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JOAN HASTE

CHAPTER I.

JOAN HASTE.

Alone and desolate, within hearing of the thunder of

the waters of the North Sea, but not upon them, stand the

ruins of Ramborough Abbey. Once there was a city at

their feet, now the city has gone; nothing is left of its

greatness save the stone skeleton of the fabric of the Abbey

above and the skeletons of the men who built it mouldering

in the earth below. To the east, across a waste of unculti

vated heath, lies the wide ocean; and, following the trend

of the coast northward, the eye falls upon the red roofs of

the fishing village of Bradmouth. "When Ramborough was

a town, this village was a great port ; but the sea, advanc

ing remorselessly, has choked its harbour and swallowed up

the ancient borough which to-day lies beneath the waters.

With that of Ramborough the glory of Bradmouth is

departed, and of its priory and churches there remains but

one lovely and dilapidated fane, the largest perhaps in

the east of England— that of Yarmouth alone excepted —

and, as many think, the most beautiful. At the back of

Bradmouth church, which, standing upon a knoll at some

distance from the cliff, has escaped the fate of the city that

once nestled beneath it, stretch rich marsh meadows, ribbed

with raised lines of roadway. But these do not make up

all the landscape, for between Bradmouth and the ruins of

Ramborough, following the indentations of the sea coast

and set back in a fold or depression of the ground, lie a
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2 JOAN HASTE

chain of small and melancholy meres, whose brackish waters,

devoidTof sparkle even on the brightest day, are surrounded

by coarse and worthless grass land, the haunt of the shore-

shooter, and a favourite feeding-place of curlews, gulls, coots

and other wild-fowl. Beyond these meres the ground rises

rapidly, and is clothed in gorse and bracken, interspersed

with patches of heather, till it culminates in the crest of a

bank that marks doubtless the boundary of some primeval

fiord or lake, where, standing in a ragged line, are groups

of wind-torn Scotch fir trees, surrounding a grey and soli

tary house known as Moor Farm.

The dwellers in these parts — that is, those of them who

are alive to such matters — think that there are few more

beautiful spots than this slope of barren land pitted with

sullen meres and bordered by the sea. Indeed, it has attrac

tions in every season : even in winter, when the snow lies

in drifts upon the dead fern, and the frost-browned gorse

shivers in the east wind leaping on it from the ocean. It

is always beautiful, and yet there is truth in the old dog

gerel verse that is written in a quaint Elizabethan hand

upon the fly-leaf of one of the Bradmouth parish registers,—

" Of Rambro', north and west and south,

Man's eyes can never see enough ;

Yet winter's gloom or summer's light,

Wide England hath no sadder sight."

And so it is ; even in the glory of June, when lizards run

across the grey stonework and the gorse shows its blaze of

gold, there is a stamp of native sadness on the landscape

which lies between Bradmouth and Ramborough, that neither

the hanging woodlands to the north, nor the distant glitter

of the sea, on which boats move to and fro, can altogether

conquer. Nature set that seal upon the district in the begin

ning, and the lost labours of the generations now sleeping

rounduts rotting churches have but accentuated the primal

impress of her hand.

Though on the day in that June when this story opens,

the sea shone like a mirror beneath her, and the bees hummed
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in the flowers growing on the ancient graves, and the larks

sang sweetly above her head, Joan felt this sadness strike

her heart like the chill of an autumn night. Even in the

midst of life everything about her seemed to speak of death

and oblivion : the ruined church, the long neglected graves,

the barren landscape, all cried to her with one voice, seem

ing to say, "Our troubles are done with, yours lie before

you. Be like us, be like us."

It was no high-born lady to whom these voices spoke in

that appropriate spot, nor were the sorrows which opened

her ears to them either deep or poetical. To tell the truth,

Joan Haste was but a village girl, or, to be more accurate,

a girl who had spent most of her life in a village. She was

lovely in her own fashion, it is true, — but of this presently ;

and, through circumstances that shall be explained, she

chanced to have enjoyed a certain measure of education,

enough to awaken longings and to call forth visions that

perhaps she would have been happier without. Moreover,

although Fate had placed her humbly, Nature gave to her,

together with the beauty of her face and form, a mind

which, if a little narrow, certainly did not lack for depth,

a considerable power of will, and more than her share of

that noble dissatisfaction without which no human creature

can rise in things spiritual or temporal, and having which,

no human creature can be happy.

Her troubles were vulgar enough, poor girl: a scolding

and coarse-minded aunt, a suitor toward whom she had no

longings, the constant jar of the talk and jest of the ale

house where she lived, and the irk of some vague and half-

understood shame that clung to her closely as the ivy clung

to the ruined tower above her. Common though such woes

be, they were yet sufficiently real to Joan— in truth, their

somewhat sordid atmosphere pressed with added weight

upon a mind which was not sordid. Those misfortunes that

are proper to our station and inherent to our fate we can

bear, if not readily, at least with some show of resignation :

those that fall upon us from a sphere of which we lack

experience, or arise out of a temperament unsuited to its
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surroundings, are harder to endure. To be different from

our fellows, to look upwards where they look down, to live

inwardly at a mental level higher than our circumstances

warrant, to desire that which is too far from us, are miseries

petty in themselves, but gifted with Protean reproductiveness.

Put briefly, this was Joan's position. Her parentage was

a mystery, at least so far as her father was concerned. Her

mother was her aunt's younger sister; but she had never

known this mother, whose short life closed within two years

of Joan's birth. Indeed, the only tokens left to link their

existences together were a lock of soft brown hair and a

faded photograph of a girl not unlike herself, who seemed

to have been beautiful. Her aunt, Mrs. Gillingwater, gave

her these mementos of the dead some years ago, saying,

with the brutal frankness of her class, that they were

almost the only property that her mother had left behind

her, so she, the daughter, might as well take possession of

them.

Of this mother, however, there remained one other me

mento— a mound in the churchyard of the Abbey, where

until quite recently the inhabitants of Ramborough had

been wont to be laid to sleep beside their ancestors. This

mound Joan knew, for, upon her earnest entreaty, Mr. Gil

lingwater, her uncle by marriage, pointed it out to her:

indeed, she was sitting by it now. It had no headstone, and

when Joan asked him why, he replied that those who were

neither wife nor maid had best take their names with them

six feet underground.

The poor girl shrank back abashed at this rough answer,

nor did she ever return to the subject. But from this

moment she knew that she had been unlucky in her birth,

and though such an accident is by no means unusual in

country villages, the sense of it galled her, lowering her in

her own esteem. Still she bore no resentment against this

dead and erring mother, but rather loved her with a strange

and wondering love than which there could be nothing more

pathetic. The woman who bore her, but whom she had

never seen with remembering eyes, was often in her thoughts ;
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and once, when some slight illness had affected the balance

of her mind, Joan believed that she came and kissed her on

the brow— a vision whereof the memory was sweet to her,

though she knew it to be but a dream. Perhaps it was

because she had nothing else to love that she clung thus to

the impalpable, making a companion of the outcast dead

whose blood ran in her veins. At the least this is sure, that

when her worries overcame her, or the sense of incongruity

in her life grew too strong, she was accustomed to seek this

lowly mound, and, seated by it, heedless of the weather, she

would fix her eyes upon the sea and soothe herself with a

sadness that seemed deeper than her own.

Her aunt, indeed, was left to her, but from this relation

she won no comfort. From many incidents trifling in them

selves, but in the mass irresistible, Joan gathered that there

had been little sympathy between her mother and Mrs. Gil-

lingwater— if, in truth, their attitude was not one of mutual

dislike. It would appear also that in her own case this

want of affection was an hereditary quality, seeing that she

found it difficult to regard her aunt with any feeling warmer

than tolerance, and was in turn held in an open aversion,

which to Joan's mind, was scarcely mitigated by the very

obvious pride Mrs. Gillingwater took in her beauty. In

these circumstances Joan had often wondered why she was

not dismissed to seek her fortune. More than once, when

after some quarrel she sought leave to go, she found that

there was no surer path to reconciliation than to proffer this

request ; and speeches of apology, which, as she knew well,

were not due to any softening of Mrs. Gillingwater's tem

per, or regret for hasty misbehaviour, were at once showered

upon her.

To what, then, were they due ? The question was one

that Joan took some years to answer satisfactorily. Clearly

not to love, and almost as clearly to no desire to retain her

services, since, beyond attending to her own room, she did

but little work in the way of ministering to the wants and

comforts of the few customers of the Crown and Mitre, nor

was she ever asked to interest herself in such duties.
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Gradually a solution to the riddle forced itself into Joan's

intelligence— namely, that in some mysterious way her aunt

and uncle lived on her, not she on them. If this were not so,

it certainly became difficult to understand how they did live,

in view of the fact that Mr. Gillingwater steadily consumed

the profits of the tap-room, if any, and that they had no other

visible means of subsistence. Yet money never seemed to be

wanting ; and did Joan need a new dress, or any other luxury,

it was given to her without demur. More, when some years

since she had expressed a sudden and spontaneous desire

for education; after a few days' interval, which, it seemed to

her, might well have been employed in reference to superior

powers in the background, she was informed that arrange

ments had been made for her to be sent to a boarding school

in the capital of the county. She went, to find that her

fellow-pupils were for the most part the daughters of shop

keepers and large farmers, and that in consequence the

establishment was looked down upon by the students of

similar, but higher-class institutions in the same town, and

by all who belonged to them. Joan being sensitive and

ambitious, resented this state of affairs, though she had

small enough right to do so, and on her return home informed

her aunt that she wished to be taken away from that school

and sent to another of a better sort. The request was

received without surprise, and again there was a pause as

though to allow of reference to others. Then she was told

that if she did not like her school she could leave it, but

that she was not to be educated above her station in life.

So Joan returned to the middle-class establishment, where

she remained till she was over nineteen years of age.' On

the whole she was very happy there, for she felt that she

was acquiring useful knowledge which she could not have

obtained at home. Moreover, among her schoolfellows were

certain girls, the daughters of poor clergymen and widows,

ladies by birth, with whom she consorted instinctively, and

who did not repel her advances.

At the age of nineteen she was informed suddenly that

she must leave her school, though no hint of this determi
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nation had been previously conveyed to her. Indeed, but a

day or two before her aunt had spoken of her return thither

as if it were a settled thing. Pondering over this decision

in much grief, Joan wondered why it had been arrived at,

and more especially whether the visit that morning of her

uncle's landlord, Mr. Levinger, who came, she understood,

to see about some repairs to the house, had anything to do

with it. To Mr. Levinger himself she had scarcely spoken

half a dozen times in her life, and yet it seemed to her that

whenever they met he regarded her with the keenest inter

est. Also on this particular occasion Joan chanced to pass

the bar-parlour where Mr. Levinger was closeted with her

aunt, and to overhear his parting words, or rather the tag of

them — which was " too much of a lady," a remark that she

could not help thinking had to do with herself. Seeing her

go by, he stopped her, keeping her in conversation for some

minutes, then abruptly turned upon his heel and left the

house with the air of a man who is determined not to say

too much.

Then it was that Joan's life became insupportable to her.

Accustomed as she had become to more refined associations,

from which henceforth she was cut off, the Crown and Mitre,

and most of those connected with it, grew hateful in her

sight. In her disgust she racked her brain to find some

means of escape, and could think of none other than the

time-honoured expedient of " going as a governess." This

she asked leave to do, and the permission was accorded after

the usual pause ; but here again she was destined to meet

with disappointment. Her surroundings and her attain

ments were too humble to admit of her finding a footing in

that overcrowded profession. Moreover, as one lady whom

she saw told her frankly, she was far too pretty for this

walk of life. At length she did obtain a situation, however,

a modest one enough, that of nursery governess to the chil

dren of the rector of Bradmouth, Mr. Biggen. This post

she held for nine months, till Mr. Biggen, a kind-hearted

and scholarly man, noting her beauty and intelligence, began

to take more interest iii her than pleased his wife— a state
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of affairs that resulted in Joan's abrupt dismissal on the

day previous to the beginning of this history.

To come to the last and greatest of her troubles : it will

be obvious that such a woman would not lack for admirers.

Joan had several, all of whom she disliked ; but chiefly did

she detest the most ardent and persistent of them, the

favoured of her aunt, Mr. Samuel Rock. Samuel Rock was

a Dissenter, and the best-to-do agriculturist in the neighbour

hood, farming some five hundred acres, most of them rich

marsh-lands, of which three hundred or more were his own

property inherited and acquired. Clearly, therefore, he was

an excellent match for a girl in the position of Joan Haste,

and when it is added that he had conceived a sincere admi

ration for her, and that to make her his wife was the princi

pal desire of his life, it becomes evident that in the nature

of things the sole object of hers ought to have been to meet

his advances half-way. Unfortunately this was not the case.

For reasons which to herself were good and valid, however

insufficient they may have appeared to others, Joan would

have nothing to do with Samuel Rock. It was to escape

from him that she had fled this day to Ramborough Abbey,

whither she fondly hoped he would not follow her. It was

the thought of him that made life seem so hateful to her

even in the golden afternoon; it was terror of him that

caused her to search out every possible avenue of retreat

from the neighbourhood of Bradmouth.

She might have spared herself the trouble, for even as

she sighed and sought, a shadow fell upon her, and looking

up she saw Samuel Rock standing before her, hat in hand

and smiling his most obsequious smile.
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SAMUEL ROCK DECLARES HIMSELF

CHAPTER II.

SAMUEL ROCK DECLARES HIMSELF.

Mr. Samuel Rock was young-looking rather than young

in years, of which he might have seen some thirty-five, and,

on the whole, not uncomely in appearance. His build was

slender for his height, his eyes were blue and somewhat

shifty, his features sharp and regular except the chin, which

was prominent, massive, and developed almost to deformity.

Perhaps it was to hide this blemish that he wore a brown

beard, very long, but thin and straggling. His greatest

peculiarity, however, was his hands, which were shaped

like those of a woman, were long, white notwithstanding

their exposure tu the weather, and adorned with almond-

shaped nails that any lady might have envied. These

hands were never still ; moreover, there was something

furtive and unpleasant about them, capable as they were

of the strangest contortions. Mr. Rock's garments sug

gested a compromise between the dress affected by Dissent

ers who are pillars of their local chapel and anxious to

proclaim the fact, and those worn by the ordinary farmer,

consisting as they did of a long-tailed black coat rather the

worse for wear, a black felt wide-awake, and a pair of cord

breeches and stout riding boots.

" How do you do, Miss Haste ? " said Samuel Rock, in

his soft, melodious voice, but not offering to shake hands,

perhaps because his fingers were engaged in nervously

crushing the crown of his hat.

" How do you do '.' " answered Joan, starting violently.

" How did you " (' find me here,' she was about to add ;

then, remembering that such a remark would show a guilty

knowledge of being sought after, substituted) " get here ? "

"I— I walked, Miss Haste," he replied, looking at his

legs and blushing, as though there were something improper

about the fact ; then added, " You are quite close to my
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house, Moor Farm, you know, and I was told that— I

thought that I should find you here."

" I suppose you mean that you asked my aunt, and she

sent you after me ? " said Joan bluntly.

Samuel smiled evasively, but made no other reply to this

remark.

Then came a pause, while, with a growing irritation, Joan

watched the long white fingers squeezing at the black wide

awake.

" You had better put your hat on, or you will catch cold,"

she suggested, presently.

" Thank you, Miss Haste, it is not what I am liable to, —

not but what I take it kindly that you should think of my

health ; " and he carefully replaced the hat upon his head

in such a fashion that the long brown hair showed beneath

it in a ragged fringe.

" Oh, please don't thank me," said Joan rudely, dreading

lest her remark should be taken as a sign of encouragement.

Then came another pause, while Samuel searched the

heavens with his wandering blue eyes, as though to find

inspiration there.

" You are very fond of graves, Miss Haste," he said at

length.

" Yes, Mr. Rock ; they are comfortable to sit on, — and I

don't doubt very good beds to sleep in," she added, with a

touch of grim humour.

Samuel gave a slight but perceptible shiver. He was a

highly strung man, and, his piety notwithstanding, he did

not appreciate the allusion. When you wish to make love

to a young woman, to say the least of it, it is disagreeable

if she begins to talk of that place whither no earthly love

can follow.

"You shouldn't think of such things at your age —you

should not indeed, Miss Haste," he replied ; " there are

many things you have got to think of before you think of

them."

" What things ? " asked Joan rashly.

Again Samuel blushed.
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" Well— husbands, and— cradles and such-like," he an

swered vaguely.

" Thank you, I prefer graves," Joan replied with tartness.

By this time it had dawned upon Samuel that he was

" getting no forwarder." For a moment he thought of

retreat; then the native determination that underlay his

soft voice and timid manner came to his aid.

" Miss Haste — Joan," he said huskily, " I want to speak

to you."

Joan felt that the hour of trial had come, but still sought

a feeble refuge in flippancy.

" You have been doing that for the last five minutes, Mr.

Rock," she said ; " and I should like to go home."

" No, no, not yet— not till you have heard what I have

to say." And he made a movement as though to cut off her

retreat.

" Well, be quick then," she answered, in a voice in which

vexation and fear struggled for the mastery.

Twice Samuel strove to speak, and twice words failed

him, for his agitation was very real. At last they came.

" I love you," he said, in an intense whisper. " By the

God above you and the dead beneath your feet, I love you,

Joan, as you have never been loved before and never will

be loved again ! "

She threw her head back and looked at him, frightened

by his passion. The realities of his declaration were worse

than she had anticipated. His thin face was fierce with

emotion, his sensitive lips quivered, and the long lithe

fingers of his right hand played with his beard as though

he were plaiting it. Joan grew seriously alarmed : she had

never seen Samuel Rock look like this before.

" I am sorry," she murmured.

" Don't be sorry," he broke in ; " why should you be sorry ?

It is a great thing to be loved as I love you, Joan, a thing

that does not often come in the way of a woman, as you will

find out before you die. Look here : do you suppose that

I have not fought against this ? Do you suppose that I

wanted to fall into the power of a girl without a sixpence,
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without even an honest name? I tell you, Joan, I have

fought against it and I have prayed against it since you were

a chit of sixteen. Chance after chance have I let slip through

my fingers for your sake. There was Mrs. Morton yonder,

a handsome body as a man need wish for a wife, with six

thousand pounds invested and house property into the bar

gain, who as good as told me that she would marry me, and

I gave her the go-by for you. There was the minister's

widow, a lady born, and a holy woman, who would have had

me fast enough, and I gave her the go-by for you. I love

you, Joan— I tell you that I love you more than land or

goods, more than my own soul, more than anything that is.

I think of you all day, I dream of you all night. I love you,

and I want you, and if I don't get you then I may as well

die for all the world is worth to me." And he ceased, trem

bling with passion.

If Joan had been alarmed before, now she was terrified.

The man's earnestness impressed her artistic sense — in a

certain rude way there was something fine about it— but it

awoke no answer within her heart. His passion repelled

her; she had always disliked him, now she loathed him.

Swiftly she reviewed the position in her mind, searching

a way of escape. She knew well enough that he had not

meant to affront her by his references to her poverty and

the stain upon her birth—that these truths had broken from

him together with that great truth which animated his life ;

nevertheless, with a woman's wit putting the rest aside, it was

on these unlucky sayings that she pounced in her emergency.

" How, Mr. Rock," she asked, rising and standing before

him, " how can you ask me to marry you, for I suppose that

is what you mean, when you throw my poverty — and the

rest— in my teeth '! I think, Mr. Rock, that you would do

well to go back to Mrs. Morton, or the minister's widow who

was born a lady, and to leave me in peace;."

" Oh, don't be angry with me," he said, with something

like a groan ; " you know that I did not mean to offend you.

Why should I offend you when I love you so, and want to

win you ? I wish that I had bitten out my tongue before
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I said that, but it slipped in with the rest. Will you have

me, Joan ? Look here : you are the first that ever I said

a sweet word to, and that ought to go some way with a

woman ; and I would make you a good husband. There isn't

much that you shall want for if you marry me, Joan. If any

one had told me when I was a youngster that I should live

to go begging and craving after a woman in this fashion, I'd

have said he lied ; but you have put me off, and pushed me

aside, and given me the slip, till at length you have worked

me up to this, and I can't live without you— I can't live

without you, that's the truth."

" But I am afraid you will have to, Mr. Rock," said Joan

more gently, for the tears which trembled in Samuel's light

blue eyes touched her somewhat ; and after all, although he

repelled her, it was flattering that any man should value

her so highly : " I do not love you."

His chin dropped upon his breast dejectedly. Presently

he looked up and spoke again.

"I did not expect that you would," he said: "it had been

too much luck for a miserable sinner. But be honest with

me, Joan— if a woman can — and tell me, do you love any

body else ? "

" Not a soul," she answered, opening her brown eyes wide.

" Who is there that I should love here ? "

"Ah ! that's it," he answered, with a sigh of relief : " there

is nobody good enough for you in these parts. You are a

lady, however you were born, and you want to mate with

your own sort. It is no use denying it: I have watched

you, and I've seen how you look down upon us ; and all I've

got to say is : —Be careful that it does not bring you into

trouble. Still, while you don't love anybody else — and the

man you do love had better keep out of my way, curse him !

— there is hope for me. Look here, Joan : I don't want to

press you—take time to think it over. I'm in no hurry.

I could wait five years if I were sure of getting you at last.

I dare say I frightened you by my roughness : I was a fool ; I

should have remembered that it is all new to you, though it

is old enough for me. Listen, Joan: tell me that I may



'4 JOAN HASTE

wait awhile and come again, — though, whether you tell me

or not, I shall wait and I shall come, while there is breath

in my body and I can find you out."

" What's the use ? " said Joan. " I don't love you, and

love does not grow with waiting ; and if I do not love you,

how can I marry you ? We had better make an end of the

business once and for all. I am very sorry, but it has not

been my fault."

" What's the use ? Why, all in the world ! In time you

will come to think differently ; in time you will learn that

a Christian man's honest love and all that goes with it isn't

a thing to be chucked away like dirty water ; in time, per

haps, your aunt and uncle will teach you reason about it,

though you do despise me since you went away for your fine

schooling "

"Oh, don't tell them ! " broke in Joan imploringly.

" Why, I have told them. I spoke to your aunt this very

day about it, and she wished me God-speed with all her

heart, and I am sure she will be vexed enough when she

learns the truth."

As Joan heard these words her face betrayed the pertur

bation of her mind. Her aunt's fury when she understood

that she, Joan, had rejected Samuel Rock would indeed be

hard to bear. Samuel, watching, read her thoughts, and,

growing cunning in his despair, was not slow to turn them

to his advantage.

" Listen, Joan," he said : " say that you will take time to

think it over, and I will make matters easy for you with

Mrs. Gillingwater. I know how to manage her, and I prom

ise that not a rough word shall be said to you. Joan, Joan,

it is not much to ask. Tell me that I may come again for

my answer in six months. That can't hurt you, and it will

be hope to me."

She hesitated. A warning sense told her that it would be

better to have done with this man at once ; but then, if she

obeyed it, the one thing which she truly feared — her aunt's

fury — would fall upon her and crush her. If she gave way,

on the other hand, she knew well enough that Samuel would
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shelter her from this storm for his own sake if not for hers.

What could it matter, she argued weakly, if she- did post

pone her final decision for six months ? Perhaps before

that time she might be able to escape from Bradmouth and

Samuel Rock, and thus avoid the necessity of giving any

answer.

" If I do as you wish, will you promise not to trouble me,

or interfere with me, or to speak to me about this kind of

thing in the meanwhile ? " she asked.

" Yes ; I swear that I will net."

" Very good : have your own way about it, Mr. Rock ; but

understand that I do not mean to encourage you by this, and

I don't think it likely that my answer six months hence

will be any different from what it is to-day."

" I understand, Joan."

"Very well, then: good-bye." And she held out her hand.

He took it, and, overmastered by a sudden impulse, pressed

it to his lips and kissed it twice or thrice.

" Leave go," she said, wrenching herself free. " Is that

the way you keep your promise ? "

" I beg your pardon," he answered humbly. " I could not

help it— Heaven knows that I could not help it. I will

not break my word again." And he turned and left her,

walking through the grass of the graves with a slow and

somewhat feline step.

At last he was gone, and Joan sat down once more, with

a gasp of relief. Her first feelings were those of exulta

tion at being rid of Mr. Rock ; but they did not endure.

Would he keep his promise, she wondered, and hide from

her aunt the fact that he had proposed and been rejected ?

If he did not, one thing was clear to her,— that she would

be forced to fly from Bradmouth, since by many a hint she

knew well that it was expected of her that she should marry

Samuel Rock, who was considered to have honoured her

greatly by his attentions. This, in view of their relative

social positions in the small society of Bradmouth, was not

wonderful ; but Joan's pride revolted at the thought.
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" After all," she said aloud, " how is he so much higher

than I am? and why should my aunt always speak of him

as though he were a king and I a beggar girl ? My blood

is as good as his, and better," and she glanced at a row of

ancient tombstones, whereof the tops were visible above the

herbage of rank grass, yellow crowsfoot, and sheep's-parsley

still white with bloom, that marked the resting-places of

the Lacons.

These Lacons had been yeomen farmers for many genera

tions, until the last of them, Joan's grandfather, took to evil

courses and dissipated his ancestral patrimony, the greater

part of which was now in the possession of Samuel Rock.

Yes, that side of her pedigree was well enough, and were

it not for the mystery about her father she could have held

her head up with the best of them. Oh, it was a bitter

thing that, through no fault of her own, Samuel Rock should

be able to reproach her with her lack of an " honest name " !

So it was, however— she was an outcast, a waif and a stray,

and it was useless to cloak this fact. But, outcast or no,

she was mistress of herself, and would not be driven into

marriage, however advantageous, with Samuel Rock or any

other man who was repellent to her.

Having come to this conclusion, Joan's spirits rose. After

all, she was young and healthy, and, she believed, beautiful,

with the wide world before her. There were even advan

tages in lacking an " honest name," since it freed her from

responsibilities and rendered it impossible for her to disgrace

that which she had not got. As it was, she had only her

self to please in the world, and within reasonable and decent

limits Joan meant to please herself. Most of all did she

mean to do so in connection with these matters of the heart.

Nobody had ever loved her, and she had never found any

body to love ; and yet, as in all true women, love of one sort

or another was the great desire and necessity of her life.

Therefore on this point she was determined: she would

never marry where she could not love.

Thus thought Joan; then, weary of the subject, she dis

missed it from her mind for a while, and, lying back upon
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the grass in idle contentment, watched the little clouds float

across the sky till, far out to sea, they melted into the blue

of the horizon. It was a perfect afternoon, and she would

enjoy what was left of it before she returned to Bradmouth

to face Samuel Rock and all her other worries. Grasshop

pers chirped in the flowers at her feet, a beautiful butterfly

flitted from tombstone to grey tombstone, sunning itself on

each, and high over her head flew the jackdaws, taking food

to their young in the crumbling tower above.

For a while Joan watched these jackdaws through her

half-shut eyes, till suddenly she remembered that her late

employer Mr. Biggen's little boy had confided to her his

ardent desire for a young bird of that species, and she began

to wonder if she could reach the nest and rob it as a fare

well gift to him.

Speculation led to desire, and desire to endeavour. The

ruined belfry stairway still ran up the interior of the tower

for twenty feet or more— to a spot, indeed, in the stone

work where a huge fragment of masonry had fallen bodily,

leaving a V-shaped opening that reached to the battlements.

Ivy grew upon this gap in the flint rubble, and the nest of

the two jackdaws that Joan had been watching particularly,

did not appear to be more than a dozen feet above the top

of the broken stair. This stair she proceeded to climb with

out further hesitation. It was not at all safe, but she was

active, and her head being good, she reached the point

where it was broken away without accident, and, taking her

stand on the thickness of the wall, supported herself by the

ivy and looked up. There, twice her own height above her,

was the window slit with the nest in it, but the mortar -and

stone upon which she must cling to reach it looked so crum

bling and insecure that she did not dare to trust herself to

them. So, having finished her inspection, Joan decided to

leave those young jackdaws in peace and descend to earth

again.

c



18 JOAN HASTE

CHAPTER III.

THE BEGINNINGS OF FATE.

It was at this juncture that Captain Henry Archibald

Graves, R.N, pursuing his way by the little-frequented sea

road that runs along the top of the cliff past the Ram-

borough ruins to Bradmouth, halted the cob on which he

was riding in order that he might admire the scene at leis

ure. Presently his eye, following the line of the ruined

tower, lit upon the figure of a girl standing twenty feet

from the ground in a gap of the broken wall. He was sixty

yards away or more, but there was something so striking

and graceful about this figure, poised on high and outlined

against the glow of the westering sun, that his curiosity

became excited to know whose it was and what the girl

might be doing. So strongly was it excited, indeed, that,

after a fateful moment of hesitation, Captain Graves, reflect

ing that he had never examined Ramborough Abbey since

he was a boy, turned his horse and rode up the slope of

broken ground that intervened between him and the church

yard, where he dismounted and made the bridle fast to a

stunted thorn. Possibly the lady might be in difficulty or

danger, he explained to himself.

When he had tied up the cob to his satisfaction, he

climbed the bank whereon the thorn grew, and reached the

dilapidated wall of the churchyard, whence he could again

see the lower parts of the tower which had been hidden

from his view for a while by the nature of the ground.

Now the figure of the woman that had stood there was

gone, and a genuine fear seized him lest she should have

fallen. With some haste he walked to the foot of the

tower, to halt suddenly within five paces of it, for before

him stood the object of his search. She had emerged from

behind a thicket of briars that grew among the fallen

masonry; and, holding her straw hat in her hand, was
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standing with her back towards him, gazing upwards at the

unattainable nest.

" She is safe enough, and I had better move on," thought

Captain Graves.

At that moment Joan seemed to become aware of his

presence ; at any rate, she wheeled round quickly, and they

were face to face.

She started and blushed— perhaps more violently than

the occasion warranted, for Joan was not accustomed to

meet strange men of his class thus unexpectedly. Captain

Graves scarcely noticed either the start or the blush, for, to

tell the truth, he was employed in studying the appearance

of the loveliest woman that he had ever beheld. Perhaps

it was only to him that she seemed lovely, and others might

not have rated her so highly ; perhaps his senses deceived

him, and Joan was not truly beautiful; but, in his judg

ment, neither before nor after did he see her equal, and he

had looked on many women in different quarters of the

world.

She was tall, and her figure was rounded without being

coarse, or even giving promise of coarseness. Her arms

were somewhat long for her height, and set on to the

shoulders with a peculiar grace, her hands were rather thin,

and delicately shaped, and her appearance conveyed an

impression of vigour and perfect health. These gifts, how

ever, are not uncommon among English girls. "What, to his

mind, seemed uncommon was Joan's face as it appeared

then, in the beginning of her two-and-twentieth year, with

its curved lips, its dimpled yet resolute chin, its -flawless

oval, its arched brows, and the steady, tender eyes of deep

est brown that shone beneath them. For the rest, her head

was small and covered with rippling chestnut hair gathered

into a knot at the back, her loose-bodied white dress, secured

about the waist with a leather girdle, was clean and simple,

and her bearing had a grace and dignity that Nature alone

can give. Lastly, though from various indications he judged

that she did not belong to his own station in life, she looked

like a person of some refinement.
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Such was Joan's outward appearance. It was attractive

enough, and yet it was not her beauty only that fascinated

Henry Graves. There was something about this girl which

was new to him; a mystery more beautiful than beauty

shone upon her sweet face— such a mystery as he had noted

once or twice in the masterpieces of ancient art, but never

till that hour on human lips or eyes. In those days Joan

might have posed as a model of Psyche before Cupid kissed

her.

Now let us turn for a moment to Henry Archibald Graves,

the man destined to be the hero of her life's romance.

Like so many sailors, he was short, scarcely taller than

Joan herself indeed, and stout in build. In complexion

he was fair, though much bronzed by exposure to foreign

climates ; his blue eyes were keen and searching, as might

be expected in one who had watched at sea by night for

nearly twenty years ; and he was clean shaved. His feat

ures were good though strongly marked, especially as re

gards the nose and chin ; but he could not be called hand

some, only a distinguished-looking man of gentlemanly bear

ing. At first sight the face might strike a stranger as hard,

but more careful examination showed it to be rather that of

a person who made it a practice to keep guard over his emo

tions. In repose it was a somewhat proud face, that of one

accustomed to command and to be obeyed; but frank and

open withal, particularly if its owner smiled, when it be

came decidedly pleasing.

For a few seconds they stood still in their mutual sur

prise, looking at each other, and the astonishment and admi

ration written in the stranger's eyes were so evident, and

yet so obviously involuntary, that Joan blushed more deeply

than before.

Captain Graves felt the situation to be awkward. His

first impulse was to take off his hat and go, his next and

stronger one to stay and explain.

" I really beg your pardon," he said, with a shyness which

was almost comic ; " I saw a lady standing on the tower as

I was riding by, and feared that she might be in difficulties."
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Joan turned her head away, being terribly conscious of

the blush which would not fade. This stranger's appear

ance pleased her greatly ; moreover, she was flattered by

his notice, and by the designation of " lady." Hitherto her

safety had not been a matter of much moment to any one,

except, perhaps, to Samuel Rock.

" It is very kind of you," she answered, with hesitation ;

" but I was in no danger — I got down quite easily."

Again Captain Graves paused. He was puzzled. The

girl's voice was as sweet as her person— low and rich in

tone —but she spoke with a slight Eastern-counties accent.

Who and what was she ?

"Then I must apologise for troubling you, Miss —

Miss ?"

" I am only Joan Haste of Bradmouth, sir," she inter

rupted confusedly, as though she guessed his thoughts.

" Indeed ! and I am Captain Graves of Rosham — up

there, you know. Bradmouth is — I mean, is the view

good from that tower ? "

" I think so ; but I did not go up to look at it. I went

to try to get those young jackdaws. I wanted them for a

little boy in Bradmouth, the clergyman's son."

" Ah ! " he said, his face lighting up, for he saw an oppor

tunity of prolonging the acquaintance, which interested him

not a little ; " then perhaps I may be of service after all. I

think that I can help you there." And he stepped towards

the tower.

" I don't believe that it is quite safe, sir," said Joan, in

some alarm ; " please do not take the trouble," — and she

stretched out her hand as though to detain him.

" Oh, it is no trouble at all, I assure you : I like climbing.

You see, I am well accustomed to it. Once I climbed the

second Pyramid, the one with the casing on it, though I

won't try that again," he replied, with a pleasant laugh.

And before she could interfere further he was mounting the

broken stair.

At the top of it Henry halted, surveying the crumbling

slope of wall doubtfully. Then he took his coat off, threw
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it down into the churchyard, and rolled his shirt sleeves up

above his elbows, revealing a pair of very powerful and fair-

skinned arms.

" Please don't— please ! " implored Joan from below.

" I am not going to give in now," he answered ; and, grasp

ing a firm and projecting stone with his right hand, he set

his foot upon a second fragment and began the ascent of the

broken wall. Soon he reached the head of the slope in

safety, but only to be encountered by another difficulty.

The window slit containing the jackdaws' nest was round

the corner, a little above him on the surface of the wall, and

it proved impossible to reach it from where he stood. Very

cautiously he bent to one side and looked round the angle

of the masonry. Close to him a strong stem of ivy grew up

the tower, dividing into two branches some five feet be

low the nest. He knew that it would be dangerous to

trust his weight to it, and still more dangerous to attempt

the turning of the corner ; but at this moment he was more

set upon getting the young birds which this village beauty

desired, than on his own safety or any other earthly thing.

Henry Graves was a man who disliked being beaten.

Very swiftly he shifted his hold, and, stretching out his

left hand, he felt about until it gripped the ivy stem. Now

he must go on. Exactly how it happened would be difficult

to describe on paper, but in two more seconds his foot was

in the fork of ivy and his face was opposite to the window

slit containing the nest.

" I can see the young ones," he said. " I will throw them

out, and you must catch them in your hat, for I can't carry

them."

" Oh ! pray take care," gasped Joan.

He laughed by way of answer; and next second, with

loud squawks and an impotent flapping of untried wings, a

callow jackdaw was launched upon its first flight, to be

deftly caught in Joan's broad hat before it touched the

earth. A second followed, then another and another. The

last bird was the strongest of the four, and flew some yards

in its descent. Joan ran to catch it — a process that took
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a little time, for it lay upon its back behind a broken tomb

stone, and pecked at her hand in a fashion necessitating its

envelopment in her handkerchief. Just as she secured it

she heard Captain Graves say : " That's the lot. Now I am

coming down."

Next instant there was a sound as of something being

torn. Joan looked up, to see him hanging by one arm

against the sheer face of the tower. In attempting to

repass the corner Henry's foot had slipped, throwing all his

weight on to the stem of ivy which he held ; but it was not

equal to the strain, and a slab of it had come away from the

wall. To this ivy he clung desperately, striving to find

foothold with his heels, his face towards her, for he had

swung round. Uttering a low cry of fear, Joan sped back

to the tower like a swallow. She knew that he must fall;

but that was not the worst of it, for almost immediately

beneath where he hung stood a raised tomb shaped like

a stone coffin, having its top set thickly with rusted iron

spikes, three inches or more in length, especially designed

to prevent the idle youth of all generations from seating

themselves upon this home of the dead.

If he struck upon these !

Joan rushed round the spiked tomb, and halted almost,

but not quite, beneath Henry's hanging shape. His eyes

fell upon her agonised and upturned face.

" Stand clear ! I am coming," he said in a low voice.

Watching, she saw the muscles of his arm work convul

sively. Then the rough stem of ivy began to slip through

his clenched fingers. Another second, and he dropped like

a stone from a height of twenty feet or more. Instinctively

Joan stretched out her arms as though to catch him ; but he

struck the ground legs first just in front of her, and, with

a sharp exclamation, pitched forward against her.

The shock was tremendous. Joan saw it coming, and "

prepared to meet it as well as she. might by bending her

body forward, since, at all hazards, he must be prevented

from falling face foremost on the spiked tomb, there to be

impaled. His brow cut her lip almost through, his shouldei
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struck hev bosom, knocking the breath out of her, then her

strong amis closed around him like a vice, and down they

went together.

All this while her mind remained clear. She knew that

she must not go down backwards, or the fate from which

she strove to protect him would overtake her — the iron

spikes would pierce her back and brain. By a desperate

effort she altered the direction of their fall, trusting to come

to earth alongside the tomb. But she could not quite clear

it, as a sudden pang in the right shoulder told her. For a

moment they lay on the edge of the tomb, then rolled free.

Captain Graves fell undermost, his head striking with some

violence on a stone, and he lay still, as did Joan for nearly

a minute, since her breath was gone.

Presently the pain of breathlessness passed a little, and

she began to recover. Glancing at her arm, she saw that a

stream of blood trickled along her sleeve, and blood from

her cut lips was falling on the bosom of her dress and upon

the forehead of Henry Graves beneath her, staining his

white face.

" Oh, he is dead ! " mourned Joan aloud ; " and it is my

fault."

At this moment Henry opened his eyes. Apparently he

had overheard her, for he answered : " Don't distress your

self : I am all right."

As he spoke, he tried to move his leg, with the result that

a groan of agony broke from him. Glancing at the limb,

Joan saw it was twisted beneath him in a fashion so unnatu

ral that it became evident even to her inexperience that it

must be broken. At this discovery her distress overpowered

her to so great an extent that she burst into tears.

" Oh ! your leg is broken," she sobbed. " What shall

I do?"

" I think," he whispered, with a ghastly smile, biting his

lips to keep back any further expression of his pain, " that

you will find a flask in my coat pocket, if you do not mind

getting it."

Joan rose from her knees, and going to the coat, which
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lay hard by, took from it a little silver flask of whiskey-

and-water; then, returning, she placed one arm beneath the

injured man's head and with the other contrived to pour

some of the liquid down his throat.

"Thank you," he said: "I feel better"; then suddenly

fainted away.

In great alarm she poured some more of the spirit down

his throat ; for now a new terror had taken her that he

might be suffering from internal injuries also. To her re

lief, he came to himself again, and caught sight of the red

stain growing upon her white dress.

" You are hurt," he said. " What a selfish fellow I am,

thinking only of myself ! "

" Oh, don't think of me," Joan answered : " it is nothing

— a mere scratch. What is to be done ? How can I get

you from here ? Nobody lives about, and we are a long way

from Bradmouth."

" There is my horse," he murmured, " but I fear that I

cannot ride him."

"I will go," said Joan; "yet how can I leave you by

yourself ? "

"I shall get on for a while," Henry answered. "It is

very good of you."

Then, since there was no help for it, Joan rose, and run

ning to where the horse was tied, she loosed it. But now a

new difficulty confronted her : her wounded arm was already

helpless and painful, and without its aid she could not

manage to climb into the saddle, for the cob, although

a quiet animal enough, was not accustomed to a woman's

skirts, and at every effort shifted itself a foot or two away

from her. At length Joan, crying with pain, grief and vex

ation, determined to abandon the attempt and to set out for

Bradmouth on foot, when for the first time fortune favoured

her in the person of a red-haired lad whom she knew well,

and who was returning homewards from an expedition in

search of the eggs of wild-fowl.

" Oh ! Willie Hood," she cried, " come and help me. A

gentleman has fallen from the tower yonder and broken his
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leg. Now do you get on this horse and ride as hard as you

can to Dr. Child's, and tell him that he must come out here

with some men, and a door or something to carry him on.

Mind you say his leg is broken, and that he must bring

things to tie it up with. Do you understand ? "

" Why you're all bloody ! " answered the boy, whose face

betrayed his bewilderment ; " and I never did ride a horse

in my life."

" Yes, yes, I am hurt too ; but don't think of that. You

get on to him, and you'll be safe enough. Why, surely

you're not afraid, Willie Hood ? "

" Afraid ? No, I aren't afraid," answered the boy, colour

ing, " only I like my legs better than his'n, that's all. Here

goes." And with a prodigious and scuffling effort Willie

landed himself on the back of the astonished cob.

" Stop," said Joan ; " you know what to say ? "

"Yes," he answered proudly; " don't you fret— I know

right enough. I'll bring the doctor back myself."

"No, Willie : you go on to the Crown and Mitre, and tell

my aunt that a gentleman, Captain Graves of Rosham, has

hurt himself badly, and that she must get a room ready for

him. It had best be mine, for it's the nicest," she added ;

" and there is nowhere else that he can go."

Willie nodded, and with a loud " gee-up " to the horse,

started on his journey, his legs hanging clear of the stirrups,

and gripping the pommel of the saddle with his right hand.

Having watched him disappear, Joan returned to where

the wounded man lay. His eyes were shut, but apparently

he heard her come, for presently he opened them.

"What, back so soon?" he said; "I must have been

asleep."

" No, no : I could not leave you. I found a boy and sent

him on the horse for the doctor. I only trust that he may

get there safely," she added to herself.

" Very well : I am glad you have come back," he said

faintly. " I am afraid that I am giving you a great deal of

trouble, but do you mind rubbing my hand? It feels so

cold."
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She sat down on the grass beside him, having first

wrapped his coat round him as best she could, and began

to chafe his hand. Presently the pain, which had subsided

for a while, set in more sharply then ever, and his fingers,

that had been like ice, were now burning hot. Another

half-hour passed, while the shadows lengthened and the

evening waned, and Henry's speech became incoherent.

He fancied himself on board a man-of-war, and uttered

words of command; he talked of foreign countries, and

mentioned many names, among them one that was- not

strange to Joan's ears — that of Emma Levinger; lastly

even he spoke of herself :

" "What a lovely girl ! " he muttered. " It's worth risking

one's neck to please her. Worth risking one's neck to please

her ! "

A third half-hour passed; the fever lessened, and he

grew silent. Then the cold fit took him again — his flesh

shivered.

" I am frozen," he murmured through his chattering teeth :

" for Heaven's sake help me ! Can't you see how cold I

am?"

Joan was in despair. Alas and alas ! she had nothing to

put on him, for even if she took it off, her thin white dress

would be no protection. Again and again he prayed for

warmth, till at length her tender pity overcame her natural

shrinking, and she did the only thing she could. Lying

down beside him, she put her arms about him, and held him

so, to comfort him if she might.

Apparently it did comfort him, for his moaning ceased,

and by slow degrees he sank into stupor. Now twilight

was upon them, and still no help came. Where could Willie

have gone, Jdan wondered : oh, if he did not come quickly,

the man would surely die ! Her own strength was failing

her— she felt it going with the blood that ebbed continually

from the wound in her shoulder. Periods of mist and ob

livion alternated in her mind with times of clearest reason.

Quick they came and quicker, till at last all was a blank

and she knew no more.
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And now the twilight had grown into darkness, and

these two lay silent, locked in each other's arms among

the graves, and the stars shed their light upon them.

CHAPTER IV.

THE HOME-COMING OF HENRY GRAVES.

Henry Graves, a man of thirty-three years of age, was

the second and only surviving son of Sir Reginald Graves,

of Rosham Hall, a place situated about four miles from

Bradmouth. When a lad he chose the Navy as a profession,

and to that profession he clung with such unusual earnest

ness, that during the last eighteen years or so but little of

his time had been passed at home. Some months previous

to his meeting with Joan Haste, however, very much against

his own will, he was forced to abandon his calling. He was

cruising in command of a gunboat off the coast of British

Columbia, when one evening a telegram reached him inform

ing him of the death of his elder brother, Reginald, who

met his end through an accident whilst riding a steeplechase.

There had never been much sympathy or affection between

the two brothers, for reasons to be explained presently ;

still this sudden and terrible intelligence was a heavy shock

to Henry, nor did the fact that it left him heir to an entailed

property, which he believed to be considerable, greatly miti

gate it in his mind.

When there are but two sons, it is almost inevitable that

one should be preferred before the other. Certainly this

was the case in the Graves family. As children Reginald,

the elder, had been wayward, handsome, merry and attrac

tive ; whereas Henry was a somewhat plain and silent boy,

with a habit of courting his own society, and almost aggres

sive ideas of honour and duty. Naturally, therefore, the love

of father, mother and sister went out to the brilliant Regi-
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nald, while Henry was left very much to his own devices.

He said nothing, and he was too proud to be jealous, but

nobody except the lad himself ever knew what he suffered

under this daily, if unintentional, neglect. Though his con

stitutional reserve prevented him from showing his heart,

in truth he was very affectionate, and almost adored the

relations who looked on him as a dullard, and even spoke

of him at times as " poor Henry," as though he were deficient

in intellect.

Thus it came about that very early in his young life, with

characteristic determination, Henry arrived at the conclusion

that he would be happier away from the home where he

was little wanted. Once in the Navy, he applied himself

to his profession with industry and intelligence, and as a

result did better in the service than most young men who

cannot bring to their support any particular interest, or the

advantage of considerable private means. In whatever capa

city he served, he won the confidence and the respect both

of his subordinates and of his superiors. He was a hard

working man, so hard work was thrust upon him ; and he

never shirked it, though often enough others got the credit of

his efforts. At heart, moreover, he was ambitious. Henry

could never forget the slights that he had experienced as a

child, and he was animated by a great but secret desire

to show the relatives who disparaged him in favour of his

more showy brother that he was made of better stuff than

they were disposed to believe.

To this purpose he subordinated his life. His allowance

was small, for their father's means were not in proportion

to his nominal estate, and as time went on his brother

Reginald grew more and more extravagant. But, such as

it was, Henry never exceeded it, though few were aware of

the straits to which he was put at times. In the same way,

though by nature he was a man of strong passions and

genial temperament, he rarely allowed either the one or the

other to master him. Geniality meant expense, and he

observed that indulgence in passion of any sort, more espe

cially if it led to mixing with the other sex, spelt anxiety
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and sorrow at the best, or at the worst disgrace and ruin.

Therefore he curbed these inclinations till what began in

the pride of duty ended in the pride of habit.

Thus time wore on till he received the telegram announcing

his brother's shocking death. A fortnight or so afterwards

it was followed by a letter from his father, a portion of

which may be transcribed. It began :

" My dear Henry, —

"My telegram has informed you of the terrible loss which has

overtaken our family. Your brother Reginald is no more ; it has

pleased Providence to remove him from the world in the fulness of

his manhood, and we must accept the fact that we cannot alter with

such patience as we may."

Here followed particulars of the accident, and of arrange

ments for the interment. The letter went on :

" Tour mother and sister are prostrated, and for myself I can only

say that my heart is broken. Life is a ruin to me henceforward, and

I think that when the time comes I shall welcome its close. It does

indeed seem cruel that one so brilliant and so beloved as your brother

should be snatched from us thus, but God's will be done. Though

you have been little together of late years, I know that we shall have

your sympathy in our overwhelming sorrow.

"To turn to other matters, of which this event makes it necessary

that I should speak : of course your beloved brother's death puts you

in the place he held— that is, so far as temporal things are concerned.

I may as well tell you at once that the finances of this property are

in great confusion. Latterly Eeginald had the largest share in its

management, and as yet I cannot therefore follow all the details.

It seems, however, that, speaking generally, affairs are much worse

than I supposed, and already, though he lies unburied, some very

heavy claims have come in against his estate, which of course must

be met for the honour of the family.

"And now, my dear boy, I — or rather your mother, your sister,

and I —'must ask you to make a sacrifice, should you look at it in that

light : namely, to give up your profession and take the place at home

to which the death of your brother has promoted you. This request

is not made lightly ; but, as you know, my health is now very feeble,

and I find myself quite unable to cope with the difficulties of the time

and the grave embarrassments by which I am hampered. Indeed, it

would be idle to disguise from you that unless matters are speedily
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taken in hand and some solution is found to our troubles, there is

every prospect that before long Rosham will be foreclosed on — a

probability of which I can scarcely bear to think, and one that will be

equally painful to yourself when you remember that the property has

been in our family for full three hundred years, and that we have no

resources beyond those of the land."

Then the letter went into details that were black enough,

and ended by hinting at some possible mode of escape from

the family troubles which would be revealed to him on his

return to England.

The receipt of this epistle plunged Henry Graves into a

severe mental struggle. As has been said, he was fond of

his profession, and he had no wish to leave it. His pros

pects in the Navy were not especially brilliant, indeed, but

his record at the Admiralty was good, and he was popular

in the service both with his brother officers and the men,

though perhaps more so with the latter than the former.

Moreover, he had confidence in himself, and was filled with

a sincere ambition to rise to the top of the tree, or near it.

Now, after serving many years as a lieutenant, when at last

he had earned an independent command, he was asked to

abandon his career, and with it the hopes of half a life

time, in order that he might undertake the management of

a bankrupt estate, a task for which he did not conceive

himself to be suited.

At first he was minded to refuse altogether ; but while he

was still hesitating a second letter arrived, from his mother,

with whom he was in greater sympathy, than with any other

member of the family. This epistle, which did not enter

into details, was written in evident distress, and implored

him to return to England at all hazards if he wished to

save them from ruin. In conclusion, like that received

from his father, it hinted mysteriously at an unknown

something by means of which it would be in his power,

and his alone, to restore the broken fortunes of their house.

Duty had always been the first consideration with Henry

, Graves, and so it remained in this emergency of his life.

He had no longer any doubt as to what he ought to do, and,
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sacrificing his private wishes and what he considered to be

his own advantage, he set himself to do it.

An effort to obtain leave on urgent private affairs having

failed, he was reduced to the necessity of sending in his

papers and begging the Lords of the Admiralty for per

mission to retire from the service on the ground of his

brother's death.

The night that he posted this application was an unhappy

one for him: the career he had hoped to make for him

self and the future honour which he dreamed of had melted

away, and the only prospect left to him was that of one day

becoming a baronet without a sixpence to support his title,

and the nominal owner of a bankrupt estate. Moreover,

however reasonable and enlightened he may be, no sailor

is entirely without superstition, and on this matter Henry

Graves was superstitious'. Something in his heart seemed

to tell him that this new start would bring him little luck,

whatever advantage might result to his family. Once again

he felt the awe of an imaginative boy who for the first time

understands that the world is before him, and that he must

fight his way through its cruel multitudes, or be trampled to

death of them.

In due course my Lords of the Admiralty signified to

Commander Graves that his request had been taken into

favourable consideration, and that he was granted leave

pending the arrangements necessary to his retirement from

Her Majesty's Navy. His feelings as for the last time he

was rowed away from the ship in the gig which had been

his especial property need not be dwelt upon. They were

bitter enough, and the evident regret of his messmates at

parting from him did not draw their sting : indeed, it would

not be too much to say that in this hour of farewell Henry

Graves went as near to tears as he had done since he

attained to manhood.

But he got through it somehow, and even laughed and

waved his hat when the crew of the Hawk—that was the

name of the gunboat he had commanded— cheered him as

he left her deck for ever.
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Eighteen days later he stood in the library of Rosham

Hall. Although the season was mid-May the weather held

bitterly cold, and such green as had appeared upon the trees

did not suffice to persuade the traveller that winter was

done with. An indescribable air of gloom hung about the

great white house, which, shaped like an early Victorian

mausoleum, and treed up to the windows with funereal

cedars, was never a cheerful dwelling even in the height

of summer. The shadow of death lay upon the place and

on the hearts of its inmates, and struck a chill through

Henry as he crossed the threshold. His father, a tall and

dignified old gentleman with snowy hair, met him in the

hall with a show of cordiality that soon flickered away.

" How are you, my dear boy ? " he said. "lam very glad

to see you home and looking so well. It is most kind of

you to have fallen in with our wishes as to your leaving

the Navy. I scarcely expected that you would myself.

Indeed, I was never more surprised than when I received

your letter saying that you had sent in your papers. It is

a comfort to have you back again, though I doubt whether

you will be able to do any good."

"Then perhaps I might as well have stopped where I

was, father," answered Henry.

" No, no, you did well to come. For many reasons which

you will understand soon you did well to come. You are

looking for your mother and Ellen. They have gone to the

church with a wreath for your poor brother's grave. The

train is generally late—you were not expected so soon.

That was a terrible blow to me, Henry : I am quite broken

down, and shall never get over it. Ah ! here they are."

As Sir Reginald spoke Lady Graves and her daughter

entered the hall and greeted Henry warmly enough. His

mother was a person of about sixty, still handsome in ap

pearance, but like himself somewhat silent and reserved in

manner. Trouble had got hold of her, and she showed it on

her face. For the rest, she was an upright and a religious

woman, whose one passion in life, as distinguished from her

predilections, had been for her dead son Reginald. He was
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taken away, her spirit was broken, and there remained to

her nothing except an unvarying desire to stave off the ruin

that threatened her husband's house and herself.

The daughter, Ellen, now a woman of twenty-five, was of

a different type. In appearance she was fair and well-devel

oped, striking and ladylike rather than good-looking; in

manner she was quick and vivacious, well-read, moreover, in

a certain shallow fashion, and capital company. Ellen was

not a person of deep affections, though she also had wor

shipped Reginald ; but on the other hand she was swift to

see her own advantage and to shape the course of events

toward that end. At this moment her mind was set secretly

upon making a rich marriage with the only eligible bachelor

in the neighbourhood, Milward by name, a vain man of good

extraction but of little strength of character, and one whom

she knew that she could rule.

It has been said that his welcome was warm enough to all

outward appearance, and yet it left a sense of disappoint

ment in Henry's mind. Instinctively he felt, with the excep

tion, perhaps, of his mother, that they all hoped to use him

— that he had been summoned because he might be of ser

vice, not because the consolation of his presence was desired

in a great family misfortune ; and once more he wished him

self back on the quarter-deck of the Hawk, dependent upon

his own exertions to make his way in the world.

After a somewhat depressing dinner in the great dining-

room, of which the cold stone columns and distempered walls,

decorated with rather dingy specimens of the old masters,

did not tend to expansion of the heart, a family council was

held in the study. It lasted far into the night, but its results

may be summed up briefly. In good times the Rosham Hall

property was worth about a hundred thousand pounds ; now,

in the depths of the terrible depression which is ruining

rural England, it was doubtful if it would find a purchaser

at half that amount, notwithstanding its capacities as a

sporting estate. When Sir Reginald Graves came into pos

session the place was burdened with a mortgage of twenty-

five thousand pounds, more or less. On the coming of age
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of Ms elder son, Reginald, Henry's brother, the entail had

been cut and further moneys raised upon resettlement, so

that in the upshot the incumbrances upon the property in

cluding over-due interests which were added to the capital at

different dates, stood at a total of fifty-one thousand, or

something more than the present selling value of the estate.

Henry inquired where all the money had gone ; and, after

some beating about the bush, he discovered that of late

years, for the most part, it had been absorbed by his dead

brother's racing debts. After this revelation he held his

tongue upon the matter.

In addition to these burdens there were unsatisfied claims

against Reginald's estate amounting to over a thousand

pounds ; and, to top up with, three of the principal tenants

had given notice to leave at the approaching Michaelmas,

and no applicants for their farms were forthcoming. Also

the interest on the mortgages was over a year in arrear.

When everything had been explained, Henry spoke with

irritation : " The long and the short of it is that we are

bankrupt, and badly bankrupt. Why on earth did you force

me to leave the Navy ? At any rate I could have helped

myself to some sort of a living there. Now I must starve

with the rest."

Lady Graves sighed and wiped her eyes. The sigh was for

their broken fortunes, the tear for the son who had ruined

them.

Sir Reginald, who was hardened to money troubles, did not

seem to be so deeply affected.

"Oh, it is not so bad as that, my boy," he said, almost

cheerfully. " Your poor brother always managed to find a

way out of these difficulties when they cropped up, and I

have no doubt that you will be able to do the same. For me

the matter no longer has much personal interest, since my

day is over ; but you must do the best for yourself, and for

your mother and sister. And now I think that I will go to

bed, for business tires me at night."

When his father and mother had gone Henry lit his pipe.

"Who holds these mortgages?" he asked of his sister
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Ellen, who sat opposite to him, watching him curiously across

the fire.

"Mr. Levinger," she answered. "He and his daughter

are coming here to-morrow to stay till Monday."

" What, my father's mysterious friend, the good-looking

man who used to be agent for the property when I was a

boy ? "

" Yes, the man who was shooting here when you were on

leave eighteen months ago."

"I remember: he had his daughter with him —a pale-

faced, quiet girl."

" Yes ; but do not disparage his daughter, Henry."

"Why not?"

" Because it is a mistake to find fault with one's future

wife. That way salvation lies, my dear brother. She is an

heiress, and more than half in love with you, Henry. No, it

is not a mistake — I know it for a fact. Now, perhaps, you

understand why it was necessary that you should come home.

Either you must follow the family tradition and marry an

heiress, Miss Levinger or some other, or this place will be

foreclosed on and we may all adjourn to the workhouse."

"So that is why I was sent for," said Henry, throwing

down his pipe : " to be sold to this lady ? Well, Ellen, all

I have to say is that it is an infernal shame ! "

And, turning, he went to bed without even bidding her

good night.

His sister watched him go without irritation or surprise.

Rising from her chair, she stood by the fire warming her

feet, and glancing from time to time at the dim rows of family

portraits that adorned the library walls. There were many

of them, dating back to the early part of the seventeenth

century or even before it ; for the Graveses, or the De Greves

as they used to be called, were an ancient race, and though

the house had been rebuilt within the last hundred and

twenty years, they had occupied this same spot of ground

for many generations. During all these years the family

could not be said either to have sunk or risen, although one

of its members was made a baronet at the beginning of the
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century in payment for political services. It had produced

no great men, and no villains ; it had never been remark

able for wealth or penury, or indeed for anything that dis

tinguishes one man, or a race of men, from its fellows.

It may be asked how it came about that these Graveses

contrived to survive the natural waste and dwindling of

possessions that they never did anything to augment. A

glance at the family pedigree supplies an answer. From

generation to generation it had been held to be the duty of

the eldest son for the time being to many an heiress ; and

this rule was acted on with sufficient regularity to keep the

fortunes of the race at a dead level, notwithstanding the

extravagances of occasional spendthrifts and the claims of

younger children.

"They all did so," said Ellen to herself, as she looked

upon the portraits of her dead-and-gone forefathers by the

light of the flickering flame ; " and why shouldn't he ? I

am not sentimental, but I believe that I'd marry a Russian

Jew rather than see the old place go to the dogs, and that

sort of thing is worse for a woman than a man. It will be

difficult to manage, but he will marry her in the end, even

if he hates the very sight of her. A man has no right to let

his private inclinations weigh with him in such a matter, for

he passes but his family remains. Thank Heaven, Henry

always had a strong sense of duty, and when he comes to

look at the position coolly he will see it in a proper light ;

though what made that flaxen-haired little mummy fall in

love with him is a mystery to me, for he never spoke a

word to her. Blessings on her ! It is the only piece of

good hick that has come to our family for a generation.

And now I must go to bed, — those old pictures are begin

ning to stare at me."
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CHAPTER V.

THE LEVINGERS VISIT KOSHAM.

Seldom did Henry Graves spend a more miserable night

than on this occasion of his return to Rosham. He had

expected to find his father's affairs in evil case, but the

reality was worse than anything that he had imagined.

The family was absolutely ruined— thanks to his poor

brother's wickedness, for no other word was strong enough

to describe his conduct— and now it seemed that the

remedy suggested for this state of things was that he should

marry the daughter of their principal creditor. That was

why he had been forced to leave the Navy and dragged

home from the other side of the world. Henry laughed as

he thought of it, for the situation had a comical side. Both

in stories and in real life it is common enough for the hero

ine of the piece to be driven into these dilemmas, in order

to save the honour or credit of her family ; but it is unusual

to hear of such a choice being thrust upon a man, perhaps

because, when they chance to meet with them, men keep

these adventures to themselves.

Henry tried to recall the appearance of the young lady ;

and after a while a vision of her came back to him. He

remembered a pale-faced, silent girl, with an elegant figure,

large grey eyes, dark lashes, and absolutely flaxen hair,

who sat in the corner of the room and watched everybody

and everything almost without speaking, but who, through

her silence, or perhaps on account of it, had given him a

curious impression of intensity.

This was the woman whom his family expected him to

marry, and, as his sister seemed to suggest, who, directly

or indirectly, had intimated a willingness to marry him !

Ellen said, indeed, that she was " half in love " with him,

which was absurd. How could Miss Levinger be to any

degree whatsoever in love with a person whom she knew



THE LEVINGERS VISIT ROSHAM 39

so slightly ? If there were truth in the tale at all, it seemed

more probable that she was consumed by a strange desire

to become Lady Graves at some future time ; or perhaps

her father was a victim to the desire and she a tool in his

hands. Although personally he had met him little, Henry

remembered some odds and ends of information about Mr.

Levinger now, and as he lay unable to sleep he set himself

to piece them together.

In substance this is what they amounted to : many years

ago Mr. Levinger had appeared in the neighbourhood ; he was

then a man of about thirty, very handsome and courteous

in his manners, and, it was rumoured, of good birth. It

was said that he had been in the Army and seen much ser

vice ; but whether this were true or no, obviously he did not

lack experience of the world. He settled himself at Brad-

mouth, lodging in the house of one Johnson, a smack owner ;

and, being the best of company and an excellent sportsman,

gradually, by the help of Sir Reginald Graves, who seemed

to take an interest in him and employed him to manage the

Rosham estates, he built up a business as a land agent, out

of which he supported himself— for, to all appearance, he

had no other means of subsistence.

One great gift Mr. Levinger possessed— that of attract

ing the notice and even the affection of women ; and, in one

way and another, this proved to be the foundation of his

fortunes. At length, to the secret sorrow of sundry ladies

of his acquaintance, he put a stop to his social advancement

by contracting a glaring misalliance, taking to wife a good-

looking but homely girl, Emma Johnson, the only child of

his landlord the smack owner. Thereupon local society,

in which he had been popular so long as he remained

single, shut its doors upon him, nor did the ladies with

whom he had been in such favour so much as call upon

Mrs. Levinger.

When old Johnson the smack owner died, a few months

after the marriage, and it became known that he had left a

sum variously reported at from fifty to a hundred thousand

pounds behind him, every farthing of which his daughter
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and her husband inherited, society began to understand,

however, that there had been method in Mr. Levinger's

madness.

Owing, in all probability, to the carelessness of the law

yer, the terms of Johnson's will were somewhat peculiar.

All the said Johnson's property, real and personal, was

strictly settled under this will upon his daughter Emma for

life, then upon her husband, George Levinger, for life, with

remainder " to the issue of the body of the said George Lev

inger lawfully begotten."

The effect of such a will would be that, should Mrs. Lev

inger die childless, her husband's children by a second mar

riage would inherit her father's property, though, should

she survive her husband, apparently she would enjoy a

right of appointment of the fund, even though she had no

children by him. As a matter of fact, however, these issues

had not arisen, since Mrs. Levinger predeceased her husband,

leaving one child, who was named Emma after her.

As for Mr. Levinger himself, his energy seemed to have

evaporated with his, pecuniarily speaking, successful mar

riage. At any rate, so soon as his father-in-law died, aban

doning the land agency business, he retired to a comfortable

red brick house situated on the sea shore in a very lonely

position some four miles south of Bradmouth, and known as

Monk's Lodge, which had come to him as part of his wife's

inheritance. Here he lived in complete retirement ; for now

that the county people had dropped him he seemed to have

no friends. Nor did he try to make any, but was content to

occupy himself in the management of a large farm, and in

the more studious pursuits of reading and archaeology.

The morrow was a Saturday. At breakfast Ellen re

marked casually that Mr. and Miss Levinger were to arrive

at the Hall about six o'clock, and were expected to stay over

the Sunday.

" Indeed," replied Henry, in a tone which did not suggest

anxiety to enlarge upon the subject.

But Ellen, who had also taken a night for reflection, would
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not let him escape thus. " I hope that you mean to be civil

to these people, Henry ? " she said interrogatively.

" I trust that I am civil to everybody, Ellen."

"Yes, no doubt," she replied, in her quiet, persistent

voice ; " but you see there are ways and ways of being civil.

I am not sure that you have quite realised the position."

" Oh yes, I have— thoroughly. I am expected to marry

this lady, that is, if she is foolish enough to take me in pay

ment of what my father owes to hers. But I tell you, Ellen,

that I do not see my way to it at present."

" Please don't get angry, dear," said Ellen more gently ;

" I dare say that such a notion is unpleasant enough, and in

a way — well, degrading to a proud man. Of course no one

can force you to marry her if you don't wish to, and the

whole business will probably fall through. All I beg is that

you will cultivate the Levingers a little, and give the matter

fair consideration. For my part I think that it would be

much more degrading to allow our father to become bank

rupt at his age than for you to marry a good and clever

girl like Emma Levinger. However, of course I am only a

woman, and have no ' sense of honour,' or at least one that

is not strong enough to send my family to the workhouse

when by a little self-sacrifice I could keep them out of it."

And with this sarcasm Ellen left the room before Henry

could find words to reply to her.

That morning Henry walked with his mother to the church

in order to inspect his brother's grave— a melancholy and

dispiriting duty— the more so, indeed, because his sense of

justice would not allow him to acquit the dead man of con

duct that, to his strict integrity, seemed culpable to the verge

of dishonour. On their homeward way Lady Graves also

began to talk about the Levingers.

" I suppose you have heard, Henry, that Mr. Levinger and

his daughter are coming here this afternoon ? "

" Yes, mother ; Ellen told me."

"Indeed. You will remember Miss Levinger, no doubt.

She is a nice girl in every sense ; your dear brother used to

admire her very much."
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" Yes, I remember her a little ; but Reginald's tastes and

mine were not always similar."

" Well, Henry, I hope that you will like her. It is a deli

cate matter to speak about, even for a mother to a son, but

you know now how terribly indebted we are to the Levingers,

and of course if a way could be found out of our difficulties

it would be a great relief to me and to your dear father.

Believe me, my boy, I do not care so much about myself ; but

I wish, if possible, to save him from further sorrow. I think

that very little would kill him now."

" See here, mother," said Henry bluntly : " Ellen tells me

that you wish me to marry Miss Levinger for family reasons.

Well, in this matter, as in every other, I will try to oblige

you if I can ; but I cannot understand what grounds you

have for supposing that the young lady wishes to many me.

So far as I can judge, she might take her fortune to a much

better market."

" I don't quite know about it, Henry," answered Lady

Graves, with some hesitation. " I gathered, however, that,

when he came here after you had gone to join your ship

about eighteen months ago, Mr. Levinger told your father,

with whom you know he has been intimate since they were

both young, that you were a fine fellow, and had taken his

fancy as well as his daughter's. Also I believe he said that

if only he could see her married to such a man as you are he

should die happy, or words to that effect."

" Rather a slight foundation to build all these plans on,

isn't it, mother ? In eighteen months her father may have

changed his mind, and Miss Levinger may have seen a dozen

men whom she likes better. Here comes Ellen to meet us,

so let us drop the subject."

About six o'clock that afternoon Henry, returning from a

walk on the estate, saw a strange dogcart being run into

the coach-house, from which he inferred that Mr. and Miss

Levinger had arrived. Wishing to avoid the appearance of

curiosity, he went straight to his room, and did not return

downstairs till within a few minutes of the dinner-hour.
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The large and rather ill-lighted drawing-room seemed to be

empty when he entered, and Henry was about to seat himself

with an expression of relief, for his temper was none of the

best this evening, when a rustling in a distant corner at

tracted his attention. Glancing in the direction of the noise,

he perceived a female figure seated in a big arm-chair read

ing.

" Why don't you come to the light, Ellen ? " he said.

" You will ruin your eyes."

Again the figure rustled, and the book was shut up ; then

it rose and advanced towards him timidly — a delicate figure

dressed with admirable taste in pale blue, having flaxen hair,

a white face, large and beseeching grey eyes, and tiny hands

with tapering fingers. At the edge of the circle of lamp

light the lady halted, overcome apparently by shyness, and

stood still, while her pale face grew gradually from white to

pink and from pink to red. Henry also stood still, being

seized with a sudden and most unaccountable nervousness.

He guessed that this must be Miss Levinger— in fact, he

remembered her face — but not one single word could he

utter ; indeed, he seemed unable to do anything except

regret that he had not waited upstairs till the dinner-bell

rang. There is this to be said in excuse of his conduct, that

it is somewhat paralysing to a modest man unexpectedly

to find himself confronted by the young woman whom his

family desire him to marry.

" How do you do? " he ejaculated at last : " I think that .

we have met before." And he held out his hand.

" Yes, we have met before," she answered shyly and in a

low voice, touching his sun-browned palm with her delicate

fingers, " when you were at home last Christmas year."

" It seems much longer ago than that," said Henry — " so

long that I wonder you remember me."

" I do not see so many people that I am likely to forget

one of them," she answered, with a curious little smile. " I

dare say that the time seemed long to you, abroad in new

countries ; but to me, who have not stirred from Monk's

Lodge, it is like yesterday."
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" Well, of course that does make a difference ; " then,

hastening to change the subject, he added, " I am afraid I

was very rude ; I thought that you were my sister. I can't

imagine how you can read in this light, and it always vexes

me to see people trying their eyes. If you had ever kept a

night watch at sea you would understand why."

" I am accustomed to reading in all sorts of lights,"

Emma answered.

" Do you read much, then ? "

" I have nothing else to do. You see I have no brothers

or sisters, no one at all except my father, who keeps very

much to himself ; and we have few neighbours round Monk's

Lodge — at least, few that I care to be with," she added,

blushing again.

Henry remembered hearing that the Levingers were con

sidered to be outside the pale of what is called society, and

did not pursue this branch of the subject.

" What do you read ? " he asked.

" Oh, anything and everything. We have a good library,

and sometimes I take up one class of reading, sometimes

another ; though perhaps I get through more history than

anything else, especially in the winter, when it is too

wretched to go out much. You see," she added in expla

nation, " I like to know about human nature and other

things, and books teach me in a second-hand kind of way,"

and she stopped suddenly, for just then Ellen entered the

room, looking very handsome in a low-cut black dress that

showed off the whiteness of her neck and arms.

" What, are you down already, Miss Levinger ! " she said,

" and with all your things to unpack too. You do dress

quickly," — and she looked critically at her visitor's costume.

" Let me see : do you and Henry know each other, or must

I introduce you ? "

" No, we have met before," said Emma.

" Oh yes ! I remember now. Surely you were here when

my brother was on leave last time." At this point Henry

smiled grimly and turned away to hide his face. " There is

not going to be any dinner-party, you know. Of course we





HP .-sa&*^

 



THE LEVINGERS VISIT ROSHAM 45

couldn't have one even if we wished at present, and there is

no one to ask if we could. Everybody is in London at

this time of the year. Mr. Milward is positively the only

creature left in these parts, and I believe mother has asked

him. Ah ! here he is."

As she spoke the butler opened the door and announced

— " Mr. Milward."

Mr. Milward was a tall and good-looking young man, with

bold prominent eyes and a receding forehead, as elaborately

dressed as the plain evening" attire of Englishmen will allow.

His manner was confident, his self-appreciation great, and

his tone towards those whom he considered his inferiors in

rank or fortune patronising to the verge of insolence. In

• short, he was a coarse-fibred person, puffed up with the pride

of his possessions, and by the flattery of women who desired

to secure him in marriage, either themselves or for some

friend or relation.

" What an insufferable man ! " was Henry's inward com

ment, as his eyes fell upon him entering the room ; nor did

he change his opinion on further acquaintance.

" How do you do, Mr. Milward ? " said Ellen, infusing the

slightest possible inflection of warmth into her commonplace

words of greeting. " I am so glad that you were able to come."

" How do you do, Miss Graves ? I had to telegraph to

Lady Fisher, with whom I was going to dine to-night in

Grosvenor Square, to say that I was ill and could not travel

to town. I only hope she won't find me out, that is all."

" Indeed ! " answered Ellen, with a touch of irony : " Lady

Fisher's loss is our gain, though I think that you would have

found Grosvenor Square more amusing than Rosham. Let

me introduce you to my brother, Captain Graves, and to

Miss Levinger."

Mr. Milward favoured Henry with a nod, and turning to

Emma said, " Oh ! how do you do, Miss Levinger ? So we

meet at last. I was dreadfully disappointed to miss you

when I was staying at Cringleton Park in December. How

is your mother, Lady Levinger ? Has she got rid of her

neuralgia ? "
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" I think that there is some mistake," said Emma, visibly

shrinking before this bold, assertive man: "I have never

been at Cringleton Park in my life, and my mother, Mrs.

Levinger, has been dead many years."

"Oh, indeed: I apologise. I thought you were Miss

Levinger of Cringleton, the great heiress who was away in

Italy when I stayed there. You see, I remember hearing

Lady Levinger say that there were no other Levingers."

"I am afraid that I am a living contradiction to Lady

Levinger's assertion," answered'Emma, flushing and turning

aside.

Ellen, who had been biting her lip with vexation, was

about to intervene, fearing lest Mr. Milward should make

further inquiries, when the door opened and Mr. Levinger

entered, followed by her father and mother. Henry took

the opportunity of shaking hands with Mr. Levinger to

study his appearance somewhat closely — an attention that

he noticed was reciprocated.

Mr. Levinger was now a man of about sixty, but he

looked much older. Either because of an accident, or

through a rheumatic affection, he was so lame upon his

right leg that it was necessary for him to use a stick even

in walking from one room to another; and, although his

hair was scarcely more than streaked with white, frailty of

health had withered him and bowed his frame. Looking

at him, Henry could well believe what he had heard—that

five-and-twenty years ago he was one of the handsomest

men in the county. To this hour the dark and sunken

brown eyes were full of fire and eloquence— a slumbering

fire that seemed to wax and wane within them ; the brow

was ample, and the outline of the features flawless. He

seemed a man upon whom age had settled suddenly and

prematurely— a man who had burnt himself out in his

youth, and was now but an ash of his former self, though

an ash with fire in the heart of it.

Mr. Levinger greeted him in a few courteous, well-chosen

words, that offered a striking contrast to the social dialect

of Mr. Milward, —the contrast between the old style and
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the new,—then, with a bow, he passed on to offer his arm

to Lady Graves, for at that moment dinner was announced.

As Henry followed him with Miss Levinger, he found him

self wondering, with a curiosity that was unusual to him,

who and what this man had been in his youth, before he

drifted a waif to Bradmouth, there to repair his broken

fortunes by a misalliance with the smack owner's daughter.

" Was your father ever in the Army ? " he asked of

Emma, as they filed slowly down the long corridor. " For

give my impertinence, but he looks like a military man."

He felt her start at his question. •

"I don't know: I think so," she answered, "because I

have heard him speak of the Crimea as though he had been

present at the battles; but he never talks of his young

days."

Then they entered the dining-room, and in the confusion

of taking their seats the conversation dropped.

CHAPTER VI.

MR. LEVINOKB PUTS A CASE.

At dinner Henry found himself seated between Mr.

Levinger and his daughter. Naturally enough he began

to make conversation to the latter, only to find that, either

from shyness or for some other reason, she would not talk

in public, but contented herself with replies that were as

monosyllabic as she could make them.

Somewhat disappointed, for their, short tite-a-tMe inter

view had given promise of better things, Henry turned his

attention to her father, and soon discovered that he was

a most interesting and brilliant companion. Mr. Levinger

could talk well on any subject, and, whatever the matter

he touched, he adorned it by an aptness and facility of

illustration truly remarkable in a man who for twenty years
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and more was reported to have been little better than a

hermit. At length they settled down to the discussion of

archaeological questions, in which, as it chanced, Henry

took an intelligent interest, and more particularly of the

flint weapons used by the early inhabitants of East Anglia.

Of these, as it appeared, Mr. Levinger possessed one of the

best collections extant, together with a valuable and unique

series of ancient British, Danish and Saxon gold ornaments

and arms.

The subject proved so mutually agreeable, indeed, that

tiefore dinner was over Mr. Levinger had given, and Henry

had accepted, an invitation to stay a night or two at Monk's

Lodge and inspect these treasures, and this, be it said, with

out any arri&re-pensie, — at any rate, so far as the latter

was concerned.

In the silence that followed this pleasant termination

to their talk Henry overheard Milward pumping Miss

Levinger.

"Miss Graves tells me," he was saying, "er— that you

live in that delightful old house beyond— er — Bradmouth

—the one that is haunted."

"Yes," she answered, "if you mean Monk's Lodge. It

is old, for the friars used it as a retreat in times of plague,

and after that it became a headquarters of the smugglers ;

but I never heard that it was haunted."

" Oh ! pray don't rob me of my illusion, Miss Levinger.

I drove past there with your neighbours the Marchams ; and

Lady Marcham, the dowager—the one who wears an eye

glass I mean — assured me that it was haunted by a priest

running after a grey nun, or a grey nun running after a

priest, which seems more likely ; and I am certain she can

not be mistaken : she never was about anything yet, spiritual

or earthly, except her own age."

" Lady Marcham may have seen the ghost : I have not,"

said Emma.

" Oh, I have no doubt that she has seen it : she sees every

thing. Of course you know her ? She is a dear old soul,

isn't she ? "
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"I have met Lady Marcham; I do not know her," an

swered Emma. "

" Not know Lady Marcham ! " said Milward, in affected

surprise ; " why, I should have thought that it would have

been as easy to escape knowing the North Sea when one was

on it ; she is positively surrounding. What do you mean,

Miss Levinger ? "

" I mean that I have not the honour of Lady Marcham's

acquaintance," she replied, in an embarrassed voice.

" If that cad does not stop soon, I shall shut him up ! "

reflected Henry.

" What ! have you quarrelled with her, then ? " went on

Milward remorselessly. " I wouldn't do that if I were you,

for she is a bad enemy ; and, besides, it must be so awkward,

seeing that you have to meet her at every house about there."

Emma looked round in despair ; and just as Henry was

wondering how he could intervene without showing the

temper that was rapidly getting the mastery of him, with

a polite " Excuse me " Mr. Levinger leant across him.

" Perhaps you will allow me to explain, Mr. Milward," he

said, in a particularly clear and cutting voice. " I am an

invalid and a recluse. What I am my daughter must be

also. I have not the honour of the acquaintance of Lady

Marcham, or of any other of the ladies and gentlemen to

whom you refer. Do I make myself plain ? "

" Oh, perfectly, I assure you."

" I am glad, Mr. Milward, since, from what I overheard

of your remarks just now, I gathered that you are not very

quick of comprehension."

At this point Lady Graves rose with a certain haste and

left the room, followed by Miss Levinger and her daughter.

Thereupon. Sir Keginald fell into talk with Mr. Levinger,

leaving Henry and Mr. Milward together.

" Can you tell me who our friend there is ? " the latter asked

of Henry. "He seems a very touchy as well as a retired per

son. I should not have thought that there was anything offen

sive in my suggesting that his daughter knew Lady Marcham."

" Perhaps you insisted upon the point a little too much,"

s
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said Henry drily. " I am not very well posted about Mr.

Levinger myself, although my father has known him all his

life ; but I understand that he is a rich man, who, from one

reason and another, has been more or less of a hermit for

many years."

" By George ! I have it now," said Milward. " He's the

man who was very popular in our mothers' days, then mar

ried a wealthy cook or some one of that sort, and was barred

by the whole neighbourhood. Of course I have put my foot

into it horribly. I am sorry, for really I did not mean to

hurt his daughter's feelings."

"I am sure I am glad to hear that you did so inadvert

ently," answered Henry rather gruffly. " Won't you have

a cigarette? "

The rest of the evening passed quietly enough; almost

too quietly, indeed, for Emma, dismayed by her former ex

periences, barricaded herself in a corner behind an enormous

photograph album ; and Ellen, irritated by a scene which

jarred upon her and offended her sense of the social pro

prieties, grew somewhat tart in speech, especially when

addressing her admirer, who quailed visibly beneath her

displeasure. Mr. Levinger noticed with some amusement,

indeed, that, however largely he might talk, Mr. Milward

was not a little afraid of the young lady to whom he was

paying his court.

At length the party broke up. Mr. Milward retired to

his own place, Upcott Hall, which was situated in the

neighbourhood, remarking as he went that he hoped to see

them all at church on the morrow in the afternoon ; whereon

Henry resolved instantly that he would not attend divine

service upon that occasion. Then Sir Reginald and Lady

Graves withdrew to bed, followed by Ellen and Emma

Levinger; but, somewhat to his surprise, Henry having

announced his intention of smoking a pipe in the library,

Mr. Levinger said that he also smoked, and with his per

mission would accompany him.

At first the conversation turned upon Mr. Milward, of

whom Henry spoke in no complimentary terms.
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" You should not judge him so harshly," said Levinger:

" I have seen many such men in my day. He is not a bad

fellow at bottom ; but he is rich and an only child, and has

been spoilt by a pack of women— wants taking down a peg

or two, in short. He will find his level, never fear. Most

of us do in this world. Indeed, unless my observation is at

fault," Mr. Levinger added significantly, " there is a lady in

this house who will know how to bring him down to it. But

perhaps you will think that is no affair of mine."

Henry was somewhat mystified by this allusion, though

he guessed that it must have reference to Ellen. Of the

state of affairs between Mr. Milward and his sister he was

ignorant ; indeed, he disliked the young gentleman so much

himself that, except upon the clearest evidence, it would not

have occurred to him that Ellen was attracted in this direc

tion. Mr. Levinger's remark, however, gave him an opening

of which he availed himself with the straightforwardness

and promptitude which were natural to him.

"It seems, Mr. Levinger," he said, "from what I have

heard since I returned home, that all our affairs are very

much your own, or vice versa. I don't know," he added,

hesitating a little, " if it is your wish that I should speak to

you of these matters now. Indeed, it seems a kind of breach

of hospitality to do so ; although, if I understand the posi

tion, it is we who are receiving your hospitality at this

moment, and not you ours."

Mr. Levinger smiled faintly at this forcible way of put

ting the situation.

"By all means speak, Captain Graves," he said, "and let

us get it over. I am exceedingly glad that you have come

home, for, between ourselves, your late brother was not a

business man, and I do not like to distress Sir Reginald

with these conversations— for I presume I am right in sup

posing that you allude to the mortgages I hold over the

Rosham property."

Henry nodded, and Mr. Levinger went on : " I will tell

you how matters stand in as few words as possible." And

he proceeded to set out the financial details of the encum
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brances on the estate, with which we are already sufficiently

acquainted for the purposes of this history.

" The state of affairs is even worse than I thought," said

Henry, when he had finished. "It is clear that we are

absolutely bankrupt; and the only thing I wonder at, Mr.

Levinger," he added, with some irritation, " is that you, a

business man, should have allowed things to go so far."

" Surely that was my risk, Captain Graves," he answered.

"It is I who am liable to lose money, not your family."

"Forgive me, Mr. Levinger, there is another side to the

question. It seems to me that we are not only paupers, we

are also defaulters, or something like it ; for if we were sold

up to the last stick to-morrow we should not be able to

repay you these sums, to say nothing of other debts that

may be owing. To tell you the truth, I cannot quite forgive

you for putting my father in this position, even if he was

weak enough to allow you to do so."

" There is something in what you say considered from the

point of view of a punctiliously honest man, though it is

an argument that I have never had advanced to me before,"

replied Mr. Levinger drily. "However, let me disabuse

your mind : the last loan of ten thousand pounds, which, I

take it, leaving interest out of the count, would about cover

my loss were the security to be realised to-day, was not

made at the instance of your father, who I believe did not

even know of it at the time. If you want the facts, it was

made because of the earnest prayer of your brother Regi

nald, who declared that this sum was necessary to save the

family from immediate bankruptcy. It is a painful thing

to have to say, but I have since discovered that it was your

brother himself who needed the money, very little of which

found its way into Sir Reginald's pocket."

At this point Henry rose and, turning his back, pretended

to refill his pipe. He dared not trust himself to speak, lest

he might say words that should not be uttered of the dead ;

nor did he wish to show the shame which was written on his

face. Mr. Levinger saw the movement and understood it.

Dropping the subject of Reginald's delinquencies, he went on :
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" You blame me, Captain Graves, for having acted as no

business man should act, and for putting temptation in the

path of the weak. Well, in a sense I am still a business

man, but I am not an usurer, and it is possible that I may

have had motives other than those of my own profit. Let

us put a hypothetical case : let us suppose that once upon a

time, many years ago, a young fellow of good birth, good

looks and fair fortune, but lacking the advantages of careful

education and not overburdened with principle, found him

self a member of one of the fastest and most expensive

regiments of Guards. Let us suppose that he lived— well,

as such young men have done before and since — a life of

extravagance and debauchery that very soon dissipated the

means which he possessed. In due course this young man

would not improbably have betaken himself to every kind

of gambling in order to supply his pocket with money.

Sometimes he would have won, but it is possible that in

the end he might have found himself posted as a defaulter

because he was unable to pay his racing debts, and owing

as many thousands at cards as he possessed five-pound notes

in the world.

" Such a young man might not unjustly have hard things

said of him ; his fellow-officers might call him a scamp and

rake up queer stories as to his behaviour in financial trans

actions, while among outsiders he might be branded openly

as no better than a thief. Of course the regimental career

of this imaginary person would come to a swift and shame

ful end, and he would find himself bankrupt and dis

honoured, a pariah unfit for the society of gentlemen, with

no other opening left to him than that which a pistol bullet

through the head can offer. It is probable that such a man,

being desperate and devoid of religion, might determine to

take this course. He might almost be in the act of so doing,

when he, who thought himself friendless, found a friend,

and that friend one by whom of all others he had dealt ill.

" And now let us suppose for the last time that this friend

threw into the fire before his eyes that bankrupt's I.O.U.'s,

that he persuaded him to abandon his mad design of suicide,
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that he assisted him to escape his other creditors, and,

finally, when the culprit, living under a false name, was

almost forgotten by those who had known him, that he did

his best to help him to a fresh start in life. In such a case,

Captain Graves, would not this unhappy man owe a debt of

gratitude to that friend ? "

Mr. Levinger had begun the putting of this "strange

case" quietly enough, speaking in his usual low and re

strained voice ; but as he went on he grew curiously excited

— so much so, indeed, that, notwithstanding his lameness,

he rose from his chair, and, resting on his ebony stick,

limped backwards and forwards across the room— while the

increasing clearness and emphasis of his voice revealed

the emotion under which he was labouring. As he asked

the question with which his story culminated, he halted in

his march directly opposite to the chair upon which Henry

was sitting, and, leaning on his stick, looked him in the

face with his piercing brown eyes.

" Of course he would," answered Henry quietly.

" Of course he would," repeated Mr. Levinger. " Captain

Graves, that story was my story, and that friend was your

father. I do not say that it is all the story, for there are

things which I cannot speak of, but it is some of it— more,

indeed, than is known to any living man except Sir Regi

nald. Forgiving me my sins against him, believing that he

saw good in me, your father picked me out of the mire and

started me afresh in life. When I came to these parts an

unknown wanderer, he found me work; he even gave me

the agency of this property, which I held till I had no

longer any need of it. I have told you all this partly

because you are your father's son, and partly because I

have watched you and followed your career from boyhood,

and know you to be a man of the strictest honour, who will

never use my words against me.

" I repeat that I have not told you everything, for even

since those days I have been no saint, — a man who has let

his passions run riot for years does not grow good in an

hour, Captain Graves. But I trust that you will not think
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worse of me than I deserve, for it still pains me to lose the

good opinion of an upright man. One thing at least I have

done — though I borrowed from my daughter to do it, and

pinched myself till I am thought to be miserly— at length

I have paid back all those thousands that I owed, either to

my creditors or to their descendants : yes, not a month ago

I settled the last and heaviest claim. And now, Captain

Graves, you will understand why I have advanced moneys

beyond their value upon mortgage of the Rosham estates.

Your father, who has long forgotten or rather ignored the

past, believes it to have been done in the ordinary way of

business ; I have told you the true reason."

"Thank you," said Henry. "Of course I shall respect

your confidence. It is not for me to judge other men, so I

hope that you will excuse my making any remarks about

it. You have behaved with extreme generosity to my

father, but even now I cannot say that I think your con

duct was well advised : indeed, I do not see how it makes

the matter any better for us. This money belongs to you,

or to your daughter " — here Henry thought that Mr. Lev-

inger winced a little— " and in one way or another it must

be paid or secured. I quite understand that you do not

wish to force us into bankruptcy, but it seems that there

is a large amount of interest overdue, putting aside the

question of the capital, and not a penny to meet it with.

What is to be done ? "

Mr. Levinger sat down and thought awhile before he

answered.

"You have put your finger on the weak spot," he said

presently: "this money is Emma's, every farthing of it,

for whatever I have saved out of my life interest has gone

towards the payment of my own debts, and after all I have

no right to be generous with my daughter's fortune. Not

long ago I had occasion to appoint a guardian and trustee

for her under my will, a respectable solicitor whose name

does not matter, and it was owing to the remonstrances

that he made when he accepted the office that I was obliged

to move in this matter of the mortgages, or at least of the
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payment of the interest on them. Had it been my own

money I would never have consented to trouble your father,

since fortunately we have enough to live upon in our quiet

way without this interest ; but it is not."

"Quite so," said Henry. "And therefore again I ask,

what is to be done ? " >

" Done ? " answered Mr. Levinger : " at present, nothing.

Let things go awhile, Captain Graves ; half a year's interest

more or less can make no great difference. If necessary,

my daughter must lose it, and after all neither she nor any

future husband of hers will be able to blame me for the

loss. When these mortgages were made there was plenty

of cover : who could foresee that land would fall so much

in value ? Let matters take their course ; this is a strange

world, and all sorts of unexpected things happen in it. For

aught we know to the contrary, within six months Emma

may be dead, or," he added, " in some position in which it

would not be necessary that payment should be made to her

on account of these mortgages."

For a moment he hesitated, as though wondering whether

it would be wise to say something which was on the tip of

his tongue ; then, deciding that it would not, Mr. Levinger

rose, lit a candle, and, having shaken Henry warmly by the

hand, he limped off to bed.

When he had gone Henry filled himself another pipe and

sat down to think. Mr. Levinger puzzled him ; there was

something attractive about him, something magnetic even,

and yet he could not entirely trust him. Even in his con

fidences there had been reservations : the man appeared to

be unable to make up his mind to tell all the truth. So

it was also with his generosity towards Sir Reginald: he

had been generous indeed, but it seemed that it was with

his daughter's money. Thus too with his somewhat tardy

honesty : he had paid his debts even though " he had bor

rowed from his daughter to do so." To Henry's straight

forward sense, upon his own showing Mr. Levinger was

a curious mixture, and a man about whom as yet he could

form no positive judgment,
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From the father his thoughts travelled to the daughter.

It was strange that she should have produced so slight an

impression upon him when he had met her nearly two years

before. Either she was much altered, or his appreciative

powers had developed. Certainly she impressed him now.

There was something very striking about this frail, flaxen-

haired girl, whose appearance reminded him of a Christmas

rose. It seemed odd that such a person could have been

born of a mother of common blood, as he understood the

late Mrs. Levinger to have been, for Emma Levinger looked

" aristocratic " if ever woman did. Moreover, it was clear

that she lacked neither intellect nor dignity ; her conver

sation, and the way in which she had met the imperti

nences of the insufferable Milward, proved it.

This was the lady whom Ellen had declared to be "half

in love with him." The idea was absurd, and the financial

complications which surrounded her repelled him, causing

him to dismiss it impatiently. Yet, as Henry followed Mr.

Levinger's example and went to bed, a voice in his heart

told him that a worse fate might befall a man.

CHAPTER VII.

A PROPOSAL AND A DIFFERENCE.

The morrow was a Sunday, when, according to imme

morial custom, everybody belonging to Rosham Hall was

expected to go to church once in the day— a rule, how

ever, from which visitors were excused. Henry made up

his mind that Mr. Levinger and his daughter would avail

themselves of this liberty of choice and stay at home.

There was something so uncommon about both of them that

he jumped to the conclusion that they were certainly agnos

tics, and in all probability atheists. Therefore he was some

what surprised when at breakfast he heard Mr. Levinger
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making arrangements to be driven to the church— for, short

as was the distance, it was farther than he could walk—

and Emma announced her intention of accompanying him.

Henry walked down to church by himself, for Sir Regi

nald had driven with his guests and his mother and sister

were not going until the afternoon. Finding the three

seated in the front pew of the nave, he placed himself in

that immediately behind, where he thought that he would

be more comfortable, and the service began. It was an

ordinary country service in an ordinary country church

celebrated by an ordinary rather long-winded parson : con

ditions that are apt to cause the thoughts to wander, even

in the best regulated mind. Although he did his utmost to

keep his attention fixed, for it was characteristic of him

that even in such a matter as the listening to ill-sung psalms

his notions of duty influenced him, Henry soon found him

self lost in reflections. We need not follow them all, since,

wherever they began, they ended in the consideration of the

father and daughter before him, and of all the circumstances

connected with them. Even now, while the choir wheezed

and the clergyman droned, the respective attitudes of these

two struck him as exceedingly interesting. The father fol

lowed every verse and every prayer with an almost passionate

devotion, that afforded a strange insight into an unsuspected

side of his character. Clearly, whatever might have been

the sins of his youth, he was now a religious devotee, or

something very like it, for Henry felt certain that his man

ner was not assumed.

With Emma it was different. Her demeanour was one of

earnest and respectful piety — a piety which with her was

obviously a daily habit, since he noticed that she knew all

the canticles and most of the psalms by heart. As it

chanced, the one redeeming point in the service was the

reading of the lessons. These were read by Sir Reginald

Graves, whose fine voice and impressive manner were in

striking contrast to the halting utterance of the clergyman.

The second lesson was taken from perhaps the most beauti

ful of the passages in the Bible, the fifteenth chapter of the





 

'A vivid sunbeam . , . fell upon the glrt's pale countenance.'
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first Epistle to the Corinthians, wherein the Apostle sets out

his inspired vision of the resurrection of the dead and of the

glorious state of them who shall be found alive in it. Henry,

watching Emma's face, saw it change and glow as she fol

lowed those immortal words, till at the fifty-third verse and

thence to the end of the chapter it became alight as though

with the effulgence of a living faith within her. Indeed, at

the words "for this corruptible must put on incorruption

and this mortal must put on immortality," it chanced that a

vivid sunbeam breaking from the grey sky fell full upon the

girl's pale countenance and spiritual eyes, adding a physical

glory to them, and for one brief moment making her appear,

at least in his gaze, as though some such ineffable change

had already overtaken her, and the last victory of the spirit

was proclaimed in her person.

Henry looked at her astonished; and since in his own

way he lacked neither sympathy nor perception, in that

instant he came to understand that this woman was some

thing apart from all the women whom he had known — a

being purer and sweeter, partaking very little of the nature

of the earth. And yet his sister had said that she was half

in love with him ! Weighing his own unworthiness, he

smiled to himself even then, but with the smile came a

thought that he was by no means certain whether he was

not " half in love " with her himself.

The sunbeam passed, and soon the lesson was finished,

and with it the desire for those things which are not yet,

faded from Emma's eyes, leaving in the mind of the man

who watched her a picture that could never fade.

At lunch Ellen, who had been sitting silent, suddenly

awoke from her reverie and asked Emma what she would

like to do that afternoon. Emma replied that she wished

to take a walk if it were convenient to everybody else.

" That will do very well," said Ellen with decision. " My

brother can escort you down to the Cliff: there is a good

view of the sea there ; and after church I will come to meet

you. We cannot miss each other, as there is only one road."
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Henry was about to rebel, for when Ellen issued her

orders in this fashion she invariably excited an opposition

in his breast which was sometimes unreasonable ; but glan

cing at Miss Levinger's face he noticed that she seemed

pleased at the prospect of a walk, or of his company, he

could not tell which, and held his peace.

"That will be very pleasant," said Emma, "if it does

not bore Captain Graves."

"Not at all; the sea never bores me," replied Henry.

" I will be ready at three o'clock if that suits you."

" I must say that you are polite, Henry," put in his sister

in a sarcastic voice. "If I were Miss Levinger I would

walk by myself and leave you to contemplate the ocean in

solitude."

" I am sure I did not mean to be otherwise, Ellen," he

replied. " There is nothing wrong in saying that one likes

the sea."

At this moment Lady Graves intervened with some tact,

and the subject dropped.

About three o'clock Henry found Emma waiting for him

in the hall, and they started on their walk.

Passing through the park they came to the high road, and

for some way went on side by side in silence. The afternoon

was cloudy, but not coid ; there had been rain during the

previous night, and all about them were the evidences of

spring, or rather of the coming of summer. Birds sang

upon every bush, most of the trees were clothed in their

first green, the ashes, late this year, were bursting their

black buds, the bracken was pushing up its curled fronds

in the sandy banks of the roadway, already the fallen black

thorn bloom lay in patches like light snow beneath the

hedgerows, while here and there pink-tipped hawthorns were

breaking into bloom. As she walked the promise and happy

spirit of the spring seemed to enter into Emma's blood, for

her pale cheeks took a tinge of colour like that which blushed

upon the May-buds, and her eyes grew joyful.

"Is it not beautiful?" she said suddenly to her com

panion.
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"Well, it would be if there were some sunshine," he

replied, in a somewhat matter-of-fact way.

"Oh, the sunshine will come. You must not expect

everything in this climate, you know. I am quite content

with the spring."

" Yes," he answered ; " it is very pleasant after the long

winter."

She hesitated a little, and then said, " To me it is more

than pleasant. I cannot quite tell you what it is, and if I

did you would not understand me."

" Won't you try ? " he replied, growing interested.

" Well, to me it is a prophecy and a promise ; and I think

that, although perhaps they do not understand it, that is

why almost all old people love the spring. It speaks to

them of life, life arising more beautiful out of death ; and,

perhaps unconsciously, they see in it the type of their own

spiritual fortune and learn from it resignation to their fate."

"Yes, we heard that in the lesson this morning," said

Henry. " ' Thou fool ! that which thou sowest is not quick

ened except it die.' "

" Oh, I know that the thought is an old one," she answered,

with some confusion, " and I put what I mean very badly,

but somehow these ancient truths always seem new to us

when we find them out for ourselves. We hit upon an idea

that has been the common property of men for thousands

of years, and think that we have made a great discovery.

I suppose the fact of it is that there are no new ideas, and

you see each of vis must work out his own salvation. I do

not mean in a spiritual sense only. Nobody else's thoughts

or feelings can help us ; they may be as old as the world,

but when we feel them or think them, for us they are fresh

as the spring. A mother does not love her child less because

millions of mothers have loved theirs before."

Henry did not attempt to continue the argument. This

young lady's ideas, if not new, were pretty ; but he was not

fond of committing himself to discussion and opinions on

such metaphysical subjects, though, like other intelligent

men, he had given them a share of his attention.
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"You are very religious, Miss Levinger, are you not?"

he said.

" Religious ? What made you think so ? No ; I wish I

were. I have certain beliefs, and I try to be—that is

all."

" It was watching your face in church that gave me the

idea, or rather assured me of the fact," he answered.

She coloured, and then said : " Why do you ask ? You

believe in our religion, do you not ? "

" Yes, I believe in it. I think that you will find few

men of my profession who do not— perhaps because their

continual contact with the forces and dangers of nature

brings about dependence upon an unseen protecting Power.

Also my experience is that religion in one form or another

is necessary to all human beings. I never knew a man to

be quite happy who was devoid of it in some shape."

" Religion does not always bring happiness, or even peace,"

said Emma. "My experience is very small— indeed, I have

none outside books and the village — but I have seen it in

the case of my own father. I do not suppose it possible

that a man could be more religious than he has been ever

since I can remember much about him ; but certainly he is

not happy, nor can he reconcile himself to the idea of death,

which to me, except for its physical side, does not seem

such a terrible matter."

" I should say that your father is a very nervous man,"

Henry answered; "and the conditions of your life and of

his may have been quite different. Everybody feels these

things according to his temperament."

" Yes, he is nervous," she said ; then added suddenly, as

though she wished to change the subject, " Look ! there is

the sea. How beautiful it is ! Were you not sorry to leave

it, Captain Graves ? "

By now they had turned off the main road, and, following

a lane which was used to cart sand and shingle from the

beach, had reached a chalky slope known as the Cliff.

Below them was a stretch of sand, across which raced the

in-coming tide, and beyond lay the great ocean, blue in
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the far distance, but marked towards the shore with parallel

lines of white-crested billows.

Hitherto the afternoon had been dull, but as Emma spoke

the sunlight broke through the clouds, cutting a path of

glory athwart the sea.

" Sorry to leave it ! " he said, staring at the familiar face

of the waters, and speaking almost passionately: "it has

pretty well broken my heart — that is all. I loved my

profession, it was everything to me : there I was somebody,

and had a prospect before me ; now I am nobody, and have

none, except " And he stopped.

" And why did you leave ? " she asked.

" For the same reason that we all do disagreeable things :

because it was my duty. My brother died, and my family

desired my presence, so I was obliged to retire from the Ser

vice, and there is an end of it."

" I guessed as much," said Emma softly, " and I am very

sorry for you. Well, we cannot go any farther, so we had

better turn."

Henry nodded an assent, and they walked homewards

silently, either because their conversation was exhausted,

or because they were lost in their own thoughts.

It may be remembered that Mr. Milward had announced

his intention of attending Rosham church that afternoon.

As Ellen knew that he was not in the habit of honouring

any place of worship with his presence, this determination

of her admirer gave her cause for thought.

For a year or more Mr. Milward's attentions towards her

self had been marked, but as yet he had said nothing of a de

cisive nature. Could it be that upon this occasion he intended

to cross the line which divides attention from courtship '.'

She believed that he did so intend, for, otherwise, why did

he take the trouble to come several miles to church, and why

had he suggested to her that they might go out walking

together afterwards, as he had done privately on the previous

evening ? At any rate, if such were his mind, Ellen deter

mined that he should have every opportunity of declaring
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it ; and it was chiefly for this reason that she had arranged

Emma's expedition with her brother, since it would then be

easy for her to propose that Mr. Milward should escort her

self in search of them.

Ellen did not deceive herself. She knew Mr. Milward's

faults, his vulgarity and assumption made her wince, and on

the whole perhaps she disliked him. But on the other hand

his admiration flattered her vanity, for many were the women

who had tried to excite it and failed ; his wealth appealed

to her love of luxury and place, and she was well aware that,

once in the position of his wife, she could guide his weaker

will in whatever direction she desired. Moreover his faults

were all on the surface, he had no secret vices, and she

trusted to her own tact if not to counterbalance, at least to

divert attention from his errors of manner.

In due course Ellen and Lady Graves went to church, but

to the private mortification of the former Mr. Milward did

not appear. At length, much to her relief, towards the

middle of the second lesson a disturbance in the nave behind

her assured her of his presence. She would not look round,

indeed, but her knowledge of him told her that nobody else

arriving so painfully late would have ventured to interrupt

the congregation in this unnecessary fashion. Meanwhile

Mr. Milward had entered the pew behind her, occupying

the same place that Henry had sat in that morning, whence

by many means, such as the dropping of books and the shift

ing of hassocks, he endeavoured to attract her attention ; but

in vain, for Ellen remained inflexible and would not so much

as turn her head. His efforts, however, did not altogether

fail of their effect, inasmuch as she could see that they drove

her mother almost to distraction, for Lady Graves liked to

perform her devotions in quiet.

" My dear," she whispered to her daughter at the termi

nation of the service, " I really wish that when he comes to

church Mr. Milward could be persuaded not to disturb other

people by his movements, and generally to adopt a less

patronising attitude towards the Almighty," — a sarcasm

that in after days Ellen was careful to repeat to him.
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At the doorway they met, and Ellen greeted him with

affected surprise :

" I thought that you had given up the idea of coming, Mr.

Milward."

" Oh no ; I was a little late, that was all. Did you not

hear me come in ? "

" No," said Ellen sweetly.

" If Ellen did not hear you I am sure that everybody else

did, Mr. Milward," remarked Lady Graves with some sever

ity, and then with a sigh she glided away to visit her son's

grave. By this time they were at the church gate, and

Ellen turned up the path that ran across the park to the Hall.

" How about our walk ? " said Milward.

"Our walk? Oh! I had forgotten. Do you wish to

walk ? "

" Yes ; that is what I came for."

"Indeed! I thought you had come to church. "Well,

my brother and Miss Levinger have gone to the Cliff, and

if you like we can meet them— that is, unless you think

that it is going to rain."

" Oh no, it won't rain," he answered.

In a few minutes they had left the park and were follow

ing the same road that Henry and Emma had taken. But

Ellen did not talk of the allegorical mystery of the spring,

nor did Edward Milward set out his views as to the necessity

of religion. On the contrary, he was so silent that Ellen

began to be afraid they would meet the others before he

found the courage to do that which, from the nervousness of

his manner, she was now assured he meant to do.

At length it came, and with a rush.

" Ellen," said Edward in a husky voice.

" I beg your pardon," replied that young lady with dignity.

" Miss Graves, I mean. I wish to speak to you."

" Yes, Mr. Milward."

" I want—to ask — you to marry me."

Ellen heard the fateful words, and a glow of satisfaction

warmed her breast. She had won the game, and even then

she found time to reflect with complacency upon the insight
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into character which had taught her from the beginning to

treat her admirer with affected coldness and assumed supe

riority.

" This is very sudden and unexpected," she said, gazing

over his head with her steady blue eyes.

Her tone frightened Edward, and he stammered, —

" Do you really think so ? You are so clever that I should

have thought that you must have seen it coming for a long

while. I know I have only just been able to prevent myself

from proposing on two or three occasions — no, that's a mis

take, I don't mean that. Oh ! there ! Ellen, will you have

me ? I know that you are a great deal too good for me in

a way— ever so much cleverer, and all that sort of thing ;

but I am truly fond of you, I am really. I am well off, and

I know that you would be a credit to me and help me on in

the world, for I want to go into Parliament some time, and—

there, I think that is all I have got to say."

Ellen considered this speech rapidly. Its manner was

somewhat to seek, but its substance was most satisfactory

and left nothing to be desired. Accordingly she concluded

that the time had come when she might with safety unbend

a little.

"Really, Mr. Milward," she said in a softer voice, and

looking for a second into his eyes, " this is very nattering

to me, and I am much touched. I can assure you I had no

idea that my friend had become a" — and Ellen hesitated

and even blushed as she murmured the word— "lover. I

think that perhaps it would be best if I considered your

offer for a while, in order that I may make perfectly sure of

the state of my own feelings before I allow myself to say

words which would be absolutely irrevocable, since, were I

once to pledge myself " and she ceased, overcome.

" Oh ! pray don't take time to consider," said Edward. " I

know what that means : you will think better of it, and tell

me to-morrow that you can only be a sister to me, or some

thing of the sort."

Ellen looked at him a while, then said, " Do you really

understand what you ask of me, and mean all you say ? "*
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"Why, of course I do, Ellen: I am not an idiot. What

do you suppose I should mean, if it is not that I want you

to marry me ? "

"Then, Edward," she whispered, "I will say yes, now

and for always. I will be your wife."

"Well, that's all right," answered Edward, wiping his

brow with his pocket-handkerchief. "Why couldn't you

tell me so at first, dear ? It would have spared me a great

deal of agitation."

Then it occurred to him that further demonstrations were

usual on these occasions, and, dropping the handkerchief,

he made a somewhat clumsy effort to embrace her. But

Ellen was not yet prepared to be kissed by Mr. Milward.

She felt that these amatory proceedings would require a

good deal of leading up to, so far as she was concerned.

"No, no," she murmured— "not now and here: I am

upset." And, withdrawing her cheek, she gave him her

hand to kiss.

It struck Edward that this was a somewhat poor substi

tute, more especially as she was wearing dogskin gloves,

whereon he must press his ardent lips. However, he made

the best of it, and even repeated the salute, when a sound

caused him to look up.

Now, the scene of this passionate encounter was in a lane

that ran from the main road to the coast ; moreover, it was

badly chosen, for within three paces of it the lane turned

sharply to the right. Down this path, still wrapped in

silence, came Henry and Emma, and as Edward was

in the act of kissing Ellen's hand they turned the corner.

Emma was the first to perceive them.

" Oh ! " she exclaimed, with a start.

Then Henry saw. " What the deuce ! " he said.

Ellen took in the situation at a glance. It was discom

posing, even to a person of her considerable nerve ; but she

felt that on the whole nothing could have happened more

opportunely. Recovering themselves, Henry and Emma

were beginning to advance again, as though they had seen

nothing, when Ellen whispered hurriedly to her Jianc6:
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"You must explain to my brother at once."

"All right," said Edward. "I say, Graves, I dare say

you were surprised when you saw me kissing Ellen's hand,

weren't you ? "

" Yes, Mr. Milward, I was surprised."

" Well, you won't be any more when I tell you that we

are engaged to be married."

" Forgive me," said Henry, somewhat icily : " I am still

surprised." And in his heart he added, "How could Ellen

do it ! —how could she do it ! "

Guessing what was passing in his mind, his sister looked

at him warningly, and at that moment Emma began to mur

mur some confused congratulations. Then they set out

homewards. Presently Ellen, who was a person of decision,

and thought that she had better make the position clear

without delay, managed to attach herself to her brother,

leaving the other two to walk ahead out of hearing, much

to their mutual disgust.

" You have not congratulated me, Henry," she said, in a

steady voice.

" Congratulated you, Ellen ! Good Lord ! how can I

congratulate you?"

" And why not, pray ? There is nothing against Mr. Mil-

ward that I have ever heard of. His character is irreproach

able, and his past has never been tarnished by any excesses,

which is more than can be said of many men. He is well

born, and he has considerable means."

" Very considerable, I understand," interrupted Henry.

"And, lastly, he has a most sincere regard for me, as I

have for him, and it was dear Reginald's greatest wish that

this should come about. Now may I ask you why I am not

to be congratulated ? "

" Well, if you want to know, because I think him insuffer

able. I cannot make out how a lady like yourself can marry

such a man just for " and he stopped in time.

By this time Ellen was seriously angry, and it must be

admitted not altogether without cause.

"Really, my dear Henry," she said, in her most bitter
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tones, "I am by no means sure that the epithet which you

are so good as to apply to Mr. Milward would not be more

suitable to yourself. You always were impossible, Henry

— you see I imitate your frankness — and certainly your

manners and temper have not improved at sea. Please let

us come to an understanding once and for all : I mean to

marry Mr. Milward, and if by chance any action or words

of yours should cause that marriage to fall through, I will

never forgive you. On reflection you must admit that this

is purely my own affair. Moreover, you are aware of the

circumstances of our family, which by this prudent and

proper alliance / at any rate propose to do my best to

improve."

Henry looked at his stately and handsome sister and the

cold anger that was written on her face, and thought to

himself, " On the whole I am sorry for Milward, who, what

ever his failings may be, is probably an honest man in his

way." But to Ellen he said :

" I apologise. In nautical language, I come up all I have

said. You are quite right : I am a bear— I have often

thought so myself— and my temper, which was never of

the best, has been made much worse by all that I have seen

and learned since I returned home, and because I am forced

by duty to leave my profession. You must make allowances

for me, and put up with it, and I for my part will do my

best to cultivate a better frame of mind. And now, Ellen,

I offer you my warm congratulations on your engagement.

You are of an age to judge for yourself, and .doubtless, as

you say, you know your own business. I hope that you

may be happy, and of course I need hardly add, even if my

prejudice makes him uncongenial to me, that I shall do my

best to be friendly with Mr. Milward, and to say nothing

that can cause him to think he is not welcome in our

family."

Ellen heard and smiled : once more she had triumphed.

Yet, while the smile was on her face, a sadness crept into

her heart, which, if it was hard and worldly, was not really

bad; feeling, as she did, that this bitterly polite speech of
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her brother's had shut an iron door between them which

could never be reopened. The door was shut, and behind

her were the affectionate memories of childhood and many a

loving delusion of her youth. Before her lay wealth and

pride of place, and every luxury, but not a grain of love—

unless indeed she should be so happy as to find the affection

whereof death and the other circumstances of her life and

character had deprived her, in the hearts of children yet to be.

From her intended husband, be it noted, when custom had

outworn his passion and admiration for her, she did not ex

pect love even in this hour of her engagement, and if it

were forthcoming she knew that from him it would not

satisfy her. Well, she knew also if she had done with

" love " and other illusions, that she had chosen the better

part according to her philosophy.

CHAPTER VIII.

TWO CONVERSATIONS.

On arriving at the Hall, Ellen went at once to her mother's

room, while Edward retired to the library, where he was in

formed that Sir Reginald was to be found. Lady Graves

received the news of her daughter's engagement kindly, but

without emotion, for since her son's death nothing seemed

to move her. Sir Reginald was more expansive. When

Edward told him that he was engaged to Ellen, he took his

hand and shook it warmly, — not, indeed, that he had any

especial affection for that young man, whose tone and

manners did not chime in with his old-fashioned ideas of

gentlemanly demeanour, but because he knew his wealth to

be large, and rejoiced at the prospect of an alliance that

would strengthen the tottering fortunes of his family.

Edward had always been a little afraid of Sir Reginald,

whose stately and distant courtesy oppressed him, and this
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fear or respect stood the older man in good stead on the

present occasion. It enabled him even to explain that Ellen

would inherit little with as much dignity as though he were

announcing that she had ten thousand a year in her own

right, and, striking while the iron was hot, to extract a state

ment as to settlements.

Edward mentioned a sum that was liberal enough, but by

a happy inspiration Sir Reginald hummed and hawed before

making any answer — whereupon, fearing opposition to his

suit, his would-be son-in-law corrected himself, adding to the

amount he proposed to put into settlement a very handsome

rentcharge on his real property in the event of his prede

ceasing Ellen.

" Yes, yes," said Sir Reginald. " I think your amended

proposal proper and even generous. But I am no business

man— if I had been, things would be very different with me

now — and my head for figures is so shockingly bad that

perhaps you will not mind jotting down what you suggest on

a piece of paper, so that I can think it over at my leisure and

submit it to my lawyers. And then, will it be too much

trouble to ask you to find Ellen, as I should like to con

gratulate her ? "

" Shall I go at once ? I can do the writing afterwards,"

suggested Edward, with an instinctive shrinking from the

cold record of pen and ink.

" No, no," answered the old gentleman testily ; " these

money matters always worry me," — which was true enough,

— " and I want to be done with them."

So Edward wrote first and went afterwards, albeit not

without qualms.

The sight of his lawyer's face when he explained to him

the terms of settlement on his intended marriage, that he

himself had propounded in black and white, amply justified

his doubts.

S' Well, I never ! " said the man of law : " they must know

their way about at Rosham Hall. However, as you have

put it in writing, you cannot get out of it now. But per

haps, Mr. Milward, next time you wish to make proposals
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of settlement on an almost penniless lady, you will consult

me first."

That night there was more outward show of conviviality

in the cold Hall dining-room than there had been for many

a day. Everybody drank champagne, and all the gentlemen

made speeches with the exception of Henry, who contented

himself with wishing health and happiness to Edward and

his sister.

" You see," Mr. Levinger whispered to him in the drawing-

room, "I did well to caution you to be patient with the

foibles of your future brother-in-law, and I was not far out

in a surmise that at the time you may have thought imper

tinent."

Henry shrugged his shoulders and made no answer.

After dinner Lady Graves, who always retired early,

vanished to her room, Sir Reginald and Mr. Levinger went

to the library, and Henry, after wandering disconsolately

for a while about the great drawing-room, in a distant

corner of which the engaged couple were carrying on a

tite-drtite, betook himself to the conservatory. Here he

chanced upon Emma.

To-night she was dressed in white, wearing pearls upon

her slender neck; and seated alone upon a bench in the

moonlight, for the conservatory was not otherwise illumi

nated, she looked more like a spirit than a woman. Indeed, to

Henry, who came upon her unobserved, this appearance was

much heightened by a curious and accidental contrast. Im

mediately behind Emma was a life-sized marble replica of one

of the most beautiful of the statues known to ancient art.

There above this pale and spiritual maiden, with outstretched

arms and alluring lips stood the image of Aphrodite,

triumphing in her perfect nakedness.

Henry looked from one to the other, speculating as to

which was the more lovely of these types of the spirit and

the flesh. " Supposing," he thought to himself, " that a

man were obliged to take his choice between them, I won

der which he would choose, and which would bring him the

greater happiness. For the matter of that, I wonder which
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I should choose myself. To make a perfect woman the two

should be merged."

Then he came forward, smiling at his speculation, and

little knowing that before all was done this very choice

would be forced upon him.

" I hope that I am not disturbing you, Miss Levinger," he

said ; " but to tell you the truth I fled here for refuge, the

drawing-room being engaged."

Emma started, and seeing who it was, said, "Yes, I

thought so too ; that is why I came away. I suppose that

you are very much pleased, Captain Graves ? "

"What pleases others pleases me," he answered grimly.

" I am not going to marry Mr. Milward."

" Why don't you like him ? " she asked.

" I never said I did not like him. I have no doubt that

he is very well, but he is not quite the sort of man with

whom I have been accustomed to associate —that is all."

" Well, I suppose that I ought not to say it, but I do not

admire him either; not because he was rude to me last

night, but because he seems so coarse. I dislike what is

coarse."

" Do you ? Life itself is coarse, and I fancy that a cer

tain amount of that quality is necessary to happiness in the

world. After all, the flesh rules here and not the spirit," —

and again he looked first at the marble Aphrodite, then at

the girl beneath it. " We are born of the flesh, we are flesh,

and all our affections and instincts partake of it.!'

" I do not agree with you at all," Emma answered, with

some warmth. "We are born of the spirit: that is the

reality ; the flesh is only an accident, if a necessary acci

dent. When we allow it to master us, then our troubles

begin."

" Perhaps ; but it is rather a pervading accident for many

of us. In short, it makes up our world, and we cannot

escape it. While we are of it the most refined among us

must follow its routine — more or less. A day may come

when that routine will be different, and our desires, aims

and objects will vary with it, but it is not here or now.
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Everything has its season, Miss Levinger, and it is useless

to try to escape from the facts of life, for at last in one

shape or another they overtake us, who, strive as we may,

can very rarely defy our natures."

Emma made no answer, though she did not look con

vinced, and for a while they remained silent.

" My father tells me that you are coming to see us," she

said at last.

" Yes ; he kindly asked me. Do you wish me to come ? "

" Of course I do," she answered, colouring faintly. " It

will be a great change to see a stranger staying at Monk's

Lodge. But I am afraid that you will find it very dull ; we

are quite alone, at this time of year there is nothing on

earth to do, unless you like birdnesting. There are plenty

of wild fowl about, and I have rather a good collection of

eggs."

"Oh, I have no doubt that I shall amuse myself," he

answered. " Don't you think that we had better be going

back ? They must have had enough of each other by this

time."

Making no answer, Emma rose and walked across the

conservatory, Henry following her. At the door, acting on

a sudden impulse, she stopped suddenly and said, " You do

really mean to come to Monk's Lodge, do you not, Captain

Graves ? " And she looked up into his face.

" If you wish it," he answered in a low voice.

" I have said that I do wish it," she replied, and turning

led the way into the drawing-room.

Meanwhile another conversation had taken place in the

library, where Sir Reginald and Mr. Levinger were seated.

" I think that you are to be very much congratulated on

this engagement, Graves," said his companion. " Of course

the young man is not perfect: he has faults, and obvious

ones ; but your daughter knows what she is about, and

understands him, and altogether in the present state of

affairs it is a great thing for you."

" Not for me— not for me," answered Sir Reginald sadly ;
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" I seem to have neither interests nor energies left, and so

far as I am concerned literally I care for nothing. I have

lived my life, Levinger, and I am fading away. That last

blow of poor Reginald's death has killed me, although I do

not die at once. The only earthly desire which remains to

me is to provide, if possible, for the welfare of my family.

In furtherance of that end this afternoon I condescended

even to get the best possible terms of settlement out of

young Milward. Twenty years ago I should have been

ashamed to do such a thing, but age and poverty have hard

ened me. Besides, I know my man. He blows hot to-day,

a month hence he may blow cold ; and as it is quite on the

cards that he and Ellen will not pull together very well in

married life, and I have nothing to leave her, I am anxious

that she should be properly provided for. By the way, have

you spoken to Henry about these mortgages ? "

" Yes, I explained the position to him on Saturday night.

It seemed to upset him a good deal."

"I don't wonder at it, I am sure. You have behaved

very kindly in this matter, Levinger. Had it been in any

body else's hands I suppose that we should all have been in

the workhouse by now. But, frankly, I don't see the end

of it. The money is not yours— it is your daughter's

fortune, or the greater part of it — and you can't go on

being generous with other people's fortunes. As it is, she

stands to lose heavily on the investment, and the property

is sinking in value every day. It is very well to talk of our

old friendship and of your gratitude to me. Perhaps you

should be grateful, and no doubt I have pulled you out of

some nasty scrapes in bygone days, when you were the

Honourable "

" Don't mention the name, Graves ! " said Levinger, strik

ing his stick fiercely on the floor : " that man is dead ; never

mention his name again to me or to anybody else."

" As you like," answered Sir Reginald, smiling. " I was

only going to repeat that you cannot continue to be grateful

on your daughter's money, and if you take your remedy

Rosham must go to the hammer after all these generations.
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I shall be dead first, but it breaks my heart to think of it."

And the old man covered his face with his thin hand and

groaned aloud.

" Don't distress yourself, Graves," said Levinger gently ;

" I have hinted to you before that there is a possible way

of escape."

"You mean if Henry were to take a fancy to you*

daughter, and she were to reciprocate it ? "

" Yes, that is what I mean ; and why shouldn't they ?

So far as Emma is concerned the matter is already done.

I am convinced of it. She was much struck with your son

when she was here nearly two years ago, and has often

spoken of him since. Emma has no secrets from me, and

her mind is clear as a glass. It is easy to read what is

passing there. I do not say that she has thought of marry

ing Henry, but she is attached to him, and admires him

and his character — which shows her sense, for he is a fine

fellow, a far finer fellow than any of you give him credit

for. And on his side, why shouldn't he take to her ? It

is true that her mother's origin was humble, though she

was a much more refined woman than people guessed, and

that I, her father, am a man under a cloud, and deservedly.

But what of that ? The mother is dead, and alas ! my life

is not a good one, so that very soon her forbears will be

forgotten. For the rest, she is a considerable, if not a large,

heiress ; there should be a matter of at least fifteen thousand

pounds to come to her besides the mortgages on this place

and real property as well. In her own way— to my mind

at any rate — she is beautiful, and there never lived a

sweeter, purer or more holy-minded woman. If your son

were married to her, within a year he would worship the

ground she trod on. "Why shouldn't it come about, then ? "

" I don't know, except that things which are very suita

ble and very much arranged have a way of falling through.

Your daughter Emma is all you say, though perhaps a little

too unearthly. She strikes me as rather ghost-like — that

is, compared with the girls of my young days, though I

understand this sort of thing has become the fashion. The
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chief obstacle that I fear, however, is Henry himself. He

is a very queer-grained man, and as likely as not the know

ledge that this marriage is necessary to our salvation will

cause him to refuse to have anything to do with it."

" For his own sake I hope that it may not be so," answered

Levinger, with some approach to passion, " for if it is I tell

you fairly that I shall let matters take their course. Emma

will either come into possession of this property as the

future Lady Graves or as Miss Levinger, and it is for your

son to choose which he prefers."

" Yes, yes, I understand all that. What I do not under

stand, Levinger, is why you should be so desperately anxious

for this particular marriage. There are plenty of better

matches for Emma than my son Henry. We are such old

friends, I do not mind telling you I have not the slightest

doubt but that you have some secret reason. It seems to

me— I know you won't mind my saying it — that you carry

the curious doublesidedness of your nature into every detail

of life. You cannot be anything wholly, — there is always

a reservation about you : thus, when you seemed to be thor

oughly bad, there was a reservation of good in you ; and

now, when you appear to be the most righteous man in the

county, I sometimes think that there is still a considerable

leaven of the other thing."

Mr. Levinger smiled and shrugged his shoulders, but he

did not take offence at these remarks. That he refrained

from doing so showed the peculiar terms on which the two

men were— terms born of intimate knowledge and long

association.

" Most people have more reasons for desiring a thing than

they choose to publish on the housetops, Graves; but I

don't see why you should seek for secret motives here when

there are so many that are obvious. You happen to be

the only friend I have in the world ; it is therefore natural

that I should wish to see my daughter married to your son,

and for this same reason I desire that your family, which

has been part and parcel of the country-side for hundreds of

years, should be saved from ruin. Further, I have taken a
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greater liking to Henry than to any man I have met for

many a long day, and I know that Emma would love him

and be happy with him, whereas did she marry elsewhere,

with her unusual temperament, she might be very unhappy.

"Also, the match would be a good one for her, which

weighs with me a great deal. Your son may never be rich,

but he has done well in his profession, he is the inheritor of

an ancient name, and he will be a baronet. As you know,

my career has been a failure, and more than a failure. Very

probably my child will never even know who I really am, but

that she is the granddaughter of a Bradmouth smack owner is

patent to everybody. I am anxious that all this should be

forgotten and covered up by an honourable marriage ; I am

anxious, after being slighted and neglected, that she should

start afresh in a position in which she can hold her head

as high as any lady in the county, and I do not think that

in my case this is an unnatural or an exorbitant ambition.

Finally, it is my desire, the most earnest desire of my life,

and I mean to live to see it accomplished. Now have I

given you reasons enough?"

" Plenty, and very good ones too. But I still think that

you have another and better in the background. Well, for

my part I shall only be too thankful if this can be brought

about. It would be a fair marriage also, for such disadvan

tages as there are seem to be very equally divided ; and I

like your daughter, Levinger, — she is a sweet girl and inter

esting, even if she is old Will Johnson's grandchild. Now

I must be off and say something civil to my future son-in-

law before he goes," — and, rising with something of an

effort, Sir Reginald left the room.

" Graves is breaking up, but he is still shrewd," said Mr.

Levinger to himself, gazing after him with his piercing eyes.

" As usual he put his finger on the weak spot. Now, if

he knew my last and best reason for wishing to see Emma

married to his son, I wonder what he would do ? Shrug his

shoulders and say nothing, I expect. Beggars cannot be

choosers, and bankrupts are not likely to be very particular.

Poor old friend ! I am sorry for him. Well, he shall
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spend his last days in peace if I can manage it — that is,

unless Henry proves himself an obstinate fool, as it is pos

sible he may."

Next morning Mr. Levinger and his daughter returned to

Monk's Lodge; but before they went it was settled that

Henry was to visit them some three weeks later, on the

tenth of June, that date being convenient to all concerned.

On the following day Henry went to London for a week

to arrange about a little pension to which he was entitled,

and other matters. This visit did not improve his spirits,

for in the course of his final attendances at the Admiralty he

discovered for the first time how well he was thought of

there, and that he had been looked on as a man destined to

rise in the Service.

" Pity that you made up your mind to go, Captain Graves

— great pity ! " said one of the head officials to him. " I

always thought that I should see you an admiral one day,

if I lived long enough. We had several good marks against

your name here, I can tell you. However, it is too late to

talk of all this now, and I dare say that you will be better

off as a baronet with a big estate than banging about the

world in an ironclad, with the chance of being shot or

drowned. You are too good a man to be lost, if you will

allow me to say so, and now that you are off the active list

you must go into Parliament and try to help us there."

" By Heavens, sir," answered Henry with warmth, " I'd

rather be a captain of an ironclad in the Channel Fleet than

a baronet with twenty thousand a year, though now I have

no chance of either. But we can't always please ourselves

in this world. Good-bye." And, turning abruptly, he left

the room.

" I wonder why that fellow went," mused the official as

the door closed. "For a young man he was as good a

sailor as there is in the Service, and he really might have

got on. Private affairs, I suppose. Well, it can't be helped,

and there are plenty ready to step into his shoes."

Henry returned to Rosham very much depressed, nor did
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he find the atmosphere of that establishment conducive to

lightness of heart. Putting aside his personal regrets at

leaving the Navy, there was much to sadden him. First

and foremost came financial trouble, which by now had

reached an acute stage,- for it was difficult to find ready

money wherewith to carry on the ordinary expenses of the

house. Then his mother's woeful face oppressed him as

she went about mourning for the dead, mourning also for

their fallen fortunes, and his father's failing health gave

great reason for anxiety.

Furthermore, though here he knew that he had no just

cause of complaint, the constant presence of Edward Mil-

ward irritated him to a degree that he could not conceal. In

vain did he try to like this young man, or even to make it

appear that he liked him ; his efforts were a failure, and he

felt that Ellen, with whom otherwise he remained on good,

though not on cordial terms, resented this fact, as he on his

part resented the continual false pretences, or rather the

subterfuges and suppressions of the truth, in which she

indulged in order to keep from her fianci a knowledge of

the real state of the Rosham affairs. These arts exasperated

Henry's pride to an extent almost unbearable, and Ellen

knew that it was so, but not on this account would she

desist from them. For she knew also the vulgar nature of

her lover, and feared, perhaps not without reason, lest he

should learn how great were their distresses, and how com

plete was the ruin which overshadowed them, and break off

an engagement that was to connect him with a bankrupt

and discredited family.

In the midst of these and other worries the time passed

heavily enough, till at length that day arrived on which

Henry was engaged to visit Monk's Lodge. Already he

had received a note from Emma Levinger, writing on be

half of her father, to remind him of his promise. It was

a prettily expressed note, written in a delicate and beauti

ful hand; and he answered it saying that he proposed to

send his portmanteau by train and to ride over to Monk's

Lodge, arriving there in time for dinner.
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Henry had not thought much of Emma during the last

week or two ; or, if he had thought of her, it was in an

impersonal way, as part of a sordid problem with which he

found himself called upon to cope. At no time was he

much given to allow his mind to run upon the fascinations

of any woman; and, charming and .original as this lady

might be, he was not in a mood just now to contemplate

her from the standpoint of romance. None the less, how

ever, was he glad of the opportunity which this visit gave

him to escape for a while from Rosham, even if he could

not leave his anxieties behind him.

He had no further conversation with Ellen upon the sub

ject of Emma. The terms upon which they stood implied

a mutual truce from interference in each other's affairs.

His father, however, did say a word to him when he went

to bid him good-bye. He found the old man in bed, for

now he did not rise till lunch-time.

"Good-bye, my boy," he said. "So you are going to

Monk's Lodge? Well, it will be a pleasant change for

you. Old Levinger is a queer fish, and in some ways not

altogether to be trusted, as I have known for many a year,

but he has lots of good in him; and to my mind his

daughter is charming. Ah, Henry ! I wish, without doing

violence to your own feelings, that you could manage to

take a fancy to this girl. There, I will say no more ; you

know what I mean."

"I know, father," answered Henry, "and I will do my

best to fall in with your views. But, all the same, however

charming she may be, it is a little hard on me that I should

be brought down to this necessity."

Then he rode away, and in due course reached the ruins

of Ramborough Abbey.
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CHAPTEE IX.

MUTUAL ADMIRATION.

That Henry and Joan were left lying for so many hours

among the graves of Ramborough Abbey is not greatly to

be wondered at, since, before he had ridden half a

mile, Master Willie Hood's peculiar method of horseman

ship resulted in frightening the cob so much that, for the

first time in its peaceful career, it took the bit between its

teeth and bolted. For a mile or more it galloped on at

right angles to the path, while Willie clung to its mane,

screaming " Wo ! " at the top of his voice, and the sea-birds'

eggs with which his pockets were filled, now smashed into

a filthy mass, trickled in yellow streams down the steed's

panting sides.

At length the end came. Arriving at a fence, the cob

stopped suddenly, and Willie pitched over its head into a

bramble bush. By the time that he had extricated himself

—unharmed, but very much frightened, and bleeding from a

dozen scratches — the horse was standing five hundred yards

away, snorting and staring round in an excited manner.

Willie, who was a determined youth, set to work to catch it.

Into the details of the pursuit we need not enter : suffice

it to say that the sun had set before he succeeded in his

enterprise. Mount it again he could not, for the saddle had

twisted and one stirrup was lost ; nor would he have done

so if he could. Therefore he determined to walk into Brad-

mouth, whither, after many halts and adventures, he arrived

about ten o'clock, leading the unwilling animal by the rein.

Now Willie, although exceedingly weary, and somewhat

shaken, was a boy of his word ; so, still leading the horse,

he proceeded straight to the residence of Dr. Childs, and

rang the bell.

" I want the doctor, please, miss," he said to the servant

girl who answered it.
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"My gracious! you look as if you did," remarked that

young lady, surveying his bleeding countenance.

" "Tain't for myself, Silly ! " he replied. " You ask the

doctor to step out, for I don't trust this here horse to you

or anybody : he's run away once, and I don't want no more

of that there game."

The girl complied, laughing; and presently Dr. Childs,

a middle-aged man with a quiet manner, appeared, and

asked what was the matter.

"Please, sir, there's a gentleman fallen off Ramborough

Tower and broken his leg ; and Joan Haste she's with him,

and she's all bloody too— though I don't know what she's

broken. I wa,s to ask you to go and fetch him with a shutter,

and to take things along to tie him up with."

" When did he fall, and what is his name, my boy ? " asked

the doctor.

" I don't know when he fell, sir ; but I saw Joan Haste

about six o'clock time. Since then I've been getting here

with this here horse ; and I wish that I'd stuck to my legs,

for all the help he's been to me— the great idle brute ! I'd

rather wheel a barrow of bricks nor pull him along behind

me. Oh ! the name ? She said it was Captain Graves of

Rosham : that was what I was to tell her aunt."

" Captain Graves of Rosham ! " said Dr. Childs to himself.

" Why, I heard Mr. Levinger say that he was coming to stay

with him to-day ! "

Then he went into the house, and ten minutes latejj he was

on his way to Ramborough in a dogcart, followed by some

men with a stretcher. On reaching the ruined abbey, the doc

tor stood up and looked round ; but, although the moon was

bright, he could see no one. He called aloud, and presently

heard a faint voice answering him. Leaving the cart in

charge of his groom, he followed the direction of the sound

till he came to the foot of the tower. Here, beneath the

shadow of the spiked tomb, clasping the senseless body of

a man in her arms, he found a woman— Joan Haste—

whose white dress was smirched with blood, and who, to

all appearance, had but just awakened from a faint. Very



84 JOAN HASTE

feebly —for she was quite exhausted— she explained what

had happened ; and, without more words, the doctor set to

work.

"It's a baddish fracture," he said presently. "Lucky

that the poor fellow is insensible."

In a quarter of an hour he had done all that could be done

there and in that light, and by this time the men who were

following with the stretcher, were seen arriving in another

cart. Very gently they lifted Henry, who was still uncon

scious, on to the stretcher, and set out upon the long trudge

back to Bradmouth, Dr. Childs walking by their side. Mean

while Joan was placed in the dogcart and driven forward by

the coachman, to see that every possible preparation was made

at the Crown and Mitre, whither it was rapidly decided that

the injured man must be taken, for it was the only inn at

Bradmouth, and the doctor had no place for him in his own

house.

At length they arrived, and Henry, who by now was

recovering consciousness, was carried into Joan's room, an

ancient oak-panelled apartment on the ground floor. Once

this room served as the justice-chamber of the monks ; for

what was now the Crown and Mitre had been their lock-up

and place of assize, when, under royal charter, they exercised

legal rights over the inhabitants of Bradmouth. There the

doctor and his assistant, who had returned from visiting

some case in the country, began the work of setting Henry's

broken leg, aided by Mrs. Gillingwater, Joan's aunt, a hard-

featured, stout and capable-looking woman of middle age.

At length the task was completed, and Henry was sent to

sleep under the influence of a powerful narcotic.

"And now, sir," said Mrs. Gillingwater, as Dr. Childs

surveyed his patient with a certain grave satisfaction, for

he felt that he had done well by a very difficult bit of sur

gery, " if you have a minute or two to spare, I think that

you might give Joan a look : she's got a nasty hole in her

shoulder, and seems shaken and queer."

Then she led the way across the passage to a little room

that in the monastic days had served as a cell, but now was



 

"They . . . set out upon the long trudge back to Bradmouth '



-



MUTUAL ADMIRATION 85

dedicated to the use of Mr. Gillingwater whenever his wife

considered him too tipsy to be allowed to share the marital

chamber.

Here Joan was lying on a truckle bed, in a half-fainting

condition, while near her, waving a lighted candle to and fro

over her prostrate form, stood Mr. Gillingwater, a long, thin-

faced man, with a weak mouth, who evidently had taken

advantage of the general confusion to help himself to the

gin bottle.

" Poor dear ! poor dear ! ain't it sad to see her dead ? " he

said, in maudlin tones, dropping the hot grease from the

candle upon the face of the defenceless Joan; "and she,

what she looks, a real lady. Oh ! ain't it sad to see her

dead ? " And he wept aloud.

" Get out, you drunken sot, will you ! " exclaimed his wife,

with savage energy. " Do you want to set the place on fire ? "

And, snatching the candle from Mr. Gillingwater's hand, she

pushed him through the open door so vigorously that he fell

in a heap in the passage. Then she turned to Dr. Childs,

and said, " I beg your pardon, sir ; but there's only one way

to deal with him when he's on the drink."

The doctor smiled, and began to examine Joan's shoulder.

" It is nothing serious," he said, when he had washed the

wound, "unless the rust from the spike should give some

trouble in the healing. Had it been lower down, it would

have been another matter, for the lung might have been

pierced. As it is, with a little antiseptic ointment and a

sleeping draught, I think that your niece will be in a fair

way to recovery by to-morrow morning, if she has not caught

cold on that damp grass."

" However did she come by this, sir ? " asked Mrs. Gilling

water.

" I understand that Captain Graves climbed the tower to

get some young jackdaws. He fell, and she tried to catch

him in her arms, but of course was knocked backwards."

"She always was a good plucked one, was Joan," said

Mrs. Gillingwater, with a certain reluctant pride. " Well,

if no harm comes of it, she has brought us a bit of custom
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this time anyhow, and when we want it bad enough. The

Captain is likely to be laid up here some weeks, ain't he,

sir ? "

" For a good many weeks, I fear, Mrs. Gillingwater, even

if things go well with him."

" Is he in any danger, then ? "

" There is always some danger to a middle-aged man in

such a case : it is possible that he may lose his leg, and that

is a serious matter."

" Lord ! and all to get her young jackdaws. You have

something to answer for, miss, you have," soliloquised Mrs.

.. Gillingwater aloud ; adding, by way of explanation, as they

reached the passage, " She's an unlucky girl, Joan is, for all

her good looks, — always making trouble, like her mother

before her : I suppose it is in the blood."

Leaving his assistant in charge, Dr. Childs returned home,

for he had another case to visit that night. Next morning

he wrote two notes — one to Sir Reginald Graves and one to

Mr. Levinger, both of whom were patients of his, acquainting

them with what had occurred in language as little alarming

as possible. Having despatched these letters by special

messengers, he walked to the Crown and Mitre. As he had

anticipated, except for the pain of the wound in her shoulder,

Joan was almost herself again : she had not caught cold, the

puncture looked healthy, and already her vigorous young

system was shaking off the effects of her shock and distress

of mind. Henry also seemed to be progressing as favour

ably as could be expected ; but it was deemed advisable to

keep him under the influence of opiates for the present.

" I suppose that we had better send for a trained nurse,"

said the doctor. " If I telegraph to London, we could have

one down by the evening."

"If you do, sir, I am sure I don't know where she's to

sleep," answered Mrs. Gillingwater ; " there isn't a hole or

corner here unless Joan turns out of the little back room,

and then there is nowhere for her to go. Can't I manage

for the present, sir, with Joan to help ? I've had a lot to

do with sick folk of all sorts in my day, worse luck, and
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some knack of dealing with them too, they tell me. Many

and many's the eyes that I have shut for the last time.

Then it isn't as though you was far off neither : you or Mr.

Salter can always be in and out if you are wanted."

" Well," said the doctor, after reflecting, " we will let the

question stand over for the present, and see how the case

goes on."

He knew Mrs. Gillingwater to be a capable and resource

ful woman, and one who did not easily tire, for he had had

to do with her in numerous maternity cases, where she acted

the part of sage-femme with an address that had won her

a local reputation.

About twelve o'clock a message came to him to say that

Lady Graves and Mr. Levinger were at the inn, and would

be glad to speak to him. He found them in the little bar-

parlour, and Emma Levinger with them, looking even paler

than her wont.

" Oh ! doctor, how is my poor son ? " said Lady Graves,

in a shaken voice. " Mrs. Gillingwater says that I may not

see him until I have asked you. I was in bed this morning

and not very well when your note came, but Ellen had gone

over to Upeott, and of course Sir Reginald could not drive

so far, so I got up and came at once." And she paused,

glancing at him anxiously.

" I think that you would have done better to stop where

you were, Lady Graves, for you are not looking very grand,"

answered Dr. Childs. "I thought, of course, that your

daughter would come. Well, it is a bad double fracture,

and, unluckily, Captain Graves was left exposed for some

hours after the accident; but at present he seems to be

going on as well as possible. That is all I can say."

" How did it happen ? " asked Mr. Levinger.

" Joan Haste can tell you better than I can," the doctor

answered. " She is up, for I saw her standing in the pas

sage. I will call her."

At the mention of Joan's name Mr. Levinger's face under

went a singular contraction, that, quick as it was, did not

escape the doctor's observant eye. Indeed, he made a dep
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recatory movement with his hand, as though he were about

to negative the idea of her being brought before them; then

hearing Lady Graves's murmured " by all means," he seemed

to change his mind suddenly and said nothing. Dr. Childs

opened the door and called Joan, and presently she stood

before them.

Her face was very pale, her under lip was a little cut, and

her right hand rested in a sling on the bosom of her simple

brown dress; but her very pallor and the anxiety in her

dark eyes made her beauty the more remarkable, by touch

ing it with an added refinement. Joan bowed to Mr. Lev-

inger, who acknowledged her salute with a nod, and curtseyed

to Lady Graves ; then she opened her lips to speak, when

her eyes met those of Emma Levinger, and she remained

silent.

The two women had seen each other before ; in childhood

they had even spoken together, though rarely ; but since

they were grown up they had never come thus face to face,

and now it seemed that each of them found a curious fasci

nation in the other. It was of Emma Levinger, Joan

remembered, that Captain Graves had spoken on the pre

vious night, when his mind began to wander after the acci

dent; and though she scarcely knew why, this gave her

a fresh interest in Joan's eyes. Why had his thoughts

flown to her so soon as his mental balance was destroyed ?

she wondered. Was he in love with her, or engaged to be

married to her ? It was possible, for she had heard that he

was on his way to stay at Monk's Lodge, where they never

saw any company.

Joan had almost made up her mind, with considerable

perspicuity, that there was something of the sort in the air,

when she remembered, with a sudden flush of pleasure, that

Captain Graves had spoken of herself also yonder in the

churchyard, and in singularly flattering terms, which seemed

to negative the idea that the fact of a person speaking of

another person, when under the influence of delirium, neces

sarily implied the existence of affection, or even of intimacy,

between them. Still, thought Joan, it would not be wonder
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ful if he did love Miss Levinger. Surely that sweet and

spiritual face and those solemn grey eyes were such as any

man might love.

But if Joan was impressed with Emma, Emma was equally

impressed with Joan, for in that instant of the meeting of

their gaze, the thought came to her that she had never before

seen so physically perfect a specimen of womanhood. Al

though Emma could theorise against the material, and de

scribe beauty as an accident, and therefore a thing to be

despised, she was too honest not to confess to herself her

admiration for such an example of it as Joan afforded.

This was the girl whose bravery, so she was told, had saved

Captain Graves from almost certain death ; and, looking at

her, Emma felt a pang of envy as she compared her health

and shape with her own delicacy and slight proportions.

Indeed, there was something more than envy in her mind—

something that, if it was not jealousy, at least partook of it.

Of late Emma's thoughts had centred themselves a great

deal round Captain Graves, and she was envious of this

lovely village girl with whom, in some unknown way, he

had become acquainted, and whose good fortune it had been

to be able to protect him from the worst effects of his dread

ful accident.

At that moment a warning voice seemed to speak in

Emma's heart, telling her that this woman would not readily

let go the man whom fate had brought to her, that she would

cling to him indeed as closely as though he were her life.

It had nothing to do with her, at any rate as yet ; still

Emma grew terribly afraid as the thought went home, afraid

with a strange, impalpable fear she knew not of what. At

least she trembled, and her eyes swam, and she wished in

her heart that she had never seen Joan Haste, that they

might live henceforth at different ends of the world, that

she might never see her again.

All this flashed through the minds of the two girls in one

short second ; the next Emma's terror, for it may fitly be so

called, had come and gone, and Lady Graves was speaking.

" Good day, Joan Haste," she said kindly : " I understand
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that you were with my son at the time of this shocking

accident. Will you tell us how it came about ? "

" Oh, my Lady," answered Joan with agitation, " it was

all my fault— at least, in a way it was, though I am sure

I never meant that he should be so foolish as to try and

climb the tower." And in a simple straightforward fashion

she went on to relate what had occurred, saying as little

as possible, however, about her own share in the advent

ure.

" Thank you," said Lady Graves when Joan had finished.

" You seem to have behaved very bravely, and I fear that

you are a good deal hurt. I hope you will soon be well

again. And now, Dr. Childs, do you think that I might see

Henry for a little?"

" Well, perhaps for a minute or two, if you will keep as

quiet as possible," he answered, and led the way to the sick

room.

By this time the effects of the sleeping draughts had

passed off, and when his mother entered Henry was wide

awake and talking to Mrs. Gillingwater. He knew her step

at once, and addressed her in a cheery voice, trying to con

ceal the pain which racked him.

" How do you do, mother ? " he said. " You find me in a

queer way, but better off than ever I expected to be again

when I was hanging against the face of that tower. It is

very good of you to come to see me, and I hope that the

news of my mishap has not upset my father."

" My poor boy," said Lady Graves, bending over him and

kissing him, " I am afraid that you must suffer a great deal

of pain."

" Nothing to speak of," he answered, " but I am pretty

well smashed up, and expect that I shall be on my back

here for some weeks. Queer old place, isn't it ? This good

lady tells me that it is her niece's room. It's a very jolly

one anyhow. Just look at the oak panelling and that old

mantelpiece. By the way, I hope that Miss Joan— I think

that she said her name was Joan— is not much hurt. She

is a brave girl, I can tell you, mother. Had it not been that
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she caught me when I fell, I must have gone face first on to

that spiked tomb, and then "

" Had it not been for her you would never have climbed

the tower," answered Lady Graves with a shudder. "I

can't think what induced you to be so foolish, at your age,

my dear boy."

" I think it was because she is so pretty, and I wanted to

oblige her," he answered, with the candour of a mind excited

by suffering. " I say, I hope that somebody has written to

the Levingers, or they will be wondering what on earth has

become of me."

" Yes, yes, dear ; they are here, and everything has been

explained to them."

" Oh, indeed. Make them my excuses, will you ? When

I am a bit better I should like to see them, but I don't feel

quite up to it just now."

Henry made this last remark in a weaker voice ; and,

taking the hint, Dr. Childs touched Lady Graves on the

shoulder and nodded towards the door.

"Well, dear, I must be going," said his mother; "but

Ellen or I will come over to-morrow to see how you are

getting on. By the way, should you like us to send for a

trained nurse to look after you ? "

" Most certainly not," Henry answered, with vigour ; " I

hate the sight of hospital nurses— they always remind me

of Haslar, where I was laid up with jaundice. There are

two doctors and this good lady taking care of me here, and

if that isn't enough for me, nothing will be."

" Well, dear, we will see how you get on," said his mother

doubtfully. Then she kissed him and went ; but the doctor

stopped behind, and having taken his patient's temperature,

ordered him another sleeping draught.

So soon as Lady Graves had left the parlour, Joan fol

lowed her example, murmuring with truth that she felt a

little faint.

"What a beautiful girl, father!" said Emma to Mr.

Levinger. "Who is she? Somebody said the other day

that there was a mystery about her."
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" How on earth should I know ? " he answered. " She is

Mrs. Gillingwater's niece and I believe that her parents are

dead ; that is the only mystery I ever heard."

" I think that there must be something odd, all the same,"

said Emma. " If you notice, her manners are quite different

from those of most village girls, and she speaks almost like

a lady."

" Been educated above her station in life, I fancy," her

father answered snappishly. " That is the way girls of this

kind are ruined, and taught to believe that nothing in their

own surroundings is good enough for them. Anyhow, she

has led poor Graves into this mess, for which I shall not

forgive her in a hurry."

" At least she did her best to save him, and at great risk

to herself," said Emma gently. " I don't see what more she

could have done."

"That's woman's logic all over," replied the father.

"First get a man who is worth two of you into some ter

rible scrape, physical or otherwise, and then do your ' best

to save him,' and pose as a heroine. It would be kinder to

leave him alone altogether in nine cases out of ten, only

then it is impossible to play the guardian angel, as every

woman loves to do. Just to gratify her whim— for that is

the plain English of it— this girl sends poor Graves up that

tower ; and because, when he falls off it, she tries to throw

her arms round him, everybody talks of her wonderful

courage. Bother her and her courage! The net result is

that he will never be the same man again."

Her father spoke with so much suppressed energy that

Emma looked at him in astonishment, for of late years, at

any rate, he had been accustomed to act calmly and to speak

temperately.

" Is Captain Graves's case so serious ? " she asked.

"From what young Salter tells me I gather that it is

about as bad as it can be of its kind. He has fractured his

leg in a very awkward place, there is some hsemorrhage, and

he lay exposed for nearly five hours, and had to be carried

several miles."
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"What will happen to him, then?" asked Emma in

alarm. " I thought that the worst of it was over."

"I can't tell you. It depends on Providence and his

constitution ; but what seems likely is that they will be

forced to amputate his. leg and make him a hopeless cripple

for life."

" Oh ! " said Emma, catching her breath like one in pain ;

" I had no idea that it was so bad. This is terrible." And

for a moment she leant on the back of a chair to support

herself.

" Yes, it is black enough ; but we cannot help by stopping

here, so we may as well drive home. I will send to inquire

for him this evening."

So they went, and never had Emma a more unhappy drive.

She was looking forward so much to Captain Graves's visit,

and now he lay wounded— dangerously ill. The thought

wrung her heart, and she could almost find it in her gentle

breast to detest the girl who, however innocently, had been

the cause of all the trouble.

CHAPTER X.

azrael's wing.

Foe the next two days, notwithstanding the serious condi

tion of his broken leg, Henry seemed to go on well, till even

his mother and Emma Levinger, both of whom were kept

accurately informed of his state, ceased to feel any particu

lar alarm about him. On the second day Mrs. Gillingwater,

being called away to attend to some other matter, sent foi

Joan— who, although her arm was still in a sling, had now

almost recovered— to watch in the sick room during her

absence. She came and took her seat by the bed, for at the

time Henry was asleep. Shortly afterwards he awoke and

saw her.
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" Is that you, Miss Haste ? " he said. " I did not know

that you cared for nursing."

" Yes, sir," answered Joan. " My aunt was obliged to go

out for a little while, and, as you are doing so nicely, she

said that she thought I might be trusted to look after you

till she came back."

" It is very kind of you, I am sure," said Henry. " Sick

rooms are not pleasant places. Perhaps you wouldn't mind

giving me some of that horrid stuff— barley-water I think it

is. I am thirsty."

Joan handed him the glass and supported his head while

he drank. When he had satisfied his thirst he said :

" I have never thanked you yet for your bravery. I do

thank you sincerely, Miss Haste, for if I had fallen on to

those spikes there would have been an end of me. I

saw them as I was hanging, and thought that my hour had

come."

" And yet he told me to ' stand clear ' ! " reflected Joan ;

but aloud she said :

" Oh ! pray, pray don't thank me, sir. It is all my fault

that you have met with this dreadful accident, and it breaks

my heart to think of it." And as she spoke a great tear ran

down her beautiful face.

" Come, please don't cry : it upsets me ; if the smash was

anybody's fault, it was my own. I ought to have known

better."

" I will try not, sir," answered Joan, in a choking voice ;

" but aunt said that you weren't to talk, and you are talking

a great deal."

" All right," he replied : " you stop crying and I'll stop

talking."

As may be guessed after this beginning, from that hour till

the end of his long and dangerous illness, Joan was Henry's

most constant attendant. Her aunt did the rougher work of

the sick room, indeed, but for everything else he depended

upon her ; clinging to her with a strange obstinacy that baf

fled all attempts to replace her by a more highly trained

nurse. On one occasion, when an effort of the sort was
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made, the results upon the patient were so unfavourable that,

to her secret satisfaction, Joan was at once reinstalled.

After some days Henry took a decided turn for the worse.

His temperature rose alarmingly, and he became delirious,

with short coherent intervals. Blood poisoning, which the

doctors feared, declared itself, and in the upshot he fell a vic

tim to a dreadful fever that nearly cost him his life. At one

time the doctors were of opinion that his only chance lay in

amputation of the fractured limb; but in the end they

gave up this idea, being convinced that, in his present state,

he would certainly die of the shock were they to attempt

the operation.

Then followed three terrible days, while Henry lay be

tween life and death. For the greater part of those days

Lady Graves and Ellen sat in the bar-parlour, the former

lost in stony silence, the latter pale and anxious enough,

but still calm and collected. Even now Ellen did not lose

her head, and this was well, for the others were almost dis

tracted by anxiety and grief. Distrusting the capacities of

Joan, a young person whom she regarded with disfavour as

being the cause of her brother's accident, it was Ellen who

insisted upon the introduction of the trained nurses, with

consequences that have been described. When the doctors

hesitated as to the possibility of an operation, it was Ellen

also who gave her voice against it, and persuaded her mother

to do the same.

"I know nothing of surgery," she said, with conviction,

" and it seems probable that poor Henry will die ; but I feel

sure that if you try to cut off his leg he will certainly die."

" I think that you are right, Miss Graves," said the emi

nent surgeon who had been brought down in consultation,

and with whom the final word lay. " My opinion is that

the only course to follow with your brother is to leave him

alone, in the hope that his constitution will pull him through."

So it came about that Henry escaped the knife.

Emma Levinger and her father also haunted the inn, and

it was during those dark days that the state of the former's

affections became clear both to herself and to every one about
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her. Before this she had never confessed even to her own

heart that she was attached to Henry Graves ; but now, in

the agony of her suspense, this love of hers arose in strength,

and she knew that, whether he stayed or was called away, it

must always be the nearest and most constant companion of

her life. Why she loved him Emma could not tell, nor even

when she began to do so ; and indeed these things are diffi

cult to define. But the fact remained, hard, palpable,

staring : a fact which she had no longer any care to conceal

or ignore, seeing that the conditions of the case caused her

to set aside those considerations of womanly reserve that

doubtless would otherwise have induced her to veil the

secret of her heart for ever, or until circumstances gave

opportunity for its legitimate expression.

At length on a certain afternoon there came a crisis to

which there was but one probable issue. The doctors and

nurses were in Henry's room doing their best to ward off

the fate that seemed to be approaching, whilst Lady Graves,

Mr. Levinger, Ellen and Emma sat in the parlour awaiting

tidings, and striving to hope against hope. An hour passed,

and Emma could bear the uncertainty no longer. Slipping

out unobserved, she stole towards the sick room and listened

at a little distance from it. Within she could hear the

voice of a man raving in delirium, and the cautious tread of

those who tended him. Presently the door opened and

Joan appeared, walking towards her with ashen face and

shaking limbs.

" How is he ? " asked Emma in an intense whisper, catch

ing at her dress as she passed.

Joan looked at her and shook her head : speak she could

not. Emma watched her go with vacant eyes, and a jeal

ousy smote her, which made itself felt even through the

pain that tore her heart in two. Why should this woman

be free to come and go about the bedside of the man who

was everything to her — to hold his dying hand and to lift

his dying head — while she was shut outside his door?

Emma wondered bitterly. Surely that should be her place,

not the village girl's who had been the cause of all this sor
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row. Then she turned, and, creeping back to the parlour, she

flung herself into a chair and covered her face with her hands.

" Have you heard anything ? " asked Lady Graves.

Emma made no reply but her despair broke from her in

a low moaning that was very sad to hear.

" Do not grieve so, dear," said Ellen kindly.

"Let me grieve," she answered, lifting her white face;

" let me grieve now and always. I know that Faith should

give me comfort, but it fails me. I have a right to grieve,"

she went on passionately, " for I love him. I do not care

who knows it now : though I am nothing to him, I love him,

and if he dies it will break my heart."

So great was the tension of suspense that Emma's announce

ment, startling as it was, excited no surprise. Perhaps they

all knew how things were with her ; at any rate Lady Graves

answered only, "We all love him, dear," and for a time no

more was said.

Meanwhile, could she have seen into the little room behind

her, Emma might have witnessed the throes of a grief as

deep as her own, and even more abandoned ; for there, face

downwards on her bed, lay Joan Haste, the girl whom she

had envied. Sharp sobs shook her frame, notwithstanding

that she had thrust her handkerchief between her teeth to

check them, and she clutched nervously at the bedclothes

with her outstretched hands. Hitherto she had been calm

and silent ; now, at length, when she was of no more service,

she broke down, and Nature took its way with her.

" 0 my God ! " she muttered between her strangling sobs,

" spare him and kill me, for it was my fault, and I am his

murderess. 0 my God ! my God ! What have I done that

I should suffer so ? What makes me suffer so ? Oh ! spare

him, spare him ! "

Another half-hour passed, and the twilight began to gather

in the parlour.

" It is very long," murmured Lady Graves.

"While they do not come to call us there is hope," an

swered Ellen, striving to keep up a show of courage.
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Once more there was silence, and the time went on and

the darkness gathered.

At length a step was heard approaching, and they knew

it for that of Dr. Childs. Instinctively they all rose, expect

ing the last dread summons. He was among them now, but

they could not see his face because of the shadows.

" Is Lady Graves there ? " he asked.

" Yes," whispered the poor woman.

" Lady Graves, I have come to tell you that by the mercy

of Heaven your son's constitution has triumphed, and, so far

as my skill and knowledge go, I believe that he will live."

For a second the silence continued; then, with a short

sharp cry, Emma Levinger went down upon the floor as

suddenly as though she had been shot through the heart.

Joan also had heard Dr. Childs's footstep, and, rising

swiftly from her bed, she followed him to the door of the

parlour, where she stood listening to his fateful words —

for her anxiety was so intense that the idea of intrusion did

not even cross her mind.

Joan heard the words, and she believed that they were an

answer to her prayer ; for her suffering had been too fierce

and personal to admit of her dissociating herself from the

issue, at any rate at present. She forgot that she was not

concerned alone in this matter of the life or death of Henry

Graves— she who, although as yet she did not know it, was

already wrapped with the wings and lost in the shadow of

a great and tragic passion. She had prayed, and she had

been answered. His life had been given back to her.

Thus she thought for a moment; the next she heard

Emma's cry, and saw her fall, and was undeceived. Now

she was assured of what before she had suspected, that this

sweet and beautiful lady loved the man who lay yonder ;

and, in the assurance of that love, she learned her own. It

became clear to her in an instant, as at night the sudden

lightning makes clear the landscape to some lost wanderer

among mountains. As in the darkness such a wanderer may

believe that his feet are set upon a trodden road, and in that
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baleful glare discover himself to be surrounded by dangers,

amid desolate wastes ; so at this sight Joan understood

whither her heart had strayed, and was affrighted, for truly

the place seemed perilous and from it there was no retreat.

Before her lay many a chasm and precipice, around her was

darkness, and a blind mist blew upon her face, a mist wet

as though with tears.

Somebody in the parlour called for a light, and the voice

brought her back from her vision, her hopeless vision of

what was, had been, and might be. What had chanced or

could chance to her mattered little, she thought to herself,

as she turned to seek the lamp. He would live, and that

was what she had desired, what she had prayed for while as

yet she did not know why she prayed it, offering her own

life in payment. She understood now that her prayer had

been answered more fully than she deemed; for she had

given her life, her true life, for him and to him, though he

might never learn the price that had been exacted of her.

Well, he would live — to be happy with Miss Levinger—

and though her heart must die because of him, Joan could

be glad of it even in those miserable moments of revela

tion.

She returned with the lamp, and assisted in loosening the

collar of Emma's dress and in sprinkling her white face with

water. Nobody took any notice of her. Why should they,

who were overcome by the first joy of hope renewed, and

moved with pity at the sight of the fainting girl ? They

even spoke openly before her, ignoring her presence.

" Do not be afraid," said Dr. Childs : " I have never

known happiness to kill people. But she must have suffered

a great deal from suspense."

" I did not know that it had gone so far with her," said

her father in a low voice to Lady Graves. " I believe that

if the verdict had been the other way it would have killed

her also."

" She must be very fond of him," answered Lady Graves ;

" and I am thankful for it, for now I have seen how sweet

she is. Well, if it pleases God that Henry should recover,
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I hope that it will all come right in the end. Indeed, he will

be a strange man if it does not."

Just then Ellen, who was watching and listening, seemed

to become aware of Joan's presence.

" Thank you," she said to her ; " you can go now."

So Joan went, humbly enough, suffering a sharper misery

than she had dreamed that her heart could hold, and yet

vaguely happy through her wretchedness. " At least," she

thought to herself, with a flash of defiant feeling, " I am his

nurse, and they can't send me away from him yet, because

he won't let them. It made him worse when they tried

before. When he is well again Miss Levinger will take him,

but till then he is mine— mine. Oh ! I wish I had known

that she was engaged to him from the beginning : no, it

would have made no difference. It may be wicked, but I

should have loved him anyhow. It is my doom that I should

love him, and I would rather love him and be wretched, than

not love him and be happy. I suppose that it began when

I first saw him, though I did not understand it then— I

only wondered why he seemed so different to any other man

that I had seen. Well, it is done now, and there is no ,use

crying over it, so I may as well laugh, if one can laugh with

a heart like a lump of ice."

Once out of danger, Henry's progress towards recovery

was sure, if slow. Three weeks passed before he learned

how near he had been to death. It was Joan who told him,

for as yet he had been allowed only the briefest of inter

views with his mother and Ellen, and on these occasions, by

the doctor's orders, their past anxieties were not even alluded

to. Now, however, all danger was done with, and that

afternoon Joan had been informed by Dr. Childs that she

might read to her patient if he wished it, or talk to him

upon any subject in which he seemed to take interest.

It was a lovely July day, and Joan was seated sewing in

Henry's, or rather in her own room, by the open window,

through which floated the scent of flowers and a murmuring

sound of the sea. Henry had been dozing, and she laid her
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work upon her knee and watched him while he slept. Pres

ently she saw that his eyes were open and that he was

looking at her.

" Do you want anything, sir ? " she said, hastily resuming

her sewing. " Are you comfortable ? "

" Quite, thank you ; and I want nothing except to go on

looking at you. You make a very pretty picture in that old

window place, I assure you."

She coloured faintly and did not answer. Presently he

spoke again.

" Joan," he said — he always called her Joan now— " was

I very bad at any time ? "

" Yes, sir ; they almost gave you up three weeks ago —

indeed, they said the chances were ten to one against your

living."

"It is strange: I remember nothing about it. Do you

know, it gives me rather a turn. I have been too busy a

man and too occupied with life to think much of death, and

I don't quite like the sensation of having been so near to it ;

though perhaps it is not so bad as one thinks, and Heaven

knows it would have saved me plenty of worry here below,"

and Henry sighed.

" I am very grateful to you all," he went on after a mo

ment's pause, "for taking so much trouble about me—

especially to you, Joan, for somehow or other I realised

your presence even when I was off my head. I don't know

how you occupy yourself generally, but I am sure you are

fond of fresh air. It is uncommonly good of you to mew

yourself up here just to look after me."

" Don't talk like that, sir. It is my business."

" Your business ! Why is it your business ? You are

not a professional nurse, are you ? "

" No, sir, though they offered to pay me to-day," and she

flushed with indignation as she said it.

" Well, don't be angry if they did. Why shouldn't you

have a week's wage for a week's work ? I suppose you like

to earn something, like the rest of us."

" Because I don't choose to," answered Joan, tapping the
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floor with her foot : " I'd rather starve. It is my fault that

you got into this trouble, and it is an insult to offer me

money because I am helping to nurse you out of it."

"Well, there is no need to excite yourself about it. I

have no doubt they thought that you would take a different

view, and really I cannot see why you should not. Tell me

what happened on the night that they gave me up : it inter

ests me."

Then in a few graphic words Joan sketched the scene so

vividly, that Henry seemed to see himself lying unconscious

on the bed, and sinking fast into death while the doctors

watched and whispered round him.

" Were you there all the time ? " he asked curiously.

" Most of it, till I was of no further use and could bear

no more."

" What did you do then ?"

" I went to my room."

" And what did you do there ? Go to sleep ? "

"Go to sleep! I — I — cried my heart out. I mean —

that I said my prayers."

" It is very kind of you to take so much interest in me,"

he answered, in a half bantering voice; then, seeming to

understand that she was very much in earnest, he changed

the subject, asking " And what did the others do ? "

" They were all in the bar-parlour ; they waited there till

it grew dark, and then they waited on in the dark, for they

thought that presently they would be called in to see you

die. At last the change came, and Dr. Childs left you to

tell them when he was sure. 1 heard his step, and followed

him. I had no business to do it, but I could not help myself.

He went into the room and stood still, trying to make out

who was in it, and you might have heard a pin drop. Then

he spoke to your mother, and said that through the mercy of

Heaven he believed that you would live."

" Yes," said Henry ; " and what did they say then ? "

" Nobody said anything, so far as I could hear ; only Miss

Levinger screamed and dropped on the floor in a faint."

"Why did she do that ? " asked Henry. " I suppose that
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they had been keeping her there without any dinner, and her

nerves were upset."

"Perhaps they were, sir," said Joan sarcastically: "most

women's nerves would be upset when they learned that the

man they were engaged to was coming back to them from

the door of the dead."

" Possibly ; but I don't exactly see how the case applies.''

Joan rose slowly, and the work upon which she had been

employed fell from her hand to the floor.

" I do not quite understand you, sir," she said. " Do you

mean to say that you are not engaged to Miss Levinger ? "

"Engaged to Miss Levinger! Certainly not. Whatever

may happen to me if I get out of this, at the present

moment I am under no obligations of that sort to any

human creature."

" Then I am sorry that I said so much," answered Joan.

" Please forget my silly talk : I have made a mistake. I —

think that I hear my aunt coming, and— if you will excuse

me, I will go out and get a little air."

" All this is Greek to me," thought Henry, looking after

her. " Surely Ellen cannot have been right ! Oh, it is stuff

and nonsense, and I will think no more about it."

CHAPTER XI.

ELLEN CltOWS ALARMED.

On the morrow Henry had his iirst long interview with

his mother and Ellen, who again detailed to him those

particulars of his illness of which he had no memory, speak

ing more especially of the events of the afternoon and even

ing when he was supposed to be dying. To these Ellen

added her version of the incident of Emma's fainting fit,

which, although it was more ample, did not differ materially

from that given him by Joan.
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" I have heard about this," said Henry, when she paused ;

" and I am sorry that my illness should have pained Miss

Levinger so much."

" You have heard about it ? Who told you— Dr. Childs ? "

" No ; Joan Haste, who is nursing me."

" Then I can only say that she had no business to do so.

It is bad enough that this young woman, to whom we cer

tainly owe no gratitude, should have thrust herself upon

us at such a terrible moment; but it is worse that, after

acting the spy on poor Emma's grief, she should have the

hardihood to come and tell you that she had done so, and to

describe what passed."

" You must really excuse me, Ellen," her brother answered ;

" but I for one owe a great deal of gratitude to Joan Haste

—indeed, had it not been for her care, I doubt if I should

be here to be grateful to-day. Also it does not seem to have

struck you that probably she took some interest in my case,

and that her motive was not to spy upon you, but to hear

what the doctor had to say."

"A great deal of interest— too much, indeed, I think,"

said Ellen drily ; and then checked herself, for, with a warn

ing glance at her daughter, Lady Graves suddenly changed

the conversation.

A few minutes later his mother went out of the room

to speak to Mrs. Gillingwater, leaving Ellen and Henry

alone.

" I am sorry, dear, if I spoke sharply just now," said

Ellen presently. " I am afraid that I am an argumentative

creature, and it is not good for you to argue at present.

But, to tell the truth, I was a little put out because you

took the story of dear Emma's distress so coolly, and also

because I had wished to be the first to tell it to you."

" I did not mean to take it coolly, Ellen, and I can only

repeat that I am sorry. I think it a pity that a girl of Miss

Levinger's emotional temperament, who probably has had

no previous experience of illness threatening the life of a

friend, should have been exposed to such a strain upon her
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" A friend— a friend ? " ejaculated Ellen, arching her eye

brows.

"Yes, a friend— at least I suppose that I may call myself

so. Really, Ellen, you mystify me," he added petulantly.

"Really, Henry, you astonish me," his sister answered.

" Either you are the most simple of men, or you are pretend

ing ignorance out of sheer contrariness."

"Perhaps if you would not mind explaining, it might

simplify matters, Ellen. I never was good at guessing

riddles, and a fall off a church tower has not improved

my wits."

" Oh, how can you talk in that way ! Don't you remem

ber what I told you when you came home ? "

" You told me a good many things, Ellen, most of which

were more or less disagreeable."

" I told you that Emma Levinger was half in love with

you, Henry."

"Yes, I know you did ; and I didn't believe you."

" Well, perhaps you will believe me now, when I say that

she is wholly in love with you— as much in love as ever

woman was with man."

" No," said Henry, shaking his head ; " I don't wish to

contradict, but I must decline to believe that."

" Was there ever so obstinate a person ! Listen now, and

if you are not satisfied of the truth of what I say, ask

mother, ask Mr. Levinger, ask the girl herself." And word

for word she repeated the passionate confession that had

been wrung from poor Emma's agony. " Now will you

believe me ? " she said.

" It seems that I must," he answered, after a pause ;

"though I think it quite possible that Miss Levinger's

words sprang from her excitement, and did not mean what

they appeared to convey. I think also, Ellen, that you ought

to be ashamed of yourself for repeating to me what slipped

from her in a moment of mental strain, and thus put

ting her in a false position. Supposing that the doctor, or

Joan Haste, were to tell you every foolish thing which I

may have uttered during my delirium, what would you
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think of them, I wonder ? Still, I dare say that I led you

on and you meant it kindly ; but after this I am sure I

do not know how I shall dare to look that poor girl in the

face. And now I think I am a little tired. Would you

call Mrs. Gillingwater or some one ? "

Ellen left her brother's room in a state of irritation which

was not the less intense because it was suppressed. She

felt that her coup had not come off— that she had even

made matters worse instead of better. She had calculated,

if Henry's affections were not touched, that at least his

vanity would be flattered, by the tale of Emma's dramatic

exhibition of feeling : indeed, for aught she knew, either or

both of these conjectures might be correct; but she was

obliged to confess that he had given no sign by which she

could interpret his mind in any such sense. The signs were

all the other way, indeed, for he had taken the opportunity

to lecture her on her breach of confidence, and it angered

her to know that the reproof was deserved. In truth, she

was so desperately anxious to bring about this marriage as

soon as possible, that she had allowed herself to be carried

away, with the result, as she now saw, of hindering her own

object.

Ellen had a very imperfect appreciation of her brother's

character. She believed him to be cold and pharisaical, and

under this latter head she set down his notions concerning

the contraction of marriages that chanced to be satisfac

tory from a money point of view. It did not enter into her

estimate of him to presume that he might possess a delicacy

of feeling which was lacking in her own nature ; that the idea

of being thrust into marriage with any woman in order to

relieve the pecuniary necessities of his family, might revolt

him to the extent of causing a person, whom perhaps he

would otherwise have loved, to become almost distasteful

to him. She- did not understand even that the premature

and unsought declaration of affection for himself on the

part of the lady who was designed by others to be his wife,

might produce a somewhat similar effect. And yet a very

slight consideration of the principles of human nature
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would have taught her that this was likely to be the

case.

These were solutions of Henry's conduct that did not

suggest themselves to Ellen, or, if they did, she dismissed

them contemptuously in her search for a more plausible

explanation. Soon she found one which seemed to explain

everything: Joan was the explanation. Nothing escaped

Ellen's quick eyes, and she had noticed that Joan also was

distressed at Henry's danger. She had marked, moreover,

how he clung to this girl, refusing to be parted from her

even in his delirium, and with what tenderness she nursed

him ; and she knew how often men fall in love with women

who tend them in sickness.

Now, although she did not like Joan Haste, and resented

as an impertinence, or worse, her conduct in following Dr.

Childs to the parlour and reporting what took place there

to Henry, Ellen could not deny that she was handsome,

indeed beautiful, or that her manners were refined beyond

what was to be expected of one in her station, and her

bearing both gracious and dignified. Was it not possible,

Ellen reflected, that these charms had produced an effect

even upon her puritan brother, who already expressed his

gratitude with such unnecessary warmth ?

The thought filled her with alarm, for if once Henry

became entangled with this village beauty, she knew enough

of him to be sure that there would be an end of any pros

pect of his engagement to Emma— at least for the present.

Meanwhile the girl was about him all day and every day,

and never had a woman a better opportunity of carrying

her nefarious schemes to a successful issue ; for that Joan

had schemes she soon ceased to doubt.

In this dilemma Ellen took counsel with her Jianci, whom

she knew to possess a certain shrewdness ; for she preferred

to say nothing to her mother, and Sir Reginald was so unwell

that he could not be troubled with such matters. By this

time Edward Milward was aware that the Graves family

desired greatly to bring about a match between Henry and

Emma, though he was not aware how pressing were the



108 JOAN HASTE

money difficulties which led them to be anxious for this

alliance. He listened with interest to Ellen's tale, then

chuckled and said, —

" Depend upon it you have knocked the right nail on the

head as usual, Ellen. Those sanctimonious fellows like

your brother are always the deepest, and of course he is

playing his little game."

" I don't know what you mean by ' his little game,'

Edward, and I wish that you would not use such vulgar ex

pressions to me ; nor can I see how Henry can be playing

anything, considering that he never saw this person till the

day of his accident, and that he has been laid up in bed

ever since."

" Oh, well, he is getting ready to play it, which is much

the same thing, and of course it puts him off the other girl.

I am sure I don't blame him either, for I think that Joan—

what's her name— is about the loveliest woman I ever saw,

and one can't wonder that he prefers her to that thin ghost

of a Miss Levinger with her die-away airs and graces.

After all flesh and blood is the thing, and you may depend

upon it Henry thinks so."

In this speech, had he but known it, Edward contrived to

offend his betrothed in at least three separate ways, but she

thought it prudent to suppress her resentment, at any rate

for the moment.

"Do you think, dear," Ellen said blandly, "that you

could manage to remember that you are not in a club smok

ing-room ? I did not ask for these reflections ; I asked you

to give me your advice as to the best way to deal with a

difficulty."

" All right, love : please don't look so superior ; and save

up your sarcasm for the wicked Henry. As for my advice,

here it is in a nutshell : get the girl out of his way, and then

perhaps he will begin to think of the other one, to whom

you are so anxious to tie him up, though I can't say that I

consider the connection desirable myself."

Having delivered himself thus, Edward put his hands

into his pockets and strolled off in a huff. Although he
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was not thin-skinned, to tell the truth Ellen's slings and

arrows sometimes irritated this young man.

" I wonder if she will always go on like this after we are

married ? " he thought to himself. " Perhaps she'll get

worse. What's that about a green and a dry tree ? She's

dry enough anyway when she likes, and sometimes I think

that I am pretty green. By George ! if I believed that she

always meant to keep up this game of snubs and sharp

answers, fond as I am of her, I think I would cut the show

before it is too late. There are a good many things that I

don't like about it ; I sometimes suspect that the whole set

of them are pretty well broke, and I don't want to marry

into a bankrupt family. Then that fellow Henry is an

infernal prig, — not but what I would be careful to see

precious little of him. I wonder why Ellen is so anxious

that he should take up with the Levinger girl ? From all I

can find out the father is a disreputable old customer, who

made a low marriage, and whom everybody declines to know.

It is shady, deuced shady," and, filled with these gloomy

musings, Edward made his way into the dining-room to

lunch.

Here Ellen, who in the interval had bethought herself

that she was showing a little too much of the iron hand,

received him graciously enough : indeed, she was so affec

tionate and pleasant in her manner, that before the afternoon

was over Edward's doubts were dispelled, and he forgot that

he had that morning contemplated a step so serious as the

breaking off of his engagement. .

However coarsely he might express himself, Ellen had

wit enough to see that Edward's advice was of the soundest.

Certainly it was desirable that Joan Haste should be got

rid of, but how was this to be brought about ? She could

not tell her to go, nor could she desire Mrs. Gillingwater to

order her out of the house. Ellen pondered the question

deeply, and after sleeping a night over it she came to the

conclusion that she would take Mr. Levinger into her counsel.

She knew him to be a shrewd and resourceful man ; she
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knew, moreover— for her father had repeated the gist of

the conversation between them—that he was bent upon

the marriage of Henry with his daughter ; and lastly she

knew that he was the landlord of the Crown and Mitre, in

which the Gillingwaters lived. Surely, therefore, if any

one could get rid of Joan, Mr. Levinger would be able to

do so.

As it chanced upon this particular morning, Ellen was to

drive over in the dogcart to lunch at Monk's Lodge, calling

at the Crown and Mitre on her way through Bradmouth in

order to hear the latest news of Henry. This programme

she carried out, only stopping long enough at the inn, how

ever, to run to her brother's room for a minute while the

cart waited at the door. Here she discovered him propped

up with pillows, while by his side was seated Joan, engaged

in reading to him, and, worse still, in reading poetry. Now,

for poetry in the abstract Ellen did not greatly care, but she

. had heard the tale of Paolo and Francesca, and knew well

that when a young man and woman are found reading verses

together, it may be taken as a sign that they are very much

in sympathy.

" Good morning, Henry," said Ellen. " Good gracious, my

dear ! what are you doing ? "

" Good morning, Ellen," he answered. " I am enjoying

myself listening to Joan here, who is reading me some

poetry, which she does very nicely indeed."

Ellen would not even turn her head to look at Joan, who

had risen and stood book in hand.

" I had no idea that you wasted your time upon such non

sense, especially so early in the morning," she said, glancing

round, " when I see that your room has not yet been dusted.

But never mind about the poetry. I only came in to ask

how you were, and to say that I am going to lunch with the

Levingers. Have you any message for them ? "

" Nothing particular," he said precisely, and with a slight

hardening of his face, "except my best thanks to Miss

Levinger for her note and the fruit and flowers she has so

kindly sent me."
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" Very well, then ; I will go on, as I don't want to keep

the mare standing. Good-bye, dear ; I shall look in again

in the afternoon." And she went without waiting for an

answer.

" I wished to ask her how my father was," said Henry,

" but she never gave me a chance. Well, now that the excite

ment is over, go on, Joan."

" No, sir ; if you will excuse me, I don't think that I will

read any more poetry."

" Why not ? I am deeply interested. I think it must be

nearly twenty years since I have seen a line of ' Lancelot

and Elaine.' " And he looked at her, waiting for an answer.

" Because," blurted out Joan, blushing furiously, " because

Miss Graves doesn't wish me to read poetry to you, and I

dare say she is right, and— it is not my place to do so. But

all the same it is not true to say that the room wasn't dusted,

for you know that you saw me dust it yourself after aunt

left."

"My dear girl, don't distress yourself," Henry answered,

with ■ more tenderness in his voice than perhaps he meant to

betray. " I really am not accustomed to be dictated to by my

sister, or anybody else, as to who should or should not read

me poems. However, as you seem to be upset, quite unne

cessarily I assure you, let us give it up for this morning and

compromise on the Times."

Meanwhile Ellen was pursuing her course along the beach

road towards Monk's Lodge, where she arrived within half

an hour.

Monk's Lodge, a quaint red-brick house of the Tudor

period, was surrounded on three sides by plantations of Scotch

firs. To the east, however, stretching to the top of the sea

cliff, was a strip of turf, not more than a hundred yards

wide, so that all the front windows of the house commanded

an uninterrupted view of the ocean. Behind the building

lay the gardens, which were old-fashioned and beautiful, and

sheltered by the encircling belts of firs ; but in front were

neither trees nor flowers, for the fierce easterly gales, and
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the salt spray which drifted thither in times of storm, would

not allow of their growth.

Descending from the dogcart, Ellen was shown through

the house into the garden, where she found Emma seated

reading, or pretending to read, under the shade of a cedar ;

for the day was hot and still.

" How good of you to come, Ellen ! " she said, springing

up, — " and so early too."

" I can't take credit for any particular virtue in that respect,

my dear," Ellen answered, kissing her affectionately ; " it is

pleasant to escape to this delightful place and be quiet for a

few hours, and I have been looking forward to it for a week.

What between sickness and other things, my life at home is

one long worry just now."

" It ought not to be, when you are engaged to be married,"

said Emma interrogatively.

"Even engagements have their drawbacks, as no doubt

you will discover one day," she answered, with a little shrug

of her shoulders. " Edward is the best and dearest of men,

but he can be a wee bit trying at times: he is too affec

tionate and careful of me, if that is possible, for you know

I am an independent person and do not like to have some

one always running after me like a nurse with a child."

" Perhaps he will give up that when you are married,"

said Emma doubtfully. Somehow she could not picture her

handsome and formidable friend— for at times the gentle

Emma admitted to herself that she was rather formidable—

as the constant object and recipient of petits soins and sweet

murmured nothings.

" Possibly he will," answered Ellen decisively. " By the

way, I just called in to see Henry, whom I found in a state

of great delight with the note and roses which you sent him.

He asked me to give you his kindest regards, and to say

that he was much touched by your thought of him."

"They were lilies, not roses," answered Emma, looking

down.

" I meant lilies, — did I say roses ? " said Ellen inno

cently. " And, talking of lilies, you look a little pale, dear."
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" I am always pale, Ellen ; and, like you, I have been a

good deal worried lately."

" Worried ! Who can worry you in this Garden of Eden ? "

" Nobody. It is — my own thoughts. I dare say that

even Eve felt worried in her garden after she had eaten that

apple, you know."

Ellen shook her head. " I am not clever, like you," she

said, smiling, " and I don't understand parables. If you

want my advice you must come down to my level and speak

plainly."

Emma turned, and walked slowly from the shadow of the

cedar tree into the golden flood of sunlight. Very slowly

she passed down the gravel path, that was bordered by

blooming roses, pausing now and again as though to admire

some particular flower.

" She looks more like a white butterfly than a woman, in

that dress of hers," thought Ellen, who was watching her

curiously ; " and really it would not seem wonderful if she

floated away and vanished. It is hot out there, and I think

that I had better not follow her. She has something to say,

and will come back presently."

She was right. After a somewhat prolonged halt at the

end of the path, Emma turned and walked, or rather flitted,

straight back to the cedar tree.

"I will speak plainly," she said, "though I could not

make up my mind to do so at first. I am ashamed of my

self, Ellen — so bitterly ashamed that sometimes I feel as

though I should like to run away and never be seen again."

" And why, my dear ? " asked Ellen, lifting her eyes.

" What dreadful crime have you committed, that you should

suffer such remorse ? "

"No crime, but a folly, which they say is worse, — an

unpardonable folly. You know what I mean, — those words

that I said when your brother was supposed to be dying.

You must have heard them."

" Yes, I heard them ; and now that he is not dying, they

please me more than any words that I ever listened to from

your lips. It is my dearest wish that things should come

1
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about between Henry and you as I am sure that they will

come about, now that I know your mind towards him."

" If they please you, the memory of them tortures me,"

Emma answered, passionately clenching her slim white

hands. " Oh ! how could I be so shameless as to declare my

—my love for a man who has never spoken a single affec

tionate word to me, who probably looks on me with utter

indifference, or, for aught I know, with dislike ! And the

worst of it is I cannot excuse myself : I cannot say that they

were nonsense uttered in a moment of fear and excitement,

for it was the truth, the dreadful truth, that broke from me,

and which I had no power to withhold. I do love him ; I

have loved him from the day when I first saw him, nearly

two years ago, as I shall always love him ; and that is why

I am disgraced."

" Really, Emma, I cannot see what there is shocking in a

girl becoming fond of a man. You are not the first person

to whom such a thing has happened."

" No, there is nothing shocking in the love itself. So long

as I kept it secret it was good and holy, a light by which I

could guide my life ; but now that I have blurted it, it is dis

honoured, and I am dishonoured with it. That I was my

self half dead with the agony of suspense is no excuse : I

say that I am dishonoured."

To the listening Ellen all these sentiments, natural as they

might be to a girl of Emma's exalted temperament and spot

less purity of mind, were as speeches made in the Hebrew

tongue— indeed, within herself she did not hesitate to char

acterise her friend as " a high-flown little idiot." But, as

she could not quite see what would be the best line to take

in answering her, she satisfied herself with shaking her head

as though in dissent, and looking sympathetic.

" What torments me most," went on Emma, who by now

was thoroughly worked up— "I can say it to you, for you are

a woman and will understand— is the thought that those

shameless words might possibly come to your brother's ears.

Three people heard them,— Lady Graves, yourself and my

father. Of course I know that neither you nor your mother
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would betray me, for, as I say, you are women and will feel

for me ; but, oh ! I cannot be sure of my father. I know

what he desires ; and if he thought that he could advance

his object, I am not certain that I could trust him—no,

although he has promised to be silent : though, indeed, to

tell your brother would be the surest way to defeat himself ;

for, did he learn the truth, such a man would despise me for

ever."

" My dear girl," said Ellen boldly, for she felt that the.

situation required courage, "do calm yourself. Of course

no one would dream of betraying to Henry what you insist

upon calling an indiscretion, but what I thought a very beau

tiful avowal made under touching circumstances." Then

she paused, and added reflectively, " I only see one danger."

" What danger ? " asked Emma.

"Well, it has to do with that girl — Joan somebody—

who brought about all this trouble, and who is nursing Henry,

very much against my wish. I happen to have found out

that she was listening at the door when Dr. Childs came

into the room that night, just before you fainted, and it is

impossible to say how long she had been there, and equally

impossible to answer for her discretion."

" Joan Haste — that lovely woman ! Of course she heard,

and of course she will tell him. I was afraid of her the

moment that I saw her, and now I begin to see why, though

I believe that this is only the beginning of the evils which

she will bring upon me. I am sure of it : I feel it in my

heart."

" I think that you are alarming yourself quite unnecessa

rily, Emma. It is possible that this girl may repeat any

thing that she chances to overhear, and it is probable that

she will do her best to strike up a flirtation with Henry, if

he is foolish enough to allow it ; for persons of this kind

always avail themselves of such an opportunity — generally

with a view to future compensation. But Henry is a cau

tious individual, who has never been known to commit him

self in that fashion, and I don't see why he should begin

now ; though I do think it would be a good thing if that
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young lady could be sent about her business. At the worst,

however, there would only be some temporary entanglement,

such as happens every day, and means nothing serious."

" Nothing serious ? I am sure it would be serious enough

if that girl had to do with it : she is not a flirt— she looks

too strong and earnest for that kind of thing ; and if once

she made him fond of her, she would never let him go."

" Perhaps," answered Ellen ; " but first of all she has to

. make him fond of her, and I have reasons for knowing, even

if she wishes to do this, that she will find it a little difficult."

" What reasons ? " asked Emma.

" Only that a man like Henry does not generally fall in

love with two women at the same time," Ellen answered

drily.

" Is he — is he already in love, then ? "

"Yes, dear; unless I am very much mistaken, he is

already in love — with you."

" I doubt it," Emma answered, shaking her head. " But

even if it should be so, there will be an end of it if he

hears of my behaviour on that night. And he is sure to

hear : I know that he will hear."

And, as though overcome by the bitterness of her position,

Emma put her hands before her eyes, then turned suddenly

and walked into the house.

CHAPTER XII.

ELLEN FINDS A REMEDY.

When Emma had gone Ellen settled herself comfortably

in a garden chair, sighed, and began to fan her face with a

newspaper which lay at hand. Her mind was agitated, for

it had become obvious to her that the position was full of

complications, which at present her well-meant efforts had

increased rather than diminished.
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"I only hope that I may be forgiven for all the white

lies I have been forced to tell this morning," she reflected.

Ellen did not consider her various embellishments of the

truth as deserving of any harsher name, since it seemed to her

not too sensitive conscience, that if Jove laughs at lovers' per

juries, he must dismiss with a casual smile the prevarications

of those who wish to help other people to become lovers.

Still Ellen felt aggrieved, foreseeing the possibility of

being found out and placed in awkward positions. Oh,

what fools they were, and how angry she was with both of

them— with Emma for her schoolgirlish sentiment, and

with Henry for his idiotic pride and his headstrong obsti

nacy ! Surely the man must be mad to wish to fling away

such a girl as Emma and her fortune, to say nothing of the

romantic devotion that she cherished for him, little as he

deserved it — a devotion which Ellen imagined would have

been flattering to the self-conceit of any male. It was hard

on her that she should be obliged to struggle against such

rank and wrong-headed stupidity, and even driven to con

descend to plots and falsehoods. After all, it was not for

her own benefit that she did this, or only remotely so, since

she was well provided for ; though it was true that, should

she become involved in an immediate financial scandal, her

matrimonial prospects might be affected.

No, it was for the benefit of her family, the interests of

which, to do her justice, Ellen had more at heart than any

other earthly thing, her own welfare of course excepted.

Should this marriage fall through, ruin must overtake their

house, and their name would be lost, in all probability never

to be heard again. It seemed impossible to her that her

brother should wish to reject the salvation which was so

freely proffered to him ; and yet, maddening as the thought

might be, she could not deny that she saw signs of such a

desire. Well, she would not give up the game ; tired as she

was of it, she would fight to the last ditch. Were she to

draw back now, she felt that she should fail in her most

sacred duty.

As Ellen came to this determination she saw Mr. Levinger
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walking towards her. He was leaning on his stick, as usual,

and looked particularly refined in his summer suit and

grey wide-awake hat.

" How do you do, Miss Graves ? " he said, in his gentle

voice : " I heard that you were here, but did not come out

because I thought you might wish to have a chat with

Emma. Where has she gone ? "

" I don't know," Ellen answered, as they shook hands.

" Well, I dare say that she will be back presently. How

hot it is here ! Would you like to come and sit in my study

till luncheon is ready ? " And he led the way to a French

window that opened on to the lawn.

Mr. Levinger's study was a very comfortable room, and

its walls were lined with books almost to the ceiling. Books

also lay about on the desk. Evidently he had risen from

reading one of them, and Ellen noticed with surprise that

it was Jeremy Taylor's " Holy Living."

"How is your brother to-day?" he asked, when they

were seated.

Ellen reflected a moment, and determined to take advan

tage of the opportunity to unbosom herself.

" He is doing as well as possible, thank you. Still I am

anxious about him."

" Why ? I thought that he was clear of all complications

except the chance of a limp like mine."

" I did not mean that I was anxious about his health, Mr.

Levinger. I am sure that you will forgive me if I am frank

with you, so I will speak out."

He bowed expectantly, and Ellen went on:

" My father has told me, and indeed I know it from what

you have said to me at different times, that for various rea

sons you would be glad if Henry and Emma—made a

match of it."

Again Mr. Levinger bowed.

" I need not say that our family would be equally glad ;

and that Emma herself would be glad we learned from what

she said the other day. There remains therefore only one

person who could object— Henry himself. As you know,
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he is a curiously sensitive man, especially where money

matters are concerned, and I believe firmly that the fact of

this marriage being so greatly to his advantage, and to that

of his family, is the one thing which makes him hesitate, for

I am sure, from the way in which he has spoken of her, that

he is much attracted by Emma. Had he come here to stay,

however, I fancy that all this would have passed off, and by

now they might have been happily engaged, or on the verge

of it ; but you see, this accident happened, and he is laid up

—unfortunately, not here."

"He will not be laid up for ever, Miss Graves. As you

say, I am anxious for this marriage, and I hope that it will

come about in due course."

"No, he will not be laid up for ever; but what I fear is,

that it may be too long for Emma's and his own welfare."

"You must pardon me, but I do not quite understand."

" Then you must pardon me if I speak to you without

reserve. You may have noticed that there is a singularly

handsome girl at the Bradmouth inn. I mean Joan

Haste."

At the mention of this name Mr. Levinger rose suddenly

from his chair and walked to the end of the room, where he

appeared to lose himself in the contemplation of the morocco

backs of an encyclopedia. Presently he turned, and it struck

Ellen that his face was strangely agitated, though at this

distance she could not be sure.

" Yes, I know the girl," he said in his usual voice — " the

one who brought about the accident. What of her ? "

" Only this : I fear that, unless something is done to pre

vent it, she may bring about another and a greater accident.

Listen, Mr. Levinger. I have no facts to go on, or at least

very few, but I have my eyes and my instinct. If I am not

mistaken, Joan Haste is in love with Henry, and doing her

best to make him in love with her—an effort in which, con

sidering her opportunities, her great personal advantages,

and the fact that men generally do become fond of their

nurses, she is likely enough to succeed, for he is just the

kind of person to make a fool of himself in this way."
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" What makes you think so ? " asked Mr. Levinger, with

evident anxiety.

" A hundred things : when he was not himself he would

scarcely allow her out of his sight, and now it is much the

same. But I go more by what I saw upon her face during

all that day of the crisis, and the way in which she looks at

him when she fancies that no one is observing her. Of

course I may be wrong, and a passing flirtation with a vil

lage beauty is not such a very serious matter, or would not

be in the case of most men ; but, on the other hand, perhaps

I am right, and where an obstinate person like my brother

Henry is concerned, the consequences might prove fatal to

all our hopes."

Mr. Levinger seemed to see the force of this contention,

and indeed Ellen had put the case very sensibly and clearly.

At any rate he did not try to combat it.

" What do you suggest ? " he asked. " You are a woman

of experience and common sense, and I am sure that you

have thought of a remedy before speaking to me."

" My suggestion is, that Joan should be got out of the

way as quickly as possible ; and I have consulted you, Mr.

Levinger, because your interest in the matter is as strong as

my own, and you are the only person who can get rid of her."

" Why do you say that ? " he asked, rising for the second

time. " The girl is of age, and I cannot control her move

ments."

" Is she ? I was not aware of her precise age," answered

Ellen ; " but I have noticed, Mr. Levinger, that you seem to

have a great deal of authority in all sorts of unsuspected

places, and perhaps if you think it over a little you may

find that you have some here. For instance, I believe that

you own the Crown and Mitre, and I should fancy, from

what I have seen of her, that Mrs. Gillingwater, the aunt,

is a kind of person who might be approached with some

success. There goes the bell for luncheon, and as I think I

have said everything that occurs to me, I will run up to

Emma's room and wash my hands."

" The bell for luncheon," mused Mr. Levinger, looking
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after her. " Well, I have not often been more glad to hear

it. That woman has an alarming way of putting things;

and I wonder how much she knows, or if she was merely

stabbing in the dark ? Gone to wash her hands, has she ?

Yes, I see, and left me to wash mine, if I can. Anyway,

she is sharp as a needle, and she is right. The man will

have no chance with that girl if she chooses to lay siege to

him. Her mother before her was fascinating enough, and

she was nothing compared to Joan, either in looks or mind.

She must be got rid of : but how ? " and he looked round as

though searching for a clue, till his eye fell upon the book

that lay open before him.

" ' Holy Living,' " he said, shutting it impatiently : " no

more of that for me to-day, or for some time to come. I

have other things to think of now, things that I hoped I

had done with. Well, there goes the bell for luncheon, and

I must go too, but without washing my hands," and he

stared at his delicate fingers. " After all, they do not look

so very dirty; even Ellen Graves will scarcely notice

them " ; and laughing bitterly at his own jest he left the room.

That afternoon Mr. Levinger had a long conversation with

Mrs. Gillingwater, whom he sent for to see him after Ellen

had gone.

With the particulars of this interview we need not concern

ourselves, but the name of Samuel Rock was mentioned in it.

On the following morning it chanced that Mr. Samuel

Rock received a letter from Mr. Levinger referring to the

erection of a cattle-shed upon some fifty acres of grass land

which he held as that gentleman's tenant. This cattle-shed

Samuel had long desired ; indeed, it is not too much to say

that he had clamoured for it, for he did not belong to that

class of tenant which considers the landlord's pocket, or

makes shift without improvements when they can be had by

importunity. Consequently, as was suggested in the letter,

he hastened to present himself at Monk's Lodge on that very

afternoon, adorned in his shiniest black coat and his broad

est-brimmed wide-awake.
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" The man looks more like a Methodist parson than ever,"

thought Mr. Levinger, as he watched his advent. " I won

der if she will have anything to say to him ? Well, I must

try."

In due course Samuel Rock was shown in, and took the

chair that was offered to him, upon the very edge of which

he seated himself in a gingerly fashion, his broad hat rest

ing on his knee. Mr. Rock's manner towards his landlord

was neither defiant nor obsequious, but rather an unhappy

combination of these two styles. He did not touch his fore

head according to the custom of the old-times tenant, nor did

he offer to shake hands. His greeting consisted of a jerky

bow, lacking alike dignity and politeness, a half-hearted

salute which seemed to aim at compromise between a cer

tain respect for tradition and a proper sense of the equality

of all men in the sight of Heaven.

" How do you do, Mr. Rock ? " said Mr. Levinger cheer

fully. " I thought that I would ask you to have a chat with

me on the matter of that cowshed, about which you spoke at

the audit last January — rather strongly, if I remember."

" Yes, Mr. Levinger, sir," answered Samuel, in a hesitating

but mellifluous voice. " I shall be very glad to speak about

it. A shed is needed on those marshes, sir, where we look

to let the cattle lie out till late in autumn, untempered to all

the winds of heaven, which blow keen down there, and also

in the spring ; and I hope you see your way to build one,

Mr. Levinger, else I fear that I shall have to give you notice

and find others more accommodating."

" Really ! do you think so ? Well, if you wish to do that,

I am ready to meet you half way and accept short service,

so that you can clear out next Michaelmas ; for I don't mind

telling you that I know another party who will be glad to

take the land."

"Indeed, sir, I was not aware," answered Samuel, run

ning his fingers through his straight hair uncomfortably —

for the last thing that he desired was to part with these

particular marshes. "Not that I should wish to stand

between a landlord and a better offer in these times. Still,
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Mr. Levinger, I don't hold it right, as between man and

man, to slip like that behind a tenant's back as has always

paid his rent."

The conversation, which was a long one, need not be pur

sued further. Samuel was of the opinion that Mr. Levinger

should bear the entire cost of the shed, which the latter de

clined to do. At length, however, an arrangement was

effected that proved mutually satisfactory ; the " said land

lord " agreeing to find all material necessary, and to pay the

skilled labour, and the " said tenant " undertaking to dig the

holes for the posts and to cut the reed for thatch.

" Ah, Mr. Rock," said Levinger, as he signed a note of

their contract, " it is very well for you to pretend that you

are hard up ; but I know well enough, notwithstanding the

shocking times, that you are the warmest man in these parts.

You see you began well, with plenty of capital ; and though

you rent some, you have been wise enough to keep your own

land in hand, and not trust it to the tender mercies of a ten

ant. That, combined with good farming, careful living and

hard work, is what has made you rich, when many others

are on the verge of ruin. You ought- to be getting a wife,

Mr. Rock, and starting a family of your own, for if anything

happened to you there is nowhere for the property to go."

" We are in the Lord's hands, sir, and man is but grass,"

answered Samuel sententiously, though it was clear from

his face that he did not altogether appreciate this allusion

to his latter end. " Still, under the mercy of Heaven, hav

ing my health, and always being careful to avoid chills, I

hope to see a good many younger men out yet. And as for

getting married, Mr. Levinger, I think it is the whole duty

of man, or leastways half of it, when he has earned enough

to support a wife and additions which she may bring with

her. But the thing is to find the woman, sir, for it isn't

every girl that a careful Christian would wish to wed."

" Quite so, Mr. Rock. Have a glass of port, won't you ? "

— and Mr. Levinger poured out some wine from a decanter

which stood on the table and pushed it towards him. Then,

taking a little himself by way of company, he added, "I
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should have thought that you could find a suitable person

about here."

" Your health, sir," said Samuel, drinking off the port

and setting down the glass, which Mr. Levinger refilled.

" I am not saying, sir," he added, " that such a girl cannot

be found, — I am not even saying that I have not found

such a girl : that's one thing, marrying is another."

" Ah ! indeed," said Mr. Levinger.

Again Samuel lifted his glass and drank half its contents.

The wine was of the nature that is known as " full-bodied,"

and, not having eaten for some hours, it began to take effect

on him. Samuel grew expansive.

"I wonder, sir," he said, "if I might take a liberty?

I wonder if I might ask your advice ? I should be grateful

if you would give it to me, for I know that you have the

cleverest head of any gentleman in these parts. Also, sir,

you are no talker."

" I shall be delighted if I can be of any service to an old

friend and tenant like yourself," answered Mr. Levinger

airily. " What is the difficulty ? "

Samuel finished the second glass of wine, and felt it go

ever so little to his head ; for which he was not sorry, as it

made him eloquent.

"The difficulty is this, sir. Thank you— just a taste

more. I don't drink wine myself, as a rule— it is too

costly ; but this is real good stuff, and maketh glad the

heart of man, as in the Bible. Well, sir, here it is in a nut

shell : I want to marry a girl ; I am dead set on it ; but she

won't have me, or at least she puts me off."

" Why not try another, then ? "

"Because I don't want no other, Mr. Levinger, sir," he

answered, suddenly taking fire. The wine had done its

work with him, and moreover this was the one subject that

had the power to break through the cold cunning which

was a characteristic of his nature. " I want this girl or none,

and I mean to have her if I wait half a lifetime for her."

" You are in earnest, at any rate, which is a good augury

for your success. And who may the lady be ? "
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" Who may she be ? Why, I thought you knew ! There's

only one about here that she could be. Joan Haste, of

course."

" Joan Haste ! Ah ! Yes, she is a handsome and attrac

tive girl."

" Handsome and attractive ? Eh ! she is all that. To

me she is what the sun is to the corn and the water to the

fish. I can't live without her. Look here : I have watched

her for years, ever since she was a child. I have summered

her and wintered her, as the saying is, thinking that I

wouldn't make no mistake about her, whatever I might feel,

nor give myself away in a hurry, seeing that I wanted to keep

what I earn for myself, and not to spend it on others just

because a pretty face chanced to take my fancy."

" Perhaps you have been a little too careful under the cir

cumstances,' Mr. Rock."

" Maybe I have : anyway, it has come home to me now.

A month or so back I spoke out, because I couldn't keep

myself in no longer."

" To Joan Haste ? "

"Yes, to Joan Haste. Her aunt knew about it before,

but she didn't seem able to help me much."

" And what did Joan say ? "

" She said that she did not love me, and that she never

would love me nor marry me; but she said also that she

had no thought for any other man."

" Excuse me, Mr. Rock, but did this interview happen

before Captain Graves and Joan Haste met with their acci

dent in Ramborough Abbey ? I want to fix the date, that's

all."

f It happened on that same afternoon, sir. The Captain

must have come along just after I left."

And Samuel paused, passing his white hands over each

other uneasily, as though he were washing them, for Mr.

Levinger's question seemed to suggest some new and un

pleasant idea to his mind.

" Well ? "

" Well, there isn't much more to say, sir, except that I
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think I was a bit unlucky in the way I put it to her ; for

it slipped out of my mouth about her father never having

had a name, and that seemed to anger her."

" Perhaps it was not the best possible way to ingratiate

yourself with the young woman," replied Mr. Levinger

sweetly. " So you came to no understanding with her ? "

" Well, I did and I didn't. I found out that she is afraid

for her life of her aunt, who favours me ; so I made a bargain

with her that, if she would let the matter stand open for

six months, I'd promise to say nothing to Mrs. Gilling-

water."

" I see : you played upon the girl's fears. Doubtful policy

again, I think."

" It was the best I could do, sir ; for starving dogs must

eat offal, as the saying is. And now, Mr. Levinger, if you

can help me, I shall be a grateful man all my days. They

do say down in Bradmouth that you know something about

Joan's beginnings, and have charge of her in a way, and

that is why I made bold to speak to you ; for I only prom

ised to be mum to her aunt."

" Do they indeed, Mr. Rock ? Truly in Bradmouth their

tongues are long and their ears open. And yet, as you are

seeking to many her, I do not mind telling you that there is

enough truth in this report to give it colour. As it chances,

I did know something of Joan's father, though I am not at

liberty to mention his name. He was a gentleman, and has

been dead many years ; but he left me, not by deed but in an

informal manner, in a position of some responsibility towards

her, and entrusted me with a sum of money— small, but

sufficient — to be employed for her benefit, at my entire

discretion, which was only hampered by one condition —

namely, that she should not be educated as a lady. Now,

Mr. Eock, I have told you so much in order to make matters

clear ; but I will add this to it : if you repeat a single word,

either to Joan herself or to anybody else, you need hope for

no help from me in your suit. You see I am perfectly frank

with you. I ask no promises, but I appeal to your interests."

" I understand, sir ; but the mischief of it is, whether you
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wished or not, that you have made a lady of her, and

that is why she looks down on me ; or perhaps, being in her

blood, it will out."

" It would be possible to suggest other reasons for her

unwillingness to accept your offer," replied Mr. Levinger

drily ; " but this is neither here nor there. On the whole I

approve of your suit, provided that you are ready to make

proper settlements upon Joan, for I know you are a thriving

man, and I see that you are attached to her."

" I'll do anything that I can, sir, for I have no mind to

stint money in this matter. But though you are so kind

as to wish me well, I don't see how that sets me any for-

rarder with Joan."

"Perhaps you will in a few days' time, though. And

now I've got a bit of advice to give you : don't you bother

about that six months' promise. You go at her again— in

a week, let us say. You know how she is employed now, do

you not ? "

" I have heard that she is helping to nurse the Captain."

" Quite so : she is helping to nurse the Captain. Now,

please understand that I make no imputations, but I don't

know if you consider this a suitable occupation for a beau

tiful young woman whom you happen to wish to marry.

Captain Graves is a very fine fellow, and people sometimes

grow intimate under such circumstances. Joan told you

that she cared for no man on the tenth of June. Perhaps if

you wait till the tenth of December she may not be able to

say so much."

By this time the poison of Mr. Levinger's hints had sunk

deep into his hearer's mind ; though had he known Samuel's

character more thoroughly, he might have thought the dan

ger of distilling it greater than any advantage that was

to be gained thereby. Indeed, a minute later he regretted

having said so much, for, glancing at him, he saw that Bock

was deeply affected. His sallow face had become red, his

quivering lips were livid, and he was snatching at his thin

beard.

" Damn him ! " he said, springing to his feet : " if he leads
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her that way, fine fellow or not, I'll do for him. I tell you

that if he wants to keep a whole skin, he had better leave

my ewe-lamb alone."

In an instant Mr. Levinger saw, that he had set fire to a

jealousy fierce enough to work endless mischief, and too late

he tried to stamp out the flame.

" Sit down, sir," he said quietly, but in the tone of one who

at some time in his career had been accustomed to the com

mand of men ; " sit down, and never dare to speak before me

like that again. Now," he added, as Samuel obeyed him,

" you will apologise to me for those words, and you will

dismiss all such thoughts from your mind. Otherwise I tell

you that I take back everything I have said, and that you

shall never even speak to Joan Haste again."

Samuel's fit of passion had passed by now, or perhaps it

had been frightened away, for his face grew pale, paler than

usual, and the constant involuntary movement of his furtive

hands was the only sign left of the storm that shook him.

" I beg your pardon, sir," he said in a whining voice :

" the Lord knows I beg your pardon ; and what's more, I

didn't mean nothing of what I said. It was jealousy that

made me speak so, jealousy bitter as the grave ; and when I

heard you talk of her getting fond of that Captain— my

Joan fond of another man, a gentleman too, who would be

bound to treat her as her mother was treated by some

villain — it seemed as though all the wickedness in the

world bubbled up in my heart and spoke through my

mouth."

" There, that will do," answered Mr. Levinger testily.

" See that you do not let such wickedness bubble again in

your heart, or anywhere else, that's all ; for at the first

sign of it — and remember I shall have my eye on you —

there will be an end of your courtship. And now you had

better go. Take my advice and ask her again in a week or

so ; you can come and tell me how you get on. Good-day."

Samuel picked up his broad hat, bowed, and departed,

walking delicately, like Agag, as though he expected at every

moment to put his foot upon an egg.
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•' Upon my word," thought Mr. Levinger, " I'm half

afraid of that fellow ! I wonder if it is safe to let the girl

marry him. On the whole I should think so; he has a

great deal to recommend him, and this kind of thing will

pass off. She isn't the woman to stand much of it. Any

way, it seems necessary for everybody's welfare, though

somehow I doubt if good will come of all this scheming."

CHAPTER XIII.

A MEETING BY THE MERE.

Mb. Levinger's confidential interview with Mrs. Gilling-

water was not long in bearing fruit. Joan soon became

aware that her aunt was watching her closely, and most

closely of all whenever she chanced to be in attendance on

Henry, with whom she was now left alone as little as pos

sible. The effect of this knowledge was to produce an

intense irritation in her mind. Her conscience was guilty,

but Joan was not a woman to take warning from a guilty

conscience. Indeed, its sting only drove her faster along

the downward road, much as a high-mettled horse often

rebels furiously under the punishment of the whip. There

was a vein of self-willed obstinacy and of " devil-may-cared-

ness " in Joan's nature that, dormant hitherto, at this crisis

of her life began to assert itself with alarming power. Come

what might, she was determined to have her way and not to

be thwarted. There is this to be said in excuse for her, that

now her whole being was dominated by her passion for

Henry. In the ordinary sense of the word it was not love

that possessed her, nor was it strictly what is understood by

passion, but rather, if it can be defined at all, some strange

new force, some absorbing influence that included both love

and passion, and yet had mysterious qualities of its own.

Fortunately, with English women such infatuations are not
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common, though they are to be found frequently enough

among people of the Latin race, where sometimes they result

in blind tragedies that seem almost inexplicable to our sober

sense. But, whatever the cause, Joan had fallen a victim to

this fate, and now it mastered her, body and mind and soul.

She had never cared for any one before, and on Henry she

let loose the pent-up affections of a lifetime. No breath of

passion had ever moved her, and now a look from his eyes

or a touch of his hand stirred all the fibres of her nature as

the wind stirs every leaf upon a tree. He was her darling,

her desire. Till she had learnt to love him she had not

known the powers and the possibilities of life, and if she

could win his love she would even have been willing to pay

for it at the price of her own death.

The approach of such an infatuation would have terrified

most girls : they would have crushed it, or put themselves

beyond its reach before it took hold of them. But then the

majority of young English women, even of those who belong

to the humbler walks of life, do not stand by their own

strength alone. Either they have an inherited sense of the

proprieties that amounts almost to an instinct, or they possess

strong religious principles, or there are those about them

who guide and restrain any dangerous tendency in their

natures. At the very least they are afraid of losing the

respect and affection of their friends and relatives, and of

becoming a mark for the sneers and scandal of the world in

which they move.

In Joan's case these influences were for the most part

lacking. From childhood she had lived beneath the shadow

of a shame that, in some degree, had withered her moral

sense ; no father or mother gave her their tender guidance,

and of religion she had been taught so little that, though she

conformed to its outward ceremonies, it could not be said to

have any real part in her life. Relatives she had none except

her harsh and coarse-minded aunt ; her few friends made at

a middle-class school were now lost to her, for with the girls

of her own rank in the village she would not associate, and

those of better standing either did, or affected to look down
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upon her. In short, her character was compounded of po

tentialities for good and evil; she was sweet and strong-

natured and faithful, but she had not learned that these

qualities are of little avail to bring about the happiness or

moral well-being of her who owns them, unless they are

dominated by a sense of duty. Having such a sense, the

best of lis are liable to error in this direction or in that ;

wanting it, we must indeed be favoured if we escape disas

ter among the many temptations of life. It was Joan's

misfortune rather than her fault, for she was the victim of

her circumstances and not of any innate depravity, that she

lacked this controlling power, and in this defenceless state

found herself suddenly exposed to the fiercest temptation

that can assail awoman of her character and gifts, the temp

tation to give way to a love which, if it did not end in empty

misery, could only bring shame upon herself and ceaseless

trouble and remorse to its object.

Thus it came about that during these weeks Joan lived in

a wild and fevered dream, lived for the hour only, thinking

little and caring less of what the future might bring forth.

Her purpose, so far as she can be said to have had one, was

to make Henry love her, and to the consummation of this

end she brought to bear all her beauty and every power of

her mind. That success must mean sorrow to her and to

him did not affect her, though in her wildest moments she

never dreamed of Henry as her husband. She loved him

to-day, and to-day he was there for her to love : let the mor

row look to itself, and the griefs that it might bring.

If such was Joan's attitude towards Henry, it may be

asked what was Henry's towards Joan. The girl attracted

him strangely, after a fashion in which he had never been

attracted by a woman before. ' Her fresh and ever-varying

loveliness was a continual source of delight to him, as it

must have been to any man ; but by degrees he became

conscious that it was not her beauty alone which moved

him. Perhaps it was her tenderness — a tenderness appar

ent in every word and gesture ; or more probably it may

have been the atmosphere of love that surrounded her, of
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love directed towards himself, which gradually conquered

him mind and body, and broke down the barrier of his self-

control. Hitherto Henry had never cared for any woman,

and if women had cared for him he had not understood it.

Now he was weak and he was worried, and in his way he

also was rebellious, and fighting against a marriage that men

and circumstances combined to thrust upon him. Under

such conditions it was not perhaps unnatural that he should

shrink back from the strict path of interest, and follow that

of a spontaneous affection. Joan had taken his fancy from

the first moment that he saw her, she had won his gratitude

by her bravery and her gentle devotion, and she was a young

and beautiful woman. Making some slight allowance for

the frailties of human nature, perhaps we need not seek for

any further explanation of his future conduct.

For a week or more nothing of importance occurred

between them. Indeed, they were very seldom alone to

gether, for whenever Joan's duty took her to the sick room

Mrs. Gillingwater, whom Henry detested, made a point of

being present, or did she chance to be called away, his sister

Ellen would be certain to appear to take her place, accom

panied at times by Edward Milward.

At length, on a certain afternoon, Mrs. Gillingwater or

dered Joan to go out walking. Joan did not wish to go out,

for the weather threatened rain, also for her own reasons

she preferred to remain where she was. But her aunt was

peremptory, and Joan started, setting her face towards Ram-

borough Abbey. Very soon it came on to rain and she had

no umbrella, but this accident did not deter her. She had

been sent out to walk, and walk she would. To tell the

truth, she was thinking little of the weather, for her mind

was filled with resentment against her aunt. It was un

bearable that she should be interfered with and ordered

about like a child. There were a hundred things that she

wished to do in the house. Who would give Captain Graves

his tea ? And she was sure that he would never remember

about the medicine unless she was there to remind him.

As Joan proceeded on her walk along the edge of the
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cliff, she noticed the figure of a man, standing about a quar

ter of a mile to her right on the crest or hog's back of land,

beyond which lay the chain of melancholy meres, and won

dered vaguely what he could be doing there in such weather.

At length it occurred to her that it was time to return, for

now she was near to Ramborough Abbey. She was weary

of the sight of the sea, that moaned sullenly beneath her,

half hidden by the curtain of the rain ; so she struck across

the ridge of land, heedless of the wet saline grasses that

swept against her skirt, purposing to walk home by the

little sheep-track which follows the edge of the meres in the

valley. As she was crossing the highest point of the ridge

she saw the man's figure again. Suddenly it disappeared,

and the thought struck her that he might have been follow

ing her, keeping parallel to her path. For a moment Joan

hesitated, for the country just here was very lonely, espe

cially in such weather ; but the next she dismissed her fears,

being courageous by nature, and passed on towards the first

mere. Doubtless this person was a shepherd looking for a

lost sheep, or perhaps a gamekeeper.

The aspect of the lakes was so dreary, and the path so

sopping wet, that soon Joan began to wish that she had re

mained upon the cliff. However, she trudged on bravely,

the rain beating in her face till her thin dress was soaked

and clung to her shape in a manner that was picturesque

but uncomfortable. At the head of the second mere the

sheep-walk ran past some clumps of high reeds ; and as she

approached them Joan, whose eye for natural objects was

quick, observed that something had disturbed the wild fowl

which haunted the place, for a heron and a mallard rose and

circled high in the air, and a brace of curlew zigzagged away

against the wind, uttering plaintive cries that reached her

for long after they vanished into the mist. Now she had

come to the first clump of reeds, when she heard a stir

behind them, and a man stepped forward and stood in the

middle of the path within three paces of her.

The man was Samuel Rock, clad in a long cloak; and,

recognising him, Joan understood that she had been way
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laid. She halted and said angrily — for her first feeling

was one of indignation :

" What are you doing here, Mr. Rock ? "

"Walking, Miss Haste," he answered nervously; "the

same as you."

"That is not true, Mr. Rock: you were hiding behind

those reeds."

"I took shelter there against the rain."

" I see ; you took shelter from the rain, and on the weather

side of the reeds," she said contemptuously. " Well, do not

let me keep you standing in this wet." And she attempted

to pass him.

" It is no use telling you lies," he muttered sullenly : " I

came here to speak to you, where there ain't none to disturb

us." And as he spoke Samuel placed himself in such a

position that it was impossible for her to escape him with

out actually breaking into a run.

" Why do you follow me," she said in au indignant voice

— " after what you promised, too ? Stand aside and let me

go home."

Samuel made no move, but a curious light came into his

blue eyes, a light that was not pleasant to see.

" I am thinking I've stood aside enough, Joan," he an

swered, " and I ain't a-going to stand aside till all the mis

chief is done and I am ruined. As for promises, they may

go hang : I can't keep no more of them. So please, you'll

just stand for once, and listen to what I have to say to

you. If you are wet you can take my cloak. I don't

mind the rain, and I seem to want some cooling."

" I'd rather drown than touch anything that belongs to

you," she replied, for her hatred of the man mastered her

courtesy and reason. " Say what you've got to say and let

me go on."

The remark was an unfortunate one, for it awoke in Sam

uel's breast the fury that accompanied and underlay his

passion, that fury which had astonished Mr. Levinger.

" Would you, now ! " he broke out, his lips turning white

with rage. "Well, if half I hear is true, there's others

whose things you don't mind touching."
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" What do you mean, Mr. Rock ? "

"I mean that Captain whom you're not ashamed to be

hanging after all day long. Oh, I know about you. I heard

how you was found holding him in your arms, the first day

that you met him by the tower yonder, after you'd been

flirting with him like any street girl, till you brought him

to break his leg. Yes, holding him in those arms of yours

— nothing less."

" Oh ! how dare you ! How dare you ! " she murmured,

for no other words would come to her.

" Dare ? I dare anything. You've worked me up to that,

my beauty. Now I dare ask you when you'll let me make

an honest woman of you, if it isn't too late."

By this time Joan was positively speechless, so great were

the rage and loathing with which this man and his words

filled her.

" Oh ! Joan," he went on, with a sudden change of tone,

" do you forgive me if I have said sharp things, for it's you

that drives me to them with your cruelty ; and I'm ready to

forgive you all yours — ay ! I'd bear to hear them again, for

you look so beautiful when you are like that."

" Forgive you ! " gasped Joan.

But he did not seem to hear. " Let's have done with this

cat-and-dog quarrelling," he went on ; " let's make it up and

get married, the sooner the better — to-morrow if you like.

You will never regret it ; you'll be happier then than with

that Captain who loves Miss Levinger, not you ; and I, I

shall be happy too— happy, happy ! " And he flung his

arms wide, in a kind of ecstasy.

Of all this speech only one sentence seemed to reach

Joan's understanding, at any rate at the time : " who loves

Miss Levinger, not you." Oh ! was it true ? Did Captain

Graves really love Miss Levinger as she knew that Emma

loved him ? The man spoke certainly, as though he had

knowledge. Even in the midst of her unspeakable anger,

the thought pierced her like a spear and caused her face to

soften and her eyes to grow troubled.

Samuel saw these signs, and misinterpreted them, think
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ing that her resentment was yielding beneath his entreaties.

For a moment he stood searching his mind for more words,

but unable to find them ; then suddenly he sought to clinch

the matter in another fashion, for, following the promptings

of an instinct that was natural enough under the circum

stances, however ill-advised it might be, suddenly he caught

Joan in his long arms, and drawing her to him, kissed her

twice passionately upon the face. At first Joan scarcely

seemed to understand what had happened— indeed, it was

not until Samuel, encouraged by his success, was about

to renew his embraces, that she awoke to the situation.

Then her action was prompt enough. She was a strong

woman, and the emergency doubled her strength. With a

quick twisting movement of her form and a push of her

hands, she shook off Samuel so effectively, that in stagger

ing back his foot slipped in the greasy soil and he fell upon

his side, clutching in his hand a broad fragment from the

bosom of Joan's dress, at which he had caught to save

himself.

" Now," she said, as Samuel rose slowly from the mire,

" listen to me. You have had your say, and I will have

mine. First understand this : if ever you try to kiss me

again it will be the worse for you ; for your own sake I

advise you not, for I think that I should kill you if I could.

I hate you, Samuel Rock, for you have lied to me, and you

have insulted me in a way that no woman can forgive. I

will never marry you— I had rather beg my bread ; so if

you are wise, you will forget all about me, or at the least

keep out of my way."

Samuel faced the beautiful woman, who, notwithstanding

her torn and draggled dress, looked royal in her scorn

and anger. He was very white, but his passion seemed to

have left him, and he spoke in a quiet voice.

" Don't be afraid," he said ; " I'm not going to try and

kiss you again. I have kissed you twice; that is enough

for me at present. And what's more, though you may rub

your face, you can't rub it out of your mind. But you are

wrong when you say that you won't marry me, because you
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will. I know it. And the first time I kiss you after we

are married, I will remind you of this, Joan Haste. I am

not going to ask you to have me again. J shall wait till

you ask me to take you, and then I shall be revenged upon

you. That day will come, the day of your shame and need,

the day of my reward, when, as I have lain in the dirt before

you, you will lie in the dirt before me. That is all I have

to say. Good-bye." And he walked past her, vanishing

behind the reeds.

Now it was for the first time that Joan felt afraid. The

insult and danger had gone by, yet she was frightened,

horribly frightened ; for though the thing seemed impossi

ble, it was borne in upon her mind that Samuel Rock's pre

sentiment was true, and that an hour might come when, in

some sense, she would lie in the mire before him and seek

a refuge as his wife. She could not conceive any circum

stances in which a thing so horrible might happen, for how

ever sore her necessity, though she shrank from death, it

seemed to her that it would be better to die rather than to

suffer such a fate. Yet so deeply did this terror shake her,

that she turned and looked upon the black waters of the

mere, wondering if it would not be better to give it the lie

once and for all. Then she thought of Henry, and her mood

changed, for her mind and body were too healthy to allow

her to submit herself indefinitely to such forebodings.

Like many women, Joan was an opportunist, and lived

very much in the day and for it. These things might be

true, but at least they were not yet ; if she was destined to

be the wife of Samuel Rock in the future, she was her own

mistress in the present, and the shadow of sorrow and bonds

to come, so she argued, suggested the strongest possible

reasons for rejoicing in the light and liberty of the fleeting

hour. If she was doomed to an earthly hell, if her hands

must be torn by thorns and her eyes grow blind with tears,

at least she was minded to be able to remember that once

she had walked in Paradise, gathering flowers there, and

beholding her heart's desire.

Thus she reasoned in her folly, as she tramped home
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wards through the rain, heedless of the fact that no logic

could be more fatal, and none more pleasing to that tempter

who as of old lurks in paradises such as her fancy painted.

When she reached home Joan found her aunt awaiting

her in the bar parlour.

"Who has been keeping you all this time in the wet,

Joan ? " she asked in a half expectant voice.

Joan lit a candle before she answered, for the place was

gloomy.

" Do you wish to know ? " she said : " then I will tell you.

Your friend, Mr. Samuel Rock, whom you set after me."

" My friend ? And what if he is my friend ? I'd be glad

if I had a few more such." By this time the light had burnt

up, and Mrs. Gillingwater saw the condition of her niece's

attire. " Good gracious ! girl, what have you been doing ? "

she asked. " Ain't you ashamed to walk about half stripped

like that ? "

" People must do what they can't help, aunt. That's the

work of the friend you are so proud of. I may as well tell

you at once, for if I don't, he will. He came making love

to me again, as he has before, and finished up by kissing me,

the coward, and when I threw him off he tore my dress."

" And why couldn't you let him kiss you quietly, you silly

girl ? " asked her aunt with indignation. " Now I dare say

that you have offended him so that he won't come forward

again, to say nothing of spoiling your new dress. It ain't

a crime for a man to kiss the girl he wants to marry, is it ? "

" Why ? Because I would rather kiss a rat— that's all.

I hate the very sight of him ; and as for coming forward

again, I only hope that he won't, for my sake and for his too."

Now Mrs. Gillingwater arose in her wrath; her coarse

face became red and her voice grew shrill.

" You good-for-nothing baggage ! " she said ; " so that is

your game, is it ? To go turning up your nose and chucking

your impudence in the face of a man like Mr. Rock, who is

worth twenty of you, and does you honour by wishing to make

a wife of you, you that haven't a decent name to your back,

and he rich enough to marry a lady if he liked, or half
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a dozen of them for the matter of that. Well, I tell you

that you shall have him, or I will know the reason why—

ay, and so will others too."

" I can't be violent, like you, aunt," answered Joan, who

began to feel as though this second scene would be too much

for her ; " it isn't in my nature, and I hate it. But whether

I have a name or not— and it is no fault of mine if I have

none, though folk don't seem inclined to let me forget it—

I say that I will not marry Samuel Rock. I am a woman

full grown and of age ; and I know this, that there is no

law in the land which can force me to take a husband whom

I don't want. And so perhaps, as we have got to live to

gether, you'll stop talking about him."

" Stop talking about him ? Never for one hour, till I see

you signing your name in the book with him, miss. And

as for living together, it won't be long that we shall do that,

unless you drop these tantrums and become sensible. Else

you may just tramp it for your living, or go and slave as a

housemaid if any one will take you, which I doubt they won't

without a character, for nobody here will say a good word

for you, you wilful, stuck-up thing, for all your fine looks

that you are so proud of, and that'll be the ruin of you yet

if you're not careful, as they were of your mother before

you."

Joan sank into a chair and made no answer. The woman's

violence "beat her down and was hateful to her. Almost

rather would she have faced Samuel Rock, for with him

her sex gave her a certain advantage.

" I know what you are after," went on Mrs. Gillingwater,

with gathering vehemence. " Do you suppose that I have

not seen through you all these weeks, though you are so

cunning ? You are making up to him, you are ; not that I

have a word to say against him, for he is a nice gentleman

enough, only, like the rest of them, so soft that he'll let a

pretty face fool him for all his seafaring in foreign parts.

Well, look here, Joan : I'll speak to you plain and plump.

We never were mother and daughter, so it is no use pre

tending what we don't feel, and I won't put up with that
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from you which I might perhaps from my own child, if I

had one. You've given me lots of ' truck,' with your con

trary ways, ever since you were a little one, and I'm not

minded to stand much more of it, for the profit don't run

to the worry. What I want you to understand is, that I

am set on your pulling it off with Samuel Rock like a

broody hen on a nest egg, and I mean to see that chick

hatch out; never you mind for why—that's my affair. If

you can't see your way to that, then off you go, and pretty

sharp too. There, I have said my say, and you can think

it over. Now you had best change your clothes and go and

look after the Captain, for I have got business abroad

to-night. If you don't mend your manners, it will be for

the last time, I can tell you."

Joan rose and obeyed without a word.

Mrs. Gillingwater watched her pass, and fell into a re

flective mood.

"She is a beauty and no mistake," she thought to her

self ; " I never saw such another in all my born days. Her

mother was well enough, but she wasn't in it with Joan ;

and what's more, I like her pride. Why should she take

that canting chap if she don't want to ? I'm paid to back

him, and a day's work for a day's wage, that's my motto.

But I'd rather see her marry the Captain, and sit in the

church a lady, with a fur round her neck and a carriage

waiting outside, than snuffle in a chapel praising the Lord

with a pack of oily-faced children. If she had the go of a

heifer calf, she would marry him though; he is bound to be

a baronet, and it would make a ladyship of her, which with

a little teaching is just what she is fit to be ; for if he ain't

almost as sweet on her—and small wonder after all that

nursing— as she is on him, I was born in the Flegg Hun

dred, that's all. But go is just what Joan ain't got, not

when she can make anything for herself out of it anyway ;

she'd do what you like for love, but she wouldn't turn her

finger round a teacup to crown herself a queen. Well, there

is no helping them as won't help themselves, so I am all for

Samuel Rock and a hundred pounds in my pocket, especially
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as I dare say that I can screw another hundred out of him

if I square Joan, to say nothing of a trifle frtim the Captain

over and above the board for holding my tongue. I suppose

he will marry old Levinger's girl, the Captain will ; a pale,

puling-faced thing she is, and full of soft words as a boiled

potato with flour, but she's got plenty of that as will make

her look rosy to any landlord in these times. Still, hang

me, if I was a man, if I wouldn't rather take Joan and those

brown eyes of hers, and snap my fingers at the world, the

flesh, and the devil."

Who or what Mrs. Gillingwater meant by " the world, the

flesh, and the devil " is not quite evident, but certainly they

symbolised persons or conveyed some image to her mind in

this connection, for, suiting the action to the word, she

snapped her fingers thrice at the empty air, and then sought

her bonnet prior to some private expedition in pursuance of

pleasure, or more probably of profit.

CHAPTER XIV.

SOWING THE WIND.

Joan went to her room and took off her wet things, for

she was soaked to the skin, clothing herself anew in her

Sunday dress— a soft grey garment, with little frills about

the neck and wrists. Then she brushed her waving brown

hair, twisting it into a loose knot at the back of her head ;

and, though she did not think of it, no style could have

been more becoming to her. Her toilet completed, a few

minutes after her aunt had left the house, she went to the

parlour to get herself some tea, of which she drank two or

three cups, for she felt unusually thirsty, but she could

scarcely swallow a mouthful. The food seemed to choke

her, and when she attempted to eat the effort brought on

a feeling of dizziness and a tingling sensation in her limbs.
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" I wonder what is the matter with me ? " she said to her

self. " I feel as though my veins were on fire. I suppose

that these scenes have upset me ; or perhaps that tea was

too strong. Well, I must go and look after Captain Graves.

Aunt won't be back till twelve o'clock or so, and it's my

last night, so I had better make the most of it. I dare say

that they will turn me out of the house to-morrow." And,

with a bitter little laugh, she took up the candle prepara

tory to going to Henry's room.

Near the door Joan paused, and, whether by chance or by

design, turned to look at herself in an oak-framed mirror

that hung upon the wall, whither doubtless it had been

brought from some old house in the neighbourhood, for it

was costly and massive in make. Her first glance was cur

sory, then she held up the candle and began to examine

herself more attentively, since, perhaps for the first time

in her life, her appearance fascinated her, and she became

fully aware of her own loveliness. Indeed, in that moment

she was lovely— as lovely as we may imagine the ancient

Helen to have been, or any of those women who have set

the world aflame. Her brown eyes were filled with a

strange light beneath their curving lashes and the clear-

cut heavy lids ; her sweet mouth drooped a little, like that

of a sleeping child, showing the ivory of her teeth between

the parted lips; her cheeks glowed like the bloom on a

peach; and above, the masses of her gold-brown hair shone

faintly in the candlelight. Perhaps it was that the grey

dress set it off more perfectly than usual — at least it

seemed to Joan, considering herself critically, that her form

was worthy of the face above it ; and, in truth, it would have

been hard to find a woman cast in a more perfect mould.

Tall, and somewhat slender for her height, her every move

ment was full of grace, and revealed some delicacy of limb

or neck or carriage.

Seeing herself thus, a new light broke upon Joan's mind,

and she understood how it came about that Samuel Rock

worshipped her so madly. Well, if mere beauty could move

one man thus, why should not beauty and tenderness and
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love— ah! love that could not be measured— suffice to

move another ? She smiled at the thought — a slow, sweet

smile ; and with the smile a sense of her own power entered

into her, a power that she had never learned until this

moment.

Except for the occasional visits of Mrs. Gillingwater,

bringing him his tea or dinner, Henry had been alone that

day since one o'clock. Nearly nine weeks had passed from

the date of his accident, and although he did not dare as yet

to set his injured limb to the ground, in all other respects

he was perfectly well, but thinner in the face, which was

blanched by confinement and adorned with a short chestnut-

coloured beard. So well was he, indeed, that he had been

allowed to leave his bed and to take exercise on crutches in

the room, though the doctor considered that it would not be

wise for him to risk the shaking of a journey home, or even to

venture out at present. In this view Henry had acquiesced,

although his sister Ellen pooh-poohed it, saying that she

was certain that he could be brought back safely. The

truth was that at the time he had no yearning for the society

of his family, or indeed for any other society than that in

which he found himself. He was glad to be away from

Rosham and the carking care that brooded on the place ;

he was glad to escape from Ellen and the obnoxious Edward.

Nor did he wish to visit Mr. Levinger at present, for he

knew that then he would be expected to propose to his

daughter, which for many reasons he did not desire to do.

Although she had exaggerated its effects — for, in fact, the

matter had almost slipped from his memory— Emma,

poor girl, had been right to some extent in her forebodings as

to the results of her passionate outburst upon Henry's mind,

should he ever hear the story of it. Not that he thought

the worse of her : no man thinks the worse of a woman

because she either is, or pretends to be, in love with him ;

but the incident irritated him in that it gave a new twist to

a tangled skein. How could he remain on terms of ordinary

friendship with a girl who had made such an avowal ? It
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seemed to him difficult, if not impossible. Surely he must

either place himself in regard to her upon the footing which

she appeared to desire, or he must adopt the easier alterna

tive and keep away from her altogether.

No, he wanted none of their company, and he was glad

that it was still unsafe for him to travel, though he

longed for the fresh air. But that he did wish for

some company became evident to him this afternoon,

although he had received with a certain amount of resigna

tion a note in which Ellen informed him that their father

seemed so fidgety and unwell that she could not drive over

to Bradmouth that day. He could no longer disguise the

truth from himself, — it was the society of Joan that he

desired ; and of Joan he had seen less and less during the

last fortnight. Neither she nor anybody else had said any

thing to that effect, but he was convinced that she was being

kept out of his way. Why should she be kept out of his

way ? A guilty conscience gave him the answer readily

enough : because it was not desirable that they should

remain upon terms of such intimacy. Alas ! it was so. He

had fought against the fact, ridiculing and denying it up to

this very hour, but now that fact had become too strong for

him, and as he sat a prey to loneliness and uncomfortable

thoughts, he was fain to acknowledge before the tribunal of

his own heart that, if he was not in love with Joan, he did

not know what was the matter with him. At the least

it had come to this : her presence seemed necessary to him,

and the prospective pain of parting from her absolutely

intolerable.

It is not too much to say that this revelation of his sad

plight dismayed Henry. For a moment, indeed, his faculties

and judgment were paralysed. To begin with, for him it

was a new experience, and therefore the more dangerous and

crushing. If this were not a mere momentary madness, and

if the girl cared for him as it would appear that he cared for

her, what could be the issue ? He had no great regard for

the prejudice and conventions of caste, but, circumstanced

as he was, it seemed absolutely impossible that he should
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marry her. Had he been independent, provided always that

she did care for him, he would have done it gladly enough.

But he was not independent, and such an act would mean the

utter rain of his family. More, indeed-: if he could bring

himself to sacrifice them, he had now no profession and no

income. And how would a man hampered and dragged

down by a glaring misalliance be able to find fresh employ

ment by means of which he could support a wife ?

No, there was an end of it. The thing could not possibly

be done. What, then, was the alternative ? Clearly one

only. To go, and at once. Some men so placed might have

found a third solution, but Henry did not belong to this

class. His character and sense of right rebelled against any

such notion, and the habits of self-restraint in which he had

trained himself for years afforded what he believed to be an

impregnable rampart, however frail might be the citadel

within.

So thought Henry, who as yet had never matched himself

in earnest in such a war. There he sat, strong in his recti

tude and consciousness of virtue, however much his heart

might ache, making mental preparations for his departure

on the morrow, till at last he grew tired of them, and found

himself wishing that Joan would come to help him to get

ready.

He was lying with his back to the door on a sofa placed

between the bed and the wide hearth, upon which a small

fire had been lighted, for the night was damp and chilly ;

and just as this last vagrant wish flitted through his mind, a

sound attracted his attention, and he turned to discover that

it had been realized as swiftly as though he were the owner

of Aladdin's lamp. For there, the candle still in her hand,

stood Joan, looking at him from the farther side of the hearth.

It has been said that she was struck by her own appear

ance as she passed towards his room ; and that the change she

saw in herself cannot have been altogether fancy is evident

from the exclamation which burst from Henry as his eyes fell

upon her, an exclamation so involuntary that he scarcely

knew what he was saying until the words had passed his lips :



146 JOAN HASTE

" Great Heaven ! Joan, how lovely yon are to-night !

What have you been doing to yourself ? "

. Next second he could have bitten out his tongue : he

had hardly ever paid her a compliment before, and this

was the moment that he had chosen to begin ! His only

excuse was that he could not help himself ; the sudden effect

of her beauty, which was so strangely transfigured, had

drawn the words from him as the sun draws mist.

"Am I?" she asked dreamily; "I am glad if .it pleases

you."

Here was a strange beginning to his pending announcement

of departure, thought Henry. Clearly, he must recover the

situation before he made it.

" Where have you been all this afternoon ? " he asked in

an indifferent voice.

" I have been out walking."

" What, alone, and in the rain ? "

" I did not say that I was alone."

" Whom were you with, then ? It can't have been your

aunt."

" I was with Mr. Samuel Rock : I mean that he met me. "

" What, that farmer who Mrs. Gillingwater told me admires

you so much ? "

" Yes. And what else did she tell you ? "

" Well, I think she said she hoped that he would propose

to you ; but I didn't pay much attention, it seemed too odd."

"Well, however odd it may be, that is just what he has

been doing," answered Joan deliberately.

Now Henry understood it all : Joan had accepted this

man, and it was love for him that made her breast heave

and her eyes shine like stars. He ought to have been

delighted — the difficulty was done with, and no trouble

could possibly ensue — and behold, instead he was furious.

He ought to have congratulated her, to have said the right

thing in the right way; but instead of congratulation the

only words that passed his lips were such as might have been

uttered by a madly jealous and would-be sarcastic boy.

"He proposed to you, did he, and in the rain? How

charming ! I suppose he kissed you too ? "
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" Yes," replied Joan— "twice." And slowly she raised

her eyes and fixed them upon his face.

What Henry said immediately after that announcement he

was never quite able to remember, but it was something strong

and almost incoherent. Set on fire by his smouldering jeal

ousy, suddenly his passion flamed up in the magnetised

atmosphere of her presence, for on that night her every word

and look seemed to be magnetic and to pierce him through and

through. For a minute or more he denounced her, and all the

while Joan stood silent, watching him with her wide eyes, the

light shining on her face. At last he ceased and she spoke.

" I do not understand you," she said. " Why are you angry

with me ? What do you mean ? "

" I don't know," he gasped. " I have no right to be angry.

I think I must be mad, for I can't even recollect what I have

been saying. I suppose that I was astonished to hear that

you were engaged to Mr. Rock, that's all. Please forgive

me and forget my words. And, if you don't mind, perhaps

you had better go away."

" I don't wish to forget them, although I dare say that

they mean nothing ; and I am not engaged to Mr. Rock — I

hate him," answered Joan in the same slow voice; adding,

" If you have patience, will you listen to a story ? I should

like to tell it you before we part, for I think that we have

been good friends, and friends should know each other, so

that they may remember one another truly when their affec

tion has become nothing but a memory."

Henry nodded ; and still very deliberately, as though she

wished to avoid all appearance of haste or of excitement,

Joan sat herself down upon a footstool in front of the dying

fire and began to speak, always keeping her sad eyes fixed

upon his face.

" It is not such a very long story," she said, " and the only

part of it that has any interest began on that day when we

met. I suppose they have told you that I am nobody, and

worse than nobody. I do not know who my father was,

though I think " — and she smiled as though some coinci

dence had struck her— " that he was a gentleman whom my
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mother fell in love with. Mr. Levinger has to do with me

in some way ; I believe that he paid for my education when

I went to school, but I am not sure even about this, and why

he should have done so I can't tell. Mr. Samuel Rock is a

dissenter and a farmer ; they say that he is the richest man

in Bradmouth. I don't know why— it was no fault of mine,

for I always disliked him very much— but he took a fancy

to me years ago, although he said nothing about it at the

time. After I came back from school my aunt urged me

continually to accept his attentions, but I kept out of his

way until that afternoon when I met you. Then he found

me sitting under the tower at Ramborough Abbey, where I

had gone to be alone because I was cross and worried ; and

he proposed to me, and was so strange and violent in his

manner that he frightened me. What I was most afraid of,

however, was that he would tell my aunt that I had refused

him— for I did refuse him — and that she would make my

life more of a misery to me than it is already, for you see I

have no friends, here, where everybody looks down upon me,

and nothing to do. So in the end I struck a bargain with

him, that he should leave me alone for six months, and that

then I would give him a final answer, provided that he

promised to say nothing of what had happened to my aunt.

He has not kept his promise, for to-day he waylaid me and

was very insolent and brutal, so much so that at last he

. caught hold of me and kissed me against my will, tearing

my dress half off me, and I pushed him away and told him

what I thought of him. The end of it was that he swore

that he would marry me yet, and left me. Then I came

back home, and an hour ago I told my aunt what had hap

pened, and there was a scene. She said that either I should

marry Samuel Rock or be turned out of the house in a day

or two, so I suppose that I must go. And that is all my

story."

" The brute ! " muttered Henry. " I wish I had him on

board a man-of-war : I'd teach him manners. And what are

you going to do, Joan ? "

" I don't know. Work if I can, and starve if I can't. It
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doesn't matter ; nobody will miss me, or care what happens

to me."

" Don't say that, Joan," he answered huskily ; "I— I care,

for one."

" It is very good of yon to say so, but you see you have

others to care for besides me. There is Miss Levinger, for

instance."

" I have told you once already that I am not engaged to

Miss Levinger."

. " Yes, but a time will come when you will tell me, or

others, that you are; and I think that you will be right—

she is a sweet girl. And now, sir," she added, with a total

change of manner, " I think that I had better tidy up and

bid you good night, and good-bye, for I dare say that I shall

come back here no more. I can't wait to be driven out like

a strange dog." And' she began to perform her various sick

room duties with a mechanical precision.

Henry watched her for a while, until at length all was done

and she made ready to go. Then the heart which he had

striven to repress burst its bonds, and he sat up and said to

her, in a voice that was almost a cry, —

" Oh ! Joan, I don't know what has come to me, but I can't

bear to part with you, though it is best that you should go,

for I cannot offer to marry you. I wish to Heaven that I

could."

She came and stood beside him.

" I will remember those words as long as I live," she said,

" because I know that they are true. I know also why you

could not marry me ; for we hear all the gossip, and putting

that aside it would be your ruin, though for me it might be

heaven."

"Do you really care about me, then, Joan?" he asked

anxiously, "and so much as that ? You must forgive me,

but I am ignorant in these things. I didn't quite under

stand. I feel that I have become a bit foolish, but I didn't

know that you had caught the disease."

" Care about you ! Anyway, I care enough not to let you

marry me even if you would. I think that to bring ruin
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and disgrace upon a man and all his family would be a poor

way to show one's love for hiui. You see, you have every

thing to lose. You are not like me who have nothing, not

even a name. Care about you ! " she went on, with a strange,

almost unnatural energy — and her low, caressing voice

seemed to thrill every fibre of his heart and leave them trem

bling, as harp-strings thrill and tremble beneath the hand of

the player — "I wonder if there are any words in the world

that could make you understand how much I care. Listen.

When first I saw you yonder by the Abbey, a change crept

over me ; and when you lay there senseless in my arms, I

became a new woman, as though I were born again — a

woman whose mind I could not read, for it was different

from my own. Afterwards I read it; it was when they

thought that you were dying, and suddenly I learned that

you would live. When I heard Miss Levinger cry out and

saw her fall, then I read it, and knew that I also loved you.

I should have gone ; but I didn't go, for I could not tear

myself away from you. Oh ! pity me, and do not think too

hardly of me ; for remember who and what I am — a woman

who has never had any one to love, father or mother or

sister or friend, and yet who desires love above everything.

And now it had come to me at last; and that one love of

mine made up for all that I had missed, and was greater and

stronger in itself than the hundred different loves of happier

girls can be. I loved you, and I loved you, and I love you.

Yes, I wish you to know it before we part, and I hope that

you will never quite forget it, for none will ever love you so

much again as I have, and do, and shall do till I die. And

now it is all done with, and of it there will remain nothing

except some pain for you, and for me my memories and a

broken heart. What is that you say again about marrying

me ? Have I not told you that you shall not do it ? —

though I shall never forget that you have even thought of

such a thing."

" I say that I will marry you, Joan," broke in Henry, in a

hoarse voice. " Why should I spoil your life and mine for

the sake of others ? "
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" No, no, you will not. Why should you spoil Emma

Levinger's life, and your sister's, and your mother's, and

bring yourself to disgrace and ruin for the sake of a girl

like me ? No, you will not. You will bid me farewell,

now and for ever." And she held out her hand to him,

while two great tears ran slowly down her face.

He saw the tears, and his heart melted, for they moved

him more than all her words.

" My darling ! " he whispered, drawing her towards him.

" Yes," she answered : " kiss away my tears this once,

that, remembering it, whatever befalls me, I may weep no

more for ever."

CHAPTER XV.

THE FIRSTFRUITS.

Some days had passed since this night of avowal when,

very early one morning, Henry was awakened from sleep by

the sound of wheels and of knocking at the inn door. A

strange apprehension took hold of him, and he rose from

his bed and limped to the window. Then he saw that the

carriage which had arrived was the old Rosham shooting

brake, a long plain vehicle with deal seats running down its

length on either side, constructed to carry eight or nine

sportsmen to and from the more distant beats. Knocking

at the door was none other than Edward Milward, and

Henry guessed at once that he must have come to fetch

him.

" Well, perhaps it is as well," he thought to himself

grimly ; then again his heart was filled with fear. What

had happened ? Why did Milward come thus, and at such

an hour ?

In another minute Edward had entered the room, fol

lowed by Mrs. Gillingwater.

" Your father is dying, Graves," he blurted out, " I don't
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know what it is ; he collapsed suddenly in the middle of the

night. If you want to see him alive — and you had better,

if you can, while he has got his senses — you must make

shift to come along with me at once. I have brought the

brake, so that you can lie in it at full length. That was

Ellen's idea : I should never have thought of it."

" Great Heaven ! " said Henry. Then, assisted by Mrs.

Gillingwater, he began to get into his clothes.

In ten minutes they were off, Henry lying flat upon a

mattress at the bottom of the brake. Once he lifted his

head and looked through the open rails of the vehicle

towards the door of the house. Mrs. Gillingwater, who was

a shrewd woman, interpreted the glance.

" If you are looking for Joan, sir, to say good-bye to her,

it is no use, for she's in her room there sleeping like the

dead, and I couldn't wake her. I don't think she is quite

herself, somehow ; but she'll be sorry to miss you, and so

shall I, for the matter of that ; but I'll tell her."

" Thank you, thank you— for everything," he answered

hastily, and they started.

The drive was long and the road rough, having been much

washed by recent rains ; but after a fashion Henry enjoyed

it, so far as his pressing troubles of mind would allow him

to enjoy anything, for it was a lovely morning, and the breath

of the open air, the first that he had tasted for many weeks,

was like wine to him. On the way he learned from his

companion all that there was to be told about his father.

It appeared, as Henry had heard already, that he had been

unwell for the last two months — not in a way to give

alarm, though sufficiently to prevent him from leaving the

house except on the finest days, or at times his room. On

the previous day, however, he seemed much better, and

dined downstairs. About ten o'clock he went to bed, and

slept soundly till a little past midnight, when the household

was aroused by the violent ringing of Lady Graves's bell,

and they rushed upstairs to find that Sir Reginald had been

seized with a fit. Dr. Childs was sent for at once, and gave

an opinion that death might occur at any moment. His
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treatment restored the patient's consciousness ; and Sir

Reginald's first words expressed the belief that he was

dying, and an earnest wish to see his son, whereupon

Edward, who chanced to be spending the night at Rosham,

was despatched with the brake to Bradmouth.

At length they reached the Hall, and Henry was helped

from the vehicle; but in ascending the stone steps, which

he insisted upon doing by himself, one of his crutches

slipped, causing the foot of his injured limb to come down

with some force upon the edge of the step. The accident

gave him considerable pain, but he saved himself from fall

ing, and thought little more of it at the time.

In the dining-room he found Ellen, who looked pale, and

seemed relieved to see him.

" How is my father ? " he asked.

" Insensible again just now. But I am so glad that you

have come, Henry, for he has been asking for you contin

ually. All this business about the property seems to weigh

more upon his mind now than it has done for years, and he

wants to speak to you on the subject."

Then his mother came down, and her eyes were red with

weeping.

" You have returned to a sad home, Henry," she said kiss

ing him. " We are an unlucky family : death and misfor

tune are always at our doors. You look very white, my

dear boy, and no wonder. You had better try to eat some

thing, since it is useless for you to attempt to see your poor

father at present."

So Henry ate, or made a pretence of doing so, and after

wards was helped upstairs to a room opposite to that in

which his father lay dying, where he settled himself in an

invalid chair which Sir Reginald had used on the few occa

sions when he had been outside the house during the past

weeks, and waited. All that day and all the next night he

waited, and still his father did not recover consciousness —

indeed, Dr. Childs now appeared to be of opinion that he

would pass from coma to death. Much as he wished to bid

a last farewell to his father, Henry could not repress a cer
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tain sense of relief when he heard that this was likely to be

the case, for an instinct, coupled with some words which

Ellen had let fall, warned him that Sir Reginald wished to

speak to him upon the subject of Miss Levinger.

But the doctor was mistaken ; for about six o'clock in the

morning, nearly twenty-four hours after he had reached the

house, Henry was awakened by Ellen, who came to tell him

that their father was fully conscious and wished to see him

at once. Seating himself in the invalid chair, he was

wheeled across the passage to the red bedroom, in which

he had himself been born. The top halves of some of the

window-shutters were partly open, and by the light that

streamed through them into the dim death-chamber, he saw

his father's gaunt but still stately form propped up with

pillows in the great four-post bed, of which the red curtains

had been drawn back to admit the air.

" Here comes Henry," whispered Lady Graves.

The old man turned his head, and, shaking back his snowy

hair, he peered round the room.

" Is that you, my son ? " he said in a low voice, stretching

out a trembling hand, which Henry took and kissed. " You

find me in a bad way: on the verge of death, where you

have so lately been."

" Yes, it is I, father."

" God bless you, my boy ! and God be thanked that you

have been able to come to listen to my last words, and that

I have recovered my senses so that I can speak to you ! Do

not go away, my dear, or you, Ellen, for I want you all to

hear what I have to say. You know, Henry, the state of

this property. Mismanagement and bad times have ruined

it. I have been to blame, and your dear brother, whom I

hope soon to see, was to blame also. It has come to this,

that I am leaving you beggars, and worse than beggars, since

for the first time in the history of our family we cannot pay

our debts."

Here he stopped and groaned, and Lady Graves whispered

to him to rest awhile.

" No, no," he answered. " Give me some brandy ; I will
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go on ; it does not matter if I use myself up, and my brain

may fail me at any moment. Henry, I am dying here, on

this spot of earth where so many of our forefathers have

lived and died before me ; and more than the thought of

leaving you all, more than the memory of my sins, or than

the fear of the judgment of the Almighty, Whose mercy is

my refuge, the thought crushes me that I have failed in my

trust, that my children must be beggared, my name dis

honoured, and my home—yes, and my very grave— sold to

strangers. Henry, I have but one hope now, and it is in

you. I think that I have sometimes been unjust to you in

the past ; but I know you for an upright and self-denying

man, who, unlike some of us, has always set his duty before

his pleasure. It is to you, then, that I appeal with my last

breath, feeling sure that it will not be in vain, since, even

should you have other wishes, you will sacrifice them to my

prayer, to your mother's welfare, and to the honour of our

name. You know that there is only one way of escape from

all our liabilities— for I believe you have been spoken to

on the subject ; indeed, I myself alluded to it — by a mar

riage between yourself and Emma Levinger, who holds the

mortgages on this property, and has other means. Her

father desires this, and I have been told that the girl herself,

who is a good and a sweet woman, has declared her affection

for you ; therefore it all rests with you. Do you understand

me
" »

" Say yes, and that you will marry her on the first oppor

tunity," whispered Ellen into Henry's ear. " He will kill

himself with talking so much." Then she saw her brother's

face, and drew back her head in horror. Heavens ! could it

be that he was going to refuse ?

" I will try to make myself plain," went on Sir Reginald

after a pause, and swallowing another sip of brandy. " I

want you to promise, Henry, before us all, that nothing,

except the death of one of you, shall prevent you from mar

rying Emma Levinger so soon as may be possible after my

funeral. When I have heard you say that, I shall be able

to die in peace. Promise, then, my son, quickly ; for I wish

to turn my mind to other matters."
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Now all eyes were bent upon Henry's face, and it was

rigid and ashen. Twice he tried to speak and failed ; the

third time the words came, and they sounded like a groan.

" Father, I cannot."

Ellen gasped, and Lady Graves murmured, " 0 ! cruel,

cruel ! " As for the dying man, his head sank back upon

the pillow, and he lay there bewildered. Presently he lifted

it and spoke again.

" I do not think — my hearing — I must have misunder

stood. Did you say you could not promise, Henry ? Why

not ? With everything at stake, and my dying prayer—

mine, your father's. Oh ! why not ? Are you married,

then? "

The sweat broke from Henry's brow and rolled down his

face in large drops, as he answered, always in the voice that

sounded like a groan, —

" I am not married, father ; and, before God, sooner than

be forced to refuse you I would lie as you lie now. Have

pity, I beseech you, on my cruel strait, between my honour

and the denial of your wish. I cannot promise that I will

marry Emma Levinger, because I am bound to another

woman by ties that may not be broken, and I cannot be so

base as to desert her."

" Another woman ? I am too late, then ? " murmured his

father more and more feebly. " But stay : there is still hope.

Who is she ? At least you will not refuse to tell me her

name."

" Her name is Joan Haste."

"Joan Haste? What! the girl at the inn? The bas

tard ! My son, my only remaining son, denies his dying

father, and brings his mother and his name to disgrace

and ruin, because he is bound in honour to a village bastard ! "

he screamed. " Oh, my God ! that I should have lived to

hear this ! Oh, my God ! my God ! "

And suddenly the old man flung his arms wide and fell

back. Lady Graves and Ellen ran to him. Presently the

former came away from the bed.

" Your father is dead, Henry," she said. " Perhaps, after
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what has passed, you will feel that this is no fit place for

you. I will ring for some one to take you to your room."

But the last bitterness of these words, so awful from a

mother's lips, was spared to Henry, for he had swooned.

As he sank into unconsciousness a solemn voice seemed to

speak within his tortured brain, and it said, " Behold the

firstfruits of iniquity."

Henry did not attend his father's funeral, for the good

reason that he was ill in bed. In the first place, though he

made light of it at the time, that slip of his on the stone

steps had so severely affected his broken limb as to necessi

tate his lying by for at least another month ; and in the second

he had received a shock to his nerves, healthy as they were,

from which he could not hope to recover for many a month.

He was kept informed of all that went on by Thomson, the

old butler, for neither his mother nor Ellen came near him

during those dark days. He heard the footsteps of the

carpenter who measured his father's body, he heard the

coffin being brought upstairs ; and the day afterwards he

heard the shuffling tramp of the tenants, who, according to

ancient custom, bore down the corpse of the dead owner of

Rosham to lie in state in the great hall. He heard the

workmen nailing the hatchment of the departed baronet

beneath his window ; and then at last a day came when he

heard a noise of the rolling wheels of carriages, and the

sound of a church bell tolling, as his father was laid to rest

among the bones of his ancestors.

So bitter was the resentment against him, that none had

asked Henry to look his last upon his father's face. For a

while he thought it better that he should not do so, but on

the second night after the death nature grew too strong for

him, and he determined to do that alone which, under hap

pier circumstances, it should have been his duty to do with

his widowed mother and his sister at his side. Painfully

he dragged himself from the bed, and, placing a candle and

a box of matches in the pocket of his dressing-gown, he

limped upon his crutches across the silent corridor and into
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the death-chamber, where the atmosphere was so heavy with

the scent of flowers that for a moment it brought back his

faintness. Recovering himself, he closed the door and

made shift to light his candle. Then by its solitary light

he approached the bed on which his father's corpse was

lying, half hidden by wreaths and covered with a sheet.

With a trembling hand he drew down the wrapping and

exposed the dead man's face. It was calm enough now :

there was no trace there of the tormenting grief that had

been upon it in the moment of dissolution ; it bore the seal

of perfect peace, and, notwithstanding the snowy hair, a

more youthful aspect than Henry could remember it to have

worn, even in the days of his childhood.

In sad and solemn silence Henry gazed upon the clay that

had given him life, and great bitterness and sorrow took

hold of him. He covered his eyes with his hand, and

prayed that God might forgive him for the pain which he

had caused his father in his last hour, and that his father

might forgive him too in the land where all things are

understood, for there he would learn that he could not have

spoken otherwise. Well, he was reaping as he had sown,

and there remained nothing to him except to make amend

ment as best he could. Then with a great effort he dragged

himself up upon the bed, and kissed his father's forehead.

Having replaced the sheet, he extinguished the candle and

turned to leave the room. As he opened the door he saw a

figure draped in black, who stood in the passage listening.

It was his mother. She advanced towards him with a cold,

sad mien, and opened her lips as though to speak. Then

the light fell upon his face, and she saw that it was torn by,

grief and stained with tears, and her look softened, for now

she understood something of what her son's sufferings must

be. Still she did not speak, and in silence, except for the

tapping of his crutches on the polished floor, Henry passed

her with bowed head, and reached his room again.

In due course the family returned from the funeral, and,

outwardly at any rate, a break occurred in the conspiracy of
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silence and neglect of which Henry was the object, for it

was necessary that he should be present at the reading of

the will. This ceremony took place in the bedroom of the

new baronet, and gathered there were a representative from

the London firm of lawyers that had managed, or misman

aged, the Graves's affairs for several generations, the widow,

Ellen, and Edward Milward. Bowing gravely to Sir Henry,

the lawyer broke the seals of the document and began the

farce— for a farce it was, seeing that the will had been

signed nearly five-and-twenty years before, when the posi

tion of the family was very different. After reciting the

provisions of the entail — that, by the way, had long been

cut—under which his deceased brother Reginald should

have entered into the enjoyment of all the land and here

ditaments and the real property generally, with remainder

to his children, or, in the event of his death without issue,

to Henry, the testator went on to deal with the jointure of

the widow, which was fixed at eight hundred a year in

addition to the income arising from her own fortune, that,

alas ! had long since been lost or muddled away. Then it

made provision for the younger children, — ten thousand to

Henry and eight thousand to Ellen, — to be paid out of the

personalty, or, should this prove insufficient, to be raised by

way of rentcharge on the estate, as provided for under the

marriage settlement of Sir Reginald and his wife ; and, after

various legacies and directions as to the disposal of heir

looms, ended by constituting Reginald, or, in the event of

his death without issue, Henry, residuary legatee.

When he had finished reading this lengthy document,

which he well knew not to be worth the paper on which

it was written, the lawyer solemnly exhibited the signatures

of the testator and of the attesting witnesses, and laid it

down with a sigh. Three of the listeners were aware that

the will might as well have affected to dispose of the crown

of England as to devise to them these various moneys, lands

and chattels ; but the fourth, Edward Milward, who had

never been admitted to full confidence as to the family

position, was vastly pleased to learn that his future wife
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inherited so considerable a sum, to say nothing of her chance

of succeeding to the entire estate should Henry die without

issue. That there had been embarrassments and mortgage

charges he knew, but these, he concluded, were provided for

by life insurances, and had rolled off the back of the prop

erty on the death of the late owner. Indeed, he showed his

pleasure so plainly in his face that the lawyer, guessing he

was labouring under some such delusion, hesitated and looked

at him pointedly before he proceeded to make remarks upon

the document. Ellen, always on the watch, took the hint,

and, laying her hand affectionately on Milward's shoulder,

said in a low voice :

" Perhaps you will not mind leaving us for a few moments,

Edward: I fancy there are one or two matters that my

mother would not like to be discussed outside her own family

at present."

" Certainly," answered Edward, who, having learned all he

wished to know, rejoiced at the chance of escape, seeing that

funerals and will-reading exercised a depressing effect upon

his spirits.

Lady Graves was at the other end of the room and looking

out of an open window, so that she did not overhear these

remarks. Henry, however, did hear them, and spoke for the

first time.

"I think that you had better stay, Milward," he said:

" there is nothing to conceal," and he smiled grimly at his

own double-entendre.

" No, thanks," answered Edward airily : " I have heard

all I want to know, so I will go into the garden and smoke a

cigarette." And before Henry could speak again he was gone.

" You are probably aware, Sir Henry," began the lawyer,

" that all the main provisions of this document " — and he

tapped the will with his knuckle— "fall to the ground, for

the reason that the capital sums with which they dealt were

exhausted some years since ; though I am bound to tell you

that, in my opinion, the legality of the methods by which

some of those sums were brought into possession might

even now be contested."
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* Yes," answered Henry, " and good money thrown after

bad."

"Of course," went on the lawyer, "you succeed to the

estates, which have been little, if at all, diminished in

acreage; but they are, I believe, mortgaged to more than

their present value in favour of a Mr. Levinger, who holds

the securities in trust for his daughter, and to whom there

is a large sum due by way of back interest."

" Yes, I am aware of it."

"Hem," said the lawyer. "Then I am afraid that there

is not much more to say, is there ? I trust that you may be

able— to find means to meet— these various liabilities, in

which case we shall be most happy to act for you in the

matter. By the way, we still have a small sum in our

hands that was sent to us by our late esteemed client to

pay a debt of your late brother's, which on enquiry was

found not to be owing. This we propose to remit to you,

after deducting the amount of our account current."

" By all means deduct the account current," said Henry ;

" for, you see, you may not get another chance of paying

yourselves. Well, the carriage is waiting for you. Good

afternoon."

The lawyer gathered up his papers, shook hands all round,

bowed and went.

" Well," he thought to himself as he drove towards the

station, " I am glad to be clear of this business : somehow

it was more depressing than most funerals. I suppose that

there's an end of a connection that has lasted a hun

dred years, though there will be some pickings when the

estate is foreclosed on. I am glad it didn't happen in Sir

Reginald's time, for I had a liking for the old man and

his grand last-century manners. The new baronet seems a

roughish fellow, with a sharp edge to his tongue ; but I dare

say he has a deal to worry him, and he looks very ill. What

fools they were to cut the entail ! They can't blame us about

it, anyway, for we remonstrated with them strongly enough.

Sir Reginald was under the thumb of that dead son of his —

that's the fact, and he was a scamp, or something like it.
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Now they are beggared, absolutely beggared : they won't

even be able to pay their debts. It's not one man's funeral

that I have been assisting at— it is that of a whole ancient

family, without benefit of clergy or hope of resurrection.

The girl is going to marry a rich man : she knows which

side her bread is buttered, and has a good head on her

shoulders — that's one comfort. Well, they are bankrupt

and done with, and it is no good distressing myself over

what can't be helped. Here's the station. I wonder if I

need tip the coachman. I remember he drove me when

I came down to the elder boy's christening; we were both

young then. Not necessary, I think: I sha'n't be likely

to see him again."

CHAPTER XVI.

FORTITER IN RE.

When the lawyer had gone, for a while there was silence

in Henry's room. Everybody seemed to wish to speak, and

yet no one could find any words to say. Of course Henry

was aware that the subject which had been discussed at the

last dreadful scene of his father's life would be renewed on

the first opportunity, but he was nervously anxious that it

should not be now, when he did not feel able to cope with

the bitter arguments which he was sure Ellen was prepar

ing for him, and still less with the pleadings of his mother,

should she condescend to plead. After all it was he who

spoke the first.

" Perhaps, Ellen," he said, " you will tell me who were

present at our father's funeral."

" Everybody," she answered ; adding, with meaning, " You

see, the truth about us has not yet come out. We are still

supposed to be people of honour and position."

Her mother turned and made a gesture with her hand, as
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though to express disapproval of the tone in which she

spoke ; and, taking the hint, Ellen went on in a dry, clear

voice, like that of one who reads an inventory, to give the

names of the neighbours who attended the burial, and of

more distant friends who had sent wreaths, saying in con

clusion :

"Mr. Levinger of course was there, but Emma did not

come. She sent a lovely wreath of eucharist lilies and

stephanotis."

At this moment the old butler came in, his face stained

with grief— for he had dearly loved Sir Reginald, who was

his foster-brother — and announced that Dr. Childs was

waiting to see Sir Henry.

" Show him up," said Henry, devoutly thankful for the

interruption.

"How do you do, Captain—I mean Sir Henry Graves ?"

said the doctor, in his quiet voice, when Lady Graves and

Ellen had left the room. " I attended your poor father's

funeral, and then went on to see a patient, thinking that I

would give you a look on my way back. However, don't let

us talk of these things, but show me your leg if you will.

Yes, I thought so : you have given it a nasty jar ; you should

never have tried to walk up those steps without help. Well,

you will have to stop quiet for a month or so, that is all ;

and I think that it will be a good thing for you in more ways

than one, for you seem very much shaken, my dear fellow,

and no wonder, with all this trouble after a dangerous illness."

Henry thanked him ; and then followed a little general

conversation, in which Dr. Childs was careful not to let him

know that he was aware of the scene that had occurred at

his father's death, though as a matter of fact the wildest

rumours were floating up and down the country side, based

upon hints that had fallen from Lady Graves in her first

grief, and on what had been overheard by listeners at the

door. Presently he rose to go, saying that he would call

again on the morrow.

"By the way," he added, "I have got to see another

patient to-night— your late nurse, Joan Haste."
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" What is the matter with her ? " asked Henry, flushing

suddenly red, a symptom of interest or distress that did not

escape the doctor's practised eye.

" So the talk is true," he thought to himself. " Well, I

guessed as much ; indeed, I expected it all along : the girl

has been in love with him for weeks. A pity, a sad pity ! "

"Oh! nothing at all serious," he answered: "a chill and

a touch of fever. It has been smouldering in her system for

some time, I think. It seems she got soaked about ten days

ago, and stood in her wet things. She is shaking it off now,

however."

" Indeed ; I am glad to hear that," Henry answered, in a

tone of relief which he could not quite conceal. " Will you

remember me to Miss Haste when you see her, and tell her

that "

" Yes ? " said the doctor, his hand on the door.

"That I am glad she has recovered, and— that— I was

sorry not to be able to say good-bye to her," he added hur

riedly.

" Certainly," answered Dr. Childs, and went.

Henry saw no more of his mother or his sister that even

ing, which was a sorrowful one for him. He grieved alone

in his room, comforted only by the butler Thomson, who

came to visit him, and told him tales of his father's boyhood

and youth; and they grieved elsewhere, each according to

her own nature. On the morrow the doctor called early and

reported favourably of Henry's condition. He told him that

Joan was doing even better than he had expected, that she

sent him her duty and thanked him kindly for his message,

and with this Henry was fain to be content. Indeed, what

other message could she have sent him, unless she had

written ? and something told him that she would not write.

Any words that could be put on paper would express both

too much and too little.

Henry was not the only person at Rosham whose rest was

troubled this night, seeing that Ellen also did not sleep

well. She had loved her father in her own way and sor

rowed for him, but she loved her family better than any
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individual member of it, and mourned still more bitterly for

its sad fate. Also she had her own particular troubles to over

come, for she was well aware that Edward imagined her to

possess the portion of eight thousand pounds which had been

allotted to her under the will, and it was necessary that he

should be undeceived and enlightened on various other points

in connection with the Rosham affairs, which could no longer

be concealed from him. On the morrow he rode over from

Upcott, and very soon gave Ellen a chance of explanation,

by congratulating her upon the prospective receipt of the

eight thousand. Like a bold woman she took her opportu

nity at once, though she did not care about this task and

had some fears for the issue.

" Don't congratulate me, Edward," she said, " for I must

tell you I have discovered that this eight thousand pounds

is very much in the clouds."

Edward whistled. " Meaning ? " he said.

"Meaning, my dear, that after you left the lawyer ex

plained our financial position. To put it shortly, the entail

has been cut, the estate has been mortgaged for more than

its value, and there is not a farthing for anybody."

" Indeed ! " answered Edward : " that's jolly good news.

Might I ask what is going to happen then ? "

"It all depends upon Henry. If he is not a fool, and

marries Miss Levinger, everything will come right, except

my eight thousand pounds of course, for she holds the mort

gages, or her father does for her. If he is a fool — which I

have reason to believe is the case— and declines to marry

Miss Levinger, then I suppose that the estate will be made

bankrupt and that my mother will be left to starve."

At this announcement Edward uttered an indignant grunt.

" Look here, Ellen," he said ; " it is all very fine, but you

have been playing it pretty low down upon me. I never

heard a word of this mess, although, of course, I knew that

you were embarrassed, like most people nowadays. What

I did not know—to say nothing of your not having a penny

—was that I am to have the honour of marrying into a

family of bankrupts ; and, to tell you the truth, I am half
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inclined to reconsider my position, for I don't wish to be

mixed up with this sort of thing."

" About that you must do as you like, Edward," she

answered, with dignity ; " but let me tell you that this state

of affairs is not my fault. In the first place, it is the fault of

those who are dead and gone, and still more is it the fault

of my brother Henry, whose wickedness and folly threaten

to plunge us all into ruin."

" What do you mean by his ' wickedness and folly ' ? "

" I mean that matter of which I spoke to you before— the

matter of this wretched girl, Joan Haste. It seems that he

has become involved in some miserable intrigue with her,

after the disgusting fashion of you men, and on this account

he refuses to marry Emma Levinger. Yes, although my

father prayed him to do so with his dying breath, he still

refuses, when he knows that it would be his own salvation

and that of his family also."

" He must be mad," said Edward— " stark, staring mad :

it's no such great wonder about the girl, but that he should

decline to marry Miss Levinger is sheer insanity ; for, al

though I don't think much of her, and the connection is a

bad one, it is clear that she has got the dollars. What does

he mean to do, then ? Marry the other one ? "

" Very possibly, for all I know to the contrary. It would

be quite in keeping with his conduct."

"Oh, hang it, Ellen! — that I could not stand. It is not

to be expected of any man that he should come into a family

of which the head will be a bankrupt, who insists upon

marrying a barmaid."

" Again I say that you must please yourself, Edward ;

but if you feel so strongly about Henry's conduct — and I

admit that it is quite natural that you should do so — per

haps you had better speak to him yourself."

" All right : I will," he answered. " Although I don't

like meddling with other people's love affairs, for I have

quite enough to do to manage my own, I will give him my

mind pretty straight. He's a nasty customer to tackle ; but

if he doesn't know before he is an hour older that there are
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other people to be considered in the world besides himself,

it sha'n't be my fault, that's all."

" I am sure it is very brave of you, dear," said Ellen, with

veiled sarcasm. " But, if I may venture to advise, I would

suggest what my poor father used to call the suaviter in

modo in preference to the fortiter in re."

" Oh, bother your Latin ! " said Edward. " Please speak

English."

" I mean that were I you I should go fair and softly ; for,

as you remarked just now in your own classic tongue, Henry

is a ' nasty customer to tackle. ' Well, I happen to know

that he is up and alone just now, so you cannot have a better

opportunity." Then she rang the bell, which was almost

immediately answered by the butler, and added, " Will you

be so good, Thomson, as to show Mr. Milward to Sir Henry's

room ? "

Edward hesitated, for, like another hero, he felt his cour

age oozing out of his finger-tips. Looking up, he saw Ellen

watching him with a little smile, and remembered that to

draw back now would mean that for many a long day to

come he must be the target of the bitter arrows of her irony.

So he set his teeth and went as to a forlorn hope.

In another minute he was in the presence of the man

whom he came to annihilate. Henry was seated in a chair,

against which his crutches were resting, looking out of the

window, with an open book upon his knee, and it cannot be

said that he appeared pleased on hearing the name of his

visitor. Indeed, he was about to tell Thomson that he was

engaged, when Edward blundered in behind him, leaving

him no option but to shake hands and ask his visitor to

sit down. Then ensued this conversation.

" How do you do, Graves ? I have come to see you on

business."

" As well as I can expect, thank you."

A pause.

"Beautiful weather, isn't it ? "

" It seems fine ; but as you have been out, you will know

more about it than I do."
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Another pause.

"The pheasants ought to do well this year; they have

had a wonderful fine time for hatching."

" Indeed. I think you said that you wished to speak to

me about some business."

" You are not rearing any this season, are you ? "

"No: I am sorry to say that I have other chicks to hatch

at present. But about the business ? "

" All right, Graves ; I am coming to that. The pheasants

lead up to it. Fortiter in modo, as Ellen says."

" Does she ? Well, it is not a bad motto for her, though

it's wrong. Well, if we have done with the pheasants "

There was yet another pause, and then Edward said sud

denly, and with effort :

" You are not rearing any pheasants, Graves, because you

can't afford to ; in fact, I have just found out that you are

bankrupt, and the whole thing is a swindle, and that Ellen

won't have a farthing of her eight thousand pounds. She

has sent me up here to talk to you about it."

" Has she ? That is fortiter in modo and no mistake.

Well, talk on, Mr. Milward. But, before you begin, let me

remind you that I asked you to stop and hear what passed

after the reading of the will yesterday, and you would not."

" Oh, bother the will ! It is a fraud, like everything else

in this place. I tell you, Graves "

" One moment. Pray lower your voice, keep your temper,

and remember that you are speaking to a gentleman."

" Speaking to a gentleman ? A nice sort of gentleman !

You mean an uncertificated bankrupt, who won't do the

right thing by his family and marry the girl who could set

them on their legs again ; a pious humbug who preaches to

everybody else, but isn't above carrying on a low intrigue

with a barmaid, and then having the impudence to say that

he means to disgrace us by marrying her."

" I have asked you to lower your voice, Mr. Milward."

" Lower my voice ? I think it is high time to raise it

when I find myself let in for an engagement with the sister

of a man who does such things. You needn't look at me,
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Sir Henry Graves, — Sir Henry indeed! I repeat, 'let in.'

However, you must mend your manners, or Ellen will suffer

for it, that is all ; for I shall throw her over and wash my

hands of the whole show. The bankruptcy is bad enough,

but I'm hanged if I will stand the barmaid. Edward Mil-

ward of Upcott with a barmaid for a sister-in-law ! Not if

he knows it."

Then Henry answered, in a quiet and ominous voice :

" You have been so good, Mr. Milward, doubtless more in

kindness than in anger, as to point out to me with great di

rectness the errors, or assumed errors, of my ways. Allow

me, before I say anything further, to point out to you an

error in yours, about which there is no possibility of doubt.

You say that you propose ' to throw over ' my sister, not on

account of anything that she has done, but because of acts

which / am supposed to have done. In my judgment it will

indeed be fortunate for her should you take this course.

But not the less do I feel bound to tell you, that the man

who behaves thus towards a woman, having no cause of

offence against her, is not what is usually understood by the

term gentleman. So much for my sister : now for myself.

It seems to me that there is only one answer possible to

eonduct and language such as you have thought fit to make

use of; and were I well, much as I dislike violence, I should

not hesitate to apply it. I should, Mr. Milward, kick you

out of this room and down yonder stairs, and, should my

strength not fail me, across that garden. Being crippled at

present, I am unable to advance this argument. I must,

therefore, do the best I can." And, taking up the crutch

that stood by his chair, Henry hurled it straight at him.

" Now go ! " he thundered ; and Mr. Milward went.

" I hope that Ellen will feel pleased with the effect of her

embassy," thought Henry ; then suddenly he turned white,

and, choking with wrath, said aloud, "Great Heaven! to

think that I should have come so low as to be forced to

suffer such insults from a cur like that ! What will be the

end of it ? One thing is clear : I can't stand much more.

I'm done for in the Service ; but I dare say that I could get
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a billet as mate on a liner, or even a command of some ves

sel in the Canadian or Australian waters where I am known.

Unless there is a change soon, that is what I'll do, and

take Joan with me. Nobody will sneer at her there, any

way—at least, nobody who sees her."

Meanwhile Ellen was standing in the hall making pre

tence to arrange some flowers, but in reality waiting, not

without a certain sense of anxiety, to learn the result of

the interview which she had been instrumental in bringing

about. She hoped that Henry would snub her fiance" in

payment of sundry remarks that Edward had made to her,

and which she had by no means forgotten, although she

was not at present in a position to resent them. She hoped

also, with some lack of perspicuity, that Henry would be

impressed by Edward's remonstrances, and that, when he

came to understand that her future was imperilled, he would

hasten to sacrifice his own. But here she make her great

mistake, not foreseeing that a man of Milward's moral fibre

could not by any possibility neglect to push a fancied van

tage home, any more than he could refrain from being in

solent and brutal towards one whom he thought at his

mercy ; for, even in the upper walks of life, individuals do

exist who take pleasure in grinding the heads of the fallen

deeper into the mire.

Presently Ellen was alarmed to hear Henry's words

" Now go " echo through the house, followed by the sound

of a banging door. Next instant Edward appeared upon

the stairs, and the expression of his features betrayed a

wondrous mixture of astonishment, fear and indignation.

" What have you been doing, Edward ? " she said, as he

approached. " You do not mean to tell me that you have

been brawling, and in this house ? "

"Brawling? Oh yes, say that I have been brawling,"

gasped Edward, when at last he managed to speak. " That

infernal brother of yours has thrown a crutch at me ; but

by all means say that I have been brawling."

" Thrown a crutch ? And what had you been doing to

make him throw a crutch ? "
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"Doing? Why, nothing, except tell him that he was a

fraud and a bankrupt. He took it all quite quietly till the

end, then suddenly he said that if he wasn't a cripple

he would kick me downstairs, and threw a crutch at my

head ; and, by George ! I believe from the look of him that

if he could he would have done it too ! "

"It is very possible," said Ellen, "if you were foolish

enough to use such language towards him. You have had

an escape. Henry has a fearful temper when roused."

" Then why on earth didn't you say so before you sent me

up there? Do you suppose that I enjoy being pelted with

crutches by a mad sailor? Possible! Yes, it seems that

anything is possible in this house ; but I will tell you one

thing that isn't, and it is that I should stay here any

longer. I scratch, now, on the spot. Do you understand,

Ellen? The game is up, and you can marry whom you

like."

At this point Ellen touched him on the shoulder, and

said, in a cold voice:

" Perhaps you are not aware that there are at least two

servants listening to you ? Will you be so kind as to fol

low me into the drawing-room ? "

Edward obeyed. When Ellen put on her coldest and

most imperious manner he always did obey, and it is prob

able that he will always continue to do so. He was infuri

ated, and he was humbled, still he could not resist that

invitation into the drawing-room. It was a large apart

ment, and by some oversight the shutters that were

closed for the funeral had never been reopened, therefore

its aspect could not be called cheerful, though there was

sufficient light to see by.

" Now, Mr. .Milward," said Ellen, stationing herself in the

centre of a wide expanse of floor, for there were no little

tables and knickknacks at Rosham, " I will ask you to be so

good as to repeat what you were saying."

Thus adjured, Edward looked around him, and his spirits

sank. He could be vociferous enough in the sunlit hall, but

here in this darkened chamber, that reminded him unpleas
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antly of corpses and funerals, with Ellen, of whom he was

secretly afraid, standing cool and collected before him, a sud

den humility fell upon him.

"Why do you call me Mr. Milward?" he asked: "it

doesn't sound right ; and as for what I was saying, I was

saying that I could not stand this sort of thing any more,

and I think that we had better shut up the shop."

" If you mean by ' shutting up the shop ' that our engage

ment is at an end, Mr. Milward, so be it. But unfortunately,

as you must understand, questions will be asked, and I shall

be glad to know what explanation you propose to furnish."

" Oh ! you can settle that."

" Very well ; I presume you admit that I am not to blame,

therefore we must fall back upon the cause which you

have given : that you insulted my brother, who — notwith

standing his crippled condition— inflicted a physical punish

ment upon you. Indeed, unless I can succeed in stopping

it, thanks to your own indiscretion, the story will be all

over the place before to-morrow, and I must leave you to

judge what will be thought of it in the county, or let us

say at the militia mess, which I believe you join next

Wednesday."

Edward heard and quailed. He was excessively sensitive

to public opinion, and more especially to the chaff of his

brother-officers in the militia, among whom he was some

thing of a butt. If it became known there that Sir Henry

Graves, a man with a broken leg, had driven him out of the

room by throwing crutches at his head, he felt that his life

would speedily become a burden to him.

" You wouldn't be so mean as that, Ellen," he said.

" So mean as what ? To some people it might seem that

the meanness is on the other side. There are difficulties

here, and you have quarrelled with my brother ; therefore,

as I understand, you wish to desert me after being publicly

engaged to me for some months, and to leave me in an utterly

false position. Do so if you will, but you must not be sur

prised if you find your conduct called by strong names.

For my part I am indifferent, but for your own sake I think
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that you would do well to pause. Do not suppose that I shall

sit still under such an affront. You know that I can be a

good friend ; you have yet to learn that I can be a good enemy.

Possibly, though I do not like to think it of you, you believe

that we are ruined and of no account. You will find your

mistake. There are troubles here, but they can be over

come, and very soon you will live to regret that you dared

to put such a deadly affront upon me and my family. You

foolish man ! " she went on, with gathering vehemence,

" have you not yet realized the difference between us ?

Have you not learned that with all your wealth you are

nobody and I am somebody—that though I can stand with

out you, without me you will fall? Now I am tired of

talking : choose, Edward Milward, choose whether you will

jilt me and incur an enmity that shall follow you to your

death, or whether you will bide by me and be placed where

of late it has been the object of my life to set you."

If Edward had quailed before, now he positively trembled,

for he knew that Ellen spoke truth. Hers was the master

mind, and to a great extent he had become dependent on her.

Moreover he had ambitions, for the most part of a social

and personal nature—which included, however, his entry into

Parliament, where he hoped that his power of the purse

would ultimately earn him some sort of title— and these

ambitions he felt sure would never be gratified without the

help of Ellen. Lastly, he was in his own way sincerely

attached to her, and quite appreciated the force of her threats

to make of him an object of ridicule among his neighbours

and brother-officers. Smarting though he was under a sense

of moral and physical injury, the sum of these considerations

turned the balance in favour of the continuance of his engage

ment. Perhaps Ellen was right, and her family would ride

out this trouble ; but whether they did so or not, he was con

vinced that without Ellen he should sink below his present

level, and what was more, that she would help him on his

downward career. So Edward gave in ; indeed, it would not

be too much to say that he collapsed.

"You shouldn't speak so harshly, dear," he said, "for
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you know that I did not really mean what I told you about

breaking off our engagement. The fact is that, what between

one thing and another, I scarcely knew what I was saying."

" Indeed ! " answered Ellen. " Well, I hope that you

know what you are saying now. If our engagement is to be

continued, there must be no further talk of breaking it off

on the next occasion that you happen to have a quarrel with

my brother, or to be angry about the mortgages on this

property."

" The only thing that I bargain about your brother is,

that I shall not be asked to see him, or have anything to do

with him. He can go to the deuce his own way so far as I

am concerned, and we can cut him when we are married—

that is, if he becomes bankrupt and the rest of it. I am

sorry if I have behaved badly, Ellen ; but really and truly I do

mean what I say about our engagement, and I tell you what,

I will go home and put it on paper if you like, and bring you

the letter this afternoon."

" That is as you like, Edward," she answered, with a

perceptible softening of her manner. " But after what has

happened, you may think yourself fortunate that I ever con

sent to see you again."

Edward attempted no reply, at least in words, for he was

crushed ; but, bending down, he imprinted a chaste salute

upon Ellen's smooth forehead, which she acknowledged by

touching him frostily on the cheek with her lips.

This, then, is the history of the great quarrel between

these lovers, and of their reconciliation.

" Upon my word," said Ellen to herself, as she watched

him depart, " I am by no means certain that Henry's obsti

nacy and violence have not done me a good turn for once.

They have brought things to a crisis, there has been a strug

gle, and I have won the day. Whatever happens, I do not

think it likely that Edward will try to match himself against

me again, and I am quite certain that he will never talk any

more of breaking off our engagement."
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CHAPTER XVII.

BETWEEN DUTY AND DUTY.

For a while Ellen stood silent, enjoying the luxury of a

well-earned victory ; then she turned and went upstairs to

Henry's room. The first thing that she saw was the crutch

which her brother had used as a missile of war with such

effect, still lying where it had fallen on the carpet. She

picked it up and placed it by his chair.

" How do you do, Henry ? " she said blandly. " I hear

that you have surpassed yourself this morning."

"Now, look here, Ellen," he answered, in a voice that

was almost savage in its energy, " if you have come to bait

me, I advise you to give it up, for I am in no mood to stand

much more. You sent Mr. Milward up here to insult me,

and I treated him as he deserved ; though now I regret that

under intolerable provocation I forgot myself so far as to

condescend to violence. I am very sorry if I have inter

fered with your matrimonial projects, though there is a cer

tain justice about it, seeing how constantly you attempt to

interfere with mine ; but I could not help it. No man of

honour could have borne the things that fellow thought fit

to say, and it is your own fault for encouraging him to say

them."

" Oh, pray, my dear Henry, let us leave this cant about

' men of honour ' out of the question. It really seems to me

that after all that has happened and is happening, the less

said of honour the better. It is quite useless for you to

look angry, since I presume that you will not try to silence

me by throwing things in my face. And now let me tell

you that, although you have done your best, you have not

succeeded in 'interfering with my matrimonial projects,'

which, in fact, were never so firmly established as they are

at this moment."

"Do you mean to say," asked Henry in astonishment,
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"that the man has put up with— well, with what I was

obliged to inflict upon him, and that you still contemplate

marrying him after the way in which he has threatened to

jilt you ? "

" Certainly I mean to say it. We have set the one thing

against the other and cried quits, though of course he has

bargained that he shall have nothing more to do with you,

and also that, should you persist in your present conduct,

he shall not be forced to receive you at his house after our

marriage."

"Really he need not have troubled to make that stipu

lation."

"We are not all fools, Henry," Ellen went on; "and I

did not feel called upon to break an engagement that in

many ways suits me very well because you have chosen to

quarrel with Edward and to use violence towards him. Do

not be afraid, Henry : I have not come here to lecture you ;

I come to say that I wash my hands of you. In the interests

of the family, of which you are the head, I still venture to

hope that you will repent of the past and that better coun

sels may prevail as to the future. I hope, for instance, that

you will come to see that your own prosperity and good

name should not be sacrificed in order to gratify a low pas

sion. But this is merely a pious wish and by the way.

You are a middle-aged man, and must take your own course

in life ; only I decline to be involved in your ruin. If in the

future I should however be able to do anything to mitigate

its consequences so far as this property is concerned, I

will do it ; for I at least think more of my family than of

myself, and most of all of the dying wishes of our father.

And now, Henry, as a sister to a brother I say good-bye to

you for so long as you persist in your present courses.

Henceforth when we meet it will be as acquaintances and

no more. Good-bye, Henry." And she left the room.

" That is a pleasant speech to have to listen to," reflected

Henry as the door closed behind her. " Of the two I really

think that I prefer Mr. Milward's mode of address, for he

can be answered, or at any rate dealt with ; but it is difficult
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to answer Ellen, seeing that to a great extent she has the

right on her side. What a position for a man ! If I had

tried, I could not have invented a worse one. I shall never

laugh again at the agonies of a heroine placed between love

and duty, for it is my own case. Or rather let us leave the

love out of it, and say that I stand between duty and duty,

the delicate problem to decide being : Which is the higher

of these duties and who shall be sacrificed ? "

As he thought thus, sadly enough, there was a knock

upon his door, and Lady Graves entered the room, looking

very sorrowful and dignified in her widow's robe.

" So I haven't seen the worst of it," Henry muttered.

"Well, I may as well get it over." Then he added aloud,

"Will you sit down, mother? I am sorry that I cannot

rise to receive you."

" My boy," she said in a low voice, " I have been thinking

a great deal of the sad scene which took place in connection

with your dear father's death, and of my subsequent conduct

towards you, and I have come to apologise to you. I do

not know the exact circumstances that led you to act as you

have done — I may even say that I scarcely wish to know

them ; but on reflection I feel that nothing but the strongest

reasons or considerations of honour would have induced you

to refuse your father's last request, and that I have there

fore no right to judge you harshly. This came home to me

when I saw you leaving the room yonder a few nights since,

and your face showed me what you were suffering. But at

that time my heart was too frozen with grief, and, I fear,

also too much filled with resentment against you to allow

me to speak. If you can tell me anything that will give

me a better understanding of the causes of all this dreadful

trouble, I shall be grateful to you ; for then we may perhaps

consult together and find some way out of it. But I repeat

that I do not come to force your confidence. I come,

Henry, to express my regret, and to mourn with you over a

husband and a father whom we both loved dearly," — and,

moved by a sudden impulse of affection, she bent down and

kissed her son upon the forehead.

N
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He returned the embrace, and said, " Mother, those are

the first kind words that I have heard for a long while from

any member of my family ; and I can assure you that I am

grateful for them, and shall not forget them, for I thought

that you had come here to revile me like everybody else.

You say that you do not ask my confidence, but fortunately

a man can speak out to his mother without shame, even

when he has cause to be ashamed of what he must tell her.

Now listen, mother : as you know, I never was a favourite

in this house ; I dare say through my own fault, but so it is.

From boyhood everybody more or less looked down upon

me, and, with the exception of yourself, I doubt if anybody

cared for me much. Well, I determined to make my own

way in the world and to show you all that there was some

thing in me, and to a certain extent I succeeded.- I worked

hard to succeed too ; I denied myself in many ways, and

above all I kept myself clear from the vices that most young

men fall into in one shape or another. Then came this

dreadful business of my brother's death, and just as I was

beginning really to get on I was asked to leave the profes

sion which was everything to me. From the letters that

reached me I gathered that in some mysterious way it lay

in my power, and in mine alone, to pull the family affairs

out of the mire if I returned home. So I retired from the

Service and I came, because I thought that it was my duty,

for hitherto I have tried to do my duty when I could see

my way to it. On the first night of my arrival here I

learned the true state of affairs from Ellen, and I learned

also what it was expected that I should do to remedy it —

namely, that I should marry a young lady with whom I had

but a slight acquaintance, but who, as it chances, is the owner

of the mortgages on this estate."

" It was most indiscreet of Ellen to put the matter like

that," said Lady Graves.

"Ellen is frequently indiscreet, mother; but doubtless it

never occurred to her that I should object to doing what she

is so ready to do for herself — marry for money. I am glad

you see, however, that her method was not exactly calcu
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lated to prepossess any man in favour of a marriage, of

which he did not happen to have thought for himself. Still

the young lady came, and I liked her exceedingly ; I liked

her more than any woman that I had met before, the one

inexplicable thing about her to my mind being — why on

earth she should wish to marry me, as I understand is, or

was, the case."

" You foolish boy ! " said Lady Graves, smiling a little ;

" do you not understand that she had become fond of you

during that week when you were here together the year

before last ? "

" I can't say that I understand it, mother, for I had not

much to do with her. But even if it is so, it does not satis

factorily explain why her father should be equally anxious

for this match. Of course I know that he has given lots of

reasons, but I cannot help thinking that there is something

behind them all. However, that is neither here nor there."

" I fancy, Henry, that the only thing behind Mr. Levin-

ger's reasons is an earnest desire for the happiness of a

daughter to whom he is much attached."

"Well, mother, as I was saying, I took a great fancy to

the girl, and though I did not at all like the idea of making

advances to a lady to whom we are under such obligations,

I determined to put my pride in my pocket, and, if I still

continued to admire her after further acquaintance, to ask

her if she would allow me to share her fortune, for I think

that is an accurate way of putting it. So I went off to stay

at Monk's Lodge, and the chapter of troubles began. The

girl who indirectly was the cause of my accident became my

nurse, and it seems that — she grew attached to me, and—

I grew, attached to her. It was not wonderful : you know

her; she is very beautifvd, she has a good heart, and in

most ways she is a lady. In short, she is a woman who in

any less prejudiced country would certainly be received into

society if she had the means to enter it. Well, so things

went on without anything remarkable happening, until

recently." And he repeated to her fairly and fully all that

had passed between himself and Joan.
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" Now, mother," he said, " I have made my confession to

you, and perhaps you will understand how it came about

that, fresh from such scenes, and taken as I was utterly by

surprise, I was unable to promise what my father asked. I

do not know what your judgment of my conduct may be ;

probably you cannot think of it more harshly than I do my

self, and' in excuse of it I can only say that the circum

stances were strange, and, as I have discovered, I love the

woman. What, therefore, is my duty towards her ? "

" Did you ever promise to marry her, Henry ? "

" Promise ? Yes, I said that I would ; for, as you know,

I am a bit of a puritan, although I have little right to that

title now, and it seemed to me that marriage was the only

way out of the trouble."

" Does she expect you to marry her, then ? "

" Certainly not. She declares that she would not allow

it on any consideration. But this goes for nothing, for how

can I take advantage of her inexperience and self-sacrificing

folly ? You have the whole facts : what do you think that I

should do ? "

" Henry, I am older than you are ; I have seen a great

deal of life, and perhaps you, who are curiously unworldly,

may think me the reverse. I accept your story as it stands,

well knowing that you have told me the exact truth, without

hiding anything which would weigh against yourself; and on

the face of that story, I cannot say that I consider it to be

your duty to marry this poor girl, with whom, through your

own weakness and folly, you have placed yourself in such

false relations — though undoubtedly it is your duty to do

everything in your power to provide for her. If you had

deliberately set yourself to lead her astray, the case might

be different; only, were you capable of such conduct —

which I know that you are not— you would not now be tor

mented by doubts as to your duty towards her. You talk

of Joan Haste's ' inexperience.' Are you sure that this is

so? The whole history, of her conduct seems to show

experience, and even art, or at any rate a knowledge, very

unusual in a girl of her age and position, of how best to
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work upon a man's tenderness and to move his feelings.

That art may have been unconscious, an art which Nature

gave her ; and that knowledge may have been intuitive, for

of course all things are possible, and I can only judge of

what is probable. At least it is clear that she never

expected that you would marry her, because she knew that

such an act would bring you to ruin, and I respect her for

her honesty in this particular."

" Should a man shrink from his duty because duty means

disaster, mother ? "

" Not if it is his duty, perhaps, Henry ; but in the present

case that, to say the least of it, is not proved. I will answer

your question by another : Should a man neglect many un

doubted duties, among them that of obeying the dying peti

tion of his father, in order to indulge his conscience with

the sense that he has fulfilled one which is open to doubt '.'

Henry, I do not wish to push you about this matter, for I

see that, even if you do not love Joan Haste so much as you

think, at the least you are strongly attracted to her ; also I

see that your self-questionings are honest, and that you are

anxious to do what is right, independently of the possible

consequences to yourself. But I do pray of you not to be

led away, and, if you can avoid it, not to see this girl again

at present. Take time to consider : one month, two, three,

as you like ; and in the meanwhile do not commit yourself

beyond redemption. Remember all that is at stake ; re

member that a man in your position is not entirely his

own master. Of myself I will not speak. Why should -I '.'

I am old, and my day is done ; such years as remain to me I

can drag out in obscurity without repining, for my memories

are enough for me, and I have little care left for any earthly

advantage. But of your family I do not venture to speak.

It has been here so long, and your father loved this place so

well, that it breaks my heart to think of its going to the

hammer— after three centuries," — and the old lady turned

her head and wiped her eyes furtively, then added : " And it

will go to the hammer— it must. I know Mr. Levinger

well; he is a curious man, and whatever his real reasons
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may be, his mind is set upon this marriage. If he is disap

pointed about it, he will certainly take his remedy ; indeed,

he is bound to do so, for the money at stake is not his, but

his daughter's."

" You tell me to take three months to consider, mother ;

but, looking at the matter from the family point of view,

how am I to do this ? It seems that we have scarcely a

sixpence in the world, and a heavy accumulation of debt.

Where is the money to come from to enable us to carry on

for another three months ? "

" Beyond the overdue interest there are not many floating

liabilities, Henry, for I have always made it a practice to

pay cash. Of course, when the farms come on hand at

Michaelmas the case will be different, for then, unless they

can be let in the meantime, a large sum of money must be

found to pay the covenants and take them over, or they must

go out of cultivation. Till then, however, you need have no

anxiety, for, as it chances, at the moment I have ample funds

at command."

" Ample funds ! Where do they come from ? "

" Of all my fortune, Henry, there remained to me my jew

els, the diamonds and sapphires that my grandmother left

me, which she inherited from her grandmother. They should

have gone to Ellen, but when our need was pressing, rather

than trouble your poor father any more, I sold them secretly.

They realized between two and three thousand pounds—

about half their value, I believe — of which I have a clear

two thousand left. Do not tell Ellen of this, I pray you, for

she would be very angry, and I do not feel fit to bear any

scenes at present. And now, my dear, it is luncheon time,

so I think that I will leave you, hoping that you will con

sider the advice which I have ventured to give you." And

again she kissed him affectionately and left the room.

" Sold her jewels ! " thought Henry, " the jewels that she

valued above any possession in the world ! My poor mother !

And if I marry this girl, or do not marry the other, what

will her end be ? The workhouse, I suppose, unless Milward

gives her a home out of charity, or I can earn sufficient

\
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to keep her, of which I see no prospect. Indeed, I begin to

think that she is right, and that my first duty is. owing to

my family. And yet how can I abandon Joan ? Or if I do,

how can I marry Emma Levinger with this affair upon my

hands, begun since I became acquainted with her ? Oh !

what an unhappy man am I ! Well, there is one thing to be

said, —my evil doing is being repaid to me full measure,

pressed down and running over. It is not often that punish

ment follows so hard upon the heels of error/'

CHAPTER XVIII.

CONGKATULATIONS.

Joan was not really ill : she had contracted a chill, accom

panied by a certain amount of fever, but this was all. In

deed, the fever had already taken her on the night of her

love scene with Henry, and to its influence upon her nerves

may be attributed a good deal of the conduct which to Lady

Graves had seemed to give evidence of art and experienced

design. Nothing further was said by her aunt as to her leav

ing the house, and things went on as usual till the morning

when she woke up and learned that her lover had gone under

such sad circumstances. It was a shock to her, but she

grieved more for him than for herself. Indeed, she thought

it best that he should be gone ; it even seemed to her that

she had anticipated it, that she had always known he must

go and that she would see him no more. The curtain was

down for ever ; her short tragedy had culminated and was

played out, so Joan believed, unaware that its most moving

acts were yet to come. It was terrible, and henceforth her

life must be a desolation ; but it cannot be said that as yet

her conscience caused her to grieve for what had been : sor

row and repentance were to overtake her when she learned

all the trouble and ruin which her conduct had caused.

No, at present she was glad to have met him and to have
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loved him, winning some share of his love in return ; and

she thought then that she would rather go broken-hearted

through the remainder of her days than sponge out those

memories and be placid and prosperous without them.

Whatever might be her natural longings, she had no inten

tion of carrying the matter any further, least of all had she

any intention of persuading or even of allowing Henry to

marry her, for she had been quite earnest and truthful in

her declarations to him upon this point. She did not even

desire that his life should be burdened with her in any way,

or that she should occupy his mind to the detriment of other

persons and affairs ; though of course she hoped that he

would always think of her with affection, or perhaps with

love, and she would have been no true woman had she not

done so. Curiously enough, Joan seemed to expect that

Henry would adopt the same passive attitude towards her

self which she contemplated adopting towards him. She

knew that men are for the most part desirous of burying

their dead loves out of sight— sometimes, in their minds,

marking the graves with a secret monument visible to them

selves alone, be it a headstone with initials and a date, or

only a withered wreath of flowers ; but more often suffering

the naked earth of oblivion to be trodden hard upon them,

as though fearful lest their poor ghosts should rise again,

and, taking flesh and form, come back to haunt a future in

which they have no place.

She did not understand that Henry was not of this class,

that in many respects his past life had been different to the lives

of the majority of men, or that she was absolutely the first

woman who had ever touched his heart. Therefore she came

to the conclusion, sadly enough, and with an aching jealousy

which she could not smother, but with resignation, that the

next important piece of news she was likely to hear about

her lover would be that of his engagement to Miss Levinger.

As it chanced, tidings of a totally different nature reached

her on the following day, though whether they were true or

false she could not tell. It was her aunt who brought them,

when she came in with her supper, for Joan . was still

confined to her room,
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" There are nice doings up there at Rosham," said Mrs.

Gillingwater, eyeing her niece curiously.

Joan's heart gave a leap.

" What's the matter ? " she asked, trying not to look too

interested.

"Well, the old baronet is gone for one thing, as was

expected that he must ; and they say that he slipped off

while he was cursing and swearing at his son, the Captain,

which don't seem a right kind of way to die, to my mind."

" Died cursing and swearing at Captain Graves ? Why ? "

murmured Joan faintly.

" I can't tell you rightly. All I know about it came to

me from Lucilla Smith, who is own sister to Mary Roberts,

the cook up there, who, it seems, was listening at the door,

or, as she puts it, waiting to be called in to say good-bye to

her master, and she had it from the gardener's boy."

" She ? Who had it, aunt ? "

"Why, Lucilla Smith had, of course. Can't you under

stand plain English ? I tell you that old Sir Reginald sat

up in bed and cursed and swore at the Captain till he was

black in the face. Then he screeched out loud and died."

" How dreadful ! " said Joan. " But what was he cursing

about?"

" About ? Why, because the Captain wouldn't promise to

marry Miss Levinger, who's got bonds on all the property,

down to the plate in the pantry, in her pocket. That old

fox of a father of hers stole them when he was agent there,

I expect " Here Mrs. Gillingwater checked herself,

and added hastily, " But that's neither here nor there ; at

any rate she's got them, and can sell the Graves's up to

morrow if she likes, which being so, it ain't wonderful that

old Sir Reginald cursed when he heard his son turn round

coolly and say that he wouldn't marry her at any price."

" Did he tell why he wouldn't marry her ? " asked Joan,

with a desperate effort to look unconcerned beneath her

aunt's searching gaze.

" I don't know that he did. If so, Lucilla doesn't know,

so I suppose that Mary Roberts couldn't hear. She did
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hear one thing, however : she heard yotir name, miss, twice,

so there wasn't no mistake about it."

" My name ? Oh ! my name ! " gasped Joan.

" Yes, yours, unless there is another Joan Haste in these

parts, which I haven't heard on. And now, perhaps, you

will tell me what it was doing there."

" How can I tell you when I don't know, aunt ? "

" How can you tell me when you won't say, miss ? That's

what you mean. Look here, Joan : do you take me for a

fool ? Do you suppose that I haven't seen through your

little game? Why, I have watched it all along, and I'm

bound to say that you don't play half so bad for a young

hand. Well, it seems that you pulled it off this time, and

I'm not saying but what I am proud of you, though I still

hold that you would have done better to have married Sam

uel ; for I believe, when all is said and finished, he will be

the richer man of the two. It's very nice to be a baronet's

lady, no doubt; but if you have nothing to live on—and T

don't fancy that there are many pickings left up there at

Bosham— I can't see that it helps you much forrarder."

" What do you mean, aunt ? "

" Mean ? Now, Joan, don't you begin trying your hum

bug on me : keep that for the men. You're not going to

pretend that you haven't been making love to the Captain

— I beg his pardon, Sir Henry he is now—as hard as you

know how. Well, it seems that you have bamboozled him

finely, and have made him so sweet on your pretty face

that he's going to throw over marrying the Levinger girl

in order to marry you, for that's what it comes to, and you

may very well be proud of it. But don't you be carried

away; you wouldn't take my advice about Samuel Rock,

and I spoke to you rough that night on purpose, for I

wanted you to make sure of one or the other. Well, take

my advice about Sir Henry. Remember there is many a

slip between the cup and the lip, and that out of sight is

apt to be out of mind. Don't you keep out of sight too

long. You strike while the iron is hot, and marry him;

on the quiet if you like, but marry him. Of course there will

\
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be a row, but all the rows under heaven can't unmake a

wife and a ladyship. Now listen to me. I have gone out

of my way to talk to you like this, because you are a fine

girl and I'm fond of you, which is more than you are of me,

and I should like to see you get on in the world; and per

haps when you're up you will not forget your old aunt who

is down. I tell you I have gone out of my way to give you

this tip, for there's some as won't be pleased to see you

turned into Lady Graves. Yes, there's some who'd give a

good deal to stop it: Samuel Rock, for instance; he don't

like parting, but he'd lay down something handsome, and

I doubt if I'll ever see the coin out of you that I might out

of him and others, for after all you won't be a rich woman

at best. However, we must sacrifice ourselves at times, and

that's what I am doing on your account, Joan. And now,

if you want to get a note up to Rosham, I will manage it

for you. But perhaps you had better wait and go yourself."

Joan listened to this long address in amazement mingled

with scorn. It would be hard to say which of its qualities

disgusted her the most— its coarseness, its cunning, or its

avarice. Above all these, however, it revolted her to learn

that her aunt thought her capable of conceiving and carry

ing out so disgraceful a plot. What must the woman's mind

be like, that she could imagine such evil in others ? And

what had she, Joan, ever done, that she should be so misun

derstood ?

" I don't understand you, aunt : I don't wish to marry

Captain Graves," she said simply.

" Do you mean to tell me that you ain't blind gone on him,

and that he's not gone on you, Joan ? "

" I said that I did not wish to marry him," she answered,

evading the question. " To marry a girl like me would be

the ruin of him."

Mrs. Gillingwater stared at her niece as she lay on the bed

before her ; then she burst into a loud laugh.

'.' Oho ! you're a simple one, you are," she said, pointing

her finger at her. " You're downright innocent, if ever a

girl was, with your hands folded and your hair hanging
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about your face, like a half-blown angel, more fit for a mar

ble monument than for this wicked world. You couldn't

give anybody a kiss on the quiet, could you ? Your lips

would blush themselves off first, wouldn't they ? And as

for marrying him if his ma didn't like it, that you'd never,

never do. I'll tell you what it is, Joan : I'm getting a bet

ter opinion of you every day ; you ain't half the fool I thought

you, after all. You remember what I said to you about Sam

uel, and you think that I've got his money in my pocket and

other people's too perhaps, and that I'm just setting a trap

for you and going to give you away. Well, as a matter of

fact I wasn't this time, so you might just as well have been

open with me. But there you are, girl : go about your own

business in your own fashion. I see that you can be trusted

to look after yourself, and I won't spoil sport. I've been

blind and deaf and dumb before now— yes, blinder than

you think, perhaps, for all your psalm-singing air —and I

can be again. And now I'm off ; only I tell you fair I won't

work for nothing, so don't you begin to whine about poor

relations when once you're married, else I may find a way

to make it hot for you yet, seeing that there's things you

mightn't like spoken of when you're ' my lady ' and respect

able." And with this jocular threat on her lips Mrs. Gill-

ingwater vanished.

When her aunt had gone, Joan drew the sheet over her

face as though she sought to hide herself, and wept in the

bitterness of her shame. She was what she was ; but did

she deserve to be spoken to like this ? She would rather a

hundred times have borne her aunt's worst violence than be

made the object of her loathly compliments. How much did

this woman know ? Surely everything, or she would not

dare to address her as she had done. She had no longer

any respect for her, and that must be the reason of her odi

ous assumption that there was nothing to choose between

them, that they were equal in evil. She would not believe

her when she said that she had no wish to marry Henry—

she thought that the speech was dictated by a low cunning

like her own. Well, perhaps it was fortunate that she
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did not believe her ; for, if she had, what would have hap

pened ?

Very soon it became clear to Joan that on this point it

would be best not to undeceive her aunt, since to do so might

provoke some terrible catastrophe of which she could not

foresee the consequences. After further reflection, another

thing became clear to her : that she must vanish from Brad-

mouth. What was truth and what was falsehood in Mrs.

Gillingwater's story, she could not say, but obviously it con

tained an alloy of fact. There had been some quarrel be

tween Henry and his dying father, and in that quarrel her

name had been mentioned. Strange as it seemed, it might

even be that he had declared an intention of marrying her.

Now that she thought of it, she remembered that he had

spoken of such a thing several times. The idea opened new

possibilities to her—possibilities of a happiness of which she

had not dared to dream ; but, to her honour be it said, she

never allowed them to take root in her mind— no, not for a

single hour. She knew well what such a marriage would

mean for Henry, and that was enough. She must disappear ;

but whither ? She had no means and no occupation. Where,

then, could she go ?

For two or three days she stayed in her room, keeping her

aunt as much at a distance as possible, and pondering on

these matters, but without attaining to any feasible solution

of them.

On the day of Sir Reginald's funeral, which Mrs. Gilling-

water attended, and of which she gave her a full account, she

received Henry's message brought to her by the doctor, and

returned a general answer to it. Next morning her uncle

Gillingwater, who chanced to be sober, brought her word that

Mr. Levinger had called, and asked that she would favour

him with a visit at Monk's Lodge so soon as she was about

again. Joan wondered for what possible reason Mr. Levin

ger could wish to see her, and her conscience answered that

it had to do with Henry. Well, if he was not her guardian,

he took an undefined interest in her, and it occurred to her

that he might be able to help her to escape from Bradmouth,
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so for tins reason, if for no other, she determined to comply

with his wish.

'. Two days later, accordingly, Joan started for Monk's

Lodge, having arranged with the local grocer to give her a

lift to the house, whither his van was bound to deliver some

parcels ; for, after being laid up, she did not feel equal to

walking both ways. About two o'clock, arrayed in her best

grey dress, she went to the grocer's shop and waited outside.

Presently she heard a shrill voice calling to her from the

stable-yard, that joined the shop, and a red-haired boy poked

his head through the open door.

" Sorry to keep you waiting, Joan Haste," said the boy,

who was none other than Willie Hood ; " but I've been clean

ing up the old horse's bit in honour of having such a swell

as you to drive. Stand clear now; here we come." And

he led out the van, to which a broken-kneed animal was har

nessed, that evidently had seen better days.

" Why, you're never going to drive me, Willie, are you ? "

asked Joan in alarm, for she remembered the tale of that

youth's equestrian efforts.

" Yes, I am, though. Don't you be skeered. I know what

you're thinking of ; but I've been grocer's boy for a month

now, and have learned all about hosses and how to ride and

drive them. Come, up you get, unless you'd rather walk

behind."

Thus adjured, Joan did get up, and they started. Soon

she perceived that her fears as to Willie Hood's powers of

driving were not ill-founded; but, fortunately, the animal

that drew them was so reduced in spirit that it did not

greatly matter whether any one was guiding him or no.

"Is lit all right' again?" said. Willie presently, as, leav

ing the village, they began to travel along the dusty road

that lay like a ribbon upon the green crest of the cliff.

." " Do you mean Captain Graves ? "

" Yes : who else ? I saw him as they carried him into

the Crown and. Mitre that night. My word ! he did look

bad, and his trouser was all bloody too. I never seed any

one so bloody before ; though, now I come to think of it, you



CONGRATULATIONS 191

were bloody also, just like people in a story-book. That was

a bad beginning for you both, they say."

" He is better ; but he is not all right," answered Joan,

with a sigh. Why would eveiy one talk to her about Henry ?

" Captain Graves is not here now, you know."

" No ; he's up at the Hall. And the old Squire is dead

and buried. I went to see his funeral, I did. It was a

grand sight — such lots of carriages, and such a beautiful

polished coffin, with a brass cross and a plate with red

letters on it. I'd like to be buried like that myself some

day."

Joan smiled, but made no answer ; and there was silence

for a little time, while Willie thrashed the horse till his face

was the colour of his hair.

- " I say, Joan," he said, when at last that long-suffering

animal broke into a shuffling trot, which caused the dust

to rise in clouds, " is it true that you are going to marry

him?"

"Marry Sir Henry Graves! Of course not. What put

that idea into your head, you silly boy ? "

" I don't know ; it's what folks say, that's all. At least,

they say that if you don't you ought to— though I don't

rightly understand what they mean by that, unless it is that

you are pretty enough to marry anybody, which I can see

for myself."

Joan blushed crimson, and then turned pale as the dust.

" No need to pink up because I pay you a compliment,

Joan," said Willie Complacently.

" Folks say ? " she gasped. " Who are the folks that say

such things ? ". ;

" Everybody mostly —-mother for ;one. But- she says that

you're like to find yourself left on the sand with the tide going

out, like a dogfish that's been too greedy after sprats, for

all that you think yourself so clever, and are so stuck-up

about your looks; But then mother never did like a pretty

girl, and I don't pay no attention to her— not a mite ; and

if I was you, Joan, I'd just marry him to spite them."

"Look here, Willie," answered Joan, who by now was
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almost beside herself : " if you say another word about me

and Sir Henry Graves, I'll get out and walk."

"Well, I dare say the old horse would thank you if you

did. But I don't see why you should take on so just because

I've been answering your questions. I expect it's all true,

and that you do want to marry him, or else you're left on

the beach like the dogfish. But if you are, it's no reason

why you should be cross with me."

"I'm not cross, Willie, I am not indeed; but you don't

understand that I can't bear this kind of gossip."

" Then you'd better get out of Bradmouth as fast as you

can, Joan, for you'll have lots of it to bear there, I can tell

you. Why, I'm downright sick of it myself," answered the

merciless Willie. Then he lapsed into a dignified silence,

that for the rest of the journey was only broken by his ex

hortations to the sweating horse, and the sound of the whacks

which he rained upon its back.

At length they reached Monk's Lodge, and drove round to

the side entrance, where Joan got down hurriedly and walked

to the servants' door.

CHAPTER XIX.

RIGHTEOUS INDIGNATION.

On the day before Sir Reginald's funeral Mr. Samuel

Rock presented himself at Monk's Lodge, and was shown

into the study. As he entered Mr. Levinger noticed that

his mien was morose, and that dejection beamed from his

pale blue eyes, if indeed dejection can be said to beam.

"I fancy that my friend's love affairs have gone' wrongs"

he thought to himself; "he would scarcely look so sulky

about a cow shed." Yet it was of this useful building that

he began to speak.

" Well, Mr. Rock," he said cheerfully, " have they dug out

the foundations of that shed yet ? "
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" Shed, sir ? " answered Samuel (he pronounced it shodd) :

" I haven't come to speak to you about no sheds. I have

come to speak to you about the advice you gave me as to

Joan Haste."

" Oh ! yes, I remember : you wanted to marry her, didn't

you ? Well, did you take it ? "

" I took it, sir, to my sorrow, for she wouldn't have nothing

to do with me. I went so far as to try and kiss her."

" Yes. And then ? "

" And then, sir, she pushed me off, that's all, and stood

there saying things that I would rather forget. But here's

the story, sir." And with a certain amount of glozing and

omission, he told the tale of his repulse.

" Your case does not seem very promising," said Mr. Lev-

inger lightly, for he did not wish to show his vexation ; " but

perhaps the lady will still change her mind. As you know,

it is often darkest before the dawn."

"Oh yes, sir," answered Samuel, with a kind of sullen

confidence, " sooner or later she will change her mind, never

fear, and I shall marry her, I am sure of it ; but she won't

change her heart, that's the point, for she's given that to

another."

" Well, perhaps, if you get the rest of her, Mr. Rock, you

may leave the heart to the other, for that organ is not of

very much practical use by itself, is it ? Might I ask who

the other is ? "

Samuel shook his head gloomily, and answered :

" It's all very well for you to joke about hearts, sir, as

haven't got one— I mean, as don't take no interest in them ;

but they're everything to me— at least Joan's is. And as

for who it is, sir, if half I hear is true, it's that Captain, I

mean Sir Henry Graves. You warned me against him, you

remember, and you spoke strong because I grew angry.

Well, sir, I did right to be angry, for it's him she loves,

Mr. Levinger, and that's why she hates me. They're talk

ing about them all over Bradmouth."

" Indeed. Well, Bradmouth always was a great place for

scandal, and I should not pay much attention to their tongues,
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were I you, Mr. Rock. Girls will have their fancies, you

know, and I do not think it is necessary to hunt round for

explanations because this one happens to flout you. I dare

say it will all come right in time, if you have a little patience.

Anyway there will be no more gossip about Joan Haste and

Sir Henry Graves, for he has gone home, where he will find

plenty of other things to occupy him, poor fellow. And now

I have a plan of the shed here : perhaps you can explain it

to me."

Samuel expounded his plan and went away, this time

without the offer of any port wine, for it seemed to his host

that he was already quite sufficiently excited.

When he had gone, Mr. Levinger rose from his chair and

began to limp up and down the room, as was his custom

when thinking deeply. To Samuel he had made light of the

talk about Sir Henry Graves and Joan Haste, but he knew

well that this was no light matter. He had been kept in

formed of the progress of their intimacy by his paid spy,

Mrs. Gillingwater, but at the time he could find no pretext

that would enable him to interfere without exposing himself

to the risk of questions, which he preferred should be left

unasked. On the previous day only, Mrs. Gillingwater had

come to see him, and given him her version of the rumours

which were flying about as to the scene that occurred at the

death-bed of Sir Reginald. Discount these rumours as he

would, he could not doubt but that they had a basis in fact.

That Henry had declined to bind himself to marry his

daughter Emma was clear ; and it seemed probable that this

refusal, made in so solemn an hour, had something to do

with the girl Joan. And now, on the top of it, came Samuel

Rock with the story of his angry and ignominious rejection

by this same Joan, a rejection that he unhesitatingly attri

buted to her intimacy or intrigue with Henry Graves.

The upshot of these reflections was the message received

by Joan summoning her to Monk's Lodge.

Having escaped from Willie Hood, Joan paused for a

minute to recover her equanimity, then she rang the back
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door bell and asked for Mr. Levinger. Apparently she was

expected, for the servant showed her straight to the study,

where she found Mr. Levinger, who rose, shook hands with

her courteously, and invited her to be seated.

" You sent for me, sir," she began nervously.

" Yes : thank you for coming. I wanted to speak to you

about a little matter." And he went to the window and

stood with his face to the light, so that she could only see

the back of his head.

"Yes, sir."

" I trust that you will not be pained, my dear girl, if I

begin by alluding to the circumstances of your birth ; for,

believe me, I do not wish to pain you."

" I so often hear them alluded to, in one way or another,

sir," answered Joan, with some warmth, " that it really can

not matter who speaks to me about them. I know what I

am, though I don't know any particulars ; and such people

should have no feelings."

Mr. Levinger's shoulders moved uneasily, and he answered,

still addressing the window-pane, " I fear I can give you no

particulars now, Joan ; but pray do not distress yourself, for

you least of all people are responsible for your — unfortunate

— position."

" The sins of the fathers shall be visited on the children,"

answered Joan aptly enough. " Not that I have a right to

judge anybody," and she sighed.

" As I have said," went on Mr. Levinger, taking no notice

of her interruption, " I am not in a position to give you any

details about those circumstances, or even the name of your

father, since to do so would be to violate a sacred confidence

and a solemn promise."

" What confidence and what promise, sir ? "

Mr. Levinger hesitated a little, then answered, " Your

dead father's confidence, and my promise to him."

" So, sir, the father who brought me into the world to be

the mock of every one made you promise that you would

never tell me his name, even after he was dead ? I am

sorry to hear it, sir, for it makes me think worse of him than
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ever I did before. Father or no father, he must have been a

coward— yes, such a coward that I can hardly believe it."

" The case was a very peculiar one, Joan ; but if you re

quire any such assurance, that I am telling you nothing but

the truth is evident from the fact that it would be very easy

to tell you a lie. It would not have been difficult to invent

a false name for your father."

" No, sir ; but it would have been awkward, seeing that

sooner or later I should have found out that it was false."

" Without entering into argument on the question of the

morality of his decision, which is a matter for which he

alone was responsible," said Mr. Levinger, in an irritated

voice, " as I have told you, your father decided that it would

be best that you should never know his name, or anything

about him, except that he was of gentle birth. I believe

that it was not cowardice, as you suggest, which made him

take this course, but a regard for the rights and feelings of

others whom he left behind him."

" And have I no rights and feelings, sir, and did he not

leave me behind him ? " Joan answered bitterly. " Is it

wonderful that I, who have no mother, should wish to know

who my father was ? and could he not have foreseen that

I should wish it ? Was it not enough that he should desert

me to be brought up in a public-house by a man who drinks,

and a rough woman who hates me and would like to see me

as bad as herself, with no one even to teach me my prayers

when I was little, or to keep me from going to the bad

when I grew older ? Why should he also refuse to let me

know his name, or the kin from which I come ? Perhaps I

am no judge of such matters, sir ; but it seems to me that if

ever a man behaved wickedly to a poor girl, my father has

done so to me, and, dead or living, I believe that he will

have to answer for it one day, since there is justice for us

all somewhere."

Suddenly Mr. Levinger wheeled round, and Joan saw that

his face was white, as though with fear or anger, and that

his quick eyes gleamed.

" You wicked girl ! " he said in a low voice, " are you not
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ashamed to call down curses upon your own father, your

dead father? Do you not know that your words maybe

heard— yes, even outside this earth, and perhaps bring end

less sorrow on him ? If he has wronged you, you should

still honour him, for he gave you life."

" Honour him, sir ? Honour the man who deserted me

and left me in the mud without a name ? It isn't such

fathers as this that the Prayer-book tells us to honour. He

is dead, you say, and beyond me ; and how can my words

touch the dead ? But even if they can, could they do him

more harm, wherever he is, than he has done to me here ?

Oh ! you do not understand. I could forgive him every

thing, but I can't forgive that he should make me go through

my life without even knowing his name, or who he was.

Had he only left me a kind word, or a letter, I dare say that

I could even have loved him, though I never saw him. As

it is, I think I hate him, and I hope that one day he will

know it."

As she said these words, Mr. Levinger slowly turned his

back upon her and began to look out of the window again,

as though he felt himself unable to face the righteous indig

nation that shone in her splendid eyes.

" Joan Haste," he said, speaking quietly but with effort,

" if you are going to talk in this way I think that we had

better bring our interview to an end, as the conversation is

painful to me. Once and for all I tell you, that if you are

trying to get further information out of me you will fail."

" I have said my say, sir, and I shall ask you no more ques

tions, except one ; but none the less I believe that the truth

will come out some time, for others must have known what

you know, and perhaps after all my father had a conscience.

I'm told that people often see things differently when they

come to die, and he may have done so. The question that I

want to ask, sir, if you will be so kind as to answer it, is :

You knew my father, so I suppose that you knew my mother

also, though she's been dead these twenty years. How did

she come by her death, sir ? I have heard say that she was

drowned, but nobody seems able to tell me any more about it."
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" I believe that your mother was found dead beneath the

cliff opposite the meres. How she came there is not known,

but it is supposed that she missed her footing in the dark

and fell over. The story of her drowning arose from her

being found at high tide in the shallow water ; but the medi

cal evidence at the inquest showed that death had resulted

from a fall, and not from suffocation."

" My poor mother ! " said Joan, with a sigh. " She was

unlucky all her life, it seems, so I dare say that she was

well rid of it, and her death must have been good news to

some. There's only one thing I'm sorry for— that I wasn't

in her arms when she went over the edge of that cliff. And

now, sir, about the business."

" Yes, about the business," replied Mr. Levinger, with a

hard little laugh; "after so much sentiment it is quite

refreshing to come to business, although unfortunately this

has its sentimental side also. You must understand, Joan,

that the parent whom you are so hard on, and whose agent

I chanced to be in bygone years, left me more or less in a

fiduciary position as regards yourself— that is to say, he

entrusted me with a certain sum of money to be devoted to

your education, and generally to your advancement in life,

making the proviso that you were not to be brought up

as a lady, since, rightly or wrongly, he did not think

that this would conduce to your happiness. Well, I have

strained the letter of my instructions, and you have had a

kind of half-and-half education. Now I think that I should

have done better to have held closer to them ; for so far as

I can judge, the result has been to make you dissatisfied

with your position and surroundings. However, that is

neither here nor there. You are now of age ; the funds at

my disposal are practically exhausted ; and I desire to wind

up my trust by settling you happily in life, if I can do so.

You will wonder what I am driving at. I will tell you. I

understand that a very worthy farmer, a tenant of mine,

who is also a large freeholder — I mean Mr. Samuel Rock

—wishes to make you his wife. Is this so ? "

"Yes, sir."
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" Very well. Don't think me rude ; but I should be glad

to know if you are inclined to fall in with his views."

" On the whole, sir," answered Joan composedly, "I think

that I would rather follow my mother's example and walk

over the cliff at high tide."

" That statement seems pretty comprehensive," said Mr.

Levinger, after a pause ; " and, to be frank, I don't see any

way round it. I am to understand, then, that Mr. Rock is

so distasteful to you that you decline to have anything to

do with him ? "

" Absolutely, sir : I detest Mr. Rock, and I can scarcely

conceive any circumstances under which I would consent to

marry him."

"Well, Joan, I am sorry, because I think that the mar

riage would have been to your advantage ; but this is a free

country. Still, it is a pity— a great pity— especially, to be

candid, as I have beard your name pretty roughly handled of

late ; in a way, indeed, that is likely to bring disgrace upon it."

" You are forgetting, sir, that I have no name to disgrace.

What I do, or leave undone, can matter to nobody. I have

only myself to think of."

"Really this is a most unfortunate tone for any young

woman to adopt ; still, I did hope that, if you considered

nobody else, you would at least consider your own reputa

tion. Perhaps you know to what I allude ? "

"Yes, sir; I know."

" Might I ask you if there is any truth in it ? "

Then for the first time Joan lied. So far as she was

aware, she had never before told a deliberate falsehood ;

but now she had entered on a path in which falsehood of

necessity becomes a weapon of self-defence, to be used at

all times and places. She did not pause to think ; she knew

that she must protect herself and her lover from this keen-

eyed, plausible man, who was searching out their secret for

some purpose of his own.

" No, sir," she said boldly, looking him in the face, " there

is no truth. I nursed Sir Henry Graves, and I tried to do

my duty by him, and of course people talked about us.
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For years past I never could speak to a man but what they

talked about me in Bradmouth."

Mr. Levinger shrugged his shoulders.

" I have asked my question, and I have got my answer.

Of course I believe you ; but even if the story were ever so

true, I should not have expected any other reply. Well, I

am glad to hear that it is not true, for it would have been

much to the detriment of both yourself and Sir Henry

Graves— especially of Sir Henry Graves."

" Why especially of Sir Henry, sir ? I have always un

derstood that it is the girl who suffers if there is any talk,

because she is the weaker. Not that talk matters to one

like me who has nothing to lose."

"Because it might interfere with his matrimonial pros

pects, that is all. As you may have heard, the affairs of

this family are in such a condition that, if Sir Henry does

not marry advantageously, he will be utterly ruined. He

may as well commit suicide as attempt to take a wife with

out money, however fond he might be of her, or however

charming she was," Mr. Levinger said meaningly, watching

Joan's face.

She understood him perfectly, and did not hesitate as to

her answer, though it must have cost her much to speak it.

" I have heard, sir. I have a great regard and respect for

Sir Henry Graves, and I hope that he will settle himself

well in life. I happen to know, also, that there is a young

lady who has fortune and is fond of him. I trust that he

will marry her, as she will make him a good wife."

Mr. Levinger nodded.

" I trust so too, Joan, for everybody's sake. Thank you

for your good wishes. I was afraid, to speak frankly, that

there was some truth in these tales ; that you might self

ishly, though naturally enough, adopt a course towards Sir

Henry Graves which would be prejudicial to his true inter

ests ; and that he would possibly be so foolish as to suffer

himself to be led away— as, indeed, any man might be

without much blame — by the affection of such a woman as

you are, Joan."
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"I have given you my answer about it, sir. If you

think for a minute you will understand that, had there been

any truth in these tales, the more reason would there be

that I should speak as I have done, seeing that no true

woman could wish to injure the man whom she — dearly

loves, no, not even if it broke her heart to part with him."

And Joan turned her head, in a somewhat ineffectual

attempt to hide the tears that welled into her eyes.

Mr. Levinger looked at her with admiration. He did not

believe a word of her statement with reference to herself

and Henry. Indeed, he knew it to be false, and that her

denials amounted merely to a formal plea of " not guilty."

" Of course, of course," he said ; " but all the same you

are a brave girl, Joan, and I am sure that it will be made

up to you in some way or other. And now—what do you

intend to do with yourself ? "

" It was of this that I wished to speak to you, sir. I

want to go away from Bradmouth. I am not fit to be a

governess : I don't know enough, and there are very few

people who would care to take me. But I could do as a

shop-girl in London. I have a decent figure, and I dare say

that they will employ me to hang cloaks on for the ladies to

look at, only you see I have no money to start with."

Mr. Levinger hesitated. Her plan had great advantages

from his point of view, and. yet—

" I suppose that you really mean to seek honest employ

ment, Joan ? Forgive me, but you know— you have been

talking a little wildly once or twice this afternoon as to your

being without responsibilities to anybody."

" You need not be afraid, sir," she said, with a sad smile ;

" I want to earn my bread away from here, that is all. If

there has been talk about me in Bradmouth, there shall be

none in London, or anywhere else I may go."

" I am glad to hear it, Joan. Without some such assur

ance, an assurance in which I put the most implicit faith,

I could never have helped you in your plan. As it is, you

shall not lack for money. I will give you five-and-twenty

pounds to put in your pocket, and make you an allowance
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of five pounds a month for so long as you require it. If

you wish to go to London, I know a respectable woman who

takes in girls to lodge, mostly ladies in reduced circum

stances who are earning their living in one way or another.

Here is the address : Mrs. Thomas, 13, Kent Street, Pad-

dington. By the way, you will do well to get a certificate

of character from the clergyman at Bradmouth ; my name

would carry no weight, you see. But of course, if you fall

into any difficulties, you will communicate with me at once ;

and as I have said I propose to allow you sixty pounds a

year, which will be a sufficient sum to keep you in comfort

whether or no you succeed in obtaining employment. Now

for the money," and he drew his cheque-book from a drawer,

but replaced it, saying, " No, perhaps gold would be more

convenient."

Then he went to a small safe, and, unlocking it, extracted

twenty-four pounds in sovereigns, which, with the exception

of some bank-notes, was all that it contained.

" Twenty-four," he said, counting them. " I dare say that

I can make up the other sovereign ; " and he searched his

pockets, producing a ten-shilling bit and some loose silver.

" Why don't you give me one of the notes, sir, instead of

so much money ? " asked Joan innocently.

" No, no. I always like to make payments in gold, which

is the legal tender, you know ; though I am afraid I must

give you some silver in this case. There you are, all but

threepence. I shall have to owe you the threepence. What,

you haven't got a purse ? Then tie up the money in the

corner of your pocket-handkerchief, and put it in the bosom

of your dress, where it can't fall out. I have found that the

safest way for a woman to carry valuables."

Joan obeyed, saying, "I don't know if I have to thank

you for this money, sir."

"Not at all, not at all. It is a portion of your trust

fund."

" I thought you said that the amount was almost ex

hausted, sir ; and if so, how can you give me this and promise

to pay me sixty pounds a year ? "
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" No, no, you are mistaken ; I did not say that — I said it

was getting rather low. But really I don't quite know how

the account stands. I must look into it. And now, is there

anything more ? "

" Yes, one thing, sir. I do not want anybody in Brad-

mouth, or anybody anywhere, and more especially my aunt,

to know whither I have gone, or what my address is. I

have done with the old life, and I wish to begin a new one."

" Certainly ; I understand. Your secret will be safe with

me, Joan. And now good-bye."

" Good-bye, sir ; and many thanks for all that you have

done for me in the past, and for your kindness to-day. You

must not think too much of any bitter words I may have

said : at times I remember how, lonely I am in the world,

and I think and speak like that, not because I mean it, but

because my heart is sore."

"It is perfectly natural, and I do not blame you," an

swered Mr. Levinger, as he showed her out of the room.

" Only remember what I say : for aught you know, even the

dead may have ears to hear and hearts to feel, and when you

judge them, they, whose mouths are closed, cannot return

to explain what you believe to be their wickedness. Where

are you going ? To the kitchen ? No, no— the front door,

if you please. Good-bye again : good luck to you ! "

" Thank Heaven that she has gone ! " Mr. Levinger

thought to himself, as he sat down in his chair. " It has

been a trying interview, very trying, for both of us. She is

a plucky woman, and a good one according to her lights.

She lied about Henry Graves, but then it was not to be ex

pected that she would do anything else ; and whatever terms

they are on, she is riding straight now, which shows that

she must be very fond of him, poor girl."
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CHAPTER XX.

"let it remain open."

Outside the door of Monk's Lodge, Joan met Emma re

turning from a walk. As usual she was dressed in white,

and, to Joan's fancy, looked pure as a wild anemone in

the April sun, and almost as frail. She would have passed

her with a little salutation that was half bow, half courtesy,

but Emma held out her hand.

" How do you do, Miss Haste ? " she said, with a slight

nervous tremor of her voijje. " I did not know that you

were up here," and she stopped ; but her look seemed to

add, " And I wonder why you have come."

" I am going to leave Bradmouth, and I came to say good

bye to Mr. Levinger, who has always been very kind to me,"

Joan replied, with characteristic openness, answering the

look and not the words. She felt that, in the circumstances,

it was best that she should be open with Miss Levinger.

Emma looked surprised. " I was not aware that you

were going," she said ; but again Joan felt that what aston

ished her was not the news of her approaching departure,

but the discovery that she was on intimate terms with her

father. She was right. Emma remembered that he had

spoken disparagingly of this girl, and as though he knew

nothing about her. It seemed curious, then, that he should

have been " very kind " to her, and that she should come to

bid him good-bye. Here was another of those mysteries

with which her father's life seemed to be surrounded, and

which so frequently made her feel uncomfortable and afraid

of she knew not what. " Won't you come in and have some

tea ? " Emma asked kindly.

" No, thank you, miss ; I have to walk home, and I must

not stay any longer."

" It is a long way, and you look tired. Let me order the

dogcart for you."
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" Indeed no, thank you. I haven't been very well— that

is why I am paler than usual. But I am quite strong again

now," and Joan made a movement as though to start on

her walk.

" If you will allow me, I will come a little way with you,"

said Emma timidly.

" I shall be very pleased, miss."

The two girls turned, and, for a while, walked side by

side in silence, each of them wondering about the other and

the man who was dear to both.

" Are you going to be a nurse ? " asked Emma at length.

" Oh no ! What made you think that ? "

" Because you nursed Captain— I mean Sir Henry—

Graves so wonderfully," Emma answered, colouring. " Dr.

Childs told me he believed that you saved his life."

" Then I have done something in the world," said Joan,

with a little laugh ; " but it is the first that I have heard

of it."

" Really ! Haven't they thanked you ? "

" Somebody offered to pay me, if you mean that, miss."

"No, no; I didn't mean it. I meant that we are all

grateful to you, so very grateful — at least, his family are.

Then what do you intend to do when you go away ? " she

asked, changing the subject suddenly.

" I don't know, miss. Earn my living as best I can— as

a shop girl probably."

" It seems rather terrible starting by oneself out into the

unknown, like this. Does it not frighten you ? "

" Perhaps it does," answered Joan ; " but beggars cannot

be choosers. I can't stop here, where I have nothing to do ;

and, you see, I am alone in the world."

Emma understood the allusion, and said hastily :

" I am very sorry for you— I am indeed, if you won't be

angry with me for saying so. It is cruel that you should

have to suffer like this for no fault of your own. It would

kill me if I found myself in the same position — yes, I am

sure that it would."

"Luckily, or unluckily, it doesn't kill me, miss, though
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sometimes it is hard enough to bear. You see that the bur

den is laid upon the broadest back, and I can carry what

would crush you. Still, I thank you for your sympathy

and the kind thought which made you speak it. I have very

few memories of that sort, and I shall never forget this

one."

For another five minutes or so they went on without

speaking, since their fount of conversation seemed to have

dried up. At length, beginning to feel the silence irksome,

Emma stopped and held out her hand, saying that she

would now return.

" Would you listen to a word or two from me before you

go, miss ? And would you promise not to repeat it— no,

not to Mr. Levinger even ? " said Joan suddenly.

" Certainly, if you wish it. What is it about ? "

" About you and myself and another person. Miss Levin

ger, I am going away from here — I believe for good— and

I think it likely that we shall not meet again. It is this

that makes me bold to speak to you. When I am gone you

will hear all sorts of tales about me and Sir Henry."

" Really — really ! " said Emma, in some distress.

" Listen to me, miss : there is nothing very dreadful, and

I speak for your own good. While all this sickness was on

I learned something— I learned that you are fond of Sir

Henry, never mind how "

" I know how, " murmured Emma. " Oh ! did you tell

him ? "

" I told him nothing ; indeed, I had nothing to tell. I

saw you faint, and I guessed the rest. What I want to ask

you is this : that you will believe no stories which may be told

against Sir Henry, for he is quite blameless. Now I have

only one thing more to say, and it is, that I have watched

him and known him well ; and, if you do not cling to him

through good and through evil, you will be foolish indeed,

for there is no better man, and you will never find such

another for a husband. I wish that it may all come about,

and that you may be happy with him through a long life,

Miss Levinger."
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Emma heard, and, though vaguely as yet, understood all

the nobility and self-sacrifice of her rival. She also loved

this man, and she renounced him for the sake of his own

welfare. Otherwise she would never have spoken thus.

" I do not know what to answer you," she said. " I do not

deny it is true that I am attached to Sir Henry, though I

have no right to be. What am I to answer you ? "

" Nothing, except this : that under any circumstances you

will not believe a word against him."

" I can promise that, if it pleases you."

" It does please me ; for, wherever I am, I should like to

think of you and of him as married and happy, for I know

that he will make you a good husband, as you will make

him a good wife. And now again, good-bye."

Emma looked at Joan and tried to speak, but could find

no words ; then suddenly she put out her arms and at

tempted to kiss her.

" No," said Joan, holding her back ; " do not kiss me, but

remember what I have said, and think kindly of me if you

can."

Then she walked away swiftly, without looking back,

leaving Emma standing bewildered upon the road.

"I have done it now," thought Joan to herself— "for

good or evil I have done it, though I don't quite know

what made me speak like that. She will understand now :

some women might not take it well, but I think that she

will, because she wants to. Oh ! if I had known all that

was at stake, I'd have acted very differently. I've been a

wicked girl, and it's coming home to me. I thought that I

could only harm myself, but it seems I may ruin him, and

that I'll never do ; I'd rather make away with myself. I

suppose that we cannot sin against ourselves alone; the

innocent must suffer with the guilty, that's the truth

of it, as I suffer to-day because my father and mother

were guilty more than twenty years ago. Still, it is hard

—very hard—to have to go away and give him up to her ;

to have to humble myself before her, and to tell lies to her

father, when I know that if it wasn't for my being nobody's
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child, and not fit to marry an honest man, and for this

wretched money, I could be the best wife to him that

ever he could have. Yes, and make him love me too, though

I am almost sure that he does not really love me now. Well,

she has the name and the fortune, and will do as well, I

dare say; and some must dig thistles while others pluck

flowers. Still, it is cruel hard, and, though I am afraid to

die, I wish that I were dead, I do— I do ! "

Then the poor girl began to sob as she walked, and, thus

sobbing and furtively wiping away the tears that would run

from her eyes, she crept back to the inn in the twilight,

thoroughly weary and broken in spirit.

When Emma reached Monk's Lodge she found her father

leaning over the front gate, as though he were waiting for her.

" Where have you been, love ? " he said, in that tone of

tenderness which he always adopted when speaking to his

daughter. "I thought that I saw you on the road with

somebody, and began to wonder why you were so late."

"I have been walking with Joan Haste," she answered

absently.

" Why have you been walking with her ? " he asked, in a

quick and suspicious voice. " She is very well in her way,

but not altogether the person for you to make a companion

of."

" I don't know about that, father. I should say that she

was quite my equal, if not my superior, except that I have

been a little better educated."

" Well, well, perhaps so, Emma ; but I should prefer that

you did not become too intimate with her."

"There is no need to fear that, father, as she is going

away from Bradmouth."

"Oh! she told you that she was leaving here, did she?

And what else did she tell you ? "

"A good deal about herself. Of course I knew some

thing of her story before ; but I did not know that she felt

her position so bitterly. Poor girl ! she has been cruelly

treated."
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" I really fail to see it, Emma. Considering the unfortu

nate circumstances connected with her, it seems to me that

she has been very well treated."

" I don't think so, father, and you only believe it because

you are not a woman and do not understand. Suppose,

now, that I, your daughter whom you are fond of, were in

her place to-day, without a friend or home, feeling myself a

lady and yet obliged to mix with rough people and to be the

mark of their sneers, jealousy and evil-speaking, should you

say that I was well treated ? Suppose that I was going to

morrow to be thrown, without help or experience, on to the

world to earn my bread there, should you "

"I absolutely decline to suppose anything of the sort,

Emma," he answered passionately. " Bother the girl ! Why

does she put such ideas into your head ? "

" Really, father," she said, opening her eyes wide, " there

is no need for you to get angry with Joan Haste, especially

as she told me that you had always been so kind to her."

" I am not angry, Emma, but one way and another that

girl gives me more trouble than enough. She might make

a very good marriage, and settle herself in life out of reach

of all these disagreeables, about which she seems to have been

whining to you, but she is so pig-headed that she won't."

" But surely, father, you wouldn't expect her to marry a

man she doesn't like, would you ? Why, I have heard you

say that you thought it better that a woman should never

be born than that she should be forced into a distasteful

marriage."

" Circumstances alter cases, and certainly it would have

been better if she had never been born," answered Mr.

Levinger, who seemed quite beside himself with irritation.

" However, there it is : she won't marry, she won't do any

thing except bring trouble upon others with her confounded

beauty, and make herself the object of scandal."

"I think that it is time for me to go and dress," said

Emma coldly.

"I forgot, my dear; I should not have spoken of that

before you, but really I feel quite unhinged to-night. I
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suppose that you have no idea of what I am alluding to, but

if not you soon will have, for some kind friend is sure to

tell you."

"I—have an idea, father."

" Very well. Then I may as well tell you that it is all

nonsense."

" I am not sure that it is all nonsense," she answered, in

the same restrained voice ; " but whether it is nonsense or

no, it has nothing to do with me."

" Nothing to do with you, Emma ! Do you mean that ?

Listen, my love : these are delicate matters, but if any one

may speak to a woman about them, her father may. Do

you remember that nearly two years ago, when you were

more intimate and open with me than you are now, Emma,

you told me that Henry Graves had— well, taken your

fancy ? "

"I remember. I told you because I did not think it

likely that I should meet him again, and because you said

something to me about marrying, and I wished to put a stop

to the idea."

" Yes, I quite understand ; but I gathered from what took

place the other day, when poor Graves was so ill, that you

still entertain an affection for him."'

" Oh ! pray do not speak of that," she murmured : " I can

not bear it even from you ; it covers me with shame. I was

mad, and you should have paid no attention to it."

" I am sorry to give you pain or to press you, Emma, but

I should be deeply grateful if you would make matters a

little clearer. Never mind about Henry Graves and his

attitude towards you : I want to understand yours towards

him. As you know, or if you do not know I beg you to

believe it, your happiness is the chief object of my life, and

to secure that happiness to you I have planned and striven

for years. What I wish to learn now is : do you desire to

have done with Henry Graves ? If so, tell me at once. It

will be a great blow to me, for he is the man of all others to

whom, for many reasons, I should like to see you married,

and doubtless if matters are left alone he will marry you.
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But in this affair your wish is my law, and if you would

prefer it I will wind up the mortgage business, cut the con

nection to-morrow, and then we can travel for a year in

Egypt, or wherever you like. Sometimes I think that this

would be the best course. But it is for you to choose, not

for me. You are a woman full grown, and must know your

own mind. Now, Emma."

" What do you mean by winding up the mortgage business,

father?"

" Oh ! the Graves's owe us some fifty or sixty thousand

pounds, and it is not a paying investment, that is all. But

don't you bother about that, Emma : confine yourself to the

personal aspect of the question, please."

" It is very hard to have to decide so quickly. Can I not

give you an answer in a few days, father ? "

" No, Emma, you can't. I will not be kept halting between

two opinions any longer. I want to know what line to take

at once."

" Well, then, on the whole I think that perhaps you had

better not ' wind up the business.' I very much doubt if

anything will come of this. I am by no means certain that

I wish anything to come of it, but we will let it remain

open."

" In making that answer, Emma, I suppose that you are

bearing in mind that, though I believe it to be all nonsense,

the fact is not to be concealed that there is some talk about

Graves and Joan Haste."

"I am bearing it in mind, father. The talk has nothing

to do with me. I do not wish to know even whether it is

false or true, at any rate at present. True or false, there

will be an end of it now, as the girl is going away. I hope

that I have made myself clear. I understand that, for rear

sons of your own, you are very anxious that I should marry

Sir Henry Graves, should it come in my way to do so ; and

I know that his family desire this also, because it would be

a road out of their money difficulties. What Sir Henry

wishes himself I do not know, nor can I say what I wish.

But I think that if I stood alone, and had only myself to
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consider. I should never see him again. Still 1 say, let it

remain open, although I decline to bind myself to anything

definite. And now I must really go and dress."

" I do not know that I am much ' for'arder,' after all, as

Samuel Rock says," thought Mr. Levinger, looking after

her. " Oh, Joan Haste ! you have a deal to answer for."

Then he also went to dress.

The two interviews in which Emma had taken part this

afternoon — that with Joan and that with her father — had,

as it were, unsealed her eyes and opened her ears. Now

she saw the significance of many a hint of Ellen's and her

father's which hitherto had conveyed no meaning to her, and

now she understood what it was that occasioned the forced

manner which had struck her as curious in Henry's bearing

towards herself, even when he had seemed most at his ease

and pleased with her. Doubtless the knowledge that he

was expected to marry a particular girl, in order that by so

doing he might release debts to the amount of fifty thousand

pounds, was calculated to cause the manner of any man

towards that girl to become harsh and suspicious, and even

to lead him to regard her with dislike. This was why he

had been forced to leave the Service, for this reason " his

family had desired his presence," and the opening in life,

the only one that remained to him, to which he had alluded

so bitterly, but significantly enough avoided specifying, was

to marry a girl with fortune, to marry her — Emma Lev

inger.

It was a humiliating revelation, and though perhaps Emma

had less pride than most women, she felt it sorely. She

was deeply attached to this man ; her heart had gone out to

him when she first saw him, after the unaccountable fashion

that hearts sometimes affect. Still, having learned the

truth, she was quite in earnest when she told her father that,

were she alone concerned, she would meet him no more.

But she was not alone in the matter, and it was this knowl

edge that made her pause. To begin with, there was Henry

himself to be considered, for it seemed that if he did not

marry her he would be ruined or something very like it ;
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and, regarding him as she did, it became a question whether

she ought not to outrage her pride in order to save him if he

would be saved. Also she knew that her father wished for

this marriage above all things — that it was, indeed, one of

the chief objects of his life ; though it was true that in an

inexplicable fit of irritation with everything and everybody,

he had but now offered to bring the affair to nothing. Why

he should be so set upon it she could not understand, any more

than she could understand why he should have been so vexed

when she illustrated her sense of the hardship of Joan's

position by supposing herself to be similarly placed. These

were some of the mysteries by which their life was sur

rounded, mysteries that seemed to thicken daily. After

what she had seen and heard this afternoon she began to

believe that Joan Haste herself was another of them. Joan

had told her that her father had always been kind to her.

Taken by itself there was nothing strange about this, for

Emma knew him to be charitable to many people, but it was

strange that he should have practically denied all knowl

edge of the girl some few weeks before. Perhaps he knew

more about her than he chose to say — even who she was

and where she came from.

Now it appeared that her presentiment was coming true,

and that Joan herself was playing some obscure and unde

fined part in the romance or intrigue in which she, Emma,

was the principal though innocent actor. In effect, Joan

had given her to understand that she was in love with

Henry, and yet she had implored her to marry Henry.

Why, if Joan was in love with him, should she desire

another woman to marry him ? It was positively bewilder

ing, also it was painful, and, like everything else connected

with this business, humbling to her pride. She felt herself

being involved in a network of passions, motives and inter

ests of which she could only guess the causes, and the issues

whereof were dark ; and she longed, ah, how she longed to

escape from it back into the freedom of clear purpose and

honest love ! T.ut would she ever escape ? Could she ever

hope to be the cherished wife of the mail whom too soon she
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had learned to love ? Alas ! she doubted it. And yet,

whatever was the reason, she could not make up her mind

to have done with him, either for his sake or her own.

CHAPTER XXI.

A LUNCHEON PARTY.

Two days after her visit to Mr. Levinger Joan began her

simple preparations for departure, for it was her intention

to leave Bradmouth by the ten o'clock train on the following

morning. First, however, after much thought, she wrote

this note to Henry : —

"Dear Sir Henry Graves, —

" Thank you for the kind message you sent asking after me. There

was never much the matter, and I am quite well again now. I was

very sorry to hear of the death of Sir Reginald. I fear that it must

have been a great shock to you. Perhaps you would like to know that

I am leaving Bradmouth for good and all, as I have no friends here and

do not get on well ; besides, it is time that I should be working for my

own living. I am leaving without telling my aunt, so that nobody

will know my address or be able to trouble me to come back. I do

not fear, however, but that I shall manage to hold my own in the

world, as I am strong and active, and have plenty of money to start '

with. I think you said that I might have the books which you left

behind here, so I am taking them with me as a keepsake. If I live,

they will remind me of the days when I used to nurse you, and to read

to you out of them, long years after you have forgotten me. Good-bye,

dear Sir Henry. I hope that soon you will be quite well again and

happy all your life. I do not think that we shall meet any more, so

again good-bye.

" Obediently yours,

"Joan Haste."

When Joan had finished her letter she read it once, kissed

it several times, then placed it in an envelope which she

directed to Sir Henry Graves. " There," she thought, as
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'Her few books with which she could not . . part.'
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she dropped it into the post-box, " I must go now, or he will

be coming to look after me."

On her way back to the inn she met Willie Hood standing

outside the grocer's shop, with his coat off and his thumbs

hooked in the armholes of his waistcoat.

"Will you do something for me, Willie ? " she asked.

" Anything to oblige a customer, I am sure, Joan Haste,"

answered that forward youth.

" Very well : then will you come round to-morrow morning

with a hand-barrow at six o'clock time— not later, mind—

and take a box for me to the station ? If so, I will give

you a shilling."

" I'll be there," said Willie, " and don't you bother about

the shilling. Six o'clock, did you say ? Very well, I'll

book it. Anything else to-day, miss ? "

Joan shook her head, smiling, and returned home, where

she busied herself with packing the more valued of her few

possessions into the deal box that had been given her when

she first went to school. Her wardrobe was not large, but

then neither was the box, so the task required care and

selection. First there were her few books, with which she

could not make up her mind to part— least of all with

those that Henry had given her ; then there was the desk

which she had won at school as a prize for handwriting, a

somewhat bulky and inconvenient article, although it con

tained the faded photograph of her mother and many other

small treasures. Next came the doll that some kind lady

had given her many years before, the companion of her

childhood, from which she could not be separated ; and an

ink-stand presented to her by the Rectory children, with

"from your loving Tommy" scrawled upon the bottom of

it. These, with the few clothes that she thought good

enough to take with her, filled the box to the brim. Having

shut it down, Joan thrust it under the bed, so that it might

escape notice should her aunt chance to enter the room upon

one of her spying expeditions, for it was Mrs. Gillingwater's

unpleasant habit to search everything belonging to her niece

periodically, in the hope of discovering information of
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interest. Her preparations finished, Joan wrote another

letter. It ran thus : —

" Dear Aunt, —

" When you get this I shall be gone away, for I write to say good

bye to you and uncle. I am tired of Bradmouth, and am going to try

my fortune in London, with the consent of Mr. Levinger. I have

not told you about it before, because I don't wish my movements to

come to the ears of other people until I am gone and can't be found,

and least of all to those of Mr. Rock. It is chiefly on his account that

I am leaving Bradmouth, for I am afraid of him and want to see him

no more. Also I don't care to stay in a place where they make so

much talk about me. I dare say that you have meant to deal kindly

with me, and I thank you for it, though sometimes you have not

seemed kind. I hope that the loss of the money, whatever it is, that

Mr. Levinger pays on my account, will not make any great difference

to you. I know that my going away will not put you out otherwise, as

I do no work here, and often and often you have told me what a trouble

I am ; indeed, you will remember that the other day you threatened to

turn me out of the house. Good-bye : please do not bother about

me, or let any one do so, as I shall get on quite well.

" Your affectionate niece

"Joan."

Mrs. Gillingwater received this letter on the following

afternoon, for Joan posted it at the station just before the

train left. When slowly and painfully she had made her

self mistress of its contents, her surprise and indignation

broke forth in a torrent.

" The little deceitful cat ! " she exclaimed, addressing her

husband, whose beer-soaked intelligence could scarcely take

in the position, even when the letter had been twice read to

him,— " to think of her sneaking away like an eel into a rat

hole ! Hopes the money won't make much difference to us,

does she ! Well, it is pretty well everything we have to

live on, that's all ; though there's one thing, Joan or no

Joan, that old Levinger shall go on paying, or I'll know the

reason why. It seems that he helped her off. Well, I

think that I can see his game there, but hang me if I can

see hers, unless Sir Henry is going to look after her where

soever she's gone, which ain't likely, for he can't afford it.
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I call to mind that's just how her mother went off two or

three and twenty years ago. And you know how she came

back and what was the end of her. Joan will go the same

way and come to the same end, or something like it. It's

in the blood, and you mark my words, Gillingwater. Oh !

that girl's a master fool if ever there was one. She might

have been the lawful wife of either of them, and now she'll

let both slip through her fingers to earn six shillings a week

by sewing, or some such nonsense. Well, she did right not

to let me know what she was after, or I'd have given her

what for by way of good-bye. And now what shall I

say to Samuel ? I suppose that he will want his money

back. No play, no pay— that'll be his tune. Well, want

must be his master, that's all. He was a fool not to make

a better use of his chances when he had them. But I shall

never get another stiver out of him unless I can bring her

back again. The sly little hypocrite ! " And Mrs. Gilling

water paused exhausted, and shook her fist in her husband's

face, more from habit than for any other reason.

"Do you mean to say that Joan is gone?" said that

worthy, twirling his hat vacantly on the table. "Then

I'm sorry."

" Sorry, you lout ? — why didn't you stop her, then ? "

" I didn't stop her because I didn't know that she was

going ; and if I had, I shouldn't have interfered. But I'm

real sorry, because she was a lady, she was, who always

spoke soft and civil—not a red-faced, screeching varmint of

a woman such as some I knows on. Well, she's gone, and a

good job too for her sake ; I wish that I could go after her,"

— and, dodging the blow which his enraged wife aimed at

his head, Mr. Gillingwater sauntered off to drown his regrets

at Joan's departure in some of the worst beer in Bradmouth.

Henry received Joan's letter in due course of post, and it

would be difficult to analyse the feelings with which he

perused it. He could guess well enough what were the real

causes that had led to her departure from Bradmouth. She

desired to escape from Samuel Rock and the voice of scan
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dal ; for by now he knew that there was scandal abont her

and himself, though he did not know how loud and persist

ent it had become. The hidden tenderness of the letter, and

more especially of those sentences in which she told him that

she was taking his books to remind her, in after years, of the

days when she had nursed him, touched him deeply, and he

knew well that no lapse of time would enable him to attain

to that forgetfulness which she prophesied for him. It was

dreadful to him to think that this woman, who had grown

so dear to him, should be cast thus alone into the roaring

tide of London life, to sink or to swim as it might chance.

In one sense he had few fears for her indeed : he felt sure

that she would not drift into the society of disreputable

people, or herself become disreputable. He gathered also

that she had sufficient funds to keep her from want, should

she fail in obtaining work, and he hazarded a guess as to

who it was that supplied those funds. Still, even under the

most favourable conditions, in such a position a girl like Joan

must of necessity be exposed to many difficulties, dangers,

annoyances and temptations. From these he desired to shield

her, as she had a right— the best of rights — to be shielded

by him ; but now, of her own act, she removed herself beyond

his reach and knowledge. More, he was secretly afraid

that, in addition to those which first occurred to him, Joan

had another reason for her flight : he feared lest she should

have gone, or rather vanished, in order that his path might

be made easier to him and his doubts dissolved.

What was he to do ? To ascertain her whereabouts seemed

practically impossible. Doubtless she had gone to London,

but even so how was he to find her, unless, indeed, he

employed detectives to search her out, which he had not the

slightest authority to do ? He might, it was true, make

inquiries in Bradmouth, where it was possible that some

body knew her address although she declared that she was

leaving none ; but, for obvious reasons, he was very loath

to take this course. Indeed, at present he was scarcely in

a position to prosecute such researches, seeing that he was

still laid up and likely to remain so for some weeks. Very
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soon he came to the conclusion that he must remain passive

and await the development of events. Probably Joan

would write to him, but if nothing was heard of her for the

next few weeks or months, then it would be time to search

.for her.

Meanwhile Henry found plenty of other things to occupy

him. For the first time he went thoroughly into the affairs

of the estate, and was shocked to discover, firstly, the way

at once extravagant and neglectful in which it had been

administered, and secondly, the total amount of its indebt

edness. It was in connection with this painful subject that,

about a week after Joan's departure, Henry sought an inter

view with Mr. Levinger. It chanced that another half-year's

interest on the mortgages was due, also that some money had

been paid in to the credit of the estate on account of the year's

rents. About the same time there arrived the usual formal

letter from Mr. Levinger, addressed to the executor of Sir

Reginald Graves deceased, politely demanding payment of

the interest owing for the current half-year, and calling-

attention to the sums overdue, amounting in all to several

thousand pounds.

Henry stared at the total and sighed. How was he to

meet these overwhelming liabilities ? It seemed impossible

that things should be allowed to go on like this ; and yet

what was to be done ? In the issue he wrote a note to Mr.

Levinger, asking him to call whenever it might be convenient,

as unfortunately he was not able to wait on him.

On the morrow Mr. Levinger arrived, about eleven o'clock

in the morning; indeed, he had expected some such sum

mons, and was holding himself in readiness to obey it. Nor

did he come alone, for, Ellen having learned the contents of

Henry's letter, had supplemented it by a note to Emma, invit

ing her to lunch on the same day, giving, as an excuse, that

she wished particularly to consult her upon some matters

connected with dress. This invitation Emma was very

unwilling to accept, for reasons known to herself and the

reader, but in the end her father overruled her, and she con

sented to accompany him.
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Henry was carried downstairs for the first time on the day

of their visit, and, seating himself in the invalid chair, was

wheeled into the library. A few minutes later Mr. Levin-

ger arrived, and greeted him with the refined and gentle

courtesy which was one of his characteristics, congratulat

ing him on the progress that he had made towards recovery.

" Thank you," said Henry, " I am perfectly well except

for this wretched leg of mine, which, I fear, will keep me

cooped up for some weeks to come, though I hope to get out

a little in the chair. I can't say that you look very well,

however, Mr. Levinger. You seem thinner and paler than

when we last met."

" My health has not been grand for years, Graves, and I

am sorry to say that it gets steadily worse. Heart trouble,

you know ; and that is not a pleasant thing for a man to

have, especially," he added significantly, "if his worldly

affairs are in an unsettled condition. I have been a good

deal worried of late, and it has told upon me. The truth is

that my life is most precarious, and the sooner I can recon

cile myself to the fact the better."

" I did not know that things were so serious," Henry

answered, and then hastened to change the subject. " I

received your notice, Mr. Levinger, and thought that I had

better talk the matter over with you. To be plain, as exec

utor to my father's estate I find myself able to pay the sum

of five hundred pounds on account of the interest of these

mortgages, and no more."

" Well, that is something," said Mr. Levinger, with a little

smile. " For the last two years I have been accustomed to

receive nothing."

" I know, I know," said Henry : " really I am almost

ashamed to look you in the face. As you are aware, the

position was not of my making, but I inherit it, and am

therefore, indirectly, to some extent responsible for it. I

really think, Levinger, that the best thing you can do will

be to sell us up, or to take over the property and manage it

yourself. In either case you must, I fear, suffer a loss, but

as things are at present that loss grows daily greater. You
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see, the worst of it is that there are several farms coming on

hand at Michaelmas, and I can neither find money to work

them nor tenants to take them. Should they be suffered to go

out of cultivation, your security will be still further depre

ciated."

" I should be most sorry to take any such course, Graves,

for many reasons, of which friendship to your family is not

the least ; and I have no desire to find the management of

a large estate thrust upon me in my condition of health.

Of course, should no other solution be found, some steps

must be taken sooner or later, for, after all, I am only a

trustee, and dare not allow my daughter's property to be

dissipated ; but I still hope that a solution may be found—

though, I admit, not so confidently as I did a few months

back."

" It is no good playing with facts," answered Henry dog

gedly : " for my part I have no such hope."

Mr. Levinger rose, and laying his hand upon Henry's

shoulder spoke earnestly.

" Graves," he said, " think again before you say that. I

beg of you not to force me to measures that would be most

distasteful to me, as I shall be forced if you persist in this

declaration— not from any motives of pique or revenge,

mind you, but because I am bound to protect the financial

interests of another person. Will you forgive me if I speak

more clearly, as one friend to another ? "

"I'd rather you didn't; but as you like," answered

Henry.

" I do like, my dear fellow ; because I wish, if possible,

to save you from yourself, and also because my own inter

ests are involved. Graves, what is there against her?

Why don't you marry her, and have done with all this

miserable business ? If you could find a sweeter or a better

girl, I might understand it. But you cannot. Moreover,

though her pride may be a little hurt just now, at heart she

is devoted to you."

"Every word that you say is true, Mr. Levinger, except

perhaps your last statement, which I am modest enough to
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doubt. But surely you understand, supposing your daughter

to be willing, that it is most humiliating, even for a bank

rupt, to take a wife upon such terms."

" I understand your pride, Graves, and I like you for it.

Remember, it is not you who are bankrupt, but your father's

estate, of which you are executor, and that there are occa

sions in life when pride should give way. After all, pride

is a strictly personal possession ; when you die your pride

will die with you, but if you have allowed it to ruin your

family, that can never be repaired. Are you therefore jus

tified in indulging in this peculiar form of selfishness ?

And, my dear fellow, are you giving me your true, or rather

your only reason ? "

" What makes you ask that question, Mr. Levinger ? "

"I have heard some gossip, that is all, Graves, as to a

scene that is supposed to have occurred at your father's

death-bed, in which the name of a certain young woman was

mentioned."

" Who told you of this ? my sister ? "

"Certainly not. If walls have ears to hear, do you

suppose that nurses and servants generally are without

them ? The point is, I have heard it, and, as you make no

contradiction, I presume that it contains a proportion of

truth."

"If this is so, Mr. Levinger, one might think that it

would induce you to request me to abandon the idea of mak

ing any advances to your daughter ; but it seems to have had

an opposite effect."

"Did the story that has reached me prove you to be a

confirmed evil liver, or an unprincipled libertine, this might

be the case ; but it proves nothing of the sort. We are liable

to fall into folly, all of us, but some of us can fall out again.''

" You are charitable," said Henry ; " but it seems to me,

as there are two people concerned in this sort of folly,

that they owe a duty to each other."

" Perhaps, in some cases ; but it is one which has not been

recognised by the other person in this instance, seeing that

she has gone off and left no address."
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" Perhaps she felt obliged to go, or perhaps she was sent,

Mr. Levinger."

" If you mean that I sent her, Graves, you are very much

mistaken. I have had some queer fiduciary relations with

this girl for years, and the other day she came and told me

that she was going to London to earn her living. I raised

objections, but she overruled them. She is of age, and I

have no control over her actions ; indeed, on reflection, I

thought it best that she should go, for I will not conceal from

you that there is a certain amount of loose talk about her

and yourself in Bradmouth. When a young woman gets

mixed up in this sort of thing, my experience is, that she had

better either marry or try a change of air. In this case she

declined to marry, although she had an excellent opportunity

of so doing, therefore I fell in with the change of air pro

posal, and I learn that within a day or two she went away

nobody knows whither. I have no doubt, however, that

sooner or later I shall hear of her whereabouts, for she is

entitled to an allowance of sixty pounds a year, which she

will certainly not forget to draw. Till then— unless, in

deed, you know her address already — you will scarcely find

her ; and if you are not going to marry her, which I gather

she has never desired, I'll do you the justice to suppose that

you cannot wish to follow her, and disturb her in her em

ployment, whatever it may be, since such a course would

probably lead to her losing it."

" You are right there : I never wish to see her again, un

less it is in order to ask her to become my wife."

"Then do not see her, Graves. For her sake, for your

own, for your mother's, and for mine, or rather for my

daughter's, I beg you not to see her, or to allow these

quixotic notions of yours to drag you down to ruin. Let

the thing alone, and all will be well ; follow it up, and you

are a lost man. Do you think that you would find happiness

in such a marriage ? — I am putting aside all questions of

duty, position and means — I tell you, 'no.' I am not

speaking without my book," he added fiercely, " and I warn

you that when you had grown accustomed to her beauty,
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and she had ceased to wonder at your generosity, your life

would become a hell. What sympathy can there be between

individuals so different in standing, in taste, and in educa

tion ? How would you bear the jealousies, the passions,

and the aggressive ignorance of such a woman ? How could

you continue to love her when you remembered in what

fashion your affection had begun; when for her sake you

found yourself a social outcast, and when, every time that

you beheld her face, you were constrained to recollect that

it was the wrecker's light which lured you, and through you

all whom you hold dear, to utter and irretrievable disaster ?

I tell you that I have seen such cases, and I have seen their

miserable ends ; and I implore you, Henry Graves, to pause

before you give another and a signal example of them."

" You speak very feelingly," said Henry, " and no doubt

there is a great deal of truth in what you say. I had two

messmates who made mesalliances, and certainly it didn't

answer with them, for they have both gone to the dogs —

indeed, one poor fellow committed suicide. However, it is

very difficult to argue on such matters, and still more diffi

cult to take warning from the fate of others, since the cir

cumstances are never similar. But I promise you this,

Levinger, that I will do nothing in a hurry— for two or

three months, indeed— and that I will take no step in the

matter without informing you fully of my intentions, for I

think that this is due to you. Meanwhile, if you are good

enough to allow me to remain upon friendly terms with your

daughter and yourself, I shall be glad, though I am sure I

do not know how she will receive me. Within a few months

I shall finally have decided upon my course of action, and

if I then come to the conclusion that I am not bound in

honour elsewhere, perhaps I may ask you to allow me to

try my fortune with Miss Levinger, unworthy of her as I

am and always shall be."

" I can find no fault with that arrangement, Graves. You

have set out your mind like an honest man, and I respect

you for it. It will make me the more anxious to learn, when

the three months are up, that you have decided to forget all
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this folly and to begin afresh. Xow I have something to

ask you : it is that, so soon as you can get about again, you

will pay us the visit which was so unfortunately postponed.

Please understand I do not mean that I wish you to make

advances to my daughter, but I should like you to grow to

know each other better in an ordinary and friendly fashion,

Will you come ? "

Henry reflected, and answered, " Thank you, yes, I will."

At this moment the door was opened, and the butler,

Thomson, announced that lunch was ready, adding, " Shall

I wheel you in, Sir Henry '! Her ladyship bids me say she

hopes that you will come."

" Yes, I suppose so," he answered. " Here, give me a

hand into the chair."

In another minute they were advancing in solemn pro

cession across the hall, Mr. Levinger walking first, leaning

on his stick, and Henry following after in the invalid chair

propelled by Thomson. So agitated was he at the thought

of meeting Emma, and by a secret fear, born of a guilty

conscience that she would know that he and her father had

been employing the last hour in discussing her, that he for

got to guide the chair properly, and despite Thomson's

warning, " To the right, Sir Henry," he contrived to strike

the jamb of the door so sharply that he must have over

turned had not Emma, who was standing close by, sprung

forward and seized the wheel.

In one way this accident was fortunate, for it lessened

the awkwardness of their meeting. Henry apologised and

she laughed ; and presently they were seated side by side at

table, discussing the eccentricities of invalid chairs with

somewhat unnecessary persistence and fervour.

After this the lunch went off well enough. It was not an

altogether cheerful meal, indeed ; but then nothing at Ros-

ham was ever quite cheerful, and probably nothing had

been for generations. The atmosphere of the place, like its

architecture, was oppressive, even lugubrious, and the cir

cumstances in Which the present company were assembled

did not tend towards unrestrained gaiety. Ellen talked

Q
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energetically of matters connected with dress, in which

Emma did not seem to take any vivid interest; Lady Graves

threw in an occasional remark about the drought and the

prevalence of blight upon the roses ; while Henry for the

most part preserved a discreet, or rather an embarrassed,

silence ; and Mr. Levinger discoursed sweetly upon the re

mote and impersonal subject of British coins, of a whole

potful of which it appeared that he had recently become the

proud possessor.

" Sir Henry has promised to come and see them, my dear,"

he said to Emma pointedly, after he had at length succeeded

in stirring his audience into a flabby and intermittent inter

est in the crown that Caractacus wore, or was supposed to

wear, upon a certain piece of money.

"Indeed," she answered quickly, bending her head as

though to examine the pattern of her plate.

" Your father has been so kind as to ask me for the second

time, Miss Levinger," Henry remarked uneasily, " and I

propose to avail myself of his invitation so soon as I am well

enough not to be a: nuisance — that is, if it is convenient."

" Of course it will always be convenient to see you, Sir

Henry Graves," Emma replied coldly, " or indeed anybody

whom my father likes to ask."

" That's one for Henry," reflected Ellen. " Serves him

right too." Then she added aloud: "A few days at Monk's

Lodge will be a very nice change for you, dear, and I hope

that you may arrive safely this time. Would you like to

take a walk round the garden, Emma, while your father

smokes a cigarette ? "

Emma rose gladly, for she felt the moral atmosphere of

the dining-room to be in a somewhat volcanic state, and was

terribly afraid lest a few more sparks of Ellen's sarcastic

wit should produce an explosion. For half an hour or so

they sauntered through the old-fashioned shrubberies and

pleasure grounds, the charms of which their overrun and

neglected condition seemed to enhance, at least at this season

of the year. Then it was that Ellen confided to her com

panion that she expected to be married about the middle of
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November, and that she hoped that Emma would come to

town with her some time in October to assist her in com

pleting her trousseau. Emma hesitated for a moment, for

she could not disguise from herself the fact that her friend

ship for Ellen, at no time a very deep one, had cooled ;

indeed, she was not sure whether she quite trusted her. In

the end, however, she assented, subject to her father's con

sent, for she had very rarely been in London, and she felt

that a change of scene and ideas would do her good. Then

they turned back to the house, to find that the dog-cart was

standing at the door.

" One word, my dear," said Ellen, halting : " I am so glad

that Henry is going to stop at Monk's Lodge. He is a most

curious creature, and I hope that you will be patient with

him, and forgive him all his oddities."

" Really, Ellen," answered Emma, with suppressed irrita

tion, " I have nothing to forgive Sir Henry, and of course I

shall be glad to see him whenever he chooses to come."

" I am by no means sure," reflected Ellen, as she watched

the Levingers drive away, " but that this young lady has got

more spirit than I gave her credit for. Henry had better

look out, or he will lose his chance, for I fancy that she will

become as difficult to deal with in the future as he has been

in the past."

CHAPTER XXII.

AN INTERLUDE.

A month or five weeks went by at Rosham almost with

out incident. For the moment money troubles were in

abeyance, seeing that the payment of the interest due on

the mortgages was not pressed, and the sale of Lady Graves's

jewels had provided sufficient funds to meet the most imme

diate claims, to pay household expenses, and even to provide

for Ellen's trousseau upon a moderate scale. By degrees
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Henry regained the use of his injured limb, though it was

now evident that he would carry the traces of his accident

to the grave in the shape of a pronounced limp. In all

other respects he was bodily as well as ever he had been,

though he remained much troubled in mind. Of Joan he

had heard nothing; and it appeared that nobody knew

where she had gone, or what she was doing, except possibly

Mr. Levinger, whom he scarcely cared to ask for tidings.

That her aunt did not know was evident from the fact that

one morning she arrived at the Hall, and, adopting a tone

in which obsequiousness and violence were curiously mixed,

taxed him roundly with having spirited her niece away.

In vain did Henry assure her that he knew no more of

Joan's whereabouts than she did herself; since she either

did not or would not believe him, and at length departed,

breathing threats that if the girl was not forthcoming shortly

she would "make it hot for him, baronet or no baronet."

For his part Henry was somewhat at a loss to understand

Mrs. Gillingwater's conduct, since he knew well that she

had no sort of affection for her niece, and it was obvious

from her words that she was rather proud than otherwise

of the gossip connecting Joan's name with his own.

" I know all about your goings on," she had said, " though

I haven't come here to preach to you, for that's your affair

and hers ; but I do say that if you call yourself a gentleman

you should do what is handsome by the girl, seeing that

you've stood in the way of her making a good marriage ;

and, to put it plump, Sir Henry, I think that you are in

duty bound to do something for me too, bearing in mind all

the 'truck' that I've had about the two of you, and that

one has been taken away from me as was dearer than a

daughter."

The real explanation of this estimable person's behaviour

was twofold. In the first place, Joan being gone, she had

lost the monthly sum that was paid for her board, and in

the second she had been bribed by Samuel Rock to win the

secret of her hiding-place from Henry. In due course Mrs.

Gillingwater reported the failure of her mission to Samuel,
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who, needless to say, did not believe a word of Henry's de

nial. Indeed, he accused Mrs. Gillingwater first of being a

fool, and next of taking money from the enemy as well as

from himself, with the result that a very pretty quarrel en

sued between the pair of them.

After a few days' reflection Samuel determined to take the

matter into his own hands. Already he had attempted to

extract information about Joan from Mr. Levinger, who,

however, professed ignorance, and would give him none.

Having ascertained that the man was hateful to Joan, Mr.

Levinger had the good feeling to wish to protect her from his

advances; for he saw well that if once Rock learned her

address he would follow her like a shadow, and if necessary

hunt her from place to place, importuning her to marry him.

The girl was out of the way, which was much, though of

course it would be better were she safely married. But,

greatly as he might desire such a thing, he would be no

party to her persecution. Joan, he felt, was doing her best

to further his plans ; in return he would do everything in

his power— at least, everything that circumstances per

mitted— to promote her comfort and welfare. She should

not lack for money, nor should she be tormented by Samuel

Rock.

Having drawn the Monk's Lodge covers blank, Mr. Rock

turned his attention to those of Rosham. As a first step he

sent Mrs. Gillingwater to whine and threaten, with results

that we have already learned. Then he determined to go

himself. He did not, however, drive up to the Hall and ask

boldly to see Sir Henry, as Mrs. Gillingwater had done, for

such an act would not have been in keeping with his char

acter. Samuel's nature was a furtive one. Did he desire

to see a person, he would lurk about for hours in order to

meet him on some path which he knew that he must follow,

rather than accost him in a public place. Even in business

transactions, of which he had many, this custom clung to

him. He was rarely seen on market days, and so well

were his habits known, that customers desiring to buy

his fat stock or his sheep or his hay would wait about the



230 JOAN HASTE

land till he " happened " on them in the course of his daily

round.

Thus he made three separate visits to Rosham before he

succeeded in meeting Henry. On the first occasion he dis

covered that it was his practice — for by now Henry could

get about— to walk round the home-farm after breakfast.

Accordingly Rock returned on the following day ; but the

weather chanced to be bad, and Henry did not come out.

Next morning he was more fortunate. Having put up his

cart at the village inn, he took his stand upon an eminence,

as though he were a wandering poet contemplating the beau

ties of Nature, and waited. Presently he saw Henry appear

out of a cow-shed and cross some fields in his direction,

whereon Samuel retreated behind a hay-stack. Five min

utes passed, and Henry hobbled by within three yards of

him. He followed at his heels, unable to make up his mind

how to begin the interview, walking so softly on the grass

that it was not until Henry observed another shadow keep

ing pace with his own that he became aware of his presence.

Then, not unnaturally, he wheeled round suddenly, for the

apparition of this second shadow in the open field, where he

had imagined himself to be alone, was almost uncanny. So

quickly did he turn, indeed, that Samuel ran into him before

he could stop himself.

"Who the devil are you?" said Henry, lifting his stick,

for his first thought was that he was about to be attacked

by a tramp. " Oh ! I beg your pardon," he added : " I sup

pose that you are the person who is coming to see me about

the Five Elms farm '.' "

"I've been waiting to see you, sir," said Samuel obse

quiously, and lifting his hat — " in fact, I've been waiting

these three mornings."

" Then why on earth didn't you come and speak to me,

my good man, instead of crawling about after me like a Red

Indian ? It's easy enough to find me, I suppose ? "

"It isn't about a farm that I wish to see you, sir," went

on Samuel, ignoring the question. " No, sir, this ain't no

matter between a proud landlord and a poor tenant coming
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to beg a few pounds off his rent for his children's bread, as

it were. This is a matter between man and man, or perhaps

between man and woman."

" Look here," said Henry, " are you crazed, or are you ask

ing me riddles ? Because, if so, you may as well give it up,

for I hate them. What is your name ? "

"My name, sir, is Samuel Rock," — here his manner

suddenly became insolent, — " and I have come to ask you

a riddle ; and what's more, I mean to get an answer to it.

What have you done with Joan Haste ? "

" Oh ! I see," said Henry. " I wonder I didn't recognise

you. Now, Mr. Samuel Rock, by way of a beginning let me

recommend you to keep a civil tongue in your head. I'm

not the kind of person to be bullied, do you understand ? "

Samuel looked at Henry's blue eyes, that shone somewhat

ominously, and at his determined chin and mouth, and

understood.

" I'm sure I meant no offence, sir," he replied, again becom

ing obsequious.

"Very well: then be careful to give none. It is quite

easy to be polite when once you get used to it. Now I will

answer your question. I have done nothing with Joan

Haste— about whom, by the way, you have not the slightest

right to question me. I don't know where she is, and I have

neither seen nor heard of her for several weeks. Good

morning ! "

" That, sir, is a "

"Now, pray be careful." And Henry turned to go.

" We don't part like that, sir," said Rock, following him

and speaking to him over his shoulder. " I've got some more

to say to you."

" Then say it to my face ; don't keep sneaking behind me

like an assassin. What is it ? "

" This, sir : you have robbed me, sir ; you have taken my

ewe-lamb as David did to Nathan, and your reward shall be

the reward of David."

" Oh, confound you and your ewe-lamb ! " said Henry, who

was fast getting beyond argument. " What do you want?"
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" I want her back, sir. I don't care what's happened ; I

don't care if you have stolen her ; I tell you I want her back."

" Very well, then, go and find her ; but don't bother me."

" Oh yes, I'll find her in time ; I'll marry her, never you

fear ; but I thought that you might be able to help me on

with it, for she's nothing to you ; but you see it's this way

— I can't live without her."

" I have told you, Mr. Rock, that I don't know where Joan

Haste is ; and if I did, I may add that I would not help you

to find her, as I believe she is hiding herself to keep out of

your way. Now will you be so good as to go ? "

Then Samuel burst into a flood of incoherent menaces and

abuse, born of his raging hate and jealousy. Henry did not

follow the torrent—he did not even attempt to do so, seeing

that his whole energies were occupied in a supreme effort to

prevent himself from knocking this creature down.

" She's mine, and not yours," he ended. " I'm an honest

man, I am, and I mean to marry her like an honest man ;

and when I've married her, just you keep clear, Sir Henry

Graves, or, by the God that made me, I'll cut your throat ! "

" Really," ejaculated Henry, "this is too much! Here,

Jeffries, and you, Bates," he called to two men in his employ

who chanced to be walking by : " this person seems to be

the worse for drink. Would you be so good as to take him

off the premises? And look here— be careful that he

never comes back again."

Messrs. Jeffries and Bates grinned and obeyed ; for, as it

happened, they both knew Samuel, and one of them had a

grudge against him.

"You hear what Sir Henry says. Now come you on,

master," said Jeffries. " Surely it is a scandal to see a man

the worse for beer at this time of day. Come on, master."

By now Samuel's passion had spent itself, and he went

quietly enough, followed by the two labourers. Henry

watched him disappear towards the road, and then said

aloud : —

" Upon my word, Joan Haste, fond as I am of you, had I

known half the trouble and insult that I must suffer on your
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account, I would have chosen to go blind before ever I set

eyes upon your face."

Within a week of this agreeable interview with Samuel

Rock, Henry set out to pay his long-promised visit to Monk's

Lodge. This time he drove thither, and no further accident

befell him. But as he passed by Ramborough Abbey he

reflected sadly enough on the strange imbroglio in which

he had become involved since the day when he attempted

to climb its ruined tower. At present things seemed to

be straightening themselves out somewhat, it was true ; but

a warning sense told him that there were worse troubles

to come than any which had gone before.

The woman who was at the root of these evils had van

ished, indeed ; but he knew well that all which is hidden is

not necessarily lost, and absence did not avail to cure him

of his longing for the sight of her dear face. He might

wish that he had been stricken blind before his eyes beheld

it ; but he had looked upon it, alas ! too long, nor could he

blot out its memory. He tried to persuade himself that

he did not care ; he tried to believe that his sensations were

merely the outcome of flattered vanity; he tried, even, to

forbid his mind to think of her, — only to experience the

futility of one and all of these endeavours.

Whether or no he was " in love " with Joan, he did not

know, since, never having fallen into that condition, he had

no standard by which to measure his feelings. What he

had good cause to know, however, was that she had taken

possession of his waking thoughts in a way that annoyed

and bewildered him— yes, and even of his dreams. The

vision of her was all about him ; most things recalled

her to him, directly or indirectly, and he could scarcely

listen to a casual conversation, or mix in the society of other

women, without being reminded— by inference, contrast, or

example — of something that she had said or done. His

case was by no means hopeless ; for even now he knew that

time would cure the trouble, or at least draw its sting. He

was not a lad, to be carried away by the wild passion which is
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one of the insane privileges of youth ; and he had many in

terests, ambitions, hopes and fears with which this woman

was not connected, though, as it chanced at present, her

subtle influence seemed to pervade them all.

Meanwhile his position towards her was most painful.

She had gone, leaving him absolutely in the dark as to her

wishes, motives, or whereabouts ; leaving him also to suffer

many things on her account, not the least of them being the

haunting knowledge of what, in her silence and solitude,

she must be suffering upon his.

Well, he had debated the matter till his mind grew weary,

chiefly with the object of discovering which among so many

conflicting duties were specious and which were sacred, and

now he was inclined to give up the problem as insoluble,

and to allow things to take their chance.

" By George ! " he thought to himself, glancing at the old

tower, " this is the kind of thing that they call romance :

well, I call it hell. No more romance for me if I can avoid

it. And now I am going to stay with old Levinger, and, as

I suppose that I shall not be expected to make love to his

daughter — at any rate, at present— I'll try to enjoy myself,

and forget for a few days that there is such a thing as a

woman in the world."

Henry reached Monk's Lodge in time to dress for dinner,

and was at once shown by Mr. Levinger, who greeted him

with cordiality and evident pleasure, to his room— a low

and many-cornered apartment commanding a delightful view

of the sea. Having changed, he found his way to the draw

ing-room, where Emma was waiting to receive him, which

she did very courteously, and with more self-possession

than might have been expected of her. It struck Henry,

as he stood by the window and chatted to her on indifferent

subjects in the pearly light of the September evening, that

he had never seen her look so charming. Perhaps it was

that her secret troubles had added dignity to her delicate

face and form, or that the dress she wore became her, or

that the old-fashioned surroundings of the place among

which she had grown up, and that doubtless had exercised
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their influence upon her character, seemed to combine with

and to set off her quaint and somewhat formal grace of

mien and movement. At least it seemed to him that she

was almost beautiful that night, not with the rich and

human loveliness of a woman like Joan, but in a certain

spiritual fashion which was peculiar to her.

Presently they went in to dinner. It was a pleasant

meal enough, and Henry enjoyed the change from the

cold-looking Rosham dining-room, with its pillars and its

dingy old masters, even more than he had hoped to do.

Here there were no old masters and no marble, but walls

wainscoted with a dado of black oak, and hung with quaint

Flemish pictures painted on panels or on copper, such as

are still to be picked up by the discerning at sales in the

Eastern counties. Here also were no melancholy cedars

shutting off the light, but open windows wreathed about

with ivy, through which floated the murmur of the sea.

The dinner was excellent, moreover, as was Mr. Levinger's

champagne ; and by the time that they reached the dessert

Henry found himself in a better mood than he had known

for many a long week.

Abandoning his reserve, he fell into some harmless snare

that was set by his host, and began to speak of himself and

his experiences — a thing that he very rarely did. Though

for the most part he was a somewhat silent man, and at

his best could not be called a brilliant conversationalist,

Henry could talk well when he chose, in a certain plain

and forcible manner that attracted by its complete absence

of exaggeration or of straining after effect. He told them

tales of wars in Ashantee and Egypt ; he described to them

a great hurricane off the coast of Madagascar, when the

captain and first lieutenant of the ship in which he was

serving were swept overboard by a single sea, leaving him

in command of her ; and several other adventures, such as

befall Englishmen who for twenty years or more have

served their country in every quarter of the globe. By now

the coffee and cigarettes had been brought in ; but Emma

did not leave the room— indeed, it was not her custom to
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do so, and the presence of a guest at Monk's Lodge was so

rare an event that it never occurred to her to vary it. She

sat, her face hidden in the shadow, listening with wide-

opened eyes to Henry's "moving accidents by flood and

field " ; and yet she grew sad as she listened, feeling that

his talk was inspired by a vain regret which was almost

pitiful. He was speaking as old men speak of their past,

of events that are gone by, of things in which they have

no longer any share.

Evidently Mr. Levinger felt this also, for he said, "It is

unfortunate, Graves, that prospects like yours should have

been snapped short. What do you mean to do with yourself

now ? "

"Yes," answered Henry, "it is very unfortunate; but

these things will happen. As for the future it must look

after itself. Ninety-nine naval officers out of a hundred

have no future. They live — or rather starve—upon their

half-pay in some remote village, and become churchwardens

— that is, if they do not quarrel with the parson."

" I hope that you will do something more than this," said

Mr. Levinger. " I look forward to seeing you member for

our division if I live long enough. You might do more

good for the Navy in the House than ever you could have

done at sea."

"That's just what a man told me at the Admiralty, and

I think I answered him that I preferred a command at sea.

Not but that I should like the other thing very well, if it

came in my way. However, as both careers are as much

beyond my reach as the moon, it is no use talking of them,

is it ? "

" I don't agree with you — I don't agree at all. You will

be a great authority yet. And now let vis go into the other

room."

So they went into the drawing-room, where Emma sang

a little, sweetly enough; and after she had bidden them

good-night they adjourned to the study to smoke and drink

weak whiskies-and-sodas. Here Mr. Levinger was the talker

and Henry the listener, and it seemed to the latter that he
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had rarely met a man with so much knowledge and power

of observation, or one who could bring these to bear in a

more interesting manner upon whatever subject he chanced

to be discussing. His intellect was keen, his knowledge of

life and men large and varied, and he seemed to know

every book worth reading, and, what is more, to remember

its contents.

Thus Henry's first evening at Monk's Lodge passed very

pleasantly, and as his visit began so it went on and ended.

In the daytime he would take his gun, and, accompanied by

Mr. Levinger on a pony and by an old man, half bailiff and

half gamekeeper, would limp through the bracken in search

of partridges and rabbits, an occupation in which he took

great delight, although he was still too lame to follow it

for long at a time.

Failing the shooting, his host organised some expedition

to visit a distant church or earthwork, and accompanied by

Emma they drove for hours through the mellow September

afternoon. Or sometimes they sat upon the beach beneath

the cliff, chatting idly on everything under heaven ; or, if

it chanced to rain, they would take refuge in the study and

examine Mr. Levinger's collection of coins, ancient weapons

and other antiquities.

Then at last arrived the dinner-hour, and another delight

ful evening would be added to the number of those that had

gone. Before he had been in the house a week, Henry felt

a different man ; indeed, had any one told him, when he

came to Monk's Lodge, that he was about to enjoy himself

so much, he would not have believed it. He could see also

that both Mr. Levinger and his daughter were glad that he

should be there. At first Emma was a little stiff in her

manner towards him, but by degrees this wore off, and he

found himself day by day growing more friendly with her.

The better they became acquainted, the greater grew their

mutual liking, and the more complete their understanding of

each other. There was now no question of love-making, or

even of flirtation between them; their footing was one of

friendship, and both of them were glad that it should be
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so. Soon the sharpest sting of Emma's shame passed

away, since she could not believe that the man who

greeted her with such open fellowship had learned the

confession which broke from her on that night of her de

spair, for if it were so, surely he would look down upon

her and show it in his manner. Taking this for granted,

in some dim and illogical fashion she was grateful to him

for not having heard; or if by any chance he had heard,

as she was bound to admit was possible, still more was she

grateful in that he dissembled his knowledge so completely

as to enable her to salve her pride with the thought that he

was ignorant. Indeed, in this event, so deeply did she feel

upon the point, she was prepared in her own mind to for

give any sins of omission or commission with which he

stood charged, setting against them the generosity of his

conduct in this particular. Of the future Emma did not

think ; she was content to live in the present, and to feel

that she had never been so happy before. Neither did she

think of the past, with its disquieting tales of Joan Haste,

and its horrible suggestions that Henry was being driven

into marriage with herself for pecuniary reasons. If a day

should ever come when he proposed to her, then it would

be time enough to take all these matters into consideration,

and to decide whether she should please her pride and do

violence to her heart, or sacrifice her pride and satisfy her

heart. There was no need to come to a decision now, for

she could see well that, whatever might be his thoughts

with reference to her, Henry had no immediate intention

of asking her to be his wife.

Although of course he could not follow all the secret

workings of Emma's mind, Henry grasped the outlines of

the situation accurately enough. He knew that this was a

time of truce, and that by a tacit agreement all burning ques

tions were postponed to a more convenient season. Mr.

Levinger said no word to him of his daughter, of Joan

Haste, or even of the financial affairs connected with the

Rosham . mortgages, for all these subjects were tabooed

under the conditions of their armistice. Tormented as he
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had been, and as he must shortly be again, he also was

deeply grateful for this indulgence, and more than content

to forget the past and let the future take care of itself.

One thing grew clear to him, however ; indeed, before he

left Monk's Lodge he admitted it to himself in so many

words : it was, that had there been no Joan Haste and no

mortgages in the question, he would certainly ask Emma

Levinger to be his wife.

The more he saw of this lady, the more attached he grew

to her. She attracted him in a hundred ways— by her

gentleness, her delicacy of thought, her ever-present sym

pathy with distress and with all that was good and noble,

and by the quaintness and culture of her mind. For these

and many other reasons he could imagine no woman

whom he should prefer to marry were he fortunate enough

to win her. But always when he thought of it two spectres

seemed to rise and stand before him — one of Joan, pas

sionate, lovely and loving, and the other shaped like a

roll of parchment and labelled " Mortgages, Sixty thousand

pounds ! "

At length the ten days of his stay came to an end, and

upon a certain morning the old Rosham coachman appeared

at the door of Monk's Lodge to drive him home again.

"I don't know how to thank you, Levinger," he said,

" for your kindness and hospitality to me here. I have not

had such a good time for many a long day. It has been a

rest to me, and I have come to the conclusion that rest is

the best thing in the whole world. Now I must go back to

face my anxieties."

"Meaning the eleventh of October?" said Mr. Levinger.

" Yes, meaning the eleventh of October and other things.

I am sure I do not know what on earth I am to do about

those farms. But I won't begin to bore you with business

now. Good-bye, and again, many thanks."

" Good-bye, Graves, and don't fret. I dare say that some

thing will turn up. My experience is that something gener

ally does turn up — that is to say, when one is the right

side of forty."
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" Oh, Sir Henry ! " said Emma, appearing at the door of

the drawing-room, " will you take a note to your sister for

me ? It is just ready."

" Certainly," he answered, following her to the writing-

table."

" It is about my going to town with her next month," she

went on. " I have been speaking to my father, and he says

that I may if I like. It is a question of trousseau — not

that I know anything about such matters, but I am glad

of the excuse for a change. Are you going with her ? "

" I don't know. An old messmate of mine always gives

a dinner at the Rag on the twentieth, to celebrate an advent

ure in which we were concerned together. I had a letter

from him the other day asking me to come. I haven't

answered it yet, but if you like I will accept. I believe

you go up on the eighteenth, don't you ? "

Emma coloured faintly. " Of course it would be pleasant

if you came," she answered. "We might go to some pict

ure galleries, and to the British Museum to look at those

Egyptian things."

" All right," said Henry ; " we've got to get there first.

And now good-bye. I can assure you that I shall never

forget your goodness to me."

" The goodness is on your side, Sir Henry : it is very kind

of you to have come to see us."

" And it is very nice of you to say so, Miss Levinger.

Again good-bye, or rather au revoir."

CHAPTER XXIII.

A NEW DEPARTURE.

Joan reached town in safety. Willie Hood called for her

box as he had promised, and conveyed it to the station

before anybody at the inn was up, whither she followed

after breakfast. It gave Joan a new and strange sensation
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to sit opposite her aunt, who took the opportunity of a tite-

drtite to scold and grumble at her from one end of the meal

to the other, and to reflect that they were about to separate,

for aught she knew, never to meet again. She could not

pretend any affection for Mrs. Gillingwater, and yet the

thought moved her, for after all she belonged to the famil

iar round of daily life from which Joan was about to cut

herself adrift. Still more did it move her, yes, even to

silent tears, when for the last time she looked upon the

ancient room that had been hers, and in which she had

nursed Henry back to health. Here every chair and picture

was an old friend, and, what is more, connected with his

presence, the presence which to-day she finally refused.

In turning her back upon that room she forsook all hope of

seeing him again, and not till she had closed its door behind

her did she learn how bitter was this renunciation.

Finding her luggage at the station, she saw it labelled,

and took her seat in the train. Just as it was about to

start Willie Hood sauntered up.

" Oh ! there you are, Joan Haste," he said. " I thought

that you would be following your box, so I've just dropped

round to say good-bye to you. Good-bye, Joan : I hope that

you will have a pleasant time up in London. Let me know

your address, and I shouldn't wonder if I looked you up

there one day, for somehow I don't feel as though there

were room for another smart young man in Bradmouth, and

the old place won't seem the same without you. Perhaps,

as you ain't going to marry him after all," and Willie jerked

his red head in the direction of Rosham, " if you'll have the

patience to wait a year or two, we might set up together

yonder in the grocery line."

" You impudent young monkey ! " said Joan, laughing in

spite of herself; and then the train steamed off, leaving

Master Willie on the platform, kissing his hand in the

direction of her carriage.

On arriving at Liverpool Street, Joan took a cab and

directed the man to Kent Street, Paddington, whither she

came after a drive that seemed interminable,

it



242 JOAN HASTE

Kent Street, Paddington, was a shabby little place in the

neighbourhood of the Edgware Road. The street itself

ended in a cul-de-sac, a recommendation to the lover of

quiet, as of course no traffic could pass through it; but,

probably on this account, it was the happy hunting

ground of hundreds of dirty children, whose shrill voices

echoed through it from dawn to dark, as they played and

fought and screamed. The houses were tall, and covered

with a dingy stucco, that here and there had peeled away

in flakes, exposing patches of yellow brick ; the doors were

much in need of paint, some of the area railings were broken,

and the window curtains for the most part presented the ap

pearance of having been dried in a coal cellar. Indeed, the

general squalor and the stuffy odours of the place filled

Joan's heart with dismay, for she had never before visited

the poorer quarters of a large town.

" Are you sure that this is Kent Street, Paddington ? "

she asked feebly of the driver.

"If you don't believe me, miss, look for yourself," he

answered gruffly, pointing to the corner of a house upon

which the name was painted. " No. 13, you said, didn't

you? Well, here it is, and here's your box," he added,

bumping her luggage down upon the steps ; " and my fare is

three-and-six, please."

Joan paid the three-and-sixpence, and the sulky cabman

drove off, yelling at the children in front to get out of the

way of his horse, and lashing with his whip at those who

clung behind.

Left to herself, Joan pulled the bell and waited. Nobody

came, so she pulled it again, and yet a third time; after

which she discovered that it was broken, and there being

no knocker, was reduced to rapping on the door with the

handle of her umbrella. Presently it was opened with great

violence, and a sour-faced slattern with a red nose asked

shrilly, —

" Who the dickens are you, that you come a-bauging of

the door to bits ? This ain't the Al'ambra, my fine miss.

Don't you make no mistake."
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"My name is Haste," said Joan humbly, "and I have

come here to lodge."

" Then you'd better haste out of this, for you won't lodge

here." And the vixen prepared to slam the door.

" Does not Mrs. Thomas live here ? " asked Joan desper

ately.

" No, she don't. Mrs. Thomas was sold up three days ago,

and you'll find her in the Marylebone Workhouse, I believe.

I am the caretaker. Now take that box off those steps, and

cut it sharp, or I'll send for the policeman." And before

Joan could say another word the door was shut in her face.

She turned round in despair. Where was she to go, and

what could she do in this horrible place? By now a

crowd had collected about her, composed largely of dirty

children and dreadful blear-eyed men in very wide-skirted

tattered coats, who made audible remarks about her personal

appearance.

" Now then," screamed the vixen from the area, " will you

take thim things off the steps ? "

Thus adjured, Joan made a desperate effort to lift the box,

but she was weak with agitation and could not stir it.

" Carry yer things for yer, miss ? " said one creature in

a raucous whisper. "Don't you mind him, miss," put in

another ; " he's a blooming area sneak, he is. You give 'em

me." " Hullo, Molly, does your mother know you're out ? "

asked a painted-faced slut, who evidently had taken more

to drink than was good for her; and so forth.

For a few moments Joan bore it. Then she sank down

upon the box and began to weep—a sight that touched the

better feelings of some of the men, for one of them offered

to punch the " blooming 'ead " of anybody who annoyed her.

It was at this juncture that Joan, chancing to look up, saw

a little pale-faced, straw-coloured woman, who was neatly

dressed in black, pushing her way through the crowd

towards her.

" What is the matter, my dear ? " said the little woman,

in a small and gentle voice.

"I have come from the country here to lodge," answered
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Joan, choking back her tears ; " and there's nobody in the

house except that dreadful person, and I don't know where

to go."

The little woman shook her head doubtfully ; and at that

moment once more the fiend in the area yelled aloud, "If

you won't get off thim steps, I'll come and put you off. I'm

caretaker here, and I'll show you."

" Oh ! what shall I do ? " said Joan, wringing her hands.

The sight of her distress seemed to overcome the scruples

of the little woman ; at any rate she bade one of the loafers

lift the box and bring it across the street.

"Now, my dear, take your bag and your umbrella, and

follow me."

Joan obeyed with joy: just then she would have fol

lowed her worst enemy anywhere, also her new friend's

face inspired her with confidence. On the other side of the .

street the little woman opened the door of a house— it was

No. 8 —with a latchkey, and Joan noticed that on it was a

brass plate inscribed " Mrs. Bird, Dressmaker."

" Go in," she said. " No, I will settle with the man ; he

will cheat you."

She went in, and found herself in a tiny passage of spot

less cleanliness ; and, her baggage having been set down

beside her, the door was closed, and the crowd which had

accompanied them across the street melted away.

" Oh ! thank you," said Joan. " What do I owe you ? "

"Threepence, my dear; it is a penny too much, but I

would not stop to argue with the man."

Joan fumbled in her pocket and found the threepence.

"Thank you, my dear. I am1 glad to see that you pay

your debts so readily. It is a good sign, but, alas ! appear

ances are often deceptive " ; and her hostess led the way

into a small parlour, beautifully neat and well kept. " Sit

down," said the little woman, lifting a dress that she was in

process of making from a chair which she offered to Joan,

"and take a cup of tea. I was just going to have some

myself. Bobby, will you be quiet?" This last remark

was addressed to a canary, which was singing at the top of
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its voice in a cage that hung in the window. " I am afraid

that you find him rather shrill," she went on, nodding tow

ards the canary, " but I have so much to do with silence that

I don't mind the noise."

" Not at all : I like birds," said Joan.

" I am glad of that, my dear, for my name is Bird Quite

a coincidence, isn't it ? — not but what coincidences are decep

tive things. And now, here is your tea."

Joan took the tea and drank it thankfully, while Mrs.

Bird watched her.

" My dear, you are very handsome," she said at length,

"if you will forgive me for making a personal remark—

dreadfully handsome. I am sure that, being so handsome,

you cannot be happy, since God does not give us everything ;

and I only hope that you are good. You look good, or I

should not have come to help you just now ; but it is impos

sible to put any trust in appearances."

"I am afraid that I am neither very happy nor very

good," answered Joan, " but I am most grateful to you. I

have come up from the country to look for work, and I want

to find a decent lodging. Perhaps you can help me, for I

have never been in London before, and do not know where

to go. My name is Joan Haste."

" Perhaps I can, and perhaps I can't," said Mrs. Bird. " It

depends. Yours is a very strange story, and I am not sure

that I believe it. It is not usual for beautiful young women

like you to wander to London in this kind of way— that is,

if they are respectable. How am I to know that you are

respectable ? That you look respectable does not prove you

to be so. Do your friends know that you have come here,

or have you perhaps run away from home ? "

" I hope that I am respectable," answered Joan meekly ;

" and some of my friends know about my coming."

" Then they should have made better arrangements for

you. That house to which you were going was not respect

able ; it is a mercy that it was shut up."

" Not respectable ! " said Joan. " Surely Mr. Levinger

could never have been so wicked," she added to herself.
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" No : it used to be a while ago— then there were none

but very decent people there ; but recently the woman, Mrs.

Thomas, took to drink, and that was why she was sold up."

" Indeed," said Joan ; " I suppose that my friend did not

know. I fancy it is some years since he was acquainted

with the house."

" Your friend ! What sort of friend ? " said Mrs. Bird

suspiciously.

Well, he is a kind of guardian of mine."

" Then he ought to have known better than to have sent

you to a house without making further inquiries. This

world is a changeable place, but nothing changes in it more

quickly than lodging-houses, at any rate in Kent Street."

" So it seems," answered Joan sadly ; " but now, what am

I to do ? "

" I don't know, Miss Haste — I think you said Haste was

your name ; although," she added nervously, sweeping off

her lap some crumbs of the bread and butter that she had

been eating, " if I was quite sure that you are respectable I

might be able to make a suggestion."

" What suggestion, Mrs. Bird ? "

" Well, I have two rooms to let here. My last lodger, a

most estimable man, and a very clever one too— he was an

accountant, my dear— died in them a fortnight ago, and

was carried out last Friday ; but then, you see, it is not

everybody that would suit me as a tenant, and there are

many people whom I might not suit. There are three ques

tions to be considered ; the question of character, the ques

tion of rent, and the question of surroundings. Now, as to

the question of character "

" I have a certificate," broke in Joan mildly, as she pro

duced a document that she had procured from Mr. Biggen,

the clergyman at Bradmouth. Mrs. Bird put on a pair of

spectacles and perused it carefully.

" Satisfactory," she said, " very satisfactory, presuming it

to be genuine ; though, mind you, I have known even clergy

men to be deceived. Now, would you like to see my ref

erences ? "
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" No, thank you, not at all," said Joan. " I am quite sure

that you are respectable."

" How can you be sure of anything of the sort ? Well,

we will pass over that and come to the rent. My notion of

rent for the double furnished room on the first floor, includ

ing breakfast, coals, and all extras, is eight shillings and

sixpence a week. The late accountant used to pay ten-and-

six, but for a woman I take off two shillings ; not but what

I think, from the look of you, that you would eat more

breakfast than the late accountant did."

" That seems very reasonable," said Joan. " I should be

very glad to pay that."

" Yes, my dear, you might be very glad to pay it, but you

will excuse me for saying that the desire does not prove the

ability. How am I to know that you would pay ? "

" I have plenty of money," answered Joan wearily ; " I

can give you a month's rent in advance, if you like."

" Plenty of money ! " said the little woman, holding up

her hands in amazement, "and that very striking appear

ance ! And yet you wander about the world in this fashion !

Really, my dear, I do not know what to make of you."

" For the matter of that, Mrs. Bird, I do not quite know

what to make of myself. But shall we get on with the busi

ness ? — because, you see, if we do not come to an agree

ment, I must search elsewhere. What was it you said

about surroundings ? "

" That reminds me," answered Mrs. Bird ; '' before I go a

step further I must consult my two babies. Now, do you

move your chair a little, and sit so. Thank you, that will

do." And she trotted off through some folding doors, one

of which she left carefully ajar.

Joan could not in the least understand what this odd

little person was driving at, nor who her two babies might

be, so she sat still and waited. Presently, from the other

side of the door, there came a sound as though several peo

ple were clapping their hands and snapping their fingers.

A pause followed, and the door was pushed a little farther

open, apparently that those on the farther side might look
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into the room where she was sitting. Then there was more

clapping and snapping, and presently Mrs. Bird re-entered

with a smile upon her kind little face.

" They like yon, my dear," she said, nodding her head—

" both of them. Indeed, Sal says that she would much pre

fer you as a lodger to the late accountant."

" They ? Who ? " asked Joan.

" Well, my dear, when I spoke of surroundings you may

have guessed that mine were peculiar ; and so they are —

very peculiar, though harmless. The people in the next

room are my husband and my daughter; he is paralytic,

and they are both of them deaf and dumb."

" Oh, how sad ! " said Joan.

" Yes, it is sad ; but it might have been much sadder, for

I assure you they are not at all unhappy. Now, if I had

not married Jim it would have been otherwise, for then he

must have gone to the workhouse, or at the best into a home,

and of course there would have been no Sal to love us both.

But come in, and you shall be introduced to them." And

Mrs. Bird lit a candle and led the way into the small back

room.

Here Joan saw a curious sight. Seated in an armchair,

his withered legs supported on a footstool, was an enormous

man of about forty, with flaxen hair and beard, mild blue

eyes, and a face like an infant's, that wore a perpetual smile.

Sometimes the smile was more and sometimes it was less,

but it was always there. Standing by his side was a sweet

and delicate-faced little girl of about twelve ; her eyes also

were blue and her hair flaxen, but her face was alight with

so much fire and intelligence that Joan found it hard to

believe that she could be deaf and dumb. Mrs. Bird pointed

to her, and struck her hands together this way and that so

swiftly that Joan could scarcely follow their movements,

whereon the two of them nodded vigorously in answer, and

Sal, advancing, held out her hand in greeting. Joan shook

it, and was led by her to where Mr. Bird was sitting, with

his arm also outstretched.

"There, my dear — now you are introduced," said Mrs.
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Bird. "This is my family. I have supported them for

many many years, thanks be to God ; and I hope that I have

managed that, if I should die before them, there will be

no need for them to go to the workhouse ; so you see I have

much to be grateful for. Though they are deaf and dumb,

you must not think them stupid, for they can do lots of

things — read and write and carve. Oh, we are a very

happy family, I can assure you; though at times I want

somebody to talk to, and that is one of the reasons why I

like to have a lodger — not that the late accountant was

much use in that respect, for he was a very gloomy man,

though right-thinking. And now that you have seen the

surroundings, do you think that you would wish to stay here

for a week on trial ? "

" I should like nothing better," answered Joan.

" Very well, then. Will you come upstairs and see your

rooms and wash your hands for supper ? I will call the girl,

Maria, to help you carry up the box."

Presently Maria arrived. She was a strong, awkward-

looking damsel of fifteen, " a workhouse girl," Mrs. Bird

explained, but, like everything else in that house, scrupu

lously clean in appearance. With her assistance the box

was dragged up the narrow stairs, and Joan found herself

in the apartments of the late accountant. They were neat

little rooms, separated from each other by double doors, and

furnished with a horsehair sofa, a round deal table with a

stained top, and some old chairs with curly backs and rep-

covered seats.

" They look a little untidy," said Mrs. Bird, eyeing these

chairs ; " but the fact is that the late accountant was a care

less man, and often upset his coffee over them. However,

I will run you up some chintz covers in no time, and for the

sofa too if you like. And now do you think that the rooms

will do ? You see here is a good cupboard and a chest of

drawers."

" Very nicely, thank you," answered Joan. " I never

expected a sitting-room all to myself."

" I am glad that you are pleased. And now I will leave



250 JOAN HASTE

you. Supper will be ready in half an hour— fried eggs and

bacon and bread and butter. But if you like anything else

I dare say that I can get it for you."

Joan hastened to assure her that eggs and bacon were her

favourite food ; and, having satisfied herself that there was

water in the jug and a clean towel, Mrs. Bird departed, leav

ing her to unpack. Half an hour later Joan went down and

partook of the eggs and bacon. It was an odd meal, with a

deaf-and-dumb child pouring out the tea, a deaf-and-dumb

giant smiling at her perpetually across the table, and her

little hostess attending to them all, and keeping up a double

fire of conversation, one with her lips for Joan's benefit, and

one with her head and hands for that of her two "babies."

After supper the things were cleared away ; and having

first inquired whether Joan objected to the smell of smoke,

Mrs. Bird filled a large china pipe, for her husband, and

brought him some queer-shaped tools, with which he began

to carve the head of a walking-stick.

" I told you that he was very clever," she said ; " do you

know, he sometimes makes as much as four shillings in a

week. He gives me the money, and thinks that I spend it ;

but I don't, not a farthing. I put it all into the Savings Bank

for him and Sally. There is nearly forty pounds there on

that account alone. There, do you know what he is saying ? "

Joan shook her head.

" He says that he is going to carve a likeness of you. He

thinks that you have a beautiful head for a walking-stick.

Oh ! don't be afraid ; he will do it capitally. Look, here is the

late accountant. I keep it in memory of him," and Mrs.

Bird produced a holly stick, on the knob of which appeared

a dismal, but most lifelike, countenance.

" He wasn't very handsome," said Joan.

" No, he wasn't handsome— only right-thinking ; and that

is why Jim would like to carve you, because you see you are

handsome, though whether or no you are right-thinking

remains to be proved."

Joan smiled ; there was something very quaint about the

little lady.
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" I hope that Mr. Bird does not want me to sit to him to

night," she said, " for, do you know, I am dreadfully tired,

and I think that I will go to bed."

" "No, no ; he will only make a beginning to-night, perhaps

of two or three sticks, and afterwards he will study you.

You will be much better for some sleep after your journey,

— thoiigh you have not yet told me where you came from,"

and she shook her straw-coloured head doubtfully.

Joan made no answer, not feeling inclined to submit her

self to cross-examination at the moment ; but, going round

the table, she shook hands with Mr. Bird and with Sally,

who had been watching her all the evening and now put up

her face to be kissed in a way that quite won Joan's heart.

" That shows that Sally likes you," said Mrs. Bird, in a

gratified voice ; " and if Sally likes you I shall too, for she

is never wrong about people. And now good night, my dear.

We breakfast at half-past seven ; but first I read some pray

ers if you would like to attend them : I read, and my two

'babies' follow in a book. Be sure you put your light out."

Joan stumbled upstairs, and, too tired even for thought,

was soon in bed. Beneath her she could hear a clapping

and cracking of fingers, which told her that she was being

vigorously discussed by the Bird family after their own

strange fashion; and to this queer lullaby she went to

sleep.

CHAPTER XXIV.

MESSES. BLACK AND PARKER.

Joax slept well that night, and woke to find the sunlight

streaming in at her window. Coming down to the sitting-

room at a quarter past seven, she saw that, early as it was,

it had been swept and garnished and the breakfast laid.

" Good morning, my dear ! " said Mrs. Bird : " I am glad

to see that you are an early riser. I suppose it is a habit
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which you bring with you from the country. It was not so

with the late accountant, who would never breakfast till nine

if he could help it, and on Sundays not till ten; but I think

that an affection of the liver from which he suffered made

him sleepy. And now I am going to have prayers. Maria,

come to prayers."

Maria shuffled in, obedient, and diving into the back room

reappeared wheeling her master before her, who, as he came,

smiled sweetly and waved his hand in greeting to Joan..

Presently Sally arrived, and the ceremony began. First

Mrs. Bird handed two Bibles to her husband and her

daughter, pointing out the passage which was to be read

with her finger, then she gave them each a manual of prayer.

These preparations finished, she began to read the chapter

of the Bible aloud ; and it was curious and touching to see

the attention with which her deaf-and-dumb audience fol

lowed the words they could not hear, glancing from time to

time at the motions of her lips to make sure that they were

keeping pace with her. When the reading was finished she

shut the Bible and knelt down— an example that Mr. Bird

could not follow, for his limbs were paralysed. Sally, how

ever, placed herself near Joan, making it clear to her by

signs that she was to indicate by pointing each sentence as

it passed her mother's lips.

Prayers being over— and surely family worship was never

carried on under greater difficulties — breakfast followed,

and then the business of the day began. Mr. Bird carved

_ while Mrs. Bird and her daughter sewed at gowns that they

were making. For a time Joan looked on helplessly ; then,

wearying of idleness, asked if she could not do something.

" Can you sew, my dear ? " said Mrs. Bird.

" Pretty well," she answered ; " but not like you."

" That is scarcely wonderful, considering that I have done

nothing else for more than twenty years ; but here are some

seams to be run up, if you have nothing better to do."

Joan took the seams and began to run them ; indeed, she

" ran " until her back ached with stooping.

" You are getting tired, my dear," said Mrs. Bird, " as I
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expected you would, not being accustomed to the work," and

she peered at her kindly through her spectacles. " Now you

had better rest awhile and talk. What part of England do

you come from ? "

" From the Eastern counties," answered Joan.

" Dear me ! that is strange— quite a coincidence, I declare.

I come from the East coast myself. I was born at Yarmouth,

though it is many and many a year since I have seen a her

ring boat. You see, my story is a very simple one.' I was an

orphan girl, for my dear father was drowned in an October

gale when fishing at sea, and I came to London with a family

as nursemaid. They did not treat me kindly— even now I

cannot say that they did, although I wish to be charitable

—for they discharged me because I was not strong enough

to do the work, and if I had not been taken in out of pity

by a widow woman, a dressmaker and my predecessor in

this very house, I do not know what would have become of

me. My husband was her only child, and it was part of my

duty, and indeed of my pleasure, to look after him in his

affliction so far as I was able. Then when his mother died

I married him, for I could not make up my mind to leave

him alone, and this of course I must have done unless I be

came his wife. So you see, my dear, I took him on and the

business with him, and we have been very happy ever since

— so happy that sometimes I wonder why God is so good to

me, who am full of faults. One sorrow we have had, it is

true, though now even that seems to have become a joy : it

was after Sally was born. She was a beautiful baby, and

when for the first time I grew sure that she would be deaf

and dumb also, I cried till I thought my heart would break,

and wished that she might die. Now I see how wicked this

was, and every night I thank Heaven that I was not taken

at my word, for then my heart would have broken indeed."

And the dear little woman's eyes filled with tears as, putting

her arm round the child's waist, she kissed her tenderly.

There was something so beautiful in the scene that Joan

almost cried in sympathy, and even Jim, who seemed to un

derstand everything, for one moment ceased to smile, and
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having wiped away a tear from his round bine eye, stretched

out his great arms and swept both the mother and the

daughter into a confused embrace.

" You say that you are full of faults," said Joan, turning

her head until the three of them had recovered their com

posure, " but I think you are an angel."

" If to tend and care for those whom one loves is to be

an angel, I think that we shall most of us get to heaven,"

she answered, shaking her head ; then added, " Oh ! you

wretched Jim, you have broken my spectacles — the new

ones."

Jim, watching his wife's lip and the damaged glasses,

looked so comically distressed that Joan burst out laughing,

while Sally, seeing what was the matter, ran to the back

room to fetch another pair.

" And now, my dear," Mrs. Bird said presently, " you say

that you have come to London to get work, though why you

should want work if you have plenty of money I do not

quite understand. What kind of employment do you wish

to take ? For my part I cannot think, for, to be frank with

you, my dear, you seem too much of a lady for most

things."

" I thought," said Joan diffidently, " that I might perhaps

get a situation as one of those girls in shops whom they

use to hang cloaks on for the approval of customers. You

see, I am— tall, and I am not clever enough to teach, so I

know nothing else for which I should be fit."

Mrs. Bird shook her head. " I dare say that you might

come by such employment, my dear, but I tell you at once

that I do not approve of it. I know something of the wick

edness of London, and I think that this sort of occupation

puts too many temptations in the way of a young lady like

you, who are so beautiful, and do not seem to have any

home ties to keep your thoughts from them. We are most

of us weak, remember ; and flattery, and promises, and

grand presents, all of which would be offered to you, are

very nice things."

" I am not afraid of such temptations, Mrs. Bird," Joan
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answered, with a sad confidence that at once attracted the

quick little woman's attention.

" Now, when a person tells me that she is not afraid of a

thing," she said, glancing at her, " I conclude that she is

either totally without experience and foolhardy, or that,

having won the experience and passed through the fire, she

no longer fears a danger which she has overcome, or "

and she stopped.

This vein of speculative reflection did not seem to recom

mend itself to Joan ; at any rate she changed the subject.

" You have twice called me a lady, Mrs. Bird," she said,

" but I must tell you that I am nothing of the sort. Who

my father was I don't even know, though I believe him to

have been a gentleman, and my mother was the daiighter

of a yeoman farmer."

" Married ? " asked Mrs. Bird interrogatively.

Joan shook her head.

" Ah ! I understand," said Mrs. Bird.

''That is partly why I left home," explained Joan.

" Meaning Bradmouth ? Don't look surprised, my dear.

I saw the name on the clergyman's testimonial, and also on

your box."

" Yes, Bradmouth. I lived there with an aunt, and every

body looked down upon me because of my position."

" That was very wicked of them. But did they begin to

look down upon you all at once, or had you, perhaps,

some other reason for coming away ? I suppose your aunt

knew that you were coming ? "

" No, she did not know. We do not get on together, and

I thought it best not to tell her. Also, she wanted me to

marry somebody whom I dislike."

"Because there is somebody else whom you do like, I

suppose, my dear. Well, it is no affair of mine. But if

you will not think me impertinent, where then do you get

your money from ? "

" A gentleman "

" A gentleman ! " exclaimed Mrs. Bird, dropping her work

in horror.
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" Oh ! no, not that," said Joan, blushing ; " he is a kind

of guardian, a friend of my father's, I believe. At any rate

he has paid for me all .these years, and says that he will

allow me five pounds a month ; though I would rather earn

my own living if possible."

" A friend of your father's ? What a strange story ! I

suppose that he is not your father, my dear ? "

" My father ! " said Joan, opening her eyes wide in amaze

ment, — " Mr. Levinger my father ! Of course not. Why,

if he were, would he have treated me like a stranger all my

life ? "

" It is possible," said Mrs. Bird drily ; " I have heard of

such things."

" Oh no, he is not bad enough for that ; in fact, he is very

good and kind. He knew that I was coming away, and

gave me five-and-twenty pounds to start on, and he told me

himself that he was left my trustee by my father, who is

dead, but whose name he was bound not to reveal."

"Indeed," answered Mrs. Bird, pursing up her lips.

" And now I must go and see about the dinner. As it hap

pens, I do work for some of the big shops ; and I will inquire

if there is any situation vacant that might suit you. Look :

Jim wants you to turn your head a little, so that he can see

your nose. Is he not making a beautiful likeness ? " And,

nodding affectionately at her husband, she left the room.

Once outside the door, Mrs. Bird stood still and reflected.

" There is a mystery about that girl," she thought, " and she

has not told me all her story: she has left out the love

affair— I could see it in her face. Now, if I were wise, I

should send her about her business without more words;

but, somehow, I cannot find the heart to do it. I suppose it

is because she is so beautiful, and seems so sad and friend

less; and after all it is one's duty to help those who are

placed thus— yes, even if they have not been quite respect

able, though of course I have no right to suppose that she

has not. No, I cannot turn her away. To do so might be

to bring her to ruin, and that would be a dreadful thing to

have upon one's mind. But I do not think much of that



MESSRS. BLACK AAtD PARKER 257

guardian of hers, Mr. Levinger she called him, who can

send such a lovely girl to take her chance in London without

providing her with a proper home. It looks almost as if he

wished to be rid of her : altogether it is a very strange story.

I must say that it interests me ; but then curiosity always

was one of my sins, and I have not conquered it yet."

And again shaking her head, this time at the thought of her

own depravity, Mrs. Bird made her way to the kitchen.

After dinner was over she announced to Joan that they

were all going out for a walk in the Park, and asked her if

she would like to accompany them. Joan, of course, was

delighted, for already she began to feel a want of the fresh

air to which she was accustomed; but as she accepted she

looked inquiringly at Mr. Bird.

" Ah, my dear," said his wife, " you are wondering how

he can come out walking when his legs are crippled. Well,

presently you shall see. Now go and put on your hat."

By the time that Joan was ready she found that a long

wheel-chair, which she had noticed standing in the passage,

had been run into the sitting-room, and into this chair Mr.

Bird shifted himself with marvellous agility by the help

of his muscular arms, nodding and smiling at Joan the

while.

" How on earth will they get it down the steps ? " she

wondered. Soon the mystery was solved, for, the front

door having been opened, Sally appeared with three grooved

boards which reached from the lintel to the pavement. The

three wheels of the chair having been set in the grooves, Mr.

Bird grasped the iron railings on either side of the steps,

and, smiling triumphantly, launched himself with much

dignity into the street.

" There, my dear ! " said Mrs. Bird, while Sally replaced

the boards in the passage and shut the door, " necessity is

the mother of invention. Quite clever, isn't it? But we

have other contrivances that are even cleverer."

Then they started, Mr. Bird guiding himself, while Sally

and Mrs. Bird who was arrayed in a prim little bonnet

and mantle, pushed behind. Joan offered to assist, but
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was not allowed this honour because of her inexperience of

the streets, at any rate until they reached the Park. So she

walked by the side of the chair, wondering at the shops and

the noise and bustle of the Edgware Road.

Presently they came to the corner opposite the Marble

Arch, where, as usual, the wide roadway was blocked with

traffic. " How ever will they get across there ? " thought

Joan : " it frightens me to look at it."

But it did not frighten Mrs. Bird and her family, who,

without a moment's hesitation, plunged into the thick of it,

calling to Joan to keep close to them. It was really wonder

ful to see the skill with which the transit was accomplished ;

cabs, omnibuses and carriages bore down upon them from all

directions, but the Bird family were not dismayed. Here

and there the chair headed, now passing under the nose of a

horse and now grazing the wheel of a cab, till at length it ar

rived safely at the farther pavement. Joan was not so fort

unate, however ; about half-way across she lost her head, and,

having been nearly knocked down by the pole of an omnibus,

stood bewildered till a policeman seized her by the arm and

dragged her into safety.

" You see, my dear," said Mrs. Bird, " although you are

so strong, you are not quite competent to wheel Jim at

present. First you must learn to look after yourself."

Then they went for their walk in the Park, which Joan

enjoyed, for it was all new to her, especially when she was

allowed to push the precious chair ; and returned to Kent

Street in time for tea.

The rest of the afternoon and evening passed like those of

the previous day, and the morrow was as the yesterday had

been. Indeed, there was little variety in the routine of the

Bird minage— so little that Joan soon began to wonder

how they distinguished one month or one year from another.

Pew customers came to the house, for most of the dress

making was put out to Mrs. Bird by the managers of large

shops, who had confidence in her, and were not afraid to

trust her with costly materials, which she made up, generally

into skirts, and took back in the evenings.
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So it came about that all daylong Mrs. Bird and Sally

sewed, while Jim carved endless walking-sticks, and Joan

sat by giving such help as she could, now listening to her

hostess's good-natured chatter and now to the shrill song of

the canary. At first, after all that she had gone through,

this mode of life was a rest to her. It was delightful to be

obliged neither to think nor to work unless she so wished ;

it was delightful to know that she was beyond the reach of

Samuel Rock, and could not be harried by the coarse tongue

of Mrs. Gillingwater or by the gossip of her neighbours.

The atmosphere of goodness in which she lived was very

soothing also : it was a new thing for Joan to pass her days

where there was no hate, no passion, no jealousy, and no

violence — where, on the contrary, charity and loving-kind

ness reigned supreme. Soon she grew very fond of little Mrs-

Bird, as, indeed, anybody must have done who had the good

fortune to know her ; and began to share her adoration of

the two " babies," the great patient creature who faced his

infirmities with a perpetual smile, and the sweet child from

whom love seemed to radiate.

But after a while, as her body and mind shook off their

weariness, these things began to pall ; she longed for work,

for anything that would enable her to escape from her own

thoughts, — and as yet no work was forthcoming. At times,

tiring of Jim's smile as he hewed out libellous likenesses of

herself upon his walking-sticks, and of the trilling of the

canary, she would seek refuge in her own sitting-room, where

she read and re-read the books that Henry had given her ;

and at times, longing for air, she would escape from the

stuffy little house to the Park, to walk up and down there

till she grew weary — an amusement which she found had

its drawbacks. At last, when she had been a fortnight in

Kent Street, she asked Mrs. Bird if there was any prospect

of getting employment.

" My dear," was the answer, " I have inquired everywhere,

and as yet without success. To-night I am taking this skirt

back to Messrs. Black and Parker, in Oxford Street, and I

will ask their manager, who is quite a friend of mine, if he
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has an opening. Failing this I think you had better adver

tise, for I see that you are getting tired of doing nothing,

and I do not wonder at it, — though you should be most

thankful that you can afford to live without work, seeing

that many people in your position would now be reduced to

starvation."

That night Mrs. Bird returned from Messrs. Black and

Parker's with a radiant countenance.

"My dear," she said, "there is a coincidence, quite a

wonderful coincidence. The young woman at Messrs. Black

and Parker's whose business it was to fit on the cloaks in

the mantle department has suddenly been called away to

nurse a sick uncle in Cornwall from whom she has expec

tations, and they are looking out for some one to take her

place, for, as it chances, there is no one suitable for the post

in their employ. I told the manager about you, and he said

that I was to bring you there to-morrow morning. If they

engaged you your pay would be eighteen shillings a week

to begin with ; which is not much, but better than nothing."

Accordingly, on the following morning, having arrayed

herself in her best dress, and a pretty little bonnet that she

had made with the help of Sally, Joan set out for Messrs.

Black and Parker's in the company of Mrs. Bird.

Messrs. Black and Parker's establishment was an enormous

one, having many departments.

" You see it is a first-class shop, my dear," said Mrs. Bird,

glancing with veneration at the huge windows filled with

chefo-d'o&uvres of the milliner's and other arts. " Now fol

low me, and don't be nervous." And she led the way through

various divisions till she reached a large box built of mahog

any and glass labelled " Manager's Office. No admittance

except on business."

At this moment the door of the box opened, and from it

issued an oiled and curled specimen of manhood, with very

white hands and hair so wavy that it conveyed a suggestion

of crimping tongs.

His eye fell upon Joan, and he bowed obsequiously.

" Can I do anything for you, madam ? " he said. " We
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are so full this morning that I fear you are not being

attended to."

"She is not a customer, Mr. Waters," said Mrs. Bird,

emerging from behind Joan's tall shape : " she is the young

person about whom I spoke to you, who wants a situation

as show-woman."

" Oh ! is she ? " said Mr. Waters, with a complete change

of manner ; " then why didn't you say so at first ? Well,

she's a pretty girl anyway. Step in here, miss, and take off

your jacket, please, so that I can see what your figure is

like."

Joan did as she was told, although she felt a hate of this

individual swelling in her heart. Mr. Waters surveyed her

critically for half a minute or more, shutting first one eye

and then the other, as though to bring her better into focus.

" Any experience ? " he said laconically — "I mean of

business."

" No, sir, none," Joan answered.

" Ah ! I see : a lady, I suppose."

" I am not a lady, sir," replied Joan.

" Ain't you ? — then you imitate the article very well."

" Just what I feared," murmured Mrs. Bird, shaking her

head.

" However," he went on, " we can overlook that fault ;

but I have another doubt about you. You're too good-look

ing. Our customers like to see their things tried on a fine

figure, of course, but they don't like to see them tried on a

girl who makes them look common dowds beside her. Why,

a three-guinea mantle would seem a better thing on your

back than a forty-pound cloak on most of them. You'd show

off the goods, I dare say, but I doubt that you would frighten

away custom."

"I thought that tall people were always wanted," hesi

tated Joan.

" Tall people ! " said Mr. Waters, with an admiring snig

ger; "just you look at yourself in this pier glass, and I

think that you will see something else there beside height.

Now, I'll give you a bit of advice : you drop this show and go
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on to the stage. You'll draw there ; yes, even if you can't

sing or act a bit, there are hundreds who would pay to come

and look at you. By George ! I'm not sure that I wouldn't

myself."

" I do not wish to go on the stage," answered Joan stiffly ;

and Mrs. Bird behind her murmured, " No ! never ! " in

sympathetic tones. " If you think that I shall not suit,"

she added, "I will not take up your time any longer."

" I didn't say that, miss. Here ! " — and he put his head

out of the door and called to a shop-woman— "just give

me that velvet mantle, will you ? Now, miss," he said :

" you fancy that Mrs. Bird's a customer, and let me see you

try to sell her this cloak."

Joan's first impulse was to refuse, but presently a sense

of the fun of the situation prevailed, and she rose to it,

mincing, smiling, and praising up the garment, which she

hung upon her own shoulders, bending her graceful shape

this way and that to show it in various lights and attitudes,

till at length Mrs. Bird exclaimed, "Well, I never! — you're

a born actress, my dear. You might have been bred to the

business. I should haye bought that cloak long ago, I

should, though, saving your presence, Mr. Waters, I don't

think it is worth the price asked."

"You'll do," said the manager, rubbing his hands, "if

only you can forget that you are a lady, and have nous

enough to flatter when you see that it is welcome, and that's

always where ladies and their clothes are concerned. What's

your name ? "

" Haste : Joan Haste."

"Very well, Miss Haste. Let's see: to-day is Saturday,

so you may as well begin on Monday. Hours nine to seven,

dinner and tea provided, also black silk dress, that you put

on when you come and take off when you leave. I should

think that the last young lady's would fit you pretty well

with a little alteration, unless you like to buy one yourself

at cost price."

" Thank you, I think that I will buy one for myself."

" Indeed ! Well, so much the better for us. It is usual
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to ask for references as to character, and security, or a sum

on deposit ; but I understand that Mrs. Bird guarantees all

that, so we will say no more about it. The wages will be

eighteen shillings a week for the first six months, and after

that a pound if we are satisfied with you. Do you agree to

these terms '.' "

"Yes."

" Very well, then. Good morning."

"There's a smart girl," reflected Mr. Waters to himself,

" and a real beauty too. But she's a fool for all that ; she

ought to go on the boards, — she'd have a future there.

However, it's her affair, not mine."

"Well, my dear," said Mrs. Bird to Joan, "you got

through that capitally. At first I thought that he would

never engage you, but he seemed to take quite a liking to

you before the end. What do you think of him ? "

"I think him odious," said Joan.

" Odious, my dear ! What a strong term ! Free and

easy, if you like, but not odious. He is much better than

most of them, I can tell you."

" Then the rest must be very bad indeed," said Joan, and

continued on her way in silence.

CHAPTER XXV.

" I FORBID YOU."

On the following Monday morning Joan began her career

as a shop-girl, to describe which in detail would be too long,

however instructive it might prove. Her actual work, espe

cially at this, the dead season of the year, was not so hard as

she had expected, nor was she long in mastering her duties ;

but, accustomed as she had been to a country life and the fresh

air, she soon found confinement for so many hours a day in

the close atmosphere of the shop exceedingly irksome. From
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Kent Street to Messrs. Black and Parker's was but a quarter

of an hour's walk ; and, as Joan discovered by experiment,

without exposing herself to many annoyances it was impos

sible for her to wander about the streets after dark in search

of exercise. As a last resource she was driven to rising at

the peep of day and taking her walks abroad in the Park so

soon as the gates were open— a daily constitutional which,

if wholesome, was not exhilarating, and one that could only

be practised in fine weather and while the days were long.

This craving for air, however, was among the least of her

troubles, for soon it became clear to her that she had no

vocation for shop life ; indeed, she learned to loathe it and

its surroundings. At first the humours of the business

amused her a little, but very shortly she discovered that

even about these there was a terrible sameness, for one .can

not be perpetually entertained by the folly of old ladies try

ing to make themselves look young, or by the vanity of the

young ones neglected by nature and attempting to supply

their deficiencies with costly garments.

What galled her chiefly, however, were the attentions

with which she was honoured by the young men of the

establishment. Worst of all, the oiled- and curled Mr.

Waters singled her out as the object of his especial admira

tion, till at length she lost her temper, and answered him in

such a fashion as to check his advances once and for all.

He left her muttering " You shall pay for that " ; and he

kept his word, for thenceforth her life was made a misery

to her, and it seemed that she could do nothing right. As it

chanced, he could not actually discharge her, for Joan had

attracted the favourable notice of one of the owners of the

business, who, when Mr. Waters made some trumped-up

complaint against her, dismissed it with a hint that he had

better be more careful as to his facts in future.

For the rest, she had no amusements and no friends, and

during all the time she spent in London she never visited a

theatre or other place of entertainment. Her only recrea

tion was to read when she could get the books, or, failing

this, to sit with little Mrs. Bird in the Kent Street parlour
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and perfect herself in the art of conversation with the deaf

and dumb.

As may be imagined, such an existence did not tend to

cause Joan to forget her past, or the man who was to her

heart what the sun is to the world. She could renounce

him, she could go away vowing that she would never see

him more ; but to live without him, and especially to live

such a life as hers, ah ! that was another matter.

Moreover, as time went on, a new terror took her, that,

vague in the beginning, grew week by week more definite

and more dreadful. At first she could scarcely believe it,

for somehow such a thing had never entered into her calcu

lations ; but soon she was forced to acknowledge it as a fact,

an appalling, unalterable fact, which, as yet secret to herself,

must shortly become patent to the whole world. The night

that the truth came home to her without the possibility of

further doubt was perhaps the most terrible which she ever

spent. For some hours she thought that she must go mad :

she wept, she prayed, she called upon the name of her lover,

who, although he was the author of her woe, in some mys

terious fashion had now grown doubly dear to her, till at

last sleep or insensibility brought her relief. But sleep

passes with the darkness, and she awoke to find this new

spectre standing by her bedside and to know that there it

must always stand till the end came. All that day she

went about her work dazed by her secret agony of mind,

but in the evening her senses seemed to come back to her,

bringing with them new and acuter suffering.

Where was she to go and what was she to do, she who had

no friend in the wide world, or at least none in whom she could

confide ? Soon they would turn her out upon the streets ;

even the Bird family would shrink from her as though she

had a leprosy. Would it not be better to end it at once, and

herself with it ? Abandoning her usual custom, Joan did

not return home, but wandered about London heedless of

the stares and insults of the passers-by, till at length she

came to Westminster Bridge. She had not meant to come

there — indeed, she did not know the way— but the river
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had drawn her to its brink, as it has drawn so many an

unfortunate before her. There beneath those dim and swirl

ing waters she could escape her shame and find peace, or at

least take it to a region beyond all familiar things, whereof

the miseries and unrest would not be those of the earth,

even if they surpassed them. Twice she crossed the bridge ;

once she tore herself away, walking for a while along the

Embankment ; then she returned to it again, brought back

by the irresistible attraction of the darkling river.

Now she thought that she would do it, and now her hand

was on the parapet. She was quite alone for the moment,

there were none to stop her, — alone with her fear and fate.

Yes, she would do it : but oh ! what of Henry ? Had she

a right to make him a murderer ? Had she the right to be

the murderess of his child ? What would he say when he

heard, and what would he think ? After all, why should

she kill herself ? Was it so wicked to become a mother ?

According to religion and custom, yes — that is, such a

mother as she would be — but how about nature ? As for

the sin, she could not help it. It was done, and she must

suffer for it. She had broken the law of God, and doubtless

God would exact retribution from her ; indeed, already He

was exacting it. At least she might plead that she loved

this man, and there were many married women who could

bear their children without shame, and could not say as

much. Yet they were virtuous and she was an outcast —

that was the rule. Well, what did it matter to her ? They

could not put her in prison, and she had no name to lose.

Why should she kill herself ? Why should she not bear

her baby and love it for its father's sake and its own ? Now

she came to think of it, there was nothing that she would

like better. Doubtless there would be difficulties and

troubles, but she was answerable to no one. However much

she might be ashamed of herself, there were none to be

ashamed of her, and therefore it was a mere question of

pounds, shillings and pence. She could get these from

Mr. Levinger, or, failing him, from Henry. He would not

leave her to starve, or his child either— she knew him too



"/ FORBID YOU" 267

well for that. What a fool she had been ! Had she not

come to her senses, by now she would be floating on that

river or lying in the mud at the bottom of it. Well, she

had done with that, and so she might as well go home. The

future and the wrath of Heaven she must face, that was all ;

she had sown, and she must reap — as we always do.

Accordingly she hailed a passing hansom and told the

driver to take her to the Marble Arch, for she was too

weary to walk ; moreover she did not know the road.

It was ten o'clock when she reached Kent Street. " My

dear," said Mrs. Bird, " how flushed you look ! Where have

you been ? We were all getting quite anxious about you."

" I have been walking," answered Joan : " I could not

stand the heat of that shop any longer, and I felt as though

I must get some exercise or faint."

" I do not think that young women ought to walk about

the streets by themselves at night," said Mrs. Bird reprov

ingly. " If you were so very anxious for exercise I dare say

that I could have managed to accompany you. Have you

had supper ? "

" No, and I don't want any. I think that I will go to

bed. I am tired."

" You will certainly not go to bed, Joan, until you have

had something to eat. I don't know what has come to you

— I don't indeed."

So Joan was forced to sit down and go through the farce

of swallowing some food, while Sally ministered to her, and

Jim, perceiving that something was wrong, smiled sympa

thetically across the table. How she got through the meal

she never quite knew, for her mind was somewhat of a

blank ; though she could not help wondering vaguely what

these good people would say, could they become aware that

within the last hour she had been leaning on the parapet

of Westminster Bridge purposing to cast herself into the

Thames.

Next morning Joan went to her work as usual. All day

long she stood in the shop attending to her duties, but it

seemed to her as though she had changed her identity, as
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though she were not Joan Haste, but a different woman,

whom as yet she could not understand. Once before she

had suffered this fancied change of self : on that night when

she lay in the churchyard clasping Henry's shattered body

to her breast ; and now again it was with her. That was

the hour when she had passed from the regions of her care

less girlhood into love's field of thorns and flowers — the

hour of dim and happy dream. This, the second and com

pleter change, came upon her in the hour of awakening;

and though the thorns still pierced her soul, behold, the

red bloom she had gathered was become a bitter fruit, a

very apple of Sodom, a fruit of the tree of sinful knowledge

that she must taste of in the wilderness which she had won.

Love had been with her in the field, and still he was with

her in the desert ; but oh ! how different his aspect ! Then

he was bright and winged and beautiful, with lips of honey,

and a voice of promise murmuring many a new and happy

word ; now he appeared terrible and stern, and spoke of sin,

of sorrow, and of shame. Then also her lover had been at

her side, now she was utterly alone, alone with the accusing

angel of her conscience, and in this solitude she must suffer,

with no voice to cheer her and no hand to help.

From the hour of their parting she had longed for him,

and desired the comfort of his presence. How much more,

then, did she long for him now ! Soon indeed this craving

swallowed up every other need of her nature, and became a

physical anguish that, like some deadly sickness, ended in

the conquest of her mind and body. Joan fought against it

bravely, for she knew what submission meant. It meant

that she would involve Henry in her own ruin. She re

membered well what he had said about marrying her, and

the tale which she had heard as to his refusing to become

engaged to Miss Levinger on the ground that he considered

himself to be already bound to her. If she told him of her

sore distress, would he not act upon these declarations ?

Would he not insist upon making her his wife, and could

she find the strength to refuse his sacrifice ? Beyond the

barrier that she herself had built between them were peace
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and love and honour for her. But what was there for him ?

If once those bars were down— and she could break them

with a touch — she would be saved indeed, but Henry must

be lost. She was acquainted with the position of his affairs,

and aware that the question was not one of a mesalliance

only. If he married her, he would be ruined socially and

financially in such a fashion that he could never lift up his

head again. Of course even in present circumstances it was

not necessary that he should marry her, especially as she

would never ask it of him; but if once they met, if once

they corresponded even, as she knew well, the whole trouble

would begin afresh, and at least there would be an end of

his prospects with Miss Levinger. No, no ; whatever hap

pened, however great her sufferings, her first duty was

silence.

Another week went by, leaving her resolution unchanged ;

but now her health began to fail beneath the constant strain

of her anxieties, and a physical languor that rendered her

unfit for long hours of work in a heated shop. Now she

lacked the energy to tramp about the Park before her early

breakfast ; indeed, the advance of autumn, with its rain and

fogs, made such exercise impossible. Her first despair, the

despair that suggested suicide, had gone by, but then so had

the half-defiant mood which followed it. Whatever may

have been her faults, Joan was a decent-minded woman,

and one who felt her position bitterly. Never for one mo

ment of the day or night could she be free from remorse

and care, and the weight of apprehension that seemed to

crush all courage out of her. Even if from time to time she

could succeed in putting aside her mental troubles, their

place was taken by anxieties for the future. Soon she must

leave the home that sheltered her, and then where was she

to go?

One afternoon, about half-past three o'clock, Joan was

standing in the mantle department of Messrs. Black and

Parker's establishment awaiting customers. The morning

had been a heavy one, for town was filling rapidly, and she
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felt very tired. There was, it is true, no fixed rule to pre

vent Messrs. Black and Parker's employes from seating

themselves when not actually at work ; but since a pique

had begun between herself and Mr. Waters, in practice Joan

found few opportunities of so doing. On two occasions

when she ventured to rest thus for a minute, the manager

had rated her harshly for indolence, and she did not care to

expose herself to another such experience. Now she was

standing, the very picture of weariness and melancholy,

leaning upon a chair, when of a sudden she looked up and

saw before her— Ellen Graves and Emma Levinger. They

were speaking.

" Very well, dear," said Ellen, " you go and buy the gloves

while I try on the mantles. I will meet you presently in

the doorway."

"Yes," said Emma, and went.

Joan's first impulse was to fly ; but flight was impossible,

for with Ellen, rubbing his white hands and bowing at

intervals, was Mr. Waters.

" I think you asked for velvet mantles, madam, did you

not ? Now, miss, the velvet mantles — quick, please — those

new shapes from Paris."

Almost automatically Joan obeyed, reaching down cloak

after cloak to be submitted to Miss Graves's critical examina

tion. Three or four of them she put by as unsuitable, but

at last one was produced that seemed to take her fancy.

" I should like the young person to try on this one, please,"

she said.

" Certainly, madam. Now, miss : no, not that, the other.

Where are your wits this afternoon ? "

Joan put on the garment in silence, turning herself round

to display its perfections, with the vain hope that Ellen's

preoccupation and the gathering gloom in the shop would

prevent her from being recognised.

" It is very dark here," Ellen said presently.

" Yes, madam ; but I have ordered them to turn on the

electric light. Will you be seated for a moment, madam ? "

Ellen took a chair, and began chatting with the manager
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about the advantages of the employment of electricity in

preference to gas in shops, while Joan, with the cloak still

on her shoulders, stood before them in the shadow.

Just then she heard a footstep, the footstep of a lame

man who was advancing towards them from the stairs, and

the sound set her wondering if Henry had recovered from

his lameness. Next moment she was clinging to the back

of a chair to save herself from falling headlong to the floor,

for the man was speaking.

" Are you here, Ellen ? " he said : " it is so infernally dark

in this place. Oh ! there you are. I met Miss Levinger

below, and she told me that I should find you upstairs

trying on bodices or something."

" One does not generally try on bodices in public, Henry.

What is the matter ? "

" Nothing more than usual, only I have made up my mind

to go back to Rosham by the five .o'clock train, and thought

that I would come to see whether you had any message for

my mother."

" Oh ! I understood that you were not going till Wednes

day, when you could have escorted us home. No, I have no

particular message, beyond my love. You may tell her that I

am getting on very well with my trousseau, and that Edward

has given me the loveliest bangle."

" I have to go," answered Henry : " those confounded farms,

as usual," and he sighed.

" Oh ! farms," said Ellen, — "I ain sick of farms. I wish

that the art of agriculture had never been invented. Thank

goodness" — as the electric light sprang out with a sudden

glare — " we can see at last. If you have a minute, stop

and give me your opinion of this cloak. Taste is one of

your redeeming virtues, you know."

"Well, it is about all the time I have," he said, glancing

at his watch. " Where's the article ? "

" There, before you, on that young woman."

" Oh ! " said Henry, " I see. Charming, I think ; but a

little long, isn't it ? Now I'm off."

At this moment, for the first time Ellen saw Joan's face.
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She recognised her instantly — there was no possibility of

mistake in that brilliant and merciless light. And what a

despairing face \t was ! so much so, indeed, that it touched

even Ellen's imagination and moved her to pity. The great

brown eyes were opened wide, the lips were set apart and

pale, the head was bent 'forward, and from beneath the rich

folds of the velvet cloak the hands were a little lifted, as

though in entreaty.

In an instant Ellen grasped the facts : Joan Haste had

seen Henry, and was about to speak to him. Trying as was

the situation, Ellen proved herself its mistress, as she had

need to do, for an instinct warned her that if once these

two recognised each other incalculable trouble must result.

With a sudden movement she threw herself between them.

" Very well, dear," she said : " good-bye. You had better

be going, or you will miss the train."

" All right," answered Henry, " there is no such desperate

hurry ; let me have another look at the cloak."

" You will have plenty of opportunities of doing that," Ellen

said carelessly ; " I have settled to buy it. Why, here comes

Emma ; I suppose that she is tired of waiting."

Henry turned and began to walk towards the stairs. Joan

saw that he was going, and made an involuntary movement

as though to follow him, but Ellen was too quick for her.

Stepping swiftly to one side, she spoke, or rather whispered

into her ear :

" Go back : I forbid you ! "

Joan stopped bewildered, and in another moment Henry

had spoken some civil words of adieu to Emma and was

gone.

" Will you be so good as to send the cloak with the other

things?" said Ellen to Mr. Waters. "Come, Emma, we

must be going, or we shall be late for the ' at home,' " and,

followed by the bowing manager, she left the shop.

" Oh, my God ! " murmured Joan, putting her hands to

her face, — " oh, my God ! my God ! "
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CHAPTER XXVI.

A LOVE LETTER.

Joan never knew how she got through the rest of that

afternoon. She did not faint, but she was so utterly over

come and bewildered that she could do nothing right.

Three times Mr. Waters spoke to her, with ever-increasing

harshness, and on the third occasion she answered him

saying,—

" I am very sorry, but it is not my fault. I feel ill : let

me go home."

" Yes, you'd better go, miss," he said, " and so far as I am

concerned you can stop there. I shall report your conduct

to the proprietors, so you need not trouble to return unless

you hear from me again."

Joan went without a word; and so ended her life as a

show-woman, for never again did she set eyes upon the

establishment of Messrs. Black and Parker, or upon their

estimable manager, Mr. Waters.

The raw damp of the October evening revived her some

what, but before she reached Kent Street she knew that

she had not exaggerated when she said that she was ill —

very ill, in body as well as in mind. The long anxiety and

mental torture, culminating in the scene of that afternoon,

together with confinement in the close atmosphere of the

shop and other exciting causes, had broken down her health

at last. Sharp pains shot through her head and limbs ; she

felt fever burning in her blood, and at times she trembled

so violently that she could scarcely keep her feet. Sally

opened the door to her with an affectionate smile, for the

dumb girl had learned to worship her; but Joan went

straight to her room without noticing her, and threw her

self upon the bed. Presently Mrs. Bird, learning from the

girl that something was wrong, came upstairs bringing a

cup of tea.

T
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" What is the matter with you, my dear ? " she asked.

" I don't know," answered Joan ; " I feel very bad in my

head and all over me."

" Influenza, I expect," said Mrs. Bird ; " there is so much

of it about now. Let me help you off with your cloak and

things, then drink this tea and try to go to sleep. If you

are not better to-morrow morning, we shall have to send for

the doctor."

Joan obeyed listlessly, swallowing the tea with an effort.

" Are you sure that you have nothing on your mind, my

dear ? " asked Mrs. Bird. " I have been watching you for

a long while, and I find a great change in you. You never

did seem happy from the hour that you came here, but of

late you have been downright miserable."

Joan laughed: the sound of that laugh gave Mrs. Bird

" the creeps," as she afterwards expressed it.

" Anything on my mind ? Yes, I have everything on my

mind, enough to drive me mad twice over. You've been

very kind to me, Mrs. Bird, and I shall never forget your

goodness; but I am going to leave you to-morrow—they

have dismissed me from the shop already—so before I go

I may as well tell you what I am. To begin with, I am a

liar ; and I'm more than that, I am Listen ! " and she

bent her head forward and whispered into the little woman's

ear. "Now," she added, "I don't know if you will let me

stop the night in the house after that. If not, say so, and

I'll be off at once. I dare say that they would take me in

at a hospital, or a home, or if not there is always the

Thames. I nearly threw myself into it the other day, and

this time I should not change my mind." And again she

laughed.

" My poor child ! my poor, poor child ! " said Mrs. Bird,

wiping her eyes, " please don't talk like that. Who am I,

that I should judge you?—though it is true that I do like

young women to be respectable ; and so they would be if it

wasn't for the men, the villains ! I'd just like to tear the

eyes out of this wicked one, I would, who first of all leads

you into trouble and then deserts you."
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"Don't speak of him like that," said Joan: "he didn't

lead me,—if anything, I led him; and he didn't desert me,

I ran away from him. I think that he would have married

me if I had asked him, but I will have nothing to do with

him."

" Why, the girl must be mad ! " said Mrs. Bird blankly.

" Is he a gentleman ? "

"Yes, if ever there was one; and I'm not mad, only can't

you understand that one may love a man so much that one

would die rather than bring him into difficulties ? There,

it's a long story, but he would be ruined were he to marry

me. There's another girl whom he ought to marry— a

lady."

"He would be ruined, indeed! And what will you be,

pray ? "

" I don't know, and I don't care : dead, I hope, before

long. Oh ! " and she wrung her hands piteously, " I saw

him in the shop this afternoon ; he was quite close to me.

Yes, he looked at a cloak that I was showing, and never

knew me who wore it. That's what has broken me down :

so long as I did not see him I could bear it, but now my

heart feels as though it would burst. To think that he

should have been so close to me and not have known me,

oh ! it is cruel, cruel ! "

"Dear, dear!" said Mrs. Bird, "really I feel quite upset:

I am not accustomed to this sort of thing. If you will ex

cuse me I will go and look for my salts. And now you get

into bed like a good girl, and stop there."

" Am I not to go away, then ? " asked Joan.

"Certainly not— at any rate for the present. You are

much too ill to go anywhere. And now there is just one

thing that I should like to know, and you may as well tell

it me as you have told me so much. What is this gentle

man's name ? "

" I'll not tell you," answered Joan sullenly : " if I told

you, you would be troubling him ; besides, I have no right

to give away his secrets, whatever I do with my own."

"Perhaps it is no such great secret after all, my dear.
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Say now, isn't his name Henry Graves, and doesn't he live

at a place called Rosham '.' "

"Who told you that?" asked Joan, sprirging up and

standing over her. Then she remembered herself, and sat

down again upon the bed. " No, that's not the name," she

said ; " I never heard that name."

" Nobody told me," answered Mrs. Bird quietly, ignoring

Joan's denial. " I saw the name in those poetry books that

you are so fond of, and which you lent me to read ; and I

saw one or two notes that you had made in them also, that's

all. I've had to watch deaf-and-dumb people for many years,

my dear, and there's nothing like it for sharpening the wits

and teaching one how to put two and two together. Also

you could never hear the name of Henry without staring

round and blushing, though perhaps you didn't know it

yourself. Bless you, I guessed it all a month ago, though

I didn't think that it was so bad as this."

" Oh ! it's mean of you to have spied on me like that,

Mrs. Bird," said Joan, giving in; "but it's my fault, like

everything else."

" Don't you fret about your faults, but just go to bed,

there's a good girl. I will come back in half an hour, and

if I don't find you fast asleep I shall be very angry." And

she put her arms about her and kissed her on the forehead,

as a mother might kiss her child.

" You are too kind to me, a great deal too kind," said Joan,

with a sob. " Nobody ever was kind to me before, except

him, and that's why I feel it."

When Mrs. Bird had gone, Joan undressed herself and

put on a wrapper, but she did not get into bed. For a while

she wandered aimlessly backwards and forwards through

the doors between the two rooms, apparently without much

knowledge of what she was doing. Some note-paper was

lying on the table in the sitting-room, where the gas was

burning, and it caught her eye.

" Why shouldn't I write ? " she said aloud : " not to him,

. no, but just to put down what I feel ; it will be a comfort to

play at writing to him, and I can tear it up afterwards."
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The fancy seemed to please her excited brain ; at any rate

she sat down and began to write rapidly, never pausing for

a thought or words. She wrote : —

"My Darling, —

" Of course I have no business to call you that, but then you see

this is not a real letter, and you will never get it, for I shall post it

presently in the fire ; I am only playing at writing to you. Henry,

my darling, my lover, my husband —you can see now that I am play

ing, or I shouldn't call you that, should I ? — I am very ill, I think

that I am going to die, and I hope that I shall die quickly, quickly,

and melt away into nothingness, to be blown about the world with

the wind, or perhaps to bloom in a flower on my own grave, a flower

for you to pick, my own. Henry, I saw you this afternoon ; I wore

that cloak your sister was choosing, and I think that I should have

spoken to you, only she forbade me, and looked so fierce that she

frightened me. Wasn't it strange — it makes me laugh now, though

I could have cried then — to think of my standing there before you

with that mantle on my shoulders, and of your looking at it, and tak

ing no more notice of me than if I were a dressmaker's shape ?

Perhaps that is what you took me for ; and oh ! I wish I was, for

then I couldn't feel. But I haven't told you my secret yet, and per

haps you would like to know it. I am going to have a child, Henry —

a child with big blue eyes, like yours. I was ashamed about it at

first, and it frightened me. I used to dream at nights that everybody

I knew was hunting me through the streets, pointing and gibbering at

me, with my aunt, Mrs. Gillingwater, at the head of them. Now I'm

not ashamed any more. I don't care : why should I ? Nobody will

bother because a nameless girl has a nameless baby— nobody except

me ; and I shall love it, and love it, and love it almost as much as I

love you, my dear. But I forgot : I am going to die— kiss me when I

am dead, Henry — pale lips for you to kiss, my own I — so there will

be no child after all, and that is a pity, for you won't be able to see it.

If it is born at all it will be born in heaven, or wherever poor girls who

have gone wrong are sent to. I wonder what is the meaning of it,

Henry ; I wonder, not why I should love you, for I was bred to that,

that was my birth-luck, but why I should suffer so because I love you ?

Is it my fault, or somebody else's ? — I don't mean yours, dear,— or is

it simply a punishment because I am wicked ? — because, if so, it

seems curious. You see, if I had taken you at your word and mar

ried you, then I shouldn't have been wicked — that is, in the eyes of

others— and I shouldn't have suffered. I should have been as good

as all married women are, and oh ! a great deal happier than most of

them. But because I couldn't think of marrying you, knowing that
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it would be your ruin, I am wicked and I suffer ; at least I can guess

no other reason. Well, Henry, I don't mind suffering so long as you

are happy, and I hope that you will always be happy. But I am self

ish too : When I am dead, I hope that you will think of me at times

— yes, and of the baby that wasn't born — and if I can, I shall try to

wander into your sleep now and again, and you will see me there white

robed, and with my hair spread out— for you used to praise my hair

—holding the dream-baby in my arms. And at last you will die also

and come to find me ; not that you will need to seek, for though I am

a sinner God will be good and pitiful to me because I have endured so

much, and I shall be waiting at your bedside to draw your passing

spirit to my breast. Oh ! I have been lonely, so dreadfully lonely ; I

have felt as though I stood by myself in a world where nobody under

stood me and everybody scorned and hated me. But I know now that

this was only because I could not see you. If only I could see you I

should die happy. Oh ! my darling, my darling, if only I could see

you, and you were kind to me for one short hour, I would "

Here Joan's letter came to an abrupt termination, for the

simple reason that the agony in her head grew so sharp

that she fainted for a moment, then, recovering herself,

staggered to her bed, forgetting all about the disjointed and

half-crazy epistle which it had been her fancy to write.

A few minutes later Mrs. Bird entered the room accom

panied by a doctor— not a " red lamp " doctor, but a very

clever and rising man from the hospital, who made a rapid

examination of the patient.

" Um ! " he said, after taking her temperature, " looks

very like the beginnings of what you would call ' brain fever,'

though it may be only bad influenza ; but I can't tell you

much about it at present. What do you know of the his

tory of the case, Mrs. Bird ? "

She told him, and even repeated the confession that Joan

had made to her.

" When did she say all this ? " he asked.

" About an hour- and a half ago, sir."

" Then you must not pay much attention to it. She is in

a state of cerebral excitement with high fever, and was very

likely wandering at the time. I have known people invent

all sorts of strange stories under such conditions. However,

it is clear that she is seriously ill. though a woman with such
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a splendid physique ought to pull through all right. Indeed,

I do not feel anxious about her. What a beautiful girl she

is, by the way ! You'll sit up with her to-night, I suppose ?

I'll be round by eight o'clock to-morrow morning, and I will

send you something in half an hour that I hope will keep

her quiet till then."

Mrs. Bird did not go to bed that night, the most of which

she spent by Joan's side, leaving her now and again to rest

herself awhile upon the sofa in the sitting-room. As she

was in the act of lying down upon this sofa for the first

time, her eye fell upon the written sheets of Joan's unfin

ished letter. She took them up and glanced at them, but

seeing from its opening words that the letter was of a strictly

confidential character, she put it down and tried to go to sleep.

The attempt, however, was not successful, for whenever Mrs.

Bird closed her eyes she saw those passionate words, and a

great desire seized her to learn to whom they were addressed,

and whether or no the document threw any light upon the

story that Joan had told her. Now, if Mrs. Bird had a weak

point it was curiosity ; and after many struggles of con

science, the end of it was, that in this instance temptation

got the better of her. From time to time glancing guiltily

over her shoulder, as though she feared to see the indignant

writer rise from the bed where she lay in semi-torpor, she

perused the sheets from beginning to end.

" Well, I never did ! " she said, as she finished them —

" no, not in all my born days. To think of the poor girl

being able to write like that : not but what it is mad enough,

in all conscience, though there's a kind of sense in the mad

ness, and plenty of feeling too. I declare I could cry over

it myself for sixpence, yes, that I could, with all this silly

talk about a babe unborn. She seems to have thought that

she is going to die, but I hope that isn't true ; it would be

dreadful to have her die here, like the late accountant, let

alone that we are all so fond of her. Well, I know her

aunt's name now, for it's in the letter ; and if things go bad

I shall just take the liberty to write and tell her. Yes, and

I'm by no means sure that I won't write to this Mr. Graves
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too, just to harrow him up a bit and let him know what he

has done. If he's got the feelings of a man, he'll marry her

straight away after this— that is, if she's left alive to marry

him. Anyhow I'll make bold to keep this for a while, until

I know which way things are going." And she placed the

sheets in an envelope, which she hid in the bosom of her dress.

Next morning the doctor came, as he had promised, and

announced that Joan was worse, though he still declined to

express any positive opinion as to the nature of her illness.

Within another twenty-four hours, however, his doubts had

vanished, and he declared it to be a severe case of " brain

fever."

" I wish I had moved her to the hospital at once," he said;

" but it is too late for that now, so you will have to do the

best you can with her here. A nurse must be got: she

would soon wear you out ; and what is more, I dare say she

will take some holding before we have done with her."

" A nurse ! " said Mrs. Bird, throwing up her hands,

" how am I to afford all that expense ? "

" I don't know ; but can't she afford it ? Has she no

friends '.' "

" She has friends, sir, of a sort, but she seems to have run

away from them, though I think that I have the address of

her aunt. She's got money too, I believe ; and there's some

one who gives her an allowance."

" Very likely, poor girl," answered the doctor drily. " Well,

I think that under the circumstances you had better examine

her purse and see what she has to go on with, and then you

must write to this aunt and let her know how things are. I

dare say that you will not get any answer, but it's worth a

penny stamp on the chance. And now I'll be witness while

you count the money."

Joan's purse was easily found; indeed, it lay upon the

table before them, for, notwithstanding Mr. Levinger's ad

monitions, she was careless, like most of her sex, as to

where she put her cash. On examination it was found to

contain over fifteen pounds.

"Well, there's plenty to go on with," said the doctor;
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" and when that's gone, if the relations won't do anything I

must get a sister to come in and nurse her. But I shouldn't

feel justified in recommending her case to them while she

has so much money in her possession."

Within three hours the nurse arrived — a capable and

kindly woman of middle age who thoroughly understood

her business. As may be imagined, Mrs. Bird was glad

enough to see her; indeed, between the nursing of Joan,

who by now was in a high fever and delirious, upstairs, and

attending to her paralytic husband below, her strength was

well-nigh spent, nor could she do a stitch of the work upon

which her family depended for their livelihood. That after

noon she composed a letter to Mrs. Gillingwater. It ran as

follows : —

" Madam, —

"You may think it strange that I should write to you, seeing that

you never heard of me, and that I do not know if there is such a per

son as yourself, though well enough acquainted with the name of Gil

lingwater down Yarmouth way in my youth ; but I believe, whether I

am right or wrong — and if I am wrong this letter will come back to

me through the Post Office — that you are the aunt of a girl called

Joan Haste, and that you live at Bradmouth, which place I have found

on the map. I write, then, to tell you that Joan Haste has been lodg

ing with me for some months, keeping herself quiet and respectable,

and working in a situation in Messrs. Black & Parker's shop in Oxford

Street, which doubtless is known to you if ever you come to London.

Two nights ago she came back from her work ill, and now she lies in a

high fever and quite off her head (so you see she can't tell me if you

are her aunt or not). Whether she lives or dies is in the hands of God,

and under Him of the doctor ; but he, the doctor I mean, thinks that

I ought to let her relations, if she has any, know of her state, both

because it is right that they should, and so that they may help her if

they will. I have grown very fond of her myself, and will do all I can

for her ; but I am a poor woman with an invalid husband and child to

look after, and must work to support the three of us, so that won't be

much. Joan has about fifteen pounds in her purse, which will of

course pay for doctor, food and nursing for a few weeks; but her

illness, if things go well with her, is likely to be a long one, and if they

don't, then there will be her funeral expenses to meet, for I suppose

that you would wish to have her buried decent in a private grave.

Joan told me that there was some one who is a kind of guardian to
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her and supplies her with money, so if you can do nothing yourself,

perhaps you will send him this letter, as I can't write to him not

knowing his address. Madam, I do hope that even if you have quar

relled with Joan, or if she hasn't behaved right to you, that you will

not desert her now in her trouble, seeing that if you do and she dies,

you may come to be sorry for it in after years. Trusting to hear

from you,

"Believe me, Madam,

" Obediently yours,

"Jane Bird, Dressmaker.

"P. S. — I enclose my card, and you will find my name in the Lon

don Directory."

When she had finished this letter, and addressed it thus,

" Mrs. Gillingwater,

" Bradmouth,

" Please deliver at otice,"

Mrs. Bird posted it with her own hands in the pillar-box at

the corner of Kent Street.

Then she returned to the house and sat down to reflect as

to whether or not she should write another letter — namely,

to the Mr. Henry Graves of Rosham, who, according to

Joan's story, was the author of her trouble, enclosing in it

the epistle which the girl had composed at the commence

ment of her delirium. Finally she decided not to do so at

present, out of no consideration for the feelings of this

wicked and perfidious man, but because she could not see

that it would serve any useful purpose. If Joan's relations

did not come forward, then it would be time enougfi to

appeal to him for the money to nurse or to bury her. Or

even if they did come forward, then she might still appeal

to him — that is, if Joan recovered — to save her from the

results of his evil doings and her folly by making her his

wife. Until these issues were decided one way or another,

it seemed to Mrs. Bird, who did not lack shrewdness and a

certain knowledge of the world, that it would be wisest to

keep silent, more especially in view of the fact that, as the

doctor had pointed out, the whole tale might be the imagin

ing of a mind diseased.
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And here it may be convenient to say that some weeks

went by before it was known for certain whether Joan

would die or live. Once or twice she was in considerable if

not in imminent danger ; moreover, after periods of distinct

improvement, she twice suffered from relapses. But in the

end her own splendid constitution and youth, aided by the

care and skill with which she was nursed, pulled her through

triumphantly. When her return to life and health was

assured, Mrs. Bird again considered the question of the

advisability of communicating with Henry in the interests

of her patient.

CHAPTER XXVII.

LUCK AT LAST.

On the morning after the posting of Mrs. Bird's letter,

Mrs. Gillingwater was sitting at breakfast in the parlour of

the Crown and Mitre, in no happy frame of mind.

Things had gone very ill with her since Joan disappeared,

some months previously. To begin with, the ample allow

ance that Mr. Levinger had been in the habit of paying for

his ward's support no longer found its way into her pocket,

and the sums received from that quarter were now inconsid

erable, amounting indeed to a remission of rent only. Then,

try as she would, she could not extract another farthing

from Samuel Bock, who, in fact, had shown the very nas

tiest temper when she ventured to ask him for a trifle,

having gone so far as to allege that she had been playing a

double game with him as to Joan, and was concealing from

him the secret of that young lady's whereabouts.

" Look here, mum," he had said in conclusion, " if you

want money you must give value, do you understand ? At

present you have had lots of money out of me, but I have

had precious little value out of you. On the day that you
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tell me Joan's true address there will be five-and-twenty

sovereigns to go into your pocket. Look, I keep them

ready,"— and going to a drawer he unlocked it and showed

her the gold, at which Mrs. Gillingwater glared avari

ciously. " Yes, and on the day that I marry her there'll be

fifty more to follow. Don't you be afraid but what I can

afford it and will keep my word. But till I get that

address you sha'n't have a sixpence — no, not if it was to

save you from the poorhouse."

" I tell you, Mr. Rock, that I have no more notion where

she has flitted to than a babe unborn. If any one knows,

its old Levinger or Sir Henry."

" And if they know, they keep their mouths shut," said

Samuel. " Well, ma'am, you have got my answer, so now I

will wish you good morning. When you can let me have

that address I shall be glad to see you, but till then perhaps

you'll keep clear, as it don't look well for a married woman

to be always hanging about my house."

" Any one with a grain of sense in his head might be

pretty certain that she wasn't hanging after an oily-tongued

half-bred saint like you," retorted Mrs. Gillingwater furiously.

" I don't wonder that Joan never could abide you, that I

don't, with your sneaking, snuffling ways, and your eye

cocked round the corner. She hates the sight of you, and

that's why she's run away. She hates you as much as she

loves Sir Henry, and small blame to her : ay, you may turn

green with jealousy if you like, but it's true for all that.

She'd rather run a mile barefoot to kiss his little finger than

she would be carried in a coach-and-four to marry you. So

there, you put that in your pipe and smoke it, Mr. Rock ! "

And she retired, slamming the office and kitchen doors

behind her.

When her just wrath against Samuel had subsided, Mrs.

Gillingwater considered the position, and since she must

get money by hook or by crook, she determined to renew her

attack upon Henry, this time by letter. Accordingly she

wrote a long and rambling epistle, wherein among other

things she accused him of the abduction of her niece, mildly
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suggesting even that he had murdered her in order to hide

his misdeeds. The letter ended with a threat that she would

publish his true " karacter " from one end of the county to

the other unless the sum of ten pounds was immediately

forthcoming. In a few days the answer came ; but on open

ing it Mrs. Gillingwater discovered, to her disgust and dis

may, that it was from a firm of lawyers, who informed her

in the most pointed language that if any further attempt

was made to blackmail their client she would be prosecuted

with the utmost rigour of the law.

All this was bad enough, yet it was but a beginning of

troubles. Since Joan's departure Mr. Gillingwater had been

drunk at least twice as often as usual — as he declared in

his sober moments, and with some truth, in order to console

himself for the loss of Joan, who was the one human creature

to whom he was attached. One of these drinking bouts

culminated in his making a furious attack, in the bar of the

Crown and Mitre, upon a customer who was also drunk.

For this assault he was fined at the petty sessions ; and on

the matter coming before the bench on licensing day, his

license to keep a public-house, that already had been twice

endorsed by the police, was taken away from him, — which

meant, of course, that the Crown and Mitre was closed

as a place of refreshment for man and beast for so long as

the landlord, Mr. Levinger, chose to allow him to occupy it.

No wonder, then, that on this morning of the receipt of

Mrs. Bird's letter Mrs. Gillingwater was depressed in mind

as she sat drinking her tea and trying to master an invitation

from no less a person than " Victoria, by the grace of God,

etc.," to attend a county court and show cause why she

should not pay a certain sum of four pounds three and nine-

pence halfpenny, with costs, for various necessaries of life

bought by and duly delivered to her, the said defendant.

Hearing a knock at the door, Mrs. Gillingwater threw

down the summons with an expression that was more forci

ble than polite — having reference, indeed, to the temporal

and spiritual welfare of her august sovereign and of all

those who administer justice under her. Then, having looked
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carefully through the window to make sure that her visitor

was not another bailiff or policeman, she opened the door

and took her letter.

" I don't know the writing," she muttered, turning it round

and round suspiciously. " It may be another of those dratted

summonses, or something of that sort ; I've half a mind to

throw it into the fire and swear that I never got it, only

then that fool of a postman would give me the lie, for I took

it from him myself."

In the end she opened the letter and spelt through its

contents with difficulty and ever growing astonishment.

" Well," she said, as she put it down, " here's some luck

at last, anyway. If that silly girl doesn't go and die it will

be hard if I don't turn an honest penny out of her, now that

I know where she's got to. Samuel would pay up to learn,

but it's best to let him lie awhile, for I can work more out

of him when she gets well again— if she does. I'm off up

to the old man's, for that's the safest game : he'll scarcely

bow me out with this in my hand ; and if I don't give him

a nip or two before I am done with him, the mean old scamp,

then my fingers grow on my feet, that's all ! " For be it

known that on two recent occasions when Mrs. Gillingwater

called, Mr. Levinger had declared himself not to be at

home, and this when she could plainly see him standing by

the study window.

Reaching Monk's Lodge in due course, Mrs. Gillingwater,

who was not afflicted with Joan's humility, went to the

front door and rang the bell boldly. Its sound disturbed

Mr. Levinger from his reading, and he stepped to the window

to perceive her standing on the doorstep, red and hot from

her walk, and looking, as he thought, unusually large,

coarse and violent.

" There is that dreadful woman again," he said to himself.

" I can't bear the sight of her. I wonder now if, had she

lived, poor Mary would have looked like her by this time.

Perhaps," and he sighed ; then, opening the door, told the

servant to say that he was not at home;

She obeyed, and presently there arose sounds of alterca
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tion. " It ain't no use, you impudent barefaced thing, for

you to stand there a-lying your soul away, when I saw him

with my own eyes," shrilled the rough voice of Mrs. Gil-

lingwater.

" Not at home : them's my orders," answered the girl with

warmth, as she attempted to shut the door.

" No, yoii don't, hussy ! " retorted the visitor, thrusting

her foot between it and the jamb. " I've got some orders

for you too. You go to your master and tell him that I

must see him, about Joan Haste, and if he won't let me in

I'll holler what I've got to say outside the house."

Alarmed by the violence of her antagonist, the girl re

treated, and, returning presently, showed Mrs. Gillingwater

into the study without a word. Here she found Mr. Lev-

inger standing by the fire, his face white with anger.

" Be seated, Mrs. Gillingwater," he said in a quiet voice,

" and tell me what you mean by coming to make a disturb

ance here."

" I mean that I want to see you, sir," she answered sul

lenly, " and that I won't be driven away from your door like

a. dog. Once for all I tell you, sir, that you'd better be care

ful how you treat me, for if you turn dirty to me, I'll turn

dirty to you. It's only the dead that don't speak, sir, and

I'm very much alive, I am." Then she paused and added

threateningly, "You can't treat me as I've heard say you

did another, Mr. Levinger."

" Have you quite done '.! " he asked. " Very well, then ;

be so good as to listen to me : you can tell nothing about

me," for the best of all possible reasons, that you know

nothing. On the other hand, Mrs. Gillingwater, I can, if

necessary, tell something about you— perhaps you may

remember to what I refer, if not I can refresh your memory

— ah ! I see that there is no need. A moment's reflection

will show you that you are entirely in my power. If you

dare to make any attack upon my character, or even to

repeat such a disturbance as you have just caused, I will

ruin you and drive you to the workhouse, where, except for

me, you would have been long ago. In earnest of what I
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say, your husband will receive to-morrow a summons for

the rent that he owes me, and a notice to quit my house. I

trust that I have made myself clear."

Mrs. Gillingwater knew Mr. Levinger well enough to be

aware that he would keep his word if she drove him to it ;

and, growing frightened at the results of her own violence,

she began to whimper.

"You never would be so cruel as to deal with a poor

woman like that, sir," she said. " If I've spoken rash and

foolish it's because I'm as full of troubles as a thistle-head

with down ; yes, I'm driven mad, that's what I am. What

with having lost the license, and that brute of a husband of

mine always drunk, and Joan, my poor Joan, who was like

a daughter to me, a-dying "

" What did you say ? " said Mr. Levinger. " Stop that

snivelling, woman, and tell me."

"Now you see, sir, that you would have done foolish to

send me away," Mrs. Gillingwater jerked out between her

simulated sobs, " with the news that I had to tell you. Not

as I can understand why it should trouble you, seeing that

of course the poor dear ain't nothing to you ; though if it

had been Sir Henry Graves that I'd gone to, it wouldn't

have been surprising."

" Will you tell me what you are talking about ? " broke

in Mr. Levinger, striking his stick upon the floor. " Come,

out with it : I'm not to be trifled with."

Mrs. Gillingwater glanced at him out of the corners of her

eyes, wondering if it would be safe to keep up the game any

longer. Coming to an adverse conclusion, she produced

Mrs. Bird's letter, saying, " This is what told me about it,

sir."

He took, or rather snatched the letter from her hand, and

read it through with eagerness. Apparently its contents

moved him deeply, for he muttered, " Poor girl ! to think of

her being so ill ! Pray Heaven she may not die." Then he

sat down at the table, and taking a telegram form, he filled

it in as follows : —
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" To Mrs. Bird, 8 Kent Street, London, W.

"Your letter to Mrs. Gillingwater received. Spare no expense.

Am writing by to-day's post.

"James Levinger, Monk's Lodge, Bradmouth."

" Would you mind ringing the bell, Mrs. Gillingwater ? "

said Mr. Levinger, as he re-read the telegram and, placing it

in an envelope, directed it to the postmaster at Bradmouth.

"No, stay: I will see to the matter myself." And he left

the room.

Presently he returned. " I do not know that I need keep

you, Mrs. Gillingwater," he said, "or that I have anything

more to say. I shall do my best to look after your niece,

and I will let you know how she goes on."

" Thank you, sir ; and about the rent and the notice ? "

" At present, Mrs. Gillingwater, I shall dispense with both

of them. I do not wish to deal hardly with you unless you

force me to it. I suppose that you are in a bad way, as

usual ? "

"Well, yes, sir, I am. In fact, I don't quite know what

I can do unless I get a little help."

" Ten pounds ? " suggested Mr. Levinger.

" That will tide me over for a bit, sir."

"Very well, then, here you are," and he produced the

money. " But mind, I give you this for the sake of old

associations, little as you deserve it; and if there is any

more trouble you will get nothing further from me. One

more thing : I expect you to hold your tongue about poor

Joan's illness and her address — especially to Sir Henry

Graves and Mr. Rock. Do you understand me ? "

" l'erfectly, sir."

" Then remember what I say, and good morning ; if you

want to communicate with me again, you had better write."

Mrs. Gillingwater departed humbly enough, dropping an

awkward courtesy at the door.

" Like the month of March, she came in like a lion and

has gone out like a lamb," reflected Mr. Levinger as the

door closed behind her. " She is a dangerous woman, but

u
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luckily I have her in hand. A horrible woman I call her.

It makes me shudder to think of the fate of anybody who

fell into the power of such a person. And now about this

poor girl. If she were to die many complications would be

avoided ; but the thing is to keep her alive, for in the other

event I should feel as though her blood were on my hands.

Much as I hate it, I think that I will go to town and see

after her. Emma is to start for home to-morrow, and I can

easily make an excuse that I have come to fetch her. Let

me see : there is a train at three o'clock that would get me

to town at six. I could dine at the hotel, go to see about

4 Joan afterwards, and telegraph to Emma that I would fetch

her in time for the eleven o'clock train to-morrow morning.

That will fit in very well."

Two hours later Mr. Levinger was on his road to London.

Mrs. Gillingwater returned to Bradmouth, if not exactly

jubilant, at least in considerably better spirits than she had

left it. She had wrung ten pounds out of Mr. Levinger,

which in itself was something of a triumph ; also she had

hopes of other pickings, for now she knew Joan's address,

which it seemed was a very marketable commodity. At

present she had funds in hand, and therefore there was no

need to approach Samuel Lock— which indeed she feared

to do in the face of Mr. Levinger's prohibition; still it com

forted her not a little to think that those five-and-twenty

sovereigns also were potentially her own.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

THE PRICE OF INNOCENT BLOOD.

A month went by, and at the end of it every farthing of

Mr. Levinger's ten pounds was spent, for the most part in

satisfying creditors who either had sued, or were threatening

to sue, for debts owing to them. Finding herself once more

X,
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without resources, Mrs. Gillingwater concluded that it

was time to deal with Samuel Rock, taking the chance of

her breach of confidence being found out and visited upon

her by Mr. Levinger. Accordingly, towards dusk one even

ing — for she did not wish her errand to be observed by

the curious — Mrs. Gillingwater started upon her mission to

Moor Farm.

Moor Farm is situated among the wind-torn firs that line

the ridge of ground which separates the sea heath between

Bradmouth and Ramborough from the meadows that stretch

inland behind it. Perhaps in the whole county there is

no more solitary or desolate building, with its outlook on to

the heath and the chain of melancholy meres where Samuel

had waylaid Joan, beyond which lies the sea. The view to

the west is more cheerful, indeed, for here are the meadows

where runs the Brad ; but, as though its first architect had

determined that its windows should look on nothing pleas

ant, the house is cut off from this prospect by the straggling

farm buildings and the fir plantation behind them.

The homestead, which stands quite alone, for all the

labourers employed about the place live a mile or more

away in the valley, is large, commodious, and massively built

of grey stone robbed from the ruins of Ramborough. When

the Lacons, Joan's ancestors on the mother's side, who once

had owned the place, went bankrupt, their land was bought

by Samuel Rock's grandfather, an eccentric man, but one

who was very successful in his business as a contractor for

the supply of hay to His Majesty's troops. After he had

been the possessor of Moor Farm for little more than a year,

this James Rock went suddenly mad ; and although his in

sanity was of a dangerous character, for reasons that were

never known his wife would not consent to his removal to

an asylum, but preferred to confine him in the house, some

of the windows of which are still secured by iron bars. The

end of the tale was tragic, for one night the maniac, having

first stunned his keeper, succeeded in murdering his wife

while she was visiting him. This event took place some

seventy years before the date of the present story, but the
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lapse of two generations has not sufficed to dispel the evil

associations connected with the spot, and that portion of the

house where the murder was committed has remained unin

habited from that day to this.

Mrs. Gillingwater was not a person much troubled by

imaginative fears, but the aspect of Moor House as she

approached it on that November evening affected her nerves,

rudimentary as they were. The day had been very stormy,

and angry rays from the setting sun shone through gaps in

the line of naked firs behind the house, and were reflected

from the broken sky above on to the surface of the meres

and of the sea beyond them. The air was full of the voices

of wind and storm, the gale groaned and shrieked among

the branches of the ancient trees ; from the beach a mile

away came the sound of the hiss of the surge and of the dull

boom of breakers, while overhead a flock of curlews appeared

and disappeared as they passed from sunbeam into shadow

and from shadow into sunbeam, till they faded among the

uncertain lights of the distance, whence the echo of their

unhappy cries still floated to the listener's ear. The front

of the house was sunk in gloom, but there was still light

enough to enable Mrs. Gillingwater, standing by the gate of

what in other times had been a little pleasure garden, but

was now a wilderness overrun with sea grasses, to note its des

olate aspect, and even the iron bars that secured the windows

of the rooms where once the madman was confined. No

body could be seen moving about the place, and she observed

no lamp in the sitting-room.

"I hope those brutes of dogs are tied up, for I expect

he's out," Mrs. Gillingwater said to herself ; " he's fond

of sneaking about alone in weather like this."

As the thought passed through her mind, she chanced to

glance to her left, where some twenty paces from her, and

beyond the intercepting bulk of the building, a red sun

beam pierced the shadows like a sword. There in the cen

tre of this sunbeam stood Samuel Rock himself. He was

wrapped in his long dark cloak that fell to the knees, but

his hat lay on the ground beside him, and his upturned face

.-
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was set towards the dying sun in such a fashion that the

vivid light struck full upon it, showing every line of his

clear-cut features, every hair of the long beard that hung

from the square protruding chin, and even the motion of his

thin lips, and of the white hands that he moved cease

lessly, as though he were washing them in the blood-red

light.

There was something so curious about his aspect that

Mrs. Gillingwater started.

" Now what's he a-doing there ? " she wondered : " bless

me if I know, unless he's saying prayers to his master the

devil. I never did see a man go on like that before, drunk

or sober ; — he gives me the creeps, the beast. Look, there

he goes sneaking along the wall of the house, for all the

world like a great black snake wriggling to its hole. Well,

he's in now, so here's after him, for his money is as good as

anybody else's, and I must have it."

In another half-minute she was knocking at the door, which

was opened by Samuel.

"Who's that ? " he said. " I don't want no visitors at this

time of day."

" It's me, Mr. Rock— Mrs. Gillingwater."

" Then I want you least of all, you foul-mouthed, lying

woman. Get you gone, or I'll loose the dogs on you."

" You'd better not," she answered, " for I've something to

tell you that you'd like to hear."

" Something that I'd like to hear," he answered, hesitating :

" is it about her ? "

"Yes, it's about her— all about her."

" Come in," he said.

She entered, and he shut and locked the door behind her.

" What are you a-doing that for ? " asked Mrs. Gilling

water suspiciously.

" Nothing," he answered, " but doors are best locked.

You can't tell who will come through them, nor when, if

they're left open."

" That's just another of his nasty ways," muttered Mrs.

Gillingwater, as she followed him down the passage into the
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sitting-room, which was quite dark except for some embers

of a wood fire that glowed upon the hearth.

" Stop a minute, and I will light the lamp," said her host.

Soon it burnt brightly, and while Samuel was making up

the fire Mrs. Gillingwater had leisure to observe the room,

in which as it chanced she had never been before, at any rate

since she was a child. On the occasions of their previous

interviews Samuel had always received her in the office or

the kitchen.

It was long and low, running the depth of the house, so

that the windows faced east and west. The fireplace was

wide, and over it hung a double-barrelled muzzle-loading gun,

which Mrs. Gillingwater noticed was charged, for the light

shone upon the copper caps. There were two doors— one near

the fireplace, leading to the offices and kitchen, and one by

which she had entered. The floor was of oak, half covered

with strips of matting, and the ceiling also was upheld by

great beams of oak, that, like most of the materials in this

house, had been bought or stolen from the Abbey at the time

when it was finally deserted, a hundred and fifty years before.

This was put beyond a doubt, indeed, by the curious way in

which it had been the fancy of the builder to support these

huge beams—namely, by means of gurgoyles that once had

carried off the water from the roofs of the Abbey. It would

be difficult to imagine anything more grotesque, or indeed

uncanny, than the effect of these weather-worn and grinning

heads of beasts and demons glaring down upon the occupants

of the chamber open-mouthed, as though they were about to

spring upon and to devour them. Indeed, according to a

tale in Bradmouth, a child of ten, finding herself left alone

with them for the first time, was so terrified by their grizzly

appearance that she fell into a fit. For the rest, the walls

of the room were hung with a dingy paper, and adorned with

engravings of a Scriptural character, diversified by prints

taken from Fox's " Book of Martyrs." The furniture was

good, solid and made of oak, like everything else in the

place, with the sole exception of an easy chair, in which it

was Samuel's custom to smoke at night.
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" I suppose, now, Mr. Rock," said Mrs. Gillingwater, point

ing to the grinning gurgoyles, " that you don't find it lone

some up here at nights, with those stone parties for company? "

"Not a bit of it, Mrs. Gillingwater; why, I've known

them all ever since I was a child, as doubtless others have

before me, and they are downright good friends to me, they

are. I have names for every one of them, and I talk to them

sometimes too — now this and now that, as the fancy takes

me."

" Just what I should have expected of you, Mr. Rock,"

answered Mrs. Gillingwater significantly ; " not but what I

dare say it is good training."

" Meaning ? " said Samuel.

" Meaning, Mr. Rock, that as it is getting late, and it's a

long and windy walk home, we'd better stop talking of stone

figures and come to business — that is, if you have a mind

for it."

" By all means, Mrs. Gillingwater. But what is the busi

ness ? "

" Well, it's this : last time we met, when we parted in

anger, though through no fault of mine, you said that you

wanted Joan's address: and now I've got it."

" You've got it ? Then tell it me. Come, be quick ! " and

he leaned towards her across the polished oak table.

" No, no, Mr. Rock : do you think that I am as green as

an alder shoot, that you should ask such a thing of me ? I

must have the money before you get the address. Do you

understand ? "

"I understand, Mrs. Gillingwater; but be reasonable.

How can you expect me to pay you five-and-twenty pounds

for what may be gammon after all ? "

" Five-and-twenty pounds, Mr. Rock ! No such thing,

indeed : it is fifty pounds I want, every farthing of it, or

you get nothing out of me."

" Fifty pounds ! " answered Samuel ; " then I don't think

that we need talk no longer, Mrs. Gillingwater, seeing that

I ain't going to give you fifty pounds, no, not for the address

of all the angels in heaven,"
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" I dare say not, Mr. Rock : they'd be precious little use to

you when you'd got them, either now or at any future time,

to judge from what I knows of you" — and she glanced

significantly at the sculptured demons beneath the ceiling—

"but you see Joan's whereabouts is another matter, more

especially since she isn't an angel yet, though she's been

nigh enough to it, poor dear."

" What do you mean by that, ma'am ? Is she ill, then ? "

" When I've got the fifty pounds in my pocket, Mr. Rock,

I'll be glad enough to tell you all about it, but till then my

mouth is sealed. Indeed, it's a great risk that I run letting

you know at all, for if the old man yonder finds it out, I

think that he'll be the ruin of me. And now, will you pay,

or won't you ? "

" I won't give you the fifty pounds," he answered, setting

his teeth ; " I'll give you thirty, and that's the last farthing

which you'll screw out of me— and a lot of money too, see

ing that there's no reason why I should pay you anything

at all."

"That's just where you're wrong, Mr. Rock," she an

swered : " not that I'm denying that thirty pounds is a lot

of money ; but then, you see, I've got that to sell that you

want to buy, and badly. Also, as I told you, I take risks

in selling it."

" What risks ? "

" The risks of being turned out of house and home, and

being sold up, that's all. Old Levinger don't want no one

to know Joan's address ; I can't tell you why, but he don't,

and if he finds out that I have let on, it will be a bad busi

ness for me. Now look here : I fancy that there is another

person as wouldn't mind giving a trifle for this address, and

if you're so mean that you won't cash up, I shall take a

walk out yonder to-morrow morning," and she nodded in

the direction of Rosham.

Samuel groaned, for he knew that she was alluding to his

rival. " I doubt that he knows it already, curse him," he

said, striking his hand upon the table. "Thirty-five —

there, that's the last,"
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" You're getting along, Mr. Rock, but it won't do yet,"

sneered Mrs. Gillingwater. " See here now, I've got some

thing in my hand that I'll show you just for friendship's

sake," and producing Mrs. Bird's letter, she read portions

of it aloud, pausing from time to time to watch the effect

upon her hearer. It was curious, for as he listened his face

reflected the extremes of love, hope, terror and despair.

" 0 God ! " he said, wringing his hands, " to think that

she may be dead and gone from me for ever ! "

"If she were dead, Mr. Rock, it wouldn't be much use

my giving you her address, would it ? since, however fond

you may be of her, I reckon that you would scarcely care to

follow her there. No, I'll tell you this much, she is living and

getting well again, and I fancy that you're after a live woman,

not a dead one. This was written a month ago and more."

" Thank heaven ! " he muttered. " I couldn't have borne

to lose her like that ; I think it would have driven me mad.

While she's alive there's hope, but what hope is there

in the grave ? " Samuel spoke thus somewhat absently,

after the fashion of a man who communes with himself, but

all the while Mrs. Gillingwater felt that he was searching

her with his eyes. Then of a sudden he leant forward,

and swiftly as a striking snake he. shot out his long arm

across the table, and snatched the letter from her grasp.

" You think yourself mighty clever, Mr. Rock," she said,

with a harsh laugh; "but you won't get the address for

nothing in that way. If you take the trouble to look you'll

see that I've tore it off. Ah ! you've met your match for

once ; it is likely that I was going to trust what's worth

fifty pounds in reach of your fingers, isn't it ? "

He looked at the letter and saw that she spoke truth.

" I didn't take it for that," he said, gnawing his hand with

shame and vexation ; " I took it to see if there was a letter

at all, or if you were making up lies." And he threw it

back to her.

"No doubt you did, Mr. Rock," she answered, jeering at

him. "Well, and now you're satisfied, I hope; so how

about them fifty sovereigns ? "
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" Forty," he said.

"Fifty. Never a one less."

Samuel sprang up from his seat, and, coming round the

table, stood over her.

" Look here," he said in a savage whisper, "you're pushing

this game too far : if you're a wise woman you'll take the

forty and go, or "

" Or what ? "

"Or I'll twist what I want to know out of that black

heart of yours, and not a farthing shall you get for it Per

haps you've forgotten that the door is locked and we are

alone in the house. Yes, you might scream till you brought

the roof down, but nobody would hear you ; and scream you

shall if I take hold of you."

Mrs. Gillingwater glanced at his face, and read something

so evil on it, and in the lurid eyes, that she grew frightened.

"Very well," she said, as unconcernedly as possible, "I

won't stand out for a tenner between friends : down with

the cash, and you shall have it."

" Ah ! ma'am, you're afraid of me now— I can feel it—

and I've half a mind to beat you down ; but I won't, I'll

stand by my word. Now you write that address upon this

piece of paper and I'll get the coin." And rising he left

the room by the door near the fireplace, which he took the

precaution of locking behind him.

" The murdering viper ! " reflected Mrs. Gillingwater ; " I

pinched his tail a little too much that time, and I sha'n't be

sorry to find myself outside again, though there's precious

little chance of that until he chooses, as he's locked me in.

Well, I must brazen it out now." And somewhere from

the regions of her ample bosom she produced the fragment

that she had torn off Mrs. Bird's letter, on which was written

the address and a date.

Presently Samuel returned holding a small bag of money

in his hand, from which he counted out forty sovereigns.

"There's the cash, ma'am," he said; "but before you

touch it be so good as to hand me that bit of writing : no, you

needn't be afraid, I'll give you the money as I take the paper."
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" I'm not afraid, Mr. Rock ; when once I've struck a bar

gain I stick to it like an honest woman, and so, I know, will

you. Never you doubt that the address is the right one ;

you can see that it is torn off the letter I read to you. Joan

is there, and through the worst of her illness, so the party

she's lodging with wrote to me ; and if you see her I hope

you'll give her my love." As she spoke she pushed the

scrap of paper to him with her left hand, while with her

right she drew the shining heap of gold towards herself.

"Honest!" he said: "I may be honest in my way,. Mrs.

Gillingwater ; but you are about as honest as other traitors

who sell innocent blood for pieces of money."

" What do you mean by that, Mr. Rock ? " she replied,

looking up from her task of securing the forty sovereigns in

her pocket-handkerchief. " I've sold no innocent blood ; I'd

scorn to do such a thing! You don't mean any harm to

Joan, do you ? "

" No, ma'am, I mean her no harm, unless it's a harm to

want to make her my wife ; but it would have been all one

to you if I meant to murder her and you knew it, so your

sin is just as great, and verily the betrayers of innocent

blood shall have their reward," and he pointed at her with

his long fingers. " I've got what I want," he went on " though

I've had to pay a lot of money for it ; but I tell you that it

won't do you any good ; you might as well throw it into the

mere and yourself after it, as expect to get any profit out of

that forty pounds, the price of innocent blood— the price

of innocent blood." Then once more Samuel pointed at

her and grinned maliciously, till to her fancy his face looked

like that of the stone demon above him.

By now Mrs. Gillingwater was so frightened that for a

moment or two she hesitated as to whether it would not be

wiser to return the money and free herself from the burden

of a dreadful thought. In the end her avarice prevailed, as

might have been expected, and without another word she

rose and walked towards the front door, which Samuel

unlocked and opened for her.

"Good-bye," he said, as she went down the passage.
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"You've done me a good turn, ma'am, and now I'm sure

that I'll marry Joan; but for all that a day shall come

when you will wish that your hand had been cut off before

you touched those forty sovereigns : you remember my

words when you lie a-dying, Mrs. Gillingwater, with all your

deeds behind you and all the doom before."

Then the woman fled through the storm and the night,

more terrified than ever she had been in her life's day, nor

did the gold that she clasped to her heart avail to comfort

her. For Rock had spoken truth ; it was the price of inno

cent blood, and she knew it.

CHAPTER XXIX.

THROUGH THE VALLEY OP THE SHADOW.

Upon his arrival in town, Mr. Levinger drove to a private

hotel in Jermyn Street, where he was in the habit of staying

on the rare occasions when he visited London. He dressed

and dined; then, having posted a letter to Emma stating

that he would call for her and Miss Graves on the following

morning in time to catch the eleven o'clock train, and escort

them home, he ordered a hansom and told the cabman to take

him to 8, Kent Street.

" It's many a year since I have been in this place," he

thought to himself with a sigh, as the cab turned out of the

Edgware Road, "and it doesn't seem much changed. I

wonder how she came to go to another house. Well, I shall

know the worst, or the best of it, presently." And again he

sighed as the horse stopped with a jerk in front of No. 8.

Telling the man to wait, he rang the bell. The door was

opened by Mrs. Bird herself, who, seeing an elderly gentle

man in a fur coat, dropped a polite courtesy.

" Is this Mrs. Bird's house, pray ? " he asked in his gentle

voice.



 

'You remember my words when you lie adying.'
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" Yes, sir ; I am Mrs. Bird."

" Indeed : then perhaps you received a telegram from me

this morning, — Mr. Levinger ? "

" Yes, six, it came safely, and I ordered some things on

the strength of it. Will you be so good as to step in, sir ?

I have heard poor Joan speak of you, though I never could

make out what you were to her from her father down."

" In a certain sense, madam, I am her guardian. Will you

allow me to help you with that door? And now, how is

she ? "

"About as bad as she can be, sir; and if you are her

guardian, I only wish that you had looked after her a little

before, for I think that being so lonesome has preyed upon

her mind, poor dear. And now perhaps you'll step upstairs

into her sitting-room, making as little noise as possible.

The doctor and the nurse are with her, and you may wish

to see them ; it's not a catching fever, so you can come up

safely."

He bowed, and followed Mrs. Bird to the little room,

where she offered him a chair. Through the thin double

doors that separated them from the bedchamber he could hear

the sound of whispering, and now and again of a voice, still

strong and full, that spoke at random. " Don't cut my hair,"

said the voice : " why do you cut my hair ? ' He used to

praise it ; he'd never know me without my hair."

" That's her raving, poor love. She'll go on in this kind

of way for hours."

Mr. Levinger turned a shade paler. He was a sensitive

man, and these voices of the sick room pained him ; more

over, he may have found a meaning in them.

" Perhaps you will give me a few details, Mrs. Bird," he

said, drawing his chair close to the window. " You might

tell me first how Joan Haste came to be your lodger."

So Mrs. Bird began, and told him all the story, from the

day when she had seen Joan sitting upon her box on the

opposite doorstep till the present hour — that is, she told it

to him with certain omissions. Mr. Levinger listened atten

tively.
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" I was very wrong," he said, when she had finished, " to

allow her to come to London in this fashion. I reproach

myself much about it, but the girl was headstrong and—

there were reasons. It is most fortunate that she should

have found so kind a friend as you seem to have been to

her."

" Yes, sir," answered Mrs. Bird severely, " I must say

that I think you were wrong. London is not a place to

throw a young woman like Joan into to sink or to swim, even

though she may have given you some trouble ; and if any.

thing happens to her I think that you will always have it on

your conscience." And she put her head on one side and

looked at him through her spectacles.

Mr. Levinger winced visibly, and did not seem to know

what to answer. At that moment the doctor came out of

the sick room, leaving the door open ; and, looking through

it, Mr. Levinger saw a picture that he could never forget.

Joan was lying upon an iron bedstead, and on a chair beside

it, shimmering in the light, lay the tumbled masses of her

shorn hair. Her face was flushed, and her large eyes shone

with an unnatural brightness. One hand hung downwards

almost to the floor, and with the other she felt feebly at her

head, saying in a piteous voice, " Where is my hair ? What

have you done with my hair ? He will never know me like

this, or if he does he will think me ugly. Oh ! please give

me back my hair." Then the nurse closed the door, and

Mr. Levinger was glad of it.

" This is the gentleman, Doctor," said Mrs. Bird, " who is

interested in "

The doctor bowed stiffly ; then, seeing what manner of

man Mr. Levinger was, relaxed, and said, "I beg your

pardon. I suppose that your interest in my patient is of a

parental character ? "

" Not exactly, sir, but I consider myself in loco parentis.

Can you give me any information, or perhaps I should say

— any hope ? "

" Hope ? Oh yes — lots of it," answered the doctor, who

was an able middle-aged man of the brusque and kindly
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order, one who understood his business, but took pleasure in

disparaging both himself and it. " I always hope until I see

a patient in his coffin. Not that things are as bad as that in

this case. I trust that she will pull through — I fancy that

she will pull through ; but all the same, as I understand that

expense is no longer an object, I am going to get in a second

opinion to-morrow. You see I am barely forty myself, and

my experience is consequently limited," and he smiled satir

ically. " I have my views, but I dare say that they stand in

need of correction; at any rate, without further advice I

don't mean to take the responsibility of the rather heroic

treatment which I propose to adopt. The case is a some

what peculiar one. I can't understand why the girl should

be in this way at all, except on the hypothesis that she is

suffering from some severe mental shock ; and I purpose,

therefore, to try and doctor her mind as well as her body.

But it is useless to bore laymen with these matters. I can

only say, sir, that I am deeply interested in the case, and

will do my utmost to pull her through. I would rather that

she had been at the hospital ; but, on the whole, she is not

badly off here, especially as I have succeeded in getting the

best nurse for her that I know anywhere. Good night."

" Good night, Doctor, and whatever the issue, pray accept

my thanks in advance, and remember that you need not

spare money."

"Don't be afraid, sir — I sha'n't. I'll spend a thousand

pounds over her, if necessary ; and save your thanks at pres

ent, — three weeks hence it may be another matter, or there

may be only the bill to pay. Well, I must be off. Good

night. Perhaps, Mrs. Bird, you will send out for the things

the nurse wants," and he went.

" That seems a capable man," said Mr. Levinger ; " I like

the look of him. And now, madam, you will need some

cash in hand. I have brought twenty pounds with me,

which I suppose will be enough to go on with, without touch

ing Joan's money," and he placed that sum upon the table.

" By the way, Mrs. Bird," he added, " perhaps you will

be good enough to send me a note or a telegram every day
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informing me of your patient's progress — here is my ad

dress — also to keep an account of all sums expended, in

which you can include an extra allowance of a pound a week

to yourself, to compensate you for the trouble and anxiety to

which this illness must put you."

" Thank you, sir," she answered, courtesying—" I call that

very liberal ; though, to tell you the truth, I am so fond of

Joan that I would not take a farthing if I could afford it.

But, what between two deaf-and-dumb people to look after

and her on my mind, it is no use pretending that I can get

through as much dressmaking work as I ought ; and so, as

you seem well able to pay, I will put my pride in my pocket

and the money along with it. Also I will keep you in

formed daily, as you ask."

" Two aeaf-and-dumb people ? "

"Yes, sir," — and she told him about her husband and

Sally.

" Really," he said, when she had finished, surveying the

frail little woman with admiration, " you seem to have more

than your share of this world's burden, and I respect you,

madam, for the way in which you bear it."

" Not a bit, sir," she answered cheerily ; " while it pleases

God to give me my health, I wouldn't change places with

the Queen of England and all her glory."

" I admire you still more, Mrs. Bird," he answered, as he

bowed himself out politely ; " I wish that everybody could

face their trials so cheerfully." But within himself he said,

" Poor Joan ! no wonder she was wretched, shut up in this

dreadful little house with deaf-and-dumb folk for compan

ions. Well, I have done all I can for her now, but I wish

that I had begun earlier. Oh ! if I could have the last twenty

years over again, things would be very different to-day."

Mrs. Bird was delighted with Mr. Levinger. Never before,

as she explained presently with much gesticulation to Jim,

had she met so charming, so handsome, so thoughtful, and

so liberal an elderly gentleman.

" But," gesticulated Jim back, " if he is all this, why

didn't he look after Joan better before ? " — a question that
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his wife felt herself unable to answer, beyond saying that

Joan and all connected with her were " most mysterious,

my dear, and quite beyond me."

Indeed, now that she came to think of it, she saw that

whereas she had given Mr. Levinger every information in

her power, he had imparted none to her. To this moment

she did not know what was the exact relationship in which

he stood towards Joan. Though there were many dissimi

larities between them, it had struck her, observing him,

that his eyes and voice were not unlike Joan's. Could he

be her father ? And, if so, how did it come about that he

had allowed her to wander to London and to live there

unprotected ? Like the rest, it was a mystery, and one that

after much cogitation Mrs. Bird was forced to ghte up as in

soluble, though on the whole she came to the conclusion that

her visitor was not a blood relation of Joan.

Mr. Levinger duly carried out his programme, and on the

morrow escorted his daughter and Ellen back to Bradmouth.

He did not, however, think fit to tell them the true cause of

his visit to London, which he accounted for by saying that he

had come up to bargain with a dealer in curiosities about

some ancient British ornaments that were on the market.

Nor, oddly enough, did Ellen chance to mention that she

had seen Joan selling mantles at Messrs. Black and Parker's ;

the fact being that, as regards this young woman, there

reigned a conspiracy of silence. Neither at Rosham nor at

Monk's Lodge was her name ever mentioned, and yet she

was seldom out of the minds of the members of either of

those households. Ellen, when the preparations for her

approaching marriage allowed her time for thought, never

ceased to congratulate herself upon her presence of mind in

preventing the recognition of Joan by Henry. It was clear

to her that her obstinate brother had begun to settle down

and to see matters in a truer light, especially as regarded

Emma ; but it was also clear that had he once found the

missing Joan there would have been new troubles. Well,

he had not found her, so that danger was gone by. And

Ellen rejoiced accordingly,

x
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Mrs. Bird kept her promise, writing and telegraphing

regularly to Mr. Levinger to inform him of Joan's progress.

Indeed, for some time the messenger from the Bradmouth

post-office arrived almost daily with a yellow envelope at

Monk's Lodge. One of these telegrams Emma opened by

chance, as her father happened to be out and the boy said

that it required an answer. It ran : " Patient had serious

relapse last night. Doctor proposes to call in " [here

followed the name of a very eminent authority on such

cases] — " do you sanction expense ? Reply, Bird." Emma

was naturally quite unable to reply, and so soon as he came

in she handed the telegram to Mr. Levinger, explaining why

she had opened it. He read it, then said, with as much

severity as he ever showed towards his daughter : —

" I wish, my dear Emma, that in future you would be so

kind as to leave my letters and telegrams alone. As you

have opened it, however, and your curiosity is doubtless

excited, I may as well tell you that this is a business cypher,

and has to do with nothing more romantic than the Stock

Exchange."

"I am very sorry, father," she answered coldly — for,

trusting as she was by nature, she did not believe him — "I

will be more careful in future."

Then she left the room, feeling that another enigma had

been added to the growing stock of family mysteries.

Slowly the days went by, till at length it became clear to

those who tended her that Joan would recover from her

illness.

The last and greatest crisis had come and gone, the fever

had left her, and she no longer wandered in her mind, but

lay upon the bed a shadow of her former self, so weak that

she could scarcely speak above a whisper. All day long she

lay thus, staring at the dingy ceiling above her with her

brown eyes, which, always large, now looked positively

unnatural in her wasted face — a very pathetic sight to see.

At times the eyes would fill with tears, and at times she

would sigh a little, but she never smiled, except in acknowl
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edgment of some service of the sick room. Once she asked

Mrs. Bird if any one had discovered that she was ill, or

come to see her, and on receiving a reply in the affirmative,

asked eagerly, —

" Who ? What was his name ? "

" Mr. Levinger," the little woman answered.

" It is very kind of him," Joan murmured, and turned her

head upon the pillow, where presently Mrs. Bird saw such

a mark as might have been left by the falling of a heavy

raindrop.

Then it was that Mrs. Bird's doubts and difficulties began

afresh. From what she had heard while attending on Joan

in her delirium, she was now convinced that the poor girl's

story was true, and that the letter which she had written

was addressed not to any imaginary person, but to a living

man who had worked her bitter wrong. This view indeed

was confirmed by the doctor, who added, curiously enough,

that had it not been for her condition he did not believe that

she would have lived. In these circumstances the question

that tormented Mrs. Bird was whether or no she would do

right to post that letter. At one time she thought of laying

the matter before Mr. Levinger, but upon consideration she

refrained from so doing. He was the girl's guardian, and

doubtless he knew nothing of her disgrace. Why, then,

should she expose it, unless such a step became absolutely

necessary ? Ultimately he would have to be told, but there

seemed no need to tell him until an appeal to the man's

honour and pity had failed. After much thought Mrs. Bird

adopted a third course, and took the doctor into her confi

dence. He was a man of rough manners, plain speech, and

good heart, and her story did not in the least surprise him.

" There's nothing wonderful about this, Mrs. Bird," he

said. " I have seen the same thing with variations dozens

of times in my twenty years of experience. It's no use your

starting off to call this man a scoundrel and a brute. It's

fashionable, I know, but it does not follow that it is accu

rate : you see it is just possible that the girl may have been

to blame herself, poor dear. However, she is in a mess, and
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the thing is to get her out of it, at the expense of the man

if necessary, for we are interested in her and not in him.

That letter of hers is a beautiful production in a queer kind

of way, and ought to have an effect on the individual, if he

is not already married, or a bad lot— both of which things

are probable. I tell you what, I will make a few inquiries

about him, and let you know my opinion to-morrow. What

did you say his name was ? Henry Graves ? Thanks ;

good-bye. No, no opiate to-night, I think."

On the following day the doctor returned, and having

visited Joan and reported favourably of her progress, he

descended to the front parlour, where Mrs. Bird was waiting

for him.

"She's getting on well," he said— "a good deal better

than I expected, indeed. Well, I have looked up Sir Henry

Graves, for he's a baronet. As it chanced, I came across a

man at the hospital last night who used to stay with hi3

father down at Rosham. The old man, Sir Reginald, died a

few months ago; and Henry, the second son—for his elder

brother broke his neck in a steeplechase— succeeded him.

He is, or was, a captain in the Navy, rather a distinguished

man in a small way ; and not long ago he met with an acci

dent, broke his leg or something of that sort, and was laid

up at an inn in a place called Bradmouth. It seems that he

is a good sort of fellow, though rather taciturn. That's all

I could find out about him."

" Joan comes from Bradmouth, and she lived in an inn

there," answerd Mrs. Bird.

" Oh ! did she ? Well, then there you have the whole

thing ; nothing could be more natural and proper, or rather

improper."

" Perhaps so, sir," said Mrs. Bird reprovingly ; " though,

begging your pardon, I cannot see that this is a matter to

joke about. What I want to know now is — shall I send

the gentleman that letter ? "

The doctor rubbed his nose reflectively and answered, " If

you do he will probably put it at the back of the fire ; but

so far as I can judge, being of course totally unacquainted
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with the details, it can't hurt anybody much, and it may

have a good effect. She has forgotten that she ever wrote

it, and you may be sure that unless he acts on it he won't

show it about the neighbourhood. Yes, on the whole I think

that you may as well send it, though I dare say that it will

put him in a tight place."

" That is where I should like to see him," she answered,

pursing up her lips.

" I dare say. You're down on the man, are you not, Mrs.

Bird ? And so am I, speaking in a blessed ignorance of the

facts. By all means let him be put into a tight place, or

ruined, for anything I care. He may be comparatively inno

cent, but my sympathies are with the lady, whom I chance

to know, and who is very good looking. Mind you let me

know what happens— that is, if anything does happen."

That afternoon Mrs. Bird wrote her letter, or rather she

wrote several letters, for never before did the composition

of an epistle give her so much thought and trouble. In the

end it ran as follows : —

"Sir,—

"lam venturing to take what I dare say you will think a great lib

erty, and a liberty it is, indeed, that only duty drives me to. For

several months a girl called Joan Haste has been staying in my house

as a lodger. Some weeks ago she was taken seriously ill with a brain

fever, from which she has nearly died ; but it pleased God to spare

her life, and now, though she is weak as water, the doctor thinks that

she will recover. On the night that she became ill she returned home

not at all herself, and made a confession to me, about which I need

say nothing. Afterwards she wrote what I enclose to you. You will

see from the wording of it that she was off her head when she did it,

and now I am sure that she remembers nothing of it. I found the

letter and kept it ; and partly from what fell from her lips while she

was delirious, partly because of other circumstances, I became sure

that you are the man to whom that letter is addressed. If I have made

any mistake you must forgive me, and I beg that you will then return

the enclosed and destroy my letter. If, sir, I have not made a mis

take, then I hope that you will see fit to act like an honest man towards

poor Joan, who, whatever her faults may be —-and such as they are

you are the cause of them — is as good-hearted as she is sweet and

beautiful. It is not for me to judge you or reproach you ; but if you
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can, I do pray you to act right by this poor girl, who otherwise must

be ruined, and may perhaps drift into a life of sin and misery, the

responsibility for which will be upon your hands.

"Sir, I have nothing more to say: the paper I enclose explains

everything.

" I am, sir,

" Your humble servant,

"Jane Bird.

" P.S. — Sir, I may say that there is no need for you to hurry to

answer this, since, even if you wished to do so, I do not think that it

would be safe for you to see Joan, or even to write anything that

would excite her, for ten days at least."

CHAPTER XXX.

REAPING THE WHIRLWIND.

The day that Mrs. Bird wrote her letter to Henry was

the day of Ellen's marriage with Mr. Edward Milward. It

was settled that the ceremony should be a quiet one, because

of the recent death of the bride's father— an arrangement

which suited Lady Graves and her daughter very well, seeing

that it was necessary to cut down the expenses to the last

farthing. Indeed, the possibility of a financial esclandre at

Rosham before she was safely married and independent of

such misfortunes, haunted Ellen like a nightmare. Edward,

it is true, was now perfectly in hand, and showed no further

symptoms of backsliding. Still, slips between the cup and

the lip are many, and in the event of a public scandal any

thing might happen. However private the marriage, it

proved, in fact,' impossible to dispense with a certain amount

of the hospitality usual upon these occasions : thus a dinner

must be given to the tenants, and a reception held after the

wedding to which all the neighbouring families were invited.

In these preparations Henry took but a small part, though,

as head of the family, it would be his duty to give away the

bride and to receive the guests. This marriage, and every
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thing connected with it, was hateful to him, but not the less

on that account must he keep up appearances before the

world. There had been no reconciliation between himself

and his sister, though outwardly they were polite and even

affectionate to each other ; and he had scarcely exchanged a

word in private with his future brother-in-law since the day

when Edward read him a lecture upon morals and conduct.

Thus it came about that not even Ellen herself was more

anxious that the marriage should be over and done with.

As it chanced, the bride's good luck did not desert her, and

everything went smoothly. At the last moment, indeed,

Edward showed some disposition to jib at the settlements,

which, considering that the lady brought him nothing, were

disproportionate and unfair ; but Ellen's lawyers, assisted

by a judicious letter from herself, were equal to the emer

gency, and he grumbled and signed.

At length, to everybody's relief, the day came— one of

those rare and beautiful November days when the falling

leaves dropped silently as snowflakes through the crisp and

sunlit air to the frosted grass beneath. Rosham church was

full, and when the bride, looking very stately and handsome

in her wedding robes, swept up the aisle on her brother's

arm, followed by her two bridesmaids, Emma Levinger and

an aristocratic cousin of Mr. Milward's, a low hum of admi

ration ran round the crowded pews. Then Edward, exceed

ingly uncomfortable in the newest of coats and the shiniest

of boots, took his place by her side ; the service began,

Henry, wearing anything but an amiable expression of

countenance, gave his sister away, and presently Mr. and

Mrs. Milward were receiving the congratulations of their

relatives and friends.

The wedding took place at two o'clock, so that there were

no speeches or breakfast, only a glorified tea with cham

pagne, at which the rector of the parish, vice Sir Henry Graves,

who declared himself quite incapable of public speaking,

proposed the bride and bridegroom's health in a few well-

chosen words and a Latin quotation. Edward responded,

stuttering horribly, saying with much truth, but by inad
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vertence, " that this was the proudest moment of his wife's

life," whereat Henry smiled grimly and everybody else

tittered. Then the company wandered off to inspect the

marriage offerings, which were " numerous and costly " ;

the newly married pair vanished, and reappeared in appro

priate travelling costume, to be driven away amid showers

of slippers and rice, and after a little feeble and flickering

conversation the proceedings terminated.

Mr. Levinger and Emma were the last to go.

"You look tired, Graves," said the former, as his trap

came round.

" Yes," he answered, " I never was more tired in my life.

Thank Heaven that it is done with ! "

" Well, it is a good business well over, and, even if you

don't quite like the man, one that has many advantages."

" I dare say," Henry replied briefly. " Good-bye, Miss

Levinger ; many thanks for coming. If you will allow me

to say so, I think that dress of yours is charming, with those

shimmering ornaments — moonstones, are they not ? "

" I am glad you like it, Sir Henry," she answered,

looking pleased.

" By the way, Graves," broke in Mr. Levinger, " can you

come over next Friday week and stop till Tuesday ? You

know that old donkey Bowles rears a few pheasants in the

intervals of attending the public-house. There ought to be

three or four hundred to shoot, and they fly high on those

hillside covers — too high for me, anyway. If you can

come, I'll get another gun or two — there's a parson near

who has a couple of pupils, very decent shots — and we'll

shoot on Saturday and Monday, and Tuesday too if you care

for driven partridge, resting the Sabbath."

" I shall be delighted," answered Henry sincerely. " I

don't think that I have any engagement ; in fact, I am sure

that I have none," and he looked at Emma and, for the

first time that day, smiled genially.

Emma saw the look and smile, and wondered in her heart

whether it were the prospect of shooting the three or four

hundred pheasants that " flew high " with which Henry was
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delighted, or that of visiting Monk's Lodge — and herself.

On the whole she thought it was the pheasants ; still she

smiled in answer, and said she was glad that he could come.

Then they drove off, and Henry, having changed his wed

ding garments for a shooting coat, departed to the study,

there to smoke the pipe of peace.

That night he dined Ute-dAite with his mother. It was

not a cheerful meal, for the house was disorganised and ves

tiges of the marriage feast were all about them. There had

been no time even to remove the extra leaves from the great

oval dining-table, and as Henry and his mother's places were

set at its opposite extremes, conversation was, or seemed to

be, impossible.

" I think that this is a little dismal, dear," said Lady

Graves, speaking across the white expanse of cloth, when

the butler had served the dessert and gone.

" Yes," answered Henry ; " it reminds me of South Africa,

where the natives talk to each other across the kloofs. Sup

pose that we go into the study, — we sha'n't want a speaking

trumpet there."

His mother nodded in assent, and they adjourned, Henry

taking a decanter of wine with him.

" I think that it went off very well," she said presently,

when he had made up the fire.

" Oh, yes, I suppose so. You don't mind my smoking, do

you, mother ? "

" I know that you didn't like the marriage, Henry," she

went on, "nor do I altogether, for Edward is not— well,

quite the class of man that I should have selected. But

different people have different tastes, and I think that he

will suit Ellen admirably. You see, she will rule him, and

she could never have got on with a man who tried to be her

master ; also he is rich, and wealth is necessary to her com

fort. I shall be very much surprised if she does not make

a great success of her marriage."

" Ellen would make a success of anything, mother— even

of Edward Milward. I have a great admiration for Ellen,

but somehow I do not envy my brother-in-law his bargain,
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though, he has married a lady, which, strictly speaking, is

more than he deserves. However, I dare say that he will

find his place."

" I have no doubt that they will settle it to their mutual

satisfaction, dear ; and, to look at the matter from another

point of view, it certainly is a relief to me to know that

your sister is removed out of reach of our troubles here."

And she sighed. " It has been a great struggle, Henry, to

keep up appearances so far, and I was in constant fear lest

something awful should happen before the marriage. One

way and another, difficulties have been staved off; indeed,

the fact that Ellen was going to become the wife of such a

rich man— for he is very rich—has helped us a great deal.

But now the money is done ; I doubt if there is a hundred

pounds to go on with, and what is to happen I am sure I do

not know."

Henry puffed at his pipe, staring into the fire, and made

no answer.

" I scarcely like to ask you, dear," Lady Graves went on

presently, " but— have you in any way considered the matter

of which we spoke together after your father's funeral ? "

" Yes, mother, I have considered— I have considered it a

great deal."

" And what conclusion have you come to, Henry ? " she

asked, making pretence to arrange her dress in order to con

ceal the anxiety with which she awaited his answer.

He rose, and, although it was only half smoked, knocked

out the contents of his pipe upon the fire-guard. Then he

turned round and spoke suddenly, almost fiercely indeed.

" The conclusion which I have come to, mother, is that,

taking everything into consideration, I ought to try my luck

yonder. I don't know that she will have me, indeed I think

that she will be foolish if she does, but I'll ask her. The

other has vanished Heaven knows where ; I can't find her,

and perhaps it is best that I shouldn't, for if I did my reso

lutions might melt. And now, if you don't mind, let us talk

of something else. I will let you know the end of the

adventure in due course."
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" One question, Henry. Are you going to Monk's Lodge

again ? "

" Yes, on Friday week. I have accepted an invitation to

stay there from Friday till Tuesday, or perhaps longer."

Lady Graves uttered a sigh of the most intense and heart

felt relief. Then she rose, and coming to where her son was

sitting, she kissed him upon the forehead, murmuring, " God

bless you, my dear boy ! — you have made me a happier

woman than I have been for many a long day. Good night."

He returned his mother's embrace, lit a bedroom candle

for her, and watched her pass from the room and across the

hall. As she went he noticed that her very gait seemed

different, so great was the effect of his words upon her. Of

late it had been uncertain, almost timid ; but now she was

walking as she used to walk in middle life, with grace and

dignity, holding her head high.

"Poor mother ! " he thought to himself as he resumed his

seat, " she has had much to bear, and it is a comfort to be

able to please her for once. Heaven knows that had I alone

been concerned I would have done it long ago for her sake.

Oh, Joan, Joan ! I wonder where you are, and why your eyes

haunt me so continually. Well, wherever you may be, it is

all over between us now, Joan." And he put his hands

before his face and groaned aloud.

On the following morning, while Henry was dressing, the

butler brought him up his letters, in accordance with the

custom of the house. One by one, as the exigencies of his

toilet gave him opportunity, he opened them and glanced

through their contents. Some were circulars, some were on

business connected with the estate, two were invitations to

shoot, and one was a bill for saddlery supplied to his brother

three years before.

"That's the lot, I think," he said, and was crushing up

the circulars preparatory to throwing them into the fire

place, when another rather bulky letter, in a common thin

envelope and addressed in an unformed handwriting, fell

from among them. He picked it up and examined it, a
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certain distrust of this innocent-looking epistle creeping

into his mind. " I wonder what it is ? " he thought to

himself: "another of Reginald's bills, or a fresh applica

tion for money from one of his intimate friends ? Any way

I don't know the writing, and I have half a mind to tear it

up unread. Letters that look like that always contain some

thing disagreeable."

He threw it down on the dressing-table while he arranged

his necktie, and hunted for a stud which had rolled under a

chest of drawers. Indeed, the excitement of this wild pur

suit put the letter out of his mind till he went to brush his

hair, when the inaccurate superscription of " Sir H. Grave "

immediately caught his eye, and he opened it at once. The

first words that he saw were " see fit to act like an honest

man."

"As I thought," he said aloud, "here's another of Regi

nald's legacies with the bill inside." And uttering an ex

clamation he lifted the letter to throw it into the fireplace,

when its enclosure slipped out of it.

Then Henry turned pale, for he knew the writing : it was

Joan Haste's. In five more minutes he had read both the

documents through, and was sitting on his bed staring va

cantly before him like a man in a trance. He may have

sat like this for ten minutes, then he rose, saying in a per

fectly quiet voice, as though he were addressing the bodily

presence of Mrs. Bird : —

"Of course, my dear madam, you are absolutely right;

the only thing to do is to marry her at once, and I am

infinitely obliged to you for bringing these facts to my

notice ; but I must say that if ever a man got into a worse

or more unlucky scrape, I never heard of it." And he

laughed.

Then he re-read Joan's wandering words very carefully,

and while he did so his eyes filled with tears.

" My darling ! What you must have suffered ! " he said,

pressing the letter against his heart. " I love you ! I love

you ! I would never say it before, but I say it now once

and for all, and I thank God that He has spared you and
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given me the right to marry you and the chance of making

you happy. Well, the thing is settled now, and it only re

mains to carry it through. First of all my mother must be

told, which will be a pleasant business, — I am glad, by the

way, that Ellen has gone before I got this, for I believe

that I should have had words with her. To think of my

looking at that cloak and never seeing the woman who wore

it, although she saw me ! I remember the incident perfectly

well, and one would have imagined But so much for

thought transference and the rest of it. Well, I suppose

that I may as well go down to breakfast. It is a very

strange world and a very sad one too."

Henry went down to breakfast accordingly, but he had

little appetite for that meal, at which Lady Graves did

not appear ; then he adjourned to the study to smoke and

reflect. It seemed to him that it would be well to settle

this matter beyond the possibility of backsliding before he

saw his mother. Ringing the bell, he gave an order that

the boy should saddle the pony and ride into Bradmouth

in time to catch the midday post; then he wrote thus to

Mrs. Bird: —

"Dear Madam,—

"I have to thank you for your letter and its enclosure, and I hope

that my conduct under the circumstances which you detail will not

be such as to disappoint the hopes that you express therein. I shall

be very much obliged if you will kindly keep me informed of Joan's

progress. I purpose to come and see her within a week or so; and

meanwhile, if you think it safe, I beg that you will give her the en

closed letter. Perhaps you will let me know when she is well enough

to see me. You seem to have been a kind friend to Joan, for which

I thank you heartily.

"Believe me to remain

" Very faithfully yours,

"Henry Graves."

To Joan he wrote also as follows : —

" Dearest Joan, —

" Some months since you left Bradmouth, and from that day to this

I have heard nothing of you. This morning, however, I learned your

address, and how terribly ill you have been. I have received also a
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letter, or rather a portion of a letter, that you wrote to me on the day

when the fever took you ; and I can only say that nothing I ever read

has touched me so deeply. I do not propose to write to you at any

length now, since I can tell you more in half an hour than I could

put on paper in a week. But I want to beg you to dismiss all anxieties

from your mind, and to rest quiet and get well as quickly as possible.

Very shortly, indeed as soon as it is safe for me to do so without dis

turbing you, I hope to pay you a visit with the purpose of asking you

if you will honour me by becoming my wife. I love you, dearest Joan

—how much I never knew until I read your letter : perhaps you will

understand all that I have neither the time nor the ability to say at

this moment. I will add only that whatever troubles and difficulties

may arise, I place my future in your hands with the utmost happiness

and confidence, and grieve most bitterly to think that you should have

been exposed to doubt and anxiety on my account. Had you been a

little more open with me this would never have happened ; and there,

and there alone, I consider that you have been to blame. I shall ex

pect to hear from Mrs. Bird, or perhaps from yourself, on what day I

may hope to see you. Till then, dearest Joan,

" Believe me

" Most affectionately yours,

"Henry Gkaves."

By the time that he had finished and directed the letters,

enclosing that to Joan in the envelope addressed to Mrs.

Bird, which he sealed, Thomson announced that the boy

was ready.

"Very well: give him this to post at Bradmouth, and

tell him to be careful not to lose it, and not to be late."

The butler went, and presently Henry caught sight of his

messenger cantering down the drive.

" There ! " he thought, " that's done ; and so am I in a

sense. Now for my mother. I must have it out before my

courage fails me."

Then he went into the drawing-room, where he found

Lady Graves engaged in doing up little boxes of wedding

cake to be sent to various friends and connections.

She greeted him with a pleasant smile, made some little

remark about the room being cold, and throwing back the

long crape strings of her widow's cap, lifted her face for

Henry to kiss.
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" Why, my dear boy, what's the matter with you ? " she

said, starting as he bent over her. " You look so disturbed."

" I am disturbed, mother," he answered, seating himself,

" and so I fear you will be when you have heard what I

have to tell you."

Lady Graves glanced at him in alarm; she was well

trained in bad tidings, but use cannot accustom the blood

horse to the whip or the heart to sorrow.

" Go on," she said.

" Mother," he began in a hoarse voice, " last night I told

you that I intended to propose to Miss Levinger; now I

have come to tell you that such a thing is absolutely

impossible."

" Why,' Henry ?"

" Because I am going to marry another woman, mother."

" Going to marry another woman ? " she repeated, bewil

dered. " Whom ? Is it that girl ? "

" Yes, mother, it is she — Joan Haste. You remember a

conversation that we had shortly after my father's death ? "

She bowed her head in assent.

" Then you pointed out to me what you considered to be

my duty, and begged me to take time to think. I did so,

and came to the conclusion that on the whole your view was

the right one, as I told you last night. This morning, how

ever, I have received two letters, the first news of Joan

Haste that has reached me since she left Bradmouth, which

oblige me to change my mind. Here they are : perhaps you

will read them."

Lady Graves took the letters and perused them carefully,

reading them twice from end to end. Then she handed

them back to her son.

" Do you understand now, mother ? " he asked.

" Perfectly, Henry."

"And do you still think that I am wrong in determining

to marry Joan Haste— whom I love ? "

" No, Henry : I think that you are right if the girl desires

it— since," she added with a touch of bitterness, "it seems

to be conceded by the world that the duty which a man owes
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to his parents and his family cannot be allowed to weigh

against the duty which he owes to the partner of his sin.

Oh ! Henry, Henry, had you but kept your hands clean in

this temptation as I know that you have done in others,

these sorrows would not have fallen upon us. But it is use

less to reproach you, and perhaps you are as much sinned

against as sinning. At least you have sown the wind and

you must reap the whirlwind, and whoever is to blame, it

has come about that the fortunes of our house are fallen

irretrievably, and that you must give your honour and your

name into the keeping of a frail girl who has neither." And

with a tragic gesture of despair Lady Graves rose and left

the room.

" Whether or not virtue brings its own reward I cannot

say," reflected Henry, looking after her, " but that vice does

so is pretty clear. It seems to me that I am a singularly

unfortunate man, and so, I suppose, I shall remain."

CHAPTER XXXI.

THE GATE OF PARADISE.

For some days Lady Graves was completely prostrated

by this new and terrible misfortune, which, following as it

did hard upon the hope of happier things, seemed to her

utterly overwhelming. She dared not even trust herself to

see her son, but kept her room, sending a message to him to

say that she was unwell and did not wish to be disturbed.

For his part Henry avoided the house as much as possible.

As it chanced, he had several invitations to shoot during

this particular week, one of them coupled with an engage

ment to dine and sleep ; and of all of these he availed him

self, though they brought him little enjoyment. On the

third morning after he had posted his letter, there came a

short answer from Mrs. Bird, stating that Joan would be
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well enough to see Mm on the following Thursday or

Friday; but from Joan herself he received no reply.

This note reached him on a Friday, just as he was starting

to keep his aforesaid engagement to shoot and sleep. On

Saturday he returned to Rosham to find that his mother

had gone to town, leaving a note of explanation to be given

to him. The note said : —

"Dear Henry, —

"lam going to London to stay for a few days with my old friend

and your godmother, Lady Norse. Circumstances that have recently

arisen make it necessary that I should consult with the lawyers, to see

if it is possible for me to recover any of the sums that from time to

time have been expended upon this estate out of my private fortune.

I am not avaricious, but if I can obtain some slight provision for my

remaining years, of course I must do so ; and I desire that my claim

should be made out legally, so as to entitle me to rank as a creditor in

the bankruptcy proceedings which are now, I suppose, inevitable.

" Your affectionate mother,

"E. Graves."

Henry put the letter into his pocket with a sigh. Like

everything else, it was sad and humiliating ; but he was not

sorry to find that his mother had gone, for he had no more

wish to meet her just now than she had to meet him. Then

he began to wonder if he ought to take any steps to advise

Mr. Levinger of his intentions, so that the mortgagee might

proceed to recover such portion of the capital advanced as

the assets would realise. On the whole he determined to

let the matter be for a while. He was sick to death of

arguments, reproaches, and affairs ; it would be time enough

to face these and other disagreeables when he had seen Joan

and was about to marry her, or had already done so. There

was no pressing need for hurry. By Mr. Levinger's help

arrangements had been made under which the vacant farms

were being carried on for the present, and he had a little

money in hand. He remembered, indeed, that he was

engaged to stay at Monk's Lodge on the following Friday.

Well, he could telegraph from London making his apologies

and saying that he was detained in town by business, which
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would save the necessity of writing an explanatory letter.

One step he did take, however : he wrote to an old messmate

of his who held an under-secretaryship in the Government,

explaining the condition of the estate to which he had suc

ceeded, and asking him to interest himself to obtain him a

consulship, no matter how remote, or any other suitable

employment. Also he put himself in communication with

the Admiralty, to arrange for the commutation of his pen

sion, which of course was not liable for his father's debts, so

that he might have some cash in hand wherewith to start

in married life. Then he composed himself to wait quietly

at Rosham till the following Friday, when he purposed

to go to town.

Lady Graves's note to Henry was true in substance, but

it was not the whole truth. She was still an able and an

energetic woman, and her mind had not been idle during

those days when she kept her room, refusing to see her son.

On the contrary, she considered the position in all its bear

ings, recalling every word of her interviews with Henry,

and of Joan's letter to him, no sentence of which had escaped

her memory. After much thinking she came to a conclusion

— namely, that while it would be absolutely useless to make

any further attempt to turn Henry from his purpose, it was by

no means certain that the girl herself could not be appealed

to with success. She recollected that, according to Henry's

story, Joan had all along declined to entertain the idea of

marrying him, and that even in the mad rhapsody which

Mrs. Bird had forwarded, she stated that she could never

suffer such a thing, because it would mean his ruin. Of

course, as she was well aware, should these two once meet

it was probable, it was almost certain, that Joan Haste

would be persuaded to retract her self-denying ordinance,

and to allow herself to be made Henry's wife and a respect

able member of society. The woman who was so circum

stanced and did otherwise would be more than human,

seeing that her own honour and the honour of her child

were at stake, and that consent meant social advancement

to her, and the lifelong gratification of a love which, how
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ever guilty it might have been in its beginning, was evidently

sincere. But if she could be appealed to before, they met, it

might be different. At any rate it seemed to Lady Graves

that the experiment was worth trying.

Should she be justified in making such an appeal ? This

girl had been wronged, and she had rights : could she then

be asked to forego those rights ? Lady Graves answered the

question in the affirmative. She was not a hard and worldly

woman, like her daughter, nor was she careful of her own

advantage in this matter, but her dead husband's wishes

were sacred to her and she had her son's best interests at

heart. Moreover, she was of opinion, with Ellen, that a man

has no right to undo his family, and bring the struggle of

generations to an inglorious end, in order that he may gratify

a personal passion or even fulfil a personal duty. It was

better that this girl should be wronged, if indeed she was

wronged, and that Henry should suffer some remorse and

shame, than that a day should come when others would

learn that the family had been ousted of its place and heri

tage because he had chosen to pay a debt of honour at their

expense.

The reasoning may have been faulty, and perhaps Lady

Graves was not the person to give judgment upon a case in

which she was so deeply interested ; but, such as it was, it

carried conviction to her mind, and she determined to act

upon it. There was but one way to do this, — to see the

girl face to face, for she would trust nothing to letters. She

had learned through Thomson the butler that Henry was

not going to town for some days, and she must be beforehand

with him. She had Joan's address— that is, she had seen

it at the head of Mrs. Bird's letter, and she would take the

chance of her being well enough to receive her. It was a

forlorn hope, and one that Lady Graves had no liking for ;

still, for the sake of all that had been and of all that might

be, she made up her mind to lead it.

Henry's letter reached Kent Street in due course, and

Avhen she had read it Mrs. Bird was a proud and happy
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woman. She also had led a forlorn hope, and never in

her wildest moments had she dreamed that the enemy

would capitulate thus readily. She could scarcely believe

her eyes : the wicked baronet, the penny-novel villain of her

imaginings, had proved himself to be an amenable creature,

and as well-principled as any common man ; indeed, she

gathered, although he did not say so in as many words, that

actually he meant to marry the victim of his vices. Mrs.

Bird was dumfoundered ; she read and re-read Henry's note,

then she examined the enclosure addressed to Joan, holding

it to the light and trying to peep beneath the edges of the

envelope, to see if perchance she could not win some further

word of comfort. So great was her curiosity, indeed, that

she looked with longing at the kettle boiling on the hearth,

wondering if she would not be justified in reducing the gum

upon the envelope to a condition that would enable her to

peruse the writing within before she handed it seemingly

inviolate to Joan. But at this point conscience came to

her rescue and triumphed over her curiosity, devouring as

it was.

When first she read Henry's letter she had determined

that in the interests of Joan's health the enclosure must not

be given to her for some days, but by degrees she modified

this decision. Joan was out of danger now, and the doctor

said that she might read anything ; surely, therefore, it would

be safe for her to peruse this particular sheet of paper.

Accordingly, when the nurse came down to say that her

patient was awake after her morning sleep, and that if Mrs.

Bird would sit with her, she proposed to take a walk in the

Park till dinner-time, the little woman hurried upstairs

with the precious document in her pocket. Joan, who was

sitting on the sofa, received her with a smile, and held up

her face to be kissed.

" How are you this morning, my dear ? " she asked, put

ting her head on one side and surveying her critically.

" I feel stronger than I have for weeks," answered Joan ;

" indeed, I believe that I am quite well again now, thanks to

you and all your kindness."
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" Do you think that you are strong enough to read a letter,

dear?—because I have one for you."

" A letter ? " said Joan anxiously : " who has taken the

trouble to write to me ? Mr. Levinger ? "

Mrs. Bird shook her head and looked mysterious.

"Oh! don't torment me," cried Joan; "give it me— give

it me at once."

Then Mrs. Bird put her hand into her pocket and pro

duced Henry's enclosure.

Joan saw the writing, and her poor white hands trembled

so that she could not unfasten the envelope. " Open it for

me," she whispered. " Oh ! I cannot see : read it to me.

Quick, quick ! "

" Don't be in a hurry, my dear ; it won't fly away," said

Mrs. Bird as she took the letter. Then she put on her

spectacles, cleared her throat, and began.

" ' Dearest Joan ' Really, my love, do you not think

that you had better read this for yourself ? It seems so —

very — confidential."

" Oh ! I can't ; I must hear it at once. Go on, pray."

Thus encouraged, Mrs. Bird went on, nothing loath, till

she reached the last word of the letter.

" Well," she said, laying it upon her knees, " now, that is

what I call behaving like a gentleman. At any rate, my dear,

you have been lucky in falling into the hands of such a man,

for some would not have treated you so well, — having,

begun wicked they would have gone on wickeder. Why,

good gracious! what's the matter with the girl? She's

fainted, I do believe." And she ran to get water, reproach

ing herself the while for her folly in letting Joan have the

letter while she was still so weak. By the time that she

returned with the water, the necessity for it had gone by.

Joan had recovered, and was seated staring into vacancy,

with a rapt smile upon her face that, so thought Mrs. Bird,

made her look like an angel.

" You silly girl ! " she said : " you gave me quite a turn."

" Give me that letter," answered Joan.

Mrs. Bird picked it up from the floor, where it had fallen,



326 JOAN HASTE

and handed it to her. Joan took it and pressed it to her

breast as though it were a thing alive—much, indeed, as a

mother may be seen to press her new-born infant when the

fear and agony are done with and love and joy remain. For

a while she sat thus in silence, holding the letter to her

heart, then she spoke :

" I do not suppose that I shall ever marry him, but I don't

care now : whatever comes I have had my hour, and after

this and the rest I can never quite lose him—no, not through

all eternity."

" Don't talk nonsense, Joan," said Mrs. Bird, who did not

understand what she meant. " Not marry him, indeed ! —

why shouldn't you ? "

"Because something is sure to prevent it. Besides, it

would be wrong of me to do so. Letting other things alone,

he must marry a rich woman, not a penniless girl like me."

" Oh ! stuff and nonsense with your ' rich woman ' : the

man who'll go for money when he can get love isn't worth

a row of pins, say I ; and this one isn't of that sort, or he

would never have written such a letter."

" He can get both love and money," answered Joan ; "and

it isn't for himself that he wants the money— it is to save

his family. He had an elder brother who brought them to

ruin, and now he's got to set them up again by taking the

girl who holds the mortgages, and who is in love with him,

as his wife — at least, I believe that's the story, though he

never told it me himself."

" A pretty kettle of fish, I am sure. Now look here, Joan,

don't you talk silly, but listen to me, who am older than

you are and have seen more. It isn't for me to blame you,

but, whatever was the truth of it, you've done what isn't right,

and you know it. Well, it has pleased God to be kind to you

and to show you a way out of a mess that most girls never

get clear of. Yes, you can become an honest woman again,

and have the man you love as a husband, which is more

than you deserve perhaps. What I have to say is this : don't

you be a fool and cut your own throat. These money matters

are all very well, but you have got nothing to do with them.
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You get married, Joan, and leave the rest to luck ; it will

come right in the end. If there's one thing that's more of a

vanity than any other in this wide world, it is scheming and

plotting about fortunes and estates and suchlike, and in

nine cases out of ten the woman who goes sacrificing her

self to put cash into her lover's pocket— or her own either

for that matter— does him no good in the long run, but

just breaks her heart for nothing, and his too very likely.

There, that's my advice to you, Joan ; and I tell you that

if I thought that you would go on as you have begun and

make this man a bad wife, I shouldn't be the one to give

it. But I don't think that, dear. No ; I believe that you

would be as good as gold to him, and that he'd never regret

marrying you, even though he is a baronet and you are—

what you are."

" Oh ! indeed I would," said Joan.

" Don't say ' indeed I would,' dear ; say ' indeed I shall,'

and mind you stick to it. And now I hear the nurse coming

back, and it is time for me to go and see about your dinner.

Don't you fuss and make yourself ill again, or she won't be

able to go away to-morrow, you know. I shall just write to

this gentleman and say that he can come and see you about

next Friday ; so mind, you've got to be well by then.

Good-bye."

Weak as she was still from illness, when her first wild joy

had passed a great bewilderment took possession of Joan.

As her body had been brought back to the fulness of life

from the very pit of death, so the magic of Henry's letter

changed the blackness of her despair to a dawn of hope, by

contrast so bright that it dazzled her mind. She had no

recollection of writing the letter to which Henry alluded;

indeed, had she been herself she would never have written

it, and even now she did not know what she had told him or

what she had left untold. What she was pleased to consider

his goodness and generosity in offering to make her his wife

touched her most deeply, and she blessed him for them, but

neither the secret pleading of her love nor Mrs. Bird's argu

ments convinced her that it would be right to take advantage
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of them. The gate of what seemed to be an earthly para

dise was of a sudden thrown open to her feet : behind her

lay solitude, sorrow, sin and agonising shame, before her were

peace, comfort, security, and that good report which every

civilised woman must desire ; but ought she to enter by that

gate ? A warning instinct answered " No," and yet she had

not strength to shut it. Why should she, indeed ? If she

might judge the future from the past, Tate would do her

that disservice; such happiness could not be for one so

wicked. Yet— till the blow fell — she might please her

fancy by standing upon the threshold of her heaven, and

peopling the beyond with unreal glories which her imagina

tion furnished without stay or stint. She was still too weak to

struggle against the glamour of these visions, for that they

could become realities Joan did not believe, — rather did she

submit herself to them, and satisfy her soul with a false but

penetrating delight, such as men grasp in dreams. Of only

one thing was she sure — that Henry loved her— and in

that knowledge, so deep was her folly, she found reward for

all she had undergone, or that could by any possibility be

left for her to undergo ; for had he not loved her, as she

believed, he would never have offered to marry her. He

loved her, and she would see him ; then things must take

their chance, meanwhile she would rest and be content.

CHAPTER XXXII.

THE CLOSING OF THE GATE.

While Lady Graves was standing at the Bradmouth

station on that Saturday in November, waiting for the

London train, she saw a man whose face she knew and who

saluted her with much humility. He was dressed in a semi-

clerical fashion, in clothes made of smooth black cloth, and

he wore a broad wide-awake, the only spot of colour about him
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being a neck scarf of brilliant red, whereof the strange in

congruity caught and offended her eye. For a' long time

she puzzled herself with endeavours to recollect who this

individual might be. He did not look like a farmer ; and it

was obvious that he could not belong to the neighbouring

clergy, since no parson in his senses would wear such a tie.

Finally Lady Graves concluded that he must be a dissent

ing minister, and dismissed the matter from her mind. At

Liverpool Street, however, she saw him again, although he

tried to avoid her, or so she thought ; and then it flashed

across her that this person was Mr. Samuel Rock of Moor

Farm, and she wondered vaguely what his business in

London could be.

Had Lady Graves possessed the gift of clairvoyance she

would have wondered still more, for Mr. Rock's business

was curiously connected with her own, seeing that he also

had journeyed to town, for the first time in his life, in order

to obtain an interview with Joan Haste, whose address he

had purchased at so great a priee on the previous day. As

yet he had no very clear idea of what he should say or do

when he found himself in Joan's presence. He knew only

that he was driven to seek that presence by a desire which he

was absolutely unable to control. He loved Joan, not as

other men love, but with all the strength and virulence of his

distempered nature ; and this love, or passion, or incipient in

sanity, drew him to her with as irresistible a force as a magnet

draws the fragment of steel that is brought within its influ

ence. Had he known her to be at the uttermost ends of the

earth, it would have drawn him thither ; and though he was

timid and fearful of the vengeance of Heaven, there was no

danger that he would not have braved, and no crime which he

would not have committed, that he might win her to himself.

Till he learned to love Joan Samuel Rock had been as free

from all human affections as it is possible for a man to be ;

there was no one creature for whom he cared, and, though he

was naturally passionate, his interests and his strict religious

training had kept him from giving way to the excesses that

in secret he brooded over and desired. During his early
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manhood all his energies had been devoted to money-making,

and in the joy of amassing wealth and of overreaching his

fellows in every kind of legitimate business he found conso

lation for the absence of all that in the case of most men

makes life worth living. Then on one evil day he met

Joan, grown from a child into a most lovely woman ; and

that which he had hidden in his heart arose suddenly and

asserted itself, so that from this hour he became a slave

bound to.the chariot-wheels of a passion over which he had

lost command. The rebuffs that he had received at her

hands served only to make the object of his affections dearer

and more desirable in his eyes, while the gnawing ache of

jealousy and the daily torment of long-continued disappoint

ment drove him by slow degrees to the very edge of madness.

She hated him, he knew, as he knew that she loved his rival ;

but if only he could see her, things might yet go well with

him, or if they did not, at least he would have seen her.

But of all this Lady Graves was ignorant, and, had she

known it, anxious though she was to win her end, it is prob

able that she would have shrunk from an enterprise which,

if successful, must expose Joan Haste to the persecution of

such a man as Samuel Rock, and might end in delivering

her into his hands.

On the following afternoon — it was Sunday — Lady

Graves informed her hostess that she was going to visit a

friend, and, declining the offer of the carriage, walked to the

corner of the square, where she chartered a four-wheeled

cab, directing the driver to take her to Kent Street. As

they crawled up the Edgware Road she let down the window

of the cab and idly watched the stream of passers-by. Pres

ently she started, for among the hundreds of faces she caught

sight of that of Mr. Samuel Rock. It was pale, and she no

ticed that as he went the man was muttering to himself and

glancing at the corner of a street, as though he were seeking

some turn with which he was not familiar.

" I wonder what that person is doing here," she thought

to herself; "positively he seems to haunt me." Then the
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cab went on, and presently drew up in front of No. 8, Kent

Street.

" What a squalid-looking place ! " Lady Graves reflected,

while she paid the man and rang the bell.

As it chanced, Mrs. Bird was out and the door was an

swered by the little serving girl, who, in reply to the ques

tion of whether Miss Haste was in, said "Yes" without

hesitation and led the way upstairs.

" Some one to see you," she said, opening the door in front

of Lady Graves and almost simultaneously shutting it behind

her.

Joan, who was seated on the horsehair sofa reading, or

pretending to read a book, rose instinctively at the words,

and stared at her veiled and stately-looking visitor.

" Surely," she said, " you are Lady Graves ? "

" Yes, Miss Haste, I am Lady Graves, and I have taken

the liberty of coming to see you. I am told that you have

been ill."

Joan bowed her head and sank back upon the sofa, point

ing towards a chair. At the moment she could not trust

herself to speak, for she felt that the blow which she dreaded

was about to fall, and that Henry's mother came as a mes

senger of ill.

Lady Graves sat down, and for a while there was silence.

" I trust that you are better," she said at length.

" Thank you, yes, your ladyship ; I am almost well again

now."

" I am glad of that, Miss Haste, for I do not wish to upset

you, or retard your recovery, and I have come to speak to

you, if I have your permission, upon a very delicate and

important matter."

Again Joan bowed, and Lady Graves went on.

" Miss Haste, certain things have come to my knowledge

of which I need only allude to one— namely, that my son

Henry is anxious to make you his wife, as indeed, if what I

have learned is true, you have a right to expect," and she

paused.

" Please go on," murmured Joan.



332 JOAN HASTE

" I am here," she continued hesitatingly, " to submit some

questions to your consideration ; but pray understand that

my son knows nothing of this visit, and that I have not

come to reproach you in any way. We are all human and

liable to fall into temptation, though our temptations vary

with age, disposition and other circumstances : it is quite

possible, for instance, that in speaking to you thus I am at

this moment yielding to a temptation which I ought to resist.

Perhaps I am right in supposing that it is your intention to

accept my son's offer of marriage ? "

" I have not made up my mind, Lady Graves."

" Well," she answered, with a faint smile, " you will doubt

less make it up when you see him, if you do see him. I

think that I may take it for granted that, unless what I

have to say to you should change your views, you will very

shortly be married to Sir Henry Graves."

" I suppose you do not wish that," said Joan : " indeed,

how can you wish it, seeing what I am, and his reason for

asking me to marry him ? "

"No, I do not wish it, though not altogether for these

reasons. You are a very beautiful woman and a sweet one,

and I have no doubt but that you could soon learn to fill

any position which he might be able to give you, with credit

to yourself and to him. As for the rest, he is as much to

blame as you are, and therefore owes you reparation, so I

will say no more upon that point. My reasons are simple

and to a certain extent selfish, but I think that they will

appeal to you. I believe that you love Henry. Well, if

you marry him you will bring this man whom you love to

the most irretrievable ruin. I do not know if you have

heard of it, but the place where he lives, and where his an

cestors have lived for three centuries before him, is deeply

encumbered. Should he marry a girl without means it must

be sold, leaving us all, not only beggars, but bankrupt. I

will not insult you by supposing that the fact that you would

find yourself in the painful position of the penniless wife

of a person of nominal rank can influence you one way or

another, but I do hope that the thought of the position in
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which he would find himself may influence you. He would

be driven from his home, his name would be tarnished, and

he would be left burdened with a wife and family, and with

out a profession, to seek such a living as chance might offer

to him."

" I know all this," said Joan quietly ; " but have you quite

considered my side of the question, Lady Graves ? You

seem to have heard the facts : have you thought, then, in

what state / shall be left if I refuse the offer that Sir Henry

has so generously made to me ? "

"Doubtless," answered Lady Graves confusedly — "for

give me for speaking of it— adequate provision, the best

possible, would be made "

She stopped, for Joan held up her hand in warning, and

said : " If you are going to offer me money compensation, I

may as well tell you at once, it is the one thing that I shall

not be able to forgive you. Also, where is the provision to

come from ? Do you wish to endow me with Miss Levinger's

money ? I have not sunk to that, Lady Graves."

" I ask your pardon," she answered ; " it is so terribly

hard to deal with such a subject without giving offence.

Believe me, I have considered your side of the question,

and my heart bleeds for you, for I am asking more of you

than any one has a right to ask of a woman placed in your

position. Indeed, I come to you as a suppliant, not for

justice, but for pity ; to implore you, in the name of the love

which you bear my son, to save him from himself— yes,

even at the cost of your own ruin."

" You put things plainly, Lady Graves ; but how if he

loves me ? In that event will it be any real kindness to

save him from himself ? Naturally I do not wish to sacri

fice my life for nothing."

" It will be a kindness, Miss Haste, if not to him, at any

rate to his family. To the chance that a man in after years

might learn to dislike, or even to hate the woman who has

been forced upon him as a wife under such painful circum

stances, I will only allude ; for, although it is a common

experience enough, it is possible, indeed I think that it is
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probable, that such a thing would never arise in your case.

If he loves you, in my opinion he should sacrifice that love

upon the altar of his duty ; he has sinned, and it is right

that he should suffer for his sin, as you have already suf

fered. Although I am his mother, Miss Haste, for Henry I

have little sympathy in this matter; my sympathy is for

you and you alone."

" You spoke of his family, Lady Graves : a man is not

his family. Surely his duty is towards himself, and not

towards the past and the future."

" I cannot agree with you. The duty of a man placed as

Henry is, is chiefly owing to the house which for some few

years he represents — in which, indeed, he has but a brief

life interest — and to the name that has descended to him.

The step which he contemplates would bring both to destruc

tion ; also it would bring me, his mother, who have given

my all to bolster up the fortunes of his family, to utter pen

ury in my old age. But of that I do not complain ; I am

well schooled in trouble, and it makes little difference to me

in what fashion I drag out my remaining years. I plead,

Miss Haste, not for myself and not for my son Henry, but

for his forefathers and his descendants, and the home that

for three centuries has been theirs. Do you know how his

father, my beloved husband, died ? He died broken-hearted,

because in his last moments he learned that his only surviv

ing son purposed to sacrifice all these on your account.

Therefore although he is dead I plead for him also. Put

ting Henry out of the account, this is the plain issue, Miss

Haste : are you to be deserted, or is Bosham to be sold and

are the members of the family into which I have married to

be turned out upon the world bankrupt and dishonoured ? "

" Putting myself aside, Lady Graves, is your son to suffer

for difficulties that he did not create ? Did he spend the

money which if it is not repaid will make him a bankrupt ?

Indeed, will he be made a bankrupt at all ? Was he not

earning his living in a profession which his family forced

him to abandon, in order that he might take these troubles

upon his own shoulders, and put an end to them by bartering
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himself in marriage to a rich lady for whom he has no affec

tion ? "

" These things are true ; but still I say that he must suf

fer, and for the reasons that I have given."

" You say that, Lady Graves, but what you mean is that

he will not suffer. I will put your thoughts into words : you

think that your son has been betrayed by me into a trouble

some position, from which most men would escape simply

enough— namely, by deserting the woman. As it chances,

he is so foolish that, when he has heard of her trouble, he

refuses to do this — from a mistaken sense of honour. So

you come to appeal to that fallen and unfortunate woman,

although it must be an insult to you to be obliged even to

speak to her, and because you are kind-hearted, you say that

your son must suffer. How must he suffer according to your

view ? His punishment will be, firstly, that at the cost of

some passing pain he escapes from a disgraceful marriage

with a nameless girl— a half-lady — born of nobody knows

whom and bred up in a public-house, with such results that

on the first opportunity she follows her mother's example ;

and secondly, that he must marry a sweet and beautiful lady

who will bring him love as well as fortune, and having

shaken himself clear from trouble of every sort, live happy

and honoured in the position that he has inherited. And if,

as you wish, I inflict all this upon him by refusing to marry

him, what will be my reward ? A life of shame and remorse

for myself and my unborn child, till at length I die of a

broken heart, or perhaps " And she stopped.

" Oh ! how can I ask it of you ? " broke in Lady Graves.

"I do not know— that is a matter for your own con

science ; but you have asked it, understanding all that it

means to me. Well, Lady Graves, I will do as you wish, I

will not accept your son's offer. He never made me a

promise of marriage, and I never asked or expected any.

Whatever I have done I did for love of him, and it was

my fault, not his — or as much my fault as his — and I

must pay the price. I love him so well that I sacrifice my

child and myself, that I put him out of my life — yes, and
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give him to the arms of my rival " — and Joan made a move

ment with her hands as though to push away some unseen

presence.

" You are a very noble woman," said Lady Graves— " so

noble that my mind misgives me ; and notwithstanding all

that I have said, I am inclined to ask you to forget that

promise and let things take their chance. Whatever may

have been your faults, no man could do wrong to marry such

a wife."

" No, no — I have promised, and there's an end ; and may

God have mercy on me, for He alone knows how I shall per

form what now I undertake ! Forgive me, your ladyship,

but I am very tired."

Then her visitor rose.

" My dear girl," she said, " my dear, dear girl, in asking

all this of you I have done only what I believed to be my

duty ; and should you, on reflection, come to any different

conclusion from that which you have just expressed, I can

only say that I for one shall not blame you, and that, what

ever the event, you will always have me for your friend."

And, moved to it by a sudden impulse, she bent down and

kissed Joan upon the forehead.

"Thank you," said Joan, smiling faintly, "you are too

good to me. Do not distress yourself ; I dare say that I

should have come to the same mind if I had not seen you,

and I deserve it all."

Then Lady Graves went. " It was very painful," she re

flected, as she left the house. " That girl has a heart of gold,

and I feel as though I had done something wicked, though

Heaven knows that I am acting for the best. Why, there is

that man Rock again, staring at the house ! What can he

be looking for ? Somehow I don't like him ; his face and

manner remind me of a cat watching a caged bird."

Joan watched the door close behind Lady Graves, then,

pressing her hands to her head, she began to laugh hysteri

cally. " It is like a scene out of a book," she said aloud.

" Well, the dream has come to an end sooner than I thought
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even. I knew it would, so what does it matter ? And now

what am I to do ? " She thought a while, then went to the

table and began to write. She wrote thus : —

"Dear Sir Henrt, —

" I have received your letter, but could not answer it before because

I was so ill. I am very much honoured by what you say in it, but it

is not to be thought of that a gentleman in your position should marry

a poor girl like me ; and, if you did, I dare say that we should both of

us be very unhappy, seeing that, as they say in Bradmouth, pigeons

can't nest with crows. It seems, from what you tell me, that I have

written you some stuff while I was ill. I remember nothing about it,

but if so, you must pay no attention to it, since people often talk and

write nonsense when they are off their heads. You will be glad to

know that I hope to get well again soon, but I am still too sick to see

anybody at present, so it will be no use your coming to London to call

upon me. I do not mind my life here at all, and hope to find another

situation as soon as I can get about. Thanking you again,

" Believe me

" Your affectionate

"Joan.

"P.S. — You must not take any notice of what Mrs. Bird writes,

as she is very romantic. I cannot help thinking how sorry you would

be if I were to take you at your word. Just fancy Sir Henry Graves

married to a shop-girl ! "

Joan gave much thought and care to the composition of

this precious epistle, with the result that it was in its way a

masterpiece of art— indeed, just the kind of letter that a

person of her position and bringing up might be expected to

write to a former flame of whom, for reasons of her own, she

wished to see no more.

"There," she said, as she finished re-readingAer fair

copy, " if that does not disgust him with me, I don't

know what will. Bah ! It makes me sick myself. Oh !

my darling, it is bitter hard that I should have to write

to you like this. I know that I shall not be able to keep it

up for long : some day I shall see you and tell you the truth,

but not till you are married, dear." And she rested her

head, that now was clustered over with little curls, upon the

z
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edge of the table, and wept bitterly, till she heard the girl

coming up with her tea, when she dried her eyes and sent

her letter to the post.

Thus, then, did Joan begin to keep her promise.

CHAPTER XXXIII.

THE GATE OF HELL.

On the afternoon of the day following the interview-

between Lady Graves and Joan, it occurred to Henry, who

chanced to be in Bradmouth, that he might as well call at

the post-office to get any letters which had been despatched

from London on the Sunday. There was but one, and,

recognising the handwriting on the envelope, he read it

eagerly as he sat upon his horse.

Twice did he read it, then he put it in his pocket and

rode homewards wondering, for as yet he could scarcely

believe that it had been written by Joan Haste. There was

nothing in the letter itself that he could find fault with, yet

the tone of it disgusted him. It was vulgar and flippant.

Could the same hand have written these words and those

other words, incoherent and yet so touching, that had

stirred his nature to its depths ? and if so, which of them

reflected the true mind of the writer ? The first letter was

mad, but beautiful ; the second sane, but to his sense shock

ing. If it was genuine, he must conclude that the person

who penned it, desired to have done with him : but was it

genuine ? He could not account for the letter, and yet he

could not believe in it ; for if Joan wrote it of her own free

will, then indeed he had misinterpreted her character and

thrown his pearls, such as they were, before the feet of swine.

She had been ill, she might have fallen under other influ

ences; he would not accept his dismissal without further

proof, at any rate until he had seen her and was in a
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position to judge for himself. And yet he must send an

answer of some sort. In the end he wrote thus : —

" Dear Joan, —

"I have received your note, and I tell you frankly that I cannot

understand it. You say that you do not wish to marry me, which,

unless I have altogether misunderstood the situation (as may be the

case), seems incomprehensible to me. I still purpose to come to town

on Friday, when I hope that you will be well enough to see me and

to talk this matter over.

"Affectionately yours,

"Henry Graves."

Joan received this note in due course of post.

" Just what I expected," she thought : " how good he is !

Most people would have had nothing more to do with me after

that horrid, common letter. How am I to meet him if he

comes ? I cannot— simply I cannot. I should tell him all

the truth, and where would my promise be then ! If I see

him I shall marry him—that is, if he wishes it. I must

not see him, I must go away ; but where can I go ? Oh !

Heaven help me, for I cannot help myself ! "

The journey to London had not changed Mr. Samuel

Rock's habits, which it will be remembered were of a furtive

nature. When Lady Graves saw him on the Sunday, he

was employed in verifying the information as to Joan's

address that he had obtained from Mrs. Gillingwater. Any

other man would have settled the matter by inquiring at

No. 8 as to whether or not she lived there, but he preferred

to prowl up and down in the neighbourhood of the house

till chance assured him of the fact.

As it happened, Fortune favoured him from the outset, for

if Lady Graves saw him, he also saw her as she left the

house, and was not slow to draw conclusions from her visit,

though what its exact object might be he could not imagine.

One thing was clear, however : Mrs. Gillingwater had not lied,

since to suppose that by the merest coincidence Lady Graves

was calling at this particular house for some purpose uncon
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nected with Joan Haste, was an idea too improbable to be

entertained. Still his suspicious mind was not altogether

satisfied : for aught he knew Joan had left the place, or pos

sibly she might be dead. In his desire to solve his doubts

on these points before he committed himself to any overt act,

Samuel returned on the Monday morning to Kent Street

from the hotel where he had taken a room, and set himself

to watch the windows of No. 8 ; but without results, for the

fog was so thick that he could see nothing distinctly. In the

afternoon, when the fog lifted, he was more successful, for,

just as the November evening was closing in, the gas was lit

in the front room on the first floor, and for a minute he caught

a glimpse of Joan herself drawing down a blind. The sight

of her filled him with a strange rapture, and he hesitated a

while as to whether he should seek an interview with her at

once, or wait until the morrow. In the end he decided upon

the latter course, both because his courage failed him at the

moment, and because he wished to think over his plan of

action.

On the Tuesday morning he returned about ten o'clock,

and with many inward tremblings rang the bell of No. 8.

The door was answered by Mrs. Bird, whom he saluted with

the utmost politeness, standing on the step with his hat off.

" Pray, ma'am, is Miss Haste within ? " he asked.

"Yes, sir, being so ill, she has not been out for many

Aveeks."

" So I have heard, ma'am ; and I think that you are the

lady who has nursed her so kindly."

"I have done my best, sir: but what might be your

errand ? "

" I wish to see her, ma'am."

Mrs. Bird looked at him doubtfully, and shook her head,

" I don't think that she can see any one at present — unless,

indeed, you are the gentleman from Bradmouth whom she

expects."

An inspiration flashed into Samuel's mind. "I am the

gentleman from Bradmouth," he answered.

Again Mrs. Bird scanned him curiously. To her know
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ledge she had never set eyes upon a baronet, but somehow

Samuel did not fulfil her idea of a person of that class. He

seemed too humble, and she felt that there was something

wrong about the red tie and the broad black hat. " Perhaps

he is disguising himself," she thought : " baronets and earls

often do that in books " ; then added aloud, " Are you Sir

Henry Graves ? "

By now Samuel understood that to hesitate was to lose

all chance of seeing Joan. His aim was to obtain access to

the house ; once there, it would be difficult to force him to

leave until he had spoken to her. After all he could only

be found out, and if he waited for another opportunity, it

was obvious that his rival, who was expected at any moment,

would be beforehand with him. Therefore he lied boldly,

answering, —

" That is my name, ma'am. Sir Henry Graves of Rosham."

Mrs. Bird asked him into the passage and shut the door.

"I didn't think you would be here till Friday, sir,"

she said, " but I dare say that you are a little impatient, and

that your mother told you that Joan is well enough to see

you now " ; for Mrs. Bird had heard of Lady Graves's visit,

though Joan had not spoken to her of its object.

" Yes, . ma'am, you are right : I am impatient— very

impatient."

" That is as it should be, sir, seeing all the lost time you

have to make up for. Well, the past is the past, and you

are acting like a gentleman now, which can never be a sor

row to you, come what may."

' " Quite so, ma'am : but where is Joan ? "

" She is in that room at the top of the stairs, sir. Per

haps you would like to go to her now. I know that she is

up and dressed, for I have just left her. I do not think

that I will come with you, seeing that you might feel it

awkward, both of you, if a third party was present at such

a meeting. You can tell me how you got on when you

come down."

"Thank you, ma'am," said Samuel again. And then he

crept up the stairs, his heart filled with fear, hope, and
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raging jealousy of the man he was personating. Arriving

at the door, he knocked upon it with a trembling hand.

Joan, who was reading Henry's note for the tenth time,

heard the knock, and having hastily hidden the paper in

her pocket, said " Come in," thinking that it was her friend

the doctor, for she had caught the sound of a man's voice in

the passage. In another moment the door had opened and

shut again, and she was on her feet staring at her visitor

with angry, frightened eyes.

" How did you come here, Mr. Rock ? " she said in a

choked voice : " how dare you come here ? "

"I dare to come here, Joan," he answered, with some

show of dignity, " because I love you. Oh ! I beg of you,

do not drive me away until you have heard me ; and indeed,

it would be useless, for I shall only wait in the street till I

can speak to you."

" You know that I do not wish to hear you," she answered ;

" and it is cowardly of you to hunt me down when I am

weak and ill, as though I were a wild beast."

" I understand, Joan, that you are not too ill to see Sir

Henry Graves ; surely, then, you can listen to me for a few

minutes ; and as for my being cowardly, I do not care if I

am—though why a man should be called a coward because

he comes to ask the woman he loves to marry him, I can't

say."

" To marry you ! " exclaimed Joan, turning pale and sink

ing back into her chair ; " I thought that we had settled all

that long ago, Mr. Rock, out by the Bradmouth meres."

" We spoke of it, Joan, but we did not settle it. We both

grew angry, and said and did things which had best be for

gotten. You swore that you would never marry me, and I

swore that you should live to beg me to marry you, for you

drove me mad with your cruel words. We were wrong, both

of us ; so let's wipe all that out, for I believe I shall marry

you, Joan, and I know that you will never plead with me to

do it, nor would I wish it so. Oh ! hear me, hear me. You

don't know what I have suffered since I lost you ; but I tell

you that I have been filled with all the tortures of hell ; I
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have thought of you by day and dreamed of you by night,

till I began to believe my brain would burst and that I must

go mad, as I shall do if I lose you altogether. At last I

heard that you had been ill and got your address, and now

once more I come to pray you to take pity on me and to

promise to be my wife. If only you will do that, I swear to

you I will be the best husband that ever a woman had : yes,

I will make myself your slave, and you shall want for noth

ing which I can give you. I do not ask your love, I do not

even ask that you should treat me kindly. Deal with me as

you will, be bitter and scornful and trample me in the dirt,

and I will be content if only you will let me live where I

can see you day by day. This isn't a new thing with me,

Joan — it has gone on for years ; and now it has come to

this, that either I must get the promise of you or go mad.

Then do not drive me away, but have mercy as you hope

for mercy. Pity me and consent." And with an inarticu

late sound that was half a sob and half a groan, he flung

himself upon his knees and, clasping his hands, looked up

at her with a rapt face like that of a man lost in earnest

prayer.

Joan listened, and as she listened a new and terrible idea

crept into her mind. Here, if she chose to take it— if she

could bring herself to take it— was an easy path out of her

difficulty : here was that which would effectually cure Henry

of any desire to ruin himself by marrying her, and would

put her beyond the reach of temptation. The thought made

her faint and sick, but still she entertained it, so desperate

was the case between her love and what she conceived to be

her duty. If it could be done — with certain safeguards

and reservations — why should it not be done ? This man

was in a humour to consent to anything ; it was but a ques

tion of the sacrifice of her miserable self, whereby, so they

said and so she believed, she would save her lover. In a

minute she had made up her mind : at least she would sound

the man and put the matter to proof.

" Do not kneel to me," she said, breaking the silence ;

" you do not know what sort of woman it is to whom you
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are grovelling. Get up, and now listen. I love another

man ; and if I love another man, what do you . think that

my feelings are to you ? "

" I think that you hate me, but I do not mind that, — in

time you would come to care for me."

"I doubt it, Mr. Rock; I cannot change my heart so

easily. Do you know what terms I stand on with this

man?"

" If you mean Sir Henry Graves, I have heard plenty of

all that, and I am ready to forgive you."

" You are very generous, Mr. Rock, but perhaps I had

better explain a little. I think it probable that, unless I

change my mind, within a week I shall be married to

Sir Henry Graves."

" Oh ! my God ! " he groaned ; " I never thought that he

would marry you."

" Well, as it happens he will — that is, if I consent.

And now do you know why ? "

He shook his head.

" Then I will tell you, so that you may understand exactly

about the woman whom you wish to make your wife. Do

not think that I am putting myself in your power, for in the

first place, if you use my words against me I shall deny

them, and in the second I shall be married to Sir Henry and

able to defy you. This is the reason, Mr. Rock : " and she

bent forward and told him all in a few words, speaking in a

low, clear voice.

Samuel's face turned livid as he heard.

" The villain ! " he muttered. " Oh ! I should like to kill

him. The villain— the villain ! "

" Don't talk in that kind of way, Mr. Rock, or, if you wish

to do so, leave me. Why should you call him a villain, see

ing that he loves me as I love him, and is ready to marry

me to-morrow ? Are you prepared to do as much— now ?

Stop before you answer : you have not heard all the terms

upon which, even if you should still wish it, I might

possibly consent to become your wife, or my reason for

even considering the matter. First as to. the reason: it
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would be that I might protect Sir Henry Graves from the

results of his own good feeling, for it cannot be to his

advantage to burden his life with me, and unless I take

some such step, or die, I shall probably marry him. Now as

to the condition upon which I might consent to marry any

body else, — you, for instance, Mr. Rock : it is that I should

be left alone to live here or wherever I might select

for a year from the present date, unless of my own free

will I chose to shorten the time. Do you think that

you, or any other man, Mr. Rock, could consent to take a

woman upon such terms ? "

" What would happen at the end of the year ? " he asked.

" At the end of the year," she answered deliberately, " if

I still lived, I should be prepared to become the faithful

wife of that man, provided, of course, that he did not at

tempt to violate the agreement in any particular. If he

chose to do so, I should consider the bargain at an end, and

he would never see me again."

" You want to drive a hard trade, Joan."

" Yes, Mr. Rock— a very hard trade. But then, you see,

the circumstances are peculiar."

"It's too much: I can't see my way to it, Joan!" he

exclaimed passionately.

" I am very glad to hear that, Mr. Rock," she answered,

with evident relief ; " and I think that you are quite right.

Good-bye."

Samuel picked up his hat, and rose as though to go.

" Shall you marry him ? " he said hoarsely.

" I do not see that I am bound to answer that question,

but it is probable, — for my own sake I hope so."

He took a step towards the door, then turned suddenly

and dashed his hat down upon the carpet.

"I can't let you go — to him," he said, with an oath ; " I'll

take you upon your own terms, if you'll give me no better

ones."

" Yes, Mr. Rock : but how am I to know that you will

keep those terms ? "

" I'll swear it ; but if I swear, when will you marry me ? "
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" Whenever you like, Mr. Rock. There's a Bible on the

table : if you are in earnest, take it and swear, for then

I know you will be afraid to break your oath."

Samuel picked up the book, and swore thus at her dic

tation : —

" I swear that for a year from the date of my marrying

you, Joan Haste, I will not attempt to see you, but will

leave you to go your own way without interfering with you

by word or deed, upon the condition that you have nothing

to do with Sir Henry Graves " (this sentence was Samuel's

own), " and that at the end of the year you come to me, to

be my faithful wife." And, kissing the book, he threw it

down upon the table, adding, " And may God blast me if I

break this oath ! Do you believe me now, Joan ? "

"On second thoughts I am not sure that I do," she an

swered, with a contemptuous smile, "for I think that the

man who can take that vow would also break it. But if

you do break it, remember what I tell you, that you will

see no more of me. After all, this is a free country, Mr.

Rock, and even though I become your wife in name, you

cannot force me to live with you. There is one more thing :

I will not be married to you in a church, — I will be married

before a registrar, if at all."

" I suppose that you must have your own way about that

too, Joan; though it seems an unholy thing not to ask

Heaven's blessing on us."

"There is likely to be little enough blessing about the

business," she answered ; then added, touched by compunc

tion : " You had best leave it alone, Mr. Rock ; it is wicked

and wrong from beginning to end, and you know that I

don't love you, nor ever shall, and the reasons why I consent

to take you. Be wise and have done with me, and find

some other woman who has no such history who will care

for you and make you a good wife."

" No, Joan ; you have promised to do that much when

the time comes, and I believe you. No other woman could

make up to me for the loss of you, not if she were an angel."

" So be it, then," she answered ; " but do not blame me if
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you are unhappy afterwards, for I have warned you, and

however much I may try to do my duty, it can't make up

to a man for the want of love. And now, when is it to be ? "

" You said whenever I liked, Joan, and I say the sooner

we are married the sooner the year of waiting will be over.

If it can be done, to-morrow or the next day, as I think— for

you have been living a long while in this parish— I will go

and make arrangements and come to tell you."

"Don't do that, Mr. Rock, as I can't talk any more to

day. Send me a telegram. And now good-bye : I want to

rest."

He waited for her to offer him her hand, but she did not

do so. Then he turned and went, walking so softly that

until she heard the front door close Mrs. Bird was unaware

that he had left the room above. Throwing down her work

she ran upstairs, for her curiosity would not allow her to

delay. Joan was seated on the sofa staring out of the

window, with wide-opened eyes and a face so set that it

might have been cut in stone.

" Well, my dear," said the little woman, " so you have seen

Sir Henry, and I hope that you have arranged everything

satisfactorily ? "

Joan heard and smiled ; even then it struck her as ludi

crous that Mrs. Bird could possibly mistake Samuel Rock

for Sir Henry Graves. But she did not attempt to undeceive

her, since to do so would have involved long explanations,

on which at the moment she had neither the wish nor the

strength to enter; moreover, she was sure that Mrs. Bird

would disapprove of this strange contract and oppose it with

all her force. Even then, however, she could not help re

flecting how oddly things had fallen out. It was as though

some superior power were smoothing away every difficulty,

and, to fulfil secret motives of its own, was pushing her into

this hideous and shameful union. For instance, though she

had never considered it, had not Mrs. Bird fatuously taken

it for granted that her visitor must be Sir Henry and no other

man, it was probable that she would have found means to

prevent him from seeing her, or, failing that, she would have



348 JOAN HASTE

put a stop upon, the project by communicating with Henry.

For a moment Joan was tempted to tell her the truth and let

her do what she would, in the hope that she might save her

from herself. But she resisted the desire, and answered

simply, —

" Yes ; I shall probably be married to-morrow or the next

day."

" To-morrow ! " ejaculated Mrs. Bird, holding up her hands.

"Why, you haven't even got a dress ready."

" I can do without that," she replied, " especially as the

ceremony is to be before a registrar."

" Before a registrar, Joan ! Why, if I did such a thing I

should never feel half married ; besides, it's wicked."

" Perhaps," said Joan, smiling again ; " but it is the only

fashion in which it can be arranged, and it will serve our

turn. By the way, shall you mind if I come back to live

here afterwards ? "

" What, with your husband ? There would not be room

for two of you ; besides, a baronet could never put up with

a place like this."

" No, without him. We are going to keep separate for a

year."

" Good heavens ! " exclaimed Mrs. Bird, " what an extraor

dinary arrangement ! "

" There are difficulties, Mrs. Bird, and it is the only one

that we could come to. I suppose that I can stay on ? "

" Oh ! yes, if you like ; but really I do not understand."

"I can't explain just at present, dear," said Joan gently.

" I am too tired ; you will know all about it soon."

" Well," thought Mrs. Bird, as she left the room, " somehow

I don't like that baronet so much as I did. It is all so odd

and secret. I hope that he doesn't mean to deceive Joan

with a false marriage and then to desert her. I have heard

of people of rank doing such things. But if he tries it on

he will have to reckon with me."

That afternoon Joan received the following telegram :

"All arranged. Will call for you at two the day after

to-morrow. Samuel,"
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CHAPTER XXXIV.

THE OPENING OF THE GATE.

It was a quarter to two on the Thursday and Joan,

dressed in the black silk gown that she used to wear when

on duty at Messrs. Black & Parker's, awaited the arrival of

her intended husband in the little sitting-room, where pres

ently Mrs. Bird joined her, attired in a lilac dress and a

bonnet with white flowers and long tulle strings.

" What, my dear, are you going to be married in black ?

Pray don't : it is so unlucky."

" It is the best dress that I have," answered Joan.

" There is the pretty grey one."

" No," she replied hastily, " I will not wear that. Besides,

the black one is more suitable."

" Joan, Joan," cried Mrs. Bird, " is everything right ?

You don't look as you ought to— not a bit happy."

" Quite right, thank you," she answered, with an unmoved

countenance. " I have been shut up for so long that the

idea of going out upsets me a little, that is all."

Then Mrs. Bird collapsed and sat silent, but Joan, moving

to the window, looked down the street. The sight was not

an inspiriting one, for it was a wet and miserable afternoon

even for London in November, and the rain trickled cease

lessly down the dirty window-panes. Presently through the

mist Joan saw a four-wheeled cab advancing towards the

house.

" Come," she said, " here it is." And she put on a heavy

cloak over her other wrappings.

At the door she paused for a moment, as though her res

olution failed her ; then passed downstairs with a steady

step. Mr. Rock was already in the passage inquiring for her

from Maria.

" Here I am," she said ; " let us go at once. I am afraid

of catching cold if I stand about."
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Apparently Samuel was too much taken aback to make

any answer, and in another minute they were all three in

the cab driving towards the nearest registry.

" I managed it all right, Joan," he said, bending forward

and raising his voice to make himself heard above the rat

tling of the crazy cab. "I was only just in time, though, for

I had to give forty-eight hours' clear notice at the registry,

and to make all sorts of affidavits about your age, and as to

your having been resident in the parish for more than fifteen

days."

Joan received this information in silence, and nothing

more was said until they arrived at the office.

From that moment till the end of the ceremony, so far

as her immediate surroundings were concerned, Joan's mind

was very much of a blank. She remembered, indeed, stand

ing before a pleasant-looking gentleman with gold spectacles

and a bald head, who asked her certain questions which she

answered. She remembered also that Samuel put a ring

upon her finger, for she noticed how his long white hands

shook as he did so, and their hateful touch for a few instants

stirred her from her lethargy. Then there arose in her mind

a vision of herself standing on a golden summer afternoon by

the ruins of an ancient church, and of one who spoke to her,

and whom she must never see again. The vision passed,

and she signed something. "While her pen was yet upon

the paper, she heard Mrs. Bird exclaim, in a shrill, excited

voice, —

" I forbid it. There's fraud here, as I believed all along.

I thought that he used the wrong name, and now he's gone

and signed it."

" What do you mean, madam ? " asked the registrar.

" Pray explain yourself."

" I mean that he is deceiving this poor girl into a false

marriage. His name is Sir Henry Graves, Bart., and he has

signed himself there Samuel Rock."

" The good lady is under a mistake," explained Samuel,

clasping his hands and writhing uncomfortably : " my name

is llock, and I am a farmer, not a baronet."
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" Well, I must say, sir," answered the registrar, " that you

look as little like the one as the other. But this is a serious

matter, so perhaps your wife will clear it up. She ought to

know who and what you are, if anybody does."

" He is Mr. Samuel Rock, of the Moor Farm, Bradmouth,"

Joan answered, in an impassive voice. " My friend here is

mistaken. Sir Henry Graves is quite a different person."

Mrs. Bird heard, and sank into a chair speechless, nor did

she utter another syllable until she found herself at home

again. Then the business went on, and presently the neces

sary certificates, of which Samuel was careful to obtain cer

tified copies, were filled in and signed, and the party left the

office.

" There's something odd about that affair," said the regis

trar to his assistant as he entered the amount of the fee

received in a ledger, "and I shouldn't wonder if Mr. and

Mrs. Samuel Rock make their appearance in the Courts

before they are much older. However, all the papers are in

order, so they can't blame me. What a pretty woman she

is ! — but she looked very sad and ill."

In the waiting-room of the office Joan held out her hand

to Samuel, and said, " Good-bye."

" Mayn't I see you home ? " he asked piteously.

She shook her head and answered, " On this day year, if

I am alive, you may see as much of me as you like, but till

then we are strangers," and she moved towards the door.

He stretched out his arms as though to embrace her ; but,

followed by the bewildered Mrs. Bird, she swept past him,

and soon they were driving back to Kent Street, leaving

Samuel standing bare-headed upon the pavement in the

rain, and gazing after her.

In the passage of No. 8, Sally was waiting to present Joan

with a bouquet of white flowers, that she had found no op

portunity to give her as she went out. Joan took the flow

ers and, bending down, kissed the dumb child ; and that kiss

was the only touch of nature in all the nefarious and unnat

ural business of her marriage. Mrs. Bird followed her up

stairs, and so soon as the door was closed, said, —
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" For pity's sake, Joan, tell me what all this means. Am

I mad, or are you ? "

" I am, Mrs. Bird," she answered. " If you want to know,

I have married this man, who has been in love with me a

long while, but whom I hate, in order to prevent Sir Henry

Graves from making me his wife."

" But why, Joan ? but why ? " Mrs. Bird gasped.

" Because if I had married Sir Henry I should have

ruined him, and also because I promised Lady Graves that

I would not do so. Had I once seen him I should have

broken my promise, so I have taken this means to put my

self out of temptation, having first told Mr. Rock the whole

truth, and bargained that I should not go to live with him

for another year."

" Oh ! this is terrible, terrible ! " said Mrs. Bird, wringing

her hands ; " and what a reptile the man must be to marry

you on such terms, and knowing that you loathe the sight of

him!"

" Do not abuse him, Mrs. Bird, for on the whole I think

that he is as much wronged as anybody ; at least he is my

husband, whom I have taken with my eyes open, as he has

taken me."

" He may be your husband, but he is a liar for all that ;

for he told me that he was Sir Henry Graves, and that is

why I let him come up to see you, although I thought, from the

look of him, that he couldn't be a baronet. Well, Joan, you

have done it now, and as you've sown so you will have to

reap. The wages of sin is death, that's the truth of it.

You've gone wrong, and, like many another, you have got

to suffer. I don't believe in your arguments that have made

you marry this crawling creature. They are a kind of lie,

and, like all lies, they will bring misery. You have a good

heart, but you've never disciplined it, and a heart without

discipline is the most false of guides. It isn't for me to re

proach you, Joan, who am, I dare say, ten times worse than

you are, but I can't hold with your methods. However, you

are married to this man now, so if you're wise you'll try to

make the best of him and forget the other."
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" Yes," she answered, " I shall if I am wise, or if I can

find wisdom."

Then Mrs. Bird began to cry and went away. When she

had gone, Joan sat down and wrote this letter to catch the

post : —

"Dear Sib,

" I have received your kind letter, and write to tell you that it is of

no use your coming to London to see me to-morrow, as I was mar

ried this afternoon to Mr. Samuel Rock ; and so good-bye ! With all

good wishes,

" Believe me, dear sir,

" Ever yours,

"Joan."

Joan was married on a Thursday ; and upon the follow

ing morning Henry, who had slept but ill, rose early and

went out before breakfast. As it chanced, the weather was

mild, and the Rosham fields and woods looked soft and

beautiful in the hazy November light. Henry walked to

and fro about them, stopping here to admire the view, and

there to speak a few kindly words to some labourer going to

his daily toil, or to watch the pheasants drawing back to

covert after filling their crops upon the stubble. Thus he

lingered till long past the hour for breakfast, for he was

sad at heart and loath to quit the lands that, as he thought,

he would see no more, since he had determined not to revisit

Rosham when once he had made Joan his wife.

He felt that he was doing right in marrying her, but it

was idle to deny that she was costing him dear. For three

centuries his . forefathers had owned these wide, familiar

lands ; there was no house upon them that they had not

built ; with the exception of a few ancient pollards there was

scarcely a tree that they had not planted ; and now he must

send them to the hammer because he had been unlucky

enough to fall in love with the wrong woman. Well, such

was his fortune, and he must make the best of it. Still he

may be pardoned if it wrung his heart to think that, in

all human probability, he would never again see those fields

and friendly faces, and that in his person the race of Graves

2a
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were looking their last upon the soil that for hundreds of

years had fed them while alive and covered them when

dead.

In a healthy man, however, even sentiment is not proof

against hunger, so it came about that at last Henry limped

home to breakfast with a heavy heart, and, having ordered the

dog that trotted at his heels back to its kennel, he entered the

house by the side door and went to the dining-room. On his

plate were several letters. He opened the first, which he

noticed had an official frank in the left-hand corner. It was

from his friend the under-secretary, informing him that, as it

chanced, there was a billet open in Africa, and that he had

obtained a promise from a colleague, in whose hands lay the

patronage of the appointment, that if he proved suitable in

some particulars, he, Henry, should have the offer of it. The

letter added that, although the post was worth only six hun

dred a year, it was in a good climate, and would certainly

lead to better things ; and that the writer would be glad if

he would come to town to see about the matter as soon as

might be convenient to him, since, when it became known

that the place was vacant, there were sure to be crowds of

people after it who had claims upon the Government.

" Here's a bit of good news at last, anyway," thought

Henry, as he put down the letter : " whatever happens to

us, Joan and I won't starve, and I dare say that we can be

jolly enough out there. By Jove! if it wasn't for my

mother and the thought that some of my father's debts

must remain unpaid, I should almost be happy," and for a

moment or two he gave himself over to a reverie in which

the thought of Joan and of her tender love and beauty

played the largest part (for he tried to forget the jarring

tone of that second letter) — Joan, whom, after so long an

absence, he should see again that day.

Then, remembering that the rest of his correspondence

was unread, he took up an envelope and opened it without

looking at the address. In five seconds it was on the floor

beside him, and he was murmuring, with pale lips, " ' Married

this afternoon to Samuel Rock.' Impossible ! it must be a
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hoax ! " Stooping down, he found the letter and examined

it carefully. Either it was in Joan's writing, or the forgery

was perfect. Then he thought of the former letter, of which

the tenor had disgusted him ; and it occurred to him that it

was an epistle which a woman contemplating some such

treachery might very well have written. Had he, then, been

deceived all along in this girl's character ? It would seem

so. And yet—and yet! She had sworn that she loved him,

and that she hated the man Rock. What could have been

her object in doing this thing ? One only that he could see,

— money. Rock was a rich man, and he— was a penniless

baronet.

If this letter were genuine, it became clear that she thought

him good enough for a lover but not for a husband ; that she

had amused herself with him, and now threw him over in

favour of the solid advantages of a prosperous marriage with

a man in her own class of life. Well, he had heard of women

playing such tricks, and the hypothesis explained the attitude

which Joan had all along adopted upon the question of be

coming his wife. He remembered that from the first she

disclaimed any wish to marry him. Oh ! if this were so,

what a blind fool he had been, and how unnecessarily had

he tormented himself with doubts and searchings for the

true path of duty ! But as yet he could not believe that it

was true. There must be some mistake. At least he would

go to London and ascertain the facts before he passed judg

ment on the faith of such evidence. Why had he not gone

before, in defiance of the doctor and Mrs. Bird ?

Half an hour later he was driving to the station. As he

drew near to Bradmouth he perceived a man walking along

the road, in whom he recognised Samuel Rock.

" There's an end of that lie," he thought to himself, with

a sigh of relief; "for if she married him yesterday afternoon

he would be in London with her, since he could scarcely

have returned here to spend his honeymoon."

At any rate he would settle the question. Giving the

reins to the coachman, he jumped down from the cart, and,

bidding him drive on a few yards, waited by the roadside.
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Presently Samuel caught sight of him, and stopped as

though he meant to turn back. If so, he changed his mind

almost instantly and walked forward at a quick pace.

" Good day, Mr. Rock," said Henry : " I wish to have a

word with you. I have heard some strange news this morn

ing, which you may be able to explain."

" What news ? " asked Samuel, looking at him insolently.

" That you were married to Joan Haste yesterday."

" Well, what about that, Sir Henry Graves ? "

" Nothing in particular, Mr. Rock, except that I do not

believe it."

" Don't you ? "" answered Samuel with a sneer. " Then

perhaps you will throw your eye over this." And he pro

duced from his pocket a copy of the marriage certificate.

Henry read it, and turned very white ; then he handed it

back without a word.

" It is all in order, I think ? " said Samuel, still sneering.

" Apparently," Henry answered. " May I ask if — Mrs.

Rock— is with you ? "

" No, she isn't. Do you think that I am fool enough to

bring her here at present, for you to be sneaking about after

her ? I know what your game was, 'cause she told me all

about it. You were going up to town to-day to get hold of

her, weren't you. Well, you're an hour behind the fair this

time. Joan may have been a bit flighty, but she's a sensible

woman at bottom, and she knew better than to trust herself

to a scamp without a sixpence, like you, when she might

have an honest man and a good home. I told you I

meant to marry her, and you see I have kept my word.

And now look you here, Sir Henry Graves : just you keep

clear of her in future, for if I catch you so much as speaking

to her, it will be the worse both for yourself and Joan, —

not that she cares a rotten herring about you, although she

did fool you so prettily."

" You need not fear that I shall attempt to disturb your

domestic happiness, Mr. Rock. And now for Heaven's sake

get out of my way before I forget myself."

Samuel obeyed, still grinning and sneering with hate and
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jealousy ; and Henry walked on to where the dog-cart was

waiting for him. Taking the reins, he turned the horse's

head and drove back to Rosham.

" Thomson," he said to the butler, who came to open the

door, "I have changed my mind about going to town to

day ; you can unpack my things. Stop a minute, though :

I remember I am due at Monk's Lodge, so you needn't

meddle with the big portmanteau. When does my mother

come back ? "

"To-morrow, her ladyship wrote me this morning, Sir

Henry."

"Oh! very well. Then I sha'n't see her till Tuesday;

but it doesn't matter. Send down to the keeper and tell

him that I want to speak to him, will you ? I think that

I will change my clothes and shoot some rabbits after

lunch. Stop, order the dog-cart to be ready to drive me to

Monk's Lodge in time to dress for dinner."

To analyse Henry's feelings during the remainder of that

day would be difficult, if not impossible ; but those of shame

and bitter anger were uppermost in his mind— shame that

he had laid himself open to such words as Rock used to

him, and anger that his vanity and blind faith in a woman's

soft speeches and feigned love should have led him into

so ignominious a position. Mingled with these emotions

were his natural pangs of jealousy and disappointed affec

tion, though pride would not suffer him to give way to

them. Again and again he reviewed every detail of the

strange and, to his sense, appalling story; and at times,

overpowering as was the evidence, his mind refused to

accept its obvious moral—namely, that he had been tricked

and made a tool of— yes, used as a foil to bring this man

to the point of marriage. How was it possible to reconcile

Joan's conduct in the past and that wild letter of hers with

her subsequent letters and action ? Thus only : that as

regards the first she had been playing on his feelings and

inexperience of the arts of women; and that, as in sleep

men who are no poets can sometimes compose verse which

is full of beauty, so in her delirium Joan had been able to
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set on paper words and thoughts that were foreign to her

nature and above its level. Or perhaps that letter was a

forgery written by Mrs. Bird, who was " so romantic." The

circumstances under which it reached him were peculiar, and

Joan herself expressly repudiated all knowledge of it. Not

withstanding his doubts, perplexities and suffering, as might

have been expected, the matter in the end resolved itself

into two very simple issues : first, that, whatever may have

been her exact reasons, Joan Haste had broken with him

once and for all by marrying another man ; and second,

that, as a corollary to her act, many dangers and difficulties

which beset him had disappeared, and he was free, if he

wished it, to marry another woman.

Henry was no fool, and when the first bitterness was past,

and he could consider the matter, if not without passion as

yet, at least more calmly, he saw, the girl being what she

had proved herself to be, that all things were working

together for his good and the advantage of his family.

Supposing, for instance, that he had found her out after

marriage instead of before it, and supposing that the story

which she told him in her first letter had been true, instead

of what it clearly was— a lie ? Surely in these and in many

other ways his escape had been what an impartial person

might call fortunate. At the least, of her own act she had

put an end to an imbroglio that had many painful aspects,

and there remained no stain upon his honour, for which

he was most truly thankful.

And now, having learnt his lesson in the hard school of

experience, he would write to his friend the under-secretary,

saying he could not be in town till Wednesday. Meanwhile

he would pay his visit at Monk's Lodge.
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CHAPTER XXXV.

DISENCHANTMENT.

It was Sunday evening at Monk's Lodge, and Henry and

Mr. Levinger were sitting over their wine after dinner. For

a while they talked upon indifferent subjects, and more

particularly about the shooting on the previous day and the

arrangements for the morrow's sport. Then there was a

silence, which Mr. Levinger broke.

" I have heard a curious bit of news," he said, " about

Joan Haste. It seems that she is married."

Henry drank half a glass of port wine, and answered,

" Yes, I know. She has married your tenant Samuel Rock,

the dissenter, a very strange person. I cannot understand

it."

" Can't you ? I think I can. It is a good match for her,

though I don't altogether approve of it, and know nothing

of the details. However, I wasn't consulted, and there it is.

I hope that they may be happy."

" So do I," said Henry grimly. " And now, Mr. Levinger,

I want to have a word with you about the estate affairs.

What is to be done ? It is time that you took some steps

to protect yourself."

" It seems to me, Graves," he answered deliberately, " that

my course of action must very much depend upon your own.

You know what I mean."

" Yes, Mr. Levinger ; but are you still anxious that I

should propose to your daughter ? Forgive me if I speak

plainly."

" That has always been my wish, and I see no particular

reason to change it."

" But do you think that it is her wish, Mr. Levinger ?

I fancy that her manner has been a little cold to me of late,

perhaps with justice ; and," he added, rather nervously,

"naturally I do not wish to lay myself open to a rebuff.
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I find that I am very ignorant of the ways of women, as of

various other things."

" Many of us have made that discovery, Graves ; and of

course it is impossible for me to guarantee your success, though

I think that you will be successful."

"There is another matter, Mr. Levinger: Emma has

considerable possessions ; am I then justified, in my im

poverished condition, in asking her to take me ? Would

it not be thought, would she not think, that I did so from

obvious motives ? "

" On that point you may make your mind quite easy,

Graves; for I, who am the girl's father, tell you that I

consider you will be giving her quite as much as she gives

you. I have never hidden from you that I am in a sense

a man under a cloud. My follies came to an end many years

ago, it is true, and I have never fallen into the clutches of

the law, still they were bad enough to force me to change

my name and to begin life afresh. Should you marry my

daughter, and should you wish it, you will of course have

the right to learn my true name, though on that point I

shall make an appeal to your generosity and ask you not

to press your right. I have done with the past, of which even

the thought is hateful to me, and I do not wish to reopen

old sores ; so perhaps you may be content with the assurance

that I am of a good and ancient family, and that before I

got into trouble I served in the army with some distinction :

for instance, I received the wound that crippled me at the

battle of the Alma."

" I shall never press you to tell that which you desire to

keep to yourself, Mr. Levinger."

" It is like you to say so, Graves," he answered, with evi

dent relief ; " but the mere fact that I make such a request

will show you what I mean when I say that Emma has as

much or more to gain from this marriage than you have,

since it is clear that some rumours of her father's disgrace

must follow her through life ; moreover she is humbly born

upon her mother's side. I do trust and pray, my dear fellow,

that it will come off. Alas ! I am not long for this world,
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my heart is troubling me more and more, and the doctors

have warned me that I may die at any moment ; therefore

it is my most earnest desire to see the daughter whom I love

better than anything on earth, happily settled before I go."

" Well, Mr. Levinger," Henry answered, " I will ask her

to-morrow if I find an opportunity, but the issue does not

rest with me. I only wish that I were more worthy of her."

" I am glad to hear it. God bless you, and God speed

you, my dear Graves ! I hope when I am gone that, what

ever you may learn about my unfortunate past, you will

still try to think kindly of me, and to remember that I was

a man, cursed by nature with passions of unusual strength,

which neither my education nor the circumstances of my

early life helped me to control."

" It is not for me to judge you or any other man ; I leave

that to those who are without sin," said Henry, and the con

versation came to an end.

That night Henry was awakened by hearing people mov

ing backwards and forwards in the passages. For a moment

he thought of burglars, and wondered if he should get up ;

but the sounds soon ceased, so he turned over and went to

sleep again. As he learned in the morning, the cause of

the disturbance was that Mr. Levinger had been seized with

one of his heart attacks, which for a few minutes threatened

to be serious, if not fatal. Under the influence of restora

tives, that were always kept at hand, the danger passed as

quickly as it had arisen, although Emma remained by her

father's bedside to watch him for a while.

" That was a near thing, Emma," he said presently : " for

about thirty seconds I almost thought " and he stopped.

" Well, it is over now, father dear," she answered.

" Yes, but for how long ? One day I shall be taken in

this fashion and come back no more."

" Pray don't talk like that, father."

"Why not, seeing that it is what I must accustom my

mind to ? Oh ! Emma, if I could but see you safely married

I should not trouble so much, but the uncertainty as to your
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future worries me more than anything else. However, you

must settle these things for yourself; I have no right to

dictate to you about them. Good night, my love, and thank

you for your kindness. No, there is no need for you to stop

up. If I should want anything I will touch the bell."

" I wonder why he is so bent upon my getting married,"

thought Emma, as she went back to her bed, " especially as,

even did anything happen to him, I should be left well off

— at least, I suppose so. Well, it is no use my troubling

myself about it till the time comes, if ever it does come."

After his attack of the previous night, Mr. Levinger was

unable to come out shooting as he had hoped to do. He

said, however, that if he felt well enough he would drive in

the afternoon to a spot known as the Hanging Wood, which

was to be the last and best beat of the day ; and it was ar

ranged that Emma should accompany him and walk home,

a distance of some two miles.

The day was fine, and the shooting very fair ; but, fond

as he was of the sport, Henry did not greatly enjoy himself

— which, in view of what lay behind and before him, is

scarcely to be wondered at.

After luncheon the guns and beaters were employed in

driving two narrow covers, each of them about half a mile

long, towards a wood planted upon the top of a rise of ground.

On they went steadily, firing at cock pheasants only, till, the

end of the plantations being unstopped, the greater number

of the birds were driven into this Hanging Wood, which

ended in a point situated about a hundred and twenty yards

from the borders of the two converging plantations. Between

these plantations and the wood lay a little valley of pasture

land, through which ran a stream ; and it was the dip of

this valley, together with the position of the cover on the

opposite slope, that gave to the Hanging Wood its repu

tation of being the most sporting spot for pheasant shooting

in that neighbourhood. The slaughter of hand-reared pheas

ants is frequently denounced, for the most part by people

who know little about it, as a tame and cruel amusement ;

and it cannot be denied that this is sometimes so, especially
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where the object of the keeper, or of his master, is not to

show sport, but to return a heavy total of slain at the end

of the day. In the case of a cover such as has been de

scribed, matters are very different, however ; for then the

pheasants, flying towards their homes, from which they have

been disturbed, come over the guns with great speed and at

a height of from eight-and-twenty to forty yards, and the

shooting must be good that will bring to bag more than one

in four of them.

By the banks of the stream between the covers Henry and

his companions found Mr. Levinger and Emma waiting for

them, the pony trap in which they had come having been

driven off to a little distance, so as not to interfere with the

beat.

" Here I am," said Mr. Levinger : " I don't feel up to much,

but I was determined to see the Hanging Wood shot again,

even if it should be for the last time. Now then, Bowles,

get your beaters round as quick as you can, and be careful

that they keep wide of the cover, and don't make a noise.

I will place the guns. You've no time to lose : the light is

beginning to fade."

Bowles and his small army moved off to the right, while

Mr. Levinger pointed out to each sportsman the spot to

which he should go upon the banks of the stream ; assigning

to Henry the centre stand, both because he was accom

panied by a loader with a second gun, and on account of

his reputation of being the best shot present.

" The wind is rising fast and blowing straight down the

cover," said Mr. Levinger, when he had completed his

arrangements ; " those wild-bred birds will take some stop

ping, unless I am much mistaken. I tell you what, Graves :

I bet you half a crown that you don't kill a pheasant for

every four cartridges you fire, taking them as they come,

without shirking the hard ones."

" All right," answered Henry, " I can run to that " ; and

they both laughed, while Emma, who was standing by,

dressed in a pretty grey tweed costume, looked pleased to

see her father show so much interest in anything.
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Ten minutes passed, and a shrill whistle, blown far away

at the end of the cover, announced that the beaters were

about to start. Henry cocked his gun and waited, till pres

ently a brace of pheasants were seen coming towards him

with the wind in their tails, and at a tremendous height, one

bird being some fifty yards in front of the other.

" Over you, Graves," said Mr. Levinger.

Henry waited till the first bird was at the proper angle,

and fired both barrels, aiming at least three yards ahead of

him; but without producing the slightest effect upon the

old cock, which sailed away serenely. Snatching his second

gun with an exclamation, he repeated the performance at

the hen that followed, and with a similar lack of result.

"There go four cartridges, anyway," said Mr. Levin

ger.

" It isn't fair to count them," answered Henry, laughing ;

" those birds were clean out of shot."

" Yes, out of your shot, Graves. You were yards behind

them. You mustn't be content with aiming ahead here,

especially in this wind ; if you don't swing as well, you'll

scarcely kill a bird. Look out : here comes another. There !

you've jOiissed him again. Swing, man, swing ! "

By this time Henry was fairly nettled, for, chancing to

look round, he saw that Emma was laughing at his discom

fiture. The next time a bird came over him he took his

host's advice and " swung " with a vengeance, and down it

fell far behind him, dead as a stone.

" That's better, Graves ; you caught him in the head."

Now the fun became fast and furious, and Emma, watch

ing Henry's face as he fired away with as much earnestness

and energy as though the fate of the British Empire depended

upon each shot, thought that he was quite handsome. Hand

some he was not, nor ever would be ; but it is true that, like

most Englishmen, he looked his best in his rough shooting

clothes and when intent upon his sport. Five minutes more,

and the firing, which had been continuous all along the line,

began to slacken, and then died away altogether, Henry

distinguishing himself by killing the last two birds that
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flew over with a brilliant right and left. Still, when the

slain came to be counted it was found that he had lost his

bet by one cartridge.

" Don't be depressed," said Levinger, as he pocketed the

half-crown; "the other fellows have done much worse.

I don't believe that young Jones has touched a feather.

The fact is that a great many of the birds you fired at were

quite impossible. I never remember seeing them fly so high

and fast before. But then this wood has not been shot in

half a gale of wind for many years. And now I must say

good-bye to those gentlemen and be off, or I shall get a chill.

You'll see my daughter home, won't you ? "

As it chanced, Emma had gone to fetch a pheasant which

she said had fallen in the edge of the plantation behind

them. When she returned with the bird, it was impossible

for her to accompany her father, even if she wished to do so,

for he had already driven away.

Henry congratulated her upon the skill with which she

had marked down the cock, at the same time announcing his

intention of reclaiming the half-crown from her father.

Then, having given his guns to the loader, they started for

the high road, accompanied by the two pupils of the neigh

bouring clergyman. A few hundred yards farther on these

young gentlemen went upon their way rejoicing, bearing

with them a leash of pheasants and a hare.

" You must show me the road home, Miss Levinger," said

Henry, by way of making conversation, for they were now

alone.

" The shortest path is along the cliff, if you think that we

can get over the fence," she answered.

The hedge did not prove unclimbable, and presently they

were walking along the edge of the cliff. Below them

foamed an angry sea, for the tide was high, driven shore

ward by the weight of the easterly gale, while to the west

the sky was red with the last rays of a wintry sunset.

For a while they walked in silence, which Emma broke,

saying, " The sea is very beautiful to-night, is it not ? "

" It is always beautiful to me," he answered.
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" I see that you have not got over leaving the Navy yet,

Sir Henry."

" Well, Miss Levinger, to tell you the truth I haven't had

a very pleasant time since I came ashore. One way and

another there have been nothing but sorrow and worries and

disagreeables, till often and often I have wished myself off

the coast of Newfoundland, with ice about and a cotton-wool

fog, or anywhere else that is dangerous and unpleasant."

"I know that you have had plenty of trouble, Sir Henry,"

she said in her gentle voice, " and your father's death must

have been a great blow to you. But perhaps your fog will

lift, as I suppose that it does sometimes — even on the coast

of Newfoundland."

" I hope so ; it is time that it did," he answered absently,

and then for a minute was silent. He felt that, if he meant

to propose, now was his chance, but for the life of him he

could not think how to begin. It was an agonising moment,

and, though the evening had turned bitterly cold, he became

aware that the perspiration was running down his fore

head.

" Miss Levinger," he said suddenly, " I have something to

ask you."

" To ask me, Sir Henry ? What about ? "

" About— about yourself. I wish to ask you if you will

honour me by promising to become my wife ? "

Emma heard, and, stopping suddenly in her walk, looked

round as though to find a refuge, but seeing none went on

again.

" Miss Levinger," Henry continued, " I am not skilled at

this sort of thing, and I hope that you will make allowances

for my awkwardness. Do you think that you could care

enough for me to marry me ? I know very well that I have

little to recommend me, and there are circumstances con

nected with my financial position which make it almost pre

sumptuous that I should ask you."

" I think, Sir Henry," she answered, speaking for the first

time, " that we may leave money matters out of the question.

I have heard something of the state of affairs at Rosham,
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and I know that you are not responsible for it, though you

are expected by others to remedy it."

" It is very generous of you to speak like that, Miss Levin-

ger ; and it helps me out of a great difficulty, for I could

not see how I was to explain all this business to you."

"I think that it is only just, Sir Henry, not generous.

Provided that there is enough on one side or the other,

money is not the principal question to be considered."

"No, Miss Levinger, I agree with you, though I have

known others who thought differently. The main thing is

whether you can care enough about me."

"That is one thing, Sir Henry," she answered in a low

voice; "also there are others."

" I suppose that you mean whether or no I am worthy of

you, Miss Levinger. Well, even though it should destroy

my chances with you, I will tell you frankly that, in my

judgment, I am not. Listen, Miss Levinger : till within a

few months ago I had never cared about any woman ; then

I saw you for the second time, and thought you the sweetest

lady that I had ever met, for I understood how good and

true you are, and in my heart I hoped that a day would come

when I might venture to ask you what I am asking you now.

Afterwards trouble arose through my own weakness and

folly — trouble between myself and another woman. I am

sure that you will not press me for details, because, in order

to give them, I must betray another person's secret. To be

brief, I should probably have married this woman, but she

threw me over and chose another man."

" What ! " said Emma, startled out of her self-control, " is

Joan Haste married ? "

"I see that you know more about me than I thought.

She is married— to Mr. Samuel Rock."

" I cannot understand it at all ; it is almost incredible."

" Nor can I, but the fact remains. She wrote to tell me

of it herself, and, what is more, her husband showed me

the marriage certificate. And now I have made a clean

breast of it, for I will not sail under false colours, and you

must judge me. If you choose to take me, I promise you
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that no woman shall ever have a better husband than I will

be to you, for your happiness and welfare shall be the first

objects of my life. The question is, after what I have told

you, can you care for me ? "

Emma stopped, for all this while they had been walking

slowly, and looked him full in the eyes, a last red ray of the

dying light falling on her sweet face.

" Sir Henry," she said, " you have been frank with me,

and I honour you for it, none the less because T happen to

know something of the story. And now I will be equally

frank with you, though to do so is humbling to me. When

I stayed in the same house with you more than two years

ago, you took little notice of me, but I grew fond of you, and

I have never changed my mind. Still I do not think that,

as things are, I should marry you on this account alone, see

ing that a woman looks for love in her marriage ; and, Sir

Henry, in all that you have said to me you have spoken no

word of love."

"How could I, knowing what I had to tell you?" he

broke in.

" I cannot say, but it is so ; and therefore, speaking for

myself alone, I should be inclined to answer you that we

had best go our separate ways in life, though I am sure that,

as you promise, you would be a good and kind husband to

me. But there are other people to be considered : there is

my father, who is most anxious that I should make a satis

factory marriage—such as I know this would be for me,

for I am nobody and scarcely recognised in society here—

and who has the greatest respect and affection for you, as he

had for your father before you. Then there is your family :

if I refuse you it would mean that you would all be ruined,

and though it may hurt your pride to hear me say so, I

shrink from such a thought "

" Oh ! pray do not let that weigh with you," he inter

rupted. " You know well that, although much of what you

say is unhappily true, I am not seeking you that you may

mend my broken fortunes, but because you are what you are,

and I desire above all things to make you my wife."



THE DESIRE OF DEATH 369

" I am sorry, Sir Henry, but, though I believe every word

you say, I must let it weigh with me, for I wish to be a

blessing to those about me, and not a curse. Well, for all

these reasons, and chiefly perhaps, to be honest, because I

am fond of you though you do not care very much for me,

I will be your wife, Sir Henry, as you are good enough to

wish it," and she gave him her hand.

He took it and kissed it, and they walked on in silence

till they were near to the house. Then Henry spoke, and

his voice betrayed more emotion than he cared to show.

" How can I thank you, Emma ! " he said ; " and what am

I to say to you ? It is useless for me to make protestations

which you would not believe, though perhaps they might

have more truth in them than you imagine. But I am sure

of this, that if we live, a time will soon come when you will

not doubt me if I tell you that I. love you." And, drawing

her to him, he kissed her upon the forehead.

" I hope so, Henry," she said, disengaging herself from

his arms, and they went together into the house.

Within ten weeks of this date Henry and Emma were

spending a long honeymoon among the ruined temples of

the Nile.

CHAPTER XXXVI.

THE DESIRE OF DEATH AND THE FEAE OF HIM.

Joan remained at Kent Street, and the weary days crept

on. When the first excitement of her self-sacrifice had

faded from her mind, she lapsed into a condition of melan

choly that was pitiable to see. Every week brought her

rambling and impassioned epistles from her husband, most

of which she threw into the fire half-read. At length there

came one that she perused eagerly enough, for it announced

the approaching marriage of Sir Henry Graves and Miss

2b '
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Levinger — tidings which were confirmed in a few brief

words by a note from Mr. Levinger himself, enclosing her

monthly allowance ; for from Samuel as yet she would take

nothing. Then in January another letter reached her,

together with a copy of the local paper, describing the

ceremony, the presents, the dress and appearance " of the

lovely bride and the gallant bridegroom, Captain Sir Henry

Graves, Bart., R.N."

" At least I have not done all this for nothing," said Joan,

as she threw down the paper ; and then for the rest of that

day she lay upon her bed moaning with the pain of her

bitter jealousy and immeasurable despair.

She felt now that, had she known what she must suffer,

she would never have found the strength to act as she had

done, and time upon time did she regret that she had

allowed her impulses to carry her away. Rock had been

careful to inform her of his interview with Henry, putting

his own gloss upon what passed between them ; and the

knowledge that her lover must hate and despise her was the

sharpest arrow of the many which were fixed in her poor

heart. All the rest she could bear, but than this Death

himself had been more kind. How pitiable was her state !

— scorned by Henry, of whose child she must be the

mother, but who was now the loving husband of another

woman, and given over to a man she hated and who would

shortly claim his bond. Alas ! no regrets, however poig

nant, could serve to undo the past, any more than the fear of

it could avert the future ; for Mrs. Bird was right— as she

had sown so she must reap.

One by one the weary days crept on till at length the long

London winter gave way to spring, and the time of her

trial drew near. In health she remained fairly well, since

sorrow works slowly upon so vigorous a constitution; but

the end of each week found her sadder and more broken in

spirit than its beginning. She had no friends, and went out

but little — indeed, her only relaxations were found in read

ing, with a vague idea of improving her mind, because

Henry had once told her to do so, or conversing in the deaf
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and-dumb language with Jim and Sally. Still her life was

not an idle one, for as time went by the shadow of a great

catastrophe fell upon the Kent Street household. Mrs.

Bird's eyesight began to fail her, and the hospital doctors

whom she consulted, were of opinion that the weakness

must increase.

" Oh ! my dear," she said to Joan, " what is to happen to

us all if I go blind ? I have a little money put away—

about a hundred and fifty pounds, or two hundred in all,

perhaps ; but it will soon melt, and then I suppose that they

will take us to the workhouse ; and you know, my dear, they

separate husband and wife in those places." And, quite

broken down by such a prospect, the poor little woman began

to weep.

" At any rate there is no need for you to trouble yourself

about it at present," answered Joan gently, "since Sally

helps, and I can do the fine work that you cannot manage."

" It is very kind of you, Joan. Ah ! little did I know,

when I took you in out of the street that day, what a bless

ing you would prove to me, and how I should learn to love

you. Also, it is wicked of me to repine, for God has always

looked after us heretofore, and I do not believe that He Who

feeds the ravens will suffer us to starve, or to be separated.

So I will try to be brave and trust in Him."

" Ah ! " answered Joan, " I wish that I could have your

faith ; but I suppose it is only given to good people. Now,

where is the work ? Let me begin at once. No, don't thank

me any more ; it will be a comfort ; besides, I would stitch

my fingers off for you."

Thenceforth Mrs. Bird's orders were fulfilled as regularly

as ever they had been, and as Joan anticipated, the con

stant employment gave her some relief. But while she sat

and sewed for hour after hour, a new desire entered into her

mind— that most terrible of all desires, the desire of Death !

Of Death she became enamoured, and her daily prayer to

Heaven was that she might die, she and her child together,

since her imagination could picture no future in another

world more dreadful than that which awaited her in this.
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Only once during these months did she hear anything of

Henry ; and then it was through the columns of a penny

paper, where, under the heading of "Society Jottings," she

read that " Sir Henry Graves, Bart., R.N., and his beautiful

young bride were staying at Shepheard's Hotel in Cairo,

where the gallant Captain was very popular and Lady Graves

was much admired." The paragraph added that they were

going to travel in the Holy Land, and expected to return to

their seat at Rosham towards the end of May.

It was shortly after she read this that Joan, who from

constantly thinking about death, had convinced herself that

she would die, went through the formality of making a will

on a sixpenny form which she bought for that purpose.

To Sir Henry Graves she left the books that he had given

her, and a long letter, which she was at much trouble to

compose, and placed carefully in the same envelope with the

will. All the rest of her property, of any sort whatsoever,

whereof she might die possessed— it amounted to about

thirty pounds and some clothes — she devised to Mrs. Bird

for the use of her unborn child, should it live, and, failing

that, to Mrs. Bird absolutely.

At last the inevitable hour of her trouble came upon her,

and left her pale and weak, but holding a little daughter in

her arms. From the first the child was sickly, for the long

illness of the mother had affected its constitution; and

within three weeks from the day of its birth it was laid to

rest in a London cemetery, leaving Joan to drink the cup of

a new and a deeper agony than any that it had been her lot

to taste.

Yet, when her first days of grief and prostration had

gone by, almost could she find it in her heart to rejoice that

the child had been taken from her and placed beyond the

possibilities of such a life as she had led ; for, otherwise,

how would things have gone with it when she, its mother,

passed into the power of Samuel Rock ? Surely he would

have hated and maltreated it, and, if fate had left it without

the protection of her love in the hands of such a guardian,

its existence might have been made a misery. Still, after
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the death of that infant those about her never saw a smile

upon Joan's face, however closely they might watch for it.

Perhaps she was more beautiful now than she had ever been,

for the chestnut hair that clustered in short curls upon her

shapely head, and her great sorrowful eyes shining in the

pallor of her sweet face, refined and made strange her loveli

ness ; moreover, if the grace of girlhood had left her, it was

replaced by another and a truer dignity— the dignity of a

woman who has loved and suffered and lost.

. One morning, it was on the ninth of June, Joan received

a letter from her husband, who now wrote to her every two

or three days. Before she opened it she knew well from

past experience what would be the tenor of its contents : an

appeal to her, more or less impassioned, to shorten the year

of separation for which she had stipulated, and come to live

with him as his wife. She was not mistaken, for the letter

ended thus : —

"Oh ! Joan, have pity on me and come to me, for if you don't I

think that I shall go crazed. I have kept my promise to you faithful

so far, so if you are made of flesh and blood, show mercy before you

drive me to something desperate. It's all over now ; the child's dead,

you tell me, and the man's married, so let's turn a new leaf and begin

afresh. After all, Joan, you are my wife before God and man, and

it is to me that your duty lies, not to anybody else. Even if you

haven't any fondness for me, I ask you in the name of that duty to

listen to me, and I tell you that if you don't I believe that I shall go

mad with the longing to see your face, and the sin of it will be upon

you. I've done up the house comfortable for you, Joan ; no money

has been spared, and if you want anything more you shall have it.

Then don't go on hiding yourself away from me, but come and take

the home that waits you."

"I suppose he is right, and that it is my duty," said

Joan to herself with a sigh, as she laid down the letter.

" Love and hope and happiness have gone from me, nothing

is left except duty, so I had better hold fast to it. I will

write and say that I will go soon— within a few days ;

though what the Birds will do without me I do not know,

unless he will let me give them some of my allowance."
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Having come to this determination, Joan wrote her letter

and posted it, fearing lest, should she delay, her virtuous

resolution might fail her. As she returned from the pillar

box, a messenger, who was standing on the steps of No. 8,

handed her a telegram addressed to herself. Wondering

what it might be, she opened it, to read this message : —

" Come down here at once. I am ill and must see you before it is

too late. The carriage will meet the five o'clock train at Monk's Vale

station. Wire reply.

'•Levinger,

" Monk's Lodge."

" I wonder what he can want to see me for," thought

Joan ; then, asking the boy to wait in the passage, she went

in to consult Mrs. Bird.

" You had best go, my dear," she said ; " I have always

thought that there was some mystery about this Mr. Levin

ger, and now I expect that it is coming out. If you take a

cab at once, you will just have time to catch the twelve

o'clock train at Liverpool Street."

Joan nodded, and writing one word upon the prepaid

answer — " Coming "— gave it to the boy and ran upstairs

to pack a few things in a bag. In ten minutes a hansom

was at the door and she was ready to start. First she bade

good-bye to the two invalids, who were much disturbed at

this hurried departure ; and then to Mrs. Bird, who followed

her into the passage kissing her again and again.

" Do you know, Joan," she said, beginning to cry, " I feel

as if you were going away for good and I should never see

you any more."

" Nonsense, dear," she answered briefly, for a queer con

traction in her throat made a lengthened speech impossible,

" I hope to be back in a day or two if all is well."

" Yes, Joan— if all is well, and there's hope for every

body. Well, good-bye, and God bless you wherever you go

— God bless you here and hereafter, for ever and ever ! "

Then Joan drove away, and as she went it came into her

mind that it would be best if she returned no more. She
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had promised to join her husband in a few days. Why

should she not do so at once, and thus avoid the pain of a

formal parting with the Birds, her true and indeed her

only friends?

By half-past four that afternoon the train pulled up at

Bradmouth, where she must change into the light railway

with tramcar carriages that runs for fifteen or twenty miles

along the coast, Monk's Vale being the second station from

the junction.

The branch train did not start for ten minutes, and Joan

employed the interval in walking up and down the plat

form, looking at the church tower, the roofs of the fishing

village, the boats upon the beach, and the familiar view of

land and sea. Everything seemed quite unchanged; she

alone was changed, and felt as though a century of time

had passed over her head since that morning when she ran

away to London.

" Hullo, Joan Rock ! " said a half-remembered voice at

her elbow. " I'm in luck, it seems : I saw you off, and

here I am to welcome you back. But you shouldn't have

married him, Joan ; you should have waited for me as I

told you. I'm in business for myself now, — four saddle

donkeys and a goat chaise, and doing grand. I shall die a

rich man, you bet."

Joan turned round to see a youth with impudent blue

eyes and hair of flaming red, in whom she recognised Willie

Hood, much elongated, but otherwise the same.

" Oh ! Willie, is that you ? " she said, stretching out her

hand, for she was pleased to see a friendly face ; " how are

you, and how do you know that I am married ? "

" Know ? Why, if you sent the crier round with a bell

to call it, folks would hear, wouldn't they? And that's

just about what Mr. Samuel Rock has done, talking of ' my

wife, Joan Haste as was,' here, there and everywhere ; and

telling how as you were stopping in foreign parts awhile

for the benefit of your health, — which seems a strange tale

to me, and I know a thing or two, I do. Not that it has

done you much good, anyway, to judge from the air of you,
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for you look like the ghost of what you used to be. I'll tell

you what, Joan : for the sake of old times you shall have

a ride every morning on my best donkey, all for love, if

Sammy won't be jealous. That'll bring the colour back into

your cheeks, you bet."

" How are my uncle and aunt ? " asked Joan, hastening

to change the conversation.

''How are they? Will you promise to bear up if I tell

you ? Well, then, Mrs. G. is lodging for three months at

the public expense in Ipswich jail, which the beaks gave

her for assault ' with intent to do grievous bodily harm ' —

them was the words, for I went to hear the case, — ' upon

the person of her lawful husband, John Grillingwater,' —

and my! she did hammer him too— with a rolling pin!

His face was like a squashed pumpkin, with no eyes left

for a sinner to swear by. The guardians have taken pity

on him too, and are nursing him well again, all for nothing,

in the Union. I saw him hoeing taters there the other day,

and he asked me if I couldn't smuggle him a bottle of gin

— yes, and nearly cried when I told him that it wasn't to

be done unless I had the cash in hand and a commission."

At this moment Willie's flow of information was inter

rupted by the guard, who told Joan that she must get into

the train if she did not wish to be left.

"Ta-ta, Mrs. Rock," cried Willie after her: "see you

again soon ; and remember that the donkey is always ready.

Now," he added to himself, "I wonder why the dickens

she is going that way instead of home to her loving Sammy ?

He's a nasty mean beast, he is, and it's a rum go her having

married him at all, but it ain't no affair of mine. All the

same, I mean to let my dickies run down by the meres to

night, for I'm sure he can't grudge an armful of rough grass

to an old friend of his wife's as has been the first to wel

come her home. By the way, why ain't the holy Samuel

here to welcome her home himself?" and Master Willie

scratched his red head and departed speculating, with the

full intention of pasturing his donkeys that night upon

lands in the possession or hire of the said Samuel.
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At Monk's Vale station Joan found a dog-cart waiting for

her. When she had taken her seat she asked the groom if

Mr. Levinger was ill. He replied that he didn't rightly

know, but that his master had kept the house almost ever

since Miss Emma— he meant Lady Graves — had married,

and that last night, feeling queer, he had sent for a doctor.

Then Joan asked if Lady Graves was at Monk's Lodge,

and was informed that she and her husband were not ex

pected home at Rosham from abroad till this night or the

next morning.

By this time they had reached the house, which was not

more than half a mile distant from the station. The ser

vant who opened the door took Joan to a bedroom and said

that tea was waiting for her. When she was ready she

went downstairs to the dining-room, where presently she

received a message that Mr. Levinger would be glad to see

her, and was shown to his room on the first floor. She

found him seated in an armchair by a fire, although the

weather was warm for June; and noticed at once that he

was much changed since she had last seen him, his face

being pale and thin and his form shrunken. His eyes,

however, retained their brightness and intelligence, and his

manner its vivacity. As she entered the room he attempted

to rise to receive her, only to sink back into his chair with

a groan, where for a while he remained speechless.

" It is very good of you to come to see me, Joan," he

said presently. . " Pray be seated."

" I am sorry to hear that you have not been well, sir,"

she answered.

" No, Joan, I have not ; there never was a man further

from health or much nearer to death than I am at this

moment, and that is why I have sent for you, since what

I have to say cannot be put off any longer. But you do

not look very well yourself, Joan."

" I feel quite strong, thank you, sir. You know I had a

bad illness, for you very kindly came to see me, and it has

taken me a while to recover."

" I hear that you are married, Joan, although you are not
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living with your husband, Samuel Rock. It would, perhaps,

have been well if you had consulted me before taking such

a step, but you have a right to manage your own affairs. I

trust that you are happy ; though, if so, I do not understand

why you keep away." And he looked at her anxiously.

" I am as happy as I ever shall be, sir, and I go to live

with Mr. Rock to-morrow: till now I have been detained

in town by business."

"You know that my daughter is married to Sir Henry

Graves," he went on after a pause, again searching her face

with his eyes. " They return home to-night or to-morrow ;

and not too soon if they wish to see me alive, though they

know nothing of that, for I have told them little of my state

of health."

" Yes, sir," she answered imperturbably, though her hands

shook as she spoke. " But I suppose that you did not send

for me to tell me that, sir."

" No, Joan, no. Is the door shut ? I sent for you—

0 my God, that I should have to say it ! — to throw my

self upon your mercy, since I dare not die and face the

Judgment-seat till I have told you all the truth. Listen

to me" — and his voice fell to a piercing whisper—"Joan,

you are my daughter ! "

CHAPTER XXXVII.

THE TRUTH, THE WHOLE TRUTH.

" Your daughter ! " she said, rising in her astonishment,

— " you must be mad ! If I were your daughter, could you

have lied to me as you did, and treated me as you have

done?"

" I pray you to listen before you judge, and at present

spare your reproaches, for believe me, Joan, I am not fit

to bear them. Remember that I need have told you noth

ing of this ; the secret might have been buried in my

grave " ,
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"As it would have been, sir, had you not feared to die

with such falsehood on your soul."

He made an imploring gesture with his hand, and she

ceased.

"Joan," he went on, "I will tell you the whole truth.

You are not only my child, you are also legitimate."

"And Miss Levinger — Lady Graves, I mean— is she

legitimate too ? "

"No, Joan."

She heard, and bit her lip till the blood ran, but even so

she could not keep silence.

" Oh ! " she cried, " I wonder if you will ever understand

what you have done in hiding this from me. Do you know

that you have ruined my life ? "

" I pray that you may be mistaken, Joan. Heaven is my

witness that I have tried to act for the best. Listen : many

years ago, when I was still a youngish man, it was my fate

to meet and to fall in love with your mother, Jane Lacon.

Like you, she was beautiful, but unlike you she was hot-

tempered, violently jealous, and, when she was angered,

rough of speech. Such as she was, however, she obtained a

complete empire over my mind, for I was headstrong and

passionate; indeed, so entirely did I fall into her power

that in the end I consented to marry her. This, however, I

did not dare to do here, for in those days I was poor and

struggling, and it would have ruined me. Separately, and

without a word being said to any one, we went to London,

and there were secretly married in an obscure parish in the

East End. In proof of my words here is a copy of the

certificate," — and, taking a paper from a despatch-box that

stood on the table beside him, he handed it to Joan, then

went on : —

" As you may guess, a marriage thus entered into between

two people so dissimilar in tastes, habits and education did

not prove successful. For a month or so we were happy,

then quarrels began. I established, her in lodgings in

London, and, while ostensibly carrying on my business "as a

land agent here, visited her from time to time. With this,
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however, she was not satisfied, for she desired to be ac

knowledged openly as my wife and to return with me to

Bradmouth. I refused to comply— indeed, I dared not do

so—whereupon she reviled me with ever-increasing bitter

ness. Moreover she became furiously jealous, and extrava

gant beyond the limit of my means. At length matters

reached a climax, for a chance sight that she caught of me

driving in a carriage with another woman, provoked so

dreadful an outburst that in my rage and despair I told her

a falsehood. I told her, Joan, that she was not really my

wife, and had no claim upon me, seeing that I had married

her under a false name. This in itself was true, for my

own name is not Levinger; but it is not true that the

marriage was thereby invalidated, since neither she nor

those among whom I had lived for several years knew me

by any other. When your mother heard this she replied

only that such conduct was just what she should have

expected from me ; and that night I returned to Bradmouth,

having first given her a considerable sum of money, for I

did not think that I should see her again for some time.

Two days afterwards I received a letter from her, — here it

is," and he read it : —

" 1 George, —

" 'Though I may be what you call me, a common woman and a

jealous scold, at least I have too much pride to go on living with a

scoundrel who has deceived me by a sham marriage. If I were as

bad as you think, I might have the law of you, but I won't do that,

especially as I dare say that we shall be best apart. Now I am going

straight away where you will never find me, so you need not trouble

to look, even if you care to. I haven't told you yet that I expect to

have a child. If it comes to anything, I will let you know about it ;

if not, you may be sure that it is dead, or that I am. Good-bye,

George: for a week or two we were happy, and though you hate me,

I still love you in my own way ; but I will never live with you again,

so don't trouble your head any more about me.

" ' Yours,

" ' Jaxe ?

" ' P.S. —Not knowing what my name is, I can't sign it.'
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" When I received this letter I went to London and tried

to trace your mother, but could hear nothing of her. Some

eight or nine months passed by, and one day a letter came

addressed to me, written by a woman in New York— I have

it here if you wish to see it — enclosing what purports to be

a properly attested American certificate of the death of

Jane Lacon, of Bradmouth in England. The letter says

that Jane Lacon, who passed herself off as a widow, and

was employed as a housekeeper in an hotel in New York,

died in childbirth with her infant in the house of the writer,

who, by her request, forwarded the certificate of death,

together with her marriage ring and her love.

" I grieved for your mother, Joan ; but I made no further

inquiries, as I should have done, for I did not doubt the

story, and in those days it was not easy to follow up such a

matter on the other side of the Atlantic.

" A year went by and I married again, my second wife

being Emma Johnson, the daughter of old Johnson, who

owned a fleet of fishing boats and a great deal of other

property, and lived at the Red House in Bradmouth. Some

months after our marriage he died, and we came to live at

Monk's Lodge, which we inherited from him with the rest

of his fortune. A while passed, and Emma was born ; and

it was when her mother was still confined to her room that

one evening, as I was walking in front of the house after

dinner, I saw a woman coming towards me carrying a fifteen-

months' child in her arms. There was something in this

woman's figure and gait that was familiar to me, and I stood

still to watch her pass. She did not pass, however; she

came straight up to me and said : —

" ' How are you, George ? You ought to know me again,

though you won't know your baby.'

" It was your mother, and, Joan, you were that baby.

" I thought that you were dead, Jane,' I said, so soon as I

could speak.

'That's just what I meant you to think, George,' she

answered, ' for at that time I had a very good chance of

marrying out there in New York, and didn't want you pok
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ing about after me, even though you weren't my lawful hus

band. Also I couldn't bear to part with the baby ; though

it's yours sure enough, and I've been careful to bring its birth

papers with me to show you that it is not a fraud ; and here

they are, made out in your name and mine, or at least in

the name that you pretended to marry me under.' And she

gave me this certificate, which, Joan, I now pass on to you.

" ' The fact of the matter is,' she went on, ' that when it

came to the point I found that I couldn't marry the other

man after all, for in my heart I hated the sight of him and

was always thinking of you. So I threw him up and tried

to get over it, for I was doing uncommonly well out there,

running a lodging-house of my own. But it wasn't any use :

1 just thought of you all day and dreamed of you all night,

and the end of it was that I sold up the concern and started

home. And now if you will marry me respectable so much

the better, and if you won't— well, I must put up with it, and

sha'n't show you any more temper, for I've tried to get along

without you and I can't, that's the fact. You seem to be

pretty flourishing, anyway ; somebody in the train told me

that you had come into a lot of money and bought Monk's

Lodge, so I walked here straight, I was in such a hurry to

see you. Why, what's the matter with you, George ? You

look like a ghost. Come, give me a kiss and take me into

the house. I'll clear out by-and-by if you wish it.'

"These, Joan, were your mother's exact words, as she

stood there in the moonlight near the roadway, holding you

in her arms. I have not forgotten a syllable of them.

" When she finished I was forced to speak. ' I can't take

you in there,' I said, 'because I am married and it is my

wife's house.' She turned ghastly white, and had I not

caught her I think that she would have fallen.

" ' 0 my God ! ' she said, ' I never thought of this. Well,

George, you won't cast me off fcr all that, will you ? I was

your wife before she was, and this is your daughter.'

" Then, Joan, though it nearly choked me, I lied to her

again, for what else was I to do ? ' You never were my

wife,' I said, ' and I've got another daughter now. Also all
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this is your own fault, for had I known that you were alive,

I would not have married. You have yourself to thank,

Jane, and no one else. Why did you send me that false

certificate ? '

" ' I suppose so,' she answered heavily. ' Well, I'd best

be off ; but you needn't have been so ready to believe things.

Will you look after the child if anything happens to me,

George ? She's a pretty babe, and I've taught her to say

Daddy to nothing.'

" I told your mother not to talk in that strain, and asked

her where she was going to spend the night, saying that I

would see her again on the morrow. She answered, at her

sister's, Mrs. Gillingwater, and held you up for me to kiss.

Then she walked away, and that was the last time that I

saw her alive.

" It seems that she went to the Crown and Mitre, and

made herself known to your aunt, telling her that she had

been abroad to America, where she had come to trouble, but

that she had money, in proof of which she gave her notes

for fifty pounds to put into a safe place. Also she said that

I was the agent for people who knew about her in the States,

and was paid to look after her child. Then she ate some

supper, and saying that she would like to take a walk and

look at the old place, as she might have to go up to London

on the morrow, she went out. Next morning she was found

dead beneath the cliff, though how she came there, there was

nothing to show.

" That, Joan, is the story of your mother's life and death."

" You mean the story of my mother's life and murder,"

she answered. " Had you not told her that lie she would

never have committed suicide."

" You are hard upon me, Joan. She was more to blame

than I was. Moreover, I do not believe that she killed

herself. It was not like her to have done so. At the place

where she fell over the cliff there stood a paling, of which

the top rail, that was quite rotten, was found to have been

broken. I think that my poor wife, being very unhappy,

walked along the cliff and leaned upon this rail wondering
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what she should do, when suddenly it broke and she was

killed, for I am sure that she had no idea of making away

with herself.

"After her death Mrs. Gillingwater came to me and

repeated the tale which her sister had told her, as to my

having been appointed agent to some person unknown in

America. Here was a way out of my trouble, and I took it,

saying that what she had heard was true. This was the

greatest of my sins ; but the temptation was too strong for

me, for had the truth come out I should have been utterly

destroyed, my wife would have been no wife, her child would

have been a bastard, I should have been liable to a prosecu

tion for bigamy, and, worst of all, my daughter's heritage

might possibly have passed from her to you."

" To me ? " said Joan.

"Yes, to you; for under my father-in-law's will all his

property is strictly settled first upon his daughter, my late

wife, with a life interest to myself, and then upon my lawful

issue. You are my only lawful issue, Joan ; and it would

seem, therefore, that you are legally entitled to your half-

sister's possessions, though of course, did you take them, it

would be an act of robbery, seeing that the man who be

queathed them certainly desired to endow his own descend

ants and no one else, the difficulty arising from the fact of

my marriage with his daughter being an illegal one. I have

taken the opinions of four leading lawyers upon the case,

giving false names to the parties concerned. Of these,

two have advised that you would be entitled to the property,

since the law is always strained against illegitimate issue,

and two that equity would intervene and declare that her

grandfather's inheritance must come to Emma, as he doubt

less intended, although there was an accidental irregularity

in the marriage of the mother.

" I have told you all this, Joan, as I am telling you every

thing, because I wish to keep nothing back ; but I trust that

your generosity and sense of right will never allow you to

raise the question, for this money belongs to Emma and to

her alone. For you I have done my best out of my savings,
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and in some few days or weeks you will inherit about four

thousand pounds, which will give you a competence inde

pendent of your husband."

" You need not be afraid, sir," answered Joan contempt

uously ; " I would rather cut my fingers off than touch a farth

ing of the money to which I have no right at all. I don't

even know that I will accept your legacy."

" I hope that you will do so, Joan, for it will put you in

a position of complete independence, will provide for your

children, and will enable you to live apart from your hus

band, should you by any chance fail to get on with him.

And now I have told you the whole truth, and it only re

mains for me to most humbly beg your forgiveness. I have

done my best for you, Joan, according to my lights ; for, as

I could not acknowledge you, I thought it would be well

that you should be brought up in your mother's class—

though here I did not make sufficient allowance for the se

cret influences of race, seeing that, not withstanding your

education, you are in heart and appearance a lady. I might,

indeed, have taken you to live with me, as I often longed

to do ; but I feared lest such an act should expose me to

suspicion, suspicion should lead to inquiry, and inquiry

to my ruin and to that of my daughter Emma. Doubtless it

would have been better, as well as more honest, if I had

faced the matter out ; but at the time I could not find the

courage, and the opportunity went by. My early life had not

been altogether creditable, and I could not bear the thought

of once more becoming the object of scandal and of disgrace,

or of imperilling the fortune and position to which after so

many struggles I had at length attained. That, Joan, is

my true story ; and now again I say that I hope to hear

you forgive me before I die, and promise that you will not,

unless it is absolutely necessary, reveal these facts to your

half-sister, Lady Graves, for if you do I verily believe that

it will break her heart. The dread lest she should learn

this history has haunted me for years, and caused me to

strain every nerve to secure her marriage with a man of

position and honourable name, so that, even should it be dis

2C
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covered that she had none, she might find a refuge in her dis

grace. Thank Heaven that I, who have failed in so many

things, have at least succeeded in this, so that, come what

may when I am dead, she is provided for and safe."

" I suppose, sir, that Sir Henry Graves knows all this ? "

" Knows it ! Of course not. Had he known it I doubt

if he would have married her."

"Possibly not. He might even have married somebody

else," Joan answered. " It seems, then, that you palmed off

Miss Emma upon him under a false description."

" I did," he said, with a groan. " It was wrong, like the

rest; but one evil leads to another."

" Yes, sir, one evil leads to another, as I shall show you

presently. You ask me to forgive you, and you talk about

the breaking of Lady Graves's heart. Perhaps you do

not know that mine is already broken through you, or to

what a fate you have given me over. I will tell you. Your

daughter's husband, Sir Henry Graves, and I loved each

other, and I have borne his child. He wished to marry me,

though, believing myself to be what you have taught me to

believe, I was against it from the first. When he learned

my state he insisted upon marrying me, like the honourable

man that he is, and told his mother of his intention. She

came to me in London and pleaded with me, almost on her

knees, that I should ward off this disgrace from her family,

and preserve her son from taking a step which would ruin

him. I was moved by her entreaties, and I felt the truth of

what she said ; but I knew well that, should he come to

marry me, as within a few days he was to do, for our child's

and our love's sake, if not for my own, I could never find

the strength to deny him.

" What was I to do ? I was too ill to run away, and he

would have hunted me out. Therefore it came to this, that

I must choose between suicide — which was both wicked

and impossible, for I could not murder another as well as

myself— and the still more dreadful step that at length I

took. You know the man Samuel Rock, my husband, and

perhaps you know also that for a long while he has persecuted
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me with his passion, although again and again I have told

him that he was hateful to me. While I was ill he obtained

my address in London— I believe that he bought it from

my aunt, Mrs. Gillingwater, the woman in whose charge

you were satisfied to leave me— and two days after I had

seen Lady Graves, he came to visit me, gaining admission

by passing himself off as Sir Henry to my landlady, Mrs.

Bird.

" You can guess the rest. To put myself out of tempta

tion, and to save the man I loved from being disgraced and

contaminated by me, I married the man I hated—a man so

base that, even when I had told him all, and bargained that

I should live apart from him for many months, he was yet

content to take me. I did more than this even : I wrote in

such a fashion to Sir Henry as I knew must shock and revolt

him ; and then I married, leaving him to believe that I had

thrown him over because the husband whom I had chosen

was richer than himself. Perhaps you cannot guess why I

should thus have dishonoured both of us, and subjected myself

to the horrible shame of making myself vile in Sir Henry's

eyes. This was the reason : had I not done so, had he once sus

pected the true motives of my sacrifice, the plot would have

failed. I should have sold myself for nothing, for then he

would never have married Emma Levinger. And now, that

my cup may be full, my child is dead, and to-morrow I must

give myself over to my husband according to the terms of

my bond. This, sir, is the fruit of all your falsehoods ; and

I say, Ask God to forgive you, but not the poor girl — your

own daughter— whom you have robbed of honour and

happiness, and handed over to misery and shame."

Thus Joan spoke to him, in a quiet, an almost mechanical

voice indeed, but standing on her feet above the dying man,

and with eyes and gestures that betrayed her absorbing

indignation. When she had finished, her father, who was

crouched in the chair before her, let fall his hands, where

with he had hidden his face, and she saw that he was gasp

ing for breath and that his lips were blue.

"'The way of transgressors is hard,' as we both have
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learned," he muttered, with a deathly smile, " and I deserve

it all. I am sorry for you, Joan, but I cannot help you. If

it consoles you, you may remember that, whereas your sor

rows and shame are but temporal, mine, as I fear— will be

eternal. And now, since you refuse to forgive me, farewell ;

for I can talk no more, and must make ready, as best I can,

to take my evil doings hence before another, and, I trust,

a more merciful Judge."

Joan turned to leave the room, but ere she reached the

door the rage died out of her heart and pity entered it.

"I forgive you, father," she said, "for it is Heaven's will

that these things should have happened, and by my own sin

I have brought the worst of them upon me. I forgive you,

as I hope to be forgiven. But oh ! I pray that my time here

may be short."

" God bless you for those words, Joan ! " he murmured.

Then she was gone.

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

A GHOST OF THE PAST.

Lady Graves sat at breakfast in the dining-room at

Rosham, where she had arrived from London on the previ

ous evening, to welcome home her son and her daughter-in-

law. Just as she was rising from the table the butler

brought her a telegram.

"Your master and mistress will be here by half-past

eleven, Thomson," she said. "This message is from Har

wich, and they seem to have had a very bad crossing."

" Indeed, my lady ! " answered the old man, whose face,

like the house of Graves, shone with a renewed prosperity ;

" then I had better give orders about the carriage meeting

them. It's a pity we hadn't a little more notice, for there's

many in the village as would have liked to give Sir Henry

and her ladyship a bit of a welcome."
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" Yes, Thomson ; but perhaps they can manage something

of that sort in a day or two. Everything is ready, I suppose ?

I have not had time to go round yet."

" Well, I can't say that, my lady. I think that some of

them there workmen won't have done till their dying day ;

and the smell of paint upstairs is awful. But perhaps your

ladyship would like to have a look ? "

"Yes, I should, Thomson, if you will give the orders

about the carriage and to have some breakfast ready."

Thomson bowed and went, and, reappearing presently, led

Lady Graves from room to room, pointing out the repairs

that had been done to each. Emma's money had fallen

upon the nakedness of Rosham like spring rains upon a

desert land, with results that were eminently satisfactory to

Lady Graves, who for many years had been doomed to mourn

over threadbare carpets and shabby walls. At last they had

inspected everything, down to the new glass in the windows

of the servants' bedrooms.

"I think, Thomson," said Lady Graves, with a sigh of

relief, "that, taking everything into consideration, we have

a great deal to be thankful for."

" That's just what I says upon my knees every night, my

lady. When I remember that if it hadn't been for the new

mistress and her money (bless her sweet face!) all of us

might have been sold up and in the workhouse by now, or

near it, I feel downright sick."

" Well, you can cheer up now, Thomson, for, although for

his position your master will not be a rich man, the bad

times are done with."

" Yes, my lady, they are done with ; and please God they

won't come no more in my day. If your ladyship is going

to walk outside I'll call March, as I know he's very anxious

to show you the new vinery."

" Thank you, Thomson, but I think I will sit quiet and

enjoy myself till Sir Henry comes, and then we can all go

and see the gardens together. Mr. and Mrs. Milward are

coming over this afternoon, are they not ? "

" Yes, I believe so, my lady ; that is, Miss Ellen — I mean
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Mrs. Milward— drove round with her husband yesterday

to look at the new furniture in the drawing-room, and said

that they should invite themselves to dinner to-night to

welcome the bride. He's grown wonderful pleasant of late,

Mr. Milward has, and speaks quite civil to the likes of us

since Sir Henry's marriage; though March, he do say it's

because he wants our votes— for I suppose you've heard,

my lady, that he's putting up for Parliament in this division

— but then March never was no believer in the human

heart."

" Yes, I have heard, and I am told that Miss Ellen will

pull him through. However, we need not think of that yet.

By the way, Thomson, tell March to cut a bowlful of sweet

peas and have them put in your mistress's room. I remem

ber that when she was here as a girl, nearly three years ago,

she said that they were her favourite flower."

When Thomson had gone Lady Graves sat herself down

near the open door of the hall, whence she could see the

glowing masses of the rose-beds and the light shifting on

the foliage of the oaks in the park beyond, to read the

morning psalms in accordance with her daily custom. Soon,

however, the book dropped from her hand and she fell to

musing on the past, and how strangely, after all its troubles,

the family that she loved, and with which her life was

interwoven, had been guided back into the calm waters of

prosperity. Less than a year ago there had been nothing

before them but ruin and extinction, — and now ! It was

not for herself that she rejoiced ; her hopes and loves and

fears were for the most part buried in the churchyard yon

der, whither ere long she must follow them ; but rather for

her dead husband's sake, and for the sake of the home of his

forefathers, that now would be saved to their descendants.

Truly, with old Thomson, she felt moved to render thanks

upon her knees when she remembered that, but for the happy

thought of her visit to Joan Haste, things might have been

otherwise indeed. She had since heard that this poor girl

had married a farmer, that same man whom she had seen in

the train when she went to London; for Henry had told
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her as much and spoken very bitterly of her conduct. The

story seemed a little curious, and she could not altogether

understand it, but she supposed that her son was right, and

that on consideration the young woman, being a person of

sense, had chosen to make a wise marriage with a man of

means and worth, rather than a romantic one with a poor

gentleman. Whatever was the exact explanation, without

doubt the issue was most fortunate for all of them, and Joan

Haste deserved their gratitude. Thinking thus, Lady Graves

fell into ^pleasant little doze, from which she was awakened

by the sound of wheels. She rose and went to the front

door to find Henry, looking very well and bronzed, helping

his wife out of the carriage.

" Why, mother, is that you ? " he said, with a pleasant

laugh. " This is first-rate : I didn't expect from your letter

that you would be down before to-morrow," and he kissed

her. " Look, here is my invalid ; I have been twenty years

and more at sea, but till last night I did not imagine that a

human being could be so sick. I don't know how she sur

vived it."

"Do stop talking about my being sick, Henry, and get

out of the way, that I may say how do you do to your

mother."

" Well, Emma," said Lady Graves, " I must say that, not

withstanding your bad crossing, you look very well — and

happy."

"Thank you, Lady Graves," she answered, colouring

slightly ; "lam both well and happy."

" Welcome home, dear ! " said Henry ; and putting his arm

round his wife, he gave her a kiss, which she returned. " By

the way," he added, " I wonder if there is any news of your

father."

" Thomson says he has heard that he is not very grand,"

answered Lady Graves. " But I think there is a postcard

for you in his writing ; here it is."

Henry read the card, which was written in a somewhat

shaky hand. It said : —
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" Welcome to both of you. Perhaps Henry can come and give me

a look to-morrow ; or, if that is not convenient, will you both drive

over on the following morning ?

" Yours affectionately,

"G. L."

" He seems pretty well," said Henry. " But I'll drive to

Bradmouth and take the two o'clock train to Monk's Vale,

coming back to-night."

" Ellen and her husband are going to be here to dinner,"

said Lady Graves.

" Oh, indeed ! Well, perhaps you and Emma will look

after them. I dare say that I shall be home before they

go. No, don't bother about meeting me. Probably I shall

return by the last train and walk from Bradmouth. I must

go, as you remember I wrote to your father from abroad say

ing that I would come and see him to-day, and he will have

the letter this morning."

After her interview with Mr. Levinger, for the first time

in her life Joan slept beneath her father's roof— or rather

she lay down to sleep, since, notwithstanding her weariness,

the scene through which she had passed, together with the

aching of her heart for all that she had lost, and its rebel

lion against the fate which was in store for her on the

morrow, made it impossible that she should rest. Once

towards morning she did doze off indeed, and dreamed.

She dreamt that she stood alone upon a point of rock, out

of all sight or hope of shore, while round her raged a sea of

troubles. From every side they poured in upon her to over

whelm her, and beneath the black sky above howled a

dreary wind, which was full of voices crying to each other

of her sins and sorrows across the abysm of space. Wave

after wave that sea rolled on, and its waters were thick with

human faces, or rather with one face twisted and distorted

into many shapes, as though reflected from a thousand

faulty mirrors— now long, now broad, and now short ; now

so immense that it filled the ocean and overflowed the edge

of the horizon, and now tiny as a pin's point, yet visible
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and dreadful. Gibbering, laughing, groaning, and shouting

aloud, still the face was one face — that of Samuel Rock,

her husband. Nearer it surged and nearer, till at length

it flowed across her feet, halving itself against them ; then

the one half shouted with laughter and the other screamed

in agony, and, joining themselves together, they rose on the

waters of that sea, which of a sudden had grown red, and,

smiting her upon the breast, drove her down and down and

down into the depths of an infinite peace, whence the voice

of a child was calling her.

Then she awoke, and rejoiced to see the light of day

streaming into the room ; for she was frightened at her

nightmare, though the sense of peace with which it closed

left her strangely comforted. Death must be like that, she

thought.

At breakfast Joan inquired of the servant how Mr. Lev-

inger was ; and, being of a communicative disposition, the

girl told her that he had gone to bed late last night, after

sitting up to burn and arrange papers, and said that he

should stop there until the doctor had been. She added

that a letter had arrived from Sir Henry announcing his

intention of coming to see her master after lunch. Joan

informed the woman that she would wait at Monk's Lodge

to hear Dr. Childs's report, but that Mr. Levinger need not

be troubled about her, since, having only a handbag with

her, she could find her own way back to Bradmouth, either

on foot or by train. Then she went to her room and sat

down to think.

Henry was coming here, and she was glad of it; for,

dreadful as such an interview would be, already she had

made up her mind that she must see him alone and for

the last time. Everything else she could bear, but she

could no longer bear that he should think her vile and

faithless. To-day she must go to her husband, but first

Henry should learn why she went. He was safely married

now, and no harm could come of it, she argued. Also, if

she did not take this opportunity, how could she know when

she might find another ? An instinct warned her that her
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career in Bradmouth as the wife of Mr. Rock would be a

short one; and at least she was sure that, when once she

was in his power, he would be careful that she should have

no chance of speaking with the man whom he knew to have

been her lover. Yes, it might be unheroic and inconsistent,

but she could keep silence no longer ; see him she must and

would, were it only to tell him that his child had lived, and

was dead.

Moreover, there was another matter. She must warn him

to guard against the secret which she had learned on the

previous night being brought directly or indirectly to the

knowledge of his wife. Towards Emma her feelings, if they

could be denned at all, were kindly ; and Joan guessed that,

should Henry's wife discover how she had been palmed off

upon an unsuspecting husband, it would shatter her happi

ness. For her own part, Joan had quickly made up her

mind to let all this sad history of falsehood and dishonour

sink back into the darkness of the past. It mattered to her

little now whether she was legitimate or not, and it was

useless to attempt to clear the reputation of a forgotten

woman, who had been dead for twenty years, at the expense

of blasting that of her own father. Also, she knew that if

Samuel got hold of this story, he would never rest from

his endeavours to wring from its rightful owner the fortune

that might pass to herself by a quibble of the law. No,

she had the proofs of her identity ; she would destroy them,

and if any others were to be found among her father's papers

after his death Henry must do likewise.

When Dr. Childs had gone, about one o'clock, Joan saw

the servant, who told her the doctor said that Mr. Levinger

remained in much the same condition, and that he yet

might live for another month or two. On the other hand,

he might die at any moment, and, although he did not an

ticipate such immediate danger, he had ordered him to stay

in bed, and had advised him to send for a clergyman if he

wished to see one ; also to write to his daughter, Lady

Graves, asking her to come on the morrow and to stay with

him for the present. Joan thanked the maid, and leaving
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a message for Mr. Levinger to the effect that she would

come to see him again if he wished it, she started on her

way, carrying her bag in her hand.

There were only two roads by which Henry could ap

proach Monk's Lodge : the cliff road ; and that which ran,

through woodlands for the most part, to the Vale station,

half a mile away. Joan knew that about three hundred

yards from the Lodge at the end of the shrubberies, there

was a summer-house commanding a view of the cliff and

sea, and standing within twenty paces of the station road.

Here she placed herself, so as to be able to intercept Henry

by whichever route he should come ; for she wished their

meeting to be secret, and, for obvious reasons, she did not

dare to await him in the immediate neighbourhood of the

house.

She came to the summer-house, a rustic building sur

rounded at a little distance by trees, and much overgrown

with masses of ivy and other creeping plants. Here Joan

sat herself down, and picking up a mouldering novel left

there long ago by Emma, she held it in her hand as though

she were reading, while over the top of it she watched the

two roads anxiously.

Nearly an hour passed, and as yet no one had gone by

whom even at that distance she could possibly mistake for

Henry ; when suddenly her heart bounded within her, for

a hundred yards or more away, and just at the turn of the

station road, a view of which she commanded through a

gap in the trees and fence, she caught sight of the figure

of a man who walked with a limp. Hastening from the

summer-house, she pushed her way through the under

growth and the hedge beyond, taking her stand at a bend

in the path. Here she waited, listening to the sound of

approaching footsteps and of a man's voice, Henry's voice,

humming a tune that at the time was popular in the streets

of London. A few seconds passed, which to her seemed

like an age, and he was round the corner advancing towards

her, swinging his stick as he came. So intent was he upon

his thoughts, or on the tune that he was humming, that he
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never saw her until they were face to face. Then, catching

sight of a lady in a grey dress, he stepped to one side, lifting

his hand to his hat, — looked up at her, and stopped dead.

" Henry," she said in a low voice.

"What! are you here, Joan," he asked, "and in that

dress ? For a moment you frightened me like a ghost— a

ghost of the past."

" I am a ghost of the past," she answered. " Yes, that is

all I am— a ghost. Come in here, Henry; I wish to speak

to you."

He followed her without a word, and presently they were

standing together in the summer-house.

Henry opened his lips as though to speak ; but apparently

thought better of it, for he said nothing, and it was Joan

who broke that painful silence.

"I have waited for you here," she began confusedly,

" because I have things that I must tell you in private."

" Yes, Mrs. Rock," he answered ; " but do you not think,

under all the circumstances, that it would be better if you

told them to me in public ? You know this kind of meet

ing might be misunderstood."

"Do not speak to me like that, I beg," she said, clasping

her hands and looking at him imploringly ; then added,

" and do not call me by that name : I cannot bear it from

you, at any rate as yet."

" I understand that it is your name, and I have no title

to use any other."

"Yes, it is my name," she answered passionately; "but

do you know why ? "

"I know nothing except what your letters and your hus

band have told me, and really I do not think that I have

any right to inquire further."

"No, but I have a right to tell you. You think that I

threw you over, do you not, and married Mr. Rock for my

own reasons ? "

"I must confess that I do; you would scarcely have

married him for anybody else's reasons."

" So you believe. Now listen to me : I married Samuel
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Rock in order that you might marry Emma Levinger. I

meant to marry you, Henry, but your mother came to me

and implored me not to do so, so I took this means of put

ting myself out of the reach of temptation."

" My mother came to you, and you did that ! Why, you

must be mad ! "

" Perhaps ; but so it is, and the plot has answered very

well, especially as our child is dead."

" Our child ! " he said, turning deathly pale : " was there

any child ? "

"Yes, Henry; and she was very like you. Her name

was Joan. I thought that you would wish her to be called

Joan. I buried her about a month ago."

For a moment he hid his face in his hands, then said,

" Perhaps, Joan, you will explain, for I am bewildered."

So she told him all.

" Fate and our own folly have dealt very hardly with us,

Joan," he said in a quiet voice when she had finished ; " and

now I do not see what there is to be done. We are both of

us married, and there is nothing between us except our past

and the dead child. By Heaven ! you are a noble woman,

but also you are a foolish one. Why could you not consult

me instead of listening to my mother, or- to any one else who

chose to plead with you in my interests— and their own ? "

" If I had consulted you, Henry, by now I should have

been your wife."

" Well, and was that so terrible a prospect to you ? As

you know, I asked nothing better; and it chanced that I

was able to obtain a promise of employment abroad which

would have supported both of us in comfort. Or— answer

me truly, Joan— did you, on the whole, as he told me, think

that you would do better to marry Mr. Rock ? "

" If Mr. Rock said that," she answered, looking at him

steadily, " he said what he knew to be false, since before I

married him I told him all the facts and bargained that I

should live apart from him for a while. Oh ! Henry, how

can you doubt me ? I tell you that I hate this man whom I

have married for your sake, that the sight of him is dread
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ful to me, and that I had sooner live in prison than with

him. And yet to-day I go to him."

" I do not doubt you, Joan," he answered, in a voice that

betrayed the extremity of his distress ; " but the thing is so

appalling that it paralyses me, and I know neither what to

do nor to say. Do you want help to get away from him ? "

She shook her head sadly, and answered, " I can escape

from him in one way only, Henry—by death, for my bar

gain was that when the time of grace was ended I would

come to be his faithful wife. After all he is my husband,

and my duty is towards him."

"I suppose so, — curse him for a cringing hound. Oh,

Joan ! the thought of it drives me mad, and I am helpless.

I cannot in honour even say the words that lie upon my

tongue."

" I know," she answered ; "say nothing, only tell me that

you believe me."

" Of course I believe you ; but my belief will not save you

from Samuel Rock, or me from my remorse."

"Perhaps not, dear," she answered quietly, "but since

there is no escape we must accept the inevitable ; doubtless

things will settle themselves sooner or later. And now

there is another matter of which I want to speak to you.

You know your father-in-law is very ill, dying indeed, and

yesterday he telegraphed for me to come to see him from

London. What do you think that he had to tell me ? "

Henry shook his head.

" This : that I am his legitimate daughter ; for it seems

that in marrying your wife's mother he committed bigamy,

although he did not mean to do so."

" Oh ! this is too much," said Henry. "Either you are

mistaken, Joan, or we are all living in a web of lies and

intrigues."

" I do not think that I am mistaken." Then briefly, but

with perfect clearness, she repeated to him the story that

Mr. Levinger had told her on the previous night, producing

in proof of it the certificates of her mother's marriage and

of her own birth.
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" Why, then," he burst out when she had finished, " this

old rogue has betrayed me as well as you ! Now I under

stand why he was so anxious that I should marry his daugh

ter. Did she know anything of this, Joan ? "

"Not a word. Do not blame her, Henry, for 'she is inno

cent, and it is in order that she may never know, that I

have repeated this story to you. Look, there go the proofs

of it— the only ones." And taking the two certificates,

she tore them into a hundred fragments and scattered them

to the winds.

"What are you doing?" he said. "But it does not

matter ; they are only copies."

"It will be difficult for you to find the originals," she

answered, with a sad smile, " for I was careful that you should

see neither the name of the parish where my mother was

married, nor the place of the registration of my birth."

" I will get those out of him," he said grimly, nodding

his head towards the house.

" If you care for me at all, Henry, you will do nothing of

the sort— for your wife's sake. I have been nameless so

long that I can well afford to remain so ; but should Lady

Graves discover the secret of her birth and of her father's

conduct, it would half kill her."

"That is true, Joan; and yet justice should be done to

you. Oh ! was ever man placed so cruelly ? What you

have said about the money is just, for it is Emma's by right,

but the name is yours."

" Yes, Henry ; but remember that if you make a stir

about the name, attempts will certainly be made to rob

your wife of her fortune."

"By whom?"

" By my husband, to whose house I must now be going."

For a few moments there was silence, then Joan spoke

again : —

" I forgot, Henry : I have something to give you that you

may like to keep," and she took a tiny packet from her

breast.

" What is it ? " he said, shrinking back a little.
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"Only —a lock of the— baby's hair." And she kissed

it and gave it to him.

He placed the paper in his purse calmly enough. Then

he broke down.

" Oh ! my God," he said, with a groan, " forgive me, but

this is more than I can bear."

Another second, and they were sobbing in each other's

arms, seeing nothing of a man, with a face made devilish

by hate and jealousy, who craned his head forward to

watch them from the shelter of a thick bush some few yards

away.

CHAPTER XXXIX.

HUSBAND AND WIFE.

When Joan parted from Henry she walked quickly to

Monk's Vale station to catch the train. Arriving just in

time, she bought a third-class ticket to Bradmouth, and got

into an empty carriage. Already they were starting, when

the door opened, and a man entered the compartment. At

first she did not look at him, so intent was she upon her

own thoughts, till some curious influence caused her to

raise her eyes, and she saw that the man was her husband,

Samuel Rock.

She gazed at him astonished, although it was not wonder

ful that she should chance to meet a person within a few

miles of his own home ; but she said nothing.

" How do you do, Joan ? " Samuel began, and as he spoke,

she noticed that his eyes were bloodshot and wild, and his

face and hands twitched : " I thought I couldn't be mistook

when I saw you on the platform."

" Have you been following me, then ? " she asked.

" Well, in a way I have. You see it came about thus :

this morning I find that young villain, Willie Hood, driving

his donkeys off my foreshore pastures, and we had words,

I threatening to pull him, jnd he giving me his sauce.



HUSBAND AND WIFE 401

Presently he says, ' You'd be better employed looking after

your wife than grudging my dickies a bellyful of sea

thistles; for, as we all know, you are a very affectionate

husband, and would like to see her down here after she's

been travelling so long for the benefit of her health.' Then,

of course, I ask him what he may chance to mean; for

though I have your letter in my pocket saying that you

were coming home shortly, I didn't expect to have the

pleasure of seeing you to-day, Joan; and he tells me that

he met you last night bound for Monk's Vale. So you see

to Monk's Vale I come, and there I find you, though what

you may happen to be doing, naturally I can't say."

" I have been to see Mr. Levinger," she answered ; " he is

very ill, and telegraphed for me yesterday."

"Did he now! Of course that explains everything;

though why he should want to see you it isn't for me to

guess. And now where might you be going, Joan ? Is it

' home, sweet home ' for you ? "

" I propose to go to Moor Farm, if you find it convenient."

" Oh, indeed ! Well, then, that's all right, and you'll be

heartily welcome. The place has been done up tidy for you,

Joan, by the same man that has been working at Rosham

to make ready for the bride. She's come home to-day too,

and it ain't often in these parts that we have two brides

home-coming together. It makes one wonder which of the

husbands is the happier man. Well, here we are at Brad-

mouth, so if you'll come along to the Crown and Mitre I'll

get my cart and we'll drive together. There are new folks

there now. Your aunt's in jail, and your uncle is in the

workhouse ; and both well suited, say I, though p'raps you

will think them a loss."

To all this talk, and much more like it, Joan made little

or no answer. She was not in a condition to observe

people or things closely, nevertheless it struck her that

there was something very strange about Samuel's manner.

It occurred to her even that he must have been drinking, so

wild were his looks and so palpable his efforts to keep his

words and gestures under some sort of control.

2d
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Presently they were seated in the cart and had started

for Moor Farm. The horse was a young and powerful

animal, but Samuel drove it quietly enough till they were

clear of the village. Then he commenced to shout at it and

to lash it with his whip, till the terrified beast broke into a

gallop and they were tearing along the road at a racing pace.

"We can't get home too fast, can we, darling?" he

yelled into her ear, " and the nag knows it. Come on, Sir

Henry, come on ! You know that a pretty woman likes to

go the pace, don't you?" and again he brought down his

heavy whip across the horse's flanks.

Joan clung to the rail of the cart, clenched her teeth and

said nothing. Luckily the last half-mile of the road ran up

a steep incline, and, notwithstanding Rock's blows and

urgings, the horse, being grass-fed, became blown, and was

forced to moderate its pace. Opposite the door of the

house Rock pulled it up so suddenly that Joan was almost

thrown on to her head; but, recovering her balance, she

descended from the cart ; which her husband gave into the

charge of a labourer.

" Here's your missus come home at last, John," he said,

with an idiotic chuckle. "Look at her: she's a sight for

sore eyes, isn't she ? "

" Glad to see her, I'm sure," answered the man. " But if

you drive that there horse so you'll break his wind, that's

all, or he'll break your neok, master."

" Ah ! John, but you see your missus likes to go fast.

We've been too slow up at Moor Farm, but all that's going

to be changed now."

As he spoke two great dogs rushed round the corner of

the house baying, and one of them, seeing that Joan was a

stranger, leapt at her and tore the sleeve of her dress. She

cried out in fear, and the man, John, running from the

head of the horse, beat the dogs back.

" Ah ! you would, Towser, would you ? " said Rock. " You

wait a moment, and I'll teach you that no one has a right

to touch a lady except her husband," and he ran into the

house.
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"Don't go, pray," said Joan to the man; "I am fright

ened,"— and she shrank to his side for protection, for the

dogs were still walking round her growling, their hair stand

ing up upon their backs.

By way of answer John tapped his forehead significantly

and whispered, " You look out for yourself, missus ; he's

going as his grandfather did. He's alius been queer, but I

never did see him like this before."

Just then Rock reappeared from the house, carrying his

double-barrelled gun in his hand.

" Towser, old boy ! come here, Towser ! " he said, address

ing the dog in a horrible voice of pretended affection, that,

however, did not deceive it, for it stood still, eyeing him

suspiciously.

" Surely," Joan gasped, " you are not going "

The words were scarcely out of her mouth when there

was a report, and the unfortunate Towser rolled over on to

his side dying, with a charge of No. 4 shot in his breast.

The horse, frightened by the noise, started off, John hang

ing to the reins.

"There, Towser, good dog," said Rock, with a brutal

laugh, "that's how I treat them that try to interfere with

my wife. Now come in, darling, and see your pretty home."

Joan, who had hidden her eyes that she might not wit

ness the dying struggles of the wretched dog, let fall her

hand, and looked round wildly for help. Seeing none, she

took a few steps forward with the idea of flying from this

fiend.

" Where are you going, Joan ? " he asked suspiciously.

" Surely you are never thinking of running away, are you ?

Because I tell you, you won't do that ; so don't you try it, my

dear. If I'm to be a widower again, it shall be a real one

next time." And he lifted the gun towards her and grinned.

Then, the man John having vanished with the cart, Joan

saw that her only chance was to appear unconcerned and

watch for an opportunity to escape later.

" Run away ! " she said : " what are you thinking of ? I

only wanted to see if the horse was safe," and she turned
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and walked through the deserted garden to the front door of

the house, which she entered.

Rock followed her, locking the door behind her as he had

done when Mrs. Gillingwater came to visit him, and with

much ceremonious politeness ushered her into the sitting-

room. This chamber had been re-decorated with a flaring

paper, that only served to make it even more incongruous

and unfit to be lived in by any sane person than before ; and

noting its gloom, which by contrast with the brilliant June

sunshine without was almost startling, and the devilish

faces of carven stone that grinned down upon her from the

walls, Joan crossed its threshold with a shiver of fear.

" Here we are at last ! " said Samuel. " Welcome to your

home, Joan Rock ! " And he made a movement as though

to embrace her, which she avoided by walking straight past

him to the farther side of the table.

" You'll be wanting something to eat, Joan," he went on.

" There's plenty in the house if you don't mind cooking it.

You see I haven't got any servants here at present," he

added apologetically, "as you weren't expected so soon;

and the old woman who comes in to do for me is away

sick."

" Certainly I will cook the food," Joan answered.

" That's right, dear — I was afraid that you might be too

grand but perhaps you would like to wash your hands first

while I light the fire in the kitchen stove. Come here," and

he led the way through the door near the fireplace to the foot

of an oaken stair. " There," he said, " that's our room, on

the right. It's no use trying any of the others, because

they're all locked up. I shall be just here in the kitchen,

so you will see me when you come down."

Joan went upstairs to the room, which was large and well

furnished, though, like that downstairs, badly lighted by one

window only, and secured with iron bars, as though the place

had been used as a prison at some former time. Clearly it

was Samuel's own room, for his clothes and hats were hung

upon some pegs near the door, and other of his possessions

were arranged in cupboards and on the shelves.



HUSBAND AND WIFE 405

Almost mechanically she "washed her hands and tidied

her hair with a brush from her handbag. Then she sat

down and tried to think, to find only that her mind had

become incapable, so numbed was it by all that she had

undergone, and with the terrors mental and bodily of her

present position. Nor indeed was much time allowed her

for thought, since presently she heard the hateful voice of

her husband calling to her that the fire was ready. At first

she made no answer, whereon Samuel spoke again from the

foot of the stairs, saying, —

" If you won't come down, dear, I must come up, as I can't

bear to lose sight of you for so long at a time."

Then Joan descended to the kitchen, where the fire burnt

brightly and a beef-steak was placed upon the table ready

for cooking. She set to work to fry the meat and to boil

the kettle and the potatoes ; while Samuel, seated in a chair

by the table, followed her every movement with his eyes.

" Now, this is what I call real pleasant and homely," he

said, "and I've been looking forward to it for many a month

as I sat by myself at night. Not that I want you to be a

drudge, Joan— don't you think it. I've got lots of money,

and you shall spend it : yes, you shall have your carriage

and pair if you like."

" You are very kind," she murmured, " but I don't wish

to live above my station. Perhaps you will lay the table

and bring me the teapot, as I think that the steak is nearly

done."

He rose to obey with alacrity, but before he left the room

Joan saw with a fresh tremor that he was careful to lock

the kitchen door and to put the key into his pocket. Evi

dently he suspected her of a desire to escape.

In a few more minutes the meal was ready, and they were

seated tite-d^tite in the parlour.

When he had helped her Joan asked him if she should

pour out the tea.

"No, never mind that wash," he said; "I've got some

thing that I have been keeping against this day." And

going to a cupboard he produced glasses and two bottles,
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one of champagne and the other of brandy. Opening the

first, he filled two tumblers with the wine, giving her one of

them.

" Now, dear, you shall drink a toast," he said. " Repeat

it after me. ' Your health, dearest husband, and long may

we live together.' "

Having no option but to fall into his humour, or run the

risk of worse things, Joan murmured the words, although

they almost choked her, and drank the wine— for which

she was very thankful, for by now it was past seven o'clock,

and she had touched nothing since the morning. Then she

made shift to swallow some food, washing it down with

sips of champagne. If she ate little, however, her husband

ate less, though she noticed with alarm that he did not

spare the bottle.

" It isn't often that I drink wine, Joan," he said, " for I hold

it sinful waste —not but what there'll always be wine for

you if you want it. But this is a night to make merry on,

seeing that a man isn't married every day," and he finished

the last of the champagne. "Oh! Joan," he added, "it's

like a dream to think that you've come to me at last. You

don't know how I've longed for you all these months ; and

now you are mine, mine, my own beautiful Joan— for

those whom God has joined together no man can put

asunder, however much they may try. I kept my oath to

you faithful, didn't I, Joan ? and now it's your turn to keep

yours to me. You remember what you swore— that you

would be a true and good wife to me, and that you wouldn't

see nothing of that villain who deceived you. I suppose

that you haven't seen him during all these months, Joan ? "

" If you mean Sir Henry Graves," she answered, " I met

him to-day as I walked to Monk's Vale station."

" Did you now ? " he said, with a curious writhing of the

lips : " that's strange, isn't it, that you should happen to go

to Monk's Lodge without saying nothing to your husband

about it, and that there you should happen to meet him

within a few hours of his getting back to England? I

suppose you didn't speak to him, did you ? "
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" I spoke a few words."

"Ah ! a few words. Well, that was wrong of you, Joan,

for it's against your oath ; but I dare say that they were to

tell him just to keep clear in future ? "

Joan nodded, for she dared not trust herself to speak.

"Well, then, that's all right, and he's done with. And

now, Joan, as we've finished supper, you come here like a

good wife, and put your arms round my neck and kiss me,

and tell me that you love me, and that you hate that man,

and are glad that the brat is dead."

Joan sat silent, making no answer. For a few moments

he waited as though expecting her to move, then he rose

and came towards her with outstretched arms.

Seeing his intention, she sprang from her chair and

slipped to the other side of the table.

"Come," he said, "don't run from me, for our courting

days are over, and it's silly in a wife. Are you going to

say what I asked you, Joan ? "

"No," she answered in a quiet voice, for her instincts

overcame her fears; "I have promised to live with you,

though you know why I married you, and I'll do it till it

kills me, even if you are mad ; but I'll not tell you a lie,

for I never promised to love you, and I hate you now more

than ever I did."

Samuel turned deadly white, then poured out a glass of

neat brandy and drank it before he answered.

"That's straight, anyway, Joan. But it's queer that

while you won't lie to me of one thing you ain't above doing

it about another. P'raps you didn't know it, but I was

there to-day when you had your 'few words' with your

lover. He never saw me, but I followed him from Brad-

mouth step for step, though sometimes I had to hide behind

trees and hedges to do it. You see I thought he would lead

me to you ; and so he did, for I saw you kissing and hugging

— yes, you who belong to me— I saw you holding that man

in your arms. Mad, do you say I am? Yes, I went mad

then, though mayhap if you'd done what I asked you just

now I might have got over it, for I felt my brain coming
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right ; but now it is going again, going, going ! And, Joan,

since you hate me so bad, there is only one thing left to

do, and that is " And with a wild laugh he dashed

towards the mantelpiece to reach down the gun which hung

above it.

Then Joan's nerve broke down, and she fled. From the

house itself there was no escape, for every door was locked ;

so, followed by the madman, she ran panting with terror

upstairs to the room where she had washed her hands, and,

shutting the door, shot the strong iron bolt— not too soon,

for next instant her husband was dashing his weight against

it. Very shortly he gave up the attempt, for he could

make no impression upon oak and iron ; and she heard him

lock the door on the outside, raving the while. Then he

tramped downstairs, and for a time there was silence.

Presently she became aware of a scraping noise at the

i lattice ; and, creeping along under shelter of the wall, she

peeped round the corner of the window place. Already the

light was low, but she could see the outlines of a white face

glowering into the room through the iron bars without.

Next instant there was a crash, and fragments of broken

glass fell tinkling to the carpet. Then a voice spoke,

saying, "Listen to me, Joan: I am here, on a ladder. I

won't hurt you, I swear it; I was mad just now, but I am

sane again. Open the door, and let us make it up."

Joan crouched upon the floor and made no answer.

Now there came the . sounds of a man wrenching at the

bars, which apparently withstood all the strength that he

could exert. For twenty minutes or more this went on,

after which there was silence for a while, and gradually it

grew dark in the room. At length through the broken pane

she heard a laugh, and Samuel's voice saying :

" Listen to me, my pretty : you won't come out, and you

won't let me in, but I'll be square with you for all that. You

sha'n't have any lover to kiss to-morrow, because I'm going to

make cold meat of him. It isn't you I want to kill ; I ain't

such a fool, for what's the use of you to me dead ? I should

only sit by your bones till I died myself. I've gone through
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too much to win you to want to be rid of you so soon.

You'd be all right if it wasn't for the other man, and once

he's gone you'll tell me that you love me fast enough; so

now, Joan, I'm going to kill him. If he sticks to what I

heard him tell his servant this morning, he should be walk

ing back to Rosham in about an hour's time, by one of the

paths that run past Ramborough Abbey wall. Well, I shall

be waiting for him there, at the Cross-Roads, so that I can't

miss him whichever way he comes, and this time we will

settle our accounts. Good-bye, Joan : I hope you won't be

lonely till I get home. I suppose that you'd like me to

bring you a lock of his hair for a keepsake, wouldn't you ?

or will you have that back again which you gave him this

day — the dead brat's, you know ? You sit in there and

say your prayers, dear, that it may please Heaven to make

a good wife of you ; for one thing's certain, you can't get

out," and he began to descend the ladder.

Joan waited awhile and then peered through the window.

She believed little of Samuel's story as to his design of

murdering Henry, setting it down as an idle tale that he

had invented to alarm her. Therefore she directed her

thoughts to the possibility of escape.

While she was thus engaged she saw a sight which terri

fied her indeed : the figure of her husband vanishing into

the shadows of the twilight, holding in his hand the double-

barrelled gun with which he had shot the dog and threatened

her. Could it, then, be true ? He was walking straight

for Ramborough, and swiftly — walking like a man who has

some purpose to fulfil. She called to him wildly, but no

answer came ; though once he turned, looking towards the

house, threw up his arm and laughed.

Then he disappeared over the brow of the slope.
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CHAPTER XL.

FULL MEASURE, PRESSED DOWN AND RUNNING OVER.

Joan staggered back from the window, gasping in her

terror. Her husband was mad with jealousy and hate and

every other passion. She could see now that he had always

been more or less mad, and that his frantic love for herself

was but a form of insanity, which during the long months

of their separation had deepened and widened until it

obtained a complete mastery over his mind. Then by an

evil fortune he had witnessed the piteous and passionate

scene between Henry and herself, or some part of it, and at

the sight the last barriers of his reason broke down, and he

became nothing but an evil beast filled with the lust of

revenge and secret murder. Now he had gone to shoot

down his rival in cold blood ; and this was the end of her

scheming and self-sacrifice — that she had given herself to

a lunatic and her lover to a bloody death !

So awful was the thought that for a while Joan felt as

though her own brain must yield beneath it. Then of a

sudden the desperate nature of the emergency came home

to her, and her mind cleared. Henry was still unharmed,

and perhaps he might be saved. Oh ! if only she could

escape from this prison, surely it would be possible for her

to save him, in this way or in that. But how ? If she

could find any one about she might send to warn him and

to obtain help ; but this she knew was not likely, for no

body lived at Moor Farm except its master, and by now the

labourers would have gone to their homes in the valley, a

mile away. Well, once out of the house she might run to

meet him herself ? No, for then possibly she would be too

late. Besides, there were at least three ways by which

Henry could walk from Bradmouth —by the cliff road, by

the fen path, or straight across the heath; and all these

separate routes converged at a spot beneath the wall of the
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old Abbey known as the Cross-Roads. That was why

Samuel had chosen this place for his deed of blood : as he

had told her, he knew that if he came at all his victim must

pass within a few paces of a certain portion of the ruined

churchyard fence.

What, then, could be done ? Joan flung herself upon the

bed and thought for a while, and as she lay thus a dread

ful inspiration came into her mind.

If she could get free it would be easy for her to personate

Henry. There upon the pegs hung a man's coat and a hat,

not unlike those which he was wearing that day. They

were much of a height, her hair was short, and she could

copy the limp in his gait. Who then would know them

apart, in the uncertain glimmer of the night ? Surely not

the maddened creature crouching behind some bush that he

might satisfy his hate in blood. But so, if things went well,

and if she did not chance to meet Henry in time to save

him, as she hoped to do, she herself must die within an hour,

or at the best run the risk of death ! What of it? At least he

would escape, for, whether or not her husband discovered

his error, after all was over, she was sure that one murder

would satiate his vengeance. Also would it not be better to

die than to live the life that lay before her ? Would it not

even be sweet to die, if thereby she could preserve the man

she loved more than herself a thousand times? She had

made many a sacrifice for him ; and this, the last, would be

the lightest of them, for then he would learn how true she

was to him, and always think of her with tenderness, and

long to greet her beyond the nothingness of death. Besides,

it might not come to this. Providence might interpose to

rescue her and him. She might see him in time coming by

the cliff road, or she might find her husband and turn him

from his purpose.

Oh ! her mind was mazed with terror for Henry, and torn

by perplexities as to how she best might save his life. Well,

there was no more leisure to search out a better plan ; if

she would act, it must be at once. Springing from the bed,

she ran to the window, and throwing it wide, screamed for



412 JOAN HASTE

help. Her cries echoed through the silent air, but the only

answer to them was the baying of the dog. There were

matches on the mantelpiece, — she had seen them ; and,

groping in the dark, she found the box and lit the candles.

Then she tried the door ; it was locked on the outside, and

she could not stir it. Next she examined the window place,

against which the ladder that Rock had set there was still

standing. It was secured by three iron bars let into the

brickwork at the top and screwed to the oaken sill at the

bottom.

Scrutinising these bars closely, she saw that, although

her husband had not been able to wrench them away, he had

loosened the centre one, for in the course of many years the

rust of the iron mixing with the tannin in the oak had

widened the screw holes, so that the water, settling in them,

had rotted that portion of the sill. Could she but force out

this bar she would be able to squeeze her body through the

gap and to set her feet upon the ladder.

There was a fireplace in the room, and, resting on the dogs

in front of it, lay a heavy old-fashioned poker. Seizing it,

she ran to the window and struck the bottom of the centre

bar again and again with all her strength. The screws

began to give. Now they were half-way out of the decaying

woodwork, but she could force them no farther with blows.

For a moment Joan seemed to be baffled, then she took

refuge in a new expedient. Thrusting the poker outside of

the bar to the right, and the end of it inside that which she

was seeking to dislodge, she obtained a powerful leverage

and pulled in jerks. At the third jerk her hand came sud

denly in contact with the sharp angle of the brickwork, that

rasped the skin from the back of it ; the screws gave way,

and the bar, slipping from the hole in which its top end was

set, fell clattering down the ladder.

Now the road was open, and it remained only for her to

dress herself to the part. Half crying with the pain of her

hurt and bleeding hand, quickly Joan put on the hat and

overcoat, remembering even then that they were the same

which Rock had worn when he came to see her in London,
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and, going to the window, she struggled through the two

remaining bars on to the ladder. Reaching the ground, she

ran through the garden to the heathland, for she feared lest

the surviving dog should espy and attack her. But no dog

appeared : perhaps the corpse of its brother that still lay by

the gate kept it away.

Now she was upon the heathland and heading straight

for the ruins of Ramborough, which lay at a distance of

about three-quarters of a mile from the house. The night

was fine and the air soft, but floating clouds now and again

obscured the face of the half-moon, that lay low in the sky,

causing great shadows to strike suddenly across the moor.

Her way ran past the meres, where the wind whispered

drearily amongst the growing reeds and the nesting wild

fowl called to each other across the water. There was a

great loneliness about the place ; no living creature was to

be seen ; and, at the moment, this feeling of solitude weighed

more heavily upon her numbed heart than the sense of the

death that she was courting. The world was still with her,

and its moods and accidents affected her as they had always

done ; but the possibilities of that other unrisen world upon

whose brink she stood, and the fear of it, moved her but

little, and she scarcely thought of what or where she might

or might not be within an hour. Those terrors were to

come.

She was past the meres, and standing on a ridge of ground

that lies between them and the cliff. Before her, when the

moon shone out, she could see the glimmer of the ocean, the

white ribbon of the road, and the ruins of Ramborough

showing distinctly against the delicate beauty of the twilight

summer sky. On she went, scanning the heath and the

cliff with eager eyes, in the hope that she might discover the

man she sought. It was in vain ; the place was empty and

desolate, a home of solitude.

At length she stood upon the border of the cliff road, and

the Abbey was in a line with her some two hundred yards

to the right. Here she paused awhile, staring into the

shadows and listening earnestly. But there was nothing to
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be seen except the varying outlines of the clouds, and nothing

to be heard save the murmur of the sea, the stirring of the

wind among the grasses, and now and again the cry of some

gull seeking its food by night.

Now it was, as she stood thus, that a great fear of death

took her, and it seemed as though all her past life went

before her eyes in pictures, full, every one of them, of exact

and bewildering detail. For the most part these pictures

were not pleasant, yet it chilled her to remember that the

series might so soon be ended. At the least they were

human and comprehensible, whereas what lay beyond might

be inhuman and above her understanding. Also it came

home to her that she was not fit to die : until her child was

taken from her, she had never turned much to religion, and

of late she had thought more of her own cruel misfortunes

and of her lost lover than of her spiritual responsibilities,

or the future welfare of her soul.

She was minded to fly ; she had escaped from her prison,

and no law could force her to live with a madman. Why

should she not go back to Monk's Lodge, or to London, to

seek a new existence for herself, leaving these troubles

behind her ? After all, she was young and beautiful, and

it was sweet to live ; and now that she was near to it the

death which once she had so passionately desired seemed a

grim, unfriendly thing.

But then there was Henry. He was lost to her, indeed,

and the husband of another woman; yet, if she deserted

him now, what would become of him ? His career was

before him— a long and happy career — and it was pitiable

to think that within some few minutes he might be lying in

the grass murdered for her sake by a wretched lunatic.

And yet, if she offered herself up for him, what must be the

end of it ? It would be that after a period of shock and dis

turbance his life would fall back into its natural courses, and,

surrounded by the love of wife and children, he would forget

her, or, at the best, remember her at times with a vague,

affectionate regret. No man could spend his days in mourn

ing continually over a passionate and inconvenient woman,
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who had brought him much sorrow and anxiety, even though

in the end she chanced to have given him the best proof

possible of her affection, by laying down her life for his.

Well, so let it be. Afraid or not afraid, she would offer

what she had, and the gift must be valued according to its

worth in the eyes of him to whom it was given. Existence

was a tangle which she had been quite unable to loose, and

now, although her dread was deep, she was willing that

Death should cut its knot ; for here she had no hope, and,

unless it pleased fate that it should be otherwise, to Death

she would consign herself.

All these thoughts, and many others, passed through her

mind in that brief minute, while, tossed between love and

terror, Joan stood to search the landscape and recover her

breath. Then, with one last glance over the moorland, she

stepped on to the road and began to walk slowly towards

the Abbey. Fifty yards away the three paths met, but the

ground lay so that to reach the Cross-Roads, their junction,

and to see even a little distance along the other two of them,

she must pass the corner of the broken churchyard wall.

Dared she do it, knowing that perchance there her death

awaited her? Coward that she was, while she lingered

Henry might be murdered ! Even now, perhaps this very

instant, he was passing to his doom by one of the routes

which she could not see.

She paused a moment, looking up the main road in the

hope that she might catch sight of Henry advancing down

it. But she could perceive no one; an utter loneliness

brooded on the place. Moreover, the moon at this moment

was obscured by a passing cloud. For aught she knew, the

deed was already done— only then she would have heard

the shot— or perhaps Henry had driven to Rosham, or had

gone by the beach, or the fit of homicidal mania had passed

from her husband's mind. Should she go on, or wait there,

or run away ? No, she must reach the Cross-Roads : she

would not run; she would play the hand out.

Of a sudden a strange excitement or exaltation of mind

took possession of her; her nerves tingled, and the blood
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drummed in her ears. She felt like some desperate gambler

staking his wealth and reputation on a throw, and tasted of

the gambler's joy. For a moment, under the influence of

this new mood, the uncertainty of her fate became delight

ful to her, and she smiled to think that few have played

such a game as this, of which the issues were the salvation

of her lover and the hazard of her mortal breath.

Now she began to act her part, walking forward with a

limp like Henry's, till she was opposite to and some five yards

away from the angle of the churchyard wall. Here a swift

change came over her ; the false excitement passed away,

and again she grew mortally afraid. She could not do it !

The Cross-Roads were now not twenty paces from her, and

once there she might see him and save him. But never

could she walk past that wall, knowing that behind it a

murderer might be lurking, that every stone and bush and

tuft of grass might hide him who would send her to a vio

lent and cruel death. It was very well to make these heroic

resolutions at a distance, but when the spot and moment of

their execution were at hand— ah ! then the thing was dif

ferent ! She prayed God that Henry had escaped, or might

escape, but she could not take this way to preserve him.

Her mind was willing, but the poor flesh recoiled from it.

She would call aloud to her husband, and reveal herself to

him if he were there. No, for then he would guess her

mission, render her helpless in this way or that—what

chance had she against a madman ? — and afterwards do the

deed. So it came to this : she must go back and wait, upon

the chance of meeting Henry on the cliff road, for forward

she dared not go.

Already she had turned to fly, when her ear caught a

sound in the intense silence — such a sound as might have

been made by some beast of prey dragging itself stealthily

towards its victim. Instantly Joan became paralysed ; the

extremity of terror deprived her of all use of her limbs or

voice, and so she stood with her back towards the wall.

Now there was a new sound, as of something rising quickly

through deep grass or brushwood, and then she heard the
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dull noise of the hammer of a gun falling upon an uncapped

nipple. In a flash she interpreted its meaning : her husband

had forgotten to reload that barrel with which he shot the dog !

There was still a chance of life for her, and in this hope

Joan's vital powers returned. Uttering a great cry, she

swung round upon her heel so swiftly that the hat fell from

her head, and the moonlight passing from the curtain of a

cloud, shone upon her ashy face. As she turned, her eyes

fell upon another face, the face of a devil — of Samuel Rock.

He was standing behind the wall, that reached to his breast,

and the gun in his hand was levelled at her. A tongue of

flame shot out, and, in the glare of it, it seemed to her that

his countenance of hellish hate had changed its aspect to

one of agony. Then Joan became aware of a dull shock at

her breast, and down she sank senseless on the roadway.

Joan was right. Perceiving her from the Cross-Roads

knoll, his place of outlook, whence, although himself invisi

ble, he commanded a view of the three paths, Rock, deceived

by her disguise and assumed lameness, into the belief that

his wife was Henry advancing by the cliff road, had crept

towards her under shelter of the wall to kill her as she stood.

But in that last moment he learned his error — too late !

Yes, before the deed was done he tasted the agony of know

ing that he was wreaking murder upon the woman he desired,

and not upon the man she loved. Too late ! Already his

finger had contracted on the trigger, and the swift springs

were at their work. He tried to throw up the gun, but as

the muzzle stirred, the charge left it to bury itself in the

bosom of his wife.

Casting down the gun, he sprang over the wall and ran to

her. She was lying on her back, dead as he thought, with

opened eyes and arms thrown wide. Once he looked, then

with yells of horror the madman bounded from her side and

rushed away, he knew not whither.

When Henry parted with Joan in the Monk's Lodge

summer-house that morning, anger and bitter resentment

2e
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were uppermost in his mind, directed first against his father-

in-law, and next against his family, more particularly his

mother. He had been trapped and deluded, and now, alas !

it was too late to right the wrong. Indeed, so far as his

wife was concerned, he could not even speak of it. Joan

spoke truly when she said that Emma must never hear of

these iniquities, or learn that both the name she had borne and

the husband whom she loved had been filched from another

woman. Poor girl ! at least she was innocent ; it must be

his duty to protect her from the consequences of the guilt of

others, and even from a knowledge of it.

But Levinger, her father, was not innocent, and towards

him he was under no such obligation. Therefore, sick or

well, he would pour out his wrath upon him, and to his face

would call him the knave and liar that he was.

But it was not fated that in this world Mr. Levinger

should ever listen to the reproaches of his son-in-law.

When Henry reached the house he was informed that the

sick man had fallen into a restless sleep, from which he

must not be disturbed. Till nine o'clock that sleep endured,

while Henry waited with such patience as he could com

mand ; then suddenly there was a cry and a stir, and the

news was brought to him that, without the slightest warn

ing or premonition of immediate danger, Mr. Levinger had

passed from sleep into death.

Sobered and calmed by the shock of such tidings, Henry

gave those orders which were necessary, and then started

for home, where he must break the fact of her father's

death to Emma. He had arranged to return to Bradmouth

by the last train; but it was already gone, so he drove

thither in the dog-cart that went to advise Dr. Childs and

others of what had happened, and thence set out to walk to

llosham half an hour or so later than he had intended. He

might have hired a cart and driven, but being the bearer of

this heavy news, naturally enough he had no wish to hurry ;

moreover he was glad of the space of quiet that a lonely

walk by night afforded him, for he had much to think of and

to grieve over. It was, he felt, a good thing that the old
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man should have died before he spoke with him ; for though

certainly he would have done it, there was little use in re

proaching him with falsehoods and treachery the results of

which could not now be remedied.

Poor Joan! Hers was indeed a hard lot—harder even

than his own ! It was a year this day, he remembered, since

first he had met her yonder by the ruins of Eamborough

Abbey. Who could know all that she had suffered during

this eventful year, or measure what was left for her to suffer

in the time to come ? Alas ! he could see no escape for her ;

she had entered on an unnatural marriage, but still it was a

marriage, and she must abide by her bargain, from which

nothing could free her except the death of her husband or

of herself. And this she had done for his sake, to safeguard

him : ah ! there was the bitterest part of it.

While Henry walked on, chewing the cud of these unhappy

reflections, suddenly from the direction of Ramborough

Abbey, that was a quarter of a mile or more away, there

floated to his ear the sound of a single cry — far off, indeed,

but strangely piercing, followed almost instantly by the

report of >&'. gun loaded with black powder. He halted and

listened, trying to persuade himself that the cry was that of

some curlew which a poacher had shot out of season ; only

to abandon the theory so soon as he conceived it, for some

thing in his heart told him that this scream was uttered by

mortal lips — by the lips of a woman in despair or agony.

A few seconds passed, and he heard other sounds, those of

short, sharp yells uttered in quick succession, but of so in

human a note that he was unable to decide if they proceeded

from a man or from some wounded animal.

He started forward at a run to solve the mystery, and as

he went the yells grew louder and came nearer. Presently

he halted, for there, from over the crest of a little rise in the

road, and not fifteen paces away, appeared the figure of a

man running with extraordinary swiftness. His hat had

fallen from him, his long hair seemed to stand up upon his

head, his eyes stared wide in terror and were ablaze with

the fire of madness, his face was contorted and ashy white,
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and from his open mouth issued hideous and unearthly-

sounds. So shocking was his aspect in the moonlight that

Henry sprang to one side and bethought him of the tale of

the Ramborough goblin. Now the man was level with him,

and as he went by he turned his head to look at him, and

Henry knew the face for that of Samuel Rock.

"Dead!" shrieked the madman, wringing his hands —

"dead, dead!" and he was gone.

Henry gasped, for his heart grew cold with fear. Joan

had left him to join her husband ; and now, what had hap

pened ? That cry, the gunshot, and the sight that he had

seen, all seemed to tell of suicide or murder. No, no, he

would not believe it ! On he went again, till presently he

saw a lad running towards him who called to him to stop.

"Who are you?" he gasped, "and what is the matter

here ? "

" I'm Willie Hood, and that's just what I should like to

know, Sir Henry," was the answer, " more especial as not

five minutes since I thought that I saw you walking up to

the Abbey yonder."

"You saw me walking there! Rubbish! I.. have just

come from Bradmouth. Did you see that man, Rock, run

by?"

" Yes, I see'd him fast enough. I should say by the looks

of him that he has been doing murder and gone mad. Half

an hour ago, before you came along, or begging your pardon,

some one as limped like you, he had a gun in his hand, but

that's gone now."

" Look here, young man," said Henry, as they went for

ward, " what are you doing here, that you come to see all

these things ?"

" Well, sir, to tell the truth, I was driving my donkeys to

feed on Rock's land, and when I saw him coming along

with a gun I hid in the bracken ; for we had words about

my taking his feed this very morning, and he swore then

that if he caught me at it again he'd shoot me and the

dickies too ; so I lay pretty close till I saw the other man

go by and heard the shriek and the shot."
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" Come along, for Heaven's sake ! " said Henry : " that

devil must have killed some one."

Now they were near to the Abbey wall, and Willie, catch

ing his companion by the arm, pointed to a dark shape

which lay in the white dust of the roadway, and in a terri

fied whisper said, " Look there ! what's that 1 "

Henry dashed forward and knelt down beside the shape,

peering at its face. Then of a sudden he groaned aloud and

said, " It is Joan H.aste, and he has shot her ! "

" Look at her breast ! " whispered Willie, peeping over

his shoulder. " I told her how it Would be. It was I who

found you both a year ago just here and looking like that,

and now you see we have all come together again. I told

her it was a bad beginning, and would come to a bad end."

"Be silent, and help me to lift her," said Henry in a

hollow voice; "perhaps she still lives."

Then together they raised her, and at that moment Joan

opened her eyes.

" Listen, you ! " Henry said : " she is alive. Now run as

you never ran before, to Dr. Childs at Bradmouth, to the

police, and anybody else you can think of. Tell them what

has happened, and bid them come here as fast as horses can

bring them, Do you understand ? "

" Yes, sir."

" Then go."

Willie sprang forward like an arrow, and presently the

sound of his footsteps beating on the road grew faint and

faded away.

" Oh ! Joan, Joan, my darling," Henry whispered as he

leant over her, pressing her cold hands. " Cannot you speak

to me, Joan ? "

At the sound of his voice the great empty eyes began to

grow intelligent, and the pale lips to move, faintly at first,

then more strongly.

" Is that you, Henry ? " she said in a whisper : " I cannot

see."

" Yes. How did you come thus ? "
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" He was going to murder you. I — I passed myself off

for you— at least, I tried to— but grew afraid, and— was

running away when he— shot me."

" Oh ! my God ! my God ! " groaned Henry : " to think

that such a thing should have been allowed to be ! "

" It is best," she answered, with a faint smile ; " and I do

not suffer-— much."

Then he knelt down beside her and held her in his arms,

as once on a bygone day she had held him. The thought

seemed to strike her, for she said : —

" A year ago to-night ; do you remember ? Oh ! Henry,

if I have sinned, it has been paid back to me to the utter

most. Surely there can be nothing more to suffer. And I

am happy because — I think that you will love me better

dead than ever you did alive. 'The way of transgressors

— the way of ' " and she ceased, exhausted.

"I shall love you now, and then, and always— that I

swear before God," he answered. " Forgive me, Joan, that

I should ever have doubted you even for a moment. I was

deceived, and did not understand you."

Again she smiled, and said, " Then I have done well to

die, for in death I find my victories— the only ones. But

you must love the child also — our child — Henry, since we

shall wait for you together in the place -r- of peace."

A while went by, and she spoke again, but not of herself

or him : —

" I have left Mrs. Bird in London— some money. When

Mr. Levinger is dead — there will be a good deal ; see that

— she gets it, for they were kind to me. And, Henry, try

to shield my husband— for I have sinned against him— in

hating him so much. Also tell your wife nothing— or you

will make her wretched— as I have been."

"Yes," he answered, "and your father is dead; he died

some hours ago."

After this Joan closed her eyes, and, bleeding inwardly

from her pierced lungs, grew so cold and pulseless that

Henry thought she must be gone. But it was not so, for

when half an hour or more had passed she spoke, with a
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great effort, and in so low a whisper that he could scarcely

hear her words, though his ear was at her mouth.

"Pray God to show me mercy, Henry— pray now and

always. Oh, one hour of love— and life and soul to pay ! "

she gasped, word by word. Then the change came upon her

face, and she added in a stronger voice, " Kiss me : I am

dying ! "

So he pressed his lips on hers; and presently, in the

midst of the great silence, Joan Haste's last sobbing breath

beat upon them in a sigh, and the agony was over.

Two hours later Henry arrived at Rosham, to find his

mother and Mr. and Mrs. Milward waiting to receive

him.

" My dear Henry, where have you been ? " said Lady

Graves, " It is twelve o'clock, and we were beginning to

fear that something had gone wrong at Monk's Lodge."

" Or that you had met with another accident, dear," put

in Ellen. " But I haven't given you a kiss yet, to welcome

you home. "Why, how pale you look ! and what is the mat- '

ter with your coat ? "

" Where is Emma ? " he asked, waving her back.

"She was so dreadfully tired, dear," said Lady Graves,

" that I insisted upon her going to bed. But has anything

happened, Henry ? "

" Yes, a great deal. Mr. Levinger is dead : he died in his

sleep this evening."

Lady Graves sank back shocked; and Ellen exclaimed,

" How dreadfully sad ! However, his health was very bad,

poor man, so it is something of a release. Also, though you

won't care to thiuk of such things now, there will be advan

tages for Emma "

"Be silent, Ellen. I have something more to tell you.

Joan Haste, or rather Joan Rock, is dead also."

" Dead ! " they both exclaimed.

" Yes, dead, — or, to be more accurate, murdered."

" Who murdered her ? " asked Milward.

"Her husband. I was walking back from Bradmouth,
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and found her dying in the road. But there is no need to

tell you the story now— you will hear plenty of it; and I

have something else to say. Do you mind leaving the room

for a moment, Mr. Milward ? I wish to speak to my mother

and my sister."

"Edward is my husband, Henry, and a member of the

family."

" No doubt, Ellen, but I do not desire that he should hear

what I have to say. If you feel strongly about the matter

I will go into the library with my mother."

"Oh! pray don't trouble about me," answered Edward;

" I am accustomed to this sort of thing here, and I shall only

be too glad to smoke a cigar in the hall, if Sir Henry does

not object " ; and he left the room, an example which Ellen

did not follow.

" Now that we are quite alone, Henry, perhaps you will

condescend to unbosom yourself," she said.

" Certainly, Ellen. I have told you that this unhappy

woman has been murdered. She died in my arms " — and

he glanced at his coat— "now I will tell you why and

how. She was shot down by her husband, who mistook her

for me, whom he meant to murder. She discovered his

plan and personated me, dying in my stead. I do not wish

to reproach either of you; the thing is too fearful for

reproaches, and that account you can settle with your own

consciences, as I must settle mine. But you worked so, both

of you, that, loving me as she did, and feeling that she

would have no strength to put me away otherwise, she gave

herself in marriage to a man she hated, to the madman who

to-night has slaughtered her in his blind jealousy, meaning

to slaughter me. Do you know who this woman was,

mother ? She was Mr. Levinger's legitimate daughter : it is

Emma who is illegitimate ; but she died begging me to keep

the secret from my wife, and if you are wise you will respect

her wish, as I shall. I have nothing more to say. Things

have gone amiss between us, whoever is to blame ; and now

— her life is lost, and— mine is ruined."

" Oh ! this is terrible, terrible ! " said Lady Graves. " God
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knows that, whatever I have done, I acted for what I

believed to be the best."

" Yes, mother," said Ellen boldly, " and not only for what

you believed to be the best, but for what is the best. This

unfortunate girl is dead, it seems, not through any deed of

ours, but by the decrees of Providence. Henry says that

his life is ruined ; but do not grieve, mother, — he is not

himself, and he will think very differently in six months'

time. Also he is responsible for this tragedy and no one

else, since it springs from his own sin. ' Les desirs accom

plish — you know the saying. Well, he has accomplished

his desire ; he sowed the seed, and he must reajj the fruit

and harvest it as best he may.

" And now, with your permission, Henry, I will order the

carriage. I suppose that there will be policemen and report

ers here presently, and you can understand that just at this

moment, with the elections coming on, Edward and I do not

wish to be mixed up in a most painful scandal."

FINIS.
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formerly Head Master of Rugby School.

IntroductoryLectures on Modern

History. 8vo., 7s. 6d.

Miscellaneous Works. 8vo., 7s. 6d.

Bagwell.—Ireland under the

Tudors. By Richard Bagwell,

LL.D. 3 vols. Vols. I. and II. From

the first Invasion of the Northmen to the

year 1578. 8vo., 32s. Vol. III. 1578-

1603. 8vo., iSs.

Ball.—Historical Review of the

Legislative Systems Operative in

Ireland, from the Invasion of Henry

the Second to the Union (1172-1800).

By the Rt. Hon. J. T. Ball. 8vo., 6s.

Besant.—The History of London.

By Walter Besant. With 74 Illus

trations. Crown 8vo., is. yd. Or bound

as a School Prize Book, ss. 6d.

Brassey.—Papers and Addresses.

By Lord Brassey.

Naval and Maritime, 1872-1893.

2 vols. Crown 8vo. , ior.

Mercantile Marine and Naviga

tion, 1871-1894. Crown 8vo., 51.

, Political Memoirs, &c.

I Bright.—A History of England. By

the Rev. J. Frank Bright, D.D.,

Period I. Medieval Monarchy :

A. D. 449 to 1485. Crown 8vo., 41. 6d.

Period II. Personal Monarchy :

1485 to 1688. Crown 8vo. , 51.

Period III. Constitutional Mon

archy: 168910 1837. Cr. 8vo., 7s. 6d.

Period IV. The Growth of Demo

cracy: 1837 to 1880. Cr. 8vo., 6s.

Buckle.—History of Civilisation in

England and France, Spain and

Scotland. By Henry Thomas

Buckle. 3 vols. Crown 8vo., 24r.

Burke.—A History of Spain, from

the Earliest Times to the Death of

Ferdinand the Catholic. By Ulick

Ralph Burke, M.A 2 vols. 8vo.,

32J.

Chesney.—Indian Polity : a View of

the System of Administration in India.

By General Sir George Chesney,

K.C.B., M.P. With Map showing all

the Administrative Divisions of British

India. 8vo. 2U.

Creighton.—History of the Papacy

during the Reformation. By

Mandell Creighton, D.D., LL.D.,

Bishop of Peterborough. Vols. I. and

II., 1378-1464, 321. Vols. III. and IV.,

1464-1518., 24r. Vol. V, 1517-1527,

8vo., 151.

Curzon.—Works by the Hon. George

N. Curzon, M.P.

Problems of the Far East : Japan,

Corea, China. With 2 Maps and

50 Illustrations. 8vo. , aif.

Persia and the Persian Question.

With 9 Maps, 96 Illustrations, Appen

dices, and an Index. 2 vols. 8vo. ,

42s.
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De Tooqueville.— Democracy in

America. By Alexis de Tocque-

ville. 2 vols. Crown 8vo., idJ.

Ewald.—Works by Heinrich Ewald,

Professor in the University of Gb'ttingen.

The Antiquities of Israel. 8vo.,

I2j. 6d.

The History of Israel. 8 vols. 8vo.

Vols. I. and II., 241. Vols. III. and

IV., 21*. Vol. V.,i81. Vol. VI..I&.

Vol. VII., 3K. Vol. VIII., 18s.

Fitzpatric k.—Secret Service

under Pitt. By W. J. Fitzpatrick,

F.S.A., Author of ' Correspondence of

Daniel O'Connell '. 8vo. , 7s. 6d.

Froude.—Works by James A Froude.

The History of England, from the

Fall of Wolsey to the Defeat of the

Spanish Armada. 12 vols. Cr. 8vo. ,

j*. 6d. each.

The Divorce of Catherine of Ara-

gon : the Story as told by the Imperial

Ambassadors resident at the Court of

Henry VIII. Crown 8vo., 6j.

The Spanish Story of the Armada,

and other Essays.

Silver Library Edition. Crown 8vo. ,

3s- 6d.

English Seamen in the Sixteenth

Century. 8vo., 10s. 6d.

The English in Ireland in the

Eighteenth Century.

Cabinet Edition. 3 vols. Cr. 8vo.,i8j.

Silver Library Edition. 3 vols. Cr.

8vo. , iou. 6d.

English Seamen in the Sixteenth

Century. Lectures delivered at

Oxford, 1893-94. Crown 8vo., dr.

Short Studies on Great Subjects.

Cabinet Edition. 4 vols. Cr. 8vo.,241.

Silver Library Edition. 4 vols. Cr.

8vo., y. 6d. each.

CS5Ar : a Sketch. Cr. 8vo. , j1. dd.

Gardiner.—Works by Samuel Raw-

son Gardiner, M.A., Hon. LL.D.,

Edinburgh.

History of England, from the Ac

cession of James I. to the Outbreak of

the Civil War, 1603-1642. 10 vols.

Crown 8vo. , 6s. each.

History of the Great Civil War,

1642-1649. 4 vols. Cr. 8vo., 6s. each.

History of the Commonwealth

and the Protectorate, 1649-1660.

Vol. I., 1649-1651. With 14 Maps.

8vo. , 2I.f.

Gardiner.—Works by Samuel Raw-

son Gardiner, M.A., Hon. LL.D.,

Edinburgh—continued.

The Student's HistoryofEngland,

With 378 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. , 12s-

Also in Three Volumes.

Vol. I. b.C. 55—a.d. 1509. With 173

Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 41.

Vol. II. 1509-1689. With 96 Illustra

tions. Crown 8vo. 41.

Vol. III. 1689-1885. With 109 Illus

trations. Crown 8vo. 41.

Greville.—A Journal of the Reigns

of King George IV., King William

IV., and Queen Victoria. By

Charles C. F. Greville, formerly

Clerk of the Council. 8 vols. Crown

8vo., 6s. each

Hearn.—The Government of Eng

land : its Structure and its Development

By W. Edward Hearn. 8vo., i6>.

Herbert.—The Defence of Plevna,

1877. Written by One who took Part

in it. By William V. Herbert. With

Maps. 8vo., 181.

Historic Towns.—Edited by E. A.

Freeman, D.C.L., and Rev. William

Hunt, M.A With Maps and Plans.

Crown 8vo., 31. 6d. each.

Bristol. By the Rev. W. Hunt.

Carlisle. By Mandell Creighton,

D. D. , Bishop of Peterborough.

Cinque Ports. By Montagu Bur-

rows.

Colchester. By Rev. E. L. Cutts.

Exeter. By E. A Freeman.

London. By Rev. W. J. Loftie.

Oxford. By Rev. C. W. Boase.

Winchester. By Rev. G. W. Kit-

chin, D.D.

York. By Rev. James Raine.

NewYork. ByTheodore Roosevelt.

Boston (U.S.) By Henry Cabot

Lodge.

Joyce.—AShort Historyof Ireland,

from the Earliest Times to 1608. By

P. W. Joyce, LL.D. Crown 8vo.,

10j. 6d.

Lang.—St. Andrews. By Andrew

Lang. With 8 Plates and 24 Illustra

tions in the Text, by T. Hodge. 8vo.,

15*. net.
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Lecky.—Works by William Edward Macaulay.—Works by

HArTPOLE LeCkY. AULAY.—continued.

History of England in the Eigh

teenth Century.

Library Edition. 8 vols. 8vo., £7 41.

Cabinet Edition. ENGLAND. 7 vols.

Cr. 8vo., 6s. each. IrELAND. 5

vols. Crown 8vo., 6s. each.

History of European Morals from

Augustus to Charlemagne. 2

vols. Crown 8vo., i6j.

History of the Rise and Influence

of the Spirit of Rationalism in

Europe. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. , 16s.

The Empire : its Value and its Growth.

An Inaugural Address delivered at the

Imperial Institute, November 20, 1893,

under the Presidency of H.R.H. the

Prince of Wales. Crown 8vo. is. 6d.

Macaulay.—Works by Lord Mac

aulay.

Complete Works.

Cabinet Edition. 16 vols. Post 8vo. ,

Library Edition. 8 vols. 8vo. , £5 $s.

History of England from the Ac

cession of James the Second.

Popular Edition. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. , 5s.

Student's Edit. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. , 121.

People's Edition. 4 vols. Cr. 8vo. , 16s.

CabinetEdition. 8vols. Post8vo.,4&j.

Library Edition. 5 vols. 8vo., £4.

Critical and Historical Essays,

with Lays of Ancient Rome, in 1

volume.

Popular Edition. Crown 8vo., as. 6d.

Authorised Edition. Crown 8vo.,

2s. 6d. , or 3s. 6d. , gilt edges.

Silver Library Edition. Crown 8vo.,

3s. 6d.

Critical and Historical Essays.

Student's Edition. 1 vol. Cr. 8vo. , 6s.

People's Edition. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. , &s.

Trevelyan Edit. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo., qj.

CabinetEdition. 4 vols. Post8vo., 241.

Library Edition. 3 vols. 8vo., 36s.

Essays which may be had separately,

price 6d. each sewed, is. e ach cloth.

Addison and Wal-

pole.

Frederick the Great.

Lord Bacon.

Croker's Boswell's

Johnson.

Hallam's Constitu

tional History.

Warren Hastings

{3d. swd., 6d.cL).

Lord Clive.

The Earl of Chat-

ham(Two Essays).

Ranke and Glad

stone.

Milton and Machia-

velli.

Lord Byron,and The

Comic Dramatists

ofthe Restoration.

■continued.

Lord Mac-

Miscellaneous Writings and

Speeches.

Popular Edition. Cr. 8vo., ar. 6d.

Cabinet Edition. Including Indian

Penal Code, Lays of Ancient Rome,

and Miscellaneous Poems. 4 vols.

Post 8vo. , 241.

Miscellaneous Writings.

People's Edit. 1 vol. Cr. 8vo. , 41. 6d.

Library Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. , 2i.J.

Selections from the Writings of

Lord Macaulay. Edited, with

Occasional Notes, by the Right Hon.

Sir G. O. Trevelyan, Bart. Crown

8vo., 6s.

May.—The Constitutional History

of England since the Accession of

George III. 1760-1870. By Sir Thomas

Erskine May, K.C.B. (Lord Farn-

borough). 3 vols. Crown 8vo., i8j.

Merivale.—Works by the Very Rev.

Charles Merivale, late Dean of Ely.

History of the Romans under the

Empire.

Cabinet Edition. 8 vols. Cr. 8vo. , 48*.

Silver Library Edition. 8 vols. Cr.

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

The Fall of the Roman Republic:

a Short History of the Last Century

ofthe Commonwealth. i2mo. , 7s. 6d.

Montague.—The Elements of Eng

lish Constitutional History, from

the Earliest Time to the Present Day.

By F. C. Montague, M.A. Crown 8vo. ,

3s. 6d.

Moore—The American Congress :

a History of National Legislation and

Political Events, 1774-1895. By Joseph

West Moore. 8vo., 151. net.

O'Brien.—Irish Ideas. Reprinted

Addresses. By William O'Brien,

M.P. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d.

Prendergast.—Ireland from the

Restoration to the Revolution,

1660-1690. By John P. Prendergast,

Author of ' The Cromwellian Settlement

in Ireland '. 8vo. , 5s.

Seebohm.—Works by Frederick

Seebohm.

The English Village Community

Examined in its Relations to the

Manorial and Tribal Systems, &c.

By Frederic Seebohm. With 13.

Maps and Plates. 8vo., 16s.
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Seebohm.—Works by Frederick

Seebohm—continued.

The Tribal System in Wales :

being Part of an Inquiry into the

Structure and Methods of Tribal

Society. With 3 Maps, 8vo., I2r.

Sharpe.—London and the Kingdom :

a History derived mainly from the

Archives at Guildhall in the custody of

the Corporation of the City of London.

By Reginald R. Sharpe, D.C.L., Re

cords Clerk in the Office of the Town

Clerk of the City of London. 3 vols.

8vo. Vols. I. and II., ior. 6d. each.

Sheppard.— Memorials of St.

James's Palace. By the Rev.

Edgar Sheppard, M.A, Sub-Dean of

the Chapels Royal. With 41 full-page

Plates (8 photo-intaglio), and 32 Illustra

tions in the Text, 2 Vols. 8vo, 361. net.

Smith.—Carthage and the Cartha

ginians. By R. Bosworth Smith,

M.A., Assistant Master in Harrow

School. With Maps, Plans, &c. Cr.

8vo., y. 6d.

Stephens.—A Historyofthe French

Revolution. ByH. MorseStephens,

Balliol College, Oxford. 3 vols. 8vo.

Vols. I. and II. 181. each.

Stubbs.—History of the University

of Dublin, from its Foundation to the

End of the Eighteenth Century. By J.

W. Stubbs. 8vo., 12.1. 6d.

Sutherland.—The History of

Australia and New Zealand, from

1606 to 1890. By Alexander Suther

land, M.A., and George Suther

land, M.A. Crown 8vo., es. 6d.

Todd.—Parliamentary Government

inthe British Colonies. ByALPHEUs

Todd, LL.D. 8vo., 30?. net.

Wakeman and Hassall.—Essays

Introductory to the Study of

English Constitutional History.

Edited by Henry Offley Wakeman,

M.A, and Arthur Hassall, M.A.

Crown 8vo. , 6s.

Walpole.—Works by Spencer Wal-

pole.

History of England from the Con

clusion of the Great War in

1815T01858. 6 vols. Cr. 8vo.,61. each.

The Land of Home Rule : being an

Account of the History and Institu

tions of the Isle of Man. Cr. 8vo.,&s.

Wylie.—History of England under

Henry IV. By James Hamilton

Wylie, M.A., one of H. M. Inspectors

of Schools. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. Vol.

I., 1 399-1404, lo1. 6d. Vol. II. 15*.

Vol. III. \In preparation.

Biography, Personal Memoirs, &c.

Armstrong.—The Life and Letters

of Edmund J. Armstrong. Edited

by G. F. Armstrong. Fcp. 8vo. , 7s. 6d.

Bacon.— Letters and Life of

Francis Bacon, including all his

Occasional Works. Edited by J.

Spedding. 7 vols. 8vo. , £4 4s.

Bagehot.— Biographical Studies.

By Walter Bagehot. Crown 8vo.,

3J. 6d.

Boyd.—Works by A. K. H. Boyd, D.D. ,

LL. D. , Author of ' Recreations of a

Country Parson,' &c.

Twenty-five Years of St. Andrews.

1865-1890. 2 vols. 8vo. Vol. I., 121.

Vol. II., iss.

St. Andrews and Elsewhere:

Glimpses of Some Gone and of Things

Left. 8vo., 151.

Carlyle.—Thomas Carlyle: a History

of his Life. By J. Anthony Froude.

1795-1835. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. , 7s.

1834-1881. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. , 7s.

Erasmus.—Life and Letters of

Erasmus ; aSeries of Lectures delivered

at Oxford. ByjAMESAnthonyFroude.

Crown 8vo., 6s.

Fabert.—Abraham Fabert: Governor

of Sedan and Marshal of France. His

Life and Times, 1599-1662. By George

Hooper. With a Portrait. 8vo.,ioj. 6d.

Fox.—TheEarlyHistoryof Charles

James Fox. By the Right Hon. Sir G.

O. Trevelyan, Bart.

Library Edition. 8vo. , lis.

Cabinet Edition. Crown 8vo. , dr.

Hamilton.—Life of Sir William

Hamilton. By R. P. Graves. 3 vols.

15*. each. Addendum. 8vo. , 6d. sewed.

Havelock.—Memoirs of Sir Henry

Havelock, K.GB. By John Clark

Marshman. Crown 8vo. , jr. 6d.

Luther.—Life of Luther. By

Julius KSstlin. With Illustrations

from Authentic Sources. Translated

from the German. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d.

Macaulay.—The Life and Letters

of Lord Macaulay. By the Right

Hon. Sir G. O. Trevelyan, Bart.

Popular Edit. 1 vol. Cr.8vo., 2s.6d.

Student's Edition, ivol. Cr. 8vo.,6j.

Cabinet Edition. 2 vols. Post8vo.,i2j.

Library Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. , 36s.
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Marbot.—The Memoirs of theBaron

de Marbot. Translated from the

French by Arthur John Butler,

M.A. Crown 8vo. , 7s. 6d.

Seebohm.—The Oxford Reformers

—John Colet, Erasmus and Thomas

More : a History of their Fellow-Work,

By Frederic Seebohm. 8vo. , 14r.

Sh akespeare.—Outlines of the

Life of Shakespeare. By J. O.

Halliwell-Phillipps. With nume

rous Illustrations and Fac-similes. 2

vols. Royal 8vo., £1 is.

Shakespeare's True Life. By Jas.

Walter. With 500 Illustrations by

Gerald E. Moira. Imp. 8vo., ais.

Stephen.—Essays in Ecclesiastical

Biography. By Sir James Stephen.

Crown 8vo. , 7s. 6d.

Turgot.—The Life and Writings of

Turgot, Comptroller-General ofFrance,

1774-1776. Edited for English Readers

byW.WalkerStephens. 8vo.,i2j. 6d.

Verney.—Memoirs of the Verney

Family. Compiled from the Letters and

Illustrated by the Portraits at Claydon

House, Bucks.

Vols. L and II. During the Civil

War. By Frances Verney. With

38 Portraits. Royal 8vo., 421.

Vol. III. During the Common

wealth. 1650-1660. By Margaret

M. Verney. With 10 Portraits, &c.

8vo. , 21J.

Walford.—Twelve English Author

esses. ByL. B. Walford. Cr. 8vo.,4r. 6d.

■Wellington.—Life of the Duke of

Wellington. By the Rev. G. R.

Gleig, M.A. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d.

Travel and Adventure, the Colonies, &c.

Arnold.—Works by Sir Edwin Arnold,

K.C.I.E.
Seas and Lands. With 71 Illustra

tions. Cr. 8vo. , 7s. 6d. Cheap Edi

tion. Cr. 8vo. , 31. 6d.

Wandering Words. With 45 Illus

trations. 8vo., i&r.

AUSTRALIA AS IT IS, or Facts and

Features, Sketches and Incidents of

Australia and Australian Life, with

Notices of New Zealand. By A Clergy-

man, thirteen years resident in the

interior of NewSouthWales. Cr. 8vo., 51.

Baker.—Works by Sir Samuel White

Baker.

Eight Years in Ceylon. With 6

Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 3s. 6d.

The Rifle and the Hound in Cey

lon. 6 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. ,31. 6d.

Bent.—Works by J. Theodore Bent.

The Ruined Cities of Mashona-

land : being a Record of Excavation

and Exploration in 1891. With Map,

13 Plates, and 104 Illustrations in the

Text. Crown 8vo., 31. 6d.

The Sacred City ofthe Ethiopians:

being a Record of Travel and Re

search in Abyssinia in 1893. With 8

Plates and 65 Illustrations in the

Text. 8vo. , lis.

Brassey.—Voyages and Travels of

Lord Brassey, K.C.B., D.C.L., 1862-

1894. Arranged and Edited by Captain

S. Eardley-Wilmot. 2 vols. Cr.

8vo. , 10s. [Nearly ready.

Brassey.—Works by the late Lady

Brassey.

A Voyage in the ' Sunbeam 1 j Our

Home on the Ocean for Eleven

Months.

Library Edition. With 8 Maps and

Charts, and 118 Illustrations. 8vo. ,

ais.

Cabinet Edition. With Map and 66

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d.

Stiver Library Edition. With 66

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 3r. 6d.

Popular Edition. With 60 Illustra

tions. 4to., 6d. sewed, is. cloth,

School Edition. With 37 Illustrations.

Fcp., 2J.cloth, or 3s.white parchment.

Sunshine and Storm in the East.

Library Edition. With 2 Maps and

141 Illustrations. 8vo., 211.

Cabinet Edition. With 2 Maps and

114 Illustrations. Crown 8vo.,7.r. oaf.

Popular Edition. With 103 Illustra

tions. 4to. , 6d. sewed, is. cloth.
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Brassey.—Works by the late Lady Knight.—Works by E. F. Knight-

BraSSEY—continued. continued.

In the Trades, the Tropics, and

the ' Roaring Forties '.

Cabinet Edition. With Map and 220

Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 7s. 6d.

Popular Edition. With 183 Illustra

tions. 4to., 6d. sewed, is. cloth.

Three Voyages in the ' Sunbeam '.

Popular Edition. 346 Illustrations.

4to. , 2s. 6d.

The Last Voyage to India and

Australia in the ' Sunbeam '.

With Charts and Maps, and 40 Illus

trations in Monotone, and nearly 200

Illustrations in the Text. 8vo. , 211.

Brassey.—Voyages and Travels of

Lord Brassey, K.C.B., D.C.L., 1862-

1894. Arranged and Edited by Captain

S. Eardley-Wilmot. 2 vols. Crewn

8vo., 105.

Froude.—Works by James A. Froude.

Oceana : or England and her Colonies.

With 9 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. ,

af. boards, as. 6d. cloth.

The English in the West Indies :

or the Bow of Ulysses. With 9 Illus

trations. Cr. 8vo. , as. bds. , 21. 6d. cl.

Hapgood.—Russian Rambles. By

Isabel F. Hapgood. Crown 8vo., 6s.

Contents :—Passports, Police, and Post-

Office in Russia—The Nevsky Prospekt—My

Experience with the Russian Censor—Bargain

ing in Russia—Experiences^A Russian Sum

mer Resort—A Stroll in Moscow with Count

Tolstoy—Count Tolstoy at Home—A Russian

Holy City—A Journey on the Volga—The

Russian Kumys Cure—Moscow Memories—

The Nizhni-Novgorod Fair and the Volga.

Hewitt.—Visits to Remarkable

Places, Old Halls, Battle-Fields,

Scenes illustrative of Striking Passages

in English History and Poetry. By

William Howitt. With 80 Illustra

tions. Crown 8vo. , 3$. 6d.

Knight.—Works by E. F. Knight.

The Cruise of the ' Alerte ' : the

Narrative of a Search for Treasure on

the Desert Island of Trinidad. 2 Maps

and 23 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. , y. dd.

Where Three Empires Meet: a Nar

rative of Recent Travel in Kashmir,

Western Tibet, Baltistan, Ladak,

Gilgit, and the adjoining Countries.

With a Map and 54 Illustrations.

Cr. 8vo., 31. 6d.

Rhodesia of to-day : a Description of

the Present Condition and the Pro

spects of Matabeleland and Mashona-

land. Crown 8vo. , 2*. 6d.

Lees and Clutterbuok.—B. C. 1887 :

A Ramble in British Columbia. By

J. A. Lees and W. J. Clutterbuck.

With Map and 75 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. ,

3s. 6d.

Murdoch.—From Edinburgh to the

Antarctic: An Artist's Notes and

Sketches during the Dundee Antarctic

Expedition of 1892-93. By W. G. Burn

Murdoch. With 2 Mapsand numerous

Illustrations. 8vo. , 18s.

Nansen.—Works by Dr. Frfdtjof

Nansen.

The First Crossing of Greenland.

With numerous Illustrations and a

Map. Crown 8vo. , 3s. 6d.

Eskimo Life. Translated by William

Archer. With 31 Illustrations. 8vo. ,

16s.

Peary.—My Arctic Journal: a Year

among Ice-Fields and Eskimos. By

Josephine Diebitsch-Peary. With

19 Plates, 3 Sketch Maps, and 44

Illustrations in the Text. 8vo. , 12s.

Smith.—Climbing in the British

Isles. By W. P. Haskett Smith.

With Illustrations by Ellis Carr.

Part I. England. Fcp. 8vo., jr. 6d.

Part II. WALES. [in preparation.

Part III. Scotland. [Inpreparation.

Stephen. — The Playground of

Europe. By Leslie Stephen, formerly

President of the Alpine Club. New

Edition, with Additions and 4 Illustra

tions, Crown 8vo. , 6s. net,

THREE IN NORWAY. By Two of

Them. With a Map and 59 Illustra

tions. Cr. 8vo. , a1. boards, 2s. 6d. cloth.
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Sport and Pastime.

THE BADMINTON LIBRARY.

Edited by the Duke of Beaufort, K.G., assisted by Alfred E. T. Watson.

ARCHERY. By C. J. LONGMAN and

Col. H. Walrond. With Contribu

tions by Miss Legh, Viscount Dillon,

&c. With 195 Illustrations. Crown

8vo. , ioj. 6d.

ATHLETICS AND FOOTBALL. By

Montague Shearman. With 51

Illlustrations. Crown 8vo., io». 6d.

BIG GAME SHOOTING. By C. Phil-

LIPPS-WOLLKY, F. C. SELOUS, St.

George Littledale, &c. With 150

Illustrations. 2 vols., ioj. 6d. each.

BOATING. By W. B. W00DGATE. With

an Introduction by the Rev Edmond

Warre, D.D., andaChapteron ' Row

ing at Eton,' by R. Harvey Mason.

With 49 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., ioj. 6d.

COURSING AND FALCONRY. By

Harding Cox and the Hon. Gerald

Lascelles. With 76 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo., 10s. 6d.

CRICKET. By A. G. Steel and the Hon.

R. H. Lyttelton. With Contribu

tions by Andrew Lang, R. A. H. Mit

chell, W. G. Grace, and F. Gale.

With 64 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. , 10s. 6d.

CYCLING. By Viscount Bury (Earl

of Albemarle), K.C.M.G., and G.

Lacy Hillier. With 89 Illustra

tions. Crown 8vo., 10s. 6d.

DRIVING. By the Duke of Beaufort.

With 65 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. , lo1. 6d.

FENCING, BOXING. AND WREST

LING. By Walter H. Pollock, F.

C. Grove. C. Prevost, E. B. Mitchell,

and Walter Armstrong. With 42

Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 10s. 6d.

FISHING. By H. Cholmondeley-Pen-

nell. With Contributions by the

Marquis of Exeter, Henry R.

Francis, Major John P. Traherne,

G. Christopher Davies, R. B. Mar-

ston, &c.

Vol. I. Salmon, Trout, and Grayling.

With 158 Illustrations. Crown 8vo.,

ioj. 6d.

Vol. II. Pike and other Coarse Fish.

With 133 Illustrations. Crown 8vo.,

ioj. 6d.

GOLF. By Horace G. Hutchinson,

the Rt. Hon. A. J. Balfour, M.P.,

SirW. G.Simpson, Bart., Lord Well-

wood, H. S. C. Everard, Andrew

Lang, and other Writers. With 89

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 10s. 6d.

HUNTING. By the Duke of Beaufort,

K.G., and Mowbray Morris. With

Contributions by the Earl of Suf

folk and Berkshire, Rev. E. W. L.

Davies, Digby Collins, and Alfred

E. T. Watson. With 53 Illustrations

Crown 8vo. , 10s. 6d.

MOUNTAINEERING. By C. T. Dent,

Sir F. Pollock, Bart., W. M. Conway,

Douglas Freshfield, C. E. Ma

thews, &c. With 108 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo., 10s. (id.

RACING AND STEEPLE-CHASING.

By the Earl of Suffolk and Berk

shire, W. G. Craven, Arthur

Coventry, &c. With 58 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo., ioj. 6d.

RIDING AND POLO. By Captain

Robert Weir, J. Moray Brown, the

Duke of Beaufort, K.G., the Earl

ofSuffolk and Berkshire , &c. With

59 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. , zos. 6d.

SHOOTING. ByLordWALSiNGhAMand

Sir Ralph Payne-Gallwey, Bart.

With Contributions by Lord Lovat,

Lord C. L. Kerr, the Hon. G. Las

celles, and A. J. Stuart-Wortley.

Vol. I. Field and Covert. With 105

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., ios. 6d.

Vol. II. Moor and Marsh. With 65

Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 10s. 6d.

SKATING, CURLING, TOBOGA-

NING, AND OTHER ICE SPORTS.

By J. M. Heathcote, C. G. Tebbutt,

T. Maxwell Witham, the Rev. John

Kerr, Ormond Hake, and Colonel

Buck With 284 Illustrations. Crown

8vo., 10s. 6d.

SWIMMING. By Archibald Sinclair

and William Henry. With 119 Illus

trations. Cr. 8vo. , ioj. 6d.

TENNIS, LAWN TENNIS, RAC

QUETS, AND FIVES. By J. M. and

C. G. Heathcote, E. O. Pleydell-

Bouverie and A. C. Ainger. With

Contributions by the Hon. A. Lyttel

ton, W. C. Marshall, Miss L. Dod,

&c. With 79 Illustrations. C8to., ioj. 6d.

YACHTING.

Vol. I. Cruising, Construction, Racing,

Rules,Fitting-Out, &c. BySir EDWArD

Sullivan, Bart., Lord Brassey,

K.C.B., C. E. Seth-Smith, C.B., &c.

With 114 Illust. Cr. 8vo., ioj. 6d.

Vol. II. Yacht Clubs. Yachting in

America and the Colonies, Yacht Rac

ing, &c. By R. T. Pritchett, the

Earl of Onslow, G.C.M.G., &c.

With 195 Illus. Crown 8vo., ioj. 6d,
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Sport and Pastime—continued.

Fur and Feather Series.

Edited by A. E. T. WATSOn.

THE PARTRIDGE. Natural History,

by the Rev. H. A. Macpherson;

Shooting, by A. J. Stuart-Wortley ;

Cookery, by George Saintsbury.

With ii Illustrations by A. Thorburn,

A. J. Stuart-Wortley, and C.

Whymper, and various Diagrams in

the Text. Crown 8vo., $s.

WILDFOWL. By the Hon. John Scott-

Montagu, M. P. , &c. Illustrated by A.

J. Stuart Wortley, A. Thorburn,

and others. [In preparation.

THE GROUSE. Natural History by the

Rev. H. A. Macpherson ; Shooting,

by A. J. Stuart-Wortley ; Cookery,

by George Saintsbury. With 13

Illustrations by J. Stuart-Wortley

and A. Thorburn, and various Dia

grams in the Text. Crown 8vo., $s.

THE PHEASANT. Natural History by

the Rev. H. A. Macpherson ; Shooting,

by A. J. Stuart-Wortley; Cookery,

by Alexander InnesShand. With 10

Illustrations by A. Thorburn, and vari

ous Diagrams in the Text. Cr. 8vo. , v.

THE HARE AND THE RABBIT. By

the Hon. Gerald Lascelles, &c.

[In preparation.

Biekerdyke.—Days of My Life on

Waters Fresh and Salt ; and other

Papers. By John Bickerdyke. With

Photo-Etched Frontispiece and 8 Full-

page Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 6j.

Campbell-Walker.—The Correct

Card: or, How to Play at Whist; a

Whist Catechism. By Major A. Camp

bell-Walker. Fcp. 8vo., as. 6d.

DEAD SHOT (THE) : or, Sportsman's

Complete Guide. Being a Treatise on

the Use of the Gun, with Rudimentary

and Finishing Lessons on the Art of

Shooting Game of all kinds, also

Game Driving, Wild-Fowl and Pigeon

Shooting, Dog Breaking, etc. By

Marksman. Crown 8vo., ior. 6d.

Falkener.—Games, Ancient and Ori

ental, and How to Play Them.

By Edward Falkener. With nume

rous Photographs & Diagrams. 8vo.,2i1.

Ford.—The Theory and Practice of

Archery. By Horace Ford. New

Edition, thoroughly Revised and Re

written by W. Butt, M.A. With a Pre

face by C. J. Longman, M.A 8vo., 14?.

Francis.—A Book on Angling: or,

Treatise on the Art of Fishing in every

Branch; including full Illustrated List

of Salmon Flies. By FrAnCIS FrAnCIS.

With Portrait and Plates. Cr. 8vo., ijr.

Gibson.—Tobogganing on Crooked

Runs. By the Hon. Harry Gibson.

With Contributions by F. de B. Strick

land and ' Lady-Tobogganer'. With

40 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 6s.

Hawker.—The Diary of Colonel

Peter Hawker, author of " Instruc

tions to Young Sportsmen ". With an

Introduction by Sir Ralph Payne-

Gallwey, Bart. 2 vols. 8vo., 321.

Lang.—Angling Sketches. By A.

Lang. With 20 Illus. Cr. 8vo., 3s. 6d.

Longman.—Chess Openings. By

Fred. W. Longman. Fcp. 8vo., as. 6d.

Maskelyne.—Sharps and Flats : a

Complete Revelation of the Secrets of

Cheating at Games of Chance and Skill.

By John Nevil Maskelyne. With 62

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s.

Payne-Gallwey.—Works by Sir

Ralph Payne-Gallwey, Bart.

Letters to Young Shooters (First

Series). On the Choice andUseofa Gun.

With 41 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 7s. 6d.

LetterstoYoung Shooters. (Second

Series). On the Production, Preserva

tion, and KillingofGame. WithDirec-

tions in Shooting Wood-Pigeons and

Breaking-in Retrievers. With 104

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 121. 6d.

Pole.—Works by W. Pole, F.R.S.

The Theory of the Modern Scien

tific Game of Whist. Fcp. 8vo.,

as. 6d.

The Evolution ofWhist : a Study of

the Progressive Changes which the

Game has undergone from its Origin

to the Present Time. Cr. 8vo., 6j.

Proctor.—Works by R. A. Proctor.

How to Play Whist: with thk

Laws and Etiquette of Whist.

Crown 8vo. , 31. 6d.

Home Whist : an Easy Guide to Cor

rect Play. i6mo. , u.

Ronalds.—The Fly-Fisher's Ento

mology. By Alfred Ronalds. With

20 Coloured Plates. 8vo. , 141.

Wilcocks. The Sea Fisherman : Com

prising the Chief Methods of Hook and

Line Fishing in the British and other

Seas, and Remarks on Nets, Boats, and

Boating. By J. C. Wilcocks. Illustrated.

Crown 8vo., 6s.
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Veterinary Medicine, &c.

Steel.—Works by John Henry Steel,

A Treatise on the Diseases of the

Dog. 88 Illustrations. 8vo., ior. 6d.

A Treatise on the Diseases of

the Ox. With 119 Illustrations.

8vo. , i jr.

A Treatise on the Diseases of the

Sheep. With ioo Illustrations. 8vo.,

in.

Outlines of Equine Anatomy: a

Manual for the use of Veterinary

Students in the Dissecting Room.

Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d,

Fitzwygram.-HorSES and Stables.

By Major-General Sir F. Fitzwygram,

Bart. With 56 pages of Illustrations.

8vo., zs. 6d. net.

" Stonehenge."~THE Dog in Health

and Disease. By " Stonehenge ".

With 84 Illustrations 8vo., 7s. 6d.

Youatt.—Works by William Youatt.

The Horse. With numerous Illus

trations. 8vo. , 7s. 6d.

The Dog. With numerous Illustra

tions. 8vo. , dr.

Mental, Moral, and

LOGIC, RHETORIC,

Abbott.—The Elements of Logic. By

T. K. Abbott, B.D. i2mo., 3s,

Aristotle.—Works by.

The Politics : G. Bekker's Greek Text

of Books L, III., IV. (VII.), with an

English Translation by W. E. Bol-

land, M.A ; and short Introductory

Essays by A. Lang, M.A Crown

8vo. , 7s. 6d.

The Politics: Introductory Essays.

By Andrew Lang (from Bolland and

Lang's 'Politics'). Cr. 8vo. , ar. 6d.

The Ethics: Greek Text, Illustrated

with Essay and Notes. By SirAlex

ander Grant, Bart, a vols. 8vo.,32j.

The Nicomachean Ethics: Newly

Translated into English. By Robert

Williams. Crown 8vo. , 7s. 6d.

An Introduction to Aristotle's

Ethics. Books I.-IV. (Book X. c.

vi.-ix. in an Appendix.) With a con

tinuous Analysis and Notes. By the

Rev. E. Moore,D.D. Cr. 8vo.,io1.6rf.

Bacon.—Works by Francis Bacon.

Complete Works. Edited by R. L.

Ellis, J. Spedding, and D. D.

Heath. 7 vols. 8vo. , £3 131. 6d.

Letters and Life, including all his

occasional Works. Edited by James

Spedding. 7 vols. 8vo., £4 4r.

The Essays: with Annotations. By

Richard Whately, D.D. 8vo.

1or. 6d.

The Essays. With Introduction.Notes,

and Index. By E. A. Abbott. D.D.

2 vols. Fcp. 8vo. , dr. The Text and

Index only, without Introduction and

Notes, in One Volume. Fcp. 8vo.,

as. 6d.

Political Philosophy.

PSYCHOLOGY, ETC.

Bain.—Works by Alexander Bain,

LL.D.

Mental Science. Crown 8vo. , 6s. 6d.

Moral Science. Crown 8vo. , 4s. 6d.

The two works as above can be had in one

volume, price ior. 6d.

Senses andthe Intellect. 8vo. , ijr.

Emotions and the Will. 8vo., ijr.

Logic, Deductive and Inductive.

Part L, 4r. Part II., dr. 6d.

Practical Essays. Crown 8vo., 31.

Bray.—Works by Charles Bray.

The Philosophy of Necessity: or

Law in Mind as in Matter. Cr. 8vo.,5J.

The Education of the Feelings : a

Moral System for Schools. Crown

8vo., 2s. 6d.

Bray.—Elements of Morality, in

Easy Lessons for Home and School

Teaching. By Mrs. Charles Bray.

Cr. 8vo., is. 6d.

Davidson.—The Logic of Defini

tion, Explained and Applied. By

William L. Davidson, M.A Crown

8vo. , dr.

Green.—The Works of Thomas Hill

Green. Edited by R. L. Nettleship.

Vols. I. and II. Philosophical Works.

8vo., idr. each.

Vol. III. Miscellanies. With Index to

the three Volumes, and Memoir. 8vo. ,

2Xs.

Lectures on the Principles of

Political Obligation. With

Preface by Bernard Bosanquet.

8vo. , y.
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Mental, Moral and Political Philosophy—continued.

Hodgson.—Works by Shadworth H.

Hodgson.

Time and Space: a Metaphysical

Essay. 8vo., i6f.

The Theory of Practice : an Ethical

Inquiry. 2 vols. 8vo. , 241.

The Philosophy of Reflection. 2

vols. 8vo., 21S.

Hume.—The Philosophical Works

of David Hume. Edited by T. H.

Green and T. H. Grose. 4 vols. 8vo. ,

56.!. Or separately, Essays. 2 vols.

281. Treatise of Human Nature. 2

vols. zSs.

Justinian.—The Institutes of Jus

tinian: Latin Text, chiefly that of

Huschke, with English Introduction,

Translation, Notes, and Summary. By

Thomas C. Sandars, M.A 8vo. i8j.

Kant.—Works by Immanuel Kant.

Critique of Practical Reason, and

Other Works on the Theory of

Ethics. Translated byT. K. Abbott,

B.D. With Memoir. 8vo., 121. 6d.

Introduction to Logic, and his

Essay on the Mistaken Subtilty

of the Four Figures. Translated

by T. K. Abbott, and with Notes by

S. T. Coleridge. 8vo., 6s.

Killick.—Handbook to Mill's Sys

tem of Logic. By Rev. A. H. Kil

lick, M.A Crown 8vo. , 3s. 6d.

Ladd.—Works by George Turmbull

Ladd.

Elements of Physiological Psy

chology. 8vo., 211.

Outlines of Physiological Psy

chology. A Text-Book of Mental

Science for Academies and Colleges.

8vO., 121.

Psychology, Descriptive and Ex

planatory : a Treatise of the Pheno

mena, Laws, and Development of

Human Mental Life. 8vo., 211.

Primer of Psychology. Crown 8vo.,

51. 6d.

Philosophy of Mind: an Essay on

the Metaphysics of Physiology. 8vo.,

i61.

Lewes.—The Historyof Philosophy,

from Thales to Comte. By George

Henry Lewes. 2 vols. 8vo. , jjax.

Max Muller.—Works by F. MaxMCil

ler.

The Science of Thought. 8vo. , zxs.

Three Introductory Lectures on

the Science of Thought. 8vo.,

21. 6d.

Mill.—Analysis of the Phenomena

of the Human Mind. By James

Mill. 2 vols. 8vo. , 281.

Mill.—Works by John Stuart Mill,

A System of Logic. Cr. 8vo. , 3s. td.

On Liberty. Cr. 8vo. , is. 4A

On Representative Government.

Crown 8vo., as.

Utilitarianism. 8vo., as. 6d.

Examination of Sir William

Hamilton's Philosophy. 8vo. , 16s.

Nature, the Utility of Religion,

and Theism. Three Essays. 8vo.,5j.

Stock.—Deductive Logic. By St.

George Stock. Fcp. 8vo., 3s. 6d.

Sully.—Works by James Sully.

The Human Mind : a Text-book of

Psychology. 2 vols. 8vo. , 211.

Outlines of Psychology. 8vo., gs.

The Teacher's Handbook of Psy

chology. Crown 8vo. , 51.

Swinburne.—Picture Logic : an

Attempt to Popularise the Science of

Reasoning. By Alfred James Swin

burne, M.A With 23 Woodcuts.

Post 8vo. , jr.

Thomson.—Outlines of the Neces

sary Laws of Thought : a Treatise

on Pure and Applied Logic. By WIL

LIAM Thomson, D.D., formerly Lord

Archbishop of York, Post 8vo., 6s.
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Mental, Moral and Political Philosophy—continued.

Whately.—Works by R. Whately,

D.D.

Bacon's Essays. With Annotation.

By R. Whately. 8vo., km. 6d.

Elements of Logic. Cr. 8vo.,41. 6d.

Elements of Rhetoric. Cr. 8vo.,

4j. 6d.

Lessons on Reasoning. Fcp. 8vo.,

is. 6d.

Zeller.—Works by Dr.Edward Zeller,

Professor in the University of Berlin.

The Stoics, Epicureans, and Scep

tics. Translated by the Rev. O. J.

Reichel, M.A Crown 8vo., 151.

Zeller.—Worksby Dr. Edward Zeller.

—continued.

Outlines of the History of Greek

Philosophy. Translated by Sarah

F. Alleyne and Evelyn Abbott.

Crown 8vo. , 10s. 6d.

Plato and the Older Academy.

Translated by Sarah F. Alleyne

and Alfred Goodwin, B. A. Crown

8vo., iRr.

SocratesandtheSocraticSchools.

Translated by the Rev. O. J. Reichel,

M.A. Crown 8vo., ioj. 6d.

MANUALS OF CATHOLIC PHILOSOPHY.

{Stonyhurst Series. J

A Manual of Political Economy.

By C. S. Devas, M.A. Cr. 8vo. , 6s. 6d.

First Principles of Knowledge. By

John Rickaby, S.J. Crown 8vo., y.

General Metaphysics. ByJohn Rick

aby, S.J. Crown 8vo., 51.

Logic. By Richard F. Clarke, S.J.

Crown 8vo., 51.

Moral Philosophy (Ethics and Natu

ral Law). By Joseph Rickaby, S.J.

Crown 8vo., 51.

Natural Theology. By Bernard

Boedder, S.J. Crown 8vo., 6s. 6d.

Psychology. By Michael Maher,

S.J. Crown 8vo., 6s. 6d.

History and Science of Language, &c.

Davidson.—LeadingandImportant

English Words: Explained and Ex

emplified. By William L. David

son, M.A. Fcp. 8vo., y. 6d.

Farrar.—Language andLanguages.

By F. W. Farrar, D.D., F.R.S., Cr.

8vo., 6s.

Max Muller.—Works by F. Max

MULLEr.

The Science of Language, Founded

on Lectures delivered at the Royal

Institution in 1861 and 1863. 2 vols.

Crown 8vo., ais.

Biographies of Words, and the

Home oftheAryas. Crown 8vo.,

'js. 6d.

Max Miiller.—Works by F. Max

Muller—continued.

Three Lectures on the Science

of Language, and its Place in

General Education, delivered at

Oxford, 1889. Crown 8vo., jr.

Roget. — Thesaurus of English

Words and Phrases. Classified and

Arranged so as to Facilitate the Ex

pression of Ideas and assist in Literary

Composition. By Peter Mark Roget,

M.D..F.R.S. Recomposed throughout,

enlarged and improved, partly from the

Author's Notes, and with a full Index,

by the Author's Son, John Lewis

Roget. Crown 8vo., i<w. 6d.
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Political Economy

Ashley.—English Economic History

and Theory. By W. J. Ashley,

M.A. Crown 8vo., Part L, 51. Part

II., 10s. 6d.

Bagehot.—Economic Studies. By

Walter Bagehot. Crown 8vo., 31.

6d.

Barnett.—Practicable Socialism :

Essays on Social Reform. By the Rev.

S. A. and Mrs. Barnett. Cr. 8vo., 6s.

Brassey.—Papers and Addresses on

Work and Wages. By Lord Brassey.

Edited by J. Potter, and with Intro

duction by George Howell, M.P.

Crown 8vo., 51.

Devas.—A Manual of Political

Economy. By C. S. Devas, M.A.

Crown 8vo. , 6r. 6d. (ManualsofCatholic

Philosophy. )

Dowell.—A History of Taxation

and Taxes in England, from the

Earliest Times to the Year 1885. By

Stephen Dowell (4 vols. 8vo. ) Vols.

I. and II. The History of Taxation,

211. Vols. III. and IV. The History of

Taxes, 2U.

Macleod.—Works by Henry Dunning

Macleod, M.A.

Bimetalism. 8vo„ sj. net.

The Elements of Banking. Crown

8vo., 31. 6d.

The Theory and Practice of Bank

ing. Vol. I. 8vo., 121. VoL II. 14s.

The Theory of Credit. 8vo. Vol.

I. ior. net. Vol. II., Part I., 10r. net.

Vol. II. Part II., 10s. 6d.

and Economics.

Mill.—Political Economy. By John

Stuart Mill.

Popular Edition. Crown 8vo. , 3s 6d.

Library Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. , 301.

Symes.—Political Economy : a Short

Text-book of Political Economy. With

Problems for Solution, and Hints for

Supplementary Reading. By Prof. J. E.

Symes, M.A., of University College.

Nottingham. Crown 8vo. , as. Set.

Toynbee.—Lectures on the In

dustrial Revolution of the 180

Century in England. By Arnold

Toynbee. With a Memoir of tie

Author by B. Jowett. 8vo., ioj. Sc.

Webb.—The History of Trade

Unionism. By Sidney and Beatrice

Webb. With Map and full Bibliography

of the Subject. 8vo., i8».

"Wilson.—Works by A. J. Wilson.

Chiefly reprinted from The Investors'

Review.

Practical Hints to Small In

vestors. Crown 8vo., is.

Pla in Advice aboutLife Insurance.

Crown 8vo., is.

Evolution, Am

Babington. — Fallacies of Race

Theories as Applied to National

Characteristics. EssaysbyWiLLiAM

Dalton Babington, M.A. Crown

8vo. , 6s.

Clodd.—Works by Edward Clodd.

The Story of Creation : a Plain Ac

count of Evolution. With 77 Illustra

tions. Crown 8vo. , 3r. 6d.

A Primer of Evolution: being a

Popular Abridged Edition of 'The

Story of Creation'. With Illus

trations. Fcp. 8vo., ij. 6d.

Lang.—Custom and Myth : Studies

of Early Usage and Belief. By Andrew

Lang, M.A. With 15 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo., 31. 6d.

hropology, &c.

Lubbock.—The Origin of Civilisa

tion and the Primitive Condition 01

Man. By Sir J. Lubbock, Bart., M.P.

With 5 Plates and 20 Illustrations in the

Text. 8vo. i8j.

Romanes.—Works by George John-

Romanes, M.A., LL.D., F.R.S.

Darwin, and After Darwin : an Ex

position of the Darwinian Theory,

and a Discussion on Post-Darwinian

Questions.

Part I. The Darwinian Theory.

With Portrait of Darwin and 125

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., ioj. 6d.

Part II. Post-Darwinian Ques

tions : Heredity and Utility.

{In the Press.

An Examination of Weismannism.

Crown 8vo. , 6s.

Mind Motion and Monism. Crown

8vo. , 4i. 6d.
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Classical Literature and Translations, &c.

Abbott.—Hellenica. A Collection of

Essays on Greek Poetry, Philosophy,

History, and Religion. Edited by

EvelynAbbott,M.A.,LL.D. 8vo.,idr.

iEseliylus.—Eumenides of Aeschy

lus. With Metrical English Translation.

By J. F. DaVIES. 8vo. , 7s.

Aristophanes.—The Acharnians of

Aristophanes, translated into English

Verse. By R. Y. Tyrrell. Cr. 8vo., is.

Becker.—Works by Professor Becker.

Gallus : or, Roman Scenes in the Time

of Augustus. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo.,

3s. 6d.

Charicles: or, Illustrations of the

Private Life of the Ancient Greeks.

Illustrated. Cr 8vo. , y. 6d.

Cicero.—Cicero's Correspondence.

By R. Y. Tyrrell. Vols. L, II., III.

8vo. , each 12s. Vol. IV., i51.

Farnell.—Greek Lyric Poetry: a

Complete Collection of the Surviving

Passages from the Greek Song-Writing.

By George S. Farnell, M.A. With 5

Plates. 8vo., idr.

Lang.—Homer and the Epic. By

Andrew Lang. Crown 8vo. , gs. net.

Maekail.—Select Epigrams from

the Greek Anthology. By J. W.

Mackail 8vo., 16s.

Rich.—A Dictionary of Roman and

Greek Antiquities. By A. Rich,

B.A. With 2000 Woodcuts. Crown

8vo., 7s. 6d.

Sophocles.—Translated into English

Verse. By Robert Whitelaw, M.A. ,

Assistant Master in Rugby School : late

Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge.

Crown 8vo., 8J. 6d.

Tyrrell.—Translations into Greek

and Latin Verse. Edited by R. Y.

Tyrrell. 8vo., dr.

Virgil.—The^Eneid ofVirgil. Trans

lated into English Verse by John Con-

ington. Crown 8vo., dr.

The Poems of Virgil. Translated

into English Prose by John Coning-

TOn. Crown 8vo. , 6s.

The .iEneid of VirGiL.freely translated

into English Blank Verse. By W. J.

THOrnHILL. Crown 8vo. , 7s. 6d.

The .iEneid of Virgil. Books I. to

VI. Translated into English Verse

by James Rhoades. Crown 8vo.,

Wilkins.—The Growth of the Hom

eric Poems. By G. Wilkins. 8vo. 6s,

Poetry and

Acworth.—Ballads of the Marat-

has. Rendered into English Verse from

the Marathi Originals. By HArrY

Arbuthnot Acworth. 8vo., 5r.

Allingham.—Works by William

Allingham.

Irish Songs and Poems. With Fron

tispiece of the Waterfall of Asaroe.

Fcp. 8vo., dr.

Laurence Bloomfield. With Por

trait of the Author. Fcp. 8vo. , 3s. 6d.

the Drama.

Flower Pieces; Day and Night

Songs ; Ballads. With 2 Designs

by D. G. Rossetti. Fcp. 8vo. , 6s. ;

large paper edition, i2j.

Life and Phantasy : with Frontis

piece by Sir J. E. Millais, Bart.,

and Design by Arthur Hughes.

Fcp. 8vo. , 6s. ; large paper edition, 121.

Thought and Word, and Ashby

Manor : a Play. Fcp. 8vo. , 6s. ; large

paper edition, 121.

Blackberries. Imperial i6mo. , 6s.

Sets of the above 6 vols, may be had in

tiform half-parchment binding, price 301.
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Poetry and the Drama—continued.

Armstrong.—Works by G. F. Savage-

Armstrong.

Poems: Lyrical and Dramatic. Fcp.

8vo., 6s.

King Saul. (The Tragedy of Israel,

Part I.) Fcp. 8vo. $s.

King David. (The Tragedy of Israel,

Part II.) Fcp. 8vo.,61.

King Solomon. (The Tragedy of

Israel, Part III.) Fcp. 8vo., 6s.

Ugone: a Tragedy. Fcp. 8vo., 6s.

A Garland from Greece: Poems.

Fcp. 8vo., 71. 6d.

Stories of Wicklow: Poems. Fcp.

8vo., 7J. 6d.

Mephistopheles in Broadcloth: a

Satire. Fcp. 8vo., 41.

One in the Infinite: a Poem. Cr.

8vo., 7s. 6d.

Armstrong.—The Poetical Works

of Edmund J. Armstrong. Fcp.

8vo., 5-r.

Arnold.—Works bySir EdwinArnold,

K.C.I.E.

The Light of the World: or, the

Great Consummation. Cr. 8vo. , 7s. 6d.

net.

The Tenth Muse, and other

Poems. Crown 8vo. , 51. net.

Potiphar's Wife, and other Poems.

Crown 8vo. , y. net.

Adzuma : or, the Japanese Wife. A

Play. Crown 8vo., dr. 6d. net.

Beesly.—Ballads, and other Verse.

By A. H. Beesly. Fcp. 8vo., 5r.

Bell.—Chamber Comedies: a Collec

tion of Plays and Monologues for the

Drawing Room. By Mrs. Hugh

Bell. Crown 8vo., 6s.

Cochrane.—The Kestrel's Nest,

and other Verses. By Alfred Coch

rane. Fcp. 8vo., jr. 6d.

Goethe.

Faust, Part I., the German Text, with

Introduction and Notes. By Albert

M. Selss, Ph.D., M.A. Cr. 8vo., 51.

FAuST. Translated, with Notes. By

T. E. Webb. 8vo., iar. 6d.

Ingelow.—Works by Jean Ingelow

Poetical Works. 2 vols. Fcp. 8vo

12J.

Lyrical and Other Poems. Selecte:

from the Writings of Jean Ingklow.

Fcp. 8vo., as. 6d. ; cloth plain, y.

cloth gilt.

Kendall.—Songs from Dreamland.

By May Kendall. Fcp. 8vo. , 5J. net.

Lang.—Works by Andrew Lang.

Ban and Arriere Ban. A Rally of

Fugitive Rhymes Fcp. 8vo. , 51

net.

Grass of Parnassus. Fcp. 8vo.,

as. 6d. net.

Ballads of Books. Edited by

Andrew Lang. Fcp. 8vo., 6j.

The Blue Poetry Book. Edited by

Andrew Lang. With 13 Plates and

88 Illustrations in the Text by H. J.

Ford and Lancelot Speed. Crown

8vo., 6j.

Special Edition, printed on Indian

paper. With Notes, but without

Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , ys. 6d.

Iiecky.—Poems. By W. E. H. Lecky.

Fcp. 8vo., 51.

Peek. — Works by Hedley Peek

(Frank Leyton).

Skeleton Leaves : Poems. With a

Dedicatory Poem to the late Hon.

Roden Noel. Fcp. 8vo., as. 6d. net.

The Shadows of the Lake, and

other Poems. Fcp. 8vo. , as. 6d. net.

Lytton.—Works by The Earl of

Lytton (Owen Meredith).

Marah. Fcp. 8vo., 6s. 6d.

King Poppy: a Fantasia. With 1

Plate and Design on Title-Page by

Sir Ed. Burne-Jones, A.R.A Crown

8vo. , 10s. 6d.

The Wanderer. Cr. 8vo., ioj. 6d.

Lucile. Crown 8vo., ioj. 6d.

Selected Poems. Cr. 8vo., ioj. 6d.
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Poetry and the Drama—continued.

Maeaulay.—Lays of Ancient Rome,

&c. By Lord MACAuLAY.

Illustrated by G. Scharf. Fcp. 4to.,

10s. 6d.

Bijou Edition.

i8mo. , 2s. 6d. , gilt top.Popular Edition.

Fcp. 4to.t 6d. sewed, is. cloth.

Illustrated by J. R. Weguelin. Crown

8vo. , 3s. 6d.

Annotated Edition. Fcp. 8vo., is.

sewed, is. 6d. cloth.

Murray.—(Robert F. ), Author of ' The

Scarlet Gown'. His Poems, with a

Memoir by Andrew Lang. Fcp. 8vo. ,

$s. net.

TTesbit.—Lays and Legends. By E.

Nesbit (Mrs. Hubert Bland). First

Series. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. Second

Series, with Portrait. Crown 8vo. , 51.

Piatt.—Works by Sarah Piatt.

Poems. With portrait of the Author.

2 vols. Crown 8vo., ioj.

An Enchanted Castle, and other

Poems : Pictures, Portraits and People

in Ireland. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d.

Fiatt.—Works by John James Piatt.

Idyls and Lyrics of the Ohio

Valley. Crown 8vo., $s.

Little New World Idyls. Cr. 8vo.,

Bhoades.—Teresa and Other

Poems. By James Rhoades. Crown

8vo., 3s. 6d.

Riley.—Works by James Whitcomb

Riley.

Old Fashioned Roses : Poems.

i2mo., y.

Poems Here at Home. Fcap. 8vo.,

6s. net.

Shakespeare.—Bowdler's Family

Shakespeare. With 36 Woodcuts.

1 voL 8vo., 141. Or in 6 vols. Fcp.

8vo., 211.

The Shakespeare Birthday Book.

By Mary F. Dunbar. 32mo. , is. 6d.

Drawing-Room Edition, with Photo

graphs. Fcp. 8vo., ioj. 6d.

Sturgis.—A Book of Song. ByJulian

Sturgis. i6mo., 51.

Works of Fiotion, Humour, &o.

Anstey.—Works by F. Anstey, Author

of ' Vice Versa '.

The Black Poodle, and other Stories.

Crown 8vo. , 21. boards, 2s. 6d. cloth.

Voces Populi. Reprinted from

' Punch '. First Series. With 20

Illustrations by J. Bernard Part

ridge. Cr. 8vo., 31. 6d.

The Travelling Companions. Re

printed from ' Punch '. With 25 Illus

trations by J. Bernard Partridge.

Post 4to., y.

The Man from Blankley's : a Story

in Scenes, and other Sketches. With

24 Illustrations by J. Bernard Part

ridge. Fcp. 4to., 6s.

Astor.—A Journey inOtherWorlds.

a Romance of the Future. By John

Jacob Astor. With 10 Illustrations.

Cr. 8vo., &j.

Baker.—By the Western Sea. By

James Baker, Author of ' John Westa-

cott '. Crown 8vo. , 3s. 6d.

Eeaconsfleld.—Works by the Earl of

Beaconsfield.

Novels and Tales. Cheap Edition.

Complete in 11 vols. Cr. 8vo., is. 6d.

each.

Vivian Grey. Henrietta Temple.

TheYoungDuke,&c. Venetia. Tancred.

Alroy, Ixion, &c. Coningsby. Sybil.

Contarini Fleming, Lothair. Endymion.

&c.

Novels and Tales. The Hughenden

Edition. With 2 Portraits and 11

Vignettes, it vols. Cr. 8vo., 42s.

Boulton. — Josephine Crewe. By

Helen M. Boulton.

Clegg.—David's Loom : a Story of

Rochdale life in the early years of the

Nineteenth Century. By John Traf-

fokd Clegg. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d.

r
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Works of Fiction, Humour, &c.—continued.

Deland.—Works by Margaret De-

land, Author of ' John Ward '.

The Story of a Child. Cr. 8vo., y.

Mr. Tommy Dove, and other Stories.

Crown 8vo., dr.

Philip and his Wife. Cr. Svo.,6s.

Dougall.—Works by L. Dougall.

Beggars All. Crown 8vo., y. 6d.

What Necessity Knows. Crown

8vo., dr.

Doyle.—Works by A. Conan Doyle.

Micah Clarke: a Tale of Monmouth's

Rebellion. With Frontispiece and

Vignette. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d.

The Captain of the Polestar, and

other Tales. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d.

The Refugees : a Tale of Two Con

tinents. With Illustrations. Crown

8vo., y. 6d.

Farrar.—Darkness and Dawn: or,

Scenes in the Days of Nero. An His

toric Tale. By F. W. Farrar, Dean

of Canterbury. Cr. 8vo. , 7s. 6d.

Froude.—The Two Chiefs of Dun-

boy: an Irish Romance of the Last

Century. By J. A. Froude. Cr. 8vo.,

y. 6d.

Fowler.—The Young Pretenders.

A Story of Child Life. By Edith H.

Fowler. With 12 Illustrations by

Philip Burne-Jones. Crown 8vo., dr.

Gerard.—An Arranged Marriage.

By Dorothea Gerard. Crown

8vo., dj.

Gilkes. —The Thing That Hath

Been : or, a Young Man's Mistake. By

A. H. Gilkes, M.A., Master of Dulwich

College. Crown 8vo. , 6s.

Haggard.—Works by H. Rider Hag

gard.

Joan Haste. With Illustrations. Cr.

8vo. , 6s.

The People of the Mist. With 16

Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , dr.

She. With 32 Illustrations. Crown

8vo. , 3s. 6d.

Allan Quatermain. With 31 Illus

trations. Crown 8vo. , y. 6d.

Maiwa's Revenge; or, The War of

the Little Hand. Cr. 8vo. , is. boards,

is. 6d. cloth.

Colonel Quaritch, V.C. Cr. 8vo.,

31. 6d.

Cleopatra. With 29- Illustrations

Crown 8vo., y. 6d.

Beatrice. Cr. 8vo., 3*. 6d.

Eric Brighteyes. With 51 Illustra

tions. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d.

Haggard.—Works by H. Rider Hag

gard—continued.

Nada the Lily. With 23 Illustra

tions. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d.

Montezuma's Daughter. With 24

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s.

Allan's Wife. With 34 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo., jr. 6d.

The Witch's Head. With 16 Illus

trations. Crown 8vo., jr. 6d.

Mr. Meeson's Will. With 16 Illus

trations. Crown 8vo., jr. 6d.

Dawn. With id Illustrations. Crown

8vo., jr. 6d.

Haggard andLang.—The World's

Desire. By H. Rider Haggard and

Andrew Lang. With 27 Illustrations

by M. Greiffenhagen. Cr. 8vo. , y. 6d.

Harte.— In the Carquinez Woods,

and other Stories. By Bret Harte.

Cr. 8vo., y. 6d.

Hornung.—The Unbidden Guest.

By E. W. Hornung. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d.

Lemon.—Matthew Furth. By Ida

Lemon. Crown 8vo., dr.

Lyall.—Works by Edna Lyall, Author

of 'Donovan,' &c.

The Autobiography of a Slander.

Fcp. 8vo., is. sewed.

Presentation Edition. With 20 Illus

trations by Lancelot Speed. Cr.

8vo. , 2s. 6d. net.

Doreen : The Story of a Singer. Cr.

8vo., 6s.

Melville.—Works

Melville.

The Gladiators.

The Interpreter.

Good for Nothing.

The Queen's Maries.

by G. J. Whytk

Holmby House.

Kate Coventry.

Digby Grand.

General Bounce.

Cr. 8vo. , is. 6d. each.

Oliphant.—Works by Mrs. Ouphant.

Madam. Cr. 8vo., is. 6d.

In Trust. Cr. 8vo., is. 6d.

Payn.—Works by James Payn.

The Luck of the Dakrells. Cr.

8vo., is. 6d.

Thicker than Water. Cr. 8vo.,

is. 6d.
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Works of Fiction, Humour, &c—continued.

Phillipps-Wolley.—Snap : a Legend

of the Lone Mountain. By C. Phil

lipps-Wolley. With 13 Illustrations

by H. G. Willink. Cr. 8vo., 31. 6d.

Prince.—The Story of Christine

Rochefort. By Helen Choate

Prince. Crown 8vo., dr.

Rhoscomyl.—The Jewel of Ynys

Galon: being a hitherto unprinted

Chapter in the Historyof the Sea Rovers.

By OwKn RAOSCOMYL. Cr. 8vo. , dr.

Robertson.—Nuggets in the Devil's

Punch Bowl, and other Australian

Tales. By Andrew Robertson. Cr.

8vo., 31. 6d.

Sewell.—Works by Elizabeth M.

Sewell.

A Glimpse ofthe World. Amy Herbert.

Laneton Parsonage. Cleve Hall.

Margaret Percival. Gertrude.

Katharine Ashton. Home Life.

The Earl's Daughter. After Life.

The Experience of Life. Ursula. Ivors.

Cr. 8vo., is. 6d. each cloth plain, as. 6d.

each cloth extra, gilt edges.

Stevenson.—Works by Robert Louis

Stevenson.

Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and

Mr. Hyde. Fcp. 8vo., u. sewed.

is. 6d. cloth.

The Dynamiter. Cr. 8vo., 3s. 6d.

Stevenson and Osbourne.—The

Wrong Box. By Robert Louis Ste

venson and Lloyd Osbourne. Cr.

8vo., 31. 6d.

Suttner.—Lay Down Your Arms

Die Woffen Nieder: The Autobiography

of Martha Tilling. By Bertha von

Suttner. Translated by T. Holmes.

Cr. 8vo. , u. 6d.

Trollope.—Works by Anthony Trol-

lope.
The Warden. Cr. 8vo., is. 6d.

Barchester Towers. Cr. 8vo., u. 6d.

TRUE, A, RELATION OF THE

Travels and Perilous Adven

tures of Mathew Dudgeon, Gentle

man : Wherein is truly set down the

Manner of his Taking, the Long Time

of his Slavery in Algiers, and Means of

his Delivery. Written by Himself, and

now for the first time printed Cr. 8vo., 51.

Walford.—Works by L. B. Walford.

Mr. Smith : a Part of his Life. Crown

8vo., zs. 6d.

The Baby's Grandmother.

8vo., zs. 6d

Cousins. Crown 8vo. zs. 6d.

Troublesome Daughters.

8vo., zs. 6d.
Pauline. Crown 8vo. zs. 6d.

Dick Netherby. Crown 8vo.,

The History of a Week.

8vo. zs. 6d.

A Stiff-necked Generation.

8vo. zs. 6d.
Nan, and other Stories. Cr. 8vo. ,

The Mischief of Monica.

8vo. , zs. 6d.
The One Good Guest. Cr. 8vo. zs. 6d.

' Ploughed,' and other Stories. Crown

8vo. , 6s.
The Matchmaker. Cr. 8vo., 6j.

"West—Works by B. B. West.

Half-Hours with the Million

aires : Showing how much harder it

is to spend a million than to make it.

Cr. 8vo. , 6s.
Sir SimonVanderpetter, and Mind

ing his Ancestors. Two Reforma

tions. Crown 8vo., S1.

Weyman.—Works by S. J. Weyman.

The House of the Wolf. Cr. 8vo.,

31. 6d.
A Gentleman of France. Cr. 8vo., 6s.

Crown

Crown

, zs. 6d.

Crown

Crown

, zs. 6d.

Crown

Popular Science (Natural History, &c.).

Furneaux.—Works by W. Furneaux

—continued.

Butler.—Our Household Insects.

An Account of the Insect-Pests found

m Dwelling-Houses. By EdWArd A.

Butler, B.A., B.Sc. (Lond.). With

113 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s.

Clodd.—A Primer of Evolution:

being a Popular Abridged Edition of

' The Story of Creation '. By Edward

Clodd. With Illus. Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d.

Furneaux.—Works by W. Furneaux.

The Outdoor World ; or, The Young

Collector's Handbook. With 18

Plates, 16 of which are coloured,

and 549 Illustrations in the Text.

Crown 8vo. , 7s. 6d.

Butterflies and Moths (British).

With 12 coloured Plates and 241

Illustrations in the Text. Crown 8va,

10s. 6d. net

Graham.—Country Pastimes for

Boys. By P. Anderson Graham.

With numerous Illustrations from Draw

ings and Photographs. Crown 8vo. , 6s.
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Popular Science (Natural History, &c.)

Hartwig.—Works by Dr. George Proctor. — Works by

Hartwig.

The Sea and its Living Wonders.

With 12 Plates and 303 Woodcuts.

8vo., 7s. net.

The Tropical World. With 8 Plates

and 172 Woodcuts. 8vo. , 7s. net.

The Polar World. With 3 Maps, 8

Plates and 85 Woodcuts. 8vo. , 7s. net.

The Subterranean World. With

3 Mapsand 80 Woodcuts. 8vo., 71.net.

The Aerial World. With Map, 8

Plates and 60 Woodcuts. 8vo. , 71 net.

Heroes of the Polar World. 19

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., as.

Wonders of the Tropical Forests.

40 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., as.

Workers under the Ground. 29

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 21.

Marvels Over our Heads. 29 Il

lustrations. Crown 8vo. , as.

Sea Monsters and Sea Birds. 75

Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 2s. 6d.

Denizens of the Deep. 117 Illustra

tions. Crown 8vo., as. 6d.

Volcanoes and Earthquakes. 30

Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 21. 6d.

Wild Animals of the Tropics. 66

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., y. 6d.

Hayward.—Bird Notes. By the late

Tane Mary Hayward. Edited by

Emma Hubbard. With Frontispiece

and 15 Illustrations by G. E. Lodge.

Cr. 8vo. , dr.

Helmholtz.—Popular Lectures on

Scientific Subjects. By Hermann

von Helmholtz. With 68 Woodcuts.

2 vols. Crown 8vo. , jr. 6d. each.

Hudson.— British Birds. By W.

H. Hudson, C.M.Z.S. With a Chap

ter on Structure and Classification by

Frank E. Beddard, F.R.S. With 17

Plates (8 of which are Coloured), and

over 100 Illustrations in the Text.

Crown 8vo. , [Nearly ready.

Proctor.—Works by Richard A.

Proctor.

Light Science for Leisure Hours.

Familiar Essays on Scientific Subjects.

3 vols. Crown 8vo., 51. each.

Chance and Luck: a Discussion of

the Laws of Luck, Coincidence,

Wagers, Lotteries and the Fallacies

of Gambling, &c. Cr. 8vo., a1.

boards, as. 6d. cloth.

Rough Ways made Smooth. Fami

liar Essays on Scientific Subjects.

Silver Library Edition. Cr. 8vo. , y. 6d.

Pleasant Ways in Science. Cr.

8vo., y. Silver Library Edition.

Crown 8vo., y. 6d.

Richard A.

Proctor—continued.

The Great Pyramid, Observatory,

Tomb and Temple. With Illustra

tions. Crown 8vo., 51.

Nature Studies. By R. A. Proctor,

Grant Allen, A. Wilson, T.

Foster and E. Clodd. Crown

8vo.,5j. Sil. Lib. Ed. Cr.8vo., y. 6d.

Leisure Readings. By R. A. Proc

tor, E. Clodd, A. Wilson, T.

Foster, and A. C. Ranyard. Cr.

8vo. , y.

Stanley.—A Familiar History of

Birds. By E. Stanley, D.D., for

merly Bishop of Norwich. With Illus

trations. Cr. 8vo., 31. 6d.

"Wood.—Works by the Rev. J. G. Wood.

Homes without Hands : a Descrip

tion of the Habitation of Animals,

classed according to the Principle of

Construction. With 140 Illustrations.

8vo. , 7s. net.

Insects at Home : a Popular Account

of British Insects, their Structure,

Habits and Transformations. With

700 Illustrations. 8vo., 7s. net.

Insects Abroad : a Popular Account

of Foreign Insects, their Structure,

Habits and Transformations. With-

600 Illustrations. 8vo., 7s. net.

Bible Animals: a Description of

every Living Creature mentioned in

the Scriptures. With 112 Illustra

tions. 8vo., 7s. net.

Petland Revisited. With 33 Illus

trations. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d.

Out of Doors; a Selection of Origi

nal Articles on Practical Natural

History. With 11 Illustrations. Cr.

8vo., y. 6d.

Strange Dwellings : a Description

of the Habitations of Animals,

abridged from ' Homes without

Hands '. With 60 Illustrations. Cr.

8vo., jr. 6d.

Bird Life of the Bible. 32 Illustra

tions. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d.

Wonderful Nests. 30 Illustrations.

Cr. 8vo., jr. 6rf.

Homes under the Ground. 28 Illus

trations. Cr. 8vo., 3*. 6d.

Wild Animals of the Bible. 29

Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d.

Domestic Animals of the Bible. 23

Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 3s. 6d.

The Branch Builders. 28 Illustra

tions. Cr. 8vo., as. 6d.

Social Habitations and Parasitic

Nests. 18 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo.. as.



LONGMANS 6> CO.'S STANDARD AND GENERAL WORKS.

Works of Reference.

Maunder's (Samuel) Treasuries.

Biographical Treasury. With Sup"

plement brought down to 1889. By

Rev. James Wood. Fcp. 8vo., 61.

Treasury of Natural History : or,

Popular Dictionary of Zoology. With

900 Woodcuts. Fcp. 8vo. , 61.

Treasury of Geography, Physical,

Historical, Descriptive, and Political.

With 7 Maps and 16 Plates. Fcp.

8vo.. 6s.

The Treasury of Bible Know

ledge. By the Rev. J. Ayre, M.A.

With S Maps, 15 Plates, and 300

Woodcuts. Fcp. 8vo. , 6s.

Historical Treasury : Outlines of

Universal History, Separate Histories

of all Nations. Fcp. 8vo. , 6s.

Treasury of Knowledge and

Library of Reference. Com

prising an English Dictionary and

Grammar, Universal Gazeteer, Classi

cal Dictionary, Chronology, Law

Dictionary, &c. Fcp. 8vo., 6s.

Maunder's (Samuel) Treasuries

Children's Books.

Crake.—Works by Rev. A. D. Crake.

Edwy the Fair; or, the First Chro

nicle of^Escendune. Crown 8vo. , 2j.6V.

Alfgar the Dane: or.the Second Chro

nicle of iEscendune. Cr. 8vo. , as. 6d.

The Rival Heirs : being the Third

and Last Chronicle of ^Escendune.

Cr. 8vo. , 21. 6d.

The House of Walderne. A Tale

of the Cloister and the Forest in the

Days of the Barons' Wars. Crown

8vo., as. 6d.

Brian Fitz-Count. A Story of Wal-

lingford Castle and Dorchester Abbey.

Cr. 8vo. , as. 6d.

Lang.—Works editedbyAndrewLang.

The Blue Fairy Book. With 138

Illustrations by H. J. Ford and G.

P. Jacomb Hood. Crown 8vo. , 6s.

The Red Fairy Book. With 100

Illustrations by H, J. Ford and

Lancelot Speed. Cr. 8vo., 6s.

The Green Fairy Book. With 101

Illustrations by H. J. Ford and L.

Bogle. Crown 8vo. , 6s.

The Yellow Fairy Book. With 104

Illustrationsby H.J. Ford. Cr. 8vo.,dr.

The Blue Poetry Book. With 100

Illustrations by H. J. Ford and

Lancelot Speed. Crown 8vo., S1.

—continued.

Scientific and Literary Treasury-.

Fcp. 8vo., 6s.

The Treasury of Botany. Edited

by J. Lindley, F.R.S., and T.

Moore, F.L.S. With 274 Wood

cuts and 20 Steel Plates. 2 vols.

Fcp. 8vo., 121.

Eoget.-ThESAUrUs ofEnglishWords

and Phrases. Classified and Ar

ranged so as to Facilitate the Expression

of Ideas and assist in Literary Com

position. By Peter Mark Roget,

M.D., F.R.S. Recomposed through

out, enlarged and improved, partly

from the Author's Notes, and with a

full Index, by the Author's Son, John

Lewis Roget. Crown 8vo., ion. 6d.

Willich.—Popular Tables for giving

information for ascertaining the value of

Lifehold, Leasehold, and Church Pro

perty, the Public Funds, &c. By

Charles M. Willich. Edited by H.

Bence Jones. Crown 8vo., ioj. 6d.

Lang.—Works edited by Andrew Lang

—continued.

The Blue Poetry Book. School

Edition, without Illustrations. Fcp.

8vo. , 2j. 6d.

The True Story Book. With 66

Illustrations by H. J. Ford, Lucien

Davis, C. H. M. Kerr, Lance

lot Speed, and Lockhart Bogle.

Crown 8vo., 61.

Meade.—Works by L. T. Meade.

Daddy's Boy. Illustrated. Crown

8vo., 31. 6d.

Deb and the Duchess. Illustrated.

Crown 8vo., 31. 6d.

The Beresford Prize. Crown 8vo. ,

jr. 6d.

Molesworth.—Works by Mrs. Moles

worth.

Silverthorns. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo., $s.

The Palace in the Garden. Illus

trated. Crown 8vo., 21. 6d.

Neighbours. Illus. Crown 8vo., 21. 6d.

Soulsby.—Stray Thoughts for

Girls. By Lucy H. M. Soulsby,

Head Mistress of Oxford High School.

161110. 11. 6d. net.

Stevenson.—A Child's Garden of

Verses. By RobertLouis Stevenson.

Small fcp. 8vo. , 51.
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Longmans' Series of Books for Girls.

Crown 8vo., price 2J. bd. each

Atelier (The) Du Lys : or an Art

Student in the Reign of Terror.

By the same Author.

Mademoiselle Mori : a Tale of

Modern Rome.

That Child.

Under a Cloud.

The Fiddler op Lugau.

A Child of the Revolution.

Hester's Venture.

In the Olden Time : a Tale of the

Peasant War in Germany.

The Younger Sister.

The Third Miss St. Quentin. By

Mrs. Molesworth.

Atherstone Priory. By L. N. Com":

The Story of a Spring Morning, i:

By Mrs. MOLESWOrTH. Illustrate:

Neighbours. By Mrs. Moleswortf

Very Young; and Quite Anothl

Story. By Jean Ingelow.

Can this be Love ? By Louis A. Pi-

Keith Deramore. By the Author :

' Miss Molly '.

Sidney. By Margaret Deland.

Last Words to Girls on Life a

School and After School, a

Mrs. W. Grey.

The Silver

Crown 8vo. 3r. bd.

Arnold's (Sir Edwin) Seas and Lands. I

With 71 Illustrations, y. bd. \

Bagehot's (W.) Biographical Studies.

3s. bd.

Bagehot's(W.) Economic Studies, y. bd.

Bagehot's (W.) Literary Studies. 3

vols. ioj. bd.

Baker's (Sir S. W.) Eight Tears In

Ceylon. With 6 Illustrations, y. bd.

Baker's (Sir S. W.) Rifle and Hound in

Ceylon. With 6 Illustrations, y. bd.

Baring-Oonld's (Rev. 8.) Curious Myths

of the Middle Ages. y. bd.

Baring-Gould's (Rev. 8.) Origin and

Development of Religious Belief. 2

vols. y. bd. each.

Becker's (Prof.) Callus : or, RomanScenes

in the Time of Augustus. Illus. 31. bd.

Becker's (Prof.) Gharicles: or, Illustra

tions of the Private Life of the Ancient

Greeks. Illustrated, y. bd.

Bent's (J. T.) The Ruined Cities of Ma-

shoanland: being a Record of Ex

cavation and Exploration in 1891.

With 117 Illustrations, y. bd.

Brassey's (Lady) A Voyage in the ' Sun

beam '. With 66 Illustrations, y. bd.

Clodd's (E.) Story of Creation : a Plain

Account of Evolution. With 77 Illus

trations, y. bd.

Conybeare (Rev. W. J.) and Howson's

(Very Rev. J. S.) Life and Epistles of

St. Paul. 46 Illustrations, y. bd.

Dougall's(L.) Beggars All ; a Novel. y.6d.

Doyle's (A. Conan) Micah Clarke : a Tale

of Monmouth's Rebellion, y. 6d.

Doyle's (A. Conan) The Captain of the

Polestar, and other Tales, y. bd.

Doyle's (A. Conan) The Refugees : A

Tale of Two Continents. With

Illustrations, y. 6d.

Froude's (J. A.) Short Studies on Great

Subjects. 4 vols. y. 6d. each.

Library.

each Volume.

Froude's (J. A.) Caesar : a Sketch. 31. .

Froude's (J. A.) Thomas Carlyle:

History of his Life.

1795-1835. 2 vols. 7J.

1834-1881. 2 vols. 7s.

Froude's (J. A.) The Two Chiefs of Do

boy: an Irish Romance of the La;:

Century, y. 6d.

Froude's (J. A.) The History of England

from the Fall of Wolsey to the Defer.

of the Spanish Armada. 13 vok

y. 6d. each.

Froude's (J. A.) The English In Ireland

3 vols. 10s. bd.

Froude's (J. A.) The Spanish Story of

the Armada, and other Essays. 31. 6d

Gleig's (Rev. 0. R.) Life of the Duke of

Wellington. With Portrait. 3J. 6d

Haggard's (H. R.) She : A History cf

Adventure. 32 Illustrations. 3r. 6c'.

Haggard's (H. R.) Allan Quatermaln.

With 20 Illustrations, y. bd.

Haggard's (H. R.) Colonel Quarltch.

V.C. : a Tale of Country Life. 31. 6a'

Haggard's (H. R.) Cleopatra. With 29

Full-page Illustrations, y. 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) Eric Brighteyes.

With 51 Illustrations, y. 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) Beatrice, y. 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) Allan's Wife. With

34 Illustrations, y. 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) The Witch's Head.

With Illustrations, y. 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) Mr. Meeson's Will.

With Illustrations. 31. bd.

Haggard's (H. R.) Dawn. With 16 Illus

trations. 31. bd.

Haggard's (H. R.) and Lang's (A.) The

World's Desire. With 27 lllus. 31. bd.

Haggard's (H. R.) Hada the Lily. With

Illustrations by C. M. Kerr. y. bd.

Harte's (Bret) In the Carquinu Woods,

and other Stories. 3r. bd.
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The Silver Library—continued.

Helmhoitz's(Hermann von) Popular Lec

tures on Scientific Subjects. With 68

Woodcuts. 2 vols. jr. dd. each.

Hornung (E. W.) The Unbidden Quest.

■y. dd.

Bowitt'g (W.) Visits to Remarkable

Places. 80 Illustrations. 3*. dd.

Jefferies' (R.)The Story of My Heart : My

Autobiography. With Portrait, jr. dd.

Jefferies' (R.) Field and Hedgerow. Last

Essays of. With Portrait, jr. dd.

Jefferies' (R.) Red Deer. With 17 Illust. by

J. Charlton andH.Tunaly. jr. 6rf.

Jefferies* (R.) Wood Magic: a Fable.

With Frontispiece and Vignette by E.

V. B. 3s. dd.

Jefferies' (R. ) The Tollers of the Field.

With Portrait from the Bust in Salis

bury Cathedral, jr. dd.

Knight's (E. F.) Tho Cruise of the ' Alerte' :

the Narrative of a Search for Treasure

on the Desert Island of Trinidad. With

2 Maps and 23 Illustrations, jr. dd.

Knight (E. F.) Where Three Empires

Meet : a Narrative of Recent Travel in

Kashmir, Western Tibet, Baltistan,

Gilgit, and the adjoining Countries.

With a Map and 54 Illust. jr. dd.

Lang's (A.) Angling Sketches, jr. dd.

Lang's (A.) Custom and Myth: Studies

of Early Usage and Belief, jr. dd.

Lees (J. A.) and Clutterbuck's (W. J.) B.C.

1887, A Ramble in British Columbia.

With Maps and 75 Illustrations, jr. dd.

Hacaulay's (Lord) Essays and Lays of

Ancient Rome. With Portrait and

Illustrations, jr. dd.

Macleod (H. D.)The Elements of Bank

ing, jr. dd.

Marshman's (J X. )Memoirs of Sir Henry

Havelock. 3* . dd.

Max Mailer's (F.) India, what can It

teach us ? jr. dd.

Max Mailer's (F.) Introduction to the

Science of Religion, jr. dd.

Herivale's (Dean) History of the Romans

under the Empire. 8 vols. jr. dd. ea.

Mill's (J. S.) Political Economy, jr. S*3C

Mill's (J. S.) System of Logic, jr. dd.

Mllner's (Geo.) Country Pleasures, jr. 6d.

Hansen's (F.) The First Crossing of

Greenland. With Illustrations and

a Map. jr. dd.

Phllllpps-Wolley's (C.) Snap : a Legend

of the Lone Mountain. With 13

Illustrations, jr. dd.

Proctor's (R. A.) The Orbs Around Us.

Essays on the Moon and Planets,

Metors and Comets, the Sun and

Coloured Pairs of Suns. jr. dd.

Proctor's (R. A.) The Expanse of Heaven.

Essays on the Wonders of the Firma

ment, jr. dd.

Proctor's (R. A.) Other Worlds than

Ours. jr. dd.

Proctor's (R. A.) Rough Ways made

Smooth. 3j. dd.

Proctor's (R. A.) Pleasant Ways In

Science. 3?. dd.

Proctor's (R. A.) Myths and Marvels

of Astronomy, jr. dd.

Proctor's (R. A.) Mature Studies, jr. dd.

Rossettl's (Maria F.) A Shadow ofDante :

being an Essay towards studying Him

self, his World and his Pilgrim

age. 35. dd.

Smith's (R. Bosworth) Carthage and the

Carthaginians, jr. dd.

Stanley's (Bishop) Familiar History of

Birds. 160 Illustrations, jr. dd.

Steven6on(RobertLouis)andOsbourne'»

(Lloyd) The Wrong Box. 3j. dd.

Stevenson (Robert Louis) and Stevenson

(Fannyvan de Grift)MoreNewArabian

Nights. — The Dynamiter, jr. dd.

Weyman's (Stanley J.) The House of

the Wolf : a Romance, jr. dd.

Wood's (Rev. J. G.) Petland Revisited.

With 33 Illustrations, jr. dd.

Wood's (Rev. J. G.) Strange Dwellings.

With 60 Illustrations. jr. dd.

Wood's (Rev. J. G.) Out of Doors, n

Illustrations, jr. dd.

Cookery, Domestic Management, &c.

Acton.—Modern Cookery. By Eliza

Acton. With 150 Woodcuts. Fcp.

8vo., 41. dd.

Bull.—-Works by Thomas Bull, M.D.

Hints to Mothers on the Manage

mentof their Health duringthe

Period of Pregnancy. Fcp. 8vo.,

is. dd.

The Maternal Management of

Children in Health and Disease.

Fcp. 8vo., is. dd.

De Salis.—Works by Mrs. De Salis.

Cakes and Confections X La Mode.

Fcp. 8vo. , is. dd.

Dogs : a Manual for Amateurs. Fcp.

8vo., is. 6d,

Dressed Game and Poultry X la

Mode. Fcp. 8vo., is. dd.

Dressed Vegetables a la Mode.

Fcp. 8vo., is. dd.

Drinks Xsla Moeb. Fcp. 8vo., is. dd.

Entrees X la Mode. Fcp. 8vo., is. dd.
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Cookery, Domestic Management, &o.—continued.

De Salis.—Works by Mrs. De Salis

continued.

FloralDecorations. Fcp. 8vo. , i1. 6d.

Gardening a la Mode. Part I.

Vegetables, i1. 6d. ; Part II. Fruits,

is. 6d.

National Viands a la Mode. Fcp.

8vo. , i1. 6d.

New-laid Eggs : Hints for Amateur

Poultry Rearers. Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d.

Oysters X la Mode. Fcp. 8vo. , i1. 6d.

Puddings and Pastry \ la Mode.

Fcp. 8vo. . i1. 6d.

Savouries alaMode. Fcp. 8vo.,i1. 6d.

Soups and Dressed Fish A la Mode.

Fcp. 8vo. , i1. 6d.

Sweets and Supper Dishes A la

Mode. Fcp. 8vo., i1. 6d.

Tempting Dishes for Small In

comes. Fcp. 8vo., i1. 6d.

Wrinkles and Notions for Every

Household. Cr. 8vo. , i1. 6d.

Miscellaneous and Critical Works,

Lear.—Maigre Cookery. By H. L

Sidney Lear. i6mo., z1.

Poole.—Cookery for the Diabetic

By W. H. and Mrs. Poole. With

Preface by Dr. Pavy. Fcp. 8vo. , a1. 6d.

Walker.—AHandbookfor Mothers:

being Simple Hints to Women on the

Management of their Health during

Pregnancy and Confinement, together

with Plain Directions as to the Care of

Infants. By Jane H. Walker,L.R.C.P.

and L.M., L.R.C.S. and M.D. (Brux.).

Cr. 8vo., a1. 6d.

West.—The Mother's

Children's Diseases.

West, M.D. Fcp. 8vo.

Manual of

By Charles

21. 6d.

Varieties in Prose.Allingham.—Varieties in

By William Allingham. 3 vols. Cr.

8vo, i81. (Vols. 1 and 2, Rambles, by

Patricius Walker. Vol. 3, Irish

Sketches, etc.)

Armstrong.—Essays and Sketches.

By EdmundJ.Armstrong. Fcp.8vo.,51.

Bagehot.—Literary Studies. By

Walter Bagehot. 3 vols. Crown

8vo., lo1. 6d.

Baring-Gould.—Curious Myths of

the Middle Ages. By Rev. S.

Baring-Gould. Crown 8vo., jr. 6d.

Battye.— Pictures in Prose of

Nature, Wild Sport, and Humble

Life. By Aubyn Trevor Battye,

B.A. Crown 8vo. , 61.

Baynes.—Shakespeare Studies, and

Other Essays. By the late Thomas

Spencer Baynes, LL.B., LL.D.

With a biographical Preface by Prof.

Lewis Campbell. Crown 8vo. , 7s. 6d.

Boyd ('A. K. H. B.')—Works by

A. K. H. Boyd, D.D., LL.D.

And sec MISCELLANEOUS THEOLO

GICAL WORKS, p. 24.

Autumn Holidays of a Country

Parson. Crown 8vo. , 31. 6d.

Commonplace Philosopher. Crown

8vo. , j1. 6d. '

Critical Essays of a Country

Parson. Crown 8vo. , jr. 6d.

East Coast Days and Memories.

Crown 8vo. , 31. 6d.

Boyd (' A. K. H. B.')-—Works by A

K. H. Boyd, D.D., LL.D.—continued.

Landscapes, Churches and Mora

lities. Crown 8vo. , 3s. 6d.

Leisure Hours in Town. Crown

8vo., 31. 6d.

LessonsofMiddleAge. Cr.8vo.,3t.6rf

Our Little Life. Two Series. Cr.

8vo. , 31. 6d. each.

Our HomelyComedy: andTragkdy.

Crown 8vo. , 31. 6d.

Recreations of a Country Parson.

Three Series. Cr. 8vo. , 31. 6d. each.

Also First Series. Popular Ed. Svo.,6d.

Butler.—Works by Samuel Butler.

Erewhon. Cr. 8vo., 5s.

The Fair Haven. A Work in Defence

of the Miraculous Element in our

Lord's Ministry. Cr. 8vo., 7s. 6d.

Life and Habit. An Essay after a

Completer View of Evolution. Cr.

8vo., 71. 6d

Evolution, Old and New. Cr. 8vo.,

io1. 6d.

Alps and Sanctuaries of Piedmont

and Canton Ticino. Illustrated.

Pott 4to. , los.6d.

Luck, or Cunning, as the Main

Means of Organic Modification ?

Cr. 8vo., is. 6d.

Ex Voto. An Account of the Sacro

Monte or New Jerusalem at Varallo-

Sesia. Crown 8vo., io1. 6d.
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Miscellaneous and Critical Works—continued.

Gwilt.—An Encyclop/edia of Archi

tecture. By Joseph Gwilt, F.S.A.

Illustrated with more than noo Engrav

ings on Wood. Revised (1888), with

Alterations and Considerable Additions

byWYATTPAPWOrTh. 8vo., £2 125. 6d.

Hart.—Studies in American Educa

tion. By Albert Bushnell Hart,

Ph.D. Crown 8vo., 5r.

James.— Mining Royalties: their

Practical Operation and Effect. By

Chas. Asbworth James, of Lincoln's

Inn, Barrister-at-Law. Fcp. 4to., $s.

Jefferies.—Works by R. Jefferies.

Field and Hedgerow : last Essays.

With Portrait. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d.

The Story of My Heart: With

Portrait and New Preface by C. J.

Longman. Crown 8vo., y. 6d.

Red Deer. 17 Ulusts. Cr. 8vo., 3*. 6d.

The Toilers of the Field. With

Portrait. Crown 8vo. , 3*. 6d.

Wood Magic. With Frontispiece and

Vignette by E. V. B. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d.

Thoughts from the Writings of

Richard Jefferies. Selected by

H.S. HooleWaylen. i6mo.,31. 6d.

Johnson..—The Patentee's Manual:

a Treatise on the Law and Practice of

Letters Patent. By J. & J. H. JOHN

SON, Patent Agents, &c. 8vo. , ioj. 6d.

Lang.—Works by Andrew Lang.

Letters to Dead Authors. Fcp.

8vo., is. 6d. net.

Letters on Literature. Fcp. 8vo.,

as. 6d. net.

Books and Bookmen. With 19

Illustrations. Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6d. net.

Old Friends. Fcp. 8vo. , 2s. 6d. net.

Cock Lane and Common Sense.

Fcp. 8vo. , 6s. 6d. net.

Laurie.—Historical Survey of Pre-

Christian Education. By S. S.

Laurie, AM., LL.D. Crown 8vo., 121.

Leonard.—The Camel : Its Uses and

Management. By Major Arthur Glyn

Leonard. Royal 8vo. , 2is. net.

Macfarren.—Lectureson Harmony.

By Sir Geo. A. Macfarren. 8vo., 12s.

Max Miiller.—Works by F. Max

Muller. [8vo., y. 6d.

India : What can it Teach us ? Cr.

Chips from a German Workshop.

Vol. I., Recent Essays and Addresses.

Cr. 8vo., 6s. 6d. net,

Vol. II., Biographical Essays. Cr. 8vo.,

6j. 6d. net.

Vol. III., Essays on Language and

Literature. Cr. 8vo., 6s. 6d. net.

Vol. IV, Essays on the Sciences of

Language, of Thought, and of Mytho

logy. [In Preparation.

Mendelssohn.—The Letters o*

Felix Mendelssohn. Translated by-

Lady Wallace. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. , ioj.

Milner.—Works by George Milner.

Country Pleasures : the Chronicle of

a Year chiefly in a Garden. Cr. 8vo. ,

3s. 6d.

Studies of Nature on the Coast

OF ArrAN. With Illustrations by

W. NoelJohnson. Cr. 8vo.,6j. 6d. net.

Poore.—Essays on Rural Hygiene.

By George Vivian Poore, M.D.,

F.R.C.P. With 13 Illustrations. Cr.

8vo., dr. 6d.

Proctor.—Works by R. A. PROCTOr.

Strength and Happiness. With 9

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., $s.

Strength: How to get Strong and

keep Strong, with Chapters on Row

ing and Swimming, Fat, Age, and the

Waist. With 9 Illus. Cr. 8vo, 2s.

Richardson.—National Health.

A Review of the Works of Sir Edwin

Chadwick, K.C.B. By Sir B. W.

Richardson, M.D. Cr. 8vo., +f. 6d.

Rossetti.—A Shadow of Dante : be

ing an Essay towards studying Himself,

his World, and his Pilgrimage. By

Maria Francesca Rossetti. Cr.

8vo., ictf. 6d. Cheap Edition, 3*. 6d.

Solovyoff.—A Modern Priestess of

Isis (Madame Blavatsky). Abridged

and Translated on Behalf of the Society

for Psychical Research from the Russian

of Vsevolod Sergyeevich Solovyff.

By Walter Leaf, Litt. D. With

Appendices. Crown 8vo. , 6s.

Stevens.—On the Stowage of Ships

and their Cargoes. With Informa

tion regarding Freights, Charter-Parties,

&c. By Robert White Stevens,

Associate Member of the Institute ot

Naval Architects. 8vo. 2is.

Van Dyke.-ATEXT-BookOF the His

tory of Painting. By John C. Van

Dyke, of Rutgers College, U.S. With

Frontispiece and 109 Illustrations in the

Text. Crown 8vo. , 6s.

I

West.—Wills,

Make Them.

Leading Cases.

8vo., 2s. 6d.

and How Not to

With a Selection of

By B. B. West. Fcp.
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Miscellaneous Theological Works.

,h ofEngland andRoman Cath olic Works see MESSrS. LOnGMANS & Co.'s

Special Catalogues.

Macdonald.—Works by George Mac

dOnALd, LL.D.

Unspoken Sermons. Three Series.

Crown 8vo. , y. 6d. each.

The Miracles of Our Lord. Crown

8vo., 31. 6d.

A Book op Strife, in the Form of

the Diary of- an Old Soul, : Poems

i8mo., 6s.

Max Miiller.—Works by F. Max

MtjLLEr.

Hibbert Lectures on the Origin

and Growth of Religion, as illus

trated by the Religions of India.

Crown 8vo. , ys. 6d.

Introduction to the Science of

Religion : Four Lectures delivered ai

the Royal Institution. Cr. 8vo. ,31. 6d.

Natural Religion. The Gifford

Lectures, delivered before the Uni

versity of Glasgow in 1888. Cr. 8vo.,

10s. 6d.

Physical Religion. The Gifford

Lectures, delivered before the Uni

versity of Glasgow in 1890. Cr. 8vo..

ioj. 6d.

Anthropological Religion. TheGif

ford Lectures, delivered before the

University of Glasgow in 1891. Cr.

8vo., ioj. 6d.

Theosophy or Psychological Reli

gion. The Gifford Lectures, delivered

before theUniversity ofGlasgow in x 892.

Cr. 8vo., ioj. 6d.

Three Lectures on the Vedanta

Philosophy, delivered at the Royal

Institution in March, 1894. 8vo. , 51.

Balfour.—The Foundations of Be

lief : being Notes Intooductory to the

Study of Theology. By the Right Hon.

Arthur!. Balfour, M. P. 8vo.,i21.6rf.

Boyd.—Works by A K. H. Boyd, D.D.

Counsel and Comfort from a City

Pulpit. Crown 8vo., 31. 6d.

Sunday Afternoons in the Parish

Church of a Scottish University

City. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d.

Changed Aspects of Unchanged

Truths. Crown 8vo. , 31. 6d.

Graver Thoughts of a Country

Parson. Three Series. Crown 8vo.,

31. 6d. each.

Present DayThoughts. Crown 8vo. ,

3s. 6d.

Seaside Musings. Cr. 8vo. , y. 6d.

'To Meet the Day' through the

Christian Tear ; being a Text of Scrip

ture, with an Original Meditation and

a Short Selection in Verse for Every

Day. Crown 8vo., us. 6d.

Darmesteter.—Selected Essays "of

James Darmesteter. Edited, with

an Introductory Memoir, By Morris

Jastrow, Jun. With Portrait, crown

8vo., dr. 6d.

De La Saussaye.—A Manual of

the Science of Religion. By Prof.

Chantepie de la Saussaye. Crown

8vo.. 121. 6d.

Kalisch.—Works by M. M. Kalisch,

Bible Studies. Part I. The Pro

phecies of Balaam. 8vo., ioj. 6d. Part

II. The Book of Jonah. 8vo. , ioj. 6d.

Commentary on the old Testament :

with a new Translation. Vol. I.

Genesis. 8vo. , i8j. Or adapted for the

General Reader. 121. Vol. II. Exodus.

151. Or adapted for the General

Reader. 121. Vol. III. Leviticus, Part

I. 151. Or adapted for the General

Reader. 8j. Vol. IV. Leviticus, Part

II. 151. Or adapted for the General

Reader. 8j.

Martineau.—Works by James Mar-

tineau, D.D., LL.D.

Hours of Thought on Sacred

Things : Sermons. 2 Vols. Crown

8vo. , 71. 6d. each.

Endeavours after the Christian

Life. Discourses. Cr. 8vo., 7s. 6d.

The Seat of Authority in Religion.

8vo., 141.

Essays, Reviews, and Addresses. 4

Vols. Crown 8vo. , 7s. 6d. each. I.

Personal ; Political. 1 1. Ecclesiastical ;

Historical. III. Theological; Philo

sophical. IV. Academical ; Religious.

Home Prayers, with Two Services for

Public Worship. Crown 8vo. 31. 6d.

50,000—6/95.

Phillips.—The Teaching of the Ve-

das. What Light does it Throw on the

Origin and Development of Religion?

ByMAuriCE Phillips, London Mission,

Madras. Crown 8vo., 6j.

Scholler.—A Chapter of Church

History from South Germany : being

Passages from the Life of Johann Evan

gelist Georg Lutz, formerly Parish Priest

and Dean in Oberroth, Bavaria. By L.

W. Scholler. Translated from the

German by W. Wallis. Crown 8vo. ,

31. 6d.

SUPERNATURAL RELIGION : an

Inquiry into the Reality of Divine Revela

tion. 3 vols. 8vo. , 361.

Reply (A) to Dr. Lightfoot's Essays

By the Author of ' Supernatural Re

ligion '. 8vo. , 6s.

The Gospel accordingto St: Peter:

a Study. By the Author of

natural Religion '. 8vo. , 6j.

ABERDEEN UNIVERSITY PRESS.






