I am one that forecasts a little, and I am
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afraid you will tease me, and pain yourself, and
some day we shall part bad friends, and that
would be a pity, after all.'
' Nothing but death shall part us,'
' Yes, this door will.
uio-ht.'

Father is not well to-

The door in question was the side door

of her own house.
Pinder took the hint, and bade her ' Goodnight ' affectionately.
He walked a little way out into the country
by himself, wondering now whether she would
ever be his.
spair.

Ho was dejected, but not in de-

In his class of life men and women

have often two or three warmish courtships before they marry.

Sarah was not of that sort,

but this James Mansell would be as likely as
not to leave the town, and think no more of
Sarah Brent.

In his trade it was here to-day

and there to-morrow, and he did not look like
the man to cling to the absent.
Pinder returned home by Green Street to
have a last look at the shell which held his pearl.
As he passed by on the other side of the

8
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w^ay, James Mansell came and knocked at Mr.
Brent's side door. Pinder waited with a certain
degree of jealous malice to see him excluded.
Sarah came to the door and parleyed; probably she told him her father was unwell.
Pinder went on a little way, and then turned
to see.
The colloquy continued. It seemed interminable. The woman he loved was in no
hurry now to get back to her sick father, and
when she did, what was the result ? Mansell
was invited in, after all, and the door of heaven
closed upon him instead of in his face.
The watcher stood there transfixed with
the poisoned arrow of jealousy. He was sick
and furious by turns, and at last got frightened
at himself, and resolved to keep out of the
way of this James Mansell, with whom he had
no chance, Sarah's preference was now so
clear.
But he was too much in love to forego the
walks from church ; and Sarah never objected
to his company, nor, indeed, to his coming in

SINGLEHEART

and D0 UBLEFA CE.

9

to supper afterward. But he was sure to find
his rival there and be reduced to a sullen
cipher.
So things went on. He did not see what
passed between Mansell and Sarah Brent, the
open wooing of the man, the timid tumult in
the woman, expanding, ripening, blushing, thrilling, and blooming in the new sunshine. But
he discovered a good deal; she seemed gliding
gradually away from him down a gentle but
inexorable slope. She was as friendly in her
cool way as ever, but scarcely attended to him.
Her mind seemed elsewhere at times, even in
that short walk from church, sole relic now of
their languid but unbroken friendship.
The time came when even this privilege
was disputed. One Sunday James Mansell
arrived in Green Street earher than usual. He
heard where Sarah was, so he came to meet
her. She w^as walking with Pinder. Mansell
had been drinking a little, and did not know
perhaps how little cause he had for jealousy.
He stepped rudely in between Pinder and Miss

lo
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Brent, and took her arm, whereas Pinder had
been walking merely by her side.
' What sort of manners are these ?' said
Pinder,
' They are my manners,' said the other
haughtily. ' She has no business to walk with
you at all,'
'Don't insult lier, at all events. She has
walked with me this two year.'
'Well, then, now you go and w^alk with
some other girl.'
' Not at your bidding, you brute.'
' Oh, you want a hiding, do you ? '
' No; it is you that w^ant that.'
James Mansell replied by a blow, which
took Pinder unawares, and sent him staggering.
He would have followed it up, but Pinder
stopped the second neatly, and gave him a
smart one in return, crying ' Coward! to take
a man unawares.' Sarah was terrified, and
clasped her hands. ' Oh, pray do not quarrel
about me !'
' Stand aloof,' said Mansell, imperiously.
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Sarah obeyed the man, who

was evidently her master, but implored him not
to hurt Joe Pinder ; he was only a friend. The
truth is, Mansell had recounted such deeds of
prowess that, what with his gasconades and her
blind love, she thought no man could have a
chance with him.
He sparred well, and hit Pinder several
times, but rather short.
Both were soon infuriated, and they were
all over the street, fighting and raging.
Under similar circumstances Virgil's heifer
browsed the grass in undisturbed tranquillity,
content to know that her mate would be the
best bull of the two.
Not so Sarah Brent.

She clasped her hands

and screamed, and implored her hero to be
merciful.

Her conscience whispered that her

inoffensive friend was being hardly used in
every way.
Presently her hero, after

administering

several blows, and making his adversary bleed,
received a left-handed stino^er that made him
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recoil. Maddened by this, he rushed at Pinder
to annihilate him. But Pinder was no novice
either; he drew back on the point of his toe,
and met James ManseU's rush with a tremendous slogger that sounded like a falling plank,
and shot him to the earth at Sarah Brent's very
feet, a distance of some yards.
All was changed in a moment; she literally
bounded over the prostrate form, and stood
between him and danger; for in Liverpool
they fight up and down, as the saying is. ' You
wretch,' she cried, ' to kill the man I love I'
It was Finder's turn to stagger before that
white cheek, and those fiery eyes, and that
fatal word.
' Man you love ? ' said he.
'•I love!—I love!—I love!' cried she,
stabbing with swift feminine instinct the monster
who had struck her Love.
Then Pinder fell back, subdued, with a sigh
of despair; she fiung herself down, and raised
James ManseU's head and sobbed hysterically
over it.
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Some people now came up ; but Finder in
those few seconds had undergone a change.
He stepped forward, thrust the people away,
and kneeling down, lifted James Mansell up
and took him under his arm.

'^ Leave him to

me, Sarah,' said he.
' To you ? ' she sobbed.
' Ay : do you think I shall ever hurt him
again, now you have told me you love him? '
And he said it so finely she knew he meant it.
Then he sent to the market public-house for a
sponge and some brandy, and meantime Mansell,
who was tough, came to of himself; but the
water and brandy completed his restoration to
society.

It was Finder who sponged his face

and nostrils, and took him to Brent's house,
Sarah hovering near all the time like a hen
over her chickens.

She whipped into

the

house with her pass-key, and received

her

favourite at the door, then closed it gently, but
decidedly: not that Joe Pinder would have
come in if she had asked him.

He did not

even trust himself to say ' Good-night.'

It was
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all over between him and her, and of course
he knew it.
When she had got James Mansell safe she
made him lie down on the little sofa, and sat at
his head, applying cool linen rags to his sw^oUen
cheeks and a cut upon his forehead due to
Finder's knuckles.
Presently her father came in from visiting
a sick friend, and at sight of this group asked
w^hat was to do,
' It is that cruel Joe Finder been beating
him, father ; I thought he had killed him.'
' What for ? '
Sarah blushed and was silent; she wouldn't
own that James was the aggressor, and yet she
wouldn't tell a falsehood.
' Joe Pinder!' said the old man.

' He was

never quarrelsome ; there's not a better-hearted
young man in the town, nor a more respectable.
Now you tell me what was the quarrel about .^'
' Oh, father!' said Sarah, deprecatingly.
' Ay ! ay ! I needn't ask,' said the old man.
' It was about a woman, eh ?

You might have
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been better employed, all three, this Sabbath
evening.'
' Well, sir, Sarah was only coming home
from church this Sabbath evening,' said Mansell ; ' but as for me, I was as much to blame
as the other, so let us say no more about it.'
Sarah whispered ' You are very generous.'
The subject dropped till the old man retired
to rest, and then James Mansell, w^ho had been
brooding, delivered himself thus : ' He is not
lialf a bad sort that Joe Pinder.

But he is

one too many for me, or I am one too many for
liim, so you must make up your mind this
night w^hich is to be your husband, and give
the other the sack.'
This was virile, and entitled to a feminine
reply.

It came immediately, in what, perhaps,

if we could know the truth, is a formula—not
a word, not even a syllable, but a white wrist
passed round the neck, and a fair head deposited like down upon the shoulder of her
conqueror.
Joseph Finder grieved and watched, but
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troubled the lovers no more. James Mansell
pressed Sarah to name the day. She objected.
Her father's health was breaking, and she would
not leave him. Mansell urged her ; she stood
firm. He accused her of not loving him; she
sighed and wondered he could say that, but
was immovable,
By-and-by it all came to her father's ears.
He sent for a lawyer directly, and made the
shop and house over to Sarah by deed of gift.
Then he told her she need not wait for his
death : he would prefer to see her happy with
the man of her choice, and also to advise her
in business for the little while he had to
live.
So the banns were cried, and Joseph Pinder
heard in silence; and in due course James
Mansell was united to Sarah Brent in holy
matrimony.
In its humble way this was a promising
union. The man w^as tvventy-seven, the woman
twenty, and thoughtful beyond her years.
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They had health and love and occupation;
moreover, the man's work took him out of the
woman's way, except at meals, and in the
evenino". Now nothing sweetens married life
and divests it of monotony and ennui more
than these daily partings and meetings. ManseU had three trades, and in one of them,
graining, he might be called an artist. He
could imitate the common woods better than
almost anybody ; but at satin-wood, mahogany,
and American birch he w^as really wonderful.
Sarah was a first-rate shop-woman, civU, prompt,
obliging, and handsome — qualities that all
attract in business. She gave no credit beyond
a week, and took none at all.
In any class of life it is a fine thing when
both spouses can contribute a share to the
joint income. This is one of the boons found
oftenest among the middle classes. Most
labourers' wives can only keep house, and few
gentlemen's wives can earn a penny.
The Man sells, then, upon a large and wide
survey of life, were in a happy condition—>.
c
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happier far than any pair who do not earn
their living.
One day a great sorrow came, but not unexpectedly.

Matthew Brent died peacefully,

blessing his daughters and his son-in-law
The next day came a joyful event, Sarah's
child was born—a lovely girl.
Mighty

nature comforted

the

bereaved

daughter, and soon the home was as cheerful
as ever.
Indeed, it was not till the third year of
her marriage that a cloud appeared, and that
seemed a small one, no bigger than a man's
hand.
James Mansell began to come home Saturday night instead of Saturday afternoon; and
the reason was clear, he smelt of liquor, and
though always sober, his speech was thick
on these occasions.
Sarah, who had forecasts, was alarmed, and
spoke in time.

She remembered something

her father—an observant man—had said to her
in his day, viz., that your clever specimens
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of the class which may be called artistmechanics are often addicted to liquor.
However, this prudent woman thought it
best not to raise an argument about drink ; she
merely represented to her husband that there
was now a run upon her shop Saturday afternoon and evening, and really it was more than
she could manage without his assistance; would
he be so good as to help her? He assisted
readily enough, and then the Saturday afternoons became her happiest time. He himself
seemed to enjoy the business and the bustle
and his wife's company.
But by-and-by he came home very late
on Monday, with the usual signs of a drop ;
then she advised him and entreated him, but
never scolded him. He acquiesced and was
perfectly good-tempered, though in the wrong.
But one day in the week he would come home
late, and mumble what is called the Queen's
English, but I believe the people hold a few
shares in it. Sarah was disappointed, and a
little alarmed, but began to hope it would go
o2
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no farther at all events. However, one Saturday, if you please, he did not come to help her
in the shop, did not even come home to supper,
and she had made such a nice supper for him.
She sat at the window and fretted, she went
from the window to her sleeping child and
back again, restless and apprehensive.
At midnight, when the whole street was
still, footsteps rang on the pavement. She
looked out and saw two men, each with an
arm under the shoulder of a third, hoisting him
along. She darted to the street door, and
received her husband from the hands of two
men, who were perfectly sober. One of them
turned on his heel and walked swiftly away at
sight of her. But she saw him—for the first
time this three years.
It w^as Joseph Finder.
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CHAPTER 11.
began his bibulous career with a
redeeming quality more common in Russia than
in England—good-natured in his cups. He
chuckled feebly, and opposed the inertia of
matter only, whilst the dismayed wife pulled
him and pushed him, and at last got him down
on the little sofa in the shop-parlour. Then
she whipped off his necktie, and washed his
face in diluted lavender-water, and put her
salts to his nose. Being now on his back, he
soon went to sleep and breathed sonorously
whilst she sat in her father's arm-chair and
watched him bitterly and sadly.
At first his hard breathing alarmed her, and
she sat waiting to avert apoplexy.
But toward morning sleep overcame her.
Then daylight coming in with a shoot awakened
MR. MANSELL
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her, and she looked round on the scene. The
room in disorder, her husband sleeping off his
liquor, she in her father's arm-chair, not the
connubial bed.
Her first thought was, ' Oh, if father could
see us now this Sabbath morn!' She got up
sadly, and lighted fires ; then went upstairs,
washed and dressed the little girl, and made
her lisp a prayer. Then, not choosing the
daughter to see the father in his present condition, she went down and w^aked him, and
made him wash his face and tidy himself. He
asked for brandy ; she looked him in the face,
and said, ' No, not one drop.' But he was ill
and coaxed her. She gave him a table-spoonful, and then ground some coffee and gave him
a cup hot and strong.
She Avas not a hasty woman; she showed
him a face grave and sad, but she did not tell
him her mind. So then he opened the subject
himself
' This will be a warning to me.'
' I hope so,' said she, gravely.

SINGLEHEART

and DOUBLEFACE.

23

'Can't think how I came to be overcome
like that.'
' By putting yourself in the way of it. If
you had been helping me at the shop, that
needed your help, it would have been better
for you, and for me too.'
' Well, I will after this. It is a warning.'
She began to relent. ' Well, James, if you
take it to heart, I will not be too hard, for
where is the sense of nagging at a man when
he owns his fault ? But, oh, James, I am so
mortified! Who do you think brought you
home ?' He tried to remember, but could
not. 'Well, one of them w^as the last man in
Liverpool I would have to see you let yourself
down so. It w^as Joe Finder.'
' I never noticed him. What, was he tight
too?'
' N o ; if he had been, I wouldn't have
minded so much. He was sober, and you
were
'
The man did not seize the woman's sentiment. He said, carelessly: ' Oh, 'twas he
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brought me safe home, was it ? He is not half
a bad sort, then.'
Sarah stared at this plain straightforward
view of her old lover's conduct. She had a
greater desire to be just than most women
have, but she laboured under feminine disabilities. She was silent, and weighed ManseU's
view of the matter, but came back to her own.
' I do hope,' said she, ' you will never be so
overtook again—think of your child—but if
you are, oh ! pray don't come home on that
man's arm. I'd crawl home on all fours sooner,
if I was you,'
' All right,' said he, vaguely. Then she
took this opportunity to beg him to go to
church with her that morning. Hitherto he
had always declined, but now he consented
almost eagerly. He clutched at a compromise.
He said, ' Sally, them that sin must suffer.' The
fact is, he expected to hear his conduct de^
nounced from the pulpit. Catch the pulpit
doing anything of the kind ! The pulpit is not
practical, and meddles little with immorality as
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it is, and rarely gives ten consecutive minutes
to that particular vice which overruns the land.
James Mansell sat under a drizzle of thin generalities, and came home complacent.
His wife was pleased with him, and still
more w^hen he took her and Lucy for a walk in
the evening, and they carried the child by
turns.
After this the man kept wdthin bounds; he
soaked, but could always walk home. To be
sure, he began to diffuse moderate inebriety
over the whole week. This caused the good
wife great distress of mind, and led to practical
results that alarmed the mother and the woman
of business. Mansell was still the first grainer
in the place, and the tradesmen would have
employed him by preference if he could have
been relied on to finish his jobs. But he was
so uncertain: he would go to dinner, and stop
at a public-house; would appoint an hour to
commence, and be at a public-house. He tired
out one good customer after another. The
joint income declined in consequence, and, as
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generally happens, their expenses increased, for
Mrs. Mansell, getting no help from her husband,
was obliged to take a servant.
Often in the evening she would close her
shop early, leave her child under strict charge
of the girl, and go to some public-house, and
there coax and remonstrate, and get him away
at last.
With all this, she was as true as steel to
him.

She never was known to admit he was a

drunkard.
to

The most she would acknowledge

angry tradesmen,

and

that

somewhat

haughtily, was that he took a drop now and
then to put aAvay the smell of the paint.
But in private she was not so easy.

She

expostulated, she remonstrated, she reproached,
and sometimes she lost heart, and wept bitterly
at his behaviour.
All this had its effect.

The invectives

galled Mr. ManseU's vanity ; the tears bored
him; the total made him sullen, and alienated
his affection.

The injured party forgave freely;

not so the wTong-doer.

As he never hit her—
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w^hich is a vent—this gracious person began to
hate her. But her love remained as invincible
as his vice.
Deborah's husband died suddenly of apoplexy, Sarah dared not go to comfort her,
and would not tell the reason. She begged
the mourner to come to her.
Deborah came, and the sisters rocked together, country fashion, crying ; though such
different characters, they had a true affection
for each other.
By-and-by Deborah told her, with another
burst of grief, her husband had left her nothing
but debt. She was next door to a beggar.
' Not while I live,' was the quiet reply.
' Stay with me for good, that is all.' The servant was discharged at Deborah's request; she
said she must work hard or die of grief
Accordingly she went about crying, but w^orking, and all steel things began to shine and the
brass to glitter, because there was a bereaved
widow in the house.
This was a great comfort in every way to
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Sarah; she could leave the house with more
confidence when her beloved had to be
dragged away from liquid ruin, and also it did
her good to sympathise with her bereaved
sister. She forebore at that time to tell
Deborah her own trouble ; and this trait indicates, I think, the depth of her character.
As for Deborah, she soon cried herself out,
and one afternoon Sarah heard her laughing
with the baker's man, laughing from the chest,
as young ladies are ordered to sing (but forbidden by Sir Corset), and an octave lower
than she had ever spoken upstairs since she
came.
Sarah was surprised, and almost shocked at
first. But she said to herself, ' Poor Deb, she
is as light-hearted as ever ; and why should
she break her heart for him ? he wouldn't for
her.'
By-and-by Deborah used to leave the
house when her work was done, if Sarah stayed
at home. She could not read, so she must
walk and she must talk. She had not read a
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single book this five years; but her powers of
conversation were developed. She had sold
coimtry produce in two markets weekly, and
picked up plenty of country proverbs and
market chaff.
She soon took to visiting all her old acquaintances in the place, and talked nineteen to the
dozen; and here observe a phenomenon. Her
whole vocabulary was about nine hundred
v7ords, wdiereas you and I know nine thousand
and more, yet she would ring a triple bob-major
on that small vocabulary, and talk learned us to
a standstill. As her talk was all gossip, she
soon knew more about the Mansells than they
knew themselves, and heard that Mansell drank
and lived upon his wife.
This gave her honest concern. Now she
held the clue to Sarah's absences and frequent
return with her husband in charge and inarticulate. She did not blurt it out to her sister, nor
was she angry at her want of confidence. She
knew Sarah's character, and rather admired
her for not exposing her man to any human

so

SINGLEHEART

and

DOUBLEFACE.

creature. Still, when she did know it, she
threw out so many hints one after another that
Sarah, who, poor soul, yearned for sympathy,
made at last a partial disclosure, with many a
sigh.
Deborah made light of it, and hoped it was
only for a time, and after all Sarah was glad
she knew, for Deborah's tongue was not in
reality so loose as it was fluent. She could
chatter without any appearance of reserve, and
yet be as close as wax. She brought home to
Sarah all she heard, but she never told anything
out of the house.
One day she said to Sarah, ' Do you know
a man called Yarney—Dick Varney ? ' Sarah
said she had never heard his name.
' Then,' said Deborah, 'you ought to know
him.'
'Why?'
' Because when you know your enemy you
can look out for him, and he is your enemy
after a manner—for 'tis he that leads your
husband astray, so that young man said.'
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' What young man ?'
' I think his name is Spencer, and somebody
called him Joe; he was a good-looking chap
anyway. I suppose he was a friend of Jemmy
ManseU's. Somebody did praise you for a good
daughter and a good w^ife, but one that had
made a bad bargain ; then that was the signal
for each to have a fling at Jemmy Mansell.
Never you mind what they said. This handsome chap stood up for him, and said the man
was a first-rate workman, and meant no harm,
but he had got a tempter—this Dick Varney.
So then I told the young chap who I was, and
he seemed quite pleased like, and said he had
heard of me. Of course what he said I stood
by; I said there couldn't be a better husband
or a better man—bar drink—than James
ManseU.'
Sarah thanked her, but said, ' Oh! that we
should come to be talked of!'
' Everybody is, within walls,' said Deborah,
' and them that listens learns. By the same
token you keep your eye on that Varney.'
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' How can I ? I don't know him,'
' No more you do, and what a stupid I must
be not to ask that good-looking chap more
about liim. I wonder who he is; I will ask
James.'
'No.'
'Why not?'
' Describe him to me.'
' Well, he is tall and broad-shouldered, and
has light hair, and dark grey eyes like jewels,
and teeth as wdiite as milk, and a gentle, pleasant way; looks a bit sad, he does, as if he had
been crossed in love, but that is not likely—no
woman would be such a fool that had eyes in
her head. Then he w^as very clean and neat,
like a man that respected hisself; and lowered
his voice a bit to speak to a woman. There ! a
duck !'
Sarah looked a little surprised at this ardent
description. However, she reflected, and, I
suppose, she thought there must be some truth
in it, though it had not struck her. Then she
said carelessly, ' What was his business ?'
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' I think he was in the same way as James
himself.'
' Was his name Pinder—Joseph Pinder ?'
' That, or something.

The name was new

to me, but Joseph for certain.'
' Well, if it is Joseph Finder, I will ask you
not to make acquaintance with him. You seem
to be making acquaintances very fast for a
woman in your condition.'
' My condition!' said Deborah. ' Why, that
is where it is—I can't bear to think.
work or talk.

I must

It is very unkind of you to cast

my condition in my teeth.'
' I didn't mean to, Deb.

There, forgive

me.'
' With all my heart—you have got your
own trouble.

Only give me a reason, why am

I not to speak to this Joseph—such an outlandish name—this handsome Joe ?'
' Well, then, one reason is, he courted me
after a fashion.'
' Oh, la ! Is tliat where the shoe pinches ? '
' We used to walk together like two chil-

34

SINGLEHEART

and DOUBLEFACE.

dren till my man came ; then they quarrelled,
and that Finder beat him, and I can't forgive
it, and the first night James was quite overtaken with liquor, Finder brought him home,
and it was like a knife in my heart.'
' Poor Sally ! You saw you had chosen the
wrong one,'
' Chosen the wrong one!' cried Sarah, contemptuously. ' I wouldn't give my James's
little finger, drunk or sober, for a thousand
Joseph Finders. There, it is no use talking to
you. You don't understand a word I say.
Anyway, I do beg of you not to make acquaintance with the man, nor let him know what
passes in this house.'
' Why, of course not, Sally, if you say the
word. What is the man to me? Your will
is my pleasure, and your word my law.'
This, from an elder sister, merited an embrace, and it received a very tender one.
At last it came to this, that nobody in the
town who knew James Mansell would employ
him.
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Instead of contributing his share, he lived
entirely on his wife, at home and abroad ; and
he lived ill. So the house was divided against
itself The husband, the bread-winner in
theory, was doing all he could to ruin the
family; two brave women were fighting tooth
and nail to save it. They were losing ground
a little, and that alarmed Sarah terribly; but
then she had a reserve: sixty pounds hidden
in an iron box, with a good key. She never
told her husband of this. She hid it for his
good. The box was a small one, but she had
it fastened with strong iron clamps to the wall,
and she kept saleables before it to hide it.
ManseU's extravagance she fed from the till
—not without comments, grave and sorrowful,
not bitter ; yet they embittered him. The man's
vanity was prodigious; it equalled his demerit.
Whilst the brave w4fe and mother was thus
battling with undeserved adversity, she received
a new alarm.
Being single-handed in the shop, it was her
way to prepare, with Deborah's assistance,
D 2
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weighed and marked packets of sugar, tea, soda,
and other things ; and one evening they had
taken a lump of Irish butter out of the tub and
weighed five pounds, and left it on a slab. Early
in the morning a customer came for a pound.
This was weighed off, and left so small a residue
that Mrs, Mansell weighed it, and found there
was only one pound and a half left.
She could hardly believe her senses at first,
but the weight was clear. She asked Deborah,
with assumed carelessness, how much butter they
had weighed out last night. Deborah replied,
without hesitation, ' Five pounds.'
After that day she looked more closely into
the stock, and she detected losses and diminutions. One day a slice off a side of bacon; another
a tin of preserved meat; in short, a system of
pilfering. She shrank from the idea of theft, if
it could be accounted for in any other way. She
thought it just possible, though not likely, that
Deborah had made free with these things for
the use of the house. She told her what she
had discovered, and asked her as delicately as
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possible whether she ever came to the shop for
anything that was wanted in her kitchen.
Deborah went off like a woman of gunpowder, cross-examined by a torch: ' Me take
anything out of your shop for my kitchen!'
' Well, 'tis my kitchen and all—'twould only
be from Peter to Paul.'
The other was not to be pacified so. ' Me
take what does not belong to me! Oh ! have I
lived to be suspected by my own sister ? I'd
cut off this arm sooner than I would steal with
this hand. I never wronsfed a creature of a
farthing or a farthing's worth in all my life.
Send me home. Send me to the workhouse.
I am not fit to be trusted, and so many things
about. Oh ! oh ! oh ! oh !' and down she sat
and rocked,
' There ! there ! there !' cried Sarah, coming swiftly and sitting beside her. ' Now
where would have been the harm if you had
taken things for our own use ? And oughtn't I
to ask you before I suspected something worse ?
Oh, Deborah, haven't I trouble enough that you
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must cry and set me off too ? Oh ! oh ! You
might think a little of me as well as yourself
Is it nothing to you that I am robbed and
all ? Haven't I trouble enough without that ?
There, give over—that's a dear, and I'll give
you a new print this very day.'
Deborah dried up directly, and her sentiments shifted like the wind. ' I wish I had
them that rob you,' said she, and she extended
her great, long, powerful arm formidably.
' We must watch day and night, dear,' said
Mrs. Mansell, gloomily, and with a w^eary air,
and she took it all to heart, even the pain she
had given Deborah, w^hose mind was like
running water, and retained no trace of the
dialogue in ten minutes. Not so the deeper
nature. Mrs. Mansell brooded over it aU, and
when the shop was shut, she sat in the parlour
—sat and suffered. James Mansell was out as
usual. She sat and looked at Lucy, and
wondered what would be her own fate and her
child's at the end of this desperate struggle.
She became hysterical, a rare thing with her,
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and Deborah found her trembling all over
where she sat, and quite shaken. She was
despondent and exasperated by turns. She
had twitches all over her body, and hot tears
ran out of her eyes.
It was a woman's breakdown, and Deborah,
who knew the female constitution, just sat
beside her and held her hand. Sarah clung to
this hand, and clutched it every now and then
convulsively. She spoke in broken sentences!
' Too many things against me: drunkenness
here; theft there. It will end in the workhouse ! How else can it end ? I'm glad
father's dead. Poor father!—have I lived to
say that ? ' The talkative Deborah said never
a word, so Sarah began to calm down by
degrees with gentle sighs and tremors.
Unluckily, before she was quite calm,
Mansell knocked at the door. Sarah could tell
his knock, or his footstep, or any sound he
made in a moment. Her face beamed. It was
early for him. He was sober, and she could
tell him of this new trouble.
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Deborah ran to let him in.

Sarah stood

up smiling to welcome him.
He blundered into the room, beastly drunk,
neckcloth loose, eyes blood-shot; he could just
keep on his legs.
Sarah caught up her child with the strength
of a lioness, flung one full and fiery look of
horror and disgust right in her husband's face,
then rushed majestically from the room, carrying her child across her arms.
Drunk as he was, the brute

staggered

under this tremendous glance and eloquent
rush.

He blundered against the mantel-piece,

and hung his head.
Deborah set her arms akimbo : ' You've
done this once too often,' she said, grimly, and
her eyes glittered at him wickedly.
' Mind your own business,' said he.

* Why

did she run away from me like that ? '
' Because of the chUd, you may be sure.
There, don't let us quarrel.

Will you have

your supper, now you are here ?'
' I don't want my supper; I want my wife.
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You go and fetch her directly.' He was excited, and Deborah, determined to keep the
peace, took his message to Sarah in Lucy's
bedroom.
Sarah was shaking all over, and refused to
come. ' I dare not,' said she. ' I am in such
a state I feel I might say or do something I
should rue afterward, for I love him. Would
to God I had never seen him, but I love him.
Go you and pacify him. I shall sleep here
beside my child.'
Deborah went down, and found Mansell in
the arm-chair, looking spiteful. She told him
Sarah was not well. She could not come dov/n.
' Humbug!' roared James ManseU; ' she is
shamming, I'll go and fetch her down,' and
he bounced up. Deborah whipped before the
door. ' Stand out of my way,' said he, loftily,
and came blundering at her. She pinned him
directly by the collar with both hands, shook
him to and fro as a dog does a rat, then put
both hands suddenly to his breast, made a
grand rush forward with him, and with the
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double power of her loins and her great long
arms, shot him all across the room into the
arm-chair with such an impetus that the chair
went crashing against the wall, and the man in
it head down, feet up.
Mr. Mansell stared dumbfoundered at first.
He thought some supernatural power had disposed of him. He did not allow for suddenness, and was not aware that pulling and
pushing go by weight, and that strapping
Deborah, without an ounce of fat, weighed two
stone more than he did, owing to certain laws
of construction not worth particularising a la
franqaise.
' I never lay my hand on a woman,' said
he, moodily.
'I'm not so nice,' replied Deborah, erect,
with her fists upon her hips. ' I can lay my
hands on a man—for his good. I've had that
much to do afore now, and I never found one
could master me, bar hitting, which I caU that
cowardly.'
Then, as time was up for a change of senti-
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ment—eighty wdiole seconds—she shifted to
friendly advice.
' Jemmy, my man,' said she, ' women are
curious creatures.
times.

They are not themselves at

Our Sally has got the nerves.

She

might fling a knife at you if you tormented her
just now, sobbing over her child.

Take my

advice, now, that is a friend to both of you.
Let her a-be.

If you don't upset her no more

to-night, which I declare you sha'nH, she'll be
as sweet as honey in the morning,'
' She may,' said Mansell, sullenly, ' but I
shall not.

If she lies away from me to-night,

I'll lie away from her a year or more, mind that.'
' Where ?
' No.

In the union ? '

That is as much as to say she keeps

me.'
' And doesn't she ?

Where does the money

come from you spend in drink ? '
' I have got an offer of work.'
' Work ?

It isn't under your skin.'

'Not here, but this is in America.

Such

work as mine is paid out there, and I can
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make my fortune, and not have it flung in my
face I'm living on a woman.'
Deborah did not think this gasconade worth
replying to.

She suggested repose as the best

thing for him after the hard work he had gone
through, lifting mugs and quarterns all the way
from the counter to his teeth.

With much

trouble she got him up the stairs, and took off
his neckcloth and loosened his shirt collar.
Then she retired for a reasonable time, and
when he was in bed came and took away the
candle from him as she would from a child.
He called to her :
' Hear my last word.'
' No such luck,' said she, drily.
' Hold your tongue.'
' If I hold my tongue I shall slobber my
teeth.'
' Can you listen a moment ?
' If I hold my breath.'
' Then mind this.
this, I'll leave her.

If she leaves me like

I won't be taken up and

put down by any woman.'
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' I'll tell her, my man,' said she, to quiet
him; then took away his candle, and went
downstairs to her own room, for she slept on
the kitchen floor. She seized a feather-bed,
lugged it up the stairs, and made up a bed on
the floor for Sarah. ' He is all right,' said she,
and not a word more. Then she went downstairs, and put her red hair in curl-papers—for
she was flirting all round. No. 1 had been dead
six months—and slept like a stone upon a
hard mattrass, not harder than her own healthy
limbs.
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CHAPTER HI.
wonderful restoratives are a good long
sleep and the dawn of day ! They co-operate
so, invigorating the body and fortifying the
mind. They clear away the pain and the forebodings night engenders, and brighten not only
the face of nature, but our individual prospects.
The glorious dawn falling upon our refreshed
eyes and invigorated bodies is like a trumpet
sounding ' Nil desperandum!' Mrs. Mansell
was one of the many whom sleep and dawn reinspired and reconciled to her lot that morning.
She had slept in a pure atmosphere—untarnished by a drunkard's breath. She awoke
with her nerves composed and her heart
strengthened.
WHAT

Her life was to be a battle—that was plain.
But she had forces and an ally. Her forces
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were rare health, strength, prudence, and
sobriety. Her ally was Deborah. She began
the battle this morning brightly and hopefully. She was the first up, and having
dressed herself neatly, as she always did, she
put on a large apron and bib, coarse but
clean, and descended to the parlour. She
called up the spiral staircase—' James!'
No answer.
She went into the shop, and called down
the kitchen stairs. No reply from her sister,
' Lazy-bones,' said she. She struck a light in
the shop, and her eye fell upon a large handbell. She took it up and rang it down the
kitchen stairs. Instantly there was a sort of
yawn of distress. Then she bustled into the
parlour, and rang it up the spiral staircase.
Then she set it down, and took her candle into
the shop, and sorted, and dusted, and counted
the goods, and cleaned the counter.
Presently in sauntered Deborah from the
kitchen, with her hair in curl-papers, and a
chasm in the upper part of her gown, so that
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she seemed half-dislocated; and she adhered
to the wall for support, and sprawled out one
long arm and a hand, which she flattened
against the wall, to hold on by suction sooner
than not at all. 'Here's a [yawn] to-do,' said
she. ' Anybody's [yawn] cat dead ? '
' No, but mine are catchincf no mice. Nobody to light the fire and give my man his
breakfast while I open the shop. Aren't you
ashamed of yourself ? '
' Too sleepy [yawn] to be ashamed of anything !'
' Then wake up and bustle.'
Deborah gave herself a wriggle that set
her long bare arms flying like windmills, and
went to work. The pair soon brightened the
parlour, and then Sarah came into the shop and
opened the door; but the patent shutters outside were heavy and stiff, as she knew, so she
called Deborah.
' You might pull down those heavy shutters
outside for me. You are stronger than I am,
for all you look like a jelly-bag.'
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Deborah drew back in dismay. ' Me go
into the street! I'm not half dressed.'
' Fine shapes don't need fine clothes.
You might catch another husband on the
pavement.'
'I'd rather catch him in church with my
new bonnet.' Then, to escape any more invitations to publish her curl-papers—for that
was where the shoe really pinched—she ran
maliciously into the parlour, screaming up the
corkscrew stairs: ' Here, master! James Mansell, you are wanted !'
' Be quiet,' said Sarah, coloming; ' he is
not your servant. Them that do it for me will
be round directly. It isn't the master's business
to take down the wife's shutters.'
' I think it is, then, if he is a man, for it
is a man's work.'
Deborah spoke this at James Mansell, and
at the top of her voice. The words were hardly
out of her mouth when a man's hands were seen
to pull down the heavy shutters and let in the
light.

so
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'Didn't I tell you ?' said the ready Deborah.
'And

here is one dropped from the sky

express.'
' Why, it is Joseph Finder,' said Mrs. Mansell, drawing back.
' La ! Your old sweetheart!'
' Never!

For shame!

Hold your tongue!'

Deborah grinned with delight, and whipped
into the parlour to hide her curl-papers and
listen.

Sarah went behind the counter and

minded her business.

She made sure Finder

would proceed on his course, as soon as he had
done that act of courtesy.
Instead of that he came slowly and a little
sheepishly in at the doer, and stood at the
counter opposite her.

He was in a complete

suit of white cotton, all but his soft brown hat,
and looked wonderfully neat and clean.
'Good-morning, Mrs. ManseU,' said he,
respectfully.
' Good-morning, Mr. Pinder,' said Mrs.
ManselL

Then—stifily—'Sorry you

take so much trouble.'

should
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Finder looked puzzled, so, woman-like, she
answered his looks.
' I mean to take down my shutters.

I pay

a person express.'
'Oh, I heard somebody say it was a man's
work,'
Sarah explained hurriedly : * Oh, that was
my sister,'
' What, Deborah ?'
' Deborah,' said she, drily, in a way calculated to close the dialogue.
not move.

But Finder did

He fumbled wnth his hat, and at

last said he was not there by accident, but had
come to see her.
' What for ? '

And she opened her eyes

rather wide.
' A little bit of business.'
Sarah coloured, but she said drily, ' What
can I serve you ? '
' Oh, it is not with you;

it is with your

husband.'
' Indeed,'

said she, rather incredulously,

almost suspiciously.
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' Got him a job.'
' That is very good of you, I'm sure,' was
the reply, and now the tone was satirical.
' My husband has plenty of jobs.'
' Well, he used to have; but the shopkeepers here are against him now ; they say he
leaves his work.'
Sarah seized this opportunity to get rid of
Mr. Pinder altogether. ' Did you come here to
run my husband down to me ?' she inquired,
haughtily.
' Am I one of that sort ?' said Pinder,
defiantly. He was beginning to take offence,
as well he might. ' I came to do the man a
good turn, whether I get any thanks for it or
not.'
Sarah coloured and held her peace. He
had taken the right way with her now. But it
was hard for the good-natured fellow to hold
spite, especially against her ; he went naturally
back to his friendly manner, and told her that
the new Rectory w^as being decorated by a
London firm, and their grainer had been taken
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ill, and he (Pinder) had told the foreman he
knew a tiptop grainer, James Mansell, and the
foreman had jumped at him.
'I've made the bargain, Sarah. London
price. It's a thirty-pound job.'
And he
looked proud.
' Thirty pounds ?' exclaimed Sarah.
' Yes; it's a large house, panelled rooms,
and hall and staircase, all to be grained, besides
the doors and shutters, and skirtings. Only
mind, these swell London tradesmen won't
stand—^unpunctuality. Where is he, if you
please ?'
'• Oh, he is at home.'
' Then let me see him directly.'
' You can't just now.'
Deborah, who had listened to every word,
chose this moment to emerge from the parlour.
She had utilised her curl-papers by lighting the
fire with them, and came out very neat in a
charming cap, and curtsied,
' Give him
half an hour, Mr. Finder,' said she, sweetly;
' he is in bed.'
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Finder looked at his watch, and said he
could not wait half an hour—he was due ; but
he wTote a line with his pencil for Mansell
to give to the foreman;

then he put on

his cap and said, jauntily, ' Good-morning,
ladies,'
' Good morning, sir,' said Deborah, graciously.
' And

thank you, Joseph,' said

Sarah,

gently.
' You are very welcome; I suppose you
know that,' said he, as bluntly as he could.
When he was gone, Sarah's artificial indifference disappeared with a vengeance.

She ran

into the parlour, and screamed up the spiral
staircase, ' James! James ! Such good news !
Get up and come down directly!'
' All right,' said a sleepy voice.
Then she turned on Deborah.

' And what

call had you to say he was in bed ? '
' Oh, the truth may be blamed, but it can't
be shamed,' was Deborah's steady reply.
Proverbs being unanswerable, Sarah changed
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the subject. ' And if you haven't got on my
new cap!'
Deborah had no by-word ready to justify
misappropriation of another lady's cap ; so
she took a humble tone, ' La! Sally, I couldn't
help it, he was such a nice young man. You
can't abide him, but tastes they differ. Do you
think he wall come again ? If he does, I really
must set my cap at him.'
' But not mine;' and Sarah, who was in
rare spirits, whipped her cap in a moment off
her sister's head.
' La! you needn't to take my hair and all.'
whined Deborah. ' That's my own, anyway.'
' Then you are not in the fashion,' was the
ready reply. ' Come, Deb, enough chat; this
is a busy morning, and a happy morning to
make us forget last night for ever. Now, dear,
run and make my man his coffee—nice and
strong.'

' I win.'
' And clean his boots for going out.'
'If I must, I must,' said Deborah, with
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She never could see why

w^omen should clean men's boots.
' And air him a shirt.'
' Is that all ?' inquired Deborah, affecting
surprise.
' All at present,' said the mistress, drily.
' What, hasn't he any hose to darn, nor hair
to be cut, nor teeth to be cleaned for him ? *
' You go on, with your cheek,' and she
threatened Deborah merrily with a duster. Her
heart was light.

And now a customer or two

trickled in at intervals.

She served them

promptly and civilly.
Presently she saw her husband
slowly down the spiral staircase.
the parlour to meet him.

coming

She ran into

Not a word about

last night, but welcomed him with smiles
and a long kiss.

' Good news, dear,' said she,

jubilant.
He received her with discouraging languor :
' WeU, what is up ?'
But she Avas not to be disheartened so
easily.

' Why, Jemmy dear! there's a job
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waiting for you at the Rectory, and you are
to have thirty pounds for it.'
' Thirty pounds!

That will be a long job,'

She tossed her head a little at that.
a long job ?

It is not day-work.

'Why

It shouldn't

be a long job if I had it to do, and was as
clever as you are.

Come, here's Deborah with

your coffee and nice hot toast.
breakfast and start.

Eat your

No, don't take it into the

parlour, Deb, to waste more time; set it down
here on the flap. I do love to see him eat.'
Mr. Mansell, thus stimulated, put the coffee
to his lips.

But he set it down untasted, and

said he couldn't.
' Try, dear; 'twill do you good.'
' I can't, Sally; I am very ill; my head
swims so, and my chest is on fire. Oh !' and
Mr. Mansell leaned on the end of the counter
and groaned aloud.
disease that

He made so much of his

Sarah was alarmed, and told

Deborah to run for the doctor.
That

personage

stood

stock-still,

and

as ostentatiously calm as the invalid was
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demonstrative in his sufferings. 'A doctor!
Why, he'd make the man ill.' She folded her
arms and contemplated the victim. ' Hot coppers,' said she. ' He only wants a hair of the
dog that bit him.' This with a composure that
befitted the occasion; but it was not so received. ' How dare you !' cried Sarah.
' Yes, Deb, for mercy's sake,' moaned the
sufferer—' for mercy's sake, a drop of brandy!'
Deborah would have gone for it directly
if she had been mistress, but, as it was, she
consulted her sister by the eye.
Sarah replied to that look w^itli great decision. ' Not if you are any sister of mine. Ay,
that is the way of it—drink to be ill, and then
drink to be well; and once you have begun,
go on till you are ill again, and want a drop to
start you again on the road to beggary and
shame. Drink, drink, drink! in a merry-goround that never halts.' Then, firmly : ' You
drink your coffee without more words, and
then go and work for your daughter like a
man. Come! '
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She held the cup out to him with a fine air
of authority, though her heart was quaking all
the time, and he, being just then in a subdued
condition, took it resignedly, and sipped a little.
Then a customer came in, but Sarah w^as not
to be diverted from her purpose. She ordered
Deborah to stand there and see him drain every
drop. Deborah folded her bare arms and
inspected the process loftily but keenly. He got
through two-thirds of the contents, then showed
her the balance with such a piteous look that
she had compassion, stretched out her long arm
for the cup, sent the contents down her throat
with one gesture, and returned the cup with
another gesture, half regal, half vulgar, all in
two seconds, and James with admirable rapidity
set the cup down empty under Sarah's eye, and
so they abused her confidence.
' Well done,' said she ; ' strong coffee is an
antidote, they say, and work is another. Off
you go to the Rectory, and work till one.
Deborah will have a nice hot dinner ready for
you by then.' She found him his basket and
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his brushes, all cleaned by herself, though he
had left them foul.
At this last trait a gleam of gratitude shot
into his skull. He said: ' Well, you are the
right sort. It is some pleasure to -work for
you.'
' And our chUd,' said she. ' Think of us
both when you think of one. Oh, Jemmy
dear! if you should ever be tempted again, do
but ask yourself whether them that tempt you
to your ruin love you as well as we do.'
' Say no more, Sally ; I'll turn a new leaf
Here, give me'a kiss over the counter.' So
they had a long conjugal embrace over the
counter.
Deborah looked on, and said, in her way,
' Makes my mouth water, being a widder.'
' There,' said James ManseU, turning to go.
'I'll never touch a drop again until I have
chucked that thirty pounds into your lap, my
girl.' With this resolve, he left the shop.
Sarah must come round the corner, and
watch him down the street; then she turned at
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the door, and beamed all over, and her eyes
sparkled. ' God bless him!' she cried. ' There
isn't a better workman, nor a better husband,
nor a better man, in Britain, only keep him
from drink. Now is there ?'
' La! Sarah, how can I tell ? I never saw
him sober six days running; but I have heard
you say he used to be a good husband. And
why not again, if he do but keep his word ? '
' And he will; he is not the man to break
his word, far less his oath. He turns over a
new leaf to-day, and I'm a happy woman once
more.'
' And I'll have his dinner ready to the
moment.'
Deborah dived into the kitchen, and was
heard the next moment working and whistling
tunes of a cheerful character. No blacksmith
or ploughboy could beat this rustic dame at
that.
Mrs. Mansell was soon occupied at the
counter. A cook came in, and bought three
pounds of bacon at Sd. the pound for her
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mistress, and ditto of best Limerick at lid. for
the kitchen—these prices to be reversed in her
housekeeping book.

She also paid the week's

bill, and demanded her perquisite.

Sarah sub-

mitted, and gave her half a crown, or her mistress would have shopped elsewhere under her
influence.

Then came a maid-of-all-work for a

packet of blacklead, seven pounds of soda, two
of sugar, a bar of soap, and some 'connubial'
blacking. Sarah said she was out of that. The
slavey replied, with the usual attention to
grammar : ' Oh yes, you do!

Mrs, White's

servant buys it here.'
' Oh, that's Nubian blacking.'
' Well, and that's what I want; saves a vast
o' trouble.'
Others came, child customers, some only
just uj) to the counter, and many of them mute.
These showed their coppers, and Sarah had to
divine the rest.

But she had a rare eye for

them ; she looked keenly at each mite, and
knew Avhat they wanted by their faces and
their coin.

She ffave one a screw of tobacco
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for father, another a candle with paper wrapp ed
round the middle, another an ounce of car/dy.
But as it drew near one there was a lul^ in
trade, and savoury smells came up from the
kitchen.

The good wife must have a finger in

her husband's dinner.

She locked tho shop

door and ran down to the kitchen fire, and when
it had struck one, and everything was done
to a turn, she ran up again and urklocked the
door and laid a clean cloth in the lit tie parlour,
and had Lucy there very neat, that no attraction
might be wanting to her converted husband and
workman on his return to his w^ell-earned meal.
By-and-by Deborah looked in with cheeks
as red as her hair to say the s/teak would spoil
if not eaten.
' But you mustn't
Sarah, loftily.

let it spoil,' objected

' He won't b>e long now'—then,

wiuh delight—' here he is/ for a man's figure
darkened the door.

'No;

it's only Joseph

Finder.'
Joseph Finder it was, and for once looking
morose.

He had a tin can with a narrowish
/
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neck in his hand, and put it down on the
coupter with some noise, as much as to say,
' This time I am a customer and nothing more.'
Mrs. .ManseU received him as such, went behind
the counter directly, and leaned a little over,
awaiting his orders.
'Half a gallon of turps,' said he, almost
rudely. Mrs. Mansell went meekly and filled
his can from a little tank with a tap.
But Deborah, who never read books,
always read faces. She scanned Finder, and
said, ' You seem put out. Is there anything
the matter ?'
' Plenty,' sa.ld he ; ' more than I like to tell.
But she must know it sooner or later. Serves
me right, anyway., for recommending a
'
He stopped in time, and turned away from
Sarah to Deborah, and said bitterly, ' He never
came to work at all. He fell in with a tempter
in this very street, and got enticed away
directly.'
Sarah raised her K'ands in dismay, and
uttered not a word, but an inarticulate cry of

SINGLEHEART

and DOUBLEFACE.

65

distress, so eloquent of amazement and dismay
that Finder's anger gave way to pity, and he
began all of a sudden to make excuses for the
offender, and lay the blame on Dick Varney, a
dangerous villain with a cajoling tongue, a
pickpocket's fingers, and a heart of stone.

He

turned to Sarah now, and enlarged on this
villain's vices—said he had .been in prison
twice, and it was he who was ruining James
Mansell,
But Sarah interrupted
mind him.

all this: ' Never

Where is my poor husband ? '

' At " The Chequers," my mate says.'
' Give me my shawl and bonnet, Deborah.'
' What to do ? ' inquired Pinder, uneasily.
' To fetch

him away,' was the

dogged

reply.
Then at last the long-hidden truth came out.
' Oh, it will not be the first time I have gone to
a public-house, and stood their jeers and his
drunken anger for an hour or two, and brought
him home at last.

He has sworn at me before

them all, but he never struck me.

Perhaps
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that is to come. I think it will come to-day,
for he was more violent last night than ever I
knew him to be, I don't care, I'll have him
home if I die for it.'
' Not from " The Chequers," you won't.
You don't know the place ; there are bad women
there as well as bad men. Why, it's a boozingken for thieves and their jades. Take a man
away from them !—they would soil your ears
and make your flesh creep, and perhaps mark
your face for ever. You stay beside your
sister. I must go on with it now. I'll strike
work at dinner-time for once in my life, and I'll
bring your man home.'
This melted both the sisters, Sarah most,
who had been so cold to her old lover. ' Oh,
thank you, bless you, Joseph !' she sobbed.
' Don't cry, Sally,' said the honest fellow, in
a broken voice ; * pray don't cry ! I can't bear
to see you cry,' and he almost burst out of the
place for fear he should break down himself, or
say something kinder than he ought. His boy
was w^aiting outside; he sent him in for the
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turps, and ordered him to tell the foreman to
dock his afternoon time, he w^as gone to look
after the grainer.
He Avent doAvn to ' The Chequers,' and got
there just in time to find ManseU quarrelling
Avith three blackguards in the skittle-ground.
Indeed, before he could interfere, one of them
gave the drunken man a severe bloAv on the nose
that made him bleed like a pig. The next moment the aggressor lay flat on his back, felled by
Joe Finder. The other two sparred up, but went
doAvn like nine-pins before that long, muscular
arm, shot out straight from the shoulder.
Then he seized ManseU, and said, ' The villains haA^e hurt you ; come and be cured.'
And so, not giving him time to think, he
half coaxed, half pushed him out of the place,
and got him on the road home.
Meantime Sarah sat sorroAA^ful, and said her
happy day was soon ended, and she Avished her
life Avas ended too. Deborah sat beside her,
and tried to comfort her.
' One good thing,' said she, ' you have got
E2
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a friend now^, Avhen most wanted, and " a friend
in need is a friend indeed." And to think you
had the offer of Joseph Finder, and could go
and take James ManseU !'
Sarah drcAV up: ' And Avould again,' said
she, ' with all his faults. I would not give
him for Joe Pinder, nor any other man.'
'Well, that's a.good job, as you are tied to
him,' remarked Deborah.
' Do you think Joseph Avill bring him home?'
' If any man can. I think ever so much of
that chap.'
'Then don't let the dinner spoil, at all
events.'
Deborah didn't trust herself to speak. She
got up resignedly to attend to the possible
wants of this deserving husband, Sarah divined that it cost her a struggle, and tried to
gild the pill.
' You are a good sister to me,' said she.
' That I am,' said Deborah, frankly. ' But
so are you to me ; and I was always as fond of
you as a cow is of her calf.'
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' And I haven't forgot the print,' said Mrs.
Mansell; ' but you see how I have been put
about.

I mustn't go to my safe even for you,

but there's half a sovereign in the till, and you
shall have it before some fresh trouble comes to
make me forget.'
Deborah's eyes sparkled, but she said it
Avasn't a fit time, ther^ were too many sucking
at her.
' And that is true ; but they can't drain me.
Don't tell a soul; I make a deal of money in
this little shop.

I Avouldn't give my Saturdays

for 5/. apiece.'

Then almost in a whisper :

'I've got 60/. put by in that safe
and the safe fastened to the Avail.

there,

I mustn't

touch that money, 'tis for my darling Lucy.
But there's an odd half-sovereign in the till, and
it is for you.

There are some beauties at

Coverley's, over the Avay.'

Dress, having once

been mentioned, was, of course, the dominant
substantive.

Whilst she was speaking, she

took out her keys and opened the till.

There

was much less silver in it than she expected to
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all over in a moment.
sovereimi.
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There Avas no half-

' Come here! come h e r e ! '

she

screamed ; ' the till has been robbed,'
' La, Sarah,' cried Deborah, ' never!'
'But I say it has; there's not a shilling here
but what I have taken to day.'
' When did you look last ? '
' Yestereen at six, and counted half a sovereign and eighteen shillings in silver. What Avill
become of me now.^—there are thieves about.
Heaven knows how the goods go, but this is
some man's work.'
' Then I wish I had him,' said Deborah,
and she thrust out her great arms and long,
sinewy fingers. The Avords were scarcely out
of her lips, and the formidable fingers still
extended, knuckles dowuAvard, wdien James
Mansell, his shirt and trousers covered with
blood, Avas thrust in at the door by Joseph
Finder: his own Avhite dress had suffered by
the contact.
Both Avomen screamed at sio^ht of him.
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and Sarah cried, ' Oh 1 they have murdered
him.'
Finder said, hastily, ' No, no, he's none the
worse—only a bloody nose.'
' Then he is cheap served,' said Deborah.
'Ay, but let me tell you I came just in
time : there were three of them on to him.'
' Oh,' cried Sarah, ' the cowards !'
Mr. Mansell caught at the Avord ' cowards.'
Cried he, 'Let's go and fight 'em.'
'Not if I know it,' said Finder, stopping
his rush, and holding him like a vice.
' What, are you turned coward and all ?
Look here, he knocked 'em all three doAvn like
nine-pins.'
' Then there let 'em lie,' said this rational
hero.
' I sha'n't,' said the irrational one. ' I'll go
and just kick 'em up again, and then
'
But the next process was not revealed, because in illustrating the first Mr. Mansell sat
down on the floor Avith a heavy bump, and had
to be picked up by Finder and lectured.
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' W h a t you AA^ant just noAv is not more

fighting,

but a wash, and then a sleep.'
Sarah proposed an a m e n d m e n t : ' W h a t he
wants most, Mr. Finder, is a heart and a conscience,'
' Is that all ? ' said the impenitent.
Deborah giggled.

But Mr, Mansell had

better have kept his h u m o u r for a less serious
situation.

The

much-enduring

Avife

turned

upon him the moment he s p o k e :
' After all you promised and swore to me
this day.

Good Avork and good money brought

to your hand by one Ave had no claim on, either
you or I, a good home to come to, a good
dinner cooked Avith loving hands, and a good
wife and daughter that counted the minutes till
they could see you eating it.
made of?

W h a t are you

You are neither a husband, nor a

father, nor a man.'
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CHAPTER IV.
'

your tongue !' roared the culprit.
But her blood was fairly up, and instead of
flinching from him, she came at him like a
lioness.
' No : I have held my tongue long enough
and screened your faults, and hid my trouble
from the world. What right have such men as
you to marry and get children that they hate
and would beggar if they could, as Avell as their
miserable wives ? ' She put her hand suddenly
to her forehead as a keen pain shot through it.
' He will drive me wild. If you are a sister of
mine, take him out of my sight.' She stamped
her foot on the ground, and her eyes flashed :
' D'ye hear ? Take him out of my sight before
my heart bursts niy bosom, and I curse the
hour I ever saw him.'
HOLD
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Deborah had bundled him into the parlour
before this climax came, and she now got him
out of sight altogether, saying, ' Come, Jemmy!
" A wise man never faces an angry Avoinan."'
As for Sarah, she sank down upon a seat,
languid and limp; and after the thunder the
rain.
Finder, Avith instinctive good-breeding, had
turned to go.

But now he couldn't.

The

woman he had always loved, and who had
given him so much pain, sat quietly weeping,
as one who could no longer struggle.

He

looked at her, and, to use the expressive words
of Scripture, his bowels yearned over her.

He

did not know what he could say to do her
any good, yet he couldn't go w^ithout trying.
He said, gently, ' Don't despair; Avhile there's
life there's hope.'
She shook her head sadly, and said, gently,
' There's none for me now,'
' Oh, yes ; if that Varney could be got out
of the Avay, he would listen to reason.
the wicked one ; your man is only weak.'

He is
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' Where's the odds if they do the same
thing ?

But it is very good of you to make

excuses for him.'
She then took out a AAdiite pocket-handkerchief and meekly dried her eyes; then she
stood up and said, in a grave, thoughtful Avay
—which he recognised as her old manner—' Let me look at you.'
She took a step toward him, but he did
not move toward her.

On the contrary, he

stood there and fidgeted, and AAdien she looked
full at him he hung doAvn his head a little.
' Nay, look at me,' said she ; ' you have
done naught to be ashamed of.'
Being so challenged, he did look at her,
but not so full as she did at him.

It was a

peculiarity of this w^oman that she could gaze
into a man's face without either seemina; bold
or feeling ashamed.

She never took her eye

off Finder's face during the Avhole dialogue
Avhich follows.

Said she, sloAvly and thought-

fully, and her eye perusing him all the time :
' You must be a very good young man.

Y^ears
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ago you courted me honourably, and I was
barely civil to you.'
Finder said, gently, ' You never deceived
me.'
' No, but I never valued you. Now that
I am older, I have noticed that for a woman
to refuse a man makes him as bitter as gall.
Dear heart! do but wound his vanity, and his
love, such as 'tis, turns to spite directly; but
instead of that you have always spoken respectful of me, for it has come round to my
ears; and you have held aloof from me, and
that Avas Avise and proper, till you saw I was
in trouble, and then you came to me to do me
a good turn in the right way through my
unfortunate husband. You are one of a thousand, and may God reward you !'
By this time Finder's eyes had gradually
sunk to the ground before the calm gaze and
the intelligent praise of one Avho was still very
dear to him.
' Have you done ? ' said he, drily, inspecting the floor.
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' Yes,' said she ; ' I have thought my thought
and said my say.'
' Well, then, I should like to tell you something.

It makes a man better to love a good

AA'oman, even if he can't Avin her and Avear her.
I studied you Avhen you were a maid, and it
set me against a many vulgar vices. I have had
my eye on you since you were a Avife, and that
has made me respect you still more, and respect
virtue.

You have a dangerous enemy in that

Dick Varney.

Against him you want a friend.

I seem to feel somehow as if I was called upon
to be that friend, and I do a.ssure you, Sarah,
that I am not so unreasonable as I was when the
disappointment Avas fresh.

I should have been

doAvnright happy to-day if things had gone to
your mind.

After all, the day isn't over yet,

and I've struck work.

Is there nothing I can

do Drink and Dick Varney can't spoil, confound
them ?'
Thus urged, and being beset with troubles,
and feeling already the rare comfort and support
of a male friend, she confessed she had another
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trouble—a small one comparatively, but not a
siiiaU one on the top of the others.
being robbed.

She Avas

She told him all about it, and

Avith a Avoi'kman's quickness he asked to see the
lock of the till.
He examined this closely, and detected at
once, by abrasions in the metal, that it had
been opened Avith a picklock, not a key.

He

told her so, and she said she Avas none the
Aviser.
' I am, though,' said he.

' It shows that

nobody in the house has done it.
fessional.

It's pro-

I should not Avonder if this was

Varney and all.

Why, he's an old hand at

this game, and has been in trouble for no
other thing.

Does he ever come into your

shop ? '
' He may.

I don't know^ him by sight.'

Finder reflected.

' James Mansell tells him

everything, you may be sure, and it's just like
the scoundrel to steal in here and rob the Avife
at home, and ruin the husband abroad.'
Then he thought

again, and

presently
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slapped his thigh Avith satisfaction, for he
thought he saw a way to turn all this to
profit.
' If we can only catch that Varney, and
give him five years' penal—it won't be less,
being an old offender—Mansell Avill lose his
tempter, and then he'll listen to you and me,
strike drink, go in for Avork, and be a much
happier man, and you a happy woman.'
' Oh, these are comforting Avords!' said
poor Sarah. 'But how am I to catch the
vUlain ?'
' Others m.ust do that. You go to the
police station, see the Superintendent, and
make your complaint. I'll come after you,
and talk to Mr. Steele, the detective; he is
a friend of mine, and will soon know all about
it. A drunken thief is as leaky as the rest.
But you must keep your OAvn counsel; your
sister has a good heart, but she is a chatterbox,
and out every cA^ening in half a dozen houses.
I don't like to gQ with you because of the
blood on my clothes; but if you Avill start at
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once, I will change my coat and join you at
the station, and bring you back.'
Sarah carried out these instructions with
her usual fidelity. She ascertained that her husband was lying fast asleep upon the bed; she
put on her shaAvl and bonnet, confided Lucy
and the shop to Deborah, and Avhen the latter
asked where she was going, said, drily, ' There
and back.'

With that she vanished.

' There, IIOAV,' said Deborah, ' I OAve that to
you, Mr. Finder.'
' HoAV so ? '
' When they have got a nice young man to
tell their minds to, they don't Avaste words on a
sister.'
' Well, you needn't grudge me,' said he.
' It's five years since she spoke a Avord to me.'
So then he retired in his turn, and Deborah
had only the customers and little Lucy to talk
to.
The customers of this little shop, accustomed
to the grave, modest Sarah, must have been a
little surprised at the humours of her substitute.
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The first to be astonished was a gamekeeper. He came in, spruce in velveteen
jacket and leathern gaiters, from the country.
He stared at Deborah, none the less that she
happened just then to be whistling a poacher's
song.
' Why, where's the mistress ? ' said he.
' Gone after the master.'
' And where's the master ? '
' Gone before the mistress.'
' I Avant a pound o' powder.'
' Well, money will buy it. What powder?
Emery-powder, putty-powder, violet-powder ? '
' No, gunpowder, to be sure.'
Deborah recoiled : ' I Avouldn't touch it for
a pension,'
The gamekeeper laughed. ' Well,' said he,
' you are a pretty shopwoman.'
' Oh, sir,' said Deborah, coquettishly, 'and
I'm sure you are a beautiful gamekeeper.'
He took a considerable time to comprehend
this retort; Avhen he had mastered the difficulty, he said, ' Well, let us trade. You'll
G
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Powder isn't loose ; it's in a

canister.'
' Oh,' said Deborah, 'you seem to knoAV all
about it.

Where does she keep it ?'

' Why, there 'tis, right under your nose.'
' Well, I can't see with my nose, can I ?'
She took it and put it rather gingerly on
the counter.

'Now before it goes off and

sends us all to Heaven or Somewhere, what is
the price of it, if you please.'
' Oh, the seller sets the price,' said he.
' All rifjht,' said she.

' Ten shillino;s ! See

what a lot you can kill with it.'
' The mistress always makes it half a
crowm.'
' Ay,' said Deborah, ' she is a hard Avoman.
You give me a shilling, and I'll only charge you
eighteenpence.'
While he Avas counting out the money, a
keen whistle was heard.

Deborah's quick ears

caught it directly : ' Is that for you ? ' said
she.
' No ; more Ukely for you.*
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" Whistle and I'll come to

you, my lad,"' said she, directing the invitation
out into the street.
' I'd step out and whistle if I thought that,'
said the gamekeeper, showing his whistle.
'ShaUItry?'
' Why not ?
It's a man's part to try,
And a woman's to deny,
And now you'd better fly,

for here comes our family sponge.

Well, he

does shake off liquor quick, I must say that for
him.'
James ManseU came through the parlour,
clean washed and very neatly dressed.
' Mrs. Smart,' said he, civilly.
' Mr. Mansell, I hope I see you Avell, sir.
It's you for quick recoveries.

Bloody noses is

good for the brain, apparently,'

suggested

Deborah, ' likewise a little repose after the
fatigue of drinking and fighting.
' I did take forty w^inks.'
' Well, sir, and now you are fortified, what's
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the next order ? Another cup of coffee, Avarranted to contain a httle chicory, and a deal of
buUock's liver, acorns, burned rags, and
muck ?'
' No; after this last experience I've forsworn all liquids except juicy meat and rotten
potatoes. And I should feel greatly obliged if
you Avould prepare me a nice hot steak, and fry
me some onions nice and brown, as you alone
can fry them.'
' It is the least any woman can do for such a
ciA^l-spoken gentleman,' said Deborah, and she
dived at once into her kitchen, telling him to
mind the shop. She little thought that his
great object was to get rid of her.
He watched her out, and then Avent to the
shop-door and looked out. It Avas Varney's
whistle that had draAvn him, and that Avorthy
was waiting, and upon ManseU's invitation came
cautiously in. Never was thief more plainly
marked on a human being. His little, lank,
wriggling body reminded one of a weasel, and
his eyebrows seemed to spring from his temples
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and meet on the bridge of his nose. The eyes
thus framed could not keep still a moment.
They were like a hare's ears, in constant alarm,
BetAveen this man and Mansell an eager dialogue
took place, rapid and low, which nobody heard
but themselves. But anyone who saw the
speakers would feel sure those two A\^ere plotting some vile thing.
Something or other was definitely settled,
even in that short time, and then Varney, who
was ill at ease in that place, invited Mansell to
turn out at once.
Mansell objected that he was famished, and
dinner was being prepared.
' No, no,' said the other; ' I won't stay
here. You follow me to Buck's dining-room;
and mind, no more liquor for me to-day. It
will be a ticklish job,'
He wriggled away, and Mansell took his
hat, and called doAvn the kitchen stairs : ' Mrs,
Smart—Deborah—please come up here, and
attend to the shop. I'm wanted for a job.'
Deborah raised no objection, but she
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resolved on the spot that the steak she had twice
prepared for a fool should noAV be eaten by a
rational being, and to make quite sure of this
she would eat it herself

So she put a little

cloth on a tray, with the steak and two pota
toes, and ran up with it all, and put this
savoury supper on the flap, and had just made
her first incision, when in came one of the little
mites I have referred to, inteUigible to Sarah
alone.
penny.

The mite rapped the counter with a
Deborah left her steak and faced

him:
' What can I serve you, sir ?'
The mite hammered the counter with his
copper.
' Oh, yes,' said Deborah,' I see Avhat I am
to have out of you ; but what are you to have
for all that money ?'
child :

Then she leaned over the

' Is it baccy ?

Is it soap ?

It should

be soap if I was your mother, you little pig.
You w^on't tell me, eh?

It's a dead secret.

Let's try another way!'

And she put down

the likeliest articles one after another.

' There,
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a penn'orth 0' baccy for father ; a penn'orth o'
soap; a penn'orth o' lollipops.' The child
grabbed the lollipops in a moment and left the
copper, and Deborah dashed back to her steak,
muttering, ' Sally would have known Avhat he
wanted by the colour of his hair.'
There was a run on the shop. For every
three mouthfuls of steak, a penny customer.
Deborah despatched them hoAV she could, then
dashed back to her steak—in vain : it w^as an
endless va et vient. The last Avas a sturdy little
boy Avho came and banged doAvn a penny, and
in a Avonderful bass voice for his size cried,
' Bull's-eyes.' Deborah, in imitation of his style,
banged down a ready pennyAVorth of bull's-eyes,
then banged the penny into an iron-basin, then
dashed back and hacked aAvay at her steak.
' Oh dear!' said she, ' I wish a shiUing Avould
come in and then a lull, instead of this continual
torrent of fiery, untamed farthing pieces.' She
hadn't half finished her steak when Mrs. Mansell and Finder came home.
' How is he now ? ' Avas Sarah's first word.
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' Sober as a judge, and gone out for a job ;
and if it is all the same to everybody, I ask
just ten minutes' peace to eat my supper,' Then
Deborah caught up the tray and fled into the
kitchen.
She had not gone long Avhen a detective in
plain clothes looked in, and said in a low voice
there Avas ncAvs. A female detective had been
put on to Varney Avith rare success: she had
listened in the bar of an eating-house, and had
picked up the whole story—the kitchen Avas
deserted every night; the servant Avas out
gallivanting ; Varney had come in through the
kitchen and robbed the till, and to-night he
Avas going to rob the safe or something.
' Now,' said Steele, ' get my men in without
the servant knowing, and then send her out, and
we shall nab the bloke to a certainty.'
Finder acquiesced, but Sarah began to exhibit weakness. ' Oh dear!' said she, ' thieves
and police, and perhaps pistols !'
Steele whispered to Finder, ' Get her out of
the way, or she'll spill the treacle.' Finder
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persuaded her to go into James's room Avith the
child until they should send for her. She consented very readily. Then Steele let in a policeman, and hid him behind a screen in the
parlour. Two more were hidden in an empty
house opposite, watching every move. Then
Finder put up the shutters and darkened the
shop. Now the question was how to get
Deborah out of the house. Finder had to go
and ask Sarah if she could manage that. ' In
a minute,' said she. She came down, and went
into the kitchen with ten shillings, and told
Deborah she should have her print gown in
spite of them all. Then Deborah was keen to
get out before the shops closed, and in due
course the confederates heard her go out and
bang; the kitchen door.
Now there was no saying positively Avhether
Varney was on the watch or not; and if he was,
he might make his attempt in a fcAV minutes, or
Avait an hour or two. And as he Avas an old
hand, he Avould probably look all round the
house to see if there was danger. Every light
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had to be put out and the shutters draAvn, and
the screen carefully placed.
They closed the parlour-door, and hid in the
parlour.
' But how is my man to get in ? ' Sarah
whispered.
One of the black, undistinguishable figures
replied to her, ' Easy enough, only I hope he
Avon't come this tAVO hours ; he Avould spoil
aU.'
' Not come to his supper!

Then that AVUI

be a sign he is not sober. I'm all of a tremble.'
' Hush!'
' What—thieves ?'
' No ; but pray don't talk.
like a cat, you may be sure.

He'll come in
Hark !'

'What is i t ? '
' The kitchen-window,' Avhispered Steele.
NoAv Sarah was -silent, but panted audibly
in the darkness.
By-and-by a step was heard on the stairs.
Then sUence—another creaking step.
watchers huddled behind the screen.

The
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What now took place they could only
divine in part.
But I will describe it from the other side of
the parlour-door.
A man opened the kitchen-door softly, and
stepped in lightly and noiselessly as a cat.
He had a dark lantern, and flashed it one
half-moment to show him the place. In that
moment was revealed a face with a very small
black mask. Small as it was, it effectually
disguised the man, and made his eyes look
terrible with the excitement of crime. He
opened the parlour-door, flashed his light in for
a moment, then closed the door. That was a
trying moment to the watchers. They feared
he Avould examine the room.
Then the man stepped softly to the kitchendoor, opened it, and Avhispered, ' Coast clear;
come on!' Another man came in on tiptoe.
The first coiner handed him the light,
' No,' whispered the other, ' you hold the
light. Give me the key.'
Then the first comer opened the bull's-eye
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direct on the safe, and gave the second man a
bright new key, evidently forged for this job.
The safe Avas opened by the second man. He
looked, and uttered an ejaculation of surprise.
Then he plunged his hands in, and there Avas
a musical clatter that was heard and understood in the next room, and the Avatchers stole
out softly.
' Here's a haul!' cried the man. ' Come
and reckon 'em on the counter. Why, there's
more than fifty, I know.' He put them doAvn
in a heap on the counter, and instantly the
parlour-door opened, and a powerful bull'seye shot its light upon the glittering coin.
The man stood dumbfoundered. The other,
Avith a yell, dashed at the kitchen-door, tore it
open, and received the fire of another bull'seye from the foot of the stairs. He staggered
back, and in a moment Avas at the shop-door,
and opened it; the key was in it, that James
might be admitted if he came. Another bull'seye met him there, held by a policeman,
Avho stepped in, and bade his mate remain
outside.
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The shop was now well lighted Avith all
these vivid gleams concentrated on the stolen
gold, and every noAV and then playing upon the
masked faces and ghastly cheeks and glittering
eyes of the burglars.
Steele surveyed his trapped vermin grimly
for a moment or tAvo. He felt escape Avas impossible :
' NoAv, Dick Varney,' said he, ' you are
wanted. Handcuff him.' The smaller figure
made no resistance. ' Now who's your pal ?
Don't know him by his cut. Come, my man,
off with that mask, and show us your ugly mug.'
He was going to help him off Avith it; but the
man caught up a knife that Deborah had left on
the counter.'' Touch me if you dare!'
' Oh, that's the game, is it ?' said Steele,
sternly. ' Draw staves, men. Now don't you
try that game with me, my bloke. Fling down
that knife, and respect the law, or you'll lie on
that floor with your skull split open,' The man
flung the knife down savagely. ' And now Avho
are you ?'
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The man tore his mask off with a snarl of
rage:
* I'M THE MASTER OF THE HOUSE I '

He rang these words out like a trumpet.

A

faint moan was heard in the parlour.
' Gammon !' said Steele, contemptuously.
' Ask Dick Varney, ask Joe Finder there,'
said the man.

'Ask anybody.'

'Ask nobody but me,' said the miserable
wife, coming suddenly forward.

' He is my

husband, sir, and God help me ! '
' D'ye hear ?' cried the raging villain, mortified to the core, yet exultant in his revenge :
' This house is mine—this shop is mine—that
woman is mine—and this money is mine!

He

clutched the gold, and put it insolently into his
breeches pockets.

' Take your hand off that

man, Bobby.'
' Not likely,' said Steele.

' A thief caught

in the act.'
' A thief!

Why, he is my servant, doing

my business, under my orders—one of my
servants.

My wife there—she's my servant in
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law—collared my money and hid it away ; I
ordered another of my servants to open the safe
and get me back my own.

He's here by my

authority.'
' Why Avere you in masks, my bold blackguard ? ' asked Steele.
' Oh, pray don't anger him, sir,' said poor
Sarah.

' Yes, James, you are the master.

was all a mistake ; Ave had no idea

It

Oh !'

She tottered, and put her hand to her brow.
Steele helped her to a chair.

So small an

incident did not interrupt her master's eloquence.

' Respect the law, says you ?

Pretty

limbs of the law you are, that don't know the
law of husband and wife.'
Long before this Steele had seen plainly
enough that he was in the wrong box.

' We

know the law well enough,' said he, dejectedly.
law.

' It's a little one-sided, but it's the

Come, men, loose that vagabond,'

' H e shall bring an action for false imprisonment.'
' No, he won't.'
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He has got the laAv on his

side.'
' And Ave have got his little mask, and
his little antecedents, on ours.'
Varney whipped out of the place, and at
the same time Deborah opened the kitchendoor and stood aghast.
' Come, men,' said Steele, ' clear out; we
are only making mischief between man and
AA^fe, and she'll be the sufferer, poor thing.'
' No,' said James Mansell, authoritatively.
' I'm the master, and since you have heard one
story, I'll trouble you to stay and hear the
other.

I'm the one that is being robbed—of

my money, and my Avife's affections, and my
good name.'
' Oh, James !' gasped Sarah, ' pray don't
say so.

Don't think so for a moment.'

He ignored her entirely; never looked at
her ; but Avent on to the detective : ' My Avife
here hid my money aAvay from me,'
' To pay my master's rent, and make his
child a lady,' put in Sarah.
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'And now she and her old SAveetheart
there' Sweetheart! I never had but thee.'
' They have put the mark of a thief on me
in this town. So be it. I leave it for ever.
I'm off to America.'
He marched to the street door, then turned
to shoot his last dart: ' With my money'—and
he slapped his pockets—' and m.y liberty'—and
he waved his hat.
' But I'll have your life,' hissed Pinder, and
strode at him, with murder in his eyes.
But^arah Mansell, Avho sat there crushed,
and seemed scarcely sensible, bounded to her
feet in a moment, and seized Pinder with
incredible vigour.
' Touch him if you dare !' cried she.
And Avould you beheve it, mates, she had
no sooner stopped him effectually than she
turned Aveaker than ever, and sank all limp
against the man she had seized with a clutch
of steel ? Then he had nothing to do but support her faint head against his manly breast,
n
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and so, arrested by woman's vigour, Avhich is
strong for a moment, and conquered by woman's
weakness, which is invincible, he half led, half
lifted her tenderly back to her seat. This defence of her insulter was the last feat that day
of unconquerable love.
The policemen went out softly, and cast
looks of manly pity behind them.
Soon after the stunning blow came the
agony of an outraged, deserted, and still loving
wife. * But Deborah rushed in with Lucy in
her arms, and forced the mother to embrace
her child, then wreathed her long arms round
them both, and they sobbed together. Honest
Joe Finder set his face to the wall, but there
his concealment ended; he blubbered aloud
with all his heart.
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CHAPTER V.
THE first burst of distress Avas followed by the
torment of suspense : for several days, at Sarah's
request, the friendly police watched the steamboats, to give her an opportunity of appeasing
her burglar; and all this time her eye was
always on the street by day, her ear ever on the
watch for the music of the blackguard's step.
She kept hoping something from paternal affection : why should he abandon Lucy ?

She had

never offended him.
But in time proof was brought her that he
had actually levanted in a sailing vessel bound
for New York.
I do not practise vivisection, and Avill not
detail all the sufferings of an insulted and deserted wife—sufferings all the more keen that
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she was a Avoman of great spirit and rare merit,
and admired for her looks and her qualities by
everybody except her husband.

Public sym-

pathy Avas offered her: a Liverpool journal
got the incident from the police, and dealt with
it in a paragraph headed
EVERY MAN HIS OWN BURGLAR.
The Avriter of paragraphs, after the manner
of his class, seasoned the dish from his OAvn
spice box.

A revolver Avas levelled at the auto-

burglar by the Avife's friend; but the wife disarmed him, a circumstance the writer deplored,
and hoped that, should ' sponsa-burglary' recur,
even conjugal affection would respect the interests of society, and let the bullet take

its

course.
Finder read out this paragraph, or paraphrase, and translated the last sentence into
the vulgar tongue.
it.

Then Deborah rcA^elled in

Sarah Avas horrified at the exposure, and

indignant at a journal presuming to meddle
with conjugalia.

To hear her, one would infer
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that if a blackguard should murder his wife, it
ought to be hushed up, all matters betw^een
husband and wife, good or bad, being secret
and sacred, and all indictments thereon founded
obtrusive, impertinent, and indelicate.
A great sorroAV has often compensations
that' do the heart no good at the moment;
but time reveals their importance, and that
they would have been comforters at the time,
could the sufferers have foreseen what was coming.

This observation is not necessarily con-

nected Avith trust in Providence ; yet the good,
Avho suffer, should consider man's inability to
foresee the events of a single day, and also
that they are in the hands of One before
Whom what Ave call the future lies flat like
a map along with the past and the present.
Even iny own brief experience of human life
has shoAvn me the truth and value of these lines,
so comforting to just men and AVomen :
With steady mind thy course of dnty r u n :
God never does, nor suffers to be done,
Aught but thyself wouldst do, couldst thou foreseeThe end of all events so well as He,
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This story is not Avritten to support that or
any other theory; but as all its curious incidents
lie before me, I cannot help being struck Avith
the numerous conversions of evil into unexpected
good which it reveals.
The immediate examples are these. In the
first place, before this great and enduring grief
fell on Sarah Mansell, Mr. Joseph Pinder had a
natural but narrow-minded contempt for Mrs.
Deborah Smart. He saw a six months' widow
husband-hunting Avithout disguise. To put it in
his own somcAvhat rough but racy language, she
raked the town every night for No. 2. But when
lasting grief fell upon Sarah, he saw this imperfect AvidoAV resign her matrimonial excursions
night after night, and exhaust her ingenuity to
comfort her sister. Sometimes it w^as rough
comfort, sometimes it Avas the indirect comfort
of kindness and attention, but sometimes it Avas
a tender sympathy he had never expected from
so rough and ready a rustic. Thereupon Pinder
and Deborah became friends, and as Sarah was
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grateful, though sad, this Avove a threefold cord
—a very strong one.
The second good result was one that even
the mourning w^ife appreciated, because she was
a mother, and looked to the future.
Seeing her deserted and in need of help,
Joseph Pinder became her servant, and yet her
associate. For a fair salary he threw himself
into the business, and very soon improved and
enlarged it. Tinned meats, soups, and fruits
were just then fighting for entrance into the
stomach of the prejudiced Briton. Joseph prevailed on the sisters to taste these, and select the
good ones. They very soon found that amongst
the trash there were some comestible treasures,
such as the Boston baked beans, Australian beef
briskets, and an American ox-tail soup ; also, the
pears of one firm in Delaware, and the peaches
of another.
Finder, Avho, like many workmen, was an
ingenious felloAV, had invested his savings in a
type-writer, and he printed short notices, and
inundated inns and private kitchens with the
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praises of the above articles, and personally invited many cooks and small housekeepers to the
use of his cheap American soup for gravies.
' Where,' said he, ' is the sense of your boiling
doAvn leg of beef for gravies and stews and
things ? Here are six rich stews, or hashes, for
10c?,, and no trouble but to take it out of a can.'
One day Sarah showed him, with sorrowful
pride, James ManseU's 'panels,' as he called
them. That personage, before he took to drink,
Avas an enthusiast in his art, and he had produced
about fifteen specimens on thin panels tAvo feet
square. They Avere really magnificent. Joseph
cleaned and varnished them ; then caught a
moderate grainer, and made him study them ;
then put one or tAvo of them in a Avindow,
Avith a notice: ' Graining done in first-rate
style by a pupil of James ManseU.' The trade
soon heard, and gave the young man a trial.
He was not up to the mark of his predecessor,
but, thanks to the models, and Pinder overlooking his Avork, he was accepted by degrees,
and so Mrs. Mansell drove her husband's trade
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Money floAved in by

tAVO channels, and did not flow out for ' drink,'
Finder's salary Avas not one-tenth part of the

increase his zeal and management brought into
the safe, and now there was no drunkard and
auto-burglar to drain the Avife's purse and tap
the tiU.
In the three years Avhose incidents I have
decided not to particularise, and so be triA^oluminous, not luminous, the deserted Avife had
purchased the little shop and premises in Green
Street, and had 400/. in the bank, Pinder having
declared the London and County Bank to be
safer than a safe.
Lucy Mansell was now over seven, and a
precocious girl, partly by nature (for she came
of a clever father and a thoughtful mother), but
partly by living not Avith children, but with
grown-up people. As she inherited her mother's
attention, and was a born mimic, she seemed to
strangers cleverer than she Avas. The sprightliness of Aunt Deborah naturally attracted this
young person, and of course she admired Avhat
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at any young ladies' school she would have
been expressly invited to avoid—the by-words
and blunt idioms that garnished Mrs. Smart's
discourse.
Now, having

faithfully, though briefly,

chronicled the small beer, I come to the events
of an exciting day.
Sarah sat at the counter, sewing, and ready
to serve customers.

Lucy sat at her knee,

sewing, and ready to run for whatever might
be Avanted. Deborah came up from the kitchen
Avith a rump-steak and some kidneys in her
market basket, and thrust them under her
sister's nose.

Deborah was a connoisseur of

raw meat, luckily for the establishment, and
admired it Avhen good,

Sarah did not admire

it at the best of times, so she said, ' I'll take
your word.'
' Do but feel it,' persisted Deborah.

There-

upon Sarah averted her head.
Deborah warmed.
table.

' Wait till you see it at

I am going to make you a steak-and-

kidney pudding.'
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' Oh, be joyful!' cried Lucy, and clapped
her hands.
' Come, there's sense in the family,' remarked
Deborah; ' and if your mother doesn't enjoy it,
I give warning at the table—that's all.'
' I'll try, sister,' said Sarah, sweetly.

' But

you knoAV an empty chair at the head of the
table is a poor invitation to eat, and the stomach
is soon satisfied Avhen the heart is sad.'
' That is true, my poor Sal; but, dear heart,
is there never to be an end of fretting for a
man that left you like that, and has never sent
you a line ?'
' That is my grief
' Not he.

I am afraid he is dead.'

He has got plenty more mischief

to do first. NoAv I'm afraid you'll hate me, but
I can't help it.

" The truth may be blamed,

but it can't be shamed."

'TAvas the luckiest

thing ever happened to any good woman Avhen
he left you, and you got a good servant instead
of a bad master.'
' If I only knew that he was alive!' persisted Sarah, absorbed in her one idea.
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Deborah's patience Avent, and she let out
her real mind.

She had kept it to herself

about eighteen months, so now it came out
AA^ith a rush.

She set her arms akimbo—an

attitude she very seldom adopted in reasoning
Avith Sarah. ' If so be as you are tired of peace
and comfort, and money in both pockets, you
put it in the ncAvspapers as you have bought
these premises, and got 400/. in the bank,
and

you mark my words, Jemmy ManseU

will turn up in a month; but 'tis for your
money he will come, not for you nor your
child.'
This home-thrust produced a greater effect
on Sarah than Deborah expected ; for as a rule
Sarah merely defended her husband through
thick and thin;

but noAV she Avas greatly

agitated, and when Deborah came to that galling conclusion, she drcAV herself up to her full
height, and said sternly, ' If I thought that, I'd
tear him from my heart, though I tore the
heart out of my body.

Perhaps you think

because I'm single-hearted and loving, that I
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You don't know me, then.

When I do turn, I turn to stone.'
As she said this, her features

became

singularly rigid, and almost cruel, and as a
great pallor overspread them at the same time,
she really seemed to turn to marble, and the
gentle Sarah Avas scarcely recognisable.

Even

Deborah, who had known her all her life, stared
at her, and suspected she had not yet got to the
bottom of her character.

Lucy gave the con-

versation a lipjhter turn—she thou2:ht all this
was much ado about nothing.

' Don't you fret

any more, mamma,' said she.

' If papa Avon't

come home, you marry Uncle Joe.'
Mrs. ManseU remonstrated: ' Lucy dear, for
shame.'
' No shame, no sin ;
No copper, no tin,'

said Lucy.

' Marry him bang!

Here he is.'

' Hush!' and Sarah reddened like fire.
Pinder opened the shop door, and came
briskly in for business. ' Good-morning, Sarah ;
morning, Deborah; morning, little Beauty.
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Made a good collection this time.

Please

open your ledger and begin alphabetical.
Bennett, the UCAV hotel, 3/. 13.s. 6<:/.
the money.'

B—

There's

Sarah Avrote the payment off

Bennett in the ledger.

Finder went on putting

each payment on the counter in a separate
paper.

' Church, 11. 5s.; Mr. Drake, 71. ds.'

' That's a he-duck,' suggested Lucy.
' You're another, alloAving for sex,' retorted
Finder.

' And now we jump

to M—Mr

Mayor.'
' That

is a she-horse,' remarked

always willing to impart information.

Lucy,
Finder

denied that, and said it Avas the great civic
authority of the town, and in proof produced
his Worship's cheque for 17/. 4iS. And now
what's the news here ? ' he enquired.
' I'll tell you,' said miss, with an obliging
air.

' Mamma and Aunt Deb have just had a

shindy.'
' O h , fie!' cried Deborah.

' It's you for

picking up expressions.'
' Then why do you let them fall ?' said the
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mother. ' It's you she copies. We only
differed in opinion.'
'And baAvled at one another,' suggested
Lucy.
Deborah exclaimed, ' Oh, for shame, to say
that!'
Says this terrible child: ' " The truth may
be blamed, but it can't be shamed." You know
you did.'
' It sounds awful,' said Pinder, drily. ' Let
us make 'em friends again. What is the roAv?'
and Mr, Finder grinned incredulous.
' Well,' explained Lucy, in spite of a furtive
signal from her mother, 'mamma fretted because papa does not write ; then she '—(pointing at Deborah, malgre the rules of good
breeding)—' quarrelled her for fretting, and she
said, "You put it in the papers hoAv rich you
are, and he'll turn up directly." Then mamma
bounced up and gave it her hot'—(Sarah
scandalised, Deborah amused)—' and then it
ended with mamma crying. Everything ends
with poor mamma crying,' Then Lucy flung
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her arms round her mother's neck, and Finder
suggested, ' Little angel,'
Sarah kissed her child tenderly, and said,
' No—no quarrel.

And do but give me proof

that he is alive, and I'll never shed another tear.'
' Is that a bargain ?' asked Pinder, quietly.
' That it is.'
' Just give me your hand upon it then.'
She gave him her hand and looked eagerly in
his face.
He walked out ot the shop directly, assailed by a fire of questions, to none of which
he replied.

The truth is he could not at

present promise anything.

But he knew this

much ; that Dick Varney had gone out to New
York three months ago, and had been seen at
a public-house in the neighbourhood of Green
Street that very day.

Finder got it into his

head that Varney would most likely know
whether Mansell was alive or dead.
some difficulty he found Varney.

With

That worthy

was dilapidated, so he was induced by the
promise of a sovereign to come and tell Mrs.
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ManseU all he knew about her husband.

The

sly Varney objected to tell Finder until he had
fingered the money, and asked for an advance.
This the wary Pinder declined peremptorily,
but showed him the coin.
Thus distrusting each other, they settled to
go to Green Street.

But Avhen he got to the

door, Varney remembered the scene of the
burglary, and the woman's distress; he took
fright and wanted to go back,
' No, no,' said Pinder; ' I'll bear the blame
of this visit,' and almost forced him in.
The family was still all in a flutter, and
Deborah bearing her sister company in the
shop.

Though Sarah had only seen Varney

once, his face and figure Avere indelible in her
memory, and at the sight of him she gave a
faint scream, put both her hands before her
face, and turned
bargain.

her head aAvay into the

' Oh, that man !' she cried.

' There ! ' said Varney,. ' she can't bear the
sight of me, and no wonder.'

With this re-

mark—the most creditable he had made for
I
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years—he tried to bolt.

But Pinder collared

him, and held him tight, and for the first time
this three years scolded Sarah.

' Why, where's

the sense of flying at the man, and frightening
Avhat little courage he has out of him, and
shutting his mouth ?'
'No, no,' said Deborah, hastily, 'if you can
tell her anything about her man, don't you
doubt your Avelcome.

Let bygones be by-

gones.'
' I am bound to answer Avhatever she asks
me.'
'And I'm bound to give you this, if you
do,' said Finder. ' Deborah shall hold it meantime.'

He handed over the sovereign to De-

borah.

Her fingers closed on it, and did not

seem likely to open Avithout the equivalent.
During all this Sarah's eyes had been
gradually turning round toA\"ard the man, and
by a feminine change they noAV dwelt on him
as if they would pierce him.
' You have been to New York?
«Yes.'
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CHAPTER VI.
' DID you look for my husband ?'
' You may be sure of that, and it took me
all my time to find him.'
' Find him ! He is alive ?'
' Alive ! Of course he is.'
' Thank God! thank God !'
She was so overcome that Pinder and
Deborah came to her assistance, but she waved
them off. ' No,' said she, ' joy won't hurt me.
Alive and well ?'
' Never better.'
'• And happy ? '
' Jolly as a sand-boy.'
' A sand-boy ?' murmured Lucy, enquiringly.
Sarah's next question Avas uttered timidly
and piteously—' Did he ask after us ?'
I 2
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Deborah cast an uneasy glance at Pinder.
She Avas sorry her sister had asked that, and
feared a freezing reply.
' Rather,' said Varney. ' First Avord he said
w^as, " Flow is Sarah and the kid ? " '
' Bless him!' cried Sarah. ' Bless him !'
Lucy informed the company that a kid was
a little goat.
But her innocence did not provoke a smile.
They were all hanging on Dick Varney's
AVords.
* And what did you say about us ?'
' Oh, well, I could only tell him Avhat I hear
of all sides, that you are doing his' trade as
Avell as your own. That Joe Finder is your
factotum. That you are as rich as a Jew, and
respected accordingly.'
' You told him that ? ' said Deborah, keenly.
' Those were my very words.'
' And he didn't come back with you ? ' she
asked.
' No.'
' Then he must be doing Avell out there ? '
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' I shouldn't wonder; he was dressed like
a gentleman.'
' And he looked like one, I'll be bound,'
said his devoted Avife.
' He didn't behave like one, then, for he
gave an old friend the cold shoulder.'
' What a pity!' suggested Deborah—' you
that used to set him such a good example.'
Pinder said that was not fair, and the man
telling them all he could. Deborah said no
more it wasn't, and if Mr. Varney Avould come
with her, she would cook him a bit of this nice
steak.
He said he should be very glad of it.
'But mind, there's no brandy allowed in
this house. Can you drink home-brewed ale ?'
' I can drink anything,' said he, eagerly.
She showed him into the kitchen, but
Avhipped back again for a moment. ' There's
more behind than he has told you^ said she.
' I'm a-going to pump him.' She ran off again
directly to carry out this design, and very
capable of it she was: just the sort of woman
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to Avait for him like a cat, and go about the
bush, and put no question of any importance
till he had eaten his fill, and drunk the homebrewed ale, which tasted innocent, but was
very heady.

This manoeuvre of hers raised

some vague expectations

in the groAvn-up

people, but Lucy's mind, as usual, fixed itself
on a Avord.
' Pump him ?' said she to Finder.

' How

will she do that, Factotum ? '
' Not knowing, can't say,' was Factotum's
reply.
' Like this. Factotum ?' said she, and took
his arm and pumped with it.

' Good-bye,

Factotum,' said she, for a ncAV AVord was like a
new toy to her; ' I'm off to see the pumping,'
Finder laughed and looked at Sarah; but
not a smile.

' Why, you are not going to fret

again ?' said he.

' You gave me your word to

be happy if he Avas alive.'
' And I thought I should at the time.

But

noAV I know he is alive, I know too that he is
dead to me.

Alive all this time, and not write
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me a line ! I insulted him, and he hates me.
I'm a deserted Avife.'
' And I am a useless friend. Nothing I do
is any use,' He lost heart for a time, and Avent
and took a turn in the street, despondent, and
for the moment a little out of temper.
She watched his retiring figure, and thought
he had gone for good, and felt that she must
appear ungrateful, and should wear out this
true friend's patience before long, ' I can't
help it,' said she to herself ' I can love but
one, and him I shall never see again.'
Never was her sense of desolation so strong
as at that moment. She laid her broAV on the
counter, and her tears ran slowly but steadily.
She had been so some time Avhen a voice
somewhere near her said, rather timidly,' Sally,'
She lifted her head a little way from the
counter, but did not look toAvard Avhere the
voice came from ; it seemed liked a sound in a
dream to her.
' It is,' said the man, and came quickly to
her. Then she looked and uttered a scream of
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rapture^ and in a moment husband and wife
were locked in each other's arms.
At this moment Finder, whose momentary
impatience had v^ery soon given way to compassion and pity, came back to make the amende
by increased kindness; and Deborah, who knew
every tone of her sister's voice, flew up from
the kitchen at her cry of joy. But in the first
rapture of meeting and reconciliation neither
spouse took any notice of these astounded
witnesses.
' My Jemmy ! my own! my own!'
' My sweet, forgiving wufe !'
' It is me should ask forgiveness.'
' No, no ! 'Twas the police drove me mad.'
' To leave me for three years !'
' Do you think I'd have stayed away three
weeks if I had thought I should be so welcome ?'
* What! you did not know how I love you ? '
Then came another embrace, and at last
Sarah realised that there were two spectators,
one on each side of her, and those spectators
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not SO much in love with the recovered treasure
as she was.

She said, ' Come, dearest, joy is

sacred,' and drew him by both hands, with
a deal of grace and tenderness, into the little
parlour, and closed the door.
Finder and Deborah looked at each other
long and expressively, and by an instinct of
sympathy met at the counter as soon as the
parlour door closed, Deborah very red, and her
eyes glittering. Finder ghastly pale.
' Well, Mr. Finder,' said she, Avith affected
calm, but ill-concealed bitterness, ' you and
I—Ave are two nobodies now.

Three years'

kindness of our side goes for nothing, and three
years' desertion don't count against him.

I've

heard that absence makes the heart groAV
fonder,' and noAV 'tis to be seen.'
Finder apologised for his idol.
help it,' said he.

' She can't

' But I can help looking on.

I've seen them meet, after him abandoning her
this three years, and what I feel this moment
Avill last me all my time. I won't stay to watch
them together, like the devil grinning at Adam
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and Eve ; and I won't wait to hear him say that
this business I have enlarged is his, the trade
that lie kUled and I have revived is his, that
the AYOinan is Ms, and the child is his, and the
money Ave have saved is his. No, Deborah, I'll
give her my blessing and go, soon as ever
I have put up those shutters for her, and it is
about time.

You will see Joseph Finder in

this place no more.'
' What, you will desert her and all ?'
' Desert her ?

That is not the word.

leave her when she is happy.

I

I am only her

friend in trouble.'
' And not her friend in danger, then? '
' I see no danger just at present.'
' Think a bit, my man.
him home ?

What has brought

AnsAver me that,'

' Well, I can,' said he,

' There is plenty of

attraction to bring any man home that is not
blind, and mad, and an idiot.'
' Ay,' said she, ' that is how you look at
her ; but it's him I Avant you to read.

Why,

it Avas three years since he left, but it's not a
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month since that Varney told him she was a
rich Avoman, and here he is directly.'
' Oh!' said honest Joe Finder. ' I see what
you are driving at; but that may be accidental.
Things fall together like that. We mustn't be
bad-hearted neither. Why, surely he can't be
so base!'
' He is no worse than he was, and no better,
you may be sure. Crossing the Avater can't
change a man's skin, nor his heart neither, and
I tell you he has come here disguised as a
gentleman for the thing he came for disguised
as a burglar.'
Here she tapped the safe with the key of
the kitchen-door, which she had in her hand,
and that action and the ring of the metal made
her reasoning tell wonderfully. She followed
up her advantage, and assured Finder that if
he did not stay and lend her his support, Sarah
would soon be stripped bare, and then abandoned again.
' If he does,' said Finder, ' I'll kill him,
that is all.'
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' With all my heart,' Avas Deborah's reply.
' But you mustn't leave her. And then,' said
she,' there's me. You that is so good-natured,
Avould you leave me to fight against the pair ?
To be sure, I am cook, and my kitchen is overrun Avith rats; and one penn'orth of white
arsenic Avould rid the place of them and the
tAA^o-legged vermin and all.'
Finder was shocked, and begged her
solemnly never to harbour such thoughts for
a moment.
' Then don't you leave me alone with my
thoughts,' said she, ' for I hate him Avith all my
heart and soul.'
The discussion did not end there; and, to
be brief, Deborah had the best of it to the end.
Pinder, however, was for once doggedly resolved to consider his own feelings as well as
Sarah's interests. He would go ; but consented
not to leave the town, and to look in occasionally just to see whether Sarah Avas being pillaged.
' But,' said he, ' if 'tis all one to you, I Avill
come to the kitchen, not the shop,'
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The ready-witted Deborah literally and
without a metaphor licked her lips at him
when he proposed this, so hearty was her
appetite for a tete-a-tete or two in her own
kitchen with this Joseph Pinder; he had
pleased her eye from the first moment she saw
him.
She said: ' Well, so do. " What the eye
don't see the heart don't grieve." Leave him
the shop, and you come in the kitchen.'
With this understanding Pinder put up the
shutters and went away, sick at heart. Deborah
had half a mind to stay in her kitchen, so
odious to her was the sight of her brother-inlaAV; and, besides, she was jealous; however,
her courage was a quality that came and Avent.
She was afraid to declare Avar on the pair, Avith
nobody on the spot to back her. So she
temporised; she took Lucy into the parlour to
welcome her father. The child said, 'How
d'ye do, papa ?' in rather an off-hand way,
and Avas kissed overflowingly. She did not
respond one bit, and began immediately to fire
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questions : ' Why did you go away so long, and
make mamma fret ?

Why didn't you write to

her, if you couldn't come ?'
Sarah stopped the rest of the cross-examination Avith her hand, and told Lucy it was not
for her to question her father.

Deborah never

moved a muscle, but chuckled inwardly.
' What will you have for supper, noAV that
you ar£ come ? ' inquired she, with affected
graciousness,
' Anything you like,' said James, politely.
' Don't make a stranger of me,'
That evenmg the reunited couple spent in
sweet reminiscences and the renewal of conjugal
ardour.
Before morning, however, they had talked
of everything—at all events, Sarah had, and
being grateful to Finder, and anxious to make
her benefactor and her husband friends, had
revealed the results of Joseph's faithful service
and intelligence—the shop purchased, and 440/.
in the bank.
* At what interest ?' inquired James.

SINGLEHEART

' Oh, no interest.

and DOUBLEFACE.

127

I am Availing to buy

land or a good house Avith it.
James laughed, and said that Avas England
all over—to let money lie dead for Avhich ten
per cent, could be had in the United States on
undeniable security.
When once he got upon this subject he Avas
eloquent; descanted on the vast opportunities
offered both to industry and capital in the
United States; bade her observe how he had
improved his condition by industry alone.
' But with capital,' said he, ' I could soon
make you a lady.'
' Lucy you might,' said she, ' but I shall
IIA'C

and die a simple Avoman.'
Finding she listened to him, he returned to

the subject again and again; but I do not
think it necessary to give the dialogue in extenso.

There is a certain monotony in the

eloquence of speculation,
objections

and the sensible

of humdrum prudence.

I spare

the reader these, having sworn not to be trivoluminous.
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It was about tAvelve o'clock next day Avhen
Finder, whose occupation was gone, and ennui
and deadness of heart substituted, found the
time so heavy on his hands that he must come
and chat Avith Deborah in her kitchen.
looked in; she Avas not there.

He

So then he

peeped in timidly at the shop windoAV, and
there she w^as in sole possession of the counter.
Her qualifications for that post Avere as well
knoAvn to him as to the readers of this tale, so
he looked surprised.
' Why, where are they all ?'
' I n Cupid's Bower,' said Deborah, repeating a phrase out of a daily paper. ' Billing and
cooing are SAveeter than business.'
'Where's Lucy?'
' You are the first that has asked.
she is asleep upstairs.

Well,

My lady found herself

neglected first time this three years, so she
came and cried to me, and I took her in my
arms and laid her on the bed.

She's all right.

Pity groAvn-up people can't go to sleep when
they like and forget.'
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At this moment the parlour-door opened,
and Sarah ManseU, Avho had worn nothing but
black these three years, emerged beaming in a
blue dress with Avhite spots, and a lovely
bonnet, all gay and charming. This bright
vision banished Deborah's discontent in a moment. ' Well,' said she, ' you are a picture.'
Sarah stopped to be looked at, and smiled.
' Well,' said Deborah, ' he has found a way
to make us.all glad he is come home.'
Sarah smiled affectionately on her, and said
she only Avished she could make everj'body as
happy as she was.
' Why not ? ' said Deborah, playing the
courtier to please her. ' And Avhere are you
going so pert, I wonder ?'
' To the bank to draAV my money,' replied
Sarah, gaily.
Finder and Deborah looked at one
another.
' KoAv much of it ?' asked Deborah.
'Four hundred pounds,' said the AAife,
brightly.
K
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Finder groaned, but was silent. Deborah
threw up her hands.
' Oh, Sarah,' said she piteously, ' do but
think how long it has taken you to make that,
and don't throw it into a well all at one time.'
Sarah smiled superior. ' I affronted him
about money three years ago, and you see
Avhat came of it.'
She Avas going out jauntily, neither angry
nor in any way affected by her friends' opposition, when Pinder put in a serious Avord.
' Well,' said he, ' give him a good slice.
But do pray leave a little for Lucy. You are
a mother as well as a wife.'
She turned on him at the door with sudden
wrath to crush him with a word for daring to
teach her her duty as a mother; then she remembered fill she owed him, and restrained
herself. But what a look flashed from her
eyes! And the hot blood mounted to her
temples.
Pinder Avas quite staggered at such a look
from her, and Deborah shook her head. They
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both felt they were nullities, and James Mansell the master again. He let them know it,
too. He had been quietly listening on the
stairs to every Avord they had said to his Avife,
and he now stepped into the shop and took up
a commanding position on the public side of
the counter, opposite Pinder and Deborah.
They were standing behind the counter at some
distance from each other.
It was Finder he attacked: said he,
quietly, 'Are you going to meddle again
betAveen man and wife ? It didn't answer last
time, did it ? '
Pinder did not think it advisable to quarrel
if it could be helped, so he said not a word.
But Deborah was not so discreet. ' Why,
you have alloAved him to meddle this three
years. You pillaged and deserted her; he
interfered, and made her fortune. He doesn't
meddle to mar.'
Then Pinder spoke, but in a more pacific
tone. ' I don't Avant to meddle at all,' said he.
' But Deborah and I have done our best for
K 2
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you both, and I do think your Avife's friends
might be aUoAved to ask Avhat is to be done in
one day Avith the savings of three years.'

Be-

fore these words Avere out of his mouth Mansell
registered a secret VOAV to get rid of him and
Deborah both.
He replied, AAith the intention of galling
them to the quick, ' Well, I don't know that
the master is bound to tell the servants Avhat
he does with his money.'
' Your money ? ' snorted Deborah.
' Ay,' said this imperturbable person.
wife's money is mine.

' My

I thought I had made

you understand that last time.

Well, Avhat

I am going to do with my money is to invest
it in American securities at ten per cent., instead of letting it lie idle in an English bank.'
' Oh !' said Deborah.

' That is the tale

you have been telling her, eh ?
to tell her the truth.

Well, I mean

You are going to collar

her money and off to America directly. Varney
has been here, and split on you.
for the money, not the AA'oman.'

You came
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She flung these Avords in his face so violently
that even his brazen cheek flushed as if she
had struck him ; but ere he could reply, Sarah
stood aghast in the doorway.

' O h dear! high

Avords already.'
Then James Mansell, AA^UO, in his Avay, Avas
cleverer than any of them, recovered his composure in a moment, and said, quietly: ' N o t
on my side, I assure you.

But this young

Avonian says I have come for your money, not
for you.

That's a pretty thing to baAvl at a

man for all the street to hear.

Well, Sarah, I

don't bawl at her, but I put it to you quietly—
how can I live in the same house with people
that hate me, and are on the watch to poison
my Avife's mind against mep '
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CHAPTER VIL
FINDER

and Deborah both felt they had

met their match.
Deborah couldn't.

Finder held his peace ; but
Her lips trembled, but she

fought him to the last.

' I shall leave this

house at one word from my sister ; but not at
the bidding of a stranger that's here to-day and
gone to-morrow, as soon as he has milked the
cow and bled the calf

With a grand sweep-

ing gesture of the left arm she indicated Sarah
as the cow, and with her right, Lucy as the
calf
The tremendous words, and the vulgar yet
free and large gestures Avitli which she drove
them home, made even Pinder say, ' Oh !' and
so upset ManseU's cunning self-command that
he came at her furiously.
him.

But Sarah stopped

' No, you shall not answer her, James.
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You go and take your daughter on your knee,
and I'll tell these two my mind.'

She was

so grave and dignified there was no resistance.
Mansell retired with Lucy, and Avent up the
stairs.
When he was quite gone, Sarah put out her
tAVO hands and said, SAveetly, ' Come here, you
two.'

Then they each took a hand, and their

eyes glistened.
She took them gently to task in silvery
accents, that calmed and soothed them as the}'fell.

' You have a true affection for me, both

of you.

Then pity me, too, and don't drive

me into a corner.

Do not make me choose

between my husband and you; you knoAV
which I must choose.

Why, dear heart, if I

spent my money on my back, you would not
grudge it me.

Then why not let me please my

heart, and give my money where I give my
love, that is worth more than 400/, if you could
but see it.'
They were both subdued by her words.
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Deborah said, in a sort of broken, helpless
way to Pinder, ' She doesn't understand,'
' What Ave mean is that if you part with
your money, you will lose your man; but so
long as you stick to your money, he will stay
Avith you; and Ave have both seen how you can
fret for him when he does desert you as Avell
as bleed you.'
' Ay,' said Sarah, nobly, and without anger.
' You mean me well; but you doubt, and mistrust, and suspect.

No offence to either of you,

but your nature is not mine,
hearted.

I am single-

I cannot love and mistrust.

Nor I

could not mistrust and love.'
The beauty of her mind and the sweetness
of her strong but sober words overpowered her
old lover and tender friend.
any more,' said he.
Avorld.

' Don't harass her

' She is too good for this

She is an angel,'

Deborah smiled, and after taking a good
look at her sister, said, coolly, ' She is a Avonderful good Avoman; her face would tell one
that; but she is a AVoman, you may be sure,

SINGLEHEAR

T and D 0 UBLEFA CE.

i ^7

like her mother before her. Sarah, 'tis no use
beating about the bush any longer. Would
you like that 400/. to go to another woman ? '
' Another Avoman ?' cried the supposed
angel, firing up directly. ' What do you mean ?
What other woman ? '
' Dick Varney saw him with a woman, and
a handsome one.'
' Well, what does that prove ? '
' Not much by itself; but a man that leaA^es
one Avoman for three years, at his time of life, is
safe to take on with another.'
' Oh !' cried Sarah, ' don't tell me so.'
But Deborah was launched. She said : ' It's
all a mystery, and against nature, if there's no
other Avoman ; but, if there's another, it's all as
plain as a pikestaff. Three years' dead silence
and neglect—-another Avoman—^you fretting in
England—no other man—(Mr. Pinder is only a
friend)—he jolly as a sand-boy in New York—
another woman—she Avants money (t'other
woman alw^ays does)—Dick Varney tells him
you've got it—he's here in one month after
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that, and the first day he is here he drains
the cow. American insecurities ?—A Yankee
gal!'
This time her rude eloquence and homely
sense carried all before them. Sarah, whose
face had changed Avith the poison of jealousy,
lost all her Madonna-like calmness. She was
almost convulsed; she moaned aloud: ' If it
is so. Heaven help me!' She put her hand to
her bosom, and her beautiful brown eyes half
disappeared upward and showed an excess of
Avhite. ' Oh, sister, you have put a viper in my
bosom—doubt. It will gnaw away my heart.'
' Heaven forbid !' cried Deborah, terrified at
her sister's words, and still more at her strange
looks. Then she began to blame her w^oman's
tongue, and beg Sarah to dismiss her suspicions
with contempt. But this Avas met by another
change, almost as remarkable in its way. ' No,'
said Sarah, with iron firmness, ' I could not
love, and doubt, and live. I'll put it to the
test.' Deborah looked amazed and puzzled.
Sarah walked to the parlour-door and called
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up the stairs, ' James, dear, please come here.'
' Whatever will she do or say ?' groaned
Deborah, and began to shiver. Sarah came
back to her, and said, in a sort of hissing
whisper, 'NOAV, since you have taught me to
suspect, and distrust, and doubt, you must go a
little farther. I bid you watch my husband's
face, and his very body, Avhilst I, that am his
Avife, play upon him.' She hung her head,
ashamed of Avhat she was going to do. But
Deborah said, roughly, ' Won't I—that's all.'
James Mansell came in, and cast a shrewd
glance all round. Deborah's face told him
nothing. She wore an expression of utter
indifference. Finder hung his head.
Mansell was noAv between two masked
batteries; his wife's eyes scanned him pointblank, and Deborah watched him—like a cat—
out of the tail of her eye, as Sarah tested her
husband.
' James, dear, I have a great affection for
my sister, and a true respect for Joseph Pinder, and I owe them both a debt of gratitude.'
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James looked rather gloomy at that, ' But I
love you better than all the world. I can't
bear to turn these faithful friends out of
the house; they comforted me when I Avas
desolate.' Mansell looked dark again. ' And
yet I can't have you made uncomfortable for
anybody. So, if my company is as Avelcome to
you as my money, we will go to America
together.'
Pinder and Deborah both uttered exclamations of surprise and dismay, but Deborah's
eye never left James. He w^as startled, but
shoAved no reluctance. He merely said, ' You
don't mean that ? '
' Indeed I do; but perhaps you don't Avant
me. You Avould rather go back alone.'
The four eyes w^atched.
' No,' said James; ' we have been parted
long enough. But would you really cross the
water Avith me ?'
' As I would cross this room, if you really
wanted me.'
' Of course I want you, if we are not to
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live together here, Avhere your friends hate me.
But, Sally, if you are game to emigrate Avith
me, Avhy make two bites of a cherry?

We

must sell the shop and realise, and settle in
the States for life.

I'A^C no friends here, and

you'll never Avant to come to England again,
Avhen once you have spent a summer in NOAV
York.'
Here Avas a poisoned arroAv.

Deborah

clasped her hands piteously, and cried, ' Oh,
Sarah.'
Sarah put up one hand to her to be quiet
'No,' said she, as shortly and drily as if
she was chopping fire-wood, ' I'll not fling my
sister on the Avoiid, nor put all my Lucy's eggs
in one basket.

I Avill risk 400/. and no more.

I don't look to find the streets of NCAV York
city paved with gold.

Money must be lost by

one for another to make it, and the folk out
there are as sharp as Ave are—sharper by all
accounts.

Many go there for AVOOI, and come

back shorn.

This shop is a little haven for

us, if things go wrong out there.

These good
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friends will keep it warm for us. Now I think
of it, doesn't a boat start for NCAV York this
evening ?'
' This evening!' cried Pinder and Deborah
in one breath.
'Ay, this very night—before affection is
soured by disputes, and love is poisoned by
jealousies.' Then she told James to put on his
hat, and bring her word when the boat started.
Lucy and she would be ready ; she could pack
all her clothes in half-an-hour, with Deborah to
help. Thus the greater character asserted itself
at last. She had seen with a woman's readiness
that the present position was untenable for a
day, and she had cut the knot with all a man's
promptitude. From that hour she took the lead.
Deborah Avas wringing her hands and crying : 'Oh, Avhat have I said? What have I
done-?'
Sarah said, quietly,' Time will shoAv Please
come and help me pack; and, Joseph, put up
the shutters; I trade no more this day. Ah,
Avell, I never thought to leave home; but no
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A wife's home is by her husband's

side.*
Whilst they were packing, and Deborah's
tears bursting out every now and then, Sarah
said to her, a Uttle haughtily, 'WeU, did he
stand the test ? '
' Yes,' said Deborah, humbly.
' Do you think he would take me to NCAV
York if there was another woman ?'
' No ' (very humbly).
' But see,' said she, sorrowfully, ' what it is
to rouse mistrust.

I shall sew the notes into

his Sunday waistcoat, but I shall not give them
to him until Ave are on the sea,'
Deborah began to say, 'And why—' but
she got no further.

She ended Avith ' I'm

afraid to speak.'
They got the man's Sunday Avaistcoat out
of the drawer, and their quick fingers soon cut
a deep inside pocket.

Sarah took the numbers

of the notes, and scAved in the notes themselves.
They packed the Avaistcoat for the time being
at the bottom of Sarah's box.
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vessel sailed.
The whole party met again in the parlour
—Pinder to bid good-bye ; but Mansell, to
please his Avife, I suppose, said, civilly: ' No,
n o ; come and see us on board.

There let us

part friends; the chances are you A\ill never
see us again.'
These Avords fell Uke a knell on the true
hearts Sarah Mansell left behind her^
Finder and Deborah saw the Mansells go
doAvn the Mersey, and returned sadly to the
house that had lost its sunshine.
That night Deborah, all in tears, begged
Finder not to leave her alone in the house.
She said she could not bear to talk of anybody
but Sarah ; if she went out her friends would
chatter about this, that, and t'other.
Finder AA^as of the same mind, and gladly
embraced the proposal.

She gave him his

choice of Lucy's room or the connubial chamber.
He gave a little shudder, and chose Lucy's.
He noAV became the master of the house and the
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shop, and had plenty on his hands.
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He taught

Deborah the prices of things, and how to Aveigh
and put up goods in paper, and that is an art;
and at night he read her a journal or a book,
and they talked of Sarah, and Avondered and
Avondered what w^ould be her fate,

Deborah

thought she would come back in about a year.
The 400/. AA'Ould not last longer than that in
ManseU's hands, and he Avould be sure to get
hold of it.

But Finder thought she Avould not

return at all.

James Mansell Avas evidently

jealous of her friends, and determined to have
her all to himself
There Avas a very good photograph of her
—cabinet size ; he took this to Ferranti, and
had it enlarged, retouched, and tinted by that
artist.

Ferranti, wiio employed a superior

hand to retouch these enlargements under hi*
OAvn eye, produced a marvel.

It had the

solidity and clean outline of a statue.
They had it lightly tinted, especially the eyes
and hair, so as not to injure the transparency
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of the photograph; and there Avas Sarah
Mansell, full size, and all but alive.
It arrived, quite finished, rather late at
night, and Finder Avas out; but he opened the
case and took it out, and neither he nor
Deborah could go to bed for gazing at it. ' I
never knew how beautiful she was,' said
Deborah. They actually sat up till tAvo o'clock
looking at this reproduction of a good and
beautiful face, and they descanted on her
Airtues, and Deborah told incidents of her
childhood, and Finder repeated wise and sober
ansAvers from her sweet lips.
Pinder noAv found himself gliding from
bachelor life into half-matrimonial. His dinner
Avas always ready on a clean cloth ; and a
comely Avoman, a year younger than himself,
cooked it, and put on a clean apron and cap to
eat Avith him. They supped together, too. She
gave up her nightly excursions after a husband, and AA^as ahvays at his service, and ready
to talk to liim or listen to hiiBs or bothj
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for if he read aloud police cases, or other
things in which men and women revealed their
characters and the broad features of human
nature, her comments were as sagacious—especially in relation to her own sex—as if she had
devoted her life to the study of philosophy.
Sometimes, too, she had a look of her
sister. He never expected to see Sarah any
more, and, take it altogether, he Avas on the
road which, by a gentle incline, has often led
the victim of a romantic attachment to a quiet
union of affection.
When they were fairly out at sea, Sarah
brought James his Avaistcoat, and showed him
how the notes were secured. ' You keep
them,' said she, ' and I keep the numbers.'
ManseU's greedy eyes flashed. ' Well, you
are a business woman; we shall never go
wrong together.'
The Avater was like glass for eight days, but
then they had a gale, and Mansell Avas very ill.
It was calm again as they drew near the end
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of their voyage ; but Mansell did not regain
his looks.

When they reached the port he

looked ill, pale, depressed, and Avorried.
They landed, and left their boxes on the
pier, and James Mansell told Sarah and Lucy
to stay there, Avhilst he ran into a neighbouring
street to see whether his old lodgings—very
comfortable ones—Avere vacant.
She called after him not to be Ions;:
' Mind, I am strange here,' said she.
' He won't be long, I guess,' said a civil
officer standing b y ; then be brought

two

chairs,
' Thank you kindly, sir,' said she.
my dear, thank the gentleman.'

' Lucy,

Lucy took

the tAVO steps her dancing-master prescribed as
essential prehminaries of a curtsey, and then
effected a prim reverence—' Thank you, sir.'
The gentleman, a tall, gaunt citizen from
Illinois, grinned, and struck a bow, Avith his
hat in his hand, at right angles,
Sarah Avatched her husband take the second
street to, the right and disappear.

Then she'
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took out soiue Avork, not to be idle, and Lucy
prattled aAvay, all admiration.

Never had this

brilliant city a more appreciative critic.

To

be sure, she had not learned the suicidal habit
of detraction, thanks to which nothing pleases
us, and so AVC pick up nothing.
An hour passed—two hours—James did
not come back.

Sarah Avas mortified—then

she was perplexed—then

she was alarmed.

What if he had gone drinking ! He seemed
exhausted by the voyage.

Once this fear took

possession of her, waiting there idle became intolerable to her.

She begged that civil officer

to put their boxes aside for a time, and she
took Lucy by the hand and followed in the
direction her husband had taken.

But as she

walked for hours before she found her treasure,
I ask leave to go before her to a certain street.

I so
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CHAPTER VIII.
SOLOMON B . GRACE,

the man who was so civil

to Sarah ManseU on the pier, Avas, in his waj^,
a rough and sturdy example of the species
Pinder; and on his Avay to and from the
Custom-house he used always to stand stockstill for two minutes and gaze at the Avindows
of a house in Christopher Street, that belonged to one Elizabeth Haynes. Two minutes
is not long for a busy man to spare to the
past, and Solomon had never been detected at
the Aveakness.

But to-day Ehzabeth Haynes

caught sight of him as she put on her bonnet
at a glass to go out, and Avhen she did come
out at the door there he was gazing at the
AvindoAvs.
Mrs. Haynes Avas a handsome, gay young
v/om£inj of a genial disposition. She knew very
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Avell what Solomon was up to, but useless sentiment Avas not her line.
' Well,' said she, feigning astonishment,' is
that you, Mr, Grace, standing there like a
petrified policeman ?' Solomon was too confounded to answer, ' Perhaps you want apartments;' and she pointed to the card in the
window.
' Perhaps I Avanted a sight of the lady that
lets 'em.'
' Then Avhy not knock at the door and ask
for the lady ?'
' Wa'al, I guess rejected suitors ain't ahvays
the most welcome callers.'
' Why not ? If they behave themselves, do
you really think any woman hates a man for
having been a little sAveet on her ? Next time
don't Avatch the premises, but Avalk right in and
tell me the ncAvs from out West.'
' Wa'al,' said he, hesitating, ' ye see, I don't
want no fuss. NOAV there's somebody in that
house that riles me. He has got a good thing,
and doesn't vally it. He gambles away all your
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money, and he is never at home. Y"ou Avere
married to one Illinois man, and he respected
you and loved you ; and Avhat mad dog bit you
that you must go and marry a stranger ? You
had the Avhole State to pick from.'
' And Mr. Solomon B. Grace in particular!
You forget I'm a stranger myself. I'm not
annexed to your State.'
Solomon admitted this, but said it was an
oversight in the ' Constitootion.'
' NOAV this,' said she, ' is Avhy rejected,
suitors are not welcome to prudent AVomen and
good Avives, They must run doAvn the man
we haA^e chosen, and behind his back, too, nine
times out of ten.'
'I'm darned if it isn't mean—-as mean as
dirt.'
This concession seemed so creditable that
she invited him to be her beau—as far as the
market.
Solomon could not believe his good fortune.
She laughed at him, and enhghtened him:
* Give me a fair excuse, do you think I
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wouldn't rather have a decent man beside
me than take my w^alks alone ? What a bad
opinion you must have of woman's sense! I
do suppose that gentleman you are named
after knew 'em better. To be sure, he had
six hundred teachers, poor man!'
' I Avould give his lot for my one.'
' Solomon,' said Mrs. Haynes, severely,
' flattery is poison, so come on. I Avon't stand
still to be poisoned.' So she went shopping,
and continued at it long after she had parted
with Solomon B. Grace.
Mrs. Mansell wandered on and on, and
then back, to and fro, Lucy prattling gaily,
and almost irritating her, until she turned
hungry. Then her mother bought her a piece
of pie Avith the only coin in her pocket, but
could not eat herself Night fell, the lamps
were lighted; foot-sore, weary, and sick at
heart, she could hardly draw her limbs along,
and began to ask herself bitterly Avhat she had
done to be abandoned again and again by
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everybody. But in truth she was not abandoned by all; a Avise and just Providence Avas
guiding her every step. At last she stopped
in despair, and began to speak her mind to
Lucy, since there was no one else:
' It is inconsiderate, it is cruel,' said she,
' and me a stranger in this great city. Why
couldn't he take me up Avith him to look for
lodgings ? Oh, Lucy, my mind misgives me.'
' Sit dovAm on those steps, mamma,' said
Lucy, with pretty affection.
' Indeed, I shall be glad to rest a bit.'
She sat down on the door-steps, and thoughts
tormented her she could not utter to Lucy,
This must be their old enemy. Drink. He
had looked so pale and exhausted. Oh, if it
was! Misery! for the habit once resumed,
after so long abstinence, would never be got
rid of. Here was a miserable prospect, and
in a foreign land as Avell: no friends to curb
him or stand by her. And then if he got
drunk he would be robbed. How lucky she
had scAved up the notes in his Avaistcoat! The
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money! Another chill thought went through
her like an ice-bolt. Why had she parted Avith
it ? She had been warned that whilst she held
it she held her husband. It was but a
momentary horror. She dismissed that suspicion as unworthy and monstrous, and was
ashamed of herself for harbouring^ so base a
fear.
Lucy saw the change in her distressed face,
and came to a simple, comprehensive conclusion : ' Mamma, he is a Avicked man.'
Sarah Avas shocked at this from her. ' No,
no, my child; he is a good man, and your
father.'
' Then fathers don't love us like uncles do.
Uncle Joe would never have left us like this. I
wish I had never left home.'
Sarah w^ould not say that; but she sighed
deeply, and rocked herself, country fashion,
sitting on the stone steps.
Mrs, Haynes came back to her tea, and
found her in that condition, while Lucy, standing beside her, opened two glorious eyes with
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sorroAvful amazement. For a moment Mrs.
Haynes thought they were beggars, but the
next her eye took in almost at one glance their
dress and neat appearance, and Lucy's earrings, pearl and gold.
She asked Mrs, Mansell civilly what was
the matter—was she tired ?
Mrs, Mansell looked up and said, sorrowfully, that she w^as in care and trouble. She
had lost her husband.
' What, dead ?'
' Nay, Heaven forbid! But we parted on
the quay. He Avent to look for lodgings, and
he never came back. I don't knoAv Avhat to
think, nor what to do, I'm sure.'
' Dear me,' said the other ; ' and you a
stranger in the country!'
Sarah sighed.
' And it is late for the child to be out,'
Sarah gave her a glance of maternal gratitude, and passed her arm round her child at
the A^ery idea of any harm threatening her.
Mrs. Haynes looked well at them both, and
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liked their faces even better than their appearance. She said good-naturedly: ' You had
better step in and rest yourselves awhUe, and
then Ave'll see,'
' Thank you kindly, ma'am; I'm sure it
is A'-ery good of you.'
Mrs, Haynes opened the door with a latchkey and led the Avay to a back room of mixed
character. There was a French bed in it with
curtains descending from a circular frame.
There Avas also a chest of drawers, and a sort of
plate-chest on them ; a large easy chair, much
worn; and a round table, with a Avhite cloth
on it—in short, it was an unpretending snuggery.
' There, take off your bonnets and make
yourselves comfortable,' said Mrs, Haynes, And
Avhile they were doing this, she whispered an
order to her maid—her name Avas Millicent,
Then she took cups and saucers out of a cupboard and wiped them herself; and they talked
all this Avhile, she and Mrs, Mansell,
A housekeeper's vanity is always on the
alert the moment a possible rival comes; so,
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as Mrs. Mansell looked hke a person Avith a
house of her own, Mrs. Haynes said: ' You
musn't go by this room ; mine is a beautiful
house, but I keep boarders, and it is so full,
that I have to pig anywhere. It doesn't matter
much, you know, when one's husband is away,'
Lucy listened, and informed her mother,
Avith some surprise, that the young lady AA^as
married.
' Why, bless the child, I have been married
tAvice. The first was an Illinois man. Ah! he
was a husband! This time it is Matthew
Haynes, an Englishman. I can't show him
you, for he has gone home to draw a legacy,
and that takes time.' She paused a moment to
pour out the tea.
' Are you a New York lady, if you please ?'
enquired Sarah.
Mrs, Haynes poising the tea-pot in the air,
smiled at her simplicity. ' No,' said she. ' Are
you'^ Why, Ave both speak country English
as broad as a barn door. Bless your heart, I
kneAV 3^011 for a countryAVoman the moment
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you opened your mouth, and I shouldn't be
surprised if we came from the very same part.
I be Wiltshire.'
' A n d I'm Barkshire born and bred.'
' Didn't I teU 'ee ? '
Here Millicent came in Avith a large dish of
fried oysters.
' You don't get such oysters as these in Barkshire, let me tell ye.'
' That Ave don't.

I never saAv so many all

at one time.'
The hostess helped them liberally, and the
Avanderers enjoyed them to the full, and their
eyes brightened, and the colour came back to
their faces, and when, like a true Avife, Mrs.
Haynes said, ' NOAV tell me about yours,' Mrs.
Mansell Avas more communicative than

she

Avould have been to an older acquaintance.
' Oh, my man is an excellent husband.

In-

deed, he hasn't a fault that I knoAV of, except
he takes a drop now and then.'
^ Oh, they ail do that at odd times/ said
the ©thor, carelessly.
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' And ev^en that he has given up,' said
Sarah, earnestly,

' Only he Avas so ill at sea

and exhausted like.

HOAV

else to account for

his behaviour, I can't think ; and you knoAV
they are sometimes obliged to take a glass
medicinal.'
' Ay, that is their chat; and 'tis the only
medicine Avhere one glass leads to another.
There, don't you begin to fret again.

You'll

see yours long before I shall see mine.'

Then

she observed that Lucy could not keep her eyes
open.

So she Avent farther than she had in-

tended at first; she determined to let them
sleep in the house.

' Tcike your bonnets,' said

she, ' and come with me.'

She opened one of

two folding-doors, and showed them into a
larger parlour, Avith a bachelor's bed in it.
The carpet Avas up, and stood in a roll, but
everything Avas clean.

' There, this room is

let, but not till tAvelve to-morroAv; you must
excuse disorder.

You put the little love to

bed, and then Ave will have our chat out. Ah,'
said she, Avith a sudden change of manner that
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Avas SAveet and touching, ' I had a little girl by
my first husband; she would be about the age
of yours if I could have kept her alive; so my
heart Avarmed to yours the moment I saw her
standing beside you on my step, and her young
eyes full of love and trouble,'
Mrs. Haynes cried a little at this picture
and her owm sad reminiscences, and the happy
mother kissed the sorroAvful one, and she kissed
her in return.

Then Mrs. Haynes withdreiv

and summoned her maid, and she cleared away
the things, and then they cleaned the cups and
saucers and had a gossip, for Mrs. Haynes
must have somebody to talk to.

She was Avell

educated, not like Deborah Smart: for all that,
she never read a book noAV, and those who
Avon't read must talk.
The folding-doors Avere thin, and did not
meet very close ; the new Avood had shrunk:
and Sarah, without intending it, heard a word
every now and then, but she paid no attention.
The first thing the careful mother did was to
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thrust her hand and arm all down the bed
inside.

It was perfectly dry; but being a

native of this land of fogs, and damp, and
prejudice, she resolved not to put her girl into
it.

She told her she should not undress her.

So Lucy knelt at her knee, and said her
prayers.

When she had done, she asked if

she might pray for the good lady.
' Ay, do, dear, and so shall I.
can do for her,'

It's all AVC

She pulled doAvn the counter-

pane, laid Lucy on the blanket, and put a
shawl over her. All this time she was thinking,
and now her thoughts found vent.

' My girl,

is it not strange that those who are sworn
to stay by us, and Ave by them, should fail us,
and that a lady Avho never saw our faces before
should open her arms and her house to us,
because we are strangers in a foreign land ?
God bless her ! '
There AA^as a loud knock at the street-door.
It was foUoAved by an eager exclamation from
the other room : ' Oh, Milly !
that's my husband's knock.'

Why, sure
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' Oh! I hope it is,' cried Sarah, as Millicent
and her mistress dashed into the passage.
There Avas a moment of suspense, and then
joyful exclamations in the passage.
' It is, Lucy ; I am so glad,' Sarah cried.
' So am I, mamma.'
' This Avay! this Avay!' screamed

Mrs.

Haynes, pulling what seemed to Sarah to be
rather an undemonstrative husband into her
little room.

' I must have him all to myself

Then there was a long and Avarm embrace.
Sarah was somehow conscious of what Avas
going on.

She sat down by Lucy, and said, a

little sadly, ' Ay, they are happy, those two.'
Then, cheerfully, ' Well, my turn must come.'
Sarah Mansell did not hear exactly Avhat
Avas said next, but I Avill tell the reader.
Mrs, Haynes, who had HOAV turned the gas
up, Avas concerned at her husband's appearance.
' La !' said she, ' how pale you look!
down in your own chair,

Sit

(He staggered a

little, but got into the chair all right.)
make you a cup of tea.'
M 2

'I'll
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' Tea be bloAved !' said he, roughly.
Sarah heard that Avhere she sat, Avith her

cheek against Lucy's.

She started away from

her, half puzzled, half amazed,
' Gimme—drop o' brandy,' said the man,
louder still,
Sarah bounded Avith one movement into the
middle of the room, and then stood panting.
Even Lucy raised herself on her hands in the
bed, and her eyes opened Avide,
' I doubt you have had enough of that
already,' AA^as the reply in the next

room,

' Why, now I think of it, you must have come
by the steamship eight hours ago.

How many

have you liquored Avith before your Avife's turn
came ?'
' I don't knoAv,' said he, like a dog's bark,
loud and sharp and sullen.
Lucy heard, and slipped off the bed to her
mother, full of curiosity.
said she,' that's

' Why, mamma,'

'

Before she could say the AA^ord, Sarah closed
the child's mouth Avith her hand almost fiercely |
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then held her tight, and pressed the noAV terrified girl's face against her OAvn body.
All the Avoman's senses were so excited
that she heard through the doors as if they had
been paper.

And this is Avhat she heard this

man say, Avho was her husband and the husband
of the woman that had sheltered her.
' If you must know, I was faint, and troubled
in my mind, and just took one glass to keep my
heart up and clear my head, and then one led
to another.

NcA^er you mind.

I'm a good

husband to you, the best in England—no, the
best in NCAV York—the best in all the world ;
d'ye hear ? '
' Yes,' said the other wife, ' I hear the good
news ; but please don't bawl it so loud.'

Then

she whispered something.
Sarah caught her girl up like a baby, was
at the bed in a moment, laid her on it, and
dared her to move with such a look and such a
commanding gesture as the girl had never seen
before.

Then hissing out, 'I'll know aU if

it kills me,' she glided back like a serpent
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to the door. She put her ear to the very
aperture.
MatthcAV Haynes, alias James ManseU,
lowered his voice. ' Y^'ou don't knoAV the sacrifice, curse it all. One drop of brandy, for
mercy's sake.'
' Only one, then.' She gave him a glass.
He gulped it down.'
' Ah!—It is no use snivelling ; I didn't mean
to do it this way. But it was sure to come to
this, I Avas in a cleft stick.'
' Whatever is the man maundering about ? '
said Elizabeth. ' Oh, cursed liquor!'
The moment she raised her voice, he raised
his. ' D'ye Avant to Avrangle ? It isn't for you
to grumble ! You are all right. I'VE GOT THE
FOUR HUNDRED POUNDS I WIRED YOU ABOUT ! '

He uttered these AVords, not loudly, but very
imjDressively, syllable by syllable.
And syllable by syllable they seemed to
enter Sarah ManseU's body like javelins made
of ice. The poor creature shrank altogether at
first, and then slowiy stretched herself out.
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Her arms strangely contorted themselves in
agony, but at last spread feebly out, and her
hands clutched vaguely, as if she was on a real
cross, as Avell as on a cross of mental anguish;
and when, after a fcAV words of explanation,
that told her nothing more, the other woman
said, ' Well, you are a good husband; I must
kiss you,' the limp body and drooping head of
the true wife sank helpless against the door with
a strange sound; it was gentle, yet heavy and
corpse-like.
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CHAPTER IX.
DOUBLEFACE,

like others Avho have crime in

hand, was startled by a sound the meaning of
Avhich he did not know.

He thrust aAvay his

partner, and held her at arm's-length.

' What

is that ?' said he,
' Only my lodger,' said Elizabeth.

' I'll go

and see Avhat she Avants.'
She stepped toAvard the door, against Avhich
Sarah Avas lying erect (I can describe it no
other Avay), not insensible, but utterly limp and
poAA^eiiess to move, and indeed conscious that
if she moA^ed, she must fall headlong.

At

this crisis Doubleface turned jealous all of a
sudden,
' No,' said he ; ' bother your lodger !
the master.

I'm

Attend to me first. Here, help

me off with my coat and Avaistcoat,'
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' NOAV give me my dressing-gown.'
' Now my shoes.'
At last he rolled into bed.

Now Elizabeth

Haynes suspected her lodger of listening, and
she thought it was too bad.

She resolved to

catch her.
She took off her shoes and stole on tiptoe
from the bed to the door.

At the same mo-

ment, Sarah Mansell, having nothing more to
learn, made an effort to escape from her post
of agony.

She laid a hand on the projection

of the door, and tottered a little Avay ; from that
to a chair which she clutched, and just as Elizabeth Havnes turned the door-handle she sank
doAvn by the bed, and seizing the clothes convulsively, she sank on her knees Avith her arms
helpless before her, as the door opened and
Mrs. Haynes peeped in. Then that lady thought
she Avas praying, and postponed her examination until the morning.
She was not so far Avrong; for the first thing
the betrayed wife did, when she had power,
was to pray over her fatherless child

She
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prayed to God for hours, and I think He heard
her. It did not appear so at first. In that
horrible night she lived a life of agony. She
thought of all she had done and suffered for
that man, and she was the milch cow, and on
the other side that door was the wife.
Three thousand miles from home—a deserted wife. If ever a woman lived a year of
torture in a night, she did. It exhausted her body
so that she actually fell asleep for half an hour.
She dreamed the events of years; but at
last her ever-changing dream culminated in a
vision. She saw before her her own little
parlour. In it sat Deborah and Finder looking
at a picture. The picture had no features to
her, but Deborah's face and Finder's were quite
clear, and beautiful with affection. They said
it Avas her picture, as beautiful as herself, and
they feared they should never see her again.
She dreamed she wanted to comfort them, and
say ' You shall—you shall,' but her tongue was
tied. The two faces then became angelic with
affection, and vanished.
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She came back by degrees to

her OAvn misery.

But hoAV is this ?

The

anguish that AA^as so keen remains, but no
longer pierces, stuns, galls, and maddens.

It

is blunted, and her heart seems turned to stone.
' Villain—drunkard—thief and traitor,' said
she to herself
him but me.

' All this time everybody kncAV
I've shed my last tear for him,

I'A^C turned against him,

I'm a stone.'

She turned up the gas, and looked at Lucy,
This moment she became conscious, then, that
Lucy had no longer a rival in her heart.
She resolved to leave the place at once.
Suddenly

she

remembered

the

money

Doubleface got out of her to make Lucy's
fortune, as he said.

She stooped over Lucy

and kissed her, too softly to wake her,

' No,

my fatherless girl,' said she, ' money is nothing
to me noAV, but they sha'n't rob you.

You

shall have your OAvn, if they kill me.'
She sat down quietly, and thought what
was the best Avay to execute the design she had
conceived in a moment; and not every one of
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US would have hit upon the right order of
action so well. She began by doing in her OAvn
room all that could be done there at all.

She

put a small table near the gaslight, laid her
scissors on it, threaded a needle, and fastened
it to her sleeve.
Then she went softly, opened one of the
folding-doors, and satisfied herself that Doubleface and his other Avife Avere asleep.

Then she

slipped into their room and turned up their
gas a very little, found his trousers and his
waistcoat under them, took aAvay the Avaistcoat
to her OAvn room, and left the door ajar.
She brought the Avaistcoat to her table, cut
the stitches, drcAV them away, took out the
bank notes, and put them in her bosom, all as
coolly as possible.
Then she sat quietly down and sewed up
the top of the pocket again, imitating the very
number of the stitches she had originally put
in.
Then she took the waistcoat, went into the
next room, and put it back on the chair exactly
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where she had found it, and laid the trousers
on it.
Then, having resumed her OAvn, and no
longer caring so very much Avhether she was
caught or not by a man Avhom she could send
to prison for bigamy, she actually drcAV the
curtain back a little, and folding her arms,
surveyed the couple steadily with such an expression as seldom looks out of mortal eye.
The husband lay on his back snoring loud, as
he always did after excess.

The other Avoman

he had deceived lay on her side as innocent as
a child, and sleeping like one.
The resolute AVoman Avho looked on stood
there to be cured or die.

Her flesh crawled

and quivered at first, but she stood and clinched
her teeth, and deliberately burned this sight
into her heart, that she might never forget it,
nor, by forgetting, be induced to forgive it.
Soon the day daAvned, and a servant unbolted the street door.
Then Sarah made Lucy get up in silence,
both put on their bonnets, and she took the
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little giii through the other room, keeping
her on her other side, so that she could see
nothing and Avalked out of the house Avithout
a AYord.
Late in the morninof James Mansell awoks
from a heavy sleep, and found himself alone in
bed.

Fle soon realised the situation drink had

blunted overnight, and it frightened him.
thoughts Avere bitter.

His

How drink had foiled

all his cunning!
He had settled in his sober mind to play
both women Avith consummate skill; not to go
near Elizabeth in New York till he had settled
Sarah in Boston, and stayed with her a month at
least.

What was to be done noAv?

Why,

snatch a mouthful, and then hunt after Sarah
and tell her some lie, and fly with her to Boston, and Avrite Elizabeth another lie to account
for his dejDarture.
He burst through the folding-doors, and
threw them both Avide open for air.

In the

room his haggard face looked into sat Ehzabeth,
smiling and making his tea, and getting break-
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fast ready for him; her quick ear had heard
him move in the bedroom.
' That's right,' said he ; ' give me a morsel
to eat. I must be off to the pier directly for
my luggage,'
' What, is your money and all down
there ?'
' Not likely. That never leaves me night
and day.'
' La! then you might show it to me,' said
she.
' Perhaps you don't believe I have got it,'
said he.
' The idea! Of course I believe your Avord.'
She filled him a cup of tea, and said no more.
It Avashe Avho returned to the subject.
' Come, now, you'd like to see it, and make
sure ?'
' Why, Matthew,' said she, ' Avhat Avoman
wouldn't that had heard so much about it ? '
' Here goes, then,' said he, and took off his
coat.
' What, in your coat ?' said she. ' Oh
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That is not a very safe place, I am

sure.'
' Guess again,' said he.

Then he opened

his Avaistcoat, and showed her the

inside

pocket.
She peered across the table at it, and
approved.
' I see,' said she.

' Who'd have thought a

man had so much sense ? '

On reflection, how-

ever, she Avas not so pleased. ' Who sewed it in
for you ?' said she, sharply.
stitches from here.

' I can see the

'Twas a woman.'

' Well, then, let a woman unscAv it,' Avas
all the reply he deigned; and he chucked her
the Avaistcoat, and Avent on with his breakfast
very fast.
She took

the Avaistcoat on her

knee,

Avhipped her scissors out of her pocket, and
carefully snipped the stitches; then opened
the pocket, and groped in it with her fingers ;
' Well, but,' said

she, ' there's no

money

here.'
* Gainmon/ said hcj with his mouth full.
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'But I say

there isn't,' said she.
' Don't tell lies.

Give it me,'

She gave it him and Avatched him keenl}^,
and even suspiciously
He felt the pocket—groped it—-clutched
it—turned it inside out: there Avas nothing.
' What in heaven is this ?' he gasped.
' Am I mad ?
possible.

house.'

It is im-

Cut the thing to pieces ! Tear it

to atoms!
police!

Am I dreaming ?

Robbed! robbed!
I'll

search

I'll go for the

every Avoman in the

And he started Avildly up.

But Elizabeth

rose too, and said, very

firmly: ' You'll do nothing of the kind ; there
are no thieves here.

NOAV

sit down

and

think.'
' I can't; I'm all in a Avhiii.'
' You must.

Tell me the name of all the

bars you drank at before you came here.'
He groaned, and mentioned several.
' Were there any Avomen about ?'
' Plenty at some of them.'
K
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' Did you take your coat off?'
' Not likely. I tell you I felt them in my
pocket before I Avent to bed.'
' Ah! you thought so, perhaps. NOAV Avho
sewed them in for you ?'
' No matter.'
' Who scAved them in for you ?'
' The taUor.'
' No, MatthcAV, a woman scAved them in;
and a w^oman sewed the empty pocket up
again this last time. It is not a man's Avork,
and, besides, men are not so artful as all that.
There's more behind than you have told me,'
and she fell into a brown study.
Doubleface took his resolution in a moment.
He would go to the pier, wait there tUl Sarah
came for her boxes, and tell her he had been
set upon and robbed. Then he Avould go
aAvay Avith her and work for a month, till she
got more money from England.
So he told Ehzabeth he would take the
police to all those bars, and he went out
hastily.
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She made no objection; she sat there, and
brooded over this strange mystery.
By-and-bye she had a visitor—an unexpected one, and one she could speak her mind
to on this subject more openly than to her
husband.
Sarah Mansell, on leaving that house,
asked her Avay to the pier. To her surprise
it was very near. All her desire now was to
get home. Her heart, always single, turned
homeward entirely. Jealousy had tortured
her too much. The torture that kills defeats
itself, and her anguish had kiUed love as well
as agonised it. And then she had her own
special character; for Avomen vary as men do :
in some jealousy preponderates so that they
cannot resign an unworthy man Avho belongs
to them to another woman; in others jealousy,
though terribly powerful, is curbed by pride
and self-respect. These are the high-spirited
women who Avill be the only one or none ; and
note this, the more they love a man the more
N 2
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they wiU have him all to themselves, or part
Avith him root and branch: Avild horses could
not tear them from

that alternative.

These

loving but resolute Avomen belong to no class
in society, and are found

in every class.

Books, journals, education, ignorance, neither
make nor mar them.

It is a laAV of their

nature, though not the general law.
Sarah found that a steamer started for
England that day.

She instantly took a berth

for Lucy and herself, and meantime she took
her boxes away in a cab, lest James ManseU
should come and find them there, and Avait
about for her.

She did not fear him one bit;

but she abhorred the sight of him noAV.
She directed a carman to drive her to any
good hotel he chose, only let it be a mile
distant.
James Mansell came to the pier, inquired
for her boxes, and found that his wife had
removed them and gone to a hotel.

The car-

man who took her had not returned, but a
person James feed promised to ask him on his
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return to AAiiat hotel he had driven the lady.
Then Mansell Avent back to get some money
from Elizabeth; for he had drunk all his loose
cash the day before.
The visitor she received
Solomon B. Grace.

meantime Avas

He came in rather sheep-

ishly, and began to plead her permission, but
she cut all that short very brusquely.
' You come at the right time.

I have been

robbed of 400/.'
Then she told him all that had passed
betAveen her and MatthcAV, and Solomon offered his theory, videlicet, that the notes had
never existed.
' Well, then, I think they did,' said Elizabeth.

'But here's my trouble.

There's a

person I suspect; but I don't like to tell him ;
he might blame me for housing a stranger, and
indeed it Avas a foolish thino- of me—there!—I
o

gave a night's lodging to an Englishwoman
and her child.

She said she had come by the

steamer, and lost her husband. I am afi:aid she
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never had one.

Anyway, she slept here in

this very room, and, Solomon, AA^hilst my man
AA'as telling me in there he had got me the
400/., she came bounce against that door, and
I thought at the time she was listening.'
' She is the one that did the trick,' w^as
Solomon's conclusion.
HoAvever, to make sure, he asked if Mr.
Haynes had told her where the notes were
Avhile the AVoman w^as listening.
' He must have,' said Elizabeth.
thought a bit.

Then she

' Why, la, no, he didn't.

She

could hear no more than I did, and certainly I
didn't know, nor he didn't tell me until this
morning, breakfast-time.

There—she couldn't

knoAA"—unless she had scAvn them in, and that's
against all reason.

It's a mystery; it is quite

beyond me.'
Solomon puzzled over it in turn.

He said

there w^as a good-looking woman sat waiting
for her husband best part of tAVO hours on the
pier, and a child with her.
' A girl?'
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' Yes, a girl,'
' What had she on ? '
' Didn't observe.'
' What was the child like ?'
' Darkish—beautiful black eyes—a picture!'
' That is them, I shouldn't wonder. You
saw no husband, I'll go bail.'
' Ay, but I did—saw his back, however.
That one is no thief—a plain, honest woman,
Avith a face something between a calf and an
angel,'
' Indeed,' said Elizabeth,' she looked honest;
and if her tale was true, it seems hard to suspect
her. But it is a puzzle.'
Then Solomon B. Grace summed up the
evidence: ' He drinks and gambles. One of
those Avays is enough. Such a man is soon
eased of 400/. in New York city. I've seen a
many drained out here Avith dice and drink, but
I never knew a fool's pocket picked of notes
sewn into the lining. Puzzle or not, that's a
lie, I swan,'
The latter part of this summing up was
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heard by Mr. ManseU from the parlour, he
having slipped into the house the back Avay.
He came in loAveiing, and put in his Avord,
' Did you ever know an honest man slip into a
house and backbite a man to his wife ? '
Solomon turned red Avith ire and shame, for
his position Avas not a perfect one.

' Can't say

ever I did, but I've knoAvn folk the truth Avas
pison to Avherever told.'
' And the truth is that you are a discarded
lover of my Avife's, and a mischief-making
hypocrite.'
Elizabeth Avas alarmed, for she knew Solomon could Avring this bantam's neck in a
moment, and she had no blind confidence in
his pacific disposition, though he vaunted it so
highly.

' L a ! MatthcAV, do you want every

bone in your skin broken ?

And, Solomon,

you must excuse him for my sake ; he is
in great

trouble.

I Avon't detain you at

present.'
' That means make tracks,' said poor Solo-
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mon. ' I'm pacific,' said he, almost crying Avith
vexation, ' I'll go sartain. I'd better go. But,
Britisher—'
' WeU, Avhat is it, old Ohio ? '
' A Avord at parting,'
' In Chicagoan ? '
' " Every dog has his day." That's English,
I rather think.'
When he was gone, Elizabeth took a cheerful tone. She told James she did not for one
moment believe he had drunk or gambled aAvay
400/. ' But,' said she, ' it is no use being angry
with Solomon Grace for saying Avhat all the
Avorld says.' Then after a little Avhile she played
the philosopher. ' If you gave me my choice,
and said, " Will you have 400/. or a sober, industrious husband ? " do you think I'd choose
the money ? Never. So don't let us cry over
spilt milk, but just you drop gambling—^you
don't drink as you used—and we shall do firstrate. The house is full, and all the boarders
like me. It always will be full now. Starting
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was the only trouble. I will undertake to keep
you if you will only spend your evenings with
me.'
James Mansell pretended to jump at these
terms, and Ehzabeth invited him to go out
walking with her in an hour's time.
He agreed with feigned alacrity, and she
dressed for the occasion, and they walked out
arm in arm, she gay as a lark, he moody and
distracted, and attending to her flow of talk only
by fits and starts,
MeaiiAvhile Mrs. Mansell and Lucy had a
nice Avash and a good breakfast, and by-and-by
a conveyance was at the door to take their
boxes to the steamer.
But Lucy Avas most unAvilling. ' Oh,
mamma,' she said, ' we have only just come.'
' I can't help that,' Avas the dogged reply.
'But everything is so beautiful, and the
people so kind : they call me " miss" !'
' My child,' said her mother, ' I must go
home. Wounded creatures all go home ; and
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I am Avounded to the heart. I have nobody
now but you : be kind to me,'
Lucy flung her arms round her mother's
neck, ' Oh, mamma, I'll go with you to
Jericho.'
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CHAPTER X.
IT seemed as if everything was to be smoothed
for their going home. At the docks they found
Solomon B, Grace superintending Custom-house
Avork, and Sarah beckoned him, and asked him
how she should get her boxes on board.
' Going home already ? What, without
your husband ?'
' Sir, my husband has abandoned me.'
' What, altogether ?'
' Me and my child,'
' The miserable cuss,'
HaAing thus delivered himself, he said it
Avas his business to obey her orders. He
couldn't leave that spot just then, but if she
w^ould give him the ticket, his mate should stoAV
her things in the cabin. This was done accordingly. Meantime he asked leave to put her a
question.
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' As many as you please,' said she, calmly.
' Where did you sleep last night ? '
' With

a lady Avho called herself Mrs,

Haynes.'
' Who lives in Christopher Street ? '
' I don't know, unfortunately.

But since

you ask, perhaps you know that Mrs, Haynes.'
' I rather think I do.'
' That is curious.'
' Well, no.

I've knoAvn her nine years.

Why, her first husband was a cousin of mine.
When he died I always intended to be number
t w o ; only I didn't like to ask her in the
grave-yard; but that 'ere Britisher warn't so
nice ; he slipped in ahead of me.'
Sarah turned her brown eye full on him
Avith growing interest.

' I understand perfectly,'

said she, ' Y"ou respected her most because you
loved her best,'
Solomon stared at her.

He was utterly

amazed, but at the same tinie charmed, at this
gentle stranger reading him so favourably all in
a moment, and reading him right.

He asked
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her a little sheepishly if he might make so free
as to take her hand. ' You are very welcome,
I am sure,' said she, smUing calmly.
' I'll tell you the truth,' said he, ' though it's
agin myself I love her still; can't get her out
of my head nohow.'
' Why should you ?' said she, loftily.
Solomon stared at that.
' It's like poor Joe Finder,' said she, half to
herself
' Can't say; don't know the family.'
Sarah began to wonder. Presently she
scanned him all over with her steady eyes: ' I
think,' said she, slowly, ' it must be my duty to
write a note to Mrs. Haynes.'
' About her housing you for the night ?'
' About that and other things. You knoAV
her and respect her; Avill you give it her ?'
' Of course I will.'
' Into her own hand ? *
' And glad of the job.'
' Not into the hands of the man.*
' What! her husband—the cuss—not likely.'
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Satisfied on that point, Sarah said she would
Hke to go on board out of the bustle. She
could write the letter in the cabin ; it Avould be
a short one. Then Solomon took her and Lucy
on board. After some httle preparation Sarah
took paper and an envelope out of her bag : she
had everything ready to write to her sister. She
sat down and wrote to the other wife of James
Mansell. Solomon B. Grace had nothing else
to do but to watch her, and he did wonder
what that thoughtful brow and Avhite hand
were sending to the Avoman he still loved.
It was no simple matter; the Englishwoman
had a diflicult task before her. She paused at
every line. Her face was solemn, grave, and
poAverful. So the puzzle deepened. Solomon
could see this Avas not a woman writing merely
to thank another for a night's lodging. When
she had finished it, she folded it and secured it
very carefully, and beckoned Solomon B. Grace.
He came to her;
' You will give this letter into her own hand,
and see her read it ?'
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' I Avill; Avho shall I say it is from ? '
' Sarah Mansell.'
' Oh! Sarah ManseU, You are Sarah ManseU ?'
' I am Sarah ManseU,' Then she said, very
thoughtfully, 'This Mrs, Haynes, have you a
real affection for her ? '
' I am a bachelor for her sake, that is all,'
said he, despondently.
She fixed her eyes on him. ' Perhaps some
day you may be a married man for her sake.'
Solomon shook his head.
' Is that a
conundrum ?'
' Well,' said she,' the future is a riddle.
What I am doing noAv proves that. Who
knoAvs? You have been very kind to me.
Blessings come to those who are good to the
stranger, the fatherless, and the widow, WeU,
my child is fatherless this day, and I am a
deserted Avife, all alone on the great sea, Avith
nobody but my child and my God,'
Poor Solomon might have told her those
tAVO Avere more than seventy-seven bad hus-
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bands, but she went too straight for the tender
heart that lay beneath his breast,
' Don't ye now, don't ye,' he snivelled;
' you'll make me cry enough to wash a palacecar. You're not alone, you sha'n't be alone.
Here, little beauty, come and comfort mother.
Solomon B. Grace isn't much, but he'll stand by
you till she starts, and then you must just keep
your eye square for home, like that ship's cutAvater there. You hav^e got friends to home ?'
' I have.'
' You are loved to home ? '
' I am, sir,'
'Don't I tell you. They're Avaiting for
you ; they are thinking of you,'
^They are. I saw them m a vision last
night.'
' It stands to reason; you was born to
be loved.'
' I thought so once, sir.'
' I think so noAV, and I'm sure of it. You'd
bcAvitch creation. Why, I'd cut myself in
pieces to serve you. Darn me if I Avouldn't
0
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take you safe to that ar island and hand you to
your friends, and then slip back, if it w^arn't
for the letter.'
Leaving this good soul to comfort Sarah
Mansell till the ship Avas cleared of strangers, I
must go to meet a less interesting couple, who
are coming this way.
As James took the Avalk merely to please
Elizabeth, he Avent Avherever she chose. They
called at a provision shop and bought the things
he liked, Elizabeth was handsome and well
dressed, and many admiring glances w^ere cast
on her. Her companion's vanity was tickled
at this. Only Avhat rather spoiled the walk
Avas that he longed so at that very moment to
be raking the town for the other.
Presently they came out in sight of the
quay, and James began to fidget again. He
burned to get away from his companion to see
if his agent had news of Sarah, and, besides
that, he had a dread of open spaces—they
facUitate surprises. Sarah might see him from
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a distance walking with Ehzabeth, This extreme uneasiness did not escape the latter.
' Why, what is the matter with you now ? ' said
she. ' You keep looking about as if you had
done something, and expected the police to
pounce on you from every corner.'
'You Avouldn't be easy if you had lost
400/., and couldn't teU how,'
' Yes, I would, if I could do Avithout them.
They were for me, but I don't fret, and why
Avaste another thought on them, my dear ?'
At this moment the steamer's bell rang.
' There, noAV,' said Elizabeth, kindly, ' stay and
see the ship start.'
' Lend me a couple of dollars,' said he. She
gave it him directly. ' Wait a bit for me here,'
he said, and Elizabeth seated herself in a sort
of pleasant waiting-room near the main entrance
to the piers, and Availed.
He darted into a shop and replenished his
flask. Then he ran to find his agent, and got
from him the name of the hotel Sarah ManseU
had gone to. He was eager to go there at
0 2
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once, but dared not.

Elizabeth had a temper,

Doubleface was fairly puzzled between the two.
HoAvever, it was only postponed for an hour.
Elizabeth, with her house full of boarders, Avould
not be out more than that, and then he Avould
fly on the wings of penitence to Sarah, and not
leave her for the other till he had humbucfo'cd
CO

her thoroughly and- eradicated all suspicion.
So he came back to Elizabeth.
sitting there quite at ease.

She was

' Curse it,' said he,

' she must go home.'
But now ropes were cast off, and every preparation made for the vessel leaving.
admirably managed in New York.

This is

The largest

steamer just glides aAvay into the Atlantic like
a river-boat starting upon the Thames.
' Ah,' said Doubleface, tormented by the
situation he had created for himself, ' I Avish I
Avas going in you—alone.'

He stepped forward

and saAV her move away.

She lay against the

quay amidships, but she Avas so long that it took
a minute before her after-cabin came opposite.
A Avoman, Avho had caught sight of James
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ManseU, but hidden herself tUl then, rushed
along the deck to the poop, followed by a girl.
She AAdiipped a packet of notes out of her
bosom, and brandished them high in the air to
him, then drew her child's head to her Avaist.
That is Avhat she did.
convey the grandeur

But how can words

of those

impassioned

gestures, the SAviftness of their sequence, and
the tale that tOAvering figure and those flaming
eyes told to the villain and fool Avho had possessed her, plagued her for years, and hit upon
the only way to lose her.
He started back, bcAvildered, blasted, terrified, and glared after her in stupid dismay.
While he stood petrified, a voice hissed in
his ear, ' You knoAV—Avhere—your—notes—
are—now ! '
It was Elizabeth at his shoulder, but a little
behind him.

Doubleface turned slowly, aghast

Avith this new danger.

He gasped, but could

not articulate.
Elizabeth

laid her right hand on his

shoulder, and pointed to Sarah with her left.
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'V/hy, that Avoman is shaking them in your
face !'

Then she took him by both shoulders

and turned him square to her.
that is as white as ashes!'

' Your face,

In this position

she drove her eyes into his, and clutched
him

firmly.

'What is there between that

Avoman and you ?

She has taken your money,

yet she is not afraid.

She vaunts it, and it's

you that tremble. Oh ! what does this mean ?'
In her excitement she had grasped him
so firmly that her nails hurt him severely
through

his clothes, but now that

relaxed, and she felt weak.

clutch

' What does this

mean ? ' she repeated.
The other creature, accustomed to lie,
now tried to escape, hopeless as it seemed.
He stammered: ' I don't know.

I

saw a

Avoman shake something or other at me—was
it at me ? '
' Who else ? '
' I fancied she looked past me somehoAv.
Where were you ?'
' Behind you at the door.'
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The
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desperate

Avretch hardly knew what he was saying.

To

his surprise this bold suggestion told.
' Why, of course it might be to me.'
He seized this advantage artfully.

' More

likely to neither of us,' said h e ; ' and yet I
don't knoAV; since I came home everything
that happens is a mystery.'
' That is true, and I suppose I shall never
knoAV the meaning of it all,'
' I'm as much in the dark as you are,' said
he, ' and you can believe me or not, as you
like.'

Then he took a step or tAvo aAvay to

show her he Avas disposed to quarrel Avitli
her.

That ansAvers sometimes when a body

is in the wrong.
This stroke of policy left room for a third
figure to

step in between

them, and that

position was promptly taken by Solomon B.
Grace.
' Letter from Sarah ManseU.'
Doubleface turned Avith a yell, and made
a grab at the letter.

Solomon, who Avas
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holding it out Avith his right hand toAVard
Elizabeth, stopped the rush with his left, and
mocked the attempt. 'No, yer don't,' said
the stalwart giant: ' I'm under Mrs. Sarah
ManseU's orders as this letter is not to be
intercepted by any darned cuss whatever, but
guv into the hands of Mrs. Haynes, and read
before me to make sure.'
Elizabeth stared, but hesitated to defy her
husband before Solomon Grace. ' But I don't
knoAv her,' said she, looking at the letter in
Solomon's hand.
'Yes, ye do—it's the lady that slept at
your house last night.'
Ehzabeth uttered a little cry and panted.
She almost snatched the letter now, and said,
' Then she did listen at the door.'
' Like enough,' said James. ' Then of
course she'll know what to say to set us all by
the ears.'
' Yes, but,' said Elizabeth,' she knows more
than you ever told me that night. She knew
Avhere to find those notes—ay, those tha^t hide
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can find. My fingers tremble ; open it for me,
Solomon,'
He opened the letter, and handed it to
Elizabeth, and dared James Mansell to interfere. Ehzabeth read the letter very sloAvly,
and piecemeal-—read it hoAv she could indeed ;
for her turn Avas come to have her bosom
pierced:
' " MADAM,—You and I—are both unfortunate. You are betrayed, and I am deceived.
If I tell the truth, I must pain you; if I Avithhold it, he will deceive you still." Oh, what is
coming ? ' said poor Elizabeth. " The man that
passes for Matthew Haynes" '—she stopped
and looked at him, and read again—' " passes
for Matthew Haynes—is James Mansell—my
husband! " ' (the reader held out her hand
piteously to Solomon Grace ; he supported her,
and she held on to him, and that seemed to
give her more poAver to read on) ' " We were
married at St. Mary's Church, Glo'ster, on the
ISthof July, 1873.'"
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' That's a lie,' said James.
' It does not read like one,' was the dogged
reply.
' " In 1878 he robbed me of my savings,
and went to America. Last month one Varney
from Liverpool told him I had money.

He

came for it directly, and took me with it—it
w^as 400/.—sooner than not have it at all. Dear
madam, I could not let my child be robbed."
There, I knew it—she took back her own.
" But James Mansell is yours if worth keeping."
Are you worth keeping ?
enters again.

" My door he never

But if ever you should be as

desolate as I was on your steps that bitter
night, my home is yours.

God help us both!

"SARAH MANSELL,

" 1 3 Green Street, Liverpool." '
'That is as clever a lie as ever woman
told,' said James Mansell.
Elizabeth replied: ' I t
Sunshine is not clearer.
had but one husband,'

is God's truth!
So, then, I never

She put both hands to
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her face and blushed to the throat, ' You
Avere his friend. Take me home.' She clung
piteously to Solomon, Then she turned to
Doubleface. 'In one hour my servant will
give you your clothes on my door-step. My
door you never enter again.'
' Mind that!' said the Illinois man. ' I
shall be there, " Every dog has his day ! " '
With the AVord he tucked the resolute but
trembling Elizabeth tight under his arm and
took her home,
Doubleface cursed them both as they retreated. Then he rushed to the water-side,
and the steamer was now all in sight, and
Sarah Mansell still visible, standing over her
child Avith her eyes raised to heaven.
Then the fool and villain raged and raved
between the two superior Avomen he had
deceived and lost. Both too good for him,
and at last he knew it—both in sight, yet leaving him for ever, and he knew it. He raved ;
he cursed; he ran to the water's edge. No,
he had not the courage to die. He took out
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his flask and A^^ent for comfort to his ruin—he
drank neat brandy fiercely.
Then fire ran through his veins. He began
not to care quite so much. He drank again.
Aha! He was brave. He defied them. He
drank both their healths in brandy. He
voAved to have two more as good as either
of them. He drank on till his eyes set and he
rolled upon the pavement. There the police
found him dead drunk, and held a short consultation over him.
' Police ceU?'
«No—hospital.'
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CHAPTER XL
and Deborah Smart kept the
home and the little shop, and Avere on those
terms of gentle fellowship Avhich often lead to
a closer union when some stronger attachment
ceases to interfere. When a month had elapsed
they began to be very anxious to hear from
Sarah; and one evening Finder said if she had
Avritten the day she landed, or even the day
after, they ought to have had a letter that very
day,
JOSEPH FINDER

' O h ! ' said Deborah, 'he won't let her
Avrite to us. That is my trouble noAV—Ave
shall never know whether she is dead or alive,'
Finder could not bring himself to belie\'e
that; so then they had a discussion. It was
interrupted by the rattle of a fly draAving up at
the door. Wheel visitors AVere rare at that
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Deborah thought the man had drawn

up at the Avrong door; Pinder said he Avould
go and see; a knock at the door settled the
question.

Finder opened i t ; and there, full in

the gas-light, stood Sarah Mansell and Lucy.
Pinder uttered a loud exclamation.

She gave

a little sign of satisfaction, and put both hands
on his shoulders.

'Yes, my good Joseph, here

Ave are, thank Heaven!

Oh, sister !' and she

stopped Deborah's scream of amazement and
delight by flying into her arms.

The cab AA^as

paid, the boxes taken into the parlour, and
then Sarah and

Lucy

Avere inspected and

cuddled again.
Then came a fusillade of questions.
Avhat brought you back so soon?
change his mind?

' But

Did he

I never thought he would

let you come back at all.

And looking like a

rose; you are properly

sunburned; but it

becomes you—everything becomes my sister.
Here's your picture ; it has been our only comfort.

Aren't you hungry after your journey ? '

' Indeed I am,'
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' Bless you! And I could almost bless him
for bringing you back in such health and
spirits. There, you go upstairs and make
yourselves comfortable; your supper shall be
ready in ten minutes. Oh dear! I don't know
whether I'm on my head or my heels for
joy-'

In due course the cloth was laid for five,
and supper served.
' Will he be here to supper?' asked Deborah,
with a laughable diminution of ardour.
'No.'
'That is odd. Of course he will sleep
here ?'
'No.'
At this Deborah and Pinder sat openmouthed, and could hardly believe their senses.
Sarah, brimful of health and in good spirits,
yet her husband not with her. He could not
be far off, thought Deborah.
' He is in Liverpool ? '
'No.'
' Then he is coming by next boat ?'
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'No.'
' WeU, I never.'
' Let us welcome her, not question her,'
suggested Finder ; ' she will tell us all about it
when she chooses. It is enough for me to see
her looking, so well and so happy,'
'Happy, because I am at peace, and because I have got back to tAvo dear friends.
Ah ! I saw you both in my dream, sitting over
that picture there and saying, " We shall never
see her again."'
' 0 gracious heavens! and so wo, did,' cried
Deborah.
' I Avas sure of it,' Sarah rephed, 'the
vision w^as so plain.'
Deborah's curiosity burned her; she could
not help putting questions directly or indirectly. Sarah parried them calmly; then
came a practical and somcAvhat delicate question, Deborah approached it indirectly :
' Since you Avent I was afraid to be alone in
the house, and Mr, Pinder he has slept in
Lucy's room.'
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Sarah saAV at once Avhat she would be at,
and said: ' Fray make no change for me.
Lucy will sleep with me in the best bedroom.
We shall both prefer it, shall we not ? '
'Oh yes, mamma!

I like to be Avith you

day and night.'
Deborah was charmed at the arrangement,
and so w^as Finder; he had expected to be
politely consigned to some other dwelling.
Deborah, hoAvever, must try once more to
draAV her sister.
' This is a blessed state of things,' said she,
' but I am afraid 'tis too good to last.

He AVUI

drop on us some day, and turn us to the rightabout,'
Sarah w^ould not utter a syllable in reply,
and wore an impassiA^e countenance, as she
took no interest Avhatever in the speculation.
It must be confessed this was enough to exasperate curiosity.

' Well,' said Deborah, in des-

pair, ' will you ansAver me one thing ? Has he
collared the money? '

Sarah put her hand to

her bosom, and produced a bundle of notes.
p
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' It is all here except the traveUing expenses,'
she said, calmly.
' I am glad of that,' said Finder; ' and for
pity's sake, don't question her any more.'
Sarah smiled.

' Don't be hard on her,

Joseph,' said she.

' She must ask questions,

being a woman, and one that loA^es me.

But

I'm not bound to ansAver them, you know.'
' If she Avon't bear to be questioned, she
shall go to bed, for I am dying Avith curiosity.
Aren't you, Mr. Pinder ?

Now tell the truth.'

' Well, I am,' Avas the frank reply.

' But I

don't Avant to knoAV every thing all in a moment.
I'd rather have her here and know nothing
more than know everything

and not have

her'
Deborah acquiesced hypocritically, because
she had just remembered she could get it all
out of Lucy.

That young lady now shoAved

fatigue, and the little party separated for the
ni^ht.
' One Avord,' said Deborah to Sarah in her
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' Give me one word to sleep on.

Are you happy ?'
' Sister, I am content,'
Deborah pumped Lucy.

Lucy, to her

infinite surprise, pursed up her lips, and would
not say a word.
Her mother had made her promise most
solemnly not to reveal anything Avhatever that
had happened to them in New York,
Deborah writhed under this, but Finder
made light of it, and really there was plenty
to balance the want of complete information.
Sarah resumed her business; he was once
more her associate, and his jealousy was set to
sleep.
Her husband was not there, and no longer
filled her thoughts.

She never fretted for him;

indeed, she ignored the man.
was new and

The phenomenon

unaccountable, but

certain,

Joseph Pinder threw himself Avith more ardour
than ever into her service, and persuaded her
to seize an opportunity, and rent larger and
better-situated premises in a good thoroughfare.
? 2
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Here their trade Avas soon quadrupled, and
Sarah Mansell was literally on the road to
fortune, By-and-bye Lucy's health failed. It
Avas ' Finder to the rescue ' directly. He took
a little villa and garden outside the town, and
there he established Deborah and Lucy with a
maid-servant, Sarah slept there. Finder had
a room there, but generally slept on the old
premises.
All this time he was making Aisible advances
in the affection of Sarah Mansell. Indeed, that
straightforward woman never condescended to
conceal her growing affection for him. The
change was visible on the very night of her
arrival, but noAV, as the months rolled on, her
innocent affection and tenderness for the friend
who had suffered for her and loved her these
ten years grew and grcAv. Deborah saAV it.
Lucy saw it. The last to see it Avas Joseph
himself; but even he discovered it at last Avith
a little help from Deborah. In truth, it was
undisguised. The only mystery was hoAV it
could be reconciled with her character, for she
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was a wife, and the most prudent of Avomen.
Then why let Joseph Finder see he Avas the
man she cared for, and the only one ? However, one day the exultant Joseph found there
were limits. In the ardour of his affection he
went to kiss her. She drew back directly:
' Please don't forget I am James ManseU's
wife.' And for a day or two after that her
manner was guarded and reserved. This was
a warning to Mr. Joseph Pinder. A full and
sweet affection visibly offered, but passion
dechned Avithout a moment's hesitation.
Joseph was chilled and disappointed for the
moment, but what he had endured for her
in less happy times reconciled him to the limits
she noAV imposed. The situation was heavenly
compared with those that had preceded it, and
above all he saw nobody to be jealous of Ho
had also little auxiliary joys in the affection of
Lucy and Deborah. These- tAvo, as well as
Sarah, loved, petted, and made much of him.
How long this placid affection and sweet
tranquil content-^—the most enduring happiness
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nature permits, if man could but see it—might
have endured, I cannot say, for it Avas cut
short about ten months after Sarah's return by
a revelation that let in passion and let out
peace.
They did now a brisk trade Avith the United
States; and one evening a new agent came
from New York with liberal offers. This man
happened to be a gossip and a friend of Solomon
B. Grace. ' " ManseU! " ' said he (the name
over the shop), ' I could tell you a queer
story connected with that name.'
' It's not an uncommon name,' said Finder.
' Was it James ManseU ?'
' No; it Avas a woman—a Mrs. Mansell.
My friend Grace's wife—that is now—found
her seated on a doorstep with a little girl; she
said she had missed her husband. Mrs. Grace
—at least, Mrs, Haynes, she Avas then—asked
her in, and liked her so well she gave her her
supper and a bed. Presently, home comes Mr.
Haynes, her husband, quite unexpected. They
had a hug or two, I suppose, and talked of
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their family affairs. And it seems this Mrs.
Mansell listened, for next day this Hajmes, as
he called himself, missed 400/. sterling that was
sewed inside his pocket. There was a row;
one said one thing, one said another. Then—
let me see—Avhat's next ? Oh, I remember !—
what do you think? Mr. and Mrs. Haynes
were watching the steamer starting for England. Doesn't Mrs. Mansell step on deck all
of a sudden and shakes the missing banknotes in both their faces—'
' Capital !'roared Finder. 'Go on! go
on!'
' And it turned out she had only taken back
her own, for this Haynes was no Haynes at all,
but one Mansell, if you please, and had been
taking a turn at bigamy.'
' The scoundrel! Now I see it all.'
* However, it didn't pay. Both the women
sacked him, and Mrs, Haynes' friends wanted
to imprison him. But Solomon B. Grace said,
" Don't let's have a row. Marry me." Mind,
he had ahvays been sweet on her. So she
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married him like a bird. Why, you seem quite
fluttered like. Do you knoAv the people ?'
' I do. This very shop belongs to that
same Mrs. ManseU.'
' Do tell! HOAV things come about! Then
of course the story is no news to you ?' said
the agent,
' Yes, it is. She never mentions his name,'
' No wonder. It must be a sore subject.'
' Where is the villain ? What has become
of him ? Any chance of his coming over here ?'
' How can I tell ?'
You may imagine the effect of this story
upon Pinder. He went out to the villa hot
with it, and glowing with love and pity for
Sarah and rage at her husband. But during
the walk he cooled a little, and began to ask
himself if he ought to go and blurt out his
information,
Sarah must have some reason for withholding it so long. Why, of course she Avas mortified, and would not thank him if he went and
published it. Herein he misunderstood Sarah's
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motive—it was more profound, and the result
of much thought and forecast, HoAvever, she
AAill speak for herself As for Finder, he took
a middle course: he confided it to Deborah,
stipulating that she should feel her way with
Sarah, and see how she could bear the truth
being known.
Deborah acted on these instructions. But
Sarah broke through^ them all in a moment,
and told her the Avhole truth.
Next morning after breakfast she spoke
privately to Finder,
' So you have heard something about what
parted James Mansell and me for ever? ' (She
had divined at once it must have come through
Finder.)
' Yes, Sarah, to tell the truth, I have.'
' Well, Deborah Avill tell you the wiiole
stcry. It is not a matter I care to talk about.'
' I would rather have heard it from you than
from a stranger. Did you doubt whose side I
should be on ?'
' No, Joseph, not for a moment. If you
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must know, it was entirely for your sake I kept
it to myself
' For my sake ? Why, it only makes my
heart warm a little more to you. To think
that such an angel as you should ever be
deceived and pillaged !'
'And cured. Believe it or not, I am
thankful it happened, and almost grateful to
the man for undeceiving me before I Avasted
any more affection on such a creature. No,
Joseph. I am single-hearted, as I always was,
and my heart turned to you before ever you
saw my face this time, and I kept that cruel
story locked in my bosom for your sake. Ah,
Avell! I Avas not to have my Avay. You knoAV
my condition now—neither maid, wife, nor
widow—and I am afraid it will unsettle your
mind, and this Avill not be the happy home it
has been.'
She sighed as she said this. He smiled at
her wild apprehensions. But she was wise,
and one that knew the heart of a man, and had
forecasts.
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CHAPTER XIL
THE only difference it made at first was a slight
increase of sympathy and respect on the part
of Joseph Pinder. But this was foUoAved by a
more manifest ardour of devotion, and this in
due course by open courtship.
Sarah thought it due to herself and her
position to curb this. She did so with admirable address, sometimes playfully, sometimes
coldly, sometimes firmly, always kindly; yet
with all this tact the repeated checks made
Finder cross now and then.
She was sorry, but out of prudence would
not show it. It ended in his begging pardon,
and in her saying she did not blame him; it
was the natural consequence of her situation,
now that situation was declared.
As nothing stands stiU, this went on tUl the
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very thing Sarah had foreseen came to pass.
The man after so many years of self-restraint,
and so many good oflices done, found himself
at last rewarded with affection only. That was
so sweet, that instead of satisfying him, it
enticed him on ; he longed to possess her, and
asked himself why not. It was no longer
either wrong or impossible. He implored her
to divorce James Mansell and marry him. She
received the proposal with innocent horror.
' For shame !' she said—' oh, for shame!' and
turned her back on him, and Avould hardly
speak to him for some hours.
He took the rebuff humbly enough at the
time. But afterAvard he consulted his friends,
and they sided with him, and he returned to
the charge. He pressed her, he urged her, he
coaxed her, he did everything except remind
her of his OAvn merits (and her own heart
supplied that omission), but she would not
yield. And the provoking thing was, she
would not argue. Her old-fashioned religion
and her old-fashioned delicacy despised reason-
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ing on such a matter.
He might almost
as well have offered her reasons for bigamy.
She Avas prejudiced and deaf to logic.
The next time he attacked her she showed
distress, 'Ah,' she said, ' I foresaw this.
Now you know why I kept my sad story
to myself I knoAv the value of peace and pure
affection, and I know that you or any man
would demand more than I can give. I don't
blame you, dear ; but you Avill not forgive me;
it is not likely,' Her tears, the first he had
ever made her shed, melted him. He kissed
her, and begged her to forgive him. She
sighed and said, ' I suppose it is no use teUing
you Avhat it costs me to deny you. You will
never be easy now, but AAill never move me.
I can't help it. I must trust in God,'
Joseph Finder told his friends it Avas no
use ; he couldn't mov^e her ; he only tormented
himself and made her unhappy. Then one of
them laughed in his face, and told him he Avas
loving the woman like a calf and not like a
man. If she is really fond of you, be her
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She'll like you all the better, what-

ever she may pretend. You cut it for a year or
two, and let her find out what you are worth.
Another told him he was being humbugged
and made a convenience of.

The woman was

secretly hoping her husband would come back
and eat humble pie.

So what with passion,

the sense of long service, instilled distrust, and
w^ounded vanity, Joseph Pinder, after disquieting himself and Sarah in vain for six months,
resolved to make a change.

One Saturday

night he packed up his carpet-bag, and announced that he should go next morning to
Manchester, and thence to London,
' For how long ? ' asked Sarah, anxiously,
'Well, Sarah, for good, unless something
happens,'
Sarah said nothing; she understood in a
moment that he intended to make a last attempt, and to go if she refused.
Next morning she went to church just as
usual, and Joe Pinder aAvaited her return—•
with his ultimatum.
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his feelings were subjected to

some little trials before she came home.
It was a glorious day,
Lucy and Deborah sat out in the little
garden. He finished packing his bag, and then
WTnt dowm to say a last Avord to them.

He

found Deborah with red eyes, and silent too—
A^ery unusual things with her.

She and Lucy

had evidently been talking the matter over, for
Lucy asked him plump Avhy her mother AA^ould
not marry him. He replied, sullenly, ' Because
I don't deserve it, you may be sure.'
' That is a fib,' said Lucy, severely.

' Well,

if she won't, you had better marry me.

Any-

thing is better than being cross,'
' You must

grow

up

first,'

suggested

Deborah,
' Or I must grow down,' said Finder,
Then he took Lucy on his knee, and being
in no humour for jest, he said: ' I had set my
heart on you for a daughter,

A wife I might

find, but a daughter hke you, all ready to love
me—a regular rose-bud ! Ah, well!'
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Lucy, precocious in all matters of sentiment,
gushed out directly : ' You shall, you shall.
Why, noAV I think of it, I Avant a father, I
never much liked the other one. But I like
you. Uncle Joe—I mean Father Joe, There, I
love—I adore you.' She spread her arms
supernaturally Avide, and threw them round
his neck AA^th an enthusiastic rush.
' Little angel,' said the affectionate felloAv.
' Well, Lucy, I'll try for you, but I suppose it
is no use. Yes, Deborah,' said he, ' I'll go for
my bag, and a few minutes Avill decide.'
Deborah could not blame him, for she kncAV
that if she'd been a man, she could not have
been so patient as Joe Finder had been. There
was a Avicket-gate at the back of the garden,
and Sarah noAv appeared at it. She had risen
in the world. Both she and Deborah were
dressed in rich black silk' dresses, but with no
trimming or flounces. Being tall, they shoAved
off the material all the more. Sarah had a Avhite
French bonnet and neat gloves, but, relic of humihty, she carried her prayer-book in her hand.
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Deborah sent Lucy indoors, and went to
meet her sister.

' Oh, Sarah,' she said, all in a

hurry, ' do mind what you're about,
Finder's blood is up.

Joe

I think it is his friends

that jeer him.'
Sarah sighed,' What can I do ? '
' You can't do nothing, but you can say a
deal.

Why, what is a AA^oman's tongue for?

TeU him anything, promise anything.

La! I

Avish I was in your place—^he should never
leaA^e me.'
Before Sarah could answer, Finder appeared
at the door with a large carpet-bag.
doAvn on the steps.

He put it

Deborah ran to him.

' Oh, Joseph,' she said, pathetically, ' what
should we do without thee ?

And look at the

garden—not a flower but you planted, and
'twas you laid the turf

Joe, dear, don't be-

lieve but she loves you with all her heart. She
never could love tAvo since she Avas born, and
you are the one'
' That remains to be seen,' said the man,
firmly; and he looked so pale and so dogged
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Deborah had little hope he would give in. He
came to Sarah; she was seated in a gardenchair waiting bravely for him. He stood in
front of her, ' I've come to know your mind
once for all.'
' I think you knoAV my mind,' she said,
gently, ' and I'm sure you knoAV my heart,'
' No, Sarah, I don't, not to the bottom,'
' Perhaps not. Women-folk Avere ahvays
hard for men to understand. Never heed that.
Speak your own mind to me, dear Joseph,'
And Finder said he Avas there on purpose.
' But first,' said he, ' let me put a question to
you. I'm almost ashamed to, though.'
'It is no time to be afraid or ashamed,'
said she, solemnly, ' Let me knoAV all that is
in your heart—the heart that I am- losing.'
' No, no,' said Pinder, ' not if you think it
Avorth keeping. Well, Sarah, Avhat I am driven
to ask you is : what can any man do to earn a
Avoman more than I have done ? I have loved
you honestly these ten years, I was true to
you Avhen you didn't belong to me, I tried to
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serve your husband for your sake—a chap I
ahvays disliked and. despised. You found him
out at last, and parted Avith him. Then I hid
my mind no longer.'
' It never was hidden from me,'
' Since you came back alone I have courted
you openly. You don't forbid me. You
almost seem to return my love.'
' Almost seem! I love you with all my
heart and soul. I never loved as I love you,
for I never esteemed.'
' Ah ! If I coukl only believe that!'
' You may behove it. I never told a lie.
My heart turned to you Avhen I saAV you in my
dream, and though!; of your long fidelity and
no reward. My pcior Joseph, my heart turned
more and more to you as the ship sailed homeAvard, and you wer3 the one that made comhig
home seem sweeteiit to me. Where are your
eyes? Since I came home have I ever regretted
the creature I used to pine for?' (She put
lier white hands to her face, and blushed,)
' Women don't mahe love as men do, but they
Q 2
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show it in more w^ays than men do, to those
Avho Avill but see it.'
'Then show me a little love—real love.
Make me your husband !'
' HOAV can I ?'

'Easy enough. Divorce that villain, and
marry me. It is a plain case of desertion and
infidelity. You can get a divorce for the
asking.'
'What! GotolaAv?'
' Why not ? It's done every day by your
betters.'
She coloured faintly, and said Avith gentle
dignity, ' My superiors, you mean. They do
a many things I can't, besides painting and
poAvderiug of their faces. Me go to a court of
law to part those that Avere joined till death in
a church ? That I could never do.'
Finder got angry. He belonged to a debating club, and he let her have it accordingly,
' That is all superstition. The priests used to
tell ignorant folks that marriage Avas a sacrament, and only the Pope of Rome could annul
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it. But we are not slaves of superstition and
priestcraft nowadays. Marriage is not a sacrament ; it is a contract, no more, no less. Your
husband has broken it contrary to law, and you
have only got to dissolve it according to law.
Wouldn't I divorce a faithless Avife for you ?
And you would do as much for me, if you
loved me as I love you,'
' I love you better,' said she; ' by the same
token, I couldn't quarrel with you as you do
Avith me. Oh! pray, pray don't ask me to go
into a public court, and say I only come to be
freed from a Avicked husband, and then have
to own another man is waiting to take me.
Ah! if you respected me as I do you, you
couldn't—'
' I have respected you these ten years, and
I've shown it. Now it is time to respect myself
I'm the laughing-stock of my friends for my
calf-love.'
' Ah!' cried she in dismay, ' if they have
been and wounded your vanity, it is all over,
A man's, love cannot stand against his vanity.
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But oh! if they kncAV how you are loved and
respected, they Avould be ashamed to play upon
you so.

Dear Joseph, be patient, as I am.

Believe that I lov^e you bettor than you or any
man born can ever love me. You are so agitated
and so angry, you frighten me, dear.

Do but

think calmly one moment: Avhat is the best
thing in holy Avedlock, after all ?

Is it not the

respect, and the tender affection, and the SAveet
company ?

What husband is more cherished

than you, or better loved?

My sister loves

you; my child loves you; I love you dearly.
If you could but see us when you are aAvay,
how dead-alive the place is, and Ave all sit mumchance ; but the moment you come Ave are
all gay and talkative. You are our master, our
delight, our very sunshine, and is that nothing ?'
Joseph Finder drank the honey Avith glistening e^^-es, but he could not quite digest it.

He

said these Avere sweet Avords, and there was a
time when they would have charmed his ears,
and blinded him to the hard truth.

But he

AA^as older noAv, and had learned that woman's
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It is only by her actions you

can ever know her heart,
' James ManseU,' he said, ' is a man of my
age,

'Tisn't likely Ave shall both outlive him.

So when you say you will not divorce him, that
is as much as to say you Avill never be my Avife
till he is so obliging as to die.

What is that

but treating me like a calf?

I won't die a

bachelor to please James Mansell, nor any
woman that clings to him for life,

I Avill leave

this, kill or cure.'
Sarah objected firmly to that: ' No, Joseph,
if Ave are to part, it is for me to go and you to
stay.

This pretty house and garden I have

enjoyed so, 'tis the fruit of your industry, and
your skill, and your affection, that I cannot,
recompense as you require, and so you Avill
call me ungrateful some day, and break my
heart altogether.

My dear, you must obUge

me in this one thing, you must live here, and
send me back to my little shop, and let me see
you get rich, and make some woman happy
that will love you better than I do.

You
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loved me most when I stood at that little,
counter in Green Street, and didn't even pretend to be a lady.'

She began steadily enough,

but, with all her resolution, her voice failed,
and she ended in tears,
' No, Sarah, you are not going to get it all
your OAvn Avay.

Lucy loves me, and Avould be

my daughter to-morroAV.

I Avon't hurt her;

and I could not let you go back to Green
Street.

I'll take nothing Avith me but my

carpet-bag, and my pride, and the heart you
have worn out.'
Then Sarah began to cry in earnest:
' Oh, Joseph,' said she, in accents to melt a
stone, ' is it not sorrow enough to part ?
you part in anger ?

Can

I Avouldn't be angry with

you if you were to kill me.'
' Fart in anger ? ' said he, ' Heaven forbid!
Forgive me, my darling, if I have spoken a
harsh word; and give me your hand at parting.'

He put out his hand, she seized it, and

kissed it passionately.

He kissed hers as

tenderly, and their tears fell fast upon each
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But he was a man, and had

said he Avould go.

So he actually did tear

himself away, and catch up his bag, and
through the Avicket-gate; and such was his
manly resolution and his wounded pride that
he went thirty—or at least twenty-five—yards
before he wished himself back upon any terms
whatever.

Till now he never knew how much

she loved him.
As for Sarah, she did not attempt to deceive
herself or any one else.

She laid her brow on

the little table, and sobbed piteously.

Deborah

came running to her, and took off her bonnet
the first thing, for why should she spoil that as
well as break her heart ? But while saving the
sacred bonnet, she Avas trying to comfort the
heart.
' HOAV could he leave you?
you let him ?

How could

It AVUI kUl you.'

' Perhaps not.

I trust in Heaven.'

' Don't cry like that, dear,' sobbed Deborah.
' He will come back in a month or two, and
then you will give in to him.'
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' No. I can only cry for him, and trust in
my Redeemer, as I did when that creature
played me false. I didn't trust in vain. Bring
me my child.'
Deborah put Lucy on her lap, and Sarah
fondled her and cried over her. Presently
Avhat should Deborah see bu.t Joseph Pinder at
the wicket-gate with his bag. She ran to him
all in a hurry and whispered, 'Not yet, ye
foolish—you mustn't come back for a Aveek;
then she will be like wax.'
' I'm not coming back at all,' said Finder,
loud and aggressively. ' It is only out of civility.
Lady and gentleman from America looking
everywhere for her.' Then he held the gate
open, and beckoned to a lady and gentleman.
They appeared, and at his invitation passed
through the wicket.
Now Sarah had ears like a hare. She heard
every word, and her smile of celestial love and
just a little earthly triumph at Finder's voice
and self-deception Avas delicious; only, as she
had been crying, she could not face these
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visitors all in a moment, but dried her eyes and
tried to compose her features.

Just

then

Pinder pointed her out in silence, and Solomon
B. Grace Avalked gravely doAvn the garden, and
drew up stifily at her right hand.

Mrs, Grace

also moved toAvard Sarah, but hung back a
little.

There Avas an air of solemnity about

them both,

Pinder, instead of retiring again,

crept doAvn a little way with his bag, and a
swift exchange of words passed between him
and Deborah,
' You came out of civility: what are you
staying for ? '
' Curiosity,' snarled Pinder,
As soon as Mrs. Mansell saw Solomon Grace
she said, eagerly, ' Oh, my good friend, you
here ?

Welcome!'

She put out both hands

to him.
He took them, and said, gravely,' We bring
you serious ncAvs.'
At the sound ' Ave,' Sarah turned, and there
was Mrs. Grace. She welcomed her just as she
had done her husband,

Lucy made a school
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curtsey to both of them. There Avas a hesitation. Grace and his wife looked at each other.
' Yes, you can tell her,' said Elizabeth.
Sarah Mansell eyed them keenly. 'Yes,
you can tell me : Avhoever is false to me is
dead to me from that moment.' She half
divined the truth. Some women can read
faces, manner, incidents, all in a moment, and
put them together. This was one.
' Yes,' said Elizabeth, ' I am glad you are
prepared for it. James Mansell is no more.'
Then Grace handed her the certificate of
ManseU's death,
Mrs, Grace resumed: ' He died in the hospital, and he died penitent, begging forgiveness
of those he had injured. Mrs. Mansell, I stood
by his bedside and pardoned him.'
' And so do I,' said Sarah, ' I forgive him
Avith all my heart, as I hope to be one day
forgiven ;' and she raised her pious eyes to
heaven.
Whilst this was going on, Deborah came
behind Finder, who was listening gravely to
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every AA^ord, and quietly took the bag away out
of his hand, and then his hat; both of these
she handed' to the servant-girl, and bade her
hide them,

Susan took the hint in a moment.

Thus disarmed, Joseph sat meekly doAvn in a
chair at some distance, and Lucy immediately
seated herself on his knee, with an arm round
his neck.

Sarah parted for the present with

her American friends, but took their address,
and in due course entertained them hospitably.
But this was a solemn day, and though she
scorned to feign a single particle of regret, yet
she felt it was not a day for conviviality. When
she had bidden the Graces ' good-bye' at the
wicket-gate, she walked slowly toAvard the
house.

Then, looking askant, her eye fell on

Finder, with Lucy on his knee.
and looked at them.

She stopped

Just then the servant

came out into the porch and announced dinner,
Sarah smiled SAveetly on the pair, and said,
' Come, my dears,'
They both came ; Joseph very humbly.
But

Sarah never uttered

one syllable

of
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comment on his temporary revolt,

Fle, on his

part, tried his best to make her forget their
one quarrel.

But that Avas quite unnecessary,

and she let him see it.

She never thought him

in the wrong, but only thought herself in the
right, and she ncA^er showed him even the
shadow of resentment or exultation.

She Avas

' Siugleheart,' and she loved him.
When, after Avaiting a decent time, he thrcAV
out a timid hint that he hoped he might call
her his OAvn before so very long, she opened
her eyes, and said, ' Whenever you please, dear.
I'm

only waiting your pleasure.'

amazed.

He Avas

But that did not prevent his catching

her to him Avith rapture.
In the ardent colloquy that foUoAved this
embrace he said he had been fearing she would
demand a year's delay.
' Not 1/ said she ; ' nor yet a month's.

To

be sure, I have my own old-fashioned notions
of decency; but Avhen it comes to ceremony, I
would not set up such straAVS against you, not
for one moment.

What is etiquette to me?
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[I am not so sure of that

as she Avas.]
So they Avere married off-hand, and she soon
shoAved Joe Finder whether she loved him or
not,

AU he had ever dreamed of lov^e never

came near hers.

His happiness is perfect;

and ten times the sweeter that he waited for it,
pined for it, lost it entirely, earned it again,
gained it by halves, then enjoyed it to the full.
To the world they are just thriving traders,
A^ery diligent

and

square in business, but

benevolent; yet their private history is more
romantic than the lives of nineteen poets in
tvv'enty.
Deborah is courting diligently.

One Sun-

day -afternoon Lucy, nodding over a good
book, yet fitfully observant, saAv her Avooed by
three eligible parties in turn over the palings.
Then Lucy asked her Avhich she was going to
marry,
' How can I tell ? ' said she,
' Are they all three so very nice ?' inquired
Lucy, slily.
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' They are all three nicer than none at all,'
Avas Deborah's reply,
LUCY'S LAST,

' Aunt Deb, I don't think you will ever be
married,'
' That's good ncAvs for me. And why
not?'
' Because marriages are made in hear en'
NOAV it is not for me to predict the future ;
but from my observations of the Lucy Mansells
I have knoAvn, I should expect to find that
young lady at seventeen excessively modest
and retiring, but as stupid as an owl.
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Robert Buchanan'sComplete Poetical Works. With Steel-plate Portrait.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
7s. 6d.
[In the press.
The Hebrid Isles: Wanderings in the
Land of Lome and Jhe Outer Hebrides. With Frontispiece by W.
SMALL, Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68,
A Poet's Sketch-Book: Selections
from the Prose Writings of ROBERT
BUCHANAN. Crown Svo, cl. extra, 63,
The Shadow of t h e Sword: A Romance. Crown Svo, cloth extra,
3s. 6d.; post Svo, illust. boards, 23,
A Child of Nature: A Romance. With
a Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 3s. 6d.; post Svo, illust. bds., 23,
God and t h e Man : A Romance. With
Illustrations

by

FRED.

BARNARP,

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 33. 6d.; post
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.
The Martyrdom of Madeline: A
Romance. With Frontispiece by A. W,
COOPER. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.;
post Svo, illustrated boards, 23.
Love Me for Ever. With a Frontispiece by P. MACNAB. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.
Annan Water: A Romance. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 3s 6d.
The New Abelard: A Romance, Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
Foxglove Manor: A Novel. Three
Vols., crown Svo,

Burton (Robert):
The

Anatomy

o f Melancholy.

A

New Edition, complete, corrected
and enriched by Translations of the
Classical Extracts. Demy Svo, cloth
extra, 73. 6d.
Melancholy Anatomised: Being an
Abridgment, for popular use, of BURTON'S ANATOMY OF MELAMCHOITT*

Post Svo, cloth limp, 23. Sd.

CHATTO

&• WINDUS,

Burton (Captain), Works b y :
To the Gold Coast for Gold : A Personal Narrative. By RICHARD F. BURTON and VERNEY LOVETT CAMERON,

With Maps and Frontispiece. Two
Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, 21s.
The Book of t h e Sword: Being a
History of the Sword and its Use in
all Countries, from the Earliest
Times.

By RICHARD F . BURTON.

PICCADILLY.

Chapman's (George) W o r k s :
Vol. I. contains the Plays complete,
including the doubtful ones. Vol. II.,
the Poems and Minor Translations,
with an Introductory Essay by ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE,

vol. III.,

the Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., crown Svo, cloth
extra, 18s.; or separately, 6s. each.

With over 400 Illustrations, Square
Svo, cloth extra, 32s.

Chatto & Jackson.—ATreatise

Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress,

and JOHN JACKSON. With an Additional Chapter by HENRY G . BOHN J
and 450 fine Illustrations. A Repri.it
of the last Revised Edition, Large
4to, half-bound, 28s.

Edited by Rev. T. SCOTT. With 17
Steel Plates by STOTHARD, engraved
by GOODALL, and numerous Woodcuts.
Crown SVO, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.
Byron's Letters and Journals. With
Notices of his Life. By THOMAS
MooRE. A Reprint of the Original
Edition, newly revised, with Twelve
full-page Plates. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.
Byron's Don Juan. Complete in One
Vol., post Svo, cloth limp, 2s.

( C o m m a n d e r ) and

Captain Burton.—To t h e Gold Coast
for Gold: A Personal Narrative. By
RICHARD

F . BURTON and

VERNEY

LOVETT CAMERON. With Frontispiece
and Maps. Two Vols., crown Svo,
cloth extra, 21s.

Cameron

(Mrs. H. Lovett),

Novels by:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each;
post Svo, illustrated boards, 23. each.
Juliet's Guardian.
Deceivers-Ever.

Campbell

White and Black:

Travels in the United States. By Sir
GEORGE CAMPBELL, M.P.

cloth extra, 14s.

Demy Svo,

Carlyle (Thomas) :
Thomas Carlyle: Letters and Recollections.

By MQNGURE D . CON-

WAY, M.A, Crown Svo, cloth extra,
with Illustrations, 63.
On t h e Choice of Books. By THOMAS
CARLYLE. With a Life of the Author
by R. H . SHEPHERD.

Practical.

By WM. ANDREW CHATTO

Chaucer:

Byron (Lord);

Cameron

on Wood Engraving, Historical and

New and Re-

vised Edition, post Svo, cloth extra,
Illustrated, Is. 6d.
The Correspondence of Thomas
Cariyieand Ralph Waldo Emerson,
1834 to 1S72. Edited by CHARLES
ELIOT NORTON. With Portraits. Two
Vols., crown 8ro. cloth extra. 24a.

Chaucer for Children: A Golden
Key. By Mrs. H. R. HAWEIS. With
Eight Coloured Pictures and numerous Woodcuts by the Author.
New Ed., small 4to, cloth extra, 6s.
Chaucer for Schools. By Mrs. H. R,
HAWEIS. Demy SVO, cloth I'mp, 23.6d.

City (The) of Dream : A Poem.
Fcap. SVO, cloth extra, 6s. [In the press.

Cobban.—The Cure of Souls :
A Story.

By J. MACLAREN COBBAN.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Collins (C. Allston).—The Bar

Sinister: A Story. By C. ALLSTOW
COLLINS. Post SVO, illustrated bds.,2s.

Collins (Mortimer & Frances),
Novels b y :

Sweet and Twenty. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.
Frances. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.
Blacksmith and Scholar. Post Svo,
illustrated boards, 2s.; crown Svo,
cloth extra, 3s, 6d.
The Village Comedy. Post Svo, illust.
boards, 2s.; cr. Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
You Play Me False. Post Hvo, illust.
boards, 2s.; cr, 8vo, cloth extra, 33.6d.

Collins (Mortimer), Novels by :
Sweet Anne Page. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.; crown Svo, cloth
extra, 3s. Ed.
Transmigration. Post Svo,illustrated
boards, 2s.; crown 8vo, cloth extra,
3S. 6d.
From Midnight t o Midnight. Post
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
A Fight v/ith Fortune. Post Svo
illustrated boards 2s.

BOOKS PUBLISHED
Collins

(Wilkie), Novels by.

Each post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s;
cloth limp, 2s. 6d.; or crown Svo,
cloth extra, Illustrated, 3s. 6d.
Anton ina. Illust. by A. CONCANEN.
Basil. Illustrated by Sir JOHN GILBERT and J. MAHONEY.

Hide and Seek.

Illustrated by Sir

JOHN GILBERT and J. MAHONEY.

The Dead Secret. Illustrated by Sir
JOHN GILBERT and A. CONCANEN.

Queen of Hearts

Illustrated by Sir

JOHN GILBERT and A. CONCANEN.

My Miscellanies. With Illustrations
by A. CONCANEN, and a Steel-plate
Portrait of WILKIE COLLINS.

The Woman in White. With Illustrations by Sir JOHN GILBERT and
F. A. ERASER.

The Moonstone. With Illustratioiis
by G. Du MAHRiERand F. A. FRASER.
Man and Wife. Illust. by V/. SMALL.
Poor Miss Finch. Illustrated by
G. Du MAURIER
HUGHES.

and

EDWARD

S. L. FiLDES and HENRY WOODS.

The New Magdalen. Illustrated by
G. Du MAURIER and C. S. RANDS.

The Frozen Deep.

Illustrated by

G. Du MAURIER and J. MAHONEY.

The Law and t h e l_ady. Illustrated
by S. L. FILDES and SYDNEY HALL.

The Two Destinies.
The Haunted Hotel. Illustrated by
ARTHUR HOPKINS.

The Fallen Leaves.
Jezebel's Daughter.
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science: A Story of the
Present Time. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 3s. 6d.
" I Say No." Three Vols., crown Svo,
31s 6d.
[Shortly.

Colman's Humorous W o r k s :
" Broad Grins,'' " My Nightgown and
Slippers," and other Humorous Works,
Prose and Poetical, of GEORGE COLMAN. With Life by G. B. BUCKSTONE,
and Frontispiece by HOGARTH. Crown
SVO, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.

Convalescent

CONWAY'S (M. D . ) WORKS, continued—

A Necklace of Stories. Illustrated
by W. J. HENNESSY. Square Svo,
cloth extra, 6s.
The Wandering Jew. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 6S.
Thomas Carlyle: Letters and Recollections. With Illustrations.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Cook (Dutton), Works b y :
Hours with t h e Players. With a
Steel Plate Frontispiece. New and
Cheaper Edit., cr. Svo, cloth extra,63.
Nights a t t h e Play: A View of the
English Stage. New and Cheaper
Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 63.
Leo: A Novel. Post Svo, illustrated
boards, 2s.
Paul Foster's Daughter. Post Svo,
illustrated boards, 2s.; crown Svo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Cooper.—Heart Salvage, by
Sea and Land.
COOPER

Miss or Mrs.? With Illustrations by

Cookery:

A

Family Handbook. By CATHERINE
RYAN. Post SVO, Is.:; cl. limp, Is.Bd.

Conway (Moncui^e D.), Wor'ks
by:
Demonoiogy and Devil-Lore. T w o

Vols., royal 8v6, with 65 Illusts., 28s.

BY

Stories by Mrs.

(KATHARINE

SAUNDERS),

Three Vols., crown Svo.

Copyright. — A Handbook of
English and Foreign Copyright in
Literary and Dramatic Works. By
SIDNEY

JERROLD,

of

the

Middle

Temple, Esq., Barrister-at-Law, Post
Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Cornwall.—Popular Romances
of t h e West o f E n g l a n d ;

or, The

Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited
by ROBERT HUNT, F . R . S .

New and

Revised Edition, with Additions, and
Two Steel-plate Illustrations by
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK.

cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Crown 8vo,

Creasy.—Memoirs of Eminent
Etonians : with Notices of the Early
History of Eton College. By Sir
EDWARD CREASY, Author of " The

Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World."
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with 13
Portraits, 7s. 6d.

C r u i k s h a n k (George):
The Comic Almanack. Complete in
Two SERIES : The FIRST from 1835

to 1843; the SECOND from 1844 to
1853. A Gathering of the BEST
HUMOUR of iHACKERAY,HooD, MAYHEW,

ALBERT SMITH, A'BECKETT,

ROBERT BROUGH, &C. With 2,000
Woodcuts and Steel Engravings by
CRUIKSHANK, HINE, LANDELLS,, &C.

Crown Svo, cloth gilt, two very thick
volumes, 7s. 6d. each.

CHATTO

&• WINDUS,

CRUIKSHANK (G.), continued—
The Life of George Cruikshank. By
BLANCHARD

JERROLD,

Author

of

PICCADILLY.

De Maistre
My Room.

A Journey Round
By XAVIER DE MAISTRE.

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

" T h e Life of Napoleon III.," &c.
With 84 Illustrations. New and
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with AdDe Mille.—A Castle in Spain.
ditional Plates, and a very carefully
A Novel. By JAMES DE MILLE. With
compiled Bibliography. Crown Svo,
a Frontispiece.
Crown Svo, cloth
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
extra, 3s. 6d.
Robinson. Crusoe. A beautiful reproduction of Major's Edition, with
Derwent (Leith), Novels b y :
37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates
Our Lady ot Tears. Cr. Svo, cloth
by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, choicely
extra, 3s. 6d.; post Svo, illust. bds., 23.
printed. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
Circe's
Lovers. Crown Svo, cloth
73. 6d. A few Large-Paper copies,
extra, 3s. 6d.
printed on hand-made paper, with
India proofs of the Illustrations, 36s.

Dickens (Charles), Novels by :

Cussans.—Handbook of Heraldry; with Instructions for Tracing
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient
MSS.,

&o.

By JOHN

E . CUSSANS.

Entirely New and Revised Edition,
illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts
and Coloured Plates, Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Cyples

Hearts of Gold : A

Novel. By WILLIAM CYPLES. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Daniel.— Merrle England in
t h e Olden Time. By GEORGE DANIEL.
With Illustrations by ROBT. CRUIKSHANK. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Daudet.—Port Salvation ; or,
The

Evangelist.

DAUDET.

By

Translated

ALPHONSB

by C. HARRY

MELTZER,
With Portrait of the
Author.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
3s. 6d.

Davenant. — W h a t

shall my

Son be ? Hints for Parents, on the
Choice of a Profession or Trade for
their Sons. By FRANCIS DAVENANT,
M.A. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Davies (Dr. N. E.), Works b y :
One Thousand Medical Maxims.
Crown Svo, Is.; cloth. Is. 6d.
Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide.
Crown Svo, Is.; cloth. Is 6d.
Aids to Long Life. Crown Svo, 2s.;
cloth limp, 2s 6d.
[Shortly.

Davies' (Sir John) Complete
Poefcal Works, including Psalms I.
to L. in Verse, and other hitherto Unpublished MSS., for the first time
Collected and Edited, with MemorialIntroduction and Notes, by the Rev.
A. B. GROSART, D , D . TWO Vols.,
crown Svo, cloth boards, 12s,

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Sketches by Boz. 1 NicholasNickleby.
Pickwick Papers. | Oliver Twist.
The Speeches of Charles Dickens.
(Mayfair Library.) Post Svo, cloth
mp, 2s. 6d.
The Speeches of Charles Dickens,
1841-1S70. With a New Bibliography,
revised and enlarged. Edited and
Prefaced by RICHARD HERNE SHEP-

HERD. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
About England with Dickens. By.
ALFRED RIMMER. With 57 Illustrations by C. A. VANDKRHOOE, ALFRED

RIMMER, and others. Sq. Svo, cloth
extra, lOs. 6d.

Dictionaries:
A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative,
Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the
Rev. E, C. BREWER, L L . D . Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.; hf.-bound, 9s.
The Reader's Handbook of Allusions, References, Plots, and
Stories. By the Rev. E. C. BREWER,
LL.D.
Fourth Edition, revised
throughout, with a New Appendix,
containing a Complete English Bibliography. Crown Svo, 1,400 pages,
cloth extra, 7s 6d.
Authors and their Works, with t h e
Dates. Being the Appendices tc
" Tne Reader's Handbooli." sepa,rately printed. By the Rev. E. CBREWER, LL.D. Crown Svo, cloth
limp, 2s.
Familiar Allusions: A Handbook
oi Miscellaneous Information; including the Names of Celebrated
Statues, f aintings. Palaces, Country
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships,
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities
and the like. By WM. A. WHEELER
and CHARLES G . WHEELER,

8YO cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Demy

BOOKS PUBLISHED
Short Sayings of Great Men. With
Historical and Explanatory Notes.
By SAMUEL A. BENT, M.A.

Demy

8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
A Dictionary of t h e Drama: Being
a comprehensive Guide to the Plays,
Playwrights, Players, and Playhouses
of the United Kingdom and America,
from the Earliest to the Present
Times.

By W. DAVENPORT ADAMS.

A thick volume, crown Svo, halfbound, 12s. 6d.
[In preparation.
The Slang Dictionary: Etymological,
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 6d.
Women of t h e Day: A Biographical
Dictionary, By FRANCES HAYS. Cr.

Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Outof-the-Way Matters. By ELIEZER
EDWARDS. New and Cheaper Issue.
Cr. Svo, cl. ex., 7s. 6d.; hf.-bd., 9s.
D i d e r o t . — T h e P a r a d o x of Acting. Translated, with Annotations,
from Diderot's " Le Paradoxe sur le
Comedien," by WALTER HERRIES
POLLOCK. With a Preface by HENRY

IRviNG. Cr. Svo, in parchment, 4s. 6d,

Dobson (W. T.), Works by :
L i t e r a r y Frivolities,Fancies,Follies,
and Frolics. Post Svo, c l . Ip., 2s. 6d.
Poetical Ingenuities a n d Eccentri-

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

Doran. — Memories

of our

Great Towns; with Anecdotic Gleanings concerning their Worthies and
their Oddities.

By Dr. JOHN DORAN,

F.S A. With 38 Illustrations. New
and Cheaper Ed., cr. Svo, cl. ex., 7s. 6d.

t)rama, A Dictionary of t h e .
Being a comprehensive Guide to the
Plays, Playwrights, Players, and Playhouses of the United Kingdom and
America, from the Earliest to the Present Times. By W. DAVENPORT
ADAMS.

Bf

DRAMATISTS, T H E OLD, continued—

DICTIONARIES, continued—

(Uniform with

BREWER'S

Dramatists, The Old.

Cr. Svo,

" Reader's Handbook.") Crown Svo,
half-bound, 12s. 6d. [In preparation.
cl. ex.. Vignette Portraits, 63. per VoU
Ben Jonson's Wstrrs. With Notes
Critical and ExplanRtory, and a Biographical Memoir 'oy WM. GIFFORD.
Edit, by Col. CUNNINGHAM. 3 Vols.
Chapman's Works. Complete in
Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the
Plays complete, including doubtful
ones; Vol. II., Poems and Minor
Translations, with IntroductoryEssay
by A. C.SWINBURNE; Vol.III..Trans-

lations of the Iliad and Odyssey.

Marlowe's Works.
Including his
Translations. Edited, with Notes
and Introduction, by Col. CUNNING-

HAM. One Vol.
Massinger's Plays. From the Text of
WILLIAM (iiFFORD. Edited by Col.
CUNNINGHAM.

Dyer. — The
Plants.

One Vol.

Folk-Lore

of

By T. F. THISELTON DYER,

M.A., &c.
7s. 6d.

Crown Svo, cloth extra,
[In preparation.

Early English Poets.

Edited,

with Introductions and Annotations,
by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D . D . Crown

Svo, cloth boards, 6S. per Volume.

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.J C o m p l e t e
Poems. One Vol.
Davies'
(Sir
John)
Complete
Poetical Works. T w o Vols.
Merrick's (Robert) Complete Collected Poems. Three Vols.
Sidney's
(Sir Philip)
Complete
Poetical Works. Three Vols.
H e r b e r t (Lord) o f C h e r b u r y ' s Poems.

Edited, with Introduction, by J.
CHURTON

COLLINS.

parchment, 8s.

Crown Svo,

Edwardes(Mrs. A.), Novels by:
A Point of Honour. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s
Archie Lovell. Post Svo, illust. bds.,
2s.; crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Eggleston.—Roxy: ANovel. By
EDWARD EGGLESTON. Post Svo, illust.

boards, 2s. ; cr. Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Emanuel.—On Diamonds and
Precious s t o n e s : their History,Value,
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for
ascertaining their Reality. By HARRY
EMANUEL, F.R.G.S. With numerous
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 68.

Englishman's House, T h e : A
Practical Guide to all interested in
Selecting or Building a House, with
full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c.
By C. J. RICHARDSON. Third Edition.
Nearly 600 Illusts. Cr. Svo,cl. ex. ,7s.6d.

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.),
Works b y :

stories from t h e S t a t e Papers.
With an Autotype Facsimile. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
The Life and Times of Prince
Charles Stuart, Count of Albany,
commonly called the Young Pretender. From the State Papers and
other Sources. New and Cheaper
Edition, with a Portrait, crown Svo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d,

CHATTO 6- WINDUS,
Eyes, The.—How t o Use our
Eyes, and How to Preserve Them. By
JOHN BROWNING, F.R.A.S., &c.

With

37 Illustrations. Crown Svo, Is.; cloth,
_ l s . 6d^
F ' a i r h o l t . — T o b a c c o : Its History and Associations; with an Account of the Plant and its Manufacture, and its M odes of Use in all
Ages and Countries. By. F. W. FAIRHOLT, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontispiece and upwards of lOO Illustrations by the Author. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 6s.
Familiar Allusions: A Handbook of Miscellaneous Information;
including the Names of Celebrated
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, Streets,
Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the
like.

By

WILLIAM A.

WHEELER,

Author of " Noted Names of Fiction ; "
and CHARLES G . WHEELER.

Demy

Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
The Chemical History of a Candle :
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile
Audience at the Royal Institution.
Edited by WILLIAM CROOKES, F . C . S .

Post Svo, cloth extra, with numerous
Illustrations, 4s. 6d.
On t h e Various Forces of Nature,
and their Relations to each other:
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile
Audience at the Royal Institution.
Edited by WILLIAM CROOKES, F . C . S .

Post Svo, cloth extra, with numerous
Illustrations, 4s. 6d.

Fin-Bee. — T h e C u p b o a r d
Papers: Observations on the Art of
Living and Dining, By FIN-BEC. Post
Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by :
The Recreations of a Literary Man ;
or, Does Writing Pay? With Recollections of some Literary Men,
and a View of a Literary Man's
Working Life. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
T h e World Behind t h e Scenes.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 33. 6d.
Little Essays: Passages from the
Post

Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten.
T h e Second Mrs. Tiilotson.
Polly.
Seventy-five Brooke Street-

The Uady of Brantome.

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete Poems: Christ's Victorie in
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth,
Christ's Triumph over Death, and
Minor Poems. With Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the Rev. A. B.
GROSART, D.D. Cr^Svo, cloth bds.,6s.

.Fonblanque.—Filthy Lucre : A
Novel.

By ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Francillon (R. E.), Novels b y :
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d. each;
post Svo, illust. boards, 2s each.
Olympia.
| Queen Cophetua.
One by One^
Esther's Glove. Fcap. Svo, picture
cover, is.
A Real Queen. Cr, Svo, cl, extra, 3s. 6d.

French Literature, History of.
By HENRY VAN LAUN.

Complete in

3 Vols., demy 8vo, cl. bds., 7s. 6d. each.

Frere.—Pandurang Hari ; or,
Memoirs of a Hindoo. With a Preface

Faraday (Michael), Works by :

Letters of CHARLES LAMB,

PICCADILLY.

by Sir H. BARTLE FRERE, G.C.S.I., &c.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 33. 6d.; post
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s,

Friswell.—Oneof Two: ANovel.
By HAIN FRISWELL.

trated boards, 2s.

Post Svo, illus-

Frost (Thomas)7 Works by :
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each.
Circus Life and Circus Celebrities.
The Lives of t h e Conjurers.
The Old Showmen and t h e Old
London Fa'rs.

Fry.—Royal Guide t o t h e Lon-

don Charities, 1884-5. By HERBERT
FRY
Showing their Name, Date cf
Foundation, Objects, Income, OiBcials,
&c. Published Annually. Crown Svo,
cloth. Is. 6d.

Gardening Books:
A Year's Work in Garden and Greenhouse : Practical Advice to Amateur
Gardeners as to the Management of
the Flower,Fruit, and Frame Garden.
By GEORGE GLENNY. Post Svo, cloth

limp, 23. bd.
Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we
Grow, and How we Cook Them.
By TOM JERROLD. Post Svo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.
Household Horticulture: A Gossip
about Flowers. By TOM and JANE
JERROLD. Illust. PostSvo.cl, lp.,2s,6d.
The Garden t h a t Paid t h e Rent.
By TOM JERROLD. Fcap. Svo, illustrated cover, Is.; cloth limp, Is 6d.
My Garden Wild, and What I Grew
there. By FiG, HEATH, Crown Svo,
cloth e3?tra, $s.; gilt edges, §|.

lO

BOOKS PUBLISHED

Garrett.—The Capel Girls: A
Novel. By EDWARD GARRETT. Post
8vo,illust.bds,, 2s,; cr,Svo, cl.ex., 3s. 6d..

Gentleman's Magazine (The)

for 1884. One Shilling Monthly. A
New Serial Story, entitled "Philistia,"
by CECIL POWER, is now appearing.

"Science Not^s," by W. MATTIEO.
WILLIAMS, F.R.A.S., and "Table
Tallj," by SYLVANOS URBAN, are also
continued monthly.
*»* Now ready, the Volume for JANUARY
to JUNE, 1S84, cloth extra, price 8s, 6d.;
Cases for binding, 2s. each.

German Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers GRIMM, and
Translated by EDGAR TAYLOR. Edited,
with an Introduction, by JOHN RUSKIN.
With 22 Illustrations on Steel by
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK.

Square Svo,

cloth extra, 6s. 6d.; gilt edges, 7s. 6d.

Gibbon (Charles), Novels b y :
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s 6d. each;
post Svo, illustrated boards, 23. each.
Robin Gray.
Queen of t h e
For Lack of Gold.
Meadow.
What will t h e I n Pastures G reen
World Say ?
Braes of Yarrow.
In Honour Bound. The Flower of t h e
In Love and War,
Forest.
[lem.
For t h e King.
A Heart's ProbPost Svo, illustrated boards, 23.
The Dead Heart.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
The Golden Shaft.
Of High Degree.
Fancy Free.
Loving a Dream.
By Mead and Stream. Three Vols.,
crown Svo,
Found Out. Three Vols., crown Svo.
^
[Shortly.

Gilbert (William), Novels by :
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Dr. Austin's Guests.
The Wizard of the Mountain.
J a m e s Duke, Costermonger.

Gilbert: (W. S.), (DrMgingLTpFays
by: In Two Series, each complete in
Itself, price 23. 6d, each.
«J"?® / ' ? ? T SERIES contains — The
Wicked Worid—Pygmalion and Galatea — Charity — The Princess — The
Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.
The SECOND SERIES contains-^Bro-

ken Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts—
Gretchen—Dan'l Druce—Tom Cobb—
H.M.S. Pinafore—The Sorcerer—The
Pirates of Penzance.

BY

Glenny.—A Year's Work

in

Garden and Greenhouse: Practical
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as tc
the Management of the Flower, Fruit,
and Frame Garden.
By GEORGE
GLENNY. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d,

Godwin.—Lives of t h e Necromancers.

By

WILLIAM

GODWIN,

Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s.

Golden Library, T h e :
Square i6mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth
limp, 2s. per volume.
Bayard Taylor's Diversions of t h e
Echo Club.
Bennett's (Dr. W. C.) Ballad History
of England.
Bennett's (Dr.) Songs for Sailors.
Byron's Don Juan.
Godwin's (William) Lives of the
Necromancers.
Holmes's Autocrat of t h e Breakfast Table. With an Introduction
by G. A. SALA.

Holmes's Professor a t t h e Break
fast Table.
Hood's Whims and Oddities. Complete, All the original Illustrations.
Irving's (Washington) Tales of a
Traveller,
Irving's (Washington) Tales of t h e
Alhambra.
Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life,
Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both Series
Complete in One Vol.
Leigh Hunt's Essays: A Tale for a
Chimney Corner, and other Pieces
With Portrait, and Introduction by
EDMUND OLLIER.

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort
d'Arthur: The Stories of King
Arthur and of the Knights of the
Round Table. Edited by B. MONTGOMERIE RANKING.

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New
Translation, with Historical Introduction and Notes,byT.M'CRiE,D.D.
Pope's Poetical Works. Complete.
Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral
Reflections. With Notes, and I n troductory Essay by SAINTE-BEUVE.
St. Pierre's Paul and Virginia, and
The Indian Cottage. Edited,with
Lite, by the Rev. E. CLARKE.
Shelley's Early Poems, and Queen
Mab. With Essay by LEIGH HUNT.
Shelley's Later Poems: Laon and
Cythna, &c.
Shelley's Posthumous Poems, t h e
Shelley Papers, &c.

CHATTO

&> WINDUS,

Shelley's Prose Works, including A
Refutation of Deism, Zastrozzi, St.
Irvyne, &c.
White's Natural History of Selborne. Edited, with Additions, by
THOMAS BROWN, F . L . S .

Golden Treasury of Thought,
T h e : An ENCYCLOPAEDIA OF QUOTA-

TIONS from Writers of all Times and
Countries, Selected and Edited by
Crown Svo, cloth

gilt and gilt edges, 73. 6d.

Gordon Cumming(C. F.),Works
by:

Professor's

Wife : A Storj;. By LEONARD GRAHAM.

Fcap, Svo, picture cover, Is.; cloth
extra, 28, 6d.
Greeks and Romans, The Life
of the. Described from Antique Monuments,

New Symbols. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 63.
Legends of t h e Morrow. Crown Svo
cloth extra, 6s.
The Serpent Piay. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 63.
H a l l . — S k e t c h e s of Irish Character. By Mrs. S. C. HALL. With
numerous Illustrations on Steel and
Woodby MACLISE, GILBERT, HARVEY,
and G. CRUIKSHANK. Medium Svo,

.cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.
Halliday.—Every-day
By ANDREW

In t h e Hebrides. With Autotype Facsimile and numerous full-page Illustrations. Demy Svo, cloth extra,
83, 6d.
In t h e Himalayas and on t h e Indian
Plains. With numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d.
[Shortly.
Graham. — The

By

ERNST

GUHL and

W.

KoNER. Translated from the Third
German Edition, and Edited by Dr.
F. HuEFEER. With 545 Illustrations.
New and Cheaper Edition, demy Svo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Greenwood (James),Works by:
T h e Wilds o f London.

II

HAKE'S (Dr. T, G.) POEMS, continued—

GOLDEN LIBRARY, T H E , continued—

THEODORE TAYLOR.

PICCADILLY.

Crown Svo,

cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
Low-Life Deeps: An Account of the
Strange Fish to be Found There.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
Dick Temple: A Novel. Post Svo,
illustrated boards, 2s.
Guyot.—The E a r t h and Man ;
or, Physical Geography in its relation
to the History of Mankind. By
ARNOLD GUYOT. With Additions by
Professors AGASSIZ, PIERCE, and GRAY;

12 Maps and Engravings on Steel,
some Coloured, and copious Index,
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 4s. 6d.
Hair ( T h e ) : Its Treatment in
Health, Weakness, and Disease.
Translated from the German of Dr. J.
PiNcus, Crown Svo, Is,
Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon),
Poems by:
Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth
extra, Bs.

HALLIDAY.

Papers.
Post Svo,

illustrated boards, 2s.
Handwriting, The Philosophy
of. With over loo Facsimiles and Explanatory Text, By DON FELIX DE
SALAMANCA. Post Svo, cloth limp,
2s. 6d.
H a n k y P a n k y : A Collection of
Very EasyTrioks,Very Difficult Tricks,
White MagiCv Sleight of Hand, &c.
Edited by W, H. CREMER. With 2oo
Illusts. Qrown Svo, cloth extra,4s, 6d.
Hardy (Lady Duffus). — Paul
Wynter's Sacrifice: A Story. By
Lady DUFFUS HARDY. Post Svo, illust.
boards, 2s,
H a r d y (Thomas).—Under t h e
Greenwood Tree. By THOMAS HARDY,

Author of " F a r from the Madding
Crowd." Crown Svo, cloth extra,
3s, 6d,; post Svo, illustrated bds,, 23.
Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Works b y :
The Art of Dress. With numerous
Illustrations. Small Svo, illustrated
cover, Is,; cloth limp. Is, 6d,
The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper
Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra,
with Coloured Frontispiece and Illustrations, 6s.
The Art of Decoration. Square Svo,
handsomely bound and profusely
Illustrated, lOs. 6d.
Chauoer for Children: A Golden
Key. With Eight Coloured Pictures
and numerous Woodcuts. New
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 6s.
Chauoer for Schools. Demy Svo,
cloth limp, 2s, 6d,
Haweis (Rev. H. R.).—American
Humorists. Including WASHINGTON
IRVING, OJJVER WENDELL HOLMES,
JAMES ROSSELL LOWELL, ARTEMUS
WARD,MARK TWAIN, and BRET HARTE.
By the Rev. H. R. HAWEIS, M.A.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

BOOKS PUBLISHED BY
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Hawthorne(Jullan), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ;
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s, each.
Garth.
j Sebastian Stroma.
Eilice Quentin. I Dust.
Prince Saroni's Wife.
Mrs. Gainsborough's
Diamonds.
Fcap. Svo, illustrated cover. Is. ;
cloth extra, 2s, 6d.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Fortune's Fool.
Beatrix Randolph. With Illustrations
by A. FREDERICKS.

Mercy Holland, and other Stories.
Three Vols., crown Svo,
[Shortly.
IMPORTANT NEW BIOGRAPHY.

Hawthorne
his Wife.

(Nathaniel) and

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE.

With 6 Steel-plate Portraits, Two
V«ls., crown Svo, cloth extra, 24s.
[Twenty-five copies of an Edition de
Luxe, printed on the best hand-made
paper, large Svo size, and with India
proofs of the Illustrations, are reserved
for sale in England, price 48s. per set.
Immediate application should be made
by anyone desiiin^ a copy of this
special and very limited Edition.J

Reath (F. G.). — My Garden
V/ild, and What I Grew There. By
FRANCIS GEORGE HEATH, Author of

" The Ffern World," &c. Crown Svo,
cl.ex , 5s. ; cl. gilt, gilt edges, 6s.

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by :
Animals and their Masters. Post
Svo, cloth limp, 2s, 6d,
Social Pressure. Post Svo, cloth limp,
2s. 6d.
Ivan de Biron: A Novel. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 3s, 6d.; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Heptalogia

(The);

or, The

Seven against Sense. A Cap with
Seven Bells. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Herbert.—The Poems o f Lord
Herbert of Cherbury.

Edited, with

Introduction, by J. CHURTON COLLINS.

Crown Svo, bound in parchment, 83.

Herrick's (Robert) Hesperides,
Noble Numbers, and Complete Collected Poems, With Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the Rev. A. B.
GROSART, D.D., Steel Portrait, Index
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index,
&e. Three Vols., erown Svo, eloth, ISs.

Hesse-Wartegg

(Chevalier"

Ernst von). Works by :
T u n i s : The Land and the People.
With 22 Illustrations. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
The New South-West: Travelling
. Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico,
Arizona, and Northern Mexico.
With 100 fine Illustrations and Three
Maps.
Demy Svo, cloth extra,
I4s.
[In preparation.

Hindley (Charles), Works by :
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings : Including the Origin of Signs, and
Reminiscences connected
with
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c.
With Illustrations.
The Life and Adventures of a Cheap
Jack. By One of the Fraternity.
Edited by CHARLES HINDLEY.

Hoey.—The

Lover's

Creed.

By Mrs. CASHEL HOEY. With 12 Illustrations by P. MACNAB. Three Vols.,
crown Svo.
[Shortly.

Holmes (O.Wendell), Works by:
The Autocrat of t h e BreakfastTable, Illustrated by J. GORDON
THOSISON. Post Svo, cloth limp,
2s. 6d,; another Edition in smaller
type, with an Introduction by G. A.
SALA. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s,
The Professor a t t h e BreakfastTable ; with the Story of Iris. Post
Svo, cloth limp, 2s.

Holnf>es. — The

Science

of

Voice Production and Voice Preservation : A Popular Manual for the
Use of Speakers and Singers. By
GORDON HOLMES, M . D . With Illustrations. Cr. Svo, Is.; cl. limp. Is. 6d.

Hood (Thomas);
Hood's Choice Works, in Prose and
Verse. Including the Cream of the
Comic Annuals. With Life of the
Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations. Crown Svo,,cloth extra, 7s, 6d.
Hood's Whims and Oddities. Complete. With all the original Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Hood (Tom), Works by:
From Nowhere t o the North Pole:
A Noah's Arkaeological Narrative.
With 25 Illustrations by W. BRUNTON and E. C. BARNES, Square
crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 63.
A Golden Heart: A Novel. Post Svo,
illustrated boards, 23.

CHATTO

S- WINDUS,

Hook's ( T h e o d o r e ) C h o i c e Humorous Works, including his Ludicrous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns and"
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and
Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.
Hooper

The House of Raby :

A Novel.

By Mrs. GEORGE HOOPER.

Post SVO, illustrated boards, 23.

H o m e — O r i o n : An Epic Poem,
in Three Books. By RICHARD HENGIST HoRNE. With Photographic
Portrait from a Medallion by SUMMERS. Tenth Edition, crown Svo,
cloth extra, 7s.
Howell.—Conflicts of C a p i t a l
and Labour, Historically and Economically considered: Being a History and Review of the Trade Unions
of Great Britain, showing their Origin,
Progress, Constitution, and Ol3Jects,in
their Political, Social, Economical,
and Industrial Aspects. By GEORGE
HOWELL. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
Hugo. — T h e H u n c h b a c k of
Notre

Dame.

By VICTOR

HUGO.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 23.
H u n t — E s s a y s by Leigh H u n t ,
A Tale for a Chimney Corner, and
other Pieces. With Portrait and Introduction by EDMUND OLLIER.

Svo, cloth limp, 23,

Post

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by :
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d. each j
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Thornicroft's Model.
The Leaden Casket.
SelfCondemned.
I n g e l o w — F a t e d t o be F r e e : A
Novel.

By JEAN INGELOW.

Crown

8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d.; post Svo,
illustrated boards, 2s.
Irish Wit a n d H u m o u r , S o n g s
of. Collected and Edited by A, PERCE_yAL GRAVES. Post Svo. cl. limp, 23, 6d.
Irving (Washington),Works1by:
Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. each.
Tales of a Traveller.
Tales of t h e Alhambra.
Janvier.—Practical Keramics
for

students.

By CATHERINE A.

JANVIER. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s,
Jay ( H a r r i e t t ) , Novels by. Each
crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d.; or post
SVO, illustrated boards, 23.
The Dark Coileen.
The Queen of Con naught.

PICCADILLY.
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Jefferies (Richard), W o r k s b y :
Nature near London. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 6s.
The Life of t h e Fields. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 6s.
Jennings (H. J^^j/Works by:
Curiosities of Criticism. Post Svo,
cloth limp, 2s, Bd.
Lord Tennyson: A Biographical
Sketch. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s,
[In the press.
Jennings
(Hargi-ave)T^The
Rosicrucians: Their Rites and Mysteries, With Chapters on the Ancient
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. By
HARGRAVE JENNINGS. With Five fullpage Plates and upwards of soo Illustrations, A New Edition, c*)wn Svo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
J e r r o l d (Tom), W o r k s by :
The Garden t h a t Paid t h e Rent.
By TOM JERROLD. Fcap, Svo, illustrated cover. Is,; cloth limp. Is. 6d.
Household Horticulture: A Gossip
about Flowers. By TOM and JANE
JERROLD, Illust. Post SVO,cl,lp.,2s 6d.
Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants
we Grow, and How we Cook Them.
By TOM JERROLD. Post Svo, cloth
limp, 23. 6d.
J e s s e — S c e n e s and Occupations of a Country Life. By EDWARD
JESSE, Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s,
Jones (Wm., F.S.A.), Works by:
Finger-Ring Lore: Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With over
200 Illusts. Cr, 8vo, cl, extra, 7s, 6d.
Credulities, Past and Present; including the Sea and Seamen, Miners,
Talismans, Word and Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of
Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c.
With an Etched Frontispiece. Crown
Svo. cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
Crowns and Coronations: A History
of Regalia in all Times and Countries. With One Hundred Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d,
Jonson's (Ben) Works. With
Notes Critical and Explanatory, and
a Biographical Memoir by WILLIAM
GIFFORD.

Edited by Colonel CUN-

NINGHAM, Three Vols,, crown Svo,
cloth extra, 18s.; or separately, 6s. each.
Josephus.TheCompleteWorks
of. Translated by WHISTON. Containing both " The Antiquities of the
Jews " and " The Wars of the Jews."
Two Vols,. Svo, with 53 Illustrations
and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 14s.

BOOKS PUBLISHED
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K a v a n a g h , - T h e Pearl Fountain, and other Fairy Stories. By
BRIDGET and JULIA KAVANAGH.

With

Thirty Illustrations.by J. MOYR SMITH,
Small Svo, cloth gilt, 63,

Kempt.—Pencil a n d P a l e t t e :
Chapters on Art and Artists, By ROBERT
KEMPT. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

kingsley (Henry), Novels b y :
Each crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.;
or post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.
Oakshott Castle. | Number Seventeen

Knight.— T h e P a t i e n t ' s Vade
Mecum: How to get most Benefit
from Medical Advice. By WILLIAM

KNIGHT,
M . R . C S . , and
EDWARD
KNIGHT, L . R . C . P . Crown Svo, I s . ;

cloth. Is. 6d,

Lamb (Charles):

Mary and Charles Lamb: Their
Poems, Letters, and Remains. With
Reminiscences and Notes by W.
CAREW HAZLITT.

With HANCOCK'S

Portrait of the Essayist, Facsimiles
of the Title-pages .of the rare First
Editions of Lamb's and Coleridge's
Works, and numerous Illustrations.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, lOS, 6d,
Lamb's Complete Works, in Prose
and Verse, reprinted from the Original Editions, with many Pieces
hitherto unpublished. Edited, with
Notes and Introduction, by R. H.
SHEPHERD. With Two Portraits and
Facsimile of Page of the " Essay on
Roast Pig." Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
The Essays of Ella. Complete Edition, Post 8vo, cloth extra, 2s,
Poetry for Children, and Prince
Dorus. By CHARLES LAMB. Carefully reprinted from unique copies.
Small Svo, cloth extra, 5s.
Little Essays : Sketches and Characters. By CHARLES LAMB, Selected
from his Letters by PERCY FITZGERALD Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Lane's Arabian Nights, &c.:
The Thousand and One Nights:
commonly called, in England, " THE
ARABIAN

NIGHTS'

ENTERTAIN-

MENTS." A New Translation from
the Arabic, with copious Notes, by
EDWARD WILLIAM LANE, Illustrated

by many hundred Engravings on
Vvood, from Original Designs by
WM. HARVEY. A New Edition, from
a Copy annotated by the Translator,
edited by his Nephew, EDWARC
STANLEY POOLE. With a Preface by
STANLEY LANE-POOLE. Three Vols,,
demy Svo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d. each.

BY

LANE'S ARABIAN NIGHTS, continued—

Arabian Society In the Middle Ages:
Studies from "The Thousand and
One Nights." By EDWARD WILLIAM

LANE, Author of " T h e Modern
Egyptians," &c. Edited by STANLEY
LANE-POOLE. Cr. Svo,cloth extra, 63.

L a r e s a n d P e n a t e s ; or, The
Background Of Life. By FLORENCE
CADDY. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Larwood (Jacob), Works b y :
The Story of t h e London Parks.
With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 3s, 6d.
Clerical Anecdotes. Post Svo, cloth
limp, 2s, 6d.
Forensic Anecdotes Post Svo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.
Theatrical Anecdotes. Post Svo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

Leigh (Henry S.), W o r k s b y :
Carols of Cockayne. With numerous
Illustrations. Post Svo, cloth limp,
2s. 6d.
Jeux d'Esprit. Collected and Edited
by HENRY S.LEIGH. Post SVO, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

Life in London ; or. The History

of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian
Tom. With the whole of CRUIKSHANK'S Illustrations, in Colours, after
the Originals. Crown Svo, cloth extra,
73, 6d,

Linton (E. Lynn), W o r k s by :
Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.
Witch Stories.
T h e T r u e Story of Joshua Davidson.
Ourselves: Essays on Women.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 33 6d. each; post
Svo, illustrated boards, 23. each.
Patricia Kemball.
The Atonement of Leam Dundas.
The World Well Lost.
Under which Lord ."
With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of t h e Family.
" My Love ! "
lone.
L o c k s a n d Keys.—On the D e velopment and Distribution of Primitive Locks and Keys, By Lieut,-Gen.
PITT-RIVERS, F , R , S . With numerous
Illustrations. Demy 4to, half Roxburghe, 16s.

CHATTO

«§. WINDUS,

Longfellow:

Longfellow's Complete Prose Works.
Including " Outre Mer," " Hyperion," "Kavanagh." " T h e Poets and
Poetry of Europe, and " Driftwood.''
With Portrait and Illustrations by
VALENTINE BROMLEY.

Crown Svo,

cloth extra, 7s, 6d.
Longfellow's Poetical Works. Carefully Reprinted from the Original
Editions, With numerous fine Illustrations'on Steel and Wood. Crown
Bvo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d,

Long Life, Aids t o : A Medical,

Dietetic, and General Guide in
Health and Disease. By N. E.
DAVIES, L.R.C.P. Crown Svo, 2 s ;
cloth limp, 2s^^d;
[^hortly.

Lucy.—Gideon Fleyce: A Novel.
By HENRY W . LUCY.

Crown Svo,

cl. extra, 33,6d.; post Svo, illust. bds, ,23.

Lusiad

(The) of

Camoens.

Translated into English Spenserian
Verse by ROBERT FFRENCH

DUFF.

Demy Svo, with Fourteen full-page
_Plates, cloth boards, 18s.

M c C a r t h y (Justin, M.P.),Works
by:
A History of Our Own Times, from
the Accession of Queen Victoria to
the General Election of 1880. Four
Vols, demy Svo, cloth extra, 12s
each,—Also a POPULAR EDITION, in

Four Vols, CI, Svo, cl.. extra, 6s each,
A Short History of Our Own Times,
One Vol., crown Svo, cloth extra.
History of t h e Four Georges. Four
Vols, demy Svo, cloth extra, 12s,
each.
[Vol, I. in the press,
Crown 8vOj cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ,
post Svo, illustrated boards, 23. eachi
Dear Lady Disdain.
The Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy's Daughter.
A Fair Saxon.
LInley Rochford
Miss Misanthrope.
Donna Quixote.
The Comet of a Season.
Maid of Athens. With 12 Illustrations by F. BARNARD. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 3s, 6d.

McCarthy

(Justin

H., M.P.),

Works by:
Serapion, and other Poems. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
An Outline of t h e History of Ireland,
from the Earliest Times to the Present Day. Cr, Svo, Is. ; cloth. Is. 6d.
England under Gladstone, Crown
Svo, cloth extra, gs.

PICCADILLY.
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(George,

LL.D.),

Works b y :

The Princess and Curdle, With i t
Illustrations by JAMES ALLEN. Small
crown Svo, cloth extra, 5s.
G u t t a p e r c h a Willie, the Working
Genius. With 9 Illustrations by
ARTHUR HUGHES. Square SVO, cloth
extra, 3s, 6d,
Paul Faber, Surgeon. With a Frontispiece by J. E. MiLLAis, Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d.; post Svo,
illustrated boards, 2s,
Thomas WIngfold, Curate. With a
Frontispiece by C. J. STANILAND.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d.; post
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Macdonell.—Quaker C o u s i n s :
A Novel.

By AGNES

MACDONELL,

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

Macgregor. — P a s t i m e s a n d
Players, Notes on Popular Games.
By ROBERT MACGREGOR.

cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Post Svo,

Maclise Portrait-Gallery (The)
of Illustrious Literary Characters;
with Memoirs—Biographical, Critical,
Bibliographical, and Anecdotal—illustrative of the Literature of the former
half of the Present Century, By
WILLIAM BATES, B,A. With 85 Portraits printed onan.India Tint, Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d,

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works b y :
In t h e Ardennes. With 50 fine Illustrations by THOMAS R . MACQUOID.

Square Svo, cloth extra, lOs, 6d.
Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. With numerous Illustrations by THOMAS R .
MACQUOID. Square Svo, cloth gilt,
10s. 6d.
Through Normandy. With go Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID. Square
Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
Through Brittany. With numerous
Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID.
Square Svo, cloth extra, 73. 6d.
About Yorkshire With 67 Illustrations by T. R, MACQUOID, Engraved
by SwAiN. Square Svo, cloth extra,
10s. 6d.
The Evil Eye, and other Stories.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d.; post
Svo, illustrated boards, 23,
Lost Rose, and ether Stories. Crown
Svo, clotn extra, 3s. 6d.; post Svo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

BOOKS PUBLISHED

I6

Mackay.—Interludes and Undertones: or. Music at Twilight. By
CHARLES MACKAY, LL.D.

Crown Svo,

cloth extra, 6s.

Magician's Own Book ( T h e ) :
Performances with Cups and Balls,
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All
from actual Experience. Edited by
W, H. CREMER, With200 Illustrations.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 4s, 6d.

Magic No M y s t e r y : Tricks with

Cards, Dice, Balls. &c., with fully
descriptive Directions; the Art of
Secret Writing; Training of Performing Animals, &c. With Coloured
Frontispiece and many Illustrations.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 4s, 6d,

Magna C h a r t a .

An exact Fac-

simile of the Original in the British
Museum, printed on fine plate paper,
3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals
emblazoned in Gold and Colours.
Price 5s.
^^^^^^^

Mallock (W. H.), Works b y :
The New Republic; or,Culture, Faith
and Philosophy in an English Country
House. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s, 6d, ;
Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 23.
The New Paul and Virginia; or. Positivism on an Island. Post Svo, cloth
limp, 23, 6d.
Poems. Small 4to, bound in parchment, 8s.
Is Life worth Living? Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 6s.

Mallory's (Sir T h o m a s ) M o r t
d'Arthur: The Stories of King Arthur
and of the Knights of the Round Table.
Edited by B. MONTGOMERIE RANKING.

Post Svo, cloth limp, 23,

Marlowe's Works.

Including

his Translations. Edited, with Notes
and Introduction, by Col. CUNNINGHAM. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 63.

Marryat(l^lorence), Novels by:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; or,
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s,
Open! Sesame!
Written in Fire.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
A Harvest of Wild Oats.
A Little Stepson.
Fighting t h e Air.

Masterman.—Half

a

Dozen

Daughters: A Novel. By J. MASTERMAN. Post SvQ, illustrated boards, 2s.

BY

Mark Twain, W o r k s b y :
The Choice Works of Mark Twain.
Revised and Corrected throughout by
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and
numerous Illustrations. Crown Bvo,
cloth extra, 7S, 6d.
The Adventures of Tom Sawyer.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 23.
An IdleExcursIon,and other Sketches.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.
The Prince and t h e Pauper. With
nearly 200 Illustrations. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 7s, 6d,
The Innocents Abroad ; or, The New
Pilgrim's Progress : Being some A c
count of the Steamship " Quaker
City's" Pleasure Excursion to
Europe and the Holy Land. With
234 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 7s, 6d, CHEM- EDITION (under
the title of " MARK TWAIN'S PLEASURE

TRIP "), post Svo, illust. boards, 2s.
A T r a m p Abroad. With 314 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d.;
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 23.
The Stolen White Elephant, &c
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s,; post Svo.
illustrated boards, 2s.
Life on the Mississippi. With about
300 Original Illustrations. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d.
The Adventures of Huckleberry
Finn. With numerous Illusts. Cr.
Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. [Preparing.

Massinger's Plays.

From the

Text of WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited
by Col. CUNNINGHAM. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 6s,

Mayhew,—London C h a r a c t e r s
and the Humorous Side of London
Life, By HENRY MAYHEW. With
numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Mayfair Library, T h e :
Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s, 6d. per Volume,
A Journey Round My Room. By
XAVIER DE MAISTRE.
by HENRY ATTWELL.

Latter-Day Lyrics.

Translated

Edited by W.

DAVENPORT ADAMS.

Quips and Quiddities.

Selected by

W. DAVENPORT ADAMS.

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

Balzac's "Comedie Humaine" and
its Author. With Translations by
H . H , WALKER.

Melancholy Anatomised: A Popular
Abridgment of "Burtoo"? AnatQiriy
Qf Ue]a,noholj."

CHATTO

&• WINDUS.

MAYFAIR LIBRARY, continued—

Gastronomy a s a Fine Art. By
BRILLAT-SAVARIN.

The Speeches of Charles Dickens.
Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies,
and Frolics, By W. T. DOBSON.
Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentricities. Selected and Edited by W. T.
DOBSON.

The Cupboard Papers. By FIN-BEC.
Original Plays by W. S. GILBERT,
FIRST

SERIES.

Containing: The

Wicked World — Pygmalion and
Galatea— Charity — The Princess—
The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.
Original Plays by W. S. GILBERT.
SECOND SERIES. Containing: Broken
Hearts — Engaged— Sweethearts—
Gretchen—Dan'l Druce—Tom Cobb
—H.M.S. Pinafore — The Sorcerer
—The Pirates of Penzance.
Songs of Irish Wit and Humour.
Coltected and Edited by A. PERCEVAL
GRAVES.

PICCADILLY.

Pegasus Re-Saddied. By H. CHOLMONDELEY-PENNEbL. Illustrated by
GEORGE DU MAURIER.

Muses of Mayfair.

ARTHUR HELPS.

Social Pressure. By Sir A. HELPS.
Curiosities of Criticism. By HENRY
J. JENNINGS.

The Autocrat of t h e Breakfast-Table.
By OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES.
Illustrated by J. GORDON THOMSON.

Edited by H.

CHOLMONDELEY-PENNELL.

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. By
H. A, PAGE.
Punlana. By the Hon. HUGH ROWLEY.

More Puniana. By the Hon. HUGH
ROWLEY.

The Philosophy of Handwriting. By
DON

FELIX DE SALAMANCA.

By Stream and Sea.

By WILLIAM

SENIOR.

Old stories Re-told.

By WALTER

THORNBURY.

Leaves from a Naturalist's NoteBook.

By Dr. ANDREW WILSON.

Medicine, Family.—One Thousand Medical Maxims and Surgical
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle
Age, and Old Age.

Animals and their Masters. By Sir
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MAYFAIR LIBRARY, continued—

By N. E. DAVIES,

L. R C. P, Lond. Cr, Svo, Is,; cl.. Is. 6d.

M e r r y Circle ( T h e ) : A Book of
New Intellectual Games and Amusements. By CLARA BELLEW. With
numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 4s, 6d.

Mexican

Mustang

(On a ) .

By ROBERT

Through Texas, from the Gulf to the
Rio Grande. A New Book of Ameri-

Little Essays : Sketches and Characters. By CHAS. LAMB, Selected from

J. ARMOY KNOX, Editors of " Texas
Siftings," 400 Illusts. Cr. Svo, cloth
extra, 73. 6d,

Pencil and Palette.
KEMPT.

his Letters by PERCY FITZGERALD.

Clerical Anecdotes. By JACOB LARWOOD.

Forensic Anecdotes; or. Humour and
Curiosities of the Law and Men of
Law,

By JACOB LARWOOD.

Theatrical Anecdotes.

By JACOB

LARWOOD.

Carols of Cockayne. By HENRY S .
LEIGH.

Jeux d'Esprit, Edited by HENRY S .
LEIGH.

True History of Joshua Davidson.
By E. LYNN LINTON.

Witch stories. By E. LYNN LINTON.
Ourselves: Essays on Women. By
E, LYNN LINTON.

Pastimes and Players.

By ROBERT

MACGREGOR.

The New Paul and Virginia, By
W. H. MALLOCK.

The New Republic. By W. H. MALLOCK.

Puck on Pegasus. By H.CHOLMOIIPEWy-PSUNKLIj,

can Humour. By ALEX. E . SWEET and

Mlddlemass (Jean), Novels by:
Touch and Go. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 3s,6d,; post Svo, illust. bds., 2s.
Mr. Dorilllon. Post Svo, illust. bds., 2s.

Miller.— Physiology f o r t h e
Young; or. The House of Life: Human Physiology, with its application
to the Preservation of Health. For
use in Classes and Popular Reading.
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs.
F . FENWICK MILLER. Small Svo, cloth
limp, 23. 6d.

Milton (J. L.), W o r k s b y :
The Hygiene of t h e Skin. A Concise
Set of Rules for the Management of
the Skin; with Directions for Diet,
Wines, Soaps, Baths, &c. Small Svo,
I s . ; cloth extra. Is, 6d.
The Bath in Diseases of t h e Skin.
Small Svo, Is,; cloth extra. Is. 6d.
The Laws of Life, and their Relation
to Diseases of the Skin. Small 8VQ,
l i . ; clgth ej^tra, Ig. 64.

i8

BOOKS

PUBLISHED

Moncrieff. — T h e Abdication ;
or, Time Tries All. An Historical
Drama. By W. D, SCOTT-MONCRIEFF,
With Seven Etchings by JOHN PETTIE,
R;A., W , Q. ORCHARDSON, R,A., J .
MACWHIRTER, A.R.A , COLIN HUNTER,
R, MACBETH, and TOM GRAHAM. Large

4to, bound in buckram, 21s.

M u r r a y (D. C h r i s t i e ) , Novels
by. Crown Svo.cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ;
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
A Life's Atonement.
A Model Father,
Joseph's Coat.
Coals of Fire.
By t h e Gate of t h e Sea,
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d. each.
Val s t r a n g e : A Story of the Primrose
Way,
Hearts.
The Way of t h e World.
N o r t h Italian Folk. By Mrs.
CoMYNS CARR. Illust. by RANDOLPH
CALDECOTT. Square Svo, cloth extra.
7s, 6d,
N u m b e r Nip ( S t o r i e s a b o u t ) ,
the Spirit of the Giant Mountains.
Retold for Children by WALTER
GRAHAME, With Illustrations by J.
MOYR SMITH. Post Svo, eloth extra,
63.
Nursery
H i n t s : A Mother's
Guide in Health and Disease. By N.
E. DAVIES, L.R.C.P. Crown Svo, I s . ;
cloth. Is, 6d.
Oliphant. — Whiteladies: A
Novel. With Illustrations by ARTHUR
HOPKINS and HENRY WOODS.

Crown

Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post Svo,
illustrated boards, 2s.
O'Connor.—Lord Beaconsfleld
ABiography. ByT. P.O'CONNOR, M.P.
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface,
bringing the book down to the Death
of Lord Beaconsfleld. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 7S. ffd.
O'Reilly.—Phoebe's F o r t u n e s :
A Novel, With Illustrations by HENRY
TUCK. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.
O ' S h a u g h n e s s y (Arth.), W o r k s
by:.
Songs of a Worker. Fcap. Svo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.
Music and Moonlight. Fcap. Svo,
cloth extra, 7s, 6d.
Lays of France. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 10s, 6d,

BY

Ouida, Novels by. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 5s. each ; post Svo, illuS"
trated boards, 2s. each.
Held In Bondage, A Dog of Flanders.
Pascarel.
s t r a t h more.
Signa.
Chandos.
Under Two Flags. In a Winter City.
C e c i l C a s t l e - Ariadne.
malne's Gage.
Friendship.
Idaiia.
Moths.
Tricotrin,
Piplstrello.
Puck.
A Village C o m
Folle Farlne.
mune.
TwoLIttleWooden Bimbi.
Shoes.
In Maremma,
Wanda: A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 5s.
Frescoes: Dramatic Sketches. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 5s.
[Shortly.
BimbI: PRESENTATION EDITION.

Sq.

Svo, cloth gilt, cinnamon edges,
7s. ed.
Princess NapraxIne, Three Vols.,
crown Svo, 31s, 6d.

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos. Selected
from the Works of OUIDA by F.
SYDNEY MORRIS. Small crown Svo,
cloth extra, Ss.
Page (H. A.), Works by :
Thoreau: His Life and Aims: A Study.
With a Portrait. Post. Svo, cloth
limp, 2s, 6d.
Lights on t h e Way: Some Tales within a Tale. By the late J, H. ALEXANDER, B.A. Edited by H, A. PAGE,

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 63.

P a s c a l ' s Provincial L e t t e r s . A
New Translation, with Historical Introduction and Notes, by T. M'CRIE,
D;D. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s.
P a t i e n t ' s (The) Vade M e c u m :
How to get most Benefit from Medical Advice.
By WILLIAM KNIGHT,
M.R.C.S., and
EDWARD KNIGHT,

L.R.C.P. Crown Svo, Is.; cloth, Is, 6a.
Paul F e r r o l l :
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Paul Ferroll: A Novel.
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.
Paul.—Gentle a n d Simple. By
MARGARET AGNES PAUL,
With a
Frontispiece by HELEN PATERSON,

Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post SVQJ
illustrated boards, 2s.

CHATTO
Payn

(James),

&> WINDUS,

Novels by.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, e9,ch;
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Lost Sir Massingberd.
The Best of Husbands.
Walter's Word.
Halves.
| Fallen Fortunes.
What He Cost Her.
Less Black than we're Painted.
By Proxy.
I High Spirits.
Under One Roof. | Carlyon's Year.
A Confidential Agent.
Some Private Views.
A Grape from a Thorn.
For Cash Only. | From Exile,
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each,
A Perfect Treasure,
Bentlnck's Tutor.
Murphy's Master.
A County Family. ] At Her Mercy.
A Woman's Vengeance.
Cecil's Tryst.
The Clyffards of Clyffe.
The Family Scapegrace
The Foster Brothers.
Found Dead.
Gwendoline's Harvest,
Humorous Stories.
Like Father, Like Son.
A Marine Residence.
Married Beneath Him.
Mirk Abbey.
Not Wooed, but Won.
Two Hundred Pounds Reward,
Kit: A Memory, Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 3s. 6d.
The Canon's Ward. With Portrait
of Author. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
In Peril and Privation: A Book for
Boys.
With numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 63.
[In preparation.

Pennell

(H. Cholmondeley),

Works by: Post Svo, cloth limp,
2s. 6d. each.
Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations.
The Muses of Mayfair.
Vers de
Society, Selected and Edited by H.
C. PENNELL.

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten fullpage Illusts. by G. DU MAURIER.

Phelps—Beyond
By

ELIZABETH

t h e Gates.
STUART

PHELPS,

Author of " The Gates Ajar.'' Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d.

PICCADILLY.
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Pirkis.—Trooping w i t h Crows:
A Story. By CATHERINE PIRKIS. Fcap.
Svo, picture cover. Is.

Planche (J. R.), Works b y :

The Cyelopsedia of Costume ; or,
A Dictionary of Dress—Regal, Ecclesiastical, Civil, and Military—from
the Earliest Period in England to the
Reign of George the Third. Including Notices of Contemporaneous
Fashions on the Continent, and a
General History of the Costumes of
the Principal Countries of Europe.
Two Vols., demy 4to, half morocco
profusely Illustrated with Coloured
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts,
£7 7s. The Vols, may also be had
separately (each complete in itself)
at £3 13s. 6d. each : Vol. I. T H E
DICTIONARY. Vol. II. A GENERAL
HISTORY OF COSTUME IN EUROPE.

The Pursuivant of Arms ; or. Heraldry Founded upon Facts. With
Coloured Frontispiece and zoo Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d.
Songs and Poems, from 1S19 to 1879.
Edited, with an Introduction, by his
Daughter, Mrs, MACKARNESS. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 63.

P l a y - t i m e : Sayings and Doings
of Baby-land. By EDWARD STANFORD,

Large 4to, handsomely printed in
Colours, 5s.

Plutarch's Lives o f Illustrious
Men. Translated from the Greek,
with Notes Critical and Historical, and
a Life of Plutarch, by JOHN and
WILLIAM

LANGHORNE.

TWO Vols.,

Svo, cloth extra, with Portraits, lOs. 6d.

Poe (Edgar Allan):—

The Choice Works, in Prose and
Poetry, of EDGAR ALLAN POE. With
an Introductory Essay by CHARLES
BAUDELAIRE, Portrait and Facsimiles. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d.
The Mystery of Marie Roget, and
other Stories, Post Svo, illust,bds.,2s.

Pope's Poetical Works.

Com-

plete in One Vol. Post Svo, cl. limp, 2s.

Power

Philistia: A Novel. By

CECIL POWER,
Svo.

Three Vols., crown
[Shortly.

Price (E. C), Novels b y :
Valentina: A Sketch. With a Frontispiece by HAL LUDLOW. Cr. Svo,
cl. ex., 3s, 6d,; post Svo.illust. bds., 2s,
The Foreigners. Cr.Svo,cl.ex.,33,6d,
Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. Crown 8vo^
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

ito

Proctor (Richd. A.), Works by;
Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illusts.
Small crown Svo, cloth extra, 4s, 6d.
Easy s t a r Lessons. Whh Star Maps
for Every Night in the Year, Drawings of the Constellations, &c.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
Familiar Science Studies. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d.
Rough Ways made Smooth: A
Series of Familiar Essays on Scientific Subjects. Cr. Svo, cloth extra,63.
Our Place among Infinities: A Series
of Essays contrasting our Little
Abode in Space and Time with the
Infinities Around us. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 6s.
The Expanse of Heaven: A Series
of Essays on the Wonders of the
Firmament. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
Saturn and its System. New and
Revised Edition,with 13 Steel Plates,
Demy Svo, cloth extra, lOs, 6d.
The Great Pyramid: Observatorv,
Tomb, and Temple. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
Mysteries of Time and Space. With
Illusts. Ci. Svo, cloth extra, 73. 6d.
The Universe of Suns, and other
Science Gleanings. With Illusts.
Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 73, 6d. [Shortly,
Wages and Wants of Science
Workers. Crown Kvo, Is 6d.

Pyrotechnist's Treasury (The);
or, Complete Art of Making Fireworks.
By THOMAS KENTISH. With numerous
Illustrations. Cr, Svo, cl, extra, 4s. 6d.

Rabelais'

Works.

Faithfully

Translated from the French, with
variorum Notes, and numerous characteristic Illustrations by GUSTAVE
DOR6, Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d.

Rambosson.—Popular

Astro-

nomy. By J. RAMBOSSON, Laureate
of the Institute of France. Translated by C. B. PITMAN, Crown Svo,
cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations,
and a beautifully executed Chart of
Spectra, 7s, 6d.

Reader's Handbook (The) of
Allusions, References, Plots, and
stories. By the Rev. Dr. BREWER.
Fourth Edition, revised throughout,
with a New Appendix, containing a
COMPLETE ENGLISH

BIBLIOGRAPHY.

Cr. Svo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Richardson. — A Ministry of
Health, and other Papers. By BEN-

JAMIN WARD RICHARDSON, M.D., &c.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 69.

Reade (Charles, D.C.L.), Novels
by. Post Svo, illust., bds., 23, each ;
or cr. Svo, cl. ex., illust,3s, 6d, each.
Peg Woffington. Illustrated by S. L.
FILDES, A R.A,

Christie Johnstone.

Illustrated by

WILLIAM SMALL.

It Is Never Too Late t o Mend. Illustrated by G. J, PINWELL.
The Course of True Love Never did
run Smooth. Illustrated by HELEN
PATERSON.

The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack
of allT^T-i^ie ' " d James Lambert,
Illustr. ,
rr STRETCH.
Love me Little, Love me Long. Illustrated by M, ELLEN EDWARDS.

The Double Marriage. Illust. by Sir
JOHN GILBERT, R.A., and C. KEENE.

The Cloister and t h e Hearth. Illustrated by CHARLES KEENE.

Hard Cash. Illust. by F. W, LAWSON.
Griffith Gaunt. Illustrated by S. L.
FILDES, A.R.A., and WM. SMALL.

Foul Play. Illust. by Du MAURIER.
Put Yourself in His Place. Illustrated by ROBERT BARNES,

A Terrible Temptation.

Illustrated

by EDW. HUGHES and A. W. COOPER.

The Wandering Heir. Illustrated by
H. PATERSON, S . L . FILDES, A.R.A.,
C. GREEN and H. WOODS, A . R A.

A Simpleton.

Illustrated by KATE

CRAUFORD,

A Woman-Hater.

Illustrated

by

THOS COULDERY.

Readiana. With a Steel-plate Portrait
of CHARLES READE.

Singleheart and Doubleface: A
Matter-of-fact Romance. Illustrated
by P. MACNAB.

Good Stories of Men and o t h e r
Animals. Illustrated by E. A. ABBEY,
PERCY MACQUOID, and JOSEPH NASH.

The Jilt, and other Stories. Illustrated
by JOSEPH NASH.

Ridden (Mrs. J. H.), Novels b y :
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ;
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s, each.
Her Mother's Darling.
The Prince of Wales's Garden Party.
Weird stories. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 3s, 6d.

Rimmer (Alfred), Works b y :
Our Old Country Towns. With over
50 Illusts, Sq, Svo, cloth gilt, lOs 6d.
Rambles Round Eton and Harrow.
50 Illusts, Sq, Svo, cloth gilt, lOs 6d.
About England with Dickens. With
58Illusts,byALFREDRiMMi£R and C. A.
V A N D E R H O O F . Sq. Svo, cl.gilt, 10s,6d.

CHATTO

&• WINDUS,

Robinson (F. W.), Novels b y :
Women a r e Strange. Cr. Svo, cloth
extra, 3s. 6d.; post Svo, illust. bds., 2s.
t h e Hands of Justice. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 33. 6d.

PICCADILLY.
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S a u n d e r s (Katharine), Novels

The Poets' Birds. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 7a. 6d,
The Poets' Beasts. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 7s, 6d.
[In preparation,

by:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d. each,
Joan Merryweather.
Margaret and Elizabeth.
Gideon's Rock.
The High Mills.
Heart Salvage, by Sea and Land.
Three Vols., crown Svo.

Robinson C r u s o e : A beautiful

S c i e n c e G o s s i p : An Illustrated

Robinson (Phil), W o r k s b y :

reproduction of Major's Edition, with
2y Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates by
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, choicely printed.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. A few
Large-Paper copies, printed on handmade paper, with India proofs of the
Illustrations, price 363,

Rochefoucauld's Maxims a n d
Moral Reflections. With Notes, and
an Introductory Essay by SAINT'EBEUVE. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s.

Roll of B a t t l e Abbey, T h e ; or,
A List of the Principal Warriors who
came over from Normandy with William the Conqueror, and Settled in
this Country, A.D. 1066-7. With the
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold
and Colours. Handsomely printed, 5s.

Rowley (l-lon, Hugh), W o r k s by:
Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d each.
Puniana: Riddles and Jokes. With
numerous Illustrations,
More Puniana. Profusely Illustrated.

Russell (W. Clark, Author of

"The Wreck of the Grosvenor''),
Works by:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. eachRound t h e Gailey-FIre.
On t h e Fok's'le Head: A Collection
of Yarns and Sea Descriptions.
[In the^press.

Sala

Gaslight a n d DayUght.

By GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA.

Svo, illustrated boards, 23.

Post

Sanson.—Seven Generations
of Executioners: Memoirs of the
Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Edited
byHENRvSANSON. Cr.Svo,cl.ex.3s.6d.

S a u n d e r s (John), Novels b y :
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each;
post Svo, illustrated boards, 23. each.
Bound to t h e Wheel.
One Against t h e World.
Guy Waterman.
The Lion in t h e Path.
The Two Dreamers.

Medium of Interchange for Students
and Lovers of Nature, Edited by J, E.
1AYLOR, F.L.S,, &c. Devoted to Geology, Botany, Physiology, Chemistry,
Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Physiography, &c. Price 4d, Monthly ; or
6s, per year, post free. Each Number
contains a Coloured Plate and numerous Woodcuts. Vols, I , to XIV. may
be had at 7s. 6d. each ; and Vols, XV.
to XIX, (i8»3>, at 5s, each. Cases for
Binding, Is, 6d each,

S c o t t ' s (Sir W a l t e r ) M a r m l o n .
An entirely New Edition of this famous
and popular Poem, with over 100 new
Illustrations by leading Artists, Elegantly and appropriately bound, small
4to, cloth extra, I63.
[The immediate success of "The
Lady of the Lake," published in t88j,
has eucouraged Messrs CHATTO and
WiNDUs to bring out a Companion
Edition of this not less popular and
famous poem, Produced in the same
style, and with the same careful and
elaborate style of illustration, regardless of cost, Mr. Anthony's skilful
supervision is sufficient guarantee that
the work is elegant and tasteful as well
as correct,]
_^_^

"Secret

O u t " Series, T h e :

Crown Svo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, 4s, 6d. each.
The Secret O u t : One Thousand
Tricks with Cards, and other Recreations ; with Entertaining Experiments in Drawing-room or " White
Magic." By W. H. CREMER. 300
Engravings.
The Pyrotechnist's Treasury; or.
Complete Art of Making Fireworks.
By THOMAS KENTISH. With numerous Illustrations.
The Art of Amusing: A Collection of
Graceful Arts,Games,Tricks,Puzzles,
and Charades.

By FRANK BELLEW.

With 300 Illustrations.
Hanky-Panky: Very Easy Tricks,
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic,
Sleight of Hand, Edited by W. H.
CBBMER. With 200 Illustrations.

BOOKS PUBLISHED
" SECRET OUT " SERIES, continued—

The Merry Circle: A Book of New
Intellectual Games and Amusements.
By CLARA BELLEW.

With many

Illustrations.
Magician's Own Book: Performances
with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hats,
Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual
Experience. Edited by W. H. CREMER. zoo Illustrations.
Magic No Mystery: Tricks with
Cards, Dice, Balls, &c., with fully
descriptive Directions; the Art of
Secret Writing; Training of Performing Animals, &c. With Coloured Frontispiece and many Illustrations.

S e n i o r (William), W o r k s by :
Travel and Trout In t h e Antipodes.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
By s t r e a m and Sea. Post Svo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

Seven S a g a s (The) of Prehis-

toric Man, By JAMES H . STODDART,
Author of " The Village Life." Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Shelley's C o m p l e t e Works, in
Four Vols., post Svo, cloth limp, 8S.;
or separately, 2s. each. Vol, I. con^
tains his Early Poems, Queen Mab,
&c., with an Introduction by LEIGH
H U N T ; Vol. II., his Later Poems,
Laon and Cythna, &e,; Vol. III.,
Posthumous Poems,the Shelley Papers,
&c. ; Vol. IV., his Prose Works, including A Refutation of Deism, Zastrozzi, St. Irvyne, &c.

Sheridan:—
Sheridan's Complete Works, with
Life and Anecdotes. Including his
Dramatic Writings, printed from the
Original Editions, his Works in
Prose and Poetry, Translations,
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. With a
Collection of Sheridaniana. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 fullpage Tinted Illustrations, 7s. 6d.
Sheridan's Comedies; T h e Rivals,
and The School for Scandal.
Edited, with an Introduction and
Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch of Sheridan, by
BRANDER MATTHEWS. With Decora-

tive Vignettes and 10 full-page Illustrations, Demy Svo, cl, bds,, 12s. 6d.

S h o r t Sayings of G r e a t Men.

Shakespeare:

With

The First Folio Shakespeare.—MR.
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE'S Comedies,

Histories, and Tragedies, Published
according to thetrue Originall Copies.
London, Printed by ISAAC IAGGARD

and ED. BLOUNT. 1623.—A Reproduction of the extremely rare original,
in reduced facsimile, by a photographic process—ensuring the strictest
accuracy in every detail. Small Svo,
half-Roxburghe, 7s. 6d.
The Lansdowne Shakespeare. Beautifully printed in red and black, in
small but very clear type. With
engraved facsimile of DROESHOUT'S
Portrait. Post Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
Shakespeare for Children: Tales
from Shakespeare. By CHARLES
and MARY LAMB.

With numerous

J, MOYR SMITH.

Crown 4to, cloth

Illustrations, coloured and plain, by

gilt, 6s.
T h e Handbook of Shakespeare
Music. Being an Account of 350
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken
from the Plays and Poems of Shakespeare, the compositions ranging
from the Elizabethan Age to the
Present Time.

BY

By ALFRED ROFFE.

4to, half-Roxburghe, 7s.
A Study of Shakespeare. By ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE.

Svo, cloth extra, 8s.

Crown

Historical and

Explanatory

Notes by SAMUEL A. BENT,

M.A.

Demy^vo, oloj^h^xtra^S, 6d^

Sidney's (Sir Philip) C o m p l e t e
Poetical Works, including all those in
" Arcadia," With Portrait, MemorialIntroduction, Essay ©n the Poetry ot
Sidney, and Notes, by the Rev. A. B.
GROSART, D.D. Three Vols., crown
Svo, cloth boards, 18Sj

Signboards:

Their

History.

With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns
and Remarkable Characters. By

JACOB LARWOOD and JOHN CAMDEN

HOTTEN, Crown Svo, cloth extra,
with 100 Illustrations, 7s, 6d.

Sims (G. R.)—How t h e Poor
Live. With 60 Illustrations by FRED.
BARNARD.

Large 4to, Is.

Sketchley.—A M a t c h in t h e
Dark.

By ARTHUR SKETCHLEY.

Svo, illustrated boards, 23.

Post

Slang Dictionary, T h e : Etymological. Historical, and Anecdotal.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. 6d.

S m i t h (J, Moyr), W o r k s by :

The Prince of ArgoIIs: A Story of the
Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. MOYR
SMITH. Small Svo, cloth extra, with
130 Illustrations, 3s. 6d.

CHATTO

<§• WINDUS,

SMITH'S (J. MOYR) WORKS, continued—

Tales of Old Thule. Collected and
Illustrated by J. MOYR SMITH,

Cr.

Svo, cloth gilt, profusely Illust., 6s,
The Wooing of t h e Water Witch:
A Northern Oddity, By EVAN DALDORNE, Illustrated by J. IVIOYR
SMITH. Small Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Spalding.-Elizabethan Demonology: An Essay in Illustration of
the Belief in the Existence of Devils,
and the Powers possessed by Them,
By

T.

ALFRED

SPALDING, L L . B .

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 53.

Speight. — The Mysteries of
Heron Dyke. By T. W. SPEIGHT.
With a Frontispiece by M. ELLEN
EDWARDS. Crown Svo, cloth extra,
3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2S.

Spenser f o r Children. By M.
H. TowRY.

With Illustrations by

PICCADILLY,
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S t o r i e s f r o m Foreign Novelists. With Notices of their Lives and
Writings,

By HELEN and ALICE ZIM-

MERN ; and a Frontispiece.
Svo cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Crown

S t r u t t ' s Sports and Pastimes
of the People of England; including
the Rural and Domestic Recreations,
May Games, Mumnieries, Shows, Processions, Pageants, and Pompous
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period
to the Present Time. With 140 Illustrations.

Edited by WILLIAM HONE.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d^^^

Suburban

Homes

(The) of

London: A Residential Guide to
Favourite London Localities, their
Society, Celebrities, and Associations.
With Notes on their Rental, Rates, and
House Accommodation. With Map of
Suburban London, Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,7s,6d.

Crown 4to, with

Swift's Choice Works, in Prose

Staunton.—Laws and Practice

and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait,
and Facsimiles of the Maps in the
Original Edition of " Gulliver's
Travels." Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d^

WALTER J. MORGAN.

Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 6s.

of Chess; Together with an Analysis
of the Openings, and a Treatise on
End Games. By HOWARD STAUNTON.
Edited by ROBERT B . WORMALD. New

Edition, small cr. Svo, cloth extra, 53,

Sterndale.—The Afghan K'tife:
ANovel. By ROBERT ARMITAGE,STERN-

DALE, Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 3s, Cd.; post
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s,

Stevenson (R.Louis), Works by:
Travels

with

a

Donkey

in t h e

Cevennes, Frontispiece by WALTER
CRANE. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d,
An Inland Voyage. With Front, by

W. CRANE. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 2s, 6d.

VIrginibus Puerisque, and other
Papers. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 63.
Familiar Studies of Men and Books.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 63.
New Arabian Nights. Crown Svo,
cl. extra, 6s.; post Svo, illust. bds., 2s.
The Silverado Squatters. With
Frontispiece, Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 6s,
Prince O t t o : A Romance. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 63. [In preparation.

St. John.—A Levantine Family.
By BAYLE ST. JOHN.

trated boards, 2s.

Post Svo, illus-

S t o d d a r d . — S u m m e r Cruising
In t h e South Seas.

By CHARLES

WARREN STODDARD. Illust. by WALLIS

MACKAY. Crown Svo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d.

St. Pierre.—Paul a n d Virginia,
and The Indian Cottage.

By BER-

NARD™ S T . PIERRE. Edited, with Life,
by Rev. E. CI-ARKE. Post Svo, cl. Ip., 2s.

Swinburne

(Algernon

C),

Works b y :
T h e Queen M o t h e r a n d Rosamond.

Fcap. Svo, 5s,
Atalanta in Calydon. Crown Svo, 6s.
Chastelard. A Tragedy, Cr, Svo, 7s.
Poems and Ballads.

FIRST SERIES.

Fcap. Svo, 9s, Also in crown Svo, at
same price.
Poems and Ballads, SECOND SERIES.

Fcap, Svo, 9s. Cr. 8vo, same price.
Notes on Poems and Reviews. Svo Is.
William Blake: A Critical Essay.
With Facsimile Paintings. Demy
Svo, 16s.
Songs before Sunrise. Cr. Svo, 10s.6d.
Bothweli: A Tragedy. Cr.8vo,12s,6d.
George Chapman: An Essay. Crown
Svo, 7s.
Songs o f T w o N a t i o n s . Cr. Svo, 63.
Essays and Studies. Crown Svo, 12s.
E r e c h t h e u s : A Tragedy. Cr. Svo, 6s.
Note of an English Republican o n
t h e Muscovite Crusade, Svo, Is.
A Note o n C h a r l o t t e B r o n t e . Crown
Svo, 6s.
A S t u d y o f Shakespeare. Cr. Svo, 83.
Songs o f t h e S p r i n g t i d e s .
Crown
Svo, 6s,
Studies In Song. Crown Svo, 7s.
M a r y S t u a r t : A Tragedy. Cr. Svo. 83.
T r i s t r a m o f Lyonesse, and other
Poems, Crown Svo, 9s.
A C e n t u r y o f Roundels
Small 4to,
cloth extra, 8s,
A M i d s u m m e r Holiday, and other

Poems, Crown Svo, 7s.

BOOKS PUBLISHED
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Symonds.—Wine, Women a n d
S o n g : Mediseval L a t i n
Students'
S o n g s . Now first translated into E n g lish Verse, with a n Essay by J . A D DiNGTON SYMONDS. Small Svo, parchm e n t , 63.

S y n t a x ' s (Dr.) T h r e e T o u r s :
I n Search of the Picturesque, in S e a r c h
of Consolation, and in Search of a
Wife. W i t h t h e whole of R O W L A N D SON'S droll page Illustrations in Colours
and a Life of t h e Author by J . C,
H O T T E N , M e d i u m Svo, cloth extra,
7s, 6d,

Talne's

History

of

English

Literature.
Translated by HENRY
V A N LAUN.
F o u r Vols., small Svo,
cloth boards, 30s,—POPULAR E D I T I O N ,
T w o Vols,, crown Svo, cloth extra, 16s,

T a y l o r (Dr. J. E., F.L.S.), Works
by:
T h e Sagacity a n d Morality of
P l a n t s ; A Sketch of t h e Life a n d
C o n d u c t of the Vegetable Kingdom.
W i t h Coloured Frontispiece a n d 100
Illusts. Crown Svo, cl. extra, 73. 6 d .
Our Common British Fossils: A
Complete Handbook.
With num e r o u s I l l u s t r a t i o n s . Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 7s, 6d,
[Preparing,

T a y l o r ' s (Bayard) Diversions
of t h e E c h o C l u b : B u r l e s q u e s of
M o d e r n W r i t e r s . Post Svo, cloth limp,
23.

Taylor's

(Tom)

Historical

Dramas:
"Clancarty,"
"Jeanne
D a r e , " " ' T w i x t Axe a n d C r o w n , ' '
" T h e Fool's Revenge," " A r k w r i g h t ' s
V/ife," " A n n e Boleyn,'' " Plot a n d
P a s s i o n . " One Vol., c r o w n 8vo, c l o t h
extra, 73, 6 d .
*** T h e Plays m a y also b e h a d separately, a t I s . e a c h .

T e n n y s o n (Lord): A Biographical Sketch. By H . J . J E N N I N G S .
C r o w n Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

T h a c k e r a y a n a : Notes and Anecdotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of
Sketches

by

WILLIAM

MAKEPEACE

THACKERAY,
depicting
Humorous
I n c i d e n t s i n h i s School-life, a n d
F a v o u r i t e C h a r a c t e r s in t h e books of
his every-day reading-. W i t h Coloured
F r o n t i s p i e c e . Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 73. 6d,

T h o m a s (Bertha), Novels by.
C r o w n Svo, eloth extra, 3s. 6d. e a c h ;
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2§, eaich,
Cressida.
Proud Malsie.
T h e Violin-Playw.

BY

Thomas (M.).~A Fight f o r Life
A Novel. By W . MOY T H O M A S .
Svo, illustrated boards, 23.

Post

T h o m s o n ' s S e a s o n s and C a s t l e
of I n d o l e n c e .
With a Biographical
and Critical Introduction by ALLAN
CUNNINGHAM, a n d over 50 fine Illustrations on Steel a n d Wood. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, gilt edges, 73. 6d.

T h o r n b u r y (Walter), W o r k s by
Haunted

London.

E d i t e d by E D -

WARD W A L F O R D , M.A,

W i t h Illus-

trations by F , W . F A I R H O L T , F.S.A.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d,
T h e Life a n d C o r r e s p o n d e n c e o f
J. M. W,. T u r n e r .
F o u n d e d upon
L e t t e r s a n d P a p e r s furnished by h i s
F r i e n d s a n d fellow Academicians.
W i t h n u m e r o u s Illusts. in Colours,
facsimiled from T u r n e r ' s Original
Drawings. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d.
Old s t o r i e s R e - t o l d . Post Svo, cloth
limp, 23 6d.
T a l e s f o r t h e M a r i n e s . Post Svo,
illustrated b o a r d s , 23.

T l m b s (John), W o r k s b y :
T h e H i s t o r y of C l u b s a n d C l u b Life
in L o n d o n . W i t h Anecdotes of its
F a m o u s Coffee-houses, Hostelries,
a n d T a v e r n s . With n u m e r o u s Illustrations. C r . Svo, cloth extra, 73. 6d.
English
Eccentrics
and
Eccent r i c i t i e s : Stories of W e a l t h a n d
F a s h i o n , Delusions, ImpostureSj a n d
F a n a t i c Missions, S t r a n g e Sights
a n d Sporting Scenes, Eccentric
Artists, Theatrical Folks, M e n of
L e t t e r s , &c. W i t h nearly 50 Illusts,
C r o w n Svo, cloth extra, 73, 6d.

Torrens. — The

Marq u ess

Wellesley, Architect of E m p i r e . An
Historic Portrait.
By W . M. T O R RENs, M.P. D e m y Svo, cloth extra, 14s,

T r o l l o p e (Anthony), Novels by:
C r o w n Svo, cloth extra, 3 s . 6d. e a c h
post Svo, illustrated b o a r d s , 2s. e a c h .
T h e W a y We Live Now.
T h e American Senator.
K e p t In t h e D a r k .
Frau Frohmann.
Marlon Fay.
C r o w n Svo, cloth extra, 33. 6d. each.
Mr. S c a r b o r o u g h ' s F a m i l y .
T h e Land-Leaguers.

Trollope(FrancesE.),Novelsby
Like S h i p s u p o n t h e S e a . Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 38, 6 d . ; post Svo,
illustrated b o a r d s , 2s.
M a b e l ' s P r o g r e s s . C r o w n Svo, cloth
extra, 3s, 6d.
A n n e F u r n e ^ s . Cr. 8TQ,C1. SZ., 3 S , Sdl.

CHATTO S' WINDUS. PICCADILLY.
Trollope(T. A.).—Diamond Cut
Diamond, and othei Stories.

By

THOMAS ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE. Crown

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

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by:
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d. each ;
post Bvo, illustrated boards, 23. each.
What She Came Through.
The Bride's Pass.
Saint Mungo's City, Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
[Preparing.
Beauty and t h e Beast, Three Vols,,
crown Svo, 31s. 6d.
[Shortly.
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WALFORD'S (EDW., M.A.) WORKS, con,—

The Shilling House of Commons
(1884), Containing a List of all the
Members of the British Parliament,
their Town and Country Addresses,
&c. 32mo, cloth. Is. Published
annually.
The Complete Peerage, Baronetage, Knightage, and House of
Commons (1884). In One Volume,
royal 32mo, cloth extra, gilt edges,
53. Published annually.
Haunted London.
By WALTER
THORNBURY.

Edited by

EDWARD

WALFORD, M.A. With Illustrations
by F. W, FAIRHOLT, F.S.A. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Tytler (C. C. Fraser-). — Mistress Judith: A Novel. By C. C. Walton andCotton'sComplete
FRASER-TYTLER.
extra, 3s. 6d.

Crown Svo, cloth

Van Laun.—History of French
Literature.

By HENRY VAN LAUN.

Complete in Three Vols, demy Svo,
cloth boards, 7s, 6d. each.

Villari. — A Double Bond: A
Story. By LINDA VILLARI,
_j8vo, picture cover. Is,

Fcap.

Walcott.— Church Work and
Life In English Minsters; and the
English Student's Monasticon. By the
Rev, MACKENZIE E C WALCOTT, B , D .

Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra,
with Map and Ground-Plans, 143,

Walford (Edw.,M.i'Vy,Worksby:
The County Families of t h e United
Kingdom
Containing Notices of
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of more than 12,000 distinguished Heads of Families, their
Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the
Of&ces they hold or have held, their
Town and Country Addresses, Clubs,
&c. Twenty-fourth Annual Edition,
for 18S4, clotk, full gilt, 50s.
The Shilling Peerage (1884). Containing an Alphabetical List of the
House of Lords, Dates of Creation,
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers,
Addresses, &c, 32010, cloth. Is.
Published annually.
The Shilling Baronetage (1884).
Containing an Alphabetical List of
the Baronets ot the United Kingdom,
short Biographical Notices, Dates
of Creation, Addresses, &c. 32mo,
cloth. Is. Published annually.
The Shilling Knightage (1884). Containing an Alphabetical List of the
Knights oi the United Kingdom,
short Biographical Notices, Dates
of Creation, Addresses, &c. samo,
cloth, Is. Published anaually.

Angler; or. The Contemplative Man's
Recreation; being a Discourse of
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing,
written by IZAAK WALTON ; and In-

structions how to Angle for a Trout or
Grayling in a clear Stream, by CHARLES
COTTON. With Original Memoirs and
Notes by Sir HARRIS NICOLAS, and

61 Copperplate Illustrations. Large
crovm Svo, cloth antique, 73. 6d.

Wanderer's Library, The:

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d. each.
Wanderings in Patagonia; or. Life
among the Ostrich Hunters. By
JULIUS BEERBOHM.

Illustrated.

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and
America.

By FREDERICK BOYLE.

Savage Life. By FREDERICK BOYLE.
Merrie England In t h e Olden Time.
By GEORGE DANIEL. With Illustrations by RoBT. CRUIKSHANK.
Circus Life and Circus Celebrities.
By THOMAS FROST.

The Lives of t h e Conjurers. By
THOMAS FROST.

The Old Showmen and t h e Old
London Fairs. By THOMAS FROST.
Low-Life Deeps. An Account of the
Strange Fish to be found there. By
JAMES GREENWOOD.

T h e Wilds of London.

By JAMES

GREENWOOD.

Tuni%: The Land and the People.
By the Chevalier de HESSE-WARTEGG. With 22 Illustrations.
The Life and Adventures of a Cheap
Jack. By One of the Fraternity.
Edited by CHARLES HINDLEY.

The World Behind t h e Scenes. By
PERCY FITZGERALD.

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings:
Including the Origin of Signs, and
Reminiscences connected with Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c.
By CHARLES HINDLEV. With Illusts.
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BOOKS PUBLISHED

WANDERER'S LIBRARY, T H E , continued—

The Genial Showman : Life and Adventures of Artemus Ward, By E. P .
KINGSTON. With a Frontispiece.
The Story of t h e London Parks.
By JACOB LARWOOD, With Illusts.
London Characters. By HENRY MAYHEW. Illustrated.
Seven Generatlonsof Executioners:
Memoirs of the Sanson Family
(1688 to 1S47). Edited by HENRY
SANSON.

Summer Cruising

in t h e S o u t h .

Seas,
By C. WARREN STODDARD. "
Illustrated by WALLIS MACKAY.

Warner.—A Roundabout Journey.

By CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER,

Author of " My Summer in a Garden."
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 63.

Warrants, &c. :—
Warrant to Execute Charles I. An
exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine
Signatures, and corresponding Seals,
Carefully printed on paper to imitate
the Original, 22 in, by 14 in. Price 2s.
Warrant t o Execute Mary Queen of
Scots. An exact Facsimile, including the Signature of Queen Elizabeth, and a Facsimile of the Great
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper
to imitate the Original MS. Price 2s.
Magna Charta. An exact Facsimile
of the Original Document in the
British Museum, printed on fine
plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 3
feet wide, with the Arms and Seals
emblazoned in Gold and Colours.
Price 5s.
The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A List
of the Principal Warriors who came
over from Normandy with William
the Conqueror, and Settled in this
Country, A.D. 1066-7. With the
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold
and Colours. Price 5s.

Weather, How t o Foretell the,
with t h e Pocket Spectroscope. By
F. W, CoRV, M.R.CS, tog,, F.R.Met.
Soc, &c. With 10 Illustrations. Crown
Svo, Is.; cloth, Is, 6d.
W e s t r o p p . — H a n d b o o k of Pottery and Porcelain; or. History of
those Arts from the Earliest Period.
By H ODDER M, WESTROPP. With numerous Illustrations, and c List of
Marks. Crown Svo, cloth limp, 4s. 6d.

Whistler v. Ruskin:

Art and

Art Critics.
By J. A. MACNEILL
WHISTLER, 7th Edition, sq. Svo, Is.

White's

BY
Natural

History of

Selborne. Edited, with Additions, by
THOMAS BROWN, F.L.S. Post Svo,
cloth limp, 23.

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.),
Works by;
Science Notes. See the GENTLEMAN'S
MAGAZINE. IS. Monthly.
Science In Short Chapters. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d,
A Simple Treatise on Heat. Crown
Svo, cloth limp, with Illusts., 2s. 6d,
The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 63,
[In the press.
W i l s o n ( D r . A n d r e w , F.R^S.E.),
Works by:
Chapters on Evolution: A Popular
History of the Darwinian and
Allied Theories of Development.
Second Edition, Crown Svo, cloth
extra, with 259 Illustrations, 7s 6d,
Leaves from a Naturalist's Notebook, Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly Biological. Third Edition, with a New
Preface. Crown Svo, cloth extra,
with Illustrations, 63.

Winter (J. S.), Stories by i
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each,
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23. each.
Cavalry Life. I Regimental Legends.

Women of t h e Day: A Biogra-

phical Dictionary, By FRANCES HAYS,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. [In the press.

Wood.—Sabina: A Novel. By
Lady WOOD. Post Svo, illust. bds., 2s.

Words, Facts, and P h r a s e s :
A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and
Out-of-the-Way Matters, By ELIEZER
EDWARDS, New and cheaper issue,
cr. 8vo,cl ex., 73. 6d, ; half-bound, 9s.

Wright (Thomas), Works by:

Caricature History of t h e Georges.
(The House of Hanover.) With 400
Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broadsides, Window Pictures, &c. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
History of Caricature and of t h e
Grotesque in Art, Literature,
Sculpture, and Painting, Proiusely
Illustrated by F. W. FAIRHOLT,
F.S.A. Large post Svo, cl. ex., 7s,6d.

Yates (Edmund), Novels b y ;
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hope.
Land at Last,
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HOVELS BY THE BEST AUTHORS.
WILKIE
" I Say

COLLINS'S NEW
No."

By

WILKIE

Now in the press.

NOVEL.

COLLINS,

Three Vols., crown Svo.
Mrs. CASHEL HOEY'S NEW NOVEL
The Lover's Creed. By Mrs, CASHEL
HOEY, Author of " The Blossoming of
an Aloe," &c. With 12 Illustrations
by P. MACNAB. Three Vols., crown
Svo.
SARAH TYTLER'S NEW NOVEL.
Beauty and the Beast. By SARAH
TYTLER, Author of "The Bride's Pass,"
"Saint Mungo's City," " Citoyenne
Jacqueline," &c. Three Vols., cr, Svo.
CHARLES GIBBON*S NEW NOVEL.
By Mead and Stream. By CHARLES
GIBBON, Author of "Robin Gray,"
"The Golden Shaft," " Queen of the
Meadow," &c. Three Vols., cr, Svo.

ROBT. BUCHANAN'S NEW NOVEL
Foxglove Manor. By ROBT. BUCHANAN,
Author of " The SLadow of the Sword,"
" God and the Man," &c. Three Vols.,
crown Svo.
BASIL'S NEW
NOVEL.
" T h e Wearing of t h e Green." By
BASIL, Author of " Love the Debt,"
"A Draw* Game," &c. Three Vols.,
crown Svo.
JULIAN HAWTHORNE'S
NEW
STORIES.
Mercy Holland, and other Stories. By
J. HAWTHORNE, Author of " Garth,"
" Beatrix Randolph,' &c. Three Vols.,
crown Svo.
NEW NOVEL BY CECIL POWER.
Philistia. By CECIL POWER, Three
Vols., crown Svo.

T H E PICCADILLY NOVELS.
Popular Stories by the Best Authors. LIBRARY EDITIONS, many Illustrated,
crown SVO, cloth extra, 3s, 6d. each.
BY MORTIMER COLLINS.
BY MRS.
ALEXANDER.
Sweet Anne Page.
Maid, Wife, or Widow P
Transmigration.
BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE.
From Midnight t o Midnight.
Ready-Money Mortlboy.
MORTIMER & FRANCES
COLLINS.
My Little Girl.
Blacksmith and Scholar.
The Case of Mr. Lucraft.
The Village Comedy.
This Son of Vulcan.
You Play me False.
With Harp and Crown.
The Golden Butterfly.
BY WILKIE
COLLINS.
By Celia's Arbour.
Antonina.
New Magdalen.
The Monks of Thelema.
Basil.
The Frozen Deep.
'Twas In Trafalgar's Bay.
Hide and Seek.
The Law and t h e
The Seamy Side.
The Dead Secret
Lady.
The Ten Years' Tenant.
Queen of Hearts. TheTwo Destinies
The Chaplain of the Fleet.
My Miscellanies. Haunted Hotel.
Woman in White, The Fallen Leaves
BY WALTER
BESANT,
The Moonstone. Jezebel'sDaughter
All Sorts and Conditions of Men.
Man
and Wife.
The Black Robe.
The Captains' Room.
Poor Miss Finch. Heart and Science
All In a Garden Fair.
Miss or Mrs. P
Dorothy Forster.
- BY DUTTON COOK.
BY ROBERT
BUCHANAN.
Paul Foster's Daughter
A Child of Nature.
God and the Man.
BY WILLIAM
CYPLES.
The Shadow of t h e Sword.
Hearts Of Gold.
The Martyrdom of Madeline.
BY ALPHONSE
DAUDET.
Love Me for Ever.
Port Salvation.
Arinan Water.
BY JAMES DE MILLE.
A Castle in Spain.
The New Abelard.
BY J. LEITH
DERWENT.
BY MRS. H. LOVETT
CAMERON.
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers
Deceivers Ever. I Juliet's Guardian.
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PICCADILLY NOVELS, continued—

BY M.
BETHAM-EDWARDS.
Felicia.
| Kitty.
BY MRS. ANNIE
EDWARDES.
Archie Lovell.
BY R. E. FRANCILLON.
Olympia.
1 One by One.
Queen Cophetua. 1 A Real Queen.
Prefaced by Sir BARTLE
FRERE.
Pandurang Harl.
BY EDWARD
GARRETT.
The Capel Girls.
BY CHARLES GIBBON.
Robin Gray.
For Lack of Gold.
In Love and War.
What will t h e World Say P
For t h e King.
In Honour Bound.
Queen of t h e Meadow.
In Pastures Green.
The Flower of the Forest.
A Heart's Problem.
The Braes of Yarrow,
The Golden Shaft,
Of High Degree,
Fancy Free.
Loving a Dream.
BY THOMAS HARDY.
Under t h e Greenwood Tree.
BY JULIAN
HAWTHORNE.
Garth.
Eilice Quentin.
Sebastian Strome.
Prince Saroni's Wife.
Dust.
1 Fortune's Fool.
Beatrix Randolph.
BY SIR A, HELPS.
Ivan de Biron.
BY MRS. ALFRED
HUNT,
Thornicroft's Model.
The Leaden Casket,
Self-Condemned.
BY JEAN
INGELOW,
Fated to be Free.
BY HARRIETT
JAY.
The Queen of Connaught,
The Dark Colleen,
BY HENRY
KINGSLEY,
Number Seventeen,
Oakshott Castle,

PICCADILLY NOVELS, centinued—

BY E. LYNN LINTON.
Patricia Kemball.
Atonement of Leam Dundas.
The World Well Lost,
Under which Lord?
With a Silken Thread,
The Rebel of the Family
"My Love!"
| lone.
BY HENRY W. LUCY.
Gideon Fleyce.
BY JUSTIN MCCARTHY, M.P.
The Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy's Daughter.
LInley Rochford. | A Fair Saxon
Dear Lady Disdain.
Miss Misanthrope.
Donna Quixote.
The Comet of a Season.
Maid of Athens.
BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LL.D
Paul Faber, Surgeon.
Thomas WIngfold, Curate.
BY MRS. MACDONELL.
Quaker Cousins.
BY KATHARINE
S, MACQUOID.
Lost Rose.
1 The Evil Eye.
BY FLORENCE
MARRYAT,
Open ! Sesame ! | Written In FIra.
BY JEAN
MIDDLEMASS.
Touch and Go.
BY D. CHRISTIE
MURRAY.
Life's Atonement. Coals of Fire,
Val Strange.
Joseph's Coat.
A Model Father.
Hearts,
By t h e Gate of t h e Sea.
The Way of t h e World.
BY MRS, OLIPHANT.
Whiteladies.
BY MARGARET A. PAUL.
Gentle and Simple.
BY JAMES PAYN,
Lost Sir Massing- Carlyon's Year
berd.
A Confidential
Best of Husbands
Agent.
Fallen Fortunes. From Exile.
Halves.
A Grape from a
Walter's Word.
Thorn.
What He Cost Her For Cash Only.
Less Black than Some Private
We're Painted.
Views.
By Proxy.
Kit: A Memory.
High Spirits.
The
Canon's
linder One Roof.
Ward.
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BY E. C. PRICE.
Valentina.
| T h e Foreigners,
Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.
BY CHARLES READE, D.C.L.
It Is Never Too Late t o Mend.
Hard Cash.
1 Peg Woffington.
Christie Johnstone.
Griffith Gaunt, 1 Foul Play.
The Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
The Cloister and t h e Hearth.
The Course of True Love.
The Autobiography of a Thief.
Put Yourself in His Place.
A Terrible Temptation.
The Wandering Heir. 1 A Simpleton.
A Woman-Hater.
J Readiana.
BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL.
Her Mother's Darling.
Prince of Wales's Garden-Party,
Weird Stories.
BY F. W. ROBINSON.
Women a r e Strange.
The Hands of Justice.
B y JOHN
SAUNDERS.
Bound t o t h e Wheel.
Guy Waterman. | Two Dreamers,
One Against t h e World.
The Lion in t h e Path.
BY KATHARINE
SAUNDERS.
Joan Merryweather.
Margaret and Elizabeth.
Gideon's Rock.
| T h e High Mills.

PICCADILLY.
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PICCADILLY NOVELS, continued—

BY T. W. SPEIGHT.
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.
BY R. A. STERNDALE.
The Afghan Knife.
BY BERTHA
THOMAS.
Proud Maisle. | Cressida,
The Violin-Player.
BY ANTHONY
TROLLOPE.
The Way we Live Now.
The American Senator
Frau Frohmann. | Marion Fay.
Kept in t h e Dark.
Mr. Scarborough's Family.
T h e Land-Leaguers.
BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPE.
Like Ships upon t h e Sea.
Anne Furness.
Mabel's Progres.'S.
BY T, A. TROLLOPE.
Diamond C'JZ Diamond
By IVAN TURGENIEFF and Otheri
Stories f"o:rr. Foreign Novelists,
ny SARAH
TYTLER.
What She Came Through
The Bride's Pass.
Saint Mungo's City.
BY

C. C.

FRASER-TYTLER,

Mistress Judith.
BY J. S, WINTER.
Cavalry Life.
Regimental Legends.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s, each.
BY BESANT AND RICE, continued—BY EDMOND ABOUT,
The Monks of Thelema.
The Fellah.
'Twas In Trafalgar's Bay.
BY HAMILTON
A'ID^,
The Seamy Side.
Carr of Carrlyon. I Confidences,
The Ten Years' Tenant.
BY MRS, ALEXANDER.
The Chaplain of t h e Fleet.
Maid, Wife, or Widow P
BY WALTER
BESANT.
BY SHELSLEY
BgAUCHAMP.
All Sorts and Conditions of
The Captains' Room.
Grantley Grange.
BY FREDERICK
BOYLE.
BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE.
Camp Notes, j Savage Life.
Ready-Money Mortlboy,
BY BRET
HARTE.
With Harp and Crown.
An Heiress of Red Dog.
This Son of Vulcan. | My Little Girl,
The Case of Mr. Lucraft,
The Luck of Roaring Camp.
The Golden Butterfly.
Californian Stories.
By Celia's Arbour.
Gabriel Oonroy. I
Flip,
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CHEAP POPULAR NOVELS, continued—

BY ROBERT
BUCHANAN.
The Shadow of the Sword.
A Child of Nature.
God and the Man.
The Iviartyrdom of Madeline,
Love Me for Ever.
BY MRS. BURNETT.
Surly Tim.
BY MRS. LOVETT
CAMERON.
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guardian.
BY MACLAREN
COBBAN.
The Cure of Souls.
BY C. ALLS!UN
COLLINS.
The Bar Sinister.
BY WILKIE COLLINS.
Antonina.
Miss or Mrs.?
Basil.
The New MagdaHide and Seek.
len.
The Dead Secret. The Frozen Deep.
Queen of Hearts. Law and the Lady.
My Miscellanies. TheTwo Destinies
Woman in White. Haunted Hotel.
The Moonstone. The Fallen Leaves.
Man and Wife.
Jazebe".?Daughter
Poor Miss Finch. The Slack Robe.
BY MORTIMER COLLINS.
Sweet Anne Page.
Transmigration.
From Midnight to Midnight,
A Fight with Fortune.

BY PERCY
FITZGERALD.
Bella Donna. I Never Forgotten,
The Second Mrs. Tiilotson.
Polly.
Seventy-flve Brooke Street,
The Lady of Brantome.
BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE.
Filthy Lucre.
BY R. E.
FRANCILLON.
Olympia.
| Queen Cophetua.
One by One.
Prefaced by Sir H. BARTLE
FRERE,
Pandurang Hari.
BY Hilfl
FRISWELL.
r>ne 1^ Two
BY EDWARD
GARRETT
The Capel Girls.
BY CHARLES GIBBON.
Robin Gray
Queen of the MeaFor Lack of Gold.
dow.
What will the In Pastures Green
The Flower of the
World Say ?
Forest.
In Honour Bound.
The Dead Heart. A Heart's Problem
The
Braes of YarIn Love and War.
row.
For the King.

MORTIMER & FRANCES
COLLINS.
Sweet and Twenty. | Frances.
Blacksmith and Scholar.
The Village Comedy.
You Play me False.
BY DUTTON COOK.
Leo.
I Paul Foster's Daughter.
BY J. LEITH
DERWENT.
Our Lady of Tears.
BY CHARLES
DICKENS.
Sketches by Boz.
The Pickwick Papers.
Oliver Twist.
Nicholas Nickleby.
BY MRS. ANNIE
EDWARDES.
A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell.
BY M.
BETHAM-EDWARDS.
Felicia.
I
Kitty.
BY EDWARD
EGGLESTON,
Roxy.

BY WILLIAM
GILBERT.
Dr. Austin's Guests.
The Wizard of the Mountain,
James Duke.
BY JAMES
GREENWOOD.
Dick Temple.
BY ANDREW
HALLIDAY.
Every-Day Papers.
BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY.
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice.
BY THOMAS HARDY.
Under t h e Greenwood Tree.
BY JULIAN
HAWTHORNE.
Garth.
I Sebastian Strome
Eilice Quentin.
| Dust.
Prince Saroni's Wife.
BY SIR ARTHUR
HELPS.
Ivan de Biron.
BY TOM HOOD.
A Golden Heart.
BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPER,
The House of Raby,
BY VICTOR HUGO.
The Hunchback of Notre Dame.

CHATTO S- WINDUS, PICCADILLY.
CHEAP POPULAR NOVELS, continued'—

BY MRS. ALFRED
HUNT.
Thornicroft's Model.
The Leaden Casket.
Self-Condemned.
BY JEAN
INGELOW.
Fated t o be Free,
BY HARRIETT
JAY.
The Dark Colleen.
The Queen of Connaught,
BY HENRY
KINGSLEY.
Oakshott Castle. | Number Seventeen
BY E. LYNN LINTON.
Patricia Kemball.
The Atonement of Leam Dundas,
The World Well Lost.
Under which Lord ?
With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of t h e Family.
"My Love!"
PY HENRY W. LUCY.
Gideon Fleyce.
BY JUSTIN MCCARTHY,
M.P.
Dear Lady Disdain.
The Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy's Daughter,
A Fair Saxon.
LInley Rochford.
Miss Misanthrope.
Donna Quixote.
The Comet of a Season.
BY GEORGE
MACDONALD,
Paul Faber, Surgeon.
Thomas WIngfold, Curate.
BY MRS. MACDONELL.
Quaker Cousins.
BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID.
The Evil Eye.
| Lost Rose.
BY W. H, MALLOCK,
The New Republic.
BY FLORENCE
MARRYAT.
Open ! Sesame I 1 A Little Stepson.
A Harvest of Wild Fighting t h e Air.
Oats,
' Written in Fire.
BY J. MASTERMAN.
Haif-a-dcren Daughters.
BY JEA^
MIDDLEMASS,

Touch and Go.

j Mr, Dorlllion.
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CHEAP POPULAR NOVELS, continued—

BY D, CHRISTIE
MURRAY.
A Life's Atonement.
A Model Father.
Joseph's Coat,
Coals of Fire.
By t h e Gate of t h e Sea.
BY MRS. OLIPHANT.
Whiteladies.
BY MRS. ROBERT
O'REILLY.
Phoebe's Fortunes.
BY 0 UIDA.
Held In Bondage. TwoLIttleWooden
S t r a t h more.
Shoes.
Chandos.
SIgna,
Under Two Flags. In a Winter City,
Idaiia.
Ariadne,
Cecil CastleFriendship.
malne.
Moths.
Tricotrin.
Piplstrello.
Puck. ~
A village ComFolle Farlne.
mune.
A Dog of Flanders. Bimbi.
Pascarel.
In Maremma.
BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL.
Gentle and Simple.
BY JAMES PAYN.
Lost Sir Massing- Like Father, Like
berd.
Son.
A Perfect Trea- A Marine Resisure.
dence.
Bentlnck's Tutor. Married Beneath
Murphy's Master.
Him.
A County Famiiy. Mirk Abbey.
At Her Mercy.
Not Wooed, but
A Woman's VenWon.
geance.
£200 Reward,
Cecil's Tryst.
Less Black t h a n
Clyffards of Clyfre
We're Painted.
The FamiiyScape- By Proxy.
graoe.
Under One Roof.
Foster Brothers. High Spirits.
Found Dead.
Carlyon's Year.
Best of Husbands A Confidential
Walter's Word.
Agent,
Halves.
Some Private
Fallen Fortunes.
Views.
What He Cost Her From Exile.
HumorousStories A Grape from @
Gwendoline's HarThorn.
vest.
For Cash Only.

BY EDGAR A. POE.
The Mystery of Marie Roget.
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BY E. C. PRICE.
Valentina.
BY CHARLES
READE.
It Is Never Too Late t o Mend.
Hard Cash.
Peg Woffington.
Christie Johnstone.
Griffith Gaunt.
Put Yourself in His Place.
The Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
Foul Piay.
The Cloister and t h e Hearth.
The Course of True Love.
Autobiography of a Thief.
A Terrible Temptation,
The Wandering Heir,
A Simpleton.
A Woman-Hater,
Readiana.
BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL.
Her Mother's Darling.
Prince of Wales's Garden Party.
BY F. W. ROBINSON.
Women a r e Strange.
BY

BAYL£

ST.

JOHN.

A Levantine Family.
BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS
SALA,
Gaslight and Daylight.
BY JOHN SA UNDERS.
Bound t o t h e Wheel.
One Against t h e World,
Guy Waterman.
The Lion In t h e Path,
Two Dreamers,
BY ARTHUR
SKETCHLEY.
A Match in t h e Dark.
BY T. W. SPEIGHT.
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.
BY R. A. STERNDALE.^
The Afghan Knife.
BY R. LOUIS
STEVENSON,
New Arabian Nights.
BY BERTHA
THOMAS.
Cressida.
| Proud Malsle.
T h e VIolln-Player.
BY W. MOY
A Fight for Life.

THOMAS.

CHEAP POPULAR NOVELS, continued-^ _

BY WALTER
THORNBURY.
Tales for t h e Marines.
BY T. ADOLPHUS
TROLLOPE.
Diamond Cut Diamond.
BY ANTHONY
TROLLOPE.
The Way We Live Now.
The American Senator.
Frau Frohmann.
Marion Fay.
Kept in t h e Dark.
By FRANCES ELEANOR TROLLOPE
Like Ships upon t h e Sea.
BY MARK TWAIN.
Tom Sawyer.
An Idle Excursion.
A Pleasure Trip on t h e Continent
of Europe.
A Tramp Abroad.
The Stolen White Elephant.
BY SARAH
TYTLER.
What She Came .Through.
T h e Bride's Pass.
BY J. S. WINTER.
Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legends
BY LADY WOOD.
Sabina.
BY EDMUND
YATES.
Castaway, j T h e Forlorn Hope,
Land a t Last.
ANONYMOUS.
Paul Ferroll,
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.
Fcap. Svo, picture covers, l3. each.
Jeff Briggs's Love Story. By BRET
HARTE.

The Twins of Table Mountain. By
BRET HARTE.

Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By
JULIAN HAWTHORNE.

Kathleen Mavourneen. By Author
of " That Lass o' Lowrie's.*'
Lindsay's Luck. By the Author of
" That Lass o' Lowrie's."
Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the
Author of " That Lass o' Lowrie's."
Trooping with Crows. By Mrs.
PIRKIS.

The Professor's Wife. By LEONARD
GRAHAM.
A Double Bond.

By LINDA VILLARI.

Esther's Glove. By R. E. FRANCILLON.
The Garden t h a t Paid t h e Bent.

J. OaPEN AND CO., PRINTERS, 172, By
ST,TOM-JERROLD.
JOHM STREBTi S.8
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