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JOHNNY. LUDLOW. 

I. 

LOST IN THE POST. 

MANY a tme tale has been told of the disappearance • of money in 
passing through the post. Sometimes the loss is never cleared up, but 
remains a mystery to the end. One of these losses happened to us, 
and the circumstances were so curious that they would have puzzled a 
bench of judges. It was a regular mystery, and could not be accounted 
for in any way. ► 

If you chanced to read the first serie;, of these papers, it may 
scarcely be necessary to recall certain points to your recollection-that 
Mr. Todhetley, commonly called the Squire, had two estates. The 
chief one, Dyke Manor, lay on the borders of Worcestershire and 
Warwickshire, partly in both counties; the other, Crabb Cot, was a 
smaller place altogether, and much nearer vVorcester. Sometimes we 
stayed at one place, sometimes at the other. By an arrangement with 
Mr. Brandon, my guardian and the trustee to my property, I, Johnny 
Ludlow, lived with the Todhetleys. Mrs. Todhetley, the Squire's 
present wife, was my stepmother, my father having married her after 
my own mother's death. After my father's death-which took place 
speedily-she became the second wife of Squire Todhetley, and the 
stepmother of his only son and heir, Joseph. Two children were 
subsequently born to them, Hugh and Leha, to whom Joseph was of 
cour e half-brother. Joseph, unlike myself, had been old enough to 
resent the advent of a stepmother when she came. Indulged and 
haughty, he did not like the gentle control she brought ; though she 
was good as gold, as loving to him as he would let her be, and kind to 
everybody. I don't say but that she was tall and thin as a lamp-post, 
with a mild face, given to having aches in it, scanty light hair, and 
kindly blue eyes ; so she had not much to boast of in the way of 
appearance. Joe and I grew up together like brothers. He was 
several years the elder, and domineered over me absolutely. At school 

Johnny Ludlow:-Il· 1 



2 JOHNNY LUDLOW. 

he was always called "Tod;" and I fell into the same habit. Perhaps 
that is sufficient explanation. 

" And if you don't come back to-night, you had better send me a 
five-pound note in a letter," said Mrs. Todhetley. 

"All right," replied the Squire. 
This was said on the platform of Timberdale Station. ·we were 

staying at Crabb Cot, and were taking the train at Timberdale instead 
of that at South Crabb. The Squire was going to vVorcester, and was 
taking Tod and myself with him. It was a fine morning in April, and 
Mrs. Todhetley and little Hugh had come with us through the Ravine 
for the sake of the walk. Our returning at night, or not, was left an 
open question, contingent upon the Squire's business at w· orcester being 
oYer. 

" Bring me a whip, and a new bird- cage for my thrush, and a pot of 
marmalade, papa," called out Hugh. 

" What else would you like, sir? " retorted the Squire. 
" You bring 'em, J oe." 
" I dare say ! " said Tod. 
The train puffed off, drowning Hugh's further commands. Vve saw 

him throw his cap at the train, and Mrs. Todhetley holding him back 
from running after it. 

" That young gentleman wants to be sent to school," remarked the 
Squire. " I'm afraid you two boys make him worse than he would be." 

vVe reached vVorcester about twelve, and went to the Star and 
Garter. The Squire had no end of matters on hand that day : but the 
two chief things that had brought him to W orcester ·were-to draw 
some money from the bank, and to negotiate with Mr. Prothero, a 
corn-dealer, for the sale of a load of wheat. Mr. Prothero was a close 

. man to deal with: he wanted the wheat at one price, the Squire said it 
should only go at another: if he held out, the Squire meant to hold 
out, even though it involved staying the night in V/ orcester. 

It was vVednesday ; market-day. Not so large a market as the 
Saturday's, but the town looked pretty full. The fi rst thing the Squire 
did was to go to the Old Bank. At the door he turned round and said 
there was no need for three of us to crowd into the place. However, 
we were then inside, and so went on with him. 

He had somi:i thing particular to say to Mr. Isaac, and asked for him. 
They were talking together in private for a minute or two, and then the 
Squi re took out his cheque for fi fty pounds, and laid it on the counter. 

" How will you take it ?" asked Mr. Isaac. 
" In five-pound notes." 
Mr. Isaac brought the money himself. The Squire put it in his 

pocket-book, and we said good-morning, and departed. There were 
shops to call at and people to see : and of course the market to walk 
through. You wouldn't get the Squire to keep himself out of the 

m 

h: 

ili 

lak 
hot 
en, 

him 
llie 



LOST IN THE POST. 3 

market-house, when in Worcester on market-day: he'd go about 
asking the price of butter and fowls like any old woman. A little 
after four o'clock we got back to the Star; and found Mr. Prothero 
had not made his appearance. 

"Just like him!" cried the Squire. "His appointment was for four 
o'clock sharp. He means to hold out against my price; that's what 
he thinks to do. Let him! he won't get the wheat at less.'' 

" I'd see him a jolly long way before he should have it at all," said 
haughty Tod. " Do you hear, sir? " 

"Hold your tongue, Joe," was the Squire's answer. 
"Anyway, sir, Prothero gives you more trouble than all the rest of 

the buyers put together. He's a stingy, close-fisted fellow." 
" But his money's safe and sure. Prothero is a respectable man, 

Joe; his word's as good as his bond." 
Half-past four, and no Prothero. The Squire began to fume a 

little: if he hated one thing more than another it was to be kept waiting. 
" Look here, boys, I'll send that note to your mother," he said, 

taking out his pocket-book. "There's not much chance of our going 
home to-night at this rate. Ring1 one of you, for some paper and 
envelopes." 

Separating one of the notes from the roll Mr. Isaac had handed to 
him, be gave it to me to put up. I asked him if I should take down 
the number. 

"I don't think it matters, Johnny." 
But I took it down, perhaps through some unconscious instinct-for 

I don't suppose I am more cautious than other people. In my pocket 
was a letter from Anna "Whitney: and I pencilled on it the number of 
the note. 

"Write inside the envelope 'Not home till to-mon-ow,'" growled 
the Squire, forgetting that it could not be there till the morning. But 
he was in an ill-humour. 

I WTote it at his bidding, enclosed the bank-note, and addressed the 
letter to Mrs. Todhetley at Urabb Cot. Tod and I went out to post it, 
and began laying plans as to how we should spend the evening at 
\Vorcester. 

The post-office is not far from the Star, as everybody knows : and 
though we met a fellow who used to go to school ·with us, a doctor's 
. on, and ·stayed talking with him, not ten minutes elapsed before we 
were back again. Aud behold in that short time there was a change 
in the programme. Old Prothero bad been in, the bargain about the 
wheat was concluded, and the Squire intended to start for home as 
soon as dinner was over. Tod resented the change. 

"Johnny and I were going to that advertised seance-or whate·rnr 
they call the thing-on electro-biology, ir. It will be first-rate fun, 
they say," 
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"Very sorry for you and Johnny. You'll have to go home instead. 
Prothero has bought the wheat: and that's all I should have had to 
stay here for." 

"At his own price!" cried Tod, rather mockingly. 
"No, Mr. Joe; at mine." 
"·well, it's an awful sell for us," grumbled Tod. ,: It's not so often 

we get a night at vVorcester, that we should be done out of this 
chance." 

"The fact is, I don't feel well," said the Squire, "and should most 
likely have gone home, whether Prothero had come in or not. I'm 
afraid I have caught cold, Joe." 

There was not any more to be said. 'l'he Squire's colds were no 
joke : once he caught one, he would be downright ill ; laid up for days. 
V{ e went back by rail to Timberdale, and took a fly home. 

The next morning the Squire did not get up. Sure enough he had 
a cold, and was feverish. At breakfast Mrs. Todhetley said one of us 
should go over to South Crabb and ask Mr. Cole to call and see him. 

"Why, the pater hates doctors ! " exclaimed Tod. 
"I know he does," she answered. "But I feel sure that if he would 

only take remedies for his colds in time, they would not be so bad as 
they usually are, Joseph. w·ho 's that? " she added-for she was 
seated where she could not see out, and had heard the gate click. 

It was the postman : so I opened the glass doors. 
"Only one, sir," said he, handing me the letter we had posted at 

vVorcester the previous afternoon. 
Mrs. Todhetley laughed as she opened it, saying it would have come 

sooner had we brought it with us. Looking to see that the bank-note 
was safe, she left it .in the envelope on the breakfast-table. 

"You may as well get it changed for me at Salmon's," she said, 
handing it to Tod as we were going out, "and then I need not disturb 
your father. But you must make haste back, for you know I want the 
money." 

She had no money in the house excApt a few shillings: and this was 
why the note was to be posted to her if we stayed at 1.¥ o:·cester. You 
are often run short of money in rural country places: it's quite different 
from town, where the banks are at hand. 

vVe went through North Crabb, and met the doctor coming out at 
his door. Tod told him the Squire wanted some physicking. 

" Caught a cold, has he? " cried Cole. " If he will only be reason­
able and keep himself warm in bed, we'll soon have that out of 
him." 

Cole lived close upon South Crabb-I think I've said so before. A 
few yards beyond his house the shops b~gan. Salmon's was the fifth 
from the corner : a d9uble shop, grocer\; and draper' . The avings' 
bank was ai almon's, and the post-office : he was the bu ·iest trade -
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man in South Crabb, rather conceited over it, but very intelligent. 
His brother was in business at Timberdale. This is what occurred. 

"\Vill you be good enough to change this five-pound note for me, 
Mr. Salmon?" said Tod, laying the note down on the grocer's counter, 
on the left of the door, behind which Salmon stood, his grey hair care­
fully brushed and a white apron on. 

Salmon took the note up for a moment, and then unlocked the inner 
drawer of his till, where he kept his gold. He was counting out the 
five sovereigns when he paused; put them down, and picked up the 
note again quickly. I had seen his eyes fall on it. 

" ·where did you get this note from, sir?" asked he of Tod. 
"From the Old Bank at vVorcester." 
" Well, it's one of them notes that was lost in the robbery at 

Tewke ·bury, unless I'm much mistaken," cried Salmon, beginning to 
turn over the leaves of a small account-book that he fetched from the 
post-office desk. "Ay, I thought I was right," he adds, running his 
finger across some figures on one of the pages. "I had the numbers 
correct enough in my head." 

"You must be out of your mind, Salmon," retorted Tod, in bis defia'nt 
way. " That note was paid to my father yesterday at Worcester Old 
Bank." 

"I don't think it was, sir." 
"You don't think it was! Why, I was present. I saw Mr. Isaac 

count the notes out himself. Ten; and that was one of them." 
"Mr. I aac never counted out this note," persisted Salmon. 
He smoothed it out on the counter as he spoke. I had not noticed 

it before: but it struck me now as I looked at it that it was not the 
note I had put into the envelope at ,\T orcester. That was a new, crisp 
note; this was not crisp, and it looked a little soiled. Tod turned 
passionate over it: he was just like the Squire in some things. 

"I don't under tancl your behaviour, Salmon. I can swear that this 
note was one given with the other nine at the bank yesterday, and 
given by Mr. Isaac." 

Salmon shook his head. As much as to say he knew to the contrary. 
"You' l better accu e Mr. I aac of dealing in stolen notes-or me," 

cried hot Tod. 
"You'd neither of you be likely to deal in them, Mr. Todhetley. 

There's a mistake somewhere. That's what it is. Mr. Isaac would be 
too glad to get this note into his posses ion to pay it away again. No 
people are more severe against money-robberies than bankers." 

Salmon talked, and Tod talked ; but they could not agree. The 
apprentice behind the counter on the drapery ide li tened with admira­
tion, evidently not kncwing which side to take. I poke then, saying 
that the note did not appear to be the same as the one I had enclosed 
in the letter; and Tod looked as though he could have knocked me 
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down for saying it. I had changed my clothes and had not Anna 
Whitney's letter with me. 

"Tod, it is of no use your taking it up in this way. If the thing is 
so, it is. And it can soon be proved. I say I don't think it is the 
same note, or the same numbers." 

"If I had taken down the numbers of a bank-note, I could remember 
what they were; so would any one but a muff, Johnny," said he, sar­
castically. 
· "I don't remember what they were. But I do seem to remember 
that they were not these." 

Tod flung out of the shop in a passion : to him it seemed impossible 
that anything could be wrong with a note had direct from the bank. 
As to its not being the same note, he scouted it utterly. Had it 
dropped through the envelope and changed itself en 1·oute from 'Nor­
cester? he sarcastically demanded-coming in again to ask it. 

Salmon was quietly going over the circumstances of the Tewkesbury 
robbery to me. About three weeks before, a butcher's shop was robbed 
in Tewkesbury-the till carried off in open day. It bad gold and silver 
in it and two five-pound notes. The numbers of the notes happened 
to be known, and notice of them was circulated, to put people on their 
guard against taking them. 

"Look here, Mr. Ludlow," said Salmon, showing me the numbers 
of the stolen notes written down in his book, and comparing the one 
with the bank-note we had taken to him. "It's the same, you see. 
Reason's reason, sir." 

"But I don't see how it's practicable," cried Tod, coming round 
the least bit in the world, as he condescended to look himself at the 
numberrs. 

"Well, :;;ir, neither do I-the facts being as you state them," acknow­
ledged Salmon. "Bnt here's the proof to stagger us, you observe. 
It's in black and white." 

" There must be two notes with the same numbers," said Tod. 
Salmon smiled : great in his assumption of superior knowledge. 
"There never was yet, Mr. Todhet1ey." 
"Who numbers the notes, I wonder? I suppose mistakes are not 

impossible to those who do it, any more than to other people." 
"No fear of that, sir; with their system. The note bas been changed 

in the post." 
" Nonsense l " retorted Tod. 
They'd have cavilled until night, with no result, one holding out 

against the other. Tod brought away the note and the five sovereigns 
-which Salmon offered. We could send over another note at leisure, 
he said. I examined the envelope after we had hastened home: it 
was the same we had posted at vVorcester, and did not appear to have 
been tampered with. 
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Getting Anna ,vhitney's letter out of my Lest clothes' pocket, l 
brought it to Tod. The numbers were quite different from the note's. 
He stared like one bewildered : his eyes passing from those on the 
letter to those on the note. 

"Johnny, this beats bull-baiting." 
So it did-for mystification. 
" Are you sure you copied the figures correctly, old fellow ? " 
"Now, Tod! Of course I did." 
" Let us go up to the pater." 
The pater was getting up, in defiance of old Cole and Mrs. 1'odhetley, 

and was dressed, up to his coat. He had a fire in his room and l1is 
white night-cap on. l told him about the note. Tod was outside, 
telling l\Irs. Todhetley. He did not receive the news kindly. 

"The note I gave you to put into the envelope was one of those 
stolen from the Lutcher at Tewkesbury! How dare you bring your 
rubbishing stories to me, Mr. J obnny ! " 

I tried to explain how it was -that it was not the same note; as the 
numbers proved. He would hear nothing at first, only went on at me, 
stamping his slippers and nodding his head, the big white tassel of the 
night-cap bobbing up and down. If Salmon dared to say he had sent 
him a stolen note to change, he'd teach Salmon what slander meant 
the next time the magistrates sat. 

Tod came in then with Mrs. Todhetley. The Squire had ta]kccl 
himself quiet, and l got a hearing : showing him the numbers I I.ad 
taken down outside Anna's letter and the numbers on the stolen krnk­
note. It brought him to reason. 

"Why, bless my heart! How can they have been changecl, 
Johnny?" 

Taking the packet of notes out of his pocket-book, he went over 
their numbers. They were all consecutive, the nine of them; and so 
was the tenth, the one l had taken down. He pushed his night-cap 
back and stared at us. 

" Did you two get larking yesterday and drop the letter on your way 
to the post? '' 

'' \ Ve took it straight to the post, sir, and put it safely in." 
" I clon't know that I'd answer for that," stormed the Squire. 

"Once dropped in the street, there's no knowing_who might pick it up, 
or what tricks might be played with it. Hold your tongues, you two. 
How el e do you suppose it could have been done ? We don't live in 
the days of miracle ." 

Off went his night-cap, on went his coat. Ringing t.he bell, he 
ordered the phaeton to be got ready on the in tant, to fake him to the 
station: he was going to Worcester. Mrs. Todhetley qui te implorecl 
him not to go ; as good as went down on her knees : he would 
increase his cold, and perhaps be laid up. But he wouldn't ljsten. 
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" Hang the cold ! " he said : " he had no cold ; it was gone. People 
shouldn't have it to say that tricks could be played on him with 
impunity, and stolen notes substituted for honest ones." 

"What a way he puts himself into ! " laughed Tod, when he had 
ordered us off to make ready. 

"I know somebody else who does just the same." 
"You'll get it presently, Johnny." 
Away we went to-the station, Bob and Blister spanking along and 

Tod driving; the Squire, wrapped in about a dozen rugs and com­
forters, sitting beside him. The groom, Dwarf Giles, was behind with 
me : he would have to take the carriage back again. A train came 
up pretty soon, and we reached ·w orcester. 

Of all commotions, the Squire made the worst. When he got to 
the bank, Mr. Isaac was out: would not be in till three o'clock: and 
that put the finishing stroke to the pater's impatience. Next he went 
to the Star, and told of the matter there, gathering half the house 
about him. The post-office was taken next. They seemed to know 
nothing whatever about the letter-and I don't think they did-had 
not particularly noticed it in sorting: could not have seemed to see 
less had they been in a fog at sea: except one thing, and that they'd 
swear to-that every letter posted at the office the previous day, and 
all other days, had been duly forwarded, untampered with, to its 
destination. • 

The firit dawn of reason that fell over us was in the interview with 
Mr. Isaac. It was pleasant to be with any one so cheerfully calm. 
Taking the roll of five-pound notes in his hand, he pronounced them 
to be the same he had given us on the previous day ; and the number 
I had dotted down to have been the one belonging to the tenth 
note. 

" And is this one of those two stolen ones that were advertised ? " 
demanded the Squire, putting it into Mr. Isaac's hands. 

Mr. Isaac spoke with a clerk for a minute-perhaps referring to the 
numbers as Salmon had done-and came back saying that it was the 
note. So there we were: the matter laid, so far, to rest. Nothing 
could be more unsatisfactory. The Squire sat quite still, as if he had 
been struck dumb. 

"I'm sure I shall never see daylight out of this," cried the Squire, 
in a sort of hopeless, mazy tone. "It's worse than conjuring." 

Mr. Isaac was called away. The Squire fastened upon one of the 
old clerks, and went over the matter with him. He could. not readily 
understand it. 

"The note must have been changed, Mr. Todhetley," said he. 
"Changed in the post? " 
"Changed somewheret 
"But who did it? " 
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" That's the question." 
The Squire could not tear himself away. Once out of the bank he 

would be nonplussed. He began casting a doubt on the '\Vorcestf r 
post-office ; the clerk retorted that there was a post-office at our end, 
Timberdale: and at that the Squire fired up. Each would have held 
out for the good faith of his respective post-office to the death. It put 
Tod and me in mind of the fable of the crows, each old mother saying 
that her own crow was the whitest. After glaring at one another for 
a bit through their spectacles, they shook hands and parted. 

We arrived home to a late dinner at Crabb Cot, just as wise as we 
had left it in the morning. The Squire had an awful cold, though he 
wouldn't admit it. At nine o'clock he virtually gave in, went up to 
bed, and said Molly was to make him a basin of hot gruel, and we 
might put a drop of brandy in it. 

The mode of conveying the letters from Worcester ,vas this. The 
Timberdale bag, made up at the Worcester office, was brought -out at 
night by the late train, and dropped at the Timberdale Station. The 
postmaster of Timberdale would be at the station to receiye it, and 
carry it home. 

His name was Rymer. A man of acknowledged respectability in 
the place, and of good connections, the son of a clergyman. He had 
been brought up for a surgeon, but somehow never had the chance to 
pass ; and, years and years ago, opened a chemist and druggist's shop 
at Timberdale. Then he added other things: stationery, Christmas 
cards, valentines, boys' marbles, purses, and such like, which his wife 
attended to. In time be had the pm,t-office. As to suspecting Rymer 
of doing anything wrong with the note, it was not to be thought of. 
He had two children : a son, who never seemed to do any good for 
himself, and if placed away from home would return to it again : and a 
daughter, a nice little girl of sixteen, who was as useful amidst the 
drugs and the post-office work as her father. 

Timberdale had two letter-carriers. One for the place itself, the 
other for the country round. This last had a regular journey of it, fur 
the farm-houses were scattered. There had always been talk that our 
two houses-the Squire's and old Coney's-ought not to be put in the 
Timberdale district of delivery, and why it was originally done nobody 
could make out; seeing that we were ever so far off Timberdale, and 
in Crabb parish. But people did not bestir themselves to alter it, and. 
so the old custom went on. The country postman was Lee : a trust­
worthy old soul with shaky legs. 

·The next morning, Cole the surgeon came in, vexed. The Squire 
ought not to have got up at all the day before, he said, much less haYe 
gone to Worcester; and where was the use of his prescribing remedies 
if they were not attended to? Upon that, the Squire (after retorting 
that he should do as he pleased in spite of Cole and his remedies, and 



10 JOHNNY LUDLOW. 

speaking in a sort of hoarse and foggy voice) told about posting the 
bank-note to Mrs. Todhetley, and what had come of it. 

" vVell, it's a strange thing," said Cole, when he had turned the ne\\'s 
over in his mind. "What do you think, Johnny?" 

He would often say to me when talking of things and people," vVhat 
do you think?" He had a theory that I saw more clearly than others, 
just as Duffham at Church Dykely had. I had nothing particular to 
think about this: it seemed a hopeless mystery. 

"Lee's sure," said Cole, speaking of the postman; "so is Rymer. 
It could have been in no other hands on this side the journey." 

" The Worcester people say it was not tampered with on their side.'' 
"Have yon questioned Rymer about it? " 
" Not yet," croaked the Squire. " I meant to have gone to him to­

day." 
"Which you will not do I " cried Mr. Cole. " But now, look here : 

I wouldn't tell people at first that the exchanged note was one of those 
stolen ones, if 1 were you: not even Rymer. No one likes to be 
mixed up in robberies. You'd put folks on their guard at once ; and 
any chance word of enlightenment, that might otherwise be dropped, 
woulJ be kept in." 

We did not quite take him. "I would not," repeated Cole. 
"But we must inquire about it," said Tod. "vVhat's to be said of 

the note?" 
"Say that the bank-note you put in was changed en route for 

another one: that the numLers did not tally. That's all yon need say 
at first." 

Tod could not see any reason in the argument; Lut the Squire took 
up the idea eagerly, and ordered Tod to do as was suggested. He was 
unable to go to Timberdale him8elf, but was far too impatient to let it 
rest nnti1'another day, and so Tod was to be his deputy. 

·with at least a hundred l:luggestions and i11,iunctions from the Squire 
-who only cea:ed when his voice di8appeared completely-we set of-f, 
taking the way of the Ravine. 1t was a fine Hpring day : the trees were 
coming into leaf, the thorns and other Lushes were budding : violets 
and primroses nestled at their feet. I picked some early cowslips for a 
Lall for Lena, and some double white violets for Mrs. 'l'odhetley. 

Past 'l'imberdale Court went we; past the church; past J ael Batty's 
and the other straggling cottages, and came to the village street. It 
was paved: and you can't say that of all villages. 

1\1.r. Rymer was Lehincl his counter: a thin, delicate-faced man, with 
a rather sad expression and mild brown eyes. In spite of bis poor 
clotl1es and his white apro·n and the obscure hop he had served in for 
twenty year . his face had "gentleman" plainly stampecl on it: but he 
gave yon tlt e idea of being too meek- piritecl; as if in any struggle with 
the world he could never take his own part. 
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The shop was a double shop, resembling Salmon's at South Crabb in 
shape and arrangements. The drugs and chemicals were on the left­
hand side as you entered; the miscellaneous wares on the other. Horse 
and cattle medicines were kept with the drugs: and other things too 
numerous to mention, such as pearl barley, pickles, and fish-sauce. 
The girl, Margaret Rymer, was serving a woman with a pennyworth of 
writing-paper when we went in, and a postage-stamp. Tod asked for 
Mr. Rymer. 

He came forward from the little parlour, at one end of which was the 
desk where he did his postal work. 

Upon Tod's saying that we wished to speak with him privately, he 
took us into the parlour. As we sat down opposite to him, I could not 
help thinking what a nice face he had. It was getting very careworn. 
A stranger would have given him more than his forty-fiye years: though 
the bright brown hair was abundant still. Tod told his story. The 
chemist looked thoroughly surprised, but open and upright as the day. 
I saw at once that no fault attached to him. 

"A bank-note exchanged as it passed through the post!" he ex­
claimed. "But, Mr. Joseph Todhetley, the thing appears impossible." 

"It appears so," said Tod. "I was just as unwilling to believe it at 
first: but facts are facts." 

"I cannot see the motive," said Rymer. '' ,Vhy should one bank­
note be taken out of a letter, if another were substituted? " 

Tod looked at me. ,v anting to say that the other was a stolen notfl, 
and was no doubt put in to be got rid of. But the Squire had bound 
us down. 

" Had the note been simply-abstracted from the letter, we should be 
at no loss to understand that a thief had helped himself to it; but a 
thief would not put another note of the same value in its place," went 
on Rymer. 

"Well, the facts are as I tell you, Mr. Rymer," returned Tod, im­
patient at being trammelled and having to tell so lame a tale. "One 
bank-note was taken out of the letter and another put in its place. \Ve 
want you to help us unravel the mystery." 

"I will help you to the utmost of my power," was Rymer's answer. 
"But-are you sure you have told me the circumstances correctly?" 

"Quite sure," answered Tod. "The thing was done between 
vVorcester post-office and our house. How it was done, and by whom, 
is the question." 

"You enclosed the note in the letter yourself at ,v orcester on "\\ cd­
nesday afternoon, and put it into the post-office : when we delivered 
the letter at Crabb Cot ye terday morning, you found the note inside 
had been taken out and another put in? These are the circumstances?" 

"Precisely so. Except that it was not I who enclosed the note and 
took down its number, but Johnny Ludlow. The ,, orcester office 
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disclaims all knowledge of the matter, and so we are thrown on this 
side of the journey. Did you go to the station yourself for the letter­bag, Rymer? " 

"I did, sir. I brought it home and sorted the letters at that desk, ready for the two men to take out in the morning. I used to sort all the letters in the morning, London and others: but lately I've done what we call the local bags-which come in before bed-time-at night. It saves time in the morning." 
"Do you recollect noticing the letter for Crabb Cot?,, 
"I think I noticed it. Yes, I feel sure I did. You see, there's often something or other for you, so that it's not remarkable. But I am sure I did notice the letter." 
"No one could have got to it in the night? " 
"·what-here? " exclaimed Rymer, opening his eyes in surprise that such a question should be put. "No, certainly not. The letter­bags are locked up in this desk, and I keep the key about me." 
"And you gave them as usual to Lee in the morning? ,, 
Mr. Rymer knitted his patient brow the least in the world, as if he thought that Tod's pursuing these questions reflected some suspicion on himself. He answered very meekly-going over the whole from the first. 
"·when I brought the Worcester bag in on Wednesday night, I was at home alone : my wife and daughter happened to be spending the evening with some friends, and the servant had asked leave to go out. I sorted the letters, and locked them up as usual in one of the deep rlrawers of the desk. I never unlocked it again until the last thing in the morning, when the other letters that had come in were ready to go out, and the two men were waiting for them. The letter would be in Lee's packet, of course-which I delivered to him. But Lee is to be depended on: he would not tamper with it. '!'hat is the whole history so far as I am connected with it, Mr. Joseph Todhetley. I could not tell yon more if I talked till mid-day." 

" \Vhat's 6at, Thomas ? Anything amiss with the letters? " called out a voice at this juncture, as the inner door opened, that shut out the kitchen. 
I knew it. Knew it for Mrs. Rymer's. I didn't like her a bit: and how a refined man like Rymer (and he was so in all re ·pecti) could have made her his wife seemed to me to be a seven day ' wonder. She had a nose as long as from Timberdale to Crabb Ravine; and her hair and face were red, and her flounces gaudy. As common a woman as you'd see in a summer's day, with a broad Brummagem accent. But she was very capable, and not unkindly natured. The worst 'l'imberdale said of her was, that she had done her best to spoil that ugly son of hers. 

Putting her head, ornamented with yellow curl-papers, round the 
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door-post, she saw us seated there, all(.l drew it away again. Her 
sleeves were rolled up, and she had on a coarse apron; altogether -was 
not dressed for company. Letting the door stand ajar, she asked 
again if anything was amiss, and went on with her work at the same 
time: which sounded like chopping suet. Mr. Rymer replied in a curt 
word or two, as if he felt annoyed she should interfere. She would not 
be put off: strong-minded women never are: and he had to give her 
the explanation. A five-pound bank-note had been mysteriously lost 
out of a letter addressed to Mrs. Todhetley. 'l'he chopping stopped. 

" Stolen out of it? " 
"w·ell-yes; it may be said so." 
" But why do you call it mysterious? " 
Mr. Rymer said why. That the bank-note had not, in one sense, 

been stolen ; since another of the same value had been substituted 
for it. 

Chop, chop, chop: Mrs. Rymer had begun again vigorously. 
"I'd like to know who's to make top or tail of such a story as that," 

she called out presently. "Has anything been lost, or not?" 
"Yes, I tell you, Susannah: a five-pound note." 
Forgetting her curl-papers and the apron, Mrs. Rymer came boldly 

inside the room, chopping-knife in hand, and requested further en­
lightenment. We told her between us : she stood with her back 
against the door-post while she listened. 

" ·when do you say this took place, young gents ? " 
"On Vi/ ednesday night, or Thursday morning. ,vhen the letter 

reached us at breakfast-time, the job was done." 
She said no more then, but went back and chopped faster than ever. 

Tod and I had got up to go when she came in again. 
" The odd part about it is their putting in a note for the same 

value," cried she. " I never heard of such a thing as that. Why not 
spend the other note, and make no bother over it?" 

"You would be quite justified in doing so under the circumstances, 
Mr. Todhetley," said the quieter husband. 

"But we can't," returned Tod, hotly-and all but said more than 
he was to say. 

" Why not? " asked she. 
"Because it's not ours; there, Mrs. Rymer." 
"Well, I know what I'd say-if the chance was given me," returned 

she, resenting Tod s manner. "That the note found in the letter was 
the one put into it at Worcester. Changed in the post! It does not 
stand to reason ." 

" But, my dear--,, her husband was beginning. 
"Now, Thomas Rymer, that's what I think: and so woYld you, if 

you had a grain of en e beyond a O'ander's. And now good-morning, 
young gents : my pudding won 't get done for dinner at thi rate ." 
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.Mr. Rymer came with us through the shop to the door. I shook hands with him : and Tod's nose. went up in the air. But l think it lies in what you see a man is, by mind and nature, whether he is your equal, and you feel proud to think he is so-not in the fact of his wearing an apron. There are some lords in the land I wouldn't half care to shake hands with as I would ·with Thomas Rymer. 
"I hope you will pardon me for reverting to my first opinion, l\Ir. Todhetley," he said, turning to Tod-" but indeed I think there must be some mistake. Mrs. Hymer may be right-that the note found in the letter was the one put into it." 
Tod flung away. The facts he had obstinately refused to believe at first, he had so fully adopted now, that any other opinion offended him. He was in a passion when I caught him up. 
" To think that the pater should have sent us there like two fools, Johnny! Closing our mouths so tl1at we could not speak the truth.'' "Rymer only three parts believes it. His wife not at all ." "His wife be sugared ! It's nothing to her. And all through the suggestion of that precious calf, Cole. Johnny, I think I shall act on my own judgment, and go back and tell Rymer the note was a stolen one." 

"The pater told us not to." 
"Stuff! Circumstances alter cases. He would have told it himself before he had been with Rymer two minutes. The man's hancls are partly tied, you see ; knowing only half the tale." " \Vell, I won't tell him." 
"Nobody asked you. Here goes. And the Squire will say I've <lone right." 

Rymer was standing at his door still. The shop was empty, and there were no ears near. Tod lowerecl his voice, though. 
"The trnth is, Mr. Rymer, that the note, substituted in the Jetter for ours, was one of those two Jost by the butcher at Tewkesbury. I conclude you heard of the robbery." 
"One of those· two!" exclaimed Rymer. 
" Yes : Salmon at South Crabb recognized it yesterday when we were asking him to give change for it." 
"But why not have told me this at once, Mr. J oseph?" "Because the Squire and Cole, laying their wi e heads together this morning, thought it might be better not to let that get abroad: it would put people on their guard, they said. You see now where the mot ive lay for exchanging the notes." 

" Of course 1 do," said Mr. Rymer in his quiet way. " But it is very unaccountaLle. I cannot imagine where the treason lies." "Not on thi. side, seemingly," remarked 'l'od. "The Jetter appears to have passed through no one's hands but Lee's: and he is safe." "Safe and sure. It must have been accomplished at Wqrc~st~r. 
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Or-in the ·railway train," he slowly added. "I have heard of such 
things." 

"You bad better keep counsel at present as to the stolen note, Mr. 
Rymer." 

"I "ill until you give me leave to i::peak. AU I can do to assist in 
the discovery is heartily at Squire Todhetley's rnrvice. I'd transport 
these rogues, for my part." 

Vie carried our report home-that the thing had not been, and 
could not have been, effected on the Timberdale side, unless old Lee 
was to be suspected : which was out of the question. 

Time went on. and it grew into more of a mystery than ever. Not 
as to the fact itself or the stolen note, for all that was soon known high 
and low. The Vv orcester office exonerated itself from suspicion, as did 
the railway letter-van. The van let off its resentment in a little private 
sneering : but the office waxed hot, and declared the fraud must lie at 
the door of Timberdale. And so the matter was given up for a bad 
job, the Squire submit,ting to the loss of his note. 

But a curious circumstance occurred, connected with Thomas Rymet 
And, to me, his behaviour had seemed almost curious throughout. 
Not at that first interview-as I said, he was open, and, so to say, 
indifferent then; but soon afterwards his manner changed. 

On the day following that interview, the Squire, who was very 
restless over it, wanting the thing to come to light in no time, sent 
me again to Rymer's, to know if he had learned any news. Rymer 
said he had not; and his manner was just what it had been the past 
day. I could have staked my life, if necessary, that the man believed 
what he said-that news must be looked for elsewhere, not at Timber­
dale.- I am sure that he thought it impossible that the theft could 
haYe been effected after the letters came into his hands. But some 
days later on, when the whole matter had been disclosed, and the 
public knew as much about it as we did, the Squire, well of bis cold, 
thought he would have a talk with Rymer himself, went over, and took 
me with him. 

I hall not forget it. In Rymer's window, the chemical side, there 
wa a picture of a bullock eatiug up some newly-invented cattle-food 
and growing fat upon it. It caught the Squire's eye. ·•whilst he 
topped to read the adverti-: ement, I went in. The moment Rymer 
aw me-bi daughter called to him to come out of the parlour where 

he wa at dinner-his face turned first red, and then as pale as 
death. 

' Ir. Todhetley thought he would like to come and see you, Mr. 
Rymer." 

"Ye , yes," he eaid, in an agitated sort of hme, and then he stooped 
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to put some jars closer together under the counter; but I thought he knew how white he was, and wanted to hide it. 
'When the Squire came in, asking first of aII about the new cattle­food, he noticed nothing. Rymer was very nearly himself then, and said he had taken the agency, and old Massock had ordered some of it. Then they talked about the note. Rymer's tone was quite different from what it had been before ; though whether I should have noticed it but for his white face I can hardly tell. That had made me notice Mm. He spoke in a low, timid voice, saying no more than he was obliged to say, as if the subject frightened him. One thing I saw­that his hands trembled. Some camomile blows lay on a white paper on the counter, and he began doing them up with shaky fingers. Was hi3 wife given to eavesdropping? I should have thought not­she was too independent for it. But there she was, standing just within the little parlour, and certainly listening. The Squire caught sight of her gown, and called out, " How d'ye do, Mrs. Rymer? " upon which she came forward. There was a scared look on her face also, as if its impudence had shrunk out of it. She did not stay an instant­just answered the Squire, and went away again. 

• "vVe must come to the bottom of the business somehow, you know, Rymer," concluded the Squire, as he was leaving. "It would never do to Jet the thief get off. ,vhat I should think is, that it must be the same fellow who robbed the butche-r-- " 
"No, no," hastily interrupted Rymer. 
"No! One of the gang, then. Any way, you'll help us all you can. I should like to bring the lot to trial. If you get to learn any­thing, send me word at once.'' 
Rymer answered " Yes," and attended us to the door. Then the Squire went back to the cattle-food; but we got away at last. 
"Thomas Rymer breaks, Johnny, I think. He doesn't seem in spirits somehow. It's hard for a man to be in a shop all day long f ' d ' ' 

rom years en to years end, and never have an hour's holiday." Ever after this, when the affair was spoken of with Rymer, he showed more or less the same sort of shrinking-as if the subject gave him some terrible pain . Nobody but myself noticed it; and I only because I looked out for it. I believe he' saw I thouirht somethincr · for wheu ..., 0' he caught my eye, as he did more than once, his own fell . 
But some curious circumstances connected with him have to be told yet. One summer evening, when :it was getting towards dusk, he came over to Crabb Cot to see the Squire. Very much to the pater's surprise, Rymer put a five-pound note into his hand. 
"Is the money found ? " cried he, eai:rerly. 
" r o, sir, it i not found," said R;mer, in a subdued tone. "It seems likely to remain a ID) stery to the Ja t. But I wish to restore it myself. It lie · upon my con cience-beiug po tmaster here-that such 
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a. loss should have taken place. \Vith three parts of the public, and 
more, it is the 'J..'imberdale side that gets the credit of being to blame. 
And sb-it weighs heavily upon me. Though I don't see how I could 
have prevented it: and I lie awake night after night, thinking it over." 

The Squire stared for awhile, and then pushed back the note. 
" Why, goodness, man ! " cried he, when his amazei:nent let him 

speak, " you don't suppose I'd take the money from you I What in 
the world I-what right have you to bear the loss? You must be 
dreaming." 

"I should feel better satisfied," said poor Rymer, in his subdued 
voice of pain. " Better satisfied." 

" And how do you think I should feel? " stamped the Squire, nearly 
flinging the note into the fire. " Here, put it up; put' it up. \Vhy, 
my good fellow, don't, for mercy's sake, let this bother take yo_ur senses 
away. It's no more your fault that the letter was rifled than it was 
mine. vVe11, this is a start-your coming to say this." 

They went on, battling it out. Rymer praying him to take the note 
as if he'd pray his life away; the Squire accusing the other of having 
gone clean mad, to think of such a thing. I happened to go into the 
room in the middle of it, but they had not leisure to look at me. It 
ended in Rymer's taking Lack the note: it could not have ended in 
any other manner: the Squire vowing, if he did not, that he should go 
before the magistrates for lunacy. 

"Get the port wine, Johnny." 
Rymer declined to take any : his head was not accustomed to wine, 

he said. The Squire poured out a bumper and made him drink it : 
telling him he believed it was something of the kind his head wanted, 
or it would never have got such a wild notion into it as the errand ho 
had come upon that evening. 

A few minutes after Rymer had left, I heard the Squire shouting to 
me, and went back to the room. He had in his hand a littl6l thin note­
case of green leather, something like two leaves folded together. . 

"Rymer must have dropped this, Johnny, in putting it into his 
pocket. The note is in it. You had better run after him." 

I took it, and went out. But which way had Rymer gone? I could 
see far along the solitary road, and it was light enough yet, but no one 
was in view, so I guessed he was taking the short-cut through the 
Ravine, braving the ghost, and I went across the field and ran down 
the zigzag path. Wasn't it gloomy there! 

vVell, it was a surprise I Thinkin_g himself alone, he had sat down 
on the stump of a tree, and was sobbing with all his might: sobs that 
had prevented his hearing me. There w~s no time for me to draw 
back, or for him to hide his trouble. I could only hold out the green 
case and make the best of it. 

" I am afraid you arc in ome !!l'ent trouble Mr. Rymer? 11 

Johnny Ludlow.-11. 2 
,/~ 
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He got up and was quiet at once. "The best of us have trouble at 
times, Master Johnny." 

"What can I do for you ? " 
"Nothing. Nothing. Except forget that you have seen me giving 

way. It was very foolish of me: but there are moments when-when 
one loses self-control." 

Either through his awkwardness or mine, the leaves of the case 
opened, and the bank-note fluttered out. I picked it up and gave it to 
him. Our eyes met in the gloom. 

" I think you know," he whispered. 
" I think I suspect. Don't be afraid: no one else does : and I'll 

never drop a hint to mortal man." 
Putting my band into his that he might feel its clasp, he took it as it 

was meant, and wrung it in answer. Had we been of the same age, I 
~ould have felt henceforth like his brother. 

"It will be my death-blow," he whispered. "Heaven knows I was 
not prepared for it. I was unsuspicious as a child.'' 

He went his way with his grief and his load of care, and I went 
mine, my heart aching for him. I am older now than I was then : and 
I have learnt to think that God sends these dreadful troubles to try trn, 
that we may fly from them to Him. Why else should they come? 

And I dare say you have guessed how it was. 'l'he time came when 
it was all disclosed; so I don't break faith in telling it. That i11-doing 
son of Rymer's had been the thief. He was staying at home at the 
time with one of the notes stolen from Tewkesbury in his possession : 
some of his bad. companions had promised him a bonus if he could 
succeed in passing it. It was his mother who surreptitiously got the 
keys of the desk for him, that he might open it in the night: he made 
the excuse to her that there was a letter in the ,v orcester bag for him­
self under a false direction, which he must secure, unsuspected. To 
do Madam Rymer justice, she thought no worse : and it was she who 
in her fright, when the commotion arose about tho Tewkesbury note, 
confessed to her husband that she bad let Ben have the keys that night. 
There could be no doubt in either of their minds after that. The son, 
too, had decamped. It was to look for our letter he had wanted. the 
keys. For he knew it might be coming, with the note in it: he was 
on the platform at Timberdale railway-station in the morning-I aw 
l1irn standing there-am1 must have heard whnt Mrs. Todhetley said. 
And that was the whole of the mystery. 

But I would have given the money from my own pock t twice over, to have pre\'ented it happenin o- for ThomRR Rymer's sake. 
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A LIFE OF 1'ROUBLE. 

Mns. ToDHETLEY says that you may sometimes read a person's fate in 
their eyes. I don't know whether it's true. She holds to it that when 
the eyes have a sad, mournful expression naturally, their owner is sure 
to have a life of sorrow. Of course such instances may be found: and 
-Thomas Rymer's was one of them. 

You can look back and read what was said of him : " A thin, delicate• 
faced man, with a rather sad expression and mild brown eyes." The 
ad expression was in the eyes: that was certain: thoughtful, dreamy, 

and would have been painfully sad but for its sweetness. But it is not 
given to every one to discern this inward sadness in tl~e look of another. 

It was of no avail to say that Thomas Rymer had brought trouble 
upon himself, and marred his own fortune . His father was a curate in 
'Warwickshire, poor in pence, rich in children. Thomas was apprenticed 
to a doctor in Birmingham, who was also a chemist and druggist. Tom 
had to serve in the shop, take out teeth, make up the physic, and go 
round with his master to fevers and rheumatisms. Whilst he was 
doing this, the curate died : and thenceforth Thomas would have to 
make his own way in the world, with not a soul to counsel him. 

Of course he might have made it. But Fate, or Folly, was against 
him. Some would have called it fate, Mrs. Todhetley for one ; others 
might have said it was folly. 

Next door to the doctor's was a respectable pork and sausn~e shop, 
carried on by a widow, one Mrs. Bates. Rymer took to going in there 
of an evening when he had the time, and sitting in the parlour behind 
with Mrs. Bates and her two daughters. Failing money for theatres 
nnd concerts, knowing no friends to drop in to, young fellows drift any• 
where for relaxation when work is done. Mrs. Batoo, a good old 
motherly soul, as fat as her best pig, bade him run in whenever he 
felt inclined. R) mer liked her for her hearty kindness, and liked un­
commonly the di h of hot au ages, or chops, that would come on the 
table for supper. The worst was, he grew to like something el e-nnd 
that wa Miss Susannah. 
. If it's true that people are attracted by thcil' contrasts, there might 
have been some ex.cu e for Rymer. He was quiet and sen itive, with 
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a refined mind and person, and retiring manners. Susannah Bates waA 
free, loud, good-humoured, and vulgar. Some people, it was said, 
called her handsome then; but, judging by what she was later, we 
thought it must have been a very broad style of beauty. The Miss 
B.ateses were intended by their mother to be useful ; but they preferred 
being stylish. They played " Buy a broom,, and other fashionable 
tunes on the piano, spent time over their abundant hair, wore silks for 
best, carried a fan to chapel on Sundays, and could not be persuaded 
to serve in the shop on the busiest day. Good Mrs. Bates managed 
the shop herself with the help of her foreman: a steady young man, 
whose lodgings were up a court hard by. 

vVell, Tom Rymer, the poor clergyman's son, grew to be as intimate 
there as if it were his home, and he and Susannah struck up a friendship 
that continued all the years he was at the next door. Just before he 
was out of his time, Mrs. Bates died. 

The young foreman somehow contrived to secure the business for 
himself, and married the elder Miss Bates off-hand. There ensued some 
frightful squabbling between the sisters. The portion of money said to 
be due to Miss Susannah was handed over to her with a request that 
she should find herself another home. Rymer came of age just then, 
and the first thing he did was to give her a home himself by making her 
his wife. 

There was the blight. His prospects were over from that day. The 
little money she had was soon spent : he must provide a living how 
he could. Instead of qualifying himself for a surgeon, he took a situa­
tion as a chemist and druggist's assistant : and, later, set up for himself 
in the shop at Timberdale. For the first ten years of his married life, 
he was always intending to pass the necessary examinations : each year 
saying it should be done the next. But expenses came on thick and 
fast; and that great need with every one, present wants, had to be 
supplied first. He gave up the hope then : went on in the old jog-trot 
line, and subsided into an obscure rural chemist and druggist. 

The son, Benjamin, was intended for a surgeon. As a preliminary, 
he was bound apprentice to his father in order to learn the mysteries 
of drugs and cheP1icals. When out of his time, he was transferred to 
a chemist and druggist's at Tewkesbury, who was also in practice as a 
medical man. There, Mr. Benjamin fell in with bad companions ; a 
lapse that, in course of time, resulted in his coming home, changing the 
note in our letter for the stolen one, and then decamping from Timber­
<lale. What with the blow the discovery itself was to Rymer, and what 
with the concealing of the weighty secret-for he had to conceal it : he 
could not go and inform against his own son-it pretty nearly did for 
him. Rymer tried to make reparation in one sense of the word-by 
the bringing of that five-pound bank-note to the Squire. For which the 
Squire, ignorant of the truth, thought him a doffl:lright lunatic. • 

IIl 
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For some months, after that evening, Thomas Rymer ,,ms to be seen 
in his shop as usual, growing to look more and more like a ghost. 
Which Darbyshire, the Timberdale doctor, said was owing to liver, and 
physicked him well. 

But the physic did not answer. Of all obstinate livers, as Darbyshire 
said, Rymer's was about the worst he had ever had to do with. Some 
days he could not go into the shop at all, and Margaret, his daughter, 
had to serve the customers. She could make up prescriptions just as 
well as he, and people grew to trust her. They had a good business. 
It was known that Rymer's drugs were genuine ; had direct from the 
fountain-head. He had given up the post-office, and the grocer opposite 
had taken to it-Salmon, who was brother to Salmon of South Crabb. 
In this uncertain way, a week ill, and a week tolerably well, Rymer 
continued to go on for about two years. 

Margaret Rymer stood behind the counter : a neat little girl in grey 
merino. Her face was just like her father's; the flame delicate features, 
tlie sweet brown eyes, and the look of innate refinement. Margaret 
belonged to his side of the house; there was not an atom of the Brum­
magem Bateses in her. The Squire, who remembered her grandfather 
the clergyman, said Margaret took after him. She was in her nineteenth 
year now, and for steadiness you might have trusted her alone right 
across the world and back again. 

She stood behind the counter, making up some medicine. A woman 
in a coarse brown cloak with a showy cotton handkerchief tied on her 
head was waiting for it. It had been a dull autumn day : evening was 
coming on, and the air felt chilly. 

" How much be it, please, miss? " asked the woman, as Margaret 
handed her the bottle of mixture, done up in white paper. 

"Eighteenpence. Thank you." 
" Be the master better ? " the woman turned round from the door to 

inquire, as if the state of Mr. Rymer's health had been an afterthought. 
"I think he is a little. He has a very bad cold, and is lying in bed 

to-day. Thank you for asking. Good-night." 
When dusk came on, Margaret shut the street-door and went into 

the parlour. Mrs. Rymer sat there writing a letter. Margaret just 
glanced in. 

" Mother, can you listen to the shop, please ? " 
"I can if I choose-what should hinder me?" responded Mrs. 

Rymer. '' Where are you off to, Margaret?" 
" To sit with my father for a few minutes." 
'' You needn't bother to leave the shop for that. I dare say he's 

asleep." 
"I won't stay long," said Margaret, "Call me, please, if any one 

comes in." 
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She escaped up the staircase, which stood in the nook between the 
shop and the parlour. Thomas Rymer lay back in the easy-chair by 
his bit of bedroom fire. He -looked as i1l as a man could look, his 
face thin and sallow, the fine nose pinched, the mild brown eyes 
mournful. 

" Papa, I did not know you were getting up,1' said Margaret, in a 
soft low tone. 

"Didn't you hear me, child?" was his reply, for the room was OYer 
the shop. "I have been long enough about it." 

"I thought it was my mother moving about.,, 
'' She has not been here all the afternoon. What is she doing?" 
"I think she is wTiting a letter." 
Mr. Rymer groaned-which might have been caused by the pain 

that he was always feeling. Mrs. Rymer's letters were few and far 
between, and written to one correspondent only-her -son Benjamin . 

. 'I'hat Benjamin was random and must be getting a living in any chance 
way, or not getting one at all, and that he had never been at home for 
between two and three years, Margaret knew quite well. But Rhe knew 
no worse. 'l'he secret bidden between Mr. and Mrs. Rymer, that they 
never spoke of to each other, had been kept from her. 

"I wish you had not got up," said Margaret. "You are not well 
enough to come down to-night." 

He looked at her, rather quickly ; and spoke after a pause. 
"If I don't make an effort-as Darbyshire tells me-it may end in 

my becoming a confirmed invalid, child. I must get down while 
I can." • 

"You will get better soon, papa; Mr. Darbyshire says so," she 
answered, quietly swallowing down a sigh. 

"Ay, I know he does. I hope it will be so, please God. My life 
has been only a trouble throughout, Margaret ; but I should like to 
struggle with it yet for all your sakes." 

Looking at him as he sat there, the firelight playing upon his worn 
face with its subdued spirit, you might have seen it was true-that his 
life bad been a continuous trouble. Vias be born to it? or did it only 
come upon him through marrying Susannah Bates ? On the surface of 
things, lots seemed very unequally dealt out in this world. What bad 
been the lot of Thomas Rymer? 'I'he poor son of a poor curate, he 
bad known little but privation in his earlier years ; then came the long 
drudgery of his apprenticeship, then bis ma_rriage, and the longer 
drudgery of bis after-life. An uncongenial and unsuitable marriage­
and he had felt it to the backbone. From twenty to thirty years had 
Rymer toiled in a shop late and early; never taking a day's rest or a 
day's holiday, for some one must always be on duty, and he had no 
help or substituteh Even on Sundays be must be at · band, lest his 
neighbours should be taken ill and want drngs. If he went to ·cbt1rch, 
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there was no certainty that his servant-maid-generally a stout young 
woman in her teens, with a black face and rough hair-would not 
astonish the congregation by flying: up to l!is pew-door to call him out. 
Indeed the vision was not so very uncommon. Where, then/ could 
have been Rymer's pleasure in life? He had none: it was ·au work. 
And upon the work came the trouble. • . 

Just as the daughter, Margaret, was like her father, so the so11·, 
Benjamin, resembled his mother- But for the difference of years, and · 
that his red hair was short and hers long, he might have put on a lace 
cap, and sat for her portrait. He was the eldest of the children; 
Margaret the youngest, those between had died. Seven years 
between children makes a difference, and Margaret with her gentleness 
had always been afrai<l of rough Benjamin. 

But whether a child is ugly or handsome, it's all the same to the 
parents , and for some years the on1y white spot in Thomas Rymer's 
life had been the love of his little Benjamin. For the matter of that, 
as a child, Ben was rather pretty. He grew up and turned out wild; 
and it was just as great a blow as could have fallen upon Rymer. But 
when that .. horrible thing was brought home to him-taking :tlie bank­
note out of the letter, and substituting the stolen one for it-then 
Rymer's heart gave in. Ever since that time it had been as good as 
breaking. 

·w en, that was Thomas Rymer's lot in life. Some people S(?em, on 
the contrary, to have nothing but sunshine. Do you know what Mrs. 
Todhetley says ?-that the greater the cloud here~ the brighter will .be 
the recompense hereafter. Looking at Thomas Rymer's face as the 
fire played on it-its goodness of expression, almost that of a martyr ; 
re1'1embering his prolonged battle with the world's cares, and his 
adting heart; knowing how inoffensive be bad be~n towards his 
fellow-creatures, ever doing them a good turn when it lay in his power, 
and never an ill one-one could only hope that his recompense would 
be of the largest. , 

" Had many people in this afternoon, Margaret? '' 
" Pretty well, papa." 
Mr. Rymer sighed. " When I get stronger-- " 
" forgaret ! Sho.p." 
The lcutl coarse summon was Mrs. Rymer's. Margaret'::; spirit 

recoiled from it the least in the world. In spite of her having been 
brought up to the " hop," there had always been something in her 
innate refinement that rebelled against it and again t having to serve 
in it. 

" haperth 0
1 liquori h" was the exten ·ive order from a small child 

whose head did not come much above the counter. Margaret served 
it at once ; the liquorice, being often in demand, was kept done up in 
readiness. The child laid down the halfpenny and went out with a bang. 
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"I may as well run over with the letter," thought Margaret-alluding 
to an order she had written to London for some drug they were out of. 
"And there's my mother's. MotherJ ' she added, going to the parlour­
door, " do you want your letter posted?'' 

"I'll post it myself when I do," replied Mrs. Rymer. "Ain't it 
almost time you had the gas lighted? That shop must be in darkness." 

It was so, nearly. But -the gas was never lighted until really 
needed, in the interests of -economy. Margaret ran across the road, 
put her letter into the post in Salmon's window, and' ran back again. 
She stood for a moment at the door, looking at a huge lumbering 
caravan that was passing-a menage on wheels, as seen by the light 
within its small windows. " It must be on its way to Worcester fair," 
she, thought. 

" Is it you, Margaret? How d'ye do?" 
Some great rough man had come up, and was attempting to kiss 

her. Margaret started back with a cry. She would µave closed the 
door against him; but he was the stronger and got in. 

" ·why, what possesses the child ! Don't you know me?" 
Every pulse in Margaret Rymer's body tingled to pain as s.1e 

recognized him. It was her brother Benjamin. Better, than this, that 
it had been what she fancied-some rude stranger, who in another 
moment would have passed on and been gone for ever. Benjamin's 
coming was always the signal for discomfort at home, and Margaret 
felt half-paralyzed with dismay. 

" How are the old folk, Maggie ? " 
"Papa is very ill," she answered, her voice slightly trembling. 

"My mother is well as usual. I think she was writing to you this 
afternoon." 

"Governor ill! So I've heard. Upstairs a good deal, is he not?" 
" Quite half his time, I think." 
' ' \Vho attends here? 1' 
"ldo." 
" You !-you little mite I Brought your knowledge of rhubarb to 

good use, eh ? What's the matter with papa ? " 
" He has not been well for a long while. I don't know what it is. 

Mr. Darbyshire says "-she dropped her voice a little-" that he is 
sure there's something on.his mind." 

"Poor old dad !-just like him! If a woman came in with_a broken 
arm, he'd take it to heart." 

"Benjamin, ·1 think it is you that he has most at heart," the gir] 
took courage to say, 

Mr. Benjamin laughed. "Me I He needn't trouble about me. I 
am as steady as old Time, Maggfo. I've come home to stay ; and I'll prove to him that I am." 

" Come home to stay ! " faltered Margaret, 

sf 
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" I can take care of things here. I am better able to do it than 
you." 

"My father will not put me out of my place here," said Margaret, 
steadily. ·u He has confidence in me ; he knows I do things just as he 
does." 

"And for that reason he makes you his substitute! Don't assume, 
Miss Maggie ; you'd be more in your place stitching wristbands in the 
parlour than as the presiding genius in a drug-shop. How d'ye do, 
mother?" 

The ~ound of his voice had reached l\frs. Rymer. She did • not 
believe her own ears, and came stealing forth to look, afraid of what 
she might see. To give Madam Rymer her due, she was quite as 
honest-natured as her husband; and the matter of the bank-note, the 
wrong use made of the keys she was foolish enough to lend surrep­
titiously to Mr. Benjamin, had brought her no light shock at the time. 
Til-conduct in the shape of billiards, and beet\ and idleness, she had 
found plenty of excuse for in her son ; but when it came to felony, it 
was another thing altogether . . 

,; It is him!" she muttered, as he saw her, and turned. " ,vhere 
on earth have you sprung from?" demanded Mrs. Rymer. 

" 1ot from the skies, mother. ' Hearing the governor was on the 
sick list, I thought I ought to come over and see him." 

"None of your lies, Ben," said Mrs. Rymer. "That has not brought 
you here. You are in some disgraceful mess again." 

"It has brought me here-and nothing else;" said Ben: and he 
spoke truth. "Ashton of Timberdale--" 

A faint groan-a crash as of breaking glass. ·when they turned to 
look, there was Rymer, fallen against the counter in his shock of 
surpiise and weakness. His arm had thrown down an empty syrup­
bottle. 

And that's how Benjamin Rymer came home. His father and 
mother 1:iad never seen him since before the discovery· of the . trouble; 
for as soon as he had changed the bank-note in the letter, he was off. 
The affair had frightened him a little-that is; the stir made over it, of 
which he had contrived to get notice ; since then he had been passably 
steady, making a living for himself in Birmingham as assistant to a 
surgeon and druggist. He had met Robert Ashton a short time ago 
(th's was the account he now gave), heard from that gentleman rather 
a bad account of his father, and so thought it his duty to give up what 
he was about, and come home. His duty ! Ben Rymer's duty! ! 

Ben was a tall, bony fellow, with a passably liberal education. He 
might not have been unsteady but for bad companions. Ben did not 
aid in robbing the butcher's till-he had not quite come to that­
neither was he privy to it ; but he did get persuaded into trying to 
di. pose of one 9f th~ stoleq not~s. lt had been t4e o_ne desp~rate act 
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of his life, and it had sobered him. Time, however, effaces impres­
sions ; from two to three years had gone on since then ; nothing had 
transpired, never so much as a suspicion had fallen on Mr. Benjamin, 
and he grew bold and came home. 

Timberdale rubbed its eyes with astonishment that next autumn 
day, when it woke up to see Benjamin Rymer in his father's shop; a 
white apron on, and serving the customers who went in, as naturally 
as though he had never left it. Where had he been all that while? 
they, asked. Improving himself in his profession, coolly avowed Ben 
with unruffled face. 

And so the one chance-rest of mind-fo'r the father's return to 
health and life, went out. The prolonged time, passing without 
discovery, giving a greater chance day by day that it might never 
happen, could but have a beneficial effect on Mr. Rymer. But when 
Ben made his appearance, put his head, so to say, into the very 
stronghold of danger, all his sickness and his fear came back again. 

Ben did not know why his father kept so poorly and looked so ill. 
Never a word, in his sensitiveness, had Mr. Rymer spoken to his son 
of that past night's work. Ben might suspect, but he did not know. 
Mr. Rymer would come down when he was not fit to do so, and take 
up his place in the shop on a stool. Ben made fun of it: in sport 
more than ill-feeling : telling the customers to look at the old ghost 
there. Ben made himself perfectly at home ; would sometimes hold a 
levee in the shop if his father was out of it, when he -and his friends, 
young men of TimberdaJe, would talk and laugh the roof off. 

People talk of the troubles of the world, and say their name is 
legion: poverty, sickness, disappointment, disgrace, debt, difficulty; 
but there is no trouble the human heart can know like that brought by 
rebellious children. To old Rymer, with his capacity for taking things 
to heart, it had been as a long crucifixion. And yet-the instinctive 
love of a, parent cannot die out: recollect David's grief for wicked 
Absalom : " vVouJd God I had died for thee, 0 Absalom, my son, my 
son!" 

Still, compared with what he used to be, Ben Rymer was steady. 
As the winter approached, there set in another phase of the reforma­
tion ; for he pulled up even from the talking and laughing, and became 
as good as gold. You might have thought be had taken his dead 
grandfather, the clergyman, for a model, and was striving to walk in 
his steps. He went to church, read his medical work , was pleasant 
at home, gentle with Margaret, and altogether the bet son in the 
world. 

"Will it last, Benjamin? "hls father asked him sorrowfully. 
"It shall last, father; 1 promise it," was the earnest.Jy-spoken 

answer. "Forget the past, and I will never, I hope, try you again." 
, Ben kept his promise throughout the winter, and seemed likely .to 

olil 
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keep it always. Mr. Rymer grew stronger, and was in business 
regularly, which gave Ben more leisure for his books. It was thought 
that a good time had set in for the Rymers; but, as Mrs. Todhetley 
says, you cannot control Fate. 

One day, when we were again staying at Crabb Cot, I had to call at 
the shop for a box of "Household Pills," Rymer's own making. ·when 
any one was ailing at home, Mrs. Todhetley would administer a dose 
of these pills. But that Rymer was so conscientious a man, I should 
have thought they were composed of bread and pepper. Mrs. 
Todhetley pinned her faith to them, and said they did wonders. 

\Vell, I had to go to Timberdale on other matters, and was told to 
call, when there, for a box of these delectable Household Pills. Mr. 
Rymer and his son stood behind the counter, the one making up his 
books, Ben pounding something in a mortar. 'Winter was just on the 
turn , and the trees and hedges were beginning to shoot into bud. Ben 
left his pounding to get the pills. 

"ls this Mr. Rymer's ? Halloa, Ben ! All right. How goes it, 
old boy?" 

The door had been opened with a Lurst, and the above words met 
our ears, in a tone not over- steady. They came from a man who wore 
sporting clothes, and· his hat very much on one side. Ben Rymer 
stared in surprise ; his mouth dropped. 

But that it was early in the day, and one does not like to libel 
people, it might have been thought the gentleman had taken a little 
too much of something strong. He swaggered up to the counter, and 
held out his hand to Ben. Ben, just then wrapping up the box of 
pills, did not appear to see it. 

" Had a hunt after you, old fellow," said the loud-voiced stranger. 
" Been to Birmingham and all kinds of places. Couldn't think where 
you'd hid yourself." • 

" You are back pretty soon," growled Ben, who certainly did not 
seem to relish the visit. 

"Been back a month. Couldn't get on in the New World; its folks­
are too down for me. I say, I want a word with you. Can't say it 
here, I uppose ? " 

" o," returned Ben rather savagely. 
"Ju t come out a bit, Ben," resumed the stranger, after a short 

pause. 
"'r can't," replied Ben-and his tone sounded more like I won't. 

" I have my business to attend to." 
" Bother business ! Here goes, then : it's your fault if you make me 

speak before people. Gibbs has come out of hiding, and is getting 
troublesome-" 
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" If you will go outside and wait, I'll come to you," interrupted Ben 
at this, very quickly. 

The man turned and swaggered out. Ben gave me the pills with one 
hand, and took off his apron with the other. Getting bis bat, he was 
hastening out, when Mr: Rymer touched his arm. 

"vVho is that man, Benjamin? " 
"A fellow I used to know in Tewkesbury, father." 
"What's his name?" 
" Cotton. I'll soon despatch him and be back again," concluded 

Ben, as he disappeared. 
I put down half-a-crown for the pills, and Mr. Rymer left his place 

to give me the change. There had been a sort of consciousness 
between us, understood though not expressed, since the night when I 
had seen him giving way to his emotion in Cral,b Ravine. This man's 
visit brought the scene back again. Rymer's eyes looked into mine, 
and then fell . 

"Ben is all right now, Mr. Rymer." 
"I could not wish him better than he is. It's just as though he 

were striving to atone for the past. I thought it would haYe killed me 
at the time." 

"I should forget it." 
"Forget it I never can. You don't know what it was, Mr. Johnny," 

he continued in a sort of frightened tone, a red spot coming into his 
pale thin cheeks, "and I trust you never will know. I never went to 
bed at night but to lie listening for a summons at my door-the officers 
searching for my so:1, or to tell me he was taken. I never rose in the 
morning but my spirit fainted within me, as to what news the day 
might bring forth." 

Mr. Benjamin and his friend were pacing side by side in the middle 
of the street when I went out, probably to be out of the reach of 
eavesdroppers. They did not look best pleased with each other; 
seemed to be talking sharply. 

"I tell you I can't and I won't," Ben was saying, as I passed them 
in crossing over. "What do you come after me for? "\Yhen a fellow 
wants to be on the square, you won't let him. As to Gibbs--" 

The voices died out of hearing. I went home with the pills, and 
thought no more about the matter. 

Spring weather is changeable, as we English know only too well. In 
less than a week, a storm of sleet and snow was drifting down. In the 
midst of it, who should present himself at Crabb Cot at midday but 
Lee, the letter-carrier. His shaky old legs seemed hardly able to bear 
him up against the storm, as he came into the garden. I opened the 
door, wondering what he wanted. 

"Please can I see the Squire in private, sir ? " asked Lee, who was 
looking half angry, hl'llf rueful. Lee had never been in boisterou& 
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spirits since the affair of the bank-note took place. Like a great many 
more people, he grew fanciful with years, and could not be conv:nced 
but that the suspicion fn regard to it lay on him. 

" Come in out of the storm, Lee. What's up? " 
"Please, Mr. Ludlow, sir, let me get to see the Squire," was all his 

answer. 
The Squire was in his little room, hunting for a mislaid letter in the 

piece of furniture he called his bureau. As I shut old Lee in, I heard 
him, Lee, begin to say something about the bank-note and Benjamin 
Rymer. An instinct of the truth flashed over me-as sure as fate 
something connecting Ben with it had come out. In I shot again, to 
make one at the conference. The Squire was looking too surprised to 
notice me. 

" It was Mr. Rymer's son who took out the good note and put in the 
bad one?" he exclaimed. "Take care what you say, Lee." 

Lee stood near the worn hearthrug ; his old hat, covered with 
snow-flakes, held between his hands. 'l'he Squire had put his back 
against the bureau and was staring at him through his spectacles, his 
nose and face a finer red than ordinary. 

The thing had been tracked home to Benjamin Rymer by the man • 
Cotton, Lee explained in a rambling sort of tale. Cotton, incensed at 
Rymer's not helping him to some money-which was what he had 
come to Timberdaie to ask for-had told in revenge of the past 
transaction. Cotton had not been connected with it, but knew of the 
part taken in it by Rymer. 

"I don't believe a syllable of it," said the Squire, stoutly, flinging 
himself into his bureau chair, which he twisted round to face the fire. 
" You can sit down, Lee. ,vhere did you say you heard this ? " 

Lee had heard it at the Plough and Harrow, where the man Cotton 
had been staying. J elf, the landlord, had been told it by Cotton 
himself, and Jelf in bis turn had whispered it to Lee. That was last 
night: and Lee had come up with it now to Mr. Todhetley. 

"I tell you, Lee, I don't believe a syllable of it," repeated the 
Squire. 

"It be true as gospel, sir," asserted Lee. "Last night, when I went 
in to Jelrs for a drop of beer, being stiff all over with the cold, I found 
Jelf in a passion because a guest had gone off without paying part of 
his score, leaving nothing but a letter to say he'd send it. Cotton by 
name, J elf explained, and a sporting gent to look at. A good week, 
Jelf vowed he'd been there, living on the best. And then Jelf said I 
had no cause to be looked down upon any longer, for it was not me 
that had done that trick with the bank-notes, but Benjamin Rymer." 

"Now just stop, Lee,1' interrupted the Squire. "Nobody looked 
down upon you for it, or suspected you: neither Jelf nor other people. 
I have told you so times enough." 
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"But Jelf knows I thought they did, sir. And he told me this ne\vs 
to put me a bit at my ease. He--" 

"Jelf talks at random when his temper's up," cried the Squire. 
"If you believe this story, Lee, you'll believe anything." 

" Ben Rymer was staying at home at the time, sir," urged Lee, 
determined to have his say. "If he is steady now, it's known what he 
was then. He must have got access to the letters somehow, while 
they lay at his father's that night, and opened yours and changed the 
note. Cotton says Mr. Ben had had the stolen note hid about him for 
ever so long, waiting an opportunity to get rid of it." 

"Do you mean to accuse Mr. Ben of being one of the thieves who 
robbed the butcher's till? '' demanded the Squire, growing wrathful. 

" Well, sir, I don't go as far as that. The man told J elf that one of 
the stoien notes was given to young Rymer to pass, and he was to have 
a pound for himself if he succeeded in doing it." 

The Squire would hardly let him finish. 
"Cotton said this to Jelf, did he ?-and Jelf rehearsed it to you?" 
"Yes, sir. Just that much." 
"Now look you here, Lee. First of all, to whom have you repeated 

· this tale ? " 
"Not to anybody," answered Lee. "I thought I 'd better bring it 

up here, sir, to begin with." 
"And you'd better let it stop here to end with," retorted the Squire. 

"That's my best advice to you, Lee. My goodness! Accuse a 
respectable man's son of what might transport him, on the authority of 
a drunken fellow· who runs away from an inn without paying his bill! 
The likeliest thing is that this Cotton did it himself. How else should 
he know about it? Don't you let your tongue carry this further, Lee, 
or you may find yourself in the wrong box." 

Lee looked just a little staggered. A faint flush appeared in his 
withered face. The Squire's colour was at its fiercest. He was hard 
at the best of times to take in extraordinary tales, and utterly scouted 
this one. There was no man he had a greater respect for than Thomas 
Rymer. 

"I hoped you might be for prosecuting, sir. It would set me right 
with the world." 

" You are a fool, Lee. The world has not thought you wrong yet. 
Prosecute! I! Upon this cock-and-bull story I Mr. Rymer would 
prosecute me in turn, I expect, if I did. You'd better not let this get 
to his ears : you might lose your post." 

" fr. Rymer, sir, must know how wild ms son has been ." 
" Wild ! Most of the young men of the present day are that, as it 

seems to me," cried the Squire, in his heat. " :Mine had better not let 
me catch them at it, though. I'd warm their ears well beforehand if I 
thought they ever would-- Do you hear, Mr. Johnny?" 
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I had been leaning on the back of a chair in the quietest corner for fear of being sent away. ,vhen the Squire put himself up like this, he would say anything. 
"To be a bit wild is one thing, Lee; to commit felony quite another: Rymer's son would be no more guilty of it than you would. It's out of 

all reason. And do you take care of your tongue. Look here, man : suppose I took this up, as you want me, and it was found to have Leen Cotton or some other gaol-bird who did it, instead of young Rymer: where would you be? In prison for defamation of character, if the Rymers chose to put you there. Be wise in time, Lee, and say no more." 
"It might have been as you say, sir-Cotton himself; though I'm sure that never struck me," returned Lee, veering round to the argu­ment. "One thing that made me believe it, was knowing that Ben Rymer might easily get access to the letters." 
"And that's just the reason why you should have doubted it," con·­traclicted the Squire. " He would be afraid to touch them because of the ease with which he could do it. Forgive you for coming up, you say? " added the Squire, as Lee rose with some humble words of excuse. "Of course I will. But don't forget that a word of this, dropped abroad, might put your place, as postman, in jeopardy." 
"And that would never do,'' said Lee, shaking his head. 
'I should think not. It's cold to-day, isn't it?" 
"Frightful cold, sir." 
"And you could come through it with this improbable· story! Use your sense another time, Lee. Here, Johnny, take Lee into the kitchen, and tell them to give him some cold beef and beer." . 
I handed him over, with the order, to l\lolly; who went into one of ner tantrums at it, for she was in the midst of pastry-making. The Squire was sitting with his head bent, looking as perplexed as an cm l, when I got back. to the room. 
"Johnny-shut the door. Something has come into my mind. Do you recollect Thomas Rymer's coming up one evening, and wanting to give me a five-pound note ?" 
"Quite well, sir.' ' 
"Well; I-I am not so sure now that there's nothing in this fresh tale." 

I sat down ; and in a low voice to.Id him all. Of the fit of sobbing in which I had found R) mer that same night in the Ravine; and that I had known all along it was the son who had done it. 
' Bless my heart I" cried the Squire, softly, very much taken aback. "It's that, perhap , that has been making Rymer so ill." 
' He said it wa slowly killing him, sir." 
"Mercy on him I-poor fellow I An ill-doing scapegrace of a. rascal I Joh~y, how thankful we ought to be when our sons turn out well, and 
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not ill I But l think a good many turn out ill nowadays. 1f you 
should live to have sons, sir, take care how you bring them up.:' 

"I think Mr. Rymer must ha,Ye tried to hring Ben up well," was my 
answer. 

"Yes; but did the mother? " retorted the Squire. "More responsi­
bility lies with them than with the father, Johnny; and she spoilt 
him. Take care, sir, how you choose a wife when the time comes. 
And there was that miserable lot the lad fell in with at Tewkesbury l 
Johnny, that Cotton must be an awful blackguard." 

"I hope he'll live t@ feel it." 
"Look here, we must hush this up," cried the. Squire, sinking his 

voice and glancing round the room. "I wouldn't bring fresh pain on 
poor Rymer for the world. You must forget that you've told me, Johnny." 

"Yes, that I will." 
"It's only a five-pound note, after al1. And if it were fifty pounds, 

I wouldn't stir in it. No, nor for five lr.mdred; be hanged if I would! 
It's not I that would bring the world about Thomas Rymer's ears. I 
knew his father and respected him, J ohnuy; though his sermons were 
three-quarters of an hour long, sometimes ; and I respect Thomas 
Rymer. You and I must keep this close. And I'll make a journey to 
Timberdale when this snow-storm's gone, Johnny, and frighten Jelf 
out of his life for propagating libellous tales." 

That's where it ought to have ended. The worst is, "oughts" don't 
go for much in the world; as perhaps every reader of this paper ha~ 
learned to know. 

·when Lee appeared the next morning with the letters as usual, I 
went out to him. He dropped his voice to speak, as he put them in 
my hand. 

"They say Benjamin Rymer is off, sir." 
"Off where ? " 
"Somewhere out of Timberdale." 
" Off for what? " 
"I don't know, sir. Jelf accused me of having carried tales there, 

and called me a jackass for my pains. He sai<l that what he had told 
me wasn't meant to be repeated again, and I ought not to have gone 
telling it about, especially to the Rymers themselves; . that it might not 
he true--" 

"As the Squire said yesterday, you know, Lee." 
"Yes, sir. I answered Jelf that it couldn't have been me that had 

gone talking to the Rymers, for I had not as much as seen them. Any 
way, be said, somebody had, for they knew of it, and Benjamin had 
gone off in consequence. Jelrs as cross over it as two sticks. It's his 
own fault; why did he tell me what ,vasn't true?" 

Lee went off-looking cross also. After breakfast I related this to 
the Sqnire. He didn't ·eem to like it, and walked about thinking. • 
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·"Johnny, I cau't stir in it, you see," he said presently. "If it got 

abroad, people might talk about compromising a felony, and all that 
sort of rubbish: and I am a magistrate. You must go. See Rymer : and make him understand-without telling him iu so many words, you know-that there's nothing to fear from me, and he may call Ben back again. If the young man has begun to lead a new life: Heaven forbid that I, having sons myself, should be a stumbling-block in the way of it." 

It was striking twelve when I reached Timberdale. Margaret said her father was poorly, having gone out in the storm of the previous <lay and caught a chill. He was in the parlour alone, cowering over the fire. In the last few hours he seemed to have aged years. I shut the door. 
" What has happened?" I whispered. "I have come on purpose to ask you." 
"That which I have been dreading all along," ho· said in a quiet, hopeless tone. "Benjamin has run away. He got some· information, it seems, from the landlord of the Plough and Harrow, and was off the next hour." 
"·well, now, the Squire sent me to you privately, Mr. Rymer, to say that Ben might come back again. He has nothing to fear." 
" The Squire knows it, then? " 
"Yes. Lee came up about it yesterday : J elf had talked to him. Mr. Todhetley did not believe a word of it: he blew up Lee like anything for listening to such a tale; be means to blow up ·Jelf for repeating anything said by a vagabond like Cotton. Lee came round to his way of thinking. Indeed there's nothing to be afraid of. J elf is eating his words. The Squire would not harm your son for the world." 
Rymer shook his head. He did not doubt the Squire's friendly feel­ing, but thought it was out of his hands. He told me all he knew about it. 
" Benjamin came to me yesterday morning in a great flurry, saying ·omething was wrong, and he must absent himself. Vv as it about the bank-note, I asked-and it was the first time a syllable in regard to it bad pa sed between us," broke off Rymer. "Jelf had given him a friendly hint of what had dropped from the man Cotton-you were in the shop that first day when he came ·in, Mr. Johnny-and Benjamin was alarmed. Before I bad time to collect my thoughts, or say further, he was gone.'· 
" Where is he ? " 
" I don't know. I went round at once to J elf, and the man told me all. Jelf knows the truth; that is quite clear. He says he has spoken only to Lee; is sorry now for having done that, and he will hush it up as far ru; he can." 

Johnny Ludlow.-II. 3 
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" Then it will be quite right, Mr. Rymer. Why should you be 
taking it in this way ? " 

" I am ill," was all he answered. " I caught a chill going round to 
the Plough and Harrow. So far as mental illness goes, we may battle 
with it to the end, strength from above being given to us ; but when it 
takes bodily form-why, there's nothing for it but giving in." 

Even while we spoke, he was seized with what seemed to be an 
ague. Mrs. Rymer appeared with some scalding broth, and I said I 
would run for Darbyshire. 

A few days went on, and then news came up to Crabb Cot that Mr. 
Rymer lay dying. Robert Ashton, riding back from the hunt in his 
scarlet coat and white cords on his fine grey horse (the whole a mass 
of splashes with the thaw) pulled up at the door to say How d'ye do? 
and mentioned it amidst other items. It was just a shock to the 
Squire, and nothing less. 

" Goodness preserve us !-a,nd all through that miserable fiv~-pound 
note, Johnny !" he cried in a wild flurry. "Where's my hat and 
top-coat? " 

Away to Timberdale by the short cut through the Ravine, never 
heeding the ghost-'-although its traditional time of appearing, the dusk 
of evening, was drawing on-went the Squire. He thought · Rymer 
must be ill through fear of him ; and be accused me of having done 
my errand of peace badly. • 

It was quite true-Thomas Rymer lay dying. Darbyshire was 
coming out of the house as the Squire reached it, and said so. Instead 
of being sorry, be flew in a passion and attacked the doctor. 

"Now look you here, Darbyshire-this won't do. We can't have 
people dying off like this for nothing. If you don't cure him, you had 
better give up doctoring." 

" How d'you mean for nothing?" asked Darbyshire, who knew the 
Squire well. 

"It can't be for much: don't be insolent. Because a man gets a 
bit of anxiety on his mind, is he to be let die ? " 

" I've _beard nothing about anxiety," said Darbyshire. " He caught 
a chill through going out that day of the snow-storm, and it sattled on 
a vital part. That's what ails him, Squire." 

" And you can't cure the chill! Don't tell me." 
"Before this time to-morrow, Thomas Rymer will be where there's 

neither killing nor curing," was the answer. " I told them yesterday 
to send for the son : but they don't know where he is." 

The Sqµire made a rush through the shop and up to the bedroom, 
hardly saying, "With your leave," or, "By your leave." Thomas Rymer 
lay in bed at the far end ; his white face whiter than the pillow; his 
eyes sunken ; his hands plucking at the counterpane. Margaret left the 
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room when the Sqnire ,rent in. He g.1ve one look; und knew that he 
saw death there. 

"Rymer, I'd almost have given my own life to save you from this," 
cried he, in the shock. " Oh, my goodness ! what's to be done ? " 

"I seem to have been waiting for it all along; to have seen the 
exposure coming," said Thomas Rymer, h~ faint fingers resting in the 
Squire's strong ones. "And now that it's here, I can't battle with it." 

"Now, Rymer, my poor fellow, couldn't you-couldn't you make a 
bit of an effort to live? To please me : I knew your father, mind. It 
can't be right that you should die." 

" It must be right; perhaps it is well. I can truly say with old 
J acob that few and evil have the days of my life been. Nothing but 
disappointment has been my lot here ; struggle upon struggle, pain 
upon pain, sorrow upon sorrow. I think my merciful Father will 
remember it in the last great account." 

He died at five o'clock in the morning. Lee told us of it when he 
brought up the letters at breakfast-time. The Squire let fall his knife 
and fork. 

" It's a shame and a sin, though, Johnny, that sons should inflict this 
cruel so1Tow upon their parents," he said later. "Rymer has been 
brought down to the grave by his son before his hair was grey. I 
wonder how their accounts will stand at the great reckoning?" 

.. 



III. 

HESTER REED'S PILLS. 

WE were at our other and chief home, Dyke Manor; and Tod and I 
were there for the short Easter holidays, which were shorter in those 
days than they are in these. 

It was Easter Tuesday. The Squire had gone riding over to old 
Jacobson's with Tod. I, having nothing else to do, got the mater to 
come with me for a practice on the church organ ; and we were taking 
the round home again through the village, Church Dykely. 

Easter was very late that year. It was getting towards the end of 
April : and to judge by the weather, it might have been the end of 
May, the days were so warm and glorious. 
. In passing the gate of George Reed's cottage, Mrs. Todhetley 
stopped. 

" How are the babies, Hester ? " 
Hester Reed, sunning her white cap and clean cotton gown in the 

garden, the three elder children around, watering the beds with a doll's 
watering-pot, and a baby hiding its face on her shoulder, dropped a 
curtsy as she answered-

" They be but poorly, ma'am, thank you. Look up, Susy," turning 
the baby's face upwards to show it : and a pale mite of a face it was, 
with sleepy eyes. " For a day or two past they've not seemed the 
thing; and they be both cross." 

"I should think their teeth are troubling them, Hester." 
"Maybe, ma'am. I shouldn't wonder. Hetty, she seems worse 

than Susy. She's a-lying there in the basket indoors. Would you 
please spare a minute to step in and look at her, ma'am?" 

Mrs. Todhetley opened the gate. "I may as weU go in and see, 
Johnny," she said to me in an undertone; "I fear both the children 
are rather sickly." 

The other baby, "Hetty," lay in the kitchen in a clothe3-basket. 
It had just the same sort of puny white face as its sister. These two 
were twins, and about a year old. When they were born, Church 
Dykely went on finely at Hester Reed, asking her if she would not 
have had enough with one new child but she must go and set up two. 

" It does seem very poorly," remarked Mrs. Todhetley, stooping over 
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the young mortal (which was not cross just now, but very still and quiet), and letting it clasp its little fist round one of her fingers. "No doubt it is the teeth. If the children do not get better soon, I think, were I you, Hester, I should speak to Mr. Duffham." 

The advice seemed to strike Hester Reed all of a heap. " Speak to Dr. Duffham I" she exclaimed. "Why, ma'am, they must both be a good deal worse than they be, afore we does that. I'll give 'em a dose o' mild physic apiece. I dare say that'll bring 'em round.'' 
"I should think it would not hurt them," assented Mrs. Todhetley. "They both seem feverish; this one especially. I hear you have had Cathy over," she went on, passing to another subject. 
"Sure enough us have," said Mrs. Reed. "She come over yesterday was a week and stayed till Friday night." 
" And what is she doing now ? " · 
"Well, ma'am, Cathy's keeping herself; and that's something. She has got a place at Tewkesbury to serve in some shop ; is quite in clover there, by all accounts. Two good gownds she brought over to her back; and she's pretty nigh as lighthearted as she was afore she went off to enter on her first troubles." 
"Hannah told me she was not looking well." 
" She have had a nasty attack of-what was it 2-neuralgy, I think she called it, and been obliged to go to a doctor," answered Hester Reed. "That's why they gave her the holiday. She was very well while she was here." 
I bad stood at the door, talking to the little ones with their watering­pot. As the mater was taking her final word with Mrs. Reed, I went on o open the gate for her, when some woman whisked round the corner from Piefinch Lane, and in at the gate. 
" Thank ye, sir," said she to me : as if I had been holding it open for her especial benefit. 
It was Ann Dovey, the blacksmith's wife down Piefinch Cut: a smart young woman, fond of fine gowns and caps. Mrs. Todhetley came away, and Ann Dovey went in. And this is what passed at Reed's-as it leaked out to the world afterwards. 
The baby in the basket began to cry, and Ann Dovey lifted it out and took it on her lap. She understood all about children, having been the eldest of a numerous flock at home, and was no doubt all the fonder of them because she had none of her own. Mrs. Dovey was moreover a great gos ip, liking to have as many fingers in her neighbours' pies as she could conveniently get in. 
"And now what's amiss with these two twins?" asked she in con­fidential tone , bending her face forward till it nearly touched Mrs. Reed's, who had sat down opposite to her with the other baby. "Sarah 'l'anken, passing our shop just now, telled me they warn't the thing at all, so I thought I'd run round." 
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"Sarah Tanken looked in while I was a-washing up after dinner, 
and saw 'em both," assented Mrs. Reed. "Hetty's the worst of the 
two; more peeky like." 

" Which is Hetty? " demanded Ann Dovey ; who, with all her 
neighbourly visits, had not learnt to distinguish the two apart. 

"The one that you be a-nursing." 
"Did the mistress of the Manor look at 'em? " 
"Yes ; and she thinks I'd better give 'em both some mild physic. · 

Leastways, I said a dose might bring 'em round," added Hester Reed, 
correcting herself, " and she said it might." 

" It's the very thing for 'em, Hester Reed," pronounced Mrs. Dovey, 
decisively. "There's nothing like a dose of physic for little ones ; it 
often stops a bout of illness. You give it to the two ; and don't lose 
no time. Grey powder's best." 

"I've not got any grey powder by me," said Mrs. Reed. "It 
crossed my mind to try 'em with one o' them pills I had from Abel 
Crew." 

",vhat pills be they? " 
"I had 'em from him for myself the beginning o' the ~ear, when I 

was getting the headache so much. They're as mild as mild can be ; 
but they did me good. The box is upstairs." 

"How do you know they'd be the right pills to give to babies ? " 
sensibly questioned Mrs. Dovey. 

"Oh, they be right enough for that 1 When little Georgy was poorly 
two or three weeks back, I ran out to Abel Crew, chancing to see him 
go by the gate, and asked whether one of his pills would do the child 
harm. He said no, it would do him good." 

" And did it get him round? " 
"I never gave it. Georgy seemed to be so much pearter afore 

night came, that I thought I'd wait t ill the morrow. :jle's a rare bad 
one to take physic, he is. You may cover a powder in treacle that 
thick, Ann Dovey, but the boy scents it out somehow, and can't be got 
to touch it. His father always has to make him; I can't. He got 
well that time without the pill." 

" Well, I should try the pills on the little twins," advised Ann 
Dovey. " I'm sure they want something o' the sort. Look at this 
one ! lying like a lamb in my arms, staring up at me with its poor eye , 
and never moving. You may always know when a child's ill by its 
quietness. Nothing ailing 'em, they worry the life out of you." 

" Both of them were et·oss enough this morning," remarked Hester 
Reed, "and for that reason I know they be worse now. I'll try the pill 
to-night." 

Now, whether it was that Ann Dovey bad any especial love for 
presiding at the ceremony of administering pills to children, or whether 
she only looked in again incidentally in passing, certain it was that in 
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the evening she was for the second time at Georg~ Reed's cottage. 
Mrs. Reed had put the three elder ones to bed; or, as she expressed it, 
"got 'em out o' the way; " and was undressing the twins by firelight, 
when Ann Dovey tripped into the kitchen. George Reed was at work 
in the front garden, digging; though it was getting almost too dark to 
see where he inserted the spade. 

"Have ye give 'em their physic yet?" was Mrs. Dovey's salutation. 
"No; but I'm a-going to," answered Hester Reed. " You be just 

come in time to hold 'em for me, Ann Dovey, while I go upstairs for 
the box." 

Ann Dovey received the pair of babies, and sat down in the low 
chair. Taking the candle, Mrs. Reed ran up to the room where the 
elder children slept. The house was better furnished than cottages 
generally are, and the rooms were of a fairly good size. Opposite the 
bed stood a high deal press with a flat top to it, which Mrs. Reed made 
a shelf of, for keeping things that must be out of the children's reach. 
Stepping on a chair, she put her hand out for the box of pills, which 
stood in its usual place near the corner, and went downstairs with it. 

It was an ordinary pasteboard pill-box, containing a few pills-six or 
seven1 perhaps. Mrs. Dovey, curious in all matters, lifted the lid and 
sniffed at the pills. Hester Reed was getting the moist sugar they were 
to be administered in. 

"\Vhat did you have these here pills for?" questioned Ann Dovey, 
as Mrs. Reed came back with the sugar. "They bain't over big." 

"For headache and pain in the side. I asked old Abel Crew if he 
could give me something for it, and he gave me these pills." 

Mr . Reed was moistening a teaspoonful of the sugar, as she spoke, 
with warm water. Taking out one of the pills she proceeded to crush 
it into small bits, and then mixed it with the sugar. It formed a sort 
of pa te. Dose the first. 

" That ain't moist enough, Hester Reed," pronounced Mrs. Dovey, 
critically. 

" o? I 'll put a drop more warm water." 
The water was added, and one of the children was fed with the 

delectable compound-Hetty. Irs. Dovey spoke a,gain. 
"Is it all for her? \Von't a whole pill be too much for one, d'yc 

think? " 
"Not a bit. When I a ked old Abel whether one pill would be too 

much for Georg) he aid, o-two wouldn't hmt him. I tell ye, Ann 
Dovey, the pills be as mild as milk." 

Hetty took in the whole dose by degrees. Susy bad a similar one 
made ready, and swallowed it in her turn. Then the two babies were 
conveyed upstairs and put to bed side by ide in their mothers room. 

Mrs. Dovey, the ceremony being over, took her departure. George 
Recd came in to his eiuly supoer, and soon afterwards he and his wife 
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went up to bed. Men who have to be up at five in the mormng must 
go to rest betimes. The fire and candle were put out, the doors 
locked, and the cottage was steeped {n quietness a~ a time when in 
larger houses the evening was not much more than beginning. 

How long she slept, Mrs. Reed could not tell. Whether it might be 
the first p.art of the night, early or lat_e, or whether_ morning might be 
close upon the dawn, she knew not; but she was startled out of her 
sleep by the cries of the babies. Awful cries, they seemed, coming 
from children so young; and there could be no mistaking that each 
was in terrible agony. 

" vVhy, it's convulsions ! " exclaimed George Reed, when he had 
lighted a candle. "Both of them, too ! " 

Going downstairs as he was, he haRtily lighted the kitchen fire and 
put a kettle of water on. Then, dressing himself, he ran out for Mr. 
DufTham. The doctor came in soon after George Reed had got back 
again. 

Duftbam was accustomed to scenes, and he entered on one now. 
Mrs. Reed, in a state of distress, had put the babies in blankets 
and brought them down to the kitchen fire ; the three elder children, 
aroused by the cries, had come down too, and were standing about in 
their night-clothes, crying with fright. One of the babies was dead­
Hetty. She had just expired in her father's arms. The other was 
dying 

"·what on earth have you been giving to these children?" 
exclaimed Duffham, after taking a good look at the two. 

" Oh, sir, what is it, please? " sobbed Mrs. Reed, in her terror. 
" Convul::iions ?" 

" Convulsions - no," said the doctor, in a tume. " It is something 
else, as I believe-poison." 

At which she set up a shriek that might have been heard out of 
doors. 

" Well, Hetty was c~ead, I say; and Duffham could not do anything 
to save the other. It died whilst he stood there. Duffham repeated 
his conjecture as to poison; and Mrs. Reed, all topsy-turvy though she 
was, three-parts bereft of her senses, resented the implication almost 
angrily. 

"Poison I " cried she. " How can you think of such a thing, ir I " 
"I tell you that to the best of my belief these children have both died 

from some irritant poison," asserted Duffham, coolly imperative. " I 
ask what you have been giving them?" 

"They have not been well this three or four days past," replied 
she, wandering from the point; not evasively, but in her mind'1' 
bewilderment. "It must have been their teeth, sir; I thought they 
were cutting 'em with fever." 

" Did you give them any physic? " 
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"Yes, -sir. A pill apiece when I put 'em to bed." 
"Ah!" said Mr. Duffham. "What pill was it?" · 
" One of Abel Crew's." . 

41 

This answer surprised him. Allowing that his suspicion of poison 
was correct, he assumed that these pills muf?t have contained it; and 
he had never had cause to suppose that Abel Crew's pills were other­
wi e than innocent. 

Mrs. Reed, her voice broken by sobs, explained further in answer 
to his questions, telling hirn how she had procured these pills from 
Abel Crew some time before, and had given one of the said pills to 
each of the babies. Duffham stood against the dresser, taking it all in 
with a solemn face, his cane held up to his chin. 

"Let me see this box of pills, Mrs. Reed." 
She went upstairs to get it. A tidy woman in her ways, she had 

put the box in its place again on the top of the press. Duffham took 
off the lid, and examined the pills. 

"Do you happen to have a bit of sealing-wax in the house, Reed?" 
he asked presently. 

George Reed, who had stood like a man bewildered, looking first on 
one, then on the other of his dead little ones, answered that he h~d 
not. But the eldest child, Annie, spoke up, saying that there was a 
piece in her little work-box; Cathy had given it her last week when 
she was at home. 

It was produced-part of a small stick of fancy wax, green and gold. 
Duflbam wrapped the pill-box up in the back of a letter that he took 
from his pocket, and sealed it with a seal that hung to his watch-chain. 
He put the parcel into the hand of George Reed. 

' Take care of it," he said. " This will be wanted." 
"There could not have been poison in them pills, sir," burst out 

Mrs. Reed, her distress increasing at the possibility that he might be 
right. "If there had been, they'd ha' poisoned me. One night I took 
three of 'em." 

Duffham did not answer. He was nodding his head in answer to his 
own thoughts. 

' And who ever heard of Abel Crew mixing up poison in his pills ? " 
went on Mrs. Reed. "If you please, sir, I don't think he could do it." 

" Well that part of it puzzles me-how he came to do it," acknow­
ledged Duffbam. "I like old Abel, and shall be sorry if it is proved 
that his plTis have done the mischief." 

Mrs. Reed hook her head. She had more faith than that in Abel 
Crew. 

Ever so many years before-for it was in the time of Sir Peter 
Chavasse-there appeared one day a wanderer at Church Dykely. It 
was hot weather, and he seemed to thinK nothing of camping out in 
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the fields by night, under the summer stars. Who he was, or what he 
was, or why he had come, or why he stayed, nobody knew. He was 
evidently not a tramp, or a gipsy, or a travelling tinker-quite superior 
to it all ; a slender, young, and silent man, with a pale and gentle face. 

At one corner of the common, spreading itself between the village 
and Chavasse Grange, there stood a covered wooden shed, formerly 
used to impound stray cattle, but left to itself since the square space 
for the new pound had been railed round. By-and-by it was found 
that the wanderer had taken to this shed to sleep in. Next, his name 
leaked out-" Abel Crew." 

He lived how he could, and as simply as a hermit. Buying a penny 
loaf at the baker's, and making his dinner of it with a handful of .sorrel 
plucked from the fields, and a drink from the rivulet that ran through 
the wilderness outside the Chavasse grounds. His days were spent in 
examining roots and wild herbs, now and then in digging one up; and 
his nights chiefly in studying the stars. Sir Peter struck up a sort of 
speaking acquaintanceship with him, and, it was said, was surprised at 
his stock of knowledge and the extent of his travels; for he knew 
personally many foreign places where even Sir Peter himself had never 
been. That may have caused Sir Peter-who was lord of the manor 
and of the common included-to tolerate in him what it was supposed 
he would not in others. Anyway, when Abel Crew began to dig the 
ground about his shed, and plant roots and herbs in it, Sir Peter let 
him do it and never interfered. It was quite the opposite ; for Sir 
Peter would sometimes stand to watch him at his work, talking the 
while. 

In the course of time there was quite an extensive garden round the 
shed-comparatively speaking, you know, for we do not expect to see 
a shed garden as large as that of n, mansion. It was fenced in with n, 
hedge and wooden palings, all the work of Abel Crew's hands. Sir 
Peter was dead then; but Lady Chavasse, guardian to the young heir, 
Sir Geoffrey, extended to him the same favour that her husband had, 
and, if she did not absolutely sanction what he was doing, he at any 
rate did not oppose it. Abel Cre,v fill ed bis garden with rare and 
choice and useful field herbs, the valuable properties of which he alone 
understood; and of ordinary sweet flowers, such as bees love to suck. 
He set up bee-hives and sold the honey; he distilled lavender and 
bergamot for perfumes ; he converted his herbs and roots into 
medicines, which he supplied to the · poor people around, charging so 
small a price for them that it could scarcely more than cover the co t 
of making, and not charging at all the very poor. At the end of about 
ten years from his first appearance, he took down the old shed, and 
built up a more convenient cottage in its place, doing it all with his 
own pair of hand . And the years went on and on, and Abel Crew 
and his cottage, and his herbs, and his flowers, and his bee~, and his 
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medicines, were just as much of an institution in the parish as was the 
Grange itself. 

He and I became good friends. I liked him. You have heard how 
I take likes and dislikes to faces, and I rarely saw a face that I liked 
as I liked Abel Crew's. Not for its beauty, though it really was 
beautiful, with its perfect shape and delicately carved features; but 
for its unmistakable look of goodness and its innate refinement : per­
haps also for the deep, far-seeing, and often sad expression that sat in 
the earnest eyes. He was old now-sixty, I dare say; tall, slender, 
and very upright still; his white hair brushed back from his forehead 
and worn rather long. What his original condition of life might have 
been did not transpire ; he never talked of it. More than once I had 
seen him reading Latin books ; and though he fell into the diction of 
the country people around when talking with them, he changed his 
tones and language when conversing with his betters. A character, no 
doubt, he was, but a man to be respected ; a man of religion, too­
attending church regularly twice on a Sunday, wet or dry, and carrying 
his religion into the little things of everyday life. 

His style of dre s was old-fashioned and peculiar. So far as I sa,v, 
it never varied. A stout coat, waistcoat, and breeches every day, all 
of one colour-drab; with leathern gaiters buttoned nearly to the knee. 
On Sundays he wore a suit of black silk velvet, ::i.nd a frilled shirt of 
fine cambric. His breeches were tied at the knee with black ribbon, 
in which was a plain, glistening steel buckle; buckles to match shone. 
in his shoes. His stockings were black, and in -the winter he wore 
black-cloth gaiters. In short, on Sundays Abel Crew looked like a fine 
old-fashioned English gentleman, and would have been taken for one. 
The woman who got up his linen declared he was more particular over 
his shirt-frills than Sir Peter himself. 

Strangers in the place would sometimes ask what he was. The 
answer was not easy to give. He was a botanist and herbalist, and 
made pills, and mixtures, and perfumes, and sold honey, and had built 
hi cottage and planted out bis garden, and lived alone, cooking his 
food and waitiug on himself; doing all in fact with his own hands, and 
was very modest always. On the other side, he had travelled in his 
youth, he understood paintings, studied the stars, read his store of Latin 
and cla ica.l books, and now and then-bought more, and was as good a 
doctor as Duffharu him elf. Some people said a better one. Certain 
it wa , that more than once when legitimate medical nostrums had 
failed-calomel and blisters and bleeding- Abel Crew's simple decoc­
tions and leave had worked a cure. Look at young Mr . Sterling at 
the Court. When that fir t baby of hers came to town-and a tine 
squalling young brat he wa , with a mouth like a crocodile's!­
gathering arose in her chest or somewhere, 01 e after another; it was 
said the agony was awful. Duffham's kill seemed to have gone a 
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blackberrying, the other doctor's also, for neither of the two could do 
anythii;ig for her, and the Court thought she would have died of it. 
Upon that, some relation of old Sterling's was summoned from London 
-a great physician in great practice. He came in answer, and was 
liberal with his advice, telling them to try this and to try the other. 
But it did no good ; and she only grew WO}"Se. Wnen they were all in 
despair, seeing her increasing weakness and the prolonged pain, the 
woman who nursed her spoke of old Abel Crew; she had known him 
cure in these cases when the doctor could not; and the poor young 
lady, willing to catch at a straw, told them to send for Abel Crew. 
Abel Crew took a prepared plaster of herbs with him, green leaves of 
some sort, and applied it. That night the patient slept more easily 
than she had for weeks ; and in a short time was well again. 

But, skilful though he seemed to be in the science of herbs, as 
remedies for sickness and sores, Abel Crew never obtruded himself 
upon the ailing, or took money for his advice, or willingly interfered 
with the province of Duffham; he never would do it unless compelled 
i~ the interests of humanity. The patients he chiefly treated were the 
poor, those who could not have paid Duffham a coin worth thinking 
about. Dnffham knew this. And, instead of being jealous of him, as 
some medical men might have been, or ridiculing him for a quack, 
Duffham liked and respected old Ab~l Crew. He was simple in his 
habits still : living chiefly upon bread and butter, with radishes or 
mustard and cress for a relish, cooking vegetables for his dinner, but 
rarely meat: and his drink was tea or spring water. 

So that Abel Crew was rather a notable character amongst us ; and 
when it was known abroad that two of his pills had caused the death of 
Mrs. Reed's twins, there arose no end of a commotion. 

It chanced that the same night this occurred, just about the time in 
fact that the unfortunate infants were taking down the pills under the 
superintendence of their mother and the blacksmith's wife, Abel Crew 
met with an accident ; though it was curious enough that it hould be 
so. In taking a pan of boiling herbs off the fire, he let one of the 
handles slip out of his fingers; it sent the pan down on that side, 
spilled a lot of the stuff, and scalded his left foot on the instep. There­
fore he was about the last person to hear of the calamity; for his door 
was not open as usual the following morning, and no one knocked to 
tell him of it. 

Duffham was the first. Passing by on his morning rounds, the 
doctor heard the comments of the people, and it arrested him. It was 
so unusual a thing for Abel Crew not to be about, and for his door to 
be closed, that some of them had been arriving at a sensible conclusion 
-Abel Crew, knowing the mischief his piJls had done, was shutting 
himself up within the honse, unable to face his neighbours. 

"Rubbi h ! " said Duff ham. And he strode up the garden-path, 
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knocked at the door with his cane, and entered. Abel had dressed, but 
was lying down on the bed again to rest his lame foot. 

Duffham would have asked to look at it, but that he knew Abel 
Crew was as good at burns and scalds as he himself was. It had been 
doctored at once, and was now wrapped up in a handkerchief. 

"The fire is nearly out of it," said Abel, " but it must have rest; by 
to-night I shall be able to dress it with my healing-salve. I am much 
obliged to you for coming in, sir: though in truth I don't know how 
you could have heard of the accident." 

"Ah! news flies," said Duffham, evasively, knowing that he had not 
heard of the foot, or the neighbours either, and had come in for some­
thing altogether different. "What is this about the pills?" 

" About the pills? " repeated Abel Crew, who had got up out of 
respect, and was putting on his coat. " What pills, sir ? " 

The doctor told him what had happened. Hester Reed had given 
one of his pills to each of her babies, and both had died of it. Abel 
Crew listened quietly; his face and his eyes fixed on Duffham. 

"The children cannot have died of the pills," said he, speaking as 
gently as you please. "Something else must have killed them." 

"According to Hester Reed's account, nothing can have done it but 
the pills," said Duffham. " The children had only taken their ordinary 
food throughout the day, and very little of that. George Reed came 
running to me in the night, but it was too late ; one was dead before I 
got there. There could be no mistaking the children's symptoms­
that bot.h were poisoned." 

"This is very strange," exclaimed Abel, looking troubled. " Ily 
what kind of poison ? " 

" Arsenic, I think. I-·- " 
But here they were interrupted. Dovey, the blacksmith, hear­

ing of the calamity, together with the fact that it was bis wife who had 
assisted in administering the suspected doses, deemed it his duty to 
look into the affair a little, and to resent it. He had left his forge and 
a bar of iron red-hot in it, and come tearing along in bis leather apron, 
his shirt- Jeeves stripped up to the elbow, and his arms grimy. A 
dark-eyed, good-natured little man in general, was Dovey, but explod­
ing with rage at the present moment. 

"Now then, Abel Crew, what do you mean by selling pills to poison 
people?" demanded he, pushing back the dco,· "ith a bang, and 
stepping in fiercely. Duffham, foreseeing there was going to be a 
contest, and having no time to waste, took bis departure. 

"I have not sold pills to poison people," replied Abel. 
" Look here," said Dovey, folding his black arms. "-Be you going 

to eat them pills, or be you not ? Come ! " 
" What do you mean, Dovey? " 
"What do I mean ! Ain't my meaning plain ? Do you own to 
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having selled a box of pills to Hester Reed last winter ?-be you 
thinking to eat that there fact, and deny of it? C0me, Abel Crew ! " 

"I remember it well," readily spoke up Abel. "Mrs. Reed came 
here one day, com plaining that her head ached continually, and her 
side often had a dull pain in it, and asked me to give her something. 
I did so; I gave her a box of pills. It was early in January, I think. 
I know there was ice on the ground." 

" Then do you own to them pills,'' returned Dovey, more quietly, his 
fierceness subdued by Abel's civility. "It were you that furnished 'em?" 

" I furnished the box of pills I speak of, that Hester Reed had 
from me in the winter. There's no mistake about that." 

" And made 'em too?" 
"Yes, and made them." 
"·well, I'm glad to hear you say that; and now don't you go for to 

eat your words later, Abel Crew. Our Ann, my wife, helped to give 
them there two pills to the children ; and I'm not a-going to let her 
get into trouble over it. You've confessed to the pills, and I'm a 
witness." 

"My pills did not kill the children, Dovey," said Abel, in a pleasant 
tone, resting his lame foot upon an opposite chair. 
· "Not kill 'em?" 

" No, that they did not. I've not made pills all these years to poison 
children at last." 

" But what done it if the pills didn't? " 
" How can I say? 'Twasn't rny pills." 
'' Dr. Duffham says it was the pills. And he--" 
"Dr. Duffham says it was ? " 
"Reed telled me that the doctor asked outright, all in a flurry, what 

his wife had gave the babies, and she said she had gave 'em nothing 
but them there two pills of Abel Crew's. Duffham said the pills must 
have had poison in 'em, and he asked for the box ; and Hester Reed, 
she give him the box, and he sealed it up afore their eyes with his own 
seal." 

Abel nodded. He knew that any suspected medicine must in such a 
case be sealed up. 

"And now that I've got that there word from ye, I'll say good-day 
to ye, neighbour, for I've left my forge to itself, and some red-hot iron 
in it. And I hope with all my heart and mind, "-the blacksmith 
turned round from the door to say more kindly·, his good-nature 
cropping up again,-" that it'll turn out it wm·n't the pills, but some'at 
else : our Ann won't have no cause to be in a fright then." "hich 
was as much as to say that Ann Dovey was frightened, you observe. 

That same afternoon, going past the common, I saw Abel Crew in 
his garden, sitting against the cottage wall in the sun, his foot resting 
on a block of wood. 
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"How did it all happen, Abel?,, I asked, turning in at the gate. 
"Did you give Mrs. Reed the wrong pills?,, 

"No,sir," he answered, "I gave her the right pills; the pills I make 
expressly for such complaints as hers. But if I had, in one sense, given 
her the wrong, they could not have brought about any ill effect such as 
this, for my pills are all innocent of poison." 

"I should say it could not have been the pills that did the mischief, 
after all, then." 

"You might swear it as well, Master Johnny, with perfect safety. 
W"l1at killed the poor children, I don't pretend to know, but my pills 
never did. I tried to get down as far as Reed's to inquire particulars, 
and found I could not walk. It was a bit of ill-luck, disabling myself 
just at this time." 

"Shall you have to appear at the inquest to-morrow?" 
He lifted his head quickly at the question-as though it surprised 

him. Perhaps not having cast his thoughts that way. 
" Is there to be an inquest, Master Johnny? " 
"I heard so from old Jones. He has gone over to see the coroner." 
" Well, I wish the investigation was all over and done with,,, said he. 

"It makes me uneasy, though I know I am innocent." 
Looking at him sitting there in the sun, at his beautiful face with 

its truthful eyes and its silver hair, it was next to impossible to believe 
he could be the author of the two children's death. Only-the best of 
us are liable to mistakes, and sometimes make them. I said as much. 

"I made none, Master Johnny," was his answer. " ·when my pills 
come to be analyzed-as of course they must be-they will be found 
wholesome and innocent." 

The inque t did not take place till the Friday. Old Jones had fixed 
it for the Thursday, but the coroner put it off to the next day. And by 
the time Friday morning dawned, opinion had veered round, and was 
strongly in favour of Abel Crew. All the parish had been to see him; 
and bis protestations, that he had never in his life put any kind of 
poison into his medicines, made a great impres:sion. The pills could 
not have been in fault, said everybody. Dr. Duffham might have 
sealed them up as a matter of precaution, but the mischief would not 
be found there. 

In the middle of Church Dykely, next door to Perkins the butcher's, 
stood the Silver Bear Inn; a better sort of public-house, kept by Henry 
Rimmer. It was there that the inquest was held. Henry Rimmer 
himself and Perkins the butcher were two of the jurymen. Dobbs the 
blacksmith was another. They all dressed themselves in their Sunday­
going clothes to attend it. It was called for two in the afternoon ; and 
soon after tqat hour the county coroner (who had dashed up to the 
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Silver Bear in a fast gig, his clerk driving) and the jury trooped down 
to George Reed1s cottage and· took a look at the two pale little faces 
lying there side by side. Then they went back again, and the pro­
ceedings began. 

Of course as many spectators went crowding into the room as it 
would hpld. Three or four chairs were there (besides those occupied 
by the jury at the table), and a bench stood against the wall. The 
bench was speedily fought for and filled ; but Henry Rimmer1s brother, 
constituting himself master of the ceremonief! , reserved the chairs for 
what he called the " big people,,, meaning those of importance in the 
place. The Squire was bowed into one; and to my surprise I had 
another. Wh~, I could not imagine, unless it was that they remem­
bered I was the owner of George Reed1s c~ttage. But I did not like to 
sit down when so many older persons were standing, and I would not 
take the chair. 

Some little time was occupied with preliminaries before what might 
be called the actual inquest set in. First of all, the coroner flew into a 
passion because Abel Crew had not put in an appearance, asking old 
Jones if he supposed that was the way justice must be administered in 
England, and that be ought to have had Crew present. Old Jones who 
was in a regular fluster with it all, and his legs more gouty than ever, 
told the coroner, calling him "his worship,,, that he had understood 
Crew meant to be present. Upon which the coroner sharply answered 
that "understanding" went for nothing, and Jones should know his 
business better. 

However, in walked Abel Crew in the midst of the contest. His 
delayed arrival was caused by his difficulty in getting his damaged foot 
there; which had been accomplished by the help· of a stick and some­
body's arm. Abel had dressed himself in his black velvet suit ; and as 
he took off his hat on entering and bowed respectfully to the coroner, 
I declare he could not be taken for anything but a courtly gentleman 
of the old school. Nobody offered him a chair. l wished I had not 
given up mine: he should have had it. 

Evidence was first tendered of the death of the children, and of the 
terrible pain they had died in. Duff ham and a medical man, who was 
a stranger and had helped at the post-mortem, testified to arsenic being 
the cause of death. The next question was, how had it been adminis­
tered ? A rumour arose in the room that the pills had been analyzed ; 
but the result had not transpired. Every one could see a small paper 
parcel standing on the table before the coroner, and knew by its shape 
that it must contain the pill-box. 

Hester Reed was called. She said (giving her evidence very quietly, 
just a sob and a sigh every now and then alone betraying what she felt) 
that she was the wife of George Reed. Her two little ones-twins, 
aged eleven months and a half-had been ailing for a day or two, 
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Memed feverish, would not eat their food, were very cross at times and unnaturally still at others, and she came to the conclusion that their teeth must be plaguing them, and thought she would give them some mild physic. Mrs. Todhetley, the Squire's lady at Dyke Manor, had called in on the ·Tuesday afternoon, and agreed with her that some mild physic---" 

· 
" Confine yohr statement to what is evidence," interrupted the coroner, sternly. 
Hester Reed, looking scared at the check, and perhaps not knowing what was evidence and what not, went on the best way she could. She and Ann Dovey-who had been neighbourly enough to look in and help her-had given the children a pill apiece in the evening after they were undressed, mashing the pill up in a little sugar and warm water. She then put them to bed upstairs and went to bed herself not long after. In the night she and her husband were awoke by the babies' screams, and they thought it must be convulsions. Her husband lighted the fire and ran • for Dr. Duffham ; but one had died before the doctor could get there, and the other died close upon it. 

" ,vhat food had you given them during the day? " asked the coroner. 
"Very little indeed, sir. They wouldn't take it." 
" What did the little that they did take consist of? " " It were soaked bread, sir, with milk and some sprinkled sugar. I tried them with some potato mashed up in a spoonful o' broth at midday-we'd had a bit o' biled neck o' mutton for dinner-but they both turned from it." 
"Then all they took that day was bread soaked in milk and sweetened with sugar? " 
" Yes, it were, sir. But the bread was soaked in warm water and the milk and sugar was put in afterwards. 'Twas but the veriest morsel they'd take, poor little dears I " 
" " as the bread-and the milk-and the sugar, the same that the rest of your household used? '' 
"In course it were, sir. My other children ate plenty of it. Tlteir appetites didn't fail 'em." 
",vhere did you get the warm water from that you say you soaked the bread in ? " 
"Out o' the tea-kettle, sir. The water was the same that I biled for our tea morning and night." 
"The deceased children, then, had absolutely no food given to them apart from what you had yourselves? ,, 
"Not a scrap, sir. Not a drop." 
" Except the pill . " 
"Excepting them, in course, s11·. None o' the rest of us wanted physic." 

Johnny Ludlow,-11, 4 
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" Where did you procure these pills ? " 
She went into the history of the pills. Giving the full account of 

them, as already related. 
" By your own showing, witness, it must be three months, or there­

abouts, since you had that box from Abel Crew, spoke the coroner. 
" How do you know that the two pills you administered to the deceased 
chilclren came from the same box? " 

Hester Reed's eyes opened wide. She looked as surprised as though 
she had been asked whether she had procured the two pills from the 
moon. 

"Yes, yes," interposed one of the jury," how do you know it was the 
same box?" 

" Why, gentlemen, I had no other box of pills at all, save that," she 
said, when her speech came to her. "We've had no physic but that 
in the cottage since ·winter, nor for ever so long afore. " I'll swear it 
was the same box, sirs; there can't be no mistake about it." 

"Did you leave it about in the way of people?" resumed the coroner. 
" So that it might be handled by anybody who might come into your 
cottage?" 

"No, sir," she answered, earnestly: "I never kept the pill-box but 
in one place, and that was on the top of the high press upstairs out of 
harm's way. I put it there the first night Abel Crew gave it me, and 
when I wanted to get a pill or two out for my own taking, I used to 
step on a chair-for it's too high for me to reach without-and help 
myself. The box have never been took from the place at all, sir, till 
Tuesday night, when I brought it downstairs with me. ·when I've 
wanted·to dust the press-top, I've just lifted the pill-box with one hand 
and passed the duster along under it with the other, as I stood on the 
chair. It's the same box, sir; I'll swear to that much; and it's the 
same pills." 

Strong testimony. The coroner paused a moment. "You swear 
that, you say? You are quite sure? ,, 

"Sir, I am sure and positive. The box was never took from its place 
since Abel Crew gave it me, till I reached up for it on Tuesday evening 
and carried it downstairs." 
• "You had been in the habit of taking these pills yourselt, you say?" 

" I took two three or four times when I first had 'em, ir ; once I 
took three; but since then I've felt better and not wanted any." 

" Did you feel any inconvenience from them ? Any pain? " 
"Not a bit, sir. As I said to Ann Dovey that night, when she asked 

whether they was fit pi11s to give the children, they seemed as mild as 
milk." 

" Sliould you know the box again, witness?" 
• "Law yes, sir, what should hinder me?" returned Hester Reed, 
inwardly marvelling at what seemed so superfluous a que tion. 
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The coroner undid the paper, and handed the box to her. She was 
standing close to him, on the other side his clerk-who sat writing down 
the evidence. " Is this the box? " he asked. "Look at it well." 

Mrs. Reed did as she was bid : turned it about and looked " well. 11 

"Yes, sir, it is the same box,1' said she. "That is, I am nearly sure 
of it." 

" What do you mean by nearly sure ? " quickly asked the coroner, 
catching at the word. "Have you any doubt?'' 

"Not no moral doubt at all, sir. Only them pill-boxes is all so like 
one another. Yes, sir, I'm sure it is the same box." 

"Open _it, and look at the pills. Are they, in your judgment, the 
same?" 

"Just the same, sir," she answered, after taking off the lid. " Ono 
might a'most know 'em anywhere. Only--" 

"Only what?" demanded the coroner, as _she paused. 
"vVell, sir, I fancied I had rather more left-six or seven say. 

There's only five here." 
The coroner made no answer to that. He took the box from her 

and put on the lid. We soon learnt that two had been taken out for 
the purpose of being analyzed. 

For who should loom into the room at that juncture but Pettipher, 
the druggist from Piefinch Cut. He had been analyzing the pills in a 
hasty way in obedience to orders received half-an-hour ago, and came 
to give the result. The pills contained arsenic, he said; not enough 
to kill a grown person, he thought, but enough to kill a child. As 
Pettipher was only a small man (in a business point · of view) and sold 
groceries as well as drugs, and spectacles and ear-trumpets, some of us 
did not think much of his opinion, and fancied the pills should have 
been analyzed by Duffham. That was just like old Jones: giving work 
to the wrong man. 

George Reed was questioned, but could tell nothing, except that he 
had never touched either box· or pills. While Ann Dovey was being 
called, and the coroner had his head bent over his clerk's notes, speak­
ing to him in an undertone, Abel Crew suddenly asked to be allowed 
to look at the pills. The coroner, without lifting his head, just pushed 
the box down on the green cloth; and one of the jury handed it over 
his shoulder to Abel Crew. 

"This is not the box I gave Mrs. Reed," said Abel, in a clear, firm 
tone, after diving into it with his eyes and nose. "Nor are these the 
pills." 

~l Up v. ent the coroner's head with a start. He had supposed the 
;,: request to see the box came from a juryman. It might have been 

irregular for Abel Crew to be allowed so much; but as it arose partly 
through the coroner's own fault, he was too wise to make a commotion 
over it. 
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"vVhat iti that you say? " he asked, stretching out his hand for the 
box as eagerly as though it had contained gold. 

"That this box and these pills are not the same that I furnished to 
Mrs. Reed, sir," replied Abel, advancing and placing the box in the 
coroner's hand. "They are not indeed." 

"Not the same pills and box!" exclaimed the coroner. "Why, 
man, you have heard the evidence of the witness, Hester Reed; you 
may see for yourself that she spoke nothing but truth. Don't talk non­
sense here." 

"But they are not the same, sir," respectfully persisted Abel. "I 
know my own pills, and I know my own boxes : these are neither the 
one nor the other." 

"Now that won't do; you must take us all for fools l" exploded the 
coroner, who was a man of quick temper. "Just you stand back and 
be quiet." 

"Never a pill-box went out from my hands, sir, but it had my 
little p1-iYate . mark upon it," urged Abel. " That box does not bear 
the mark." 

"·what is the mark, pray ? " asked the coroner. 
"Four little dots of ink inside the rim of the lid, sir; and four similar 

dots inside the box near the edge. They are so faint that. a casual 
observer might not notice them ; but they are always there. Of all the 
pill-boxes now in my house, sir-and I suppose there may be two or 
three dozen of them-you will not find one but has the mark." 

Some whispering bad been going on in different parts of the room; 
but this silenced it_. You might have heard a pin drop. The words 
seemed to make an impression on the coroner : they and Abel Crew 
were both so earnest. 

" You assert also that the pills are not yours," spoke the coroner, 
who was known to be fond of desultory conversations whi!B holding his 
inquests. " \¥hat proof have you of that? " 

"No proof; that is, no proof that I can advance, that would satisfy 
tbe eye or ear. Dut I am certain, by the look of them, that those were 
never my pills." 

All this took the jury aback ; the coroner also. It had seemed to 
some of them an odd thing that Hester Reed should have swallowed 
two or three of the pills at once without their entailing an ache or a 
pain, and that one each had poisoned the babies. Perkins the butcher 
observed to the coroner that the box must have been changed since 
Mrs. Reed helped herself from it. Upon which the coroner, after 
pulling at his whiskers for a moment as if in thought, called out for 
Mrs. Reed to return. 

But when she did so, and was further questioned, she only kept to 
what she had said before, strenuously denying that the box could have 
been changed. It had never been touched by any hands but her own 
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while it stood in its place on the press, and had never been removed 
from it at all until she took it downstairs on the past Tuesday night. 

"Is the room where this press stands your own sleeping-room ? " 
asked the coroner. 

'' o, sir. It's the other room, where my three children sleep." 
" Could these children get to the box ? " 
"Dear no, sir-! 'Twould be quite impossible." 

... 

" Had any one an opportunity of handling the box when you took it 
down on Tuesday night? " went on the coroner after a pause. 

"Only Mrs. Dovey, sir. Nobody else was there." 
" Did she touch it ? " 
"She laid hold of it to look at the pills." 
"Did you leave her alone with it? " 
" o, sir. Leastways-yes, I did for a minute or so, while I went 

into the back.'us to get the sugar and a saucei" and spoon." 
"Had she the hox in her hands when you returned? " 
"Yes, sit, I think she had. I think she was still smelling at the 

pills. I know the poor little innocents was lying one on one knee, and 
one on t'other, all flat, and her two hands was lifted with the box in 
'em." 

' It was after that that you took the pills out of it to give the 
children ? " 

"Yes, sir; directly after. But Ann Dovey wouldn't do nothing 
wrong to the pills, sir." 

"That will do," said the coroner in bis curt way. Call Ann 
Dovey." 

Ann Dovey walked forward with a face as red as her new bonnet­
string . She had beard the whole colloquy: something seemed, too, 
to have put her out. Possessing scant veneration for coroners at the 
be t of times, and none for the jury at present assembled, she did not 
feel di posed to keep down her temper. 

The few first questions asked her, however, afforded no opportunity 
for re entment, for they were put quietly, and tended only to extract 
confirmation of Mrs. Reed's evidence, as to fetching the pill-box from 
up tair and administering the pills. Then the coroner cleared his 
throat. 

Did you see the la t witness, He ter Reed, go into the back 
kitchen for a poon and aucer? ' 

I saw her go and fetch 'em from somewhere," replied Ann Dovey, 
who felt instinctively the ball Wl;l beginning, and gave the reins to her 
temper accordingly. 

' Did you take charge of the pill-box while she was gone?" 
"I had it in my hand if you mean that.'' 
"Did anybody come into the kitchen during th,tt int rval ? " 
' No they dirln't" waR the tart respons~. , 
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: !'You were alone, except for the two infants? '' 
"I were. ·what of it?" 
"Now, witness, did you do anything with that box? Did you, for 

instance, exchange it for another ? " 
"I think you ought to be ashamed o' yourselves, all on you, to sit 

and ask a body such a thing! " exploded l\frs. Dovey, growing every 
moment more resentful, at being questioned. " If I had knowed th0 
bother that was to spring up, I'd have chucked the box~ pills and all, 
into the fire first. I wish I had ! " 

" Was the box, that you handed to Hester Reed on her return, the 
same box she left with you? ,v ere the pi11s the same pills ? " 

"vVhy, where d'ye think I could have got another box from?" 
shrieked Ann Dovey. "D'you suppose, sir, I carry boxes and pills 
about with me? I bain't so fond o' physic as all that comm; to." 

"Dovey takes pills on occasion for that giddiness of his ; I've seen 
him take 'em; mayhap you'd picked up a box of his," spoke Dobbs 
the blacksmith, mildly. 

That was adding fuel to fire. Two of a trade don't agree. Dovey 
and Dobbs were both blacksmiths : the one in Church Dykely ; the 
other in Piefin ch Cut, not much more, so to say, than a stone's-throw 
from each other. The men were good friends enough ; but their 
respective ladies were apt to regard jealously all work taken to the 
rival establishment. Any other of the jurymen might have made the 
remark with comparative impunity; not so Dobbs. And, besides the 
turn the inquiry seemed to be taking, Mrs. Dovey had not been easy 
about it in her mind from the fir.,t; proof of which was furnished by 
the call, already mentioned, made by her husband on Abel Crew. 

"Dovey takes pills on occasion, do he ! " she shrilly retorted. " And 
what do you take, Bill Dobbs ? Pints o' beer when you can get 'em. 
Who lamed Poole's white horse the t'other day a-shoeing him?" 

"Silence!" sternly interrupted the coroner. Vlhile Dobbs, conscious 
of the self-importance imparted to him by the post he was now filling, 
and of the necessity of maintaining the dignity of demeanour which he 
was apt to put on with his best clothes, bore the aspersion with 
equanimity and a stolid face. 

"Attend to me, wi tness, and confine yourself to replying to the 
questions I put to you," continued the coroner. "Did you take with 
you any pills or pill-b:>x of your own whe:-i you went to Mrs. Reed's 
that evening ? " 

"No, I didn't," returned Ann Dovey, the emphasis culminating in a 
sob: and why she should have set on to shiver and shake was more 
than the jury could understand. 

" Do you wear pockets ? " 
"What if I do?" she said, after a momentary pause. But her lips 

grew white, ancl I thought she was trying to brave it out. 
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"Had you a pocket on that evening?,, 
"Heaven be good to me ! " I heard her mutter under lier breath. 

And if ever I saw a woman look frightened -nearly to death, Ann 
Dovey looked it then. 

" Had you a pocket on that evening, witness?" repeated the coroner, 
sharply. 

"Y-es." 
"What articles were in it? Do you recollect? 
" It were a key or two," came the answer at length, her very teeth 

chattering and all the impudence suddenly gone out of her. " And my 
thimble, sir ;-and some coppers ; and a part of a nutmeg ;-and-and 
I don't remember nothing else, sir." 

" No box of pill ? You are sure you had not that ? " 
"Haven't I said so, sir?" she rejoined, bursting into a flood of tears. 

For which, and for the sudden agitation, nobody could see any reason: 
and perhaps it was only that which made the coroner harp upon the 
same string. Her demeanour had become suspicious. 

"You had no poison of any kind in your pocket, then ? " 
But he asked the question in jest more than earnest. For when she 

went into hysterics instead of replying, he let her go. He was used to 
seeing witnesses scared when brought before him. 

The verdict was not arrived at that day. When other witnesses 
had been examined, the coroner addressed the jury. Ten of them 
listened deferentially, and were quite prepared to return a verdict of 
Man laughter against Abel Crew; seemed red-h~t to do it, in fact. 
But two of them dissented. They were not satisfied, they said ; and 
they held out for adjourning the inquest to see if any more light could 
be thrown upon the affafr. As they evidently had the room with 
them, the coroner yielded, and adjourned the inquest in a temper. 
- And then it was discovered that the name was not Crew but Carew. 

Abel him elf corrected the coroner. pon that, the coroner sharply 
demanded why he had lived under a false name. 

"Nay, sir," replied Abel, as dignified as you please, "I have had no 
intention of doing so. When I fir t came to this neighbourhood I gave 
my name correctly-Carew: but the people at once converted it into 
Crew by their mode of pronunciation." 

"At any rate, you must have sanctioned it." 
' Tacitly I have done so. Vi hat did it signify ? ·when I have had . 

occa ion to write my name-but that has been very rare-I have 
written it Carew. Old Sir Peter Chavasse knew it was Carew, and 
used to call me so; as did Sir Geoffry. Indeed, sir, I have had no 
reason to conceal my name." 

"That's enough," said the coroner, cutting him short. "Stand 
back, Abel Car w, The proceedino- are adjourned to this day week. 1? 



IV. 

ABEL CR~,v. 

THINGS are done in remote country places that would not be done in to"rns. ·whether the law is understood by us, or whether it is not, it often happens that it is very much exceeded, or otherwise not acted upon. Those who have to exercise it sometimes show themselves as ignorant of it as if they had lived all their lives in the wilds of America. Old Jones the constable was one of these. When not checked by his masters, the magistrates, he would do most outrageous things­speaking of the law and of common sense. And he did one in reference to Abel Crew. I still say Crew. Though it had come out that his name was Carew, we should be sure to call him Crew to the end. 

The inquest might have been concluded at its first sitting, hut for the two who stood out against the rest of the jury. Perkins the butcher and Dobbs the blacksmith. Truth to say, these two had plenty of intelligence ; which could not be said of all the rest. Ten of the jury pronounced the case to be as clear as daylight : the infants had been poisoned by Abel Crew's pills : and the coroner seemed to agree with them-he hated trouble. But Dobbs and Perkins held out. They were not satisfied, they said; the pills furnished by Abel Crew might not have been • the pills that were taken by the children; moreover, they considered that the pills should be "more officially" analyzed. Pettipher the druggist was all Yery well in his small way, but hardly up, in their opinion, to pronouncing upon pills when a man's life or liberty was at stake. They pressed for an adjournment, that the pills might be examined by some competent authority. The coroner, as good as telling them they were fools to their faces, had adjourned the inquest in suppressed passion to that day week. 
"And I've got to take care of yon, Abel Crew," said okl Jone), floundering up on his gouty legs to Abel as the jury and crowd dispersed. " You 'vc got to come along o' me." 
"To come where ? " asked Abel, who was hobbling towards home on his scalded foot, by the help of his stick and the arm of Gibbon the gamekeeper. 
"To the Jock-up," said old Jone , 
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"To the lock-up!" echoed Abel Crew. 
"In course,,; returned old Jones. "Where else but the lock-up? Did you think it was to the pound? ,, 
Abel Crew, lifting the hand that held his stick to brush a speck of. dirt off his handsome velvet coat, turned to the constable; his refined 

face, a little paler than usual, gazing inquiringly at old J ones1s, his silver hair glistening in the Retting sun. . 
"I don1t understand you, Mr .. Jones,1' he said calmly. "You cannot mean to lock me up? ,, 
"Well, I never! ,, cried old Jones, who had a knack of considering 

every suspected person guilty, and treating them accordingly. "You have a cheek, you have, Abel Crew! 'Not going to take me to tho lock-up, Mr. Jones,1 says you! Where would you be took to?,, 
"But there 1s no necessity for it,,, said Abel. "I shall not run 

away. I shall be in my house if I'm wanted again. 1
' 

"I dare say you would! ,, said old Jones, ironically.· " You might 
or you mightn1t, you know. You be as good as committed for the killing and slaying 0

1 them there two twins, and it1s my business to see as you don't make your escape aforehand, Abel Crew.11 

Quite a company of us, sauntering out of the inquest-room, were listening by this time. I gave old Jones a bit of my mind. 
" He is not yet committed, Jones, therefore you have no right to take him or to lock him up.,, 
"You don1t know nothing about it, Mr. Ludlow. I do. The crowner gave me a hint, and I'm acting on it. 'Don1t you go and let that man escape;1 says his worship to me : ' it.111 be at your peril if you do.1 'I'll see to him, your worship,1 says I. And I be r.-doing of it.11 

But it was hardly likely that the coroner meant Abel Crew to lie confined in that precious lock-up for a whole week. One night there was bad enough. At least, I did not think he meant it; but the crowd, to judge by their comments, seemed divided on the point. 
" The shortest way to settle the question will be to ask the coroner, old Jones,11 said I, turning back to the Silver Bear. "Come along.11 

"You1d be clever to catch him, Master J ohnny,1' roared out old Jones after me. "His worship jumped into his gig; it was a-waiting for him when he come out; and his clerk druv him off at a slapping pace.'1 

It was true. The coroner was gone ; and old Jones had it nll his own way; for, you see, none of us liked to interfere with the edict of an official gentleman who held sway in the county and sat on dead people. Abel Crew accepted the alternative meekly. 
" Any way, you must allow me to go home first to lock my house up, and to see to one or two other little matter ·, ,, said he. 
" ot unl ss yon goes under my own eyes," retort d ol l J ones, 



58 JOHNNY LUDLOW, 

" You might be for destroying your stock o' pills for fear they should 
be:ir evidence again' you, Abel Crew." 

"My pills are, of all things, what I would not destroy," said Abel. 
J' They would bear testimony for me, instead of against me, for they 
are harmless." 

So Abel Crew hobbled to his cottage on the common, attended by 
o]d Jones and a tail of followers. Arrived there, he attended the first 
thing to his scalded foot, dressing it with some of his own ointment. 
Then he secured some bread and butter, not knowing what the accom­
modation at the lock-up might be in the shape of eatables, and changed 
his handsome quaint suit of clothes for those he wore every day. After 
tl1at, he was escorted back to the lock-up. 

Now, the lock-up was in Piefinch Cut, nearly opposite to Dovey the 
blacksmith's. The Squire remembered the time when the lock-up stood 
alone ; when Piefinch Cut had no more houses in it than Piefinch Lane 
now has; but since then Piefinch Cut had been built upon and in­
habited; houses touching even the sacred walls of the lock-up. A 
tape-and-cotton and sw~etstuff shop supported it on one sid3, and a 
small pork-butcher's on the other. Pettipher's drug shop, should 
anybody be curious on the point, was next to the tape-and-cotton 
mart. 

To see Abel Crew arriving in the custody of old Jones the constable, 
the excited stragglers after them, astonished Piefinch Cut not a little. 
Figg the· pawnbroker-who was originally from Alcester-considered 
himself learned in the law. Anyway, he was a great talker, and liked 
tc give bis opinion upon every topic that might turn up. His shop 
joined Dovey's forge: and when we arrived there, Figg was outside, 
holding forth to Dovey, who had his shirt-sleeves rolled up above his 
elbows as usua], his leather apron on. Mrs. Dovey stood listening 
behind, in the smart gown and red-ribboned bonnet she had worn at 
the inquest. 

"Why-what on earth !- have they been and gone an i took up 
Crew? " cried Figg in surprise. 

" It is an awful shame of old Jones," I broke in; speaking mora to 
Dovey than Figg, for Figg was no favourite of mine. "A whole week 
of ihe lock-up! Only think of it, Dovey!" 

"But have they brought it in again' him, Master Johnny?" cried 
Dovey, unfolding his grimy arms to touch his paper cap to m~ as be 
spoke. 

"No; that's what they have not done. The inquest is adjourned 
for a week; and I don't believe old Jones has a right to tn,ke him at 
all. Not legally, you know." 

"That's just what her brought word," said Dovey, with a norl in the 
direction of his wife. " ' Well, how be it turned, Ann? ' says I to her 
when her come back-for I'd a sight o' work in to-day and couldn't 
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go myself. 'Oh, it haven't turned no ways yet, J ack,' says her; ' it be 
put off to next week.' There he goes ! right in." 

This last remark applied to Abel Crew After fumbling in bis pocket 
for the two big keys, t ied together with string, and then fumbling at' 
the latch, old Jones succeeded in opening the door. Not beiug much 
used, the lock was apt to grow rusty. Then he stood back, and with a 
flourish of hands motioned Abel in. He made no resistance. 

"They must know for certain as 'twere his pills what done it," struck 
in Mrs. Dovey. 

"No, they don't," said I. "What's more,· I do not think it was bis 
pills. Abel Crew says he never put poison in his pills yet1 ancl I 
belieYe him." 

",v ell, and no more it don't stand to reason as he would, Mr. 
Ludlow,,, said Figg, a man whose self-complaisance was not to be pnt 
down by any amount of discouragement. u I were just a-sa3 ing so to 
Dovey-- ,¥hy have old Jones took him up?" went on Figg to 
Gibbon the gamekeeper, who came striding by. 

''Jones says he has the coroner's orders for it," answered Gibbon. 
"Look here, I know a bit about law, and I lmow a man oughtn't 

to be shut up till some charge is brought again' him," contended 
Figg. "Crew's pills is suspected, but he have not been charged 
yet .. " 

"Anyway, it's what Jones has gone and done," said Gibbon. 
"Perhap~ he i right. And a week's not much; it'll soon pass. But 
as to any pills of Abel Crew's having killed them children, it's just pre­
posterous to think of it." 

"\\ hat d'ye suppose did kill 'em, then, Richard Gibbon ? " demanded 
Ann Dovey, a hot flush on her face, her tone full of resentment. 

' That's just what. has to be found out," returned Gibbon, passing on 
his way. 

"If it hadn't been for Dobbs and Butcher Perkins holding out again' 
it, Crew 'ud ha' been brought in guilty safe enough," said Ann Dovey. 
And the tone was again so excited, so bitterly resentful against Dobbs 
and Perkins, that I could not help looking at her in wonder. It sounded 
just as though the non-committal of Abel were a wrong inflicted upon 
herself. 

"No, he would not have been brought in guilty," I answered her ; 
"he would have been committed for trial; but that's a different thing. 
If the matter could be sifted to the bottom, I know it would be found 
that the mischief did not lie with Abel Crew's pills. There, Mrs. 
Dovey !" 

She was looking at me out of the corners of her eyes-for all the 
world as if she were afraid of rue, or of what I said. I could not make 
her out. 

"Why should you wish so particular}~ to bring it homo to Crew ?" 
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I pointedly aske<l her; and Figg turned round to look at her, as if 
seconding the question. 

" Me want particular to bring it home to Crew ! " she retorted, her 
voice rising with temper; or perhaps with fear, for she trembled like 
an aspen leaf. "I don't want to bring it home particular to him, Mr. 
Ludlow. It were his pills, though, all the same, that did it.', 

And with that she whisked through the forge to ~er kitchen. 

On the morning following I got old Jones to l~t -~e into the lock-up. 
The place consisted of two rooms opening into one · another, and a small 
square space, no bigger than a closet, at the end of the passage, where 
they kept the pen and ink. For that small space had a windoY: in it, 
looking on to the fields at the back; the two rooms had only skylights 
in the roof. In the inner room a narrow iron bedstead stood against 
the wall, a mattress and blanket on it. Abel was sitting on that when 
we went in. 

"You must have been lively here last night, Abel!" 
"Yes, very, sir," answered he, with a half-smile. "I did not really 

mind it; I am used to be alone. I could have done with fewer rats, 
though." 

"Oh, are there rats here ? " 
" Lots of them, Master Johnny. I don't like rats. They came upon 

my face, and all about me." 
"Why does old Jones not set traps for them? He considers this 

place to be under his special protect.ion." 
"There are too many for any trap to catch," answered Abel. 
Old Jones had gone off to the desk in the closet, having placed some 

bread and butter and milk on the shelf for Abel. His errand there was 
to enter the cost of the bread in the account-book, to be settled for 
later. A prisoner in the lock-up was commonly treated to bread and 
water: old Jones had graciously allowed this one to pay for some 
butter and milk out of his own pocket. 

"I don't want to treat 'em harsher nor I be obliged, Master Lutllow," 
he said to me, when corning in , in reference to the butter and the milk 
he was carrying. "Abel Crew have been known as a decent man ever 
since he come among us : and if he chooses to pay for the butter and 
the milk, there ain't no law against his having 'em. 'Tain't as if he was 
a burglar." 

"No, he is not a burglar," I answered. "And you must mind that 
you do not get into the wrong box about him. There's neither la"\\ 
nor justice in locking him up, Jones, before he is charged." 

" If I bad never locked up nobody till they was charged, I should 
lia' been in the wrong box many a time afore now," said old Jones, 
doggedly. "Look nt that there man last Christma. ; what I canght 
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prowling in the g1·ounds at Parrifer Hall, with a whole 8et of house­
breaking things concealed in his pockets ! After I'd took him, and 
lodged him in here safe, it was found that he was one o' the worst 
characters in the county, only let out o' Worcester goal two days before. 
Suppose I'd not took him, Master Johnny? where 'ud the SDoons at 
Parrifer !fall ~&' been?" 

.: 'l'tia·G 1v1s 'i different case altogether." 
"I know what I'm about," returned Jones. "The coroner, he just 

give me a nod or two, looking at Crew as he give it. I knew what it 
meant, sir: a nod's as good as_a wink to a blind horse." 

Anyway, Jones had him, here in the lock-up : and had gone off to 
enter the loaf in the account-book; and I was • sitting on the bench 
opposite Abel. 

"It is a wicked shame of them to have put you here, Abel." 
"It is not legal-as I believe," he answered. "And I am sure it 

is not just, sir. I swear those pills and that box produced at the inquest 
were none of mine. They never went out of my hands. Old Jones 
thinks he is doing right to secure me, I suppose, and he is civil over 
it; so I must not grumble. He brought me some water to wash in 
this morning, and a comb." 

"But there's no sense in it. You would not attempt to escape; you 
would wait for the reassembling of the inquest." 

"Escape ! " he exclaimed. "I should be the first to remain for it. 
I am more anxious than any one to have the matter investigated. 
Truth to say, Master Johnny, my curiosity is ex_cited. Hester Reed 
is so persistent in regard to their being the pills and box that I gave 
her; and as she is a truthful honest woman, one can't see where the 
mi take lies. There must be a mystery in it somewhere." • 

" Suppose you are committed to take your trial ? And found 
guilty?" 

"That I shall be committed, I look upon as certain," he answered. 
" As to being found guilty-if I am, I must bear it. God knows my 
innocence, and I shall hope that in time fre will briug it to light." 

" All the same, Abel, they ought not to put you in here.'' 
" That's true, sir." • 
"And then there will be the lying in prison until the assizes-two 

or three good months to come! Don't go and die of it, Abel." • 
"No, I shall not do that," !1e answered, smiling a little. "The con­

sciousness of innocence will keep me up." 
I sat looking at him. What light could get in through the dusty 

skylight fell on his silver hair, which fell back from his pale face. He 
held nis head d9wn in thought, only raising it to answer me. Some 
movement in the closet betokened old Jones's peedy approach, and 
I hastened to assure Abel that all sensible people would not doubt his 
innocence. 
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"No one need doubt it, Master J ohnn.v/' he answered firmly, his 
eye kindling. "I never had a grain of m.,;onic in my house ; I have 
never had any ol.,ner poison. There are herl:is from which poison may 
be distilled, but I have never gathered them. When it comes to people 
needing ~oison--and there are some diseases of the human frame that 
it may be good for-they should go to a qualified medical man, not to 
a herbalist. No. I have never, never had poison or poisonous herbs 
withing my dwelling; therefore (pl'ltting other reasons aside) 1t is im­
possible that those pills can have been my pills. God hears me say it, 
and knows that it is true." 

Old Jones, balancing the keys in his hand, was standing within the 
room, listening. Abel Crew wa8 so respectaJ,13 and courteous a prisoner, 
compared with those he generaily had in the lock-up, burglars, tipsy 
men, and the like, returning him _a " thank you " instead of an oath, 
that he had already begun to regard him with some favour, and the 
assertion seemed to make an impression on him. 

" Look here," said he. " ·whose pills could they have been, if they 
warn't yours ? " 

"I cannot imagine," returned Abel Crew. "I am as curious about 
it as :.u1y one else-Master Ludlow here knows I am. I dare say it 
will come out sometime. They could not have been made up by me." 

" ·what was that you told the coroner about your pill-boxes being 
marked ? " asked old Jones. 

"And so they are marked; all of them. The pill-box I saw 
there--,, 

"I mean the stock o' boxes you1ve got at home. Be they all 
marked?,, 

"Every one of them. vVhen I have in a fresh lot of pill-boxes the 
first thing I do, on bringing them home, is to mark them.,, 

" Then look here. You just trust me with the key of your place, 
and tell me where the boxes are to be found, and I'll go and secure 
'em, and lay 'em afore the coroner. If they be all found marked, it'll 
tell in your favour." 

The advice sounded good, and Abel Crew handed over his key. 
Jones looked solemn as he and I went away together. 

"It's an odd thing, though, Master Johnny, ain't it, how the pison 
could ha' got into them there pills," said he slowly, as he put the big 
key into the lock of the outer door. 

And we had an audience round us before the words were we1l 
spoken. To see the lock-up made fast when there was a prisoner 
within it, was always a coveted recreation in Piefinch Cut. Several 
individuals had come running up ; not to speak ~f children from the 
gutters. Dovey stood gazing in front of his forge ; Figg, who liked 
to be lounging about outside " ·hen he had · no customers transacting 
delicate negotiations ,vithin , l1:,cked agaiu:st his shop-window, and stared 
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in concert with Dovey. Jones. flourishing the formidable keys, crossed 
over to them. 

"How do he feel to-day?" asked Figg, nodding towards the lock-up, 
"He don't feel no worse appariently than he do other days," replied 

old .Jones. " It be a regular odd thing, it be." 
"What be odd?" asked Dovey. 
" How tlie pison could ha' got into them there pills. Crew says he 

has never had no pison in his place o' no kind, herbs nor else." 
"And I would pledge my word that it is the truth," I put in. 
"Well, and so I think it is," said Dovey. "Last night George Reed 

was in here a-talking. He says he one day come across Abel Crew 
looking for herbs in the copse behind the Grange. Crew was picking 
and choosing: some herbs he'd leave alone, and some he dug up. 
Reed spied out a fine-looking plant, and called to him. Up comes 
Crew, trowel in hand, bends down to take a look, and then gives his 
head a shake. 'That won't do for me,' says he, 'that plant has 
poisonous properties,' says he; 'and I never meddles with them that 
has,' says he. George Reed told us that much in this here forge last 
night. Him and his wife have a'most had words about it." 

"Had words about what ? " asked old Jones. 
"Why, about them pills. Reed tells her that if it is the pills what 

poisoned the young ones, she have made some mu11 o' the box Abel 
give her and got it changed. But he don't believe as 'twere the pills 
at all. And. Hester Reed, she sticks to it that she never made no mull 
o' the box, and that the pills is the same." 

At this juncture, happening to turn my head, 1 saw Mrs. Dovey at 
the door at the back of the forge, her face screwed round the doorpost, 
listening : and there was a great fear on it. Seeing me looking at her, 
she disappeared like a shot, and quietly closed the door, A thought 
flashed across me. 

"That woman knovvs more about it than she will say! And it is 
frightening her. ·what can the mystery be? " 

The children were buried on the Sunday afternoon, all the parish 
flocking to the funeral ; and the next morning Abel Crew was released. 
Whether old Jones had become doubtful as to the legality of what he 
had done, or whether he received a mandate from the coroner by the 
early post, no one knew. Certain it was, that before nine o'clock old 
Jones held the lock-up doors open, and Abel Crew walked out. It 
was thought that some one must have written privately to the coroner 
-which was more than likely. Old Jones was down in the mouth all 
day, as if he had had an qfficial blowing-up. 

Abel and his stick went home. The rest and his own doctoring had 
very nearly cured the instep. On the Saturday old Jones had made a 
descent upon the cottage and cleared it of the pill-boxes. Jones found 
that every box had Abel':, private mark upon it. -

d 
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" ·w e11, tliis is a curio11s start, Crew ! " exclaimed Mr. Duffhan1, 
meeting _ him as he was turning in at his gate. "Now in the lock-up, 
nnd now out of it! It may be old Jones's notion of law, but it is not 
mine. How have you enjoyed it?" 

"It would not have been so bad but for the rats, sir," replied Abel. 
"I could see a few stars _shining through the skylight." 

The days we~t on to the Thursday, and it was now the evening before 
the adjourned inquest. Tod and I, in consideration of the popular 
ferment, had taken the Squire at a favourable moment, and extracted 
from him another week's holiday. Opinions were divided: some 
believed in Crew, others in the poisoned pills. As to Crew himself, he 
was out in his garden as usual, attending to his bees, and his herbs and 
flowers, and quietly awaiting the good or the ill luck that Fate might 
have in store for him. 

It was Thursday evening, I say ; and I was taking tea with Duflham. 
Having looked in upon him, when rushing about the place, he asked me to 
stay. The conversation tmned upon the all-engrossing topic; and I 
chanced to mention that the behaviour of Ann Dovey puzzled me. 
Upon that, Duffham sai<l that it was puzzling him. He had been 
called in to her the previous day, and found her in a regular fever, 
eyes anxious, breath hysterical, face hectic. Since the day of the 
inquest she had been more or less in this state, and the blacksmith 
told Duffham he coul<l not make out what had come to her. " Them 
pills have drove her mad, sir," were Dovey's words; "she can't get 
'em off her mind." 

The last cup of tea was poured out, and Duffhan:1 was shaking round 
the old black pot to see if he could squeeze out any more, when we 
received an interruption. Dovey came bursting in upon us straight 
from his forge; his black hair ruffied, his small dark face hot with 
flurry. It was a singular tale he had come to tell. His wife had been 
making a confession to him. Driven pretty nearly out of her mind by 
the weight of a secret, she could hold it no longer. 

To begin at the beginning. Dovey's house swarmed with black­
beetles. Dovey himself did not mind the animals, but Mrs. Dovey 
did ; and no wonder, when she could not step out of bed in the night 
without putting her foot on one. But, if Dovey did not dislike black­
beetles, there was another thing he did dislike-hated in fact; and 
that was the stuff called beetle-powder: which professed to kill them. 
Mrs. Dovey would have scattered some on .the floor every night; but 
Dovey would not allow it. He forbid her to bring a grain of it into the 
house : it was nothing but poison, he said, and might chance to kill 
themselves as well as the beetles. Ann DovQy had her way in most 
matters. for Dovey was easy, as men and husbands go ; but when once 
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he put his veto on a thing, she knew she might as well try to turn the 
house round as turn him. 

Now what did Ann Dovey do? On that very Easter Tuesday, as it 
chanced, as soon as dusk had set in, off she went to Dame Chad's 
general shop in Church Dykely, where the beetle-power was sold, and 
bought a packet of it. It seemed to her, that of the choice between 
two evils-to put up with the horrible black animals, or to cliso bey Dovey, 
the latter was the more agreeable. She could easily shake some of 
the powder down lightly of a night; the beetles would eat it up before 
morning, and Dovey would never know it. Accordingly, paying for 
the powder-a square packet, done up in blue paper, on which was 
labelled "Poison" in as large letters as the printer could get into lhc 
space-she thrust it into the depths of her gown-pocket-it was her 
holiday gown-and set off home again. Calling in at George Reed's 
cottage on her way, she there assisted, as it also chanced, in administer­
ing the pills to the unfortunate children. And perhaps her motive for 
calling in was nof so much from a love of presiding at physic-giving, 
as that she might be able, when she got home, to say "At Reed's," if 
her husband asked her where she had been. It fell out as she thought. 
No sooner had she put foot inside the forge than Dovey began, 
"vVhere'st been, Ann?" and she told him at Reed's, helping with the 
sick little ones. Dovey's work was over for the night; he wanted his 
supper; and she had no opportunity of using the beetle-powder. It 
was left untouched in the pocket of her gown. The following morning 
came the astounding news of the children's death ; and in the excite­
ment caused by tbat, Mrs. Dovey lost sight of the powder. Perhaps 
she thought that the general stir might cause Dovey to be more 
wakeful than usual, and that she might as well let the powder be for a 
short time. It was safe where it was, in her hung-up gown. Dovey 
never meddled with her pockets : on or off~ they were no co1tcern of his. 

But, on the Friday morning, when putting on this same holiday 
gown to attend the inquest, to which she had been summoned, what 
was her horror to find the packet burst, and her pocket filled with the 
loose powder. Mrs. Dovey bad no greater love for beetle-powder in 
itself than she had for beetles, and visibly shuddered. She could not 
empty it out; there it had to remain; for Dovey, excited by bis wife's 
having to give evidence, was in and out of her room like a dog in a 
fair ; and she went off perforce with the stuff in her pocket. And when during her examination the questions took the turn they did 
take, and the coroner asked her whether she had had any poison in her 
pocket that night at George Reed's ; this, with the consciousness of what bad been that night in her pocket, of what was in her pocket at 
that very moment, then present, nearly frightened her into fits. From 
that hour, Ann Dovey bad lived in a state of terror. It was not ~hat • 
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she believed any of the beetle-powder could have got inside the ill-fated 
young ones (though she did not feel quite easy on the point), as that 
shefearecl the accusation might be shifted off Crew's shoulders and on 
to hers. On this Thursday evening she could hold out no longer ; and 
disclosed all to Dovey. 

Dovey burst upon us in a heat. He was as straightforward a man 
as ever lived, of an intensely honest nature, and could no more have 
kept it in, now that he knew it, than he could have given up all 
righteous dealing together. His chief concern was to tell the truth, 
and to restore peace to his wife. He went through the narrative to 
Duffham without stopping; and seemed not in the least to care for my 
being present. 

"It ain't possible, sir, there ain't a moral possibility that any o' that 
there 4ratted powder could have come anigh the babies," ·wound up 
Dovey. "I should be thankful, sir, if you'd come down and quieten 
her a bit; her be in a fine way." 

·what with surprise, and what with the man's rapid speech, Duffham 
had not taken in one-half of the tale. He had simply sat behind the 
teapot and stared. 

"My good fellow, I don't understand," he said. "A pocketful of 
poison ! What on earth made her take poison to George Reed's? " 

So Dovey went over the heads of the story ag~in. 
" 'Twas in her pocket, sir, our -Ann's, it's true; but the chances are 

that at that time the paper hadn't burst. None of it couldn't ha' got 
. to them there two young ones." • 

To see the blacksmith's earnestness was good. His face was as 
eager, his tone as imploring, as though he were pleading for his life. 

"And it 'ud be a work of charity, sir, if you'd just step down and 
see her. I'd pay handsome for the visit, sir; anything you please to 
charge. She's like one going right out of her mind." 

"I'll come," said Duffham, who bad his curiosity upon the point. 
And the blacksmith set off on the run home again. 
"Vv ell, this is a curious thing ! " exclaimed Duffham, when he had 

gone. 
" Could the beetle-powder have poisoned the children? " I asked. 
"I don't know, Johnny. It is an odd tale altogether. We will go 

down and inquire into i~." 
. Which of course implied that he expected me to go with him. 

Nothing loath was I ; more eager tban he. 
Finishing what was left of the tea and bread-and-butter, we went on 

to Piefinch Cut. Ann Dovey was alone, except for her husband and 
mother. She flung herself on the sofa when she saw us-the black­
smith's house was comfortablv off for furniture-and began to scream . 

• H Now, just you stop that, Ann Dovey," said Duffham; who was · 
always short with hysterics. " I want to come to the bottom of this 
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business; you can't tell it me while you scream. What in the world 
possessed you to go about with your pocket fu11 of poison? " 

She had her share of sense, and knew Dnffham was not one to be 
trifled with; so she told the tale as well as she conld for sobbing. 

" Have you mentioned this out of doors ? " was the first question 
Duffham asked when it was over. 

"No," interposed Dovey. "I telled 'er afore I come to you not to 
be soft enough for that. Not a soul have heard it, sir, but me arid 
her "-pointing to the old mother-" and you and Master Johnny. 
We don't want all the parish swarming about us like so many hornets." 

"Good," said Duffham. "But it is rather a serious thing, I fear. 
Uncertain, at any rate." 

" Be it, sir? " returned Ann, raising her heavy eyes questioningly. 
" Do you think so ? ,, 

"Why, yon see, the mischief must have Jain between that beetle­
powder and Crew's pills. As Crew is so careful a man, I don't think it 
could have been the pills; and that's the truth." 

"But how could the beetle-powder have got a.nigh the children out 
of my pocket, sir ? " she asked, her eyes wild. " I never put my hand 
into my pocket while I sat there; I never did." 

"You can't be sure of that," returned Duffham. "We may put our 
hands into our pockets fifty times a day without remembering it." 

"D'you suppose, sir, I should , take out some o' that there beet]e .. 
powder and cram it down the poor innocents' throats?" she demanded, 
on the verge of further screaming. 

" Where is the powder ? " questioned Duffham. 
The powder was where it had been all along: in the gown-pocket. 

Want of opportumty, through fear of Dovey's eyes, or dread of 
touching the stuff, had kept her from meddling with it. When she 
took the gown off, the night of the inquest, she hung it up on the 
accustomed hook, and there it was still. The old mother went to the 
bedroom and brought it forward, handling it gingerly: a very smart 
print gown with bright flowers upon it. 

Duffham looked round, saw a tin pie-dish, and turned the pocket 
i116ide out into it. A speckleq sort of powder, brown and white. He 
plunged his fingers into it fearlessly, felt it, and smelt it. The blue 
paper it had been sold in lay ar~idst it, cracked all across. Du.ffham 
took it up. 

"Poison l " read out he aloud, gazing at the large letters through his 
spectacles. " How came you to let it break open in your pocket, Ann 
Dovey?" 

"I didn't let it; it braked of itself," she sobbed. "If you saw the 
black-beedles we gets here of a night, sir, you'd be fit to dance· a horn­
pipe, you would. The floor be covered with 'em." 

"If the ceiling was covered with 'em too, I wouldn't have that · 
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there dangerous stuff brought into the place-and so I've teiled ye 
often,1

' roared Dovey. 
"It's frightful uncomfortable, is black-beedles; mother knows it,1' 

said his wife, in a subdued voice-for DoYey in great things was master. 
"I thought if I just sprinkled a bit on't down, it 'ml take 1em away, 
and couldn't hurt nobody.11 

"And you went off on the sly that there Tuesday night and bought 
it," he retorted ; " and come back and telled me you had been to Reed's 
helping to physic the babies.1

' 

"An:d so I had been there, helping to physic 'em.1
' 

"Did you go straight to Reed's from the shop-with this powder? " 
asked Duffham. 

"It was right at the bottom 0
1 my pocket: I put it there as soon as 

Dame Chad had served me with it, 1
' sobbed Ann Dovey. "And I 

can be upon my Bible oath, Dr. Duffham, that I never touched it 
after; and I don1t believe it had then burst. A-coming hasty out of 
Reed's back-gate, for I were in a hurry to get home, the pocket swung 
again1 the post, and I think the blue paper must ha1 burst then. I 
never knowed it had burst, for I'd never thought no more about the 
beedles till I put on the gownd to go up to the inquest. Master Johnny, 
you be a-staring at me fearful, but I'm telling nothing but the naked 
truth. 1

' 

She did seem to be telling the truth. And as to my " staring at her 
fearful," that was just her imagination. I was listening to the talk 
from the elbow of the wooden chair, on which I had perched 
myself. Duffham recommended Dovey to put the tin dish and its 
contents away safely, so that it did not get near any food, but not to 
destroy the stuff just yet. He talked a bit with Ann, left her a com­
posing draught, and came away. 

"I don1t see that the powder could have had anything to do with the 
children1s death," I said to him as we went along. 

"Neither do I, Johnny!,, 
" Shall you have to declare this at the inquest to-mon-ow, Mr. 

Duffham? ,, 
"I am sure I don1t know,1' he answered, looking up at the sky 

through his spectacles, just as a perplexed owl might do. "It might 
only serve to complicate matters: and I don't think it's possible it 
could have been the powder. On the other hand, if it be proved not to 
have been the pills, we have only this poisonous powder to fall back 
upon. It is a strange affair altogether, take it in all its bearings." 

I did not answer. The evening star was beginning to show itself iu 
the sky. 

"I must feel my way in this, Johnny: be guided by circumstances," 
he resumed, when we halted at the stile that led across the fields to _ 
the Manor. "We must watch the turn matters take to-morrow at the 
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inquest. Of course if I find it necessary to declare it, I shall declare it. 
Meanwhile, lad, you had better not mention it to any one." 

"All right, Mr. Duffham. Good-evening." 

The jury went straggling into the Silver Bear by twos and threes. 
Up dashed the coroner's gig, as before, he and his clerk seated side by 
side. All the parish had collected about the doors, and were trying to 
push into the inquest-room. 

Gliding quietly in, before the proceedings were opened, came Abel 
Crew in his quaint velvet suit, his silver hair gleaming in the sunlight, 
his pale face calm as marble. The coroner ordered him to sit on a 
certain chair, and whispered to old Jones. Upon which the constable 
turned his gouty legs round, marched up, and stood guard over Crew, 
just as though Abel were his prisoner. 

"Do you see that, sir?'' I whispered to Dnffham. 
"Yes, lad, and understand it. Crew's pills have been analyzed­

officially this time, as the jury put it-and found to contain arsenic. 
Pettipher was right. The pills killed the children." 

Vv ell, you might have knocked me down with a feather. I had been 
fully trusting in Crew's innocence. 

About the first witness called, and sworn, was the professional man • 
from a distance who had analyzed the pills. He said that they con­
tained arsenic. Not in sufficient quantity to hurt a grown-up person ; 
more than sufficient to kill a little child. The coroner drew in his lips. 

"I thought it must be so," he said, apparently for- the benefit of the 
jury. " Am I to understand that these were improper pills to send 
out ?-pills that no medical man would be likely to send ? '' 

"Not improper at all, sir," replied the witness. "A medical man 
would prescribe them for certain cases. Not for children : to an infant 
one would be what it has been here-destruction." 

I felt a nudge at my elbow, and turned to see the Squire's hot face 
close to mine. 

" Johnny, don't you ever stand up for that Crew again. He ought 
to be hanged." 

But the coroner, after a bit, seemed puzzled; or rather, doubtful. 
Led to be so, perhaps, by a questiop put by one of the jury. It was 
Perkins the butcher. 

" If these pills were furnished by Abel Crew for Hester Reed, a 
growed woman, and she went and gave one of her own accord to the 
two babies, ought Crew to be held responsible for that ? " 

Upon which there ensued some cavilling. Some of the jury holding 
that he was not responsible ; others that he was. The coroner re­
minded them of what Hester Reed had stated in her evidence-that 
she had asked Crew's opinion about the suitability of the pills for 
children, and he had told her they were suitable. 
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Hester Reed was called. As the throng parted to make way for her 
to advance, I saw Ann Dovey seated at the back of the room, looking 
more dead than alive. Dovey stood by her, having made himself 
spruce for the occasion. Ann would have gone off a mile in some 
opposite direction, but old Jones's orders to all the witnesses of the 
former day, to appear again, had been peremptory. They had been 
wanted before, he told them, and might be wanted again. 

"You need not look such a scarecrow with frigh't," I whispered in 
Ann Dovey's ear, making my way to her side to reassure her, the 
woman was so evidently miserable. "It was the pills that did the 
mischief, after all-didn't you hear? Nothing need come out about 
your pocket and the powder." 

"Master Johnny, I'm just about skeered out o' my life, I am. Fit 
to go and drown myself." 

" Nonsense ! It will be all right as far as you are concerned." 
"I said it was Crew's pills, all along, I did; it couldn't have been 

anything else, sir. All the same, I wish I was dead." 
As good try to console a post, seemingly, as Ann Dovey. I went 

back to my standing-place between the Squire and Dufl11am. Hester 
Reed was being questioned then. 

" Yes, sir, it were some weeks ago. My little boy was ailing, and I 
ran out o' the house to Abel Cre_w, seeing the old gentleman ·go past 
the gate, and asked whether I might give him one of them there same 
pills, or whether it would hurt the child. Crew said I might give it 
freely; he said two even wouldn't hurt him." 

"And did you give the pill?" asked the coroner. 
"No, sir. He's a rare bad one to give physic to, Gregory is, and I 

let him get well without it." 
" How old is he? " 
"Turned of three, sir." 
" You are absolutely certain, Mrs. Reed, that these pills, from which 

y9u took out two to give the deceased children, were the very self­
same pills you had from Abel Crew?'' 

"I be sure and certain of it, sir. Nobody never put a finger upon 
the ·box but me. It stood all the while in the corner o' the press­
-shelf in the children's bedroom. Twice a week when I got upon a 
chair to dust the shelf, I see it there. There was nobody in the house 
but me, except the little ones. My husband don't concern himself 
with the places and things." 

Circumstantial evidence could not well go farther. Mrs. Reed was 
dismissed, and the coroner told Abel Crew to come near the table. He 
did as he was bid, and stood there upright and manly, a gentle look on 
his face. 

"You have heard the evidence, Abel Crew," said the coroner. 
"The pills have been analyzed and found to contain a certain portion 
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of arsenic-a great deal more than enough to kill a child. ,vhat have 
you to say to it?" 

"Only this, sir; only w ht I said before. That the pills analyzed 
were not my pills. The pills I gave to Mrs. Reed contained neither 
arsenic nor any other poison." 

"It is showing great obstinacy on your part to repeat that," returned 
the coroner, impatiently. " Mrs. Reed swears that the pills were the 
same pills ; and she evidently speaks the truth." 

" I am sure she thinks she speaks it," replied Abel, gently. 
"Nevertheless, sir, I assure you she ·is mistaken. In some way the 
pills must have been changed whilst in her possession, box and all." 

"vVhy, man, in what manner do you suppose they could have been 
changed?" 

"I don't know, sir. All I do know is, that the pills and the box 
produced here last week were not, either of them, the pills and the 
box she had from me. Never a box went out from me, sir, ·but had 
my private mark on it-the mark I spoke of. Jones the constable 
searched my place whilst I was detained in the lock-up, and took away 
all the pill-boxes out of it. Let him testify whether he found one 
without the mark." 

At this juncture a whole cargo of pill-boxes were shot out of a bag 
on the table by old Jones, some empty, some filled with pills. The 
coroner and jury began to examine them, and found the mark on alJ, 
lids and boxes. 

"And if you'd be so good as to cause the pills to be analyzed, sir, 
they would be found perfectly free from poison," resumed Abel. 
"They are made from herbs that possess healing properties, not 
iITitant ; a poisonous herb, whether poisonous in itself, or one from 
which poison may be extracted, I never plucked. Believe ine, sir, for 
I am telling the truth; the truth before Heaven." 

The coroner said nothing for a minute or two : I think the words 
impressed him. He began lifting the lid again from one or two of the 
boxes. 

" What are these pills for? All for the same disorder?" 
"They were made up for different disorders, sir." 
"And pray how do you distinguish them?" 
"I cannot distinguish them now. They have been mixed. Even 

if returned to me I could not use them. I have a piece of furniture at 
home, sir, that I call my pill-case. It has various drawers in it, each 
drawer being _labelled with the sort of pills kept in it: camomile, 
dandelion, and so on. Mr. Jones must be able to coIToborate this." 

Old Jones nodded. He had never seen nothing neater nor more 
exact in all his life, than the keeping o' them there pills. He, Mr. 
Jones, had tumbled the drawerfuls indiscriminately into his bag, and 
so mixed them. 
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" And they will be so much loss to me," quietly observed Abel. " It does not matter." 
" Were you brought up to the medical profession? " cried the coroner-and some of us thought he put the question in irony. 
"No, sir," replied Abel, taking it seriously. "I have learnt the healing art, as supplied by herbs and roots, and I know their value. Herbs will cure sometimes where the regular doctor fails. I have myself cured cases with them that the surgeons could not cure ; cases that but for me, under God, might never have been cured in this world. I make no boast of it; any one else might do as much who had made herbs a study as I have." 
" Are you making a fortune by it? " went on the coroner. 
Abel shook his head. 
"I have a small income of my own, sir, and it is enough for my simple wants. What little money I make by my medicines, and honey, and that-it is not much-I find uses for in other ways. I indulge in a new book now and then ; and there are many poor people around who need a bit of help sometimes." 
" You ' read' the stars, I am told, Abel Crew. What do you read in them?" 
" The same that I read, sir, in• all o.ther of nature's works: God's wonderful hand. His wisdom, His power, His ptovidence." 
Perhaps the coroner thought to -bring Abel to ridicule in his replies: if so, it was a mistake, for he seemed to be getting the worst of it himself. At any rate, he quitted the subject abruptly, brushed his energy up, and began talking to the jury. 
The drift of the conversation was, so far as the room could hear it, that Crew's p.ills, and only Crew's, could have been the authors of the mischief to the two deceased children, whose bodies they were sitting upon, and that Crew must be committed to take his trial for man­slaughter. " Hester Reed's evidence," he continued, " is so clear and positive, that it quite puts aside any suspicion of the box of pills having been changed-- " 
" The box had not my mark upon it, sir," respectfully spoke Abel Crew, his tone anxious. 
"Don't interrupt me," rebuked the coroner, sharply. "As to the box not having what he calls his private mark upon it," he added to the jury, " that in my opinion tells little. Because a man has put a mark on fifty pill-boxes, he is not obliged to have put it on the fifty­first. An unintentional omission is readily made. . It appears to me--" 
" Am I in time? Is it all over? Is Abel Crew found guilty?" This unceremonious interruption to the official speech came from a woman's voice. The door of the room was thrown open with a fling, considerably discomposing those who had their backs. against it and 
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were taken unawares, and they were pushed right and left by the 
struggles of some one to get to the front. The coroner looked daggers ; 
old Jones lifted his staff; but the intruder forced her way forward with 
resolute equanimity. Cathy Reed: we never remembered to call her 
Panifer. Cathy in her Sunday-going govm and a pink bonnet. • 

"How dare you? 11 cried the coroner. "What do you mean by 
this? ,vho are you? " 

"I have come rushing over from Tewkesbury to clear Abel Crew," 
returned Cathy, recovering her breath after the fight. "The pills that 
killed the children were my pills.' 1 

The commotion this avowal caused in the room was beyond 
describin~. The coroner stared, the jury all turned to look at the 
speaker, the crowd trod upon one another. 

" And sorry to my heart I am that it should- have been so," went on 
Cathy. "I loved those two dear little ones as if they were my own, 
and I'd rather my pills had killed myself. Just look at that, please, 
Mr. Coroner." 

The ease with which Cathy spoke to the official gentleman, the 
cool11ess with which she put down a pill-box on the green cloth before 
him, took the room by surprise. As Ann Dovey remarked, later, 
"She must ha' learnt that there manner in her travels with young 
Parrifer." 

"What is this? " questioned the coroner, curtly, picking up the box. 
" Perhaps you'll ask Mr. Crew whether he knows it, sir, before I say 

what it is," returned Cathy. 
The coroner had opened it. It contained seven pi11s ; just the size 

of the other pills, and looking exactly like them. On the lid and on 
the box was the private mark spoken of by Abel Crew. 

"That is my box, sir; and these-I am certain of it-are my pills," 
spoke Abel, earnestly, bending over the shoulder of the first juryman 
to look into the box. "The box and the pills that I gaYe to Mrs. 
Reed." 

"And so they are, Abel Crew," rejoined Cathy, emphatically. "The 
week before last, which I 'was spending at home at father's, I changed 
the one pill-box for the other, inadvertent, you see "-with a nod to 
the coroner-" and took the wrong box away with me. And I wish 
both boxes had been in the sea before I'd done it." 

Cathy was ordered to give her account more clearly, and did so. 
She had been suffering from illness, accompanied by neuralgia, and a 
doctor at Tewkesbury had prescribed some pills for it, one to be taken 
occasionally. The chemist who made them up told her they contained 
arsenic. He was about to write the directions on the box, when Cathy, 
who was in a hurry, snatched it from him, saying she could not wait 
for that bother, flung down the money, and departed. This box of 
pills she bad brought with her 011 lwr vi it to her father's1 lest shE> 
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should find occasion to take one ; and she had put it on the shelf of the 
press, side by side with the other pill-box, to be out of the way of the 
children. Upon leaving, she took up the wrong box inadvertently: 
carrying away Abel Crew's pills, leaving her own. There lay the ex­
planation of the mystery of the fatal mistake. Mrs. Reed had not 
known that Cathy had any pills with her ; the girl, who was just as 
light-headed as ever, not having chanced to mention it; and Cathy had 
the grace to dust the room herself whilst she was there. 

" ·when father and his wife sent me word about the death of the two 
little twins, and that it was some pills of Abel Crew's that had done it, 
I never once thought o' my pills," added Cathy. "They didn't as 
much as come into my head. But late last night I got lent to me last 
Saturday's Worcester Heral,d, and there I read the inquest, and what 
Crew had said about the marks he put on his pill-boxes, and mother's 
evidence about never having shifted the pill-box from its place on the 
press. 'Sure and I couldn't have changed the boxes,' thought I to 
myself; and upstairs I ran in a fright to look at the box I had brought 
away. Yes, there it was-Abel Crew's box with the marks on it; and 
I knew then that I had left my own pills at home here, and that ·they 
had killed the babies. As soon as I could get away this morning­
which was not as soon as I wanted to-I started to come over. And 
that's the history-and the blessed truth." 

Of course it was the truth. Ab-el's beautiful face had a glow upon 
it. "I knew I should be cleared in God's good time," he breathed. 
The Squire pounced upon him, and shook both his hands as if he would 
never let them go again. Duffham held out his. ' 

So that was the end of the story. Cathy was reprimanded by the 
coroner for her carelessness, and burst into tears in his face. 

"And thee come off home wi' thee, and see me chuck that there 
powder into the fire; and don't go making a spectacle o' th' self again," 
cried Dovey, sharply, in his wife's ear. "Thee just let me catch thee 
bringing in more o' the dratted stuff; that's all." 

"I shall never lo0k at a black-beedle again, Jack, without shivering,'' 
she answered; going in for a slight instalment of shivering there and 
then. "It might_ ha' come to hanging. Leastways, that's what I've 
been dreaming of." 

,, 



v. 
ROBERT ASHTON'S WEDDING-DAY. 

THE hall-clock was striking half-past five as we went out into the sharp 
night-air: Mr. and Mrs. Toclhetley, I, and Tod. We were spending 
Christmas that year at Crabb Cot. Old Coney's dinner was fixed for 
six: but country people don't observe the fashfon of dashing in at the 
last stroke of the hour. The weather was cold, and no mistake; the 
snow lay on the ground; the stars shone like silver. This was Tuesday, 
New Year's Day; and to-morrow, the second of January, Jane Coney 
would be married to Robert Ai;;hton of Tirnberdale. The Ashtons were 
to dine to-night at the Farm, and we had been asked to meet them. 
If every one stood upon his o-wn level, we should shoot up some degrees 
over the Coneys' heads in the scale of the world's ladder; for old 
Coney was only a plain farmer; and you've learnt by this time what 
the Squire was. But the Coneys were right-down good people, and 
made the best neighbours in the world. 

We had only to cross the road slantwise, and old Coney had had it 
swept for us. It was an old-fashioned farm-house, full of nooks and 
angles, with one ugly, big room in it, oak-panelled. The cloth was 
laid there for to-night, the breakfast would be for the morrow. Old 
Coney and Mrs. Coney came out of the drawing-room to meet us: 
that was small and snug, with a running pattern of pale roses on its 
white-watered walls. He was jolly; she, plain, homely, and sensible. 

Jane was quiet, like her mother; very well she looked, standing on 
the carpet in her pretty blue silk dress. Her brother Tom, a tall, 
strong young fellow with a red face, lifted her out of the way by the 
waist, that he might shake hands all round. The eldest daughter, 
Mary vVest, was staying there with her nurse and baby; she looked 
ill, and got up only for a minute from her chair by the fire. Her 
hu band was a lawyer, in practice at Worcester. Another young lady 
was itting near, with light frizzed hair: Mrs. James .Ashton. 

Before we had settled down, wheels were heard. It was Robert 
Ashton's dog-cart, bringing his two brothers, Charles and James ; and 
Mary \Vest's husband. Miss Jane's cheeks turned as red as a rose for 
nothing : Robert Ashton had not come with them. 

I had better say who t.he Ashtons were. Old Ashton (the father) 
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had lived ·at Timberdale Court always. It was one of the best farms 
in all Worcestershire. Old Ashton lived in good style, educated his 
children, and started them well in life. Lucy, the only girl, married a 
Captain Bird, who turned out to be a frightful scamp. Robert remained 
on the farm with his father; Charles was a clergyman ; James a doctor 
in vVorcester. Everybody respected Mr. Ashton. It was about three 
years now since he died, and he left a good pot of money behind him. 
Robert succeeded to the farm, and it was he who was to marry Jane 
Coney to-moITow. 

They went upstairs with their carpet-bags, having come direct from 
Worcester by train; Robert Ashton's dog-cart had been waiting, as 
arranged, at Timberdale Station to bring them on. Mrs. James Ashton 
came over earlier in the day ,yith Mrs. West. Robert and Charles 
Ashton were both fine young men, but the doctor was slight and short. 
Now I hope all that's clear; because it was necessary to say it. 

·what with talking and looking at the presents, the time passed. 
They were laid out on a table against the wall, on a snow-white 
damask cloth of rare beauty. 

" Look here," whispered Mrs. Coney, taking up a scented blue-and­
white case of satin ribbon and beads for holding pocket-handkerchiefs. 
" Poor Lucy Bird sent this. She must have made it herself. a thing 
like this, bought, would be as much as fifteen or sixteen shillings. It 
came almost anonymously : ' vVith -beet love and ever kind wishes for 
Robert and Jane,' written on it; but we knew Lucy's handwriting." 

" "\Vhere are they now ? " asked Mrs. Todhetley, in the same 
mysterious whisper. 

"I fancy they are staying somewhere in Worcester. "\Ve should 
have liked to l1ave Lucy over for the wedding; but-you know bow it 
is: we could not ask him." 

Mrs. Todhetley nodded. She wore her grey silk gown that night, 
which always seemed to make her look taller and thinner than ever, 
and a white lace cap with pink ribbons. A pink bow was in her light 
hair, and she had put on her beautiful earrings. 

There is some thorn in most families, and Lucy was the one · in that 
of Ashton. She was educated at the best school in Worcester, and 
came home at eighteen brimful of romance. It lay in her nature. 
You'd hardly have found so pretty and sentimental a girl in the county. 
Because her name was Lucy Ashton, she identified herself with Scott's 
Lucy Ashton, and looked out for a Master of Ravenswood. These 
sentimental girls sometimes come to grief, for they possess only three 
parts of their share of plain common-sense. The Master of Ravens­
wood came in the shape of Captain Bird, a tall, dark man, with a 
flaming coat and fierce moustache. He paid court to Lucy, and she 
fell in love with him before a week was over. The Ashtons turned 
tliei! backij upon him : then, was somethipg ill the Jn!l-n they clid pot 
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like, in spite of the red coat and the black moustache. But he won 
Lucy over-he had heard of her fortune, you see-and she promised 
to marry him. She was a gentle, yielding, timid girl then ; but her 
love was strong, and she ran away. She ran away and was married 
the same morning at St. Helen's church in Worcester, in which parish 
Bird had been staying. It was the talk of the county ; but when the 
commotion had subsided, every one began to pity Lucy, saying she 
would have plenty of time and cause for repentance. After all, he 
was not a real captain now. He had sold out of the army ; and there 
arose a rumour that he had done something wrong and was obliged to 
sen out. 

Mr. Ashton had loved Lucy better than all his children. He 
forgave the marriage for Lucy's sake, and had them home on a visit, 
and presented her with a handsome sum. But he made a great 
mis!:.:1.ke-I've heard the Squire say it often-in not settling it upon 
her. Bird spent it as soon as he well could; and he would have spent 
some more that came to Lucy when her father died, only that it was 
left in Robert Ashton's hands to be paid to her quarterly. People 
called Bird a blackleg : said he was about the worst man that ever 
stepped. Robert had offered Lucy a home at Timberdale Court, but 
she would not leave her husband: she had married him, she said, for 
better or worse. If he came to be transported-and he was going on 
for it-the chances were that Lucy would follow him to Van Diemen's 
Land. 

"I say, there's six o'clock! " exclaimed Mr. Coney, as the hour 
struck. "Jane, what have you done with Robert? 11 

"Not anything, papa. He said he should be here half-an-hour 
before dinner." 

"And it will soon be half-an-hour after it," returned old Coney. 
" If he does not make haste, we shall sit down without him.,, 

The clock on the mantelpiece went ticking on, and struck half-past 
six. Dinner. The Squire led off the van with Mrs. Coney. Tod laid 
hold of Jane. 

" I'll take Robert's place whilst I can, Jenny.,, 
The oak-room was a surprise. It looked beautiful. Th'3 dark walls 

were quite covered with hoJly and ivy, mixed with the blossoms of 
laumstinus and some bright flowers. -Old Thomas (borrowed from us) 
and the maids stood by the sideboard, which glittered with silver. The 
Coneys had their stores as well as other people, and did things well 
when they did them at all. On the table was a large codfish, garnished 
with horse-radish and lemon. Our names were before our places, and 
we took them without bustle, Robert Ashton's, next to Jane, being left 
·vacant. 

" For what-·-,, 
A faint shriek interrupted the Reverend Mr. Ashton, and the grace 
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was interrupted. Lifting his head towards the quarter whence the 
shTiek came, he saw his sister-in-law with a scaTed face. 

" We are thirteen I " exclaimed Mrs. James Ashton. "I beg your 
pardon, Charles-I beg everybody's pardon ; bµt indeed we must not sit 
down thirteen to dinner on New Year's Day. I would not for any money." 

" \Vhat nonsense, my dear!" cried her husband, rather crossly. 
"Robert will be here directly." 

It was of no use. The ladies took her part, saying they ought not 
to sit down. And there we all stood, uncertain "hat to do, the dim~er 
hovering in mid-air like Mahomet's coffin, and not to be eaten. 

"There are two days in the year when it is not well to sit down 
thirteen: ew Year's Day and Christmas Day," said Mrs. Todh.etley, 
and the rest held with her. 

" Are we all to go back to the drawing-room, and leave our dinner? " 
demanded old Coney, in wrath. " \Vhere the plague is Robert? 
Look here : those that won't sit down thirteen can go, and those that 
don't mind it can stop." 

"Hear, hear ! " cried the Squire. 
But J ane Coney weut gliding to her mother's side. " I will wait for 

Robert in the drawing-room, mamma., and you can sit down twelve. Yes, 
please; it is best so. Indeed I could not eat anything if I stayed." 

"Shall we send you some dinner in, child?" asked Mr. Coney. 
"No, thank you, papa . . I should like best to take it with Robert 

when he comes." 
"All right," said old Coney. "Johnny, you go over to that side, to 

make the table even. We'll have the grace now, parson." 
And the parson said it. . 
It _was a dinner that pleased the Squire's heart. He had a mortal 

objection to "hat he called kickshaws, meaning the superfluous dishes 
) ou find at a modern entertainment. The Coneys never had kick­
shaws, only a plain, substantial dinner, the best of its kind. 

"Coney, I never taste such oyster-sauce as yours, go where I will," 
cried the Squire. "It can't be matched." 

Old Coney winked, as much as to say he knew it. "The missis 
gives an e) e to that, you see, Squire," he answered, in a side whisper. 
" She had been in the kitchen till you came." 

The Squire took another ladleful. He went once or twice to every 
di h, and _drank champagne with all of us. But still Robert Ashton 
did not come. 

I slipped round to Mrs. Coney when the plum-pudding appeared, 
whispering that I would take a slice to Jane. 

' So you shall, Johnny," she said, giving me some on a plate, and 
putting a mince-pie beside it. "She will have no luck unless she cats 
a little of both pudding and pie on the first day of the year." 

Jane sat in a low elbow-chair before the fire, her head leaning on htr 
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hand, her hair a little tumbled. It was very pretty hair, dark chestnut, 
and her eyes were hazel. Robert Ashton was fair-haired and blue­
eyed; Saxon all over, and very good-looking. 

"I have brought you some pudding, Jane." 
"Oh, Johnny! why did you leave the table? I can't eat it." 
"But Mrs. Coney says you are to; and some mince-pie also, or you'll 

have no luck." 
As if in obedience she ate a little of the pudding, cut a quarter of the 

mince-pie with her fork, and ate that. 
"There, Johnny, that's quite enough for 'luck.' Go back now to 

your dinner; I dare say you've not had any pudding yourself." 
"I'll stay with you, and finish this: as it is going begging." 
She neither said yes nor no. She was looking frightfully uneasy. 
"Are you vexed that Robert Ashton's not here, Jane?" 
"l am not vexed, because I know he would have been here if h.13 

could. I think something has happened to him." 
I stared at her. "What! because he is a little late in coming? 

'Why, Jane, you must be nervous.'' 
She kept looking into the fire, her eyes fixed. I sat on. a. stool on 

the other side of the hearth; the empty pudding-plate standing on the 
rug between us, where I had put it. 

"Robert was sU?·e to come for this dinner, Johnny, all being well, 
and to be in time." 

"Tell me what you fear, Jane-and why?" 
" I think I will tell you," she said, after a pause. " I should like to 

tell some one. I wish I had told Robert when he called this morning ; 
but I was afraid he would laugh at me. You will laugh too." 

And Jane Coney told it. In a low, dread voice, her eyes staring 
into the fire as before, just as though they could see through the blaze 
into the future. 

Early that morning she had had a dream; a disagreeable, ugly 
dream about Robert Ashton. She thought he was in some frightful 
peril, that she cried to hirn to avoid it, or it would stop their maITiage. 
He seemed not to take the least notice of her, but to go right on to it; 
and in the alarm this brought her, she awoke. I listened in silence, 
saying nothing to the end ; no1 nor then. 

"The dream was so intensely real, Johnny. It seemed to be to-day; 
this very d~y then dawning ; and we both of us knew that it was; the 
one before our marriage. I woke up in a fever; and but that it was 
night and not day, should have had difficulty in persuading myself at 
first that we were not really enacting the scene-it was, as I say, so 
vividly real. And Robert went out to the peril, never heeding me." 

"What was the peril ? " 
"_That's what I can't t~ll. A consciousness lay upon me that it was 

something very bad and frightful; but of ita nature -I saw nothing. I 
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did not go to sleep again: it must have been about six o'clock, but the 
mornings are very dark, you know. I got up soon: what with this 
dinner-paity and other things, there has been a great deal to do to-day, 
and I soon forgot iny dream. Robert called after breakfast, and the 
sight of him put me in mind of it. I felt a great inclination to ·tell him 
to take especial care of himself; but he would only have laughed at 
me. He drove away direct to the Timberdale Station, to take the train 
for vVorcester." 

She did not say, though, what he had gone for to vVorcester. To 
get the ring and licence. 

"I have not felt the smallest fear of the dream all along, Johnny, 
since I awoke. Excepting for the few minutes Robert was here, I 
don't remember even to _have thought of it. But when his brothers 
and Mr. vVest came in without him to-night, it flashed into my mind 
like a dart. I felt sure then that something had happened. I dare say 
we shall never be married now." 

"Jane!" 
"Well, Johnny Ludlow, I think it." 
To me it seemed to be growing serious. There might be nothing at 

all in what she had said; most people would have said there was 
nothing ; but, sitting there in the quiet room listening to her earnest 
voice, seeing her anxious face, a feeling came over me that there was. 
·what had become of Robert Ashton? vVhere could he be ? 

"I wish you would give me that shawl of mamma's," she said, point­
ing to one on a chair. " I feel cold." 

She was shivering when I put it over her pretty white shoulders and 
arms. And yet the fire was roaring to the very top of the grate. 

" Alone here, while you were at dinner, I went over all sorts of 
probabilities," she resumed, drawing the shawl round her as if she were 
out in the snow. "Of course there are five hundred things that might 
happen to him, but I can only think of one." 

" vVell? " for she had stopped. She seemed to be speaking very un• 
willingly. 

"If he walked he would be almost sure to take the near way, across 
the Ravine." 

vV as she ever coming to the point ? I said nothing. It was better 
to let her go on in her own way. 

"I dare say you will say the idea is far.fetched, Johnny. What I 
think is, that he may have fallen down the Ravine, in coming here." 

vVell, I did think it far-fetched. I'd as soon have expected her to 
say fallen down the chimney. 

" Those zigzag paths are not very safe in good weather, especially the 
one on the Timberdale side," she went on. "vVith the snow on them, 
perhaps ice, they are positively dangerous. One false step at the top 
-and the fall might kill him." 
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Put in this way, it seemed feasible enough. But yet-somehow I 
did not take to it. 

"Robert Ashton is strong and agile, Jane. He has come down the 
zigzag hundreds of times." • • 

"I seem to see him lying there, at the bottom of the Ravine," she 
said, staring as before into the fire. "I-wish-some of you would go 
and look for him." • 

"Perhaps we had better. I'll make one. Who's this?" 
It was Tom Coney. His mother had sent him to see after me. I 

thought I'd tell him-keeping counsel about the dream-that Robert 
Ashton might have come to grief in the Ravine. 

"\Vhat kind of grief?" asked Tom. 
" Turned a summersault down the zigzag, and be lying with a leg 

broken." 
Tom's laugh displayed his small white teeth :· the notion amused 

him excessively. " ·what else would you like to suppose, Johnny? " 
"At any rate, Jane thinks so." 
She turned round then, the tear~ in her eyes, and went up to Tom in 

an outburst of grief. It took him aback. 
"Tom! Tom! if no one goes to see after him, I think I must go 

myself. I cannot bear the suspense much longer ! 1' • 

" \Vhy, Jenny girl, what has taken you ? " 
That had taken her. The fear that Robert Ashton might be lying 

ilisabled, or dead, in the Ravine. Tom Coney called Tod quietly out 
of the dining-room, and we started. Putting on our dark great-coats 
in silence, we went out at the back-door, which was nearest the Ravine. 
J ane came with us to the gate. I never saw eyes so eager as hers 
were, as she gazed across the snow in the moonlight. 

"Look here," said Tom," we had better turn our trouRers up." 
The expedition was not pleasant, I can assure you, especially the 

going down the zigzag. Jane was right about its being slippery: we 
had to hold on by the trees and bushes, and tread cautiously. When 
pretty near the bottom, Tod made a false step, and shot clown into the 
snow. 

"Murder! " he roared out, 
" Any bones broken? " asked Tom Coney, who could hardly speak 

for laughing. Tod growled, and shied a handful of snow at him. 
But the slip brought home to us the probability of the fear about 

Robert Ashton. To slip from where Tod did was fun; to slip from the 
top of the opposite zigzag, quite another thing. The snow here at the 
bottom was up to our calves, and our black evening trousers got rolled 
up higher. The moonlight lay cold and white on the Ravine: the 
clustering trees, thick in summer, were leafless now. Had any fellow 
been gazing down from the top, we must have looked, to him, like · 
three black-coated undertakers, gliding along to a funeral. 

Johnny Ludlow.-ll. 6 
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" I'll tell you what," cried Tod : " if Ashton did lose his footing, he 
wouldn't come to such mortal grief. The depth of snow would save 
him." 

"I don't believe he did fall," said Tom Coney, stoutly. " Bob 
Ashton's as sure-footed as a hare. But for Jane's being so miserable, 
I'd have said, flatly, I wouldn't come out on any such wild-goose errand." 

On we went, wading through the snow. Some of us looked round 
for the ghost's light, and did not see it. But rumour said that it never 
came on a bright moonlit night. Here we were at last !-at the foot 
of the other zigzag. But Robert Ashton wasn't here. And, the best 
proof that he had not fallen, was the unbroken surface of the snow. 
Not so much as a rabbit had scudded across to disturb it. 

" I knew it," said Tom Coney. " He has not come to grief at all. 
It stands to reason that a fellow must have heaps to do the day before 
his wedding, if it's only in burning his old letters from other sweet­
hearts. Bob had a heap of them, no doubt; and couldn't get away in 
time for dinner.'' 

" Vv e had better go on to the Court, and see," I said. 
" Oh, that be hanged l " cried the other two in a breath. 
" "\Vell, I shalt It's not much farther. You can go back, or not, as 

you like." 
This zigzag, though steeper than the one on our side, was not so 

slippery. · Perhaps the sun had slione on it in the day and melted the 
snow. I went up it nearly as easily as in good weather. Tod and 
Coney, thinking better of the turning back, came after me. 

'Ne should have been at Timberdale Court in five minutes, taking 
the short-cut over hedges and ditches, but for an adventure by the 
way, which I have not just here space to tell about. It had nothing to 
do with Robert Ashton. Getting to the Court, we hammered at it till 
the door was opened. The servant started back in surprise. 

" Goodness me! " said she, "I thought it was master." 
" ·where is the master? " asked Tom. 
"Not come home, sir. He has not been in since he left this 

morning." 
It was all out. Instead of pitchpolling into Crabb Ravine and 

breaking his limbs, Bob Ashton had not got back from Vv orcester. It 
was very strange, though, what could be keeping him, and the Court 
was nearly in a commotion over it. 

·when we got back to the Farm, they were laying the table for the • 
wedding-breakfast. Plenty of kickshaws now, and .some lovely flowers. 
The ladies, helping, had their gowns turned up. This helping had not 
been in the evening's programme; but things seemed to have been 
turned upside down, and they were glad to seize upon it. J ane and 
her sister, Mrs. \Vest, sat alone by the drawing-room fire, never saying 
a word to one another. 
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"Johnny, I don't half like this," whispered Mrs. Todhetley to me. "Like what, good mother?" 
"This absence of Robert Ashton." 
I don't know that I liked it either. 

Morning came. In an uncertainty such as this, people go to each other's houses indiscriminately. The first train came in from Worcester before it was well light; but it did not bring Robert Ashton. As to the snow on the ground, it was pretty well beaten now. 
"He wouldn't travel by that slo1V parliamentary thing: he'll come by the express to South Crabb Junction," said Tom Coney, thinking he would cheer away the general disappointment. J ane we had not seen. 
The express would be at the Junction between nine and ten. A whole lot of us went down there. It was not farther off than Timber­dale Station, but the opposite way. I don't think one of us was more eager than another, unless it was the Squire. The thing was getting serious, he told us ; and he went puffing about like a man looking for his head. 
To witness the way he seized upon the doors when the express steamed in, and put his old red nose inside all the carriages, looking for Robert Ashton, was a rare sight. The guard laid hold of his arm, saying he'd come to damage. But Robert Ashton was not in the train. "He may come yet," said old Coney, looking fit-to cry. · " There '11 Le a train in again at Timberdale. Or, he may drive over." 
But every one felt that he would not come. Something told us so. It was only making believe to one another, saying he would. 
" I shall go to Worcester by the next down train," said the Squire to old Coney. 
"The next does not stop here." 
" They'd better stop it for me," said the Squire, defiantly. "You can't come, Coney. You must remain to give Jane away." 
"But if there's no bridegroom to give her to?" debated old Coney. "There may be. You must remain on the strength of it." The down train came up, and obeyed the signal to stop made by the station-master. The Squire, Tod, and Tom Coney got in, and it steamed on again. 
" Now mind, I shall conduct this search," the Squire said to the others with a frown. "You young fellows don't know your right hand from your left in a business of this sort. We must go ahout it sy tematically, and find out the different places that Robert Ashton went to yesterday, and the people he saw." Tod and Tom Coney told us this later. 

"\V!:!~n they arrived at Worcester, the fjrst Iijaq they saw at Shrubb. 
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Hill Station was Harry Coles, who had been seeing s-omebody off by 
the train, which was rather curious ; for his brother, Fred Coles, was 
Robert Ashton's great chum, and was to be groom's-man at the 
wedding. Harry Coles said his b_rother had met Ashton by appoint­
ment the previous day, and went with him to the Registrar's office for 
the marriage licence-which was supplied to them by Mr. Clifton 
himself. After that, they went to the jeweller's, and chose the 
wedding-ring. 

" Well, what after that? ,, cried the impatient Squire. 
Harry Coles did not know what. His brother had come back to 

their office early in the afternoon-about one o'clock-saying Ashton 
was going, or had gone, home. 

"Can't you tell which he said-going, or gone?" demanded the 
Squire, getting red. 

"No, I can't," said Harry Coles. "I was busy with some estimates, 
and did not pay particular attention to him." 

"Then you ought to have paid it, sir," retorted the Squire. "Your 
brother ?-where is he ? " 

"Gone over to Timberdale ages ago. He started the first thing this 
morning, Squire; a big coat thrown over his wedding toggery." 

The Squire growled, as a relief to his feelings, not knowing what in 
the world to do. He suddenly said he'd go to the Registrar's office, 
and started for Edgar Street. 

Mr. Clifton was not there, but a clerk was. Yes, Mr. Ashton of 
Timberdale had been there the previous day, he said, in answer to the 
Squire, and had got his licence. The governor (meaning Mr. Clifton, 
who knew the Ashtons and the Coneys well) had joked a bit with 
young Ashton, when he gave it. As to telling where Ashton of 
Timberdale and Mr. Coles had gone to afterwards, the clerk did not 
know at all. 

So there was nothing to be gathered at the Registrar's office, and the 
Squire turned his steps up the town again, Tod and Coney following 
him like two tame lambs; for he wouldn't let them make a suggestion 
or put in a word edgeways. He was on his way to the jeweller's now: 
but as he had omitted to ask Harry Coles which of the jewellers' shops 
the ring was bought at, he took them all in succession, and hit upon 
the right one after some difficulty. 

He learnt nothing there, either. Mr. Ashton of Timberdale had 
bought the ring and keeper, and paid for them, the master said. Of 
course every one knew the young lady was Miss Jane Coney: he had 
brought one of her rings as a guide for size: a chased gold·ring, with 
small garnet stones in it. 

" I am not asking for rings and stones," interrupted the Squire, 
wrathfully. "I want to know if Mr, Ashton !?aid where he was going 
to afterwards ? " 

ij 

lliey 

ilie i 
'11 

ofT 
one 
that 
Coli 
whe 
wail 

the 

Ill 
l 



ROBERT ASHTON'S WEDDING-DAY. 95 
"He said never a word about it," returned the master. "·when 

they went out of here-young Fred Coles was with him-they took 
the way towards t]ie Hop Market." 

The Squire went to the Crown next-the inn used by the Ashtons 
of Timberdale. • Robert Ashton hatl called in the previous day, about 
one o'clock, the waiter said, taking a little bread-and-cheese, observing 
that he had no time for anything else, and a glass of table-beer. Mr. 
Coles had come down Broad Street with him, as far as the inn door, 
when they shook hands and parted; Mr. Coles going back again. The 
waiter thought Mr. Ashton was not in the house above five minutes at 
the most. 

"And don't you know where he went to next?" urged the 
Squire. 

"No," the waiter replied. The impression on his mind was, that 
Mr. Ashton's business in ,vorcester was over, and·that he was returning 
home again. 

The Squire moved slowly up Broad Street, more gloomy than an 
owl, his hands in his pockets, his nose blue. He boasted of his 
systematic abilities, as applied to seekings and searchings, but he knew 
no more what to be at next than the man in the moon. Turning up 
the Cross, he came to an anchor outside the linen-draper's shop ; 
propping his back against the window, as if the hanging silks had 
offended him. There he stood staring up at St. Nicholas's clock 
opposite. 

"Tom," said he, virtually giving in, "I think we had better talk to 
the police. Here's one coming along now." 

\.Vhen the policeman was abreast, the Squire took his hands from his 
pockets, and pinned the man by his button-hole. 

"Mr. Ashton of Timberdale ?-oh, he has got into trouble, sir," was 
the rnan's• ready answer. He is before the magistrates now, on a 
charge of-- " 

The railway omnibus, coming along at the moment, partially drowned 
the word. 

"Charge of what 1" roared the Squire. 
The policeman repeated it. The omnibus was making a frightful 

rattle, and the Squire only just caught it now. With a great cry he 
dashed over to the fly-stand, got into one, and ordered it to gallop 
away with him. Tom Coney and Tod barely escaped having to hang 
on behind. 

"Drive like mad 1" stamped the Squire. 
"Yes, sir," said the man, obeying. "Where to?" 
"Go on, will you, sirl To the deuce." 
" To the police-court," corrected Tom Coney. 
Arrived there, the Squire left them to pay the fare: and fought his 

way inside. The first thing his spectacles caught sight of distinctly 
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was the fair Saxon face and fine form of Robert Ashton, standing, a 
prisoner, in the criminal dock. 

At the Farm, things were in a state more easily imagined than 
• described. The carriages c_ame bowling up, bringing the guests. The 
four bri_desmaids wore pale-blue silk, trimmed with white fur. Jane 
was dressed. In passing her door, I saw her. They had sent me up 
to fetch something from Tom's room. 

" Is it not a mockery, Johnny? " she said, letting me enter. And 
her poor pale face looked more fit for a burying than a wedding, and 
her eyes had dark circles round them. 

"If you mean your dress, Jane, I never saw anything less like a 
mockery, or more like a princess's in a fairy tale." 

It was of rich white silk ; a delicate wreath of myrtle and orange­
blossoms on her chestnut hair. The veil lay upon the bed. 

"You know what I mean, Johnny. There will be no wedding at 
North Crabb Church to-day-and nothing can have been more foolish 
than to prepare me for it. Oh, Johnny! if I could only go to sleep till 
ten years hence, and never wake up between l " 

Before the gate waited the carriages, their postillions in scarlet 
jackets; the company, in their fine plumage, jostled each other in the 
nooks and corners of the house ; the maids, wearing a bright uniform 
of purple gowns and white muslin aprons, ran about wildly. Every 
two minutes, old Coney went up to a staircase window that faced 
Timberdale, looking out to see whether Robert Ashton was coming­
like Sister Anne, in "Bluebeard." 

Twelve o'clock! It was like a knell booming out; and the carriages 
went away with the company. A fine ending to a wedding! 

I was standing at the back-door, disconsolate as the moaning wind, 
when the Timberdale Station fly came rattling along. A gentleman 
put his head out of it, to tell the driver to stop. He got down, and 
came limping up to me. It was Mr. vVest's partner, old Lawyer 
Cockermuth, who had declined an invitation to the wedding, because 
of gout. 

"Look here," said he, catching me by the .shoulder, "I want to say 
half-a-dozen words to Mr. Coney. Can you manage to bring him out 
to me, or smuggle me into any little place where we can be alone ? I 
suppose the house is chock-full of wedding-people." 

" You have brought bad news of Robert Ashton! " I said, in sudden 
conviction. "·what is it? " 

" vV ell, so I have," he answered confiqentially. " It will soon be 
known to every one, but I should like to break it to Coney first. I'Ye 
come over to do it. Robert Ashton is in custody for murder I " 

I felt my face turn as pale as a girl's. "For murder 1" 

we 
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Old Cockermuth's face grew ·long as, he nodded. "He is in custody 
for nothing less than the murder of his brother-in-law, Bird. Yester­
day--" 

A smothered cry behind us, and I turned sharply. There stood 
Jane. She had seen Cockermuth's arrival, and came down, knowi-ng 
he must have brought bad news. The white robe and wreath were 
gone, and she wore an everyday dress of violet merino. • 

"Now, my dear! rpy dear, be calm!" cried the old lawyer, in a 
fright. "For goodness' sake shut us in somewhere, Johnny Ludlow I 
\Ve shail have the whole pack out upon us." 

Some of the pack did come, before he could be shut up. And there 
we were-hearing that Robert Ashton had been taken up for murder. 

It appeared that, after quitting the Crown on the previous day, he 
met his sister's husband, Captain Bird-from habit, people still accorded 
him his title. Captain Bird ·told him Lucy was dangerously ill, and 
asked him to go and see her. Robert went at once to their lodgings. 
·what exactly happened there, no one as yet knew; but Robert and 
Bird got quarrelling. · Robert did not come out again. In the morning 
(this morning) the neighbours heard a hue-and-cry; and on the door 
being opened by two policemen, Bird was found lying in the passage 
dead, as was supposed, and Robert Ashton was given into custody for 
his murder. 

Jane touched me on the arm, and I followed her into the large, 
empty dining-room. That miserable breakfast! waiting for those who 
could not sit down to it. The evergreens :on the walls seemed to look 
faded; the flowers on the table to have lost their ffrst freshness. 

"You see I was right, Johnny," she said. "That dream was a 
dream of warning. And sent as one." 

It did look like it. But dreams are things you can't lay hold of; no, 
nor altogether believe in. Standing by the cold grate, she began to 
shiver. In the confusion, the servants had let the fire go out. 

"I would forget the dream, if I were you, Jane. Where's the use of 
people having dreams--" 

"Say warnings, Johnny." 
" --if they cannot see how to make use of them ? Call them 

warnings, an you like the word better. They are of no good at all." 
"Oh, Johnny, if I could only die! It was hard enough to bear when 

he was only missing; but now--" 
It was just as though she never meant to leave off shivering. I went 

to hunt for some sticks, and saw our cook, Molly, in the kitchen 
amongst the maids. Trust her for being in the thick of any gossip. 
Bringing the sticks back, I pushed them in, and they soon crackled up 
into a blaze. Jane sat down and watched them. 

"I wouldn't be afraid, Jane, if I were you. There must be some 
mistake." 
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"I'm not afraid-in one sense. That Robert has done nothing 
wrong willingly, I know. But-he is rather passionate; and there,s no 
telling how they might provoke him. If there is much prolonged 
suspense ; a trial, or anything of that sort-well, I suppcse I shall live 
through it." • 

How hopeless she looked ! her head bent, her eyes cast down. Just 
then there was a cry outside for Jane. " Jane ! " 

"Go out, Johnny, and say I am all right. Pray to them to leave 
me alone. Tell mamma not to come in; I am easier by myself-and 
the fire's burning up. They have gone calling upstairs; they wouldn,t 
think I am here.,, 

"\¥ a~ there anything incoherent in her words ? I looked at her 
narrowly. I suppose that they sounded something like it. 

" One has been coming to soothe me, and another has been coming; 
I haven't known how to bear it. They mean it in kindness-great 
kindness ; but I would so much rather be alone. You go now, 
Johnny." 

So I shut her in. And whispered to Mrs. Coney that she was pray­
ing to be left. 

I don't know how the day went on, except that it was miserably 
uncomfortable. We had some cold beef in the everyday dining-room, 
and old Coney, after saying he'd have given a thousand pounds out of 
his pocket for it not to have happened, went and smoked a pipe with 
Cockermuth in the best kitchen. Dusk began to come on. 

vVhy ! who was that-driving up in Robert Ashton's dog-cart? 
Robert 1 Robert himself? Yes, it was ; and the Squire, and Tod, and 
Tom Coney with him. The dog-cart had gone to the station to wait for 
the Squire and the other two : they came, bringing Robert Ashton. 

"Is it all right, Mr. Ashton?" 
" Quite right, Johnny. You did not think it could be wrong, did 

you?" 
" You are out on bail ? " 
"Out for good. There has been no real damage done. I wonder 

where Jane is ?" 
"I'll take you to her. She has been wishing she was dead." 
No one in the house scented his presence. I opened the door of the 

large oak-room. Jane was kneeling on the hearthrug, her face buried 
in the cushion of the arm-chair. She started up at the noise, and 
stood like one turned to stone. 

'' R obert t " 
I do believe she thought it was not real-his ghost, or something. 

Ile went up in silence, slightly smiling-he was always a quiet­
mannered man-and holding out his hand. 

"It is I, myself, Jane. You look as though you doubted it." 
With a great cry she fell forward. Robert caught her to his breast. 
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I was going away when he hastily called to me. For the first time in 
her life she had fainted away. The thing had been too much for her. 

"Get some water, Johnny. Don't call any one. She'll soon come to." 
There was water on the table; wine too. He gave Jane some of 

both. And then she listened to his story, leaning on his arm, and crying 
as softly and peacefully as a little child. 

Those outside were listening to the wonderful tale. When I went 
out, they had gathered in the best kitchen, round the Squire, who had 
gone there in search of old Coney: The Squire's glowing face was a 
sight to be seen. Mrs. Coney had sat down on the mahogany bench ; 
her hands lifted. Coney stood with his pipe held at arm's-length. As 
to Mrs. Todhetley, the tears were running down her cheeks in a stream. 

It was quite true that Lucy Bird was very ill. Robert saw her in 
bed. As he was leaving, Bird began upon the old grievance-that he 
should have some of Lucy's money advanced in.-a lump. He wanted 
it for his cards and dice, you see. Robert told him, No: as he had 
told him all along. An associate of Bird's was there; a very bad man, 
named Dawler. They got Robert to take a friendly glass of wine­
which purported to be sherry: and from that moment he lost all power, 
and partly consciousness. 'l'he wine was drugged. Their ouject, no 
doubt, had been to partly stupefy him, and so induce him to sign an 
undertaking to hand over the money to Bird. But they had made the 
potion a trifle too strong, not calculating the effect it would take on 
a young and habitually sober man. Robert fell into a deep sleep, from 
which it was impossible to arouse him all night : as to writing, his hands 
were as if dead. Late in the morning he awoke; and, bit by bit, 
realized where he was and what had passed. He was a little stupid 
even then, but sensible enough to remember that it was his wedding­
day, and to foresee that he might have some trouble to get away from 
the house. On attempting to leave, Bird and Dawler placed themselves 
in the passage to prevent him. There was a hot contest. Robert 
Ashton, a stronger man than either of the others, but aware that all his 
strength was not then at his own command, seized a knotted stick, or 
club, that was lying in a corner, and lifted it to fight his way through. 
Dawler struck at it, to get it out of his hand, and struck it against 
Bird's head with frightful force. The fellow dropped as one dead, and 
the door was burst open by the neighbours and policemen. The excite­
ment, perhaps the exertion, acting on Robert Ashton's only partly 
recovered state, turned him stupid again: the people took him to be 
drunk, and Dawler gave him in charge for murder. 

That was the history. When the Squire had got into the police­
court, Robert Ashton (who was nearly himself again through the 
remedies the doctor had given him in the police-station) was telling his 
tale. Dawler was contradicting him, and swearing hard and fast that 
it was a case of deliberate murder. The magistrates invited the Squire 
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to a seat beside them: and the first thing he did. was to break.into a hot 
tantrum, vowing Robert Ashton couldn't be guilty. How it would have 
terminated no one knew, but Lucy saved him. 

Lucy saved him. A wan, haggard young woman wrapped in an old 
shawl, staggered into the justice-room, to the front of the room. It 
was Lucy Bird. She had come crawling through the streets to tell the 
truth. 

"My brother Robert did not attempt to strike any one," she said in 
low, ,veak, earnest tones. He only held the club in his hand. I saw 
it a11, for I stood by. It was Dawler who threw his weight upon the 
club, and struck down my husband. Robert fell too; pushed down by 
Dawler. This is the sole truth, before Heaven ! " 

They believed her. The best was, that Bird was not dead at all, 
only stunned; and the next to appear in court was himself, with a big 
white plaister on his forehead. Discovering his wife's flight to the 
magistrates, he thought it well to go after her : there was no kn~nving 
what plots might be in the wind. He had the grace to acknowledge that 
the blow was an accident. The whole bench shook hands with Robert 
Ashton, telling Bird and the other man significantly that they had 
better take care what they were about for the future : and the Squire 
brought him home in triumph. 

"But where is Robert? " asked old Coney and the rest. ,vhy, in 
-there with Jane: where else should he be? 'l'hey burst into the oak­
room in a body, and found him trying on the ring. 

"Why shouldn't we have a dinner to-night?" asked old Coney. 
"Last night's was only half a dinner, through one bother or another." 

"Hear,_hear ! " cried the Squire. "Why not?" 
The only thing against it was-as Mrs. Coney said-that no dinner 

was prepared. Unless they could put up with a cold one. 
"And glad to do so," spoke up everybody. So the cold meats were 

brought from the larder, and the fowls from the breakfast-table, and 
laid in the everyday dining-parlour. The ladies were in their ordinary 
gowns, and there was no room for elbows, but we made up with 
laughter. Sixteen this evening; Fred Coles being there, and old 
Cockermuth, who sat down in spite of the gout. Afterwards we went 
off by the light of the stars to summon the company to the morrow's 
wedding; it was good to go knocking at the doors with the news. 
·whilst the servants at the Farm, with Molly to help them, began 
cooking fresh fowls for the breakfast-table. 

And that's about all. There was never a better wedding seen, and 
the scarlet jackets of the post-boys dazzled one's eyes in the morning 
sun. Robert Ashton was calm and quiet in church; Jane too, and not 
a bit nervous. The chief speech at the breakfast was undertaken by 
the Squire, so you may give a guess what it was like; but it didn't 
spoil the wedding-cake. 
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Jane was shut up with her mother when the time came for starting, 
and came out in a flood of tears. She was leaving her childhood's 
home, you see. Robert would have hurried her straight to the carriage, 
but the company wouldn't be done out of their leave-taking. I was 
the last. 

'' 1'hank you for all, Johnny," she cried, wringing !IlY hand as she 
went down the path. " They were all very kind to me yestf'rday, but 
it seemed that you were kindest." 

In the next minute, both of them, with the door shut, and the 
carriage away towards South Crabb Junction: The people cheered, 
the cocks crew, and the old shoes flew after them in a shower. 



VI. 

HARDLY WORTH TELLING. 

You remember what I, Johnny Ludlow, said in the last paper-that 
on our way to Timberdale Court we met with an adventure, which I 
had not then time to tell of. It was this. 

After our race through Crabb Ravine by moonlight, looking for 
Robert Ashton, we went on to Timberdale Court as fast as the snowy 
ground would admit of, Joseph Todhetley and Tom Coney rushing on 
in front, I after them-they were older and stronger than I was. Not 
by the ordinary highway, but over fields and hedges and ditchel'l, 
straight as the crow flies, wishing to save time. Instead of saving time, 
we lost it, for though the road, had we taken it, was longer, the snow 
was beaten there ; whereas it was lying deep across the country and 
had to be waded through. But you can't always bring · common-sense 
to bear at the moment it's wanted. And if we had looked like three 
undertakers at a funeral, stalking after one another in·the Ravine, with 
our dark coats showing out against the white snow, I'm sure we must 
have looked still more like it in the open ground. 

At the far corner of the square meadow was a cow-shed, unused since 
the autumn, when Ashton of Timberdale had caused the fields about 
here to be ploughed. Beyond the shed, touching its walls, ran a brook ; 
and it brought us up. We had meant to take it at a flying leap ; but 
the snow had melted there, and the brook was swollen. It was not 
agreeable to run the chance of pitching in, and it seemed that we 
should have to make for the gate, lower down. Standing for a moment 
to reconnoitre, there broke on our ears a low moan; and then another. 

"I say," cried Tod, "is that the ghost?" I said in that last paper, 
as any one may see, that we had looked out for the ghost in the Ravine. 
The moaning came again. 

"If I don't believe it is in the cow-shed ! " exclaimed Tom Coney. 
And he wen't round to the door and shook it open. 

Pitch dark inside and the same moaning, soft and low. Tom Coney 
had some lights in his pocket, and struck one. Well! we were 
astonished. On the ground lay a woman-or girl-and a very little 
child. She had a young face, with anxious eyes and feverish cheeks. 
She said she was dying, and so answered our questions ; but we had to 
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kneel down to hear her. She had walked across the country froni some­
where in Gloucestershire, carrying her baby of a fortnight old, but the 
weakness and fever overtook her. Two nights ago she had crept into 
the shed, and lain there, unsuspected, ever since. 

" But why did you leave your home?" inquired Tod. 
"I couldn't stay for the shame," was the nearly inaudible answer: 

and but that our ears were good ones, we should not have caught it. 
If we would but fetch her a drop of water for the love of Christ, she 
said, as we got up. 

It was impossible to help wondering whether God had not allowed 
Robert Ashton to be lost on purpose to bring us round there. But for 
our passing, both she and the baby must very soon have died, for the 
shed was quite out of the reach of any road likely to be traversed. 
We must have seemed to her like angels of mercy. Perhaps we 
were made use of as such that night. 

"Have you lain here all that time-two nights and days-without 
food ? " asked Tod, in his softest voice. 

"Without food, sir, and without drink. Oh, for a drop of water! 
If you could only bring it me, I should die easier." 

We got some clean snow and moistened her lips with it. She gave 
a sobbing cry as it trickled down her throat : Tom Coney said it was 
choking, but I thought it was joy. To a poor creature in a burning 
fever, lying without any sort of drink for days and nights, the fresh 
cold snow must have tasted like dew from heaven. She motioned 
that the baby should have some, but we ·were afraid: it looked to be 
dying. 

What could be done with her? To carry her away was not prac­
ticable-and she seemed too ill besides. Tom Coney offered to cover up 
the baby under his coat and take it to the Court for food and shelter; 
but she clutched it closer to her side as it lay on her arm, and faintly 
said it couldn't do without her. Shutting the shed door again, we got 
quickly to Timberdale Court, found Robert Ashton was not at home, as 
you heard, and asked for the housekeeper, Mrs. Broom. 

She was sitting in her little carpeted room, off the big kitchen, with 
one of the maids. They were sewing white bows on a lot of caps, and 
wondering what had become of the master. To be burst in upon by 
us, all three telling the story at once of the woman and child, pretty 
nearly scared good old Mother Broom's senses away. 

"You are just playing a trick upon me, young gentlemen." 
" It is as true as that we are here, Mrs. Broom; it is true as gospel. 

They'll both be dead if something's not done for them." 
"Well, I never beard of such a thing," she exclaimed, beginning to 

stir about. "Lying in that cow-shed for two:days without help! You 
ought to have brought the poor baby away with you, sirs." 

"She wouldn't let it come." 

I. 
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" I wouldn't have minded her saying that. A fortnight-old baby 
lying in the shed in this cold 1 ,, 

"I don't think it will make much difference in the long-run, whether 
the baby stays in the shed or comes out of it," said Tom Coney. "If 
it sees to-morro,v's dawn, I shall wonder." 

" Well, this is a fine start ! " cried Mother Broom. " And the master 
never to have come home-that's another," she went on. For, what 
to do, she didn't know the least in the world, and was like a woman 
with a lost head. 

We left the matter to her, carrying some things to the shed as we 
passed it on our way home-blankets and a pillow, fresh water, milk­
and-water for the baby, and a candle and matches. One of the women­
servants was to come after us, with hot broth and wine. 

·when we reached Crabb Cot, the dismay there at hearing Robert 
Ashton had not turned up, was diversified by this news, which we told 
of. Not that they thought very much of 'it : the woman was only a 
poor tramp, they said ; and such things-fevers, and that-happen to 
poor tramps every day. 

" Do you think the baby's dying? " asked Charles Ashton, the 
parson. 

"I'm nearly sure it is," said Tom Coney. 
" That's a kind of woman, you know, that ought to be committed 

for fourteen-days' hard labour," observed the Squire, fiercely, who was 
in a frightfully cross mood with the various mishaps and uncertainties 
of the evening. " Seems to be very sickly and humble, you say, 
Mr. Johnny I Hold your tongue, sir; what should you know about 
it? These women tramps bring death on their infants through 
exposure." 

"And that's true," said old Coney. "I'd punish 'em, Squire, if I 
were a magistrate like you." 

But what do you think Parson Ashton did? When the dog-cart 
had taken him and Mr. and Mrs. James Ashton to the Court- where 
they were to stay all night-he started off for the shed, and did not 
come away from it until he had baptized the baby. 

We heard nothing more about it until the next day~and I don't 
suppose any one has forgotten what sort of a miserable day that was; 
at old Coney's Farm. How the wedding never took place, and Robert 
Ashton was still missing, and Jane Coney was dressed in her bridal 
robes for nothing, and the breakfast could not be eaten, and we guests 
staring in each other's faces like so many helpless dummies. ·what 
news we had of it then, came from Charles .Ashton: ·he had been to 
the shed agafo .that morning. Whilst the carriages stood waiting at 
~he gate, the post-boys' scarlet jackets flaming in the sun, and the 
company indoors sat looking hopelessly for the bridegroom, Parson 
Ashton talked aboat it in a corner to Mrs·. Coney and the Squire's wife: 
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both of them in their grand silk plumage then, one plum-coloured, the 
other sea-green, with feathers for top-knots. 

The little baby was dead, Charles Ashton said. The mother had 
been removed to a shelter in Timberdale village, and was being cared 
for. The doctor, called in to her, Darbyshire, thought she might ,get 
over it. 

" You baptized the child, I hear, Charles?" said Mrs. Coney, to the 
parson. 

"Oh yes." 
"What did you name it?" 
"Lucy. Something in the mother's face put me in mind of my 

sister, and it was the name I first thought of. I asked the mother what 
she would have it called. Anything, she answered; it did not matter. 
Neither did it, for the little thing was dying then. Hot-water bottles 
and other remedies were tried last night as soorr as they could be had, 
to get warmth into the child-to renew its life, in fact ; but nothing 
availed." 

" w·here was the woman taken to ? " 
" To J ael Batty's. J ael consented to take her in." 
" I suppose it is but another case of the old, sad story? " groaned 

Mrs. Todhetley . . 
"Nothing else. And she, poor thing, is not much more than a girl." 
"Now, Charles, I tell you what. It may be all very consistent for 

you clergymen-men of forgiveness, and that-to waste your compas­
sion over these poor stray creatures, but I think it might do more good 
sometimes if you gave them blame," spoke Mrs. Coney, severely. 

" There are times and seasons when you cannot express blame, how­
ever much it may be deserved," he answered. '' The worst of it in 
these cases is, that we rarely know there exists cause for censure before 
it is too late for any censure to avail, or avert the evil." 

What with the astounding events of the day, connected with the 
interrupted wedding, nothing more was said or thought of the affair. 
Except by Jane. When she and I were in the big dining-room 
together-I trying to blow up the fire, and she in full dread that 
Robert Ashton would have to be tried for his life at the Worcester 
Spring Assizes, and lie in prison until then-she suddenly spoke of it, 
interrnpting the noise made by the crackling of the wood. 

"So that poor baby's dead, Jobm1y ! ·what a happy fate-not to 
grow up to trouble. Charles named it Lucy, I hear. I should like to 
see the poor mother." 

"See her for what, J ane?" 
"She is in distres , and so am I. I don't suppose she has a corner 

to turn to for comfort in the wide world. I have not." 
It was not so very long after this that her distress was over. Robert 

Ashton arrived in triumph, and so put ari end to it. One might sup-
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pose Jane would no longer have remembered -that other one's distress; 
what with the impromptu dinner, where we had no room for our 
elbows, and the laughter, and the preparations for the next day's 
wedding. 

But the matter -had taken· hold _ of Jane Coney's mind, and she 
reverted to it on the morrow before going away. When the wedding­
breakfast was over, and she..:_nevermore Jane Coney, but Jane Ashton 
-had changed her dress and was saying good-bye to her mother 
upstairs, she st1ddenly spoke of it. 

'' l\famma, I want to ask you to do something for me.,, 
" vVell, my dear ? " 
" vVill you see after that poor young woman who was found in the 

shed?" 
Naturally Mrs. Coney was taken by surprise. She <licln't much like it. 
" After that young woman, Jane ? " 
"Yes; for me." 
"Mrs. Broom has seen to her, 11 returned Mrs. Coney, in a voice that 

sounded very frozen. 
" Mother, dear," said Jane, " I was comparing myself with 11er 

yesterday; wondering which of us was the worst off, the more 
miserable. I thought I was~ I almost felt that I <;ould have changed 
places with her.-" . 

"Jane!" angrily inte1jected Mrs~ Coney. 
"I did. She knew the extent of her trouble, she could see all that 

it involved; I did not see the extent of mine. I suppose it is always 
thus-that other people's sorrows seem light when compared with our 
own. The reason must no doubt be that we cannot realize theirs, 
whilst we realize ours only too keenly. 

"My dear, I don't care to talk of this.,, 
"Nor I much-but hear me for a minute, mother. God has been so 

merciful to me, and she is still as she was, that I- I should like to do 
what I can for her when we come back again, and comfort and keep 
her." • 

" Keep her ! ,, 
"Keep her from want, I mean.,, 
"But, child, she has been-you don't know what she has been," 

gravely rebuked Mrs. Coney. 
"I think I do, mother." 

. " She is a poor outcast, Jane; with neither home to go to, nor 
friends to look upon her." 

Jane burst into tears: they had been hardly kept down since she 
had begun to speak. 

" Just so, mother. But what was I yesterday? If Robert had been 
tried for his life, and condemned, I should have felt like an outcast j 

perhaps been looked upon as rio better than one by the world." 
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"Goodl}.ess, Jane, I wish you,d exercise your common sense," cried 
Mrs. Coney, losing patience. _ . " I teU you she is an outcast, and has 
forfeited home and friends. She has been a great sinnoc.,, • 

" Mother, if she had a home and' friends, th~re would be no need to 
succour her. As to sin-perhaps we can s,ave h~r from that for the 
future. ·My gratitude for the me!CY s11own to me is such that I feel 
as if I could take her to my bosom ; it seems_ to my mind that I ought 
to do something for her, that she has been thrown i.n my way that I­
should do it. Mother, it is my last petition to you : see after her a 
little for me until we come back again." _ ' • 

" Very well, dear ; as you make this point of it," concluded Mrs. 
Coney, relenting just a little. And then Jane began to cry hysterically; 
and Tom Coney knocked at the door, saying time was up. 

Mrs. Coney was not a hard-hearted woman, just the opposite : but 
only those who live in rural parts of the country can imagine the 
tricks and turns of regular tramps, and what a bad lot some of them 
are. They deceive you with no end of a plausible tale, and stare 
pitifully in your face whilst they tell it. Not long before this, a case 
had happened where both our house and the Coneys, had been taken 
in. A woman in jagged widows' garments presented herself at the 
door of Crabb Cot and asked to see the Squire. Her shoes wanted 
mending, and one side of her face was bandaged up. Mrs. Todhetley 
went to her. Of all pitiable tales that poor woman told the most : it 
would have melted a heart of stone. She came from neart Droitwich, 
she said: her husband had worked under Sir John l?akington; that is, had been a labourer on part of his estate, Westwood Park. She lost 
her husband and grown-up son the past autumn with fever; she caught 
it herself, and was reduced to a skeleton, lost her cottage home through 
the things being seized for rent, and went to live with a married 
daughter in Oxfordshire. Cancer had appeared in her cheek, the 
daughter could not keep her, for she and all her children were down 
with sickness, and the husband had no work-and she, the widow, was 
making her ·way by easy walking-stages to vVorcester, there to try and 
get into the infirmary. ,vhat she wanted at Crabb Cot was-not to 
beg, either money or food : money she could do without, food she could 
not eat-but to implore the gentleman (meaning the Squire) to give 
her a letter to the infirmary doctors, so that they might take her in. 

I can tell you that she took us in-every one of us. The Squire, 
coming up during the conference, surrendered without fight. Questions 
were put to her about Droitwich and Ombersley, which she answered 
at once. There could be no mistaking that she knew all the neigh­
bourhood about the.re well, and Sir J ohn and Lady Pakington into the 
bargain. I think it was that that threw us oft our guard. Mrs. Tod­
hetley, brimming over with compassion, offered her some light refresh­
pient, broth or milk. She said she could mt swallow either, " it went 

Johnn! Lu~ow.-IJ: 7 
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against her," but she'd be thankful for a drink of water. Molly, the 
greatest termagant to tramps and beggars in general, brought out a 
half-pint bottle of store cordial, made by her own hands, of sweetened 
blackberry juice and spice, for the woman to put in her pocktt and sip, 
on her journey to Worcester. Mrs. Todhetley gave her a pair of good 
shoes and some shillings, and two old linen handkerchiefs for the face ; 
and the Squire, putting on his writing spectacles, wrote a letter to Mr. 
Carden, begging him to see if anything, in the shape of medical aid, 
could be done for the bearer. The woman burst into tears of thank­
fulness, and went away with her presents, including the letter, Molly 
the cross-grained actually going out to open the back-gate for her. 

And now would anybody believe that this woman had only then 
come out of the Coneys' house-where she had been with the same 
tale and request, and had received nearly the same relief? We never 
saw or heard of her again. The note did not reach Mr. Carden; no 
such patient applied to the infirmary. She was a clever impostor, 

- and we got to think that the cheek had only been rubbed up with a 
little blistering-salve. Many another similar thing I could tell of-and 
every one of them true. So you must not wonder at Mrs. Coney's 
unwillingness to interfere with this latest edition in the tramp line. 

But she had given her promise: perhaps, as Jane put it, she could 
not do otherwise. And on the morning after the wedding she went 
over to Timberdale. I was sliding in the Ravine-for there was ice 
still in that covered spot, though the frost had nearly disappeared 
elsewhere-when I saw Mrs. Coney come down the zigzag by the help 
of her umbrella, and her everyday brown silk gown on. 

" Are you here, Johnny ! Shall I be able to get along ? " 
"If I help you, you will, Mrs. Coney." 
" Take care. I had no idea it would be slippery here. But it is a 

long way round to walk by the road, and the master has taken out the 
pony-chaise." 

"What wind is blowing you to Timberdale to-day ? " 
"An errand that I'm not at all pleased to go upon, Johnny; only 

Jane made a fuss about it before leaving yesterday. If I told the 
master he would be in a fine way. I am going to see the woman that 
you boys found in the shed." 

"I fancied Jane seemed to think a good deal about her." 
"Jane did think a go-od deal about her," returned Mrs, Coney. 

" She has not had the experience of this sort of people that I have, 
Johnny; and girls' sympathies are so easily aroused." 
• "There was a romance about it, you see." 

"Romance, indeed ! " wrathfu11y cried Mrs. Coney. "That's what 
leads girls' heads away: I wish they'd think of good plain sense 
instead. It was nothing but ro~ai~~e that led poor Lucy Ashtqn tq 
marry that awful man, Bird/' • 

yo 

has 

Jo 



YARDLY WORTH TELLlNG. 99· 

",vhy does Lucy not leave him?" 
"Ah! 'it's easier to talk about leaving a man than to do it, once he's 

your husband. You don't understand it yet, Johnny." 
" And shall not, I suppose, until I am married myself. But Lucy 

has never talked of leaving Bird." 
"She won't leave him. Robert has offered her- Goodness me, 

Johnny, don't hurry along like that ! It's nothing but ice here. If I 
were to get a tumble, I might be lamed for life." 

" Nonsense, Mrs. Coney I It would be only a Christmas gambol." 
"It's all very well to laugh, Johnny. Christmas gambols mean fun 

to you young fellows with your supple limbs; but to us fifty-year-old 
people they may be something else. I wish I had tied some list round 
my boots." 

Vve left the ice in the Ravine, and she came up the zigzag path 
easily to the smooth road. I offered to take the umbrella. 

"Thank you, Johnny; but I'd rather carry it myself. It's my best 
silk one, and you might break it. I never dare trust my umbrellas to 
Tom : he drives them straight out against trees and posts, and snaps 
the sticks." 

She turned into Timberdale Court, and asked to see Mrs. Broom. 
l\Irs. Broom appeared in the parlour with her sleeves turne(up to the 
elbow, and her hands floury. She had been housekeeper during old 
Mr. Ashton's time. 

" Look here," said Mrs. Coney, dropping her voice a little : " I've 
come to ask a word or two about that woman-from the shed, you 
know. 'Who is she ?-and what is she? " -

nut the dropping of Mrs. Coney's voice was as nothing to the 
dropping of the housekeeper's face. The questions put her out 
uncommonly. 

"I wish to my very heart, ma'am, that the woman-she's but a poor 
young thing at best I-had chosen any part to fall ill in but this I It's 
like a Fate. ' 

" Like a what? " cried Mrs. Coney. 
" And so it is. A Fate for this house. 'Tis nothing less." 
" Why, what do you mean, Broom? " 
Mother Broom bent her head forward, and said a word or two in 

Mrs. Coney's ear. Louder, I suppose, than she thought for, if she had 
intended me not to hear. 

' Raves about Captain Bird I" repeated Mrs. Coney. 
"He is all her talk, ma'am-:-George Bird. And considering that 

George Bird, blackleg though he has turned out to be, married the 
young lady of this house, Miss Lucy Ashton, why, it goes against the 
grain for me to hear it." 

Mr . Coney sat down in a ort of bewilderment, and gave me the 
silk umbrella. Folding her hands, she stared at Mother Broom. 
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"It seems as though we were always hearing fresh news about that 

man, Broom ; each time it is something worse than the last. If he 

took all the young women within his reach, and-and-cut their heads 

off, it would be only like him." 
" ' George ! ' she moans out in her sleep. That is, in her dreaming, 

or her fever, or whatever it is. 'George, you· ought not to have left 

me; you should have t'lken care of me.' And then, ma'am, she'll be 

quiet a bit, save for turning her bead about ; and begin again, 

' ·where's my baby? where's my baby?' Goodness knows 'twould be 

sad enough to hear her if it was anybody's name but Bird's." 

" There might be worse names than his, in the matter of giving us 

pain," spoke Mrs. Coney. "As to poor Lucy-it is only another cross 

in her sad life." 
"I've not told this to anybody," went on Mother Broom. "Jael 

Batty's three parts deaf, as the parish knows, and may not have caught 

Bird's name. It will vex my master frightfully for Miss Lucy's sake. 

The baby is to be buried to-day. Mr. Charles has stayed to do it." 

• " Oh, indeed ! '' snapped Mrs. Coney, and got up, for the baby 

appeared to be a sore subject with her. "I suppose the girl was coming 

across the country in search of Bird?" 
Broom' tossed her head. " Whether she was or not, it's an odd 

thing that this house should be the one to have to succour her.'' 
"I am going," said Mrs. Coney,·" and I half wish I had never come 

in. Broom, I am sorry to have hindered you. You are busy." 
· "I am making my raised pies," said Broom. "It's the second batch. 

·what with master's coming marriage, and one thing and another, I did 

not get 'em done before the new year. Your Molly says hers beat 

mine, Master Ludlow ; but I don't believe it." 
" She does, does she! It's just like her boasting. Mrs. Todhetley 

often makes the pork-pies herself." 
" Johnny," said Mrs. Coney, as we went along, she in deep thought : 

"that poor Lucy Bird might keep a stick for cutting notches-as it is 

said some prisoners used to do, to mark their days-and notch off her 

dreadful cares, that are ever recurring. w·hy, Johnny, what's that 

crowd for ? " 
The church stood on the right between Timberdale Court and the 

village. A regular mob of children seemed to be pressing round the 

gate of the churchyard. I went to look, leaving Mrs. Coney standing. 

Charles Ashton was coming out of the church in his surplice, and 

the clerk, old Sam Mullet, behind him, carrying a little coffin. The 

grave was in the corner of the burial-ground, and Mr. Ashton went 

straight to it, and continued the service begun in the church. If it had 

been a lord's child, he could not have done it all in better order. 
But there were no mourners, unless old Mullet could be called one. 

He put the coffin on the grass, and was in a frightful temper. I took 
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off my hat and waited: it would have looked so to run away when 
there was no one else to stand there: and Mrs. Coney's face, as cross 
as old Mullet's, might be seen peering through the hedge. 

"It's come to a pretty pass, when tramps' brats have to be put in 
the ground like honest -folks's," grunted Sam, wlien Mr. Ashton had 
walked away, and he began to fling in the spadefuls of earth. "What 
must he needs go and baptize that there young atom for ?-he ain't 
our parson ; he don't belong to we in this parish. I dun-no what the 
world be a-coming to." 

Mr. Ashton was talking to Mrs. Coney when I got up. I told him 
what a ,vay Sam Mullet was in. 

"Yes," said he. "I believe what I did has not given satisfaction in 
all quarters; so I waited to take the service myself, and save other 
people trouble." _ 

" In what name is the dead child registered, Charles ? " asked Mrs. 
Coney. • 

"Lucy Bird." 
" Lucy Bird ! Bird 1 " 
"It was the name the mother gave me in one of her lucid intervals," 

answered the clergyman, shortly. 
He hastened away, saying he must catch a train, for that his own 

parish was wanting him ; but I fancied he did not care to be further 
questioned. Mrs. Coney stood still to stare after him, and would have 
liked to ask him how much and how little he knew. 

Lucy Bird! It did sound strange to hear the n-ame-as if it were 
the real Lucy Bird we knew so well. I said so to Mrs. Coney. 

" The impudence of the woman must pass all belief," she muttered to 
herself. "Let us get on, Johnny? I would rather run a mile any 
other way than go to see her." 

Leaving me on the wooden bench outside Jae! Batty's door, she 
went in. It was remarkably lively: the farrier's shop opposite to look 
at, five hay-ricks, and a heap of children who strolled after us from tho 
churchyard, and stayed to stare at me. Mrs. Coney came out again 
soon. 

"It's of no use my remaining, Johnny. She can't under tand a word 
said to her, only lies there rambling, and asking people to bring her 
baby. If she had any sense left in her, she might just go down on her 
knees in thankfulness that it's gone. Jael Batty says she has done 
nothing else but wail for it all the blessed morning." 

"Well, it is only natural she should." 
"Natural t atural to mourn for that baby I Don't you say stupid 

things, Johnny. It's a great mercy that it has been taken; and you 
must know that as well as any one." 
. "I don't say it i n't; babies mu t make no end of noise and work; 
but you see mothers care for them.'' 
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"Don't be a simpleton, ·Johnny. If you take to upholding tramps 

and infants dying in sheds; goodness knows what you'll come to in 
time." 

At the end of a fortnight, Ashton of· Timberdale and his wife came 

home. It was a fine afternoon in the middle of January, but getting 

dusk, and a lot of us had gone over to the Court to see them arrive. 
Jane looked as happy as a queen. 

"Johnny," she whispered, whilst we were standing to take some tea 

that Mother Broom (with a white cockade in her cap) brought in upon 

a silver tray; " how about that poor woman? She is not dead, I 
hope?" 

I told Jane that she was better. The fever had gone down, but she 

was so weak and reduced that the doctor had not allowed her to be 

questioned. \Ve knew no more of who she was than we had known 

before. Mrs. Coney overheard what I was saying, and took Jane 
aside. 

There seemed to be a bit of a battle : Mrs. Coney remonstrating 
with a severe face, Jane holding out and flushing a little. She was 
telling Jane not to go to Jael Batty's, and representing why she ought 
not to go. Jane said she must go-her 1rnart was set upon it : and 

began to re-tie her bonnet-strings. 
!' Mother dear, don't be angry with me in this the first hour of enter­

ing on my new home-it would seem like a bad omen for me. You 

don't know how strongly I have grown to think that my duty lies in 
seeing this poor woman, in comforting her if I can. It cannot hurt 
me." 

" ·what do you suppose Robert would say? It is to him you owe 
obedience now, Jane, not to me." 

" To him first, and to you next, my mother ; and I trust I shall ever 
yield it to you both. But Robert is quite willing that I should go : he 
knows all I think about it." 

"Jane, I wouldn't have said a word against it; indeed I had made up 
my mind that it was a good wish on your part ; but now that we have 

discovered she is in some way connected with-with the Birds-why, 
I don't think Robert will like you to meddle with it. I'm sure I shrink 
from telling him." 

Jane Coney-Ashton I mean: one can't get out of old names all at 

once-looked down in distress, thinking of the pain it would cause 
her husband for his sister's sake. Then she took her mother's hand. 

"Tell Robert what you have told me, rnamma. He will still let me 
go, I think ; for he knows how much I wish it." 

They had their conference away from us ; Mrs. Coney, Robert 
Ashton, and Jane. Of course he was frightfully put out; but Jane 
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,vas right-he said she should go all the same. _Mrs. Coney shut her 
lips tight, and made no further comment. 

"I promised her, you se{;l, Mrs. Coney," lie urged. • " She has an idea 
in her head that-I'm sure I scarcely know what it is, except that her 
going is connected with Gratitude and Duty, and-and Heaven's bless­
ing. Why, do you know we might have stayed away another week, 
but for this? I could have spared it; but she would come home." 

"I never knew Jane take a thing up like this before,'! said Mrs. 
Coney. 

" Any way, I suppose it is I who shall have to deal with it-for the 
sake of keeping it from Lucy," was Robert's answer. "I wish with all 
my heart Bird had been at the bottom of the sea before his ill-omened 
steps brought him to Timberdale ! There's not, as I believe, another 
such scamp in the world." 

Jane waited for nothing else. Shielded by the dusk of the evening, 
she went hastening to Jael Batty's and back again. 

"I'll go down for her presently," said Robert. But she was back 
again before he started. 

" I came back at once to set the misapprehension right," said Jane, 
her eyes bright with eagerness, her cheeks 'glowing. " Mother dear­
Robert-J obnny-listen, all of you : that poor sick woman is George 
Bird's sister." 

"Jane!" 
'' Indeed she is. Captain Bird used to talk to Lucy of his little sister 

Clara-I have heard you say so, Robert-in the old days when he first 
came here. It is she who is lying at Jael Batty's-Clara Bird." 

The company sat down like so many lambs, Mrs. Coney's mouth 
and eyes alike opening. It sounded wonde1fol. 

"But-Jane, child-there was still the baby!" 
" Well-yes-I'm afraid so," replied Jane, in an uncomfortable hurry. 

"I did not like to ask her about that, she cries so. But she is Clara 
Bird; Captain Bird'.s sister, and Lucy's too." 

"\V:ell, I never l" cried Mrs. Coney, rubbing her face. '' Poor mis­
guided young thing-left to the guardianship of such a man as that, he 
let her go her own way, no doubt. This accounts for what Broom 
heard her say in the fever-' George, you should have taken care 
of me.'" 

"Is she being taken care of now in her sickne!!!s, down at Jael 
Batty's? " spoke up Robert. 

"Yes. For J ael, though three-parts deaf, is n. kind and excellent 
nurse." 

Robert Ai::hton wrote that night to Worcester; a sharp letter; bidding 
Captain Bird come over and see to his sister. The poor thing took to 
Jane wonderfully, and told her more than she'd have told any one else. 

"I am twenty," she said, "and George is six-and-thirty; there is all 
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that difference between us. Our father and mother were dead, and 1 
lived with my aunt in Gloucestershire: where George lived, I did not 
know. He had been adopted by a wealthy relative in London, and 
went into the army. My mother had been a lady, but married beneath 
her, and it was . her · family who took to George and brought him up a 
gentleman. Mine was a hard, dull life. My nunt-she was my father's 
sister-counted ever-so-many children, and I had to nurse and see to 
them. Her husband was a master plumber and glazier. One day-it 
is fifteen months ago now-I shall never forget it-my brother George 
arrived. I did not know him: I had not seen him since I was thirteen, 
and then he was a fine h~ndsome gentleman in an officer's regimentals. 
He was rather shabby n9w, and he had come to see if he could borrow 
money, but my aunt's husband would not lend him any ; he told him 
he had much ado to keep his own family. I cried a good deal, and 
George said he would take me to London to his wife. I think he did 
it to spite them, bec::i.use of their not lending the money, as much as to 
please me-he saw that I should be a loss there. "\Ve went up-and 
oh how nice I thought his wife I She was a kind, gentle lady, formerly 
Miss Lucy Ashton; but nearly always ailing, and afraid of George. 
George had gay acquaintances, men and women, and he ]et me go to 
theatres and balls with them. Lucy said -it was wrong,. that they were 
not nice friends for me ; but I grew to like the gaiety, and she could 
do nothing. One night, upon goin'"g home from church, I found both 
George and Lucy gone from the lodgings. I had been spending the 
Sunday with some people they knew, the quietest of all their friends. 
There lay a note on the table from Lucy, saying they were obliged to 
]eave London unexpectedly, and begging me to go at once-on the 
morrow-back to Gloucestershire, for which she enclosed a sovereign. 
I did not go: one invited me, and another invited me, and it was two 
months, good, before I went down. Ah me I I heard no more of 
George ; he had got into some trouble in London, and was afraid to let 
it be known where he was. I have never heard of him or his wife to 
this hour. My aunt was glad to see me for the help I should be to 
her; but I felt ill always and could not do so much as I used. I didn't 
know what ailed me; I didn't indeed; I did not think it could be 
much ; and then, when the time went on and it all happened, and they 
knew, and I knew, I came away with the baby because of the reproach 
and the shame. But George ought not to have left me to myself in 
London." 

And when Jane Ashton repeated all this to Robert, be said Bird 
deserved to be hanged and quartered. 

There came no answer from Captain Bird. Perhaps Ashton of 
Timberdale did not really expect any would come. 

But on the Sunday afternoon, from the train that passed Timberdale 
from \Vorcester about the time folks came out of church, there descended 
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a poor, weak woman (looking like a girl too) in a worn shawl that was 
too thin for the weather. She waited until the roads should be clear, 
as if not wanting to be seen, and then wrapped the shawl close around 
her arms and went out with her black veil down. It was Lucy Bird. 
And she was so pretty still, in spite of the wan thin cheeks and the 
faded clothes I There were two ways of getting to Jael Batty's from 
the station. She took the long and' obscure one, and in turning the 
corner of the lane between the church and Timberdale Court, she met 
Robert Ashton. 

But for her own movement, he might never have noticed her. It 
was growing dusk; and when she saw him coming, she turned sharp 
off to a stile and stood as if looking for something in the field. There's 
not much to stare at in a ploughed field at dusk, as Ashton of Timber­
dale knew, and he naturally looked at the person who had gone so fast 
to do it. Something in the cut of the shoulders struck him as being 
familiar, and he stopped. 

" Lucy t Is it you? " 
Of course it was no use her saying it was not. She burst into tears, 

trembling and shaking. · Robert passed round her his good strong arm. 
He guessed what had brought her to Timberdale. 

" Lucy, my dear, have you come over from Worcester?" 
"Yes," she sobbed. "I shall be better in a minute, Robert. I am 

a little tired, and the train shook me." 
"You should have sent me word, and I would have had a fly at the 

station." 
Sent him word t It was good of Robert to pretend to say that; but 

he knew that she wouldn't have presumed to do it. It was that feeling 
on Lucy's part that vexed him so much. Since Bird had turned out 
the villain that he had, Lucy acted, even to her own family, as though 
she had lost caste, identifying herself with her husband, and humbling 
herself to them. What though she was part and parcel with the 
fellow, as Robert said, she was not responsible for his ill-doings. 

"~ean on me, Lucy. You must have a good rest." 
" ot that way," she said at the bottom of the lane, as he was turning 

to the Court. " I am going to J ael Ba tty's." 
" When you have had some rest and refreshment at home." 
"I cannot go to your home, Robert." 
" Indeed but you can; and will ," he answered, leading her on. 
"I would rather not. Your wife may not ~are to receive me." 
"Come and try her." 
" Robert, I am not fit to see any one: I am not indeed. My spirits 

are low now, and I often burst into tears for nothing. I have been 
praying, all the way over, not to meet you. After what was done to 
you at our house but a week or two ago, I did not expect ever to have 
been noticed by you again. Jane must hate me." 
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"Does ~he! Jane and I have been concocting a charming little plot 
about you, Lucy. We are going to have your old room made ready, 
and _the sweet-scented lavender sheets put on the bed, and get you 
over to us. For good, if you will stop; long enough to recruit your 
health if you will not. Don't you remember how you used to talk in 
the holidays about the home sheets; saying you only got them smelling 
of soap at school? " • 

A faint smile, like a shade, flitted over Lucy Bird's face at the 
reminiscence. 

'' I should not know the feel of fine white linen sheets now : coarse 
calico ones have had to content me this many a day. Let me turn, 
Robert I For my own sake, I would rather not meet your wife. You 
cannot know how I feel about seeing old friends; those who-who--" 

Those who once knew me, she meant to say; .but b_roke down with 
a sob. Robert kept walking on. Lucy was a great deal younger than 
he, and had been used to yield to him from the time she was a child. 
Well for her would it have been, that she had yielded to his opinion 
when Captain Bird came a-courting to Timberdale. 

"You have company at your house, perhaps-, Robert? " 
"There's not a soul but Jane and me. The Coneys asked us to dine 

there to-day, but we thought we'd have the first Sunday to ourselves. 
"\Ve went to church this morning; and I came out after dinner to ask 
after old Arkwright: they fear he is -dying." 

She made no further opposition, and Robert took her into the Court, 
to the warm dining-room. Jane was not there. Robert put her into 
the arm-chair that used to be their father's, and brought her a glass of 
wine. 

" No, thank you," she faintly said. 
" You must take it, Lucy." 
"I am afraid. My head is weak." 
" A sign you want something good to strengthen it," he urged ; and 

she drank the wine. 
" And now take off your bonnet, Lucy, and make yourself at home, 

whilst I go to seek Jane," said he. 
"Lucy is here," he whispered, when he had found his wife. "The 

merest shadow you ever saw. A wan, faded thing that one's heart 
bleeds to look upon. We must try and keep her for a bit, Jane." 

"Oh, Robert, if we can I And nurse her into health." 
-" And deliver her froµi that brute she calls husband-as I should 

prefer to put it, Jane. Her life with him must be something woeful." 
When they got in, she was leaning forward in the chair, crying 

silently. In the dear old room, with all its familiar features about her, 
memory could only have its most painful sway. Her grand old father 
with his grand old white hair used to sit where she was sitting ; her 
brotJiers had each his appointed place ; and she was a lovely bright child 
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amongst them, petted by all; the sentimental girl with her head as 
brimful of romance as ever the other Lucy Ashton's had been, when she 
went out to her trysts with the Master of Ravenswood. Which had 
been the more bitter fate in after-life-that Lucy's or this one's? 

Mrs. Ashton went quietly up, put her arms round Lucy, a~cl kissed 
her many times. She untied the bonnet, which Lucy had. not clone, 
and gave it with the shawl to Robert, standing behind. The bright hair 
fell down in a shower-the bonnet had caught it-and she put her 
feeble hand up as if to feel the extent of the disaster. It made her 
look so like the sweet young sister they had all prized, that Robert 
turned to the window and gave a few stamps, as if his boots were cold. 

How she cried !-tears that came from the very heart. Putting her 
face down on the arm of the chair, she let her grief have its way. 
Jane held her hand and stroked it lovingly. Robert felt inclined to dash 
his arms through the dark window-panes on which the fire-light played, 
in imaginary chastisement of the scamp, Bird. 

"Could you lend me a shawl of your own, Jane?,, she asked, by­
and-by, when Robert said they would have tea in-and she glanced 
down at her shabby brown gown. "I don't wish the servants to see 
me like this." 

J ::me flew out and brought one. A handsome cashmere of scarlet 
and gold-colour, that her mother had given her before the wedding. 

"Just for an hour or two, until I leave," said Lucy, as she covered 
herself up in it. 

"You will not go out of this house to-night, Lucy." 
" I must, Robert. You can guess who it was I came to Timberdale 

to see." 
"Of course I can. She is going on all right and getting stronger ; 

so there's no immediate haste about that. Mr. Bird would not-not 
come, I suppose." 

Lucy did not answer. Robert was right-Bird would not come: his 
young sister might die where she was or be sheltered in the workhouse, 
for all the concern he gave himself. For one thing, the man was at 
his wits' encl for money, and not too sure of his own liberty. Bnt Lucy's 
conscience had not let her be still: as soon as she had scraped together 
the means for a third-class ticket;, she came over. 

" The poor girl has la.in like a weight npon my mind, since the time 
when we abandoned her in London," confessed Lucy. 

"Why did you abandon her?,, 
"It was not my fault," murmured Lucy; and Robert felt vexed to 

have asked the hasty question. " I hoped she went home, as I desired 
her ; but I did not feel sure of it, for Clara was thoughtless. And those 
unsuspicious country girls cannot take care of themselves too well. 
Robert, whatever has happened I regard as our fault," she added, 
looking up at him with some fever in her eyes. 
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"As Mr. Bird's fault; not yours," conected Robert-who, strange 
perhaps to say, observed courtesy of iipeech towards Bird when talking 
with Lucy: giving him in general a handle to his name. It might 
have sounded ironical, but that he couldn't help. "Did you never 
write to ascertain what had become of her, Lucy? " 

"· My husband would not let me. He is often in difficulties : and we 
neve-t"have a settled home, or address. ·what will be done with her, 
Robert?" 

" She will stay where ehe is until she is strong ; Jane wishes it; and 
then we shall see about the future. Something will turn up for her in 
some place or other, I've little dou.bt." 

Jane glanced at her husband and smiled. Robert had given her 
a promise to help the girl to an honest living. But, as he frankly told 
his wife, had he known it was a sister of Bird's, he might never have 
done so. 

"About yourself, Lucy; that may be the better theme to talk of just 
now," he resumed. " Will you remain here for good in your old 
home?" 

The hot tears rushed to her eyes, the hot flush to her cheeks. She 
looked deprecatingly at both, as if craving pardon. 

"I cannot. You know I cannot." 
" Shall I tell you what Bird is, Lucy ? And ·what he most likely 

will be?" -
" To what end, Robert?" she faintly asked. " I know it without." 
"Then you ought to leave him-for your own sake. Leave him 

before you are compelled to do so." 
"Not before, Robert." • 
"But why?" 
"Oh, Robert, don't you see?" she answered, breaking down. "He 

is my husband." 
And nothing else could they get from her. Though she cried and 

sobbed, and did not deny that her life was a fear and a misery, yet she 
would go back to him; go back on, the morrow; it was her duty. In 
the moment's anger Robert Ashton said he would wash his hands of her 
as well as of Bird. But Jane and Lucy knew better. 

"What can have induced you and Robert to take up this poor Clara 
in the way you are doing-and mean to do?' " she asked when she ,ms 
alone with Jane at the close of the evening. 

"I-owe a debt of gratitude; and I thought I could best pay it in 
this -way," was Mrs. Ashton's timid·and rather unwilling answer. 

" A debt of gratitude I To Clara ? " 
"No. To Heaven." 



VII. 

CHARLES VAN RHEYN. 

I SHALL always say it was a singular thing that I should chance to go 
back to school that time the day before the quarter opened. Singular, 
because I heard and saw more of the boy I am going to tell of than I 
otherwist;i might have heard and seen. I was present at his arrival; 
and I was present at his-well, let us say, at his departure. 

The midsummer holidays we~re nearly up when Hugh was taken ill. 
Duffham was uncertain what the illness was going to be: so he pitched 
upon scarlatina. Upon that, the Squire and Mrs Todhetley packed me 
back to school there and then. Not from any fear of my taking it; I 
bad bad it, and Tod too (and both of us were well again, I recollect, 
within a week or so) ; but if once the disease had really shown itself, 
Dr. Frost would not have liked us to return lest we might convey it to 
the school. Tod was in Gloucestershire. He was written to, and told 
not to return home, but to go straight to school. 

Dr. Frost was surprised to see me. He said niy coming back was 
quite _right; and I am sure be tried to put me at ease and make me 
comfortable. Not a single boy had stayed the holidays that summer, 
and the doctor and I were alone. The school would open the following 
day, when masters and boya were alike expected to return. I had 
dinner with the doctor-he usually dined late during the holidays-and 
we pla) ed at chess afterwards. 

Breakfast was just over the next morning when the letters came in. 
Amongst them was one from France, bearing the Rouen post-mark. 
Now the doctor, learned man though he was in classics and what not, 
could make nothing of French. Carrying the letter to the window, 
turning its pages over and back again, and staring at it through his 
spectacles, he at last brought it to me. 

" You are a pretty good French scholar, ,Johnny ; can you read this? 
I can't, I confe s. But the paper's so thin, and the ink so pale, and the 
writing so small, I could scarcely see it if it were English." 

And I had to go oYer it twice before I could make it out. As he 
said, the ink was pale, and it was a frightfully small and cramped 
handwriting. The letter was dated Rouen, and was signed curtly, 
"Van Rheyn," French fashion, without the writer's Christian name. 
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Monsieur Van Rheyn wrote to. say that he was about to consign his 
son, Charles Aberleigh Van Rheyn, to Dr. Frost's care, and that he 
would arrive quickly after the letter, having already departed on his 
journey under the charge of a "gentilhomme Anglais." It added that 
the son would bring credentials with him; that he spoke English, and 
was of partly English descent, through his mother, the late Madame 
Van Rheyn, nee Aberleigh. . 

"Rather a summary way of consigning a pupil to my charge," 
remarked Dr. Frost. " Aberleigh ?-Aberleigh? ,, he continued, as if 
trying to recollect s·omething, and · bending his spectacles over the 
letter. "She must have been one of the Aberleighs of Upton, I 
should think. Perhaps Hall knows ? I have heard her mention the 
Aberleighs." 

Ringing the bell, the housekeeper was sent for. Dr. Frost asked her 
what she knew of the Aberleighs of Upton. . 

"There's none of them left now to know, sir," answered Hall. 
" There never was but two-after the old mother died: Miss Aberleigh 
and Miss Emma Aberleigh. Good fortunes the young ladies had, sir, 
and both of them, I remember, married on the same day. Miss Aber­
leigh to Captain Scott, and Miss Emma to a French gentleman, Mosseer 
Van Rheyn." 

" I should think, by the name, he was Dutch-or Flemish ; not 
French," remarked the doctor. 

"Any-way, sir, he was said to be French," returned Hall. "A dark 
sallow gentleman who wore a braided coat. The young ladies never 
came back to their home after the wedding-day, and the place was sold. 
Captain Scott sailed with his wife for Injee, and Mosseer Van Rheyn 
took Miss Emma off to his house in France." 

"Do you recollect where his home was? In what part of France-?" 
"No, sir. And if I did, I should never be able to speak the name. 

Not long ago I heard it said that poor Miss Emma was dead-Mrs. 
Van Rheyn that is. A nice quiet girl, she was." 

" Then I conclude the new pupil spoken of to me, must be the son 
of Monsieur Van Rheyn and Miss Emma Aberleigh," remarked the 
doctor, when Hall was dismissed. " You must help to make things 
pleasant for him, Johnny : it will be a change at first from his own 
home and country. Do you remember that other French boy we had 
here?" 

I dicf. And the remembrance made me laugh. He used to lament 
every day that he had not a plate of soup for dinner, and to say the 
meat was tough. • 

Strolling out at the front iron gates in the course of the morning, 
wondering how long the boys were going to be before some of them 
put in an appearance, I caught sight of the first. He was walking up 
from the Plough and Harrow Inn, and must have come by the omnibus 
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that plied backwards and forwards between the inn and the station. 
The Plough and Harrow man-of-all-work followed behind, carrying a 
large trunk. 

Of all queer figures that boy looked the queerest. I wondered who 
he was, and whether he could really be coming as a pupil. His 
trousers and vest were nan keen, his coat was a. sort of open blouse, and 
flew out behind him; the bat he wore was a tall chimney-pot with a 
wide brim. Off went the hat with a bow and a flourish of the arm, a.s 
he reached me and the gates. 

" I ask your pardon, sir. This is, I believe, the pension of Dr. 
Frost?" 

The French accent, though that was slight, the French manners, 
the French turn of the words, told me who it was. For a. minute 
or two I really could not answer for staring at him. He seemed to 
have arrived with a shaved head; as if just ou_t of gaol, or of brain­
fever. 

The hair was cut as closely as it could be cut, short of shaving: his 
face was red and round and cove1:ed with freckles: you could not have 
put a pin's point between them. Really and truly it was the most 
remarkable figure ever seen out of a picture. I could not guess his age 
exactly: something perhaps between twelve and fourteen. He was 
slender and upright, and to all appearance strong. 

"I think you must be Charles Van Rheyn," I said then, holding out 
my band to welcome him. "Dr. Frost is expecting you." 

He put his band into mine after a moment's hesitation, not seeming 
quite to understand that he might: but such a brightness came into his 
rather large and honest grey eyes, that I liked him from that hour, in 
spite of the clothes and the freckles and the shorn head. He had 
crossed to Folkestone by the night boat, he said, had come on to 
London, and the gentleman, who was bis escort so far, had there put 
him into an early train to come on to bis destination. 

Dr. Frost was at the window, and came to the door. Van Rheyn 
stood still when within a yard of him, took his bat off with the most 
respectful air, and bowed his head half-way to the ground. He had 
evidently been brought up with a reverence for pastors and masters. 
The doctor shook hands. The first thing , an Rheyn did on entering 
the reception-parlour, was to produce from some inner pocket a large, 
square letter, sealed with two flaming red seals and a coat of arms ; 
which he handed to the doctor. It contained a draft for a good sum 
of money in advance of the fir t three months' payment, and some 
pages of closely-written matter in the crabbed hand of Monsieur Van 
Rheyn. Dr. Frost put the pages aside to await the anival of the 
French master. 

" My father wa unable to remit the exact amount of money for the 
trimestre, sir, not knowing what it would be:, ' said young Van Rheyn. 
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' ' And there will be the extra expenses besides. He will arrange that 
with you later." 

"The end of the term would have been time enough to remit this,• 
said the doctor, smiling. "It is not our custom to receive payment in 
advance." 

" It is the custom in France, sir, I assure you. And, besides, I am 
to you a stranger." 

" Not altogether a stranger : I believe I know something of your 
mother's family,'' said Dr. Frost. "How came your father to fix upon 
my school for you? " 

"My mother knew of your school, sir: she and my father used to 
talk of placing me at it. And an English gentleman who came lately 
to Rouen spoke of it-he said he knew you very well. That again put 
into my father's head to send me." 

It was the same Van Rheyn that they had thought-the son of Miss 
Emma Aberleigh. She had been dead two years. 

"Are you a Protestant or a Roman Catholic?" questioned Dr. 
Frost. 

" I am Protestant, sir : the same that my mother was. We attended 
the eglise of Monsieur le Pasteur Mons, of the Culte Evangelique." 

The doctor asked him if he would take anything before dinner, and 
he chose a glass of eau sucree. The mal-de-mer had been rather bad, 
he said, and he had not been able to -eat since. 

Evidently Hall did not approve of eau sucree. She had never made 
eau sucary, she said, when sent to for it. Bringing in the water and 
sugar, she stood by to watch Van Rheyn mix it, her face sour, her lips 
drawn in. I am sure it gave her pleasure, when he asked for a few 
drops of orange-flower water, to be able to say there was not such a 
thing in the house. 

"This young gentleman is the son of the Miss Emma Aberleigh you 
once knew, Hall," spoke the doctor, with a view no doubt to putting 
her on good terms with the new pupil. 

"Yes, sir," she answered crustily. "He favours his mamma about 
the eyes." 

"She must have had very nice eyes," I put in. 
"And so she had," said Van Rheyn, looking at me gratefully. 

"Thank you for saying so. I wish you could have known her!" 
"And might I ask, sir, what has become of the other Miss Aber­

leigh? " asked Hall of Van Rheyn. " The young lady who went off to 
Injee with her husband on the wedding-day." 

"You would say my Aunt Margaret," he rejoined. "She is quite 
well. She and the major and the children will make the voyage to 
Europe next year." 

After the eau sucree came to an end, the doctor turned him over ~o 
me, telling me to take care of him till dinner-time, which that day 
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would be early. Van Rheyn said he should like to unpack his box, 
and we went upstairs together. Growing confidential over the un­
packing, be gave me scraps of information touching his home and 
family, the mention of one item leading to another. 

His baptismal name in full, he said, was Charles Jean Aberleigh ; his 
father's was Jean Marie. Their home was a tres joli chateau close to 
Rouen: in five minutes you could walk there. It was all much 
changed since his mother died (he seemed to have loved her with a 
fervent love and to revere her memory); the last thing he did· on 
coming away for England was to take some flowers to her grave. It 
was thought in Rouen that his father was going to make a second 
marriage with one of the Demoiselles de Tocqueville, whom his Aunt 
Claribelle did not like. His Aunt Claribelle, his father's sister, had 
come to live at the chateau when his mother died; but if that Theresine 
de Tocqueville came into the house she would quit it. The Demoiselles 
de Tocqueville had hardly any d.ot,-which would be much against the 
marriage, Aunt Claribelle thought, and bad for his father; because 
when he, Charles, should be the age of twenty-one, the money came 
to him; it had been his mother's, and was so settled: and his father's 
own property was but small. Of course he should wish his father to 
keep always as much as he pleased, but Aunt Claribelle thought the 
English trustees would not allow that. Aunt Claribelle's opinion was, 
that his father had at length decided to send him to a pension in 
England while he made the marriage; but he (Charles) knew that his 
mother had wished him to finish his education in England, and to go to 
one of the two colleges to which English gentlemen went. 

"Here comes old Fontaine," I interrupted at this juncture, seeing 
his arrival from the window. 

Van Rheyn looked up from his shirts, which he was counting. He 
seemed to have the tidiest ways in the world. " Who is it that you 
say? Fontaine? " 

"Monsieur Fontaine, the French master. You can talk away with 
him in xour native tongue as much as you like, Van Rheyn." 

"But I have come here to speak the English tongue, not the 
French," debated he, looking at me seriously. "My father wishes me 
to speak and read it without any accent ; and I wish it also." 

"You speak it very well already." 
" But you can hear that it is not my native tongue-that I am a 

foreigner." 
"Yes." 
"vVell, I must learn to speak it without that-as the English do. It 

will be necessary." 
I supposed he might allude to his future life. " What are you to be, 

Van Rheyn? " I inquired. 
"What profession, do you a k? I need not be any: I have enough 
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fortune to be a rentier-I don't know what you call that in English; 
it means a gentleman who lives on his money. But I wish, myself, to 
be an Eng1ish priest." 

" An English priest I Do you mean a parson ? " 
"Yes, I mean that. So you see I must learn the English tongue. 

My mother used to talk to me about the priests in her land-- " 
"Parsons, Van Rheyn." 
"I beg your pardon: I forget. And I fear I have caught up the 

French names for things since my mother died. It was neither priest 
nor parson she used to call the English ministers." , 

"Clergymen, perhaps." 
"That was it. She said the clergymen were good men, and she 

should like me to be one. In winter, when it was cold, and she had 
some fire in her chamber, I used to sit up there with her, after coming 
home from classe, and we talked together, our two selves. I should 
have much money, she said, when I grew to be a man, and could lead 
an idle life. But she would not like that : she wanted me to be a good 

man, and to go to heaven when I died, where she would be; and she 
thought if I were a clergyman I should have serious thoughts always. 
So I wish to be a clergyman." 

He said all this with the utmost simplicity and composure, just as he 
might have spoken of going for a- ride. There could be no mistaking 
that he was of a thoroughly straightforward and simple-minded nature. 

"It might irivolve your living over here, Van Rheyn : once you were 

in Orders." 
"Yes, I know. Papa would not mind. England was mamma's 

country, and she loved it. There was m.ore peace in England than in 

France, she thought." 
"I say, she must have been a good mother, Van Rheyn." 
In a moment his grey eyes were shining at me through a mist of 

tears. "Oh, she was so good, so good I You can never know. If she 
had lived I shou1d never have had sorrow." 

'' ·what did she die of?" 
" Ah, I cannot tell. She was \veU in the morning, and she was dead 

at night. Not that she was strong ever. It was one Dimanche. We 

had been to the office, she and I-- " 
" "\\That office ? " 
"Oh, pardon-I forget I am~speaking English. I mean to church. 

Monsieur Mons had preached ; and we were walking along the street 
towards home afterwards, mamma talking to me about the sermon, 
which had been a very -lioly ohe, 'when we ~et the Aunt Cla1ibelle, 
who had come into the town for high mass at St. Ouen. Mamma 
asked her to come home and dine with us ; and she said yes, but she 
must first go to say bon-jour to old Madame Soubitez. As she parted 
from us, there was suddenly a great outcry. It was fete at Rouen that 



CHARLES VAN RHEYN. 

Sunday. Some bands of music were to play on the· estrade in the public garden, competing for a prize, consequently the streets were crowded. Vie looked back at the noise, and saw many horses, without riders, galloping along towards us.; men were running after them; shouting and calling·; and the people, mad with fright, tumbled over one another in the effort to get away. Later, we heard that these horses, frightened by something, had broken out of an hotel post-yard. \Vell, mamma gave just a cry of fear and held my hand tighter, as we set off to run with the rest, the horses stamping wildly after us. But the people pushed between us, and I lost her. She was at home before me, and was sitting at the side of the fountain, inside the chateau entrance-gate, when I got up, her face all white and blue, and her neck and throat beating, as she clung to the nearest lion with both hands. It alarmed me more than the horses had, for I had never seen her look so. 'Come in, mamma,' I sr.id, 'and take a little glass of cordial;' but she could not answer me, she did not stir. I called one of the servants, and by-and-by she got a little breath again, and went into the house, leaning upon both of us, and so up to her chamber. Quite immediately papa came home: he always went into town to his club on the Sunday mornings, and he ran for Monsi~ur Petit, the medecin-the doctor. By seven o'clock in the evening, mamrna was dead." 
" Oh dear ! ·what was the cause? " 
"Papa did not tell me. He and Monsieur Petit ~alked about the heart : they said it was feeble. 9h, how we cried, papa and I ! He· cried for many days. I hope he will not bring- home Theresine de Tocqueville ! " _ 
The dinner-bell rang out, and ,ve went down. Dr. Frost was putting up the letter which old Fontaine had been translating to him. It was full of directions about Van Rheyn's health. What he was to do, and what not to do. Monsieur Van Rheyn said his son was not strong: be was not to be allowed to do gymnastics or "boxing," or to play at rough games, or take violent exercise of any kind ; ~nd a small glass of mil½- was to be given him at night when he went to bed. If the clothes sent over with him were not suitable to the school, or in accord­ance with the English mode, Dr. Frost was prayed _to be at the trouble of procuring him new ones. He was to be brought wep on in all the studies necessary to constitute the "gentilhomme,'' and e pecially in the speaking and reading of English. 
Dr. Frost directed his spectacles to Charles Van Rheyn, examining him from top to toe. The round, red face, and the ·strongly-built frame appeared to give nothing but indications of robust health. The doctor questioned him in what way he was not strong-whether he was subject to a cough, or to want of appetite, and other such items. But Van Rheyn seemed to know nothing about it, and said he had always bee-"' quite well. , 
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" The father fears we should make him into a muscular Englishman, 
hence these restrictions," thought Dr. Frost. 

In the afternoon the fellows began to come in thick and threefold : 
+od amongst them, who anived about tea-time. 'To describe their 
amazement when they saw Van Rheyn is quite bejiond me. It seemed 
that they never meant to leave off staring. Some of them gave him 
~ little chaff, even that first night. Van Rheyn was very shy and 
silent. Entirely at his ease as he had been with me alone, the numbers 
seemed to daunt him ; to strike him and his courage into himself. 

On the whole, Yan Rheyn was not liked. Once let a school set 
itself against a new fellow at first-and Van Rheyn's queer appearance 
had done that much for him-it takes a long time to bring matters 
round-if they ever are brought round at all. ·when his hair began to 
sprout, it looked exactly like pig's bristles. And that was the first 
nickname he got : Bristles. The doctor had soon changed his style of 
coat, and he wore jackets, as we did. 

Charles Van Rheyn did not seem inclined to grow sociable. Shy 
a:p.d silent as he had shown himself to them that first evening, so he 
remained. True, "he had no encouragement to be otherwise. The 
boys continually threw ridicule on him, making him into an almost 
perpetual butt. Any mistake in the pronunciation of an English word 
- Van Rheyn never made a mistake as to its meaning-they hissed 
and groaned at. I shall never forget one occasion. Being asked when 
that Indian lot intended to arrive (meaning the Scotts), and whether 
they would make the voyage in a palanquin (for the boys plied him 
with questions purposely) he answered, "Not in a palanquin, but in a 
sheep "-meaning ship. The uproar at that was so loud, that some 
of the masters looked in to know what ·was up. 
· Van Rheyn, too, was next door to helpless. He did not climb, or 

leap, or even run. Had not been used to it, he said. \-Vhat had he 
been used to do, then, he was asked one day. Oh, he had sat out in 
the garden with his mother; and since her death, with Aunt Claribelle, 
and gone for an airing in the carriage three times a week. ,v as he a 
girl? roared the boys. Did he do patchwork? Not now; he had left off 
sewing when he was nine; answered Van Rheyn innocently, unconscious 
of the storm of mockery the avowal would invoke. "Pr~y, were you 
born a young lady ?-or did they change you at nurse ? " shouted 
Jessup, who would have kept the ball rolling till midnight. "I say, 
you fellows, he has come to the ·wrong school : we don't take in girls, 
do we? Let me introduce this one to you, boys-' Miss Charlotte.' '' 
And, so poor Charley V o.n Rheyn got that nickname as well as the 
other. Miss Charlotte ! 

Latin was a stumbling-block. Van Rheyn had learnt it according 

Doi 
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to French rules and French pronunciation, and he could not readily get 
into our English mode. "It was bad enough to have to teach a stupid 
boy Latin," grumbled the 1mder Latin master (under Dr. Frost), "but 
worse to have to un-teach him." Van Rheyn was not stupid, how­
ever ; if he seemed so, it was because his new life was so strange to 
him. 

One day the boys dared him to a game at leap-frog. Some of them 
were at it in the yard, and Van Rheyn stood by, looking on. 

"Why don't you go in for it'?" suddenly asked Parker, giving him 
a push. "There is to be a round or two at boxing this eveni11g, why 
don't you go in for that 1 " 

" They never would let me do these rough thingR," replied Van 
Rheyn, who invariably answered all the chaffing questions civilly and 
patiently. 

,: ,vho wouldn't? Who's 'they '?" 
"My mother and my Aunt SJlaribelle. Also, when I wi.s starting to 

come here, my father said I was not to exert myself." 
"All right, Miss Charlotte; but why on earth didn't the respectaLle 

old gentleman send you over in petticoats? Never was such a thing 
heard of, you know, as for a girl to wear a coat and pantaloons. It's 
not decent, Miss Charlotte; it's not modest." 

",vhy do you say all this to me for ever? I am not a girl," said 
poor Van Rheyn. 

"No? Don't tell fibs. If you were not a girl you'd go in for our 
games. Come 1 Try this. Leap-frog's especialJy edifying, I assure 
you: expands the mind. Won't you try it?" 

w·en, the upshot was, that they dared him to try it. A dozen, or 
so, set on at him like so many wolves. What with that, and what 
witl1 their stinging ridicule, poor Van Rheyn was goaded ont of his 
obedience to home orders, and did try it. After a few tumLles, he 
"ent over very tolerably, and did not dislike it at all. 

"If I can only learn to do as the rest of you do, perhaps they will 
let me alone," he said to me that same night, a sort of eagerne s in his 
brigh"t grey eyes. 

And gradually he did learn to go in for most of the games : running, 
leaping, and climbing One thing he absolutely refused-wrestling. 

' Why should gentlemen, who were to be gentlemen all their liv.es, 
fight each other?" he asked. "They would not have to fight as men; 
it was not kind; it was not pleasant; it was hard." 

The boys were hard on him for saying it, mocking him fearfully; 
but they could not bake him there. He was of right blue blood; 
never caving-in before them, as Bill Whitney expressed it one day; he 
was only q':}iet and endured. 

,v11ether the native Rouen air is favourable to freckles, I don't know; 
but those ou Van Rhcvn's foce gradually qisappearecl over here, lli 
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complexion lost its redness also, becoming fresh and fair, with a 
hrightish colour on the cheeks. The hair, growing longer, turned out 
to be of a smooth brown: altogether he was good-looking. 

'' I say, Johnny, do you know that Van Rheyn's ill?" 
The words catne from " Tilliam W'hitney. He whfapered them in 

my ear as we stood up for prayers before breakfast. The school had 
opened about a month then. 

"What's the matter with him? " 
"Don't know," answered Bill. "He is staying in bed." 
Cribbing some minutes from breakfast, I went up to his room. Van 

Rheyn looked pale as he lay, and said he had been sick. Hall declared 
it was nothing but a bilious attack, and Van Rheyn thought she might 
be right. 

" Meaning that you have a sick headache, I suppose? " I said to 
him. 

"Yes, the migraine. I have ha.d it before." 
" Well, look here, Chai-ley," I went on, after thinking a minute ; 

"if I were you, I wouldn't say as much to any of them. Let them 
suppose you are regularly ill. You'll never hear the last of it if they 
know you lie in bed for only a headache." 

"But I cannot get up," he answe1:-ed ; "my hearl is in much pain. 
And I have fever. Feel my hand." • 

The hand . he put out was burning hot. But that went with sick 
headaches sometimes. 

It turned out to be nothing worse, for he was well on the morrow; 
and I need not have mentioned it at all, but for a little matter that arose 
out of the day's illness. Going up again to see him after school in the 
afternoon, I found HalI standing over the bed with a cup of tea, and a 
most severe, not to say horror-struck expression of countenance, as she 
gazed down on him, staring at something with all her eyes. Van 
Rheyn was asleep, and looked better; his face flu hcd and moist, his 
brown hair, still uncommonly short compared with ours, pushed back. 
He lay with bis hands outside the bed, as if the clothes were heavy­
the weather was fi ery hot. One of the hands was cla ping something 
that hung round his neck by a narrow blue ribbon; it seemed to have 
been pulled by him out of the opening in his night-shirt. Hall's quick 
eyes had detected what it was-a very small fl at cross (hardly two 
inches long), on which was carved a figure of the Saviour, all in gold. 

Now Hall bad doubtless many virtues. One of them was docking us 
boys of our due allowance of sugar. But she had also many prejudices. 
And, of all her prejudices, none was stronger than her abhorrence of 
idols, ::.s exemplified in carved images and Chinese gods. 

" Do you see that, Master Ludlow? " she whispered to me, pointing 

,. 
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her finger straight at the little cross of gold. " It's no better than a 
relict of paganism." 

Stooping down, she gently drew the cross out of Van Rheyn's hot 
clasped hand, and let it lie on the sheet. A beautiful little cross; the 
face of our Saviour-an exquisite face in it<, expression of suffering and 
patient lrnmility-one that you might have gazed upon and been the 
better for. How they could have so perfectly carved a thing so small 
I knew not. • 

" He must be one of them worshipping Romanies," said Hall, with 
horror, snatching her fingers from the cross as ff she thought it would 
give her the ague. "Or else a pagan." 

And the two were no doubt alike in Hall's mind. 
" And he goes every week and says his commandments in class here, 

standing up before all the school! I wonder what the doctor--" 
Hall cut short her complaints. Van Rheyn had suddenly opened his 

eyes, and was looking up at U§, 
"I find myself better," he said, with a smile. "The pain has nearly 

departed." . 
"We wasn't thinking of pains and headaches, Master Van Rheyn, 

but of this," said Hall, resentfully, taking the spoon out of the saucer, 
and holding it,, within an inch of the gold cross. Van Rheyn raised his 
head from the pillow to look . 
. " Oh, it is my little cross! " he said, holding it out to our view as far 

as the ribbon allowed, and speaking with perfect ease and unconcern. 
"Is it not beautiful?" 

"Very," I said, stooping over it. 
"Be you of the Romanic sex? " demanded Hall of Van Rheyn. 
" Am I-- What is it Mrs. Hall would ask ? " he broke off to 

question me, in the midst of my burst of laughter. 
"She asks if you are a Roman Catholic, Van Rheyn." 
" But no. vVhy you think that?" he added to her. "My father is 

a Roman Catholic: I am a Protestant, like my mother." 
"Then why on earth, sir, do you wear such a idol as that?" returned 

Hall: 
"This? Oh, it is nothing! it is not an idol. It does me good." 
" Good ! " fiercely repeated Hall. "Does you good to wear a brazen 

image next the skin !-right under the flannel waistcoat. I wonder 
what the school will come to next?" 

' Why should I not wear it?" said Van Rheyn. "What harm does 
it do me, this? It was my poor Aunt Annette's. The Jast time we 
, ent to the Aunt Claribelle's to see her, when the hope of her was 
gone, she put the cross into my hand, and bade me keep it for her 
sake." 

1 
" I tell you, Master Van Rheyn, it's just a brazen image," persisted 

full. · 
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• -" It -is a keepsake," -dissented Van Rheyn. "I showed it to 
Monsieur Mons one day when he was calling on mamma, and told him 
it was a gift to me of the poor Tante Annette. Monsieur Mons 
thought it very pretty, and said it would remind me of the great 
Sacrifice.'' 

" But to wear it next your skin," went on Hall, not giving in. 
Giving in on the matter of graven images was not in her nature. Or 
on any matter as far as that went, that concerned us boys. " I've 
heard of poor misdeluded people putting horse-hair next 'em. And 
fine torment it must be ! " 

"I have worn it since mamma died," quietly answered Van Rheyn, 
who did not seem to understand Hall's zeal. " She kept it for me 
_always in her little shell-box that had the silver crest on it; but when 
she died, I said I would put the cross-round my neck, for fear of losing 
it: and _Aunt Cla:ribelle, who took tJ1e shell-box then, bought me the 
blue ribbon." 

"That blue ribbon's new-or almost new-if eYer I saw new 
ribbon," cried Hall, who was in a mood to dispute every word. 

"Oh yes. It was new when I left Rouen. I have another piece in 
my trunk to put on when this shall wear out.'' 

" Well, it's a horrid heathenish thing to do, Master Van R~eyn ; 
and, though it may be gold, I don't believe Miss Emma Aberleigh 

- wou1d ever have gave countenance to it. Leastways before she lived 
.among them foreign French folks," added Hall, virtually dropping the 
contest, as Van Rheyn slipped the cross out of view within his night-shirt. 
"What she might have come to, after she went off there, Heaven 
alone knows. Be you going to drink this tea, sir, or be you not? " 
. , Van Rheyn drank the tea and thanked her for bringing it, his 
gratitude shining also out of his nice grey eyes. Hall took back the 
cup and tucked him up again, telling him to get a bit more sleep and 
he would be all right in the morning. \Vith all her prejudices and 
sourness, she was as good as gold when_ any of us were ill .. 

- "Not bathe ! Not ·bathe! I say, you fellows, pere's a lark. 
Bristles thinks he'd better not try the water" 

It ,vas a terribly hot evening, close upon sunset. Finding our~ 
selves, some half-dozen of us, near the river, Van Rheyn being one, the 
water looked too pleasant not to be plunged into. The rule at Dr. 
Frost's was that no boy should be compelled to bathe against his 
-inclination:' Van Rheyn was the only one who had · availed himself of 
it. It was Parker who spoke : we were all undressing quickly. 

"What's your objection, Miss Charlotte ? Girls bathe." 
" They would never let me go into cold water at home, ,i was the 

patient answer. " We take warm baths there." 
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"Afraid of cold water? well I never! What an everlasting pussy­
cat you are, Miss Charlotte! We've heard that pussies don't like to 
wet their feet." 

" Our doctor at Rouen used to say I must not ·plunge into cold 
water," said poor Van Rheyn, speaking patiently as usual, though he 
must have been nearly driven wild. "The shock would not be gootl 
for me." 

" I say, who '11 write off to Evesham for a pair of waterproofs to put 
over his shoes ? Just give us the measure of your foot, Miss 
Charlotte ? " 

"Let's shut him up in a feather-bed ! " 
" Why, the water's not cold, you donkey ! " cried Bill ,vhitney, who 

had just leaped in. " It's as warm as new milk. What on earth will 
you be fit for, Bristles? You'll never make a_ man." 

" Make a man! What are you thinking • of, Whitney? Miss 
Charlotte has no ambition that way. Girls prefer to grow up into 
young ladies, not into men." 

"Is it truly wal'm?" asked Van Rheyn, gazing at the river irreso­
lutely, and thinking that if he went in the mockery might cease. 

I looked up at him from the water. " It is indeed, Van Rheyn. 
Quite warm. 11 

He knew he might trust me, and began slowly to undress. \Ve had 
continued to be the best of comrades, and I never went in for teasing him 
as the rest did; rather shielded him when I could, and took his part. 

By the time he was ready to go in-for he did nothing nimbly, and 
undressing made no exception-some of us were ready to come out: 
One of Dr. Frost's rules in regard to bathing was stringent-that no 
boy should remain in the water more than three minutes at the very 
extent. He held that a great deal of harm was done by prolonged 
bathing. Van Rheyn plunged in-and liked it. 

"It is warm and pleasant," he exclaimed. "This cannot hurt me." 
" Hurt you, you great baby! " shouted Parker. 
Van Rheyn had put his clothes in the tidiest manner upon the grass ; 

not like ours, which were flung down any way. His things were laid 
smoothly one upon another, in the order he took them off, though I 
dare say I should not have noticed this but for a shout from J essup. 

"Halloa ! ·what's that?" • 
Those of us who were out, and in the several stages of drying or 

dressing, turned round at the words. J essup, buttoning his braces, 
was standing by , an Rheyn's heap, looking down at it. On the top of 
the flannel yest, exposed to full view, lay the gold cross with the blue 
ribbon. 

" What on earth is it? " cried J essup, picking it up; and at the 
moment , an Rheyn, finding all the re t out of the water, came out 
himself. "Is it a charm?" 
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" It is mine-it is my gold cross," spoke Van Rheyn, catching up 
one of the wet towels. The bath this evening had been impromptu, 
and we had only two towels between us, which Parker and Whitney 
had brought. In point of fact, it had been against rules also, for we 
were not expected to go into the river without the presence of a master. 
But just at this bend it was perfectly safe. Jessup passed the blue 
r:bbon round his neck, letting the cross hang behind. This done, he 
tnrned himself about for general inspection, and the boys crowded 
round to look. 

" "What do you say it is, Bristles?" 
"My gold cross." 
"You don't mean to tell us to our faces that you wear it?" 
HI wear it always," freely answered Van Rheyn. 
Jessup took it off his neck, and the boys passed it about from one to 

another. They did not ridicule the cross-I think the emblem on it 
prevented that-but they ridiculed Van Rheyn. 

"A friend of mine went over to the tar-and-feather islands," said 
Millichip, executing an aggravating war-dance round about Charley. 
" He found the natives sporting no end of charms and amulets-nearly 
all the attire they did sport-rings in the nose and chains in the ears. 
·what relation are those natives to yon, Miss Charlotte ? " 

"Don't injure it, please," pleaded Van Rheyn. 
" We've an ancient nurse at home who carries the tip of a calf's 

tongue in her pocket for luck," shrieked Thorne. " And I've heard­
I have heard, Bristles-that any fellow who arms himself with a 
pen'orth of blue-stone from the druggist's, couldn't have the yellow 
jaundice if he tried. What might yon wear this for, pray?" 

"My Aunt Annette gave it me as a present when she was dying," 
answered poor helpless Charley, who had never the smallest notion 
of taking chaff otherwise than seriously, or of giving chaff back again. 

He had dressed himself to his trousers and shirt, and stood with his 
hand stretched out, waiting for his cross. 

"In the W01·ceste1· Jou1"1wl, one day last June, I read an adHrtise• 
ment as big as a house, offering a child's caul for sale," cried_ Snepp. 
"Any gentleman or lady buying that caul and taking it to sea, could 
never be drowned. Bristles thinks as long as he wears this, he wo11 't 
come to be hanged. '1 

" How's your grandmother, Miss Charlotte ? " 
"I wish you would please to let me alone,'' said he patiently. "My 

father would not have placed me here had he known." 
"Why don't you write and tell him, Bristles?" 
"I would not like to grieve him," simply answered Churley. "I 

can bear. And he does so much want me to learn good English." 
"This cross is gold, I suppose?" said Bill Whitney, who now had it. 
'' Yes, it is gold," answered Van Rheyn . 

. ,.. 
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-" I wouldn't advise you to fall amongst thieves, then. They might 
ease you of it. The carving must be worth something." 

" It cost a great deal to buy, I have heard my aunt say. Will you 
be so good as to give it me, that I may finish to dress myself? " 

·whitney handed him the cross. Time was up, in fact ; and we had 
to make a race for the house. Van Rheyn was catching it hot and 
sharp, all the way. 

One might have thought that his very meekness, the unresisting 
spirit in which he took things, would have disarmed the mockery. 
But it did not. Once go in wholesale for putting upon some particular 
fellow in a school, and the tyranny gains with use. I don't think any 
of them meant to be rea1ly unkind to Van Rheyn ; but the play had 
begun, and they enjoyed it. 

I once saw him drowned in tears. It was at the dusk of evening. 
Charley had come in for it awfully at tea-time, -1 forget what about, 
and afterwards disappeared. An hour later, going into Whitney's 
room for something Bill asked me to fetch, I came upon Charles Van 
Rheyn-who also slept there. He was sitting at the foot of his low 
bed, his cheek'leaning on one of his hands, and the tears running down 
swiftly. One might have thought his heart was broken. 

",\That is the· grievance, Charley? " 
"Do not say to them that you saw me," returned he, dashing away 

his tears. "I did not expect any of you woulcl come up." 
" Look here, old fellow : I know Ws rather hard lines for you just 

now. But they don't mean anything : it is done in sport, not malice. 
They, don't think, you see, Van Rheyn. You will be sure to live it 
down." 

" Yes," he sighed, " I hope I shall. But it is so different here from 
what it used to be. I had such a happy home ; I never had one 
sorrow when my mother was alive. Nobody cares for me now ; 
nobody is kind to me : it is a great change." 

"Take heart, Charley," I said, holding out my hand. " I know you 
will live it down in time.1' 

Of all the fellows I ever met, I think he was the most grateful for. a 
word of kin·dness. As he thanked me with a glad look of hope in 
his eyes, I saw that he had been holding the cross clasped in his palm; 
for it dropped as he put his hand into mine. 

'' It helps me to bear," he said, in a whi per. "My mother, who 
loved me so, is in heaven; my father has married Mademoiselle 
'l'her' ine de Tocqueville. I have no one now." 

"Your father ha not married that There ine de Tocqueville ? ,, 
"Why, yes. I had the letter close after dinner." 
So perhaps.he wa crying for the home unhappiness as much as for 

his chool grieYances. It all read strange, no doubt, and j ust the 
opposite of what might be expected of one of us English bo) s. Th~ 
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French bringing-up is different from ours : perhaps it lay in that. On 

the other hand; a French boy, generally speaking, possesses a very 

shallow sense of religion. But Van Rheyn had been reared by his 

English mother; and his disposition seemed to be natura11y serious and 

1mcommonly ·pliable and gentle. ·At any rate, whether it reads 

improbable or probable, it is the truth. 
I got what I wanted for Billy ,vhitney, and went clown, thinking 

what a hard life it was for him-what a shame that we made it so. 

Indulged, as Van Rheyn must have always been, tenderly treated as a 

girl, sheltered from the world's roughness, an that coddling must have 

become to him as second nature; and the remembrance lay with him 

still. Over here he was suclcleuly cut off from it, thrown into another 

and a rougher atmosphere, isolated from country, home, home-ties and 

associations; and compelled to stand the daily brunt of this petty 

tyranny. 
Getting Tod apart that night, I put the matter to him : what a 

shame it was, and how sorry I felt for Charley Van Rheyn; and I 

asked him whether he thought he could not (he having a great deal of 

weight in the school) make things pleasanter for him. Tod responded 

that I should never be anything but a muff, and that the roasting Van 

Rheyn got treated to was superlatively good for him, if ever he was to 

be made into a man. 
However, before another week rim out, Dr. Frost interfered. How 

he · obtained an inkling of the reigning politics we never knew. One 

Saturday afternoon, when old Fontaine had taken Van Rheyn out with 

11im, the doctor walked int.o the midst of us, to the general con­

sternation. 
Standing in the centre of the schoolroom, with a solemn face, all of 

us backing as much as the wall allowed, and the masters who chanced 

to be present rising to their feet, the doctor spoke of Van Rheyn. He 

had reason to strnpect, he said, that we were doing our best to worry 

Van Rheyn's life out of him: and he put the question deliberately to 

us (and made us answer it), how we, if consigned alone to a foreign 

home, all its inmates strangers, would liked to be served so. He did 

not wish, he went on, to think he had pitiful, ill-disposed boys, lacking 

11earts and common kindness, in his honse : he felt sure that what had 

passed arose from a heedless love of mischief; and it would greatly 

oblige him to find from henceforth that our conduct towards Van Rheyn 

was changed : he thought, and hoped, that he had only to express a 

wish upon the point, to ensure obedience. 
·with that- and a hearty nod and Hmile around, as if he put it as a 

personal favour to himself, and wanted us to see that he did, and was 

not angry, he went out again. A counsel was held to determine 

whether we had a sneak amongst us-else how could Frost have 

known ?-that Charley himself had not spoken, his worst enemy felt 
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sure of. But not one could be pitched upon : every individual fellow, 
senior and junior, protested earnestly that he had not let out a syllable. 
And, to tell the truth, I don't think we had. 

However, tbe doctor was obeyed. From that day all real annoy­
ance to Charles Van Rheyn ceased. I don't say but what there would 
be a laugh at him now and then, and a word of raillery, or that he lost 
his names of Bristles and Miss Charlotte; but virtually the sting was 
gone. Charley was as grateful as could be, and seemed to become 
quite happy ; and upon the arrival of a hamper by grande vitesse from 
Rouen, containing a huge rich wedding-cake and some packets of costly 
15weetmeats, he divided the whole amongst us, keeping the merest taste 
for himself. The school made its comments in return. 

"He's not a bad lot after all, that Van Rheyn. He will make a roan 
yet." 

"It isn't a bit of use your going in for this, Van Rheyn, unless you 
can run like a lamplighter." 

" But I can run, you know," responded Van Rheyn. 
" Yes. But can you keep the pace up ? " 
" Why not? " 
"We may be out for three or four hours, pelting like mad all the 

time." 
" I feel no fear of keeping up," said Van Rheyn. " I will go." 
" All right." 
It was on a Saturday afternoon; and we were turning out for hare 

and hounds. The quarter was hard upon its close, for September was 
passing. Van Rheyn had never seen hare and hounds : it had been let 
alone during the hotter weather: and it was Tod who now warned him 
that he might not be able to keep up the running. It requires fleet legs 
and easy breath, as every one knows ; and Van Rheyn had never much 
exercised either. 

"What is just the game?" he asked in his quaintly-turned phrase. 
And I answered him-for Tod had gone away. • 

"You see those strips of paper that they have torn out of old copy­
books, and are twisting ? That is for the scent. The hare fills his 
pockets with it, and drops a piece of it every now and then as he runs. 
We, the hounds, follow his course by means of the scent, and catch him 
if we can." 

" And then ? " questioned Van Rheyn. 
'' Then the game is over." 
" And what if) ou not catch him? '' 
" The hare wins ; that's all. What he likes to do is to double upon 

us cunningly and lead us home again after him." 
"But in all that there is only running." 

• 
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"We vault over the obstructions-gates, and stiles, and hedges. Or, 
if the hedges are too high, scramble through them." 

"But some hedges are very thick and close : nobody could get 
through them," debated Van Rheyn, ta.king the words, as usual, too 
literally. 

"Then we are dished. And have to find some other way onwards, 
or turn back. 11 

"I can do what you say quite easily." 
"All right, Charley," I repeated: as Tod had done. And neither of 

us, nor any one else, had the smallest thought that it was not all right. 
Millichip was chosen hare. Snepp turned cranky over something or 

other at the last moment, and backed out of it. He made the best 
hare in the school: but Millichip was nearly as fleet a runner. 

·what with making the scent, and having it out with Snepp, time 
was hindered; and it must have been getting on for four o'clock when 
we started . . Which docked the run ·considerably, for we had to be in 
at six to tea. On that account, perhaps, Millichip thought he must get 
over the ground the quicker; for I don't think we had ever made so 
swift a course. Let~ing the hare get well on ahead, the signal was 
given, and we started after him in full cry, rending the air with shouts, 
and rushing along like the wind. 

A right-down good hare Millichip turned out to be; doubling and 
twisting and finessing, and exasperating the hounds considerably. 
About five o'clock he had made tracks for home, as we found by the 
scent : but we could neither see him nor catch him. Later, I chanced 
to come to grief in a treacherous ditch, lost my straw hat, and tore the 
sleeve . of my jacket. This threw me behind the rest; and when I 
pelted up to the next stile, there stood Van Rheyn. He had halted to 
rest his arms on it ; his breath was coming in alarming gasps, his face 
whiter than a sheet. 

"Halloa, Van Rheyn ! What's up? The pace is too much for 
you." 

"It was my breath, 11 said he, when he could answer. "I go on 
now." 

I put my hand on him. " Look here : the run's nearly over: we 
shall soon be at home. Don't go on so fast." 

"But I want to be in' at what they call the death." 
"There'll be no death to-day: the hare's safe to win." 
" I want to keep up," he answered, getting .over the stile. "I said 

I could keep up, and do what the rest did." And off he was again, 
full rush. 

Before us, on that side of the stile, was a tolerably wide field. The 
pack had wound half over it during this short halt, making straight for 
the entrance to the coppice at the other end. We were doing our best • 
to catch them up, when I distinctly saw a_heavy .stone flung into their 
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midst. Looking at the direction it came from, there crept a dirty 
ragamuffin over the ground on his hands and knees. He did not see 
us two behind; and he flung another heavy stone. Had it struck any­
one's head it would have done serious damage. 

Letting the chase go, I stole across and pounced upon him before he 
could get away. He twisted himself out of my hands like an eel, and 
stood grim1ing defiance and whistling to his dog. We knew the young 
scamp well : and could never decide whether he was a whole scamp, 
or half a natural. At any rate, he was vilely bad, was the pest of the 
neighbourhood, and had enjoyed some short sojourns in prison for 
trespass. Raddy was the name he went by ; we knew him by no other; 
and how he got a living nobody could tell. 

"'What did you throw those stones for? " / 
" Shan't tell ye. Didn't throw 'em at you." 
"You had better mind what you are about, Mr. Raduy, unless you 

want to get into trouble." 
"Yah-you I" grinned Raddy. 
There was nothing to be made of him ; there never was anything. 

I should have been no match for Raddy in an encounter; and he would 
have killed me without the slightest compunction. Turning to go on 
my way, I was in time to see Van Rheyn tumble over the stile and 
disappear within the coppice. The rest must have nearly shot out of 
the other end by that time. It was a coppice that belonged to Sir 
John Whitney. Once through it, we were on: our own grounds, and 
within a field of home. 

I went on leisurely enough: no good to try to catch them up now. 
Van Rheyn would not do it, and he had more than half a field's start 
of me. It must have been close upon six, for the sun was setting in a 
ball of fire; the amber sky around it was nearly as dazzling as the sun, 
and lighted up the field. 

So that, plunging into the coppice, it was like going into a dungeon. 
For a minute or two, with the reflection of that red light lingering in 
my ey.es, I could hardly see the narrow path; the trees were dark, 
thick, and met overhead. I ran along whistling: wondering whether 
that young Raddy was after me with his ugly dog; wondering why Sir 
J ohn did not--

The whistling and the thoughts came to a summary end together. 
At the other end of the coppice, but a yard or two on this side the 
stile that divided it from the open field, there was Charles Van Rheyn 
on the ground, his back against the trunk of a tree, his arms stretched 
up, cla ping iL But for that clasp, and the laboured breathing, I 
might have thought he was dead. For his face was ghastly, blue 
round the mouth, and wore the strangest expression I ever saw. 

"Charley, what's the matter?" 
- But he . could not answer . . He- was panting frightfully, as though 
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every gasp would be his last. \Vhat on earth was I to do ? Do,vn I 
knelt, saying never another word. 

"It-gives-me-much-hurt," said he, at length, with a long pause 
between every word. 

" ·what does ? " 
"Here 11-pointing to his chest-towards the left ·side. 
"Did you hurt yourself? Did you fall?,, · 
"No, I not hurt myself. I fell because I not. able to run more. It 

is the breath. I wish papa was near met,, . 
Instinct told me that he must have assistance, and yet I did not like 

to leave him. But what if delay in getting it should be dangerous? I 
rose up to go. 

" You-you are not going to quit me t ,, he cried out, .putting his 
feeble grasp on my arm. 

"But, Charley, I want to get somebody to you,1' I said in an agony, 
"I can1t do anything for you myself: anything in the world." 

"No, you stay . . I should not like to be alone if I die.11 

• The shock the word gave me I can recall yet. Die ! If there was 
any fear of that, it was all the more necessary I should make a rush for 
Dr. Frost and Featherston. Never had I been so near my wits1 end 
before, in the uncertainty as to what course I ought to take. 

All in a moment, there arose a shrill whistle on the other side the 
stile. It was like a godsend. I knew it quite well for that vicious 
young reptile's, but it was welcome to me as sunshine in han'est. 

"There's Raddy, Van ·Rheyn. I will send him." 
Vaulting over the stile, I saw the young man standing with his back 

• to me near the hedge, his wretched outer garment-a sack without 
shape-hitched up, his hands in the pockets of his dilapidated trousers, 
that hung in fringes below the knee. He was whistling to his dog in 
the coppice. 'l'hey must have struck through the tangles and briars 
higher up, which was a difficult feat, and strictly forbidden by law. It 
was well Sir John's agent did not see Mr. Raddy-whose eyes, scratched 
and bleeding, gave ample proof of the trespass. 

"Yah ! " he shrieked out, turning at the sound of me, and grinning 
fresh defiance. 

"Raddy," I said, speaking in persuasive tones to propitiate him in 
my great need, " I want you to do something for me. Go to Dr. Frost 
as quickly as you are able, and say--" 

Of all the derisive horrible laughs, his interru.ption was the worst and 
loudest. It drowned the words. 

"One of the school has fallen and hurt himself," I said, putting it in 
that way. ,i He's lying here, and I cannot leave him. Hush, Raddy! 
I want to tell you, "-advancing a step or two nearer to him and lowering 
my voice to a whisper,-" I think he's dying." 

"None o' yer gammon here; none o' yer lies "-and in proportion 
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ni; 1 advanced, he retreated. "You've got a ambush in th{lt there coppy-all the lot on you a-waiting to be down on me! · Just you try it on ! ,, . . ' 

"I am telling you the truth, Raddy. There's not a soul in there but the one I speak of. I say I fear he is dying. _He is lying helpless. I will pay you to go "-feeling in my pockets to see how much I had there . 
• Raddy displayed his teeth: it was a trick of his when feeling par­ticularly defiant. "vVhat'll yer pay me? " 

"Sixpence "-showing it to him. " I will give it you when you have taken the message." 
"Give it first." · 
Just for a moment I hesitated in my extremity, but I knew it would be only the sixpence thrown away. Paid beforehand, Raddy would no more do the errand than he'd fly. I told him as much. 
" Then be dashed if I go ! " And he passed off into a round of swearing. . 
Good Heavens! If I should not be able to persuade him l If Charles Van Rheyn should die for want of help ! 
"Did you ever have anybody to care for, Raddy? Did you ever have a mother?'' 
"Her's sent over the seas, her is; and I be glad on't. Her beated me, her did: I wasn't a-going to stand that." 
"If you ever had anybody you cared for the least bit in the world, Raddy; if you ever did anybody a good turn in all your life, you will help this poor fellow now. Come and look at him.- See whether I dare leave him." 
"None o' yer swindles l Ye wants to get ·me in there, ye does. I warn't horned ye. terday.'' 
Well, it seemed hopeless. "Will you go for the sixpence, if I give it to you beforehand, Raddy? " 
"Give it over, and see. ,vhere the thunder have ye been?" dealing his dog a savage kick, as it came up barking. " Be I to whistle all day?" Another kick. 
I had found two sixpences in my pocket ; all its store. Bringing forth one, I held it out to him. 
" ow listen, Raddy. I give you this sixpence now. You are to run with all your might to the house-and you can run, you know, like the wind. Say that I sent you-you know my name, Johnny Ludlow -sent you to tell them that the French boy is in the coppice dying; " for I thought it best' to put it strong. "Dr. Frost, or some of them, must come to him at once, and they must send off for Mr. Featherston. You can rem~mber that. The Freuch boy, mind." ' I could remember it if 1 tried. ' 

' \Vell, I'll gi e you the sixpence. And look here-hcre'1> another J ui,hny Ludlow.- U. !) 



130 JOHNNY LUDLOW. 

sixpence. It is ali thtl money I have. That shall be yours also, when 
you have done the errand·." 

I slipped one of the sixpences back into my pocket, holding out the 
other. · But I have often wondered since that he did not stun me with 
a blow, and take the two. Perhaps he could not entirely divest hiniself 
of that idea of the "ambush." I did not like the leering look on his 
false face as he sidled cautiously up towards the sixpence. 

"Take a look at him; you can see him from the stile," I said, closing 
my hand over the sixpence while I spoke ; "convince yourself that he 
is there, and that no trickery is meant. · And, Raddy," I added, slowly 
opening the hand again, " perhaps you· may want help one of these 
<lays yourself in some desperate need. Do this good turn for him, and 
the like wi11 be done for you.,, 

I tossed him the sixpence. He stole cautiously to the stile, making 
a wide circuit round me to do it, glanced at Van Rheyn, an~ then made 
i:;traight off in the right direction as fast as his legs would carry him, 
the dog barking at his heels. 

Van Rheyn was better when I got back to him ; his breathing easier, 
the mouth less. blue ; and his arms were no longer clutching the tree­
trunk. Neve1theless, there was that in his face that gave me an awful 
fear and made my breath for a moment nearly as short as his. I sat 
down beside him, letting him lean against me, as well as the tree, for 
better support. 

·" Are you afraid, Charley? I hope they'll not be long." 
"I am not afraid with this," he answered with a happy smile-and, 

opening his hand, I saw the little cross clasped in it. 
vVell, that nearly did for me. It was as though he meant to imply 

he knew he was dying, and was not afraid to die. And he did mean it. 
" You do not comprehend?" he added, mistaking the look of my 

face-which no doubt was desperate. "I have kept the Saviour with 
me here, and He will keep me with Him there." 

"Oh-but, Charley! You can't think you are going to die." 
"Yes, I feel so," he answered quite calmly. "My mother said, that 

last Sunday,' I might not be long after her. She drew me close to 
her, and held my hand, and her tears were falling with mine. It was 
then she said it." 

"Oh, Charley! ho,v can I help you?" I cried out in my pain and 
dread. " If I could only do something for you I " 

"I would like to give you this," he said, half opening his hand again, 
ns it rested on his breast, just to show me the cross. " My mother has 
seen how good you have always been for me : she said she should look 
down, if permitted, to watch . for me till I came. ,v ould you please 
keep it to my memory? " . • 

The hardest task I'd ever had in my life was to sit there. To sit 
there quietly-helples: . Dying! And I could do nothing to stay him! 
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Oli, why drcl they not come ? If I could only have tun somewhere, or 
done something 1 

In a case like this the minutes seem as long as hours. Dr. Fro_st 
was up sooner than could have been hoped for by the watch, and 
Featherston with him. Raddy did his errand well. Chancing to see 
the surgeon pass down the road as he was delivering the message at 
the house, he ran and arrested him. He put his ill-looking face over 
the stile, as they came up, and I flung him the other sixpence, and 
thanked him too. The French master came running; others came : I 
hardly saw who they were, for my eyes were troubled. 

The first thing that Featherston did was to open Van Rheyn's 
things at the throat, spread a coat on the ground and put his head flat 
down upon it. But oh, there could be no mistake. He was dying : 
nearly gone. Dr. Frost knelt down, the better to get at him, and said 
something that we did not catch. -

" Thank you, sir," answered Van Rheyn, panting again and speaking 
with pain, but smiling faintly his grateful smile. " Do not be sorrowful. 
I shall see my mother. Sir--if you please-I wish to give my cross to 
J ohnny Ludlow." 

Dr. Frost only nodded in answer. His heart must have been full. 
" Johnny Ludlow has been always good for me," he went on. "He 

will guard it to my memory: a keepsake. My mother would give it 
to him-she has seen that Johnny has stood by me ever since that first 
day." 

Monsieur Fontaine spoke to him in French, and Van Rheyn 
answered in the same language. ,vhile giving a fond message for his 
father, his voice grew feeble, his face more blue, and the lids slowly 
closed over his eyes. Dr. Frost said something about removing him 
to the house, but Featherston shook his head. "Presently, presently." 

" Adieu, sir," said Van Rheyn faintly to Dr. Frost, and partly 
opening his eyes again, " Adieu, Monsieur Fontaine. Adieu, all. 
Johnny, say my very best adieux to the boys ; tell them it has been 
Yery pleasant lately ; say they have been very good comrades ; and 
say that I shall see them all again when they come to heaven. ·wm. 
you hold my hand ? " 

Taking his left hand in mine-the other had the gold cross in it-I 
. at on be ide him. The dusk was increasing, so that we could no 
longer very well ee hi features in the dark coppice. My tears were 
dropping fa t and thick, just as his tears had dropped that evening 
when I found him sitting at the foot of his bed. 

Well, it was over directly. He gave one long deep sigh, and then 
another after an interval, and all was over. It eemed like a dream 
then in the acting; it seems, looking back, like a dream now. 

He had died from the mnning at Hm·e and Hounds. The violent 
exercise had been too much for the heart. ,v e heard later that the 
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French family doctor had suspected the- heart was not quite sound ; 
and that was the reason of Monsieur Rheyn's written restrictions on 
the score of violent exercise. But, as Dr. Frost angrily observed, why 
did the father not distinctly warn him against that special danger : 
how was it to be suspected in a lad of hearty and healthy appearance ? 
Monsieur Van Rheyn came over, and took what remained of Charles 
back to Rouen, to be laid beside his late wife. It was a great blow to 
him to lose his only son. And all the property went away from the 
Van Rheyn family to Mrs. Scott in India. 

The school went into a state that night, when we got in from the 
coppice, and I gave them Van Rheyn 's message. They knew some­
thing was up with him, but never suspected it could be death. 

"I say, though," cried Harry Parker, in a great access of remorse, 
speaking up amidst the general consternation, "we would never have 
worried him had we foreseen this. Poor Van Rheyn ! " 

- And I have his gold cross by me this day. Sometimes, when 
lo_oking at it, a fancy comes over me that he, looking down from • 
heaven, sees it too. 
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VIII. 

MRS. TODHETLEY'S EARRINGS. 

A GAI~ we had been spending the Christmas at Crabb Cot. It was 
J anuary weather, cold and bright, the sun above and the white snow 
on the ground. Mrs. Todhetley had been ov~r to Timberdale Court, 
to the christening of Robert and Jane Ashton's baby: a year had gone 
by since their marriage. The mater went to represent Mrs. Coney, 
who was godmother. Jane was not strong enough to sit out a christen­
ing dinner, and that was to be given later. After some mid-day feasting, 
the party dispersed. 

I went out to help Mrs. Todhetley from the carriage when she got 
back. The Squire was at Pershore for the day. It was 01ily three 
.o'clock, and the sun quite warm in spite of the snow. 

"It is so fine, Johnny, that I think I'll walk to the school," she said, 
as she stepped down. "It may not be lik(} this to-morrow, and I must 
see about those shirts.,, 

The parish school was making Tod a set of new shirts ; and some 
bother had arisen about them. Orders had been given for large plaits 
in front, when Tod suddenly announced that he would have the plaits 
small. 

"Only-- Can I go as I am?" cried Mrs. Todhetley, suddenly 
topping in indecision, as she remembered her fine clothes : a silver­

grey gown that shone like silver, white shawl of china crape, and 
be-feathered b0nnet. 

"\Vby, yes, of course you can go as you are, good mother. And 
look a11 the nicer for it." 

" I fear the children will stare ! But then-if the shirts get made 
wrong ! ·well, will you go with me, Johnny?" 

\Ve reached the school-hon e, I waiting outside while she went in. 
It wa during that time of strike that I have told of before, when Eliza 
Hoar died of it. The strike was in full swing still ; the men looked 
discontented, the women mi erable, the children pinched. 

' I don't know what in the world Joseph will say!" cried Mrs. Tod­
hetley, as we were walking back. " Two of the shirts are finished 
with the large plaits. I ought to have seen about it earlier; but I did 
not think they wo11ld begin then:i quite so soon. We'll jt1st st~p 
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into Mrs. Coney's, Johnny, as we go home. I must tell her about the 
christening." 

For Mrs. Coney was a prisoner from an attack of rheumatism. It 
had kept her from the festivity. She was asleep, however, when we 
got in : and Mr. Coney thought she had better not be disturbed, even 
for the news of the little grandson's christening, as she had lain awake 
all the past night in pain; so we left again. 

"·why, Johnny! who's that?" 
Leaning against the gate of our house, in the red light of the setting 

sun, was an elderly woman, dark as a gipsy. 
" A tramp," I whispered, noticing her poor clothes. 
" Do you want anything, my good woman? " asked Mrs. Todhetley. 
She was half kneeling in the snow, and lifted her face at the words : 

a sickly face, that somehow I liked now I saw it closer. Her tale was 
this. She had set out from her home, three miles off, to walk to 
\Vorcester, word having been sent her that her daughter, who was in 
service there, had met with an accident. She had not been strong of 
late, and a faintness came over her as she was passing the gate. But 
for leaning on it she must have fallen. 

" You should go by train: you should not walk," said Mrs. Tod­
hetley. 

"I had not the money just by me, ma'am," she answered. "It 'ud 
cost two shillings or half-a-crown. - My daughter sent word I was to 
take the train and she'd pay for it: but she did not send the money, 
and I'd not got it just handy." 

"You live at Islip, you say. What is your name?" 
• "Nutt'n, ma'am," said the woman, in the local dialect. "' hich 

name I interpreted into Nutten; but Mrs. Todhetley thought she said 
Nutt. 

"I think you are telling me the truth," said the mater, some hesita.­
tion in her voice, though. " If I were assured of it I would adrnnce 
yon half-a-crown for the journey." 

"The good Lord above us knows that I'm telling it," returned tl1 e 
woman earnestly, turning her face full to the glow of the sun. " It's 
more than I could expect you to do, ma'am, and me a stranger; but 
I'd repay it faithfully." 

vVell, the upshot ,vas that she got the half-crown lent her; and I 
ran in for a drop of warm ale. Molly shrieked out at me for it, 
refu sing to believe that the mistress gave any such order, and saying 
she was not going to warm ale for parish tramps. So I got the ale and 
the tin, and warmed it myself. The woman was very grateful, drank 
it, and disappeared. 

" Joseph, I am so very sorry ! They have made two of yom shirts, 
a,nd the plaits are the large ones you say you don't like." 
. 1' Then they'll just unmake thew," retorted Tod, in a temper, 
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' "\Ve were sitting round the table at tea, Mrs. Todhetley having 

ordered some tea to be made while she went upstairs. She came down 
without her bonnet, and had changed her best gown for the one· she 
mostly wore at home : it had two shades in it, and shone like the 
copper tea-kettle. The Squire was not expected home yet, and we 
were to dine an hour later than usual. 

"That Miss Timmens is not worth her salt," fired Tod, helping him­
self to some thin bread-and-butter. "\Vhat business has she to go and 
make my shirts wrong ? " 

" I fear the fault lies with me, Joseph, not with Miss Tim mens. I 
had given her the pattern shirt, which has large plaits, you know, 
before you said you would prefer-- Oh, we hardly want the lamp 
yet, Thomas!" broke off the mater, as old Thomas came in with the 
lighted lamp. 

"I'm sure we do, then," cried Tod. "r-can't see which side's 
butter and which bread." 

"And I, not thinking Miss Timmens would put them in hand at 
once, did not send to her as soon as you spoke, Joseph," went on the 
mater, as Thomas settled the lamp on the table. " I am very sorry, 
my dear; but it is only two. The rest shall be done as you wish." 

Something, apart from the shirts, had put Tod out. I had seen it as 
soon as we got in. For one thing, he had meant to go to Pershore : 
and the pater, not knowing it, started without him. 

' Let them unmake the two," growled Tod. 
' But it would be a great pity, Joseph. They a.re very nicely done ; 

the stitching 's beautiful. I really don't think it will signify." 
" You don't, perhaps. You may like odd things. A pig with one 

ear, for example." 
A what, Joseph ? " she asked, not catching the last simile. 
I aid a pig with one ear. No doubt you do like it. You are 

looking like one now, ma'am." 
The words made me gaze at Mrs. Todhetley, for the tone bore 

ome. personal meaning, and then I saw what Tod meant: an earring 
wa absent. The lamp-light shone on the flashing diamonds, the 
bright pink topaz of the one earring ; but the other ear was bare and 
empty. 

You have lo t one of your earrings, mother ! " 
he put her hands to her ears, and started up in ala1;m. These 

earring· were very valuable: they had been left to her, when she was 
a hild, in some old lady's will, and constituted her chief possession in 
jewellery worth boa ting of. ot once in a. twelvemonth did she venture 
to put them on; but she had got them out to-day for the christening. 

\\ hether it was that I had gazed at the earrings when I wae a little 
fellow and sat in her lap, I don't know; but I never saw any that I 
}i~eq o veij. The pink topaz was ip a long drop, the }ender rim of 
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gold that • encircied it . being -set with diamonds. l\frs; Todhetley said 
they were worth fifty guineas: and perhaps they were. The glittering 
white of the diamonds round the pink was beautiful to look upon. • • 

The house went into a commotion. • Mrs. Todhetley made for her 
. bedroom, to see whether the earring had dropped on the floor or was 
lodging inside her bonnet. She shook out her grey dress, hoping it had 

• fallen amidst the iolds. Hannah searched the stairs, candle in hand; 
. the two children were made to stand in corners for fear they should 
tread on it. But the search came to nothing. It seemed clear enough 
that the earring was not in the house. • 

" Did you notice, Johnny, whether I had them both in my ears when 
we went to the·school?" the mater asked. 

No, I did not. I had -seen them sparkling when she got out of the 
carriage, but had not noticed them after. 

I went out. to search the garden-path that she had traversed, and the 
road over to the Coneys' farm. Tod helped me, forgetting his shirts 
and his temper. Old Coney said he remarked the earrings while Mrs. 
Todhetley was talking to him, and thought how beautiful they were. 
That is, he had remarked one of them ; he was sure of that ; and he 
thought if the other had been missing, its absence ,vould have struck 
him. But that was just saying nothing ; for he could not be certain 

. that both wen~ there. 
"You may hunt till to-morw,v morning, and get ten lanterns to it," 

cried Molly, in her tart way, meeting us by the bay-tree, as we went 
stooping up the .path again : "but you'll be none the nearer finding it. 
That tramp got's the earring, Master Joe." 

" vVhat tramp? " demanded Tod, straightening himself. 
"A tramp that Master Johnny there must needs give hot ale to," re­

turned Molly. " I know what them tramps are worth. They'd pull 
rings out of ears with th~ir own fingers, give 'em the chance : and per­
haps this woman did, without the missis' ·seeing her." 

Tod turned to me for an explanation. I gave it, and he burst into a 
derisive laugh, meant for me and the mater. "To think we could be 
taken in by such a tale as that ! " he cried : " we should never see tramp, 
or half-crown, or perhaps the earring again.'' 

The Squire came home in the midst of the stir. He blustered a 
little, partly at the 16ss, chiefly at the encouragement of tramps, calling 
it astounding folly. Ordering Thomas to bring a lantern, he went 
stooping his old back down the path, and .across to Coney's and back 
again ; not believing any one had searched properly, and finally kicking 
the snow about. 

"It's a pity this here snow's on the ground, sir," cried Thomas. ' A 
little thing like an earring might easily slip into it in falling." 

"Not a bit of it," growl~d the Sqnire. " 'J'hat tramp has got t~e 
earring." • • 
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"I don't beHeve- the tramp has," I stoutly said. "I don't think she 
was a tramp at all: and she seemed honest. I liked her face." 

"There goes Johnny with his 'faces ' again! " said the Squire, in 
bughing mockery : and Tod echoed it. 

"It's a good thing you don't have to buy folks by their fac0s, 
Johnny: you'd get finely sold sometimes." 

"And she had a true voice," I persisted, not choosing to be put down, 
also thinking it right to assert what was my convictiou. "A voice you 
might trust without as much as looking at herself." 

We1l, the earring was not to be found; though the search continued 
more or less till bed-time, for every other minute somebody would be 
looking again on the carpets. 

"It is not so much for the value I regret it," spoke Mrs. Todhetley, 
the tears rising in her meek eyes: "as for the old associations con­
nected with it. I never had the earrings out but they brought back to 
me the remembrance of my girlhood's home." 

Early in the morning I ran down to the school-house. More snow 
had fallen in the night. The children were flocking in. Miss Tim­
mens had not noticed the earrings at all, but several of the girls said 
they had. Strange to say, though, most of them could not say for 
certain whether they saw both the earrings: they thought they did; 
Lut there it ended. Just like old Coney! 

"I am sure both of them were there," spoke up a nice, clean little 
girl, from a back form. 

",vhat's that, Fanny Fairfax? " cried Miss Timmens, in her quick 
way. "Stand up. How are you sure of it?" 

"Please governess, I saw them both," was the answer ; and the 
child blushed like a peony as she stood up above the others and said it. 

" Are you sure you did? " 
' Ye , I'm quite sure, please, governess. I was looking which o' the 

two shined the most. 'Twas when the lady was stooping over the 
shirt, and the sun c.ame in at the window." 

"What did ~hey look like? " asked Miss Timmens. 
'' They looked--" and there the young speaker ca.me to a stand­

still . 
"Come, Fanny Fairfax I" cried Miss Timmens, sharply. "What 

cl' ou stop for? I ask you what ihe eanings looked like. You must 
be able to tell if you saw them." 

' They were red, please, governess, and had shining things round 
them like the ice when it glitte1 ." 

' She's right, Master Johnny," nodded Miss Timmens to me : "and 
,·he's a very correct child in general. I think she must have seen both 
of them." . 

I ran home with the news. They were at breakfast still 
H Wl1at a set of muffs the children must be, not to have taken better 
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notice ! " cried Tod. "·why, when I saw only the one earring in, it 
struck my eye at once." 

" And for that reason it is almost sure that both of them were in at 
the school-house," I rejoined. "The children did not particularly 
ooserve the two, but they would have remarked it directly had only 
one been in. Old Coney said the same." 

"Ay: it's that tramp that has got it," said the Squire. " ,vhile 
your mother was talking to her, it must have slipped out of the ear, and 
she managed to secure it. Those tramps lay their hands on anything; 
nothing comes amiss to them ; they are as bad as gipsies. I dare say 
this was a gipsy-dark as she was. I'll be off to vVorcester and see 
the police : we'll soon have he:r found. You had better come with me, 
Johnny; you'll be able to describe her." 

We went off without delay, caught a passing train, and were soon at 
Worcester and at the police-station. The Squire asked for Sergeant 
Cripp : who came to him, and prepared to listen to his tale. 

He began it in his impulsive way ; sayipg outright that the earring 
had been stolen by a gipsy-tramp. I tried to say_that it might have been 
only lost, but the pater scoffed at that, and told me to hold my tongue. 

"And now, Cripp, what's to be clone?" he demanded, not having 
given the sergeant an opportunity to put in a word edgeways. "vVe 
must get the earring back ; it is of value, and much prized, apart from 
that, by Mrs. Todhetley. The woman must be found, you know." 

"Yes, she must be found," agreed the sergeant. "Can you give me 
a description of her? " 

"Johnny-this young gentleman can," said the Squire, rubbing his 
brow with his yellow silk handkerchief, for he had put himself into a 
heat, in spite of the frosty atmosphere that surrounded us. " He was 
with Mrs. Todhetley when she talked to the woman." 

" A thin woman of middle height, stooped a good deal, face pale and 
quiet, wrinkles on it, brown eyes," wrote the sergeant, taking down 
what I said. " Black poke bonnet, clean cap border, old red woollen 
shawl with the fringe torn off in places. Can't remember gowu: 
except that it was dark and shabby." 

" And, of course, sir, you've no clue to her name? " cried the 
sergeant, looking at me. 

"Yes: she said it was Nutten-as I understood it; but Mrs. Tod­
hetley thought she said Nutt." And I went on to relate the tale the 
woman told. Sergeant Cr:ipp's lips extended themselves in a silent 
smile. 

" It was well got up, that tale," said he, when I finished. "Just the 
thing to win over a warm-hearted lady." 

" But she could not have halted at the gate, expecting to steal the 
earring?" 

'' Ot course not, She was prowling aboqt to ~e w4at she coulq 

ti.· 
In 
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steal, perhaps watching her opportunity to get into the house. rrhe 
earring fell in her way, a more valuable prize than she expected, and 
she made off with it." 

"You'll be able to hunt her up if she's in Worcester, Cripp," put in 
the pater. "Don't lose time.'•' 

"I/she's in Worcester," returned Mr. Cripp, with emphasis. "She's 
about as likely to be in Worcester, Squire Todhetley, as I am to be at 
this present minute in Brummagem," he familiarly added. " After 
saying she was coming to Worcester, she'd strike off in the most 
opposite direction to it.'' 

"Where on earth are we to look for her, then?" asked the pater, in 
commotion. 

"Leave it to us, Squire. w·e'll try and track her. And-I hope­
get back the earring." 

"And about the advertisement for the newspapers, Cripp? ,,re ought 
to put one in." 

Sergeant Cripp twirled the pen in his fingers while he reflected. " I 
think, sir, we will let the advertisement alone for a day or two," he 
presently said. " Sometimes these advertisements do more harm than 
good: . they put thieves on their guard." 

" Do they ? Well, I suppose they do." 
"If the earring had been simply lost, then I should send an adver­

ti ·ement to the papers at once. But if it has been stolen by this 
tramp, and you appear to consider that point pretty conclusive--" 

"Oh, quite conclusive," interrupted the pater. "She has that 
caning as sure as this is an umbrella in Johnny Ludlow's hand. 
Had it been dropped anywhere on the ground, we must have 
found it." 

"Then we won't advertise it. At least not in to-morrow's papers," 
concluded Sergeant Cripp. And telling us to leave the matter entirely 
in his hands, he showed us out. 

The Squire went up the street with his bands in his pockets, looking 
rath~r glum. 

'I'm not sure that he's right about the advertisement, Johnny," hp 
aid at length. "I lay awake last night in bed, making up the wo:·ding 

of it in my own mind. Perhaps he knows best, though.'' 
' I suppose he does, sir." 
And he went on again, up one street, and down another, deep in 

thought. 
"Let's see-we have nothing to do here to-day, have we, Johnny?" 
" Except to get the pills made up. The mother said we were to Le 

ure and not forget them." 
'Oh, ay. And that's all the way down in Sidbury ! Couldn't we 

as well get them made up by a druggist nearer ? " 
' But it is the Sidbury druggist who holds the prescription." 
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'·' ,vhat a bother! \Vell, lad, let us put our best leg foremost, for I 
-want to catch the one-o'clock train, if I can." 

Barely had we reached Sidbury, when who should come swinging 
along the pavement but old Coney, in a rough white great-coat and 
top-boots. Not being market-day, we were surprised to see him. 

"I had to come in about some oats," he explained. And then tho 
Squire told him of our visit to the place, and the sergeant's opinion 
about the advertisement. 

"Cripp's wrong," said Coney, decisively. "Not advertise the ear­
ring !-why, it is the first step that ought to be taken." 
- " Well, so I thought," said the pater. 

"The thing's not obliged to have been stolen, Squire. it may have 
been dropped out of the ear in the road, and picked up by some one. 
The offering of a reward might bring it back again." 

"And I'll be shot if I don't do it," exclaimed the pater. "I can sec 
as far through a millstone as Cripp can." 

Turning into the Hare and Hounds, which was old Coney's inn, they 
sat down at a table, called for pen and ink, and began to draw out an 
advertisement between them. "Lost! An earring of great value, 
pink topaz and diamonds," wrote the Squire on a leaf of his pocket­
book; and when he had got as far as that he looked up. 

'' Johnny, you go over to Eaton's for a sheet or two of writing-paper. 
We'll have it in all three of the newspapers. And look here, lad-you 
can run for the pills at the same time. Take care of the street slide·. 
I nearly came do,vn on one just now, you know." 

When I got back with the paper and pills, the advertisement was 
finished. It concluded with an offer of £5 reward. Applications to be 
made to Mr. Sergeant Cripp, or to Squire Todhetley of Crabb Cot. 
And, leaving it at the offices of the He:rald, Journal, and Chronicle, we 
returned home. It WQuld appear on the next day, Saturday; to the 
edification, no doubt, of Sergeant Cripp. 

"Any news 9f the earring?" was the Squire's first question when ,,vc 
got in. 

No, there was no news of it, Mrs. Todhetley answered. And she had 
sent Luke Macintosh over to the little hamlet, Islip; who reported when 
he came back that there was no Mrs. Nutt, or Nutten, known there. 

"Just what I expected," observed the pater. "That woman wa a 
thi~ving tramp, and she has the earring." 

Saturday passed over, and Sunday came. When the Worcester 
paper arrived on Saturday morning the advertisement was in it a 
large as life, and the pater read it out to us. Friday and Saturday had 
been very dull, with storms of snow i on Sunday the sup shone again, 
and the air was crisp. 
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It was about three o'clock, and we were sitting at the dessert-table 
cracking filberts, for on Sundays we always dined early, after morning 
service-when Thomas came in and said a stranger had called, and 
was asking if he could see Mrs. Todhetley. But the mater, putting n. · 
shawl over her head and cap, had just stepped over to sit a bit with 
sick Mrs. Coney. 

" w·ho is it, Thomas ? " asked the Squire. " A stranger ! Tell him 
to send his name in.,, 

"His name's Eccles, sir," said Thomas, coming back again. "He 
comes, he says, from Sergeant Cripp.,, 

"My goodness !-it must be about the earring," cried the Squire. 
"That it is, sir," said old Thomas. "The first word he put to me 

was an inquiry whether you had heard news of it.'' 
I followed the pater into the study. Tod did not leave his filberts. 

Standing by the fire was a tall, well-dressed man, with a black 
moustache and blue silk necktie. I think the Squire was a little taken 
aback at the fashionable appearance of the visitor. He had expected 
to see an ordinary policeman. 

"Have you brought tidings of Mrs. Todhetley's earring?,, began the 
pater, all in a flutter of eagerness. 

"I beg a thousand pardons for intruding upon you on a Sunday," 
returned the stranger, cool and calm as a cucumber, " but the loss of 
an hour is sometimes most critical in these cases. I have the honour, 
I believe, of speaking to Squire Todhetley ? ,, 

The Squire rtodded. "Am I mistaken in supposing that you come 
about tl1e earring? ,, he reiterated. " I understood my servant to 
mention Sergeant Cripp. But-you do not, I presume, belong to the 
police force? ,, 

' Only as a detective officer,,, was the answer, given with a taking 
smile. "A private officer,,, he added, putting a stress upon the word. 
' My name is Eccles." • 

"Take a seat, Mr. Eccles," said the Squire, sitting down himself, 
while .I stood back by the window. "I do hope you have brought 
tidings of the earring." 

Yes-and no" replied Mr. Eccles, with another fascinating smile, 
a he unbuttoned his top-coat ' 'Ne think we have traced it; but we 
cannot) et be sure." • • 

'And where is it ?-who has it?" cried the Squire, eagerly. 
' It is a very delicate matter, and requires delicate handling," 

observed the detective, after a slight pause. "For that reason I have 
come over to-day ID) self. Cripp did not choose to enh'ust it to one of 
his men." 

"I am spre I am much obliged to him, and to you too,,, said the 
Squire, his face beaming. "" here is the earring? ,, 

"Before I answer that que tion, will you be o kind as to rcb.L! tv 
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me, in a ievt ~oncise ,vords, the precise circumstances under ,vhich thE3 
earring was lost? " 

The pater entered on the story, and I helped him. Mr. Eccles 
listened attentively. 

"Exactly so," said he, when it was over. " Those are the facts 
Cripp gave me; but it was only second-hand, you see, and I preferred 
to hear them direct from yourselves. They serve to confirm our 
suspicion." 

"But where is the earring? ,, repeated the pater. 
"If it is where we believe it to be, it is in a gentleman1s house at 

Worcester. At least he may be cailed a gentleman. He is a pro­
fessional man : a lawyer, in fact. But I may not give names in the 
present stage of the affair.,, 

" And how did the earring get into his house?" pursued the Squire, 
all aglow with interest. 

"News reached us· last evening," began Mr. Eccles, after searching 
in his pockets for something that he apparently could not find: perhaps 
a note-case-" reached us in a very singular way, too-that this gentle­
man had been making a sma11 purchase of jeweilery in the course of 
yesterday; had been making it in private; and did not wish it talked • 
of. A travelling pedlar-that was the description we received-had 
come in contact with him and offered him an article for sale, which he, 
after some haggling, purchased. By dint of questioning, we clisco,·ered 
this article to be an earring: one earring, not a pair. Natura11y Mr. 
Cripp's suspicion was at once aroused: he thought it might be the very 
self-same earring that you have Jost. ,v e consulted together; and the 
result is, I decided to come over and see you." 

"I'd lay all I've got it is the eaITing l " exclaimed the Squire, in 
excitement. "The travelling pecllar that sold it must have been that 
woman tramp.,, • 

"Weil, no,'' returned the detective, quietly. "It was a man. Iler 
hnsband, perhaps ; or some confederate of hers." 

" No doubt of that ! And how can we get back the earring ? " 
",v e sha11 get it, sir, never fear; if it be the earring you have lost. 

But, as I have just observed, it is a matter that will require exfreme 
rleiicacy and caution in the hanclling. First of a11, we mu t assnrc 
ontselves beyond doubt that the earrmg is the one in question. To 
take any steps upon an uncertainty would not do : this gentleman 
might turn round upon us unpleasantly." . 

" Well, let him," cried the Squire. 
The visitor smiled his candid smile again, and shook his head. "For 

instance, if, after taking means to obtain possession of the earring we 
found it to be coral set with pearls, or opal set with emerald , instead 
of a pink topaz with diamonds, we should not only look foolish our­
lilelves, but draw down upon us the wrath of the present possessor." 
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t Is he a respectable man ? '' asked the pater. -" I know most of tlie 

lawyers--" 
" He stands high enough in the estimation of the town, but I have 

known him do some very dirty actions in his professiont interrupted 
Mr. Eccles, speaking rapidly. ",vith a man like him to deal with, we 
must necessarily be wary." 

" Then what are you going to do ? " 
"The first step, Squire Todhetley, is to make ourselves sure that 

the earring is the one we are in quest of. ,vith this view, I am here 
to request Mrs. Todhetley to allow me to see the fellow-earring. Cripp 
has organized a plan by which he believes we can get to see the one 
I have been telling you of; but it will be of no use our seeing it unless 
we can identify it.' 1 

" Of course not. By all means. Johnny, go over and ask your 
mother to come in," added the Squire, eagerly. "I'm sure I don't 
know where she keeps her things, and might look in her places for 
ever without finding it. Meanwhile, Mr. Eccles, can I offer you some 
refreshment? \\ e have just dined off a beautiful sirloin of beef: it's 
part.ly cold now, but perhaps you won't mind that." 

Mr. Eccles said he would take a little, as the Squire was so good as 
to offer it, for he had come off by the first train after morning service, 
and so· lost his dinner. Taking my hat, I dashed open the dining­
room door in passing. Tod was at the nuts still, Hugh and Lena on 
either side of him. 

' I say, Tod, do you want to see a real live detective? There's 
one in the study." 

\\ ho should be seated in the Coneys' drawing-room, her bonnet and 
hawl on, and her veil nearly hiding her sad face, but Lucy Bird­

Lucy Ashton that used to be. It _always gave me a turn when I saw 
her : bringing up all kinds of ugly sorrows and troubles. I shook 
hands, and asked after Captain Bird. 

She believed he was very well, she said, but she had been spending 
the time since yesterday at Timberdale Court with Robert and J ane. 
To-day she had been dining with the Coneys-who were1always kind 
to her, she added, with a sigh-and she was now about to go off to the 
station to take the train for w· orcester. 

The mater was in Mr . Coney's bedroom with old Coney and Cole 
the doctor, who was paying his daily visit. One might have thought 
they were settling all the cases of rheumatism in the parish by the time 
they took over it. While I waited, I told Mrs. Bird about the earring 
and the pre ent vi it of Detective Eccles. Mrs. Todhetley came down 
in the mid t of it; and lifted her hand at the pro. pect of facing a 
detective. 

" Dear me I Is he anything dreadful to look at, J ohnny? Very 
rough? Has he any handcuffi ? 1 
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It made me laugh. ." He is a regular good-looking fellow-quite a 
gentleman. Ta11 and slender, and we11-dressed : gold studs and a blue · 
necktie. He has a ring on his finger and wears a black moustache." 

Mrs. Bird suddimly lifted her head, and stared at me : perhaps the 
description surprised her. The mater seemed inclined to question my 
words ; but she said nothing, and came away after bidding good-bye 
to Lucy. 

"Keep up your heart, my dear,'' she whispered. " Things may 
grow brighter for you some time." 

When I got back, Mr. Eccles had nearly finished the sirloin, some 
cheese, and a large tankard of ale. The Squire sat by, hospitably 
pressing him to take more, whenever his knife and fork gave signs of 
flagging. Tod stood looking on, his back against the mantelpiece. 
Mrs. Todhetley soon appeared with a little cardboard box, where the 
solitary earring was lying on a bed of wool. 

Rising from the table, the detective carried the box to the window, 
and stood there examining the earring ; first in the box, then out of it. 
He turned it about in his hand, and looked at it on all sides; it took 
him a good three minutes. 

" Madam," said he, breaking the silehce, " will you entrust this 
-earring to us for a day or two? It will be under Sergeant Cripp's 
charge, and perfectly safe." 

"Of course, of course," interposed -the Squire, before any one could 
speak. "You qre welcome to take it." 

" You see, it is yossible-indeed, most probable-that only one of us 
may be able to obtain sight of the other earring. Should it be Cripp, 
my having seen·this one will be nearly useless to him. It is essential 
that he should see it also : and it will not do to waste time." 

"Pray take charge of it, sir," said Mrs. Todhetley, mentally reca1ling 
what I had said of his errand to her and Lucy Bird. " I know it will 
be safe in your hands and Sergeant Cripp's. I am only too glad that 
there is a probability of the other one being found." 

"And look here," added the Squire to Eccles, while the latter 
carefully wrapped the box in paper, and put it into his inner breast­
pocket, "don't you and Cripp let that confounded gipsy escape. Have 
her up and punish her." 

" _Trust us for that," was the detective's answer, given with an 
emphatic nod. "She is already as good as taken, and her confederate . 
also. There's not a doubt- I avow it to you-that the other earring 
is yours. \Ve only wait to verify it." • 

And, witli that, he buttoned his coat, and bowed himself out, the 
Squire himself attending him to the door. . . 

"He is as much like a detective as I'm like a Dutchman_," com­
mented Tod. "At least, according to- what have been nil my prcviou:; 
notions of one. Lfre and learn." 
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"He seems quite a polished man, has quite the manners of society,'' 
aJ.ded the mater. "I do hope he will get back my poor earring." 

" Mother, is Lucy Bird in more trouble than usual ? " I asked. 
" She is no doubt in deep distress of some kind, Johnny. But she 

is never out of it. I wish 'Robert Ashton could induce her to leave 
that most worthless husband of hers ! " 

The Squire, after watching off the visitor, came in, rubbing his 
hands and looking as delighted as old Punch. He assumed that the 
earring was as good as restored, and w:1s immensely taken with Mr. 
Eccles. • 

"A most intelligent, superior man," cried he. " I suppose he is 
what is called a gentleman-detective: he told me he had been to 
college. I'm sure it seems quite a condescension in him to work with 
Gripp and the rest." 

And the whole of tea-time and all the way_ to church, the praises 
were being rung of Mr. Eccles. I'm not sure but that he was · more to 
us that night than the sermon. 

" I confess I feel mortified about that woman, though," confessed 
Mrs. Todhetley. " You heard him say that she was as good as taken : 
they must have traced the earring to her. I did think she was one to 
be trusted. How one may be deceived in people ! '' 

"I'd have trusted her with a twenty-pound note, mother." 
" Hark at Johnny ! " cried Tod. " This will be a lesson for you, 

lad." 

Monday morning. The Squire and Tod had gone over to South 
Crabb. Mrs. Todbetley sat at the window, adding up some bills, her 
nose red with the cold: and I was boxing Hugh's ears, for he was in 
one of his frightfully troublesome moods, when Molly came stealing in 
a_t the door, as covertly as if she had been committing murder. 

' Ma'am! ma'am !-there's that tramp in the yard!'' 
' What? " cried the mater, turning round. 
' I ow it's her; I know the old red shawl again," pursued Molly, 

with as much importance as though she had caught half the thieves in 
Christendom. " She turned into the yard as bold as brass ; so I just 
slipped the bolt o' the door against her, and come away. You'll have 
her took up on the instant, ma'am, won't you?" 

' But if she has come back, I don't think she can be guilt)," cried 
Mr . Todhetley, after a be,,ildered pause. "We had better see what 
she want . What do you ay, Johnny? " 

' Why, of course we had. I'll go to her, as Molly's afraid." 
Rushing out of hearing of Molly's vindictive answer, I went round 

through the snow to the yard, and found the woman meekly tapping at 
the kitchen-door-the old red shawl, and the black bonnet, and the 

Johnny Ludlow.-11. 10 
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whhe muslin cap border, all the same as before. Before I got quite 
up, the kitchen-door wa·; cautiously drawn open, and Mrs. Todhetley 
looked out. The poor old woman dropped a curtsy and held out half­
a-crown on the palm of her withered hand. 

" I've made bold to call at the door ttf leave _it, lady. And I can 
never thank you enough, ma'am," she added, the tears rising to her 
eyes; "my tongue would fail if I tried it. 'Tis not many as would 
have trusted a stranger; and, that, a poor body like me. I got oyer to 
Worcester quick and comfortable, ma'am, thanks to you, and found my 
daughter better nor I had hoped for." 

'l'he same feeling of reliance, of trust, arose within me as I saw her 
face and heard her voice and words. If this woman was what they 
had been fancying her, I'd never eat tarts again. 

"Come in," said Mrs. Todhetley ; and Molly, looking daggers as she 
heard it, approached her mistress with a whisper. 

"Don't, ma'am. It's all a laid-out plan. She has heard that she's 
suspected, and brings back the half-crown, thinking to put us ·off the 
scent." 

"Step this way," went on Mrs. Todhetley, giving no heed to Molly, 
except by a nod-and she took the woman into the little store-room 
where she kept her jam-pots and things, and bade her go to the fire. 

"vVhat did you tell me your name was," she asked, " when you 
were here on Friday? ,, 

" Nutt'n, ma'am." 
"Nutten," repeated the mater, glancing at me. "But I sent over to 

Islip, and no one there knew anything about you-they denied that 
any one of your name lived there " 

" Why, how could they do that? " returned the woman, with every 
appearance of surprise. "They must have mistook somehow. I li ve 
in the little cottage, ma'am, by the dung-heap. I've lived there for 
five-and-twenty year, and brought up my children there, and never 
had parish pay" 

"And gone always by the name of Nutten?" 
,·, Not never by no other, ma'am. Why should I?,, 
vVas she to be believed? There was the half-crown in Mrs. Tod­

hetley's hand, and there was the honest wrinkled old face looking up 
at us openly. But, on the other side, there was the assertion of the 
Islip people ; and there was the earring. 

"\Vhat was the matter with your daughter, and in what part of 
\Vorcester does she live?" queried the·mater. 

" She's second servant to a family in 1elcheapen Street, ma'am, 
minds the children and does the beds, and answers the door, and that. 
When I got there-and sick enough my heart felt all the way, thinking 
what the matter could be-I found that she had fell from the parlour 
window that she'd got out~ide to clean, and broke her arm and scarred 
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her face, and frighted and shook herself finely. But thaukful enough I 
was that 'twas no worse. Her father, ma'am, died of an accident, and 
I can never abear to hear tell of one." 

" I-I lost an earring out of my ear that afternoon," said Mrs. Tod­
hetley, plunging into the matter, but not without hesitation. "I think 
I must have lost it just about the time I was talking to yon. Did you 
pick it up ? " 

"No, ma'am, I didn't. I should have gave it to you if I had." 
"You did not carry it off with you, I suppose!" interrupted wrathful 

Molly ; who had come in to get some eggs, ~oder pretence that the 
batter-pudding was waiting for them. 

And whether it was Molly's sharp and significant tone, or our silence 
and looks, I don't know; but the woman saw it all then, and what she 
was suspected of. 

" Oh, ma'am, were you thinking that ill of me? "-and the hands 
shook as they were raised, and the white border seemed to lift itself 
from the horror-stricken face. "Did you think I could do so ill a turn, 
and after all the kindness showed me? 'fhe good Lord above knows 
I'm not a thief. Dear heart I I never set eyes, lady, on the thing 
you \ ·e lost.'' 

" o, I am sure you didn't," I cried; "I s ,id so all along. It 
might have dropped anywhere in the road." • 

"I never see it, nor touched it, sir," she reiterated, the tears rainin;; 
down her cheeks. " Oh, ma'am, do believe me ! " 

Molly tossed her head as she went out with the eggs in her apron; 
but I would soQner have believed myself guilty than that poor woman. 
frs. Todhetley thought with me. She offered her some warm ale and 

a crn t; but the old woman hook her head in refusal, and went off in 
a fit of crying. 

he knows no more of the earring than I know of it, mother 
' I feel sure she does not, Johnny." 
' That Molly's getting unbearable. I wonder you don't send her 

away." • 
' l~e ha her good points, dear," sighed Mr . 'fodhetley. " Only 

think of her cooking! and of what a thrifty, careful manager she is !" • 
The Squire and Tod got home for lunch. Nothing could come-up 

to their ridicule when they heard what had occurred, saying that the 
mother and I were two muff , fit to go about the world in a caravan as 
·pecimen of credulity. Like Molly, they thought we ought to have 
·ecured the woman. 

But you see he was hone t in the matter of the half-crown," 
debated Mr . Todhetley, in her mild way. ' She brought that back. 
It doe, not stand to reason that he would have dared to come within 
mile of the place, if she had taken the earring." 

f' \Vliy, it'· ju:t the thing she would do,'' retorted the Squire, pacing 
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about in a commotion. " Once she had got rid of the earring, she'd 
show up here to throw suspicion off herself. And she couldn't come 
without returning the half-crown: it must have gone nicely against the 
grain to return that." 

And Mrs. Todhetley, the most easily swayed spirit in the world, 
began to veer round again like a weathercock, and fear we had been 
foolish. 

"You should see her jagged-out old red shawl," cried Molly, 
triumphantly. '' All the red a'rnost washed out of it, and the edges in 
tatters. I know a tramp when I sees one: and the worst of all tramps 
is them that do the tricks with clean hands and snow-white cap­
borders." 

The theme lasted us all the afternoon. I held my tongue, for it was 
of no use contending against the stream. It was getting dusk when 
Cole called in1 on his way from the Coneys. The Squire laid tho 
grievance before him, demanding whether he had ever beard of two 
people so simple as I and the mother. 

"·what clicl she say her name was?" asked Cole. "Nutten ?-of 
Islip? Aro you sure she did not say Norton?" 

"She said Nutt'n. w ·e interpreted it into Nutten." 
"Yes, Johnny, that's how she would say it. I'll lay a guine2, it's 

olcl Granny Norton." 
. "Granny Norton!" echoed the St1uire. "She is respectable." 

"RespectaLle, honest, upright as the day," replied Cole. '' I ha \'e a. 
great respect for old Mrs. Norton. She's very poor now, but she was 
not always so." . 

"She told us this morning that she lived in the cottage by the dung~ 
heap,'' I put in. 

" Exactly: she does so. And a nice dung-heap it is; the di grace 
of Islip," added Cole. 

"And you mean to say, Cole, that you know this woman-that she's 
nbt a tramp, but Mrs. Norton?" spoke t.he pater. 

"I know Mrs. Norton of Islip," he answered. "I saw her pass my 
window this morning: she seemed to be coming from the railway­
station. It was no tramp, Squire." 
.. . "How was she dressed?" asked Mrs. ToclhetJcy. 
•• "Dressed? W'ell, her shawl was red, and her bonnet black. I've 
never seen her dressed otherwise, ,,-hen abroad, these ten years past." 

" And-has she a daughter in service at Worcester ? " 
" Yes, I think so. Yes, I am sure· so. It's Susan. Oh, it is the 

ame per on: you need not doubt it. ,, 
" 'l'hen what the deuce· did Luke Macintosh mean by Lringing word 

back from Islip that she was not known there? " fiercely demanded the 
Squire, turnin6 to me. , 

'' But Luke said he asked for hor by tho name of Nutt- )lrs. Kutt. 
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I questioned him about it this afternoon, sir, and he sald' he lihde1:stood 
Nutt to have been the name we gave him.1' 

This was very unsatisfactory as far as the earring went. (And we 
ascertained later that poor Mrs. N 01-ton wru Mrs. Norton, and had been 
suspected wrongly.) For, failing the tramp view of the case, who 
could have sold the earring to the professional gentleman in V{ orcester? 

'' Cripp knows what he is about; never fear," observed the Squire. 
·:-. Now that he has the case well in hand, he is sure to pull it success­
fully through." 

"Yes, you may trust Cripp,1' said the doctor. "And I hope, Mrs. 
Todhetley, you will soon be gladdened by the sight of your earring 
again." And Cole ·went out, telling us we were going to have a thaw. 
·which we could have told him, for it had already set in, and the snow 
was melting rapidly. 

"To think that I should have done so stupid a thing. But I have 
been so flustered this morning by that parson and his nonsense that I 
hardly know what I'm about." 

The speaker was Miss Timmens. She had come up in a passion; 
after twelve o'clock school. Not with us, or with her errand-which 
was to bring one of the new shirts to show, made after Tod's fancy­
but with the young parson. Upon arriving and unfolding the said 
shirt, Miss Timmens found that she had brought the wrorig shirt-one 
of those previously finished. The thaw had gone pn so briskly in the 
night that this morning the roads were all mud and slop, and Miss 
Timmens had walked up in her pattens. 

" He is enough to make a saint swear, with his absurdities and his 
rubbish," went on Miss Tirnmens, turning from the table where lay the 
unfolded shirt, and speaking of the new parson; between whom and 
herself hot war waged. "You'd never believe, ma'am, what be did 
this morning ''-facing Mrs. Todhetley. "I had got the spelling-class 
up, a~d the rest of the girls were at their slates and copies, and that, 
when in he walked amid t the roomful. ' Miss Timmens,' says he to 
me, in the hearing of them all, 'I think these children should learn ri. 
little music. And perhaps a little drawing might not come amiss to 
those who have talent for it.' 'Oh yes, of course,' says I, hardly able 
to keep my temper, 'and a little dancing as well, and let 'em go out on 
the green daily and step their figures to a fife and tambourine ! ' 
'There's nothing like education,' he goes on, staring hard at me, as if 
he hard1y knew whether to take my words for jest or earnest; 'and it 
is well to unite, as far as we can, the ornamental with the useful, it 
makes life _pleasanter. It i quite right to teach girls to hem dusters 
and darn stockings, but I think some fancy-work should be added to 
it: embroidery and the like.' 'Oh, you great baby!' I thought to 



150 JOHNNY LUDLOW. 

myself,_ and did but just stop my tongue from saying it. 'vVill embroidery and music and drawing help these girls to scour floors, and cook dinners, and wash petticoats?' I asked him. 'If I had a set of young ladies here, it would be right for them to learn accomplishments; hut these girls are to be servants. And all I can say, sir, is, that if ever those new-fangled notions are introduced, you'll have to find another mistress, for I'll not stop to help in it. It would just lead many a girl to her ruin, sir ; that's what it would do, whoever lives to see it.' ·wen, he went away with that, ma'am; hut he had put my temper up-talking such dangerous nonsense before the girls, their ears all agape to listen !-and when twelve o'clock struck, I was not half through the spelling-class l Altogether, it's no wonder I brought away the wrong shirt." 
Miss Timmens, her errand a failure, began folding up the shirt in a bustle, her thin face quite fiery with anger. Mrs. 'fodhetley shook her head; she did not approve of nortsensical notions for these poor peasant girls any more than did the rest of us. 
" I'll bring up the right shirt this evening when school's over; anrl if it suits we'll get on with the rest," concluded Miss Timmens, making her exit with the parcel. 
"\Vhat the world will come to later, Mr. Johnny, if these wild ideas - get much ground, puzzles me to think of," resumed Miss Timm ens, as I w~nt with her, talking, along the garden-path. "We shall have no servants, sir; none. It does not stand to reason that a girl will work for her bread at menial offices when she has had fine notions instilled into her. Grammar, and geography, and his,tory, and botany, and mu ic, and singing, and fancy-work !-what good will they be of to her in making beds and cleaning saucepans? The upshot ,vill be that they won't make beds and. they.won't clean saucepans; they'll . be above it. The Lord protect 'em !-for I don't see what else will; or what will become of them. Or _of the world, either, when it can get no servants. My goodness, Master Johnny! what's that? Surely it's the lost eaITing ?" Olose to the roots of a smaH fir-tree it lay : the eaITing that had caused so much vexation and hunting. I picked it up : its pink topar. and diamonds shone brightly as ever in the sun, and were quite uninjured. Mrs. Todhetley remembered then, though it had slipped her memory before, that in coming indoors after the interview with the woman at the gate, she had stopped to shake this .fir-tree, bowed down almost to breaking with its weight of snow. The earring must have fallen from her ear then into the snow; and been hidden by it. Without giving himself time for a mouthful of lunch, the Squire tore away to the station through the mud, as fast as his legs would carry him, and thence to \Vorcester by train. What an unfortunate mistake it would be should that professional gentleman have been accused, who bad bought something from the travelling pedlar! 

fro 

it1 

[' 
to 

me 

tn 

F.c~ 
not\ 
on 
~tij 

T 
fu 



:MRS. TODltBTLEY'S EARRINGS, 151 

"\Vell, Cripp, here's a fine discovery I'' panted the Squire, as be 

went bursting into the police-station and to the presence of Sergeant 

Cripp. "The lost earring has turned up." 
"I'm sure I am very glad to hear it," said the sergeant, facing round 

from a letter he was writing. "How has·it been found?" 
And the Squire told him how. 
" It was not stolen at all, then ? " 
"Not at all, Cripp. And the poor creature we suspected of taking 

it proves to be a very respectable old body indeed, nothing of the 

tramp about her. You-you have not gone any lengths yet wit.h that 
professional gentleman, I hope I ,, added the Squire, dropping his voice 

to a confidential tone. 
Cripp paused for a minute, as if not understanding. 
' ,ve have not employed any professional man at all in the matter," 

said he; "have not thought of doing so." _ 
"I don't mean that, Cripp. Yozt know. The gentleman you sus­

pected of having bought the earring." 
Cripp stared. "I have not suspected any one." 
' Goodness me I you need not be so cautious, Cripp," returned the 

Squire, somewhat nettled. " Eccles made a confidant of me. He told 
me all about it-except the name." 

" ,vhat Eccles? " asked Cripp. " I really do not know what you 
are talking of, sir." 

" What Eccles-why, your Eccles. Him you sent over to me on 
Sunday afternoon: a well-dressed, gentlemanly man, with a black 
rnou tache. Detective Eccles." -

I do not know any Detective Eccles." 
' Dear me, my good man, you must be losing your memory I " 

r-c torted the Squire, in wrath. "He came straight to me from you on 
Sunday; you sent him off in haste without his dinner." 

' Quite a mistake, sir," said the sergeant. " It was not I who sent 
l1im.' • 

' ·why, bless my heart and mind, Cripp, you'll be for telling me next 

the un never hone I Where's your recollection gone to?" 
' I hope my recollection is where it always has been, Squire. v.,r e 

mu t be at cros -purpo es. I do not know any one of the name of 
Eccle , and I have not sent any one to you. As a proof that I could 

not have done it, I may tell you, ir, that I was summoned to Gloucester 
on bu ine la t Friday directly after I saw you, and did not get back 
here until this morning." 

The Squire rubbed hi face, whil t he revolved probabilities, and 
thought Gripp mu t be dreaming. 

"He came direct from you-from ) ourself, Gripp ; and he disclosed 

to me ) our reasons for hoping you bad found the earring, and your 
doubt of the bone ty of the man who had bought it-the lawyer, you 
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remember. And he brought back the other earring to you that you might compare them." 
"Eh-what?" cried Cripp, briskly. "Brought away the other earring, do you say, sir ? " 
" To be sure he did. What else did you send him for? " " And he has not returned it to you ? " 
"Returned it! of course not. You hold it, don't you?" "-Then, Squire Todhetley, you have been cleverly robbed of this second earring," cried Cripp, quietly. "Dodgw, out of it, sir. The man who went over to you must have been a member of the swell­mob. ,v ell-dressed, and a black moustache ! " 

"He was a college man; had been at Oxford," debated the unfortu­natP. pater, sitting on a chair in awful doubt. "He told me so." ''You did not see him there, sir," said the sergeant, with a suppressed laugh. "I might tell you I had a duke for a grandmother; but it would be none nearer the fact." 
" Mercy upon us all! " groaned the Squire. " What a mortification it will be if that other earring's gone ! Don't you think some one in your station here may have sent him, if you were out yourself?" "I will inquire, for your satisfaction, Squire Todhetley," said the sergeant, opening the door; "but I can answer for it beforehand that it will be useless." 

It was as Cripp thought. Eccles was not known at the station, and no one had been sent to us. 
"It all comes of that advertisement you put in, Squire," finished up Cripp, by way of consolation. "The swell-mob would not have known there was a Yaluable jewel missing but for that, or the address of those who had missed it." 
The pater came home more crestfallen than a whipped schoolboy,· after leaving stringent orders with Cripp and 11is men to track out the swindler. It was a blow to all of us. 
'' I said he looked as much like a detective as I'm like a Dutchman," quoth Tod. 
"Well, it's frightfully mortifying," said the Squire. 
"And the way he polished off that beef, and drank down the ale I I wonder he did not contrive to walk off with the silver tankard!" " Be quiet, Joe l You are laughing, sir l Do you think it is a laughing matter?" 

"Well, I don't know," said bold Tod. "It was cleverly done. Up rose the pater in a passion. ·, owing vengeance against the swindlers who went about the world, got up in good clothes ancl a. moustache ; and heartily promising the absent and unconsciou Cripp to be do,vn upon him if he did not speedily run ~ man to earth. And that's how Mrs. Todhetley lost the other earring. 
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IX. 

A TALE OF SIN. 

ijart tbc jf irst. 

IF I don't relate this quite as usual, and it is found to be _different from 
what I generally write, it is because I know less about it than others 
know. The history is Duffham's; not mine. And there are diaries in 
it, and all kinds of foreign things. That is, foreign to me. Duffham 
holds all the papers, and has lent them to me to use. It came about 
in this way. 

" ·whilst you are picking up the sea-breezes, Johnny," he said, when 
I called to tell him where I was going, " you can be getting on with 
another paper or two for us, I hope; for we like your stories." 

"But I am going away for a rest, Mr. Duffham ; not to work. I 
don't want to be ransacking memory for materials _during any holiday, 
and then weaving them into what you call a story. Much rest that 
would be I 11 

' ' I'll give you the materials for one," he said; "plenty of them: it 
won't take much weaving; you'll have it all before your eyes. It will 
be nothing but play-work to you; just a bit of copying." 

"But I don't care to put fiction on paper and send it forth as though 
it were true. What I tell of has mostly happened, you know." 

Du,ffham lau~hed a little. " If everything told in print were as true 
as this, Johnny Ludlow, the world would ha,'e witnessed some strange 
events. Not that you'll find anything strange in this tale: it is quite 
matter-of-fact. There's no romance about it; nothing but stei:n 
reality." 

"Well, let me see the papers." 
Duffham went out of the surgery, and came back with his spectacle 

on, and carrying some papers tied up with pink tape. 
"You'll find a sort of nanatiYe begun, Johnny," he said, untying the 

tape, " for I tried my own hand at it. But I found I could not get on 
well. ,vriting manuscripts is not so much in my line as doctoring 
patients." 
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"Why, here's Lady Cha,asse's name in it!" I ~xclaimed, glancing 
over the papers. " Is it about he1·? " 

"You'll see who it's about and who it's not abont, Johnny," he 
answered, rolling them up again. " I should like you to retain the title 
I have put to it." 

" What is the title? ,, 
Duffham undid the first sheet, and held it in silence for me to react 

'' A Tale of Sin." It took me aback. Sundry considerations naturally 
struck me. 

"I say, Mr. Duffham, if it is about sin, and the people are still 
living, how will they like to see it talked about in print?'' 

"You leave the responsibility to me," he said; "I'll take it on my 
own shoulders. All you have to do is to put it into ship-shape, 
Johnny. That is a matter of course." 

And so I to9k the papers, But the tale is Duffham's; not mine. 

To begin with, and make it explainable, we have to go e,er so 
many years back: but it won't be for long. 

Duffham 's predecessor as general practitioner at Church Dykely wns 
a Mr. Layne. Some of the poor would spell it without the "y," 
"Lane," but the other was the proper way. This Mr. Layne was of 
rather good family, whilst his wife was only a small working farmer's 
daughter. lYir. Layne lived in a pr~tty red-brick house, opposite to 
Duffham 's present residence. It stood a yard or two back from the 
path, and had woodbines and jessamine creeping up its walls ; the door 
was in the middle, a window on each side ; and there was a side-door 
round the little garden-path, that opened into the surgery. The hou e 
was his own. 

Nearly a mile beyond the village, along -the· straight highway, 
stood the gates and lodge of a fine place called Chavasse Grange, 
belonging to Sir Peter Chavasse. He remained an old bachelor up to 
nearly the ~nd of his life. And then, wh~n it seemed to be getting 
time for him to prepare for the grave, he suddenly got married. The 
young lady was a Miss Gertrude Oust : as might have been read in the 
newspapers of the day, announcing the wedding. 

But, when Sir Peter brought her home, the wonder to the neigh­
bourhood was, what could have induced the young lady to have him; 
for she turned out to be a mere child in years, and very beautiful. It 
was whispered that her family, high, poor, and haughty, had wi heel 
her to make a different match; to a broken-down old nobleman, ten 
times richer than Sir Peter; but that she hated the man. Sir Peter 
had five thousand a-year, and his baronetcy was not of ancient 
creation. The new lady was found to be very pleasant : she went into 
the village often, and made acquaintance with everybody. 

It was just about eight months after the marriage that Sir Peter 
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died. The death was sudden. Mr. Layne was sent for in haste to the 
Grange, and found he was too late. Too late for Sir Peter: but Lady 
Chavasse, overcome with grief and terror, was in great need of his 
services. 

There was a uaby expected at the Grange. Not yet : in three or 
four months to come. And, until this child shou1d be born, the 
haronetcy had to lie in abeyance. If it proved to be a boy, he wou1d 
take his father's title and fortune, if a girl, both title and fortune 
would lapse to some distant cousin ; a young man, compared with Sir 
Peter; who was in the navy, and was called Parker Chavasse. 

And now we must give a line or two from one of the diaries I spoke 
of. It is Mr. Layne's: and it appears to have been partly kept as a 
professional note-book, partly as a private journal. At this time Mr. 
Layne was a middle-aged man, with three young children, girls; he 
had married later than some men do. 

[From, an Old Note-boolc of Mr. Layne's.] 
May 18th.-Have had a fatiguing day. Upon getting home from 

my visit to Lady Chavasse, there were five different messages waiting 
for me. It never rains but it pours. Ten o'clock P.1\r., and I am dead 
tired ; but I must write my notes before going to bed. 

I wish I could get some strength and spirit into Lady Chavasse. 
This listlessness tells sadly against her. Over and over again it has 
been on the tip of my tongue to say it may go hard with her unless 
she uses more exertion; but I don't like to frightev. her. Nearly four 
months now ince Sir Peter died, and she has never been · out but to 
church-and to that she goes in the pony-carriage. " My lady, you 
ought to walk ; my lady, you must walk," say I. And it is just as 
though I spoke to the post at the lodge-gates. 

I was much surprised by what she told me to-day-that there was 
no settlement made on her at her marriage. " Do you think my baby 
will be a boy, Mr. Layne? " she asked-as if it were possible for me to 
tell! "If it is not," he went on, "I shall have to turn out of my 
home · here, ana I have not another to go to in the wide world." 
And then it was, seeing my surprise, that she said there had been no 
settlement. ' It was not my husband's intentional fault," she con­
tinued, "and I will never have him blamed, come what will. Things 
were unplea ant at my home, and we hurried on the maITiage, he and 
I, so that he might take me out of it, and there was no time to get a 
settlement drawn up, even had we, either of u , thought of it, which 
we did not." Li tening to this, the notion struck me that it must have 
been something like a runaway marriage; but I said nothing, only 
bade her ~ke heart and hope for a boy. "I cannot imagine any lot 
in life now so delightful as this would be-that I and my baby-boy 
should live on in this charming place together-I training him always 
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for good," she continued-and a faint pink came into her · delicate 
cheek as she said it, a yearning look into her hazel eyes. " You 
would help me to keep him in health and make him strong, would you 
not, Mr. Layne ? " I answered that I would do r11y best. Poor 
thing! she was only eighteen yesterday, she told me. I hope she'll 
be able to keep the place; I hope it won't go over her head to rough 
Parker Chavasse. And a rough-mannered man he is: I saw him once. 

Coming home I met Thompson. The lawyer stopped, ever ready 
for a chat. I spoke about this expected child, and the changes its 
arrival might make. "It's quite true that Lady Chavasse would have 
to turn out," said he. " Every individual shilling is entailed. Books, 
plate, carriages-it all goes with the title. I'm not sure but Sir Pete::\:; 
old clothes have to be thrown in too, so strict is the entail. No 
settlement on her, you say, Layne ? My good fellow, old Peter had 
nothing to settle. He had spent his income regularly, and there lay 
nothing beyond it. I've heard that that was one of the reasons why 
the Ousts objected to the match." ,v ell, it seemed a curious position : 
I thought so as Thompson went off; but I don't understand law, and 
can take his word for it. And now to bed. If--

,vhat's that'? A carriage drawing up to the house, and the night­
bell ! I am wanted somewhere as sure as a gun, and my night's rest 
is stopped, I suppose. Who'd Le a doctor? Listen I There's my 
wife opening the street-door. What-does she call out to me? Lady 
Chavasse not well ? A carriage waiting to take me to the Grange ? 
Thank fortune at least that I have not to walk there. 

May 22nd.-Four days, and nothing noted down. But I have been 
very busy, what with Lady Chavasse and other patients. The doubt 
is over, and over well. 'l'he little child is a boy, and a nice little 
fellow, too; healthy, and likely to live. He was born on the 20th. 
Lady Chavasse, in her gladness, says she shall get well all one way. 
I think she will : the mind strangely influences the body. But my 
lady is a little hard-what some might call unforgiving. Her mother 
came very many miles, posting across country, to see her and be 
reconciled, and Lady Chava.sse refused to receive her. Mrs. Oust had 
to go back again as she came. I should not like to see my wife treat 
her mother so. 

May 30th.-The child is to be named Geoffry Arthur. Sir Peter 
had a dislike to his own name, and had said he hoped never to call a 
boy of his by the same. Lady Chavasse, mindful of his every wi h, 
has fixed on the other two. I asked her if they were the names of 
relatives: she laughed and said, No; she chose them because she 
thought them both nice-sounding and noble names. 

'l'he above is all that need be copied from Mr. Layne: one has to 
be chary of space. Little Sir Geoffry grew and thrived : and it was a 
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pleasure, people say, to see how happy his mother and he were, and 
how she devoted herself to him. He had come to her in the mid::;t of 
her desolation, when she had nothing else to care for in life. It was 
already seen that he would be much like his father, who had been a 
very good-looking man in his day. Little Geoffry had Sir Peter's 
fair complexion and his dark-blue eyes. He was a sweet, tractable 
child ; and Lady Chavasse thought him just an angel come down from 
heaven. • 

Time went on. When Geoffry was about seven years old-and a 
very pretty boy, ·with fair curls-he went out surreptitiously on a 
fishing expedition, fell into the pond, and was nearly drowned. it left 
a seYere cold upon him, which his nurse, Wilkins, said served him 
right. However, from that time he seemed to be less strong ; and at 
length Lady Chavasse took him to London to show him to the doctors. 
The doctors told her he ought to be, for a time, in ·a warmer climate : 
and she went with him into Devonshire. But he still kept delicate. 
And the upshot was that Lady Chavasse let the Grange for a long 
term to the Goldingham family, and went away. 

And so, many years passed. The Goldinghams lived on at the 
Grange : and Lady Chavasse nearly slipped out of remembrance. 
Mr. Layne fell into ill health as he grew older, and advertised for a 
partner. It was Duffham who answered it (a youngish man then) and 
they went into arrangements. 

It is necessary to say something of Mr. Layne's children. There 
were four of them, girls. The eldest, Susan, m_arried a Lie11tenant 
Layne (some distant relative, who came from the West Indies), and 
went with him to India, where his regiment was serving, taking also 

• her next sister, Eleanor. The third, Elizabeth, was at home; the. 
young one, Mary, born several years after the others, was in a school 
as governess-pupil , or under-teacher. It is not often that village 
practitioners can save money, let alone make a fortune. 

The next thing was, that Mr. Layne died. His death made all the 
differ~nce to hi~ family. Mr. Duff ham succeeded to the practice; by 
arrangement he was to pay something yearly for five years to Mrs. 
Layne ; and she had a small income of her own. She would not quit 
the house ; it was hers now her husband was gone. Mr. Duff ham took 
one opposite: a tall house, with a bow-window to the parlour: before 
that, he had been in apartments. Mary Layne came home about this 
time, and stayed there for some weeks. She had been much over­
worked in the school, and Mrs. Layne thought she required rest. She 
was a pleasing girl, with soft brown eyes and a nice face, and was very 
good and gentle; thinking alwa) s of others, never of self. Old Duff ham 
may choos_e to deny it now he's grown older, but he thought her superior 
then to the whole world. 

Matters were in this state when news spread that the Goldinghams 
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hatl received notice to quit the Grange: Sir Geoffry, who would be of 
age the following year, was coming home to it with his mother. Ac­
cordingly the Goldinghams departed ; and the place was re-embellished 
and put in order for the rightful owner. He arrived in April with Lady 
Chavasse : and I'll copy for you what Duffham says about it. Mr. 
Layne had then been dead about two vearc 

[ From Afr. DuJllutm,'s Dia1·y.] 
April 29th.-1'he new people-or I suppose I ought to say the old 

people-reached the Grange yesterday, and I was called in to-day to tho 
lady's-maid-"Wilkins. :My lady I don't like; Sir Geoffry I do. He 
is a good-looking, slight young man of middle height, with a fair refined 
face and honest eyes, blue as they tell me Sir Peter's used to be. An 
honourable, well-intentioned young fellow I am sure; affable and con­
siderate as his mother is haughty. Poor Layne used to cry her up ; he 
thought great things of her. I do not. It may be that power has 
made her selfish, and foreign travel imperious; but she's both selfish 
and imperious now. She is nice-looking still ; and though she wants 
but a year of forty, and her son is only one-and-twenty, they are almost 
like brother and sister. Or would be, but for Sir Geoffry's exceeding 
consideration for his mother; his love and deference for her are a 
pattern to the young men of the present day. She has trained him to 
be obedient, that's certain, a11d to love her too : and so I suppose she 
has done her duty by him well. He came down the broad walk with 
me from the hall-door, talking of his mother: I had happened to say 
that the place must seem quite strange to Lady Chavasse. "Yes, it 
must," he answered. "She has exiled herself from it for my sake. 
Mr. Duffham," he continued warmly, "you cannot imagine what an 
admirable mother mine has been! She resigned ease, rest, society, to 
devote herself to me. She gave me a. home-tutor, that she might her­
self watch over and train me ; she went to and fro between England 
and foreign places with me everlastingly ; even when I was at Oxford, 
she took a house a mile or two out, that we might not be quite separated. 
I pray Heaven constantly that I may never cross her in thought, word, 
or deed: but live only to repay her love." Rather Utopian this: but 
I honour the young fellow for it. I've only seen him for an hour at 
most, and am already wishing there were more like him in the world. 
If his mother has faults, be does not see them; he will never honour 
any other woman as he honours her. A contrast, this, to the contempt, 
ingratitude, and disrespect that some sons think it manly to show their 
best and truest earthly parent. 

My lady is vexed, I can see, at this inopportune illness of her maid's; 
for the Grange is all upside down with the preparations for the grand 
ftte to be held on the 20th of next month, when Sir Geoffry will come 
of age. W"ilkins has been in the family for many years ; she wa 
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originally the boy's nurso : and is quite the right hand of Lady 
Chavasse, so far as household management goes. Her illness just now 
i8 inopportune. 

[Encl, for the present, of M1·. Dt~ff'kam's Dia1·y.J 
Nothing was talked of, in the village or out of it, but the grand 

doings that were to usher in the majority of Sir Geoffry. As to Lady 
Chavasse, few people had seen her. Her maid's illness, as was sup­
posed, kept her indoors; and some of the guests were already arriving 
at 1jP,e Grange. 

dµe morning, when it wanted about a week to the 20th, Mrs. Layne, 
making a pillow-case at her parlour window, in her widow's cap and 
spectacles, with the venetian blind open to get all the light she cotlld, 
was startled by seeing Lady Chavasse's barouche draw up to her door, 
and Lady Chavasse preparing to descend from it. Mrs. LaS,ne 
instinctively rose, as to a superior, and took her glasses off: it has been 
said she was of a humble turn: and upon Lady Chavasse fixing her 
eyes upon her in what seemed some surprise, dropped a curtsy, and 
thought to herself how fortunate it was she happened to have put a 
clean new cap on. w ·ith that, Lady Chavasse said something to the 
footman, who banged the carriage-door to, and ordered the coachman 
across the road. Mrs. Layne understood it at once: she had come to 
the house in mistake for Duffham 's. Of course, with that grand 
carriage to look at opposite, and the gorgeous servants, and my lady, 
in a violet' velvet mantle trimmed with ermine, alighting and stepping 
in to Duffham's, Mrs. Layne let fall her pillow-case, and did no more 
of it. But she was not prepared, when Lady Chavasse came out ·again 
with Mr. Duffham, to see him escort her over the road to her gate. 
Mrs. Layne had just time to open her parlour-door, and say to the 
servant, "In the other room : show her ladyship into the other room," 
before she went off into complete bewilderment, and ran away with the 
pillow-case. 

The other room was the best room. Mary Layne sat there at the old 
piano, practising.' She had seen and heard nothing of all this ; and 
rose in astoni hment when the invasion took place. A beautiful lady, · 
whom Mary did not know or recognize, was holding out a delicately­
gloved hand to her, and sa) ing that she resembled her father. It was 
Mary Layne's first meeting with Lady Chava e : she had just come 
home again from some heavy p1ace of teaching, finding her strength 
unequal to it. 

"I should have known you, I t.hink, fol' a daughter of Mr. Layne's 
had I met you in the street," said Lady Chava se, graciously. 

fary was blushing like anything. Lady Chavasse thought her an 
elegant girl,· in spite of the shabby black silk she was dressed in: very 
pretty too. At least, it was a nice countenance ; and my lady quite 
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• took to it. Mrs. Layne, having collected her wits, and taken off Lcr apron, came iIJ. then: and Mary, who was humble-minded also, though not exactly in the same way that her mother was, modestly retired. My lady was all graciousness: just as much so that morning as she used to be. Perhaps the sight of Mrs. Layne put her in mind of the old days when she was herself suffering trouble in a widow's cap, and not knowing how matters would turn out for her, or how they would not. She told Mrs. Layne that she had, unthinkingly, bid her servants that morning drive to Mr. Layne's! and it was only when she saw Mrs. Layne at the window in her widow's cap, that she remembered the mistake. She talked of her son Geoffry, praising his worth ar;d his goodness ; she bade Mrs. Layne to the fete on the 20th, saying she mu t come and bring her two daughters, and she would take no denial. And Mrs. Layne, curtsying again-which did not become her, for she was short and stout-opened the front-door to her ladyship with her own hands, and stood there curtsying until the carriage had dashed away. "·we'll go on the 20th," she said to her daughters. "I didn't like to say nay to her ladyship ; and I should be glad to see what the young heir's like. He was as pretty a boy as you'd wish to see. There'll no doubt be some people there of om· own condition that we can mix with, and it will be in the open air: so we shan't feel strange." But when the day arrived, and they had reached the Grange, it seemed that they felt very st!ange. Whether amidst the crowds they did not find any of their "own condition," or that none were there, Mrs. Layne <lid not know. Once, they came near Lady Chavasse. Lady Chavasse, surrounded by a bevy of people that Mrs. Layne took to be lords and ladies-and perhaps she was right-bowed distantly, and waved her hand, as much as to say," Make yourselves at home, but don't trouble me : " and Mrs. Layne curtsyed herself to a respectful distance. It was a fine bright day, very warm; and she sat on a bench in the park with her daughters, listening to the band, looking at the company, and wonder­ing which was the heir. Some hours seemed to pass in this way, and gradually the grounds grew deserted. People were eating and drinking in a distant tent-the lords and ladies Mrs. Layne supposed, and she did not presume to venture amongst them. Presently a young man approached, who had observed from a distance the solitary group. A fat old lady in widow's mourning; and the younger ones in pretty white bonnets and new black silks. 
" Will you allow me to take you where you will find some refresh­ment?" he said, raising his bat, and addressing Mrs. Layne. She paused before answering, taken aback by his looks, as she described it afterwards, for he put her in mind of Sir Peter. It was as nice a face as Sir Peter's used to be, clean-shaved, except for the light whiskers : and if those were not Sir Peter's kindl:r blue eyes, why, her memwy failed her, But the dress puzzled Mrs, Layne: he wore a 
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dark-blue frock-coat ancl grey trousers, a white waistcoat with a thin 
gold chain passed across it and a drooping seal : all very nice and 
gentlemanly certainly, but quite plain. What she had expected to see 
the heir attired in, Mrs. Layne never afterwards settled with herself: 
perhaps purple and miniver. . 

"I beg your pardon sir," she said, speaking at length, "but I think 
you must be Sir Geoffry?" 

" Yes, I am Sir Geoffry.'' 
" Lord bless me ! " cried Mrs. Layne. 
She told him who she was, adding, as an apology for being found 

there, that her ladyship had invited her and her girls, and wouldn't 
take a denial. Geoffry held out his arm cordially to lead her to the 
tent, and glanced behind at the "girls," remembering what his mother 
had said to him of one of them: " a sweet-looking young woman, 
Geoftry, poor Layne's daughter, quite an elegant -girl." Yes, she was 
sweet-looking and elegant also, Geoffry decided. The elder one was 
like her mother, short, stout, and-Geoffry cou1d not help seeiqg it­
commonplace.. He told Mrs. Layne that he could remember her 
husband still: he spoke of a ride the doctor had taken him, seated 
before him on his horse ; and altogether in that short minute or two 
won, by his true affability, the heart of the doctor's widow. 

The tent was crowded to confusion. Waiters were running about, 
and there was much rattle of knives and forks. Sir Geoffry could find 
only two places anywhere ; at which he seated Mrs. Layne and her 
daughter Elizabeth, according to precedence. 

"I will find you a place in the other tent, if you w111 come with me," 
he said to Mary. 

She wished to refuse. She had a suspicion that the other tent was 
the one for the II lords and ladies," people who were altogether above 
her. But Sir Geoffry was holding up the canvas for her to pass out, 
and she was too timid to disobey. He walked by her side almost in 
silence, speaking a courteous word or two only, to put her at her ease. 
The band was playing •• The Roast Beef of Old England." 

But tlie other lent seemed in worse confusion as far as crowding 
went. Some one turned on her seat to accost Sir Geoffry : a slight, 
upright girl, with finely-carved features of that creamy white rarely 
seen, and a haughty expression in her very Hght eyes. 

"You are being waited for, Geoffry. Don't you know that you 
pre ide ? " _ 

' No; nonsense!" he answered. " There's to be nothing of that sort, 
Rachel ; no presiding. I am going to walk about and look out for 
stray people. Some of the strangers will get nothing, if they are not 
seen after. Cou1d you make room for one by you ? ,, 

"Who is it? " she asked. 
Sir Geoffry said a. word in her ear, and she moved a few inches 
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higher up. He stepped back to Mary Layne. She ha<l been looking 
at the young lady, who was so richly dressed-in some thin material of 
shimmering blue and lace-and who was so utterly at her ease as to be 
sitting without her bonnet, which she had put at her feet. 

"We have made a place for you," said Sir Geoffry. "I fear you 
will be a little crowded. Miss Layne, Rachel." 

Mary waited to thank him before taking it. Her cheeks were full of 
blushes, her soft dark eyes went out to his. She felt ashamed that 
he should take so ,mµch trouble for her, and strove to say so. Sir 
Geoffry held her hand while he answered, his own eyes looking back 
again. 

But Mary sat for some minutes before any one came to wait on her. 
The young lady '"'horn Sir Geoffry had called Rachel was busy with 
her own plate, and did not observe. Presently, she looked round. 

"Dear me! what are they about? Field!" she imperatively called 
to the butler, who was passing. He turned at once. 

"My lady? " 
"Have the goodness to attend here," said Lady Rachel, illdicating 

the vacant space before Miss Layne. "This young lady has had 
nothing." 

"So I really am amidst the lords and ladies," thought Mary, a8 the 
butler presented her with a card of the dishes, made out in French, 
and inquired what she would be -pleased to take. She was inex­
perienced and shy ; and did not know where to look or what to say. 
Lady Rachel spoke to her once or twice, and was civilly distant: and 
so the half-hour was got over. - When Sir Geoffry's health was proposed 
by Lord L., the young baronet suddenly appeared in his rightful place 
at the head of the table. He thanked them all very heartily in a few 
wor.ds; and said -he hoped he slwukl live long, as they had all just been 
wishing him, live that he might repay his dear mother one tithe of the 
sacrifices she had made, and the love she bad lavished on him. 

The cheers broke forth as he finished, his eyes wet with the sincerity 
of his feeling, the music burst out with a crash, "See the conquering 
hero comes," and Mary Layne felt every nerve thrill within her; as if 
she would faint with the excess of unwonted emotion. 

[.ilfr. Duff.ham's D iary.] 

June 2nd.-The rejoicings are well over, and Sir Geoffry Chavasse is 
his own master. In law, at any rate; but it strikes me he will never 
know any will but his mother's. It's not that he possesses none of bis 
own-rather the contrary, I fancy ; but in his filial love and reverence 
he merges it in hers. It is, on th~ one .hand; good to see ; on the 
other, one can but fancy his ideal of the fifth commandment is some­
what exaggerated. Lady Cbavasse on her part seems bound up in him. 
Tr, him there is no sign of imperiousness, no assertion of self-will: and, 
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~o far as can be seen, she does ·not exact deference. '' Geoffry, would 
you wish this? " she says. " Geoffry, would you like the other? My 
darling Geoffry, don't you think it might be well to do so·-and-so?" 
No. It is a case of genuine filial respect and love ; and one can but 
honour Lady Chavasse for have gained it. 

My lady has condescended to be almost confidential ·with me. The 
illness of her maid has been a long and serious one, and I have had to 
be a good deal at the Grange. "Sir Geoffry is engaged to be married, 
Mr. Duffham," she said to me yesterday, when our conversation had 
turned-as it often does turn-on Sir Geoffry. I could not help showing 
some sm-prise : and, one word leading to another, I soon grasped the 
whole case. Not so much by what she directly said, as by the habit I 
have of putting two-and-two together. 

Conspicuous amidst the guests at the fete on the 20th of May, was 
Lady Rachel Derreston: a cold, self-possessed girl, with strictly classical 
features, and the palest blue eyes I ever saw. It would be a very 
handsome face-and indeed is so-but for its cold, proud expression; 
she is the daughter of one of Lady Chavasse's sisters, who married the 
Earl of Derreston, and is now a very slenderly-portioned widow with 
some expensive daughters. It is to this Lady Rachel that Sir Geoffry 
is engaged. The engagement is not of his own seeking, or of hers; 
the two mothers settled it between them when the children were 
young; they have been brought up to look on each other as fnture 
husband ancl wife, and have done so as a matter-of-course. Neither of 
them, by what I can gather, has the slightest intention, or wish, to turn 
aside from fulfilling the contract: they will ratify-it in just the same 
business manner and with the same calm feelings that they would take 
the lease of a house. It is not their fault: they should not have been 
led into it. Human nature is cross and contrary as a crab : had the 
two young people been thrown together now for the first time, and 
been warned not to fall in love with each other, the chances are they 
would have t\1mbled headloog into it before the week was out: as it 
is, they like each other as cousins, or brother and sister, but they'll 
never get beyona that. I can see. The two old sisters have a private 
understanding with each other-and my young Lady Rachel dutifully 
falls in with it-that after the marriage Lady Chavasse shall still live 
and rule at the Grange. Indeed she implied it when she let fall the 
word , perhaps unthinkingly-" Geoffry would never marry to put me 
out of my home here, Mr. Duffham." And I am sure that he never 
would. 

Lady Rachel is here still. I often see her and Sir Geoffry together, 
indoors or out; but I have never yet seen a symptom of courtship on 
either side. They call each other " Geoffry " and " Rachel ; " and are 
as indifferently familiar as brother and sister. That they will be 
sufficiently happy with a quiet, moonlight kind of happiness, is al~ost 
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snre. I find that I am not at liberty to mention this engagement 
abroad: and that's why I say my lady has grown confidential with 
me. 

June 29tlt.-W'ilkins continues very ill; and it puts my lady about 
amazingly. The maid who has been taking Wilkins's duties, Hester 
Picker, is a country girl of the locality, Goody Picker's daughter; her 
services being as different from those of the easy, experienced ,vilkins, 
as darkness is from light. "She manages my hair atrociously," cried 
my lady to me, one · day, in her vexation; " she attempted to write a 
note for me in answer to inquiries for the character of my late page, 
and the spelling was so bad it could not be sent." 

Lady Rachel has left. Sir Geoffry escorted her to her home (near 
Bath), stayed two days t!:iere, and came back again. And glad to be 
back, evidently: he does not care to be long separated from his mother. 
The more I see of this young fellow, the more I like him. He has no 
bad habits; does not smoke or swear : reads, rides, drives, loves 
flowers, and is ever ready to do a good turn for rich or poor. " You 
appear to have grown up quite strong, Sir Geoffry," I said to him to­
day when we were in the greenhouse, and he leaped on a ledge to do 
something or other to the broken cord of the window. "Oh, quite," 
he answered. " I think I am stronger and heartier than most men : 
and I owe thanks for it to my mother. It was not only my health of 
body she cared for and watched ove1~ but of mind. She taught me to 
love rational pursuits ; she showed me how to choose the good, and 
reject the evil : it is she alone who has made me what I am." 

July 5th.-Mary Layne is going to the Grange as companion to 
Lady Chavasse. "Humble companion," as my lady takes care to put 
it. It has been brought about in this way. Wilkins is slightly im­
proving : but it will be months before she can resume her duties about 
Lady Chavrn;;se : and my lady has at length got this opinion out of me. 
"Five or six months!" she exclaimed in dismay. "But it is only 
what I have lately suspected. Mr. Duffham, I have been thinking that 
I must take a companion; and now this has confirmed it. A humble 
companion, who will not object to do my hair on state occasions, and 
superintend Picker in trimming my dresses, especially the lace; and 
who will write notes for me when I desire it, and read to me when Sir 
Geoffry's not here; and sit with me if ·r wish it. She wouldn't dine 
with us, of course; but I might sometimes let her sit down to luncheon. 
In short, what I want is a we11-educated, lady-like young woman, who 
will make herself useful. Do you happen to know of one ? " 

I mentioned Mary Layne. She has been wishing not to return to 
the heavy work and confinement of a school, where she had to sit up 
late, night after night, correcting exercises, and touching up drawings 
by gas-liglit. My lady caught at it at once. "Mary Layne ! the very 
thing. I like the look of the girl much, Mr. Duff ham ; and of course 
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she won't be abuve doing anything required of her: Layne, the 
apothecary's daughter, cannot be called a gentlewoman in position, 
you know.1' 

She forgot I was an apothecary also; I'll give her that credit. 
But this is a specimen of the way my lady's exclusive spirit peeps 
out. 

And so it is settled. And if Miss Mary had been suddenly offered 
a position in the Royal household, she could not _have thought more of 
it. "Mr. Duffham, I will try my very best to satisfy Lady Chavasse," 
says she to me, in an ecstasy; " I will do anything and everything 
required of me : who am I, that I should be above it? " And by the 
glistening of her sweet brown eyes, and the rose-ulush on her cheeks1 

it would seem that she fancies she is going into fairy-land. vVell, the 
Grange is a nice place: and she is to have thirty guineas a-year. At 
the last school Rhe had twenty pounds: at the fi,rst ten. 

[ Encl of the Diary f 01· tlie p1·esent.] 
Miss Layne entered the Grange with trepidation. She had neycr 

been inside the house, and at first thought it was fairy-land realized 
and that she was out of place in it. A broad flight of three or four 
steps led up to the wide entrance-door ; the brilliant colours from ihe 
painted windows shone on the mosaic pavement of the hall; on the 
right were the grand drawing-rooms; on the left the dining-room and 
Sir Geoffry's library. Behind the library, going down a step or two 
was a low, shady apartment, its glass doors opening to a sma11 grass 
plat, round which flowers were planted; and beyond it lay th~ fragrant 
herbary. This little room was called the garden-room; and on the 
morning of Miss Layne's arrival, after she had taken off her things, 
Rester Picker (who thought almost as much of the old surgeon's 
daughter as she did of my lady) curtsyed her into it, and said it 
was to be :Mi. s Layne's sitting-room, when she was not with my 
lady. 

Mary Layne looked around. She thought it charming. It had an 
old Ttlrkey carpet, and faded red chairs, and a shabby checked cloth 
on the table, with other ancient furniture; but the subdued light was 
grateful after the gari h July sun, and a sweetness came in from the 
herbs and flowers. Mary stood, wondering what she had to do first, 
and not quite daring to sit down even on one of the old red chairs. 
The Grange was the Grange, and my lady was my lady ; and they 
were altogether above the sphere in which she had been brought up. 
She had a new lilac muslin dress on, fre h and simple ; her smooth 
brown hair had a bit of lilac ribbon in it; and she looked as pretty and 
ladylike as a girl can look. Standing at the back, there beyond the 
able, was she, when Sir Geoffry walked in at the glass doors, his light 
summer coat thrown back, and a heap of mall paper packets in his 
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hands, containing seeds. At first he looked astonished: not remember­
ing her. 

" Oh, I beg your pardon ! " he exclaimed, his face lighting up, as he 
took off his straw hat. " Miss Mary Layne, I think. I did not know 
you at the moment. My mother said she expected you to-day." 

He came round to her with outstretched hand, and then put a chair 
for her, just as though she had been a duchess-or Lady Rachel 
Derreston. Mary did not take the chair : she felt strange in her new 
home, and as yet very timid. 

"I am not sure what Lady Chavasse would wish me to do," she 
ventured to say, believing it might be looked upon as next d·oor to a 
crime to be seen idle, in a place where she was to receive thirty guineas 
a-year. "There appears to be no work here." 

"Get a book, and read!" cried Sir Geoffry. "I'll find you one as 
soon as I have put up these seeds. A box of new novels has just come 
from town. I hope you will make yourself at home with us, and be 
happy," he added, in his kindness, 

" Thank you, sir; I am sure I shall" 
He was putting up the seeds, when Lady Chavasse entered. She 

ha~ a way of taking likes and· dislikes, and she never scrupled to show 
either. On this first day, it seemed that she did not know how to make / enough of Mary. She chose to forget that she was only to be the 
humble companion, and treated her "as a guest. She cari'ied her in to 
take luncheon with herself and Sir Geoffry; she made her play and 
sing; she showed her the drawing-rooms and the flower-gardens, and 
finally took her out in the barouche. She certainly did not ask her in 
to dinner, but said she should expect her to come to the drawing-room 
afterwards, and spend the evening. And Miss Layne, not ignorant of 
the customs obtaining in great houses, dressed herself for it in her one 
evening dress of white spotted muslin, and changed the lilac ribbon in 
her hair for blue. 

So that, you perceive, the girl was inaugurated at the Grange as a 
young lady, almost as an equal, and not as a servant-as Lady 
Chavasse's true opinion would have classed her. That was mistake 
the first. For it led Sir Geoffry to make a companion of Miss Layne ; 
that is, to treat her as though she belonged to their order; which 
otherwise he certainly would not have done. Had Miss Layne been 
assigned her true place at first-the place that Lady Chavasse meant 
her to fill, that of an inferior and humble dependent-Sir Geoffry, ont 
of simple respect to the girl and to bis mother, would have kept his 
distance. 

As the time passed on they grew great friends. Lady Cltavas e 
retained her liking for Mary, and saw no harm in tµe growing intimacy 
with Sir Geoffry. That was mistake the second. Both of them were 
cl.rifting into love i but Lady Chavasse dreamt it not. The social gulf 
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that spread itself between Sir Geoffry Chavasse, ot Chavasse Grange, 
and Mary Layne, daughter of the late hard-worked village apothecary, 
waR one that Lady Chavasse would have said (had she been asked to 
think about it) could never be bridged over: and for this·very reason 
she saw no danger in the intercourse. She regarded Mary Layne as 
of a totally different caste from themselves, and never supposed but Sir 
Geoffry did so too. 

And so time went on, on the wings of love. There were · garden 
walks together and moonlight saunterings; meetings in my lady's 
presence, meetings without it. Sir Geotfi-y1 going in and out of the 
garden-parlour at will, as he had been accustomed to do-for it was 
where all kinds of things belonging to him were kept : choice seeds, his 
fishing-rods, his collection of butterflies-would linger there by the hour 
together, talking to Mary at her work. And, before either of them was 
conscious of the danger, they had each passE_ld into a dream that 
changed everything about them to Paradise. ' • :, 

Of course, Sir Geoffry, when he awoke to the truth--that it was' love· 
-ought to have gone away, or have contrived ·to get his mother· to 
dismiss Miss Layne. He did nothing of the sort. And for this, sorrie 
people-Duffham for one-held him even more to blame iuan for any­
thing that ha,'pened afterwards. But L.OW coul~ he voluntarily blight 
his new happiness, and hers ? It was so intense as to absorb every 
ot]ler feeling; it took his common sense away from him. And thus 
they went dreaming on together in that one spring-time ( of the heart, 
not of the weather) , and never thought about drifting into shoals and 
pitfalls. . -

In the autumn my lady went to the seaside in Cornwall, taking Mary 
as. .lter maid, and escorted by her son. " vVill you do for me what 
I want while I am away? I do not care to be troubled with Picker," 
, he h~d said ; and Mary replied, as in duty bound, that she would. It 
i .' inconvenient to treat a maid as a lady, especially in a strange place, 
nnd Mary found that during this sojourn Lady Chavasse did not attempt 
it. To all intents and purposes Mary was the maid now; she did not 
sit witli her lady, she took her meals apart ; she was, in fact, regarded 
a. the lady's-maid by all, and nothing else. Lady Chavasse even took 
to calling her "Layne." This, the sudden dethroning of her social 
statu. , was the third mistake; and this one, as the first, was my lady's. 

ir Geoffry had been led to regard her as a companion ; now he saw 
her but as a servant. But, servant or no servant, you cannot put love 
out of the heart, once it has possession of it. 

At the month's end they returned home : and there Mary found that 
he was to retain this lower station: never again would she be exalted 

as she had been. Lady Chavasse had tired of the new ·toy, and just 
carelessly allowed her to find her own level. Except that' Miss Layne 
sat in the gnr len-tparlour, and her meals were served there, she was 
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not very much distinguished from Hester Picker and the other servants; 
indeed, Picker sometimes sat in the parlour too, when they had lace, 
or what not, to mend for my lady. Geoffry in his heart .was grieved at 
the changed treatment of Miss Layne; he thought it wrong and unjust; 
and to make up for the mistake, was with her a great deal himself. 

Things wete in this position when Lady·Chavasse was summoned to 
Bath : her sister, Lady Derreston, was taken rn. Sir Geoffry escorted 
her thither. Picker was taken, not Miss Layne. In the countess's 
small household, Mary, in her anomalous position-for she could not 
be altogether put with the servants-would have been an inconvenience; 
and my lady bade her make herself happy at the Grange, and left her 
a lot of fine needlework to get through. 

Leaving his mother in Bath, Sir Geoffry went to London, stayed a 
week or so, and then came back to the Grange. Another week or two, 
and he returned to Bath to bring his mother home. And so the winter 
set in, and wore on. And now all that has to be told to the paper's 
end is.taken from diaries, Duffham's and others. But for convenience' 
sake, I- put it as though the words were my own, instead of copying 
them literally. 

Spring ca.me in early. February was not quite at an end, and the· 
trees were beginning to show their green. All the month it had been 
warm weather ; but people said it was too relaxing for the season, and 
they and the trees should suffer for it later. A good deal of sickness 
was going about; and, amongst others who had to give in for a time, 
was Duff ham himself. He had inflammation of the lungs. His brother 
Luke, who was partner in a medical firm elsewhere, came to Church 
Dykely for a week or two, to take the. patients. Luke was a plain•• 
speaking man of forty, with rough hair and a good heart. 

The afternoon after he arrived, an applicant came into the surgery 
with her daughter. It was Mrs. L:iyne, but the temporary doctor did 
not know her. Mrs. Layne never did look like a lady, and he did not 
mistake her for one : he thought it some respectable countrywoman : 
she had flung a very ancient cloak over her worn morning gown. She 
expressed herself disappointed at not seeing Mr. Duffham, but opened 
the consultation with the brother instead. Mrs. Layne took it for 
granted she was known, and talked accordingly. 

Her daughter, whom she kept calling Mary, and nothing else, had 
been ailing lately ; she, Mrs. Layne, could not think what was the 
matter with her, unless -it was the unusually warm spring. She grew 
thinner and weaker daily ; her cheeks were pale, her eyes seemed to 
have no life in them: she was very low in spirits; yet, in spite of all 
this, Mary had kept on saying it was "nothing." My Lady Chavasse 
-retv-·ning home from London yesterday, whither she had accom-
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panied her soh a week or two ago, and whom-she had left there-was 

so much struck with the change she saw in Mary, who li,,ed with her 

as humble companion, Mrs. Layne added, in a parenthesis, that she 

insisted on her seeing Dr. Duffham, that he might prescribe some 

tonics. And accordingly Mary had walked to her mother's this afternoon. 

Mr. Luke Duffham· listened to all this with one ear, as it were. He . 

supposed it might be the warm spring, as suggested. However, he took 

Mary into the patients' room, and examined lrer: felt her pulse, looked 

at her tongue, sounded her chest, with all the rest of it that doctors 

treat their clients to; and asked her this, that, and the other-about 

five-and-t\\-·enty questions, when perhaps five might have clone. The 

upshot of it all was that Mary Layne went off in a dead faint. 

"What on earth can be the matter with her?" cried the alarmed 

mother, when they had brought her round. 
Mr. Luke Duflham, going back to the surgery with Mrs. Layne, shut 

the doors, and told her what he thought it was. - It so startled the old 

lady that she backed against the counter and upset the scales. 

" How dare you say so, sir ! " 
"But I am sure of it," returned Mr. Luke. 
" Lord be good to me l " gasped Mrs. Layne, looking like one 

terrified out of her seven senses. "The worst I feared was that it 

might be consumption. A sister of mine died of it." 
"W'here shall I send the medicine to?'' inquired the doctor. 

"Anywhere. Over the way, if you like," continued Mrs. Layne, in 

her perturbation. 
"Certainly. ,vhere to, over the way?'' 
" To my house. Don't you know me? I am the widow of your 

brother's late partner. This unhappy child is the one he was fondest 

of; she is only nineteen, much younger than the rest." 

"Mrs. Layne ! 11 thought Luke Duffham, in surprise, " I wish I had 

known; I might have hesitated before speaking plainly. But where 

would have been the good? " 
The first thing Mrs. Layne did, ·was to shut her own door against 

Mary, and send her back to the Grange in a shower of anger. She 

was an honest old lady, of most irreproachable character; never 

needing, as she phrased it, to have had a blush on her cheek, for her­

self or any one belonging to her. In her indignation, she could have 

cmsbed Mary to the earth. Whatever it might be that the poor girl 

had done, robbed a church, or shot its parson, her mother deemed that 

she deserved banging. 
Mary Layne walked back to the Grange: where else had she to go? 

Broken-hearted, humiliated, weak almost unto death, she was as a 

reed in her mother's bands, yielding herself to any command given; 

and only wishing she might die. Lady Chavasse, compassionating her 

evident suffering, brought her a glass of wine with her own hand, and 
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inquired what Mr. Duff ham said, and whether he was going to give her 
tonics. Instead of answering, Mary went into_ another faint : • and my 
lady thought she had overwalked herself. " I wish I had sent her in 
the carriage," said she kindly. And while the wish was yet upon hei· 
lips, Mrs. Layne arrived at the Grange, to request an audience of her 
ladyship. 

Then was commotion. My lady talked and stormed, Mrs. Layne 
talked and cried. Both were united in one thing-heaping reproaches 
on Mary. They were in the grand drawing-room-where my lady 
had been sitting when Mrs. Layne was shown in. Lady Chavasse sat 
back, furious and scornful, in her pink velvet chair ; Mrs. Layne 
stood ; Mary had sunk on the carpet kneeling, her face bent, her 
clasped hands raised as if imploring mercy. This group was suddenly 
broken in upon by Sir Geoffry-who had but then reached the Grange 
from town. They were too noisy to notice him. Halting in dismay 
he had the pleasure of catching a sentence or two addressed to the 
unhappy Mary. 

" The best thing you can do is to find refuge in the workhouse," 
stormed Lady Chavasse. "Out of my house you turn this hour." 

--" The best" thing you can do is to go on the tramp, where you won't 
he known,"· amended Mrs. Layne, who was nearly beside herself with 
conflicting emotions. "Never again shall you enter the home that was 

. your poor dead father's. You wicked girl !-and yon hardly twenty 
years old yet I ·But, my lady, I can but think-though I know we are 
humble people, as compared with you, and perhaps I've no right to say 
it-that Sir Geoffry has not behaved like a gentleman. 

"Hold your tongue, woman," said her ladyship. "Sir Geoffry--" 
" Sir Geoffry is at least enough of a gentleman -to take his evil deeds 

on himself, and not shift them on to others," spoke the ·baronet, 
stepping forward-and the unexpected interruption was startling to 
them all. My lady pointed imperatively to the door, but he stood his 
ground. 

It was no doubt a bitter moment for him; bringing home to him an 
awful amount of self-humiliation : for throughout his life he had st.riven 
to do right instead of wrong. And when these better men yjeld to 
temptation instead of fleeing from it, the reacting sting is of the 
sharpest. The wisest and strongest sometimes .fall : and find too late 
that, though the fall was so easy, the picking-up is of all things most 
difficult. Sir Geoffry's face was white as death. 

"Get up, Mary," he said gently, taking her hand to help her in a11 
respect. " Mrs. Layne," he added, turning to face the others ; " my 
dear mother-if I may dare still to call you so-suffer me to say a 
word. For all that has taken place, ram alone to blame; on me only 
must it rest. The fault-- " 

" Sin, sir," interrupted Mrs. Layne, 
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"Yes. Thank you. Sin. The sin lies with me, not with Mary. 
In my presence reproach shall not be visited on her. She has enough 
trouble to bear without that. I wish to Heaven that I had never­
Mrs. Layne, believe me," he resumed, after the pause, "no one can 
feel this more keenly than I. And, if circumstances permit me to 
make reparation, I will make it ! " 

Sir Geoffry wanted (circumstances permitting, as he short.ly put it) 
to marry lVfary Layne; he wished to do it. Taking his mother intu 
another room he told her this. Lady Cha:vasse simply thought him 
mad. She grew a little afraid of him, lest he should set her and all 
high rules of propriety at nought, and do it. 

But trouble like this cannot be settled in an hour. Lady Chavasse, 
in her great fear, conciliated just a little : she did 11ot turn l\liss Layne 
out at once, as threatened, but suffered her to remain at the Grange for 
the night. 

"In any case, whatever may be the ending of this, it is not from my 
family that risk of exposure must come," spoke Sir Geoffry, in a tone 
of firmness. "It might leave me uo alternatiYe." 

" No alternative? " repeated Lady Chavasse. "How?" 
" Between my duty to you, and my duty to her," said Sir Geoffry, 

And my lady's heart fainted within her at the suggested fear. 

They were together in the library at Chavasse Grange, Lady 
Chavasse and her only son Geoffry. It was early morning; they had 
sat in_ the breakfast-room making a show of partaking of the morning 
meal, each of them with that bitter trouble at the heart tlw.t had been 
known only-to my lady, at least-since the previous day. But the 
farce of speaking in monosyllables to one another coulJ not be kept up 
-the trouble had to be dealt with, and without delay; and when the 
poor meal could not be prolonged by any artifice, Sir Geoffry held 
open the door for his mother to pass through: and crossed the hall 
with her to the library. Shut within its walls they could discuss the 
secret in safety; no e) e to see them, no ear to hear. 

Sir Geoffry mechanically stirred the fire, and placed a chair for his 
mother near it. The weather appeared to be changing. Instead ot 
the unseasonable relaxing warmth that had been upon the earth up to 
t~e previous day, n. cold north-east wind had set in, enough to freeze 
people's manow. The skies were grey and lowering ; the trees shook 
and moaned : winter was taking up his place again. 

So much the better. Blue skies and brightness would hardly have 
accorded with Sir Geoffry's spirit. He might l1ave to endure many 
cruel visitations ere he died, but never a one so cruel as this. No evil 
that Heaven can send upon us, or man inflict, is so hard to bear as self­
reproach. 
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If ever a son had idolized a mother, it bad surely been • deoffrv 
Chavasse. They bad been knit together in the strongest bonds of fili;l 
love. His whole thought from his boyhood had been her comfort : to 
have sacrificed himself for her, if needs must, would have been a 
cheerful task. When he came of age, not yet 1:0 very many months 
ago, he had resolved that his whole future life should be devoted to 
promote her happiness-as her life had been devoted to him in the 
days of his sickly boyhood. Her wishes were his ; her word his law; 
he would have died rather than cause her a moment's pain. 

And how had he, even thus early, fulfilled this? Look at him, as 
he leans against the heavy framework of the window, drawn back from 
it that the light may not fall on his subdued face. The brow is bent in 
grievous doubt; the dark-blue eyes, generally so honestly clear, are hot 
with trouble; the bright hair hangs limp. Yes; he would have died 
rather than bring his mother pain: that was his true creed and belief; 
but, like many another whose resolves are made in all good faith, he had 
signally failed, even while he was thinking it, and brought pain to her 
in a crushing heap. He hated himself as he looked at her pale 
countenance ; at the traces of tears in her heavy eyes. Never a 
minute's sleep had she 'had the previous night, it was plainly to be 
seen ; and, as for him, he had paced his chamber until morning, not 
attempting to go to rest. But there was a task close before him, 
heavier than any that had gone before; heavier even than this silent 
repentance-the deciding what was to be done in the calamity ; and 
Sir Geoffry knew that his duty to his mother and his duty to another 
would clash with each other. All the past rnght he had been earnestly 
trying to decide which of the two might be evaded with the least sin­
and he thought he saw which. 

Lady Chavasse had taken the chair he placed for her; sitting upright 
in it, and waiting for him to speak. She knew, as well as he, that this 
next hour would decide their fate in life : whether they should still be 
together a loving mother and son ; or whether they should become 
estranged and separate for ever. He crossed to the fireplace and pt!t 
bis elbow on the mantelpiece, shielding his eyes with his hand. Jnst 
a few words, he said, of his sense of shame and sorrow; of regret that 
he should have brought this dishonour on himself and bis mother's 
home; of hope that he might he permitted, by Heaven and circum­
stances, to work out his repentance, in endeavouring daily, hourly 
constantly, to atone to her for it-to her, his greatly-loved mother 
And then-lifting his face from the band that had partially hidden it­
he asked her to be patient, and to hear him without interruption a little 
further. And Lady Chavasse bowed her head in acquiescence. 

"Nothing remains for me but to marry Miss Layne," he began: and 
my lady, as she heard the expected avowal, bit her compressed lips 
" It is the only course open to me; unless I would forfeit every claim 
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to honour, and to the respect of upright men. If you will give your 
consent to this, the evil may be in a degree repaired ; nothing need 
ever be known; Mary's good name may be saved-mine, too, if it 
comes to that-and eventually we may be all happy together--" 

"Do not try me too much, Geoffry," came the low interruption. 
" Mother, you signified that you would hear me to the end. I will 

not try you more than I can help ; but it is necessary that I should­
speak fully. All last night I was walking about my room in self­
commune ; deliberating what way was open, if any, that it would be 
practicable to take-and I saw but this one. Let me marry her. It 
will be easy of accomplishment-speaking in reference to appearances 
and the world. She might go for a week or two to her mother's ; for a 
month or two, if it were thought better and less suspicious; there is 
110 pressing hu1Ty. We could then be married quietly, and go abroad 
for a year or so, or for longer; and come back together to the Grange, 
and be your dutiful and loving children always, just as it was intended 
I and Rachel should be. But that you have liked Mary Layne very 
much, I might have felt more difficulty in proposing this." 

"I have liked her as my servant," said Lady Chavasse, scornfully. 
"Pardon me, you have liked her as a lady. Do you remember once 

saying--it was when she first came-that if you had had a daughter 
yon could have wished her to be just like Mary Layne. Before I ever 
saw her, you told me she was a sweet, elegant young woman; and­
mother-she is nothing less. Oh, mother, mother! " continued Sir 
Geoffry, with emotion, "if you will but forget your prejudices for my 
sake, and consent to what I ask, we would endeavtrnr to be ever 
repaying you in love and services during our after-life. I know what 
a great sacrifice it will be; but for my sake I venture to crave it of 
you-for my sake." 

A great fear lay upon Lady Chavasse : it had lain on her ever since 
the previous day-that he might carry this marriage out of his own 
will. So that she dared not answer too imperatively. She was bitterly 
hurt, and caught her breath with a sob. 

"Do you want 'to kill me, Geoffry?" 
"Heaven knows that I wish I had been killed, before I brought this 

distress upon you," was his rejoinder. 
" I am distressed. I have never felt anything like it since your 

father died. No; not once v.hen you, a child of seven, were given over 
in illness, and it was thought you would not live till morning." 

Sir Geoffry passed bis band hastily across his eyes, in which stood 
the hot tear . His heart was sore, nearly unto breaking ; his ingratitude 
to his mother seemed fearfully great. He longed to throw himself at 
her feet, and clasp her knees, and teH how deep for her was his love, 
bow true and deep it always would be. 

"Though the whole world had united to deceive me, Geoffry, I coultl 
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never have believed that you would do so. Why did you pretend to 
be fond of Rachel? " 

"I never pretended to be fonder of Rachel than I was. I liked her 
as a cousin, nothing more. I know it now And-mother "-he 
added, with a flush upon his face, and a lowering of the voice, " it is 
better and safer that the knowledge should have come to me before our 
marriage than after it." 

"Nonsense," said Lady Chavasse. "Once manied, a man of right 
principles is always safe in them." 

Sir Geoffry was silent. Not very long ago, he had thought himself 
sa fe in his. ·with every word, it seemed that his shame and his sin 
came more glaringly home to him. 

" Then you mean to tell me that you do not like Rachel-- " 
"That I have no love for her. If-if there be any one plea thnt I 

can put forth as a faint shadow of excuse for what has happened, it lie8 
in my love for another. Faiut it is, Heaven knows ; the excuse, not 
the love. That is deep enough ; but I would rather not speak of it to 
you-my mother." 

" And that you never will love Rachel?" continued Lady Chavasse, 
as though he had not interposed. 

'' Never. It is impossible that I can ever love any 011e but Mary 
Layne. I am grateful, as things have turned out, that I did not decei\'o 
Rachel by feigning what I could not feel. Neither does she love me. We 
were told to consider ourselves beh'othecl, and did so accordingly; bu t, 
co far as love goes, it has not been so much as mentioned between u ·." 

"What else have you to say ? " asked Lady Chavasse. 
"I might say a great deal, but it would all come round to the same 

point ; to the one petition. that I am beseeching you to grant-that you 
will sanction the marriage." 

Lady Chavasse's bands trembled visibly within their rich lace frill , 
as they lay passive on her soft dress of fine geranium cashmere. Her 
lips grew white with agitation. 

" Geoffry ! " 
" My darling m0ther.1

~ 

' ' I have heard you. Will you hear me ? 11 

" You know I will. 11 

" More than one-and-twenty years ago, my husband died within these 
walls ; .and I-I was not eighteen, Geoffry-felt utterly desolate. But, 
as the weeks went on, I said my child will be born, if God permit, and 
he will bring me comfort. You were born, Geoffry ; you did bring me 
comfort: such comfort that I thought Heaven had come again. You 
best know, my son, what our life has been; how we have loved each 
other : bow pleasantly time has flown in uninterrupted happiness. I 
have devoted myself, my time, my energies, everything I possessed, to 
you, my best treasure ; I have given up tho world for you, Geoffry ; I 
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had only you left in it. Is it fitting that you should fling me from you 
now; that you should blight my remaining days with misery; that you • 
should ignore me just as though I were already dead-and all for the 
sake of a stranger ? 

"But--'' 
"I have not finished, Geoffry. For the sake of a stranger, whom a 

few months ago neither you nor I had ever seen? If you think this­
if yo·u deem that you would be acting rightly, and can find in your · 
heart to treat me so, why, you must do it.1' 

"But what I wish and propose is quite different!" he exclaimed in 
agony. ·" Ob, mother, surely you ca:n understand me-and the dilemma 
I am placed in ? " 

" I understand all perfectly." 
"Ah yes!" 
"Geoffry, there is no middle course. You mu_st choose between me 

and--her. Once she and I separate-it will be to-day-we can never 
meet again. I will not tolerate her memory; I will never submit to 
the degradation of hearing her named in my presence. Our paths lie 
asunder, Geoffry, far as the poles: hers lies one way, mine another. 
You must decide for yourself which of them you will follow. If it be 
mine, you shall be, as ever, my dear and honoured son, and I will 
never, never reproach you with your folly: never revert to it; never 
think of it. If it be hers, why, then-I will go away somewhere and 
hide myself, and leave the Grange free for you. And I-I dare say-
hall not live long to be a thorn in your remembrance." 

She broke down with a flood of bitter sobs. Geoffry Chavasse bad 
never seen his mother shed such. The hour was as trying to her as to 
him. She had loved him with a strangely selfish love, as it is in the 
nature of mothers to do; and that she should have to bid him choose 
between her and another-and one so entirely beneath her as Lady 
Chavasse considered Mary Layne to be-was gall and wormwood. 
Never would she have stooped to put tbe choice before him, even in 
words, but for her dread that he might be intending to take it. 

"It is a fitting 'end, GeQffry-that this worthless girl should supplant 
me in your home and heart," she was resuming when her emotion 
allowed; but Geoffry stood forn ard to face her, his agitation great as 
her own. 

" An instant, mother: that you may fully understand me. The 
duty I owe you, the allegiance and the love, are par.amount to all else 
on earth. In communing with myself last night, as I tell you I was, 
my heart and my reason alike showed me this. If I must choose be­
tween you and Mary Layne, there cannot be a question in my mind on 
which side duty lies. In all honour I am bound to make her my wife, 
and I should do it in all affection: but not in defiance of you ; not to 
thrust rudely aside the love and ·obligations of the past one-and-twenty 
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years. You must choose for me. If you refuse your approval, I 
have no resource but to yield to your decision; if you consent, I shall 
thank you and bless you for ever.'' 

A spasm of pain passed across the mouth of Lady Chavasse. She 
could not help saying something that arose prominently in her mindi 
though it interrupted the question. 

" And you can deem the apothecary Layne's daughter fit to p1ate 
with Sir Geoffry Chavasse?" 

"No, I do not. Under ordinary circumstances, I should never h::we 
thought of such a thing. This unhappy business has a sting for me, 
mother, on many sides. ·wm you give me your decision?" he added, 
after a pause. 

"I have already given it, Geoffry-so far as I am concerned. You 
must choose between your mother, between all the hopes and the 
home-interests of one-and-twenty years, and this alien." 

" Then I have no alternative." 
She turned her gaze steadily upon him. A sob rose in his throat aa 

he took her hands, his voice was hoarse with emotion. 
" To part from her will be like parting with life, mother. I can 

never know happiness again in this world." 
But the decision was irrevocable. ·what further passed between Sir 

Geoffry aud his mother in the remaining half-hour they spent together; 
how much of entreaty and anguish was spoken on his side, how much 
of passionate plaint and sorrow on hers, will never be known. But she 
was obdurate to the last letter : and Sir Geoffry's lot in life was fixed. 
Mary Layne was to be sacrificed: and, in one sense of the word, him­
self also : and there might be no appeal. 

Lady Chavasse exacted from him that he should quit the Grange at 
once without seeing Miss Layne, and not return to it until Mary had 
left it for ever. Anything he wished to say to her, he was to write. 
On Lady Chavasse's part, she voluntarily undertook to explain to Miss 
Layne their conversation faithfully, and its result; and to shield the 
young lady's good name from the censure of the world. She would 
keep her for some time longer at the Grange, be tender with her, 
honour her, drive out with her in the carriage so that they might be 
seen together, subdue her mother's anger, strive to persuade Mr. Luke 
Duffham that his opinion had been mistaken, and, in any case, bind 
him clown to secrecy: in short, she would make future matters as easy 
as might be for Mary, as tenaciously as though she were her own 
daughter. That she promised this at the sacrifice of pride and of much 
feeling, was indisputable ; but she meant to keep her word. 

However miserable a night the others had passed, it will readily be 
imagined tbat Mary Layne had spent a wQ!·se. She made no pretence 
of eating breakfast; and when it was taken away sat at her work in 
the garden-parlour, trying to do it; but her cold fingers dropped the 
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needle e,rery minute, her aching brow felt as though it were bursting. 
Good-hearted Hester Picker was sorry to see her looking so ill, and 
wished the nasty trying spring, hot one day, cold the next, would just 
settle itself down. 

Mary rose from her chair, and went upstairs to her own bedroom for 
a brief respite: in her state of mind it seemed impossible to stay long 
quiescent anywhere. This little incidental occurrence frustrated one 
part of the understanding between Sir Geoffry and his mother-that he ' 
should quit the house without seeing Miss Layne. In descending, she 
chanced to cross the end of the corridor just as he came out of his 
mother's room after bidding her farewell. The carriage waited at the 
door, his coat was on his arm. Mary would have shrunk back again, 
but he bade her wait. 

"You must allow me to shake her hand, and say just a word of 
adieu, mother; I am not quite a brute," he whispered. And Lady 
Chavasse came out of her room, and tacitly sanctioned it. 

But there was literally nothing more . than a hand-shake. Miss 
Layne, standing still in all humility, turned a little white, for she 
guessed that he was being sent from his home through her. Sir 
Geoffry held her hand for a moment. 

"I am going away, Mary. My mother will explain to you. I have 
done my best, and failed. Before Heaven, I have striven to the utter­
most, for your sake and for mine, to make reparation ; but it is not to 
be. I leave you to my mother ; she is your friend ; and you shall hear 
from me in a day or two. I am now going to see Mrs. Layne. Good­
bye : God bless you always 1 '' 

But, ere Sir Geoffry reached the hall, Lady Chavasse had run 
swiftly down, caught him, and was drawing him into a room. The 
fear had returned to her face. 

"I beard you say you were going to call on Mrs. Layne. Geoffry, 
this must not be." 

"Not be I " he repeated, in surprise. "Mother, I am obeying you in 
• all essential thing~ ; but you cannot wish to reduce me to an utter 

craven. I 0'1.e an explanation to Mrs. Layne almost in the same 
degree that I owe it to you ; and I shall certainly not quit Church 
Dykely until I have given it." 

"Ob, well-if it must be," she conceded, afraid still. "You-you 
will not be drawn in to act against me, Geoffry? " 

" o power on earth could draw me to that. You have my first 
and best allegiance ; to which I bow before every other consideration, 
before every interest, whether of my own or of others. But for that, 
should I be acting as I am now? Fare you well, mother." 

She heard the carriage-door closed ; she heard Sir Geoffry's order to . 
the footman. Even for that order, he was cautious to give a plausible 
excuse. 

J hnny Ludlow.-11. 12 
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" Stop at Mrs. Layne's. I have to leave a message from • het 
ladyship." 

'l'he wheels _ of the carriage crunched the gravel, bearing off Sir 
Geoffry in the storm of sleet-which bad begun to fall-and Lady 
Chavasse passed up the stairs again. Taking the hand of Mary-who 
had stood above like a statue-never moving-she led her, gently 
enough, into her dressing-room, and put her in a comfortable chair by 

1the fire; and prepared for this second interview. 
Briefly, Lady Chavasse recounted what she had to say. Sir Geoffry 

had found himself obliged to choose between Miss Layne and her, his 
mother. Mary Layne sat with her hands before her face, and acknow­
ledged that, if it came to such a choice, he had chosen rightly. And 
then, in forcible language, because it came from her heart, my lady 
drew a picture of the life-long happiness she and her son had enjoyed 
together, of her devotion and sacrifices for him, of his deep love and 
reverence for her : and she quietly asked Mary to put herself in 
imagination in her place, and say what her feelings would have heen 
had a stranger come in to mar this. Had she any right to do this?­
Lady Cbavasse asked her-would she be justified in destroying the ties 
of a life, in thrusting herself between mother and son ?-in invoking a 
curse·, his mother's curse, on him? My lady did not spare her: but 
she spoke in no angry tone, rather in a piteous and imploring one : and 
Mary, feeling as if matters were befog put to her own better feeling, 
sobbed, and shook, and shrunk within herself, and could have knelt at 
Lady Chavasse's feet for pardon in her distress and humiliation. 

And that was the end of the wretched business-as Duff ham phrases 
it in his diary-so far as the Grange and its people were concerned. 
Mary Layne stayed, perforce, two or three weeks longer at the house, 
and my lady made much of her : she took her out daily in her carriage ; 
she said to her friends, in the hearing of her servants and the sym­
pathizing Hester Picker, how vexatious it was that the relaxing, 
unseasonable weather had brought out the delicacy that was latent in 
Miss Layne's constitution, and that she feared she must let her go 
away somewhere for a change. Mary submitted to all. She was in 
such a self-abased frame of mind that had my lady desired her to 
immolate herself on a blazing pyre, she would have gone to it meekly. 
My lady had interviews with Mrs. Layne, and with Duffham (who had 
got well then), and with his brother Luke. At the two or three weeks' 
end, Miss Elizabeth Layne came by appointment to the Grange, and 
she and Mary were driven to the nearest station in my lady's own 
carriage on their way to the seaside: or to elsewhere, as it might be. 
And never an ill breath, in the Grange or out of it, transpired to 
tarnish the fair fame of Mary Layne. 

But my laay was not honest in one respect. The letter that arrived 
for Mary from Sir Geoffry a day or two after bis depA.rture, was never · 
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bivcn to her. l\{y lady knew she might trust her son implicitly_; ·he 
could only be straightforward and keep his word in all things ; . never• 
theless. she deemed the fire the safest place for the weighty epistle· of 
many sheets. On the other hand, Mary wrote to Sir Geofl!Y, saying 
that the alternative he had chosen was the only one possibJe ·to liim. 
Nothing, no prayers of his, she said, would have induced her tcf put 
herself between him and his mother, even had he so -far forgotten his 
duty as to urge it. It was a good and sensible letter, and none blrt a 
good and unselfish girl c·ould have written it. • • • 

So that ended the (fream and the romance. And I hope the reader 
does not forget that it is Duffham's diary that's telling all this, and not 
I. For though dreams and romance seem to be in Duffham's line, 
they are not in mine. 

• ' 

NoT very long after the time that Mary Layne quitted Chavasse· 
Gnrnge -having closed-all connection with it, never to be to it hence~ 
forth but as an utter stranger-her eldest sister, Susan, the wife of 
Captain Richard Layne, arrived in England from India with her children. 
four little ones; the eldest seven years old, tb~e- youngest eighteen 
months. The children had been ailing, and she brought them over, for 
a twelvemonth's change. Mrs. Layne w~s a good deal worn herself, 
for the only nurse she had with her, a coloured woman, was sea-sick 
during the voyage. Her sister Eleanor, who originally went out with 
her to Calcutta, had ma<le an excellent match ; having married Allan 
McAlpin, the younger partner in the staid old firm of McAJpin Brothers, 
inerchants of high standing, and wealthy men. 

The first thing .Mrs. Richard Layne did on arrival was to establish 
herself in lodgings in LiYerpool, the port she landed at (in order to rest 
a week or two from the fatigues of the voyage) and send for her 
mother and sister Elizabeth. In answer came a letter from her mother9 • 

saying she was not equal to the journey and that Elizabeth was from 
home. It contained Elizabeth's present address, and also vne or two 
items of news that startled young Mrs. Layne well-nigh out of her 
senses. Leaving her children to their nurse's care, she started for tho 
address given, and found her two sisters, Elizabeth and Mary. The· 
one living in a chronic state of outponring sarcasm and reproach; the 
other meekly. taking all as not a tithe of her just due. 

After a day or two given to natural grief and l&mentation, Mrs. 
Richm· l Layne took matters into her o,rn capable hands. She con-· 
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sidered that a more complete change would be good for Mary, antl 
decided to convey her to the Continent. She wrote a long and con~ 
fidential lettet to her husband in India, of what she meant to do : and 
then she went back to Liverpool vvith Elizabeth, to leave the latter in 
charge of her own , children and their coloured nurse, during her 
absence -across the Channel. Mrs. Layne then returned to Mary, and 
they started together for France. · 
" Shortly after this, old Mrs. Layne fell ill : and Elizabeth, when she 
found she must go home in consequence, left a responsible English 
nurse with the coloured woman and children. Not for several months 
afterw_ards did Mrs. Richard Layne and Mary return from abroad ; and 
at the end of _the twelvemonth they all went back to India-Mrs. 
Layne, her children, the native nurse, and Mary. Mary accompanied 
them in the capacity of governess. 

After that a couple of years went on. 

[ From 1.lfiss Mary Layne's Jou1·nal, written in Calcutta, at the house 
df Captain Layne.] · 

June 10th.-Coo1 of the evening. Susan came to the schoolroom in 
the midst of the geography lesson this morning, and told me an old. 
friend of mine at home had called, al).d I was to come into the verandah 
to see her. I never was more surprised. It was Jane Arkill; my chief 
friend in our old school-days. She has married a Mr. Cale, a doctor, 
who has just come ou.t here to practise. Mrs. Cale says she shall never 
grow reconciled to the heat of India. While she sat telling us home 
news, she alternately wiped her pale face and stared at me, because 
I am so much altered. She thinks she should not have known me. 
It is not that my features have changed, she says, but that I have 
grown so much graver,· and look so old. ·when people talk like this, 
I long to tell them that things have changed me; that I have passed 
through a fiery trial of sin and suffering ; that my life is one long 
crucifixion of inward, silent repentance. When I first came out, two 
years ago, and people would say, " It must be the climate that is 
making Miss Layne look so ill," it seemed to me like the worst hypocrisy 
to let them think it was-the climate, and not to tell the truth. This 
feeling came back again to-day, when Jane Arkill-I shall often forget 
to caU her "Cale "-said my eyes had grown to have a sad look in 
them ; and Susan answered that young ladies faded quickly in India ; 
and that Mary would apply herself too closely to the children's studies 
in spite of remonstrance. Too closely? vVhy, jf I devoted every hour 
of my life, night and day, to these dear children, I could never repay 
wnat their mother-or their father, either-has done for me . 
. ~fy mother is very well, Jane says, but lame, and cannot get nbont 
much: she saw her only sL--c weeks ago-for they came out by the 
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overl nd route. Only six: weeks ago !-to hear that one has seen my 

dear mother so recently as that, makes it seem almost as though I had 

seen her but yesterday. My darling mother !-whom my conduct so 

grieved and outraged at the time, and who was so quick to forgive me 

and to do so much for me. What a message she has sent me ! " Give 

my love to dear Mary, and say I hope she is happy with her s-isters.1! 

Elizabeth, too, sent me her love. "I saw your little Arthur, Mrs. 

Layne," Jane Cale then said to my sister: "he is a sweet little fellow; 

your mother and Elizabeth are so fond of him. They call him Baby 

Arthur." I felt my face growing whiter than death: but ·Susan, who 

was never I believe put out in her life, quietly sent me away with a 

message to the nurse-that she might bring the children. When I 
got back, Captain Layne had come in and had the baby on his 

shoulder : for nurse had made more haste than I. " None of your 

children here are so fair as the little one your, wife left in England, 

Captain Layne," Jane Cale was saying, as she looked at them one by 

one. "You mean little Arthur," returned the Captain, in his ready 

kindness ; "I hear he is fair." "Have you never seen him?" "No; 

how should I have seen him?" asked Captain Layne, laughing: 

"he was born over there, and my wife left him behind her as a 

legacy to her mother. It is rather a hazard, Mrs. Cale, as perhaps you 

know, to bring out very young infants to this country." Susan came 

to the rescue : she took the baby and put him on his feet, that Mrs. 

Cale should see how well ·he walked for his twelvemonth's age. But it 

did not answer. No doubt Jane thought that the more she told tliem 

abou~ Baby Arthur in England, the better pleased they would be. How 

much difference was there, she asked, between this child and little 

Arthur-eighteen months ?-and how much between Arthur and the 

one above him? "Oh," said the captain, "if it comes to months, you 

must ask my wife. Come here, sir," he called to Robert, who was 

tumbling over the little black bearer, " tell this lady how old you are, 

for I am sure I can't." "I'm over four," lisped Bobby. "Ab, I see," 

said Jane Cale, " Baby Arthur is just between them." ''- Exactly so," 

said Captain Layne : " Susan, I think these children may go to their 

own quarters now." They went at once, for I have trained them to be 

obedient, and I escaped with them. It is the first time any human 

tongue has spoken to me of Baby Arthur. I think if Captain Layne 

had looked at me I should have died: but he is ever kind. Never, by 

so much as a word, or look, or tone, since the hour when I first set foot 

ou these shores, bis wife' humbled sister, his children's meek governess 

-and it is more than good of him to entrust their training to me/­

never ha he betrayed that he as much as knew anything, still less 

thought of it. 
Oh, how events have been smoothed for me !~how muc;:h more thim 

! q.eserve have I to be tqankful for l 
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[ Letter from Captain iayne's Wife to ·her 1.lfotlie1· at Chu1·ch Dykely.] 

Calcutta, September 2nd. 
MY DARLL."iG MOTHER, 

.I am sitting down to answer your letter, which arrived by last 
mail : for I am sure you must wonder at my long silence and think it 
an age since I wrote. But the truth is, I have had a touch of my old 
compl~int-intermittent fever-and it left me ·very weak and languid. 
1 know you have an untiring correspondent in Eleanor. Perhaps that 
makes m.e a little ~egligent in writing home, though I am aware it 
ought not to do so. 

w· e were truly glad to welcome Mrs. Cale, because she had so 
recently come from you. I cannot say that I have seen mucli of her 
a~ yet, fot it was just after she got out that my illness began ; and when 
I grew better . my husband sent me to the hills for a change. Mary 
went with llie and the children. She is the greatest comfort. Mother 
dear, in spite of what we know of, I do not think Mary has her equal 
for true worth in this world. Y c,u say that Mrs. Cale, ·in writing homo 
to you, described Mary as being so altered; so sad and subdued. Why, 
my dear mother, of course she is sad; how could it be otherwise? I 
do not suppose, in her more recent life, she has ever felt other than the 
most intense sadness of mind; no, not for one minute: and it is only to 
be expected that this must in time show itself in the countenance. I 
spoke to her about it one day; it is a long, long time ago now ; saying 
I did not like to see her retain so much saclness. "It cannot be helped," 
she answered; "sadness must always follow sin." 

And now I must tell you, even at the risk of being misunderstood­
though I am sure you know me too well to fear I should seek to 
countenance or excuse wrong-doing-that I think Mary takes an exag­
gerated view of the past. She seems to think it can never be v,ripecl 
out, never be palliated. Of course, in one sense, it never can: but I 
don't see why she need continue to feel this intense humiliation, as if she 
ought to have a cordon drawn round her gown to warn all good folks 
from its contact. Look again at that persistent fancy of hers~ always to 
wear blQ,ck ; it is writing about her gown puts me in mind of ft. Black, 
black, black: thin silk when the heat will allow, oftener a dreary, 
rusty-blf!.ck-looking . }tind of soft muslin that is callecl here "black 
jaconit~,"-b.ut I really don't know whether that's the way to spell the 
thing . . During. the late intense heat, we have talked her into a black­
and~white muslin : that is, white, with huge black spots upon it in the 
form. of a melon. Only once did I speak to her about wearing white a:s we do; J have never ventured since. She turned away with a shiver, 
and said white was no longer for her. Mother, dear, if any one ever 
lived to work out on eai:th their .repentance for sin, surely it is Mary. 
The more I Ree of her innate goodness, the less can I understand the 

~ 

int 
ha 

he 

~ 



A TALE OF SIN, 183 

past. :With her upright principles and strict sense of conscieutiousness 

-and you know that Mary always had these, even a~ a child-I am 

1mable to imagine how it could have been that- But I won't go 

into that. And it may be that the goodness, so remarkable, would not 

have come out conspicuously but for the trial. 

Mrs. Cale gave us such a nice account of" Baby Arthur." She says 

he is very fair and pretty. She has talked to other people about him­

and of course we cannot tell her not to talk. A brother-officer of my 

husband's said to me yesterday : 
" I hear your little boy at home is charming, Mrs. Layne. When 

hall you have him out? " 
"Not yet," I answered. "He was a very delicate baby, and I should 

not like to risk it." 
"Ah," said Major Grant, "that is why you left him in England." 

" My mother takes great care of him," I went on ; " it would break 

her heart if I were to bring him away from her." • 

You will wonder at my writing all this : but it is so new a thing to 

hear " Baby Arthur " made a topic of discussion, and all through Mrs. 

Cale ! Talking of children, Eleanor is, I think, getting somewhat over 

her long-continued disappointment. Four years she has been married, 

and bas none. It is certainly a pity, when she and Allan McAlpin are 

o well off. Not a family in Calcutta lives in better style than they 

-people here talk of the house of McAlpin Brothers as we at home 

talk of Rothschild's and Baring's. I am sure they must be ve"J.'Y rich, 

and poor Eleanor naturally thinks where is the use of the riches when 

there's no child to leave them to. Eleanor said to me the other day 

when she was here, "You might as well make over that child of yours 

to me, Su an,"-meaning Baby Arthur; "he does you no good, and 

mu t be a trouble to mamma and Elizabeth." Of course I laughed it 

off; aying that you and Elizabeth would not part with him for untold 

gold. And I believe it is so, is it not, dear mother? Do you remember 

when I first went to your house with the poor little infant, after his 

birth on the Continent, you took him out of my arms with an averted 

face, as if you would rather have thrown him on the floor, and Elizabeth 

turned away and groaned? '' Mother," I said, "you may grow to love 

the child in time, and then you will be more ready to forgive arid 

forget." And that ha come to pa . 
Mary has always been again t our not telling the truth to Eleanor ; 

he say , even yet, that he feels like a h) pocrite before her ; but I 

feel sure it wa be t and wise t. Eleanor is as sen itive in her way aH 

Mary is; Eleanor hold a high position in the place ; she and her 

husband are both courted, she for herself, he for his riches, for his high 

commercial name, for his integrity; and I know she would have felt 

the slur almost as keenly as Mary. It is true I do not like deliberate 

deceit: but there wa really no need to tell her-it would not have 
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came in last night-" Here's that confounded old warehou~eman ! " It 
was -well the major did not hear him. He has to take St. George to 
task on accasion, and he would have done it then with a will. 

Andrew McAlpin is not an ordinary man. . Head of a wealthy house, 
whDse integrity has never been questioned; himself of unsullied honour, 
of handsome prAsence, of middle age, for surely, in his three-and-fortieth 
year, he may be called it-owner of all these solid advantages, he ha3 
actually turned his attentions upon me. Me ! Oh, if he did but know ! 
-if he could but see the humiliation it brings to this ah·eady too 
humiliated heart. 

Has a glamour been cast over his sight-as they say in his own 
land? Can he not see how I shrink from people when they notice me 
by chance more than .is usual? Does he not see how constantly I have 
tried to shrink from him ~ If I thought that this had been brought 
about by any want of precaution on my part, I should be doubly 
miserable. ,vhen I was assistant-teacher at school in England, the 
French governess, poor old Madame de Visme, confided to me some­
thing that she was in the habit of doing ; it was nothing wrong in itself, 
but totally opposed to the arbitrary rules laid down, and, jf discovered, 
might have caused her to be abruptly dismissed. "But suppose it 
were found out, madame ? " I said. " Ah non, mon enfant," she 
answered; "je prends mes precautions." Since then I have often 
thought of the words: and I say to myself, now as I write, have I taken 
precautions-proper ones ? I can hardly tell. For one thing, I was 
at first, and for some time, so totally unprepared : it would no more 
have entered my mind to suppose Mr. McAlpin would think of paying 
attention to me, than that the empty-headed Lieutenant St. George­
who boast,g that his family is better than anybody's in India, and intends 
to wed accordingly if he weds at all-would pay it. 

·when it first' began-and that is so long ago that I can scarcely 
remember, nearly a year, though-Mr. McAlpin would talk to me about 
the children. I felt proud to answer him, dear little things; and I knew 
he liked them, and Allan is his brother's godchild, and Robert is 
Eleanor's. I am afraid that is where I was wrong : when he came 
talking, evening after evening, I should have been on my guard, and 
begged Susan to excuse me from appearing as often as she would. The 
great evil lies in my having consented to appear at all in company. 
For two years after I came out-oh, more than that; it must have been 
nearly three-I resolutely refused to join them when they were not 
alone. It was Major Layne's fault that the rule was broken through. 
One day, when invitations were out for an evening party, Susan came 
to me and said that the major particularly requested I would appear at 
it. " The fact is, Mary," she whispered, "there bas been some talk at 
the mess : you are very much admired-your face, I mean-and some 
of t4em began wondering whether th.ere was any ·reaeon for your nev.er 
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appearing in ociety; and wh~ther y~m could really be ID) i ter. 

Richard was not present-that goes without saying-the colonel 

reoeated it to him afterwards in a joking way. But what the major 

a-sis this, Mary-that he knows India an-d gossiping tongues better 

than you do, and he desires for all our sakes, for yours of course 

especially, that you will now and then show yourself with us. You are 

to begin next Tuesday evening. Richard begs you will. And I have 

been getting you a black net dress, with a little white lace for the body 

-you cannot say that's too fine." The words "for all our sake " 

decided it; and I said I would certainly obey Major Layne. What el c 

could I do? 
That was the beginning of it. Though I go out scarcely ever with 

the major and Susan, declining invitations on the plea of my duties as 

governes , it has certainly grown into a habit with me to pend my 

evenings with them when they are at home. 
But I never supposed anything like this would come of it. It has 

always seemed to me as if the world could see me a little as I see 

myself, and not think of me as one eligible to be chosen. As oon as I 

su pected that Mr. McAlpin came here for me, I strove to how him 

as plainly as I might that he was making a mistake. And now this 

proves, as it seems to me, how wrong it was not to tell my sad story to 

Eleanor, but to let her think of me as one still worthy. Susan knows 

how averse I ·was to its suppression ; but she overruled me, and said 

Richard thought with her. Eleanor would have whispered it to her 

husband, and he might have whi pered to bis brother Anchew, and tbi 

new perplexity have been spared. It is not for my own sake I am so 

sorry, but for his : crosses and vexations are only my due, and I try to 

take them patiently; but I grow hot with shame every time I think 

how be is deceived. Oh, if he would only speak out, and end it I that 

I might thank him and tell him it is impossible: I should like to say 

unfit. Susan might give hin1 a hint; but when I urge her to do so, sho 

laughs at me and asks, How can she, until he has spoken? 
October 25th-It bas come at last. Mr. McAlpin, one of the be t 

men amidst the honourable men of the world, has asked me to become 

bi wife. Whilst I was trying to answer him, I burst into tears. \Ve . 

were quite alone. "Why do you weep? 11 he a keel, and I answered 

that I thought it wa becau e of my gratitude to him for his kindne , 

and because I wa o unworthy of it. It was perhaps a hazardou ' 

thing to say-but I wa altogether confu ed. I mu t have explained 

my elf badly, for he could not or would not unde1 tand my refu al; he 

said he certainly should decline to t.ake it: I mu t con ider it well-for 

a week-or a month-as long as I liked, provided I said ' Yes " at la t. 

When the crying was over, I felt myself again ; and I told him, ju t 
as quietly and calmly as l could speak, that I should never many; 

never. He a ked whlJ, and as I was hesitating whau reason to give, 
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and praying to be helped to speak right in the emergency, we were 
interrupted. 

Oh, if I could only tell him the naked truth, as I here write it ! That 
the only one living man it would be possible for me to marry is 
separated from me wider than seas can part. The barrier was thrown 
up between us years ago, never to be overstepped by either of us : 
whilst at the same time it shut me out from my kind. For this reason 
I can never marry, and never shall marry, so long as the world, for me, 
endures. 

Novembe1· 19th.-This is becoming painful. Mr. McAlpin will not 
give me np. He is all consideration and respect, he is not obtrusive, 
but yet-he will not give me up. There can exist no good reason why 
I should not have him, he says ; and he is willing to wait for months 
and years. Eleanor comes in with her remonstrances : " Whatever 
possesses you, Mary? Yon must be out of your mind, child, to refuse 
Andrew McAlpin. For goodness' sake, get a little common sense into 
your poor crotchety head." Allan McAlpin, in his half-earnest, half­
joking way, says to me, " Miss Layne, I make a perfect husband ·; ask 
Eleanor if I don't; and I know Andrew will make a better." It is so 
difficult for me to parry these attacks. The children even have taken 
it up: and Richard to-day in the schoolroom called me Mrs. McAlpin. 
Susan has tried to shield me throughout. The major says not a word 
one way or the other. 

A curious idea has come across me once or twice lately-that it 
might be almot t better to give Mr. McAlpih a hint of the truth. Of 
course it is but an idea ; one that can never be carried out; but I know 
that he would be true as steel. I cannot bear for him to think me un­
grateful : and he must consider me both ungrateful and capricious. I 
respect him and like him very much, and he sees this : if I were at 
liberty as others are, I would gladly marry him : the great puzzle is, 
how to make him understand that it is not possible. I suppose the 
consciousness of my secret, which never leaves me, renders it more 
difficult for me to be decisive than it would be if I possessed none. Not 
the least painful part of it all is, that he brings me handsome presents, 
and will not take them back again. He is nearly old enough to be my 
father, he says, and so I must consider them as given to me in that 
light. How shall I stop it ?--how convince him? 

November 29tli.~Well, I have done it. Last night there was a grand 
dinner at the mess; some strangers were to join it on invitation ; Susan 
went to spend a quiet hour with the colonel's wife, and ~~r. McAlpin 
came in, and found me alone. ·what possessed me I cannot tell: but 
I began to tremble · all over. He asked what was the matter, and I 
took courage to say that I always now felt distressed to see him come in, 
knowing he came for my sake, and that I could not respond to him as 
l+e wished, We had :qever had so serious a coµversatiQ~ as the one. 
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that ensued. He begged me to at least tell him what the barrier was, 

and where it lay: I thought he almost hinted that it was due to him. 

" There is some particular barrier, I feel sure," he said, " although 

Eleanor tells me there is none." And then I took some more courage, 

inwardly hoping to be helped to speak for the best, and answered Yes, 

there was a barrier ; one that could never be surmounted ; and that I 

had tried to make him see this all along. I told him how truly I 

esteemed him ; how little I felt in my own eyes at being so undeserving 

of the opinion of a good man ; I said I should thank him for it in my 

heart for ever. Did the barrier lie in my loving another ? he asked, and 

I hesitated there. I had loved another, I said: it was before I came 

out, and the circumstances attending it were very painful ; indeed, it 

was a painful story altogether. It had blighted my life; it had isolated 

me from the world; it entirely prevented me from ever thinking of 

another. I do believe he gathered from my agitation something of the 

truth, for he was so kind and gentle. Eleanor knew nothing of it, I 

said; Major and Mrs. Layne had thought there was no need to tell her, 

and, of course, he would understand that I was speaking to him in 

confidence. Yes, be answered, in confidence that I should not find 

misplaced. I felt happier and more at ease with him than I had ever 

done, for now I knew that misapprehension was over ; and we talked 

together on other matters peacefully, until Major Layne entered and 

brought a shock with him. 
A shock for me. One of the guests at the mess came with him : a 

naval officer in his uniform : a big man of fifty or sixty years, with a 

stern countenance and a c1oud of untidy white hair. ·" ,vhere's Susan?" 

cried the major: "out? Come here, then, Mary: you must be hostess." 

And before I knew what or who it was, I had been introduced to 

Admiral Chavasse. My head was in a whirl, my eyes were swimming: 

I had not heard the name spoken openly for years. Major Layne little 

thought he was related to G. C.: Mr. McAlpin had no idea that this 

fine naval officer, Parker Chavasse, could be cousin to one of whom 

I had been speaking covertly, but had not named. The admiral is 

on cruise, has touched at Calcutta, and his vessel is lying in Diamond 

Harbour. 
Nove:mbe:i· 30tli.-Oh dear! oh dear ! That I should be the recipient 

of so much goodness, and not be able to appreciate it! 

A message came to the schoolroom this morning; Miss Layne was 

wanted downstairs. It was Susan who sent, but I found Mr. McAlpin 

alone. He b d been holding a confidential interview with Susan: and 

Susan, bearing how much I had said to him last night, confided to him 

all. Oh, and he was willing to take me still ; to take me as I am ! I 

fell down at his feet sobbing when I told him that it could not be. 
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[Private Not,e from Major Layne's Wife to hm· Motlier at Ohurch 
Dylcely.] 

Just half-a-dozen lines, my dear mother, for your eye alone : I enclose 
them in my ordinary letter, meant for the world in general as well as 
you. Mr. McAlpin knows all; but he was still anxious to make her 
his wife. He thinks her the best and truest girl, excellent ·among 
women. Praise from him is praise. It was, I am certain, a most 
affecting interview ; but they were alone. Mary's refusal-an absolute 
one-was dictated by two motives. 1'he one is that the old feelings 
hold still so much sway in her heart (and, she says, always will) as to 
render the idea of a union with any one else absolutely distasteful. 
The other motive was consideration for Andrew McAlpin. " I put it 
to you what it would be," she said to him, "if at any time after onr 
marriage, whether following closely upon it, or in years to come, thiR 
story of mine should transpire? ·1 should die with shame, with grief 
for your sake: and there could be no remedy.- No, no; never wm I 
subject you, or any one else, to that frightful chance." 

And, mother, she is right. In spite of Mr. McAlpin's present dis­
appointment, I know he thinks her so. It has but increased his 
admiration for her. He said to me, "Henceforth I shall look upon 
her as a dear younger sister, and give her still my heart's best love and 
reverence.'' 

And this is the private history of the affair : I thought I ought to 
disclose it to you. Richard, while thinking she has. done right, say it 
is altogether an awful pity (he means inclusive of the past), for she's a 
trump of a girl. And so she is. 

Ever yours, dear mother, 
SUSAN LAYNE. 

IT was a lovely place, that homestead of Chavasse Grange, as seen in 
the freshness of the summer's morning: and my Lady Chavasse, looking 
from her window as she dressed, might be thinking ~o. The green 
lawn, its dew-drops sparkling in the sun, was dotted ~th beds of many 
coloured flowers ; the thrush and blackbird were singing in the sur­
rounding trees; the far-off landscape, stretched around in the di tance 
was beautiful for the eye to rest upon. 

Nearly hidden by great clusters of roses, some of which he wa 
plucking, and talking at the same time to the head-gardener who stood 
by, was a good-looking gentleman of some five-and-twenty years. His 
light morning coat was flung back from the snowy white wai,tcoat, 
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across which a gold chain passed, its seal drooping ; a blue necktie, just 
as blue as his blue eyes, was carelessly tied round his neck. He might 
have been known for a Chavasse by those self•same eyes, for they had 
been his father's-Sir Peter's-before him. 

"About those geraniums that you have put out, Markham," he was 
saying. " How came you to do it? Lady Chavasse is very angry ; 
she wanted them kept in the pots." 

" Well, Sir Geoffry, I only obeyed orders," replied the gardener­
who was new to the place. "Lady Rachel told me to do it." 

"Lady Rachel did? Oh, very well. Lady Chavasse did not under-· 
stand that, I suppose." 

Up went Lady Chavasse's window at .this juncture. "Geoffry." 
Sir Geoffry stepped out from the roses, and smiled as he answered 

her. 
"Ask Markham about the geraniums, Geoffry-how he could dare to 

do such a thing without orders." 
"Mother, Rachel bade him do it. Of course she did not know that 

you wished it not done." 
"Oh," curtly replied Lady Chavasse. And she shut down the 

window again. 
By this it will be seen that the wishes of the two ladies at Chavasse 

Grange sometimes clashed. Lady Rachel, though perhaps regarded as 
second in authority, was fond of having her own way, and took it when 
she could. Lady Chavasse made a show of deferring to her generally; 
but she had reigned queen so long that she found it irksome, not to say 
humiliating, to yield the smallest point to her son's wife. 

They were sitting down to breakfast when Sir Geoffry went in, irl" 
the room that had once been the garden-parlour. It had been re­
embellished since those da)'S, and mad'e the breakfast-room. Lady 
Chavasse was but in her forty-fourth year; a young woman, so to say, 
beautiful still, and excellently-well preserYed. She wore a hanclsomfi 
dres of green muslin, with a dainty little cap of lace on her rich 
brown hair. Sir Geoffry's wife was in white; she looked just the same 
as when she was Rachel Derreston ; her pe1fect features pale, and cold, 
and faultles . • • 

Geoffry Chavasse laid a rose by the side of each as he sat down. H e 
was the only one changed; changed since the light-hearted days before 
that epi ode of sin and care came to the Grange. It had soon passed 
away again; but· somehow it had left its mark on him. His face 
. cmed to l1ave acquired a weary ort of look ; and the fair briglt t' 
hair wa getting somewhat thin upon the temples. Sir Geoffry was j11 

Parliament ; but he had now paired off for the short remainder of the 
session. Sometimes they were all in London : sometimes Sir Geoffry 
would be ·there alone ; or only with his wife : the Grange was their 
chief and usual home. • 
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They began talking of their plans for the clay. Sir Geoffry had tcr 
ride over some portion of the estate; Lady Rachel thought she must 
write some letters; Lady Chavasse, who said her head ached, intended 
to go out in her new carriage. 

It was ordered to the door in the course of the morning: this pretty 
toy carriage, which had been a recent present from Geoffry to his 
mother. Low and lightly built, it was something like a basket-chaise, 
but much more elegant, and the boy-groom, in his natty postillion's 
dress, sat the horse. Lady Chavasse, a light shawl thrown over her 
green muslin, and a white bonnet on, stood admiring the turn-out, her 
maid, who had COJUe out with the parasol, by her side. 

"Wilkins," said her ladyship, suddenly, "run and ask Lady Rachel 
whether she _is sure she would not like to go with me ? " 

The woman went and returned. " Lady Rachers love and thanks, 
my lady, but she would prefer to get her letters done." 

So Lady Cavasse went alone, taking the road to Church Dykely. 
The hedges were blooming with wild roses and woodbine, the sweet 
scent of the hay filled the air, the sky was blue and cloudless. But the 
headache was making itself sensibly felt ; and my lady, remembering 
that she had often had these headaches lately, began wondering whether 
Duff ham the surgeon could · give her anything to cure them. 

"Giles," she cried, leaning forward. And the groom turned and 
touched his cap. -

" My lady? " 
"To Mr. Diiffham's." 
So in the middle of the village, at Mr. Duff ham's door, Giles pulled 

up. The sur.geon, seeing who it was, came out, and handed his visitor 
indoors. 

Lady Chavasse had not enjoyed a gossip with Mr. Duffham since 
before her last absence from home. She rather liked one in her coldly 
condescending way. And she stayed with him in the urgery while he 
made up some medicine for her, and told her all the village news. · 
Then she began talking about her daughter•in-law. 

"Lady Rachel seems well, hut there is a little fractiousness per­
ceptible now and then; and I fancy that, with some people, it denotes 
a state of not perfect health. There are no children, Mr. Duffham, 
you Ree. There have been no signs of any.'' 

'' Time enough for that, my lady." 
"Well-they have been married for-let me recollect-nearly four­

teen months. I do hope there will be children I I am anxious that 
there should be." 

The surgeon happened to meet her eyes as she spoke, and read the 
anxiety seated in them. 

"You see-if there were none, and anything happened to Sir Geoffry, 
it would be the case of the old days-my case over ngnin.. Had my 
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child proved to be a girl, the Grange would have gone from us. You 

do not remember that; you were not here; but your predecessor, Mr. 

Layne, knew all about it." 
Perhaps it was the first time for some three or more years past that 

Lady Chavasse had voluntarily mentioned the name of Layne to the 

surgeon. It might have been a slip of the tongue now. 
"But nothing is likely to happen to Sir Geoffry, Lady Chavasse," 

observed Duffham, after an imperceptible pause. " He is young and 

healthy." 
"I know all that. Only it would be pleasant to feel ,ve were on the 

safe side-that there was a son to succeed. If anything did happen to 

him, and he left no son, the Grange would pass away from us. I can­

not help looking to contingencies : it has been my way to do so all my 

life." 
"w·en, Lady Chavasse, I sincerely hope the son will come. Sir 

Geoffry is anxious on the point, I dare say." 
"He makes no sign of being so. Sir Geoffry seems to me to have 

grown a little indifferent in manner of late, as to general interests. 

Ye terday afternoon we were talking about making some improYements 

at the Grange, he and I; Lady Rachel was in9oors at the piano. I 

remarked that it would cost a good deal of. money, and the question 

was, whether it would be worth while to do it. ' My successor would 

think it so, no doubt,' cried Sir Geoffry. 'I hope that will never be 

Parker Chavasse; I should not like him to reign here,' I said hastily. 

' If it is, mother, I shall not be alive to witness it,' was his unemotional 
answer." -

" Lady Chavasse, considering the difference between the admiral's 

age and Sir Geoffry's, I should say there are thirty chances against it," 

was Duffham's reply, as he began to roll up the bottle of mixture in 

white paper. 
While he was doing this, a clapping of tiny hands attracted Lady 

Chavasse's attention to the window, which stood open. A little boy 

had run out of Mrs. Layne's door opposite, and stood on the pavement 

in admiration of the carriage, which the groom was driving slowly 

about. It was a pretty child of some three years old, or thereabouts, 

in a brown holland pinafore strapped round the waist, his little arms 

and legs and neck bare, and his light hair curling. 
' Oh, g'andma, look ! G•andma, come and look!" he cried-and the 

words were wafted distinctly to Lady Chavasse. 
"Who is that child, Mr. Duffham? I have seen him sometimes 

before. Stay, though, I remember-I think I have heard. He belongs 

to that daughter of Mr. Layne's who married a soldier of the same 

name. A lieutenant, or some grade of that kind, was he not?" 

" Lieutenant Layne then: Captain Layne now," carelessly repliP.d 

l\lr. Duffham. "Hopes to get hi majority in time, no doubt." 
Johnny Ludlow.-H. 13 • 
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" Oh, indeed. I sometimes wonder how people devoid of family con­
nections manage to obtain rapid promotion. The grandmother takes 
care of the child, I suppose. Quite a charge for her." 

Mr. Duffham, standing now by her side, glanced at Lady Chavasse. 
Her countenance was open, unembarrassed : there was no sign of 
ulterior thought upon it. Evidently a certain event of the past was 
not just then in her remembrance. 

" How is the old lady ?" she asked. 
u Middling. She breaks fast. I doubt, though, if one of her 

daughters will not go before her." 
Lady Chavasse turned quickly at the words. 
"I speak of the one who is with her-Miss Elizabeth Layne," con­

tinued Mr. Duffham, busily rolling up the bottle. "Her health is 
failing : I think seriously ; though she may linger for some time yet." 

There was a pause. Lady Chavasse looked hard at the white knobs 
on the drug-drawers. But that she began to speak, old Duffham might 
have thought she was counting how many there were of them. 

"The other one-Miss Mary Layne-is she still in that situation in 
India? A governess, or something of the kind, we heard she went out 
to be." 

"Governess to Captain Layne's children. Oh yes, she's there. And 
likely to be, the people over the way seem to say. Captain and Mrs. 
Layne consider that they have a treasure in her." 

" Oh, I make no doubt she would do her duty. Thank you ; never 
mind sealing it. I will be sure to attend to your directions, Mr, 
Duffham." 

She swept out to the carriage, which had now drawn up, and stepped 
over the low step into it. The surgeon put the bottle by her side, and 
saluted her as she drove away. Across the road trotted the little 
fellow in the pinafore. 

"Did oo see <lat booful tal'riage, 1\fis'er Duffham ? I'd like to 'ide 
in it." 

'' You would, would ·you, Master Arthur," returned the surgeon, 
hoisting the child for a moment on his shoulder, and then setting him 
on his feet again, as Miss Layne appeared at the door. " Be off back : 
there's Aunt Elizabeth looking angry. It's against the law, you know, 
sir, to run out beyond the house." 

And the little lad ran over at once, obediently. 
Nearly three years back-not quite so much by two or three months 

-Church Dykely was gTatified by the intelligence that Captain Layne's 
wife-then sojourning in Europe-was coming on a short visit to her 
mother with her three or four weeks' old baby. Church Dykely 
welcomed the news, for it was a sort of break to the monotonous, jog­
trot Yillage life, and warmly received Mrs. Richard Layne and the 
child on their arrival. The infant was born in France, where Mrs. 

For 
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Richard Layne had been staying with one of h~r sisters-Mary-and 

whence she had now come direct to ,her mother's; Mary having gone 

on to Liverpool to join Mrs. Richard Layne's other children. The 

baby-made much of by the neighbours-was to remain with old Ivfrs. 

Layne: Mrs. Richard Layne did not deem it well to take so young a 

child to India, as he seemed rather delicate. Church Dykely said how 

generous it was of her to sacrifice her motherly feelings for the baby's 

good-but the Laynes had always been unselfish. She departed, 

lca.ving the child. And Baby Arthur, as all the place called him, lived 

and thrived, and was now grown as fine a little fellow for his age as 

might be, with a generous spirit and open heart. My Lady Chavasse 

(having temporarily forgotten it when speaking \Vith Mr. Duffham) had 

heard all about the child's parentage just as the village had-that he 

was the son of Captain Richard Layne and his wife Susan. Chavasse 

Grange generally understood the same, including Sir Geoffry. There 

was no intercourse whatever between the Layne family and the 

Grange; there had not been any since Miss Mary Layne quitted it. 

My Lady Chavasse was in the habit of turning away her eyes when 

she passed Mrs. Layne's house: and in good truth, though perhaps her 

conscience reminded her of it at these moments, she had three-parts for­

gotten the unpleasant episode of the past. 
And the little boy grew and thrived : and became as much a feature 

in Church Dykely as other features were-say the bridge over the 

mill-stream, or the butcher's wife-and was no more thought of, in the 

matter of speculation, than they were. 
Miss Eiizabeth Layne caught hold of the young truant's hand with a 

jerk and a reprimand, telling him he would be run over some day. 

She had occasion to tell it him rather often, for he was of a fearless 

nature. l\lr. Duffham nodded across the road to Miss Elizabeth. 

"Are you better to-day?" he called out. People don't stand on 

ceremony in these rural places. 
" Not much, thank you," came the answer. 
For Miss Elizabeth Layne had been anything but strong lately: her 

symptoms being very like those that herald consumption. 

The time rolled on, bringing its changes. You have already seen it 

rolling on in Calcutta, for in this, the third part, we have had to go 

back a year or two. 
Elizabeth Layne died. Mrs. Layne ·grew very feeble, and it was 

thought and said by every one that one of her daughters ought to be 

residing with her. There was only one left unmarried-Mary. Mary 

received news in India of this state of things at home, together with 

a summons from her mother. ot at all a peremptory summons. 

Mrs. Layne wrote a few shaky lines, praying her to come " if he 
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would not mind returning to the place : " if she did mind it, why, she, 
the mother, must die alone as she best could. There was a short 
struggle in Mary Layne's heart; a quick, sharp battle, and she gave in. 
Her duty to her mother lay before aught else in God's sight; and she 
would yield to it. As soon as preparations for her voyage could be 
made, she embarked for England. 

It was autumn when she got home, and Church Dykely received her 
gladly. Mary Layne had always been a favourite in the place, from 
the time her father, the _ good-hearted, hard-working surgeon, had 
fondly shown her, his yo~ngest and fairest child, to the public, a baby 
of a few days old. But Church Dykely found her greatly changed. 
They remembered her as a blooming girl; she came back to them a 
grave woman, looking older than her years, and with a pale sweet 
countenance that seemed never to have a smile on it. She was only 
six-and-twenty yet. 

Miss Layne took up.her post at once by the side of her ailing mother. 
\Vhat with attending her and attending to Baby Arthur-whom she 
took into training at once, just as she had taken the children in 
India-she found her time fully occupied. The boy, when she re­
turned, was turned five. She went out very rarely; never-except to 
church, or at dusk-when the family were at the Grange, for she 
seemed to have a dread of meeting them. Church Dykely wondered 
that Miss Layne did not call at tlre Grange, considering that she had 
been humble companion there before she wont out, or that my lady did 
not come to · see her; but supposed the iapse of time had caused the 
acquaintanceship. to fall through. 

Mary had brought good news from India. Her sister Eleanor, Mrs. 
Allan McAlpin, had a little girl, to the great delight of all concerned. 
Just when they had given it up as hopeless, the capricious infant 
arrived. Major Layne told his wife confidentially that Allan McAlpin 
was prouder of that baby than any dog with two tails. 

And henceforth this was to be Mary Layne's home, and this her 
occupation-caring for her mother, so long as the old lady should be 
spared, and gently leading to good the child, Arthur. Mrs. Layne, 
lapsing into her dotage, would sit in her favourite place, the parlour 
window, open when the weather a1lowed it, watching people as they 
passed. Mary's smooth and bright brown hair might be seen in tho 
background, her head drooping over the book she was reading to Mrs. 
Layne, or over her work when the old lady grew tired of listening, or 
over Master Arthur's lessons at the table. Not only lessons to fit him 
for this world did Mary teach him ; but such as would stand him in 
good aid when striving onwards for the next. Twice a day, morning 
and evening, would she take the child alone, and talk to him of heaven, 
and things pertaining to it. Aunt Elizabeth's le sons had been chiefly 
on the score of behaviour: the other sort of instruction had been all 
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routine, at the best. Mary remr,died this, and she bad an apt little 
scholar. Seated on her knee, his bright blue eyes turned up to her 
face, the child would listen and talk, and say be w_ould be a good boy 
always, always. The tears wet bis eyelashes at her Bible stories: be 
would put his little face down on her bosom, and whisper out a sobbing 
wish that Jesus would love him as He had loved the little children on 
earth. There is no safeguard like this seed sown in childhood: if 
w1thheld, nothing can replace it in after-life. 

They grew the best and greatest friends, these two. Whether Mary 
l,Jve<l him, or not, she did not say; she was ever patient and thought­
ful with him, with a kin<l of grave tenderness. But the child grew to 
love her more than he bad ever loved any one in his young life. One 
<lay, when he did something wrong and saw how it grieved her, his 
repentant sobs nearly choked him. It was very certain that Mary had 
found the way to his heart, and might mould him for good or for ill. 

The child was a chatterbox. Aunt Elizabeth used to say he ought 
to have the tip of his tongue cut off. He seemed never tired of asking 
about papa and mamma in India, and Allan and Bobby and the rest, 
and the elephants and camels-and Dick the eldest, who was in 
London, at the school attached to King's College. 

11 ·when will they come over to see us, Aunt Mary?" he questioned 
one day, when he was on Mary's knee. 

"If grandmamma's pretty well we, will have Dick down at Christ-
mas." 

" Is Dick to be a soldier like papa? " 
" I think so." 
" I shall be a soldier too." 
'l'here was an involuntary ti~htening of her hands round him-as i£ 

she would guard him from that. 
" I hope not, Arthur. One soldier in a family's enough : and that is 

to be Richard.'' 
"Is papa a very big, big brave man, with a flashing sword?" 
" :Major Layne is tall and very brave. He wears his sword some­

times." 
"Oh, Aunt Mary, I should like to be a soldier and have a sword! 

When I can write well enough I'll write a letter to papa to ask him. 
I'd like to ride on the elephants." 

"They are not as good to ride as horses." 
"Is mamma as pretty as you?" demanded Master Arthur, after a 

pause. 
"Prettier. I am pale and-" sad, she was going to say, but put 

another word-" quiet." 
"vVhen you go back to India, Aunt Mary, shall you take me ? I 

should like to sail in the great ship." 
" Arthur dear, I do not think I shall go back." 
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And so Miss Mary Layne-she was Miss Layne now-stayed on. 
Church Dykely would see a slender, grave young lady, dressed generally 
in black silk, whose sweet face seemed to have too careworn an expres­
sion for her years. But if her countenance was worn and weary, her 
heart was not. That seemed full of love and charity for all ; of gentle 
compassion for any wrong-doer, of sympathy for the sick and suffering. 
She grew to be revered, and valued, and respected as few had ever 
been in Church Dykely : certainly as none had, so young as she was. 
Baby Arthur, clacking his whip as he went through the streets on his 
walks by the nurse Betsy's side, his chattering tongue never still ; now 
running into the blacksmith's shed to watch the sparks; now perching 
himself on the top of the village stocks ; and now frightening Betsy out 
of her senses by attempting to leap the brook-in spite of these outdoor 
attractions, Baby Arthur was ever ready to run home to Aunt Mary, as 
though she were his best treasure. 

·when Miss Layne had been about six months at her mother's, a 
piece of munificent good fortune befel her-as conveyed to her in official 
and unofficial communications from India. Andrew McAlpin-the head 
of the great McAlpin house in Calcutta, who had respected Mary Layne 
above all women, and had wished to many her, as may be remembered 
-Andrew McAlpin was dead, and had left some of his accumulated 
wealth to Mary. It would amount to six hundred a-year, and was 
bequeathed to her absolutely : at lier own disposal to will away when 
she in turn should die. In addition to this, he directed that the sum of 
one thousand-pounds should be ·paid to her at once. He also left a 
thousand pounds to Mrs. Richard Layne-but that does not concern us. 
This good• man's death brought great grief to Mary. It had been the 
result of an accident: he hy ill only a few weeks. As to the fortune­
well, of course that was welcome, for Mary had been casting many an 
anxious thought to the future on sundry scores, and what little money 
she had been able to. put by, out of the salary as governess- at Major 
Layne's, was now nearly exhausted. She thought she knew why Mr. 
McAlpin had thus generously remembered her: and it was an additional 
proof of the thoughtful goodness which httd ever characterized his life. 
Oh, if she could only have thanked him l if she had only known it 
before he died ! He had been in the habit of corresponding with her 
since her return to Europe, for she and he had remained firm friends, 
but the thought of ever benefiting by him in this way had never entered 
her head. As how should it ?-seeing that he was a strong man, and 
only in the prime of life. She mourned his loss : she thought she 
coulu best have spared any other friend ; but all the regrets in the 
world woul~ not bring him back to life. He was gone. And Allan 
McAlpin was now sole head of that wealthy house, besides inheriting 
a vast private fortune from his brother. Eleanor McAlpin, once Eleanor 
Layne, might well wish for more children amidst all her riches. 
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The first thing that Mary Layne did with some of this thousand 
pounds-\\'hich had been conveyed to her simultaneously with the 
tidings of the death-was to convey her mother to the seaside for a 
change, together with Baby Arthur and the nurse, Betsy. Before 
quitting home she held one or two interviews with James Spriggings, 
the house agent, builder, and decorator, ·and left certain orders with 
him. On their return, old Mrs. Layne did not know her house. It 
had been put into substantial repair inside and out, and was now one 
of the prettiest, not to say handsomeBt, in the village. All the old 
carpets were replaced by handsome new ones, and a great deal of the 
furniture was new. Pillars had been added to the rather small door, 
giving it an imposing appearance, iron outside railings had taken the 
place of the old ones. !VI.rs. Layne, I say, did not know her house 
again. 

" My dear, why have you done it? 11 cried the old lady, looking 
about her in amazement. " Is it not a waste of money ? 11 

"I think not, mother," was the answer. "Most likely this will be 
my home for life. Perhaps Arthur's home after me. At least it will 
be his until he shall be of an age to go out in the world." 

Mrs. Layne said no more. She had gTown of late very indifferent 
to outward things. Aged people do get so, and Mr. Duffham said her 
system was breaking up. The seaside air had done her good ; they 
had gone to it in May, and came back in August. Mary added a third 
servant to the household, and things went on as before- in their quiet 
routine. 

One afternoon in September, when they had been at home about a 
month, Mary went out, and took Arthur. She was going to see a poor 
cottager who had nursed herself, Mary, when she was a child, and who 
had recently lost her husband. 'When they came to the gates of 
Chavasse Grange, past which their road lay, Master Arthur made a 
dead standstill, and wholly declined to proceed. The child was in 
a black velvet tunic, the tips of his white drawers just discernible 
beneath it, and his legs bare, down to the white socks: boys of his age 
were dressed so then. As bonny a lad for his six years as could be 
seen anywhere, with a noble, fearless bearing. Mary wore her usual 
black silk, a rich one too, with a little crape on it; the mourning for 
Mr. McAlpin. Arthur was staring over the way through the open gates 
of the Grange. 

" I want to go in and see the peacock." 
"Go in and see the peacock I " exclaimed Miss La) ne, rather taken 

aback by the demand. " What can you mean, Arthur? The peacock 
is up by the house." 

"I know it is. \Ve can go up there and see it, Aunt Mary." 
" Indeed "e cannot, Arthur. I never heard of such a thing." 
" Betsy lets me go." 

• 
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The confession involved all. sorts of thoughts, and a flush crossed 
Miss Layne's delicate face. The family were not at the Grange, as she 
knew: they had gone up to London in January, when Parliament 
met, and had never returned since : nevertheless she did not like to 
hear of this intrusion into the grounds of the nurse and child. The 
peacock had been a recent acquisition; or, as Arthur expressed it, had 
just" come to live there." When he had talked of it at home, Mary 
i:<npposed he bad seen it on the slopes in passing. These green slopes, 
dotted here and there with shrubs and flowers, came down to the 
boundary wall that skirted the highway. The avenue through the 
gates wound round abruptly, hiding itself beyond the lodge. 

"Come, my dear. It is already late." 
" But, Aunt Mary, you must see the -peacock. He has got the most 

splendid tail. Sometimes he drags it behind him on the grass, and 
sometimes it's all spread out in a beautiful circle, like that fan you 
brought home from India. Do come." 

Miss Layne did not reply for the moment. She was inwardly de­
bating upon what plea she could forbid the child's ever going in again 
to see the peacock : the interdiction would sound most arbitrary if she 
gave none. All at once, as if by magic, the peacock appeared in view, 
strutting down the slopes, its proud tail, in all its glory, spread out in 
the rays of the declining sun. 

It was too much for -Arthur. "Wit.h a shout ot delight he leaped off 
the low foot-path, flew across the road, and in at the gates. In vain 
Mary called : in his glad excitement he did not so much as hear her. 

There ensued a noise as of the fleet foot of a horse, and then a crash, 
a man's shout, and a child's cry. What harm had been done? In 
dire fear Mary Layne ran to see, her legs trembling beneath her. 

Just at the sharp turn beyond the lodge, a group stood : Sir Geoffry 
Ohavasse had Arthur in his arms; his horse, from which he had flung 
himself, being held and sootheq. by a mounted groom. T!1e lodge 
children also had come running out to look. She un'derstood it in a 
moment: Sir Geoffry must have been riding quickly down from the 
house, his groom behind him, when the unfortunate little intruder en­
countered him just at the turn, and there was no possibility of pulling 
up in time. In fact, the boy bad run absolutely on to the horse's legs. 

She stood, white, and faint, and sick against the wall of the lodge : 
not daring to look into the accident-for Mary Layne was but a true 
woman, timid and sensitive ; as little daring to encounter Sir Geoffry 
Chavasse, whom she had not been close to but for a few months short 
of seven years. That it should have occurred !-that this untoward 
thing should have occurred! 

"I wonder · whose child it is ?" she heard Sir Geoffry say-and the 
well-remembered tones came home to her with a heart-thrill. " Poor 

· little fe11ow ! could it •have been my fault, or his? Dovey "-to the 

'') 
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groom-" tide bn llt once and get Mr. Duffham here. Never mind my 
horse; he's all right now. You can lead him up to the house, Bill, 
my lad!" 

The groom touched his hat, and rode past Mary on bis errand. Sir 
Geoffry was already carrying the child to the Grange ; Bill, the eldest 
of the lodge children, following with the horse. All in a minute, a 
wailing cry burst from Arthur. 

" Aunt Mary! Aunt Mary I Oh, please let her come! I want 
Aunt Mary." 

And then it struck Sir Geoffry Chavasse that a gentleman's child, 
such as this one by his appearance evidently was, would not have been 
out without an attendant. He turned round, and saw a lady in black 
standing by the lodge. The wailing cry began again. 

"Aunt Mary 1 I want Aunt Mary." 
There was no help for it. She came on ,vith her agitated face, from 

which every drop of blood had faded. Sir Geoffry, occupied with the 
child, did not notice her much. 

' I am so grieved,1' he began ; " I trust the injury will be found not 
to be very serious. My horse-- " 

He had lifted his eyes then, and knew her instantly. His own face 
turned crimson; the words he had been about to say died unspoken on 
his lips. For a moment they looked in each other's faces, and . might 
have seen, had the time been one of less agitation, how markedly 
sorrow had left its traces there. rrhe next, they remembered the 
present time, and what was due from them. 

"I beg yom pardon: Miss Layne, I think?,~ said Sir Geoffry, con­
triving to release one hand and raise his bat. 

"Yes, sir," she answered, and bowed in return. 
He sat down on the bank for a moment to obtain a better hold of the 

child. Blood was dripping from one of the little velvet sleeves. Sir 
Geoffry, carrying him as gently as was possible, made all haste to the 
house. The window of what had been the garden-parlour stood open, 
and he took him into it at once. Ah, how they both remembered it 
It bad been refurnished and embellished now : but the room was the 
room still . Sir Geoffry had retmned home that morning. His wife 
and Lady Chavasse were not expected for a day or two. Scarcely any 
servants were as yet in the house; but the woman who had been left in 
charge, Hester Picker, came in with warm water. She curtsied to 
:Mis Layne. 

" Dear little fellow 1 " he exclai,ed, her tongue ready as of oJd. 
"How did it happen, sir?" 

"My horse knocked him down," replied Sir Geoffry. " Get me some 
linen, Picker." 

The boy lay on the sofa where he had been put, bis hat off, and his 
pretty light brown hair falling from his face, pale now. Apparently 
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there was no injury except to the arm. Sir Geoffry looked at 
Mary. 

"I am a bit of a surgeon," he said. "·wm you allow me to examine 
his hurt as a surgeon would? Duff ham cannot be here just yet.11 

"Oh yes, certainly," she answered. 
"I must cut his velvet sleeve up." 
And she bowed in acquiescence to that. 
Hester Picker came in with the linen. Before commencing to cut the 

sleeve, Sir Geoffry touched the arm here and there, as if testing where 
the damage might lie. Arthur cried out. 

" That hurts you," said Sir Geoffry. 
"Not much,1' answered the little fellow, trying to be brave. "Papa's 

a soldier, and I want to be a soldier, so I won't mind a little hurt." 
"Your papa's a soldier? Ah, yes, I think I remember," said Sir 

Geoffry, turning to Mary. "It is the little son of Captain Layne." 
"My papa is Major Layne now," spoke up Arthur, before she could 

make any answer. "He and mamma live in India." 
" And so you want to be a soldier, the same as papa ? " said Sir 

Geoffry, testing the basin of water with his finger, which Picker was 
holding, and which had been brought in very hot. 

'' Yes, I do. Aunt Mary there says No, and grandmamma says No; 
but-oh, what's that? " 

He had caught sight of the blood for the first time, and broke off with 
a shuddering cry. Sir Geoffry was ready now, and had the scissors in 
his hand. But before using them he spoke to Miss Layne. 

"·wm you sit here whilst I look at it?" he asked, putting a chair 
with its face to the open window, and its back to the sofa. And she 
understood the motive and thanked him : and said she would walk 
about outside. 

By-and-by, when she was tired of waiting, and all seemed very quiet, 
she looked in. Arthur had fainted._ Sir Geoffry was bathing his fore­
head with eau-de-Cologne; Picker had run for something in a tumbler 
and ,vine stood on the table. 

"Was it the pain ?-did it hurt him very badly?" asked Mary, sup-
posing that the arm had been bathed and perhaps dressed. _ 

"I have not done anything to it; I preferred to leave it for Duffham," 
said Sir Geoffry-and at the same moment she caught sight of tLe 
velvet sleeve laid open, and something lying on it that looked like a 
mass of linen. Mary turned even whiter than the child. 

"Do not be alarmed," said Sir Geoffry. "Your little nephew is only 
faint from the loss of blood. Drink this," he added, bringing her a glass 
of wine. 

But she would not take it. As Sir Geoffry was putting it on the 
table, Arthur began to revive. Young children are elastic-ill one 
minute, well the next; and he began to talk again. 

L 
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"Aunt Mary, are you there?" 
She moved to the sofa, and took his uninjured hand. 
"vVe must not tell grandmamma, Aunt Mary; It would frighten her." 

• "Bless his dear little thoughtful heart ! " interjected Hester Picker. 
"Here comes something." 

The something proved to be a fly, and it brought Mr. Duffham. 
Before the groom had reached the village, he overtook this said fly and 
the surgeon in it, who was then returning home from another accident. 
Turning round at the groom's news-'' Some little child had run 
against Sir Geoffry's horse, and was hurt "-he came up to the Grange. 

When Mr. Duffham saw that it was this chil<l, he felt curiously taken 
aback. Up the room and down the room looked he; then at Sir Geoffry, 
then at Miss Layne, then at Hester Picker, saying nothing. Last of all 
he walked up to the sofa ancl gazed at the white face lying there. 

"·wen," said he, "and what's this? And how did it happen?" 
"It was the peacock," Arthur answered. "I ran away from Aunt 

Mary to look at it, and the horse came." 
"The dear innocent!" cried Hester Picker. "No wonder he ran. 

It's a love of a peacock." 
"Don't you think it was very naughty, young sir, to run from your 

aunt?" returned Mr. Duffbam. 
" Yes, vei·y ; because she had told me not to. Aunt Mary, I'll neYcr 

do it aga1n." • 
The two gentlemen and Hester Picker remained in the room ; Mary 

again left it. The arm was crushed rather badly; and Mr. Duff ham 
knew it would require care and skill to cure it. 

"You must send to Worcester for its best surgeon to help you," saiJ 
the baronet, when the dressing was over. " I feel that I am responsiLle 
to Major Layne." 

Old Duffham nearly closed his eyelids as he glanced at the speaker. 
' I don't think it necessary," he said; "no surgeon can do more than I 
can. However, it may be satisfactory to Major Layne that we should 
be on the safe side, so I'll send." 

" 7hen the child was ready, Mary got into the Hy, which had waited, 
and Mr. Duffham put him to lie on her lap. 

" I hope, Miss Layne, I may be a1lowed to call to-morrow and see 
how he gets on," said Sir Geoffry, at the same time. And she did not 
foel that it was possible for her to say No. Mr. Duffham mounted 
beside the driver; to get a sniff, he said, of the evening air. 

"How he is changed I He has suffered as I have," murmured Mary 
Layne to herself, as her tears fell on Baby Arthur, asleep now. "I am 
very thankful that he has no suspicion." 

The child had said, "Don't tell grandmamma ; " but to keep it from 
Mrs. Layne was simply impossible. With the first stopping of the fly 
at the door, out came the old lady; she had been marvelling what had 
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become of them, and was wanting her tea. Mr. Duffham took her in 
again, and said a few words, making light of it, before he lifted out 
Baby Arthur. 

A skilful surgeon was at the house the next day, in conjunction with 
Mr. Duffham. The arm and its full use would be saved, he said; its 
cure effected; but the child and those about him must have patience, 
for it might be rather a Jong job. Arthur said he should like to write 
to his papa in India, and tell him that it was his own fault for running 
away from Aunt Mary ; he could write letters in big text hand. The 
surgeon smiled, and told him he must wait until he could use both 
arms again. 

The doctors had not left the house many minutes when Sir Geoffry 
Chavasse called, having walked over from the Grange. Miss Layne 
sent her mother to receive him, and disappeared herself. The old lady, 
her perceptions a little dulled with time and age, and perhaps also her 
memory, felt somewhat impressed and flattered at the visit. To her it 
almost seemed the honour that it used to be : that one painful episode 
of the past seemed to be as much forgotten at the moment as though it 
had never had place. She took Sir Geoffry upstairs. 

Arthur was lying close to the window, in the . strong light of the fine 
morning. It was the first clear view Sir Geoffry had obtained of him. 
The garden-parlour at the Grange faced the east, so that the room on 
the previous evening, being turned from the setting sun, had been shady 
at the best, and the sofa was at the far end of it. As Sir Geoffry gazed 
at the child now, the face struck him as being like somebody's; he 
could not tell whose. The dark blue eyes especially, turned up in all 
their eager brightness to his, seemed quite familiar. 

" He says I must not write to papa until I get well," said Arthur, 
who had begun to look on Sir Geoffry as an old acquaintance. 

"Who does? "asked the baronet. 
"The gentleman who came with Mr. Duffham." 
"He means the doctor from vVorcester, Sir Geoffry," put in old Mrs. 

Layne. She was sitting in her easy-chair near, as she had been pre­
viously; her spectacles keeping the place between the leaves of the 
closed Bible, which she had a.gain takenon her lap; her withered bands, 
in their black lace mittens and frilled white ruffles, were crossed upon 
the Book. Every now and then she nodded with incipient sleep. 

"I am so very sorry this should have happened," Sir Geoffry said, 
turning to Mrs. Layne. " The little fe1low was running up to get a 
look at the peacock, it seems; and I was riding rather fast. I shall 
never ride fast round that corner again." 

" But, Sir Geoffry, they tell me that the child ran right against you 
at the corner: that it was no fault of yours at all, sir." 

"It was my fault, grandmamma," said Arthur. "And, Sir Geoffry, 
that's why I wanted to write to papa; I want to tell him so.'' 



A TALE OF SIN. 205 

"I think I had better write for you,1' said Sir Geoffry, looking down 
at the boy with a smile. 

""'ill you? Shall you tell him it was my fault?" 
"No. I shall tell him it was mine." 
" But it was not yours. You must not write what is not true. If 

Aunt Mary thought I could tell a story, or write one, oh, I don't know 
what she'd do. God hears all we say, you know." 

Sir Geoffry smiled-a sad smile-at the earnest words, at the eager 
look in the bright eyes. Involuntarily the wish came into his mind 
that he had a brave, fearless-hearted, right-principled son, such as this 
boy evidently was. 

" Then I think I bad better describe how it happened, and let Major 
Layne judge for himself whether it was my fast riding or your fast 
running that caused the mischief." 

" You'll tell about the peacock? It had its tail out." 
" Of course I'll tell about the peacock. I shall say to Major Layne 

that his little boy-I don't think I have heard your name," broke off 
Sir Geoffry. "\Vhat is it?" 

"It's Arthur. Papa's is Richard. My big brothei.''s is Richard too; 
he is at King's College. Which name do you like best? " 

"I think I like Arthur best. It is my own name also.'' 
"Yours is Sir Geoffry." 
"And Arthur as well." 
But at this juncture old Mrs. Layne, having started up from a nod, 

interposed to put a Sl:\ffimary stop to the ch_r,tt~r, telling Arthur crossly 
that Mr. Duffham and the other doctor hid forbid him to talk much. 
And then she begged pardon of Sir Geoffry for saying it, but thought 
the doctors wished the child to be kept quiet and cool. Sir Geoffry 
took the opportunity to say adieu to the little patient. 

"May I come to see the peacock when I get well, Sir Geoffry? " 
" Certainly. You shall come and look at him for a whole day if 

grandmamma will allow you to." 
Grandmamma gave no motion or word of assent, but Arthur took it 

for granted. "Betsy can bring me if Aunt Mary won't; Betsy's my 
nur e. I wish I could have him before that window to look at while I 
lie here to get well. I like peacocks and musical boxes better than 
anything in the world." 

'' Musical boxes ! " exclaimed Sir Geoffry. " Do you care for them ? " 
' Oh yes; they are beautiful. Do you know the little lame boy who 

can't walk, down Piefinch Cut'? His father comes to do grand­
mamma's garden. Do you know him, Sir Geoffry? His name's 
Reuben." 

"It's oah, the gardener's son, sir," put in Mrs. Layne aside to Sir 
Geoffry. " He was thrown downstairs when a baby, and has been a 
cripple ever since." 
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But the eager, intelligent eyes were still cast up, waiting for the 
answer. " Where have l seen them?" mentally debated Sir Geoffry, 
alluding to the eyes. 

" I know the name?" he answered. 
"'Nell, Reuben has got a musical box, and it plays three tunes. 

He is older than I am: he's ten. One of them is 'The Blue Bells of 
Scotland.' " 

Sir Geoffry nodded and went away. He crossed straight over to Mr. 
Duffharn's, and found him writing a letter in his surgery. 

"I hope the child will do well," said the baronet, when he had 
shaken hands. "I have just Leen to see him. ·what an intelligent, 
nice little fellow it is." 

"Oh, he will be all right again in time, Sir Geoffry," was the doctor's 
reply, as he began to fold his letter. 

"He is a pretty boy, too, very. His eyes are strangely like some 
one's I have seen, but for the life of me I cannot tell whose!" 

"Really ?-do you mean it?'' cried l\Ir. Duffl1am, speaking, as it 
seemed, in some surprise. 

" Mean what ? " 
"That you cannot tell." 
" Indeed I can't. They puzzled me all the while I was there. Do 

you know? Say, if you do." 
" They are like your own, Sir Geoftiy." 
" Like my own ! " 
" They are your own eyes over again. And yours-as poor Layne used 

to say, and as the picture in the Grange dining-room shows us also, 
for the matter of that-are Sir Peter's. Sir Peter's, yours, and the 
child's: they are all the same." 

For a lo.ng space of time, as it seemed, the two gentlemen gazed at 
each other. Mr. Duffham with a questioning and still surprised look : 
Sir Geoffry in a kind of bewildered amazement. 

"Duffham ! you-you-- Surely it is not that child!" 
" Yes, it is." 
He backed to a chair and stumbled into it, rather than sat down ; 

somewhat in the same manner that Mrs. Layne had backed against the 
counter nearly seven years before and upset the scales. The old lady 
seemed to have aged since quicker than she ought to have done: but 
her face then had not been whiter than was Geoffry Chavasse's now. 

"Good Heavens!" 
The dead silence was only broken by these murmured words that 

fell from his lips. Mr. Duffham finished folding his note, and directed 
it. 

" Sir Geoffi•y; I beg your pardon ! I beg it a thousand times. If I 
had had the smallest notion that you were ignorant of this, I should 
never have spoken." 

G 
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Sir Geoffry took out his handkerchief and wiped his brow. Some 
moisture had gathered there. 

" How was I to suspect it ? " he asked. 
" I never supposed but that you must have known it all along." 
" All along from when, Duffham?" 
"From-from-well, from the time you first knew that a child was 

over there." 
Sir Geoffry cast his thoughts back. He could not remember any­

thing about the child's coming to Church Dykely. In point of fact, 
the Grange had been empty at the time. 

"I understood that the child was one of Captain and Mrs. Layne's,'' 
he rejoined. "Every one said it; and I never had any other 
thought. Even yesterday at the Grange you spoke of him as such, 
Duffham." 

"Of course. Miss Layne was present-and Hester Picker-and the 
child himself. I did not speak to deceive you, Sir Geoffry. ·when 
you said what you did to me in coming away, about calling in other 
advice for the satisfaction of Major Layne, I thought you were merely 
keeping up appearances." 

" And it is so, then? '' 
"Oh dear, yes." 
Another pause. Mr. Duffham affixed the stamp to his letter, and 

put the paper straight in his note-case. Sir Geoffry suddenly lifted his 
hand, as one whom some disagreeable reflection ove rwhelms. 

" To think that I was about to write to Major Layne ! To think 
that I should have stood there, in the old lady's presence, talking 
boldly . with the child I She must assume that I have the impudence of 
Satan." '----

"Mrs. Layne is past that, Sir Geoffry. Her faculties are dulled : 
three-parts dead. That need not trouble you." 

The baronet put aside his handkerchief and took up his hat to leave. 
He began stroking its nap with his coat-sleeve. 

"Does my mother know of this, do you think? " 
" I am sure she neither knows nor suspects it. No one does, Sir 

Geoffry: the secret has been entirely kept." 
"The cost of this illness must be mine, you know, Duffham." 
"I think not, Sir Geoffry," was the surgeon's answer. "It would 

not do, I fear. There's no need, besides: Miss Layne is rich now." 
" Rich ! How is she rich ? " 
And Mr. Duffham had to explain. A wealthy gentleman in India, 

some connection of the Laynes, had died and left money to Mary 
Layne. Six or seven hundred a year; and plenty of ready means. 
Sir Geoffry Chavasse went out, pondering upon the world's changes. 

He did not call to see the invalid again; but he bought a beautiful 
musical box at -~Norcester, and sent it in to the child by Duffham. It 
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played six- tunes. The boy had never in his life been so delighted. 
He returned his love and thanks to Sir Geoffry ; and appended several 
inquiries touching the welfare of the peacock. 

The first news heard by Lady Chavasse and Lady Rachel on their 
coming home, was of the accident caused to Major Layne's little son 
by Sir Geoffry's horse. Hester Picker and the other servants were full 
of it. It happened to be the day that Sir Geoffry had gone to Worcester 
after the box, so he could not join in the .narnitive. A sweet, beautiful 
boy, said Hester to my ladies, and had told them he meant to be a 
soldier when he grew up, as brave as his papa. Lady Chavasse, 
having digested the news, and taken inward counsel with herself, 
decided to go and see him: it would be right and neighbourly, she 
thought. It might be that she was wishing to bestow some slight 
mark of her favour upon the old lady before death should claim her: 
and she deemed that the honour of a call would effect this. In her 
heart she acknowledged that the Laynes had behaved admirably in 
regard to the past; never to have troubled her or her son by word or 
deed or letter; and in her heart she felt grateful for it. Some people 
might have acted differently. • 

" I think I will go and see him too," said Lady Rachel. 
"No, pray don't," dissented Lady Chavasse, hastily. "You already 

feel the fatigue of your journey, Rachel: do not attempt to increase it." 
And as Lady Rachel really was fatigaed and did not care much about 

it, one way or the other, she remained at home. 
It was one of Mrs. Layne's worst days-one of those when she 

seemed three-parts childish-when Lady Chavasse was shown into the 
drawing-room. Mary was there. As she turned to receive her vfoitor, 
and heard the maid's announcement" Lady Chavasse," a great astonish­
ment inwardly stiITed her, but her manner remained quiet and self-· 
possessed. Just a minute's gaze at each other. Lady Chavasse was 
the same good-looking woman as of yore; not changed, not aged by so 
much as a day. Mary was changed : the shy, inexperienced girl had 
grown into the calm, self-contained woman; the woman who had 
known sorrow, who had its marks impressed on her face. She had 
been pretty once, she was gravely beautiful now. Perhaps Lady 
Chavasse had not bargained for seeing her; Mary had certainly never 
thought thus to meet Lady Chavasse; but here they were, face to face, 
and each must make the best of it. As they did ; and with easy 
courtesy, both being gentlewomen. Lady Chavasse held out her hand, 
and Mary put hers into it. 

After shaking hands with Mrs. Layne-who was too drowsy properly 
to respond, and shut her eyes again-my lady spoke a few pleasant 
words of regret for the accident, of her wish to see the little patient, of 
her hope that Major and Mrs. Layne might not be allowed to think any 
care on Sir Geoffry's part could have averted it. Mary went upstairs 
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W1th hei•. Lady Chavasse could only be struck with the improved 
appearance of the house, quite suited now to be the abode of gentle­
people; and with its apparently well-appointed if small household. 

The child lay asleep : his nurse, Betsy, sat sewing by his side. The 
girl confessed that she had allowed him sometimes to run in and fake a 
look at the peacock. L'.1dy Chavasse would not have him awakened: 
she bent and kissed his cheek lightly: and talked to Mary in a whisper. 
It was just as though there had been no break in their acquaintanceship, 
just as though no painful episode, in which they were antagonistic 
actors, had ever occurred between them. 

"I hear you have come into a fortune, Miss L'.1yne," she said, as she 
hook hands with Mary again in the little hall before departure. For 

Hester Picker had told of this. 
"Into a great deal of money," replied Mary. 
"I am glad to hear it: glai," c1m3 the p:1rting response, whispered 

emphatically in Mary's ear, and it WJ.S accompanied by a pressure of 
the fingers. 

:Mr. Duffham was standing at his door, watching my lady's exit from 
Mrs. L'.1yne's house, his eyes lost in wonder. Seeing him, she crossed 
over, and went in, Mr. Duffham throwing open the door of his sitt.ing­
room. She .began speaking of the accident to Major Layne's little son 
-what a pity it was, but that she hoped he would do well. Old 
Duffham replied that he hoped so too, and thought he would. 

,: Mrs. L'.lyne seems to be growing very old," went on Lady Chavasse~ 
"She w.--1.s as drowsy as she could be this afternoon, and seemed scarcely 
to know me." 

' ' 01tl p::!ople are apt to b3 sleepy after dinner," returned the doctor. 
And then there was a p'.luse. L'.1dy Chavasse (aR Duffham's diary 

expres e it) seemed to be particularly absent in manner, as if she were 
thinking to herself, instead of talking to him. Because he had n0thing 
el e to say, he asked after the health of L'.1dy R1chel. That aroused 
her at once. 

"She i not strong. She is not strong. I am sure of it." 
"She does not seem to ail much, that I can see," returned Du!fham. 

who often had to hear this same thing said of Ln.dy Rachel. " She 
never requires medical ad vice." 

I don t care : she i not strong. There are no children," continued 
L dy Chava e, dropping her voice to a whisper; and a kind of piteous, 
implorina expre ion darkened her eyes. 

'No." 
' Four ye::i.r married, going on for five, and no signs of any. o 

sign of children, fr. Duft'ham." 
I can't help it, my lady," returned Duffham. 

obody can help it. But it is an awful mi fortune. It is beginning 
to be a great trouble in my life. A tb.~ weeks ancl months and years 
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pass on-the yea1·s, Mr. Duffham-and bring no hope, my very spirit 
seems to fail. 'Hope deferred maketh the heart sick.'" 

"True." 
"It has been the one great desire of my later years," continued Lady 

Chavasse, too much in earnest to be reticent, "and it does not come. 
I wonder which is the worst to be borne; some weighty misfortune 
that falls and crushes, or a longed-for boon that we watch and pray for 
in vain? The want of it, the eager daily strain of disappointment, has 
become to me worse than a nightmare." 

Little Arthur Layne, attended by Betsy, spent a day at the Grange 
on his recovery, invited to meet the peacock. The ladies were very 
kind to him : they could but admire his gentle manners, his fearless 
bearing. Sir Geoffry played a game at ninepins with him on the lawn 
-which set of ninepins had been his own when a. child, and had been 
lying by ever since. Betsy was told she might carry them home for 
Master Layne: Sir Geoffry gave them to him. 

After that, the intercourse dropped again, and they became strangers 
as before. • Except that Lady Chavasse would bow from her carriage if 
she saw Mrs. or Miss Layne, and Sir Geoffry raise his hat. The little 
boy had more notice: when they met him out, and were walking them-
selves, they would, one and all, stop and speak to him. • 

So this episode of the accident see.med to fade into the past, as other 
things had faded : and the time went oa. 

AuTm.:CN leaves were strewing the ground, autumn skies we.re overhead. 
A ray of the sun came slanting into the library, passing right across the 
face of Sir Geoffry Chavasse. The face had an older expression on it 
than his thirty years would justify. It looked worn and weary, and the 
bright hair, with its golden tinge, was less carefully arranged than it 
used to be, as if exertion were becoming a burden, or that vanity no 
longer troubled him ; and his frame was almost painfully thin ; and a 
low hacking cough took him at intervals. It might have been thought 
that Sir Geoffry was a little out of health, and wanted a change. Lady 
Chavasse, his mother, had begun to admit a long-repressed doubt 
whether any change would benefit him. 

A common desk of stained walnut-wood was open on the table before 
him : he had been reading over and putting straight some papers it 
contained-notes and diaries, and so forth. Two or three of these he 
tore across and threw into the fire. Out of a bit of tissue paper, ho 
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took a curl of bright brown hair, recalling the day and hour when he 
had surreptitiously cut it off; and refused to give it up again to its 
blushing owner. Recalling also the happy feelings of that time­
surreptitiously still, as might be said, for what ·-business had he with 
them now? Holding the hair to his lips for a brief interval, he folded 
it up again, and took out another bit of paper. This contained a lady's 
ring of chased gold set with a beautiful and costly emerald. In those 
bygone years he had bought the ring, thinking to give it in payment of 
the stolen hair ; but the young lady in her shyness had refused so 
valuable a present. Sir Geoffry held the ring so that its brightness 
glittered in the sun, and then wrapped it up again. Next he unfolded 
a diary, kept at that past period, and for a short time afterwards: then 
it was abruptly broken off, and hau never since been written in. He 
smiled to himself as he read a page here and there-but the smile was 
full of sadness. 

Lady Chavasse came into the room rather abruptly: Sir Geoffry shut 
up the diary, and prepared to close and lock the desk. There was a 
disturbed, restless, anxious look on my lady's face : there was a for 
more anxions and bitter pain ever making havoc with her heart. 

"w·hy, Geoffry! have you got 0~1t that old desk?" 
Sir Geoffry smiled as he carried it to its obscure place in a dark 

corner of the library. When he was about twelve years old, and they 
were passing through London, he went to the Lowther Arcade and 
bought this desk, for which he had been saving up his shillings. 

" I don't believe any lad, ever had so valuable a prize as I thought I 
had purchased in that desk, mother," was his laughing remark. 

" I dare say it has a great deal of old rubbish in it," said Lady 
Chavasse, slightingly. 

"Not much else-for all the good it can ever be. I was onlv 
glancing over the rubbish-foolish mementoes of foolish days. Thes~ 
days are weary; and I hardly know how to make their hours fly." 

Lady Chavasse sighed at the words. He used to go shooting in the 
autumn-fishing-hunting once in a way, in the later season : he had 
not strength for these sports now. 

Opening the desk he commonly used, a very handsome one that had 
been Lady Chavasse's present to him, he took i1 small book from it and 
put it into his breast-pocket. Lady Chavasse, " atching all his move­
ments, as she had grown accustomed to do, saw and knew what the 
book wa -a. Bible. Perhaps nothing had struck so much on my lady's 
fears as the habit he had fallen into of often reading the Bible. She 
had come upon him doing it in all kinds of odd places. Out amidst the 
rocks at the seaside where they had recently been staying-and should 
have stayed longer but that he grew tired and wanted to come home ; 
out in the seats of this garden, amidst the roses, or where the roses hau 



I 

212 JOHNNY LUDLOW. 

him with this small Bible. He always slipped it away when she 6r any 
one else approached: but the habit was casting on her spirit a very 
ominous shadow. It seemed to show her that he knew he must be 
drawing near to the world that the Bible tells of, and was making 
ready for his journey. How her heart ached, ached always, Lady 
Chavasse would not have liked to avow. 

"Where's Rachel?" he asked. 
"On her sofa, upstairs." 
Sir Geoffry sti1Ted the fire mechanically, his thoughts elsewhere-just 

as he had stirred it in a memorable interview of the days gone by. 
Un.consciously they had taken up the same position as on that unhappy 
morning : he with his elbow on the mantelpiece, and his face partly 
turned from his mother; she in the same chair, and on the same red 
square of the Turkey carpet. The future had been before them then: 
it lay in their own hands, so to say, to choose the path for good or for 
ill. Sir Geoffry had pointed out which was the right one to take, and 
said that it would bring them happiness. But my lady had negatived 
it, and he could only bow to her decree. And so, tlie turning tide was 
passed, not seized upon, and they had been sailing on a sea tolerably 
_smooth, but without depth in it or sun.shine on it. ·what had the voyage 
brought forth? Not much. And it seemed, so far as one was con­
cerned, nearly at an end now. 

"I fancy Rachel can.not be well~ mother," observed Sir Geoffry, 
" She would not lie down so much if she were." 

" A little inertness, Geoffry, nothing more. About Christmas? " 
continued Lady Chavasse. "Shall you be well enough to go to the 
Derrestons', do you think?" 

"I th.ink we had better let Christmas draw nearer before laying out 
any plans for it," he answered. 

" Yes, that's all very well : but I am going to write to Lady Derreston 
to-day, and she will expect me to mention it. Shall you like to go?" 

A moment's pause, and then he turned to her: his clear, dark-blue 
eyes, ever kind and gentle, looking straight into hers; his voice low 
and tender. 

"I do not suppose I shall ever go away from the Grange again." 
She turned quite white. Was it coming so near as that? A kind 

of te1Tor took possession of her. 
" Geoffry ! Geo.fry I " 
"My darling mother, I will stay with you if I can; you know that. 

But the fiat does not lie with you or with. me." 
Sir Geoffry went behind her chair, and put his arms round her play­

fully, kissing her with a strange tenderness of heart that he sought to 
hide. 

"It may be all well yet, mother, Don't let it trouble you before the 
time." • 

Vb 
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She could not make any rejoinder, could not speak, and quitted the 
room to hide her emotion. 

In the after-part of the day the surgeon, Duffham, bustled in. His 
visit was later than usual. 

" And how are you, Sir Geoffry? " he asked, as they sat alone, facing 
each other between the table and the fire. 

"Much the same, Duff ham." 
"Look here, Sir Geoffry-you should rally both yourself and your 

spirits. It's of no use giving way to illness. There's a certain listless­
ness upon you; I've seen it for some time. Shake it off." 

"Willingly-if you will give me the power to do so," was Sir 
Geoffry's reply. "ThQ listlessness you speak of proceeds from the fact 
that my health and energies fail me. As to my spirits, there's nothing 
the matter with them." 

Mr. Duffham turned over with his fingers a glass paper-weight that 
happened to lie on the table, as if he wanted to see the fishing-boats on 
the sea that its landscape represented, and then he glanced at Sir 
Geoffry. 

" Of course you wish to get well ? "-with a slight emphasis on the 
"wish." 

"Most certainly I wish to get well. For my mother's sake-and of 
course also for my wife's, as well as for my own. I don't expect to, 
though, Duffham." 

"vVell, that's saying a great deal," retorted Duffham, pretending to 
make a mockery of it. 

" I've not been strong for some time-as you may have seen, 
perhaps: but since the beginning of May, when the intensely hot 
weather came in, I have felt as-as--'' 

"Ai; what, Sir Geoffry?" 
"As though I should never live to see another May, hot or cold." 
"Unreasonable heat has that effect on some people, Sir Geoffry. 

Tries their nerves." 
"I am not aware that it tries mine. My nerves are as sound as need 

be. The insurance offices won't take my life at any price, Duff ham," 
he resumed. 

' Have you tried them? " 
"Two of the best in London. ·when I began to grow somewhat 

doubtful about myself in the spring I thought of·the future of those 
near and dear to me, and would have insured my life for their benefit. 
The doctors refu ed to certify. ince then I have felt nearly sure in 
my own mind that what mu t be will be. And, day by day, I have 
watched the ·badow drawing nearer." 

The doctor leaned forward and poke a few earnest word of 
encourao-ement, before departing. ir Geoffry was only too wiUing tq 
recej e then\-in pite of the in" ard contjction th~t lay upon bi~! 
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Lady Rachel Chavasse entered the library in the course of the after­

noon. She wore a sweeping silk, the colour of lilac, and gold ornaments. 

Rer face had not changed : with its classically-carved contour and its 

pale coldness. 
"Does Duffham think you are better, Geoffry?" 
"Not much, I fancy." 
" Suppose we were to try another change-Germany, or somew1ere?" 

she calmly suggested. 
"I would rather be here than anywhere, Rachel." 
" I should like you to get wcl1, you know, Geoffry." 
"I should like it too, my denr." , 
" Mamma has written to ask us-to go into Somersetshire for Christ­

mas," continued Lady Rachel, putting her foot, encased in its black 

satin shoe and white silk stocking, on the fender. 
"Ay. My mother was talking about it just now. Wel1, we sha1l 

see between now and Christmas, Rachel. Perhaps they can come to 

us instead." 
Lady Rachel turned her very light eyes upon her husband : eyes in 

which there often sat a peevish expression. It was not discernible at 

the present moment: they were coldly calm. 
"Don't you think you shall be quite well by Christmas?" 
"I cannot speak with any certainty, Rachel." 
She stood a minute or two l'-.'nger, and then walked round the room 

before the shelves, in search of some entertaining book. It was quite 

evident that the state of her husband did not bring real trouble to her 

heart. vVas the heart too naturally cold ?-or was it that as yet no 

suspicion of the seriousness of the case had penetrated to her ? Some­

thing of both, perhaps. 
Selecting a book, she was leaving the library with it when Sir 

Geoffry asked if she would not rather stay by the fire to read. But she 

said she preferred to go to her sofa. 
" Are you well, Rachel ? " he asked. 
"My back feels tired, always. I suppose we are something alike, 

Geoffry-not over-strong," she concluded, with a smile. 
That night Duff ham made the annexed entry in his journal. 

He does know the critical state he is in. Has known it, it seems, 

for some time. . I suspected he did. Sir Geoffry's one that you may 

read as a book in his open candour. He would "get we1l if he could,'' 

he says, for his mother's sake. As of course he would, were the result 

under bis own control: a fine young fellow of the upper .ten,.with every 

substantial good to make life pleasant, and no evil habits or thoughts 

to draw him backward, would not close his eyes on this world without 

a pang, and a struggle to remain a while longer in it. 
I cannot do more for him than I am doing. All the faculty combined 
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could not. Neither do I say, as he does, that he will not get better: 
on the contrary, I think there's just a chance that he will: and I 
honestly told him so. It's just a toss-up. He was always delicate until 
he grew to manhood : then he seemed to become thoroughly healthy 
and strong. Query: would this delicacy have come back again had his 
life been made as happy as it might have been? My lady can debate 
that point with herself in after-years: it may be that she'll have plenty 
of time to do it in. Sir Geoffry's is one of those sensitive natures where 
the mind seems almost wholly to influence the body; and that past 
trouble was a sharp blow to him. Upright and honourable, he could 
not well bear the remorse that fell upon him-it has been keenly felt, 
ay, I verily believe, until this hour: another's life was blighted that his 
might be aggrandized. M.11 own opi'.nion 1·s, that had he been allowed to 
do as he wished, and make reparation, thereby secU?·ing his own liappfriess, 
he might have tlwown oil the tendency to delicacy still and always; and 
lived to be as old as his father, Si?- P eter. Should my lady ever speak 
to me upon the subject, I shall tell her this. y-eoffry Chavasse has 
lived with a weight upon him. It was not so much that his own hopes 
were gone and his love-dream wrecked, as that he had brought far ,,. 
worse than this upon another. Yes; my lady may thank herself that 
his life seems to have been wasted. Had there been children he might, 
in a degree, have forgotten what went before, and the mind would no 
longer have preyed upon the body_ Has the finger of Heaven been in 
this? My pen ought to have written " specially in this : " for that 
Finger is in all things. 

I hope he will get better. Yes, I do, in spite of a nasty doubt that 
crops up in my mind as I ·say- it. I love him as I did in the old days, 
and respect him more. Qiti vivra verra- to borrow a French phrase 
from young Master Arthur over the way. And now I put up my diary 
for the night. 

Mr . Layne was dead. Mary lived alone in her house now, with her 
servants and Arthur. • 

Never a woman so re pected as she; never a lady, high or low, so 
revered and looked up to as Mary Layne. All the village would fly to 
her on an emergency; and she had both counsel and help to give. 
The poor idolized her. A noble, tender, good gentlewoman, with the 
characteri tic humility in her bearing that had been observable of late 
yea1 , and the gentle gravity on her thoughtful face. My lady, with 
all her rank and her show and her condescension, had never been half 
so much re pected as thi . The little boy-in knickei-bockers now 
and nine years old-wa a great favourite; he also got some honout• 
reflected on him through Colonel Layne. There bad been a time of 
trouble in India, and Major Layne had grandly distinguished himself . 
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and gained honour and promotion. The public papers proclaimed his 
bravery ·and r~nown; and Arthur received his share of reflected glory. 
As the boy passed on his pony, the blacksmith, Dobbs, would shoot 
out from his forge to look after him, and say to the stranger whose 

_ horse had cast a shoe, " There goes the little son of the brave Colonel 
Layne: maybe you've heerd of his deeds over in Ingce." Perhaps the 
blacksmith considered he had acquired a sort of right in Arthur, since 
the pony-a sure-footed Welsh animal-was kept in tl1e stable that 
belonged to his forge, and was groomed by himself or son. Miss 
Layne paid him for it; but, as the blacksmith said, it went again' the 
grain; he'd ha' been proud to do aught for her and the little gentleman 
without pay. . 

And somehow, what with one thing and another, my lady grew to 
think that if anything removed her from Chavasse Grange, Mary would 
take her place as best and chiefest in Church Dykely, and she . herself 
would not be mi8sed. But it was odd the thought should dawn upon 
her. Previsions of coming events steal into the minds of a great many 
of us; we know not whence they arise, and at first look on them only 
as idle thoughts, never recognizing them for what they are-advance 
shadows of the things to be. 

One sunshiny afternoon, close upon winter, Arthur and Mr. Duffham 
went out riding. Mary watched them start; the ddctor on his old grey 
horse (that had been her father's), and Arthur on his well-groomed 
pony. The lad __ sat well; as brave-looking a little gentleman, with his 
upright carriage, open face, and nice attire-for Mary was particular 
there-as had ever gratified a fond aunt's eye, or a blacksmith's heart. 

Close by the gates of Chavasse Grange, they met Sir Geoffry and 
his mother strolling forth. - Mr. Duffham's hopes had not been fulfill ed. 
Outwardly there was not much change in the baronet, certainly none 
for the better; inwardly there was a gi·eat deal. He lcnew now how 
very certain his fate was, and that it might not be delayed for any great 
length of time; a few weeks, a few months : as God should will. 
. "Lady Raebel is not well," observed Sir Geoffry to the surgeon. 
"You must see her, Duffham. I suppose you can't come in now?" 

"Yes, I can: I'm in no hurry," was the doctor's answer. 
"May I come too, and see the peacock, Sir Geoffry? I'll wait here, 

though, if Mr. Duffham thinks I ought." 
Of cours~ the boy was told that the peacock would take it as a slight 

if he di<l not pay him a visit, and they all tmned up the avenue. 
Arthur got off his pony and led it, and talked with Lady Chavasse. 

" vVhy did you get off yet?" asked Sir Geoffry, turning to him. 
" ·Lady Chavasse is walking," answered the boy, simply. 
It spoke volumes for his innate sense of politeness. Sir Geoffry 

remembered that he had possessed the same when a child. 
1' Rave yoq he&rd what papa has don~? " asked, Art4~r, putthig the 
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question generally. " It has been in all the newspapers, and he is full 
colonel now. Did you read_it, Sir Geoffry?" 

"Yes, I read it, Arthur." 
"And the Queen's going to thank papa when he comes to England, 

and to make him Sir Richard. Everybody says so. Dobbs thinks 
papa will be made general before he dies." 

Dobbs was the blacksmith. They smiled at this. Not at the 
possibility for Colonel Layne, but at Dobbs. 

"And, with it all, Aunt Ma:ry does not want me to be a soldier!" 
went on the boy in rather an aggrieved tone. " Richard's enough, she 
says. Dick gets on well at King's College : he is to go to Woolwich 
next. I don't see the peacock!" 

They had neared the house, b~t the gay plumaged bird, for which 
Arthur retained his full admiration, was nowhere in sight. Servants 
came forward and led the horses away. Mr. Duffham went on to sec 
Lady Rachel: A1iliur was taken into the garden-parlour by Sir Geoffry. 

,: And so you would like to be a soldier: ,, he said, holding the boy 
before him, and looking down at his bright, happy face. 

"Oh, I should: very much. If papa says I'm not to be-or ma.mma 
-or Aunt Mary-if they should tell me' No, no, you shall not,' why; it 
would be at an end, and I'd try and like something else." 

"Listen, Arthur," said Sir Geoffry, in a low, earnest tone. "·what 
you are to be, and what ) ou are not to be, lie alike in th~ will of God. 
He will direct you aright, no doubt, when the time of choice shall 
come--" _ 

"And that's what Aunt Mary says," interrupted the lad. " She 
says-- There's the peacock!" 

He bad come round the corner, his tail trailing; the poor peahen 
following humbly behind him, as usual. Arthur went outside the 
\\ind ow. The peacock had a most unsociable habit of stalking away 
with a harsh scream "if approached; Arthur knew this, and stayed 
where he was, talking still with Sir Geoffry. ,vhen Lady Chavasse 
entered, be was deep in a story of the musical box. 

"Yes, a wicked boy went into Reuuen Noah's, and broke his box 
f Jr the purpose. Aunt Mary is letting me get it mended for him with 
some sixpences I had saYed up. Reuben is very ill just now-in great 
pain; and Aunt Mary bas let me lend him mine-he says when he can 
hear the music, his hip does not hurt him so much. You are not angry 
with me for lending it, are you, Sir Geoffry?" • 

"My boy, I am pleased." 
" Why should Sir Geoffry be angry-what is it to him?" cried 

Lady Chavasse, amused with the chatter. 
" Sir Geoffry gave it to me," said Arthur, looking at her with wide­

open e3 es, in which the great wonder that any one should be ignorant 
of th~t fa.ct w~s e~pressed. " Eeup~p. wisµ~s h~ GO"!l.lcl get here to see 
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the peacock-: but he can't walk, you know. I painted a beautiful one 
on paper and took it to him. Aunt Mary said it was not much like a 
real peacock; it was too yellow. Reuben liked it, and hung it up on 
his wall. Oh l " 

For the stately peacock, stepping past the window as if the world 
belonged to him, suddenly threw wide his tail in an access of vanity. 
The tail had not long been renewed, and was in full feather. Arthur's 
face went into a radiant glow. Lady Chavasse, smiling at the childish 
delight, produced some biscuit that the peacock was inordinately fond 
of, and bade him go and feed it. 

"Oh, Geoffry," she exclaimed in the impulse of the moment, as the 
boy vaulted away, "if you only had such a son and heir as that! " 

" Ay. It might have been, mother. That child himself might have 
been Sir Arthur after me, had you so willed it." 

" Been Sir Arthur after you ! " she exclaimed. " Are you in a 
dream, Geoffry? That child! " 

"I have thought you did not know him, but I never felt quite sure. 
He passes to the world for the son of Colonel Layne-as I trust he 
may so pass always. Don't you understand'?" 

It was so comical a thing, bringing up thoughts so astounding, and 
the more especially because she bad never had the remotest suspicion 
of it, that Lady Chavasse simply stare_d at her son in silence. All in a 
moment a fiery resentment rose up in her heart : she could not have 
told at whom or.what. 

"I will never believe it, Geoffry. It camwt be." 
" It 1'.s, mother." 
He was leaning against the e111brasure of the window as he stood, 

watching the boy in the distance throwing morsels of biscuit right into 
the peacock's mouth, condescendingly held wide to receive them. 
Lady Chavasse caught the strange sadness gliste:iing in her son's eyes, 
and somehow a portion of her hot anger died away._ • 

"Yes : there was nothing to prevent it," sighed Sir Geoffry. "Had 
you allowed it, mother, the boy might have been born my lawful son, 
my veritable heir. Other sons might have followed him : the prob­
ability is, there would have been half-a-dozen of them feeding the 
peacock now, instead of- of-I was going to say-of worse than none." 

Lady Chavasse looked out at the boy with eager, devouring eyes : 
and whether there was more of longing in their depths, or of haughty 
anger, a spectator could not have told. In that same moment a vision, 
so vivid as to be almost like reality, stole before her mental sight-of 
the half-dozen brave boys crowding round the peacock, instead of only 
that one on whose birth so cruel a blight had been cast. 

" A noble heir he would have made us, mother; one of whom our 
free land might ha.Ye been proud," spoke Sir Geoffry, in a low tone of 
yearning that was mi~ed witb hopele. s despair. " He bears my name, 
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Arthur. I would give my right band-ay, and the left too-if he 
could be Sir Arthur after me ! " 

Arthur turned round. His cap was on the grass, his blue eyes were 
shining. 

"He is frightfully greedy and selfish, Lady Cbavasse. He will not 
let the peahen have a bit." 

" A beautiful face," murmured Sir Geoffry. " And a little like 
what mine must have been at his age, I fancy. Sometimes I have 
thought that you would see the likeness, and that it might impart its 
clue." 

" Siuce when have you known him ?-known this?" 
" Since the day after the accident, when my horse threw him down. 

Duffharn dropped an unintentional word, and it enlightened me. Some 
nights ago I dreamt that the little lad was my true heir,'' added Sir 
Geoffry. "I saw you kiss him in the dreamll 

"You must have been letting your thoughts run on it very much," 
retorted Lady Chavasse, rather sharply. 

" They are often running on it, mother: the regret for what might 
have been and for what is, never seems to leave me," was his reply. 
"For some moments after I awoke from that dream I thought it was 
reality: I believe I called out' Arthur.' Rachel started, and inquired 
between sleeping and waking what the matter was. To find it was 
only a dream-to remember that what is can never be changed or 
redeemed in this world, was the worst pain of all ." 

"You may have children yet,'' said Lady Chavasse, after a pause. 
"It is not impossible." 

"Well, I suppose not impossible,1' was the hesitating rejoinder. 
"But--" 

" But you don't think it. Say it out, Geoffry." 
"I do not think it. My darling mother, don't you see how it is with 

me?" he added, in an impulse of emotion-" that I am not to live. 
A very short time now, and I shall be lying with my father." 

A piteous cry broke from her. It had to be suppressed. The 
ungrateful peacock, seeing no more dainty biscuit in store, had fluttered 
off with a scream, putting his tail down into the smallest possible 
compas ; and Arthur came running back to the room. Mr. Duffham 
next appeared; his face grave, his account of Lady Raebel evasive. 
He suspected some latent disease of the spine, but did not wish to say 
so just yet. 

The horse and pony were brought round. Arthur and the doctor 
mounted; Arthur turning round to lift his cap to Lady Chavasse and 
Sir Geoffry as he rode away. A noble boy in all his actions ; sitting 
his pony like the young chieftain he ought to have been but for my 
lady's adverse will. 

But Mr. Duffham was by no means prepared for an inroad on his 
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privacy made that evening by my lady. She surprised him . in his 
shabbiest parlour, when he was taking his tea : the old tin _teapot O!l 
the Japan tray, and the bread-and-butter plate cracked across. Zuby 
Noah, Duffham's factotum, was of a saving turn, and never would 
bring in the best things except on Sundays. He had a battle with 
·her over it sometimes, but it did no good. Duffham thought Lady 
Chavasse had come to hear about Lady Rachel, but he was mistaken. 

She began with a despairing cry, by way of introduction to the 
interview; Zuby might have heard it as she went along the kitchen 
passage, but for her clanking pattens. The man-servant was out that 
evening, and Zuby was in waiting. Duffharn, standing on the old 
hearthrug, found his arm seized by Lady Cha vasso. He had never 
seen her in agitation like this. 

" Is it to be so really? Mr. Duffham, can nothing be done ? Is my 
son to die before my very eyes, and not be saved?" 

"Sit down, pray, Lady Chavasse I" cried Duffham, trying to hand 
her into the chair that had the best-looking cushion on it, and wishing 
he had been in the other room and had not slipped on his worn, old 
pepper-and-salt coat. 

'' He ought not to die-to die and leave no children I" she went on, 
as if she were a lunatic. "If there were but one little son-but one­
to be the heir! Can't you keep him in life? there may be children 
yet, if he only lives." 

Her eyes were looking wildly into his ; her fingers entwined them­
selves about the old grey cuffs as lovingly as though they were of silk 
velvet. No : neither Duffham nor any one else had ever . seen her 
like this. It was as though she thought it lay ·with Duffham to keep 
Sir Geoffry in life and to endow Chavasse Grange with heirs. 

"Lady Chavasse, I am not in the place of God." 
_" Don't you care for my trouble? Don't you cm·e for it?" 
"I do care. I wish I could cure Sir Geoffry.'' 
Down sat my lady in front of the fire, in dire tribulation. By the 

way sh~ stared at it, Duffham thought she must see in it a vision of 
the future. 

,: We shall have to quit the Grange, you know, if he should die: 
I and Lady Rachel. Better that I quitted it in my young life; that 
I had never had a male child to keep n:i~ in it. I thought that would 
have been a hardship: but oh, it would have been nothing to this." 

"You shall take a cup of tea, Lady Chavasse-if you don't mind its 
being poured out of this homely tea-pot," said Duffharn. "Confound 
that Zuby ! " he cried, under bis breath. 

" Yes, I will take the tea-put nothing in it. My lips and throat 
are dry with fever and pain. I wish I could die instead of Geoffry! 
I wish be could have left a little child behind to bless me ! " 

Puffh;im, standin~ tip whilst sh',') took the tl;!a, thought it wns well 
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that these trials of awful pain did not fall often in a lifetime, or they 
\Vould wear out alike the frame and the spirit. She grew calm again. 
As if ashamed of the agitation betrayed, her manner gradually took 
a sort of hard composure, her face a defiant expression. She turned it 
on him. 

" So, l\1r. Duffham ! It has been well done of you, to unite with Sir 
Geoffry in deceiving me ! That child over the way has never been 
Colonel Layne's." 

And then she went on in a style that put Duffham's back up. It 
was not his place to tell her, he answered. At the same time he had 
had no motive to keep it from her, and if she had ever put the question 
to him, he should readily have answered it. Unsolicited, unspoken to, 
of course he had held his peace. As to uniting with Sir Geofli·y to 
deceive her, she deceived herself if she thought anything of the kind. 
Since the first moment they had spoken together, when the fact had 
become known to Sir Geoffry, never a syllable relating to it had been 
mentioned between them. And then, after digesting this for a few 
minutes in silence, she went back to Sir Geoffry's illness. 

"It is just as though a blight had fallen on him," she piteously ex­
claimed, lifting her hand and letting it drop again. "A blight." 

"vVell, Lady Chavasse, I suppose something of the kind did fall 
upon him," was Duffham's answer. 

And that displeased her. She turned her offended face to the doctor, 
and inquired what he meant by saying it. 

So Duffham set himself to speak out. He had said he would, if 
ever the opportunity came. Reverting to what had happened some 
nine or more years ago, he told her that in his opinion Sir Geoffry had 
never recovered it : that the trouble had so fixed itself upon him as to 
have worked insensibly upon his bodily health. 

" Self-reproach and disappointment were combined, Lady Chavasse ; 
for there's no doubt that the young lady was very dear to him," con­
cluded Duffham. "And there are some natures that cannot pick up 
again after such a blow." 

She was staring at Duffham with open eyes, not understanding. 
" You do not mean to say that-that the disappointment about l,e1· 

has killed Sir Geoffry? " . 
" My goodness, no 111 cried Duffham, nearly laughing. " Men are 

made of tougher stuff than to die of the thing called love, Lady 
hava se. ·what is it Shakespeare says? 'Men have died, and worms 

have eaten them, but not for love.' There is no question but that Sir 
Geoffry has always had an inherent tendency to delicacy of constitu:. 
tion," he continued more seriously: " my partner Layne told me so. 
It wa.s warded off for a time, and he grew into a strong, hearty man : 
it might perhaps have been warded off for good. But the blight-as 
you uptly express it, Lady Chuvasse-came : and perhaps since then 
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the spirit has not been able to maintain its own proper struggle for 
existence-in which lies a great deal, mind you ; and now that the 
original weakness has shown itself again, he cannot shake it off." 

"But-according to that-he is dying of the blight? " 
" vVell-in a sense, yes. If you like to put it so." 
Her lips grew white. There rose before her mind that one hour of 

bitter agony in her lifetime and her son's, when he had clasped his 
pleading hands on hers, and told her in a voice hoarse with its bitter 
pain and emotion that if she decided against him he could never know 
happiness again in this world : that to part from one to whom he was 
bound by sweet endearment, by every tie that ought to bind man to 
woman, would be like parting with life. Entrenched in her pride, she 
had turned a deaf ear, and rejected his prayer: and now there had 
come of it what had come. Yes, as Lady Chavasse sat there, she had 
the satisfaction of knowing that the work was hers. 

"A warmer climate ?-would it restore him?" she exclaimed, turn­
ing her hot eyes on Mr. Duffham. 

"Had it been likely to do so, Lady Chavasse, I should have sent him 
to one long ago." 

She gathered her mantle of purple velvet about her as she rose up, 
and went out of the room in silence, giving Duff ham her hand in token 
of friendship. 

Duffham opened the front-door, and was confronted by a tall foot­
man-with a gold-headed cane and big white silk calves-who had 
been waiting in the air for his lady. She took the way to the Grange; 
the man and his protecting cane stepping grandly after her. 

"Sir Geoffry ·Chavasse.11 

Buried in her own reflections by the drawing-room fire, in the coming 
dusk of the winter's evening, Mis~ Layne thought her ears.must have 
deceived her. But no. It was Sir Geoffry who advanced as the 
servant made the announcement; and she rose to meet him. Strangely 
her heart fluttered : but she had been learning a lesson in calmness for 
many years ; he had too, perhaps ; and they shook hands quietly as 
other people do. Sir Geoffry threw back his overcoat from his wasted 
form as he :sat down. 

Wasted more than ever now. Some weeks have gone on since my 
lady's impromptu visit to Mr. Duffham's tea-table; winter is merging 
into spring ; and the most sanguine could no longer indulge hope for 
Sir Geoffry. 

"You have heard how it is with me ? " he began, looking at Mary, 
after recovering his short breath. 

"Yes," she faintly answered. 
" I could not die without seeing you, Mary, and speaking a word of 

an 
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farewell. it was in my mind to ask you to cottle to the Grange (or 
half-an-hour's interview; but I scarcely saw how to accomplish it: it 
might have raised some speculation. So as the day has been fine and 
mild, I came to you." 

"You should have come earlier," she murmured. "It is getting late 
and cold." 

"I did come out earlier. But I have been with Duffham." 
Moving his chair a little nearer to hers, he spoke to her long and 

earnestly. In all that was said there seemed to be a solemn meaning­
as is often the case when the speaker is drawing to the confines of this 
world and about to enter on the next. He refen-ed a little to the past, 
and there was some mutual explanation. But it seemed to be of the 
future that Sir Geoffry had come chiefly to speak-the future of Baby 
Arthm. 

" You will take care of him, Mary ?-of his best interests?" And 
the tears came into Mary Layne's eyes at the words. He could not 
really think it necessary to ask it. 

"Yes. To the very utmost of my power." 
"I am not able to leave him anything. You know how things are 

with us at the Grange. My wish would have been good--:-" 
"It is not necessary," she interrupted. "All I have will be his, Sir 

Geoffry." 
"Si1· Geoffry! Need you keep 11p that farce, Mary, in this om last 

hour? He seems to wish to be a soldier: and I cannot think but that 
the profession will be as good for him as any other, provided you can 
lilce it for him. You will see when the time comes : all that lies in the 
future. Our lives have been blighted, Mary: and I pray God daily 
and hourly that, being so, it may have served to expiate the sin-my 
sin, my love, it was never yours-and that no shame may fall on 
him." 

"I think it will not," she softly said, the painful tears dropping fast. 
"He will always be regarded as Colonel Layne's son: the very few 
who know otherwise-Mr. Duffham, Colonel and Mrs. Layne, and 
Lady Chavas e now-will all be tme to the end." 

"Ay. I belie, e it too. I think the boy may have a bright and 
honourable career before him: as much so perhaps as though he had 
been born my heir. I think the regret that he was not-when he so 
ea ily might have been-has latterly helped to wear me out, Mary." 

"I wish you could have lived, Geoffry 1" she cried from between her 
blinding tears. 

"I have wished it also," he answered, his tone full of pain. "But it 
was not to be. When the days shall come that my mother is alone, 
except for Lady Rachel, and grieving for me, I want you to promise 
that you will sometimes see her and give her consolation. Something 
tells me that you can do thi , Mary, that she will take it from you-
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and I know that she ,,rill need it sadly. Be kind to her ,vhen t am 
gone." 

"Yes. I promise it." -
- "You are the bravest of us all, Mary. And yet upon you-has lain t.Iie 
greatest suffering!" 

"It is the suffering that has made me brave," she answered. "Oh, 
Geoffry, I am getting to realize the truth that it is better to have too 
much of suffering in this world than too little. It is a truth hard to 
learn: but once learnt, it brings happiness in enduring." 

Sir Geoffry nodded assent. He had learnt somewhat of it also-too late. 
"I have begun a confidential letter to Colonel Layne, Mary, and 

shall post it before I die. To thank him for--" 
The words were drowned in a gleeful commotion-caused by the 

entrance of Arthur. The boy came dashing in from his afternoon's 
study with the curate, some books under his arm. 

"I have not been good, Aunt Mary. He said I gave him no end of 
trouble; and I'm afraid I did: but, you see, I bought the marbles 
going along, instead of in coming back, as you told me, and-- Who's 
that!" 

In letting his books fall on a side-table, he had caught sight of the 
stranger-then standing up. The fire had burnt low, and just for the 
moment even the young eyes did not recognize Sir Geoffry Chavasse. 
Mary stirred the fire into a blaze, and ~drew the crimson curtains before 
the window . 

"·what have you come for?" asked the little lad, as Sir Geoffry took 
his hand. "Are you any better, sir? " 

"I shall never be better in this world, Arthur. And so you gave 
your tutor trouble this afternoon ! " 

" Yes ; I am very sorry : I told him so. It was all through the 
marbles. I couldn't keep my hands out of my pockets. Just look 
what beauties they are! " 

Out came a handful of "beauties" of many colours. But Mary, who 
was standing by the mantelpie9e, her face turned away, bade him put 
them up again. Arthur began to fee1 that there was some kind of 
hush upon the room. 

"I have been talking to Miss Layne about your future-for, do you 
know, Arthur, you are a favourite of mine," said Sir Geoffry. "Evet· 
since the time when my horse knocked you down-and might have 
killed you-I have taken a very warm interest in your welfare. I 
have often wished that you-that you "-he seemed to hesitate in some 
emotion-" were my own little son and heir to succeed me; but of 
course that cannot be. I don't know what profession you will choose, 
or may be chosen for you--" 

"I should like to be a soldier," interrupted Arthur, lifting his 
sparkling eyes to Sir Geoffry's. 

B 
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11 Your ideas tnay change before the time for choosing shall come. 

But a soldier may be as brave a servant of God as of his ·queen: should 
you ever become a soldier, will you remember this truth? " 

"Yes," said Arthur, in a whisper, for the grave tones and manner impressed him with some awe. · 
Sir Geoffry was sitting down and holding Arthur before him. To 

the latter's intense surprise, he saw two tears standing on the wasted 
cheeks. It made him feel a sort of discomfort, and he began, as a 
relief, to play with the chain and seal that hung on the baronet's 
waistcoat. A transparent seal, with a plain device on it. 

i: Should you like to have them when I am gone, Arthur-and wear 
them in remembrance of me when yon are old enough? I think it 
must be so : no one can have a better right to them than my little 
friend who once nearly lost his arm by my carelessness. I will see 
about it. But I have a better present than that-which I will give you now." 

Taking from his pocket. the small Bible that had been his companion 
for some months, he put it into Arthur's hands, telling him that he had 
written his name in it. And the child, turning hastily to the fly-leaf, 
saw it there: "Arthur Layne. From G. A. C." Lower down were 
the words: "Come unto Me all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest." 

" Jesus said that!" cried the bo), simply. 
" J esus Christ. My Sa vi our and yours-for I am sure you will let 

Him be) ours. Do not part with this Book, Arth-ur. Use it always: 
I have marked many passages in it. Should it be your fate ever to 
encamp on the battle-field, let the Book be with you : your guide and 
friend. In time you will get to lorn it better than any book that is to be had in the world." 

The child had a tender heart, n.nd began to cry a little. Sir Geoffry drew him nearer. 
"I have prayed to God to ble s you, Arthur. But you know, my 

child He will only give His best blessing to those who seek it, who 
love and serve Hirn. ·whatsoever may be your lot in life, strive to do 
your duty in it, as before God; loving Him, loving and serving your 
fellow-creatures; tru ting ever to Chri t's atonement. These are my 
la t olemn word to you. Do you always remember them." 

Hi voice faltered a li ttle, and Arthur began to sob. "Oh, Sir Geoffry, mu t you die?" 
ir Geoffry seemed to be breathing fa t, as though agitation were becoming too much for him. He bent hi head and ki ed the bov's 

face fervently: hi brow, hi cheeks, bi lip , hi eyelids-there was ~ot a • pot that Sir Geoffry did not leave a ki upon. It. quite seemed a 
th9ugh hi heart had been yearning for tho e ki e , an<.l a though he could not take enough of them. 
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"And now, Arthur, you must do a little errand for me. Go over to 

Mr. Duffbam, and tell him I am coming. Leave the Bible on the 

table here." 
Arthur went out of the house with less noise than he had entered it. 

Sir Geoffry rose. 
"It is our turn to part now, Mary. I must be gone." 
Her sweet face was almost distorted with the efforts she had been 

making to keep down emotion before the child. She burst into tears, 

as her hand met Sir Geoffry's. 
"God bless you! God bless you always, my darling! " he murmured. 

"Take my thanks, once for all, for the manner in which you have met 

the past; there is not another woman living who would have done and 

borne as you have. This is no doubt our last meeting on earth, Mary; 

but in eternity we shall be together for ever. God bless you, and love 

you, arnl keep you always! " 
A lingering hand-pressure, a steady look into each other's eyes, 

reading the present anguish there, reading also the future trust, and 

then their lips met-surely there was no wrong in it !-and a farewell 

kiss of pain was taken. Sir Geoffry went out, buttoning his overcoat 

across his chest. 
A fly was waiting before Mr. Duffham's house; the surgeon and 

Arthur were standing by it on the IJavement. Sir Geoffry got inside. 

"Good-bye, Sir Geoffry!" cried the little lad, as Mr. Duffham, 

saying he should be at the Grange in the morning, was about to close 

the door. "I shall write and tell papa how good you've been, to give 

me your own Bible. I can write small-hand now." 
"And fine small-hand it is ! " put in old Duffham in disparagement. 

Sir Geoffry laid his liand gently on Arthur's head, and kept it there 

for a minute. His lips were moving, but he said nothing aloud. 

Arthur thought he had not been heard. 
"Good-bye, Sir Geoffry," he repeated. 
"Good-bye, my child." 

Sir Geoffry lay back in an easy-chair in front of the fire in his library. 

The end was near at hand now, but he was bearing up quite well to 

the last. Lady Chavasse, worn almost to a shadow with grief and un­

certainty-for there were times yet when she actually entertained a 

sort of hope- sat away in the shade ; her eyes watching every change 

in his countenance, her heart feeling ever its bitter repentance and 

despair. 
Repentance ? Yes, and plenty of it. For she saw too surely what 

might have been and what was-and knew that it was herself, herself only, 

who had worked out this state of things. Her self-reproach was terrible; 

her days and nights were one long dream of agony. Lady Rachel was 
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not with them very much. She lay down more than ever in her own 
room ; and Lady Ch::wassc had begun to learn that this almost con­
tinuous lying was not caused by inert idleness, but of necessity. The 
Grange was a sad homestead now. 

The blaze from the fire flickered on Sir Geoffry's wasted face. 1-Iers 
was kept in the shadow, or it might have betrayed-the bitterness of her 
aching heart. He had been speaking of things that touched her con­
science. 

"Yes, it was a sin, mother. But it might have been repaired; and, 
if it had been, I believe God would have blessed us all. As it is-well, 
we did not repair it, you and I ; and so-and so, as I take it, there has 
not been much of real blessing gi ,·en to us here ; certainly not of heart­
felt comfort. I seem to see all things clearly now-if it be not wrong 
to say it." 

Lady Chavasse saw them too-though perhaps not exactly in the 
way he meant. Never was the vision, of what might have been, more 
vividly before her than now as he spoke. She saw him, a hale happy 
man; his wife Mary, their children, a goodly flock, all at the Grange, 
and herself first amongst them, reigning paramount, rejoicing in her 
good and dutiful daughter-in-law. Oh, what a contrast between that 
vision and reality ! A repressed groan escaped her lips; she coughed 
to smother it. 

"Mother! " 
" '\V ell, Geoffry ? " 
"You need not have suppressed my last letter to Mary-the letter 

of explanation I wrote when I quitted her and the Grange. You might 
have been sure of me-that I would be true to my word to you." 

No answer. There was a great deal that she would not suppress, 
besides the letter, if the time had to come over again. The log 
sparkled and crackled and threw its jets of flame upwards; but no 
other noise disturbed the room's stillness. 

" Mother ! " 
" ,v ell, Geoffry?" 
'' I should like the child, little Arthur, to have my watch and its 

nppendages. Have you any objection?" 
"None." 
"It will be looked upon, you know, as n. token of remembrance to 

the little fellow who had so sharp an illness through my horse." 
"Yes." 
"And-I have two desks, you know. The old one of common 

stained wood I wish sent to Miss Layne, locked as it is. The key I 
"ill enclose in a note. Let them be sent to her when I am dead." 

"It ball be done, Geoffry." 
"There's not much in the de k. Just a few odds and ends of papers; 

mementoes of the short period when I was happy-though I ought not 
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to have been. Nothing of value; except a ring that I bought for her 
at Worcester at the time, and which she would not take." 

"I promise it, Geoffry. I will do all you wish." 
"Thank you. You have ever been my loving fri8nd, mother." 
"Ever, Geoffry? " 
"Vv ell-you did for the best there, mother; though it was a mistake. 

You acted for what you thought my welfare." 
" Would you not like to see her, Geoffry?" 
"I have seen her and bidden her farewell. It was the afternoon I 

went to Duffham's and you said that I stayed out too late. And now 
I think I'll lie down on the sofa, and get, if I can, a. bit of sleep ; I feel 
tired. To-morrow I will talk about you and Rachel-and what will be 
best for you both. I wish to my heart, for your sake and hers, that 
Rachel had borne a son; I am thinking of you both daily, and of what 
you will do when I am gone." 

"I shall never know pleasure in life again, Geoffry," she cried, with 
a heartbroken sob. " Life for me will be, henceforth, one of mortifica­
tion and misery." 

"But it will not last for ever. Oh, mother! how merciful God is !­
to give us the blessed hope of an eternal life of perfect happiness, after 
all the mistakes and tribulations and disappointments of this! My 
darling mother ! we shall all be ther_e in sweet companionship for ever." 

They burie·d Sir Geoffry Chavasse by the side of his father-and 
any one who likes to go there may see his tomb against the graveyard 
wall of Church Dykely. My Lady Chavasse arranged the funeral. The 
Earl of Derreston -and a Major Chavasse were chief mourners, with 
other grand people. Duffham's diary gives the particulars, but there 
is no space here to record them. Duffham was bidden to it; and 
brought Arthur Layne in his hand to the Grange, in obedience to a 
private word of my lady's-for she knew the dead, if he could look out 
of his coffin , would like to see Arthur foll owing. So the procession 
started, a long line ; the village gazing in admiration as it passed; and 
Dobbs the blacksmith felt as proud as ever was the Grange peacock, 
when be saw Colonel Layne's little son in a coach, amidst the gentle­
folks. 'Twere out of respect to the colonel's bravery, you might be 
sure, he told a select audience: and p'r'aps a bit because o' that back 
accident to the child hisself. And so, amidst pomps, and coaches, and 
comments, Geoffry Chavasse was left in his last home. 

[ F inal matters extracted f rom D u.ffh am's Diary.] 

It is eighteen months now since Sir Geoffry died; and strange 
changes have taken place. 'l'he world is always witnessing such: you 
go up, and I go down. 
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A TALE OF SIN, 229. 

Admiral Chavasse came home and took possession of the Grange. 
My lady had previom;ly quitted it. She did not quit Church Dykely. 
It seemed indifferent to her where she settled clown ; and Lady Rachel 
Chavasse had become used to my attendance, and wished to stay. 
There was a small white villa to let on this side of the Grange, .and 
they took it. Lady Rachel lics·down more than ever; when she goes 
out it is in a Bath-chair. Old John Noah draws it. The spinal com­
plaint is confirmed. I can do her no good; but I go in once or twice a 
week, and have a gossip. She is very fractious: and what with one 
thing and another, my Lady Chavasse has a trying life of it. 'l'hey 
keep three servants only; no carriage-except the Bath-chair. What 
a change! what a change! 

If ever there was a disappointed woman in this world, one who feels 
the humiliation of her changed position keenly, whose whole life is a 
long living repentance, it is Lady Chavasse. The picture of what 
might have been is ever in her mind; the reality of what is, lies around 
her. To judge Ly human folliLility, she has a long existence before 
her : not quite fifty yet, and her health rude : but in spirit she is a 
Lowed, broken-down woman. 

The Grange is let. Sir Parker Chavasse could not reconcile himself 
to living in a rural district, and went back to his ship. At first he shut 
the Grange up; now he has let it for a term to Mr. and Mrs. McAlpin, 
formerly of Calcutta. They live there with their children; in as good 
a style as ever the Chavasses did. Allan McAlpin has given up 
business, and spends his large fortune like the gentleman he is. She is 
Mary Layne's sister: a dainty and rather haughty woman. My lady 
look out surreptitiou 'ly from the corner of her window as Mrs. 
McAlpin's carriage bowls along the road beyond the field. Colonel 
Layne's wife is also here just now, on a visit at the Grange; her 
husband, Sir Richard Layne, K.C.B., has returned to his duties in 
India. The whole county calls upon them and seems proud to do it, 
forgetting perhaps that they were only the daughters of my predecessor, 
La) ne the apothecary. Yes ! there are strange ups and downs in this 
world: and Mary Lavne, so despised once, might not now be thought, 
even by my lady, so very unequal to Sir Geoffry Chavasse. 

She does not go in for grandenr. But the village would like to lay 
its hand under her feet. Never was there so good, so un elfish, so 
sweet and humble-minded a woman as Mary. In a temporary indi posi­
tion that attacked her a. few weeks ago, Mr. Dobbs, struck with con­
sternation, gaye it as hi opinion that Church Dykely " could afford to 
lo e the whole biling of 'em better than her." Lady Cbava se has 
seen her merit at la t; and Mary's frequent presence in their hou e 
seems to bring li o-ht to the two lonely women. Arthur goes there too; 
my lady loves him, curious though the fa t may sound. An incident 
occurred the other cYening. 
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Miss Layne and Arthur were at tea there, when I happened to go 
in with some medicine. Mary had her work out, and sat talking in a 
low voice to Lady Rachel on her sofa; Lady Chavasse was watching 
Arthur, playing on the grass-plat. My lady rose up with a sudden 
cry: 

" Take care of the wasp, Sir Arthur ! Sir Arthur!" 
I saw what painful reverie she had been lost in-the vision of that 

which might have been. It is apt to steal on her at sunset. Becoming 
conscious of the slip, she flushed slightly, and turned it off. Lady 
Rachel laughed ; she thought it a good joke. Mary was more silent 
than usual that night, as I walked home by her and Arthur's side. 

Here ends the history. Mary Layne lives on in her home, training 
.Arthur, helping the sick and suffering, keeping her face steadily turned 
to another wo:rld. Never a one is there amidst us so respected as that 
good, grave lady, who blighted her life in early womanhood, and who 
carries its trace on her sad, sweet countenance, and its never-ceasing 
shame on her sorrowing heart. 

That's all at last. You must be glad of it. Old Duffham shall not 
lead me blindfold into one of his spun-out histo_ries again. The trouble 
I've had to cut it down ! What with the diaries and letters, it was 
twice as long. 

And he called it a ta]e of sin. I, Johnny Ludlow, think it is more 
like a tale of suffering. 
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X. 

A DAY OF PLEASURE. 

WE all liked Captain Sanker; a post-captain in the navy, ages sinqe on half-pay ; who came into Vv orcestershire, and brought a letter of introduction to the Squire. He was about a seventeenth cousin of the Sankers of ,vales, and a twenty-seventh of Mrs. Todhetley. The captain and his wife and family, six children, had lived in Ireland and the Channel Islands, and other cheap localities, making both ends of their income meet as well as they could-and nobody need be told bow poor is the half-pay of naval officers, and what a fight and a struggle it is to rub along. At last, through the death of a relative of Mrs. Sanker, they dropped into quite a fortune, and came over to settle at vVorcester. 
A Dr. Teal, who had also recently come to Worcester, ancl was an old friend of Captain Sanker, proposed it to the~. He wrote a flaming account of the pretty place that Vv orcester was, of the loveliness of the smTounding country; and of the great advantage the coJlege school would be to the young Sankers, in giving them a free education if they could be got into it. The prospect of a free education for his boys took with the captain, aud he lost no time in removing to Worcester, the Welsh Sankers giving him an introduction to us. We grew pretty intimate : calling -on them when we went to Worcester for a day, and having them over to spend days with us. 

All the ) onng Sankers were got into the college schoo1 by degrees, and became _four of the forty king's scholars. At that time-it is long past now-the school was not thought much of, for the boys were taught little but the clas ic , so entrance was easy : Latin, Greek, bad writing, and the first rule in arithmetic : there it ended. Captain anker thought the education first-rate, and had them all enrolled : Frederick Daniel King, and Toby. As to Toby, I fancy his real name wa lfred, but I never heard him called by it. 
They had been in Worce ter between one and two years, when Tod and I went over to them on a i it. The captain had come to spend a summer's day at rabb Cot, and in his jolly, open-hearted fashion insisted on taking us two back with him. He was a short, stout man, with grey hair, and merry bright blue eyes all alight with smiles, Th0 



232 JOHNNY LUDLOW. 

college school would be breaking up for its long holidays in a week or 
so, and it would have been better for us to have gone then; but the 
captain always did things on impulse, and had no more forethought 
than young Toby. The holidays were taken late that year, and would 
be very long, because . the college hall, which was the schoolroom, 
would be wanted for the music-meeting in September. 

The Sankers' was a funny household, and we pitched down amongst 
them without ceremony on either side. The house was at the corner 
of an open road, not very far from the cathedral. It was a commodious 
house as to size; but all the rooms were in ~n everlasting litter, so that 
you could never find a chair to sit down on. The captain was good­
humourecl always, going in and out a hundred times a clay. There 
seemed to be no fixed hour for meals, and sometimes no meals to eat: 
:Mrs. Sanker would forget to order them. She was a little lady, who 
went about as if she were dreaming, in a white petticoat and loose buff 
jacket; or else she'd be sitting aloft in the turret, darning stockings 
and saying poetry. She was the least excitable person I ever knew; 
all events, good and bad, she took as a matter of course: had the 
house caught fire she would have looked on quietly-as Nero did when 
Rome was burning. Why they called the room the turret did not 
appear. It had a great ~igh beam running through it on the floor: 
and Mrs. Sanker would .sit on that, reading poetry to us or telling her 
dreams, her light hair all down. 

At seven o'clock the boys had to be in school. Being summer 
weather, that was no hardship. At nine they came in again with a 
rush, wild for breakfast. If Mrs. Sanker was not down to give it them, 
the four boys would begin and eat up the piles of bread-and-butter; 
upon which Hetta Sanker would call them tigers, and go to the 
kitchen to tell the maids to cut more. ·which was the cook of the 
two servants and which the housemaid, they did not themselves seem 
t0 know: both did the work indiscriminately. BreakfaRt over, the 
boys went out again, Tod and I with them. At ten they must be 
in school. At one they came home to dinner; it might be ready, or 
it might not: if not, they'd go in and polish off anything cold that 
might be in the larder. It didn't seem to spoil their dinners. After­
noon school again until four o'clock; and then at liberty for good. 
Tea was at any time ; a scrambling sort of meal that stayed on the 
table for hours, and was taken just as we chanced to go in for it. 
Jam and boiled eggs would be on the table, with the loaf and butter 
acl libitum. Sometimes toast and dripping, and there used to be a 
scuffle for that. As to dinner, when Mrs. Sanker forgot it, the servants 
would bring in a big dish of poached eggs, and we made it up with 
bread-and-cheese. Or Dan or Toby would be sent tearing off to High 
Street for a lot of penny pork-pies p.nd apple-tarts, At night we hacl 
prayers1 which the captain reaq, 
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Now I dare say that to people accustomed to a domestic life like clock-work, this would have been unbearable. I thought it delightful; as did Tod. It was like a perpetuaf picnic. But it was from one of these dinnerless episodes we found out that Captain Sanker had a temper. Generally speaking, he took disasters with equanimity. It was on a Thursday. vVe were to have had four ducks for dinner, · which the captain had bought at market the day before. Fine ducks that he was proud of: he carried them home himself, aud Lrought them into the parlour to show us. On this day, Thursday, Tod and I had been into the Town Hall in the morning, listening to a trial Lefore the magistrates-some fellow who had stolen his neighbour's clothes-props and cut them up for firewood. VI e reached home just as the boys and their books did, as hungry as they were. There was no cloth laid, and Fred shouted out for Biddy, asking whether we were to dine to-day or to-morrow. Biddy heard, and came rushing in with the cloth aucl knife-tray. 
"·what's for dinner besides the four ducks? " asked Dan. "Any pudding? Have you put plenty of stuffing? " _ "Indeed then, and I don't think there's much for dinner," replied Biddy. "I've been in the turret with the missis all the morning, helping to stuff a pillow." 
She laid the cloth, and Mrs. Sanker came mooning down in the short white petticoat and buff jacket, ·darniug a sock of Dan's. 'l'he dreadful truth came out-busy over beds and pillows, nobody had thought of dinner, and the ducks were banging in the larder, uncooked. Before speechless tongues could find words, Captai11 Sauker came in, bringing his friend Dr. Teal to taste the ducks. All the Teals were as intimate at the house as we were. Years before, when the captain was a middy, Dr. Teal had been assistant-surgeon on the same ship. 
"They've a cold dinner at Teal's to-<lay," said the captain to his wife, ns she was shaking hands with the doctor, "so he has come to share ours. Fine ducks they are, Teal!" 
Then the news had to be told. The ducks were not cooked : dinner altogether had been forgotten. 
I saw Captain Sanker\; face turn white-quite white; but he did not say a word. Dr. Teal-a scientific Scotchman, who walked with his nose in the air and his spectacles turned to the skies, as if always look­ing for a lunar rainbow-made the best of it. Laughing, he said he would come in another clay, and went out. 
Then it began. Captain Sanker gave vent to passion in a way that startled me, and made Tod stare. I don't believe he knew for a few moments what he was cloing or saying. Nora, the other servant-both girls bad come with them from Ireland, and were as thoughtless as their mistress-came in with a dish of some hastily concocted pudding : a s9rt of batter. The captain, who stiH hacl his stick in his hand, lifted it,. 
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and spattered the pudding all about the cloth. Then he stamped out 
of the house with a bang. 

"Sit down, dears," said Mrs. Sanker, not at all moved, as she began 
to collect the pudding with a spoon. "Bring in the cheese, Nora, and 

.· do some eggs. Here's a corner seat for you, Johnny; can you squeeze 
in? The captain will have his dinner with the Teals, no doubt. He 
has been tasting the doctor's port wine, I think; or he wouldn't have 
been so put up." 

And somehow we gathered, then or later, that the captain was easy 
as an old glove at all times and over all crosses, unless he was a little 
"put up" by artificial help. He told us himself one day (not, of course, 
a1luding to anything of this sort) that he had had naturally an awful 
temper, would go into passions of absolute madness for a minute or two, 
when he was younger; but that he had by much _ self-restraint chiefly 
if not quite subdued it. It was true ; and the temper never need be 
feared now unless he took anything to excite him. Dan had the same 
temper; but without the good-nature. And they said Hetta had ; but 
we saw nothing of it in her. Retta was eighteen, a nice-looking girl, 
who was governess to little Ruth, or pretended to be; but Ruth would 
manage to escape her lessons five days in the week. It was all the 
same to Mrs. Sanker whether she did them or whether she didn't. 

At the time of this visit of ours to yVorcester, the college school was 
in a ferment. Between the Cathedral and St. Peter's Church was 
situated a poor, back district called Frog Lane. It had been re­
christened Diglis Street, but was chiefly called by the old name still. 
Crowded dwellings, narrow streets, noise and dirt-that's how the place 
struck me. The inhabitants were chiefly workmen belonging to the 
glove and china manufactories of the town. In this district was the 
parish school, always filled with boys, sons of the working-men, and 
under the superintendence of Mr. Jones, the portly parish clerk. Now 
there was wont to spring up from time to time a tide · of animosity 
between these boys and the boys of the college school. Captain Sanker 
said it was the- fault of the college boys : bad they let the St. Peter's 
boys alone, St. Peter's boys would never have presumed to interfere 
with them : but the college boys could be downright contemptuous and 
overbearing when they pleased. They scornfully called the St. Peter's 
boys the Frogs, "charity boys; " and the Frogs retorted by calling them 
the College Caws-after the rooks that had their homes in the old 
trees of the collegs green and kept up a perpetual cawing. The 
animosity generally ended in a grand battle ; and then hostilities would 
be dropped for months, perhaps years. One of these quarrel was 
going on while we were at vVorcester; it had kept both schools in a 
ferment for some weeks, and there was every sign of a culminating 
·fight. Of course we went in heart and soul with the king's scholars : 
but the boys on both sides held a code of honour-if you can <;all it so 

to 
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-that no stranger must take part in the engagements. The college 
boys were only forty, all told; the Frogs seemed to number four times 
as many. 

Skirmishes took place daily- the scene being the top of Edgar Street. 
St. Peter's boys (let out of school at twelve, whereas the others did not 
get out till one) would collect in the narrow neck of their district open­
ing on Edgar Street, and wait for the enemy. As soon as the college 
boys' steps were heard racing under the dark gateway of Edgar Tower, 
hisses and groans began. "Caw, caw, caw ! Hiss, hiss, hiss ! How's 
your Latin to-day?- what birchings bas you had? Call yourselves 
gents, does you, you College Caws? You daren't come on fair, and 
fight it out with us, you Caws. Caw, caw, caw ! " Sometimes the 
college boys would pass on, only calling back their contemptuous 
retorts; sometimes they'd halt, and a fierce storm of abuse would be 
interchanged, to the edification of Edgar Street in general and the 
clerks in Mr. Clifton's ·Registry Office. "You beggarly Frogs I vVe 
don't care to soil our hands with you I Had you been gentlemen, we'd 
have polished you off long ago, and sent you into next week. Croak, 
Frogs! Croak!" Not a third of the college boys need have taken 
Edgar Tower on their way home; through the cloisters and out by St. 
Michael's churchyard would have been their direct way; but they chose 
to meet the Frogs. Once in a way there'd be a single combat ; but as 
a rule nothing came of it but abuse. ,vhen that was exhausted, each 
lot would rush home their separate ways : the Frogs back down Frog 
Lane; the others up the steps, or onwards down Edgar Street, as their 
road might lie, and remain apart till the same hour next day. 

I have not said much yet about King Sanker. He was lame : some­
thing was wrong with his knee. Gatherings would come in it, and 
then he'd be in bed for weeks together. He was nearly thirteen then; 
next to Dan: and Dan was over fourteen. King was a nice little 
fellow, with mild eyes as blue as the captain's: Fred would order him 
to keep " out of the ruck" in the skirmishes· with the Frogs, and he 
generally did. If it came to a fight, you see, King might have been 
hurt; he had no fighting in him, was frightened at it, and he could not 
run much. King was just like his mother in ideas: he would tell us 
his dreams as she did, and recite pieces of poetry a mile long. Dan 
and King slept together in the room next to ours ; it was in the garret, 
close to the turret-room. King would keep us awake singing; some­
times chants, sometimes hymns, sometimes songs. They'd have let 
him try for the choir, but the head-master of the college school thought 
his knee would not do for it. 

It was Satmday, and a pouring wet afternoon. Our vi it was drawing 
to an end; on the following Wednesday we should bid the Sankers 
good-bye. Captain Sanker, always trying to find out ways of making 
folk happy, had devised a day of pleasure for the last day of our stay, 
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Tuesday. We were to go to Malvern; a whole lot of us: ourselves, 
and the Teals, and the Squire, and Mrs. Todhetley, and take our dinner 
on the hill. It was so settled; and the arrangements were planned 
and made. 

But this was yet only Saturday. vVe dined at twelve : whether for 
any one's convenience or that the servants made a mistake in an hour, 
I don't remember. It happened to be a saint's day, so the boys had no 
school; and, being wet, came home after morning service in the 
cathedral. After a jolly dinner of peas and bacon and pancakes, we 
looked at the skies for a bit, and then (all but Fred and Retta) went 
up to the turret-room. Dan said the rain had come to spite us; for 
the whole school had meant to race to Berwick's Bridge after afternoon 
service and hold a mock review in the fields there. It was coming 
down in torrents, peppering the roof and the windows. Mrs. Sanker 
sat in the middle of the old beam, mending one of Toby's shirts, 
"La11a Rookh" open on her knee, out of which she was singing softly; 
the floor was strewed with patches, and scissors, and tapes, and the 
combs were out of one side of her hair. 

" Read it out loud to us, mamma," cried King. 
'' I can't spare time to read, King," she said. "Look here "-hold­

ing out the work, all rags and tatters. '' If I don't mend this, Toby 
won't have a shirt to put on to-morrow." 

"I shan't mind about that," said Toby. 
" Oh, but, dear, I don't think you could go without a shirt. Has 

any one seen my-cotton? " 
" Then say something over to us that you know, mamma," returned 

King, as Toby found the cotton. 
" Very well. I can do that and work too. Sit down, all of you." 
,v e sat down, King and Toby on the floor before her, the rest of 

on the beam on either side her. Dan, who did not care for poetry, 
got some Brazil nuts out of his pocket and cracked them while he 
listened. 

Mrs. Sanker might as well have read "La11a Rookh." She began 
to recite "'l'he Friar of Orders Grey." But what with gazing up at 
the sky through the rain to give it clue emphasis, and shaking her head 
at pathetic parts, the sewing did not get on. She had finished the 
verse-

" Weep no more, lady, weep no more, 
Thy sorrow is in vain ; 

For violets plucked, the sweetest showers 
"Will ne'er make grow again," 

when King surprised us by bursting into tears. But as Mrs. Sanker 
took no notice, I supposed it was nothing unusual. 

" You young donkey ! '·' cried Dau, when the poem was fini hed, 
," You'll never be a map, King," 
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11 lt is such a. 11ice verse, Dan," replied young lting, meekly. "I whisper it over sometimes to myself in bed. Mamma, won't you say the 'Barber's Ghost'? Johnny Ludlow would like to hear that, I know." 
,v e had the " Barber's Ghost," which was humorous, and we had other things. After that, Mrs. Sanker told a dreadful story about a real ghost, one that she said haunted her family, and another of a 

murder that was discovered by a dream. Some of the young Sankers were the oddest mixtures of timidity and bravery-personally brave in fighting; frightfully timid as to being alone in the dark-and I 
no longer wondered at it if she brought them up on these ghostly dishes. 

" I should not like to have dreams that would tell me of murders," said King, th9ughtfully. "But I <lo dream very strange dreams some­times. ,, hen I awake, I lie and wonder what they mean. Once I dreamt I saw heaven-didn't I, mamma? It was so beautiful." 
"Ay; my family have always been dreamers," replied Mrs. Sanker. Thu , what with ghosts and poetry and talking, the afternoon wore on unconsciously. Dan suddenly started up with a shout-" By Jove!" 
The sun had come out. Come out, and we bad never noticed it. It was shining as brightly as could be on the slates of all the houses. The rain had ceased. 
"I say, we shall have the review yet ! " cried Dan. " And, by Jupiter, that's the college bell! Make a rush, you fellows, or you'll be marked late . There's three o'clock striking." 
The king's scholars thought it a great shame that they should have to attend prayer in the cathedral morning and afternoon on saints' day , instead of wholly benefiting by the holiday. They had to do it, 

ho" ever. The three went flying out towards the cathedral, and I gave King my arm to help him after them. Tod and I-intending to take 
part in the review at Berwick's Bridge-went to college also, and sat behind the surpliced king's scholars on the decani side, in the stalls next to the chanter. 

But for a little mud, you'd hardly have thought there had been any rain when we got out again ; and the sun was glowing in the blue sky. ot a single fellow was ab ent: even King limped along. We took the way by the evern, past the boat-house at the end of the college boundarie and went lei urely along the towing-path, intending to get in to the field beyond Digli Wharf and o onwards. 
I don't believe there was a thought in any one' mind that afternoon of the cnem • The talk-and a good hubbub it was-turned wholly upon oldiers and reviews. A regular review of the Worcestershire militia took place once a J ear on Kemp ey Ham, and some of the boys' 

beads got a trifle turned with it. They were envying Lord Ward, 
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now, as they went along: saying they should like to be him, and look 
as well as he did, and sit his horse as proudly. 

"Of course he's proud," squeaked out the biggest Teal, whose voice 
was uncertain. "Think of his money !-and his horses !-and see how 
good-looking he is! If Lord vVard hasn't a right to be proud, I should 

•• Jike to know who has. "Why, he-oh, by George! I say, look 
here!" 

Turning into the first field, we found we had turned into a company 
of Frogs. All the whole lot, it seemed. Caws and croaks and hoots 
and groans from either side rose at once on the air. ·which army 
commenced hostilities, I couldn't tell; the one was as eager for it as 
the other; and in two minutes the battle had begun-begun in earnest. 
Up dashed the senior boy. 

"Look here," said he to me and Tod; "you understand our rules. 
You must neither of you attempt to meddle in this. Stay and look on, 
if you please; but keep at a sufficient distance where it may be seen 
that you are simply spectators. These peggars shan't have it to say 
that we were helped." 

He dashed back again. Tod ground his teeth with the effort it took 
to keep himself from going in to pummel some of the Frogs. Being 
upon honour, he had to refrain ; and he did it somehow. 

The Frogs had the blazing sun in their eyes; our side had it at their 
backs-which was against the Frogs. - There were no weapons of any 
sort; only arms and hands. It looked like the scrimmage of an Irish 
row. Sometimes there was closing-in, and figbting hand to hand; 
sometimes the forces were drawn back again, each to its respective 
ground. During the first of these interludes, just as the sides were 
preparing to charge, a big Frog, with broad awkward shoulders, a red, 
rugged face, and a bleeding nose, came dashing forward alone into the 
ranks of the col1ege boys, caught up poor lame helpless King Sanker, 
bore him bravely right through, and put him down in safety beyond, in 
spite of the blows freely showered upon him. Not a soul on our side 
had thought of King; and the college boys were too excited to see 
what the big Frog was about, or they'd perhaps have granted him grace 
to pass unmolested. King sat down on the wet grass for a bit, and 
gazed about him lilrn a fellow bewildered. Seeing me and Tod he 
came limping round to us. 

"It was good-natured of that big Frog, wasn't it, Johnny Ludlow i1" 
"Very. He'd make a brave soldier. I mean a real soldier." 
"Perhaps I should have been killed, but for him. I was frightened, 

you see; and there was no way out. I couldn't have kept on my legs 
a minute longer." 

The battle raged. The cawing and the croaking, that had been kept 
up like an a1Tay of trumpets, fell off as the fighting waxed hotter. The 
work grew too fierce arid real for abuse of tongue. We could hear the 
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blows dealt on the upturned faces. King, who had a natural horror of 
fighting, trembled inwardly from head to foot, and hid his face behind 
me. Tod was dancing with excitement, flinging his closed fists outward 
in imaginary battle, and roaring out like a dragon. 

I can't say who would have won had they been left alone. Probably 
the Frogs, for there were a great many more of them. But on the 
other hand, none of them were so old as some of the college boys. 
vVhen the fight was at the thickest, we heard a sudden shout from a 
bass, gruff, authoritative voice: "Now then, boys, how dare you!" 
and saw a big, portly gentleman in black clothes and a white necktie, 
appear behind the Frogs, with a stout stick in his hand. 

It was Clerk Jones, their master. His presence and his voice acted 
like magic. Not a Frog of them all but dropped his blows and his 
rage. The college boys had to drop theirs, as the enemy receded. 
Clerk Jones put himself between the two sets of combatants. 

The way he went on at both sides was something good to hear. 
Shaking his stick at his own boys, they turned tail softly, and then 
ru hed away through the mud like wild horses, not waiting to hear the 
close : so the college boys had the pepper intended for the lot. He 
vowed and declared by the stick that was in his hand-and he had the 
greatest mind, he interrupted himself to say, to put it about tlzefr backs 
-that if ever they molested his boys again, or another quarrel was got 
up, he would appeal publicly to the dean and chapter. If one of the 
college boys made a move in future to so much as cast an insulting 
look towards a boy in St. Peter's School, that boy should go before the 
dean; and it would not be his fault (the clerk's) if he was not expelled 
the cathedral. He would take care, and precious good care, that his 
boys should preserve civility henceforth ; and it was no great favour to 
expect that the college boys would do so. For his part he should feel 
a ha.med in their places to oppress lads in an inferior class of life to 
themselves ; and he should make it his business before he slept to see 
the head-ma ter of the college school, and report this present disgraceful 
scene to him : the head-master could deal with it as he pleased. 

Mr. J ones went off, flourishing his stick ; and our side began to sum 
up its damages : closed eyes, scratched faces, swollen noses, and torn 
clothes. Dan Sanker's nose was as big as n. beer barrel, n.nd his shirt­
front hung in ribbons. Fred's eyes were black. Toby's jacket had a 
sleeve slit up, and one of his boots had disappeared for good. 

The spectacle we made, going home down the Gloucester Road, 
could not be easily forgotten. Folks collected on the pavement, and 
en.me to the windows and doors to see the sight. It was like an army 
of soldiers returning from battle. Bleeding faces, black eyes, clothes 
tattered and be pattered with mud. Farmers going back from market 
drew up their gigs to the road ·ide, to stare at us while we passed. One 
little girl, in a pony-chaise, wedged between a fat old lady in a red 



'240 JOHNNY t trDLOW. 

shawl and a gentleman in top-boots, was frightened nearly into fits. 
She shrieked and cried, till you might have heard her up at Mr. 
Allies's ; and the old lady could not pacify her. The captain was out 
when we got in: and Mrs. Sanker took it all with her usual apathy, 
only saying we had better have come straight home from college to 
hear some more poetry. 

An awfnl fuss was made by the head-master. Especially as the boys 
had to appear on Sunday at the cathedral services. Damages were 
visible on many of them; and their white surplices only helped to show 
the faces off the more. The chorister who took the solo in the afternoon 
anthem was decora.ted with cuttings of sticking-plaster; he looked like 
a tattooed young Indian. 

The school broke up on the Monday: and on that clay l\Ir. and Mrs. 
Todhetley <lrove into vVorcester, and put up at the Star and Garter. 
They came to us in the afternoon, as had been agreed npon; dinner 
being ordered by Captain Sanker for five o'clock. It was rather a 
profuse dinner; fish and meat and pies and dessert, but quite a 
scramble of confusion: which none of the Sankers seemed to notice or 
to mind. 

"Johnny dear, is it always like this?" Mrs. Todhetley could not 
help asking me, in a whisper. "I should be in a lunatic asylum in a 
week." 

vVe started for Malvern on Tuescfay at eleven o'clock. The Squire 
drove Ilob aml Bfo,ter in his high carriage : Dr. Teal, Captain Sanker, 
and Fred sitting with him. There was no railroad then. The ladies 
and the girls crammed themselves into a uost-carriage from the Star, 
and a big waggonette was lent by some friend of Dr. Teal for the rest. 
The boys were losing the signs of their damages; nothing being very 
conspicuous now but Dan's nose. It refused to go down at all in size, 
and in colour was brighter than a rainbow. The Teals kept laughing 
at it, which made Dan savage; once he burst out in a passion, wishing 
all the Frogs were shot. 

I remember that drive still . John Teal and I sat on the box of the 
post-carriage, the post~boy riding his horses. I remember the different 
features of the road as we passed them-not hut that I knew them well 
before ; I remember the laden orchards, and the sweet scent of the 
bean-fields, in flower then. Over the bridge from ,vorcester went we, 
up the New Road and through St. John's, and then into the open 
country; past Lower Wick, where Mrs. Sherwood lived, and on to 
Powick across its bridge. I remember that a hearse and three 
mourning-coaches stood before the Lion, the men refreshing themselves 
with drink; and we wondered who was being buried that day. Down 
that steep and awkward hill next, where so many accidents occurred 
before it was altered, and so on to the Link; the glorious hills always 
before us from the turning where they had first burst into view ; their 
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cJumps of gorse and broom, their paths and their sheep-tracks growing gradually plainer to the sight the nearer we drew. The light and 
shade cast by the sun swept over them perpetually, a landscape ever changing; the white houses of the village, nestling amidst their dark foliage, looked fair for the eye to rest upon. Youth, as we all get to learn when it has gone by, lends a charm that later life cannot know : but never a scene that I have seen since, abroad or at home, lies on my memory with half the beauty as does that old approach to Malvern. Turning round to the left at the top of the Link, we drove into Great Malvern. 

The carriages were left at the Crown. An old pony was chartered for some of the provisions, and we boys carried the rest. The people at St. Ann's \Veil had been written to, and the room behind the well 
was in readiness for us. Once the baskets were deposited there, we were at liberty till dinner-time, and went on up the hill. Turning a 
corner which had hidden the upper landscape from view, we came upon Dan Sanker, who had got on first. He was standing to confront us, his face big "ith excitement, his nose flaming. 

"If you 'JJ belie Ye me, those cursed Frogs. are here ! " 
In angry consternation-for the Frogs seemed to have no business to be at Malvern-,ve rushed on, turned another corner, and so brought ourselves into a wide expanse of upper prospect. Sure enough ! About a hundred of the Frogs in their Sunday clothes were trooping down the hill. They had the start of us in arriving at Malvern, and had been to the top already. 
' I 11-be-jiggered ! " cried Dan, saYagely. "vVhat a horrid lot they are! Look at their sneaki11g tail-coats. \ Vouldn't I like to pitch into them!" 
The college school wore the Eton jacket. Those preposterous coats, the tails docked to the size of the boys, did not improve the appearance of the Frog • But as to pitching-in, Dan did not dare to do it after what had pas ed. It was his nose that made him so resentful. 
"I de ire that you will behave as gentlemen," said Captain Sanker, who was behind with the Squire, and bid us halt. "Those poor boys are here, I sec ; but they will not, I am sure, molest you, neither must ) ou mole t them. ivility co ts nothing, remember. \ Vhat are you looking so cro s for, Dan?" 
' Oh, well papa, it's like their impudence, to come here to-day ! " muttered Dan. 
The captain laughed. "They may say it' like yours, to come, Dan: they were here fo t. Go on, lad , and don't forget) our elves." Tod's whi t le below wa heard ju t then; and Dan, not caring to show hi no ·e to the enemy, re ponded and galloped back. \Ve went on. The paths th re are narrow, yon know, and wc expected to have all the tring of Frog. ·w ping past us, their coat brushing our 
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jackets. But-perhaps not caring to meet us any more than we cared 

to meet them-most of them broke off oil a detour down the steep of 

the hill, and so avoided us. About half-a-dozen came on. One of them 

was a big-shouldered, awkward, red-faced boy, taller than the rest of 

them and not unlike a real frog ; he walked with his cap in his hand, 

and his brown hair stood on end like a porcupine's. Indisputably ugly 

was he, with a mouth as wide as a frying-pan; but it was a pleasant 

and honest face, for all that. King suddenly darted to him as he was 

passing, and pulled him towards Captain Sanker, in excitement. 
"Papa, this is the one I told you of; the one who saved me and 

didn't mind the blows he got in doing it. I should have been knocked 

down, and my knee trampled on, but for him." 
Out went Captain Sanker's hand to shake the boy's. He did 

it heartily. As to the Frog, he blushed redder than before with 

modesty. 
"You are a brave lad, and I thank you heartily," said the captain, 

wringing his hand as though he'd wring it off. "You do honour to 

yourself, whoever you may be. There was not one of his own com­

panions to think of him, and save him, and you did it in the midst of 

danger. Thank you, my lad." 
The captain slid half-a-crown into his hand, telling him to got some 

Malvern cakes. The boy stood back for us to go by. I was the last, 

and he spoke as if he knew me. 
" Good-day, Master Johnny." 
·why, who was he ? And, now I came to look at his freckled face, 

it seemed quite familiar. His great wide mouth brought me remem­

brance. 
"Why, it's Mark Ferrar! I didn't know you at first, Mark." 
"We've come over here for the day in two vans," said Mark, putting 

his grey cap on. "Eighty of the biggest of us; the. rest are to come 

to-morrow. Some gent that's visiting at St. Peter's parsonage has given 

us the treat, sir." 
"All right, Mark. I'm glad you thought of King Sanker on 

Saturday." 
Fe1Tar touched his cap, and went vaulting down after his comrades. 

He was related to Daniel Ferrar, the Squire's bailiff~ of whom you have 

heard before, poor fellow, and also to the Batleys of South Crabb. He 

used to come over to Crabb, that's where I had seen him. 
Some donkeys came running down the hill, their white cloths flying. 

Captain Sanker stopped one and put King on him -for King was tired 

already. ,ve soon got to the top then, and to Lady Harcourt's Tower. 

Oh, it was a glorious day I The great wide prospect around stood out 

in all its beauty. The vale of Herefordshire on the one side with its 

rural plains and woods basked in the sunshine, its crops of ruddy pears 

and apples giving token of the perry and cider to come ; on the other 
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side rose the more diversified landscape that has been so much told and talked of. Over the green meadows and the ripening corn-fields lay W orceeter itself: the cathedral showing out well, and the summit of the high church-spire of St. Andrew's catching a glint of the sunlight. Hills caught the eye wherever it turned: Bredon Hill, Abberleigh Hills, the Old Hills ; homesteads lay upon their lands, half hidden by their rick-yards and clustering trees; cattle and sheep browsed on the grass or Jay in the shade to shelter themselves from the midday sun. To the right, on the verge of the horizon, far, far away, might be caught a glimpse of something that sparkled like a bed of stars­the Bristol Channel. It is not often you can discern that from Malvern, but this day that I am telling of was one of the clearest ever seen there; the atmosphere looking quite rarefied in spite of the sunlight. 

King's donkey regaled himself with morsels of herbage, the donkey­boy 1ay stretched Leside him, and we boys raced about. \\Then an hour or two had passed, and we were as hot as fire and more hungry than hunters, we bethought ourselves of dinner. King got on his donkey again, and the rest of us whipped him up. \Vhen ha)f-way down we saw Dr. Teal gesticulating and shouting, telling us to come on and not keep dinner waiting longer. 
vVe had it in the room behind the well. It was a squeeze to sit round the table. Cold meats, and salad, and pastry, and all sorts of good things. Dan was next to me; he said he qould hardly eat for thirst, and kept drinking away at the bottled ale. 
" 'ly dear," said Mrs. Todhetley to him by-and-by, "don't you think you had better drink some water instead- or lemonade ? This bottled ale is very strong." 
"I am afraid it is," said Dan. "I'll go in for the tarts now." The room wa stuffy; and after dinner a table was carried out to a sheltered place near the well : not much better than a little ledge of a path, but where we could not be overlooked, and should be quite ont of the way of tlie hill-climbers. The bank rose perpendicularly above u , bank descended beneath to goodness knew where; there we sat at de ·ert, all sheltered. I think dark trees and shrubs overshaded us ; but I nm not altogether sure. 

How it came about, I hardly know: but something was brought up about King' store of ballad , and he was a ked to give u his favourite one Lord Bateman," for the benefit of the company. He turned very h • but 'aptain anker told him not to be silly: and after going white and red for a bit, he began. Perhaps the reader would like to hear it. I ncYer repeat it to my elf, no, nor even a ver e of it but poor King Sanker comes before me ju t as I saw him that day his back to the ravine below, hi eyes looking at nolhing hi thin hand nervously twisting some paper about that had covered lhe ha ket of ra pberrie . 
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Lord Bateman was a noble lord, 
A noble lord of high degree : 

He shipped himself on board a ship ; 
Some foreign country he would see, 

He sailed east, he sailed west, 
Until he came unto Turkey, 

Where he was taken, and put in prison 
Until his life was quite weary. 

In this prison there grew a tree : 
It grew so very stout and strong: 

And he was chained by the middle 
Until his life was almost gone. 

The Turk, he had one only daughter, 
The fairest creature eye e'er did sec: 

She stole the keys of her father's prison, 
And said she'd set Lord Bateman free. 

"Have yon got houses ?-have you got lands 
Or does Northumberland belong to thee? 

And what would you give to the fair young 1 
Who out of prison would set you free? " 

" Oh, I've got houses, and I'Ye got lands, 
And half Northumberlana belongs to me; 

And I'd give it all to the fair young lady 
That out of prison would set me free." 

Then she took him to her father's palace, 
And gaYe to him the best of wine ; 

And every health that she drank to him 
"\\'as "I wish, Lord Bateman, you were mine. 

" For seven long years I'll make a vow ; 
And seven long years I'll keep it strong :· 

If you will wed no other woman, 
I will wed no other man." 

Then she took him to her father's harbour, 
And gaYe to him a ship of fame; 

'' ~arewell, fare,yell to you, Lord Bateman ; 
'i fear I never shall see you again." 

When seven long years were gone and past, 
And fourteen days, well known to me ; 

She packed up her gay gold and clothing, 
And said Lord Bateman she would see. 

When she came to·Lord Bateman's castle, 
So boldly there she rang the bell : 

"Who· s there, whc':., there?" cried the young proud porter: 
""Who's there, who's there, unto me tell?" 
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" Oh, is this Lord's Bateman's castle ? 
And is his lordship here within?" 

" Oh yes, oh yes," cried the young proud porter: 
"He has just now taken his young bride in." 

" Tell him to send me a slice of cake, 
And a bottle of the best of wine ; 

And not to forget the fair young lady 
That did release him when close confined." 

Away, away went this young proud porter, 
Away, away, away went he; 

Until he came unto Lord Bateman, 
When on his bended knees fell he. 

"What news, what news, my young porter; 
What news, what news have you brought unto me? 11 

" Oh, there is the fairest of all young ladies 
That ever my two eyes did see. 

" She has got rings on every finger, 
And on one of them she has got three ; 

And she has as much gold round her middle 
As would buy _Northumberland of thee. 

" She tells you to send her a slice of cake, 
And a bottle of the best of wine; 

And not to forget the fair young lady 
That did release you when close confined." 

Lord Bateman in a passion flew ; 
He broke his sword in splinters three ; 

"I'll give nil my father's wealth and riches 
Now, if Sophia has crossed the sea." 

Then up spoke bis young bride's mother­
" ·no never was heard to speak so free: 

'' Don't you forget my only daughter, 
Although Sophia has crossed the sen." 

"I own I've made a bride of your daughter 
She's none the better nor worse for me; 

She came to me on a horse and saddle, 
And she may go back in a carriage and three," 

Then another marriage was prepared, 
With both their hearts so full of glee: 

" I'll range no more to foreign countries, 
Since my Sophia has crossed the sea." 

245 

King stopped, just as hyly as he had begun. Some laughed, others applauded him ; and the quire told us that the first time he had ever heard "Lord Bateman" was in Scouton's show, on "\Vorcester race­course, many a year ago. 
After that, we broke up. I and some of the boys climbed up straight 
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to Lady Harcourt's Tower again. A few Frogs were about the hills, 
bnt they did not come in contact with us. ·when we got back to St. 
Ann's the tea-was ready in the room. 

"And I wish to goodness they'd have it," cried Dan, "for I'm as 
thirsty as a fish. I've been asleep out there all the while on the bench 
in the sun. Can't we have tea, mother?" 

'' As soon as ever the gentlemen come back," spoke up Mrs. Teal, 
who seemed to like order. "They went down to look at the Abbey." 

They were coming up then, puffing over the walk; Tod and Fred 
Sanker with them. vVe sat down to tea; and it was half over when 
the two young Sankers, King and Toby, were missed. 

" Tiresome monkeys ! " cried the captain. "I never came over here 
with a party yet, but we had to spend the last how· or two hunting 
some of them up. ·well, I'll not bother myself over it: they shall find 
their way home as they can." 

Toby ran in presently. He had only been about the hills, he said, 
and had not seen King. 

"I dare say King's still in the place where we had dessert," said 
Hetta Sanker, just then thinking of it. "He stayed behind us all, 
saying he was tired. You boys can go and see." 

I and Jim Teal ran off together. King was not there. One of the 
women at the well said that when she went out for the chairs and 
things, just before tea-time, nobody was there. 

"Oh, he'll turn up presently," said the captain. And we went on 
with our tea, and forgot him. 

It was twilight when we got down to the village to start for home. 
The Squire set off first : the same party with him as in the morning, 
except that Mrs. Teal took her husband's place. When they were 
bringing out the post-carriage, King was again thought of. 

"He has stayed somewhere singing to himself," said Mrs. Sanker. 
vVe went off in different directiollil, shouting.our throats hoarse. Up 

as far as St . .Ann's, and along the hill underneath, and in all tho 
corners of the village : no King. It was getting strange. 

" I should hope none of those impudent Frogs have made off with 
him ! '' cried 'l'oby Sanker. 

"They are capable of anything, mind you," added Dan. 
One vanload of Frogs had started; the other was getting ready to 

start. The boys, gaping and listening about, saw and heard all our 
consternation at the dilemma we were in. Mrs. Todhetley, who did 
not understand the state of social politics, as between them and the 
college school, turned and inquired whether they had seen King. 

" A delicate lad, who walks lame," she explained. "'We think he 
must have fallen asleep somewhere on the hill: and we cannot start 
without him." 

The Frogs showed themselves good-natured ; and went tearing up 

and 
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towards the hill to look for King. In passing the Unicorn, a pleasure­
party of·young men and women, carrying their empty provision-baskets, 
came running downwards, saying that they had heard groaning under a 
part of the hill-,-and described where. I seemed to catch the right 
place, as if by instinct, and was up there first. King was lying there ; 
not groaning then, but senseless or dead. 

Looking upwards to note the position, we thought he must have 
fallen down from the place where we had sat at dessert. Hetta Sanker 
said she had left him there by himself, to rest. 

"He must have dropped asleep, and fallen down,,, cried Dr. Teal. 
King came to .as they lifted him, and walked a few steps; but looked 

around and fell aside as though his head were dazed. Dr. -Teal thought 
that there was not much the matter, and that he might be conveyed to 
Worcester. Ferrar helped to carry him down the hill, and the other 
Frogs followed. A fine fury their van-driver was in, at their havi11g 
kept him waiting l • 

King was made comfortable along the floor of the waggonette, upon 
some rugs and blankets lent by the Crown; and so was taken home. 
When Captain Sanker found what had happened, he grew excited, and 
went knocking at half the doctors' doors in \Vorcester. Mr. Wood ward 
was the first in, then Dr. Malden and Mr. Carden came running 
together. By what the captain had said, they expected to find all the 
house dead. 

King seemed better in the morning. The injury lay chiefly in l1is 
head. We did not hear what the doctors made of it. He was sensiulc, 
and talked a little. When asked how he came to fall, all he said was 
that he "went over and could not save himself." 

Coming in, from carrying the news of how he was to the Squire and 
Mrs. Toclhetley at the Star, I found Mark Ferrar at the door. 

" Mr. Johnny," said he, in a low voice, his plain face all concern, 
"bow did it happen? Sure he was not pushed over?" 

" Of course not. Why do ) ou ask it?" 
Fen-ar paused. "Master J olmny, when boys are lame they are more 

caution . He'd hardly be likely to slip.'' 
'He might in walking. It's only a narrow ledge there. And bis 

i ·ter says he thinks he went to sleep when she left him. She was 
the la t who saw him." 

1ark's wide mouth went into all sort of contortions, and the freckles 
shone in the sun in his effort to get the next words out. 

"I fancy it was me that saw him la t, Master Johnny. Leastways, 
later than his sister." 

'Did you? How was that?" 
"He must have seen me near the place, and he called to me. There 

was nobody there but him and some chairs and a fable and gla ses and 
things. He asked me to sit down, and began telling me he had been 
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saying' Lord bateman' to them all. I didn't know what' Lord Bate, 
man' meant, Master Johnny-and he said he would tell it ' me; he 
should not mind then, but he had -minded saying it to the company. 
It was poetry, I found; but he stopped in the middle, and told me to 
go then, for he saw some of them coming--'' 

" Some of what? " I interrupted. • 
"Well, I took it to mean some of his grown-up party, or else the 

college boys. Anyway, he seemed to want me gone, sir, and I went off 
at once. I didn't see him after that." 

"He must have fallen asleep, and somehow slipped over." 
" Yes, sir. ·what a pity he was left in that shallow place ! " 
King seemed to have all his wits about him, but his face had a 

white, odd look in it. ·He lay in a room on the first floor, that belonged 
in general to the two girls. ·when I said Mark Ferrar was out ide, 
King asked me to take him up. But I did .not like taking him without 
speaking to Captain Sanker; and I went to him in the parlour. 

"The idea of a Frog coming into out house ! " cried resentful Dan, 
as he heard me. " It's like his impudence to stop outside it! . What 
next? Let him wait till King's well." 

"You hold your tongue, Dan," cried the captain. " The boy shall 
go up, whether he's a Frog, or whether he's one of you. Take him up, 
Johnny." . 

He did not look unlike a frog ,vhen he got into the room, with his 
wide, red, freckled face and his great wide mouth-but, as I have said, 
it· was a face to be trusted. The first thing he did, looking at King, 
was to burst into a great blubber of tears. 

"I hope you'll get well," said he. 
" I might have been as bad as this in the fight, but for your pulling 

me out of it, Frog," said King, in his faint voice. And he did not call 
him 'Frog in any contempt, hut as though it were his name : he knew 
him by no other. "Was that bump done -in the battle?" 

Mark had his cap off.: on one side of his forehead, under the hair, 
we saw a big lump the size of an egg. "Yes," he answered, "it was 
got in the fight. Father thinks it never means to go down. It's pretty 
stiff and sore yet." 

King sighed. He was gazing up at the lump with his nice blue 
eyes. 

"l don't think there'll be any fighting in heaven," said King. 
"And I wrote out 'Lord Bateman' the other day, and they shall give 
it you to keep. I didn't finish telling it to you. He owned half 
Northumberland; and he married her after all. She had set him free 
from the prison, you know, Frog." 

"Yes," replied Frog, quite bewildered, and looking as though he 
could not make top or tail of the story. "I hope you'll get well, sir. 
How came you to fall ? " 
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"I don't think they expect me to get well: they wouldn't have so 
many doctors if they did. I shan't be lame, Frog, up there." • 

" Did you slip ?-or did anybody push you? " went on Frog, lowering 
his voice. 

"Hush!" said King, glancing at the door. "If papa heard you say 
that, he might go into a passion." 

"But-was it a slip-or were you pushed o,~er? " persisted Frog. 
" My leg is always slipping: it has never been of much good to me, •t 

answered King. "vVheu you come up there, and see me with a 
beautiful strong body and straight limbs, you won't know me again at 
first.. Good-bye, till then, Frog; good-bye. It was very kind of you 
to carry me out of the fight, and God saw you." 

"Good-bye, sir," said Frog, with -another burst, as he put out his 
hand to meet poor King's white one. "Perhaps you'll get over it yet." 

Tod and I took leave of them in the afternoon, and went up to the 
Star. 'fhe Squire wanted to be home eaTly. The carriage was waiting 
before the gateway, the ostler holding the heads of Bob and Blister, 
when Captain Sanker came up in dreadful excitement. 

"He's gone," he exclaimed. "My poor King's gone. He died as 
the clock was striking four." 

And we had supposed King to be going on well! The Squire ordered 
the horses to be put up again, and we went down to the house. The 
boys and girls were all crying. 

King lay stretched on the bed, his face very peaceful and looking less 
white than I had sometimes seen it look in life. On the cheeks there 
lingered a faint colour; his forehead felt warm; you_ could hardly 
believe he was dead. 

"He has gone to the heaven he talked of," said Mrs. Sanker, through 
her tear . " He bas been talking about it at intervals all day-and 
now he is there ; and has his harp amongst the angels." ' 

nd that was the result of our Day of Pleasure ! The force of those 
, olemn word has rarely been brought home to hearts as it was to ours 
then: In the mid. t of life we are in death." 
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o~, all the gloomy houses any one ever stayed in, Captain Sanker's wae 
the worst. Nothing but coffins coming into it, and alf of us stealing 
about on tip-toe. King lay in the room where he died. There was to 
be an inquest: at which the captain was angry. But he was so excited 
and sorrowful just then as to have no head at all. 

·which might well be excused in him. Picture what it was ! Three 
carriages full of us had started on the Tuesday morning, expecting to 
have a <lay of charming pleasure on the Malvern Hills in the July sun­
shine; no more thinking of death or any other catastrophe, than if the 
world had never contained such! And poor King-poor lame King, 
whose weakness made him more helpless than were we strong ones, and 
who only on the previous Saturday had been plucked out of the fight in 
Diglis Meadow and been saved-King must fall asleep on a dangerous 
part of the hill and roll down it and come home to die I '' Detter King 
than any of the rest of you," cried Mrs. Sanker, more than once, in her 
dreamy way, and with her eyes dry, for she seemed tired of tears; "he 
could never have done battle witfi the world as you will have to do it; 
and he was quite ready for heaven." 

Instead of going home with our people the day after the death, as 
Tod did, I had to wait at Vv orcester for the inquest. vVhen the beadle 
( or whoever the officer might be ; be had gold cord on his hat and 
white ribbed stockings below his breeches: which stockings might have 
been fellows to old Jones's of Church Dykely) came to Captain Sanker's 
to make inquiries the night of the death, and heard that I had been 
first up with King after his fall, he said I should have to give evidence. 
So I stayed on with them-much to my uneasiness. 

If I had thought the Sankers queer people before, I thought them 
queerer now. Not one of the boys and girls, except Fred, cared to go 
alone by the door of the room wi1ere King lay. And, talking of King, 
it was not until I saw the name on the coffin-lid that I knew his name 
was not King, but Kingsley. He looked as nice and peaceful as any 
dead lad with a nice face could look ; and yet they were afraid to pass 
by outside. Dan and Ruth were the worst. I did not wonder at her 
- she was a little girl; but I did at Dan. Fred told me that when 
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they were children a servant used to tell them stories of ghosts and 
dreams and banshees ; Hetta and he were too old to be frightened, 
but the rest had taken it all into their nature. I privately thought that 
Mrs, Sanker was no better than the fool of a servant, reciting to them 
her dreams and accounts of apparitions. 

King died on the Wednesday afternoon. On Thursday afternoon the 
inquest took place. It was held at the Angel Inn, in Sidbury, and 
Mr. Robert Allies was the foreman. Boys don't give evidence on 
inquests every day: I felt shy and uncomfortable at having to do it; 
and perhaps that may be the reason why the particulars remain so 
strongly on my memory. The time fixed was three o'clock, but it 
was nearly four when they came down to look at King : the coroner 
explained to the jury that he had been detained. ·when they went 
back to the Angel Inn we followed them-Captain Sanker, Fred, and I. 

All sorts of nonsense ran about the town. It was reported that 
there bad been a fight with the Frogs on Malvern Hill, during which 
King had been pitched over. This ,ms only laughed at by those who 
knew how foundationless it was. Not a shadow of cause existed for 
supposing it to have been anything but a pure accident. 

The coroner and jury sat at a long table covered with green baize. 
The coroner had his clerk by him; and on one side Mr. Allies sat 
Captain Chamberlain, on the other side Mr . .Allcroft. Dr. Teal and 
Mr. ·woodward were present, and gave the medical evidence in a most 
learned manner. Reduced to plainness, it meant that King had died 
of an injury to the head. 

When my turn came, what they chiefly asked me was, whether I 
had seen or heard any quarrelling with St. Peter's boys that day at 
Malvern. Jone whatever, I answered. vVas I quite sure of that? 
pursued one-it was Mr. Allcroft. I did not think there had been, or 
could have been, I repeated: we and the charity boys had kept apart 
from each other all day. Then another of the jury, Mr. Stone, put 
some questions, and then Mr. Allen-I thought_ they were never going 
to believe me. So I said it was the opposite of quarrelling, and told of 
Captain Sanker's giving one of them half-a-crown because he had been 
kind to King on Saturday, and of some of the boys-all who had not 
gone home in the fir t van-having helped us to look for King at night. 
After they had turned me in ide out, the coroner could say that these 
que tions were merely put for form's sake and for the satisfaction of the 
public. 

When the witne ses were done with, the coroner poke to the jury. 
I suppo e it wa hi charge. It seemed all as plain as a turnpike, he 
said : the poor little lame boy had slipped and fallen. The probability 
was that be had dropped asleep too near the edge of the perpendicular 
bank, and had either fallen over in his sleep, or in the act of awaking. 
He (the coroner) thought it must have been the former, as no cry 
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appeared to have been made, or heard. Under these circumstances, he 
believed the jury could have no difficulty in arriving at their verdict. 

The last word, " verdict," was still on his tongue, when some commo­
tion took place at the end of the room. A working-man, in his shirt­
sleeves and a leather apron on, was pushing in through the crowd at 
the door, making straight for the table and the coroner. Some of the 
jury knew him for John Dance, a glove-cutter at a Quaker gentleman's 
manufactory hard by. He begged pardon of the gentlefolk for coming 
amid 'em abrupt like that, he said, just as he was, but something had 
but now come to his hearing about the poor little boy who had died. 
It made him fear he had not fell of himself, but been flung over, and 
he had thought it his duty to come and tell it. 

The consternation this suggestion created, delivered in its homely 
words, would not be easy to describe. Captain Sanker, who had been 
sitting against the wall, got up in agitation. John Dance was asked 
his grounds for what he said, and was entering into a long rigmarole of 
a tale when the coroner stopped him, and bade him simply say how it 
had come to his own knowledge. He answered that upon going home 
just now to tea, from his work, his son Harry, who was in St. Peter's 
School, told him of it, having been sent to do so by the master, Clerk 
J ones. His son was with him, waiting to be questioned. 

The boy came forward, very red and sheepish, looking as though he 
thought he was going to be hung. - He stammered and stuttered in 
giving his answers to the coroner. 

The tale he told was this. His name was Henry Dance, aged 
thirteen. He was on the hill, not very far from St. Ann's ·well, on 
the Tuesday afternoon, looking about for Mark Ferrar. All on a 
sudden he heard some quarrelling below him : somebody seemed to be 
in a foaming passion, and little King the lame boy called out in a 
fright, "Oh, don't! don't! you'll throw me over!" Heard then a 
sort of rustle of shrubs-as it sounded to him-and then heard the 
steps of some one running away along the path below the upright bank. 
Couldn't see anything of this; the bank prevented him; but did see 
the arm of the boy who was running as he turned round the corner. 
Didn't see the boy; only saw his left aim swaying; he had a green 
handkerchief in his hand. Could not tell whether it was one of their 
boys (St. Peter's) or one of the college boys; didn't see enough of him 
for that. Didn't know then that anything bad had happened, and 
thought no more about it at all ; didn't hear of it till the next morning: 
he had been in the first van that left Malvern, and went to bed as soon 
as he got home. 

The account was listened to breathlessly. The boy was in a regular 
fright while he told it, but his tones and looks seemed honest and true. 

" How did you know it was King Sanker's voice you heard? " asked 
the coroner. 
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"Please, sir, I didn't know it," was the answer. "When I came to 
hear of his fall the next day, I supposed it must ha' been his. I didn't 
know anybody had fell down; I didn't hear any cry." 

" What time in the afternoon was this ? " 
"Please, sir, I don't know exact. vVe had our tea at four : it wasn't 

over-long after that." 
" Did you recognize the other voice ? '' 
"No, sir. It was a boy's voice." 
"Was it one you had ever heard before? " 
"I couldn't tell, sir; I wasn't near enough to hear or to catch the 

words. King Sanker spoke last, just as I got over the spot." 
"You heard of the accident the next morning, you say. Did you 

hear of it early?" 
"It was afore breakfast, sir. Some of our boys that waited for the 

last van telled me; and Ferrar, he telled me. They said they had 
helped to look for him." 

'' And then it came into your mind that it was King Sanker you had. 
heard speak ? " 

"Yes, sir, it did. It come right into my mind, all sudden like, that 
he might have been throwed over." 

"Vf../ ell now, Mr. Harry Dance, how was it that you did not at once 
hasten to report this? How is it that you have kept it in till now? " 

Harry Dance looked too confused and frightened to answer. He 
picked at the band of his grey cap and stood, first on one foot, then on 
the other. The coroner pressed the question sharply, and he replied in 
confusion. 

Didn't like to tell it. Knew people were saying it might have been 
one of their boys that bad pitched him over. Vv as afraid to tell. Did 
say a word to Mark Ferrar ; not much: Ferrar wanted to know more, 
and what it was he meant, but didn't tell him. That was yesterday 
morning. Had felt uncomfortable ever since then, wanting to tell, but 
not liking to. This afternoon, in school, writing their copies at the 
desk, he had told Tom Wood'art, the carpenter's son, who sat next 
him ; leastwa) s, had said the college boy had not fell of himself, but 
been pitched over; and Tom vVood'art had made him tell it to anothe r 
boy, Collins; and then the two had went up to the desk and telle<l 
their master, Mr. Jones ; and Mr. Jones, after calling him up to ask 
about it, had ordered him home to tell it all to his father ; and his 
father said he must come and tell it here. 

rrhe father, John Dance, poke up again to confirm thi , so far as his 
part went. He was so anxious it should be told to the gentlemen at 
once, he repeated, that he had come out all untidy as he was, not 
stopping to put himself to rights in any ,vay. 

The next person to step forward was fr. Jones, in his white cravat 
and black clothes. He stated that the two boys, Thomas vVoodward 
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and James Collins, had made this strange communication to him. 
Upon which he had questioned Dance, and at once despatched him 
home to acquaint his father. 

·"What sort of a boy is Harry Dance, Mr. Jones?" inquired the 
coroner. " A truthful boy ?--one to be depended on ? Some boys, as 
I <lare say you know, are capable of romancing in the most unaccount­
able manner: inventing lies by the bushel." 

"The boy is truthful, sir; a sufficiently good boy," was the reply. 
" Some of them are just what you describe; but Dance, so far as I 
believe, may be relied upon." 

" Well, now, if this is to be credited, it must have been one of St. 
Peter's boys who threw the deceased over," observed a juryman at the 
other end. "Did you do it yourself, Harry Dance? Stand straight, 
and answer.'' 

"No, sir; I shouldn't never like to do such a cowardly thing," was 
the answer, given with a rush of fear-if the look of his face might Le 
trusted. "I was not anigh him.'' 

"It must have been one of you. This is the result of that fight you 
two sets of boys held on Saturday. You have been harbouring malice." 

'' Please, sir, I wasn't in the fight on Saturday. I had went over to 
Clnins on an errand for mother.'' 

"That's true,'' said Clerk Jones. - "Dance was not in the fight at 
all. As far as I can ascertain, there was no il1-feeli;1g di spla.yed on 
either side at Malvern; no quarrelling of any kind." And Captain 
Sanker, who was standing up to listen7 confirmed this. 

" The natural deduction to be drawn is, that if the deceased was 
flung over, it was by one of St. Peter's boys-though the probability 
is that he did not intend to inflict mnch injury," observed one of the 
jmy to the rest. " Boys are so reprehensibly thoughtless. Come, 
Harry Dance ! if you did not give him a push yourself, you can tell, I 
dare say, who did." 

But Dance, with tears in his eyes, affirmed that he knew no more 
than he had told: he had not the least notion who the boy wa that 
ha<l been quarrelling with King. He saw none of the boys, St. Peter's 
boys or college boys, about the hill at that time; though he was looking 
ont for them, because he wanted to find Ferrar: and he knew no more 
than the dead what boy it was who had run away, for he saw nothing 
l,ut his arm and a green handkerchief. 

" Did you find Ferrar after that? " resumed the coroner. 
"Yes, sir; not long after. I found him looking for me round on 

t 'other side of St. Ann's Well." 
"By the way--on which side of St. Ann's Well is situated the spot 

where you heard the quarrel ? " 
"On the right-hand side, sir, looking down t.he hill ," said the boy. 

And by the stress laid on the "down " I judged him to be given to 
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exactness. "I know the place, sir. If you take a sideway path from 
the Well bearing down'ards, you come to it. It's shady and quiet 
there ; a place that nobody hardly finds out." • 

"Did you say anything to Ferrar, when you found him, of what 
you had heard? " 

"No, sir. I didn't think any more about it. I didn't think any 
harm had been done." 

" But you did mention it to Ferrar the• next morning? " 
"Yes, sir, I had heard of it, then." 
"What did you say?" 
"I only said I was afeard he might have been throwed over. Ferrar 

m;ked me why, but I didn't like to say no more, for fear of doing mis­
chief. It wasn't me," added Dance, appealing piteously to the jury. 
"I wouldn't have hurt a hair of his head: he was weak and lame." 

"Is Ferrar here? " cried the coroner. " vVe must have him." 
Ji'errar was not there. And Mr. Jones, speaking up, said he had seen 

nothing of Ferrar since the previous day. He was informed that he 
had taken French leave to go off somewhere-which kind of leave, in 
point of fact, he addeu, Master Ferrar was much in the habit of taking. 

"But where has he gone? " cried the coroner. "You don't mean 
he has decamped?" 

"Decamped for the time being," said Mr. Jones. "He will no doubt 
put in an appearance in a clay or two." 

Not one of the jury but pricked up his ears; not one, I could see it 
in their faces, but was beginning to speculate on this absence of 
Ferrar's. The coroner was staring straight before him, speculating too: 
and just then Fred Sanker said something in a half-whif?per. 

"Ferrar was with my brother King at the spot where he fell from. 
As far as we know he was the last person who ever saw him alive." 

" And not here ! " cried the coroner. " 'Why is he not? Where 
does the neglect lie, I wonder? Gentlemen, I think we had better 
send round for his father, and ask an explanation." 

In a small town like ,v orcester ( small in comparison with great 
capital ) the inhabitants, rich and poor, mostly know one another, what 
they are, and where their dwelling is. Old Ferrar lived within a stone's­
throw of the Angel ; he was a china painter, employed by the Messrs. 

hamberlain. Some one ran for him ; and he came; a tidy-looking 
man in a good coat, with grey whiskers and grey hair. He bowed 
civilly to the room, and gave his name as Thomas Ferrar. 

As far as anything connected with what took place at Malvern he 
was in total ignorance, he said. When his son Mark got home on the 
Tuesday night, he had told him that Captain Sanker's little boy had 
fallen down a part of the hill, and that he, l\fork, had been one of those 
who helped to find him. In the afternoon of the same day they heard 
the little boy had died. 



JOHNNY LUDLOW. 

" Where is your son ? " asked the coroner. 
"I am not sure where he is," replied Thomas Ferrar. "When I 

and his brother got home from the factory on ,vednesday evening, my 
daughter told me Mark had gone off again. Somebody had given him 
half-a-crown, I believe. ·with that in his pocket, he was pretty sure to 
go off on one of his rovings." • 
- "He is in the habit of going off, then? " 

"Yes, sir, he has done it on . occasion almost ever since he could nm 
alone. I used to leather him well for it, but it was of no use ; it didn't 
stop it. It's his only fault. Barring that, he's as good and upright 
a lad as anybody need have. He does not go off for the purpose of 
doing harm : neither does he get into any." 

" ·where does he go to ? " 
"Always to one of two places ; to South Crabb, or to his grand­

father's at Pinvin. It's generally to South Crabb, to see the Batleys, 
who are cousins of my late wife's. They've boys and girls of Mark'.:; 
own age, and he likes to be there." 

" You conclude, then, that he is at one of these places now?" 
" Sure to be, sir; and I think it's sure to be South Crabb. He was 

at Pinvin a fortnight ago; for I walked over on the Sunday morning and 
took him with me. Mark is of a roving turn; he is always talkiug of 
wanting to see the world. I don) believe he'll ever settle down to 
steady work at home." 

1 

",ven, we want him here, Mr. F errar; and must have him too. 
Could you send after him-and get him here by to-morrow? " 

"I can send his brother after him, if you say it must be. The like­
lihood is that he will come home of himself to-morrow evening." 

" Ay, but we · must have him here in the nfternoon, you see. --v..r e 
want to hear what he can tel1 us about the deceased. It is thought 
that he was the last person with him before the fall. And, gentlemen," 
added the coroner, turning to t1rn jury, "I will adjourn proceedings to 
the same hour to-morrow-three o'clock." 

So the inquest was adjourned accordingly, and the room slowly 
cleared itself. Very slowly. People stood in groups of threes and 
fours to talk to each other. This new evidence was startling : and the 
impression it made was, that one of the Frogs had certainly thrown 
King down. 

The green handkerchief was mentioned. Coloured silk pocket-hand­
kerchiefs were much patronized by gentlemen then, and the one used 
by Dr. Teal that day happened to be green. The doctor said he had 
missed his handkerchief when they were down at the Abbey before tea, 
but could not tell where he had left it. He found it in the room at St. 
Ann's when they got up again, and supposed it had been there all 
along. So that handkerchief was not much thought of: especially as 
several of the Frogs had green neckerchiefs on, and might ha.ve taken 
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them off, as it was very hot. That a Frog had flung King over, 
appeared to be, to use the coroner's words on another part of the 
subject, as plain as a turnpike. The Bankers, one and all, adopted it 
.;l.S conclusive ; Captain Sanker in particular was nearly wild, and said 
bitter things of the Frogs. Poor King still lay in the same room, and 
none of them, as before, cared to go by the door. 

It must have been in the middle of the night. Anyway, it looked 
pitch-dark. I was asleep, and dreaming that we were sorting hand­
kerchiefs : all colours seemed to be there but a green one, and that­
the one being looked for-we could not find : when something suddenly 
woke me. A hand was grasping at my shoulder. 

Halloa ! who's there?,, 
I say, Johnny, I can't stop in my bed; I've come to yours. If you 

mind my gettiug in, I'll lie across the foot, and get to sleep that way." 
The voice was Dan's, and it had no end of horror in it. He was 

standing by the bed in his night-shirt, shivering. And yet the summer's 
night was hot. 

"Get in, if you like, Dan: there's plenty of room. What1s the matter 
with your own bed ? " 

"King's there," he said, in a dreadful whisper, as he crept trembling in. 
"King! Why, what do you mean?,, 
"He comes in and lies down in his place just as he used to lie,' 1 

shivered Dan. " I asked Toby to sleep with me to-night, and Fred 
wouldn't let him. Fred ought to be ashamed ; it's all his ill-nature. 
He's bigger than I am, one of the seniors, and he never cares whether 
he sleeps alone or not." 

" But, Dan you should not get these fancies into your head about 
King. You know it's not true." 

" I tell you it is true. King's there. First of all, he stood at the 
foot of the bed and looked at me ; and then, when I hid my face, I 
found he had got into it. He's lying there, just as he used to lie, his 
face turned to the wall." • 

" To begin with, you couldn't see him-him, or any one else. It1s 
too dark." 

"It's not dark. My room's lighter than this; it has a bigger window: 
and the sky was bright and the stars were out. .Anyway, Johnny, it 
was light enough to see King-and there he was. Do you think I'd 
tell a lie over it? " 

I can't sa.y I felt very comfortable myself. It's not pleasant to be 
woke up with this kind of thing at the top of a house when somebody's 
lying dead underneath. Dan's voice was enough to give one the shivers, 
let alone his words. Some stars came out, and I could see the outline 
of the furniture: or perhaps the stars had been shining all along; only, 
on first a.waking, the eye is not accustomed to the darkness. 

" Try and go to sleep Dan. You'll be all right in the morning." 
Johnny Ludlow.- 11. 17 
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To go to sleep seemed, however, . to be far enough from Dan's 
thoughts. After a bit of uneasy turning and trembling-and I'm sure 
any one would have said his legs had caught St. Vitus's dance-he 
gave sleep up as a bad job, and broke out now and again with rJl sorts 
of detached comments. I could only lie and listen. 

vVondered whether he should be seeing King always ?-if so, would 
rather be dead. Wished he had not gone to sleep on that confounded 
bench outside St. Ann's Well-might have been at hand near King, 
and saved him, if he had not. It was that beastly bottled ale that 
made him. Wished bottled_ ale had not been invented. Wished he 
could wring Dance's neck-or Ferrar's-or that ,vood'arts, whichever 
of the lot it was that had struck King. Knew it was one of the three. 
What on earth could have taken the Frogs to· Malvern that day?­
vVished every Frog ever born was hanged or drowned. Thought it 
must be Ferrar-else .why had the fellow decamped? Thought the 
whole boiling of Frogs should be driven from the town-how dared 
they, the insolent charity beggars, have their school near the college 
8chool? v~ondered what would be done to Ferrar if it was proved 
against him? vVished it had beeri Ferrar to fall down in place of 
King. Wished it had been himself (Dan) rather than King. Poor 
King !-who was always so gentle-and never gave offence to any of 
them-and was so happy with bis hymns and his fancies, and his 
poetry !-and had said " Lord Bateman " for them that day when told 
to say it, and-and--" 

At this thought Dan broke fairly down and sobbed as though his 
heart were breaking. I felt uncommonly sorry for him; he had been 
Yery fond of King; and _I was sorry for his superstition. Wha.t a 
mistake it. seemed for Mrs. Sanker to have allowed them to grow up 
in it. 

At three o'clock the next day the inquest met again. The coroner 
and jury, who seemed to have got thoroughly interested in the case 
now, kept their time to a minute. There was much stir in the neigh• 
bourhood, and the street was full before the Angel Inn. As to Frog 
Lane, it was said the excitement there had never been equalled. The 
report that it was one of St. Pet.er's boys who had done it, went echoing 
everywhere ; no one thought of doubting it. I did not. Watchin_g 
Harry Dance's face when he had given his evidence, I felt sure that 
every word he said was true. Some one had flung King over: and 
that some one, there could be no question of it, was one of those 
common adversaries, the Frogs. If King must have gone to sleep that 
afternoon, better that Dan, as he had said, or one of the rest of us, had 
stayed by to protect him ! 

Mark Ferrar had turned up. His brother found him at South Crabb. 
He came to the inquest in his best clothes, those he had worn at 
Malvern. I noticed then, but I had not remembered it, that be had a. 
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gra s-green neckerchief on, tied with a large bow and ,mds. His good­natured, ugly, honest face was redder than ever as he stood to give hit:> evidence. He _did not show any of the stammering confm,ion that Dance had done, but spoke out with modest self-possession. His name was Mark Ferrar, aged nearly fourteen (and looking ever so much older), second son of Thomas Ferrar, china painter. He had seen the deceased boy, King Sanker, at Malvern on Tuesday. vVhen he and some more of St. Peter's boys were coming down the hill they had met King and his party. King spoke to him and told his father, Captain Sanker, that be was the Frog-the college boys called them Frogs-who had picked him up out of the fight on Saturday to save him from being crushed: and Captain Sanker thanked him and gave him half-a-crown to spend in Malvern cakes. Master Johnny Ludlow was .with the Sankers, and saw and heard this. Did not buy the l\Ialvern cakes: had meant to, and treat the rest of the boys; but dinner was ready near the foot of the hill when they got down, and forgot it aftenvards. After dinner he and a lot more boys went up another of the beacons and down on the Herefordshire side. They got back about four o'clock, and had bread-and-butter and cider for tea. Then he and Harry Dance went up the hill again, taking two ways, to ee which would be at St. Ann's Well first. Couldn't see Dance when he got up, thought he might be hiding, and went looking about for him. \\ ent along a side-path leading off from St. Ann's; 'twas sheltered, and thought Dance might be there. Suddenly bear<J himself called to : looked ouwards, and saw the lame boy, King Sanker, there, and some chairs and glas es on a table. Went on, and King asked him to sit down, and began talking to him, saying be bad had to say " Lord Bateman " before them all. He, Ferrar, did not know what '' Lord Bateman" was, and King said he would say it to him. Began to say it; found it was poetry verses: King had said a good many when he broke off in the middle of one, and told him to go then, for the.y were coming. Diel not know who "they " meant, did not see or hear anybody himself; but went away accordingly. ·went looking all about for Dance again; found him by-and-by on a kind of plateau on the other side of St. Ann's. They went up the hill together, and only got down again when it was time to start for Worce ter. He did not go in the first van ; there was no room ; waited for the econd. Saw the other party starting : heard that some one was mi ing : found it was King; offered to help to look for him. vVas going up with the rest past the Unicorn, when some people met them, saying they'd heard groans. Ran on, and found it was King anker. He seemed to have fallen right down from the place where he had been sitting in the afternoon, and where he, Ferrar, had left him. 

Such in substance was the evidence he gave. Some of it I could corroborate, and did1 I told of Kin~'s ~sking that Ferrar might go up 
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to him the next day, and of his promising him '' Lord Bateman," which 
he had got by him, written out. 

But Ferrar was n6t done with. Important questions had to be asked 
him yet. Sometimes it was the coroner who put them, sometimes one 
or other of the jury. 

"Did you see anything at all of the deceased after leaving him as 
you have described, Mark Ferrar? " 

"No, sir. I never saw him again till night, when we found him 
lying under a part of the hill." 

" ·when you quitted him at his bidding, did you see any boys about, 
either college boys or St. Peter's boys ? " 

"No, sir, I did not see any; not one: The hills about there seemed 
as lonely as could be." 

" Which way did you take when you left him? " 
• "I ran straight past St. Ann's, and got on to the part that divides 
the Worcestershire beacon from the next. ·waiting for Dance, I sat 
down on the slope, and looked at Worcester for a bit, trying how much 
of the tovm i could make out, and how many of the churches, and that. 
As I was going back toward St. Ann's I met Dance." 

" What did Dance say to you?" 
" He said he had been hunting for me, and wanted to know where I 

had hid myself, and I said I had q_een hunting for him. vVe went on 
up the hill then and met some more of our boys ; and we stayed all 
together till it was time to go down." 

"Did Dance say that he had heard sounds of quarrelling? " 
" No, sir, never a word.11 

"What communication did Dance make to you on the subject the 
following morning?" 

"Nothing certain, sir. Dance went home in the first van, and he 
didn't hear about King Sanker till the morning. I was saying then 
how we found him, and that he must have fell straight off from tLe 
place above. Dance stopped ~e, and said was it sw-e that he fell-was 
it sure he had not been pushed off? I asked why he said that, but he 
wouldn't answer." 

"Did he refuse to answer?" 
"I kept asking him to tell me, but he just said it was only a fancy 

that came to him. He had interrupted so eager like, that I thought he 
must have heard something. Later, I asked Master Johnny Ludlow 
whether the boy had been pushed off, but he said no. I couldn't get it 
out of my head, however." 

" What clothes did you wear, witness, that day at Malvern? " 
"These here that I've got on now, sir." 
"Did you wear that same green nee.kerchief?" 
·, Yes, sir. My sister Sally bought it new for me to go in." 
" Did you take it off at fah-ern ? " 
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" No, sir. Some of them took their hanclkerchers off at dinner, because it was hot, but I didn't." 
" W"hy did you not? " 
For the first time Ferrar hesitated. His face turned scarlet. 
"Corne, speak up. The truth, mind." 
"Sally had told me not to mess my new silk handkercher, for I 

wasn't likely to have another of one while; and I thought if I got 
untying and re-tying of it, I should mess it." It seemed quite a task to 
F rrnr to confe s this. He feared the boys would laugh at him. But I think no one doubted that it was the true reason. 

" You did not take it off while you were sitting with the deceased? " "No, sir. I never took it off all day." 
"'l'ake it off now." 
Mark Ferrar looked too surprised to understand the order, and did nothing. The coroner repeated it. 
"Take off this here hantlkercher, sir? Now?" 
" Yes. The jury wish to see it open." 
Mark untied the bow and pulled it oft~ his very freckles showing out red. It was u three-cornered silk neckerchief, as green as grass. • 
' "as this like the kerchief you saw being swung about, Harry 

Dance?" asked the coroner, holding it up, and then letting it drop on the taLle. 
Harry Dance gazed at it as it lay, and shook his head. "I don't think it were the one, sir," he said. 
',Vhy don't you think it? " 
That there looks smaller and brighter, and t'other was bigger and darker. Leastway ·, I think it were." 

' ,vas it more like thi ? " interrupted Dr. Teal, shaking out his handkerchief from his pocket. 
' I don't know, ir. It seemed like a big handkerchief, and was about that there colour o' your'n." 

omc inquiry was made at this point as to the neckerchiefs worn by 
the other boys. It turned out that two or three had worn very large ones omethino- the colour of Dr. Teal's. So that pas ed. 

ne word, Harry Dance. Did ) ou ce Ferrar with his handker­hief off that clay? " 
I di ln't notice, ir: I don't rememb r. Some of u took 'em off Oll 

the hill - t\\as very hot-and neYer put 'em on again all day." 
The coroner and jury talked together, and then Harry Dance was 

told to repeat the evidence he had given the day before. He went over 
it again: the sound of quarrelling, and the words in the voice he 
had upposed to be King's : ' Oh, don't-don't I you'll throw mo OYer." 
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"Rad Feitar his neckerchief on when you met him soon after this? H 
questioned Captain Chamberlain. 

"I think he had, sir. I think if he had not I should ha' noticed it. 
I'm nearly as sure as I can be that it wasn't off." 

When Dance was done with, Mark Ferrar was begun upon again. 
"·what induced you to go off from your home on Wednesday evening 

without notice ? " asked the coroner. 
"I went to South Crabb, sir." 
"I don't ask you where you went, I ask why you went? " 
" I go over there sometimes, sir. I told Sally I was going." 
"Can't you understand my question? Why did you go? " 

. " Nothing particular made me go, sir. Only that I had got some 
money; and I was feeling so sorry that the little lame boy was dead, I 
couldn't bear to be still." 

"You have been punished often, Mark Ferrar, for going off on these 
expeditions?" cried one of the jury. 

"I used to be, sir. Father has leathered me for it at home, and 
Clerk Jones at school. I can't do without going out a bit. I wish I 
was a sailor~" 

"Oh, indeed! Well-is there one of your companions that you can 
suspect of having harmed this poor little boy-accidentally or other­
wise?" 

" No, sir. It is being said that lie was pushed over in ill-feeling, or 
else by accident; but it don't seem likely." 

"Did you push him over yourself?" 
" Me ! " returned Ferrar, in surprise. "Me push him over ! " 
"As far as we can learn yet, no one was with him there but you ." 
"I'd have saved him from it, sir, if I had been there, instead of 

harming him. ·when he sent me away he was all right, and not sitting 
anigh the edge. If it was me that had done it, sir, he'd not have a ke<l 
for me to go up to him in his room-and shook hands-and said I 
should see him in heaven." 

Mark Ferrar broke down at the remembrance, and sobbed like a 
child. I don't think one single person present thought it was lie, 
especially the coroner and jury. But the question was-which of the 
other boys could it have been ? . 

Several of them were called before the coroner. One and all declared 
they had done no harm to the deceased-had not been near him to do 
it-would not have done it if they had been-did not know be had been 
sitting in the place talked of-did not (most of them) know wher.e the 
spot was now. In short, they denied it utterly. 

Mr. Jones stepped forward then. He told the coroner and jury that 
he had done his best to come to the bottom of the affair, but could not 
find out anything. He did not believe one of his boys had been in it;· 
they were mischievous enough, as he well knew, and , ometimes deceit-
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f ul enough; but they all seemed to be, and he honestly believed we1•e, 
innocent of this. 

The room was cleared while the jury deliberated. Their verdict 
was to the effect that Kingsley Sanker had died from falling over a 
portion of one of the Malvern hills; but whether the fall was caused 
by accident, or not, there was not sufficient evidence to show. 

It was late when it was over. Growing dusk. In turning out of the 
inn passage to the street, I remember the great bum around, and the 
people pushing one's elbows; and I can't Temember much more. If 
one Frog was there, it seemed to me that there were hundreds. 

I stayed at Captain Sanker's again that night. We all went up to 
bed after supper and prayers-which the captain read. He said he 
could not divest himself of the idea that it was a pure accident-for 
who would be likely to harm a helpless lad ?-and that what Dance 
heard must have been some passing dispute connected with other 
people. 

"Come along, Johnny: this one candle'll do for us both," cried Dan, 
faking up a bed candlestick and waiting for me to follow him. 

I kept close to him as we went by the room-the room, you know­
for Dan was worse than any of them for passing it. He and King had 
been much together. King followed him in age; they had always 
slept together and gone to school togeth_er ; the rest were older or 
younger-and naturally Dan felt it most. 

"I shan't be a minute, Johnny, and then you can take the candle,,, 
said he, when we got to the top. "Come in." . 

Before I had well turned round, after getting in, I declare Dan had 
rushed all his things off in a heap and leaped into bed. Poor King 
used not to be so quick, and Dan always made him put the light out. 

"Good-night, Dan." 
"Good-night, Johnny. I hope I shall get to sleep." 
He put his head under the bedclothes as I went away with the 

candle. I was not long getting into bed either. 'rhe stars were bright 
in the sky. • • 

Before there was time to get to sleep, Dan came bursting in, shivering 
as· on the past night, ·and askirig to be let get into the bed. I did not 
mind his being in the bed-liked it rather, for company-but I did think 
it a great stupid pity that he should be giving way to these superstitious 
fears as though he were a girl. 

" Look here, Dan : I should be above it. One of the smallest of those 
Frogs couldn't show out more silly than this,,, 

"He's in my bed again, Johnny. Lying down. I can't sleep there 
another night." 

"You know that he is below in his coffin-with the room-door 
locked." • 

"I don't care-b"''s there in the bed. You ho.d no sooner gone wi.th 
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the light thau King crept in and lay down beside me. He used to have 
a way of pJ.Itting his left. arm over me outside the clothes, and he put it 
so to.-night." 

"Dan!" 
~' I tell you he did. Nobody would believe it, but he did. I felt it 

like a ~veight. It wa-s heavy, just as dead arms are. Johnny, if this 
goes on, I shall die. Have -you heard what mamma says? " 

''No . .. What?" 
"She says slie saw King last night. She couldn't sleep; antl by-ancl­

by, happening to look out of bed, she saw him standing there. He was 
looking very solemn, an.d did not speak. She turned to awake papa, in 
spite of the way he goes on ridicuHng such things, but when she looked 
next King had gone. I wish he was buried, Johnny; I shouldn't think 
he could come back into the house then. Should you? " 

"He's not in it now-in that sense. It's all imagination." 
"Is it ! I should like you to have been in my bed, instead of me; 

you'd have seen whether it was imagination or not. Do you suppose 
his heavy arm across me was fancy ? " 

"·well, he does not come in here. Let us go to sleep. Good-night, 
Dan." 

Dan lay still for a good bit, and I was nearly aeleep when he awoke 
me sobbing. His face was turned _the other way. 

"I wish you'd kill me, Johnny." 
" Kill you!''· 
" I don't care to live any longer "'.ithout King. It is so lonely. 

There's nobody now. Fred's getting to be almost a man, and Toby's 
a little duffer. King was best. I've many a time snubbed him and 
boxed him, and I always put upon him; and-and now he's gone. I 
wish I bad fallen down instead of him." 

"You'll get over it, Dan." 
"Perhaps. But it's such a thing to get over. And the time goes so 

slowly. I wish it was this time next year I " 
"Do you know what some of the doctors say? " 
"What do they say? " returned Dan, putting t4e tip of his nose out 

of bed. 
" Dr. Teal told Captain Sanker of it; I was by and heard him. They 

think that poor King would not have lived above another year, or o : 
that there was no chance of his living to grow up. So you might have 
lost him soon in any case, Dan." 

"But he'd have been here till then; he wouldn't have died through 
falling down Malvern Hill. Oh, and to think that I was rough with 
him often !-and didn't h·y to help him when he wanted it! and laughed 
at his poetry! Johnny, I wish you'd kill me I I wish it had been me 
to fall over instead of him I " 

There was not one of them that felt it as keenly as Dau did : but the 
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chances were that he would forget King the soonest. Dan was of that 
impetuous warm nature that's all -fire at first; and all forge.tfulness when 
the fire goes out. 

I went home the next day to Crabb. Cot. Mr: Coney came into 
Worcester to attend the corn-market, and .offered to d:ive me back in 
his gig. So I took my leave of the Sankers, and my last look at po,or 
King in his coffin. He was to be buried on Monday in St. Peter's 
churchyard. 

The next news we had from Worcester was· that Mark Ferrar had 
gone to sea. His people had wanted him to take up some trade at 
home ; but Mark said he was not going to stay there to be told every 
day of his life that he ki1led King Sanker. For some of the Frogs had 
ta.ken up the notion that it must have been he-why else, they asked, 
did the coroner and the rest of 'em want to see his green handkercher 
shook out? So his father, who was just as much hurt at the aspersions 
as Mark, allowed him to have his way and go to sea; in spite· of 
SalJy crying her eyes out, and foretelling that he would come home 
drowned. Mark was sent to London to some friend, who undertook to 
make the necessary arrangements; he was bound apprentice to the 
ea, and shipped off in a trading vessel sailing for Spain. 

It was Michaelmas when we next went in to 1.,Vorcester (save for a 
day at the festiYal), driving in from Dyke Manor: the Squire, Mrs. 
Todhetley, and I. You have heard the expedition mentioned before, 
for it was the one when we hired the dairymaid, Grizzel, at St. John's 
mop. That business over, we went down to Captain Sanker's and 
found them at home. 

They were all getting pretty well over the death now, except Dan. 
Dan's grief and nervousness were as bad as ever. Worse, even. Captain 
and Mrs. Sanker enlarged upon it. 

' Dan grieves after his brother dreadfully: they were always com• 
panion , you see," said the captain. "He has foolish fancies also: 
thinks he sees King continually. We have had to put him to sleep 
with Fred downstairs, for nothing would persuade him that King, poor 
fellow, did not come and get into his old place in bed. The night the 
poor lad was buried, Dan tartled the whole hou e up; he flew down 
the tairs crying and brieking, and s.1.ying that King was there. We 
don t know what to do : he eems to get wor e, rather than better. 
Did you notice how thin he has become? You saw him as you 
ame in." 

Like a bag of bones," said the Squire. 
"Ay. Some days he is so nervous and ill he can't go to school. 

I ne, er knew such a thing, for my part. I was for trying flogging, but 
his mother wouldn't have it." 
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"But-do you mean to tell us, Sanker, that he fancies he sees King's 
ghost! " cried the Squire, in great amazement. 

"Well, I suppose so," answered the captain . . "He fancies he see8 
him : and poor King, as far as this world's concerned, can be nothing 
Lut a ghost now. The other evening, when Dan had been commanded 
to the head-master's house for something connected with the studies 
and detained till after dark, he came rushing in with a white face and 
his hair all wet, saying he had met King under the elm-trees, as he was 
running back through the green towards Edgar To°"er. How can you 
deal with such a case?" 

"I should say flogging would be as good as anything," said the 
Squire, decidedly. 

"So I thought at first. He's too ill for it now. There's nothing, 
hardly, left of him to flog." 

"Captain Sanker, there is only one thing for you to do," put in Mrs. 
Todhetley. "And that is, consult a clever medical man." 

"Why, my dear lady, we have taken him to pretty nearly all the 
medical men in ,v orcester," cried the captain. " He goes regularly to 
Dr. Hastings." 

"And what do the doctors say?" 
" They think that the catastrophe of King's unhappy death has seized 

upon the lad's mind, and brought on a sort of hypochondriacal affection. 
One of them said it was what the French would call a maladie des nerfs. 
Dan seems so fuJl of self-reproach, too." 

" What for?'' 
"Well, for not having made more of King when he was living. And 

also, I think, for having suffered himself to fa]l asleep that afternoon on 
the bench outside the Well : he says had he kept awake he might have 
been with King, and so saved him. But, as I tell Dan, there's nothing 
to reproach himself with in that: he could not foresee that King would 
meet with the accident. The doctors say now that he must haYe 
change of air, and be got away altogether. They recommend the sea." 

" The sea ! Do you mean sea-air ? " 
"No; the sea itself; a voyage: and Dan's wild to go. A less com­

plete change than that, they think, will be of little avail, for his illness 
borders almost-almost upon lunacy. I'm sure, what with one thing 
and another, we seem to be in for a peck of misfortunes," added the 
captain, rumpling his hair helplessly. 

" And shall you let him go to sea ? " 
"Well, I don't know. I stood out against it at first. Never meant 

to send a son of mine to sea; that has always been my resolution. 
Look at what I had to starve upon for ever so many years-a lieu­
tenant's half-pay-and to keep my wife and bring up my children upon 
it t You can't imagine it, Squire; it's cruel. Dan's too old for the 
navy, however; and, if he doe go, it must be iuto the merchant service, 
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l don't like that, either; we regular sailors never do like it, we hold 
ourselves above it; but there's a better chance of getting on in it and 
of making money." 

"I'm sure I am very sorry for it altogether," said Mrs. Todhetley. 
'' A sailor cannot have any comfort." 

"I expect he'll have to go," said the captain, ruefully: "he must get 
these ideas out of his head. It's such a t~ing, you see, for him to be 
always fancying he sees King." 

"It is a dreadful thing." 
"My wife had a brother once who was always seeing odd colours 

wherever he looked'. colours and shadows and things. But that was 
not as bad as this. His doctor called it nerves : and I conclude Dan 
takes after him." 

"My dear, I think Dan takes after your side, not mine," calmly put 
in Mrs Sanker, who had her light hair flowing and something black in 
it that looked like a feather. '1 He is so very passionate, you know: and 
I could not go into a passion if I tried." 

"I suppose he takes after us both," returned Captain Sanker. "I 
know he never got his superstitious fancies from me, or from any one 
belonging to me. v.,r e may be of a passionate nature, we Sankers, but 
we don't see ghosts." 

In a week or two's time after that, Dan was off to sea. A large 
shipping firm, trading from London to India, took him as midshipman. 
The ship was called the Bangalore; a fine vessel of about fourteen 
hundred tons, bound for some port out there. ·when Captain Sanker 
came back from shipping him off, he was fu11 of spirits, and said Dan 
was cured already. No sooner was Dan amidst the bustle of London, 
than his fears and fancies left him. 

It was some time in the course of the next spring-getting on for 
summer, I think-that Captain Sanker gave up his house in vVorcester, 
and went abroad, somewhere into Germany. Partly from motives of 
economy, for they had no idea of saving, and somehow spent more 
than their income; partly to see if change would get up Mrs. Sanker's 
health, which was failing. After that, we heard nothing more of them : 
and a year or two went on. 

" Plea ~, sir, here's a young man asking to see you." 
"A young man asking to see me," cried the Squire-we were just 

finishing djnner. "Who is it, Thomas?" 
" I don't know, sir," replied old Thomas. "Some smart young fellow 

dressed as a sailor. "I've showed him into your room, sir." 
"Go and see who it is, J ohnny." 
It was summer-time, and we were at home at Dyke Manor. I went 

on to the little square room. You ha,e been in it too. Oppo ite the 



28S j()fiNNY tunLoW. 

Squire's old bureau and underneath the map of Warwickshire on the 
wall, sat the sailor. He had good blue clothes on and a turned-down 
white collar, and held a straw hat in his hand. Where had I seen the 
face? A very red-brown honest face, with a mouth as wide as Molly's 
rolling-pin. Wider, now that it was smiling. 

He stood up; and turned his straw hat about a little nervously. 
"You've forgotten me, Master Johnny. Mark Ferrar, please, sir." 

Mark Ferrar it was, looking shorter and broader ; and I put out my 
hand to him. I take my likes and dislikes, as you have already heard, 
and can't help taking them; and Ferrar was one whom I had always 
liked. 

"Please, sir, I've made bold to come over here," he went on. 
" Captain Sanker's left vVorcester, they tell me, and I can't hear where 
he is to be found: and the Teals, they h"'lve left. I've brought news 
to him from his son, Mr. Dan : and father said I had better come over 
here and tell it, and maybe Squire Todhetley might get it sent to the 
captain." 

"Have you seen anything of Mr. Dan, then?" 
" I've been with him nearly all the time, Master Johnny. We 

served on the same ship : he as middy and I as working apprentice. 
Not but what the middies are apprenticed just as sure as we are. 
They don't do our rough work, the cleaning and that, and they mess 
apart; but that's pretty nigh all the difference." 

" And how are you getting on, Mark ? " 
"First-rate, sir. The captain and officers are satisfied with me, and 

when I've served my four years I shall go up to pass for second mate. 
I try to improve myself a bit in general learning at odd moments too, 
sir, seeing I didn't have much. It may be of use to me if I ever get 
up a bit in life. Mr. Dan--" 

"But look here, Ferrar," I interrupted, the recollection striking me. 
" How came you and Mr. Dan to sail together ? You were on a small 
home-coasting barque: he went in an Indiaman." 

" I was in the barque first of all, Master Johnny, and took a voyage 
to Spain and back. But our owners, hearing a good report of me, that 
I was likely to make a smart and steady sailor, put me on their big 
ship, the Bangalore. In a day or two Mr. Dan Sanker came on board." 

" And how is he getting on ? Does he--" 
" If you please, Master Johnny, I'd like to tell what I've got to te11 

about him to the Squire," he interrupted. " It is for that, sir, I have 
come all the way over here." 

So I called the Sq:iire in. The following was the condensed substance 
of Ferrar's narrative. What with his way of telling it, and what with 
the Squire's inteITuptions, it was rather long. 

"Mr. Dan joined the Bangalore the day we sailed, sir. When he 
saw me as one of the sailors he started back as if I shocked him. But 
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in a week or two, when he had got round from his sea-sickness, he 
grew friendly, and sometimes talked a bit. I used to bring up Master 
King's death, and say how sorry I was for it-for you see, sir, I 
couldn't bear that he should think it true that I had had a hand in it. 
But he seemed to hate the subject; he'd walk away if I began it, and 
at last he said he couldn't stand the talking about King; so I let it be. 
Our voyage was a long ·one, for the ship went about from port to port. 
Mr. Dan--" 

""\V"hat sort of a sailor did he make? 11 interrupted the Squire. 
"vVell, sir, he was a good smart sailor at his work, but he got to be 

looked upon as rather a queer kind of young man. He couldn't bear 
to keep his night watches-it was too lonely, he said; and several 
times he fell into trouble for calling up the hands when there was 
nothing to call them up for. At Hong Kong he had a fever, and they 
shaved his head ; but he got well again. One evening, after we had 
left Hong Kong and were on our way to San Francisco, I was on deck 
-almost dark it was-when Mr. Dan comes down the rigging all in a 
heap, just as if a wild-cat was after him. 'There's King up there,' he 
says to me : and Mr. Conroy, do what he would, couldn't get him up 
again. After that he went about the ship peeping and peering, always 
fancying King was hiding somewhere and going to pounce out upon 
him. The captain said his fever was coming back : Mr. Dan said it 
was not fever, it was King. I told him one day what I thought-that 
Master King had been flung down; that it was not an accident-I felt 
as sure of it as though I had seen it done ; and what I said seemed to 
put him up, sir. Who did I fancy had done it, or would do it? he 
asked me all in anger : and I said I did not know who, but if ever I 
got back to Worcester I'd leave not a stone unturned to find out. Well, 
sir, he got worse : worse in his fancies, and worse as to sickness. He 
was seeing King always at night, and he had dysentery and ague, and 
grew so weak that he could hardly stand. One of the cabin-boys took 
sick and died on board. The night he lay below, dead, Mr. Dan burst 
into the saloon saying it was King who was below, and that he'd never 
be got out of the ship again. Mr. Conroy--he was the chief mate, sir 
-humoured him, telling him not to fear, that if it was King he would 
be buried deep in the sea on the morrow: but Mr. Dan said he'd not 
stop in the sea, any more than he had stopped in his grave in St. Peter's 
churchyard at home; he'd be back in the ship again." 

"Dan Sanker must have been mad," observed the Squire. 
" Yes, sir, I think he was ; leastways not right. In a day or two be 

had to be fastened down in his berth with brain-fever, and Mr. Conroy 
said that as he had known me in the past days I had better be the one 
to sit with him, for he couldn't be left. I was quite taken aback to 
hear what he said in bis mutterings, and hoped it wasn't true." 

" Did he get well again ? ' 
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• "Just for a day or two, sir. The fever left him, but he was in the 
shockingest state of weakness you could imagine. The night before 
he died--" 

The Squire started up. " Dan Sanker's not dead, Ferrar ! '' 
"Yes he is, sir. It's what I have come to tell of." 
'' Goodness bless me ! Poor Dan dead ! Only think of it, Johnny ! '' 
But I was not surprised. From the moment Ferrar first spoke, an 

instinct had been upon me that it was so. He resumed. 
" Everything was done for him that could be, sir. \¥ e had a doctor 

ou board-a passenger going _to California-but he could not save him. 
He said when it came to such awful weakness as that, there could be 
no saving. Mr. Conroy and the other officers were very kind to him­
the skipper too ; but they could do nothing. All his fears seemed to 
be gone then ; we could hardly hear his whispers, but he was sensible 
and calm. He said he knew God had forgave him for what he did, 
and would blot his sin out, and King had forgave him too, and had 
come to tell him so : he had been to him in the night and talked and 
smiled happily and said over to him a verse of ' Lord Bateman'--" 

"And you say he was in his senses, Ferrar? '' 
" Yes, sir, that he was. That night he made a confession, Mr. 

Conroy and the doctor and me being by him. It was he that killed 
King." _ 

" Bless my heart ! " cried the Squire. 
" He had seen me sitting with King that afternoon at Malvern, and 

heard him saying the verses to me. It put his temper up frightful, sir, 
I being one of their enemies the Frogs ; hut he says if he'd known it 
was me that snatched King out of the fight on Saturday, he'd not have 
minded so much. It must have been him that King saw coming, 
Master Johnny," added Ferrar, turning momentarily from the Squire 
to address me; "when he broke off in the midst of 'Lord Bateman ,' 
and told me, all in a hurry, to · go away. He waited till I was gone, 
and then rushed on to King and began abusing him and knocking him 
about. King was unsteady through his weak leg, and one of the 
knocks sent him over the bank. Dan says he was frightened almo ·t 
to death; he caught up Dr. Teal's green handkerche~· from a chair and 
ran to the Well with it; he was too frightened to go and see after 
King, thinking he had killed him; and he sat down outside the \Vell 
and made as if he went to sleep. He never meant to hurt Kiug, 
he said ; it was only passion; but he had drunk a lot of strong 
ale and some wine upon it, and hardly knew what he was about. He 
said there was never a minute since but what he had been sorry for it, 
and he had been always seeing King. He asked me to show him the 
verses that had been given to me, that King wrote out, ' Lord 
Bateman '--for I had got them with me at sea, sir-and he kissed. 
them and held them to him till he died." 
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" Dear, dear ! " sighed the Squire. 
" And that's all, sir,'' concluded Ferrar. "Mr. Conroy wrote out a 

copy of his confession, which I brought along with me to Worcester. 
Mr. Dan charged me to tell his father, and my own folks~ and any 
other friends I liked that had thought me guilty, and I promised him. 
He was as placid as a child all the day after that, and died at ·sun­
down, so happy and peaceful that it was almost like heaven.'' 

Ferrar broke off with a sob. Poor Dan ! 
And that was the final ending of the Day of Pleasure. He and 

King are together again. 



.. 

XII. 

MAHG ARE'l.1 RYMER. 

THEY liad gone through the snow to evening service at North Crabb, 
the Squire, Mrs. Todhetley, and Tod, leaving me at home with one of 
my splitting headaches. Thomas had come in to ask if I would have 
the lamp, but I told him I would rather be without it. So there I sat 
on alone, beside the fire, listening to Hannah putting the children to 
bed upstairs, and looking sleepily out at the snowy landscape. 

As the fire became dim, sending the room into gloom, the light 
outside grew stronger. The moon was high; clear and bright as 
crystal; what with that, and the perfectly white snow that lay on 
everything, the night seemed nearly as light as day. 'l'he grass plat 
outside was a smooth white plain, the clustering shrubs beyond it being 
also white. -

I knew the fire wanted replenishing : I knew that if I sat on much 
longer, I should fall asleep; but sit on I did, letting the fire go, too 
listless to move. My eyes were fixed dreamily on the plain of snow, 
with the still moonlight lying across it. The room grew darker, the 
landscape lighter. . 

And asleep, in another minute, I should inevitably have been, but 
for a circumstance that suddenly arose. All in a moment-I saw not 
how or whence it came-a dark figure appeared on the grass plat, clo -e 
before the bank of shrubs, right in front of me; the figure of a nian, 
wrapped in a big great-coat. He was standing still aud gazing fixedly 
at the house. Gazing, as it seemed (though that was impossible) at 
me. I was wide awake at once, and sitting bolt upright in the chair. 

Yes, there could be no mistake; and it was no delusion. The man 
appeared to be a tall man, strong and muscular, with a mass of hair on 
bis face . vvl1at could he want? Was it a robber reconnoitring the 
premises; peering and peeping to ascertain whether all the world was 
at church, before be broke in to rifle the house? 

No one, vqid of such an experience, can imagine how dark he looked 
standing there, amidst the whiteness of all the soene around. In one 
sense, he stood out plainer than . he could have done by daylight, 
because th@ cor.trast was greater. But this sort of light did not show 
his foatures1 which were . hrouclecl in obscurity. 
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Presently he illovec1. Looking to right and left, he took a st.ep 

forward. Evidently he was trying to see whether the parlour where 
I sat was empty or occupied. Should I go out to him? Or should I 
fling up the window and ask what he wanted? I was not frightened: 
don't let any one think that: but watching him brought rather a creepy kind of sensation. 

And, just then, as I left the chair quietly to open the window, I 
heard the catch of the garden-gate, and some one came whist.ling up 
the path. The man vanished as if by magic. Whilst I looked, he 

• was gone. It seemed to me that I did not take my eyes off him; but where he went to, or what became of him, I knew not. 
" Anybody at home ? " called out Tom Coney, as he broke off his whi tling and opened the hall-door. 
"All right, Tom. Come along." 
And, to tell the truth, I was not sorry to see Tom's hearty face. 

He had stayed away from evening service to sit with his mother. 
'I say, Tom, did you see any fellow on the snow there, as you came in?" 
" On the snow where ? " asked Tom. 
" There ; just before the shrubs." And I pointed the spot out to 

him, and told him what had happened. Tom, one of the most practical 
fellows living, more so, I think, than even Tod, and with less imagina• 
tion than an ostrich, received the account with incredulity. 

' You dropped asleep, Johnny, and fancied it." 
" I did not drop asleep, and I did not fancy it. When you came into the garden I was about to open the window and call to him." 
" Those headaches are downright stupefying things, Johnny. Jane 

has them, you know. One day I remember ~he fell asleep with a bad one, and woke up and said the sofa was on fire." 
"Tom, I tell you the man was there. A tall, strong-looking fellow, ·with a beard. He was staring at the house with all his might, at this 

room, as it seemed to me, wanting to come forward, I think, but afraid 
to. He kept close to the laurels, as if he did not wish to be seen, forgetting perhaps that they were white and betra) ed him. When you opened the gate, he was there." 

' It's odd, then, where he could have put himself,'' said Tom Coney, 
not giving in an inch. " I II vow not a soul was there, man or woman, when I came up the path." 

' That's true. He vanished in a moment. Whilst I was looking at him he disappeared." 
" ' ani hed I Di appeared ! You talk as though you thought it a gho t, Johnny." 
" Ghost be hanged I It was some ill-doing tramp, I expect, trying to look if be might steal into the house." 
"Much you know of the ways of tramp > Johnny Ludlow l Tramps Johnny Ludlow.-Il. 18 



274 JOHNNY tttt>LOW. -

don't come showing themselves on snow•lighted, open la,vns, in the 
face and eyes of the front windows ; they hide themselves in obscure 
hedges and byways. It's a case of headachy sleep, young man, ancl 
nothing else." 

" Look here, Tom. If the man was there, his footprints will he 
there ; if he was not, as you say, the snow will be smooth and leYel : 
come out and see." 

"\\Te went out at once, Tom catching up a stick in the hall, and 
crossed the la·wn. I was right, and Tom wrong Sure enough, there 
were the footprints, plenty of them, indented in the deep snow. Tom 
gave in then. 

" I wish to goodness I had seen him ! The fellow should not ha rn 
got off scot-free, I can tell him that. What tremendous feet he must 

_ have! Just look at the size, Johnny. Regular crushers." 
"Don't you go and say again I was asleep! He must have stepped 

back and got away through these laurels; yes, here are the marks. I 
say, Tom "-dropping my voice to a whisper-" perhaps he's here 
now." 

""We'll soon see that," said Tom Coney, plunging amidst the laurels 
with a crash, and beating about with the stick. 

But there was no trace of him. Tom came out presently, covered 
with the beaten snow, and we went indoors; he veering round partly 
to his first opinion, and a little inc1~edulous, in spite of the footprints. 

"If any man was there, Johnny, how did he get away? I don't 
sea, for my part, what he could possibly want. A thief would have 
gone to work in a different manner " 

"vVell, let it be so. I shall say nothing about it to them when they 
come home. Mrs. Todhetley's timid, you know, she would fancy the 
man was outside still, and be lying awake all night, listening for the 
smashing in of doors and windows." 

Cra9king the fire into a blaze ; as much of a blaze, that is, as its 
dilapidated §tate allowed ; I called Thomas to light the la.mp and shut 
the shutters. vVhen I told him of the affair, bidding him not mention 
it, he took a different yiew of it altogether, and put it down to the 
score of one of the younger maid-servants. 

"They've got sweethearts, Master Johnny, the huzzies have ; lot.s of 
sweethearts. One or the t'other of 'em is always a sidling sheepfaced 
up to the house, as though he didn't dare to say his soul was his 
own.'' 

They came in from church before the fire had burnt up, and the 
Squire scolded me for letting it go so low. The coal we get in "\\ or­
cestershire is the Staffordshire coal ; it does not burn up in a minute us 
London coal does, but must have time. 

Nothing of course was said about the mun; I and Tom Coney-who 
stayed supper-held our tongues, ns agreed t1pon . But I told Tod in 
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koing up to bed. He was sleepy, and did not think much of it. The 
fact was, as I could plainly percei\fe, that to any of them, when related, 
it did not seem to be much. They had not seen it as I had. 

Timbel'dable Rectory, a cosy, old-fashioned house, its f'ront wa11~ 
covered with ivy, stood by itself amidst pasture-land, a field's lengt.h 
from the church. Mrs. Todhetley sent me there on the Monday morn­
ing, to invite the Rector, Herbert Tanerton, and his wife to dine with 
us the next evening, for we had a prime codfh,h sent as a present from 
London. The Squire and Tod had gone out shooting. It was January 
weatJ1er; cold and bright, with a frosty sky. Icicles drooped from the 
trees, and the snow in Crabb Ravine was above my avldes. The mater 
had said to me, " I should go the road way, Johnny; " but I diLl not 
mind the snow. 

In Timberdale I met Margaret Rymer. She had her black cloak on, 
and her natty little black bonnet; and the gentle and refined face under 
it, with its mild brown eyes, put me more than ever in mind of her 
dead father. 

Does any one remember her? I told somethmg about her and her 
people early in this vohime. When Thomas Rymer died, partly of a. 
broken heart, Benjamin ha,1 again gone off, and Margaret continued to 
keep the busine s going. She understood the drugs thoroughly. Durint, 
all the months that had elapsed since, the son had not made his appear­
ance at home. Timberdale would say, " \Yhy does not Benjamin como 
back to carry on affairs in bis father's place? " but it had no satisfactory 
answer. Latterly, Timberd_ale bad let Benjamin alone, and busied itself 
with Margaret. 

Six months ago, the Reverend Isaac Sale had come to Timbcrdale as 
curate. He was a plain, dark little man of sterling worth, and some 
thirty years of age-older than the Rector. Margaret Rymer met him 
nt the Sunday School, where she taught regularly, and he fell des­
perately in love with her-if it's not wrong to say that of a parson. As 
a rule, men and women like contrasts ; and perhaps the somewhat 
abrupt-mannered man with the plain and rugged features had been 
irre istibly attracted by the delicate face of Margaret, and by her 
. ingularly gentle ways. In po ition she was not his equal; but Mr. 

ale made no secret of his attachment, or that he wanted Margaret to 
be his wife. Mrs. Rymer entirely oppo ed it : how was the busine s 
to be kept going without Margaret, she demanded; or herself, either? 

l\1r. ale had taken the curacy as a temporary thing. He was wait­
ing for some expected appointment abroad. When it fell to him, 
Margaret Rymer would have to choo. e bet"·een ailing with him as his 
wifq or taying at home and giving him up for goo . o said Tin1bet• 
dale. 
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After standing to talk a Lit with Margaret, who had coine out on att 
errand for her mother, I ran on to the Rectory. Mr. Tanerton and his 
,vife were in the snug little bow-windowed front-room. He, spare and 
colourless, young yet, with cold grey eyes and thin light whiskers, sat 
by the blazing fire of wood and coal, that went roaring and sparkling up 
the chimney. Somehow Herbert Tanerton gave you the idea of beihg 
always in a chill. Well meaning, and kind in the main, he was yet 
severe, taking too much note of offences, and expecting all the world, 
and especially his own flock, to be better than gold. 

His wife, kind, genial, and open-hearted, sat at the window, stitching 
a wristband for one of her husband's new shirts-he was as particular 
over them as he "as over the parish sins-and glancing cheerfully out 
between whiles at the snowy landscape. When she was Grace Coney, 
a.nd niece at the farm, we were very intimate; a nice, merry-hearted, 
capable girl, rather tall and slender, with bright dark hazel eyes, and 
a wide mouth that seemed always to be smiling to show its pretty 
white teeth. Seeing me coming, she ran to open the porch-door. As 
yet, she and Herbert bad no children. 

"Come in, Johnny! Is it not a lovely day? Herbert thinks it the 
coldest morning we have had ; but I tell him that is because he does 
not feel very well. And he has been put out a little." 

" What about? " I asked, as the Rector turned in his chair to shake 
hands with me. For she had said all that in his hearing. 

"Oh, there are one or two things. Sam Mullett--" 
" Where's the use of talking of the stupid old man, Grace? " cried 

the parson, crossly. " He is getting too old for his place." 
"And Mr. Sale is going to leave," added Mrs. Tanerton, as I sat 

down by the table, after delivering the invitation. " The appointment 
he expected has been offered to him ; it is a chaplaincy at the Bahama 
Islands. Mr. Sale has known of it for a week, and never told Herbert 
until yesterday." 

" He spoke to me in the vestry after morning service," said the 
Rector, in an injured tone. "And he said at the same time that be 
was not sure he should accept it; it did not quite depend upon himself. 
I saw as clearly what he meant to imply as though he had avowed it; 
that it depended upon that girl, Margaret Rymer. It is a preposterous 
thing. The idea of a clergyman and a gentleman wanting to marry 
her I She keeps a chemi t's hop ! " 

"It was her father who kept it," I said eagerly, for I liked Margaret 
Rymer, and did not care to hear her disparaged. " And he was a 
gentleman born." 

"What has that to do with it? " retorted the parson, who was in one 
of his most touchy humours. " Had her grandfather been a duke, it 
would make no difference to what she is. Look at the motlier l" 

" Margaret is a lady in mind, in looks, and iu manners," I perswted. 
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'' If I loved Margaret Rymer, I would marry her, though I were an 
archdeacon." 

"That's just like you, Johnny Ludlow! you have no more sense than 
a child in some things," said the parson, crustily. Grace glanced up 
from her work and laughed ; and looked as if she would like to take 
part with me. 

" I never could have suspected Sale of such folly," went on the 
Rector, warming his hands over the blaze. " Grace, do you think that 
soup's ready?" 

"I will see," answered Grace, putting the wristband on the little 
work-table; and she touched my shoulder playfully in passing. 

Herbert Tanerton sat in silence ; knitting his brow into lines. I took 
the chair on the other side the fireplace opposite to him, thinking of 
this and that, and fingering the tongs to help me : a habit I was often 
scolded for at home-that of fingering things. 

"Look here, Mr. Tanerton. - If they go all the way out to settle at 
the Bahamas, it will not signify there who Margaret has been here. 
,vhether she may have helped in her father's business, or whether 
she may have been-as you said-a duke's granddaughter, and brought 
up accordingly, it will be all one to the Bahamas. Mr. Sale need not 
say to the Bahamas, 'My wife used to sell pennyworths of rhubarb 

d • ',, an magnesia. . 
"It is not that," crossly responded the Rector-" what people will 

think or say; it is for Sale's own sake that I object. He cannot like 
the connection. A clergyman should marry in his own sphere." 

' I suppose men are differently constituted, clergymen as well as 
other·," said I, with deprecation, remembering that I was a plain, inex­
perienced lad, and he was the Rector of Timberdale. "Some persons 
don't care for social di tinctions as others do, don't even see t11em: 
perhaps Mr. Sale is one." ' 

"He cares for probity and honour-he would not choose to ally 
himself to crime, to disgrace," sternly spoke the Rector. "And he 
would do that in marrying Margaret Rymer. Remember what the son 
did, that ill-doing Benjamin," added he, dropping his voice. " You 
know all about it, Johm1). The aff,tir of the bank-note, I mean." 

And if Herbert Tanerton had said to me the affair of the moon and 
planets, I could not have been more surprised. " How did you get to 
know of it? " I asked, when speech came to me. 

"Mr. Rymer told me on his death-bed. I was attending hi.m 
spiritually. Of course, I have never spoken of it, even to my wife-I 
should not think of speaking of it; but I consider that it lies in my 
duty to disclo e the facts to Mr. Sale." 

"Oh no, don't-don't, please, Mr. Tanerton ! '' I cried out, starting 
up in a sort of distres , for the words seemed to fake hold of me. " To 
one ~now of i~; no op qut the 'quir , and I, as you sav. ~n l ·Mrs, 
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Rymer, and you, and Ben himself;· Jelf's dead, you know. It need 
never be brought up again in this world•; and I dare say it never will 
be. Pray don't tell Mr. Sale-for Margaret's sake." 

"But I have said that I consider it my duty to tep. him," replied the 
parson, steadily. " Here he comes ! " 

I turned to the window, and saw Sale trudging up to the parsonage 
through the snowy field patlnvay, his black hair and red rugged face 
presenting a sort of contrast to the white glare around. Ugly, he might 
be called ; but it was a face to be liked, for all that. And the ring of 
his Yoice was true and earnest. 

The affair of the bank-note had helped to kill Thomas Rymer, and 
sent Mr. Ben off on his wanderings again. It was a bit of ill-luck for 
Ben, for he had really pulled up, was reading hard at his medical books, 
and become as steady as could be. Never since then-some ten 
months ago now-had Ben been heard of; never had it been spoken of 
to man or woman. N eed Herbert Tanerton disclose it to the curate? 
No: and I did not think he would do it. 

" Vv e were just talking of you," was the Rector's greeting to 1\fr. 
Sale, as the curate came into the room. "Bring a chair to the front of 
the fire : Johnny, keep your seat. I'm sure it's cold enough to make 
one wish to be in the fire to-day, instead of before it." 

" \Vhat were you saying about me? " asked Mr. Sale, drawing for­
ward the chah~ to sit down, as bidden, and giving me a nod in his short 
way. . ~ 

"Have you come to tell me your decision-to ·go or stay'?" asked 
the Rector, neglecting·to answer the question. • • 

" Not this morning. My decision is not yet made. I came to tell 
you bow very ill Jael Batty is . . I'm not at all sure that she will get 
over this bout." 

" Oh," said the Rector, in a slighting tone, as if Jael Batty had 110 
right to intrude herself into · more momentous conversation. "J ael 
Batty is careless and indifferent in her duties, anything but what she 
ought to be, and makes her deafness an excuse for not coming to 
church. I'll try and get out to see her in the course of the day. She 
is always having these attacks. \Vhat we were speaking of was your 
friendship with Miss Rymer." 

Herbert Tanerton, as I have said, meant to be kind, and I believe he 
had people's welfare at heart; but he had a severe ·way of saying things 
that seemed to take all the kindness out of his words. He was a great 
stickler for " duty," and if once he considered it was bis duty to tell 
a fellow of his faultB, tell he did, face to face, in the most uncompro­
mising manner. He had decided that it was his duty to hold forth to 
Mr. Sale, and he plunged into the discourse without ceremony. The 
curate did not seem in the least put out, but talked back again, quietly 
~P.cl freelr , l Sfl.t balancing tho ton~s over the fonqer and listening. 
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"Mh:is Rymer is not my equal, you say," observed Sale. - "I don't 
know that. Her father was a curate's son; I am a curate's son. 
Circumstances, it would seem, kept Mr. Rymer down in the world. 
Perhaps they will keep me down-I cannot tell." . 

" But you are a gentleman in position, a clergyman; Rymer served 
customers," retorted Mr. Tanerton, harping upon that bete nofre of his, 
the chemist's shop. " Can't you perceive the difference? A gentleman 
ought to be a gentleman." • 

"Thomas Rymer was a gentleman, as I hear, in mind and manners 
and conduct; educated, and courteous, and--" 

" He was one of the truest gentlemen I ever met," I could not !ielp 
putting in, though it interrupted the curate. " For my part, when 
speaking with him I forgot the counter he served at." 

"And a true Christian, I was about to say," added Mr. Sale. 
There was a pause. Herbert Tanerton, who had been fidgeting in 

his chair, spoke : 
" Am I mistaken in assuming that your acceptance of this chaplaincy 

depends upon 'Miss Rymer? " 
"No, you are not mistaken," said Sale, reatlily. "It does depend 

upon her. If she will go with me-my wife-I shall accept it; if she 
will not, I remain at home." • 

"Margaret is as nice as her father was; she is exactly like him," 
I aid. " Were I you, Mr. Sale, I should just take her out of the place 
and end it." 

"But if she won't come with me? " returned he,-with a half-smile.-
" She is wanted at home," observed Herbert Tanerton, casting a 

severe look at me with his cold light eyes. " That shop could not get 
on without her.11 But Sale interrupted: 

"I cannot imagine why the son is not at home to attend to things. 
It is his place to be there doing it, not his sister's. He is inclined to 
be wild, it is said, and given to roving." 

"Wildness is not Benjamin Rymer1s worst fault, or roving either," 
cried the Rector, in his hardest voice, though he dropped it to a low 
key. And forthwith he opened the ball, and told the unfortunate story 
in a very few words. I let the tongs fall with a rattle. 

"I would not have mentioned th~," pursued he, "but that I consider 
it lies in my duty to tell ) ou of it. To any one else it would never be 
allowed to pass my lips ; it never has passed them since Mr. Rymer 
disclo ed it to me a day or two before he died. Margaret Rymer may 
be desirable in herself; but there's her position, and-there's this. · It 
is for your own ·ake I haYe poken Mr. ale." 

ale hacl ·at till ancl quiet while he listened. 'lhere was nothing 
outward to show that t.he tale affected him, but instinct told me that it 
did. Just a question or t YO he put1 as to t4~ detaijs1 anq tq~n 4e ro~ 
to 1 av~, 
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"Will you not let it sway you? " asked the Rector, persenringly, as he held out his hand to his cm·ate. And I was sure he thought he had been doing him the greatest good in the world. , 
"I cannot tell," replied Mr. Sale. 
He went out, walked across the garden, and through the gate to the field, with his head down. A dreadful listlessness-as it seemed to me -had taken the place of his brisk bearing. Just for a minute I stood in the parlour where I was, feeling as though I had had a shower of ice thrown down upon me and might never be warm again. Saying a short good-morning, I rushed out after him, nearly upsetting Mrs. Tanerton in the hall, and a basin of soup she was carrying in on a plate. How cruel it seemed; how cruel I ,Vhy can't people let one another alone? He was half-way across the field when I overtook him. "Mr. Sale, I want to tell you-I ought to tell you-that the story, as repeated to you by Mr. Tanerton, bears a worse aspect than the reality would warrant. It is true that Benjamin Rymer did change the note in the letter; but that was the best and the worst of it. He had become mixed up with some reckless men when at Tewkesbury, and they persuaded him to get the stolen note changed for a safe one. I am sure he repented of it truly. vVhen he came home later to his father's, he had left all his random ways and bad companions behind him. Nobody could be steadier than he was; kind to Margaret, con­siderate to his father and mother, attentive to business, and reading hard all his spare time. It was only through an ill fellow coming here to hunt him up-one Cotton, who was the man that induced him to play the trick with the note-that he was disturbed again.,, " How disturbed? " 

"He grew frightened, I mean, and went away. That fellow Cotton deserved hanging. When he found that Ben Rymer ·would luwe nothing more to do with him, or with the rest of the bad lot, he, i11 revenge, told Jelf, the landlord of the Plough and Harrow (where Cotton ran up a score, and decamped without paying), saying that it was Ben Rymer who had changed the note-for, you see, it had always remained a mystery to Timberdale. Jelf-he is dead now-was fooli h enough to let Ben Rymer know what Cotton had said, and Ben made off in alarm. In a week's time Mr. Rymer was dead. He had been ailing in mind and body for a long while, and the new fear finished him up." 
A pause ensued. Sale broke it. " Did Miss Rymer know of this?" "Of Ben and the bank ·note? I don't believe she knows of it to this hour." 
"No, I foel sure she does not," added Sale, speaking more to himself than to me. " She is truth and candour itself; and she has repeatedly said to me she canno~ t,e~l why h~r brother keep awa;v • cannot inrn gin . why." 
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" You see," I went on, " no one knows of it, except myself, but 
Squire Todhetley and Mr. Tanerton. We should never, never think of 
bringing it up, any one of us; Mr. Tanerton only spoke of it, as he said, 
because he thought he ought to tell you ; he will never speak of it 
again. Indeed, Mr. Sale, you need not fear it will be known. Benjamin 
Rymer is quite safe." 

"What sort of a man is he, this Benjamin?" resumed Sale, halting 
at the outer gate of the field as we were going through it. " Like the 
father, or like the mother? " 

" Like the mother. But not as vulgar as she is. Ben has been 
educated; she was not; and though he does take after her, there's a 
little bit of his father in him as well. Which makes a great difference." 

·without another word, Mr. Sale turned abruptly off to the right, as 
though he were going for a country ramble. I shut the gate, and made 
the best of my way home, bearing back the message from the Rector 
and Grace-that they would come and help eat the codfish. 

The Reverend Isaac Sale was that day sorely exercised in mind. 
The story he had heard shook his equanimity to the centre. To many 
a young lady whose brother stood a chance of being prosecuted for 
felony looked like a very black prospect indeed ; but, on the other 
hand, Margaret at least was innocent, and he loved and respected her 
with his whole hea1t and soul. Not until the evening was his mind 
made up; he had debated the question with himself in all its bearings 
(seated on the stump of a snowy tree) ; and the decii;ion he arrived at, 
was-to take Margaret all the same. He co'uld not leave her. 

About nine o'clock he went to Mrs. Rymer's. rrhe shop was closed, 
and Mr. Sale entered by the private door. Margaret sat in the parlour 
alone, reading ; Mrs. Rymer ,, as out. In her soft black dress, with its 
white frilling at the throat, Margaret did not look anything like her 
nearly twenty years. Her mild brown eyes and tale-telling cheeks 
lighted up at the entrance of the curate. Letting her nervous little 
hand meet his strong one, she would have drawn a chair forward for 
him, but he kept her standing by him on the hearthrug. 

"I have come this evening to have some final conversation with you, 
Margnret, and I am glad your mother is out," he began. " ·wm you 
hear me, my dear? " 

" You know I am always glad to hear you,1' she said in low, timid 
tones. And Mr. Sale made no more ado, but turned and kissed her. 
Then he released her hand, sat down opposite to her on the other side 
of the hearth, and entered on bis argument. 

It was no more, or other, than she had heard from him before-the 
whole sum and sub tance of it consi ted of representations why he must 
accept this chaplaincy at the Bahamas, and why she mu t accomvany 
hi1p. tl1ith r. In the n1il1 t of tt Margaret burfJ t iµto tear . 
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" Oh, Isaac, why prolong the pain? " she said. " You know I cannot 
go: to refuse is as painful to me as to you. Don't you see that I have 
no alternative but to remain here?" 

"No, I do not see it," replied Mr. Sale, stoutly. "I ~nk your 
mother could do without you. She is an active, bustling woman, hardly 
to be called middle-aged yet. It is not right that you should sacrifice 
yourself and your prospects in life. At least, it seems to me that it 
is not." 

Margaret's hand was covering her face; the silent tears were drop­
ping. To see him depart, leaving her behind, was a prospect intensely 
Litter. Her heart ached when she thought of it; but she saw no hope 
of its being otherwise. 

" It is a week and a day since I told you that the promotion was at 
length offered me," resumed Mr. Sale, "and we do not seem to be any 
nearer a decision than we were then. I have kept it to myself and said 
nothing about it abroad, waiting for you to speak to me, Margaret; and 
the Rector-to whom I at length spoke yesterday-is angry with me, 
and says I ought to have told him at once. In three days from this­
on Thursday next-I must give an answer: accept the post, or throw it 
up." 

Margaret took her hand from her face. Mr. Sale could see how 
great was the conflict at work with_in her. 

" There is nothing to wait for, Isaac. I wish there was. You must 
go by yonrself, and leave me." 

"I have told you that I will not. If you stay here, I stay." 
"Oh, pray don't do that! It would be so intense a disappointment 

to you to give it up." _ _. 
"The greatest disappointment I have ever had in life," he answered. 

" You must go with me." 
"I wish I could I I wish I could ! But it is impos ible. My duty 

lies here, Isaac. I wish you could see that fact as strongly as I see it. 
l\fy poor father always enjoined me to do my duty, no matter at what 
personal cost." -

" It is your brother's duty to be here, Margaret ; not yours. Where is he?,, 
"In London, I believe," she replied, and a faint colour flew into her 

pale face. She put up her handkerchief to hide it. 
It had cqme to Margaret's knowledge that during the past few months 

her mother had occasionally written to Benjamin. But Mrs. Rymer 
would not 'allow Margaret to write or give her his address. It chanced, 
however, that about a fortnight ago Mrs. Rymer incautiously left a 
letter on the table addressed to him, and her daughter saw it. When, 
some days subsequently, Mr, Sale 1·eceived the offer of the chaplaincy, 
and laid it and himself before Margaret, urging her to accompany him, 
13ayin~ tqat 4e cQajd qot ~o withou.t qer, she took coqra~e to write to 
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Benjamin. She did not ask him to return and release her ; she only 
a~ked him whether he ha<l any intention of returning, and if so, when ; 
and she gave him in simple words the history of her acquaintanceship 
with Mr. Sale, and said that he wanted her to go out with him to the 
Bahamas. To this letter Margaret had not received any answer. She 
therefore concluded that it had either not reached her brother, or else 
that he did not mean to return at all to Timberdale; and so she gave 
up all hopes of it. 

" Life is not very long, Margaret, and God has placed us in it to do 
the best we can in all ways ; for Him first, for social obligations after­
wards. But He has not meant it to be all trial, all self-denial. If you 
and I part now, the probability is that we part for ever. Amidst the 
world's chances and changes we may never meet again, howsoever our 
wills might prompt it." 

" T1:ue," she faintly answered. 
"And I say that you ought not to enforce this weighty penance upon 

me and yourself. It is for your brother's sake, as I look upon it, that 
you are making the sacrifice, and it is he, not you, who ought to be 
here. Why did he go away? " 

" I never knew," said Margaret, lifting her eyes to her lover's, and 
speaking so confidingly and earnestly that, had he needed proof to con­
vince him she was ignorant of the story he had that day been regaled 
with, it would have amply afforded it. " Benjamin was at home, and 
so steady and good as to be a comfort to papa; when quite suddenly 

·he,left without giving a reason. Papa seemed to he in trouble about it 
-it was only· a few days before he died-and I have thought that per­
haps poor Benjamin was unexpectedly called upon to pay some debt or 
other, and could not find the money to do it. He had not always been 
quite so steady." 

" Well Marcraret I think--" , 0 , 

A loud bang of the entrance-door, and a noisy burst into the room, 
proclaimed the return of Mrs. Rymer. Her mass of scarlet curls 
garnished her face on either side, and looked particularly incongruous 
with her widow's cap and bonnet. Mr. Sale, rising to hand her a chair, 
broke off what be had been about to say to Margaret, and addressed 
Mrs; Rymer instead; simply saying that the decision, as to her going out 
with him, or not going, could no longer be put off, but must be made. 

'It bas been made," re.turned Mrs. Rymer, disregarding the offered 
chai r, and standing to hold her boots, one after the other, to the fire. 
' ::\Iargaret can't go, Mr. Sale; you know it." 

But I wi h her to go, and she wishes it." 
'It's a puzzle to me what on earth you can see in her,,, cried Mrs. 

Rymer, flinging her grey muff on the table, and untying her black 
bonnet-strings to tilt back the bonnet. " :Margaret wo1ft hirve any 
money. Not a pennr piec~,,, 
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"I am not thinking about money," replied the curate; who somehow could never keep his temper long in the presence of this strong-minded Amazon. "It is Margaret that I want; not money." 
"And it's Margaret, then, that you can't have," she ret.orted. "vVho is to keep the shop on if she leaves it ?-it can't go to rack and ruin." 
" I see you serving in it yourself sometimes." 
"I can serve the stationery-and the pickles and fish sauce-and the pearl barley," contended she, "but not the drugs. I don't meddle with them. " Then a prescription comes in to be made up, if I attempted to do it I might put opium for senna, and poisou people. I have not learnt Latin, as Margaret has." 
"But, Mrs. Rymer-- " 
"Now we'll just drop the subject. sir, if it's all the same to you," loudly put in Mrs. Rymer. "I have told you before that Margaret must stay where she is, and keep the business together for me aud her brother. No need to repeat it fifty times over." 
She caught up lrnr muff, and went out of the room and up the stairs as she delivered this final edict. Mr. Sale rose. 
" You see how it is," said Margaret, in a low tone of emotion, and keeping her eyelids down to hide the tears. "You must go without me. I cannot leave. I can only say, God speed you." • 
"There are many wrongs enacted in this world, and this is one,'' he replied in a hard voice-not hard for her-as he took her bands in hi ·, and stood before her. "I don't know that I a1togethe l' blame you, Margaret; but it is cruel upon you and upon me. Good-night." 
He went out quite abruptly without kissing her, leaving her alone with her aching heart. 

Tuesday afternoon, and the ice and the snow on the ground 8t.ill . We were to dine at five o'clock-the London codfish and a prime turkey-and the Coneys were coming in as well as the Recto1 and his wife. 
But Mrs. Coney did not come; old Coney and Tom brought in word that she was not feeling well enough; and the Tanertons ouly drove up on the stroke of five. As I helped Grace down from the pony­chaise, muffled up to the chin in furs, for the !}Old was enough to freeze an Icelander's nose off, I told her her aunt was not well enough to come. 
"Aunt Coney not well enough to come!" returned Grace. "·what a pity! Have I time to run in to see her before dinner, Johnny?" 
"That you've not. You are late, as it is. The Squire bas been ti;lling us all that the fish must b~ in rags already.' 
vrl:lce laugh cl a: sl1c ran in i Iler hu b~n~ followeq her 1rnwindin6' 
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the foids of his white woollen comforter. There was a general greeting 
and much laughter, especially when old Coney told Grace that het 
cheeks were as purple as his Sunday necktie. In the midst of it 
Thomas announced dinner. 

The codfish came up all right, and the oyster sauce was in Molly's 
best style-made of cream, and plenty of oysters in it. The turkey 
was fine: the plum-pudding better than good. Hugh and Lena sat at 
the table ; and altogether we had a downright merry dinner. Not a 
sober face amongst us, except Herbert Tf.l,nerton's: as to his face-well, 
you might have thought he was perpetually saying "For what we are 
going to receive--" It had struck eight ever so long when the last 
nut was eaten. 

"W"ill you run over with me to my aunt's, Johnny? " whispered Grace 
as she passed my chair. "I should like to go at once, if you will." 

So I followed her out of the room. She put her wraps on, and we 
went trudging across the road in the moonlight, over the crunching 
snow. Grace's foot went into a soft rut, and she gave a squeal. 

"I shall have to borrow a shoe whilst this dries," said she. " Do 
you care to come in, Johnny? " 

"No, I'll go back. I can run over for you presently." 
"Don't do that. One of the servants will see me safe across." 
" AH right. Tell Mrs. Coney what a jolly dinner it was. vV e were 

all sorry she did not come." 
Grace went in and shut the door. I was rushing back through our 

own gate, when some tall fellow glided out of the -laurels, and put his 
hand on my arm. The moonlight fell upon his face and its reddish 
beard-and, to my intense surprise, I recognized Benjamin Rymer. I 
knew him then for the man who had been dodging in and out of the 
shrubs the night but one before. 

"I beg your pardon," he &aid. "It is, as I am well aware, a very 
unusual and unceremonious way of accosting you, or any one else, but 
I want particularly to speak with you, in private,-Mr. Ludlow." 

" You were here on Sunday night! " 
"Yes. I saw the Squire and the rest of them go out to church, but 

I did not see you go, and I was trying to ascertain whether you were 
at home and alone. Tom Coney's coming in startled me and sent me 
away." 

vVe had been speaking in a low key, but Ben Rymer dropped his to 
a lower, as he explained. vVhen he went away ten months before, it 
was in fear and dread that the truth of the escapade he had been guilty 
of, in regard to the bank-note, was coming out to the world, and that he 
might be called upon to answer for it. His mother had since assured 
him he had nothing to fear; but Ben was evidently a cautious man, 
and preferred to ascertain that fact before showing himself openly at 
Timberdale. Knowing I was to be trusted not to injure o. fellow (as he 
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was pleased to say), he had come down here to ask me my opinion A8 
to whether the Squire would harm him, or not. There was no one else 
to fear now J elf was dead. 

"Hann you!,, I exclaimed in my enthusiasm, my head full of poor, 
patient Margaret; " why, the Squire would be the very one to hold yon 
free of harm, Mr. Rymer. I remember his Raying, at the time, HeaYen 
forbid that he, having sons of his own, should put a stumbling-block in 
your path, when you were intending to turn over a new leaf. He will 
help you on, instead of harming you." 

"It's Yery good of him," said Ben. "I was an awful fool, and 
nothing else. That was the only dangerous · thing I ever did, and 1 
have been punished severely for it. I believe it was nothing but the 
fear and remorse it brought that induced me to pull up, and throw ill 
ways behind me." 

"rm sure I am glad that you do," I answered, for something in 
Ben1s tone seemed to imply that the bad ways were thrown behind him 
for good. " Are you thinking of coming back to Timberdale? ,, 

"Not until I shall have passed for a surgeon-which will not be Jong 
now. I have been with a surgeon in London as assistant, since I left 
here. It was a letter from Margaret that induced me to come down. 
She-do you know anything about her, Mr. Johnny?" 

" I know that a parson wants her to go out with him to the Bahamas; 
he is Tanerton1s curate; and that· the pills and powders stand in the 
way of it. 1

' 

" Just so. Is be a good fellow, this parson? " 
"Good in himself. Not much to look at:,, 
"Maggie shall go with him, then. I should be the last to stand 

willingly in her way. You see, I have not known whether it was safe 
for me at Timberdale : or I should never have left Maggie to the shop 
alone. Does any one know of the past-]Jly past-besides you and the 
Squire?,, 

"Yes; Herbert Tanerton knows of it; and-and the curate, Mr. 
Sale. And I told him what had passed only on the previous day, 
softening the Rector's speeches-and it seemed a curious coincidence, 
taken with this visit of Ben1e, that it should have passed. His mouth 
fe ll as he listened. 

" It is another mortification for me,,, he said. "I should like to have 
stood as well as might be with Margaret's husband. Perhap , knowing 
this, he will not think more of her.,, 

" I don1t believe he will let it make any difference. I don't think he 
is the man to let it. Perhaps-if you were to go to him-and show 
him how straight things are with you now-and--" 

I broke down in my hesitating suggestion. Ben was years older 
than I, miles taller and broader, and it sounded like the mouse attempt• 
i.ng to help t.1e lion. 
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i Yes, i will go to him,1' he said siowly. " It is the only plan. And 
-and you think there's no fear that Herbert Tanerton will get talking 
to others? " • 

"I'm sure there's none. He is indoors now, dining with us. 1 aii1 
sure you are quite safe in all respects. The thing is buried in the pa!3t, 
and even its remembrance will pass away. The old postman, Lee, , 
thinks it was Cotton ; the Squire persuaded him into the belief at the 
time. Where is Cotton? " 

"·where all '1luch rogues deserve to be-transported. But for him 
and his friends I should never have done much that's wrong. Thank 
you for the encouragement you give me." • 

He half put out his hand to endorse the thanks, and drew it back 
again; but I put mine freely into his. Ben Rymer was Ben Rymer, 
and no favourite of mine to boot; but when· a man has been down and ; 
is trying to get up again, he deserves respect and sympathy. 

" I ,vas about here all last evening, hoping to get sight of you," he 
remarked, as he went out at the gate. "I never saw such light nights 
in all my life as these few last have been, what with the moon and the 
snow. Good-night, Mr. Johnny. By the way, though, where does 
the curate live ? " 

"At Mrs. Boughton's. Nearly the last house, you know, before you 
come to the churchyard." 

Ben Rymer went striding towards Timberdale, putting his coat-collar 
well up, that he might not be recognized when going through the 
village, and arrived at the curate's lodgings. Mr._ Sale was at home, 
sitting by the fire in a brown study, that seemed to have no light at all 
in it. Ben, as I knew later, sat down by him, and made a clean breast 

. of everything: his temptation, his fall, and his later endeavours to do 
right. 

"Please God, I shall get on in the world now," he said; "and I 
think make a name in my profession. I don't wish to boast-and time 
of course will alone prove it-but I believe I have a special aptitude for 
surgery. My mother will be my care now; and Margaret-as you are 
good enough to say you still wish for her-shall be your care in future. 
There are few girls so deserving as she is." 

"I know that," said the curate. And he shook Ben's hand upon it 
as heartily as though it had been a duke royal's. 

It was close npon ten when Ben left him. Mrs. Rymer about that 
ame time was making her usual preparations before reti ri ng-namel_v, 

putting her Cttrls in I aper by the parlour fire. Margaret sat at the 
table, reading the Bible in silence: and so trying to school her aching 
heart. Her mother had been cross and trying all the evening : which 
did not mend the inward pain. , • 

",vhat are you crying for? ' nddenly demanded Mr . Rymer, her 
sharp eyes seeing a tear fa ll on the book. 
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" For nothing," faintly replied MargaJ.'et~ 
"Nothing I Don't tell me: You are frizzling your bones over that 

. curate, Sale. I'm sure he is a beauty to look at." 
Margaret made no rejoinder ; ahd jttst then the young servant put in 

her head. 
" Be there anything else wahted, missis ? '' 
"No," snapped Mrs. Rymer. "You can be off to bed.I' 
But, before the girl had shut the parL .. r-door, a loud ring came to 

the outer 01ie. Such late sumtnonses were not unusual ; they generally 
meant a prescription to be made up. Whilst the girl went to the 
door, Margaret closed the Bible, dried her eyes, and rose up to be in 
readiness. 

But instead of a prescription, there entered Mr. Benjamin Rymer. 
His mother stood up, staring, her hair a mass of white corkscrew . 
Ben clasped Margaret in his arms, and kissed her heartily. 

" My goodness me I " cried Mrs. Rymer. "Is it you, Ben? " 
" Yes, it is, mother,'' said Ben, turning to her. "Maggie, dear, you 

look as though you did not know me." 
" ·why, what on earth have you come for, in this startling way? " 

demanded Mrs. Rymer. "I don't believe your bed's aired." 
"I'll sleep between the blankets-the best place to-night What 

have I come for, you ask, mother? I have come home to stay." 
Margaret was gazing at him, her mild eyes wide open, a spot of 

hectic on each cheek. 
"For your sake, Maggie," he whispered, putting his arm round her 

waist, and bending his great red head (but not so red as his mother's) 
down on her. "I shall not much like to lose you, though, my little 
sister. The Bahamas are further off than I could have wished." 

And, for answer, poor Margaret, what with one thing and another, 
sank quietly down in her chair, and fainted. Ben strode into the shop 
-as much at home amongst the bottles as though he had never quitted 
them-and came back with some sal volatile. 

They were married in less than a month; for Mr. Sale's chaplaincy 
would not wait for him. The Rector was ailing as usual, or said be 
was, and Charles Ashton came over to perform the ceremony. 
Margaret was in a bright dark silk, a light shawl, and a plain bonnet; 
they were to go away from the church door, and the boxes were 
already at the station. Ben, dressed well, and looking not unlike a 
gentleman, gave her away; but there was no wedding-party. Mrs. 
Rymer stayed at home in a temper, which I dare say nobody regretted: 
she considered Margaret ought to have remained single. And after a 
d~iy or two spent in the seaport town they were to sail from, regaling 
their eyes with the ships crowding the water, the Reverend Isaac Sale 
v.nu. his wife embarked for their future home in the Bahama Isles. 

we 

l'ij 



XIII. 

THE OTHER EARRING. 

"AND if I could make sure that you two boys would behave your­
selves and give me no trouble, possibl:1 I might take you this year 
just for a treat." 

"Behave ourselves I" exclaimed Tod, in~~antly. "Do you think 
we are two children, sir? ,, 

"We would be as good as gold, sir,11 I added, turning eagerly to the 
Squire. 

"Well, Johnny, rm not much afraid but that you would. Perhaps 
I'll trust you both, then, J oe.11 

"Thank you, father.1' 
"I shall see,'' added the pater, thinking it well to put in a little 

qualification. " It's not quite a promise, mind. But it must be two 
or three years now, I think, since you went to them." 

"It seems like six," said Tod. '' I know it's four.' 1 

vVe were talking of Worcester Races. At that -period thP-y used to 
take place early in August. Dr. Frost had an unpleasant habit of 
reassembling his pupils either the race-week or the previous one; and 
to get over to the races was almost as difficult for Tod and for me as 
though they had been run in California. To hear the pater say he 
might perhaps take us this year, just as the Midsummer holidays were 
drawing to · an end, and say it voluntarily, was as good as it was 
unexpected. He meant it, too ; in spite of the· reservation: and Dr. 
Frost was warned that he need not expect us until the race-week was 
at its close. 

The Squire drove into vVorcester on the Mondayt to be rea;dy for 
the races on Tuesday morning, with Tod, myself, ~nd_ the groom­
Giles; and put up, as usual, at the Star and Garter. Sometimes he 
only drove in and back on each of the three race-days ; or perhaps on 
two of them: this he could do very well from Crabb Cot, but it was a 
good pull for the horses from Dyke Ianor. This year, to our intense 
gratification, he meant to stay in the town. 

The Faithful City was already in a bustle. It bad put on its best 
appearance, and had its windows cleaned ; some of the shop-fronts 
were being poli bed off as we drove slowly up the street . Famili0s 
wore, like our elves, coming in : more would come before night. The 
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theatre was open, and we went to . it after dinner; and saw, I 
remember, "Guy Mannering" (over which the pater went to sleep), 
and an after-piece with a ghost in it. 

The next morniug I took the nearest way from the hotel to Sansome 
, v alk, and went up it to call on one of our fellows who lived near the 
top. His friends always let him stay at home for the race-week. A 
maid-servant came running to ans,,rnr my knock at the door. 

" I s Harry Parker at home? " 
" No, sir," answered the girl, who seemed to be cleaning up for the 

nices on her own account, for her face and arms were all "colly." 
"Master Harry have gone down to Pitchcroft, I think." 

" I hope he has gone early enough ! " said I, feeling disappointccl. 
"·why, the races won't begin for hours yet." 

" ,v ell, sir," she said, " I suppose there's a deal more life to be seen 
there than here, though it is early in the day." 

That might easily be. For of all solitary places Sanso me Vl alk was, 
in those days, the dreariest, especially portions of it. \Vhat with the 
overhanging hoi·se-chestnut trees, and the high dead wall behind those 
on the one hand, and the flat stretch of lonely fields on the other, 
Sansome Walk was what Harry Parker used to call a caution. You 
might pass through all its long length from end to end and never meet 
a soul. _ 

Taking that narrow by-path on my way back that leads into the 
'Tything by St. Oswald's Chapel, and whistling a bar of the sweet song 
I had heard at the theatre overnight, "There's nothing half so sweet 
in life as love's young dream," some one came swiftly advancing down 
the same nanow path, and I prepared to back sideways to give her 
room to pass-a young woman, with a large shabby shawl on, and the 
remains of faded gentility about her. 

It was Lucy Bird ! As she drew near, lifting her sad sweet eyes to 
mine with a mournful smile, my heart gave a great throb of pity. 
Faded, worn, anxious, reduced !-oh, how unlike she was, poor girl, to 
the once gay and charming Lucy Ashton! 

" ,vhy, Lucy ! I did not expect to see you in Worcester ! ,v e 
heard you had left it months ago." 

" Yes, we left last February for London," she answered. " Captain 
Bird has only come down for the races." 

As she took her hand from under her shawl to respond to mine, I 
saw that she was canying some cheese and a paper of cold cooked 
meat. She must have been buying the meat at the cook's shop, as 
the V\T orcester people called it, which was in the middle of High 
Street. Oh I what a change-what a change for the delicately-bred 
Lucy Ashton 1 • Better that her Master of Ravenswood had buried 
his horse and himself in the flooded land, as the other one did, tha11 
i3ave brought her to this, 
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"Where are you going to, down-this dismal place, Lucy?" 
"Home," she answered. " We have taken lodgings at the too of 

Sanso me Walk." 
" At one of the cottages a little beyond it? " 
' ' Yes, at one of those. How are you all, Johnny? How is Mrs. 

'l'odhetley ? " 
"Oh, he's first-rate. Got no neuralgia just now." 
'' Is she at Worcester ? " 
"No; at Dyke Manor. She would not come. The Squire drove us 

in yesterday. We are at the Star." ' 
"Ah! yes," she said, her eyes taking a dreamy, far-off look. "I 

remember staying at the Star myself one race-week. Papa brought me. 
It was the year I left school. Have you heard or seen anything of my 
brothers lately, Johnny Ludlow? " 

"Not since we were last staying at Crabb Cot. We went to Timber­
dale Church one day and heard your brother Charles preach; and 
we dined once with Robert at the Court, and he and his wife came 
once to dine with us. But-have you not seen your brother James 
here?" 

'' No-and I would rather not see him. He would be sure to ask 
me painful questions." 

" But he is always about the streets here; seeing aft,er his patients, 
Lucy. I wonder you have not met him.". 

",v e only came down last Saturday: and I go out as little as I can," 
she said; a hesitation in her tone and manner that struck me. " I did 
think I eaw J ames's carriage before me just now as I came up the 
Tything. It turned into Britannia Square." 

"I dare say. vVe met it yesterday in Sidbury as we drove in." 
" His practice grows large, I suppose. You say Charles was preach­

ing at Timberdale?" she added: "was Herbert Tanerton ill?" 
'Yes. Ailing, that is. Your brother came over to take the duty 

for the. day. Will you caU at the Star to see the Squire, Lucy? You 
know how pleased he would be." 

"N-o," she answered, her manner still more hesitating; and she 
seemed to be debating some matter mentally. "I-I would have come 
after dark, had Mrs. Todhetley been there. At least I think I would 
-I don't know." 

' You can come all the same, Lucy." 
"But no-that would not have done," she went on to herself, -in a 

half-whisper. " I might have been seen, It'would never have done 
tori kit. The truth is, Johnny, I ought to see Mrs. Todhetley on a 
matter of business. Though even if she were here, I do not know that 
I might dare to see her. It is-not exactly my own business-and,,_ 
and mischief might come of it." 

"Is it anything I can say to her for you?" 
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"I-think-you might," she returned slowly, pausing, as before, 
between her words. "I know you are to be trusted, Johnny." 

"That I am. I wouldn't forget a single item of the message." 
" I did not mean in that way. I shall have to entrust to you a 

private matter-a disagreeable secret. It is a long time that I have 
wanted to tell some of you ; ever since last winter : and yet, now that 
the opportunity has come that I may do it, I scarcely dare. The 
Squire is hasty and impulsive, his son is proud; but I think I may 
confide in you, Johnny." 

"Only try me, Lucy." 
"-Well, I will. I wilt. I know you are true as steel. Not this 

morning, for I cannot stop-and I am not prepared. Let me see : 
where shall we meet again? No, no, Johnny, I cannot ventme to the 
hotel : it is of no use to suggest that.'' 

" Shall I come to your lodgings ? " 
She just shook her head 'by way of dissent, and remained in silent 

thought. I could not imagine what it was she had to tell me that 
required all this preparation ; but it came into my mind to be glad that 
I had chanced to go that morning to Harry Parker's. 

" Suppose you meet me in Sanso me Walk this afternoon, Johnny 
Ludlow? Say at "-considering-" yes, at four o'clock. That will be 
a safe hour, for they will be on the racecourse and out of the way. 
People will, I mean," she added hastily : but somehow I did not think 
she had meant people. " Can you come ? ,, 
, " I will manage it." 
· "And, if you don't meet me at that time-it is just possible that I 

may be prevented coming out-I will be there at eight o'clock this 
evening instead," she continued. "That I know I can do." 

·" Very well. I'll be sure to be there." 
Hardly waiting another minute to say good-morning, soe went 

swiftly on. I began wondering what excuse I could make for leaving 
the Squire's carriage in the mi<lst of the sport, and whether he would 
let me leave it. 

But the way for that was paved without any effort of mine. At the 
early lunch, the Squire, in the openness of bis heart, offered a seat in 
the phaeton to some old acquaintance from Martley. Which of course 
would involve Tod's sitting behind with me, and Giles's being left out 
altogether. 

" Catch me at it/1 cried Tod. " You can do as you please, Johnny : 
I shall go to the course on foot." 

" I will also," I said-though you, naturally, understand that I had 
never expected to sit' elsewhere"'than behind. And I knew it would be 
easier for me to lose Tod in the crowd, and so get away to keep the 
appointment, than it would have been to elude the Squire's questioning 
as to why I could want to leave the carriage. 

no' 
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Lunch over, Tod said he would go to the Bell, to see whether the 
Letstoms had come in ; and we started off. No ; the waiter had seen 
nothing of them. Onwards, down Broad Street we went, took the 
Quay, and so got on that way to Pitchcroft-as the racecourse is called. 
The booths and shows were at this end, and the chief part of the 
crowd. Before us lay stretched the long expanse of the course, green 
and level as a bowling-green. The granct-::;tand (comparatively speaking 
n. new erection there) lay on the left, higher up, the winning-chair and 
distance-post facing it. Behind the stand, flanking a11 that side of 
Pitchcroft, the beautiful river Severn flowed along between its green 
banks, the houses of Renwick, opposite, looking down upon it from 
their great height, over their sloping gardens. It was a hot day, the 
Llue sky dark and cloudless. . 

" True and correct card of all the running horses, gentlemen : the 
names, weights, and colours o' the riders!" The words, echoing on 
all sides from the men who held these cards for sale, are repeated in 
my brain now; as are other sounds and sights. I was somewhat older 
then than I had been ; but it was not very long since those shows, 
ranged round there side by side, a long 1.ne of them, held the greatest 
attraction for me in life. " Guy Mannering," the past night, had been 
very nice to see, very enjoyable; l -1t it possessed not the nameless 
charm of that first "play" I went to in Scowton's Show on the race­
course. That charm could never cor:1e again. And I was but a lad yet. 

The lightning with which the play opened had been real lightning to 
me; the thunder, real thunder. The gentleman who stood, when the 
curtain rose, gorgeously attired in a scarlet doublet slashed with gold 
(something between a king and a 1 .. ,,,lit), with uplifted face of terror 
and drawn sword, calling the war of the elements" tremendious," was 
to me a greater potentate than the world could almost contain ! The 
young lady, his daughter, in ringlets and spangles, who came flying on 
in the midst of the storm, and fell at his feet, with upraised arms and a 
piteous appeal, " Alas ! my father, and will you not consent to my 
marriage with Alphonso ? " seemed more lovely to me than the Sultanas 
in the "A1;abian Nights," or the Princesses in Fairyland. I sat there 
entranced and speechless. A new world had opened to me-a world of 
delight. For weeks and weeks afterwards, that play, with its wondrous 
beauties, its shifting scene , was present to me sleepini and waking. 

The ladies in spangles, the gentlemen in slashed doublets, were on 
the platforms of their respective shows to-day, dancing for the benefit 
of Pitchcroft. ow and again a set would leave off, the music ceasing 
also, to announce that the performance was about to commence. I 
am not sure but I should have gone up to see one, but for the presence 
of Tod and Harry Parker-whom we had met on the course. There 
were learned pigs, and spotted calves, and striped zebras; and ginger­
bread and cake stalls ; and boat-swings and merry-go-rounds-which 
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had made me frightfully sick once when Hannah let rue go in oM. 
And there was the ever-increasing throng, augmenting incessantly; 
carriages, horsemen, shoals of foot-passengers; conjurers and fortune­
tellers ; small tables for the game of" thimble-rig," their owners looking 
out very sharply for the constables who might· chance to ·be looking 
for tl¥3m,,·; and the movable exhibitions of dancing dolls and Punch 
and-:. Judy. Ay, the sounds and the sights are in my brain now. 
The bands of the different shows, mostly attired in scarlet and gold, all 
blowing and drumming as hard as they could blow and drum ; the 
shouted invitations to the admiring spectators, "Walk up, ladies and 
gentlemen, the performance is just a-going to begin ; 11 the scraping of 
the blind fiddlers; the screeching of the ballad-singers; the sudden 
uproar as a stray dog, attempting to cross the course, is hunted off it; 
the incessant jabber and the Babel of tongues; and the soft roll of 
wheels on the turf. 

Hark ! The bell rings for the clearing of the course. People know 
what it means, and those ·who are cautious hasten at once to escape 
under the cords on either side. The gallop of a horse is heard, its 
rider, in his red coat and white smalls, loudly smacking his whip to 
effect the clearance. The first race is about to begin. All the world 
presses towards the environs of the grand-stand to get a sight of the 
several horses entered for it. Here they come; the jockeys in their 
distinguishing colours, trying their horses in a brisk canter, after having 
been weighed . in the paddock. A few minutes, and the start is 
effected; they are off! 

It is only a two-mile heat. The carriages are all drawn up against 
the cords; the foot-passengers press it; horsemen get where they can. 
And now the excitement is at its height ; the rush of the racers corning 
in to the winning-post breaks on the ear. They fly like the wind. 

At that moment I caught sight of the sharply eager face of a goocl­
looking, dashing man, got up to perfection-you might have taken him 
for a lord at least. Arm-in-arm with him stood another, well-got-np 
also, as a sporting country gentleman ; he wore a green cut-away coat, 
top-boots, and a broad-brimmed hat which shaded his face. If I say 
,, got-up," it is because I knew the one, and I fancied I knew the other. 
But the latter's face was partly turned from me, and hidden, as I have 
said, by the hat. Both watched the swiftly-coming racehorses with ill­
concealed anxiety: and both, as well-got-up gentlemen at ease, stroye 
to appear indifferent. 

"Tod, there's Captain Bird.11 

"Captain Bird I ·where? You are always fancying things, Johnny." 
" A few yards lower down. Close to the cords." 
"Oh, be shot to the scoundrel, and so it is! ,Vhat a swell! Don1t 

bother. Here they come." 
"~1•w cap wins!" "No I red sleeves gaina on him I" " Yellow 

~ 
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Mripes is frrst ! 11 "Pink jacket has it I,, "By Jove i the bay colt is 
distanced I ,, "Purple wins by a neck! ,, 

,vith a hubbub of these different • versions from the bystanders 
echoing on our ears, the horses flew past in a rush and a whfrl. Black 
cap and white jacket was the winner. 

Amidst the crowding and the pushing and the excitement that 
en ued, I tried to get nearer to Captain Bird. Not to see him : it was 
impossible to look at him with any patience and contrast his dashing 
appearance with that of poor, faded Lucy's : but to see the other man. 
For he put me in mind of the gentleman-detective Eccles, who had 
loomed upon us at Crabb Cot that Sunday afternoon in the past winter, 
polished off the sirloin of beef, crammed the Squire with anecdotes of 
his college life, and finally made off with the other earring. 

Yon can turn back to the paper called" Mrs. Todhetley's Earrings," 
and recall the circumstances. How she lost an earring out of her ear: 
a pink topaz encircled with diamonds. It was supposed a tramp had 
picked it up ; and the Squire went about it to the police at vVorcester. 
On the following Sunday a· gentleman called introducing himself as Mr. 
Eccles, a private detective, and asking to look at the other earring. 
The Squire was marvellously taken with him, ordered in the beef, not 
long gone out from the dinner, and was as eager to entrust the earring 
to him as he was to take it. That Eccles had been a gentleman once 
-at least, that he had mixed ·with gentlemen, was easy to be seen : 
and perhaps had also been an Oxford man, as he asserted; but he was 
certainly a swindler now. He carried off the earring; and we had 
n ever seen him, or it, from that day to this. But I did think I saw him 
now on the racecourse. In the side face, and the tall, well-shaped 
figure of the top-booted country gentleman: with the heavy bunch of 
seal hanging from his watch-chain, who leaned on that man Captain 
Bird's arm, there was a great resemblance to him . The other earring, 
lost first, was found in the garden under a small fir-tree when the snow 
melted away, where it must have dropped unseen from Mrs. Todhetley's 
ear, as she stopped in the path to shake the now from the tree. 

But the rush of people sweeping by was too great. Captain Bird 
and he were nowhere to be seen. In the confusion also I lost Tod and 
Ha1Ty Parker. The country gentleman I meant to find if I could, and 
went looking about for him. 

The carriages ·were coming away from their stmding-places near 
the ropes to drive about the course, as was the custom in those days. 
Such a thing as taking the horses out of a carriage and letting it stay 
where it was until the end of the day was not known on °VI orcestcr 
racecour e. You might count the carriages-and-four there then, their 
inmates exchanging greetings with each other in passing as they drove 
to and fro . It was a sight to see the noblemen's turn-outs ; the 
glittering harnes , the array of servants in their sumptuou liveries ; 
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for they came in style to the races. The meeting on the coui'se was 
the chief local event of the year, when all the county assembled to see 
each other and look their best. 

" "\Vill you get up now, Johnny ? " 
The soft bowling of the Squire's carriage-wheels arrested itself, as 

he drew up to speak to me. The Martley old gentleman sat with him, 
and there was a vacant place by Giles behind. 

"No, thank you, sir. I would rather be on foot." 
"As you will, lad. Is your watch safe?" 
" Oh yes." 
" "\Vhere 's Joe ? " 
"Somewhere about. He is with Harry Parker. I ltave only just 

missed them." 
" Missed them ! Oh, and I suppose you are looking for them. A 

capital race, that last." 
"Yes, sir." 
"Mind you take care of yourself, Johnny," he called back, as he 

touched up Bob and Blister, to drive on. I generally did take care of 
myself, but the Squire never forgot to remind me to do it. 

The afternoon went on, and my search with it in the intervals of the 
racing. I could see nothing of those I wanted to see, or of Tod and 
Harry Parker. Our meeting, or not meeting, was just a chance, amidst 
those crowds and crowds of human beings, constantly moving. Three 
o'clock had struck, and as soon as the next race should be over-a 
four-mile heat-it would be nearly time to think about keeping my 
appointment with Lucy Bird. 

And now once more set in all the excitement of the running. A 
good field started for the four-mile heat, more horses than had run yet. 

I liked those four-mile heats on Worcester racecourse: when we 
w:atched the jockeys in their gay and varied colours twice round the 
course, describing the figure of eight, and coming in, hot and panting, 
at the end. The favourites this time were two horses named" Swal­
lower" and "Master Ben." Each horse was well liked : and some 
betters backed one, some the other. Now they are off! 

The running began slowly and steadily ; the two favourites just ahead; 
a black horse (I forget his name, but his jockey wore crimson and 
purple) banging on to them; most of the other horses lying outside. 
The two kept together all the way, and as they came in for the final 
run the excitement was intense. 

" Swallower has it by a neck ! " " o ! Master Ben heads him I " 
"Ben wins I Swallower loses I" "Swallower has it I Ben's jockey is 
beat I " and so on, and so on. Amidst the shouts and the commotion 
the result was announced-a dead heat. 

So the race must be run again. I looked at my watch (which you 
:may be sure I had kept carefully buttoned up under my jacket), 
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wondering whether I could stay for it. That was uncertain; there was 
no knowing how long an interval would be allowed for breathing-time. 

Suddenly there arose a frightful commotion above all the natural 
commotion of the course. People rushed towards one point; horsemen 
galloped thither, carriages bowled cautiously in their wake. The 
centre of attraction appeared to be on the banks of the river, just 
beyond the grand-stand. What was it? ·what had occurred? . The 
yells were deafening; the pushing fearful. At last the cause was 
known: King Mob was ducking some offender in the Severn. 

To get near, so as to see anything of the fun, was impossible ; it was 
equally impossible to gather what he had done; whether picked a 
pocket, or cheated at betting. Those are the two offences that on 
Pitchcroft were then deemed deserving of the water. This time, I 
think, it was connected with betting. 

Soon the yells became louder and nearer. Execrations filled the air. 
The crowd opened, and a wretched-looking individual emerged out of it 
on the hard run, his clothes dripping, his hair hanging about his face 
like rat's tails. • 

On he came, the mob shouting and hallooing in his wake, and 
brushed close past me. Why l it was surely the country gentleman I 
had seen with Bird l I knew him again at once. But whether it was 
the man Eccles or not, I did not see ; he tore by swiftly, his head kept 
down. A broad-brimmed hat came flying after him, propelled by the 
feet of the crowd. He stooped to catch it up, and then kept on his way 
right across the course, no doubt to make his escape from it. Yes, it 
was the same man in his top-boots. I was sure of that. Scampering 
clo e to his heels, fretting and yelling furiously, was a half-starved 
white dog with a tin kettle tied to its tail. I wondered which of the 
two was the more frightened-the dog or the man. 

And standing very nearly close to me, as I saw then, was Captain 
Bird. Not running, not shouting; simply looking on with a countenance 
of supreme indifference, that seemed to express no end of languid 
contempt of the fun. Not a sign of recognition crossed his face as the 
half-drowned wight swept past him: no one could have supposed he 

,·er set eyes on him before. And when the surging crowd had passed, 
he auntered away in the direction of the saddling-place. 

But I lost the race. Though I stayed a little late, hoping to at last 
. ee the horses come out for the second start, and to count how many of 
the former field would compete for it, the minutes flew all too swiftly 
b) and I had to go, and to put the steam on. Making a bolt across 
Pitchcroft and up Salt Lane, went I, full split, over the Tything, and 
o down to Sansome Walk. St. Oswald's clock was tinkling out four 

as I reached it. 
Lucy did not come. She had indicated the spot where the meeting 

hould be ; and I waited there, making the best I could of it; cooling 



j6H~NY tuntow. 
myself, and iooking out for her. At half-past four I gave her up in m) 
own mind; and when five o'clock struck, I knew it was useless to st;ay 
longer. So I began to take my way back slower than I had come; and 
on turning out by St. Oswald's, I saw the carriages and people flocking 
np on their way from Pitchcroft. The first clay's racing was over. 

There was a. crowd at the top of Salt Lane, and I had to wait before 
I cou}cl get across. In the wake of a carriage-and-four that was turning 
out ·of it came Captain Bird, not a feather of his plumage ruffled, not 
a speck (except dust) on his superfine coat, not a wristband soiled. He had not been ducked, if his friend had. 

"How d'ye do, Master Ludlow?" said he, with a grandly patronizing 
air, and a flourish of his cane, as if it were a condescension to notice me. 
And I answered him civilly; though he must have been aware I knew what a scamp he was. 

"I wish he'd steal away to America some moonlight night," ran my thoughts, "and leave poor Lucy in peace." 
The Squire's carriage dashed up to the hotel as I reached it, Tod 

sitting behind with Giles. I asked which of the two horses had won. 
Swallower : won by half-a-neck. The Squire was in a glow of sati -faction, boasting of the well-contested race. 

And now, to make things intelligible, I must refer again for a minute 
or two to that past paper. It may be remembered that when "Detec­
tive Eccles " called on us that Sunday afternoon, asking to look at the 
fellow-earring to the one lost, Mrs. Todhetley had gone in to the 
Coneys', and the Squire sent me for her. vVhen I arrived there, Lucy 
Bird was in the dra-wing-room alone, the mater being upstairs with 
Mrs. Coney. Poor Lucy told me she had been spending a day or two 
at Timberdale Court (her happy childhood's home), and had come oyer 
to dine with Mr. and Mrs. Coney, who were always kind to her, she 
added with a sigh ; but she was going back to w· orcester by the next 
train. I told her what I had come for-of the detective's visit and his 
request to see the other earring. Mrs. Todhetley felt nervous at meet­
ing a real live detective, and asked me no end of questions as to what 
this particular one was like. I said he was no tiger to be afraid of, nnrl 
described him as well as I could: a tall, slender, gentlemanly man, w ]]­
dressed ; gold studs, a ring on hi finger, a blue necktie, and a black 
moustache. Lucy (I had noticed at the time) seemed struck with the 
<lcscription; but she made no remark. Before we turned in at our 
gate we saw her leave the Coneys' house, and come stepping through 
the snow on her way to the station. Since then, until now we had not seen anything of Lucy Bird: 

The stars flickered through the tree in Sansome Walk as I turned 
into it. A fine trouble I had had to come l Some entertainment was 
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in full swing that evening at the Saracen's Head-a sort of circus, com• 

bined with rope-dancing. Worcester would be filled with shows during 

the race-week (I don't mean those on Pitchcroft), and we went to as 

many as we could get money for. We had made the bargain with 

Harry Parker on the course to go to this one, and during the crowded 

dinner Tod asked the Squire's leave. He gave it with the usual in­

junctions to take care of ourselves, and on condition that we left our 

watches at home. So, there I was in a fix; neither daring to say at 

the dinner-table that I could not go, nor daring to say what preventec1 

it, for Lucy had bound me to secrecy. 
""'\\Tl.1at time is this thing going to be over to-night, Joe?" had 

questioned the Squire, who was drinking port wine with some more old 

gentlemen at one end of the table, as we rose to depart. 
"Oh, I don't know," ans,vered Tod. "ALout ten o'clock, I dare say." 

"Well, mind you come straight home, you two. I won't haYe you 

getting into mischief. Do you hear, Johnny?" 
" What mischief do you suppose, sir, we are likely to get into? " 

fired Tod. 
"I don't know," answered the Squire. "When I was a young lad­

younger than you-staying here for the races with my father-but we 

stayed at the Hop-pole, next door, which was the first inn then-I 

remember we were so wicked one night as to go about ringing and 

knocking at all the doors-- " 
"You and your father, sir?" asked Tod, innocently. 
"My father I no I " roared the Squire. "·what do you mean, Joe? 

How dare you I My father go about the town knocking at doors and 

ringing at bell ! How dare you suggest such an idea ! 'Ne left my 

father, sir, at the hotel with his friends at their wine, as you are leaving 

me with my friends here now. It was I and half-a-dozen other young 

ra cals who did it-more shame for us. I can't be sure how many be1l­

wires we broke. The world has grown wiser since then, though I don't 

think it's better; and-and mind you walk qui-etly home. Don't get 

into a fight, or quarrel, or anything of that kind. The streets are sure 

to be full of rough people and pickpockets." 
Harry Parker was waiting for us in the hotel gate"ay. He said he 

feared we should be late, and thought we mu t have been eating dinner 

for a week by tl10 time "e took over it. 
"I'm not coming wiili you, Tod,' I said; "I'll join you presently." 

Tod turned round and faced me. ' "'\\ hat on earth's that for, 

J ohnny? ' 
Oh, nothing. I 11 come oon. You b,o go on." 

uppo e you don t get a place I ' cried. Parker to me. 
"Oh, I shall get one fa t enough: it won't be so crowded as all that." 

' "ow, look here, lad" aid Tod, with his face of resolution; you 
¥.re up to some dodge. "'\\ hat is it? 
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"My head aches badly," I said-and that was true. "I can't go 
into that hot place until I have had a spell of fresh air. But I shall be 
sure to join you later, if I can." 

My headaches were always allowed. I had them rather often. Not 
the splitting, roaring pain that Tod would get in his head on rare occa­
sions, once a twelvemonth, or so, when anything greatly worried him; 
but bad enough in all conscience. He said no more; and set off with 
Harry Parker up the street towards the Saracen's Head. 

The stars were flickering through the trees in Sansome '\Valk, look­
ing as bright as though it were a frosty night in winter. It was cool 
and pleasant: the great heat of the day-which must have given mo 
my headache-had passed. Mrs. Bird was already at the spot. She 
drew me underneath the trees on the side, looking up the walk as 
though she feared she had been followed. A burst of distant music 
crashed out and was borne towards us on the air: the circus band, at 
the Saracen's Head. Lucy still glanced back the way she had come. 

" Are you afraid of anything, Lucy? " 
" There is no danger, I believe," she answered ; " but I cannot help 

being timid: for, if what I am doing were discovered, I-1-I don't 
know what they would do to me." 

"You did not come this afternoon." 
"No. I was very sorry, but I could not," she said, as we paced 

slowly about, side by side. " I bad my shawl and bonnet on, when 
Edwards came in-a friend of my husband's, who is staying with him. 
He had somehow got into the Severn, and looked quite an object, ltis 
hair and clothes dripping wet, and his forehead bruised." 

"Why, Lucy, he was ducked!" I cried excitedly. '' I saw it all. 
That is, I saw the row; and I saw him when he made his escape across 
Pitchcroft. He had on a smart gTeen cut-away coat, and top-boots. '' 

"Yes, yes," she said; " I was sure it was something of that kind. 
·when my husband came home later they were talking together in an 
undertone, Edwards cursing some betting-man, an~ Captain Bird telling 
Edwards that it was his own fault for not being more cautiou.. How­
ever, I could not come out, Johnny, though I knew you were waiting 
for me. Edwards asked, as impertinently as he dared, where I was off 
to. To buy some tea, I ans,vered, but that it did not matter par­
ticularly, as I had enough for the evening. They think I have come 
out to buy it now." 

"Do you mean to say, Lucy, that Captain Bird denies you free 
liberty ?-watches you as a cat does a mouse? " 

"No, no; you must not take up wrong notions of my husband, 
Johnny Ludlow. Bad though the estimation in which he is held by 
most people is, he bas never been really unkind to me. Trouble, 
frightful trouble he does bring upon me, for I am bis wife and have to 
share it, but personally unkind to me he bas never yet been." 
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" '\Vell, I should think it unkind in your place, if I could not go out 

when I pleaseQ, without being questioned. ,vhat do they suspect you 

would be after ? " 
" It is not Captain Bird; it is Edwards. As to what he suspects, I 

am sure he does not know himself; but he seems to be generally sus­

picious of every one, and he sees I do not like him. I suppose he lives 

in general fear of being denounced to the police, for he is always doing 

what he calls ' shady ' things; but he must know that he is safe with 

us. I heard him say to my husband the day before we left London, 

' ,Vhy do you take your wife down? ' Perhaps he thinks my brothers 

might be coming to call on me, and of course he does not want attention 

drawn to the place he may chance to be located in, whether here or 
elsewhere.,, 

"What is his name, Lucy? " 
"His name? Edwards." 
"It1s not Eccles, is it?,, 
She glanced- quickly round as we walked, searching my face in the 

dusk. 
" Vlhy do you ask that? " 
"Because, when I first saw him to-day on the racecourse with Captain 

Bird, he put me in mind of the fine geutleman who came to us that 

Sunday at Crabb Cot, calling himself Detective Eccles, and carried off 

Mrs. Todhetley's other earring." 
Mrs. Bird looked straight before her, making no answer. 
" You must remember that afternoon, Lucy. When I ran over to 

old Coney's for Mrs. Todhetley, you were there, you know ; and I told 

you all about the earrings and the detective officer, then making his 

dinner of cold beef at our house while he waited for the mother to come 

home and produce the eaning. Don1t you remember? You were just 
going back to ,v orcester. ,, 

Stm she said not a word. 
" Lucy, I think it is the same man. Although bis black moustache 

i gone, I feel sure it is he. The face and the tall slender figure are 
just like his.,, 

'' How singular ! ,, she exclaimed, in a low tone to herself. '' How 
strangely things come about! ,, 

"But i,s it Eccles?" 
"Johnny Ludlow,11 she said, catching my arm, and speaking in an 

excited, breathless whisper, "if you were to bring harm on me-that 
is, on him or on my husband through me, I should pray to die." 

"But you need not be afraid. Goodness me, Lucy ! don1t you know 

that I wouldn't bring harm on any one in the world, least of all on 

you? Why, you said to me this morning that I was true as steel." 
"Yes, yes," she said, bursting into tears. "We have always been 

good fiiends, have we not. Johnny, since you, a little mite· of a child in 
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a tunfo and turned-down frill, came to see me one day at school, a 
nearly grown-up young lady, and wanted to leave me your bright 
sixpence to buy gingerbread? Oh, Johnny, if all people were only as 
loyal and true-hearted as you are ! " 

"Then, Lucy, why need you doubt me?" 
"Do you not see the shadows of those leaves playing on the ground 

cast by the light of that gas-lamp?" she asked. "Just as many 
shadows, dark as those, lie in the path of my life. They have taught 
me to fear an enemy where I ought to look for a friend; they have 
taught me that life is so full of unexpected windings and turnings, that 
we know not one minute what new fear the next may bring forth." 

"W"ell, Lucy, you need not fear me. I have promised you to say 
nothing of having met you here; and I will say nothing, or of what 
you tell me." 

"Promise it me again, Johnny. Faithfully." 
Just a shade of vexation crossed me that she should think it needful 

to reiterate this ; but I would not let my face or voice betray it. 
"I promfae it again, Lucy. Faithfully and truly." 
"Ever since last winter I have wanted to hold communication with 

one of you at your home, and to restore something that had been lost. 
But it had to be done very, very cautiously, without bringing trouble 
on me or on any one connected with me. Many a solitary hour, sitting 
by myself in our poor lodgings in London, have I deliberated whether 
I might venture to restore this, and how it was to be done : many a 
sleepless night have I passed, dwelling on it. Sometimes I thought I 
would send it anonymously by the post, but it might have been stolen 
by the way; sometimes it would occur to me to make a parcel of it 
and despatch it in that way. I never did either. I waited until some 
chance should bring me again near Mrs. Todhetley. But to-day I saw 
that it would be better to trust you. She is true also, and kind; hut 
she might not be able to keep the secret from the Squire, and he-he 
would be sure to betray it, though perhaps not intentionally, to all 
Timbcrdale, and there's no knowing what mischief might come of it.'' 

Light flashed upon me as she spoke. As surely as though it were 
already before me in black arid white, I knew what she was about to 
disclose. • 

'' Lucy, it is the lost earring 1 The man staying with you is 
Eccles." 

"Hush ! " s4e whispered in extreme terror, for a foo.tstep suddenly 
sounded close to us. Lucy glided behind the tree we were paissin a-, 
which in a degree served to hide her. How timid she was !-what 
induced it? 

The intruder was a shop-boy with an apron on, carr)ring a basket 
of grocery parcels to one of the few houses higher up. He turned his 
head and gave us a good stare, probably taking us for a pair of lovers 
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enjoying a stolen ramble by starlight. Setting up a shri11 whistle, he 
passed on. 

"I don't know what has come to me lately; my heart seems to beat 
at nothing," said poor Mrs. Bird, coming from behind the tree with hcl' 
hand to her side. " And it was doubly foolish of me to go there; 
better that I had kept quietly walking on with you, Johnny.,, 

" What is it that you are afraid of, Lucy ? " 
" Only of their seeing me ; seeing me with you. Were they to do 

so, and it were to come out that the earring had been returned, they 
would know I had done it. They suspected me at the time-at least, 
Edwards did. For it is the earring I am about to restore to you, 
Johnny." 

She put a little soft white paper packet in my hand, that felt as if it 
had wool inside it. I hardly knew whether I was awake or asleep. 
The beautiful earring that we had given up for good, come back again! 
And the sound of the drums and trumpets burst once more upon our 
cars. 

" You will give it to Mrs. Todhetley when you go home, Johnny. 
And I must leave it to your discretion to tell her what you think propel' 
of whence you obtained it. Somewhat of course you must tell hel', 
bnt how much or how little I leave with you. Only take care you 
Lring no harm upon me." 

"I am sure, Lucy, that Mrs. Todhetley may be trusted." 
" Very well. Both of you must be secret as the grave. It is for my 

sake, tell her, that I implore it. Perhaps she will }(eep the earring by 
her for a few months, saying nothing, so that this visit of ours into 
\Vorcestershire may be quite a thing of the past, and no suspicion, in 
consequence of it, as connected with the earring, may arise in my 
husband's mind. After that, when months have elapsed, she must 
contrive to let it appear that the earring is then, in some plausible ·way 
or other, returned to her." 

"Rely upon it, we will take care. It will be. managed very easily. 
But how did you get the earring, Lucy? " 

'It has been in my possession ever since the night of the day you 
lo t it; that Sunday afternoon, you know. I have ca nied it about wilh 
me everywhere." 

"Do you mean carried it upon you ? " 
" Yes ; upon me." 
'I wonder you never lost it-a little thing like this ! " I said, touch­

ing the soft packet that lay in my jacket pocket. 
' I could not lose it," he whi ·pered. "It was se"rn into my clothes." 
But, Lucy, how did you manage to get it?" 
he gave me the expla.nation in n. few low, rapid words, glancing 

about her as she did it. Perhaps I had better repeat it in my own wa.y ; 
p.nd to do that we must go back to the ' Suncfay aftel'noon. At lc~st, 
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that will render it more intelligible and ship-shape. But I did not 
laarn one-half of the details then; no, nor for a long time afterwards. 
And so, we go back again in imagination to the time of that January 
day, when we were honoured by the visit of "Detective Eccles," and 
the snow was lying on the ground, · and Farmer Coney's fires wero 
blazing hospitably. 

Lucy Bird quitted the warm fires and her kind friends, the Coneys, 
and followed us out-me and M.rs. To<ihetley-she saw us turn in at 
our own gate, and then she picked her way through the snow to the 
station at South Crabb. It was a long walk for her in that inclement 
weather; but she had been away from home (if the poor lodgings they 
then occupied in Worcester could _be called home) two days, and was 
anxious to get back again. During her brief absences from it, she was 
always haunted by the fear of some ill falling on that precious husband 
of hers, Captain Bird; but he was nothing but an ex-captain, as you 
know. All the way to the station she was thinking about the earrings, 
and of my description of Detective Eccles. The description was exactly 
that of her husband's friend, Edwards, both as to person and dress; not 
that she supposed it could be he. When she left Worcester nearly two 
days before, Edwards had just arrived. She knew him to be au educated 
man, of superior manners, and full of anecdote, when he chose, about 
college life. Like her husband, be-had, by recklessness and ill-conduct, 
sunk lower and lower in the world, until he had to depend on "luck " 
or " chance " for a living. 

Barely had Lucy reached the station, walking slowly, when the train 
shot in. She took her seat ; and, after a short halt the train moved on 
again. At that moment there strode into the station that self-same 
man, Edwards, who began shouting furiously for the train to stop, 
putting up bis hands, running and gesticulating. The train declined to 
stop; trains generally do decline to stop for late passengers, however 
frantically adjured; and Edwards was left behind. His appearance 
astonished Lucy considerably. Had he, in truth, been passing himself 
off as a detective officer to Squire Todhetley? If so, with what motive? 
Lucy could not see any motive, and still thought it could not be ; that 
Edwards must be over here on some business of his own. The matter 
passed from he·r mind as she drew near Worcester, and reached their 
lodgings, which were down Lowesmoor way. 

Experience had taught Lucy not to ask questions. She was either 
not answered at all, or the answer would be sure to give her trouble. 
Captain Bird had grown tolerably careless as to whether his hazardous 
doings reached, or did not reach, the ears of his wife, but he did not 
willingly tell her of them. She said not a word of having seen Edwards, 
or of what she had beard about the loss of Mrs. Todhetley's earring, or 
of the detective's visit to c/abb Cot. Lucy's whole life was one of 
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tlreaci and fear, and she never knew whether any remark of hers might 
not bear upon some dangerous subject. But while getting the tea, sha 
did just inquire after Edwards. 

"Has Edwards left?" she asked carelessly. 
" No," replied Captain Bird, who was stretched out before the fire irt 

his slippers, smoking a Jong pipe, and drinking spirits. " He is out on 
the loose, though, somewhere, to-day." 

It was late at night when Edwards entered. He was in a rage. 
'?rains did not run frequently on Sundays, and he had been kept all 
that time at South Crabb Junction, waiting for one. Lucy went upstairs 
to bed, leaving Edwards and her husband drinking brandy-and-water. 
Both of them had had quite enough already. 

The matter of the earrings and the doubt whether Mr. Edwards had 
been playing at amateur detectiveship would have ended there, but for 
the accident of Lucy's having to come downstairs again for the small 
travelling-bag in which she had carried her combs and brushes. She 
had put it just inside the little back parlour, where a bed on chairs had 
been extemporized for Edwards, their lodgings not being very exten­
sive. Lucy was picking up the bag in the dark, when some words in 
the sitting-room caught her ear; the door between the two rooms being 
partly open. Before a minute elapsed she had heard too much. 
Edwards, in a loud, gleeful, boasting tone, was telling how he had been 
acting the detective; and done the old Squire and his wife out of the 
other earring. Lucy, looking in through the opening, saw him holding 
it up ; she saw the colours of the long pink topaz, and the diamonds 
flash in the candle-light. 

" I thought I could relieve them of it," he said. "When I read that 
advertisement in the paper, it struck me there might be a field open to 
do a little stroke of business ; and I've done it." 

" You are a fool for your pains," growled Captain Bird. "There'!i 
sure to be a row." 

"The row won't touch me. I'm off to London to-morrow morning, 
and the earring with me. I wonder what the thing will turn us in? 
T wenty pounds. There, put it in the box, Bird, and get out the 
dice." 

The dice on a Sunday night! 
Lucy felt quite sick as she went back upstairs. What would be the 

end of all this? Not of this one transaction in particular, but of all the 
other disgraceful transactions with which her husband was connected? 
It might come to some public exposure, some criminal trial at the Bar 
of Justice ; and of that she had a horrible dread ever haunting her like 
a nightmare. 

She undressed, and went 
passed, three hour pa sed. 
pillow, feeling ready to die. 

Johnny Ludlow.-IL 

to bed. One hour passed, two hours 
Lucy turned and turned on her uneasy 
Be ides her own anguish arising from 

20 
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thei~ ~hai;e, in it, she was dwelling on the shameful wrong it did theh1 

kirid frierlds at Crabb Cot. 
ifhe fourth hour was passing. Captain Bird had not come up, and 

Lucy grew t1iieasy on that score. Once, when he had taken too much 
(b.ut as a general rule the ex-captain's delinquencies did tlot lie in that 
direction), he had. set his shirt•sleeve on fire, and burnt his hands badly 
in putting it out. Slipping out of bed, Lucy put on her slippers and 
the ·large old shawl, and crept down to see after him. 

Opening the sitting·room door very softly, she looked in. The 
candles were alight still, but l1ad burnt nearly down to the socket; the 
dice and some cards were scattered on the table. 

·Edwards lay at full length on the old red stuff sofa; Captain Bird bad 
thrown himself outside th~ bed in the other room, the door of which 
was now wide open, neither of them having undressed. That both 
were wholly or partially intoxicated, Lucy felt not a doubt of. 

Well, she could only leave them as they were. They would come 
to no harm asleep. Neither would the candles : which must soon burn 
themselves out. Lucy was about to shut the door again, when her eye 
fell on ihe little pasteboard box that contained the earring. 
. Without a moment's reflection, acting on the spur of impulse, she 

soft]y·stepped to the table, lifted the lid, and took the earring out. 
"I will remedy the wrong they have dor>"' Mrs. Todhetley," she said 

to·herself. "They will never suspect me." 
Up in her room again, she ligh~ed hnr candle and looked about for 

some place to conceal the earring; and, just as the idea to secure it 
had come unbidden to her, so did that of a safe place of concealment. 
·with feverish hands she undid a bit of the quilting of her petticoat, 
one that she had but just made for herself out of an old merino gown, 
slipped the earring into the wadding, and sewed it up again. It could 
neither be seen nor suspected there; ·no, nor even felt, let the skirt 
be examined as it might. That done, poor Lucy went to bed again 
and at length fell asleep. 

She was awakened by a commotion. It was broad daylight, and her 
husband (not yet as sober as he might be) was shaking her by the arm. 
Edwards was standing outside the de>or, calling out to know whethe~ 
Mrs. Bird had "got it." 

" What is the matter, George? " she cried, starting up in a fright, 
• and for the moment completely forgetting where she was, for she had 

been aroused from a vivid dream of Timberdale. 
" Have you been bringing anything up here from the sitting•room, 

Lucy ? " asked Captain Bird. 
"No, nothing," she replied promptly, and he saw that she spoke 

with truth. For l;ucy's recollection had not come to her; ahe remem• 
bered nothing yet about the earring. 

" There's something missing," said Ca.ptain Bird, 1-,pErn.kinz thickly, 
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rctt has .disappeared mysteriously off the sitting-room table. You are 

sure you have not been down and collared it, Lucy? '' . 
The earring and the theft-her own theft-flashed into her memory 

together. Oh, if she could only avert suspicion from herself! And she 
strove to call up no end of surprise in her voice. 

"Why, how could I have been down, George? Did you not see 
that I was fast asleep? ,vhat have you missed? Some money?" 

"Money, no. It was- something of Edwards's. Had it close by 
him on the table when he went to sleep, he says-he lay on the sofa 
last night, and I had his bed-and this morning it was gone. I thought 

the house was on fire by the way he came and shook me." 
" I'll look for it when I come down, if you tell me what it is," said 

poor Lucy. "How late I have slept ! It must have been the cold 
jonrney." 

"She has not got it," said Captain Bird, retreating to his friend 
outside, and closing the door on Lucy. "Knows nothing about it. 
Was asleep till I awoke her." 

"Search the room, you fool," cried the excited Edwards. "I'd 
never trust the word of a woman. No offence to your wife, Bird, but 
it is not to be trusted." 

"Rubbish I " said Captain Bird. 
"Either she or you must have got it. It could not disappear without 

hands. The people down below have not been to our rooms, as you 
must know." 

' She or I-what do you mean by that?" retorted Captain Bird; 
nnd a short sharp quarrel ensued. That the captain had not touched 

the earring, Edwards knew full well . It was Edwards who had helped 
him to reach the bed the previous night : and since then Bird had been 
in the deep sleep of stupor. But Edwards did think the captain's wife 
had. The result was that Captain Bird re-entered; and, ordering Lucy 

to lie still, he made as exact a search of the room as his semi-sobered 
faculties allowed. Lucy watched it from her bed. Amidst the general 
hunting and turning-over of drawers and places, she saw him pick up 
her gown and petticoats one by one and shake them thoroughly, but 
he found no signs of the earring. 

From that time to this the affair had remained a mystery. There 
had been no one in the hou e that night, except the proprietor and hi· 
wife, two quiet old peop1e who never concerned themselves with their 
lodgers. They protested that the street-door had been fast, and that 
no midnight marauder could have broken in and slipped upstairs to 
. teal a pearl brooch (as Edward put •it) or any other article. So, 
failing other source of suspicion, Edwards continued to suspect Lucy. 
'!'here were moments when Bird did a1 ·o : though he trusted her, in 
regard to it on the whole. At any rat , Lucy wa obliged to be r.10 t 
autiou . 'rhc quilted kirt had ncn'r l,~cn off her "ince, except ali 
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night : through the warm genial days of spring and the sultry heat of 
summer she had worn the clumsy wadded thing constantly : and the 
earring had never been disturbed until this afternoon. 

" You see how it is, Johnny," she said to me, with one of her long­
drawn sighs. 

But at that moment the grocer1s young man in the white apron came 
back down the walk, swinging his empty basket by the handle ; and he 
took another good stare at 1.,, in passing. 

" I mean as to the peril I should be in if you suffer the restoration of 
the earring to transpire," she continued in a whisper, when he was at a 
safe distance. "Oh, Johnny Ludlow! do you and Mrs. Todhetley take 
care, for my poor sake.,, 

"Lucy, you need not doubt either of us,,, I said earnestly. " \\ e 
will be, as you phrased it to-day, true as steel-and as cautious. Are 
you going back? Let me walk up to the top with you." 

" No, no ; we part here.• Seeing us together might arouse some 
suspicion, and there is no absolute certainty that they may not come 
out, though I don1t think they will. Edwards is for ever thinking of 
that earring : he does not feel safe about it, you perceive. Go you 
that way : I go this. Farewell, Johnny Ludlow; farewell." 

"Good-night, Lucy. I am off to the circus now." 
She went with a brisk step up the walk. I ran out by St. Oswald's, 

and so on to the Saracen1s Head. The place was crammed. I could 
- not get near Tod and Harry Parker; but they whistled at me aero, s 

the sawdust and the fancy steeds performing on it. 

vVe sat together in Mrs. Todhetley's bedroom at Dyke Manor, the 
door bolted against intruders : she, in her astonishment at the tale I 
told, hardly darin.~ to touch the earring. It was Saturday morning ; 
we had come home from Worcester the previous evening; and should 
now be off to school in an hour. Tod had gone strolling out with the 
Squire; which gave me my opportunity. 

" You see, good mother, how it all is, and the risk we run. Do you 
know, I had half a mind to keep the earring myself for some months 
and say never a word to you; only I was not sure of pitching on a safe 
hiding-place. It would be so dreadful a thing for Lucy Bird if it were to get known.,, 

"Poor Lucy, poor Lucy l '' she said, the tears on her light eyelashes. 
" Oh, Johnny, if she could only be induced to leave that man l " 

"But she can1t, you know. Robert Ashton has tried over and over 
again to get her back to the Court-and tried in vain. See how it 
gli tte1 & ! " 

I was holding the earring so that the rays of the sun fell upon it, 
flashing and sparkling. It eemed more beautiful than it used to be. 
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"I am very, very glad to have it back, Johnny; the other was 
useless without it. You have not," with a tone of apprehension in her 
voice, " told Joseph? " .. 

I shook my head. The truth was, I had never longed to tell any­
thing so much in my life; for what did I ever conceal from him? It 
was hard work, I can assure you. The earring burning a hole in my 
pocket, and I not able to show Tod that it was there ! 

"And now, mother, where will you put it?" 
She rose to unlock a drawer, took from it a small blue box in the 

shape of a trunk, and unlocked that. 
" It is in this that I keep all my little valuables, Johnny. It will be 

quite safe herei By-and-by we must invent some mode of 'recovering 
the earring,' as poor Lucy said." 

Lifting the lid of a little pasteboard box, she showed me the fellow­
earring, lying in a nest of cotton. I took it out. 

" Put them both into your ears for a minute, good mother ! Do ! " 
She smiled, hesitated ; then took out the plain rings that were in 

her ears, and put in those of the beautiful pink topaz and diamonds. 
Going to the glass to look at herself, she saw the Squire and Tod 
advancing in the distance. It sent us into a panic. Scuffling the 
earrings out of her ears, she laid them together on the wool in the 
cardboard box, put the lid on, and folded it round with white paper. 

"Light one of the candles on my dressing-table, Johnny. We will 
seal it up for greater security: there's a bit of red sealing-wax in the 
tray." And I did so at her direction: stamping it with the seal that 
had been my father's, and which with his watch they had only recently 
allowed me to take into wearing. 

''There," she said, "should any one by chance see that packet, 
though it is not likely, and be curious to know what it contains, I shall 
say that I cannot sati fy them, as it concerns Johnny Ludlow." 

"Are ) ou upstairs, Johnny? What in the world are you doing 
there?" 

I went leaping down at Tod's call. All was safe now. 
That's how the other earring came back. And " Eccles " had to be 

let off scot free. But I was glad he had the ducking. 
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ANNE.* 

"vVHY, what's the matter with you 1" cried the Squire. 
"Matter enough," responded old Coney, who had come hobbling 

into our house, and sat down with a groan. "If you had the gout in 
your great toe, Squire, as I have it in mine, you'd soon feel what the 
matter was." 

"You have -been grunting over that gout for days past, Coney!" 
"So I have. It won't go in and it won't come out; it stops there 

on purpose to torment me with perpetual twinges. I have been over 
to Timberdale Parsonage this morning, and the walk has pretty nigh 
done for me." 

The Squire laughed. We often did laugh at Coney's gout: which 
never seemed to be very bad, or to get beyond incipient "twinges." 

"Better have stayed at home and nursed your gout than have 
pranced off to Timberdale." 

"But I had to go," said the farmer. "Jacob Lewis sent for me." 
Mr. Coney spoke of Parnon Lewis, Rector of Timberdale. At this 

time the parson was on his last legs, going fast to his rest. His mother 
and old Coney's mother had been fir t cousins, which accounted for the 
intimacy between the parsonage and the farm. It was Eastertide, and 
,ve were spending it at Crabb Cot. 

"Do you remember Thomas Lewis, the doctor? " asked old Coney. 
"Remember him! ay, that I do," was the Squire's answer. "What 

of him?" 
"He has been writing to the parson to take a house for him; he and 

·his daughter are coming to live in old England again. Poor Lewi · 
can't look out for one himself, so he has put it upon me. And much I 
can get about, with this lame foot 1" 

* This paper, "Anne," ought to have been inserLed before some of tba 
papeff? w~ic~ l!M'e prec~de4 it, n.s the ev~pfs ft tr~t. of tpok plac\) q.t q.n earlier 
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u A house at Timberdale? " 
"Either in the neighbourhood of Timberdaie or Crabb, Dr. Lewis 

writes: or he wouldn't mind Islip. I saw his letter. Jacob says there's 

nothing vacant at Timberdale at all likely to suit. Vv e have been 

thinking of that little place over here, that the people have just gone 

out of." 
",Vhat little place? " 
"Maythorn Bank. 'Twouid be quiie large enough." 

"And it's very pretty," added the Squire. "Thomas Lewis coming 

back 1 Wonders will never cease. How he could reconcile himself to 

staying away all his life, I can't tell. Johnny lad, he will like to see 

you. He and your father were as thick as inkle weavers." 

" Ay l Ludlow was a good friend to him while he was doing 

nothing," nodded old Coney. "As to his staying away, I expect he 

could not afford to live in England. He has had a legacy left him 

now, he tells the parson. What are you asking, Johnny? " 

" Did I ever know Dr. Lewis ? " 
" rot you, lad. Thomas Lewis went abroad ages before • you were 

born, or thought of. Five-and-twenty years he must have been away." 

" More than that," said the Squire. 
This Thomas Lewis was half-brother to the Rector of Timberdale·, 

but was not related to the Coneys. He served his time, when a boy, to a 

surgeon at Worcester. In those days young men were apprenticed to 

doctors just as they were to other trades. Young Lewis was steady 

and clever ; but so weak in health that when he was qualified and 

ought to have set up on his own acccount, he could not. People were 

wondering what would become of him, for he had no money, when by 

one of those good chances that rarely fail in time of need, he obtained 

a post as travelling companion to a ' nobleman, rich and sickly, who was 

going to reside in the warmth of the south of France. They went. It 

brought up Thomas Lewi 's health, . Jl; made quite another man of 

him ; and when, a little later, his patron died, he found that he had 

taken care of his future. He had left the young surgeon a competency 

of two hundred a-year. Mr. Lewis stayed on where he waR, married 

a lady who had some small means, took a foreign medical degree to 

become Dr. Lewis, and obtained a little practice amidst the English 

that went to the place in winter. They had been obliged to live 

frugally, though an income of from two to three hundred a-year goes 

a great deal farther over the water than it doe;:. in EngluuJ : and per­

hap the lack of means to tra el had kept Dr. Lewis from visiting his 

native land. Y ery little had been known of him at home ; the letters 

interchanged by him and the pa1 on were few and far between. Now, 

it appeared, the doctor had again dropped into a legacy of a few 

hundred pouuds, and was coming back , itl+ Qis daughter-an qnly 

c4iid. '-!'~e wife wqf? qeaq! • 
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Maythorn Bank, the pretty little place spoken of by Mr. Coney, was taken.' • It belonged to Sir -Robert Tenby. A small, red-brick house, 
standing in a flower-garden, with a delightful view from its windows of the charming Worcestershire scenery and the Malvern Hills in the 
distance. Excepting old Coney's great rambling farm-homestead close 
by, it was the nearest house to our own. But the_ inside, when it came 
to be.looked at, was found to be in a state of dilapidation, not at all fit 
for a gentleman's habitation. S_ir Robert Tenby was applied to, and he gave directions that it should be put in order. 

Before this was completed, the Rector of Timberdale died. He had 
been suffering from ailments and sorrow for a long while ; and in the 
sweet spring season, the season that he had loved above all other 
seasons, when the May birds were singing and the May flowers were 
blooming, he crossed the river that divides us from the eternal shores. 

Mr. Coney had to see to the new house then upon his own respon­
sibility ; and when it was finished and the workmen were gone out of 
it, he went over to Worcester, following Dr. Lewis's request, and ordered 
in a sufficiency of plain furniture. By the middle of June all was ready, 
a maid-servant engaged, and the doctor and his daughter were atliberty to come when they pleased. 
- We had just go-t home for the Midsummer holidays when they arrived. 
Old Coney took me to the station to !fleet them; be said there might be 
parcels to carry. Once, a French lady had come on a visit to the farm, 
and she brought with her fifteen small hand-packages and a bandbox. 

"And these people are French, too, you see, Johnny," reasoned old 
Coney. "Lewis can't be called anything better, and the girl was born 
there. Can't even speak English, perhaps. I'm sure he has bad time to forget his native tongue." 

But they spoke English just as readily and fluently as we did; even 
the young lady, Anne, had not the slightest foreign accent. And there were no small packages ; nothing but three huge trunks and a sort of 
large reticule, which she carried herself, and would not give up to me. 
I liked her looks the moment I saw her. You know I always take 
likes or dislikes. A rather tall girl, light and graceful, with a candid 
face, a true and sweet voice, and large, soft brown eyes that met mine frankly and fearlessly. 

But the doctor I He was like a shadow. A tall man, with stooping shoulders, handsome, thin features, hollow cheeks, and scanty hair. 
But every look and movement bespoke the gentleman ; every tone of bis low voice was full of considerate courtesy. 

"·what a poor weak fellow I " lamented old Coney aside to me. 1
1 It's just the Thomas Lewis of the years gone by; no health, no stamina. I'm afraid be has only come home to die." 

They liked the house, and liked everything in it ; and he thanked old Coney very earnestly for the trouble he had t~~e!l. T neyer saw . 
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man, as I learnt later, so considerate for the feelings of others, or so 
grateful for any little service rendered to himself. • • 

"It is delightful," said Miss Lewis, smiling at me. {' I shall call it 
our little chateau. And those hills in the distance are the beautiful 
Malvern Hills that my father has so often told me of!" 

" How well you speak English ! " I said. " Just as we do." 
" Do you suppose I could do otherwise, when my father and my 

mother were English? It is in truth my native tongue. I think J 
know England better than France. I have always heard so much of it/' 

"But you speak French as a native?" 
"Oh, of course. German also." 
"Ah, I see you are an accomplished young lady, Miss Lewis." 
"I am just the opp9site," she said, with a laugh. "I never learnt 

accomplishments. I do not play; I do not sing; I do not draw; I do 
not-but yes, I do dance : every one dances in France. Ours was not 
a rich home, and my dear mother brought me up to be useful in it. I 
can make my own dresses ; I can cook you an omelette, or- " 

"Anne, this is Mr. Todhetley," .interrupted her father. 
The Squire had come in through the open glass doors, round which 

the jessamine was blooming. When they had talked a bit, he took me 
up to Dr. Lewis. 

" Has Coney told you who he is ? William Ludlow's son. You 
remember him 1" 

" Remember ,vmiam Ludlow! I must forget myself before I could 
forget him," was the doctor's answer, as he took both my hands in his 
and held me before him to look into my eyes. The tears were rising 
in hi own. 

' A pleasant face to look at," he was pleased to say. "But they 
did not name him William? " 

' o. ~ e call him Johnny." 
"One generation passes away and another rises up in its place. How 

few, how few of those I knew are now left to welcome me ! Even poor 
Jacob has not stayed." 

Tears seemed to be the fashion just then. I turned away, when 
released, and saw them in Miss Lewis's eyes as she stood against the 
window-sill, absently playing with the white jessamine. 

" When they begin to speak of those who are gone, it always puts 
me in mind of mamma," she said in a whisper, as if she would apologize 
for the tears. " I can't help it." 

" Is it long since you lost her ? " 
" early two years ; and home has not been the same to papa since. 

I do my best; but I am not my mother. I think it was that which 
made papa resolve to come to England when he found he could afford 
it. Home is but triste, you see, when tlle qeare t on~ it cpntained pas 
gR~c o-qt of itr'' • 
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. It struck me that the house could not have had one dearer in it than 
Anne. She was years and years older than I, but I began to wish she 
was my sister. 

And her manners to the servant were so nice-a homely country girl, 
named Sally, engaged by Mr. Coney. Miss Lewis told the girl that she 
hoped she would be happy in her new place, and that she would help 
her when there was mur.h work to do. Altogether Anne Lewis was a 
perfect contrast to the fashionable damsels of that day, who could not 
make themselves appear too fine. 

The next day was Sunday. vVe had just finished breakfast, and 
Mrs. Todhetley was nursing her toothache, when Dr. Lewis came in, 
looking more shadowy than ever in his black Sunday clothes, with the 
deep band on his hat. They were going to service at Timberdale, and 
he wanted me to go with them. 

" Of course I have not forgotten the way to Timberdale," said he; 
"but there's an odd, shy feeling upon me of not liking to walk about 
the old place by myself. Anne is strange to it also. We shall soon 
get used to it, I dare say. • Will you go, Johnny?" 

" Yes, sir." 
" Crabb Church is close by, Lewis," remarked the Squire, " and it\~ 

a steaming hot day." 
"But I must go to Timberdale J;his morning. It was poor Jacob's 

church, you know for many years. And though he is no longer there, 
I should like to see the desk and pulpit which he filled." 

"Ay, to be sure," readily acquiesced the Squire. "I'd go with you 
myself, Lewis, but for the heat." 

Dr. Lewis said he should take the roadway, not the short cut through 
Crabb Ravine. It was a good round, and we had to t .rt c:i.rly. I 
liked Anne better than ever : no one could look nicer than sl1e did in 
her trim black dress. As we walked along, Dr. Lewis frequeutly halted 
to recognize old scenes, and ask me was it this place, or that. 

" That fine place out yonder ? " he cried, stopping to point to a large 
stone house half-a-mile off the road, partly hidden amidst its beautiful 
grounds. " I ought to know whose it is. Let me see ! " 

" It is Sir Robert Tenby's seat-Bellwood. Your landlord, sir." 
"Ay, to be sure-Bellwood. In my time it was Sir George's, 

though." 
" Sir George died five or six years ago." 
"Has Sir Robert any family? He must be middle-aged now.'' 
" I think ho is forty-five, or so. He is not married." 
'' Does he chiefly Jive here ? " 
'' \bout half his time ; the rest he spends at his house in London. 

He lives very quietly. We all like Sir Robert." • 
vVe sat in the Rector 's pew, having it to ourselves. Herbert 

TaP.erton c1i4 the clut_, ancl gave a ~ooq ser~on1 _rQboc11 was J1et 
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a.ppointed to the vacant living, which was in Sir Robert Tenby's gift. 

Herbert, meanwhile, took charge of the parish, and many people thought 

he would get it-as he did, later. 
The Bellwood pew faced the Rector's, and Sir Robert sat in it alone. 

A fine-looking man, with greyish hair, and a homely face that you 

took to at once. He seemed to pay the greatest attention to Herbert 

Tanerton's sermon; possibly was deliberating whether he was worthy 

of the living, or not. In the pew behind him sat Mrs. Macbean, an 

old lady who had been housekeeper at Bell wood during two generations ; 

and the Bell wood servants sat further down. 

,v e were talking to Herbert Tanerton outside the church after 

service, when Sir Robert came up and spoke to the parson. He, 

Herbert, introduced Dr. Lewis to him as the late Rector's brother. 

Sir Robert shook hands with him at once, smiled pleasantly at Anne, 

and nodded to me as he continued his way. 

" Do you like your house ? " asked Herbert. 

"I shall like it by-and-by, no doubt," was the doctor's answer. " I 

should like it now, but for the paint. The smell is dreadful." 

" Oh, that ·will soon go off," cried Herbert. 

" Yes, I hope so : or I fear it will make me ill." 

In going back we took Crabb Ravine, and were at home in no time. 

'l'hey asked me to stay dinner, and I did so. We had a loin of lamb, 

and a raspbeiTy tart, if ·any one is curious to know. Dr. Lewis had 

taken a fancy to me: I don't know why, unless it was that he had 

liked my father ; and I'm sure I had taken one to them. But the 

paint did smell badly, and that's the truth. 

In all my days I don't think I ever saw a man so incapable as Dr. 

Lewis ; so helpless in the common affairs of life. What he would 

have done without Anne, I know not. He was just fit to sit down and 

be led like a child; to have said to him-Come here, go there; do 

this, do the other. Therefore, when he asked me to run in in the 

morning and see if he wanted anything, I was not surprised. Anne 

thought he might be glad of my shoulder to lean upon when he walked 

about the garden. • 

It was past eleven when I arrived there, for I had to do an errand 

fir t of all for the Squire: • Anne was kneeling down in the parlour 

amid t a lot of small cuttings of plants, which she had brought from 

France. They lay on the carpet on pieces of paper. She wore a 

frc h white cotton gown, with black spots upon it, and a black bow at 

the throat; and he looked nicer than ever. 

Look here, Johnny; I don t know what to do. The labels have 

all come off, and I can't tell which is which. I suppose I did not 

fa ten them on securely. Sit down-if you can find a ohair,11 

The chairs and table were trcwed with books, most of them French, 

an l othe rnn! l &r . ic1e , Ju,~ npnc~ed. I dic1 not rnnt fl. cha"·, blli 
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knelt down beside her, asking if I could help. She said no, and that she hoped to be straight by the morrow. The doctor had stepped out, she did not know where, "to escape the smell of the paint." 
I was deep in the pages of one of the books, " Les Contes de Ma Bonne," which Anne said was a great favourite of hers, though it was meant for children ; and she had her head, as before, bent over the green sprigs and labels, when a shadow, passing the open glass doors, glanced in and halted. I supposed it must be the doctor; but it was 

Sir Robert Tenby. Up I started ; Anne did the same quietly, and quietly in.vited him in. 
"I walked over to see Dr. Lewis, and to ask whether the house requires anything else done to it," he explained. " And I had to come early, as I am leaving the neighbourhood this afternoon." 
" Oh, thank you," said Anne, "it is very kind of you to come. Will you please to sit down, sir? 11 hastily taking the books off a chair. "Papa is out, but I think he will not be long." 
" Are you satisfied with the house? " he asked. 
" Quite so, sir ; and I do not think it wants anything done to it at all. I hope you will not suppose we shall keep it in this state," she added rather anxiously. "When things are being unpacked, the rooms are sure to look untidy." 
Sir Robert smiled. ." You seem very notable, Miss Lewis." 
" Oh, I do everything, 11 she answered, smiling back. " There is no one else." 
He had not taken the chair, but went out, saying he should probably meet Dr. Lewis- leaving a message for him, about the house, in case he did not. 
"He is your great and grand man of the neighbourhood, is he not, Johnny? " said Anne, as she knelt down on the carpet again. "Oh, he is grand enough." 
"Then don't you think he is, considering that fact, very pleasant and affable ? I'm sure he is as simple and free in manners and speech as we are." 
'' Most grand men-if they are truly great-are that. Your upstarts assume no end of airs." 
"I know who will never assume airs, Johruiy. He has none in him." " Who's that ? " 
" Yourself." 
It made me laugh. I had nothing t.o assume them for. 
It was either that afternoon or the following one that Dr. Lewis came up to the Squire and old Coney as they were talking together in the road. He told them that he could not possibly stay in the house ; he should be laid up if he did; he must go away until the smell of the paint was gone. That he was looking ill, both saw; and they belieyed he qiq JlOt complain ,yithout caqs~. • 
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The question was; ,vhere could he go ? Mr. Coney hospitably 
offered him house-room; but the doctor, while thanking him, said the 
smell might last a long time, and he should prefer to be independent. 
He had been thinking of going with Anne to Worcester for a time, 
Did they know of lodgings there ? 

"Better go to an hotel," said the Squire. "No trouble at an hotel." 
"But hotels are not always comfortable. I cannot feel at home in 

them,1' argued the poor doctor. " And they cost too much besides." 
"You might chance to hit upon lodgings where you wouldn't be any 

more comfortable, Lewis. And they'd be very dull for you." 
"There's Lake's boarding-house," put in old Coney, whilst the 

doctor was looking blank and helpless. 
" A boarding-house ? Ay, that might do, if it's not a noisy one." 
'It's not noisy at all," cried the Squire. "It's uncommonly well 

conducted : sometimes there are not three visitors in the house. You 
and Miss Lewis would be comfortable there." 

And for Lake's boarding-house Dr. Lewis and Anne took their depar­
ture on the very next day. If they had only foreseen the trouble their 
stay at it would lead to ! 

Lake's boarding-house stood near the cathedral. A roomy house, 
with rather shabby furniture in it: but in boarding-houses and lodgings 
people don't, as a rule, look for gilded chairs and tables. Some years 
before, Mrs. Lake, the wife of a professional man,_ and a gentlewoman, 
was suddenly left a widow with four infant children, boys, and nothing 
to keep them upon. What to do she did not know. And it often 
puzzles me to think what such poor ladies do do, left in similar straits. 

She had her furniture; and that was about all. Friends suggested 
that she should take a house in a likely situation, and try for some lady 
boarders; or perhaps for some of the college boys, whose homes lay at 
a di tance. ot to make too long a story of it, it was what she did do. 
And he had been in the house ever since, struggling on (for these 
houses mostly do entail a struggle), sometimes flourishing in numbers, 
sometimes down in the dumps with empty rooms. But she had 
managed to bring the children up : the two elder ones were out in the 
world, the two younger were still in the college school. Mrs. Lake was 
a meek little woman, ever distracted with practical cares, especially as 
to ste'1is and gravies: Miss Dinah Lake (her late husband's sister, and 
a majestic lady of middle age), who lived with her, chiefly saw to the 
company. 

But now, would any one believe that Dr. Lewis was ' that shy," as 
their maid, ally, expre sed it-or perhaps you would rather call it 
helpless-that he begged the Squire to let me go with him to Lake\;. 
Otherwise he should be lost, he said ; and Anne, accustomed to French 
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ways and habits, could not be of much use to him in a strange boarct­
h1g-house: Johnny knew the house, and would feel at home there. 

When Captain Sanker and his wife (if you ha-Ve not forgotten them) 
fitst came to Worcester, they stayed at Lake's while fixing on a resi. 
dence, and that's how we became tolerably well acquainted with the 
Lakes. This year that I am now writing about was the one that pre• 
ceded the accident to King Sanker, told of earlier in the volume. And, 
in point of rotation, this paper ought to have appeared first. 

So I went with Dr. Lewis and Anne. It was late in the afternoon 
when we reached Worcester, close upon the dinner-hour-which was 
five o'clock, and looked upon as quite a fashionable hour in those days. 
The dinner-bell had rung, and the company had filed in to dinner when 
we got downstairs. • 

But there was not much company staying in the house. Mrs. Lake 
did not appear at dinner, and Miss Dinah Lake took the head of the 
table. It happened more often than not that Mrs. Lake was in the 
kitchen, superintending the dinner and seeing to the ragouts and 
sauces ; especially upon the advent of fresh inmates, when the fare 
would be unusually liberal. Mrs. Lake often said she was a " born 
cook;" which was lucky, as she could not . afford to keep first-rate 
servants. 

Miss Dinah sat at the head of th~ table, in a rustling green gown and 
primrose satin cap. Having an income of her own she could afford to 
dress. (Mrs. Lake's best gown was black silk, thin and scanty.) Next to 
Miss Dinah sat a fair, plump little woman, with round green eyes and a 
soft voice : at any rate, a soft way of speaking : who was introduced to 
ns as Mrs. Captain Podd. She in turn introduced her daughters, Miss 
Podd and Miss Fanny Podd : both fair, like their mother, and with the 
same sort of round green eyes. A Mr. and Mrs. Mitchell completed 
the company; two silent people who seemed to do nothing but eat. 

Dr. Lewis sat by Mrs. Captain Podd: and very pleasant and attentive 
the doctor found her. He was shy as well as helpless; but she talked 
to him freely in her low soft voice and put him altogether at his ease. 
My place chanced to be next to Miss Fanny Podd's : and she began 
at once to put me at my ease, as her mother was putting the doctor. 

"You are a stranger here, at the dinner-table," observed Mi. s 
Fanny; 1' but we shall be good friends presently. People in this house 
800n become sociable." 

" I am glad of that." 
" I did not quite hear your name. Did you catch mine? Fanny 

Podd." 
"Yes. Thank you. Mine is Ludlow." 
" I suppose you never were at Worcester before ? '' 
"Oh, I know vVorcester very well indeed. I lhte in ,vorcester­

shire." 
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11 Why ! ii cried the young lady, neglecting her soiip to stare at mei 

"we heard you had just come over from living in France. Miss Dinali 

said so-that old guy at the head of the table.'1 

"Dr. and Miss Lewis have just come from France. Not 1. I ·kno,f 

Miss Dinah Lake very well." • 

"Do you? Don't go -and tell her I called hei' an old guy, :Maiiin1:t 

wants to keep in with Miss Dinah, or she might be disagreeaLle. ·what 

a stupid town vVorcester is I " 
"Perhaps you do not know many people in it.,, 

"vVe don't know any one. We had been staying last in a garrison 

town. That was pleasant: so many nice officers about. You could­

not go to the window but there'd be some in sight. Here nobody seems 

to pass but a crew of staid old parsons." 
" We are near the cathedral; that's why you see so many parsorni. 

A re you going to remain long in Worcester? " 
' That's just as the fancy takes mamma. ,Ve have been here 

already six or seven weeks." 
"Have you no settled home? " 
Miss Fanny Podd pursed up her lips and shook her head. " "\Yo 

like change best. A settled home would be wretchedly dull. Onrs 

was given up when papa died." 
Thus she entertained me to the end of dinner. "\Ve all left the taLle 

together-wine was not in fashion at Lake's. Those who wanted any 

had to provide it for themselves : but the present company seemed to 

be satisfied with the home-urewed ale. Mrs. Captain Podd put her 

arm playfully into that of Dr. Lewis, and .said she would show him tlie 

way to the drawing-room. 
And so it went on all the evening: she making herself agreeable to 

the doctor: Miss Podd to Anne ; Fanny to me. Of course it was highly 

good-natured of them. Mrs. Podd discoYered that the doctor liked 

backgammon ; and she looked for a moment as cross as a wasp on find-

i_ng there was no board in the house. _ 

Quite an omission, my dear Miss Dinah," she said, smoothing away 

the frown with a sweet smile. "I thought a backgammon-board was 

as necessary to a house as chairs and tables." 

" Mrs. Lake had a board once," said Miss Dinah ; " but the boys got 

possession of it, and somehow it was broken. We have chess-and 

cribbage." 
' Would you like a hand at cribbage, my dear sir? " asked .Irs. 

Podd of tlle doctor. 
Don't play it, ma'am," said he. 

' Ah "-with a little sigh. "Julia, lo e, would ou mind Si nging 

one of your quiet song ? Or a duet. Fanny sweetc t, try n qu iet 

duet with your i. ter. Go to the piano." 

If they called the duet qufot, I ·,.-ondered wh:\t tbe~· caUcd noisy, 
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You might have heard it over at the cathedral. Their playing and 
singing was of the style known as "showy." Some people adniire it: 
but it is a good thing ear-drums are not easily cracked. 

The next day Mrs. Podd made the house a present of a back­
gammon-board: and in the evening she and Dr. Lewis sat down to 
play. Our number had dedreased, for Mr. and Mrs. Mitchell had left; 
and Mrs. Lake dined with us, taking the foot of the table. Miss Dinah 
always, I found, kept the head. 

" She is so much bettet calculated to preside than I am," whispered 
meek Mrs. Lake to me later in the evening; as, happening to pass the 
kitchen-door after dinner, I saw her in there, making the coffee. 
" vVhat should I do without Dinah ! " 

'' But need you come out to make the coffee, Mrs. Lake ? " 
"My dear, when I leave it to the servants, it is not drinkable. I am 

rather sorry Mrs. Podd makes a point of having coffee in an evening. 
Our general rule is to give only tea.,, 

"I wouldn1t give in to Mrs. Podd." 
"Well, dear, we like to be accommodating when we can. Being my 

cousin, she orders things more freely than our ladies usually do. Dinah 
calls her exacting ; but-- ,, 

" Is Mrs. Podd your cousin ? ,, I intetrupted, in surprise. 
" My first cousin. Did you . not know it? Her mother and my 

mother were sisters.1
' 

"The girls don't call you 'aunt.1 
,, 

" They do sometimes when we are alone. I suppose they think I 
am beneath them-keeping a boarding-house." 

I bad not much liked the Podds at first: as the days went on I liked 
them less. They were not sincere : I was quite sure of it; Mrs. Podd 
especially. But the manner in which she had taken Dr. Lewis under 
her wing was marvellous. He began to think he could not move with• 
out her: he was as one who bas found a sheet-anchor. She took 
trouble of all kinds from him : her chief aim seemed to be to make his 
life pass pleasantly. She would order a carriage and take him for a 
drive in it; she'd parade the High Street on his arm; she sat with him 
in the Green within the enclosure, though Miss Dinah told her one day 
she had not the right of entrance to it; she walked him off to inspect 
the monuments in the cathedral, and talked with him in the cloisters 

• of the old days .when Cromwell stabled bis horses there. After dinner 
they would play backgammon till bed-time. And with it all, she was 
so gay and sweet and gentle, that Dr. Lewis thought she must be a very 
angel come out of heaven. 

"J obnny, I don 1t like her,,, said Anne to me one day. " She seems 
to take papa completely out of my hands, She makes him feel quite 
independent of me." 

" You like her as well as I do, Anne." 
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u This morning ! f'otmd. him in the drawii1g-rooh1; alone, for a 
wonder: he was gazing up in his abstracted way, as if wanting to dis­
cover what the pinnacles of the cathedral were made of, which appear . 
to be so close, you know, from the windows of that room. 'Papa, you 
are lonely,' I said. '\Vould you like to walk out ?-or what would you 
like to do ? ' ' My dear, Mrs. Podd will see to it all,' he answered ; 
'don't trouble yourself; I am waiting for her.' It is just as though he 
had no more need of me." 

Anne Le,~is turned away to hide her wet eyelashes. For my part, 
I thought the sooner Mrs. Captain Podd betook herself from Lake's 
boarding-house, the better. It was too much of a good thing. • 

That same afternoon I h~ard so~e conversation not meant for me. 
Behind the house was a square patch of ground ca1led a garden, con­
taining a few trees and some sweet herbs. I was sitting on the bench 
there, underneath the high, old-fashioned dining-room windows, think­
ing how hot the sun was, wishing for something to do, and wondering 
when Dr. Lewis meant to send me home. He and Mrs. Podd were 
out together; Anne was in the kitchen, teaching Mrs. Lake some 
mysteries of French cookery. Miss Dinah sat in the dining-room, in 
her spectacles, darning table-cloths. 

"Oh, have you come in!" I suddenly beard her say, as the door 
opened. And it was Mrs. Podd's voice that answered. 

"The sun is so very hot: · poor dear Dr. Lewis felt quite ill. He 
has gone up to his room for half-an-hour to sit quietly in the shade. 
,\ here are my girls? " 

"I'm sure I don't know," replied Miss Dinah: and it struck me that 
her tone of , oice was rather crusty. "Mrs. Podd, I must again ask 
you when you will let me have some money? " 

"As soon as I can," said Mrs. Podd : who seemed by the sound, to 
have thrown herself upon a chair, and to be fanning her face with a 
rustling newspaper. 

"But you have said that for some weeks. When is the 'soon 
to be?" 

"You know · I have been disappointed in my remittances. It is 
really too hot for talking." 

"I know that you say you have. But we cannot go on without 
some money. 'l'he expenses of this house are heavy: how are they to 
be kept up if our guests don't pay us? Indeed you must let me have 
pa.rt of your account, if not all." 

"My dear sweet creature, the house is not yours," returned Mrs. 
Podd, in her most hone) ed accents. 

"I manage it,1
' said :Miss Dinah, "and am responf:iible for getting in 

the accounts. You know tha.t otlr cu:-tom is to be paid ,reekly.11 

"Exactly, dear Mi s Dinah. But I am sure that my cousin, Etnmn. 
Luke, would not wi h to inconvenience me. I am indebted to her; • 

Jvhnny Ludlow.- 11. 21 



322 - JOHN~Y LU~loW. 

n_ot _to you ;· and I will pay her as soon as r- can. -1\Jy good creature, 
how can ·y~m ~it ste_wi_ng oYer that pl~inse'._ving this sultry afternoon?" 

"I am _obEge_d to,'.'. re'sponded Miss Dinah~ ",ve have not 111oney 
to spend on ne~ linen_: trouble enough, it. _js, I can assure you, to keep • 
the old decent." • 

"I should get somebody to help me. • That young woman, Miss 
Lewis,_might _do it: she seems to have been used to all kinds of work." 

"I wish you wo_uld shut that door: you have left it open," retorted . 
Miss Dinah: " I don't like sitting in a draught, though it is hot. And 
1 must' beg of you to understand, Mrs. Podd, that we really cannot -
contini-ie to keep you and your daugh~ers here unless you can mm:iage 
to give us a little mon_ey." 

By the shutting of the door and the silence that ensued, it was -
apparent that Mrs. Podd had _departed, leaving Miss Dinah to her 
table-cloths. But now, this had surprised me. For, to hear Mrs. 
Captain Pocld mid her daughters talk, and to see _the way in which . 
they dressed, one could not have supposed they were ever at a fault fo r . 
reacl,;-c·ash. • 

At 'the . end o·f tgn days' i werit home. •• Dr. Le~vis no long~i· ~,,anted 
me: he had · Mrs. Podd. And ·1 think it must have been about ten : 
<lays after that, that " ·e heard the doctor an~l Anne were returning. 
The paint smelt still, hut riot so badly as before. 

They did not come .alone. Mrs. Podd and her two daughters 
accompanied them to spend the day. Mrs. Podd was in a ravishing • 
11ew toilette; and I hoped Lake's boarding-house had been paid. 

Mrs. Podd went foto raptures over Maythorn Bank, paint and all. 
It .was the sweetest little place she had ever been in, she said, and • 
f;Ome trifling, judicious care ,vould convert it into a paradise. 

I know who had the present care; and that was Anne. They got 
over about twelve o'clock; and as soon as she hacl seen the ladies' 
things off, and they were comfortably installed in the best parlour, its 
glass doors standing open to the fragrant flower-beds, she put on a big 
apron in the kttchen and heli)ed Sally with the dinner. 

"Need you <lo it, Anne? :' I said, running in, having seen lier 
crumbling bread as I passed the window. • 

"Yes, I must, Johnny. Papa bade me have a Hice dinner served 
to-day : and Sally is inexperienced, you know: she knows nothing 
about the little dishes he likes. Tq tell you the truth," added Anne, 
glancing meaningly info my eyes for a .moment, "I would rather be ­
cooking here than talking with them there." 

' '' Are you soh·y to leave " r orcester? " 
." Yes, and no," she answered. "Sorry to leave 1\frs. Lake and 

Miss Dinah, for I like them both : glad to be at home ngaii;i and to 
have papa to myself. I shall not cry if we never see Mrs. Po<la again. 
Perhaps I am mi taken: ;\O~l I'm sure I clid not think that the jmlging 



or othet'S tlhcharitably was one of my faults; but 1 cahhot help thinking 
that she has tried to estrange papa from me. - I suppose it is her way: 
she cannot have any real wish to do it. However, she goes back 
to-night, and then it will be over." 

"Who is at Lake's now?" 
"No one-except the Podds. I am sorry, for I fear they nave some 

difficulty to make both ends meet." 

. 

\Vas it over I Anne Lewis reckoned without her host. 
I was running into faythorn Bank the next morning, when I saw 

the shimmer of Anne's white garden-bonnet and her morning dress · 
amidst the raspberry-bushes, and turned aside to greet her. She had a · 
basin in her hand, picking the fruit, and the hot tears were running 
down her cheeks. Conceal her distress she could not; any attempt · 
would have been worse than futile. • 

"Oh, Johnny, she is going to marry him 1 " cried she, with an 
outburst of sobs. 

" Going to ma1Ty him !..:._who? what? " I asked, taking the basin 
from her hand : for I declare that the truth did not strike me. • 

' She is. Mrs. Podd. She is going to marry papa." 
For a moment she held her face against the apple-tree. The words 

confounded me. More real grief I had never seen. :My heart ached 
for her. 

' Don't think me selfish," she said, turning presently, trying to subdue 
the sobs, and wiping the tears away. '' I hope I am not that: or unduti­
fol. It is not for myself that I grieve; indeed it is not; but for him." 

I knew that. 
"If I could only think it would be for his happiness! But oh, I fear 

it. will not be. Something seem to tell me that it will not. And if­
he hould be-uncomfortable afterwards-miserable afterwards !-I 
think the di tre s would kill me.,, 

"I it true, Anne? How did ) ou hear it? " 
' T1·ue ! Too true, Johnny. At breakfast this :norning papa said, 

' ,, e shall be dull to-day without our friend , Anne., I told him I 
hoped not, and that I would go out with him, or read to him, or do 
nnything er e he liked; and I reminded him of his small stock of choice 
books that he used to be so fond of. 'Yes, ye , we ·haU be very dull, 
you and I alone in this strange hou e,1 he resumed. 'I have been 
thinking for nme time we should be, Anne, and so I have asked that 
dear, kind, lively woman to come to us for good., I did not understand 
him; I did not indeed, Johnny; and papa went on to explain. 'You 
must know that I allude to Mrs. Podd, Anne,' he said. ' ·when I saw 
her so charmed with thi house yesterday, and we were talking about 
my future lonelines in it- and he bmented it, cren with . tears-one 
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word led to another, and I felt encouraged to venture to ask her to 
share it and be my wife. And so, my dear, it is all settled; and I 
trust it will be for the happiness of us all. She is a most delightful 
woman, and will make the sunshine of any home.' I wish I could 
think it," concluded Anne. 

- :i No; don't take the basin," I said, as she went to do so. "I'll finish 
picking the raspberries. ·what are they for? " • 

"A pudding. Papa said he should like one." 
" ,vhy could not Sally pick them? Country girls are used to the 

sun." 
. "Sally is busy. Papa bade her clear out that room where our boxes 

were put: we shall want all the rooms now. Oh, Johnny, I wish we 
had not left France I Those happy days will never come again." 

. ,vas the doctor falling into his dotage? The question crossed my 
mind. It might never have occurred to me; but one day at ·worcester 
Miss Dinah had asked it in my hearing. I felt very uncomfortable, 
could not think of anything soothing to say to Anne, and went on 
picking the raspberries. 

" How many do you want? Are these enough ? " 
"Yes," she answered, looking at them. " I must fill the basin up 

with currants." 
. ,ve were bending over a currant-bush, Anne holding up a branch 

and I stripping it, when footsteps on -the path close by made us both 
look up hastily. There stood Sir Robert Tenby. He stared at the 
distress on Anne's face, which was too palpable to be concealed, and 
aske_d without ceremony what was amiss. 

It was the last feather that broke the camel's back. These words 
from a stranger, and his evident concern, put the finishing touch to 
Anne's state. SI-ie burst into more bitter tears than she had yet shed . 

. "Is it any trouble that I can help you out of?" asked Sir Robert, in 
the kindest tones, feeling, no doubt, as sorry as he looked. "Oh, my 
dear young lady, don't give way like this! " 

Touched by his sympathy, her heart seemed to open to him : perhaps 
she had need of finding consolation somewhere. Drying her tears, 
Anne told her story simply: commenting on it as she bad commented 
to me. 

" It is for my father's sake that I grieve, sir ; that I fear. I feel sure 
l\Irs. Podd will not make him really happy." 

"·wen, well, we must hope for the best," spoke Sir Robert, who 
looked n. little astonished at hearing the nature of the grievance, and 
perhaps thought Anne's distress more exaggerated than it need have 
b~en, " Dr. Lewis wrote to me last night about some alteration he 
wants to make in the garden; I have come to speak to him abont it." 

·" Alteration in the garden I" mechanically repeated Anne. "I have 
hel.lrd nothing about it." 
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He passed into the house to the doctor. We picked on at the 
currants, and then took them into the kitchen. Arine sat down on a 
chair to strip them from their stalks. Presently we saw Sir Robert and 
the doctor at one end of the garden, the latter drawing boundaries 
round a corner with his walking-stick. 

" Oh, I know," exclaimed Anne. " Yesterday Mrs. Pocld suggested 
that a summer-house in that spot would be a delightful improvement. 
But I never, neYer could have ·supposed papa meant to act upon the 
suggestion." 

Just so. Dr. Lewis wished to erect a summer-house of wood and 
trellis-work, but had not liked to do it without first speaking to his 
landlorJ. 

As the days went on, Anne grew to feel somewhat reassured. She 
was very busy, for all kinds of preparations had to be made in the 
house, and the wedding was to take place at once. 

"I think, perhaps, I took it up in a wrong light, Johnny," she said to 
me one day, when I went in and found her sewing at some new 
curtains. " I hope I did. It must have been the suddenness of the 
11ews, I suppose, and that I was so very unprepared for it." 

" How do you mean? In what wrong light? " 
''Noone seems to think ill of it, or to foresee cause for apprehension. 

I am o glad. I don't think I can ever much like her: but if she 
makes papa happy, it is all I ask." 

" ·who has been talking about it? " 
"Herbert Tanerton for one. He saw Mrs. Podd at "\Vorcester last 

week, and thought her charming. The v:ery woman, he said, to do 
papa good; lively and fu11 of resource. So it may all be for the 
be 't." 

I hould as soon have expected an invitation to the moon as to the 
wedding. But I got it. Dr. Lewis, left to himself, was feeling helpless 
again, and took me with him to "\Vorcester on the eve of the happy 
day. We put up at the Bell Hotel for the night; but Anne went direct 
to Lake's boarding-house. I ran down there in the evening. 

\\ hether an inkling of the coming wedding had got abroad, I can't 
say · it was to be kept private, and had been, so far as any one knew; 
but Lake's hon e was ful1, not a room to be had in it for love or money. 
Anne was put in a Jeeping-closet two yards square. 

'It i not our fault," poke l\Iis Dinah, openly. "We were keeping 
a room for 1i Lewi ; but on Monday last when a stranger came, 
wanting to be taken in Mr . Podd told us Miss Lewis was going to the 
hotel with her father." 

"My dear love, I thought you were," chimed in Mrs. Podd, as she 
patted Anne on the hou]der. "I must have mis-read a passage in your 
dear papa'~ letter, and so caught up the misapprehensi-on. Never 
mind; you shall dress in my room if your own is not lurge enough. 
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. And I ~m sure all young ladies ought to be oLliged to me; for the new 
inmate is a delightful man. My daughters find him charmi11g." 

"The room is quite large enough, thank you," replied Anne, meekly . 
. "Do you.approve of the w~dding, Miss Dinah?" I asked her later, 
when we were alone in the dining-room. "Do you like it? " 
: . -Miss Dinah, who was counting a lot of glasses on the sideboard that 
the maid had just washed and brought in, counted to the end, and then 
began upon the spoons. 

" It is the only way we can keep our girls in check," observed she ; 
:" otherwise they'd bre.1k and lose all before them. I know how many 
glasses have been used at table, consequently how many go out to be 
washed, and the girl bas to bring that same number in, or explain the 
reasoll' why. As to the spoons, they get thrown away with the dish­
water and sometimes into the fire. If they were silver it would be all 
the same." 

" Do you· like the match, Miss Dinah? 0 

" Johnny Ludlow," she said, turning to face me, " we make a point 
~i:i this house of not expressing our likes and dislikes. Our position is 
peculiar, you.know. ·when people have come to years of discretion, 
and are of the age that Mrs. Podd is, not to speak of Dr. Lewis's, we 
must suppose them to be capable of judging and acting for themselrns. 
,,Ve ha-ve not helped on the piatch ~y so much as an approving wonl 
or look : on the other hand, it has not lain in our duty or in our power 
to retard it." 

,vhich was, of co\lrse, good sense. But for all her caution, I fancied 
she could have spoken against it, had she chosen. 
. A trifling incident occurred _to m-e in going back to_the Bell. Rushing 
round the corner into Broad Street, a tall, well-dressed man, sauntering 
on before me, suddenly turned on his heel, and threw away his cigar . 

. It caught the front of my shirt. I flung it off again; but not before it 
had burnt a small hole in the linen. 

"I beg your pardon," said the smoker, in & courteous voice-ancl 
there was -no mistaking him for anything but a gentleman. "I am 
very sorry. It was frightfully careless of me." 

"Oh, it is nothing; don't think about it'," I answered, making off at 
full speed. 

St. Michael's Church stood in a nook under the cathedral walls: it is 
taken down now. It was chere that the wedding took place. Dr. 
Lewis arrived at it mor~ like a baby than a bridegroom, helpless and 
nervous to a painful degree. But Mrs. Podd made up for his deficiencies 
in her grand self-possession; her white bonnet and nodding feather 
seemed ·to fill the church. • Anne wore grey ·silk; Julia and Fanny Podd 
some shining pink stuff that their petticoats could be seen through. 
Poor Anne's tears were dropping duri~ the service i she kept her head 
'bent down to hide them, 
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"Look up, Anne,1' I said from my place ·close to her: · !'- Take 
' courage." . . •. . . -- ·- • 

"I can't help it, indeed, Johnny," she whispered. "I-wish I could . 
. rm sure I wouldn't throw a damper on the general joy for the world.,, 

The wedding-party was a very small one indeed; -just ourselve~ and 
. a stern-looking gentleman, who was said to be a lawyer-cousin of the 
Pode.ls, and to come from Birmingham. , All the people staying at 
Lake's had flocked into the church to look on. 

"Pray take my arm. Allow me to lead you out. I see how deeply 
you are feeling this." • A 

The ceremony seemed to be over almost as soon as it was begun­
perhaps the parson, remembering the parties had both been married 
before, cut it short. And it was in the slight bustle consequent·upon 
its · termination that the above words, in a low, tender, arid -most 
considerate tone, broke upon my ear. Where had I heard the . voice 
before? 

Turning hastily round, I recognized the stranger of the night before. 
It was to Anne he had spoken, and he had already taken her upon his 
arm. Her head was bent still; the rebellious tears would hardly be 
kept back; and a sweet compassion sat on every line of his handsome 
features as he gazed down at her. 

" \iVho is he ? " I ask:ed of Fanny Podd, as he walked forward with 
Anne. 

"Mr. Angerstyne-the most fascinating man I ever saw in my life. 
The Lakes could not have taken him in, but for ,mamma's inventing 
that little fable of Anne's going with old Lewis to the Bell. 'l'rus.t 
marnma for not letting us two girls lose a chance,'' added. free-speaking 
1''anny. "l may take your arm, I suppose, Johnny Ludlow." 

.And after a plain breakfast in private, which included only the 
wedding-party, Dr. and .Mrs. Lewis depilrted for Cheltenham. 

~art tbe i,econb. 

" J OHSNY, what can I do? ,vhat do you think I can do? " 
In the pretty grey silk that she had worn at her father's wedding, and 

with a whole world of perplexity in her soft brown eyes, Anne Lewis 
istoocl by me, and whi pered the question. As soon as the bride and 
bridegroom had driven off~ Anne was to clepa1t for Maythorn Bank, 
with J ulin. and Fanny Pocld.; all three of them to remain there for .the 
few days that Dr. and Mrs. Lewis purposed to be away. But now, no 
sooner had the sound of the bridal wheels died on our ears, and Aone 
bad suggested that they should get ready _for th~ir journey home, than 
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the two young ladies burst into a laugh, nnd said,- Diel she think they 
were going off to that dead-alive place! Not if they knew it. And, 
giving her ari emphatic nod to prove they meant what · they said, they 
waltzed to the _other end of the room in their shining pinkdresses to talk 
to Mr. Angerstyne. • 

- .Consternation sat in every line of Anne's face. "I cannot go there 
alone, or stay-t~ere alone," she said to me. " These things are uot 
done in France." . 

No: though Maythorn Bank was her own home, and though she was 
as thoroughly English as a girl can. be, it could not be done. French 
customs and ideas did not per~it it, and she had been brought up in 
them. It was qertainly _not nice behaviour of the girls. They should 
have objected before their mother left. 

"I don't know what you can do, Anne. Better ask Miss Dinah." 
"Not go with you, afte"r the arrangements are made-and your 

servant Sally is expecting you all I " cried Miss Dinah Lake. " Oh, you 
must be mistaken," she added; ·and went up to talk to them. Julia 
only laughed. 

"Go to be buried alive at Maythorn Bank as lo_ng as mamma chooses 
to stay a way! " she crie_d. ".You won't get either of us to do anything 

_- of the kind, Miss Dinah." 
"Mrs; Podd-I mean Mrs. Lewis-will be back to join you there in 

less than a week," said Miss Dinah. -
" Oh, will she, though l You don't know mamma. She may be off 

to Paris and fifty other places before she turns her head homewards 
again. Anne Lewis can go home by herself, if she wants to go : I and 
Fanny mean to ·stay :with you, Miss Dinah." 

-So Anne had to stay also. She sat down and wrote two letters : one 
to Sally, saying their coming home was delayed; the other to Dr. Lewis, 
asking what she was to do. . 

"And the gain is mine," observed Mr. Angerstyne. " \Vhat would 
the house have been without you ? " 

He appeared to speak to the girls generally. :But his eyes an<l his 
smile evidently were directed to Anne. She saw it too, and blushed. 
Blushed l when she had not yet known him four-and-twenty hours. 
But he was just the fellow for a girl to fall in love with-and no dis­
paragement to her to say so: 

"vVho is he?" I that evening asked :Miss Dinah. 
·" A Mr. Angerstyne," she answered. "I don't know mnch of him, 

except that he is an independent gentleman with a beautiful estate in 
Essex, and a fashionable man. I see what you arc thinking, Jo?nny: 
that it is curious a man of wealth and fashion should be staymg at 
Lake's boar<ling-house. Bnt Mr. J\ngerstyne came over from Malvern 
to see Captain Bristow · the ·old invalid, who keeps his room upstairs, 
i:mtl"'Vhen b~re tl1e captain p~rslladeq hirn to ~tay for a da1 9r twoi if 
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WC could give him a room. rhat\; how it was. Captain Bristow 

leaves us soon, and I suppose Mr. Angerstyne will b~ leaving too.'" 

I had expected to go home the following day; but that night up came 

two of the young Sankers, Dan and King, a~d said I was to go and stay 

a bit with them. Leave· to do so was easily ·had from home; for just 

as our school at old Frost's was reassemblii1g, two boys who had. stayed 

the holidays were taken -"iith bad· throats, and we were not to -go back 

till goodness knew when. Tod, who was on a visit in Gloucestershire, 

thought it would be Michaelmas. . . 

Back came letters from Cheltenham. Mrs. Lewis told her girls they 

might remain at V{ orcester if !hey liked. And D1:·. Lewis wrote to 

Anne, saying she must not go home alone; and he enclos(;d a note to 

Mrs. Lake, asking her to be so kind as to take care of his daughter. · 

After that we had a jolly time. The Sankers and Lakes amalgamated 

.well, and were always at one anothE)r's houses. This does not apply 

to Mrs. Lake and Miss Dinah: as Miss Dinah put it, they had no time 

for gadding down to Sanker's. But Mr. Angerstyne (who had not left) 

grew quite familiar there; the Sankers, who never stood on the slightest 

ceremony, making no stranger of him. Captain Sanker discovered that 

two or three former naval chums of his were known to Mr. Angersty11e; 

one <lead ol<l gentleman in particular, who had been his bosom friend . . 

This was quite enough. Mr. Angerstyne had, so to say, the key of the 

house given him, and went in and out of it at will. 

Every one liked Mr. Angerstyne. And for all the pleasurable excur­

sions that now fell to our lot, we were indebted to him. 'Without being 

o ·tentatious, be opened his purse freely ; and there was a delicacy in his 

manner of doing it that prevented its being felt. • On the plea of want­

ing, himself, to see some noted spot or place in the neighourhood, he 

would order a large post-carriage from the Star or the Crowni and 

invite as many as it would hold to accompany him, and bring baskets 

of choice fruit, or dainties from the pastry-cook's, to regale us on. Or 

Le would tell the Sankers that King looked d~licate: poor lame King, 

who was to clie ere another year had flown. Down would come the 

carriage, ostensibly to take King for a drive; and a lot of us reaped the 

Lenefit. Mr . Sanker ,Tas always of the party: without a chaperon, the 

·oung ladies coul<l not have gone. Generally speaking the Miss Podds 

would come-they took care of that: and Anne Lewis always came­

" liicb I think Mr. Angerstyne took care of. The golden page of life 

was opening for Anne Lewis : she seemed to be entering on an Elysian 

pathway, every step of which was strewn with flowers. 

One lay we went to Holt Fleet. The carriage came down to the 

S,rnkcrs' in the morning, Mr. Angerstyne in it, and the captain stepped 

out of doors, his face beaming, to see the start. Once in a way he 

wou1d be of the party him elf, but not often. Mr. Angerstyne handed 

. fr: . San~er in 1 qqq theq ca!l<?g out for i:n~. l held bstc~, feeling un-
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comfortable. at being always taken, and knowing that FreJ and Dan 
thought me selfish for it. But it was of no use : Mr. Angerstyne had -a 

-· way of carrying out his own will. 
"Get up on the box, Johnny," he said to me. An<l, close upon my 

heels, wanting to share the box with me, came D'ln Sanker. Mr . 
. Angerstyne pulled him back. 

'' Not you, Dan. - I shall take King." 
"King has been ever so many times-little wretch ! " grumbled Dan. 

"It's my turn. It's not fair, Mr. Angerstyne." 
u You, Dan, and Fred, and Toby, all the lot of you, shall have a 

caniage to yourselves for a whole day if you like, but King goes with 
me," said Mr. Angerstyne, helping the lad up. 

He got fa himself, took his seat by Mrs. Sanker, and the post-boy 
touched up his horses. Mrs. Sanker, mildly delighted, for she liked 
these drives, sat in· her ortlinary costume : a fancy shawl of some thick 
kind of silk crape, all the colours of the rainbow blended into it.s pattern 
and a black velvet bonnet with a turned-up brim and a rose in it, 
beneath which her light hair hung down in loose curls. 

We stopped at Lake's boarding-house to take up the three girls ; who 
got in, and sat on the seat opposite Mrs. Sanker and Mr. Angerstyne: 
and then the post-boy started for Holt Fleet. " The place is nothing," 
observed Captain Sanker, who had stiggesiecl it as an easy, pleasa11t 
drive to Mr. Angerstyne; "but the-inn is comfortable, and the garden's 
nice to sit or stroll in." 

·we reached Holt Fleet at one o'clock. The first thing Mr. Anger­
styne did was to order luncheon, anything they could conveniently giYo 
us, and to serve it in the garden. It proved to be ham and eggs ; first­
rate; we were all hungry, and he bade them keep 011 frying till further 
orders. At which the girl who waited on us laughed, as she drew the 
corks of some bottled perry. 

I saw a bit of by-play later on. Strolling about to digest the ham 
an<l eggs, some in one part of the grounds, which in places had a wild 
and picturesque aspect, some in another, Mr. Angerstyne suddenly 
seized Anne, as if to save her from falling. She was standing in that 
-high narrow pathway that is perched up aloft and looks so dangerous, 
steadying herself by a tree, and bending cautiously forwards to look 
down. The path may be gone now. • 'l'he features of the wl1olo place 
may be altered; perhaps even done away with altogether; for I am 
writing of years and years ago. I-le stole up and caught her by tho 
waist. 

' Oh, Mr. Angerstyne ! " he exclaimed, blu ·hing and tarting. 
" ,v ere you going to take a leap ? " 
"No, no," she smiled. ' w· ould it kill me if I did? " 
"Suppose I let you go~ancl send you over to try it?'' 
A}:11 he would not do that, He was holding her all too sa.fely. Anne 
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made an effort to free herself; but he·r eyelids -drooped over her tell-tale 
eyes, her co~scious face betrayed what his presence was, to her. 

"How beautiful the river is from this, · as we ·1ook up it!" she 

exclaimed. 
" More than. beautiful." 
Julia Podd rushed up -to mar the harmony. Never does a fleeting 

moment of this .kind set in but somebody does mar it . . Julia flirted 

desperately with Mr. Angerstyne. 
"l\ir. Angerstyne, I have .been looking for you ev~rywhere. l\l"rs. 

Sanker wants to know if you will take us for a row on the water. Tho 
inn has a nice boat." 

"Mrs. Sanker does!" he exclaimed. "·with pleasure. Are yon 
fond of the water, Miss Lewis? " 

Anne made no. particular reply. She stood at a little distance now, 
apparently looking at the !_iew; but I thought she wanted to hide her 
hot cheeks. Mr. Angerstyne caught her hand in his, playfully put his 
other hand within Miss Julia's arm, and so piloted them down. Ah, 
he might flirt back agaii1 with Julia Podd, a_nd dfd; with Fanny also; 
but it was not to them his thoughts were given. 

"Go on the water!" said Mrs. Sanker, who was ~itting uuder the 
8hade of the trees, repeating one of her favourite ba1lads to King in a 
sec-saw tone. "I I Julia. Podd must have misundei·stood me. To 
go on the water might be nice for those who would like it, I said. I 
don't." 

" \Vill you go?,, asked Mr. Angerstyne, turning to Anne. 
Anne shook her h~ad, confessing herself too· much of a coward. 

he had never been on any water in her life until when crossing over 
from France, and never wished to be. And Mr. Angerstyne un­
gallantly let the boat alone, though Ju1ia and Fanny told him they 
adored t!1e water. , 

\Ve sat down in the .shade by Mrs. Sanker; some on the bench by 
her ide, some on the grass at her feet, and she recited for us the time­
worn ballad he had begun for King: just as ·the following year she 
would recite things to us, as already told of, sitting on :the floor beam 
of the turret-room. It was called " Lord Thomas." Should you like 
to hear it? 

Lord Thoma he was a bold forester, 
.And n. keeper of the king's deer; 

Fair Ellenor, she was a fair young lady, 
Lord Thomas he lond her dear. 

"Come-, read me a riddle, dear mother," said lie, 
11 And riddle us both as one : 

Whether fair Ellen shall be mine­
Or to brio~ the browq girl home?" 
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" The brown girl she hath both houses and lands ; 
Fair Ellenor, she has none : 

Therefore I'd advise thee, on my blessing, 
To bring the brown girl home." 

Then he decked himself and he dressed himself, 
And bis merry men, all in green : 

And as he rode through the town with them 
Folks took him to be some king. 

,vhen he came to fair Ellenor's bower 
So boldly he did ring ; 

There was none so ready as fair Ellen herself 
To loose Lord Thomas in, 

" What news, what news, Lord Thomas, 
,vhat news ha Ye you brought unto me?" 

'' I'm come to inYite you to my wedding ; 
And that is bad news for thee." 

"Ob, now forbid," fair Ellenor said, 
"That any such thing should be done : 

For I thought to have been the bride myself, 
And that you would have been the bridegroom. 

' ' Come, read me a riddle, dear mother," said she, 
"And riddle us both as one : 

Whether I shall go to Lord Thomas's " 'eddi.ng, 
Or whether I shall tarry at home?'' 

" There's one may be thy friend, I know; 
But twenty will be thy foe : 

Therefore I charge thee, on my blessinir, 
To Lord Thomas's wedding don't go," 

"There's one will be my friend, I know, 
Though twenty should be my foe : 

Betide me life, or betide me death, 
To Lord Tbomas's wedding I go." 

Then she went' up into her chamber 
And dressed herself all in ·green : 

And when she came downstairs again, 
They thought it must be some queen, 

When she came to Lord Thomas's ca1-tle 
So npbly she did ring : 

There was none so ready as Sir Thomas him,elf 
To loose this lady in. 

Then he took her by her lily-white ban4 
And led her across the ball ; 

And he placed her on the da1111 
4boye the In.dies &ll, 
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tt ls this your bride, Lord Thomas? 
I think she looks wondrous brown : 

You might have had as fair a young maiden 
As ever trod English ground," 

"Despise her not," said Lord Thomas ; 
"Despise hei' not unto me ; 

I love thy little finger, Ellen, 
Better than her whole body .'1 

The brown girl, having a knife in her hand, 
Which was both keen and sharp, 

Between the long ribs and the short, 
She pierced fair Ellenor's heart. 

" Oh, what's the matter?" Lord Thomas said, 
"I think you look pale and wan : 

You used to have as fine a colour 
As ever the sun shone on." 

"What, are you blind, now, Thomas? 
Or can't you very well see? 

Oh, can't you see, and oh, can't you see my own heart's blood 
Run trickling down to· my knee?" 

Then Lord Thomas, he took the brown girl by the hand, 
And led her across the ha~l ; 

And he took his own bride's head off her shoulders, 
And dashed it against the wall, 

Then Lord Thomas, he put the sword to the ground, 
The point against his heart: 

So there was an end of those three lovers, 
So sadly they did part ! 

* 
pon fair Ellenor's grave grew a rose, 
And upon Lord Thomas's a briar : 

And there they twix.ed and there they twined, till they c:ime io the 
steeple-top ; 

That all the world might plainly see, true love is nenr forgot. 

"Oh, how delightful these old ballads are!,, cried Anne, as Mrs. 
anker finished . 
. ' Delightful!,, retorted Julia Podd. "\\ hy, they are full of queer 

phrases and outrageous metre and grammar ! ,, 
"My dear , it i., I suppose, how people wrote and spoke in those 

o1d clays,,, said 1\frs. Sanker, who had given great force to every turn 
of the song, and eemed to feel its disa ters a much as though she had 
been fair Ellen herself. 

"Ju t so," pnt in Mr. Angerstyne. "The world was not full of 
learning then, as it is now, and we accept the language-ay and !ike 
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it, too-as that of a past day. , To me, these old Lallaj s are \/onc1edu1: 
every one has a life's romance in it." 

And that day at Hdlt Fleet, the only time I, Johnny Lndlow, eve, 
saw the place, lives in my memory as a romance now. 

As the days went on, there could be no mistake made by the one or 
two of us who kept our eyes open. I mean, · as to l\fr. Angerstyne's 
liking for Anne Lewis,· and the reciprocal feelings he had awakened. 
With her, it had been a case of love at first sight; or nearly so. Ancl 
that, if you may believe the learned in the matter, is the only Joye 
deserving the name. Perhaps it had been so with him: I don't know. 

Three parts of their . time they talked together in French, for l\f r. 
Angerstyne spoke it' well. And that vexed Julia and Fanny Podd; 
who called themselves good French scholars, but who someliow fail ecl 
to understand. " They talk so fast; they do it on purpose,·" grumbled 
Fanny. At German 1\fr. Angerstyne was not apt. He spoke. it a very 
little, and Anne would laughingly correct l1is mistakes, and repeat the 
Germa.n words slowly over, that he might catch the accent, causing us 
no end of fun. 'l'hat was Anne's time of day, as Fanny Podd expre ed 
it. ; but when it came to the musical evenings, Anne was nowf1ere. The 
other two shone like stars then, and did their best to monopolize :Mr. 
Angerstyne. - . . 

'l'hat a fine gentleman, rich, _and a man of the great world, should 
stay dawdling on at a boarding-house, puzzled :Miss Dinah, who knew 
what was what. . Of COltrSe it was no business of hers; she and 1\frs. 
Lake were only too glad to have one who paid so liberally. J-Ie wonkl 
run upstars to sit with Captain Bristow; and twice a week he went. to 
Malvern, sometimes not getting back in time for dinner. 

The college school had begun again, and I ,vas back at Lake's. For 
'l'om and Alfred Lake1 who had been away, were at home now: an<l 
11othing would do but I must come to their house before I went home 
_:_to which · I was daily expecting a summons. As to the bride and 
bridegroom, we thought they meant to remain a way for go'od ; weeks 
had elapsed since their departure. No one regretted that: Julia and 
Fanny Podd considered Maythorn Bank the fag-end of the world, and 
hoped they might never be called to it. And Anne, living in the • 
Elysian Fields, did not care to leave them for the dreary land outside 
their borders. 

One evening we were invited to a: tea-dinner at Captain Sanker\; . 
The Miss Podds persisted in calling it a soiree. It turned out to he 
a scrambling sort of entertainment, and must have amused Mr. Anger­
styne. Biddy had poured the bowl of sweet custard over the meat • 
patties by mistake, and put salt on the open tartlets instead of sugar. 
It seemed nothing but fun to us all. The evening, with its mistakes, " 
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~llid it~ laughter, an4 its genuine hospitality, en.me to an end, and we 
:-;Luted to go home under the convoy of Mr. Angerstyne, all the Sanker; 
boys, except Toby, attending' us. It was a lovely moonlight night ; 
Mrs. Lake, who had come in at the tail of the soiree to ·escort the girls ' 
borne, remarked that the moon was neYer brighter. 

'' ·why, just look there! ,, she exclaimed, as we turned up Edgar 
Street, intending to take that and the steps homewanl'> ; " the Tower 
gates are open! ,, For it was the custom to close the great gates of' 
Edgar Tower at flusk. _ 

'' Oh, I know," cried Fred Sanker. "The sub-dean gave a dinner · 
to-night; and the porter has left the gates wide for the carriages. \Vho 
is good for a race round the green? '' 

It seemed that we all were, for the whole lot of us followed him in, · 
leaving Mrs. Lake calling after us in consternation. The old Tower 
porter, thinking the Green was being charged by an army of ill-doers, · 
rnshed out of his den, shouting to us to come back. 

Much we heeded him! Counting the carriages (three of them) 
waiting at the sub-dean's door, we raced onwards at will, some hither, ; 
some thither. King went back to Mrs. J..,ake. The evening coolness 
felt delicious after the hot and garish clay; the moonlight brought out 
tlie lights and shades of the queer old houses and the older cathedral. . 
Collecting ourse1Yes togeth er presently, at Fred Sanker's whoop, Mr. 
Angerstyne and Anne were niissing. • - • 

· " They' ,·e gone to look at the SeYcrn, r think," said Dan Sanker. 
" I heard him tell li er it was worth looking at in _the moonlight." 

Yes, they were there. He had Anne's arm tucked np under his, • 
an l his head bent oYer her that she might catch his whispers. They 
tnrned round at hearing our footsteps . 

" Indeed we must go home, l\Ir. Angerst.yne," said Jnlia Podd, who 
had run down after me, and spoke crossly. " The college clo-ck i£ 
chiming a quarter to eleven. There's Mrs. Lake waiting for us under • 
the Tower ! ' _ 

' I s it so late?'' he answered her, in a pleasant voice. "Time flies 
quickly in the moonlight: I\·e often remarked it." 

·walking forward, he kept by the side of Julia; Anne and I followed 
together. Some of the bo) s were shouting themselves hoarse from the ·, 
top of the ascent, wantillg to know if we were lost. 

' Is it all settled, Anne? " I asked her, jestingly, dropping my voice. 
" Is what settled? " she returned. But she understood ; for her face 

looked like a ro e in the moonlight. 
You know. I can see, if the others can't. And if it makes you • 

happy, Anne I am very glad of it." 
'Oh, Johnny, I hope-I hope no one else doe see. But indeed you 

arc making more of it than it de en ·es.' 
' \Vhat doe he ay to IOU? " 
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. "He ha.snot. said anything. So you see, Johnny, yoti may be quit~ 
mistaken." 

It was all the same : if he had not said anything yet, there could be 
no question that he meant soon to say it. V{ e were ·passing the old 
elm-trees just then; the moonlight, flickering through them on Anne's 
face, lighted up the sweet hope that lay on it. 

" Sometimes I think if-if papa should not approve of it I " she 
whispered. 

"But he is sure to approve of it. One cannot help liking Mr. Anger­
styne: and his position is undeniable." 

The sub-dean's dinner guests were gone, the three carriages bowling 
them away; and the porter kept up a fire of abuse as he waited to 
watch us through the little postern-door. The boys, being college 
boys, returned his attack with interest. ·wishing the Sankers good-
11ight, who ran straight down Edgar Street on their way home, we 
turned off up the -steps, and found Mrs. Lake standing patiently at her 
door. I saw Mr. Angerstyne catch Anne's hand for a moment in his, 
under cover of our entrance. 

The morning brought news. Dr. and Mrs. Lewis were on their way 
to Maythorn Bank, expected to reach it that evening, and the young 

• ladies were bidden to depart for it on the following day. 

A wonderful change had taken place in Dr. Lewis. If they ha.d 
doubted before whether the doctor was not falling into his dotage they 
could not doubt longer, for he was decidedly in it. A soft-speaking, 
mooning man, now; utterly lost in the shadow cast by his wife's 
importance. She appeared to be smiling in face and gentle in accent 
as ever, but she overruled every soul in the 1101.!se: no one but herself 
had a will in i_t. What little strength of mind he might have had, bis 
new bride had taken out of him. 

Anne did not like it. Hitherto mistress of a1l things under her 
father, she found herself passed over as a nonentity. She might not 
express an opinion, or hazard a wish. "My dear, I am here now," 
Mrs. Lewis said to her once or twice emphatically. Anne was 
deposed; her reign was over. 

One little thing, that happened, she certainly did not like. Though 
humble-minded, entirely without self-assertion, sweet-tempered and 
modest as a girl should be, she did not like this. Mrs. Lewis sent out 

. invitations for dinner to some people in the neighbourhood, strangers 
to her until then ; the table was too full by one, and she bad told Anne 
that she could not sit down. It was too bad; e pecially as Julia and 
l1'anny Podd filled two of the more important places, with bunche of 
fresh sweet-peas in their hair. 

"Besides," Mrs. Lewis had said to Anne in the morning, "we mu t 
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have a French side-dish or two, and there's no one but you under• 
stands the making of them.,, 

·whether having to play the host was too much for him, or that he 
did not like the slight put upon his daughter, before the dinner was 
half over, the doctor fell asleep. He could not be roused from it. 
Herbert Tanerton, who had sat by Mrs. Lewis1s side to say grace, 
thought it was not sleep but unconsciousness. Between them the 
company carried him into the other room; and Anne, hastening to 
send in her French dishes, ran there to attend upon him. 

"I hope and trust there1s nothing amiss with his heart,'' said old 
Coney doubtfully, in the bride's ear. 

' ' My dear Mr. Coney, bis heart is as strong as mine-believe me,,, 
affirmed Mrs. Lewis, flicking some crumbs off the front of her wedding• 
dress. 

"I hope it is, I'm sure," repeated Coney. "I don't like that blue 
tinge round his lips." 

They went back to the dinner-table when Dr. Lewis revived. Anne 
remained kneeling at his feet, gently chafing his hands. 

"·what's the matter? " he cried, staring at her like a man bewildered. 
" ,vhat are you doing? " 

" Dear papa, you fell asleep over your dinner, and they could not 
wake you. Do you feel ill ? " 

"·where am I ? " he asked, as if he were speaking out of a dream. 
And she told him what she could. But she had not heard those 
suspicious words of old Coney's. 

It was some minutes yet before he got much sense into him, or 
seemed fully to understand. He fell back in the chair then, with a 
deep sigh, keeping Anne's band in his. 

" Shall I get you anything, papa? ,, she asked. ' 1 You had eaten 
scarcely any dinner, they say. ,v ould you like a little drop of brandy• 
and-water?" 

' vVhy was not your dress ready ? ,, 
< My dre s ! " exclaimed Anne. 
' She said so to me, when I asked why you did not come to table. 

Not made, or washed, or ironed; or something." 
Anne felt rather at sea. "There's nothing the matter with my 

dresses papa," she said. "But never mind them-or me. Will you 
go back to dinner? Or shall I get you anything here?" 

" I don't want to go b3.ck; I don't want anything," he answered. 
' Go and fini b yours my dear." 

I haYe had mine," she said, with a faint blu h. For indeed her 
dinner had consisted of some bread-and-butter in the kitchen, eaten 
over the French stewrpans. Dr. Lewis was gazing out a.t the trees, and 
&eemed to be in thought. 

'' Perhaps you sta) e Away from hop:1e r11ther too lon~, pap.1" she 
Jetmny LQq\ow,-U, i· 
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suggested. " You are not accustomed to tru velling; and I think you 
are not strong enough for it. You looked very worn when you first 
came-home; worn and ill." 

"Ay," he answered. "I told her it did not do for me; but she 
laughed. It was nothing but a·whirl, you know. And I only want to 
be quiet." 

"It is very quiet here, dear papa, autl you will soon feel stronge r. 
You shall sit out of doors in the sun of a day, and I will read to you. 
I wish you would let me get you--" 

"Hush, child. I'm thinking." 
,vith his eyes still fixed on the outdoor landscape, he sat stroking 

Anne's hand abstractedly. Nothing broke the silence, except the faint 
rattle of knives and forks from the dining-room. 

"Mind, Anne, she made me do it," he suddenly exclaimed. 
"Made you do what, papa?" 
"And so, my dear, if I am not allowed to remedy 1t, ano you feel 

disappointed, you must think as lightly of it as you are able; and don't 
blame me more than you can help. I'll alter it again if I can, be sure 
of that; but I don't have a moment to myself, and at times it seems 
that she's just my keeper." 

Anne answered soothingly that all he did must be right, but had no 
time to say more, for Mr. Coney, stealing in on tip-toe from the dining­
room, came to see after the patient. Anne had not the remotest idea 
what it was that the doctor alluded to; but she had caught up one idea 
with dread of heart-that the marriage had not increased his happiness. 
Perhaps had marred it. 
• Maythorn Bank did not suit Mrs. Lewis. Ere she had been two 
weeks at it, she found it insufferably dull; not to be endured at any 
price. There was no fashion thereabout, and not much visiting; the 
ueighbours were mostly simple, unpretending people, quite different 
from the style of company met with in garrison towns and pump-rooms. 
:Moreover the few people who might have visited Mrs. Lewis, did not 
seem to take to her, or to remember that she was there. This did not 
imply discourtesy: Dr. Lewis and his daughter had just come into the 
place, strangers, so to say, and people could not practically recollect all 
at once that Maythorn Bank was inhabited. Wliere was the u e of 
dressing up in peacock's plumes if nobody came to see her? The 
magnificent wardrobo, laid in during her recent honeymoon, seemed as 
good as wasted. • 

"I can't stand this!" emphatically cried Mrs. Lewis one day to her 
daughters. And Anne, chancing to enter the room unexpectedly at 
the moment, heard her say it, and wondered what it meant. 

That same afternoon, Dr. Lewis had another attack. Anne found 
him sitting beside the pear-tree insensible, his head hanging over the. 
arm of the bench. Travelling had not brought this second attack on, 
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"that was certain; for no man could be leading a more quiet, mopmg life 
than he was. Save that he listened now and then to some book, read 
Ly Anne, he had no amusement whatever, no excitement; he might 
_have sat all day long with his mouth closed, for all there was to open ·it 
for. Mrs. Lewis's powers of fascination, that she had exercised so 
persistently upon him as Mrs. Podd, seemed to have deserted her for 
good. She passed her hours gaping, sleeping, complaining, hardly 
replying to a question of his, if he by chance asked her one. Even the 
·oft sweet voice that had charmed the world mostly degenerated now 
into a croak or a scream. Those very mild, not-say-ho-to-a-goose 
voices are sometimes only kept for public }jfe. 

"I shall take yon off to vVorcester," cried :Mrs. Lewis to him, ·when 
he came out of his insensibility. " We will start as 5oon as breakfast's 
over in the morning." 

Dr. Lewis began to tremble. "I don't want to go to ·w orcester," 
said he. "I want to stay here." 

"But staying here is not good fol· you, my dear. You'll be better at 
'Mrs. Lake's. It is the remains of this paint that is making you ill. I 
can smell it still quite strongly, and I decidedly object to stay in it" · 

"My dear, you can go; I shall not wish to prevent you. But, as to 
the paint, I don't smell it at all now. y OU can all go. Anne will take 
care ofrne." 

"My dear Dr. Lewis, do you think I would leave you behind me? 
It is the paint. And you shall see a doctor at Worcester." 

He said he was a doctor himself, a·nd did not l}eed another; he once 
more begged to be left at home in peace. All in vain :· Mrs; Lewis 
announced her decision to the household; and Sally, whose wits had 
been well-nigh scared away by the doings and the bustle of the n·ew 
inmates, was gladdened by the news that they were about to take their 
departure. 

" Pourtant si le ciel nous protege, 
Peut-etre encore le re,·errai-je." 

These words, the refrain of an old French song, were being sung 1:iy 
Anne Lewis softly in the gladness of her heart, as she bent over the 
trunk shG was pa~king. To be going back to ·worcester, where he was, 
seemed to· her like going to paradise. .. 

' \ . hat are you doing that for? '' 
_ The emphatic que tion, spoken in evident urprise, came from ~~r 
'tepmother. The chamber-door was open; Mrs. Lewis had chanced 
to look in as she passed. 

" \Vhat are you doing that for? " she stopped to ask. Anne ceased 
her song at once and rose from her kn-ees: She really did not know 
what it was that had elicited the sharp query-:-unless it was the singing. 

' You need not pack your own things. You are not going to 
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Worcester. It is intended that you shall remain here and take care of 
the house and of Sally." 

'' Oh; but, Mrs. Lewis, I could not stay here alone," cried Anne, a 
hundred thoughts rushing tumultuously into her mind. " It could 
not be." 

"Not stay here alone! ,vhy, what is to hinder it? Do you suppose 
you would get run away with? Now, my dear, we will have no 
trouble, if you please. You will stay at home like a good girl-there• 
fore you may unpack your box." 

Anne went straight to her father, and found him with Herbert 
Tanerton. He had walked over from Timberdale to inquire after the 
doctor's health. 

"Could this be,· papa?" she said. " That I am to be left alone hero 
while you stay at Worcester? " 

"Don't talk nonsense, child," was the peevish answer. "My belie,£ 
is that you dream dreams, Anne, and then fancy them realities." 

" But Mrs. Lewis tells me that I am not to go to vVorcester-that I 
am to stay at home," persisted Anne. And she said it before Mrs. 
Lewis: who had come into the room then, and was shaking hands with 
the parson. 

"I think, love, it will be so much better for dear Anne to remain 
here and see to things," she said, in that sweet company-voice of hers. 

"No," dissented the doctor, plucking up the courage to be firm. "If 
Anne stays here, I shall stay. I'm sure I should be thankful if you'd 
let us stay: we should have a bit of peace and quiet." 

She did not make a fuss before the parson. Perhaps she saw that to 
hold ouj might cause some unprofitable commotion. Treating Anne to 
a beaming smile, she remarked that her dear papa's wish was of course 
law, and bade her run and finish her packing. 

And when they arrived the next day at Lake's, and Anne heard that 
Henry Angerstyne was in truth still there and knew that she should 
soon be in his presence, it did indeed seem to her that she had stepped 
into paradise. She was alone when be entered. 'l'be others bad 
sought . their respective chambers, leaving Anne to gather up their 
packages and follow, and she bad her bonnet untied and her arms full 
of things when he came into the 'room. Paradise! she might have 
experienced some bliss in her life, but none like unto. this. Her veins 
were tingling, her heart-blood leaping. How well he looked! how 
noble! bow superior to other men! As he caught her band in bis, and 
bent to whisper his low words of greeting, slie could scarcely oontain 
,vitbin bounds the ecstasy of her euwtion. 

" I am so glad you are back again, hnne ! I could not believe the 
good news when the letter came to Mrs. Lake this morning. You 
ll,ave been away two weeks,· and they have seemed like months.'' 
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'' Ay. And I sprained my foot the day you left, and have had to 
nurse it. It is not strong yet. Bad luck, was it not? Bristow has 
been worse, too. "\Vhere are you going? " 
· " I must take these things up to papa and Mrs. Le,vis. Please let 

me go." • 
But, before he would release her 11and, he suddenly bent his head 

and kissed her : once, t,vice. 
"Pardon me, Anne, I could not help it; it is only a French greeting," 

he whispered, as she escaped with her face rosy-red, and her heart 
beating time to its own sweet music. 

" vVhat a stay Mr. Angerstyne is making l " exclaimed Fanny Podd, 
who had run about to seek Miss Dinah, and found her making a new 
surplice for Tom. 

""\Veil, we are glad to have him," answered -Miss Dinah," and he 
has had a sprained ankle. vVe know now what is detaining him in 
Vv orcestershire. It seems that some old lady is lying ill at Malvern, 
and he can't get away." -
· "Some old lady lying ill at Malvern l" retorted Fanny, who liked to 

take Miss Dinah down when she could. " Why should that detain Mr. 
Angerstyne ? Who is the old lady? ,, 

"She is a relation of his: his great-aunt, I think. And I believe she 
is very fond of him, and won't let him go to any distance. All these 
visits he makes to Malvern are to see her. She is very rich, and he 
will come in for her money." 

" I'm sure he's rich enough without it ; he. does not want more 
money," grumbled Fanny. "If the old lady would leave a little to 
those who need it, she might do some good." 

"She would have to be made of gold and diamonds if she left some 
to all who need it," sighed Miss Dinah. "Mr. Angerstyne deserves to 
be rich, he is so liberal with his money. Many a costly dainty he 
causes us to send up to that poor sick Captain Bristow, letting him 
think it is all in the regular fare." 

"But I think it was fearfully sly of him never to tell us why he went 
o much to Malvern-only you must always put in a good word for 

everybody, Miss Dinah. I asked him one day what bis attraction was, 
that he should be perpetually running over there, and he gravely 
answered me that he liked the Malvern air." 

Just for a few days, Dr. Lewis seemed to get a little better. Mrs. 
Lewis's fascination. had returned to her, and she in a degree kept him 
alive. It might have been from goodne s of heart, or it might have 
been that she did not like to neglect him before people just yet, but 
she was ever devising plans for his amusement-which of course in­
cluded that of herself and of her daughters. Mr. Angerstyne had not 
been l'nore lavish of money in coach hire than was Mrs. Lewis now. 
Carriages for the country and flys f9r the town-:-that was the order of 
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the day. Anne was rarely invited to make one of the party : for her 
there never seemed room. ·what of that ?-when by staying at home 
she had the society of Mr. Angerstyne. 

"Whilst .they were driving everywhere, or taking their pleasure in the 
town, shopping and exhibiting their finery, of which they seemed to 
display a new stock perpetually, Anne was left at liberty to enjoy her 
dangerous happiness. Dangerous, if it should not come to anything : 
and he had not spoken yet. They would sit together over their German, 
Anne trying to beat it into him, and laughing with him at his mistakes. 
If she went out to walk, she presently found herself overtaken by Mr. 
Angerstyne: and they would linger in the mellow light of the soft -
autumn days, or in the early twilight. Whatever might come of it, 
there could be no question that for the time being she was Jiving in the 
most intense happiness. And about a fortnight of this went on without 
inte1Tuption. 

Then Dr. Lewis began to droop. One day when he was out he had · 
another of those attacks in the carriage. It was very slight, Mrs. Lewis 
said when they got ·back again; . he did not lose consciousness for more 
than three or four minutes. But he continued to be so weak and ill 
afterwards that a physician wa3 called in-Dr. Malden. W.hat he said 
was known only to the patient and his wife, for nobody else was 
admitted to the conference. 

" I want t_o go home,'' the doctor said to Anne the next morning, 
speaking in his usnal querulous, faint tone, and as if his mind were half 
gone. " I'm sure I did not smell any .paint the last time ; it. must have 
been her fancy. I want to go there to be quiet." 
• ",v eu; papa, why don't you sa.y so?." 
·" But it.,s ·or no use saying so: she won't listen. I can't stand the 

racket · here, child, and the perpetual driving out : the wheels of the 
carrriages shake my head. And look at the expense ! It frightens 
me." 

Anne scarcely knew what to answer. She herself was powerless ; 
and, so far as she believed, her father w~s; utterly so. Powerless •in 
the hands of his new wife. Dr. Lewis glanced round the room as if to 
make sure there were no e~vesdropp'ers, and went on in a whisp·er. 

"I'm terrified, Anne. I am being ruined. All my ready-money's 
gone ; she has had it all; she made me draw it out of the bank. And 
there, in that drawer, are two rolls of bills; she brought them to me 
yesterday, and there's nothing to pay them with." 

Anne's heart fluttered. "\Vas he only fancying these things in his 
decaying mind ? Or, were they true ? 

" September has now come in, papa, and your quarter's dividends 
will soon be due, you know. Do not worry yourself." 

"They have been forestalled," he whispered. "She owed a Jot of 
things before·her marriage, and the people would han sued me had I 
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not paid them. I wish we were back in France, child ! I wish we 
had never left it!" And, but for one thing, Anne would have wished 
it, too. 

One afternoon, when it was getting late, Anne went into High Street 
to buy some ribbon for her hair. Mrs. Lewis and her party had gone 
over to Croome, some one having given her an order to see the gardens 
there. Lake's house was as busy as it could be, some fresh inmates of 
consequence being expected that evening; Anne had been helping Miss 
Dinah, and it was only at the last minute she could run out. In coming 
hack, the ribbon bought, close to the college gates she heard steps 
hehind her, and found her arm touched. It was by Mr. Angerstyne. 
For the past two days-nearly three--he had been absent at Malvern. 
The sight of him was as if the sun had shone. 

"Oh !-is it you ?-are you back again? " she . cried, with as mnch 
qniet indifference as she could put on. 

"I have just arrived. My aunt is better. And how are you, 
Anne?" 

" \ ery well, thank you." 
" Need you go in yet? Let us take a short stroll. - The afternoon is 

delightful." 
He called it afternoon, but it was getting on fast for evening : and he 

turned in at the college gates as he spoke. So they wound round St. 
Michael's Churchyard and passed on to the P.ark Alley, and· so down 
the · long flight of steps that leads from it, and on 'to the banks · of the 
. evern. 

"How are you aU going on at Lake's? 11 he asked presently, hreakillg 
the silence. 

Just as usual. To-day is a. grand field-day," Anne added gaily: 
'' at least, this evening is to be one, and we are not to dine until se,·en 
o' lock." 

"Seven? So much the better. But why?" 
" ome people of importance are coming--'' 
l\Tr. Angerst.yne's laugh interrupted her. She laughed also. 
' They are Miss Dinah's words: 'people of importance.' They will 

anive late, so the dinner-hour is put off." 
' Take caTe, Anne I" 
A hor e, towing a barge, was overtaking them. Mr. •Angerstyne 

<lrew Anne out of the way, and the dinner and the new guests wern 
forgotten. 

It was almost dusk when they returned. The figures on the coUege 
tower were darkened, as they came through the large boat-house gate­
way : the old elm-trees, fiiled with their cawing rooks, looked weird in 
the dim twilight. Mr. Angerstync did not tum to thi Dark All0¥ again, 
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but went straight up to the Green. He WJS talking of his estate h1 
Essex. It was a topic often chosen by him; and Anne seemed to know 
the place quite well by this time. 

"You would like the little stream that runs through the grounds,,, 
he was observing. "It is not, of course, like the grand river we haYe 
just left, but it is pleasant to wander by, for it winds in and out in the 
most picturesque manner possible, and the banks are oYershadowed by 
trees. Yes, Anne, you would like that." 

"Are you going through the cloisters ?-is it not too late? " she 
interrupted, quite at a loss for something to say; not caring to answer 
that she should like to wander by the stream. 

:For he was crossing towards the little south cloister door : though 
onwards through the Green would have been their more direct 
road. 

' ' Too late ? No. "\Vhy should it be ? You are not afraid of ghosts, 
are you?" 

Anne laughed. But, lest she should be afraid of ghosta, he put her 
hand within his arm as they passed through the dark narrow passage 
beyond the pJstern; and so they marched arm-in-arm through the 
cloisters. 

"To sit by that winding stream on a summer's day listening to its 
murmurs, to the singing of the birds, the sweet sighing of the trees ; or 
holding low converse with a cherfahed companion-yes, Anne, yon 
would like that. It would just suit you, for you are of a silent and 
dreamy nature." 

There might not be much actual meaning in the words if you sat 
down to analyze them : but, to the inexperienced mind of Anne, they 
sounded very like plain speaking. At any rate, she took them to be 
an earnest that she should sometime sit by that stream with him- his 
wife. The dusky cloisters seemed to have suddenly filled themselves 
with refulgent light; the gravestones over which she was passing felt 
soft as the mossy glades of fairyland : ay, even that mysterious stone 
that bears on it the one terrible word "Miserrimus." Heaven "as 
above her, and heaven beneath : there was no longer any prosaic earth 
for Anne Lewis. 

"· Good-night to you, gentlefolks." 
The salutation was from the cloister porter; who, coming in to close 

the gates, met them as they were nearing the west door. :Not another 
word had passed until now : Mr. Angerstyne had fallen into silence • 
Anne could not have spoken to gain the world. 

" Good-night to you, my man," he answered . 
. Lake's was in a bustle when they reached it. The luggage of the 

new people, who had just been shown to their chambers, \Yas being 
taken in; the carriage containing Dr. and Mrs. Lewis was then just 
driving up. Anne felt alarmed as she caught sight of her father he 
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looked so Yery ill. Mr. Angerst.yne, in his ready, kindly way, waited 
to help him down and give him his arm along the passage; he then 
ran up to his room, remarking that he had letters to write. 

The people assembled for dinner in full fig, out of deference to the 
new-comers: who proved to be a Lady Knight, and a Mrs. and ·Miss 
Colter. Anne wore her pretty grey bridesmaid's dress, and the riLbon, 
just bought, in her hair. At the very last moment, Mr. Angerstyne 
came down, his hands full of the letters he had been writing. 

"·why, are you here ? '' exclaimed Lady Knight: who seemed to be 
a chatty, voluble woman. "I am surprised." 

Mr. Angerstyne, putting his letters on the side-table, until he could 
take them to the post, turned round at the address. A moment's stare, 
half doubt, half astonishment, and he went forward to shake Lady 
Knight's hand. 

" ,vhat brings you here?" she asked. 
"I have been here scme little time. Old Miss Gibson is at Malvern, 

so I can't go far away." 
There was no opportunity for more: dinner was waiting. Mr. 

Angerstyne and Anne sat side by side that evening; Lady Knight was 
opposite. Miss Dinah presided as usual, her best yellow cap perched 
on the top of her curls. 

During an interval of silence between the general bustle and rattle 
of the dinner, for the two girls who waited (after their own fashion) 
had both run away with the fish to bring in the meat, Lady Knight 
looked across the table to put a question to Mr. Angerstyne. 

" How is your wife ? " 
The siler:ce dropped to a dead stillness. He appeared not to hear. 
"How is your wife, Henry Angerstyne? Have you seen her lately?" 
He could not pretend to be deaf any longer, and answered with angry 

curtness: 
"No, I have not. She is all right, I suppose.'! 
By the way the whole table stared, you might have thought a bomb­

shell had fallen. Miss Dinah sat with her mouth open in sheer amaze­
ment, and then spoke involuntarily. 

"Are you rea11y married, Mr. Angerstyne?" 
"Of course he is married," said Lady Knight, answering Miss Dinah. 

"A11 the world knows that. His wife is my cousin. I saw her at 
Lowestoft a few weeks ago, Henry. She was looking prettier than 
ever." 

"Ah, Mr. Angerstyne, how sly you were, not to teU us! " cried 
Mrs. Lewis, playfully shaking her fan at him. "You-- Oh, good­
ness me!,, 

A loud crash t Jenny the maid had dropped a hot vegetable dish 
on the floor, scattering the pieces and spilling the peas :and followed 
it up with a shriek and a scream. That took off the attention; and 
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l\fr. Angerstyne, coolly eating away at his bread, turned to make some 
passing remark to Anne. 

But the words he would have said were left unspoken. No ghost 
ever seen, in cloisters or out of them, was whiter than she. Lips and 
fingers were alike trembling. 

" You should be more careful I 1' he called to the maid in a tone of 
authority. "Ladies don't care to be startled in this way.' 1 Just as 
though Anne had turned white from the noise of the broken dish ! 

Well, it had been a dreadful revelation for her. All the sunshine 
of this_ world seemed to have gone out for ever; to ha Ye left nothing 
hehind it but a misty darkness. Rallying her pride and her courage, 
she went on with her dinner, as the others did. Her head was throbbing, 
her brain on fire ; her mind had turned to chaos. She heard them 
making arrangements for a picnic-party to the woods at Croome on the 
morrow; not in the least understanding what was said or planned. 

" You did surprise 11s ! " observed Mrs. Lewis to Lady Knight, when 
they were in the drawing-room after dinner, and Mr. Angerstyne had 
gone out to post his letters . . "·what could have been his motive for 
al1owing us to think him a bachelor? ,, 

"A dislike to mention her name," replied Lady Knight, candidly. 
"That was it, I expect. He married her for her pretty face, and then 
found out what a goose she was: • So they did not get on together. She 
goes her way, and he goes his; no,v and then they meet for a week or 
two, but it is not often.,, • 

" \Vhat a very unsatisfactory state of things I " cried Miss Dinah, 
handing round the cups of coflee herself for fear of another upset. " Is 
it her fault or his? " 

"Faults lie on both sides," said Lady Knight, who had an abrupt 
way of speaking, and was as poor as a church mouse. " She ha a 
fearfully affronting temper of her own; those women with dolls' faces 
sometimes have; and he was not as forbearing as he might 11ave been. 
Any way, that is the state of affairs between Mr. and Mrs. Anger tyne: 
and, apart· from it, there1s no scandal or reproach attaching to either of · 
them." 

Anne, sitting in a quiet corrier, listened to all this mechanically. 
\Vhat mattered the details to her? the broad fact had been enough. 
The hum of conversation was going on all around; her father, looking­
somewhat the better for his dinner, was playing at backgammon with 
Tom Lake. She saw nothing, knew nothing, until Mr. Anger tyne 
dropped into the seat beside her. • 

" Shall you join this expedition to Croome to-morrow, Anne? ,, 
Julia and Fanny were thumping over a duet, pedal down, and AnM 

barely caught the low-spoken words. 
" I do not know," she answered. after a brief. pause. " My head 

aches." 
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"I don't much care about it myself; rather 
0

the opposite. I shall 
certainly not go if you don't.11 

Why ! he was speaking to her just as though nothing had occurred ! 
If anything could have added to her sense of shame and misery it was . 
this. If sounded like an insult, arousing all the spirit she possessed; . 
her whole nature rose in rebellion against his line of conduct. 

"Why have you been talking to me these many weeks as you have 
been talking, Mr. Angerstyne?" she asked in her straightforward sim­
plicity, turning her face to his. 

"There has been no harm in it,'' he answered. 
" Harm I'' she repeated, from her wrung heart. "Perhaps not to 

you. There has been at least no good in it." 
"If you only knew what an interval of pleasantness it has been for 

me, Anne ! Almost deluding me into forgetting my odious chains and 
fetters?" 

",v ould n. geritleman have so amused himself, Mr. Angerstyne? " 
But f~1e ~r.ve him no opportunity of reply. Rising fro!Il her seat, and 

drawing her slight form to its full 'height, she looked into his face 
i,teadily, knowing not perhaps how much of scorn and reproach her 
gaze betrayed, then crossed the room and sat down by her father. Once 
nfter that she caught his eye : caught . the expression of sorrow, of 
repentance, of deep commiseration that shone in every line of his face_: • 
for she could not altogether hide the pain seated in her own. · Anrl • 
later, amidst the bustle of the general good-nights, _she found he~· hand· 
pressed within his, and heard his whispered, contrite .. pi·ayei·-'-- • • 

" Forgive me, Anne : forgive me ! " 
She lay awake all night, resolving to be brave, to make no sign ; 

praying Heaven to help her to bear the anguish of her sorely~stricken 
heart, not to let the blow quite kill her. It seemed to her that she 
must feel it henceforth during all her life. • 

And before the house was well up in the morning, a messenger 
arrived post-haste from Malvern to summon Mr. Angerstyne ·10 his • 
aunt's dying bed. He told Miss Dinah, when he shook hands with her at 
parting, that she might as well send his traps after him, if she would be 
so kind, as he thought he might not be able to return to Vv prcester again. 

And that was the ending of Anne Lewi 's love. Not a very ·un• 
common ending people ay. But he had been hardly dea1t by. 
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THE blinds of a house closely drawn, the snow drifting against the 
windows outside, and somebody lying dead upstairs, cannot be called 
a lively state of things. Mrs. Lewis and her daughters, Julia and Fanny 
Podd, sitting over the fire in the darkened dining-rooII.' ,'lt Maythorn 
Bank, were finding it just the contrary. 

When Dr. Lewis, growing worse and worse during their sojourn at 
Lake's boarding-house at Worcester the previous autumn, had one day 
plucked up courage to open his mind to his physician, telling him that 
l1e was pining for the quiet of his own little cottage home, and that 
the stir and racket at Lake's was more than he could bear, Dr. 
Malden peremptorily told Mrs. Lewis that be _ must have his wish, 
ond go. So she had to give in, and prepared to take him ; though it 
went frightfully against the grain. That was in September, three 
months back ; he had been getting weaker and more imbecile ever 
since, and now, just as Christmas was turned, he had sunk quietly 
away to his rest. 

Anne, his loving, gentle daughter, had been his constant companion 
and attendant. He had not been so ill as to lie in bed, but a great 
deal had to be done for him, especia1ly in the matter of amusing what 
poor remnant of mind was left. She read to him, she talked to him, 
she wrapped great-coats about him, and took him out to walk on sun­
shiny days in the open walk by the laurels. It was well for Anne that 
she was thus incessantly occupied, for it diverted her mind from the 
misery left there by the unwarrantable conduct of Mr. Angerstyne. 
When a girl's lover proves faithless, to dwell upon him and lament hjm 
brings to her a sort of painful pleasure: but that negative indulgence 
was· denied to Anne Lewis : Henry Angerstyne was the husband of 
another, and she might not, willingly, keep him in her thoughts. To 
forget him, as she strove to do, was a hard and bitter task : but the 
indignation she felt at the man's deceit and cruel conduct was materially 
helping her. Once, since, she had-seen his name in the Times : it was 
amongst the list of visitors staying at some nobleman's country-house. 
Henry Angerstyne. And the thrill that passed through her veins as 
the name caught her eye, the sudden stopping and then rushing 
violently onwards of her life's blood, convinced her how little she had 
forgotten him. 

"But I shall forget him in time," she said to herself, pressing her 
hand upon her wildly-beating heart. "In time, God helping me." 

And from that moment she redoubled her care and thought for her 
father; and he died blessing her and her love for him. 

Anne felt the loss keenly; though perhaps not quite so much o as 
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she would have felt it had her later life been less full of suffering. It 
seemed to be but the last drop added to her cup of bitterness. She 
knew that to himself death was a release : he had ceased to find 
pleasure in life. And now she was left amidst strangers, or worse 
than strangers; she seemed not to have a friend to turn to in the wide 
world. 

Dr. Lewis had died on Monday morning. This was Tuesday. Mrs. 
Lewis had been seeing people to-day and yesterday, giving her orders; 
but never once consulting Anne, or paying her the compliment to say, 
Would you like it to be this way, or that? 

"How on earth any human being could have pitched upon this 
wretched out-of-the-world place, Crabb, to settle down in, puzzles me 
completely," suddenly exclaimed Mrs. Lewis, bending forward to stir 
the fire. 

"He must have been a lunatic," acquiesced Julia, irreverently alluding 
to the poor man who was lying in the room above. 

"Not a decent shop in the place! Not a dressmaker who can 
cut out a properly-fitting skirt! Be quiet, Fanny: you need not 
dance.'' 

"One does not know what to do," grumbled Fanny, ceasing to shuffle, 
and returning to her seat. "But I should like to know, mamma, aLout 
our mourning." 

"I think I shall go to Worcester to-day and order it," spoke up Mrs. 
Lewis, briskly, after a pause. "Necessity has no law; and we cannot 
get proper things unless I do. Yes, we will go: I don't mind the 
weather. Julia, ring the bell." 

Anne-poor Anne-came in to answer the bell. She had no choice: 
Sally was out on an errand. 

"Just see that we have a tray in with the cold meat, Anne, at half­
past twelve. We must go to Worcester about the mourning--" 

"To "\Vorcester ! "involuntarily interrupted Anne, in her surprise. 
" There's no help for it, though of course it's not the thing I would 

choose to do," said Mrs. Lewis, coldly. "One cannot provide proper 
things here: bonnets especially. I will get you a bonnet at the same 
time. And we must have a bit of something, hot and nice, for tea, 
when we come home." 

"Very well," sighed Anne. 
In the afternoon, Anne sat in the same room alone, busy over some 

black work on which her tears dropped slowly. \\Then it w~s growing 
du k, l\1r. Coney and the young Rector of Timberdale came in together. 
Herbert Tanerton did not forget that his late stepfather and Dr. Lewis 
were half-brothers. Anne brushed away the signs of her tears, laid 
down her work, and stiind the fl.re into a, blaze. 

"Now, my lass," said the farmer, in his plain, homely way, but hQ 
oJwa •s meant ·iriql ·, " 've j11 h.e~l'\l thu h!-\. ~tep.rnQther of you_ 
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went off to vVorcester to-day ·with those two dandified girls of hers, and 
so I thought I'd drop in while the coast was clear. I confess I don't 
like her : and I say that somebody ought to look a bit to you and your 
interests." 

"And I, coming over upon much the same en-and, met Mr. Coney 
at the gate," added Herbert Tanerton, with a smile as near geniality as 
Jrn ever gave: " I wish to express my deep regret for your loss, Mi!;s 
Lewis, and to assure you of my true sympathy. Yon will think my 
visit a late one, but I had a-a service this afternoon." He would not. 
say a funeral. 

"You are both very, very kind," said Anne, her eyes again filling, 
'" and I thank you for thinking of me. I feel isolated from all : this 
place at best is strange to me after my life's home in France. It seems 
that I have not a friend in the world." 

"Yes, you have," said the farmer; "and if my wife had not been 
staying with our sick daughter at ·worcester, she~cl have been in to teJl 
you the same. My dear, you are just going, please, to make a friend 
of me. And you won't think two or three questions, that I should. like 
to put, impertinent, will you ? " 

" That I certainly will not," said Anne. 
"vVell, now, to begin with : Did your father make a will?" 
"Oh yes. I hold it." 
" And do you chance to know ho_w the property is left? " 
"To me. No name but my own is mentioned in it." 
" Then you'll be all right," said Mr, Coney. "I feared he might 

have been leaving somebody else some. You will have about two 
hundred and fifty pounds a-year; and that's e·nough for a young girl. 
\Vhen your father first came over, he spoke to me of his income and 
his means." • 

"I--I fear the income will be somewhat diminished from what it 
was," hesitated Anne, turning red at having to confess so much, 
because it would tell against her stepmother. "My father has had to 
sell out a good deal lately; to entrench upon his capital. I think the 
trouble it gave him hastened his encl." 

" Sell out for what ? " asked old Coney. 
"For bills, and-and debts, that came upon him." 
"Her bills? Her debts? " • 
Anne did not expressly answer, hut old Coney caught up the tmth, 

and nodded his head in wrath. He as good as knew it before. 
" Well, child, I suppose you may reckon, at the worst, on a clear 

two · hundred a-year, and you can live on that. Not keep house, 
perhaps; and it would be very lonely for you also. You will have to 
take up your abode with some pleasant family: many a one would be 
glad to have you." 

" I should like to go back to France," sighed Anne, recalling tb~ 
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misery that England had brought her : first in her new stepmother, 
then in Mr. Angenityne, and now in her father's death. "I have many 
dear friends in France who will take every care of me." 

_" Well, I don't know," cried old Coney, with a blank look. "France 
-may be very well for some people; but I'd almost as lieve go to the 
gallows as there. Don't you like England?" • 

" I should like it well, if I-if I could be happy in it," she answered, 
turning red again at the thought of him who had marred her happiness. 
'·' But, you see, I have no ties here." 

" You must make ties, my lass." 
" How much of the income ought I to pay over yearly to Mrs. Lewis-, 

do y·ou think?" she questioned. " Half of it? " • 
" Half! . No! " burst forth old Cone.y, coughing down a strong ,vord 

which had nearly slipped out. "You will give her none. None. A 
pretty idea of justice yon must have, Anne Lewis." 

"But it would be fair to give it her," argued Anne. "My father 
married her." 

" Oh, did he, though! She married him. I know. Other folk s 
know. You will give her none, my dear, and allow her none. She is 
a hard, scheming, deceitful brickbat of a woman. What made her lay 
hold of your poor weakened father, and play off upon him her wiles 
and her guiles, and marry him, right or ·wrong ?" ran on old Coney, 
getting purple enougi. for apoplexy. " She did it for a home ; she dicl 
it that she might get her back debts paid ; that's what. She has had 
-her swing as long as his poor life lasted, and put you down as if yo 1t 
were a changeling; we have all seen that. Now that her short day's 
.over, she must go back again to her own ways and means. Ask the 
par 09- there what he thinks." 

rrhe parson, in his cold sententious ·way, that was so much more 
fmi ted to an old bishop than a young rector, avowed that he thought 
with Mr. Coney. He could not see that Mrs. Lewis's few months of 
marriage entitled her (all attendant circumstances being taken into 
consideration) to deprive Miss Lewis of any portion of her patrimony. • 

" You are sure you have got the will all tight and safe?" resumed 
Mr. Coney. " I wouldn't answer for her not stealing it. Ah, you may 
laugh, young lassie, but I don't like that woman. Miss Dinah Lake 
was talking to me a bit the other day; she don't like her, either." 

Anne was smiling at his vehement partisanship. She rose, unlocked 
a desk that stood on the side-table, and brought out a par.chment; 
folded and sealed. · It was subscribed, ",vm of Thomas Lewis, M.D." 

'.' Here it· is," she said. "Papa· had it drawn up · by an EngEsh 
lawyer just before we left France. He gave it to me1 as he was apt to 
mislay things himself, charging me-to keep it safely." 

"And mind you do keep it safely," enjoined ·old Coney. "It won't' 
be opened, I suppose, till after the funeral's over." 
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"But wait a minute," interposed the clergyman. "Does not 
marriage-a subsequent marriage-render a will invalid?" 

"Bless my heart, no: much justice there'd be in that!" retorted old 
Coney, who knew about as much of law as he did of the moon. And 
Mr. Tanerton said no more ; he was not certain ; and supposed the 
older and more experienced man might be right. 

Anne sighed as she locked up the will again. She was both just 
and generous ; and she knew she should be sure to hand over to Mrs. 
Lewis the half of whatever income it might give her. 

",vell, my girl," said the farmer, as they prepared to leave, "if you 
want me, or anything I can do, you just send Sally over, and I'll be 
here in a jiffy." 

"It is to be at Timberdale, I conclude?" whispered Herbert 
Tanerton, as he shook hands. Anne knew that he alluded to the 
funeral ; and the colour came up in her face as she answered-

" I don't know. My father wished it; he said he wished to lie 
beside his brother. But Mrs. Lewis-here they come, I think." 

They came in with snowy bonnets and red noses, stamping the slush 
off their shoes. It was a good walk from the station. Mrs. Lewis had 
expected to get a fly there ; one was generally in waiting : but some 
one jumped out of the train before she did, and secured it. It made 
her feel cross and look cross. 

" Such a wretched trapes ! " she was beginning in a vinegar tone ; 
but at sight of the gentlemen her-face and voice smoothed down to oil. 
She begged them to resume their seats ; but they said they were 
already going. 

" We were just asking about the funeral," the farmer stayed to say. 
" It is to be at Timberdale?" 

Up went Mrs. Lewis's handkerchief to her eyes. "Dear Mr. Coney, 
I think not. Crabb will be better." 

" But he wished to lie at Timberdale." 
"Crabb will be so much cheaper-and less trouble," returned the 

widow, with a sob. "It is as well to avoid useless expense." 
" Cheaper I " cried old Coney, his face purple again with passion, so 

much did he diBlike her and her ways. "Not cheaper at all. D earer. 
Dearer, ma'am. Must have a hearse and coach any way: and Herbert 
Tanerton here won't charge fees if it's done at Timberdale." 

" Oh, just as you please, my dear sir. And if he wished it, poor 
dear! Yes, yes; Timberdale of course. Anywhere." 

They got out before she had dried her eyes-or pretended at H. 
Julia and Fanny then fetched in some bandboxes which had been wait­
ing in• the passage. Mrs. Lewis forgot her tears, and put back her cloak. 

" Which is Anne's ? " she asked. '' Oh, this one "-beginning to 
undo one of the boxes. " My own will be aept to-mqrrow nipbt. l 
\]p~ht yo-grs quite plaill, Anne,'1 

re 
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V cry plain indeed was the bonnet she nanded out. Plain and 
eommon, and made of the cheapest materials; one that a lady would 
not like to put upon her head. Julia and Fanny were trying theirs on 
at the chimney-glass. Gay bonnets, theirs glistening with jet beads 
and black flowers. The bill lay open on the table, and Anne read the 
cost: her own, twelve shillings; the other two, thirty-three shillings 
each. Mrs. Lewis made a grab at the bill, and crushed it into her 
pocket. 

"I knew you would prefer it plain," said she. "For real mourning 
it is always -a mistake to have things too costly." 

"True," acquiesced Anne; "but yet-I think they shoul<l be good." 
It seemed to her that to wear this bonnet would be very like dis­

re pect to the dead. She silently determined to buy a better as soon 
as she bad the opportunity of doing so. 

Of all days, for weather, the one of the funeral was about the worst. 
Sleet, snow, rain, and wind. The Squire had a touch of lumbago; he 
could not face it; and old Coney came bustling in to say that I was to 
attend in his place. Anne wanted Johnny Ludlow to go all along, he 
added; her father had liked him ; only there was no room before in 
the coach. 

" Yes, yes," cried the Squire, " Johnny, of course. He is not afraid 
of lumbago. Make haste and get into your black things, lad." 

,veil, it was shivery, as we rolled along in the creaky old mourning­
coacb, behind the hearse: Mr. Coney and the -Podds' lawyer-cousin 
from Birmingham on one side; I and Cole, the doctor, opposite. The 
leet pattered against the windows, the wind whistled in our ears. 

The lawyer kept saying "eugh," and shaking his shoulders, telling us 
he bad a cold in his head ; and looked just as stern as he had at the 
wedding. 

All was soon over : Herbert Tanerton did not read slowly to-day: 
and we got back to Maythorn Bank. Cole had left us : he stopped 
the coach en route, and cut across a field to see a patient: but Mr. 
Coney drew me into the house with him after the lawyer. 

"We will go in, Johnny," he whispered. "The poor girl has no 
relation or friend to back her up, and I shall stay with her while the 
will's read." 

Mrs. Lewis, in a new widow's cap as big as a house, and the two 
girls in shining jet chains, were sitting in state. Anne came in the 
next minute, her face pale, her eyes red. We all sat down ; and for ~ 
hort time looked at one another in silence, like so many mutes. 

' Any will to be read ? I am told there is one," spoke the lawyer­
who had, as Fanny Podd whispered to me, a wife at home a.s sour a!I 
h]mself, '' If so, it had better be 11roduced: I have to catch a. train." 

•' Yes, there is a will," answered old Coney u\ad to ifoq th~t Ai:mi;J, 
J l4trnt «ti<Uow.-U, 23 
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as he assumed, had mentioned the fact. " Miss Lewis holds the will. 
·wm you get it, my dear? " 

Anne unlocked the desk on the side-table, and put the will into Mr. 
Coney's hand. Without saying with your leave or by your leave, he 
broke the seals, and clapped on his spectacles. . 

"What's fJl,(J,t 1 " Mrs. Lewis asked old Coney, from her seat on_ tho 
sofa. • 

"Dr. Lewis's will, ma'am. Made in France; I believe : was it not, 
Miss Anne? " 

"My dear, sweet creature, it is so much waste paper," spoke Mrs. 
Lewis, smiling sweetly upon Anne. "My deeply lamented husband't) 
last will and testament was made long since he left France." 

Pulling up the sofa-cushion ·at her elbow, she produced another wilJ, 
and asked the lawyer if he would be good enough to unseal and reau 
it. It had been made, as the date proved, at Cheltenham, the day 
after she and Dr. Lewis were married; and it left every earthly thi11g 
he possessed to " his dear wife, Louisa J ::me Lewis." 

Old Coney's face was a picture. He stared alternately at the will in 
his hands, at the one just read by the lawyer. Anne stood meekly by 
his side ; looking as if she did not understand matters. 

" That can't stand good! " spoke the farmer, in his honest indig­
nation. "The money can't go to you, ma'am "-turning his burly 
form about to face Mrs. Lewis, and treading on my toes as he cliu it. 
" The money is this young lady's : part of it comes from her own 
mother: it can't be yours. Thomas Lewis must have signed the will 
in his sleep." 

" Does a daughter inherit before a wife, dear sir? " cried Mrs. Levds, 
in a voice soft as butter. "It is the most just will my revered husband 
could have made. I need the money : I cannot keep on the houso 
without it. Anne does not need it: she has no house to keep." 

"Look here," says old Coney, buttoning his coat and looking ~ercely 
at ·the company. "It's not my wish to be rude to-day, rernembering 
what place we came straight here from; but if you don't want to be 
put down as-as schemers, you will not lose an hour in making over 
the half of that income to Anne Lewis. It is what she proposed to do 
by you, madam, when she thought all was left 0 her," he added, 
brushing past Mrs. Lewis. " Come along, Johnny." 

• The time went on. Mrs. Lewis kept all the money. She _g~ve 
notice to leave the house at Midsummer : but she had it on her h~nds 
until then, and told people she should die of its dulness. So far as 
could be known, she had little, if any, income, except that whic11 ·she 
inherited from Dr. Lewis. 

Anne's days did not pass fo clover. Treate<l as of no moment, she 
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was made fully to understand that she was only tolerated in what was 
once her own home ; and she had to make herself useful in it from 
morning till night, just like a servant! Remembering what had been, 
and what was, Anne felt heart-broken, submitting patiently and un­
resistingly to every trial; but a reaction set in, and her spirit grew 
rebellious. 

" Is there any remedy, I wonder? " she asked herself one night in 
her little chamber, when preparing for bed, a:nd the day had been a 
particularly trying day. She had ventured to ask for a few shillings 
for some purpose or other, and was told she could not have them: 
being Easter-Monday, Sally had bad a holiday, and she had been kept 
at work like a slave in the girl's place: Herbert Tanerton and his wife 
had come to invite her for a day or two to Timberdale, and a denial 
was returned to them without herself being consulted, or even allowed 
to see them. Yes, it had been a trying day. And in France Easter 
had always been kept as a f ete. 

"Is there not a remedy? '' she debated, as she slowly undressed. 
"I have no home but this; but-could I not find one?" 

She knew that she had no means of living, except by her own 
exertions ; she had not even a rag to wear or a coin to spend, except 
what should come to her by Mrs. Lewis's bounty. And, whether that 
lady possessed bounty or not, she seemed never to possess ready­
money. It appeared to Anne that she had been hardly dealt by in 
more ways than one; that the world was full of nothing but injustice 
and tTouble. 

"And I fancy,1' added Anne, thinking out her thoughts, "that they 
will be glad to get rid of me; that they want me gone. So I dare say 
there will be no objection made here." 

With morning light, she was up and busy. It fell to her lot to pre­
vare the breakfast : and she must not keep the ladies waiting for it one 
minute. This morning, however, she had to keep them waiting; but 
not through any fault of hers. 

They grew impatient. Five minutes past nine : ten minutes past 
nine: what did Anne mean? Julia and Fanny were not much better 
dressed than when they got out of bed; old jackets on, rough and 
rumpled hair stuck up with hair-pins. In that respect they presented 
a marked contrast to Anne, who was ever trim and nice. • 

" I'm ·sure she must be growing the coffee-berries!" cried Fanny, as 
he flung the door open. "Is that breakfast coming to-day, or to­

morrow? 11 

" In two minutes," called back Anne. • 
" Oh, what a dreary life it is out here 1 " groaned Mrs. Lewis. 

" Girls, I think;we will go over to Worcester to-day, and arrange to stay 
a. week at Lake's. And then you can go to the subscription ball at the 
Town Hall, that you are so wild over." • 
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" Oh, do, do ! " cried Julia, all animation now. " If I don't go to 
that ball, I shall die." 

"I shall run a,vay, if we don't; I have said all along I would not 
miss the Easter ball," spoke Fanny. "Mamma, I cannot think why 
you don't shut this miserable house up ! " 

" Will you find the rent for another?" coolly asked Mrs. Lewis. 
" \Vhat can that girl be at with the coffee? " 

It came in at last; and Anne was abused for her laziness. When 
she could get a word in, she explained that Sally had had an accident 
with the tea-kettle, and fresh water had to be boiled. 

More indignation: Julia's egg turned out to be bad. ·what business 
had Anne to boil bad eggs? Anne, saying nothing, took it away, 
boiled another and brought it in. Then Mrs. Lewis fancied she could 
eat a thin bit of toasted bacon ; and Anne must go and do it at the end 
of a fork. Altogether the breakfast was nearly at an end before she 
could sit down and eat her own bread-and-butter. 

"I have been thinking," she began, in a hesitating tone, to Mrs. 
Lewis, "that I should like to go out. If you have no objection.'' 

" Go out where ? " 
'' Into some situation." 
Mrs. Lewis, in the act of conveying a piece of bacon to her mouth, 

held it suspended in mid-air, and stared at Anne in amazement. 
" Into what~ " 
"A situation in some gentleman's family. I have no prospect before 

me; no home; I must earn my own living." 
"The girl's daft!" cried Mrs. Lewis, resuming her breakfast. "No 

home! 'Why, you have a home here; your proper home. Was it not 
your father's? " 

"Yes. But it is not mine." 
"It is yours; and your days in it are spent usefully. What more 

can you want? Now, Anne, hold your tongue, and don't talk nonsense. 
If you have finished your breakfast you can begin to take the things 
away." 

'' Mamma, why don't you let her go?" whispered Fanny, as Anne 
went out with some plates. 

"Because she is useful to me," said Mrs. :Lewis. "Who else is there 
to see to our comforts? We should be badly off with that incapable 
Sally. And who would do all the needlework? recollect how much 
ohe gets through. No, as long as we are here, Anne mu t stay with 
us. Besides, the neighbourhood would have its say finely if we let her 
turn out. People talk, as it is, about the will, and are not so friendly 
as they might be. As if they would like me to fly in the face of my 
~ear departed husband's wi hes, and tacitly reproaoh his judgment!" 

But Anne did not give up. ,vh~n she had t4ken all the things Q.Way 

twid fol led up the wble-clotq, she came in agaiq and spok.~-
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. "! hop~ you will not oppose me in this, Mrs. Lewis. I should like. 
to take a situation.11 

" And, pray, what situation do- you suppose you could take? " 
ironically asked Mrs. Lewis. "You are not fitted to fill one in a gentle­
man's family." 

"Unless it be as cook," put in Julia. 
"Or seamstress,,, said Fanny. "By the way, I want some more 

cuffs made, Anne." 
" I should like to try for a situation, notwithstanding my deficiencies. 

I could do something or other." 
" '!'here, that's enough: must I te11 you again not to talk nonsense? " 

retorted Mrs. Lewis. " And now you must come upstairs and see to 
my things, and to Julia's and Fanny's. We are going to Worcester by 
the half-past eleven train-and you may expect us home to tea when 
you see us." 

They went off. As soon as their backs were turned, Anne came 
running into our house, finding me and Mrs. Todhetley at the piano. 
It was pleasant Easter weather, though March was not out : the Squire 
and Tod had gone to Dyke Manor on some business, and would not be 
home till late. Anne told all her doubts and difficulties to the mater, 
and asked her advice, as to whether there would be anything wrong in 
her seeking for a situation. 

"No, my dear," said the mother,'' it would be right, instead of wrong. • 
If--,, 

" If people freated me as they treat you, Anne~ I wouldn't stay v.-ith 
them a day," said I, hotly. "I don't like toads." 

"Oh, Johnny ! " cried l\Irs. Todhetley. " Never call names, dear. 
o obligation whatever, Anne, lies on you to remain in that home; and 

I think you would do well to leave it. You shall stay and dine with 
me and Johnny at one o'clock, Anne; and we will talk it over." 

"I wi h I coul l tay," said poor Anne; "I hardly knew how to 
, pare these few minutes to run here. Mrs. Lewis has left me a gown 
to unpick and turn, and I must hasten to begin it." 

"So would l begin it!" I cried, going out with her as far as the gate. 
" And I should like to know who is a toad, if she's not." 

"Don't you think I might be a nmsery governess, Johnny ? " she 
asked me, turning round after going through the gate. "I might teach 
French and Engli h, and German : and I am very fond of little children. 
The difficulty will be to get an introduction. I have thought of one 
person who might give it me-if I could only dare to ask him." 

" ,vho' that?" 
"Sir Robert Tenby. He is of the great world, and must know every 

one in it. And he has always shown himself o very sociable and kind. 
Do you think I might venture to apply to him?" 

'' Why not? He could not eat you for it." 



358 JOHNNY LUDLOW. 

She ran on, and I ran back. But, all that day, sitting over her work, 
Anne was in a state of doubt, not able to make up her mind. It was 
impossible to know how Sir Robert Tenby might take it. 

"I have made you a drop of coffee and a bit of hot toast and butter, 
Miss Anne," said Sally, coming in with a small tray. "Buttered it well. 
She's not here to see it." 
• Anne laughed, and thanked her ; Mrs. Lewis had left them only cold 

bacon for dinner, and ordered them to wait tea until her return. But 
before the refreshment was well disposed of, she and the girls came in. 

"How soon you are back ! " involuntarily cried Anne, hoping Mrs. 
Lewis would not smell the coffee. "And how are they all at Lake's?" 

• Mrs. Lewis answered by giving a snappish word to Lake's, and 
ordered Anne to get tea ready. Fanny whispered the information that 
they were going to vVorcester on the morrow to stay over the Easter 
ball; but not to Lal~e's·. Anne wondered at that. 

Upon arriving at Lake's that morning, Miss Dinah had received them 
very coolly; and was, as Mrs. Lewis remarked afterwards, barely ciYil. 
The fact was, Miss Dinah, being just-minded, took up Anne's cause 
rather warmly; and did not scruple to think that the beguiling poor 
weak-minded Dr. Lewis out o( the will he made, was just a piece of 
iniquity, and nothing less. Perceiving Miss Dinah's crusty manner, 
l\'f rs. Lewis inquired after Mrs. Lake. "vVhere's Emma? " she asked. 

"Very much occupied to-day. Can I do anything for yon? " 
_"We are thinking of coming _to you to-morrow for l:J. week, Dinah; 

I and my two girls. They are wild to go to t4e Easter ball. " Thich 
rooms can you give us? " . . . . 

. " Not any rooms,"_spok~ Miss D.ipah, d~cisively. "We cannot take 
you in." _ 

"Not take me in! When the servant opened the door to us she 
, aid the house ·was not full. I put the question to her." 

"But we are expecting it to be full," said Miss Dinah, curtly. "The 
Beales generally come _over to the ball; and we must keep rooms for 
them." 

"You don't know that they are coming, I expect. And in a boarding­
house the rule holds good, ' First come, first served.' " 

"A boarding-house holds its own rules, and is not guided by other 
people's. Very sorry: but we cannot make room this time for you 
and your daughters." 

"I'll soon see that," retorted Mrs. Lewis, getting hot. "vVhere's 
Emma Lake ? I am her cousin, and shall insist on being taken in." 

"She can't take you in without my consent. And she won't: that's 
more. Look here, Mrs. Podd-I beg your pardon-the new name does 
11ot always come pat to me. ,vhen you were staying here before, and 
kept us so long out of our money, it put us to more inconvenience than 
you had any idea of. vV e--" 
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,1 You were paid at last.,, 
"Yes," said Miss Dinah; "with poor Dr. Lewis's money, I expect. 

,v e made our minds up then, Mrs. Lewis, not to take you again. · At 
least, I did ; and Mrs. Lake agreed with me." 

"You will not have to wait again: I have money in my pocket now. 
And the girls must go to the ball on 'l'hursday." 

"If your pockets arc all full of money, it can make no difference to 
me. I'm sorry to say I cannot take you in, Mrs. Lewis : and now I 
have said all I mean to say.'' 

Mrs. Lewis went about the house, looking for M~s. Lake, and did not 
find her. She, not as strong-minded as Miss Dinah, had bolted herselt 
into the best bedroom, just then unoccupied. So Mrs. Lewis, not to be 
baffled as to the Lall, went out to look for other lodgings, and found 
them in Foregate Street. 

"But we shall be home on Saturday,'' she .said to Anne, as they 
were starting this second time for 'Worcester, on the Wednesday morn­
ing, the finery for the ball behind them in two huge trunks. " I have 
to pay a great deal for the rooms, and can't afford to stay longer than 
that. And mind that you and Sally get the house in order whilst we 
are away; it's a beautiful opportunity to clean it thor-oughly down; 
and get on as quickly as you can with the needlework." 

"\Vhy, my dear young lassie, I am not able to help you in such a 
thing as this. You bad better see the master himself." 

Anne had lost no time. • Leaving Sally to tlie cleaning, she dressed• 
and walked orer on the \Vednesday afternoon to Bellwood, Si1: Rober( 
Ten Ly's seat. She explained her business tp Mrs. Macbean, the -old 
family housekeeper, and asked whether she c9uld help hei· into any 
good family. • 

' Jae, nae, child. I live down here all my days, and I know nothing 
of the gentlefolks in the great world. The m~ster knows them alL'' _ ._ 

"I did think once of asking if I might see Sir Robert; but my courage 
foils me now," said Anne. • 

"And why should it?" returned the old lady. "If there's one man 
more ready than another to do a kindness, or more sociaLle to speak 
with, it's Sir Robert 'l'enby. He takes after his mother for that, my 
late dear lady; not after his father. Sir George was a bit proud. I'll 
go and tell Sir Rol>ert what you want." • 

Sir Robert was in his favourite room; a small one, with a bright fire 
in it, its purple chairs and curtains bordered with gold. It was bright 
altogether, Anne thought as she entered: for he said he would see her. 
The "indows looked out on a green velvet lawn, with beds of early 
flowers, and thence to the park; and, beyond all, to the chain of the 
Ma1Ycrn Hills, rising against the blue sky. The Laronct sat near one 
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of the windo,vs, some books on a small table at his elbow. lte came 
forward to shake hands with Anne, and gave her a chair opposite his 
·own. And, what with his good homely face and its smile of welcome, 
and his sociable, unpretending words, Anne felt at home at once. 

In her own quiet. way, so essentia1ly that of a lady in its unaffected 
truth, she told him what she wanted : to find a home in some good 
family, who would be kind to h·er in return for her services, and pay 
her as much as would serve to buy her gowns and bonnets. Sir Robert 
Tenby, no stranger to the gossip rife in the neighbourhood, had heard 
of the unjust will, and of Anne's treatment by the new wife. 

" It is, I imagine, impossible for a young lady to get into a good 
family without an introduction," said Anne. "And I thought-per­
haps-you might speak for me, sir: you do know a little of me. I 
have no one else to recommend me." 

He did not answer for the moment: he sat looking at her. Anne 
blushed, and went on, hoping she was not offending him. 

"No one else, I mean, who possesses your influence, and mixes 
habitually with the great world. I should not care to take service in 
.an inferior family: my poor father would not have liked it." 

" .Take service," said he, repeating the word. "It is as governess 
that you wish to go out? " 

" As nursery governess, I thought. I may not aspire to any better 
position, for I know no.thing of ac.complishments. But little children 

•11eed to be taught French and German; I could do that." 
" You speak French well, of course ? " 

• " As a native. German also. And I think I speak good English, 
and could teach it. And oh, sir, if you did chance to know of any 
family who would engage me, I should be so grateful to you." 

"French, English, and German," said he, smiling. "Well, I can't 
tell what the great world, as you put it, may call accomplishments ; 
but I think those three enough for anybody." 

Anne smiled too. " They are only languages, Sir Robert. They 
are not music and drawing. Had my dear mamma suspected I should 
have to earn my own living, she would have had me educated for it." 

"I think it is a very hard thing that you should have to earn it" 
spoke Sir Robert. • 

Anne glanced up through her wet eye-lashes: reminiscences of her 
mother always brought tears. "There's no help for it, sir; I have not 
a shilling in the world." 

" And no borne but one that you are ill-treated in-made to do the 
work of a servant ? Is it not so ? " 

Anne coloured painfu11y. How did be know this? Generous to 
Mrs. Lewis in spite of all, she did not care to speak of it herself. 

" And if people did net think me clever enough to teach, sir," she 
went on, passing over bis question, "I might perhaps go out to be 
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useful in other Ways. I can make French cakes and 8how a cook how 
to make French aishes ; and I can read aloud well, and do all kinds of 
needlework. So~e old lady, who pas no children of her own, might be 
glad to have me." _ 

"I think many an old lady would," said he. The remark put her 
in spirits. She grew animated. 

" Oh, do you I I am so glad. If you should know of one, sir, would 
you please to tell her of me ? " 

Sir Robert nodded, and Anne rose to leaYe. He rose also. 
" If I could be so fortunate as to get into such a home as this, with 

some kind old lady for my friend and mistress, I should be quite happy," 
she said, in the simplicity of her heart. "How pl3asant this room is ! 
and how beautiful it is outside! "-pausing to look at the early flowers, 
as she passed the window. 

"Do you know Bellwood? Vvere you ever here before?" 
'' No, sir, never." 
Sir Robert put on his hat and went out with her, showing her some 

pretty spots about the grounds. Anne was enchanted, especially with 
the rocks and the cascades. Versailles, she thought, could not be 
better than Bell wood. 

"And when you hear of anything, sir, you will please to let me 
know?" she said, in parting. 

"Yes. You had better come again soon. This is vVednesday: 
suppose you call on Friday. ·wm you?" 

"Oh, I shall be only too glad. I will be sure to come. Good-bye, 
Sir Robert: and thank you very, very much." -

She went home with a light heart: she had not felt so happy since 
her father died. 

"How good be is ! how kind! a true gentleman," she thought; 
" And what a good thing he fixed Friday instead of Saturday, for on 

aturday they will be at home. But it is hardly possible that he will 
have heard of any place by that time, unless he has one in his eye." 

It was Friday afternoon before Anne could get to BeUwood, and 
rather late, al o. She asked, as before, for Mrs. Macbean, not liking 
to ask direct for Sir Robert Tenby. Sir Robert was out, but was 
expected in every minute, and Anne waited in Mrs. Macbean's 
parlour. 

" Do you think be has heard of anything for me ? " was one of the 
first question she put. 

"Eh, my dear, and how should I know? ,, was the old lady's reply. 
"He does not tell me of his affairs. Not but what he talks to me a 
good deal, and always like a friend : he does not forget that my late 
leddy, his mother, made more of a friend of me than a servant Many's 
the half-hour he keeps me talking in his parlour; and always bids me 
take the easiest seat there. I wish he would marry! ,, 
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" Do you? " replied Anne, mechanically: for she was thinking more 
of her own concerns than Sir Robert's. 

" ,vhy, yes, that I do. It's a lonely life for him at best, the one he 
leads. I've not scrupled to tell him, times and oft, that he ought to 
bring a mistress home-- Eh, but there he is! That's his step." 

As before, Anne went into the pretty room that Sir ~obert, when 
alone, mostly sat in. Three or four opened letters lay upon the table, 
and she wondered whether they related to her. 

'' No, I have as yet no news for you," he said, smiling at her eager 
face, and keeping her hand in his while he spoke . . "You will haye to 
come again for it. Sit down." 

"But if-if you ha Ye nothing to tell me to-day, I had better not take 
up your time," sai<l Anne, hot liking to appear .intrusive. 

" My time ! If you lmew how slowly time some days seems to pass 
for me, you would have ·no scruple about 'taking it up.' Sit here. 
This is a pleasant seat." • 

·with her eyes fixed on the outer landscape, Anne sat on and listened 
to him. He talked of various things, and she felt as much at her case 
(as she told me that f;ame evening) as though she had been talking 
with me. Afterwards she felt half afraid she had been too open, for 
i-;he told him all about her childhood's home in France and her dear 
mother. It was growing dusk when she got np to go. 

"\Vill you come again on Monday afternoon?" he asked. '' I shall 
be out in the morning." 

'' If I can, sir. Oh yes, if I can. But Mrs. Lewis, who will be at 
home then, does not want me to take a situation at all, and she may 
not let me come out." 

"I should co~e without telling her," smiled Sir Robert. "Not 
want you to leave home, eh? Would you like to stay there to make 
the puddings? Ay, I understand. ·well, I shall expect you on l\1onJay. 
'l'here may be some news, you know." 

And, somehow, Anne took up the notion that there would be news, 
his tone sounded so hopeful. All the way home her feet seemed to 
tread on air. 

·On the Sunday evening, when they were all sitting together at May­
thorn Bank, and Anne had no particular duty on hand, she took courage. 
to tell of what she had done, and that Sir Robert Tenby was so good 
ns to interest himself for her. Mrs. Lewis was indignant; the young 
ladies were pleasantly satirical. 

"As nursery governess: you!" mocked Miss Julia. ' ,vhat shall 
you teach your pupils? To play at cats' cradle?" 

"Why, you know, Anne, you are not fit for a governess," said 
Fanny. " It would be quite-quite wicked of you to make believe to 
be one. You never learnt a note of music. You can't draw. You 
can't paint." 
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"Yon had better go to school yourself, first," snapped Mrs. ~ewis. 
"I will not allow you to take such a step : so put all thought of it out 
of your head." . 

Anne leaned her aching brow upon her hand in perplexity'. '\Vas 
she so unfit? Vv ould it be wicked? She determined to put the case 
fnlly before her kind friend, Sir Robert Tenby, and ask his opinion. 

Providing that she could get to Sir Robei:t's. Ask leave to go, she 
dare not; for_ she knew the answer would be a p~int-blank refusaJ. 

But fortune favoured her. Between three and four o'clock on 
'?\londay afternoon, Mrs. Lewis and her daughters dressed themselves 
and sailed away to call on some people at South Crabb; which lay in 
just the contrary direction to Be11wood. They left Anne a heap of 
sewing to do : but she left the sewing and went out on her own seore. 
I met her near the Ravine. She told me what she had done, aIJd 
looked bright and flushed over it. 

" Mrs. Lewis is one cat, and they are two other cats, Anne. Tod 
f;ays so. Good-bye. Good luck to you!" 

"Eh, my dear, and I was beginning to think you didna mean to 
come," was Mrs. Macbean's salutation. " But Sir Robert is nae back 
yet,, he has been out on horseback sin_ce the morning; and he said you 
were to wait for him. So ji.1st take your bonnet off, and you shall have 
a cup of tea with me ! " 

Nothing lotb, Anne took off her outdoor things. '' They will Le 
home before I am, and find me gone out,'' she reflected ; " lint they 
can't quite kill me for it." The old lady rang her bell for tea, and 
1 hought what a nice and pretty young gentlewoman Anne looked· in 
her plain black dress with its white frilling, and the handsome j et 
necklace that had been her mother's. 

But before the tea could be made, Sir Robert Tenby's horse trotteci 
up, and they heard him go to his sitting-room. Mrs. Macbean took 
Anne into his presence, 8a) ing at the same time that she had been 
about to giTe the young lady a cup of tea. 

' I s4ould like some tea, too," said Sir Robert; "Miss Lewis can 
tnke it with me. Send it in." . . 

It came in upon n. waiter, and was placed upon the table. Anne, 
at his request, put sugar and cream into his cup, handed it to him, and 
then took her own. He was looking very thoughtful ; she seemed to 
fancy he had no good news for her, as l~e did not speak of it ; and her 
heart went down, down. In a very timid tone, she told him of the 
<l preciating opinion held of her talents at home, and begged him to 
. ay what he thought, for she should not like to be guilty of undertaking 
any duty she was not fully competent to fulfil. 

" ·wm you take some more tea?" was all Sir Robert said in answer. 
' No, thank you, sir." 
"Another bi cuit? o? We will send the h·ay away then." 
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Ringing the bell, a servant came in and removed the things. Sir 
Robert, standing at the window, and looking down at Anne as she sat, 
began to speak. 

" I think there might be more difficulty in getting you a situation as 
governess than we thought for; one that would be quite suited to you, 
at least. Perhaps another kind of situation would do better for you." 

Her whole face, turned up to him with its gaze of expectancy, 
changed to sadness; the light in her eyes died away. It seemed so 
like the knell of all her hopes. Sir Robert only smiled. 

"If you could bring yourself to take it-and to like it." he con~ 
tinued. 

" But what situation is it, sir?,, · 
"That of my wife. That of Lady of Bellwood.11 

Just for a moment or two she simply stared at him. \¥hen his 
meaning reached her comprehension, her face turned red and white 
with emotion. Sir Robert took her hand and spoke more fully. He 
had learnt to like her very very much, to esteem her, and wished her 
to be his ·wife. 

"I am aware that there is a good deal of difference in our ages, my 
dear; more than twenty years," he went on, while she sat in silence. 
"But I think you might find happiness with me; I will do my very 
best to insure it. Better be my wife than a nursery governess. What 
do you say? ,, 

"Oh, sir, I do not know what to say," she answered, trembling a 
little. " It is so unexpected-and a great honour-and-and I am 
oYerwhelmed. ,, 

!' Could you like me ? ,, he gently asked. 
"I do like you, sir; very much. But this-this would be different. 

Perhaps you would let me take until to-morrow to think about it? ,, 
" Of course I will. Bring me your answer then. Bring it yourself, 

whatever it may be.11 

" I wilJ, sir. And I thank you very greatly." 
All night long Anne Lewis Jay awake. Should she take this good 

• man for her husband, or should she not? She did like him very much : 
and what a position it would be for her; and how sheltered she would 
be henceforth from the frowns of the world! Anne might never have 
hesitated, but for the remains of her love for Mr. Angerstyne. That 
was passing away from her heart day by day, as she knew; it would 
soon have passed entirely. She could never feel that same love again; 
it was over and done with for ever; but there was surely no reason why 
she should sacrifice all her future to its remembrance. Yes: she would 
accept Sir Robert Tenby: and would, by the help of Heaven, make him 
a true, faithful, good . wife. 

It was nearly dusk the next afternoon before she could leave the 
house. Mrs. Lewis had kept her in sight so long that she feared she might 
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not find the opportunity that day. She ran all the way to Bellwood, 
anxious to keep her promise: she could not bear to seem to trifle, even 
for a moment, with this good and considerate man. Sir Robert was 
waiting for her in a glow of firelight. He came forward, took both her 
hands in his, and looked into her face inquiringly. 

"Vvell?" 
" Yes, sir, if you still wish to take me. I will try to be to you a 

loving wife ; obedient and faithful." 
, v ith a sigh of relief, he sat down on a sofa that was drawn to the 

fire and placed her beside him, holding her band still. 
"My dear, I thank you: you have made me very happy. You shall 

never have cause to repent it.'' 
" It is so strange," she whispered, " that you should wait all these 

years, with the world to choose from, and then think of me at last ! I 
can scarcely believe it." 

"Ay, I suppose it is strange. But I must tell you something, Anne. 
When quite a youth, only one-and-twenty, there was a young lady 
whom I dearly loved. She was poor, and not of much family, and my 
father forbade the union. She married some one else, and died. It is 
fo r the Joye of her I have kept single all these years. But I shall not 
make you the less good husband." 

"And I-I wish to tell you that I once cared for some one," whis­
pered Anne, in her straightforward honesty. "It is all over and done 
,vith ; but I did like him very much." 

" Then, my dear, we shall be even," he saisl, with a merry smile. 
"The one cannot reproach the other. And now--this is the beginning 
of pril: before the month shall have closed you had better come to 
me. ,v e have nothing to wait for; and I do not like, now that you 
belong to me, to leave you one moment longer than is needful with that 
lady whom you are forced to call stepmother." 

How Anne reached home that late afternoon she hardly knew: she 
knew still less how to bring the news out. In the course of the follow­
ing morning she tried to do so, and made a bungle of it. 

" Sir Robert not going to get you a situation as governess ! " inter­
rupted Julia, before Anne had half finished. "Of course he is not. 
He knows you are not capable of taking one. I thought how much he 
was intending to help you. You must have had plenty of cheek, Anne, 
to trouble him." 

" I am going to be his wife instead, ' said poor Anne, meekly. "He 
has asked me to be. And-and it is to be very soon; and he is coming 
to see :Mrs. Lewis this morning." 

Mrs. Lewis, sitting back in an casy-cha.ir, her feet on the fender, 
dropped the book she was reading to stal'e at Anne. Julia burst into a 
laugh of incredulity. Her mother echoed it, and spoke-

11 ¥ ou poor ipf~tµatecl girl ! Thi comes Qf b ing bNught up on 
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French soup. But Sir Robert Tenby has no right to play jokes upon 
you. I shall write and tell him so." 

"I-think-he is there," 1,tammered Anne. 
There he was. A handsome carriage was drawing up to the gate, 

the baronet's badge upon its panels. Sir Robert sat inside. A footman 
ca.me up the path and thundered at the door. 

Not very long afterwards-it was in the month of june-Anne and 
her husband were guests at a London crush in Berkeley Square. It 
was too crowded to be pleasant. Anne began to look tirecl, and Sir 
Hobert whispered to her that if she had had enough of it, they would 
go home. " Very gladly," she answered, and turned to say good-night 
to her hostess. 

" Anne ! How are you ? " 
The unexpected interruption, in a voice she knew qnite well, and 

which sent a thrill through her, even yet, arrested Anne in her course. 
There stood Henry Angerstyne, his hand held out in greeting, a con­
fident smile, as if assuming she could only receive him joyfully, on bis 
handsome face. 

" I am so much surprised to see you here; so delighted to meet you 
once again, Miss Lewis." 

"You mistake, sir," replied Anne, in a cold, proud tone, drawing her 
head a little up. "I am Lady Ten_by." 

\Valking forward, she put her arm within her husband's, who waited 
for her. Mr. Angerstyne understood it at once; it needed not the 
almost bridal robes of white silk and lace to enlighten him. She was 
not ·altered. She looked just the same single-minded, honest-hearted 
girl as ever, with a pleasant word for all-except just in the moment 
when she had spoken to him. 

"I am glad of it: she deserves her good fortune," he thought heartily. 
,vith all his faulte, few men could be more generously just than Henry 
Angerstyne. 
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THE KEY OF THE CHURCH. 

"JonNXY, you will have to take the organ on Sunday." 
The words gave me a surprise. I turned short round on the musir,~ 

stool, wondering whether Mrs. Todhetley spoke in jest or earnest. aut 
her face was quito serious, as she sat, her hands on her lap, and her 
lame finger-the fore-finger of the left hand-stretched out. 

"I take the organ,.good mother I "\¥hat's that for?" 
'' Because I was to have taken it, Johnny, and this accident to my 

finger will prevent it." 
Vile had just got home to Dyke Manor from school for the Michaelmas 

holidays. Not a week of them: for this was ·weclnesclay afternoon, 
and we should go back the following Monday. Mrs. Todhetley had 
cut her finger very seriously in carving some cold beef on the previous 
day. Old Duffham had put it into splints. 

"Where's Mr. Richards?" I asked, alluding tq the church orgarnst. 
""\Vell, it is rather a long tale, Johnny. A good deal of dissatisfaction 

has existed, as you know, between him and the congregation." 
"Through his loud playing." 
':Just so. And now he has resigned in a buff. Mr. Holland called 

yesterday morning to ask if I would. help them at the pinch by taking 
the organ for a Sunday or two, until matters were smoothed with 
Richards, or some fresh organist was found ; . and I promised him I 
would. In the evening, this accident happened to my finger. So you 
must take it in my place, Johnny." 

" And if I break down? '' 
" ot you. "\Vhy should you ? " 
"I am out of practice." 
"There's plenty. of time to get up your practice between nqw and 

Sunday: Don't make objections, my dear. We should all do what 
little we can to help others in a time of need.". 

I said no more. As she observed, there was plenty of time between 
now and Sunday. And, not to lose time, I went off the~e and then. 

The church stood in a lonely spot, as I think you know, and I took 
the way.1tcross the fields to it. Whistling softly, I went along, fixing 
in my mind upon the chants and hymn . Ours was rather a primitive . . 
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service. The organ repertoire included only about a dozen chants and 
double that number of hymns. It had·this advantage-that they were 
all familiar to the congregation, who could join in the singing at will, 
and the singers had no need to practise. Mr. Richards had lately 
iutroduced a different style of music, and it was not liked. 

"Let me see : • I'll make it just the opposite of Richard's. For the 
morning we wi}J have the thirty-seventh psalm, 'Depend on God:' 
there's real music in that; and ·, Jerusalem the Golden.' And for the 
afternoon, 'Abide with me,' and the Evening Hymn. l\fornington's 
Ghant; and . the Grand Chant; and the-- Halloa, Fred! ls it 
you?" 

A lithe, straight-limbed young feJlow was turning out of the little 
valley: on his way (as I guessed) from the· Parsonage. It was Fred 
Westerbrook: old vVesterbrook's nephew at the Narrow Dyke Farm­
or, as we abbreviated it, the N. D. Farm. 

" How are you, Johnny? " 
His face and voice were alike subdued as he shook hands. I asked 

after Mr. and Mrs. ,v esterbrook. 
"They are both well, for anything I know," he answered. "The 

N. D. Farm is no longer my home, Johnny." 
Had he told me the Manor was no longer uine, I could not haYe 

baen more surprised. 
'' Why; how is that, Fred? " 
"They have turned me out of it." 
' ' What-this morning? " 
" This morning-no. Two months ago." 
" And why? I never thought it would come to that." 
'' Because they wanted to get rid of me, that's why. Gisby has been 

the prime mover in it-the chief snake in the grass. He is worse than 
she is." 

"And what are you doing? " 
"Notliing: except knocking about. I'd be off to America to-morrow 

and try my luck there if I had a fifty-pound note in my pocket. I 
went up to the farm last week, and made an appeal to my uncle to help 
me to it, and he rid of me-·- " 

'' And would he?" I interrupted, too eager to let him finish. 
' ' Would he!" repeated Fred, savagely. "He bade me go to a 

place unmentionable. He threatened to drive me off the premises if 
ever I put foot on them again." 

' ' I am very sorry. . What shall you <lo?" T a ked. 
"Heaven knows! Perhaps turn poacher." 
" Nonsense, Fred ! " 
"Is it nonsense I" be retorted, taking off his low-crowned bat and 

passing his hand passionately over his wavy, auburn hair-about the 
f.li C~§t hair l ev~r 1:1&w. People Mid ~•red was proud of it, He was ~ 
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good-looking young fellow altogether; with a clear, fresh face, and 
steady grey eyes . 
. "You don't know what it is to be goaded, Johnny," he said. " I 

can tell you I am ripe for any mischief. And a man must live. But 
for one thing, I swear I wouldn't keep straight." 

I knew what thing he meant quite well. " \¥hat does she say about 
it?" I asked. 

"\¥hat can she say? My uncle has insulted her to her face, and 
inade me out at the Parsonage to be a downright scamp. Oh, I go in 
for all that's bad, according to him, I assure you, Johnny Ludlow." 

" Do you never se_e her? " 
" It is chiefly by chance if I do. I have just been up there now, 

sitting for half-an-hour with her in the old study. There was no 
opportunity for a private word, thougfa ; the young ones were dodging 
around, playing at ' Salt Fish '- if you know the delectable game. 
Good-bye, Johnny lad.'' 

He strode off with an angry fire in his eye. I felt very sorry for 
him. vVe all liked Fred W esterbrook. He had his faults, I suppose, 
but he was one of the most open-natured fellows in the world. 

Dashing in at Clerk Bumford's for the key of the church, I sat down 
to the organ : an antiquated instrument, whose bellows were worked 
by the player's feet, as are some of the modern harmoniums; but, as 
far as tone went, it was not bad-rather rich and sweet. All through 
the practice my mind was running on Fred vVesterbrook and his 
uncle. rrhe parish had said long _ago they would come to a blow-up 
ome time. 

The N. D. Farm stood about three-quarters of n. mile on the other 
side the church, beyond Mr. Page's. It had a good house upon it, and 
consisted of two or three hundred acres of land. But its owner, Mr. 
\Vesterbrook, rented a great deal more land that lay contiguous to it, 
"hich rendered it altogether one of the most considerable farms round 
about. p to fifty years of age , Mr. \Vesterbrook had not married. 
Fred, his dead brother's 80n, had been adopted by him, and was 
regarded as bi heir. · The farm had been owned qy the W esterbrooks 
for untold-of years, arid it was not likely a stranger in blood and name 
would be allowed to inherit it. So Fred had lived there as the son 
and heir, and been made much of. 

But, to the surprise of every one, Mr. Westerbrook took it into his 
head to ma1Ty, although he was fifty years old. It was thought to be 
a foolish act, and the pari h talked freely. She was a widow without 
children, of a grasping nature, and not at all nice in temper. A high­
spirited boy of fourteen, as Fred was, would be hardly likely to get on 
with her. She interfered with him in the holidays, and thwarted him, 
and told sneaking tales of him to his uncle. It went on pretty smoothly 
enough, however, until Fred left school, which he did at eigl1teen, to 

J ohnny Ludlow.-11. 24 
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take up his abode at home for good and busy himself about the iarm. 

Upon the death of the bailiff some three _years later, she sent for one 

Gisby, from a distance, and got Mr. ,vesterbrook to instal him in the 

bailiff's vacant place. This Gisby was a dark little man of middle age, 

and was said to be distantly related to her. He proved to be an 

excellent farmer and manager, and did his duty well; but from the 

first he and l!.,red were just at daggers-drawn. Presuming upon his 

relationship to the mistress, Gisby treated Fred in an off-hand manner, 

telling him sometimes to do this and not to do the other, as he did the 

men. Of course, Fred did not stand that, and offered to pitch him into 
next week unless he kept his place better. 

But, as the years went on, the antagonism against Fred penetrated 

to Mr. Westerbrook. She was always at work with her covert whispers, 

us was Gisby with his outspoken accusations of him, and with all sorts 

of tales of his wrong-doing. They had the ear of the master, and Fred 

could not fight against it. Perhaps he did not try to do so. Wl1isper­
ing, and meanness, and underhand doing of any kind, were foreign to 

llis nature ; he was rather too outspoken, and he turned on his enemies 

freely and gave them plenty of abuse. It was Gisby who first told Mr. 

,vesterbrook of the intimacy, or friendship, or whatever you may 
pleas·e to call it, though I suppose the right word would be love, between 
Fred and Edna Blake. Edna was one of a large family, -and had 

come, a year or two ago, to live at the Parsonage, being niece to Mr '. 
Holland, the parson's wife. Mrs. Holland was generally ill (and 

frightfully incapable), and Edna had it all on her hands: the house­

keeping, and the six unruly children, and the teaching and the 
mending, and often the cooking. They paid her twenty pounds 
a-year for it. But she ,vas a charming girl, with one of the sweete. t 

faces ever seen, and the gentlest spirit. l!.,red Westerbrook had found 
that out, and the two were deeply in love with one another. Old Mr. 
vVesterbrook went into one of his passions when he beard of it, and 
swore at Fred. Edna was not his equal, he told him; Fred must look 
higher: she had no money, and her friends, as was reported, were 
only tradespeople. Fred retorted that Edna was a mine of wealth and 
goodness in herself, and he had never troubled himself to ask what her 

friends might be. However, to make short of the story, matters had 
grown more unpleasant for Fred day by day, and this appeared to be 
the end of it, turning him out of house and borne. He was just_ 

twenty-four now. I don't wish to imply that Fred was without fault . , 

or that he did nothing to provoke his uncle. He had been wild the Inst 
year or two, and tumbled into a few scrapes; but the probability is that 
he would have kept straight enough under more favourable circum­
stances. The discomfort at home drove him out, and he got associating 
with anything but choice company. 

Making short work of my playing, I took the key back to Bumford' , 
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ancl ran home. Tod was in the dining-room with the mothei', and I 
told them of the meeting with :Fred ,v esterbrook. Mrs. Todhetley 
seemed to know all about it, and said Fred had been living af the Silver Bear. • • 

"What an awful shame of old \Vesterbrook ! " broke out Tod. • " To 
tum a fellow away from his home!" 

"I am afraid there are faults on both sides," sighed Mrs. Todhetley, 
in her gentle way. "Fred has not borne a good character of late." 

"And who could expect him to bear a good one? " fired Tod. " If. I 
were turned out like a dog, should I care what I did? .No! Old 
vVesterbrook and that. precious wife of his ought to be kicked. As .to 
Gisby, the sneak, hanging would be too good far him." 

" Don't, Joseph." • 
" Don't! " retorted 'l,od. " But I do. 'rhey deserve all the abuse. 

that can be given them. I can see her game. She wants vVesterbrook 
to leave the property to her: that's the beginning and the end of it;. 
and to cut off poor Fred with a shilling." 

" Of course· we afo all sorry for Fred, Joseph," resumed the mother; 
' \ ery sorry. I know I am. But he need not do reckless things, and 
Jose his good name." 

'' Bother his good name l " cried Tod. " Look at their interference 
about Edna Blake. That news came out when we were at home at• 
l\lidsummer. Edna is as good as they are." 

" It is a hopeless case, I fear, Joseph. Discarded by his uncle, all 
his prospects are at an end. He has been all on the wrong track lately, and done many a sad thing.'' 

"I don't care what he has done. He has. been driven to it. And 
I 11 stand up for him through thick and thin." 

Tod flung out of the room with the last words. It was just like him, 
putting himself into a way for nothing. It was like somebody else too 
-his father. I began telling Mrs. Todhetley of the chants and hymns 
I had thought of, asking her if they would do. 

" one could be better, Johnny. And I only wish you might play for us always." 
A fine commotion arose next morning. We were at breakfast, when. 

Thomas came in to say old Jones, the constable, wanted to see the 
Squire immediately. Old Jones was bade to enter; he appeared all on 
the hake, and his face as white as a sheet. There had been mu~er 
done in the night, he said. Master Fred W esterbrook had shot Gisby : and he bad come to get a warrant signe<l for F red's apprehension. 

Go.odness bless me !" cried the Squire , dropping his knife and fork, 
nnd turning to face old Jones. " How on earth did it happen? " 

" Well, your wor hip, 'twere a poaching affray," returned Jones. "Gi by the bailiff have had bi , suspicions o' the game·, and he went 
out last night with a man or two, and met the fellow in the open field 
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on this side the copse. There they was, in the bright moonlight, :i~ 
bold as brass, with a bag o' game, Master Fred vYesterbrook the fore­
most on 'em. A fight ensued-Gisby don't want for pluck, he don't, 
though he be undersized, and he attacked 'em. Master Fred up with 
his gun and shot him." 

" Is Gisb:r C::.ead? " 
"No, sir; but he's a-dying." 
" What a fool that Fred ,v esterbrook must be!" stormed the Squire, 

"And I declare I liked the young fellow amazingly ! It was only last 
night, Jones, that we were talking of him here, taking his part against 
,his uncle." 

"He haven't been after much good, Squire, since he went to live at 
that there Silver Bear. Not but what the inn's as respectable--" 

"Respectable !-I should like to know where you would find a more 
respectable inn, or one better conducted? " put in Tod, with scant 
ceremony. "vVhat do you mean, old Jones? A gentleman can take 
up his abode at the Silver Bear, and not be ashamed of it." 

"I have nothing to say again' it, sir; nor against Rimmer neither. 
It warn't the inn I was ref:lecting on, but on Master Fred himself." 

"Anyway, I don't believe this tale, Jones." 
"Not believe it I" returned Jones, aghast at the bold assertion. 

"Why, young Mr. Todhetley, the whole parish is a-ringing with it. 
There's Gisby a-dying at Shepherd's-which was the place he were 
carried to, being the nearest; and Shepherd himself saw young Mr. 
Fred fire off the gun." 

"What became of the rascally poachers?" asked the Squire. ",vho 
were they ? " 

"They got clean off, sir, every one on 'em. And they couldn't be 
recognized : they had blackened their faces. Master Fred was the 
only one who had not disguised hisself, which was just like his bold­
ness. They left the game behind 'em, your worship: a nice lot o' 
pheasants and partridges. Pheasants too, the miscreants I-and October 
not in." 

There was not much mqre breakfast for us. Tod rushed off, and I 
after him. As Jones bad said, the whole parish was ringing with the 
news, and we found people standing about in groups to talk. The par­
ticulars appeared to be as old Jones had related. Gisby, taking 
Shepherd-who was herdsman on the N. D. Farm-with him, and 
another man named Ford, had gone out to watch for poachers; had 
met half-a-dozen of them, including Fred ,vesterbrook, and Fred had 
shot Gisby. 

The Silver Bear stood in the middle of Church Dykely, next door to 
Perkins the butcher's. It was kept by Henry Rimmer. We made for 
it, wondering whether Rimmer could teJl us anything. He was in the 
t'lp-room, polishing the taps. 
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"Oh, it's true enough, young gent.lemen l 11 he said, as we burst in 
upon him with questions. "And a dreadful thing it is. One can't" 
help pitying young Mr. vVesterbrook.11 

" Look here, Rimmer : do you believe he did it? " 
"Why, in course be did, Master Johnny, There was no difficulty in 

knowing him: he was the only one of 'em not disguised. Shepherd 
says the night was as light as day. Gisby and him and Ford all saw 
young Mr. vVesterbrook, and knew him as soon as the lot came in 
sight." 

" Was he at home here last evening ? " asked Tod. 
"He was at home here, sir, till after supper. He had been out in 

the afternoon, and came-in to his tea between five and six. Then he 
stayed in till supper-time, and went out afterwards." 

"Did he come in later?" 
'' No, never," replied Rimmer, lowering his voice, as a man sometimes 

does when speaking very seriously. "He never came in again?" 
"They say Gisby can't recover. Is that true, or not?" • 
" It is thought he'll not live through the day, sir." 
"And where can Westerbrook be hiding himself?" 
"He's safe inside the, hut of one or other of the poachers, I should 

say," nodded the landlord. "Not that that would be safe for him, or 
for them, if it could be found out who the villains were. I think I 
could give a guess at two or three of them." 

" o could I," said Tod. "Dick Standish was one, I know. And 
Jelf another. Of course, their haunts will be searched. Don't you 
think, Rimmer, Mr. Fred W esterbrook would rather make off, than run 
the risk of concealing himself in any one of them? " 

Rimmer shook his head. "I don't know about that, sir. He might 
not be able to make off. It's thought he was wounded." 

" Wounded I " 
" Gisby fired his own gun in the act of falling, and Shepherd thinks 

the charge hit young Mr. W esterbrook. The poachers were running 
off then, and Shepherd saw them halt in a kin.cl of heap like, and he is 
positive that the one on the ground was Mr. vVesterbrook. For that 
reason, sir, I should say the chances are he is somewhere in the 
neighbourhood." 

Of course it looked like it. Strolling away to pick up anything else 
that people might be saying, we gave Fred our best wishes for his 
e cape-in spite of the shot-and for effectually dodging old Jones and 
the re t of the Philistines. Tod made no secret of his sentiments. 

"It's a thing that might have happened to you or to me, you see, 
Johnny, were we turned out of doors and driven to bay as :Fred has 
b13en." 

By the afternoon, great staring hand-bills were posted about, written 
in enormoq~ ~~t-4qnq, offerin~ a rewarq qf twenty pounc.ls for tho 
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apprehension of Frederick W esterbrook. ·when old vVesterbrook wa8 
incensed, he went in for the whole thing, and no mistake. 

,vhat with the bustle the p1ace was in, and the excitement of the 
chase-for all the hedges and ditches, the barns and the suspected 
dwellings were being looked up by old Jones and a zealous crowd, 
anxious for the reward-it was not until after dinner in the evening 
that .I got away to practice. Going along, I met Duffham, and asked 
after Gisby. 
• "I am on my way to Shepherd's now," be answered. "I suppose 

he is still alive, as they have not sent me word to the contrary." 
" Is he sure to die, Mr. Duff ham? " 
"I fear so, Johnny. I don't see much chance of saving him." 
i, vVhat a dreadful thing for Fred Westerbrook ! They may bring it 

in wilful murder." 
_ "That they will be sure to do. Good-evening, l~d; I have no time 

to linger with you." 
Bumford was probably looking out for the fugitive (and the reward) 

on his own score, as he was not to be seen ; but I found the key inside 
the knife-box on the kitchen dress~r, his store-place for it, opened the 
door, and went into the church. 

On one sirle the church-door, as you entered, was an enclosed place 
underneath the belfry, that did for the vestry and for Clerk Bumford's 
den. He kept his store of candle~ in it, his grave-digging tools (for he 
was sexton as well as clerk), his Sunday black gown, and other choice 
articles. On the other siile of the door, not enclosed, was the nook 
that contained thE wg .... :1. I sat down at once. But I had come too 
late ; for in half-an-hour's time the notes of the music and the keys were 
alike dim. Just then Bumford entered. 

" Oh, you be here, be you l " said he, treating me, as be did the rest 
of the world,. with slight ceremony. "I thought I heered . the organ 
a-going, so I come on to see." 

"You were not indoors, Bumford, when I cal1ed for tpe key." 
"I were only in the field at the back, a-getting up some dandelion 

roots," returned old Bumford, in his usual resentful tone. "There ain't 
no obligation in me to be shut in at home everlasting." 

" ·who said there was ? " · -
" Ain't it a'most too dark for you ? " 
"Yes, I shall have to borrow one of your candles." 
Bumfo.rd grunted at this. Tho candles were not strictly his ; they 

were paid for by the parish; but he set great store hy them, and would 
have denied me one if he could. Not seeing his way clear to doing 
this, he turned away, muttering to himself. I t_ook my fingers !)ff the 
keys-for I bad been playing while I talked to him-and followed. 
Bumford went out of the church,-shutting the door with a bang, and I 
procoedeci to search for the candlestick. 
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That was soon found: it always stood on the shelf; but it had no 
candle in itJ and I opened the candle-box to .take one out. All .the light 
that came in was from the ope_n slits in the belfry above. The next 
thing was to find the matches. 

Groping about quietly with my hands on the shelf, for fear of knock­
ing down some article or another, and wondering where on earth the 
match-box had gone to, I was interrupted by a groan. A disn1al groan, 
coming from the middle of the church. 

It nearly made me start out of my skin. My shirt-sleeves went dan-ip. 
Down with us, the gho~ts of the buried dead are popularly supposed to 
haunt the churches at night. .. 

" It must have been the pulpit creaking," said I, gravely to myself. 
" Oh, here's the match---" 

An awful groan! Another! Three groans altogether! I stood as 
still as death ; calling up the recollection that God was with me inside 
the church as well as out . of it. Frightened I was, and it is of no use 
to deny it. 

" I wonder what the devil is to be the ending of this ! " 
The unorthodox words burst upon iny ears, bringing a reassurance, . 

fo r dead people don't talk, let alone their natural objection (as one must 
suppose) to mention the arch-enemy. The tones were free and distinct; 
and-I knew them for Fred ,vesterbrook's. 

" Fred, is that you?" I asked in a half-whisper, as I went forward. 
No sound; no answer. 
" Fred! it's only I." 
Not a word or a breath. I struck a match, and lighted a candle. 
" You need not be afraid,· Fred . Come along. I'll do anything I 

can for you. Don't you know me ?-Johnny Ludlow." 
"For the love of Heaven, put that light out, Johnny! '' he said, feel­

ing it perfiaps useless to hold ont, or else deciding to trust me, as-he 
came down the aisle in a stooping position, so that the pews might 
screen him from the windows. And I put it out. 

" I thought you had gone out of the church with old Bumford," said 
he. " I heard you both come away from the organ, and then the door 
was slammed, leaving the church to silence." 

" I was searching after the candle and matches. ·when <lid you 
come here, Fred ? How did you get in ? " 

" I got in last night. Is there much of a row, J ohnny?" 
" Pretty well. How came yon to do it? " 
'To do what?" 
'Shoot Gi by." 
" It was not I that shot him." 
"Not you !" 
'-' Certainly not." 
"Bl.lt-people are saying it was you. Y oti were with the poachers." 
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"I was with the poachers; and one of them, like the confounded 
idiot that he wa!3.i pointed bis gun and fired it. I recognized the cry 
for Gisby's, and knew that the charge must have struck him. I never 
had a gun in my hand at all, Johnny." 

,v ell, I felt thankful for that. vVe sat down on the bench, and Fred 
told his tale. 

After supper the previous night, he strolled out and met some fellow 
he knew, who liYed two or three miles away. (A black sheep in public· 
estimation., like himself.) It was a beautiful night. Fred chose to se" 
him home, and stayed there, drinking a glass or two, till he knew not 
what hour. Coming back across the fie1ds, ·he fell in with the poachers. 
Instead of denouncing them, he told them half in joke, half in earnest, 
that he might be joining their band himself before the winter was over. 
Close upon that, they fell in with the watchers, Gisby and the rest. 
Fred knew he was recognized, for Gisby called out his name ; and that, 
Fred did not like : it made things look black against him. Gisby 
['_,ttacked them ; a scuffle ensued, and one of the poachers used his gun. 
Then the poachers turned to run, Fred with them; a shot was fired 
after them and hit one of their body-but not Fred, as Rimmer had 
supposed. The man tripped as the shot struck him, and caused Fred 
to trip and fall; but both were up, and off, the next moment. ·where 
the rest escaped to, Fred did not know; chance led him past the church : 
on the spur of the moment he entered it for refuge, and had been there 
ever since. 

"And it is a great and good thing you did enter it, Fred," I said 
eagerly. "Gisby swears it was you who shot him, and he is dying; 
and Shepherd swears it too." 

" Gisby dying?" . 
" He is. I met Duffham as I came here ; he told me there was little, 

jf any, chance of his life ! he had been expecting news of his death all 
the afternoon. They have posted handbills up, offering a reward of 
twenty pounds for your apprehension, Fred; and-and I am afraid, and 
so is Duffham, that they will try you for wilful murder. The whole 
neighbourhood is being searched for you for miles round." 

" Pleasant! " said Fred, after a brief silence. " I had meant to go 
out to-night and endeavour to ascertain how the land lay. Of course I 
knew that what could be put upon my back would be put; and there's 
no denying that I was with the poachers. But I did not think matters 
would be as bad as this. Hang it all ! " 

"But, Fred, how did you get in here ? " 
"VI ell," said he, ",ve hear talk of p~·ovidential occurrences: there's 

nothing Mr. Holland is fonder of telling us about in his sermons than 
the guiding fin~er of God. If the means that enabled me to take refoge 
here were not providential, Johnny, I must say they looked like it. 
When l met you y~sterclay afternoon, ~' OU Illust remember my c4arrning 
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to say that the little Hollands were playing at 1 Salt Fish' in the study, 
while I sat there, talking to Edna?" 

Of course I remembered it. 
"Directly after I left you, Johnny," resumed Fred ·westerbrook, "I 

put my hand in my coat-tail pocket for my handkerchief, and found 
a large key there. It was the key of the church, that the children 
had been hiding at their play; and I understood in .a moment that 
Charley, whose turn it was to hide last, had made a hiding-place of 
my pocket. 'fhe parson keeps one key, you know; and Bumford the 
other--" 

" But, Fred," I interrupted, the question striking me, " how came the 
young ones to let you come away ,vith -it? " 

"Because, lad, their attention got diYerted to something else. Ann 
brought in the tea-things, with a huge plate of bread-and-treacle : they 
screamed out in delight, and scuffled to get seats round the table. 
W el1, I let the key lie in my pocket," went on Fred, " intending to 
take it back to-day. In the night, when flying from pursuit, not know­
ing who or how many might be after me, I felt this heavy key strike 
against me continually ; and, in nearing the church, the thought flashed 
over me like an inspiration: What if I open it and hide there? Just as 
young Chariey had hidden the key in my pocket, so I hid myself, by its 
means, in the church." 

Taking a minute to think over what he said, it did seem strange. 
One of those curious things one can hardly account for; tbe means for 
his preservation were so simply natural and yet almost marvellous. 
Perhaps the church was the only building where he could have found 
secure refuge. Private dwellings would refuse to shelter him, and 
other places were sure to be searched. 

" You are safe here, Fred. No one would ever think of seeking you 
here." 

" Safe, yes ; but for how long? I can't live without food for ever, 
Johnny. As it is, I have eaten none since last night." 

My goodness ! A shock of remorse came over me. When I was at 
old Bumford's knife-box, a loaf of bread stood on the dresser. If I had 
only secured it ! 

" Vl e must manage to bring you something, Fred. You cannot stir 
from here." 

Fred had taken the key out, having returned it to his pocket in the 
night when he locked himself in. He sat looking at it as he balanced 
it on his finger. 

" Yes, you have served me in good need," he said to the key. •' l 
shall turn out for a stroll during some quiet hour of the night, Johnny. 
To keep my restless legs curbed indoors for a whole day and night 
wo11ld be quite beyond their philosophy .11 

" W t;ll, Wtk~ <;:~re of yoµrs~lf1 if y9u qo, T4Wt} 's tl0t t\ ~oul iP the 
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place but is wild for the reward ; and I dare say they will look for you 
by night more than by day. How about getting you in something to 
eat? 11 

"I don't know," he answered. "It would never do for you to be 
eee_n coming in liere at night." 

I knew that. Old Bumford would be down on me if no one else was. 
I sat turning over possibilities in my mind. • 
• " I will come in betimes to-morrow morning 1.1'nder the plea of 
fll'actising, Fred, and bring what I can. Yon must do battle with your 
hunger until then." • • 

" I suppose I must, Johnny. Mind you lock the door when you 
come in, or old Bumford mig~t _pounce upon us. vVhen I heard you 
unlock it on coming in this evening, I can tell you I shfrered in my 
shoes. Fate is very hard, 11 he added, after a pause. 

" Fate is ? ' ' • 
• '' vVhy, yes, I have been a bit wild lately, perhaps, savage too, but 
I declare before Heaven that I have committed no crime, and did not 
mean to _ commit any. And now, to have this serious thing fastened 
upon my back! The world will say I have gone straight over to 
Satan.'' 

I did not see how he would get it off his back either. ,vishing him 
good-night and a good heart, I turned to go. 

"Wait a moment, Johnny. Let me go back to my hiding-place 
first." • 

He went swiftly up the aiHle, lighter now than it had been, for the 
moonlight was streaming in at the windows. Locking the church 
safely, I crossed the graveyard to old Bumford's. He was seated at hi8 
round table at supper : bread-and-cheese, and beer. 

"Oh, Mr. Bumford, as I have to come into the church very early in 
the morning, or I shall never get my music up for Sunday, I will take 
the key home with me. Good-night. 11 

He shouted out fifteen denials : How dared I think of taking the key 
out of his custody! But I was conveniently deaf, rushed off, and left 
him shouting'. 

"What a long practice y~m have been taking, Johnny!" cried Mrs. 
'l'odhetley. "And how hot you look. You must have run Yery 
fast." 

'l'he Squire turned round from his arm-chair. "You've been joining 
in the hunt after that scamp, Mr. Johnny ;-you've not been in the. 
church, sir, all this time. I hear there's a fine pack out, scouring the 
hedges and ditches." 

"I got a. candle from old Bnmford's den," said I, evasively. And 
presently I contdved to whisper unseen to Tod-who sat reading-to 
come outside. Standing against the wall of the pigeon-house, I told 
him all, For ouce in his life Tod was astonished, 
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"\VhaJ a stunning thing! " he exclaimed. "Good luck, Fred ! we '11 
help you~ I knew he was innocent, Johnny: Food? Yes, of course; 
we must get it for him. Molly, you say? • Molly be shot ! ,, 

"Well, you know what Molly is, Tod. Let half a grain of suspicion 
arise, and it might betray him. If she saw us rifling her lar4er, she 
would go straight to the Squire; and what excuse should we have?" 

"Look here, Johnny. I'll go out fishing to-morrow, you ·understand, 
and order her to make a lot of meat pasties." 

"But he must have something to eat to-morrow morning, Tod: he 
might die of hunger, else, before night." • 

Tod nodded. He had little more diplomacy than the Squire, and 
would have liked to perch himself upon the highest pillar in the parish 
there and then; and proclaim Fred \Vesterbrook1s innocence. 

\Ve stole round to the kitchen. Supper was over, but the servants 
were still at the table; no chance of getting to the larder then. Molly 
was in one of her tempers, apparently blowing up Thomas. There 
might be more chance in the morning. 

l\Iorning light. Tod went downstairs with the dawn, and I followed 
him. Not a servant was yet astir. He laid hc~d of a great tray, lodged 
it on the larder-floor, and began putting some things .upon it-a cold 
leg of mutton and a big round loaf. • 

"I can't take in all that, Tod. It is daylight, you know, and eyes 
may be about: old Bumford1s are sure to be. I can only take iri what 
can be concealed in my pockets.1

' • 

"Oh, bother, Johnny! You1d half famish him.' 1 

"Better half famish him than betray him. Some slices of bread and 
meat will be best-thick sandwiches, you know.1

' 

vVe soon cut into the mutton and the bread. \Vrapping them in 
paper, I stowed the thick slices away in my pockets, leaving the rest of 
the loaf and meat on the shelves again. 

" How I wish I could smuggle him in a bottle of beer!,, 
"And so you can, Johnny. Swear to old Bumford it is for your own 

drinking.,, 
" He would know better." 
"\Vrap a sheet of music round the bottle, then. He could make 

nothing of that.." 
Hunting out a bottle, we went down to the cellar. Tod stooped to fill 

it from the tap. I stood watching the process. 
"I've caught you, Master Johnny, have I! What be you about 

there, letting the ale run, rd like to know? ,, -
The words were Molly's. She bad come down and found us out : 

suspecting something, I suppose, from seeing the cellar-door open. Tod 
rose up. -
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"I am drawing some beer to take out with me. Is it any business of 
yours? vVhen it is, you may interfere." 

I was nobody in the household-never turning upon them. She'd 
have gone on at me for an hour, and probably walked off with the beer. 
Tod was altogether different. He held his own authority, even with 
Molly. She went up the cellar-stairs, grumbling to herself. 

"I want a cork for this bottle," said bold Tod, following her. And 
Molly, opening some receptacle of hers with a. jerk, perforce found him 
one. 

" Oh, and I shall want some meat pasties made to-day, for I think of 
going fishing," went on Tod. "Let them be ready by lunch-time. I 
have cut myself some slices of meat to go on with-if you chance to 
miss any mutton." 

Molly, never answering, left her kitchen-grate, where she was 
beginning to crack up the huge flat piece of coal that the fire had been 
raked with the previous night, and stalked into the larder to see what 
depredations had been done. We tied up the bottle in paper on the 
parlour-table, and then wrapped it in a sheet of loose music. It looked 
a pretty thick roll ; but nobody would be likely to remark that. 

"I have a great mind to go with you and see him, Johnny," said 
Tod, as we went together down the garden-path. 

"Oh, don't, Tod I" I cried. "For goodness' sake, don't. You know 
you never do go in with me, and it might cause old Bumford to 
wonder." 

"Then, I'll leave it till after dark to-night, Johnny. Go in then, I 
shall." 

Bumford was astir, but not down yet. I heard him coughing, through 
his open casement ; for I went with a purpose round the path by his 
house, and called out to him. He looked out in his shirt-sleeves and a 
cotton night-cap. 

" You see how early I am this morning. I'll bring you the key when 
I leave." 

"Eugh ! "growled Bumford. "No rights to ha' took it." 
Locking the church-door securely after me, I went down the aisle, 

calling softly to Fred. He ·came forward from a dark, high-walled pew 
behind a pillar, where he had slept. You should have seen him devour 
the bread and meat, if you'd like to know what hunger means, and 
drink the bottle of beer. I sat down to practise. Had old Bumford 
not heard the sound of the organ, he might have come thundering at 
the door to know what I was about, and what the silence meant. Fred 
came with me, and we talked whilst I played. About the first question 
he asked was whether Gisby was dead ; but I could not tell him. He 
said he had gone out cautiously in the night and walked about the 
churchyard for an hour, thinking over what he could do. ".i\ncl l 
r ally had an unvl{)a13apt e,dv{)niµr~l Jo4P.11Y•" he acldeq. 
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i \Vhat was it? " 
"I was pacing the path under the hedge towards Bumford's, wheh 

all at once there arose the sound of voices and steps on the other side 
of it-fellows on the look-out for me, I suppose.1

' 

I held my breath. " What did you do ? " • 
"Crouched down as well as I could-fortunately the hedge is high-­

and came softly and swiftly over the grass and the graves to the porch. 
I only slipped inside just in time, Johnny : before I could close the 
door, the men were in the churchyard. The key has a trick of creaking 
harshly when turned in the lock, you know ; and I declare I thought 
they must have heard it then, for it made a fearful noise, and the night 
was very still ! " 

" And they did not hear it ?. " 
" I suppose not. But it was some minutes, I can tell you, before my 

pulses calmed down to their ordinary rate of beating." 
He went on to say that the ouly plan he could think of was to 

endeavour to get away from the neighbourhood, and go out of the 
country. To stand his trial was not to be thought of. His word, that 
he had not been the guilty man, had never even had a gun in his hand 
that night, would go for nothing, against Gisby's word and Shepherd's. 
Whatever came of it, he would have to be out of the church before 
Sunday. The great question was: bow could he get away unseen? 
I told him Tod was coming with me at night, and we would consult 
together. Locking up the church again, and the prisoner in it, I 
gladdened Bumford's heart by handing over the-key, and ran home to 
breakfast. 

Life yet lingered in Gisby ; but the doctors thought he could not 
live through the day. The injury he had received was chiefly internal, 
somewhere in the region of the lungs. Fresh parties went out with 
fresh ardour to scour the country after Fred Westerbrook; and so the 
day passed. Chancing to meet Shepherd late in the afternoon, he told 
me Gisby still lived. 

At sundown I went in to practise again, and took a big mould­
candle with me, showing it to Bumford, that he might not be uneasy 
on the score of his stock in the vestry. As soon as dusk came on, and 
before the tell-tale moon was much up, I left the organ, opened the 
church-door, and stood at it, according to the plan concerted with Tod. 
He came swiftly up with his basket of provisions, which be bad got 
together by degrees during the day; and then we locked the door 
again. After Fred had regaled himself, we consulted together. Fred 
was to steal out of the church about one o'clock on Sunday morning, 
and make off across the countTy. But to do this with safety it was 
necessary he should be disguised. By that time the ardour of the 
night-searching might have somewhat passed; and the hour, one 
o'clock in the morning, was as silent and lonely a one as could be 
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_expected. It Was. most , e_ssential that . he should not be recognized by 
·uny person who :rnight chance to meet him. 

" But you must manage one thing for me, H said Fred, arter this was 
settled. "I will not go a way ·without seeing Edna· She cari come in 
here ".'ith you to-morrow night." • • 

Vv e both objected. " It will be very hazardous, Fred. Old Bumford 
would be sure to see her: his eyes are everywhere.,,· 

"TeJI him you want her to sing over the chants with you, Johnny. 
Ten him anything. But go away for an indefinite period, without first 
seeing her and convincing her that it is not guilt that sends me, I will 
not." 

So t])ere was no more to be said. . 
Getting provisions together seemed to have been easy compared with 

what we should have to get up now-a disguise. A smock-frock, say, 
and the other items of a day-labourer's apparel. But it was more easy 
to decide than to procure them. • • 

i, Mack leaves belongings of his in the barn occasionally,,, said 
Tod -tq _me, as we walked home together. "\Ve11l look to-morrow 
nigbt." • 
• It was our best hope. Failing that, t'nere would .be no possibility 
of getting a smock-frock anywher.e; and Fred would hav_e to escape in 
his coat turned inside out, or something of that sort. His own trouser , 
braced up high, and plastered with mud at the feet, ·would do very well, 
nnd his own wideawake hat, pulled low down on his face. There 
would be no more trouble about provisions, for what Tod had taken in 
would be enough. 

Saturday. And Tod and I with o_ur work before us. Gishy was 
sinking fast. 

Late in the afternoon I w~nt to the Parsonage, ,rondering how I 
sl_10uld get to see Edna Blake alone. But Fortune favoured me-as it 
seemed to have favoured us throughout. The children were an at play 
in the nearest field. Edna was in what they called the schoolroom in 
J1er lilac-print dress, looking over socks and stockings, about a wheel• 
ha1Tow-full. I saw her through the window, and went straight in. 
Her large dark eyes looked as sad and big as the hole she was darning; 
nncl her voice had a hopeless ring in it. 

"Oh, Johnny, how you startled me! Nay, don't apologize. It i:1 
my fault for being so nervous and foolish. I can't think what has ailed 
me the last few days: I seem to start at shadows. Have,-haYe you 
come to tell me anything? ,, 

By the shrinking voice and manner, I knew what she feared-tha~ 
Fred Westerbrook was taken. Looking round the room, I a keg 
whether what we said could be hcanl. 
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1' 'rhere;s no one to hear," she answered. "Poor Mrs. :Holland.is ill 
bed. Mr. Holland is out; and Anne is shut up, cleaning the kitchen." 

" vVell, then," I said, dropping my voice, "I have brought you a 
message from Fred Vv esterbrook." 

Down went the socks in a heap. " Oh, Johnny 1 " . 
"Hush! No: he is not taken; he is in safe hiding. What's more, 

Edna, he is no more guilty than I am. He met the poachers accidenta1ly 
that night just before the affray, and he never had a gun in his hands 
at all." 

A prolonged, sobbing sigh, as if she were going to faint, and then_ a 
glad light in her eyes. She took up her work again. I went over to 
the seat next her, and told her all. She was darning all the while. 
\Vith such a heap of mending the fingers must nut b.e idle. 

"To America l " she repeated, in answer to w_hat I said. " \Vhat is 
he going to do for money to carry him there ? " 

" He talks of working his passage over. He has enough money ahont 
him, he says, to take him to the coast. Unfortunately, neither 'l'od 
nor I can help him in that respect. "\Ve have brought empty pockets 
from school, and shall have no money before the time of going back 
again. W"ill you go in arid . see him, Edna? " • • • 

"Yes," she said, after a minute's consideration. · "Aud I will bring 
a roll of music in my hand, as you suggest, Johnny, for the satisfaction 
of Clerk Bumford's curiosity. I will be at the stile as near eight o'clock 
as I can, if you will come out there to meet me : but it is Saturday 
night, you know, when there's always a great deal to do." 

Dinner was made later than usual that night at home : it had struck 
half-past seven before we got out, having secured another bottle • of 
beer. The moon was rising behind the trees as we went into the barn. 

Tod st.ruck a match, and we looked about. Yes, Fortune was with 
us still. Hanging on the shaft of the cart, was Mack's smock-frock. 
It was anything bu~ clean; but beggars can't . be choosers. Next ·we 
descried a cotton neckerchief and a pair of boots; two clumsy, clod­
hopping boots, with nails in the soles, and the outsitle leather not to be 
seen for patches. • 

"They must do," said Tod, with a rueful look. "But just look at 
the wretches, Johnny. I must smuggle these ana the smock-frock into. 
the church-porch, whilst you go round to old B.'s for the key:" 

"I have the key. I flung him a shilling this morning ii:istead of the 
ke3, saying I might be wanting to practise at any hour to-day, and 
,-yould give it him back to-night." • 

Going by the most solitary way, I let Tod into the church, and went 
to meet Edna Blake. She was already there, the roll of music in her 
band. Bumford shot out of his house, and crossed our path. 

"Good-evening, Mr. Bumford 1" said she, cheerily. "I am come to. 
try the hymns for •to-morrow, with Jehnny Ludlow." 
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"They'd need to be sum'at extra, they had, with a11 this here fuss of 
practising,'' returned Bumford, ungraciously, " Is the parson at home, 
Miss Blake? " 

"Yes. He is in the little room, writing. n 
" 'Cause I want to see him," said the clerk ; and he stalked off. 
." Do you know how Gisby is?" Edna asked me in a whisper. 
"Dead by this time, I dare say. But I have not heard." 
They were at the top of the church when we got in, laughing in 

covert tones ; I guessed it was over those dreadful boots. Edna stood 
Ly me whilst I locked the door, and then we went at once to the organ 
and began the hymn. Old Bumford could not be too far off yet to 
catch the sounds. Presently Fred vVesterbrook and Edna went into 
the aisle, and paced it arm-in-arm. I kept on playing; Tod, not 
knowing what to do with himself, whistled an accompaniment. 

"How long shall I be a·way, Edna!" exclaimed Fred, in answer to 
her question. "Why, how can I tell? It may be for years; it may 
be for ever. I cannot come back, I suppose, whilst this thing is hang­
ing over my head." 

She was in very low spirits, and the tears began to drop from her 
eyes. Fred could see that much, as they paced through one of the 
patches of moonlight. 

" You may not succeed in getting a way." 
"No, I may not. And do you know, Edna, there lire moments when 

I feel half inclined not to attempt it, but to give myself up instead, anrl 
let the matter take its course If I do get away, and get on in the 
States, so as to make myself a home, will yon come out and share it 
with me?" 

"Yes," she answered. 
"I may do it. I think I shalJ. Few people know more about the 

cultivation ofland than I do, and I will take care to put my shoulder to 
the wheel. Practical farmers get on well there if they choose, though 
they have to rough it at first. Be very sure of one thing, Edna: all 
my hopes and aims will be directed to one end-that of making a home 
for you." . 

She could not speak .for crying. 
" It may not be a luxurious home, neither may I make anything of 

a position. But if I make enough for comfort, you will come out 
to it? '' 

"I will," she said with a sob. 
"My darling! " 
Echo bore the words to us, softly though they were spoken. I 

-played a crashing chord or two, after the manner oi Richards. 
"You may not hear from me," continued Fred. "I must not give 

any clue to where I am, and therefore cannot write-at least, not at 
present. Men. accused of murder can be brought home from any pnl'tl 
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of the world. Only trust me, Edna. T1·ust me I though it be fof 
years." 

No fear but she would. She put a small packet in his hand. 
"You must take it, Frederick. It is my last half-year's salary-ten 

pounds-and I chance to have it by me: a loan, if you will; but take 
it you shall. Knowing that you have a few pounds to help you 
away and to fall back upon, will make things a little less miserable for 
me." 

" But, Edna--" 
"I declare I will throw it away if you do not take it," she returned, 

warmly. "Do not be cruel to me, Frederick. If you knew how it will 
lighten my doubts and fears, you would not for a moment hesitate." 

" Be it so, Edna. It will help me onwards. Truth to say, I did not 
see how I should have got along, even to the coast, unless I had begged 
on my way. It is a loan, Edna, and I will contrive to repay it as soon 
as may be." 

So his boast of having money to take him to the coast had been all 
a sham. Poor Fred! They began to take leave of one another, Edna 
sobbing bitterly. I plunged into the "Hallelujah Chorus." 

Tod let her out, and watched her safely across the churchyard. 
Then we locked the door again for the dressing-up, I playing a fugue 
between whiles. The first operation was that of cutting his hair short, 
for which we had brought the mater's big scissors. No labourer would 
be likely to possess Fred's beautiful hair, or wear it so long. Tod did 
it well; not counting a few notches, and leaving. him as good as none 
on his head. 

It was impossible to help laughing when we took a final look at .him 
in the moonlight, Fred turning himself about to be inspected : his hair, 
clipped nearly to the roots, suggesting a suspicion that he bad just 
come out of prison; his trousers, not reaching to the ankle, showing of! 
the heavy, patched, disreputable boots ; the smock-frock; and Mack's 
spotted cotton neckerchief muffled round his chin 1 

" Your own mother wouldn't know you, Fred." 
"·what a figure I shall cut if I am dropped upon and brought back ! " 
"Take heart, man I" cried Tod. "Resolve to get off, and you will 

get off." 
" Ye , Fred, I think you will. You have been so helped hitherto, 

that I think you will be helped still." 
" Thank you, Johnny. Thank you both. I will take heart. And 

if I live to return, I hope I shall thank you better." 
Later we dared not stay; it was past nine now. I bade Fred good­

bye, and God-speed. 
" Between half-pa t twelve and one, mind, will l,e your time; you 11 

hear the clock strike," was Tod s parting injunction given in a whisper. 
"Good luck to you, old fellow! I hope and trust you'll dodge the 

Johnny Ludlow.-ll. 25 



I, 

• 
386 JOHNNY LUDLOW. 

enemy. And as s6oi1 as you are clear of the churchyard, make off as· 

if tb e dickens were behind you." 
"Here's the key, Mr. Bumford," I said, while Tod stole off with his 

bundle the other way, Fred's boots, and hair, and all that. "You 

won't be bothered for it next week, for I shall be off to school again." 

"Thought you'd took up your lodging inside for the night," grunted 

Bumford. " Strikes me, Master Ludlow, it's more play nor work with 

you." 
"As it is with a good many of us, Bumford. Good-night ! " 

vVe walked home in the moonlight, silent enough, Tod handing me 

the bundles to carry. The Squire attacked us, demanding whether we 

had stayed out to look at the moon. 
And I tossed and turned on my restless bed till the morning hours, 

thinking of poor Fred Westerbrook, and of whether he would get away. 

vVhen sleep at last came, it brought me a very vivid dream of him. I 

thought he did not get away : he was unable to unlock the church-door. 

vVhether Tod and I had double-locked it in leaving, I knew not; but 

Fred could not get it open. When Clerk Bumford entered the church 

in the morning, and the early comers of the congregation with him, 

there stood Fred, hopelessly waiting to be taken. I saw him as plainly 

in my dream as I had ever seen him in reality : with the dirty smock­

frock, and the patched boots, ..and the clipped hair. Shepherd, who 

seemed to follow me in, darted forward and seized him ; and in the 

confusion I awoke. Just for a minute I thought it was true-a scene 

actually enacted. Would it prove so? 
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THE SYLLABUB FEAST. 

"You have gone and done a fine thing, Master Johnny Ludlow!,, 
The salutation came from Clerk Bumford. He was standing at the 

church-door on Sunday morning, looking out as if he expected me, his 
face pale and stern. I had run on betimes : in fact, before the bell 
began. 

" .. What have I done, Bumford?" 
" Why, you just went and left this here churc·h open last night l 

You never locked it up I When I come in but now, I found the door 
right on the latch ; never as much as shut I " . 

Beginning to protest till all was blue that I had shut and locked the 
door-as I knew too well-caution pulled me up, and whispered me to 
take the blame. 

" I'm sure I thought I locked it, Bumford. I never left it unlocked 
before, and I'll take care I never leave it so agaln." 

"Such a thing as having the church open for a night was never 
heered of," he grumbled, turning away to ring out the first peal of the 
bell. " .. Why, I might ha_ve had all my store o' candles stole I there's 
nigh a. pound on 'em, in here. And my black gownd-and the parson's 
gownd-and his surplice ! Besides the grave-digging tools, and other 
odds and ends." 

Shutting himself into his den underneath the belfry, and tugging 
away at the cords, the bell tinkled out, warning the parish that it was 
time to start for morning service. The bell-ringer was a poor old man 
named Japhet, who was apt to be a little late. Upon which Bumford 
would begin the ringing, and blow J aphet up when he came . 

.r ot a soul was yet in church. I went down the middle aisle E>oftly 
calling Fred Westerbr0ok's name. He did not answer; and I hoped 
to my heart he had got clear away. The open entrance-door seemed 
to indicate that he had; and I thought he might have left it undone in 
case he had to make a bolt back again. evertheless, I could not 
shake off the remembrance of my unpleasant dream. 

Of all troublesome idiot , that Bumford was the wor t. '\\Then I 
went back, after passing by all the remote nooks and corners, J aphet 
had taken hi place at the bell. and he wa telling the parson of my ins. 
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"Right on the latch all the blessed night, your reverence," protested 
Bumford. "We might have found the whole church ransacked this 
morning." 

Mr. Holland, a mild man, with stout legs, and cares of his own, 
looked at me with a half-smile. " How was it, Johnny?'' 

"I have assured Bumford, sir, that it shall not happen again. I 
certainly thought I had locked it ,'fhen I took him back the key. No 
harm has come of it." 

"But harm might ha' come," persisted Bumford. " Look at all them 
candles in there ! and the gownds and surplices I Pretty figures we 
should ha' cut, saving his reverence's presence, with nothing to put 
upon our backs this here blessed morning ! " 

"Talking of the key, I missed mine this morning," remarked Mr. 
Holland. "Have you taken it away for any purpose, Bumford?" 

" ·what, the t'other church-key!" exclaimed Bumford. "Not I, sir. 
I'd not be likely to fetch that key when I've got my own-and without 
your reverence's knowledge either ! " 

"vVell, I cannot find it anywhere," said Mr. Holland. "It generally 
lies on the mantelpiece at home, and it is not there this morning." 

He went into the vestry with the last words. To hear that the 
church-key generally lay on the mantelpiece, was nothing; for the 
parson's house was not noticeable for order. There would have been 
none in it at all but for Edna. 

Close upon that, arrived Shepherd, a folded paper in his hand. It 
contained a request that Gisby might be prayed for in the Litany. 

" vVhat, ain't he dead yet? " asked Bumford. 
"No," returned Shepherd. " The doctors be afraid that internal in­

flammation's a-setting in now. Any way, he is rare and bad, poor man." 
Next came in my set of singers, chiefly boys and girls from the parish 

school. But they sang better than such children generally sing; and 
would have sung very well indeed with an organist who had his head 
on his shoulders the proper way. Mrs. Todhetley had long taken pains 
with them, but latterly it had all been upset by Richards's crotchets. 

"Now, kiok here," sai4 I, gathering them before me. "\Ve are not 
going to have any shrieking to-day. We sing to praise God, you know, 
and He is in the church with you and hears you; He is not a mile or 
two away, that you need shout out to be heard all that distance." 

" Please, sir, Mr. Richards tells us to sing out loud: as loud as ever 
we can. Some on us a'most cracks our voices at it." 

"Well, never mind Mr. Richards to-day. I am going to play, and 
I tell you to sing softly. If you don't, I shall stop the organ and let 
you shout by yourselves. You won't like that. To shout and shriek 
in church is more irreverent than I care to talk about." 

"Please, sir, Mr. Richards plays the organ so loud that we cau'~ 
help it." 
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" I wish you'd let Mr. Richards alone. You won't hear the organ 
loud to-day. Do you say your prayers when you go to bed at night?" 

This question took them aback. But at last the whole lot answered 
that they did. 

"And do you say your prayers softly, or do you shout them out at 
the top of your voices? To my mind, it is just as unseemly to shout 
when singing in church, as it would be when praying. This church 
has been like nothing lately but the ranter's chapel. There, take your 
seats, and look out the places in your Prayer-books." 

I watched the different groups walk into church. Our people were 
pretty early. Tod slipped aside as they went up the aisle to whisper 
me a question-Had Fred got clear away? I told him I thought so, 
hearing and seeing nothing to the ·contrary. ·when the parson's 
children came in, Mrs. Holland was with them, so that Edna Blake was 
enabled to join the singers, as she did when she could. But it was not 
often Mrs. Holland came to church. Edna bad dark circles round her 
eyes. They looked out at mine with a painful inquiry in their depths. 

"Yes, I think it is all right," I nodded in answer. 
"Mr. Holland has missed his church-key," she whispered. "Coming 

along to church, Charley suddenly called out that he remembered hiding 
it in Mr. Fred Westerbrook's coat-pocket. Mrs. Holland seemed quite 
put out about it, and asked me how I could possibly have allowed him 
to come into the study and sit there." 

"There's old Westerbrook, Edna ! Just look! His face is fiercer 
than usual." 

Mrs. vVesterbrook was with him, in a peach-coloured corded-silk 
gown. She made a point of dressing well. But she was just one of 
those women that no attire, good or bad, would set off: her face 
common, her figure stumpy. And so, one after another, the congrega­
tion all came in, and the service began. It caused quite a sensation 
when Mr. Holland made a pause, after turning to the Litany, and read 
out the announcement: "Your prayers are requested for Walter Gisby, 
who is dangerously ill." Men's heads moved, and bonnets fluttered. 

"How I wish you played for us always, Johnny! '' cried Miss Susan 
Page, looking in upon me to say it, as she passed out from her pew. 
when the service was over. 

" Why, my playing is nothing, Miss Susan ! " 
"Perhaps not. I don't know. But it has this effect, J ohnny-it 

sends us home with a feeling of peace in our hearts. What with 
Richards's crashing and the singers' shouting, we are generally turned 
out in a state of irritation." 

After running through the voluntary, I found a large collection of 
people in the churchyard. Old Westerbrook was holding forth on the 
subject of Fred's iniquities to a numerous audience, the Squire ma~ing 
~me of theP'!: M.rs. West~rprQok lookeq simply malicioµs. • 
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"No, I do not kno,v where he is hiding," said the master of the 
N. D. Farm in answer to a question. "I wish I did know: I would 
hang him with all the pleasure in life. An ungrateful, reckless-­
What's that, Squire? You'd reco:ffimend me to increase the reward? 
Why, I have increased it. I have doubled it. Old J ones has my 
orders to post up fresh bills." 

"If all's true that's reported, he can't escape very far; he had no 
money in his pocket," put in young Mr. Stirling, of the Court, who 
sometimes came over to our church. " By the way, who has been 
playing to-day? " 

"Johnny Ludlow." 
" Oh, have you, Johnny? " he said, turning to me. " It was very 

pleasant. And so was the singing." 
"It would have been better had Mrs. Todhetley played-as she was 

to have done," I said, wishing they wouldn't bring me up before people, 
and knowing that my playing was just as simple as it could be, neither 
florid nor flowery. 

"I have seen what Frederick Westerbrook was, this many a year 
past," broke in Mrs. Westerbrook in loud tones, as if resenting the 
drifting of the conversation from Fred's ill-doings. "Mr. 1l{ esterbrook 
knows that I have given him my opinion again and again. Only he 
would not listen." -

" How could I believe that my own brother's son was the scamp you 
and Gisby made him out to be? " testily demanded old Westerbrook, 
who in bis way was just as unsophisticated and straightfonv-ard as the 
Squire : and would have been as good-natured, let alone. " I'm sure 
till the last year or two Fred was as steady and dutiful as heart could 
wish." 

" You had better say he is still," said she. 
"But-hang it !-I don't say it, ma'am," fired old Westerbrook. 

"I should be a .fool to say it. Unfortunately, I can't say it. I have 
lived to find he is everything that's bad-and I say that hanging's too 
good for him.'' 

Mr. Holland came out ·of the church and passed us, halting a moment 
to speak. " I am on my way to pray by poor Gisby," he said. "· They 
have sent for me." 

"Gisby must need it," whispered Tod to me. "He has been a 
worse sinner than Fred Westerbrook:: full of hatred, malice, avd all 
uncharitableness." 

And so he had been-in regard to Fred. 

"Help! Thieves !-Robbers ! Help!" 
The shouts came from our yard, as we were sitting down to break­

fast on Monday morning, and we rushed out. There stood Mack, in 
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the greatest state of excitement possible; his eyes lifted, his arms at 
work, and his breath gone. The servants ran out before we did. 

"Why ! what on earth's the matter, Ben Mack?" demanded the 
Squire. "Have you gone mad?" 

"We've had thieves in the barn, sir ! • Thieves·! All my clothes is 
stole." 

" vVhat clothes?" 
" Them what I left in't o' Saturday night, Squire. My smock-frock 

and my boots, and my spotted cotton neck-handkecher. They be gone, 
they be." 

" Nonsense ! " said the Squire, whilst I and Tod kept our faces. 
"vVe have not had thieves here, man." 

" But, 'deed, and the things be gone, Squire. 
much as a shred on 'em left! Please come 
sir." 

Clean gone ! Not so 
and see for yourself, 

He turned, and went striding across the yard. The Squire followed, 
evidently at fault for comprehension; and the rest of us after him." 

"It's a mercy as the horses and waggons bain't took!" cried Mack, 
plunging into the barn. "And the harness ! look at it, a-hanging up ; 
and that there wheelbarrer--" 

" But what do you say is taken, Mack ? " interrupted the Squire, 
cutting him short, and looking round the barn. 

"All my traps, sir. My best smock-frock ; and my boots, and my 
spotted cotton neck-handkecher. A beautiful_ pair o' boots, Squire, 
that I genera11y keeps here, in case I be sent off to Alcester, or Evesham, 
or where not, and have to tidy myself up a bit." 

Tod backed out of the barn doubled up. Nearly choking at the 
" beautiful " boots. 

"But why do you think they are stolen, Mack?" the Squire was 
asking. 

"I left 'em safe here o' Saturday evening, sir, when I locked up the 
barn. The things be all gone now; you may see as they be, Squire. 
There bain t a vestige of 'em." 

" Have any of the men moved them ? " 
" 'Twas me as unlocked the barn myself but now, Squire. The key 

on't was on the nail where I pnt it Saturday night. If any of the men 
bad unlocked it afore me this morning, they'd not ha' shut it up again. 
Vve've all been away at work too on t'otber side o' the land since we 
come on at six o'clock. No, sir, it's thieves- and what will become ~~ 
me? A'most a new smock-frock, and the beautifulest pair o' strong 
boots : they'd ba' lasted me for years." 

Tod shrieked out at last, unable to help himself. Mack cast a 
reproachful glance at him, as if he thought the merriment too cruel. 

"You must have been drinking on Saturday, Ben Mack, and fancied 
you left 'em here," put in l\lolly, tartly. 
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" Me been a-drinking ! " retorted poor bereaved Mack, ready to cry 
at the aspersion. "Why, I'd never had a drop o' nothing inside my 
lips since dinner-time, save a draught of skim milk as the dairy-maid 
gave me. They was i_n that far corner, them boots ; and the smock­
frock was laid smooth across the shaft of this here cart, the handkecher 
folded a-top on't." 

" Well, well, we must inquire after the things," remarked the Squire, 
turning to go back to breakfast. " I don't believe they are stolen, 
Mack : they'll be found somewhere. If you had lost yourself, you 
could not have made more noise over it. I'm sure I thought the ricks 
must be on fire." 

Tod could hardly eat his breakfast for laughing. Every now and 
then he came out with the most unexpected bmst. The pater 
demanded what there was to laugh at in Mack's having mislaid his 
clothes. 

But, as the morning went on, the Squire changed his tone. When 
no trace could be discovered of the articles, high or low, he took up 
the opinion that we had been visited by tramps, and sent off for old 
J ones the constable. Jones sent back his duty, and he would come 
across as soon as he could, but he was busy organizing the search after 
Master Westerbrook, and posting up the fresh bilJs. 

"Johnny, we must dispose of that hair of Fred's in some way," Tod 
whispered to me in the course of the morning. " To let any one come 
upon it would never do : they might fish and ferret ont everything. 
Come along." 

We went up, bolted ourselves in his room, and undid the hair. Fine, 
silky hair, not quite auburn, not quite like chestnut, something between 
the two, but as nice a colour as you would wish to see. 

"Better burn it," suggested Tod. 
" Won't it make an awful smell? " 
"Who cares? You can go away if you don't like the smell." 
"I shall save a piece for Edna Blake." 
" Rubbish, Johnny ! What good will it do her? " 
"She may like to have it. Especially if she never sees him again." 
" Make haste, then, and take a lock. It's quite romantic. I am 

going to put a match to it." 
I chose the longest piece I could see, put it into an envelope, and 

fastened it up. Tod turned the hair into his wash-hand basin, and 
set it alight : the grate was filled up with the summer shavings. A 
frizzling and fizzing set in at once : and very soon a rare i:;mell of 
smgeing. 

"Open the window, Johnny." 
I had hardly opened it, when the handle of the door was turned and 

turned, and the panel t4ump q at, l:!i\-nr\&h 's voice c&me shri~king 
tA+OU~~ tge kerhole. • -
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"Mr. Joseph !-Master Johnny! A1;e you both in there? 'What's 
the matter ? " 

"What should be the matter? " called back Tod, putting his hand 
over my mouth that I should not speak. "Go back to your nursery." 

" There's something burning ! My goodness ! it's just · as if all the 
blankets in the house were singeing! You've been setting. your 
blankets on fire, Mr. Joseph !" 

"And if I have ! " cried 'l'od, blowing away at the hair to make it 
burn the quicker. "They are not yours.'' 

"Good patience! you'll burn us all up, sir! Fire-fire!" shrieked 
out Hannah, frightened beyond her wits. " For goodness' sake, Miss 
Lena, keep away from the keyhole! Here, ma'am! Ma'am! Here's 
Mr. Joseph with all his blankets on fire ! " 

Mrs. Todhetley ran up the stairs, and her terrified appeal came to 
our ears through the door. Tod threw it open. The hair had burnt 
itself out. 

" Why don't you go off for the parish engine? " demanded Tod of 
Hannah, as they came sniffing in. "·well, where's the fire?" 

"But, my clears, something must be singeing," said Mrs. Todhetley. 
"Where is it ?-what is it?" 

" It can't be ·anything but the blankets," cried Hannah, choking and 
stifling. "Miss Lena, then, don't I tell you to keep outside, out of 
harm's way? Well, it is strong !" 

Mrs. Todhetley put her hand on my arm. _" Johnny, what is it? 
Vvhere is the danger ? " 

"There's no danger at all," struck in Tod. "I suppose I can burn 
some old fishing-tackle rubbish in my basin if I please-horsehair, and 
that. You should not have the grates fill ed with paper, ma'am, if you 
don't like the smell." 

She went to the basin, found the smell did come from it, and then 
looked at us both. I was smiling, and it reassured her. 

"You might have taken it to the kitchen and burnt it there, Joseph," 
she said mildly. "Indeed, I was very much alarmed." 

"Thanks to Hannah," said Tod. "You'd have known nothing about 
it but for her. I wish you'd just order her to mind her own business." 

" It was my business, Mr. Joseph-smelling all that frightful smell 
of singeing ! And if-- ,vhy, whose boots are these?" broke off 
Hannah. 

Opening the closet to get out the hair, we had left Fred's boots 
exposed. Hannah's eyes, ranging themselves round in search of the 
singeing, had espied them. She answered her own question. 

" You must have brought them from school in your box by mistake, 
Mr. Joseph. These are men's boots, these are I" 

1' I can take them back to school again," said Tod, carelessly. 
~ 9 t4at passeµ off, " . u~ it is tpe best thing w~ can do with the 

' i 
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boots, Johnny, as I think," he said to me in a low tone when we were 
once more left to ourselves. "We can't burn them. They'd make a 
choicer scent than the hair made." 

"I suppose they wouldn't fit Mack? " 
Tod laughed. 
" If be kept those other ' beautiful boots ' for high days and holidays, 

what would he not keep these for ? No, Johnny; they are too slender 
for Mack's foot." 

" I wonder how poor Fred likes his clumsy ones ?-how he contrives 
to tramp it in them?" 

" I would give something to know that he was clear out of tho 
country." 

Dashing over to the Parsonage under pretence of saying good-bye to 
the children, I gave the envelope containing the lock of hair to Edna, 
telling her what it was. The colour rushed into her face, the tears to 
her eyes. 

"Thank you, Johnny," she said softly. "Yes, I shall like to keep 
it-just a little memorial of him. Most likely we shall never meet 
again ." 

" I should just take up the other side of the question, Edna, and look 
forward to meeting him." 

"Not here, at any rate," she _answered. "How could he ever come 
back to England with this dreadful charge banging over him? Good 
luck to you this term, Johnny Ludlow. Sometimes I think our school­
days are our happiest." 

We were to dine in the middle of the day, and start for school at 
half-past two. Tod boldly asked the Squire to give him a sovereign, 
apart from any replenishing of his pockets that might take place at 
starting. He wanted it for a particular purpose, he said. 

And the pater, after holding forth a bit about thrift versus ex­
travagance, handed out the sovereign. Tod betook himself to the barn . 
There sat Mack on the inverted wheelbarrow, at his dinner of cold 
bacon and bread, and looking most disconsolate. 

" Found the things, Mack ? " 
"Me found 'em, Mr. Joseph ! No, sir; and I bain't ever likely to 

find 'em, that's more. They are clean walked off, they are. When I 
thinks o' them there beautiful boots, and that there best smock-frock, I 
be fit to choke, I be I " 

Tod was fit to choke, keeping his countenance. "What was their 
value, Mack ? " 

"They were of untold val'e, sir, to me. I'd not hardly ha' lost 'em 
for a one-pound note." 

"Would a pound replace them? " 
Mack, dra.,,·ing his knife across the bread and bacon, looked up. 

Toll poke more plainly. 
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" Could you buy new ones with a pound ? " 
" Bless your heart, sir, and where be I to get a pound from ? I was 

just a-calkelating how long it 'ud take me to save enough money up--" 

"I wish you'd answer my question, Mack. Would a pound replace 

the articles that have been stolen? " 
"Why, in course it would, sir," returned Mack, staring. "But where 

be I--" 
"Don't bother. Look here: there's a pound "-tossing the sovereign 

to him. "Buy yourself new ones, and think no more of the old ones." 

Mack could not believe his eyes or ears. " Oh, Mr. Joseph ! Well, 

I never ! Sir, you be--" 
"But now, understand this much, Mack. I only give you the money 

on one condition-that you say nothing about it. T ell nobody.'' 

"vVell, I never, Mr. J oseph ! A whole golden pound I Why, sir, 

it 11 set me up reg'lar in-- " 
"If you don't attend to what I am saying, Mack, I'll take it away 

again. You are not to tell any one that you have had it, do you 

hear?" 
" Sir, I'll never tell a blessed soul." 
" Very well. I shall expect you to keep your word. Once let it be 

known that your lost clothes have been replaced, and we should have 

the rest of the men losing theirs on speculation. So keep a silent 

tongue in your head ; to the Squire as well as to others." 
"Bless your heart, Mr. Joseph I I'll take care, sir. Nobody shan't 

know on't from me. vVhen the wife wants to -ferret out where I got 

'em, I'll swear to her I've went in trust for 'em. And I'm sure I thank 

ye, sir, with all my-- " 
Tod walked away, cutting the thanks short. 
As we were turning out at the gates on our way back to school, Tod 

driving Bob and Blister (which he much liked to do, though it was not 

always the Squire trusted him) and Giles sitting behind us, Duffham 

was coming along on his horse. Tod pulled up, and asked what was 

the latest news of Gisby. 
" Well, strange to say, we are beginning to have some faint hopes of 

him," replied the doctor. "There's no doubt that at mid-day he was 

a trifle easier and better." 
" That's good news," said Tod. "The man is a detestable sneak, 

but of course one does not want him to die. Save him if you can, 

Mr. Duffham- for Fred Westerbrook's sake. Good-bye." 
c, God-speed you both," returned Duffham. "Take care of tboso 

hor es. They are fre h." 
Tod gently touched the two with the whip, and called back a saucy 

word. He particularly resented any reflection on bis driving. 
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A year went by. \Ve were at home for the Michaelmas holidays 
again. And who should chance to call at the Manor the very day of 
our arrival but old Vv esterbrook. 

Changes had taken place at the N. D. Farm. Have you ever 
observed that when our whole heart is set upon a thing, our entire 
aims and actions are directed to bringing it about, it is all quietly 
frustrated by that Finger of Fate that none of us, whether prince or 
peasant, can resist? Mrs. W esterbrook had been doing her best to 
move heaven and earth to encompass the deposition of Fred Wester­
brook for her own succession, and behold she could not. Just as she 
had contrived that Fred should be crushed, and she herself put into 
old Westerbrook's will in his plac~, as the inheritor of the N. D. Farm 
and all its belongings, Heaven rendered her work nugatory by taking 
her to itself. 

Yes, Mrs. Westerbrook was dead. She was carried off after a rather 
short i1lness : and Mr. Westerbrook was a widower, bereaved anu 
solitary. 

He was better off without her. The home was ten times more 
peaceful . He felt that : but he felt it to be very lonely ; and he more 
than once caught himself wishing Fred was back again. Which of 
course meant wishing that he had never gone away, and never turned 
out to be a scamp. 

Gisby did not die. Gisby had recovered in process of time, and was 
now more active on the farm than ever. Rather too active, its master 
was beginning dimly to suspect. Gisby seemed to haunt him. Gisby 
assumed more power than was at all necessary; and Gisby never 
ceased to pour into Mr. \Vesterbrook's ear reiterations of Fred's iniquity. 
Altogether, Mr. W esterbrook was growing a bit tired of Gisby. He 
had taken to put him down with curtness; and once when Gisby 
ventured to hint that it might be a convenient arrangement if he took 
up his abode in the house, Mr. Westerbrook swore at him. As to 
Fred, he was still popularly looked upon as cousin-german to the fiend 
incarnate. • 

Nothing· had been heard of him. Nothing of any kind since that 
moonlight night when he had made his escape. Waiting for news 
from him so long, and waiting in vain, I, and Tod with me, had at last 
made up our minds that nothing more ever would be heard of him in 
this world. In short, that he had slipped out of it. Perhaps been 
starved out of it. Starved to death. 

Well, Mr. Vv esterbrook called at the Manor within an hour of our 
getting home for Michaelmas, just twelve months after the uproar. 

To me, he looked a good deal changed : his manner was quiet and 
subdued, almost as though he no longer took much interest in life ; his 
hair had turned much greyer, and he complained of a continual pain 
iP the left leg, whicl~ rpaqe 4iw stiff, anq som~times prev(3nted qim 
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from walking. Dutfham called it a touch of rheumatism. :M:r. Wester­
brook fancied it might be an indication of something worse. 

"But you have walked here, Westerbrook ! ,, remarked the Squire, 
" And shall walk back again-round by the village," he Baid. " It 

seems to me to be just this, Squire~that if I do not make an effort to 
walk while I can, I may be laid aside for good." 

He gave a deep sigh as he spoke, as if he had the care of the whole 
parish upon him. The Squire began talking of the crop of oats on the 
N. D. Farm, saying what a famous crop it was. 

"You'll net a good penny by them this year, vVesterbrook.11 

"Passable," was the indifferent reply. " Good crops no longer bring 
me the satisfaction they did, Squire. I've nobody to save for now. 
" ' ill you spend a day with me before you go back, young gentlem(m? " 
he went on, turning to us. "Come on Friday. It is pretty lonely 
there. It wants company to enliven it." 

And we promised we would go. 
He £aid good-bye, and I went with him, to help him over the stile 

into the lane, on account of his stiffness-for that was the road he meant 
to take to Church Dykely. In passing the ricks he laid his hand on my 
shoulder. 

"You won1t mind a lonely day with a lonely old m-'"1? ,, 
"We shall like it, sir. We will do our best to enliven you." 
"It is not much that will do that now, Johnny Ludlow," said he. 

",vhen a man gets to my age, and feels his health and strength failing, 
it seems hard to be left all alone." 

"No doubt it does, sir. I wish you had Fred back again!,, I boldly 
added. 

"Hush, J obnny 1 Fred is lost to me for good. He made his own 
bed, you know, and is lying on it. As I have to lie on mine-such as 
it is. Such as he left to me 1 " 

"Do you know where Fred is, sir? " 
" Do I know where Fred is ? " he repeated in a tart tone. " Row 

should I be likely to know? How could I know? I have never heard 
tidings of him, good or bad, since that wretched night." 

We had reached the stile. Old vVesterbrook rested his arms upon 
the top of it instead of getting over, tapping the step on the other side 
with his thick walking-stick. 

"Gisby's opinion is that Fred threw himself into the first deep pond 
that lay in his way that night, and so put an end to his career for good," 
said he. "My late wife thought so too." 

"Don't you believe anything of the kind, sir," said I, in hot impulse. 
"It is what Gisby is always dinning into me, Johnny. I hate to 

hear him. With an Fred's faults, he was not one to fly to that ex­
tremity, under--" 

" I am quite sure he was not, sir And did not.'' 
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"Under ordinary circumstances, I was about to say," went on the 
old gentleman, with apathy, as he put one foot on the stile. " But 
when a man has the crime of murder upon his soul, there's no answering 
for what he may be tempted to do in his remorse and terror.' 

"It was not murder at all, sir. Gisby is well again." 
" But it was thought to be murder at the time. Who would have 

given a brass button for Gisby's life that night? Don't quibble, Master 
Johnny.'' 

"Gisby was shot, sir; there's no denying that, or that he might have 
died of it; but I am quite sure it was not Fred who shot him." 

"Tush!" said he, testily.. "Help me over." 
I wished I dared tell him all. Jumping across myself, I assisted him 

down. Not that it would have answered any end if I did tell. 
" Shall I walk with you as far as the houses, sir? " 
"No, thank ye, lad. I want to be independent as long as I can. 

Come you both over in good time on Friday. Perhaps we can get an 
hour or two's shooting." 

Friday came, and we had rather a jolly day than not, what with 
shooting and feasting. Gisby drew near to join us in the cover, but 
his master civilly told him that he was not wanted and need not hinder 
his time in looking after us. Never a word did old vVesterbrook say 
that day of Fred, and he put on his best spirits to entertain us. 

But in going away at night, when-Tod had gone round to get the bag 
of partridges, which old ·w esterbrook insisted on our faking home, he 
suddenly spoke to me. We were shnding at his front-door under the 
starlight. 

"\,Vhat made you say the other clay that Fred was not guilty?" 
"Because, sir, I feel sure he was not. I am as sure of it as though 

Heaven had sho"'-n it to me.'' 
" He was with the gang of poachers : Gisby saw him shoot," said the 

old man, with emphasis. 
" Gisby may have been mistaken. And Fred's having been with the 

poachers at the moment was, I think, accidental.'' 
" Then why, if not guilty, did he go a way? " 
"Fear sent him. What would his word have been against Gisby's 

dying declaration? You remember what a hubbub there was, sir­
enouih to frighten any man away, however innocent he might be." 

" Allow, for argument's sake, that your theory is conect, and that he 
was frightened into going into hiding, why does he not come out of it ? 
Gisby is alive and well again." 

Ah, I could not speak so confidently there. "I think he must be 
dead, sir," I said, " and that's the truth. If he were not, some of us 
would surely have heard of him." 

"I see," said the old gentleman, looking straight up at the stars. 
"We are both of the same mind, Johnny-that he is dead. I say he 
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tnight have died that night: you think he went away first and died 
afterwards. Not much difference between us, is there?" 

I thought there was a great deal; but I could not tell him why. "I 
wish we could hear of him, sir-and be at some certainty.1

' 

"So do I, Johnny Ludlow. He was brought up at my knee; as my 
own child." 

On our way home, Tod with the bag of game slung over his shoulder, 
we came upon Mr. Holland near the Parsonage, with Edna Blake and 
the children. They had been tO'Farmer Page's harvest-home. ·whilst 
the parson talked to Tod, Edna snatched a moment with me. 

" Have you heard any news, Johnny? " . 
"Of hirn? Never. ·v-1 e can't make it out." 
" Perhaps we never shall hear," she sighed. " Even if he reached 

the coast in safety, he may not have got over to the other side. A 
great many wrecks took place about that time : our weekly paper was 
full of them. It was the time of the equinoctial gales, and-- '' 

" Come along, Johnny! " called out Tod, at this juncture. "vVe 
must get on. Good-night, Edna: good-night, you youngster::;." 

The next clay, Saturday, we went to Worcester, the Squire driving 
us, and there saw Gisby as large as life. The man bad naturally great 
a-ssumption of manner, and latterly he had taken to dress in the fashion. 
He was looming up High Street, booted and spurred, his silver-headed 
whip in his hand. Taking off his hat with an air, he wished the Squire 
a loud good-morning, as jf the town belonged to him, and we were only 
si1bjects in it. 

" I should think W esterbrook has never been fool enough to make 
his will in Gisby's favour l " remarked tl_l.e Squire, staring after him. 
"Egad, though, it looks like it ! " .., 

"It is to be hoped, sir, that he would make it in Fred's," was Tod's 
rejoinder. And the suggestion put the pater out. 

" Make it in Fred's," he retorted, going into one of hfo heats, and 
turning sharply;.round on the crowded pavement near the market-house, 
by which he came into contact with two women and their big butter­
baskets. "What do you mean by that, sir ? Fred \Vesterbrook is 
beyond the pale of wills, and all else. It's not respectable to men­
tion his name. He-bless the women ! ·what on earth are these 
baskets at? " 

They seemed to be playing at bumps with the Squire; baskets thick 
and threefold. Tod went in to the rescue, and got him out. 

It was a strange thing. It really was. Considering that for the pa -t 
day or two something or other had arisen to bring up thought of Fred 
"\Ve terbrook, it was strange that the strangest of all things in coo.nec­
tion with him was 3 et to come. 

Sitting round the fire after supper, upon getting home from \Vorcestcr 
-it i a long drive, you know-and Tod had gone up to bed, dead 
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tired, who should walk in but Duffham. He would not sit down, had 
no time; but told his business hastily. Dick Standish was dying, and 
had something on bis coriscience. 

"I would have beard his confession," said Duffham, "as I have 
heard that of many another dying man; but he seems to wish to make 
it to a magistrate. Either to a magistrate, or to old Mr. Westerbrook, 
he urged. But there's no time to go up to the N. D. Farm, so I came 
for you, Squire." 

" Bless me ! " cried the Squire, starting up in a commotion-for he 
thought a great deal of his magisterial duties, and this was a very 
unusual call. " Dick Standish dying ! "What can he have to say? 
He has been nothing but a poacher all his life, poor fellow ! And what 
has ,v esterbrook to do with him? " 

" Well," said Duff ham, in his equable way, "it strikes me that what 
he wants to say may affect Fred. Perhaps Standish can clear him." 

" Clear Fred Wester brook !-clear an iniquitous young man who 
could turn poacher and murderer ! What next will you say, Duffham? 
Here, Johnny, get my hat and coat. Dear me ! Take clown a confes­
sion! I wonder whether there'll be any ink there?" 

"Let me go with you, sir! " I said eagerly. "I will take my little 
pocket-inkstand-and some paper-and-and-everything likely to be 
wanted. Please let me go ! " 

"\Vell, yes, you can, Johnny. Don't forget a Bible. Ten to one if 
he has one." 

There were three brothers of these Standishes, Tom, Jim, and Dick, 
none of them particularly well-deing. '!'om was no better than a sort 
of tramp, reappearing in the village only by fits and starts ; Jim, who 
had married Ma-ry Picker, was likewise given to roving abroad, -until 
found and brought back by the parish ; Dick, as the Squire phrased it, 
was nothing but a poacher, and made his home mostly with Jim and 
Mary. 'The cottage-a tumble-down lodgment that they did not trouble 
themselves to keep in repair-was at our end of the parish half-a-mile 
away, and we put our best feet foremost. 

Dick lay upon the low bed in the loft. His illness had been very 
short and sharp ; it was scarcely a week yet since he was taken with it. 
Duff ham had done his best; but the man was dying. Jim Standish 
was off on one of his roving expeditions, neither the parish nor the 
public knowing whither. 

The Squire sat by the bed, taking down the man's confession at a 
small table, by the light of a small candle. I and Duffham stood to 
hear it; Mary Standish was sent clown to the kitchen. What he said 
cleared Fred Westerbrook-Duffham had no doubt gathered so much 
before he came for the Squire. 

Just what Fred had told us of the events of the night, Dick Standish 
~onfirmcd now. He and other poachers were out, he said, his brother 
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Tom for one. They had bagged" some game, and were about to 
disperse when they encountered Mr. Fred Westerbrook. He stayed 
talking with them, walking the same way that they did, when lo ! they 
all fell into the ambush planned by Gisby. A fight ensued; and he­
he, Dick Standish, now speaking, conscious that he was dying-he fired 
his gun at them, and the shot entered Gisby. They ran away then and 
were not pursued ; a gun was fired after them, and it struck his brother 
Tom, but not to hurt him very much: not enough to disable him. He 
and Tom made themselves scarce at once, before daylight; and they 
did not come back till danger was over, and Gisby about again. Old 
Jones and other folks had come turning the cottage inside out at the 
time in search of him (Dick), but his brother Jim swore through thick 
and thin that Dick had not been at home for ever so long. The Squire 
took all this down; and Dick signed it. 

I was screwing the little inkstand up to return it to my pocket, when 
Mr. Holland entered, Mary Standish having sent for him. Leaving 
him with the sick man, we came away. 

"Johnny, do you know, we might almost have made sure Fred ,v esterbrook was not guilty," said the Squire, quite humbly, as we were 
crossing the turnip-field. " But why on earth did he run away ? 
Where is he ? " 

"I think he must be dead, sir. What news this will be for Mr. 
Vl esterbrook.,' 

" Dear me yes ! I shall go to him with it in the morning." 
When the morning came-which was Sunday-the Squire was so 

impatient to be off that he could hardly finish his breakfast. The 
master of the N. D. Farm, who no longer bad energy or health to keep 
the old early hours, was only sitting down to his breakfast when the 
Squire got there. In his well-meaning but hot way, he plunged into 
the narrative so cleverly that old W esterbrook nearly had a fit. 

"Not guilty !,, he stammered, when he came to himself. "Fred not 
guilty! Only met the poachers by accident !-was not the man that 
shot Gisby ! Why, that's what J obnny Ludlow was trying to make me 
believe only a day or two ago ! ,, 

"Johnny was? Oh, he often sees through a stone wall. It1s true, 
anyway, Westerbrook. Fred never had a gun in his hand that night." 

' Then-knowing himself innocent, why on earth does he stay 
away?" 

"Johnny thinks he must be dead,,, replied the Squire. 
Old\\ esterbrook gave a groan of assent. His trembling hands upset 

a cupful of coffee on the table-cloth. 
They came on to church together arm-in-arm. :Mr. Holland joined 

them, and told the news-Dick Standish was dead: had died penitent. 
Penitent, so far as might be, in the Tery short time he had given to 
repentance, added the clergyman. 

J ohnny Ludlow.-II. 26 
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But knowing that Fred was innocent seemed to have renewed his 

uncle's lease of life. He was altogether a different man. The congre­

gation felt quite electrified by some words read out by Mr. Holland 

before the General Thanksgiving : " Thomas W esterbrook desires to 

return thanks to Almighty God for a great mercy vouchsafed to him.,, 

Yvhispering to one another in their pews, under cover of the drooped 

heads, they asked what it meant, and whether Fred could have come 

home? 'l'he report of Dick Standish's confession had been heard 

before church: and Gisby and Shepherd received some hard words for 

having so positively laid the deed on Fred. 
'·' I declare to goodness I thought it was Mr. Fred that fired I ,, said 

Shepherd, earnestly. "Moonlight's deceptive, in course: but I know 

he was close again' the gun.,, 
Yes, he was close to the gun : Dick Standish had said that much. 

Mr. Fred was standing next him when he fired; Mr. Fred had tried to 

put out his arm to stop him, but wasn't quick enough, and called him a 

villain for doing it. 
I was taking the organ again that day, if it concerns any one to know 

it, and gave them the brightest chants and hymns the books contained. 

The breach with Mr. Richards had never been healed, and the church 

had no settled organist. Sometimes Mrs. Holland took it ; sometimes 

Mrs. Tod4etley ; once it wa a stranger, who volunteered, and broke 

down over the blowing; and during the holidays, if we spent them at 

the Manor, it was chiefiy turned over to me. 
The Squire made old Westerbrook walk back to dine with us. 

Sitting over a plate of new walnuts afterwards-there was not much 

time for dessert on Sundays, before the afternoon service-Tod, calling 

upon me to confirm it, told all about Fred's hiding in the church, and 

how he had got away. But we did not say anything of the money 

given him by Edna Blake: she might not have liked it. The Squire 

.tared with surprise, and seemed uncertain whether to praise us or to 

blow us up sharply. 
"Shut up in the church for three days and nights I Nothing to eat, 

except what you could crib for him 1 Got away at last in Mack's 

smock-frock and boots 1 Well, you two are a pair of pretty conjurers, 

you are I" 
" God bless 'em both for it I " cried old vVesterbrook. 

"But they ought to have told me, you know, vVesterbrook. I coul<l 

have managed much better-helped the poor fellow off more effectually.,, 

Tod gave me a kick under the table. He was nearly splitting, at 

hearing the Squire say this. 
The fir, t thing Mr. W esterbrook did was to insert sundry advertise­

ments in the Times and other newspapers, about a hundred of them, 

begging and imploring his dear nephew (sometimes he worded it his 

" dear boy") to return to him. Always underneath this advertisement 
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·wherever it appeared was inserted another : stating that all the par­
ticulars of the poaching affray which took place on a certain date 
(mentioning it) were known; that the poacher, Richard Standish, who 
shot Walter Gisby had confessed the crime, and that Gisby had not 
died of his wounds, but recovered from them. This was done with the 
view of letting Fred know that he might come back with safety. But he 
never came. The advertisements brought forth no answer of any kind. 

The master of the N. D. Farm became very short with his bailiff as 
time went on. There was no reason to suppose that Gisby had inten­
tionally accused Fred of the shot-he had really supposed it to come 
from Fred ; nevertheless, Mr. Westerbrook took a great dislike to him, 
and was very short and crusty with him. Gisby did not like that, and 
they had perpetual rows. When we got home for the Christmas 
holidays, it was thought that Gisby would not be long on the N. D. 
Farm. 

"Johnny, I want to tell you! I have had a letter. From him." 
The whisper came from Edna Blake. It was Christmas Eve; and 

'\':e were in the church, a lot of us, sticking the branches of holly in the 
pews. 'l'he leaves had never seemed so green or the berries so red. 

" Not from Fred? " 
" Yes, I have. It came addressed to me about a week ago, with a 

ten-poun<l Bank of England note enclosed. There was only a line or 
two, just saying he had not been able to return it before, but that he 
hoped he was at length getting on : and that if he did get on, he 
should be sure to write again later. It was signed F . W. That was 
al l. either his name was mentioned, nor mine, nor any address." 

• '' Where did it come from? " 
' London, I think." 
' From London ! J onsense, Edna ! " 
"The post-mark was London. You are welcome to see the letter. 

I have brought it with me." 
Drawing the letter from her pocket under cover of her mantle, I took 

it to the porch. True enough : the letter had undoubtedly been posted 
in London. Calling Tod, we talked a little, and then told Edna that 
we both thought she ought to disclose this to Mr. Westerbrook. 

" I think so too," she said, " but I should not like to tell him myself 
-though his manner to me lately has been very kind. Will you tell 
him, Johnny? I will lend you the letter to show him. He will be 
sure to want to see it." 

'And he will have to know about the gold, Edna. The loan of that 
night." 

"Yes; it cannot be helped. I have thought it all over, and I see 
that there's no help for it being known now. The letter alludes to it, 
you perceive." 
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After t:i~t th~ advertisements were resumed. Mr. W esterbrook put 

some sohc1tor m London to work, and they were inserted in everv 

known paper. Also in some of the American and Australian paper;. 

Inquiries were made after Fred in London. But nothing came of it. 

As to old Wester brook, he seemed to grow better, as if the suspense 

had stirred him up. 
The months went. on. Neither Fred nor news of him turned up. 

That he was vegetatmg somewhere beyond the pale of civilization, or 

else was at length really dead, appeared to be conclusive. 

July. And we boys at home again for the holidays. The first news 

told us was, that J\fr. Westerbrook and his bailiff had parted company. 

Gisby had said farewell to the N. D. Farm. 
In the satisfaction of finding himself sole master, which he had not 

been for many a year, and to celebrate Gisby's departure, Mr. Wester­

brook gave a syllabub feast, inviting to it old and young, grown people 

and children. Syllabub feasts were tolerably common with us. 

It was an inten;ely hot day; the lawn was dotted with guests; most 

of them gathered in groups under the trees in the shade. Old Wester­

brook, the Squire and Mrs. Todhetley, Parson and Mrs. Holland and 

Mr. Brandon were together under the great horse-cheRtnut tree. Edna 

Blake, of course, had the trouble of the parson's children, and I was 

talking to her. Little tables with bowls of syllabub on them and calces 

and fruit stood about. By-and-by, at sunset or so, we were to go in to 

a high tea. 
It was getting on for two years since the night of Fred vVesterbrook's 

departure; and Edna was looking five times two years older. Worn 

and patient were the lines of her face. She was dressed rather poorly, 

as usual. She had never dressed much otherwise : but since that 

unlucky night her clothes had been made to last as I should think 

noborly's else's clothes ever lasted. Whether that ten pounds hnrl 

abs )l'b.;d a'. l her funds (,tH it must likely ha-d) or whether Edua had 

been saving up for that visionary, possible voyage to America and the 

home with Fred that was to follow it, I knew not, but one never saw 

her in new things now. To-day she wore a muslin that once had had 

rose-red spots on it, but repeated washing had diluted them to a pale 

pink; and the pink ribbons on her hat bad faded too. Not but that, in 

spite of all, she looked a lady. 
" Have you a headache, Edna? " 
"Just a little," she answered, putting her hand to her head. 

" Charley and Tom would _race about as we came along, and I had to 

run after them. To be much under a blazing sun often gives me a 

headache now." 
I wondered to myself why the parson and hi wife couia nop J1av~ 
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ordered Charley and Tom to be still. Fathers and mothers never 
think their children can tire people. 

"I want some more syllabub, Edna," cried Charley, just then. 
" And me too," put in little Miles Stirling. 
She got up patiently; ladled some of the stuff into two of the custard­

cups, and gave one to each of the children, folding her handkerchief 
under little Stirling's chin to guard his velvet dress. They stood at the 
table, two eager little cormorants, taking it in with their tea-spoons. 

At that moment, the gate behind us opened, and a gentleman came 
in. vVe turned round to see who was arriving so late. • A stranger. 
Some good-looking fellow, with auburn hair, a beard that shone like 
soft silk in the sun, and a bronzed face. To judge by his movements, 
he was struck with surprise at sight of the gay company, and stood in 
evident hesitation. 

"Ob, Johnny! " 
The low, half-terrified exclamation came from Edna. I turned to 

her. Her eyes were strained on the stranger; her face had turned 
white as death. He saw us then, and came towards us. We were the 
nearest to him. 

" Do you know me, Edna ? " 
I knew him then: knew his voice. Ay, and himself also, now that 

I saw him distinctly. Edna did not faint; though she was white 
enough for it: she only put her hands together as one does in prayer, 
a joyous thankfulness dawning in her eyes. 

" Frederick ? " 
"Yes, my darling. How strange that you should be the first to 

greet me ! And you, Johnny, old fellow ! You have grown I" 
His two hands lay for a time in mine and Edna's. No one had 

observed him yet : ·we were at the end of the lawn, well under the 
trees. 

"More syllabub, Edna!" shrieked out that greedy young Charley. 
"And me want more, too," added little Miles; "me not had enough." 
Edna drew her hand away to go to the table, a happy light shining 

through her tears. Fred put his arm within mine, and we went across 
the grass together. 

The first to see him was Mr. Brandon. He took in the situation at 
once, and in a degree prepared Mr. Westerbrook. " Here's some 
bronzed young man coming up, Westerbrook," said be. "Looks like a 
traveller. I should not be surprised if it is your nephew ; or perhaps 
one who brings news of him." 

Old W esterbrook fell back in his chair, as Fred stood there with his 
two hands stretched out to him. Then he sprang up, bm t into tears, 
and clasped Fred in his arms. Of all commotions ! Mr. Brandon 
walked away out of it into the sun, putting his yellow silk handkerchief 
on his head. The Squire stared as if he had never seen a bronzed man 
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before ; Tod came leaping up, and the best part of the · company after 
him. 

"Edna, Edna l " called out Mr. Westerbrook, sitting back in his 

chair again, and holding Fred tightly. " Edna, I want you instantly." 
She advanced modestly, blushing roses, her hat held in her hand by 

its faded strings. Mr. W esterbrook looked at her through his tears. 
"Here he is, my dear-do you see ?-come back to us at last. vVe 

must both welcome him. The homestead is yours from this day, Fred ; 

I will have only just a corner in it. I am too old now for a busy life: 

you must be the acting master. And, Edna, my child, you will come 

here to be his helpmeet in it, and to take care of me in my declining 

years-my dear little daughter l Thank God for all things l " 
Fred gave us just a brief summary of the past. Getting over to 

America without much difficulty, he had sought there for some 

1:emunerative work, and sought in vain. One of those panics that the 
Americans go in for had recently occurred in the States, and numbers 

of men were unable to get employment. After sundry adventures, and 
some semi-starvation, he at length made his way to the West Indie . 

A cousin of his late mother was, he knew, settled somewhere within 
the regions of British Guiana. He found him in Berbice, a small 
merchant of New Amsterdam. To him Fred told his whole story; 

and the old cousin gave him- a berth in his counting-house. Office­

work was new to Fred; but he did his best; and with the first pro­

ceeds of his pay he enclosed the ten pounds to Edna; the house for­

warding the letter to their agents in London, to be posted there. Some 
months later, he chanced to see the advertisement for him in an 

English newspaper. As soon as he was able, he came off to ans"·er it 
in person ; and-here he was. 

" All's well that ends well," remarked Mr. Brandon, in his dry way. 
'' And don't you go fraternizing with poachers again, Mr. Fred l '' 

cried out the Squire. " See what it brought you to the last time. '1 

"No, Squire; never again," answered Fred, pushing back his auburn 

hair (very long again), with a smile. " This one time has been quite 
enough." 

"But you cannot have Edna, you know," said Mrs. Holland to him, 

with a disturbed face. " The Parsonage could not possibly get on 
without her." 

"I am afr-, id the Parsonage will have to try, Mrs. Holland." 
" I shall be obliged to keep my bed; that wrn be the end of it," said 

Mrs. Holland, gloomily. "Nobody can manage the children but Edna. 
When she is otherwise occupied, their noise is frightful: ten times 
more distracting than the worst toothache." 

Fred said nothing further; she was looking so ruefully woebegone. 
Putting his arm into mine, he turned into a shady walk. 

"Will you be my groomsman at the wedding, Johnny? But for 

me 
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you, tny good. friend·, I don't know that I should have been saved to 
see this day." 

"Nay, Fred, I think it was the key of the church that saved you. 

I will be your groomsman if you really and truly prefer to pitch upon 

me, rather than on some one older and better." 
" Yes, you are right," he answered, lifting his hat, and glancing 

upwards. " It was the key of the church-under God." 



XVII. 

SEEN IN THE MOONLIGHT. 

" I TELL you it is," repeated Tod. " One cannot mistake Temple, even 
nt a distance." 

"But this man looks so much older than he. And he has whiskers. 
Temple had none." 

"And has not Temple grown older, do you suppose; and don't 
whiskers sprout and grow? You are always a muff, Johnny. That is 
Slingsby Temple." 

vV e had gone by rail to Whitney Hall, and were walking up from 
the station. The Squire sent us to ask after Sir John's gout. It was 
a broiling hot day in the middle of summer. On the lawn before the 
house, with some of the Whitneys, stood a stranger; a little man, 
young, dark, and upright. 

Tod was right, and I was wrong. It was Slingsby Temple. But I 
thought him much altered: older-looking than his years, which 
numbered close upon twenty-five, and more sedate and haughty than 
ever. We had neither seen nor heard of him since quitting Oxford. 

"Oh, he's regularly in for it this time," said Bill ,vhitney, in answer 
to inquiries about his father, as they shook hands with us. " He has 
hardly ever had such a bout; can only lie in bed and groan. Temple, 
don't you remember Todhetley and Johnny Ludlow? " 

"Yes, I do," answered Temple, holding out his hand to me first, 
and passing by Tod to do it. But that was Slingsby Temple's way. 
I was of no account, and therefore it did not touch his pride to 
notice me. 

"I am glad to see you again," he said to Tod, cordially enough, as 
be turned to him ; which was quite a gracious acknowledgment for 
Temple. 

But it surprised us to see him there. The Whitneys had no 
acquaintance with the Temples; neither bad he and Bill been special 
friends at college. Whitney explained it after luncheon, when we 
were sitting outside the windows in the shade, and Temple was pacing 
the shrubbery with Helen. 

" I fancy it's a gone case," said Bill, nodding towards them. 
" Oh, ,vmiam, you should not say it," struck in Anna, in tones of 
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remonstrance, and with her pretty blush. " It is not sure-and not 
right to Mr. Temple." 

"Not say it to Tod and Johnny! Rubbish! ·why, they are like 
ourselves, Anna. I say I think it is going to be a case." 

"Helen with another beau!" cried free Tod. "How has it all come 
about?" 

"The motlier and Helen have been staying at Malvern, you know," 
said Whitney. "rremple turned up at the same hotel, the Foley Arms, 
and they struck up an intimacy. I went over for the last week, and 
was surprised to see how thick he was with them. The mother, 
who is more unsuspicious than a goose, told Temple, in her hospitable 
way, when they were saying good-bye, that she should be glad to see 
him if ever he found himself in these benighted parts: and I'll be shot 
if at the end of five days h~ was not here! If Helen's not the magnet, 
I don't know what else it can be.'' 

" He appears to like her; but it may be only a temporary fancy that 
will pass away; it ought not to be talked about," reiterated Anna. "It 
may come to nothing." 

"It may, or may not," persisted Bill. 
"Will she consent to have him?" I asked. 
" She'd be simple if she didn't," said Bill. "Temple would be a 

jolly fine match for any girl. Good in all ways. His property is large, 
and he himself is as sober and steady as any parson. Always has been." 

I was not thinking of Temple's eligibility-that was undeniable; but 
of Helen's inclinations. Some time before she -had gone in for a love 
affair, which would not do at any price, caused some stir at the Hall, 
and came to signal grief : though I have not time to tell of it here. 
,vi1itney caught the drift of my thoughts. 

' That's over and done with, Johnny. She'd never let its recollection 
spoil other prospects. You may trust Helen ·Whitney for that. She 
is as shallow-hearted as-- " 

" For shame, W'illiam I '' remonstrated Anna. 
' It's true," said he. "I didn't say you were. Helen would have 

twenty sweethearts to your one, and think nothing of it." 
Tod looked at Anna, and laughed gently. Her cheeks turned the 

colour of the rose she was holding. 
"vVhat's this about a boating tour?" he inquired of Whitney. It 

bad been alluded to at lunch-time. 
' Temple's going in for one with some more fellows," was the reply. 

" He has asked me to join them. We mean to do some of the larger 
rivers ; take our tent, and encamp on the bank at night." 

" vVhat a jolly spree I " cried Tod, his face flushing with delight. 
" How I should like it I" 

"I wi h to goodness you were coming. But Temple bas made up 
his party. It is his affair, you know. He talks of staying out a month." 
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" One get's no chance in this slow place," cried Tod, fiercely. " 1'11 
emigrate, I think, and go tiger-hunting. Is it a secret, this boatincr 
affair?" 

0 

"A secret! No." 
"vVhat m~de you kick me under the table, then, when I would have 

asked particulars at luncheon? " 
" Because the mother was present. She has taken all sorts of queer 

notions into her head-mothers always have them-that the boat will 
be found bottom upwards some day, and we under it. Failing that, we 
are to catch colds and fevers and agues from the night encampments. 
So we say as little about it as possible before her." 

" I see," nodded Tod. " Look here, Bill, I should like to get up a 
boating party myself; it sounds glorious. How do you set about it?-
and where can you get a boat ? " . 

"Temple knows," said Bill, "I don't. Let us go and ask him." 
They went across the grass, leaving me alone with Anna. She and 

I were the best of friends, as the reader may remember, and exchanged 
many a little confidence with one another that the world knew nothing of. 

" Should you like it for Helen ? " I asked, indicating her sister and 
Slingsby Temple. 

" Yes, I think I should," she answered. " But William had no 
warrant for speaking as he did. Mr. Temple will only be here a few 
days longer: when he leaves, we may never see him again." 

" But he is evidently taken with Helen. He shows that he is. And 
when a man of Slingsby Temple's disposition allows himself to betray 
anything of the kind, rely upon it he means something." 

" Did you like him at Oxford, Johnny? '' 
"Well-I did and did not," was my hesitating answer. "He ·was 

reserved, close, proud, and unsociable ; and no man displn.ying those 
qualities can be very much liked. On the other band, he was exemplary 
in conduct, deserving respect from all, and receiving it." 

"I think he is religious," said Anna, her voice taking a lower tone. 
" Yes, I always thought him that. I fancy their mother brought 

them up to be so. But Temple is the last man in the world to display 
it.,, 

"What vvith papa's taking up two rooms to himself now he has the 
gout, and all of us being at home, mamma was a little at fault what 
chamber to give Mr. Temple. There was no time for much an·ange­
ment, for he came without notice ; so she just turned Harry out of his 
room, which used to be poor J ohn's, you know, and put Mr. Temple 
there. That night Harry chanced to go up to bed later than the rest 
of us. He forgot his room had been changed, and went straight into 
his own. Mr. Temple was kneeling down in prayer, and a Bible lay 
open on the table. Mamma says it is not all young men who say their 
prayers and read their Bible nowadays." 
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"Not by a good many, Anna. Yes, Temple is good, and I hope 
Helen will get him. She will have p·osition, too, as his wife, and a 
large income." 

" He comes into his estate this year, he told us; in September. He 
will be five-and-twenty then. But, Johnny, I don1t like one thing: 
William says there was a report at Oxford that the Temples never live 
to be even middle-aged men." 

"Some of them have died young, I believe. But, Anna, that's no 
reason why they all should." 

" And-there's a superstition attaching to the family, is there not?" 
continued Anna. " A ghost that appears ; or something of that sort ? " 

I hardly-knew what to answer. How vividly the words brought back 
poor Fred Temple1s communication to me on the subject, and his sub­
sequent death. 

" You don1t speak,,, said she. "Won't you tell me what it is?" 
" It is this, Anna: but I dare say it's all nonsense-all fancy. ·when 

one of the Temples is going to die, the spirit of the head of the family 
who last died is said to appear and beckon to him; a warning that his 
own death is near. Down in their neighbourhood people call it the 
Temple superstition.'' 

"I don't quite understand," cried Anna, looking earnestly at me. 
" Who is it that is said to appear ? " 

"I'll give you an instance. When the late Mr. Temple, Slingsby's 
father, was walking home from shooting with his gamekeeper one 
September day, he thought he saw his father -in the wood at a little 
distance : that is, his father's spirit, for he had been dead some years. 
It scared him very much at the moment, as the keeper testified. vVell, 
Anna, in a day or two he, Mr. Temple, was dead-killed by an accident.,, 

" I am glad I am not a Temple ; I should be always fearing I might 
see the sight," observed Anna, a sad, thoughtful look on her gentle 
face. 

"Oh no, you wouldn't, Anna. The Temples themselves don't think 
of it, and don't believe in it. Slingsby does not, at any rate. His 
brother Fred told me at Oxford that no one must presume to allude to 
it in Slingsby1s presence." 

"Fred ? He died at Oxford, did he not ? " 
"Ye , he died there, poor fellow. Thrown from his horse. I saw it 

happen, Anna." 
But I said nothing to her of that curious scene to which I had been 

a witne s a night or two before the accident- when poor Fred, to 
Slingsby's inten e indignation, fancied he saw his father on the college 
staircase ; fancied his father beckoned to him. It was not a thing to 
talk of. After that time Slingsby had seemed to regard me with rather 
a special favour; I wondered whether it was because I had not ta.lkecl 
of it. 
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The afternoon passed. We went up to see Sir John in his goi.1ty 
room, and then said good-bye to them all, including Temple, and started 
for home again. Tod was surly and cross. He had come out in a 
temper and he was going back in one. 

Tod liked his own way. No one in the world resented interference 
more than he : and just now he and the Squire were at war. Some 
twelve months before, Tod had dropped into a five-hundred-pound 
legacy from a distant relative. It was now ready to be paid to him. 
The Squire wished it paid over to himself, that he might take care of 
it; Tod wanted to be grand, and open a banking account of his own. 
For the past two days the argument had held out on both sides, and 
this morning Tod had lost his temper. Lost it was again now, but on 
another score. 

" Slingsby Temple might as well have invited me to join the boating 
Jot ! " he broke out to me, as we drew near home. " He knows I am 
an old hand at it." , 

"But if his party is made up, Tod? Whitney said it was." 
"Rubbish, Johnny. Made up l They could as well make room for 

another. And much good some of them are, I dare say l I can't re­
member that Slingsby ever took an o~r in his hand at Oxford. All he 
went in for was star-gazing-and chapels-and lectures. And look at 
Dill ·whitney ! He hates rowing," 

" Did you tell Temple you would like to join them? " 
"He could see it. I didn't say in so many words, Will you have 

me ? Of all things, I should enjoy a boating tour ! It would be the 
most jolly thing on earth." 

That night, after we got in, the subject of the money grievance 
cropped up again. The Squire was smoking his long churchwarden 
pipe at the open window; Mrs. Todhetley sat by the centre table and 
the lamp, hemming a strip of muslin. Tod, open as the day on all 
subjects, abused Temple's "churlishness" for not inviting him to make 
one of the boating party, and declared he would organize one of his own, 
which he could readily do, now he was not tied for money. That 
remark set the Squire on. 

"Ay, that's just where it would be, Joe," said he. "Let you keep 
the money in your own fingers, and we should soon see what it would 
end in." 

" What would it end in ? " demanded Tod. 
"Ducks and drakes." 
Tod tossed his head. " You think I am a child still, I believe, 

father." 
" You are no better, where the spending of money's concerned," said 

the Squire, taking a long whiff. " Few young men are. Their fathers 
know that, and keep it from them as long as they can. And that's why 
so many are not let come into possession of their estates before they 
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are five-and-twenty. This young Tempie, it seems, does not come into 
his ; Johnny, here, does not." 

" I should like to know what more harm it would do for the money 
to lie in my name in the Old Bank than if it lay in yours? " argued 
Tod. " Should I be drawing cheques on purpose to get rid of it? 
That's what you seem to suppose, father." 

" You'd be drawing them to spend," said the pater. 
ii No, I shouldn't. It's my own money, after all. Being my own, I 

should take good care of it." 
Old Thomas came in with some glasses, and the argument dropped. 

Tod began again as we were going upstairs together. 
"You see, Johnny," he said, stepping inside my room on his way, 

and shutting the door for fear of eavesdroppers, "there's that hundred 
pounds I owe Brandon. The old fellow has been very good, never so 
much as hinting that he remembers it, and I shall pay him back the 
first thing. To do this, I must have absolute possession of the money. 
A fine bobbery the pater would make if he got to know of it. Besides, 
a man come to my age likes to have a banking account-if he can. 
Good-night, lad." 

Tod carried his point. He turned so restive and obstinate over it as 
to surprise and vex the Squire, who of course knew nothing about the 
long-standing debt to Mr. Brandon. The Squire had no legal power to 
keep the money, if Tod insisted upon having it. And he did insist. 
The Squire put it down to boyish folly, self-assumption ; and groaned 
and grumbled all the way to Worcester, when Tod was taking the five­
hundred-pound cheque, paid to him free of duty, to the Old Bank. 

" \Ve shall have youngsters in their teens wanting to open a banking 
account next l" said the pater to Mr. Isaac, as Tod was writing his 
signature in the book. " The world's coming to something." 

" I dare say young Mr. Todhetley will be prndent, and not squander 
it," observed Mr. Isaac, with one of his pleasant smiles. 

' Oh will he, though ! You '11 see. Look here," went on the Squire, 
tapping the banker on the arm, "couldn't you, if he draws too large a 
cheque at any time, refuse to cash it? " 

" I fear we could not do that," laughed Mr. Isaac. " So long as he 
does not overdraw his account, we are bound to honour bis cheques." 

"And if you do overdraw it, Joe, I hope the bank will prosecute 
you !-I would, I know," was the Squire's last threat, as we left the 
bank and turned towards the Cross, Tod with a cheque-book in his 
pocket. 

But Mr. Brandon could not be paid then. On going over to his 
house a day or two afterwards, we found him from home. The house­
keeper thought he was on his way to one of the "water-cure establish­
ments" in Yorkshire, she said, but he had not yet written to give bis 
add.res . 
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"So it must wait," remarked Tod to me, as we.went home. "I'm 
not sorry. How the bank would have stared at having to pay a hundred 
pounds down on the nail ! Conclude, no doubt, that I was going to the 
deuce headlong." 

"By Jove ! " cried Tod, taking a leap in the air. 
About a week had elapsed since the journey to the Old Bank, and 

Tod wa-s opening a letter that had come addressed to him by the 
morning post. ' 

"Johnny ! will you believe it, lad ? Temple asks me to be of the 
boating lot, after all." 

It was even so. The letter was from Slingsby Temple, ·written from 
Templemore. It stated that he had been disappointed by some of 
those who were to have made up the number, and if Todhetley and 
Ludlow would supply their places, he should be glad. 

Tod turned wild. You might have thought, as Mrs. Todhetley re­
marked, that he had been invited to Eden. 

"The idea of,Ternple's asking you, J ohnny!" he said. "You are of 
no good in a boat." 

" Perhaps I had better decline? " 
"No, don't do that, J ohnny. _ It might upset the party altogether, 

perhaps. You must do your best." 
" I have no boating-suit." 
"I will treat you to one," said Tod, munificently. "We'll get it 

Evesham. Pity but my things would fit you." 
So it was, for he had loads of them. 
The Squire, for a wonder, did not oppose the scheme. :Mrs. 11od­

hetley (like Lady Whitney) did, in her mild way. As Bill said, all 
mothers were alike-always foreseeing danger. And though she was 
not Tod's true mother, or mine either, she was just as anxious for us; 
and she looked upon it as nearly certain that one of us would come 
home drowned and the other with the ague. 

"They won't sleep on the bare ground, of course," said Duffham, 
who chanced to call that morning, while Tod was writing his letter of 
2.cceptance to Slingsby Temple. 

"Of course we shall," fired Tod, resenting the remark. " ·what 
harm could it do us?" 

"Give some of you rheumatic-fever," said Duffham. 
"Then why doesn't it give it to the gipsies? " retorted Tod. 
" The gipsies are used to it-born to it, as one may say. You young 

men must have a waterproof sheet to lie upon, or a tarpaulin, or some­
thing of the sort." 

Tod tossed his head, disdaining an answer, and wrote on. 
"You will have plenty of rugs and great-coats with you, of course," 
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went on Duffham. "And I'll give you a packet of quinine powders. 
It is as well to be prepared for contingencies. If you find any symptoms 
of unusual cold, or shivering, just take one or two of them." 

"Look here, Mr. Duff ham," said Tod, dashing his pen down on the 
table. " Don't you think you had better attend us yourself with a 
medicine-chest? Put up a cargo of rhubarb-and magnesia-and 
castor oil-and family pills. A few quarts of senna-tea might not 
come in amiss. My patience ! I believe you take us for delicate 
infants." 

"And I should recommend you to carry a small keg of whisky 
amongst the boat stores;" continued Duff ham, not in the least put out. 
"You'll want it. Take a nip of it neat when you first get up from the 
ground in the morning. It is necessary you should, and it will ward 
off some evils that might otherwise arise. Johnny Ludlow, I'll put the 
quinine into your charge: mind you don't forget it." 

"Of all the old women ! " muttered Tod to me. "Had the pater 
been in the room, this might have set him against our going." 

On the following day we went over to "Whitney Hall, intending to 
take Evesham on our way back, and buy what was wanted. Surprise 
the first. Bill "Whitney was not at home, and was not to be of the 
boating party. 

"You never saw any one in such a way in your life," cried Helen, 
who could devote some time to us, now Temple was gone. " I must 
say it was too bad of papa. He never made any objection while Mr. 
Temple was here, but let poor Wi11iam anticipate all the pleasure ; and 
then he went and turned round afterwards." • 

"Did he get afraid for him ? " cried Tod, in wonder. "I wouldn't 
have thought it of Sir John." 

' Afraid! no," returned Helen, opening her eyes. "What he got 
was a fit of the gout. A relapse." 

" vVhat has the gout to do with Bill ? " 
"Why, old Featherston ordered papa to Buxton, and papa said he 

could not do without William to see to him there : mamma was laid up 
in bed with one 9f her bad colds-and she is not out of it yet. So 
papa went off, taking William-and you should just see how savage he 
\Va . " 

For William Whitney to be " savage" was something new. He had 
about the easiest temper in the world. I laughed, and said so. 

"Savage for him, I mean," corrected Helen, who was given to 
falking at random. " othing puts him out. Some cross fellows would 
not have consented, and have told their fathers so to their faces. It is 
a shame." 

"I don t suppose Bill cares much; he is no hand at rowing," 
remarked Tod. "Did he write to Temple and decline? " 

" Of course he did," was Helen's resentfully poken answer; and she 
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seemed, to say the least, quite as much put out as Bill could have been. 
"·what else could he do?" 

" Vv ell, I am sorry for this," said Tod. " Temple has asked me 
now. Johnny also." 

"Has he!" exclaimed Helen, her eyes sparkling. "I hope you 
will go." 

"Of course we shall go," said Tod. "Where's Anna?" 
" Anna? Oh, sitting up with mamma. She likes a sick-room. I 

don't." 
"You'd like a boat better-if Temple were in it," remarked Tod, 

with a saucy laugh. 
"Just you be quiet," retorted Helen . 
From Whitney Hall we went to Evesham, and hastily procureu what 

we wanted. The next day but one was that fixed for our departure, 
and when it at last dawned, bright and hot, we st.arted amidst the good 
wishes of all the house. Tod with a fishing-rod and line, in case the 
expedition should afford an opportunity for fishing, and I with Duffbam's 
quinine powders in my pocket. 

Templemorei the seat of the Temples, was on the Welsh borders. 
We were not going there, but to a place called Sanbury, which lay 
within a few miles of the mansion. Slingsby Temple and his brother 
Rupert were already there, witq the boat and the tent and all the rest 
of the apparatus, making ready for our departure on the mo1Tow. Our 
head-quarters, until the start, was at the Ship, a good, old-fashioned 
inn, and we found that we were expected to be Temple's guests 
there. • 

"I would have asked you to Templemore to dine and sleep," he 
observed, in cordial tones, "and my mother said she should have been 
pleased to see you ; but to get down here in the morning would have 
been inconvenient. At least, it would take up the time that ought to 
be devoted to getting away. Will you come and see the boat? " 

I t was lying in a locked-up shed near the river. A tub-pair, large of 
its kmtl. Three of them were enough for it: and I saw that, in point 
of fact, I was not wanted for the working ; but Temple either did not 
like to ask Tod without me, or else would not leave me out. The 
Temples might have more than their share of pride, but it was accom­
panied by an equal share of refined and considerate feeling. 

" We shall make you useful, never fear," said he to me, with a smile. 
"And it will be capital boating experience for you." 

" I am sure I shall like it," I answered. And I liked him better 
than I ever had in my life. 

umerous articles were lying ready with the boat. Temple seemed 
to have thought of every needful thing. .A pot to boil water in, a pan 
for frying, a saucepan for potatoes, a mop and towing-rope, stone jugs 
for beer, milk, and fresh water, tins to hold our grog and the like. 
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Amongst the stores were tea, sugar, candles, cheese, butter, a ham, . 
some tinned provisions, a big jar of beer, and (Duffham should have 
seen it) a two-gallon keg of whisky. 

"A doctor up with us said we ought to have whisky," remarked 
Tod. " He is nothing but an old woman. He put some quinine 
powders in Johnny's pocket, and talked of a waterproof sheet to 
sleep on." 

"Quite right," said Temple. " There it lies." 
AnJ there it did lie, wrapped round the folded tent. A large water­

proof tarpaulin to cover the ground, at night, and keep tpe damp from 
our limbs. 

" Did you ever make a boating tour before, T'emple? " asked Tod. 
"Ob yes. I like it. I don't know any pleasure equal to that of 

camping out at night Ol!l a huge plain, where you may study all the 
stars in the heavens." . 

As Temple spoke, he glanced towards a small parcel in a corner. I 
guessed it was one of his night telescopes. 

"Yes, it is," he assented; "but only a small one. The boat won't 
stretch, and we can only load it according to its limits." . 

Rupert Temple came up as we were leaving the shed. I had never 
seen him before. He was the only brother left, and Slingsby's heir 
presumptive. Why, I know not, but I had pictured Rupert as being 
like poor Fred- tall, fair, bright-looking as a man can be. But there 
existed not a grain of resemblance. Rupert was just a second edition 
of Slings by: little, dark, plain, and proud. · It was not an offensive 
pride-quite the contrary: and with those they knew well they were 
cordial and free. 

Those originally invited by Temple were his cousin Arthur Slingsby 
Lord Cracroft's son; Whitney ; and a young Welshman named Pryce­
H ugbes. All had accepted, and intended to keep the engagement, 
knowing then of nothing to prevent them. But, curious to say, each 
one in succession wrote to decline it later. Whitney had to go else­
where with his father; Pryce-Hughes hurt his arm, which disabled him 
from rowing : and Arthur Slingsby went off without ceremony in some­
Lody's yacht to Malta. As the last of the letters came, which was 
\Vhitney's, Mrs. Temple seemed struck with the coincidence of all 
refusing, or being compelled to refuse. " Slings by, my dear," she said 
to her son, "it looks just as though you were not to go." "But I will 
go ," answered Temple, who did not like to be baulked in a project more 
than anybody else likes it; "if these can't come, I'll get others who 
can." And he forthwith told his brother Rupert that there'd be room 
for him in the boat-be had refused him before ; and wrote to Tod. 
After that, came another letter from Pryce-Hughes, saying his arm was 
better, and he could join the party at Bridgenorth or Bewdley. But it 
was too late: the boat was filled up. Temple me<\nt to do the Severn 

?obnny Ludlow.-!1. 27 



418 JOHNNY LUDLOW. 

the Wye, and the Avon, with a forced interlude of canals, and to be out 
a month, taking it easily, and resting on Sundays. 

" Catch Slingsby missing Sunday service if he can help it I " said 
Rupert aside to me. 

Vv e started in our flannel suits and red caps, and started well, but 
not until the afternoon, Temple steering, his brother and Tod taking 
the sculls. The water was very shallow: and by-and-by we ran 
aground. The stern of the boat swung round, and away went our 
tarpaulin; and it was carried off by the cnITent before we could save it. 
. Well, that first afternoon there were difficulties to contend with, and 
one or other of the three was often in the water; but we made 
altogether some five or six miles. It was the hottest day I ever felt; 
and about seven o'clock, on coming to a convenient meadow, nearly 
level with the river, none of us were sorry to step ashore. Making fast 
the boat for the night, we landed the tent and other things, and looked 
about us. A coppice bounded the field on the left; right across, in a 
second field, stood a substantial farm-house, surrounded by its barns 
and ricks. Temple produced one of his cards, which was to be 
taken to the house, and the farmer's leave asked to encamp on the 
meadow. Rupert Temple and Tod made themselves decent to go on 
the errand. 

" vVe shall want a bundle or two of straw," said Temple ; "it won't 
do to lie on the bare ground. And some milk. You must ask if they 
will accommodate us, and. pay what they charge." 

They went off, carrying also the jar to beg for fresh water. Temple 
and I began to unfurl the tent, and to busy ourselves amongst the 
things generally. 

"Halloa I what's to do here? " . 
We turned, and saw a stout, comely man, in white shirt-sleeves, an 

open waistcoat, knee-breeches and top-boots; no doubt the farmer 
himself. Temple explained. He and some friends were on a boating 
tour, and had landed there to encamp for the night. 

" But who gave you leave to do it? " asked the farmer. " You are 
trespassing. This is my ground." 

" I supposed it might be nece ary to ask leave," said Temple, 
haughtily comteous ; "and I have sent to yonder house-which I 
presume is yours-to solicit it. If you will kindly accord the permission, 
I shall feel obliged." 

'l'hat Temple looked disreputable enough, there could be no denying. 
No shoes on, no stockings, trousers tucked up above the knee : for he 
had been several times in the water, and, as yet, bad done nothing to 
himself. But two of our college-caps chanced to be lying exposed on 
the boat: and perhaps Temple's tone and address had made their due 
impression. 'l'he farmer looked hard at him, as if trying to remember 
his face. 
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• • •' It's not one of the young Mr. Temples, is it? " said he. " Of · 
Temp1emore. ,, 

"I am Mr. Temple, of Templemore. I have sent my card to your 
house." 

" Dash me ! " cried the former, heartily. " Shake hands, sir. I 
fancied I knew the face. !1-ve seen you out shooting, sir-and at 
Sanbury. I knew your father. rm sure you are more than welcome 
to camp alongside here, and to any other accommodation I can give 
you. ·will you shake hands, young gentleman ? '' giving his hand to 
me as he released Temple's. 

" My brother and another of our party are gone to your house to beg 
some fresh water and buy some milk," said Temple, who did not seem 
at all to resent the farmer's familiarity, but rather to like it. "And we 
shall be glad of a truss or two of fresh straw, if you can either sell it to 
us or give it. vVe have had the misfortune to lose our waterproof 
sheet ." • 
• " Sell be hanged ! " cried the farmer, with a jovial laugh. " Sell you 
a truss or two of straw! Sell you milk! Not if I know it, Mr. 
Temple. You're welcome, sir, to as much as ever you want of both. 
One of my men shall bring the straw down." 

" You are very good." 
" And anything eJse you please to think of. Don't scruple to ask, · 

sk Will ·you all come and take supper at my house? vVe've a rare 
round o' beef in cut, and I saw the missis m~king pigeon-pies this 
morning." • 

But Temple declined the invitation most decisively; • and the farmer, 
perhaps noting that, did not press it. It was rare weather for the 
water, he observed. • 

'\Ve could do with less heat," replied Temple. 
" Ay," said the farmer, "I never felt it worse. But it's good for the 

corn." 
And, with that, he left us. The other two came back with water 

and oceans of milk. Sticks were soon gathered from the coppice, and 
the fire made ; the round pot, filled with water, was put on to boil for 
tea, and the tent was set up. 
• Often and often in my later life have I looked back to that evening. 

'Ihe meal over-and a jolly good one we made- we sat round the 
camp fire, then smouldering down to red embers, and watched the 
setting sun, Rupert Temple and Tod smoking. It was a glorious sunset, 
the we t lighted up with gold and purple and crimson ; the sky above 
us clear and dark-blue. 

But ob, how hot it was ! The moon came up as the sun went down, 
and the one, to our fancy, seemed to give out as much heat as the 
other. There we sat on, sipping OLU' grog and talking in the bright 
moonlight, rremple with his elbows on the grass, bis face turned up 
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towards the sky and tho few stars that came out. The colours in the 
west gave place to a beautiful opal, stretching northwards. 

It was singular-I shall always think so-that the conversation 
should turn on MacRae, the Scotchman who used to make our skin 
creep at Oxford with his tales of second-sight. We were not talking of 
Oxford, and I don't know how MacRae came up. Temple had been 
talking of astronomy ; from that we got to astrology ; so perhaps it 
was in that way. Up he came, however, he and his weird beliefs; and 
Rupert Temple, who had not enjoyed the honour of Mac's acquaintance, 
and had probably never heard his name before, got me to relate one or 
two of Mac's choice experiences. 

" vVas the man a fool ? " asked Rupert. 
"Not a bit of it." 
"I'm sure I should say so. Making out that he could foresee 

people's funerals before they were dead, or likely to die." 
"Poor Fred was three-parts of a believer in them," put in Temple, 

in a dreamy voice, as though his thoughts were buried in that past 
time. 

"Fred was ! " exclaimed Rupert, taking his brother up sharply. 
'' Believer in what? " 

"MacRae's superstitions." 
"Nonsense, Slingsby ! " 
Temple made no rejoinder: In his eye, which chanced to catch 

mine at the moment, there sat a singular expression. I wondered 
whether he was recalling that other superstition of Fred's, that little 
episode a night or two before he med. 

" We had better be turning in," said Temple, getting up. "It won't 
do to sit here too long; and we must be up betimes in the morning." 

So we got to bed at last--if you can call it bed. The farmer's good 
straw was strewed thickly underneath us in the tent; we had our 
rugs ; and the tent was fastened back at the entrance to admit air. 
But there was no air to admit, not a whiff of it ; nothing came in but 
the moonlight. None of us remembered a lighter night, or a hotter 
one. I and Tod lay in the middle, the Temples on either side, Slingsby 
nearest the opening .. 

"I wonder who's got our sheet?" began Tod, breaking a silence 
that ensued when we had wished each other good-night 

No one answered. 
"I say," struck in Rupert, by-and-by, "I've heard one ought not to 

go to sleep in the moonlight : it turn~ people luny. Do any of your 
faces catch it, outside there?" 

"Go to sleep and don't talk," said Temple. 
It might have been from the novelty of the situation, but the night 

was well on before any of us got to sleep. Tod and Rupert Temple 
went off first, and next (I thought) Temple did. I did not. 
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I dare say you've never slept four in a bed-and, that, one of littered 
straw. It's all very well to lie awake when you've a good wide 
mattress to yourself, and can toss and turn at will; but in the close 
quarters of a tent you can't do it for fear of disturbing the others. 
However, the longest watch has its ending; and I was just dropping 
off, when Temple, next to whom I lay, started hurriedly. and it 
aroused me. 

"What's that? " he cried, in a half-whisper. 
~ lifted my head, startled. He was sitting up, his eyes fixed on the 

opening we had left in the tent. 
"Who's there ?-who is it?" he said again; and his low voice had 

a slow, queer sound, as, though he spoke in fear. 
" What is it, Temple? " I asked. 
" There, standing just outside the tent, right m the moonlight," 

whispered he. "Don't you see?" 
I could see nothing. The stir awoke Rupert. He called out to know 

what ailed us ; and that aroused Tod. 
"Some man looking in at us," explained Temple, in the same queer 

tone, half of abstraction, half of fear, his gaze still strained on th'e 
aperture. "He is gone now." 

Up jumped Tod, and dashed outside the tent. Rupert struck a match 
and lighted the lantern. No one was to be seen but ourselves; and the 
only odd thing to be remarked was the white hue Temple's face bad 
taken. Tod was marching round the tent, looking about him far and 
near, and calling out to all intruders to show themselves. But all that 
met bis eye was the level plain we were encamped upon, lying pale and 
white under the moonlight, and all the sound he heard was the croaking 
of the.frogs. 

"What could have made you fancy it? " he asked of Temple. 
"Don't think it was fancy," responded Temple. "Never saw any 

man plainer in my life." 
"You were dreaming, Slingsby," said Rupert. "Let us get to sleep 

again." 
Which we did. At least, I can answer for myself. 
The first beams of the glorious sun awoke us, and we rose to the 

beginning of another day, and to the cold, shivery feeling that, in spite 
of the heat of the past night and of the coming day, attends the situa­
tion. I could understand now why the nip of whisky, as Duffham 
called it, was necessary. Tod served it out. Lighting the fire of sticks 
to boil our tea-kettle-or the round pot that served for a kettle-we 
began to get things in order to embark again, when breakfast should 
be over. 

"I say, Slingsby," cried Rupert, to bis brother, who seemed very 
sullen, " what on earth took you, that you should disturb us in the 
night for nothing? " 



422 JOHNNY tu1:>1ow. 

"It was not for nothing. Some one was there.'' 
" It must have been a stray sheep." 
"Nonsense, Rupert I Could one mistake a sheep for a man?,, 
"Some benighted ploughman then, 'plodding his weary way.'" 
" If you could bring forward any ploughman to testify that it was he 

beyond possibility of doubt, I'd give him a ten-pound note." 
" Look here," said Tod, after staring a minute at this odd remark 

of Temple's, "you may put all idea of ploughmen and every one else 
away. No one was there. If there had been, I must have seen him: 
it was not possible he could betake himself out of sight in a moment." 

"Have it as you like," said Temple; "I am going to take a bath. 
My head aches:" 

Stripping, he plunged into the river, which was very wide just there, 
and swam towards the middle of it. 

"It seems to have put Slingsby out," observed Rupert, alluding to 
the night alarm. "Do you notice how thoughtful he is? Just look 
at that fire!" . 

The sticks had turned black, and began to smoke and hiss, giving 
out never a; bit of blaze. Down knelt Rupert on one side and I on the 
other. 

" Damp old obstinate things I " he ejaculated. And we set on to 
blow at them with all our might. 

"Where's Temple?" I exclaimed presently; looking off, and not 
seeing him. Rupert glanced over the river. 

"He must be diving, Johnny. Slingsby's fond of diving. Keep on 
blowing, lad, or we shall get ·no tea to-day." 

So we kept on. But, I don't know why, a sort of doubtful feeling 
came over me, and while I blew I watched the water for Temple to 
come up. All in a moment he rose to the surface, gave one low, pain­
ful cry of distress, and disappeared again. 

"Good Heavens I" cried Rupert, leaping up and overturning tho 
kettle. 

But Tod was the quickest, and jumped in to the rescue. A first-rate 
swimmer and diver was he, almost as much at home in the water as 
out of it. In no time, as it seemed, he was striking back, bearing 
Temple. It was fortunate for such a crisis that Temple was so small 
and slight-of no weight to speak of. 

By dint of gently rubbing and rolling, we got some life into him and 
some whisky doWI). his throat. But he remained in the queerest, faintest 
state possible ; no exertion in him, no movement hardly, no strengtl1 ; 
~live, and that was _about all; and just able to tell us that he had turned 
faint in the water. 

" What is to be done? " cried Rupert. '' We must get a doctor to 
him : and he ought not to lie on the grass here. I ·wonder if that 
farm er would let him be taken to the house for an hour or two?" 
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1 got into my boots, and ran off to ask ; and met the farmer in the 

second field. He was coming towards us, curious perhaps to see 

whether we had started. Telling him what had happened, he showed 

himself alive with sympathy, called some of his men to carry Temple 

to the farm, and sent back to prepare his wife. Their name ,ve found 

was Best: and most 'hospitable, good-hearted people they turned out 

to be. 
Well, Temple was taken there and a doctor was called in. The 

doctor shook his head, looked grave, and asked to have another doctor. 

Then, for the first time, doubts stole over us that it might be more 

serious than we had thought for. A dreadful feeling of fear took 

possession of me, and, in spite of all I could do, that scene at Oxford, 

when poor Fred Temple had been carried into old Mrs. Golding's to 

die, would not go out of my mind. 
We got into our reserve clothes, as if conscious that the boating 

flannels were done with for the present, left one of the farmer's men 

to watch our boat and things, and stayed with Temple. .He continued 

very faint, and lay almost motionless. The doctors tried some remedies, 

but they did no good. He did not revive. One of them called it 

"syncope of the heart; " but the other said hastily, " No, no, that was 

not the right name." It struck me that perhaps they did not know 

what the right name was. At last they said Mrs. Temple had better 

be sent for. 
" I was just thinking so," cried Rupert. " My mother ought to be 

here. ,Vho will go for her ? " 
"Johnny can," said Tod. "He is of no good here." 

For that matter, none of us were any good, for we could do nothing 

for Temple. 
I did not relish the task : I did not care to tell a mother that her son, 

whom she believes is well and hearty, is lying in danger. But I had 

to go : Rupert seemed to take it as a matter of course. 

,; Don't alarm her more than you can help, Ludlow," he said. "Say 

that Slingsby turned faint in the water this morning, and the medical 

men seem anxious. But ask her not to lose time." 
Mr. Best started me on his own horse-a fine hunter, iron-grey. 

The weather was broiling. Templemore lay right across country, about 

six miles off by road. It was a beautiful place ; I could see that mnch, 

though I bad but little time to look at it; and it stood upon an eminence_, 

the last mile of the road winding gradually up to its gate . • • 

As ill-luck had it, or perhaps good-luck-I don't know which-Mrs_. 

Temple was at one of the windows, and saw me ride hastily in. 

Having a good memory of faces, she recollected mine. Knowing that 

I had started ,vith her sons in the boat, she was seized with a prevision 

that . omething was wrong, and came ont before I was well off the 

hor e. 
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"It is Mr. Ludiow, 1 think," she said, her plain dark face (so much 
like Slingsby's) very pale. "What ill news have you brought?,, 

I told her in the best ·manner I was able, just in the words Rupert 
had suggested, speaking quietly, and not showing any alarm in my own 
manner. 

" Is there danger? " she at once asked. 
"I am not sure that there is," I said, hardly knowing how to frame 

my answer. " The doctors thought you had better come, in case-in 
~ase of danger arising; and Rupert sent me to ask you to do so." 

She rang the bell, and ordered her carriage to be round instantly. 
"The bay horses," she added: " they are the fleetest. What will you 
take, Mr. Ludlow ? " 

I would not take anything. But a venerable old gentleman in 
plack, with a powdered bald head-the butler, I concluded-suggested 
some lemonade, after my hot ride : and that I was glad of. 

I rode on first, piloting the way for the carriage, which contained 
Mrs. Temple; She came alone : her daughter was away on a visit­
as I had learnt from Rupert. 

Slingsby lay in the same state, neither better nor worse : perhaps the 
breathing was somewhat more difficult. He smiled when he saw his 
mother, and put out his hand. 

The day dragged itself slowly on. w· e did not know what to do 
with ourselves ; that was a fact. Temple was to be kept quiet, and 
we might not intrude into his room-one on the ground-floor that faced 
the east: not even· Rupert. Mr. and Mrs. Best entertained us well as 
far as meals went, but one can't be eating for ever. Now down in the 
meadow by the boat-which seemed to have assumed a most forlorn 
aspect-and now hovering about the farm, waiting for the last report 
of Temple. In that way the day crept through. 

"Is it here that Mr. Temple is lying?" 
I was standing under the jessamine-covered porch, sheltering my 

head from the rays of the setting sun, when a stranger came up and 
pnt the question. · An extraordinarily tall, thin man, with grey hair, 
clerical coat, and white neckcloth. 

It was the Reverend Mr. vVebster, perpetual curate of the parish 
around Templernore. And I seemed to know him before I heard his 
name, for he was the very image of his son, Long Webster, who used 
to be at Oxford. 

"I am so grieved not to have been able to get here before," he said; 
"but I had just gone out for some hours when :Mrs. Temple's message 
~as bl·0ught to the Parsonage. Is he any better? " 

:·. I am afraid not," I answered. " We don't know what to make of 
it; it all seems o sudden and trange." 
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tt But what is it? " he asked in a whisper. 
"I don't know, sir. The doctors have said something about the 

neart." • 

" I should like to see the doctors before I go in to Mts. Temple. 

Are they here ? " 
"One of them is, I think. They have been going in and out all 

day." 
I fetched the doctor out to him; and they talked together in low 

tones in the shaded and quiet porch. Not a ray of hope sat on the 

medical man's face : he as good as intimated that Temple was dying. 

" Dear me!" cried the dismayed Mr. Webster. 
"He seems to know it himself," continued the doctor. "At least, 

we fancy so, I and my brother-practitioner. Though we have been 

most cautious not to alarm him by any hint of the kind." 

" I should like to see him," said the parson. " I suppose I can ? " 
He went in, and was shut up for some time alone with Temple. 

Yes, he said, when he came out again, Temple knew all about it, and 

was perfectly resigned and prepared. 
You may be sure there was no bed for any of us tp.at night. Temple's 

breathing grew worse ; and at last we went in by turns, one of us at a 

time, to prop up the pillows behind, and _keep them propped ; it seemed 

to make it firmer and easier for him as he lay against them. Towards 

morning I was called in to replace Rupert. The shaded candle seemed 

to be burning dim. 
"You can lie down, my dear," Mrs. Temple whispered to Rupert. 

"Should there be any change, I will call you." 
He nodded, and left the room. Not to lie down. Only to sit over 

the kitchen fire with Tod, and so pass away the long hours of discomfort. 

"Who is this now?" panted Slings by, as I took my place. 

" It is I. Johnny Ludlow. Do you feel any better? " 
He made a little sound of dissent in answer. 
'' Nay, I think you look easier, my dear," said Mrs. Temple, gently. 

" o, no," he said, just opening his eyes. "Do not grieve, mother. 

I shall be better off. I shall be with my father and Fred." 

" Oh, my son, my son, don't lose heart I " she said, with a sob. 

"That will never do." 
"I saw my father last night," said Temple. 
The words seemed to strike her with a sort of shock. " No I " she 

exclaimed, perhaps thinking of the Temple superstition, and drawing 

back a step. "Pray, pray don't fancy that ! " 
" The tent was open to give us air," he said, speaking with difficulty. 

" I suddenly saw some one standing in the moonlight. I was next the 

opening; and I had not been able to get to sleep. For a morrv~nt I 

thought it was some man, some intruder passing by; but he took a 

strange likeness to my father, and I thought he beckoned--" 
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"We are not alone, Slingsby," interrupted Mrs. Temple, remember­
ing me, her voice cold, not to say haughty. 

"Ludlow knows. He knew the last time. Fred said he saw him, 
and I-I ridiculed it. Ludlow heard me. My father came for Fred, 
mother; he must have come for me." 

"()h, I can't--! can't believe this, Slingsby," she cried, in some 
excitement. "It was fancy-nervousness,; nothing else. My darling, 
I cannot lose you ! You have ever been dearer to me than my other 
children." 

"Only for a little while, mother. It is God's will. That is our true 
home, you know ; and then there will be no more parting. I am quite 
happy. I seem to be half there now. What is that light?" 

Mrs. Temple looked round, and saw a faint streak coming in over 
the tops of the shutters. "It must be the glimmering of dawn in the 
east," she said. "The day is breaking." 

"Ay," he answered: "my day. ·where's Rupert? I should like to 
say good-bye to him. Yes, mother, that's the dawn of heaven." 

And just as the sun rose, he went there. 

That was the end of our boating tour. Ridicule has been cast on 
some of the facts, and will be again. It is a painful subject; and I 
don't know that I should have related it, but for its having led to 
another (and more lively) adventure, which I proceed to tell of. 
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:XVIII. 

ROSE LODGE. 

IT looked the prettiest place imaginable, lying l:.nder the sunlight, as 

we stood that first morning in front of the bay. 'l'he water was smooth 

and displayed lovely colours: now green, now blue, as the clouds 

passed over the face of the sky, now taking tinges of brown and amber; 

and towards evening it would be pink and purple. Further on, the 

waters were rippling and shining in the sun. Fishing-vessels stood out 

at sea, plying their craft; little cockle-shells, their white sails set, dis­

ported on it; rowing boats glided hither and thither. In the distance 

the grand waves of the sea were ebbing and flowing; a noble merchant­

man, all her canvas filled, was passing proudly on her outward-bound 

course. 
"I should like to live here," cried Tod1 turning away at last 

And I'm sure I felt that I should. For I cou"!cl watch the ever-

changing sea from morning to night and not tire of it. 
" Suppose we remain here, Johnny ? " -

" To live ? " 
' Nonsense, ]ad I FoT a month. I am going for a sail. ,vm yon 

come?" 
After the terrible break-up of our boating tour, poor Slingsby Temple 

was taken home to Templemore, ourselves going back to Sanbury to 

wait for the funeral, and for our black garments, for which we had sent. 

Rupert was fearfully cut up. Although he was the heir now, and 

would be chief of Templemore, I never saw any brother take a death 

more to heart. ' Slingsby liked you much, Ludlow1 ,, said Rupert to 

me, when he came to us at the inn at Sanbury the day before the 

funeral, and the hot tears were in his eyes as he spoke. " He alway. 

liked you at Oxford : I have heard him say so. Like himself, you 

kept yourself free from the law le sness of the place-- " 
' As if a young one like Johnny would go in for anything of the • 

kind! " interrupted Tod. 
"Young?" repeated Rupert Temple. "Well, I don't know. When 

I was there myself, some young ones-lad -went in for a pretty goocl 

deal. He liked you much, Ludlon. 
• Arnl somehow I liked to hear Hnpert ay it. 
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Quitting Sanbury after the funeral, we came to this little place, Cray 
Bay, which was on the sea-coast, a few miles beyond Templemore. 
Our pleasure cut short at the beginning of the holiday, we hardly knew 
what to do with the rest of it, and felt like a couple of fish suddenly 
thrown out of water. Mrs. Temple, taking her son and daughter, went 
for change to her brother's, Lord Cracroft. 

At Cray Bay we found one small inn, which bore the odd sign of the 
'Whistling Wind, and was kept by Mrs. Jones, a stout Welshwoman. 
The bedroom she gave us enjoyed a look-out upon some stables, and 
would not hold much more than the two small beds in it. In answer 
to Tod's remon.strances, she said that she had a better room, but it was 
just now occupied. 

The discomforts of the lodging were forgotten when we strolled out 
to look about us, and saw the beauties of the sea and bay. Cray Bay' 
was a very primitive spot: little else than a decent fishing-place. It 
had not then been found out by the tour-taking world. Its houses 
were built anyhow and anywhere ; its shops could be counted on your 
fingers : a butcher's, a baker's, a grocer's, and so on. Fishermen called 
at the doors with fish, and countrywomen with butter and fowls. 
There was 'no gas, and the place at night was lighted with oil-lamps. A trout-stream lay at the back of the village, half-a-mile away. 

Stepping into a boat, on this first morning, for the sail proposed by 
Tod, we found its owner a talka:tive old fellow. His name was Druff, 
he said; he had lived at Cray Bay most of his life, and knew every 
inch of its land and every wave of its sea. There couldn't be a nicer 
spot to stop at for the summer, as he took it; no, not if you searched 
the island through: and he supposed it was first called Cray Bay after 
the cray-fish, they being caught in plenty there. 

" More things than one are called oddly in this place," remarked 
Tod. " Look at that inn : the Whistling Wind ; what's that called 
after?" 

"And so the wind do hoostle on this here coast; 'deed an' it do," 
returned Druff. "You'd not forget it if you heered it in winter." 

The more we saw of Cray Bay that day, the more we liked it. Its 
retirement just suited our mood, after the experience of only four or five days back: for I can tell you that such a shock is not to be for­
gotten all in a moment. And when we went up to bed that night, Tod 
had made up his mind to stay for a time if lodgings could be found. 

"Not in this garret, that you can't swing a cat in," said he, stretching 
out his hands towards the four walls . "Madame Jones won't have me 
here another night if I can help it." 

"No. Our tent in the meadow was ten times livelier." 
"Are there any lodgings to be had in this place?" asked Tod of the slip-shod maid-servant, when we were at breakfast the next morning. 

Bnt she profe sed not to know of any. 
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"But, Tod, what would they say at home to our staying here? " I 
asked after awhile, certain doubts making themselves heard in my 
conscience. 

" What they chose," said Tod, cracking his fourth egg. 
" I am afraid the pater-- " 
"Now, Johnny, you need not put in your word," he interrupted, in 

the off-hand tone that always silenced me. " It's not your affair. We 
came out for a month, and I am not going back home, like a bad 
sixpence returned, before the month has expired. Perhaps I shall 
tack a few weeks on to it. I am not dependent on the pater's purse." 

No ; for he had his five hundred pounds lying untouched at the 
Worcester Old Bank, and his cheque-book in his pocket. 

Breakfast over, we went out to look for lodgings; but soon feared it 
might be a hopeless search. Two little cottages had a handboard 
stuck on a stick in the garden, with " Lodgings " on it. But the rooms 
in each proved to be a tiny sitting-room and a more tiny bedroom, 
smaller than the garret at the Whistling Wind. 

"I never saw such a world as this," cried Tod, as we paced dis­
consolately before the straggling dwellings in front of the bay. "Jf 
you want a thing you can't get it." 

" We might find rooms in those houses yonder," I said, nodding 
towards some scattered about in the distance. " They must be 
farms." 

"W'ho wants to live a mile off?" he retorted. "It's the place itself 
I like, and the bay, and the-- Oh, by George ! Look there, 
Johnny!" 

We had come to the last house in the place-a fresh-looking, charm­
ing cottage, with a low roof and a green verandah, that we had stopped 
to admire yesterday. It faced the bay, and stood by itself in a garden 
that was a perfect bower of roses. The green gate bore the name 
" Rose Lodge," and in the parlour window appeared a notice " To 
Let; " which notice, we both felt sure, had not been there the previous 
day. 

" Fancy their having rooms to let here ! " cried Tod. "'l'he nicest 
little house in all the place. How lucky ! " 

In he went impulsively, striding up the short gravel-path, which was 
divided from the flower-beds by two rows of sea-shells, and knocked at 
the door. It was opened by a tall grenadier of a female, rising six feet, 
with a spare figure and sour face. She had a large cooking-apron on, 
dusted with flour. 

"You have lodgings to let," said Tod; "can I see them?" 
"Lodgings to let?" she repeated, scanning us up and down attentively ; 

and her voice sounded harsh and rasping. " I don't know that we 
have. You had better see Captain Copperas." 

She threw open the door of the parlour: a small. square, bright-
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looking room, rather full of furniture; a gay carpet, a cottage piano, 
and some green chairs being among the articles. 

Captain Copperas came forward : a retired seaman, as we heard 
later ; tall as the grenadier, and with a brown, weather-beaten face. 
But in voice and manners he, at any rate, did not resemble her, for they 
were just as pleasant as they could be. 

"I have no lodgings,,, said he ; " my servant was mistaken. :My 
house is to let ; and the furniture to be taken too.,, 

·which announcement was of course a check to Tod. He sat looking 
very blank, and then explained that we only required lodgings. We 
had been quite charmed with Cray Bay, and would like to stay in it 

· for a month or so : and that it was his misapprehension, not the 
servant1s. 

"It1s a pity but you wanted a little house," said Captain Copperas. 
,, This is the most compact, desirable, perfect little dwelling mortal 
man ever was in. Rent twenty-six pounds a-year only, furniture to be 
bought out-and-out for a hundred and twenty-five. It would be a little 
Eden-a paradise-to those who had the means to take it." 

As he spoke, he regarded us individually and rather pointedly. It 
looked as much as to doubt whether we had the means. Tod (con­
scious of bis five hundred pounds in the bank) threw his head up. 

"Oh, I have the means," said he, as haughtily as poor Slingsby 
Temple had ever spoken. "Johnny, did you put any cards in your 
pocket ? Give Captain Copperas one." 

I laid one of Tod's cards on the table. The captain took it up. 
"lt1s a great grief to me to leave the house," he remarked. "Espe­

cially after having been only a few months in it !-and laying in a stock 
of the best furniture in a plain way, purchased in the best market ! 
Downright grief." 

" Then why do you leave it? " natmally asked Tod. 
" Because I have to go afloat again," said the sailor, his face taking 

a rueful expression. " I thought I had given up the sea for good ; but 
my old employers. vrnn't let me give it up. They know my value a 
a master; and have offered me large terms for another year or two of 
service. A splendid new East Incliaman, two thousand tons register, 
and-and, in short, I don't like to be ungrateful, so I have said 
I'll go." 

" Could you not keep on the hou e until you come back?,, 
"My sister won1t let me keep it on. Truth to say, she never cared 

for the sea, and wants to get away from it. That exquisite scene"­
extending his hand towards the bay, and to a steamer working her way 
onwards near the horizon-" has no charms for Miss Copperas ; and 
she intends to betake herself off to our relatives in Leeds. o.: I can 
only give the place up, and dispose of the furniture to whomsoever foels 
inclinetl to take it. It will be a fine sacrifice. I hall not get the one 
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half of the money I gave for it: don't look to. And all of it as good 
as new!" 

I could read Tod's face as a book, and the eager look in his eyes. 
He was thinking how much he should like to seize upon the tempting 
bargain ; to make the pretty room we sat in, and the prettier prospect 
yonder, his own. Captain Copperas appeared to read him also. 

" You are doubting whether to close with the offer or not," he said, 
with a frank smile. " You might make it yours for a hundred and 
twenty-five pounds. Perhaps-pardon me ; you are both but young­
you may not have the sum readily at command?" 

"Oh yes, I have," said Tod, candiclly. "I have it lying at my 
banker's, in Vl orcester. No, it's not for that reason I hesitate. It is­
it is-fancy me with a house on my hands ! " he broke off, turning to 
me with a laugh. 

"It is an offer that you will never be likely to meet with again, sir." 
" But what on earth could I do ·with the house and the things after­

wards-allo,ving that we stayed here for a month or two ? " urged 
Tod. 

"vVhy, dispose of them again, of course," was the ready answer of 
Captain Copperas. "You'd find plenty of people willing to purchase, 
and to take the house off your hands. Such an opportunity as this need 
not go begging. I only wish I had not to be off all in a jiffy; I should 
make a very different bargain." 

"I'll think of it," said Tod, as we got up to leave. "I must say it ie 
a nice little nest." 

In the doorway we encountered a tall lady with a brown face and a 

scarlet top-knot. She wore a thick gold chain, and bracelets to match. 
"My sister, Miss Copperas," said the captain. And -he explained to 

her in a few words our business, and the purport of what had passed. 
"For goodness' sake, don't lose the opportunity!" cried she, im­

pressively·affectionate, as though she had known us all our lives. "So 
advantageous an offer was never made to any one before : and but for 
my brother's obstinately and wickedly deciding to go off to that wretched 
sea again, it would not be made now. Yes, Alexander," turning to 
him, " I do call it quite wicked. Only think, sir "-to Tod-;-" a house 
full of beautiful furniture, every individual thing that a family can want ; 
a piano here, a table-cloth press in the kitchen ; plate, linen, knives, 
forks ; a garden full of roses and a roller for the paths : and all to go 
for the miserably inadequate sum of a hundred a~d twenty-five pounds ! 
But that's my brother all over. He's a true sailor. Setting himself up 
in a home to-day, and selling it off for an old song to-morrow." 

"\Veil, well , Fanny," he said, when he could get a word in edge­
ways to stem the torrent of eloquence, " I _have agreed to go, and I 
11111st go ." 

";Have you been over the house?" he resumed, in t-he same ,1oluble 
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manner. "No? Then do pray come and see it. Oh, don't talk of 
trouble. This is the dining-room," throwing open a door behind her. 

It was a little side-room, looking up the coast and over the fields ; 
just enough chairs and tables in it for use. Upstairs we found three 
chambers, with their beds and other things. It all looked very com­
fortable, and I thought Captain Copperas was foolish to ask so small a 
sum. , 

" This is the linen closet," said Miss Copperas, opening a narrow 
door at the top of the stairs, and displaying some shelves that seemed 
to be well-filled. "Sheets, table-cloths, dinner-napkins, towels, pillow­
cases ; everything for use. Anybody, taking the house, has only to 
step in, hang up his hat, and find himself at home. Look at those 
plates and dishes!" she ran on, as we got down again and entered the 
kitchen. "They are very nice-and enough to dine ten people." 

They were of light blue ware, and looked nice enough on the dresser 
shelves. The grenadier stood at the table, chopping parsley on a 
trencher, and did not condescend to take any notice of us. 

Out in the garden next, amidst the roses-which grew all round the. 
house, clustering everywhere. They were of that species called the 
cabbage-rotSe: large, and fragrant, and most beautiful. It made me 
think of the Roses by Bendemeer's stream. 

" I should like the place of all things! " cried Tod, as we strolled to­
wards the bay for a sail ; and found Dru.ff seated in his boat, smoking. 
"l say, Druff, do you know Captain Copperas? Get in, Johnny." 

'' Lives next door to me, at Rose Lodge," answered Druff. 
"Next door l What, is that low whitewashed shanty your abode? 

How long has Copperas lived here?" 
" A matter of some months," said Druff. " He came in the spring." 
" Are they nice kind of people ? " 
"They be civil to me," answered Druff. "Sent my old missis a 

bottle o' wine in, and some hot broth t' other day, when she was ill. 
The captain-- " 

A sudden lurch put a stop to the discourse, and in a few minutes we 
glided out of the bay, rrod sitting in a brown reverie, his gaze fixed on 
the land and on R~se Lodge. 

"My mind's made up, Johnny. I shall take the place." 
I dropped my knife and fork in very astonishment. Our sail over, 

we were at dinner in th_e bar-parlour of the Whistling Wind. 
" Surely you w·on 't do it, Tod l " 
"Surely I shall, lad. I never saw such a nice little nest in all my 

life. And there's no risk; you heard what Copperas said ; I shall get 
my money back again when we want to leave it." 

"Look here, Tod : I was thinking a bit whilst we sat in the boat. 
Does it not seem to you to be too good to be genuine?" 
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'lt was 'rod's farri now to drop hi8 knife and fork ; and he did it 
angrily. "Just tell me what you mean, Johnny Ludlow." 

11 All that furniture, and the piano, and the carpets, and the plate and 
linen : it looks such a heap to be going for only a hundred and twenty~ 
five pounds." 

"Well?" 
"I can't think that Copperas tneans it.'' 
"Not mean it I ·why, you young muff? There m•e the things, and 

he has offered them to me. If Copperas chooses to part with them for 
half thefr value, is it my place to tell him he's a fool? The poor man 
is driven into a corner through want of time. Sailors are uncommonly 
improvident." 

" It is such an undertaking, Tod." 
" It is not your undertaking." 
"Of course it is a tremendous bargain; and it is a beautiful little 

place to have. But I can't think what the pater will say to it." 
"I can," said Tod. ""When he hears of it-but that will not be yet 

awhile-be will come off here post-haste to blow me up; and end by 
falling in love with the roses. He always says that there is no rose 
like a cabbage-rose." 

"He will never forgive you, Tod; or me either. He will say the 
world's coming to an end." 

"If you are afraid of him, Johnny, you can take yourself off. Hold 
up your plate for some more lamb, and hold your tongue." 

There was no help for it; anything I could sa.y would have no more 
weight with Tod than so much wasted water; so I did as he bade _me,· 
and held my tongue. Down he went to Captain Copperas ere his 
dinner was well swallowed, and told him he would take the house. 
The Captain said he would have a short agreement drawn up; and 
Tod took out his cheque-book, to give a cheque for the money there 
and then. But the Captain, like an honest man, refused to receive it 
until the agreement was executed; and, if all the same, he would 
prefer money down to a cheque. Cheques were all very good, no 
doubt, be said; but sailors did not much understand them. Oh, of 
course, Tod answered, shaking him by the hand ; he would get the 
money. 

Inquiring of our landlady for the nearest bank, Tod was directed to a 
town called St. Ann's, three miles off; and we started for it at once, 
pelting along the hot and dusty road. The bank found-a small one, 
with a glazed bow-window, Tod presented a cheque for a hundred and 
fifty pounds, twenty-five of it being for himself, and asked the clerk to 
cash it. 

The clerk looked at the cheque, then looked at Tod, and then at me. 
" This is not one of our cheques," he said. "We have no account in 
this name." 

Johnny Ludlow,-ll, 28 
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"Can't you read? " asked Tod. " The cheque is upon the Worcester 
Old Bank. You know it well by reputa.tion, I presume ? " 

The clerk whisked into a small kind of box, divided from the office 
by glass, where sat a bald-headed gentleman writing at a desk full of 
pigeon-holes. A short conference, and then the latter came to us, 
holding the cheque in his hand. 

" We will send and present this at Worcester," he said; "and shall 
get an answer the day after to-morrow. No doubt we shall then be 
a.ble to give you the money." 

"Why can't you give it me now?" asked Tod, in rather a fiery tone. 
"Well, sir, we should be happy to do it; but it is not our custom to 

cash cheques for strangers." 
" Do you fear the cheque will not be honoured ? " flashed Tod. 

"Why, I have five hundred pounds lying there! Do you suppose I 
want to cheat you?" 

"Oh, certainly not," said the banker, with suavity. "Only, you see, 
we cannot break through our standing rules. Call upon us the day 
after to-morrow, and doubtless the money will be ready." 

Tod came away swearing. " The infamous upstarts ! " cried he. 
" To refuse to cash my cheque ! J ohnny, it's my belief they take us 
for a couple of adventurers." 

The money came in due course. After receiving it from the cautious 
banker, we went straight to Rose Lodge, pelting back from St. Ann's 
at a fine pace. Tod signed the agreement, and paid the cash in good 
Bank of England notes. Captain Copperas brought out a bottle of 
champagne, which tasted uncommonly good to our thirsty throats. 
He was to leave Cray Bay that night on his way to Liverpool to take 
possession of his ship; Miss Copperas would leave on the morrow, and 
then we should go in. And Elizabeth, the grenadier, was to remain 
with us as servant. Miss Copperas recommended her, hearing Tod say 
he did not know where to look for one. We bargained with her to 
keep up a good supply of pies, and to pay her twenty shillings a month . 

. " Will you allow me to leave one or two of my boxes for a few 
days? " asked Miss Copperas of Tod, when we went down on the 
following morning, and found her equipped for departure. "This has 
oeen so hurried a removal that I have not had time to pack al1 my 
things, and must leave it for Elizabeth to do." 

" Leave anything you like, Miss Copperas, " replied Tod, as he shook 
hands. " Do what you please. I'm sure the house seems more like 
yours than mine." 

She thanked him, wished us both good-bye, and set off to walk to 
the coach-office, attended by the grenadier, and a boy wheeling her 
luggage. And we were in possession of our new home. 
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lt was just delightful. The weather was charming, though preciou~ 

hot, and the new feeling of being in a house of our own, with not as 
much as a mouse to control us and our movements, was satisfactory in 
the highest degree. We passed our days sailing about with old Druff,. 
and came home to the feasts prepared by the grenadier, and to sit 
among the roses. Altogether we had never had a time like it. Tod 
took the best chamber, facing the sea; I had the smaller one over the 

dining-room, looking up coastwards. 
"I shall go fishing to-morrow, Johnny," Tod said to me one evening. 

" .• We'll bring home some trout for supper." 
He was stretched on three chairs before the open window; coat off, 

pipe in mouth. I turned round from the piano. It was not _much of 
an instrument. Miss Copperas bad said, when I hinted so to her on 
first trying it, that it wanted "age." 

" Shall you ? All right," I answered, sitting do"rn by him. The. 
stars were hining on the calm blue water ; here and there lights, 
looking like stars also, twinkled from some vessels at anchor. 

"If I thought they wouldn't quite die of the shock, Johnny, I'd send 
the pater and madam an invitation to come off here and pay us -a visit. 
They would fall in love with the place at once.,, _ . 

" Oh, Tod, I wish you would! " I cried, eagerly seizing on the words• 
"They could have your room, and you have mine, and I would go into 
the little one at the back." 

" I dare say! I was only joking, lad." 
The last words and their tone destroyed my hopes. It is inconvenient 

to possess a conscience. Advantageous though the bargain was that 
Tod had made, and delightfully though our days were passing, I could. 
not feel easy until they knew of it at home. 

"I wish you would let me write and tell them, Tod." 
" o,1' said he. "I don't want the pater to whirl himself- off here 

and spoil our peace--for that's what would come of it;" 
"He thinks we are in some way with the Temples. B;is letter­

implied it." 
" The best thing he can think." 
"But I want to ·writf} to the mother, Tod. She must be wonderingr 

why we don't." 
'Wondering won't give her the fever, lad. Understand me, Mr. 

Johnny: you are not to write." • :: 

Breakfast over in the morning, we crossed the meadows to the trout_ 
stream, with the fishing-tackle and a basket of frogs. Tod eomplained 
of the intense heat. The dark blue sky was cloudless ; the sun beat: 
down upon our heads. 

"I'll tell you what, Johnny," he said, when we had borne the blaze for 
an hour on the banks, the fi h refusing to bite : ' we should be all the 
cooler for our umbrella. . You 11 have a unstroke, if you don't look out.'':: 
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"It strikes tne you won't catch any fish to-day." 
" Does it? You be off and get th~ parapluies." 
The low front window stood open when I reached home. It was 

the readiest way of entering; and I passed on to the passage to the 
umbrella-stand. The grenadier came dashing out of her kitchen, 
looking frightened. 

"Oh ! " said she, "it's you ! " 
"I have come back for the umbrellas, Elizabeth; the sun's like a 

furnace. Why ! what have you got there?" 
The kitchen was strewed with clothes from one end of it to the other. 

On the floor stood the two boxes left by Miss Copperas. 
" I am only putting up Miss Copperas's things," returned Elizabeth, 

in her surly way. " It's time they were sent off." 
"What a heap she must have left behind!" I remarked, and left the 

grenadier to her work. 
We got home in the evening, tired out. The grenadier had a choice 

supper ready; and, in answer to me, said the trunks of Miss Copperas 
were packed and gone. When bed-time came, Tod was asleep at the 
window, and wouldn't awake. The grenadier had gone to her room 
ages ago ; ' I wanted to go to mine. 

" Tod, then ! Do please wake up : it is past ten." 
A low growl answered me. And in that same moment I became 

aware of some mysterious stir-outside the front-gate. People seemed 
to be trying it. The grenadier always locked it at night. 

"Tod! Tod I There are people at the gate-trying to get in." 
The tone and the words aroused him. " Eh? ,vhat do you say, 

Johnny? People are trying the gate f " • 
" Listen I They are whispering to one another. They are trying 

the fastenings." 
'' ·what on earth does anybody want at this time of night? " growled 

Tod. "And why can't they ring like decent people? What's your ' 
business ? " he roared out from the window. " Who the dickens are 
you?" 

"Hush, Tod! It-it can't be the Squire, can it? Come down here 
to look after us." 

'fhe suggestion silenced him for a moment. . 
" I-I don't think so, Johnny," he slowly said. "No, it's not the 

Squire : he would be letting off at us already at the top of his voice ; 
he wouldn't wait to come in to do it. Let's go and see. Come along." 

Two young men stood at the gate. One of them turned the handle 
impatiently as we went down the path. 

" ,Vhat do you want? " demanded Tod . 
• , I wish to see Captain Copperas." 
" Then yon can't see him," answered Tod, woefully cross after being · 

startled out of his sleep. " Captain Copperas does not live here." 
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"Not live here!" repeated the man. "'!'hat's gammon. I know 
he does live here." 

"I tell you he does not," haughtily repeated Tod. "Do you doubt 
my word? 11 

- " Who does live here, then ? " asked the man, in a different tone, 
evidently impressed. 

"Mr. Todhetley.11 

"I can take my oath that Captain Copperas lived here ten days ago.,, 
" What of that? He is gone, and Mr. Todhetley1s come.1' 
"Can I see Mr. Todhetley? 11 

"You see him now. I am he. Will you tell me your business?" 
"Captain Copperas owes me a small account, and I want it settled.1

' 

The ~vowal put Tod in a rage; and he showed it. "A small 
account 1 Is this a proper time to come bothering gentlemen for your 
small accounts.-when folks are gone to bed, or going? " 

" Last time I came in the afternoon. Perhaps that was the wrong 
time? Any way, Captain Copperas put me off, saying I was to call 
some evening, and he1d pay it.1

' 

"And I'll thank you to betake yourself off again now. How dare 
you disturb people at this unearthly hour l As to Captain Copperas, 
I tell you that he is no longer here." 

"Then I should say that Captain Copperas was a swindler." 
Tod turned on his heel at the last words, ant! ~he men went away, 

their retreating footsteps echoing on the road. I thought I heard 
the grenadier1s window being shut, so the noi~e must have disturbed 
her. 

"Swindlers themselves!" cried Tod, as he fastened the house-door. 
" rn lay you a guinea, Johnny, they were two loose fellows trying to 
sneak inside and see what they could pick up." 

Jevertheless, in the morning he asked the grenadier whether it was 
true that such men had come there after any small account. And the 
grenadier resented the supposition indignantly. Captain Copperas 
owed no " small accounts ,, that she knew of, she said; and she had 
lived with him and Miss C. ever since they came to Cray Bay. She 
only wished she had seen the men herself last night; she would have_ 
ans'\\ ered them. And when, upon this, I said I thought I had heard 
her shut her window down, and supposed she had been li~tening, she 
denied it, and accused me of being fanciful. 

" Impudent wretches 1 ,, ejaculated Tod ; " to come here and asperse 
a man of honour like Copperas. 11 

That day passed off quietly, and to our thorough enjoyment; but 
the next one was fated to bring us some events. Some words of Tod's. 
as I was pouring out the breakfast coffee, startled me. 

'Oh, by Jupiter t How have they found us out here? 11 

Looking up, I saw the po'tman enteripg the gate with ::i l lter. The 
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same thought struck us both-that it was some terrible mandate from 
the Squire. Tod went to the window and held out his hand. 

" For Elizabeth, at Captain Copperas's," read out the man, as he 
handed it to Tod. It was a relief, and Tod sent me with it to the 
grenadier. 

But in less than one minute afterwards she came into the room, 
bathed in tears. The letter was to tell her that her mother was lying 
ill at their home, some unpronounceable place in Wales, and begging 
earnestly to see her. 

"I'm sorry to leave you at a pinch; but I must go," sobbed the 
grenadier. "I can't help myself; I shall start by the afternoon 
coach." 
" Well, of course there was nothing to be said against it. A mother 
was a mother. But Tod began to wonder what on earth we should do : 
as did I, for the matter of that. The grenadier offered to cook our 
luncheon before starting, which we looked upon as a concession. 
, "Let's go fol' a sail, Johnny, and leave perplexities to right them­
selves." 
• And a glorious sail we had! Upon getting back at one o'clock, we 
found a huge meat pie upon the luncheon-table, and the grenadier with 
her bonnet on. Tod handed her five shillings; the sum, as she com-
puted, that was due to her. _ 
• vVe heard the bumping of her boxes on the stairs. At the gate stood 

the boy with the truck, ready to wheel them to the coach-office, as he 
had wheeled those of Miss Copperas. Tod was helping himself to some 
more pie, when the grenadier threw open the door. 

•• "My boxes are here, gentlemen. vVill you like to look at them? " 
"Look at them for what?" asked Tod, after staring a minute. 
"To see that I'm taking none of your property away inside them." 
_At last Tod understood what she meant, and felt inclined to throw 

the dish at her head. " Shut the door, and don't be a fool," said he. 
'.' And I hope you'll find your mother better," I called out after her. 

"And now, Johnny, what are we to do?" cried he, when lunch was 
over and there was no one to take it away. "This is like a second 
~dition of Robinson Crusoe." 

"\Ve left it where it was, and went off to the shops and the Whistling 
Wind, asking if they could tell us of a servant. But servants seemed 
not t.o be forthcoming at a pinch; and we told our troubles to old Druff. 
• "My missis shall come in and see a bit to things for ye," said he. 
" S)le can light the fire in the morning, anyway, and boil the kettle." 
• ,t\.nd with the aid of Moth~r Druff-an ancient dame who went about 

in clogs-we got on till after breakfast in the morning, when a dam el 
came after the place. She wore a pink gauze bonnet, smart and tawdry, 
and had a pert manner. • 

" Can you cook ? " asked Tod, 
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The substance of her answer was, that she could do everything 

under the sun, provided she were not "tanked" after. Her late missis 

was for ever a-tanking. Would there be any washing to do ?- because 

washing didn't · agree with her : and how often could she go out, and 

what was the wages? 
Tod looked at me iri doubt, and I slightly shook my head. It struck 

me that she would: not do ~t any price. "I think you won't suit," said 

he to her. 
" Oh," returned she, all impertinence. " I can go then where I shall 

suit : and so, good-morning, gentlemen. There's no call for you to be 

so uppish. I didn't come after your forks and spoons." 

" The impudent young huzzy ! " cried Tod, as she slammed the gate 

after her. "But she might do better than nobody, J ohnny." 

"I don't like her, Tod. If it rested with me, I'd rather live upon 

bread-and-cheese than take her." 
"Bread-and-cheese !" he echoed. " It is not a question of only bread-

and-cheese. We must get our beds made and the knives cleaned." 

It seemed rather a blue look-out. Tod said he would go up again to 

the ·whistling Wind, and tell Mother J ones she must find us some one. 

Picking a rose as he went down the path, he met a cleanly-looking 

elderly woman who was entering. She wore a dark apron, and old­

fashioned white cap, and said she had come after the place. 

' vVhat can you do?" began Tod. "Cook? " 

"Cook and clean too, sir," she answered. And I liked the woman 

the moment I saw her. 
" Oh, I don't know that there's much cleaning to do, beyond the 

knives,1' remarked Tod. "We want our dinners cooked, you know, 

aud the beds made. That's about all.'' 
The woman smiled at that, as if she thought he knew little about it. 

I have been living at the grocer's, up yonder, sir, and they can give 

me a good character, though I say it. I'm not afraid of doing all you 

can want done, and of giving satisfaction, if you'd please to try me." 

You'll do," said Tod, after glancing at me. "Can you come in at 

once ?" 
' As soon as you like, sir. When would you please t c:, go for my 

character? " 
' Oh bother that ! " said he. " I've no doubt you are all right. Can 

you make pigeon pies ? " 
' That I can, sir." 

You'll do then. ·what is your name? n 

Elizabeth Ho-- " 
' Elizabeth?" he interrupted, not giving her time to finish. ' ,v hy, 

the one jnst gone was Elizabeth. A grenadiei·, six feet high." 

" I've been mostly called Betty sir." 

' Then we'll call you Betty too. ' 
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She went away, saying that she'd come back with her aprons. Tod looked after her. 
" You like h'er, don't you, Johnny? " 
" That I do. She's a good sort ; honest as can be. You did not ask her about wages." 
" Oh, time enough for that," said he. 
And Betty turned out to be good as gold . . Her history was a curious one; she told it to me one evening in the kitchen; in her small way she had been somewhat of a martyr. But God had been with her always, she said; through more trouble than the world knew of. 
We had a letter from Mrs. Todhetley, redirected on from Sanbury. The chief piece of news it contained was, that the Squire and old Jacobson had gone off to Great Yarmouth for a fortnight. 
"That's good," said Tod. "Johnny lad, you may w1ite home now." "And tell about Rose Lodge ? " 
"Tell all you like. I don't mind madam. She'll have leisure to digest it against the pater returns." 
I wrote a long letter, and told everything, going into the minute details that she liked to hear, about the servants, and all else. Rose Lodge was ,the most wonderful bargain, I said, and we were both as happy as the days were long. 
The church was a little primitive edifice near the sands. We went to service on Sunday morning ;. and upon getting home afterwards, found the cloth not laid. Tod had ordered dinner to be on the table. He sent me to the kitchen to blow up Betty. 
"It is quite ready and waiting to be served ; but I can't find a clean tablecloth," said Betty. 
" vVhy, I told you where the tablecloths were," shouted Tod, who heard the answer. "In the cupboard at the top of the stairs." 
" But there are no tablecloths there, sir," cried she. "Nor anything else either, except a towel or two." 
Tod went upstairs in a passion, bidding her follow him, and flung the cupboard door open. He thought she had looked in the wrong place. But Betty· was right. With the exception of two or three old towels and some stacks of newspapers, the cupboard was empty. 
"By Jove!" cried Tod. "Johnny, that grenadier must have walked off with all the linen ! " 
Whether she had, or had not, none to speak of could be found now. Tod talked of sending the police after her, and wrote an account of her delinquencies to Captain Copperas, addre~sing the letter to the captain's brokers in Liverpool. 
"But," I debated, not quite malcing matters out to my own satisfac• tion, " the grenadier wanted us to examinll her boxes, you know '1 
'' All for a blind, Johnny." 
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It was the morning following this day, Monday, that, upon looking 

from my window, something struck me as being ·the m~tter with 

the garden. ·what was it? Why, all the roses were gone! Down 

I rushed, half ' dressed, burst out at the back-door, and gazed about 

me. 
It was a scene of desolation. The rose-trees had been stripped; 

every individual rose was clipped neatly off from every tree. Two or 

three trees were left untouched before the front windo-,v ; all the rest 

were rifled. 
"What the mischief is the matter; Johnny?" called out Tod, as I 

was hastily questioning Betty. "You are making enough noise for ten, 

lad." 
" We have had robbers here, Tod. Thieves. All the roses are 

stolen." 
He made a worse noise than I did. Down he came, full rush, and 

stamped about the garden like any one wild. Old Dru ff and his wife 

heard him, and came up to the palings. Betty, busy in her kitchen, 

had not noticed the disaster. 
" I see Tasker's people here betimes this morning," observed Druff. 

"A lot of 'em came. 'Twas a pity, I thought, to slice off all them nice 

big blows." 
"Saw who ?-saw what?" roared Tod, turning his anger upon Druff. 

"You mean to confess to me that you saw these rose-trees rifled, and 

did not stop it? " 
"Nay; master," said Druff, "how could I interfere with Tasker's 

people? Their business ain't mine." 
"·who are Tasker's people? " foamed Tod. " Who is Tasker?" 

" Tasker? Oh, Tasker's that there man at the white cottage on 

t'other side the village. Got a big garden round it." 
"Is he a poacher? Is he a robber?" 
"Bless ye, master, Tasker's no robber." 
"And yet you saw him take my roses? " 
" I see him for certain. I see him busy with the baskets as the men 

filled 'em." 
Dragging me after him, Tod went striding off to Tasker's. We knew 

the man by sight; had once spoken to him about his garden. He was 
a kind of nurseryman. Tasker was standing near his greenhouse. 

"Why did I come and steal your roses?." he quietly repeated, when 

he could understand Tod's fierce demands. "I didn't steal' em, sir; I 

picked 'em." 
"And how dared you do it? Who gave you leave to do it?" 

foamed Tod, turning green and purple. 
"I did it because they were mine." 
'' Yours t Are you mad ? " 
'' Yes1 sir1 mill~, t bouo-ht 'erp and paicl for 'em." 
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Tod did think him mad at the moment; I could see it in his face. 
" Of whom, pray, did you buy them? " 

" Of Captain Copperas. I had 'em from the garden last year and 
the year afore : other folks lived in the place then. Three pounds I 
gave for 'em this time. The captain sold 'em to me a month ago, and 
) was to take my own time for gathering them." 
• I don't think Tod had ever felt so floo1·ed in all his life. He stood 
back against the pales and stared. A month ago we had not known 
Captain Copperas. 

"I might have took all the lot : 'twas . in the agreement; but I left 
you a few before the front winder," said Tasker, in an injured tone. 
"And you come and attack me like this ! " 

" But what do you want with them? W'hat are they taken for . 
"To make otter of roses," answered Tasker. "I sell 'em to the 

distillers." 
" At any rate, though it be as you say, I would have taken them 

openly," contended Tod. "Not come like a thief in the night." 
" But then I had to get 'em afore the sun was powerful," calmly 

answered Tasker. 
Tod was ' silent all the way home. I had not spoken a word, good or 

bad. Betty brought in the coffee. 
"Pour it out," said he to me. "But, Johnny," he presently added, 

as he stirred his cup slowly round, "I can't think how it was that 
Copperas forget to tell me he had sold the roses." 

~' Do you suppose he did forget ? '' 
" Why, of course he forgot. \V ould an honest man like Copperas 

conceal such a thing if he did not forget it? You will be insinuating 
next, Johnny Ludlow, that he is as bad as Tasker." 

I must say we were rather in the dumps that day. Tod went off 
fishing ; I carried the basket and things. I did wish I had not said so 
much about the roses to Mrs. Todhetley. ·what I wrote was, that they 
were brighter and sweeter and better than those other roses by 
Bendemeer's stream. 

I thought of the affair all day long. I thought of it when I ,vas 
going to bed at night. Putting out the candle, I leaned from my 
window and looked down on the desolate garden. The roses had made 
its beauty. 

" Johnny ! Johnny lad ! Are you in bed? " 
The cautious whisper came from Tod. Bringing 111y head inside the 

room, I saw him at the door in his sl ippers and braces. 
"Come into my room," he whispered. " Those fellows who disturbed 

us the other night are at the gate again." 
Tod's light was out and his window open. We could see a man 

bending down outside the gate, fumbling with the lock. Presently the 
bell was pulled very gently, as if the ringer thought the house might be 
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asleep and he did not want to awaken it. There was something quite 

ghostly to the imagination in being disturbed at night like this. 

· "Who's there?" shouted Tod.· _ 
"I am," answered a cautious voice. "I want to see Captain 

Copperas." 
"Come along, Johnny. This is getting complicated." 

'\Ve went out to the gate, and saw a man: he was not either of the 

two who had come before. Tod answered him as he had answered 

them, but did not open the gate. 
"Are you a friend of the captain's? " whispered the man. 

" Yes, I am," said Tod. " What then?" 
' Well, see here," resumed he, in a confidential tone. "If I don't 

get to see him it will be the worse for him. I come as a friend ; come 

to warn him." 
" But I tell you he is not in the house," argued Tod. "He has let it 

to me. He has left Cray Bay. His address? No, I cannot give it you." 

" Very well," said the man, evidently not believing a word, " I am 

come out of friendliness. If you know where he is, you just tell him 

that J obson has been here, and warns him to look out for squalls. 

That's all." 
"I say, Johnny, I shall begin to fancy we are living in some mys-

terious castle, if this kind of thing is to go on," remarked rrod, when the 

man had gone. "It seems cleuced queer, altogether." 

It seemed queerer still the next morning. For a gentleman walked 

in and demanded payment for the furniture. Captain Copperas had 

forgotten to settle for it , he said-if he had gone away. Failing the 

payment, he would be obliged to take away the chairs and tables. 

Tod flew into a rage, and ordered him out of the place. Upon which 

their tongues went in for a pitched battle, and gave out some un­

orthodox words. Cooling down by-and-by, an explanation was 

come to. 
He was a member of some general furnishing firm, ten miles off. 

Captain Copperas had done them the honour to furnish his house from 

their stores, including the piano, paying a small portion on account. 

aturally they wanted the rest. In spite of certain strange doubts that 

were arising touching Captain Copperas, Tod resolutely refused to give 

any clue to his address. Finally the applicant agreed to leave matters 

as they were for three or four days, and wrote a letter to be forwarded 

to opperas. 
But the news that arrived from Liverpool staggered us more than all. 

1'he brokers ent back Tod s first letter to Copperas (telling him of the 

grenadier's having marched off with the linen), and wrote to say that 

they didn't know any aptain Copperas ; that no gentleman of that 

name wa in their emplo), or in command of any of their hip •• 

As Tod i·emarked, it seemed deuced qncer. People begun to come 
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in, too, for petty accounts that appeared to be owing-a tailor, a boot. maker, and others. Betty shed tears. 
One evening, when we had come in from a long day's fishing, and 

were sitting at dinner in rather a gloomy mood, wondering what was to 
be the end of it, we caught sight of a man's coat-tails whisking up to the front-door. 

" Sit still," cried Tod to me, as the bell rang. " It's another of those precious creditors. Betty! don't you open the door. Let the fellow cool his heels a bit." 
But, instead of cooling his heels, the fellow stepped aside to our open 

window, and stood there, looking in at us. I leaped out of my chair, and nearly out of my skin. It was Mr. Brandon. 
"And what do you two fine gentlemen think of yourselves ? " began 

he, when we had let him in. "You don't starve, at any rate, it seems." 
"You'll take some, won't you, Mr. Brandon?" said Tod politely, putting the breast of a duck upon a plate, while I drew a chair for him to the table. 
Ignoring the offer, he sat down by the window, threw his yellow silk • handkerchief across his head, as a shade against the sun and the air, and opened' .upon our delinquencies in his thinnest tones. In the 

Squire's absence, Mrs. Todhetley had given him my letter to read, and 
begged him to come and see after us, for she feared Tod might be 
getting himself into some inextricable mess. Old Brandon's sarcasms 
were keen. To make it worse, he had heard of the new complications, touching Copperas and the furniture, at the Whistling Wind. 

"So l" said he, "you must take a house and its responsibilities upon 
your shoulders, and pay the money down, and make no inquiries ! " 

"We made lots of inquiries," struck in Tod, wincing. 
"Oh, did you? Then I was misinformed. Yon took care to ascertain whether the landlord of the house would accept you as 

tenant; whether the furniture was the man's own to sell, and had no 
liabilities upon it; whether the rent and taxes had been paid up to that date ? " 

As Tod had done nothing of the kind, he could only slash away at the other duck, and bite his lips. 
"You took to a closet of linen, and did not think it necessary to examine whether linen was there, or whether it was all dumb­show--" 
"I'm sure the linen was there when we saw it," interrupted Tod. 
"You can't be sure; you did not handle it, or count it. The 

Squire told you you would hasten to make ducks and drakes of your five hundred pounds. It must have been burning a hole in your pocket. As to you, Johnny Ludlow, I am utterly surprised: I did give you credit for possessing some sense." 
"I 9oul4 :q.ot help it, sir. l'rq sqre I shouJd nev~r 4aye m,istrusteq 

In 

1€ 

11"t 

dirl 

for 



)6 

w 

y, 
·m 

al 

oo 

lo 

al 

kOSE toDGE. 

Captain Copperas." But doubts had floated in my mind whether the 
linen had not gone away in those boxes of Miss Copperas, that I saw 
the grenadier packing. 

Tod pulled a letter•case out, of his breast-pocket, selected a paper, and 
handed it to Mr. Brandon. It was the cheque for one hundred pounds. 

" I thought of you, sir, before I began upon the ducks and drakes, 
But you were not at home, and I could not give it you then. And I 
thank you very much indeed for what you did for me." 

Mr. Brandon read the cheque and nodded his head sagaciously. 
"I'll take it, Joseph Todhetley. If I don't, the money will only go 

in folly." By which I fancied he had not meant to have the money 
repaid to him. 

"I think you are judging me rather hardly," said Tod. " How was 
I to imagine that the man was not on the square? When the roses 
were here, the place was the prettiest place I ever saw. And it was 
dirt-cheap.1' 

"So was the furniture, to Copperas,'' cynically observed Mr. Brandon. 
"What is done is done," growled Tod. "May I give you some 

raspberry pudding? " • 
"Some what? Raspberry pudding! Why, I should not digest it 

for a week. I want to know what you are going to do." 
"I don't know, sir. Do you?" 
"Yes. Get out of the place to-morrow. You can't remain in it with 

bare walls : and it's going to be stripped, I hear. Green simpletons, 
you must be ! I dare say the landlord will let you off by paying him 
three months' rent. I'll see him myself. And you'll both come home 
with me. like two young dogs with their tails burnt." 

" And lose all the money I've spent? " cried Tod. 
" Ay, and think yourself well off that it is not more. You possess 

no redress; as to finding Copperas, you may as well set out to search 
for the philosopher's stone. It is nobody's fault but your own ; and if 
it shall bring you caution, it may be an experience cheaply bought." 

"I could never have believed it of a sailor," Tod remarked ruefully 
to old Druff, when we were preparing to leave. 

"Ugh! fine sailor he was!" grunted Druff. "He warn't a sailor. 
Not a reg'lar one. Might ha' been about the coast a bit in a collier, 
perhaps-nothing more. As to that grenadier, I believe she was just 
another of 'em-a sister." 

But we heard a whiff of news later that told us Captain Coppera~ 
was not so bad as be seemed. After be had taken Rose Lodge and 
furnished it, some friend~ for whom in his good-nature he bad stood 
surety to a large amount, let him in for the whole, and ruined him. 
Honest men are driven into by-paths sometimes. 

And so that was the inglorious finale to our charming retreat by 
13endemeer's stream. 



XIX. 

LEE, THE LETTER-MAN. 

r~ a side lane of Timberdale, just off the churchyard, was the cottage 
of Jael Batty, whose name you have heard before. Side by side ·with 
jt stood another cottage, inhabited by Lee, the assistant letter-carrier; 
or, as Timberdale generally called him, the letter-man. These cottages 
had a lively look-out, the farrier's shop and a few thatched hayricks 
opposite; sideways, the tombstones in the graveyard. 

Some men are lucky in life, others are unlucky. Andrew Lee was 
in the latter category. He had begun life as a promising farmer, but 
came down in the world. First of all, be had to pay a heap of money 
for some man who had persuaded him to become his security, and that 
stripped him of his means. Afterwards a series of ill-fortunes set in on 
the farm : crops failed, cattle died, and Lee was sold up. Since then, 
he had tried at this and tried at that; been in turn a farmer's labourer, 
an agent for coal, and the proprietor of a shop devoted to the benefit of 
the younger members of the community, its speciality being bull's-eyes 
and besoms for birch-rods. For some few years now he had settled 
clown in this cottage next door to Jael Batty's, and carried out the 
letters at fourteen shillings a-week. 

There were two letter-men, Spicer and Lee. But there need not 
have been two, only that Timberdale was so straggling a parish, the. 
houses in it lying far and wide. Like other things in this world, 
fortune, even in so trifling a matter as these two postmen, was not 
dealt out equally. Spicer had the least work, for he took the home 
delivery, and had the most pay; Lee did all the country tramping, and 
had only the fourteen shillings. But when the place was offered to 
Lee he was at a very low ebb indeed, and took it thankfully, and 
thought he was set up in riches for life; for, as you well know, we. 
estjmate things by comparison. 

Andrew Lee was not unlucky in his fortunes only. Of his three 
children, not one had prospered. The son married all too young ; 
within a year he and his wife were both dead, leaving a baby-boy to 
Lee as a legacy. The elder daughter had emigrated to the other end of 
the world with her husband; and the younger daughter had a history. 
She was pretty and good and gentle, h11t just a goose. Goose that she 
was, though, all the parish liked J1famic Lee. 
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About four years before the time I am telling of, there came a soldier 

to Timberdale, on a visit to Spicer the letter-carrier, one James West. 

He was related to Spicer's wife ; lier nephew, or cousin, or something 

of that sort; a tall, good-looking, men-y-tempered dragoon, with a 

dashing carriage and a dashing tongue; and he ran away with tbe 

heart of Mamie Lee. That might not so much have mattered in the 

long-run, for such privilege is universally allowed to the sons of Mars ; 

but he also ran away with her. One fine morning Mr. James West 

was missing from Timberdale, and Mamie Lee was missing also. The 

parish went into a rapture of indignation over it, not so much at him as 

at her ; called her a " baggage," and hoping her folly would come 

home to her. Poor old Lee thought he had received his death-blowi 

and his hair turned grey swiftly . 
Not more than twelve months had gone by when Mamie was back 

again. Jael Batty was running out one evening to get half-a-pound of 

sugar at Salmon's shop, when she met a young woman with a bundle 

staggering down the lane, and keeping under the side of the hedge as if 

she were afraid of falling, or else did not want to be seen. Too weak 

to carry the bundle, she seemed ready to sink at every step. J ael 

Batty, who had her curiosity like other people, though she was deaf, 

peered into the bent face, and brought herself up with a shriek. 

" "\Vhat, is it you, Mamie Lee ! Well, the impedence of this ! How 

on earth could you pick up the brass to come back here? " 

"Are my poor father and mother alive? Do they still live here?" 

faltered Mamie, turning her piteous white face to J ael. 

" They be both alive ; but it's no thanks to you. If they--­

Oh, if I don't believe-- What have you got in that ragged old 

shawl?" 
"It's my baby," answered Mamie ; and she passed on. 

Andrew Lee took her in with sobs and tears, and thanked Heaven 

she had come back, and welcomed her unreasonably. The parish went 

on at him for it, showering down plenty of abuse, and asking whether 

he did not feel ashamed of himself. There was even a talk of his post 

as letter-carrier being taken from him; but it came to nothing . . Rymer 

was postmaster then, though he was about giving it up; and he was a 

man of too much ROnow himself to inflict it needlessly upon another. 

On the contrary, he sent down cordials and tonics and things for Mamie, 

who had had a fever and come home dilapidated as to strength, and 

never charged for them. Thomas Rymer s own heart was slowly 

breaking, so he could feel for her. 
The best or the worst of it was, that Mamie said she was married. 

Which assertion was of course not believed, and only added to her sin 

in the eyes of Timberdale. The tale she told was this. That James 

West had taken her straight to some town, where be had previously 

had the banns put up and manied her there. The clay after the. 
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marriage they had sailed for Ireland, whither he bad to hasten to Join. 
his regiment, his leave of absence having expired. At the end of some 
seven or eight months, the regiment was ordered to India, and he 

. departed with it, leaving her in her obscure lodging at Cork. By-and­
by her baby was born ; she was very ill then ; very; had fever and a 
cough, and sundry other complications; and ,vhat with lying ill eight 
weeks, and being obliged to pay a doctor and a nurse all that time, 
besides other expenses, she spent all the money Mr. James West left 
with her, and had no choice between starvation and coming back to 
Timberdale. 

You should have heard how this account was scoffed at. The illnes~, 
and the baby, and the poverty nobody disputed-they were· plain 
enough to be seen by all Timberdale ; and what better could she 
expect, they would like to know? But when she came to talk about 
the church (or rather, old Lee for her, second-hand, for she was not at 
all a person now to be spoken to by Timberdale), then their tongues 
were let loose in all kinds of inconvenient questions. Which was the 
town ?-and which was the church in it ?-and where were her 
"marriage lines"? Mamie could give no answer at all. She did not 
know the name of the town, or where it was situated. James had 
taken her with him in the train to it, and that was all she knew ; and 
she did not know the name of the church or the clergyman; and as to 
marriage lines, she had never heard of any. So, as Timberdale said, 
what could you make out of this, except one thing-that Mr. Jim West 
had been a deep rogue, and taken her in. At best, it could have been 
but a factitious ceremony; perhaps in some barn, got up like a church 
for the occasion, said the more tolerant, willing to give excuse for 
pretty Mamie if they could; but the chief portion of Timberdale looked 
upon the whole as an out-and-out invention of her own. . 

Poor Andrew Lee had riever taken a hopeful view of the affair from 
the first; but he held to the more tolerant opinion that Mamie had been 
herself deceived, and he could not help being cool to Spicer in con­
sequence. Spicer in retaliation threw all the blame upon Mamie, and 
held up Mr. James ·west as a paragon of virtue. 

But, as the time went on, and no news, no letter or other token arrived 
from vVest, Mamie herself gave in. That he had deceived her she slowly 
became convinced of, and despair took hold of her heart. Timberdale 
might have the satisfaction of knowing that she judged herself just as 
humbly and bitterly as they judged her, and was grieYing herself to a 
shadow. Three years had passed now since her return, and the affair 
was an event 0f the past; and Mamie wore, metaphorically, the white 
sheet of pe1 • ~ence, and hardly dared to show her face outside the 
cottage-door. 

But you may easily see how all this, besides the sorrow, told upon , 
Lee. Fourteen shillings a week for a man and his wife to exist upon 
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cannot be called much, especially if they have seen better days and 
been used to better living. vVhen the first grandchild, poor little 
orphan, arrived to be kept, Lee and his wife both thought it hard, 
though quite willing to take him ; and now they had Mamie and . 
another grandchild. This young one was named Jemima, for Mamie 
had called her after her faithless husband. Five people and fourteen 
shillings a-week, and provisions dear, and house-rent to pay, and Lee's 
shoes pe1petual1y wanting to be mended! One or two generous 
individuals grew rather fond of telling Lee that he would be better off 
in the union. 

It was November weather. A cold, dark, biting, sharp, drizzly 
morning. Andrew Lee got up betimes, as usual : he had to be out 
soon after seven to be ready for his letter delivery. In the kitchen 
when he entered it, he found his daughter there before him, coaxing 
the kettle to boil on the handful of fire, that she might make him his 
cup of tea and give him his breakfast. She was gro-wing uncommqnly 
weak and shadowy-looking now: a little woman, still not much more 
than a girl, with a shawl folded about her shivering shoulders, a hacking 
cough, and a mild, non-resisting face. Her father had lately told her 
that he would not have her get up in the morning; she was not fit for 
it: what he wanted done, he could do himself. 

"Now, Mamie, why are you here? You should attend to what I 
say, child." 

She got up from her knees and turned her sad brown eyes towards 
him : bright and sweet eyes once, but now dimmed with the tears and 
sorrow of the last three years. • 

"I am better up; I am indeed, father. Not sleeping much, I get 
tired of lying : and my cough is worse in bed." 

He sat down to his cup of tea and to the bread she placed before 
him. Some mornings there was a little butter, or dripping, or mayhap 
bacon fat; but thi morning he had to eat his bread dry. It was 
getting near the end of the week, and the purse ran low. Lee had a 
ho1Tor of debt, and would never let his people run into it for the 
smallest sum if he knew it. 

' It's poor fare for you this morning father ; but I'll try and get a 
morsel of boiled pork for dinner, and we'll have it ready early. I 
expect to be paid to-day for the bit of work I have been doing for 
young Irs. Ashton. Some of those greens down by the apple-trees 
want cutting : they 11 be nice with a bit of pork." 

Lee turned his eye in the direction of the greens and the apple­
trees; but the window was misty, and he could only see the drizzle of 
rain-drops on the diamond pane . As he at there a thought came 
into his head that he was beginning to feel old : old, and worn, and 
shaky. Trouble ages a man more than work, more than time; and 
Lee never looked at the wan face of his daughter and at it mark of 
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-sad repentance, but he felt anew the sting which was always pricking 
him more or less. What with that, and his difficulty to keep the 
fiot boiling, and his general state of shakiness, Lee was older than his 
years. Timberdale had fallen into the habit of calling him Old Lee, 
you see; but he was not sixty yet. He had a nice face ; when it was a 
young face it must have been like Mamie's. It had furrows in it now, 
.and his scanty grey locks hung down on each side of it. 

Putting on his top-coat, which was about as thin as those remarkable 
-sheets told of by Brian O'Linn, Lee went out buttoning it. The rain 
had ceased, but the cold wind took him as he went down the narrow 
;garden-path, and he could not help shivering. 

"It's a bitter wind to-day, father; in the north-east, I think," said 
:Mamie, standing at the door to close it after him. " I hope there '11 be 
no letters for Crabb." 

Lee, as he pressed along in the teeth of the cruel east wind, was 
hoping the same. Salmon the grocer, who had taken the post-office, as 
may be remembered, when the Jate Thomas Rymer gave it up, was 
:Sorting the letters in the room behind the shop when Lee went in . 
.Spicer, a lithe, active, dark-eyed man of forty-five, stood at the end of 
the table waiting for his bag. Lee went and stood beside him, giving 
lh im a brief good-morning: he bad not taken kindly to the man since 
'\Vest ran away with Mamie. 

"A light load this morning,'1 remarked Mr. Salmon to Spicer, as he 
handed him his appropriate bag. "And here's yours, Lee," he added 
.a minute after: "not heavy either. Too cold for people to write, I 
:Suppose." 

"Anything for Crabb, sir?" 
"For Crabb? Well, yes, I think there is. For the Rector." 
Upon going out, Spicer turned one way, Lee the other. Spicer's 

district was easy as play; Lee's was a regular country tramp, the farm­
houses lying in all the four points of the compass. The longest tramp 
was over to us at Crabb. And why the two houses, our own and 
Coney's farm, should continue to be comprised in the Timberdale 
delivery, instead of that of Crabb, people could never understand. 
It was so still, however, and nobody bestirred himself to alter it. For 
one thing, we were not often at Crabb Cot, and the Coneys did not have 
many letters, so it was not like an every-day delivery : we chanced to 
be there just now. 

The letter spoken of by ·Salmon, which would bring Lee to Crabb 
this morning, was for the Reverend Herbert Tanerton, Rector of 
Timberdale. He and his wife, who was a niece of old Coney's, were 
inow staying at the farm on a week's visit, and be had given orders to 
:Salmon that his letters, during that week, were to be delivered at the 
farm instead of at the Rectory. 

Lee finally got through his work, all but this one letter for the 
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parson, and turned his steps our way. As ill-luck had it-the poor 

fellow thought it so afterwards-he could not take the short and 

sheltered way through Crabb Ravine, for he had letters that morning 

to Sir Robert Tenby, at Bellwood, and also for the Stone House on the 

way to it. By the time he turned on the solitary road that led to 

Crabb, Lee was nearly blown to smithereens by the fierce north-east 

wind, and chilled to the marrow. All his bones ached; he felt low, 

frozen, ill, and wondered whether he should get over the ground 

without breaking down. 
"I wish I might have a whiff at my pipe!" 
A pipe is to many people the panacea for all earthly discomfort; it 

was so to Lee. But only in the previous February had occurred that 

damage to Helen vVhitney's letter, when she was staying with us, 

which the authorities had made much of; and Lee was afraid to risk a 

similar mishap again. He carried Salmon's general orders with him: 

not to smoke during his round. Once· the letters were delivered, be 

might do so. 
His weak grey hair blowing about, his thin and shrunken frame 

shivering and shaking as the blasts took him, his empty post-bag thrust 

into his pocket, and the Rector of Timberdale's letter in his hand, Lee 

toiled along on his weary way. To a strong man the walk would have 

been nothing, and not much to Lee in fairer weather. It was the cold 

and wind that tired him. And though, after giving vent to the above 

wish, he held out a little while, presently he could resist the comfort no 

longer, but drew forth his pipe and struck a match to light it. 
How it occurred he never knew, never knew to his dying day; but 

the flame from the match caught the letter, and set it alight. It was 

that thin foreign paper that catches so quickly, and the match was 

obstinate, and the wind blew the flame about. He pressed the fire out 

with his hands, but a portion of the letter was burnt. 
If Timbuctoo, or ome other far-away place had been within the 

distance of a man's legs, Lee would have made straight off for it. His 

pipe on the ground, the burnt letter underneath his horrified gaze, and 

his hair raised on end, stood he. What on earth should he do ? It 

had been only a pleasant young lady's letter last time, and only a little 

scorched; now it was the stern Rector's. 
There was but one thing he could do-go on with the letter to its 

.destination. It often happens in these di tressing cata trophes that the 

-0ne only cour e open is the least palatable. His pipe hidden away in 

his pocket-for Lee had had enough of it for that morning-and the 

-damaged letter humbly held out in his band, Lee made bis approach to 
the furm. 

I chanced to be standing at its door with Tom Coney and Tod. 

Those two were going out hooting and the quire had sent me running 

across the road with a mes age to them. Le~ came up, and, with a 
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face that seemed greyer than usual, and a voice from which most of iti" 
sound had departed, he told his tale. 

Tom Coney gave a. whistle. "Oh, by George, Lee, won't you catch 
it! The Rector--" 

"The Rector's. a regular martinet, you know," Tom Coney was­
about to add, but he was stopped by the appearance of the Rector· 
himself. 

Herbert Tanerton had chanced to be in the little oak-panelled hall, 
and caught the drift of the tale. A frown sat on his cold face as he· 
came forward, a frown that would have befitted an old face· better than 
a young one. 

He was not loud. He did not fly into a passion as Helen 'Whitney 
did. He just took the unfortunate letter in his hand, and looked at it, 
and looked at Lee, and spoke quietly and coldly. 

" This is, I believe, the second time you have burnt the letters? ,r 
and Lee dared not deny it. 

" And in direct defiance of orders. You are not allowed to smoke­
when on your rounds." 

"I'll never attempt to smoke again, when on my round, as long as I 
live, sir, if you'll oruy be pleased to look over it this time," gasped Lee,. 
holding up his hands in a piteous way. But the Rector was one who· 
went in for "duty," and the appeal found no favour with him. 

" No," said he, "it would be to encourage vrrong-doing, Lee. Meet 
me at eleven o'clock at Salmon's." 

" Never again, sir, so long as I live I " pleaded Lee. " I'll give you 
my word of that, sir; and I never broke it yet. Oh, sir, if you will but 
have pity upon me and not report me ! " 

"At eleven o'clock," repeated Herbert Tanerton decisively, as he 
turned indoors again. 

" What an old stupid you must be I" cried Tod to Lee. "He won't 
excuse you ; he's the wTong sort of parson to do it." 

" And a pretty kettle of fish you've made of it," added Tom Coney. 
"I wouldn't have minded much, had it been my letter; but he is 
different, you know." 

Poor Lee turned his eyes on me : perhaps remembering that he had 
asked me, the other time, to stand his friend wjth Miss Whitney. No 
one could be his friend now : when the Rector took up a grievance he 
did not let it drop again; especially if it were his own. Good-hearted 
Jack, bis sailor-brother, would have screened Lee, though all the 
letters in the parish had got burnt. 

At eleven o'clock precisely the Reverend Herbert Tanerton entered 
Salmon's shop; and poor Lee, not daring to disobey his mandate, crept 
in after him. They had it out in the room behind. Salmon was 
properly evere ; told Lee he was not sure but the offence involved penal 
servitude, and that he de erved hanging. A prosperous tradesman in 



as 

J 

LEE, THE LETTER-MAN. 453 

bis small orbit, the man was naturally inclined to be dictatorial, and 

was ambitious of standing well with his betters, ~specially the Rector. 

Lee was suspended there and then ; and Spicer was informed that for 

a time, until other arrangements were made, he must <lo double duty. 

Spicer, vexed at this, for it would take him so much the more time 

from his legitimate business, that of horse doctor, told Lee he was a 

fool, and deserved not only hanging but drawing and quartering. 

" vVhat's up ? " asked Ben Rymer, crossing the road from his own 

shop to accost Lee, as the letter came out of Salmon's. Ben was the 

chemist now-had been since :Margaret's marriage-and was steady; 

and Ben, it was said, would soon pass his examination for surgeon. He 

had his hands in his pockets and his white apron on, for Mr. Ben 

Rymer had no false pride, and would as soon show himself to Timber­

dale in an apron as in a dress-coat. 
Lee told his tale, confessing the sin of the morning. Mr. Rymer 

nodded his head significantly several times as he heard it, and pushed his 

red hair from his capacious forehead. 
" They won't look over it this time, Lee." 
" If I could but get some one to be my friend with the Rector, and 

ask him to forgive me," said Lee. "Had your father been alive, Mr. 

Rymer, I think he would have done it for me." 
"Very likely. No good to ask me-if that's what you are hinting 

.at. The Rector looks upon me as a black sheep, and turns on me the 

cold should~r. But I don't think he is one to listen, Lee, though the 

king came to a k him." 
"What I shall do I don't know," bewailed Lee. "If the place is 

-stopped, the pay stops, and I've not another shilling in the world, or 

the means of earning one. My wife's ailing, and Mamie gets worse 

-day by day; and there are the two little ones. They are all upon 

me." 
" Some people here say, Lee, that you should have sent Mamie and 

her young one to the workhouse, and not have charged yourself with 

them." 
' 'I'rue, ir, everal have told me that. But people don't know what 

a father's feeling are till they experience them. Mary was my own 

child that I had dandled on my knee, and watched ~row up in her 

pretty ways, and I wa fonder of her than of any earthly thing. 'Ihe 

workhouse might not have taken her in." 
' She has forfeited all claim on you. And come home only to break 

your heart. ' 
' True," meekly a ented Lee. " But the Lord has told us we are 

to forgive, not even times, but seventy times seven. If I had turned 

her adrift from my door and heart, ir, who knows but I might have 

been turned adrift my elf at the La t Day." 
Evidently it was of no u e talking to one so unreasonaule as Lee. 
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And Mr. Ben Rymer went back to his shop. A customer was entering 
it with a prescription and a medicine-bottle. 

One morning close upon Christmas, Mrs. Todhetley despatched me 
to Tim berdale through the snow for a box of those delectable " House­
hold Pills," which have been mentioned before: an invention of the late 
Mr. Rymer's, and continued to be made up by Ben. Ben was behind 
the counter as usual when I entered, and shook the snow off my boots 
on the door-mat. 

"Anything else?" he asked me presently, wrapping up the box. 
"Not to-day. There goes old Lee! How thin he looks ! " 
" Starvation," said Ben, craning his long neck to look between the 

coloured globes at Lee on the other side the way. "Lee has nothing 
coming in now." 

" What do they all live upon? " 
" Goodness knows. U pou things that he pledges, and the vegetables 

in the garden. I was in there last night, and I can tell you it was a 
picture, Mr. Johnny Ludlow." 

"A picture of what? " 
" Misery : distress : hopelessness. It is several weeks now since Lee 

earned anything, and they have been all that time upon short commons. 
Some days on no commons at aH, I expect." 

" But what took you there? " 
"I heard such an account of the girl-Mamie-yesterday afternoon, 

of her cough and her weakness, that I thought I'd see if any of my 
drugs would do her good. But it's food they all want." 

" Is Mamie very ill ? " 
"Very ill indeed. I'm not sure but she's dying." 
"It is a dreadful thing." 
" One can't ask too many professional questions-people are down 

upon you for that before you have passed," resumed Ben, alluding to 
his not being qualified. " But I sent her in a cordial or two, and I 
spoke to Darbyshire; so perhaps he will look in upon her to-day." 

Ben Rymer might have been a black sheep once upon a time, but he 
had not a bad heart. I began wondering whether Mrs. Todhetley could 
help tl1em. 

" Is Mamie Lee still able to do any sewing? " 
"About as much as I could do it. Not she. I shall hear what 

Darbyshire's report is. They would certainly be better off in the 
workhouse." 

" I wish they could be helped !" 
" Not much chance of that," said Ben. " She i a sinner, and he is 

a sinner : that's what Timberdale says, you know. People in these 
enlightened days are so very self-righteous! " 
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" How is Lee a sinner ? " 
"How! Why, has he not burnt up the people's letters ? Mr. 

Tanerton leads the van in banning him, and Timberdale follows." 

I went home, questioning whether our folk would do anything to 

help the Lees. No one went on against ill-doings worse than the 

Squire; and no one was more ready than he to lend a helping hand 

when the ill-doers were fainting for want of it. 

It chanced that just about the time I was talking to Ben Rymer, Mr. 

Darbyshire, the doctor at 'l'imberdale, called at Lee's. He was a little, 

dark man, with an irritable temper and a turned-up nose, but good as 

gold at heart. Mamie Lee lay back in a chair, her head on a pillow, 

weak and wan and weary, the tears slowly rolling down her cheeks. 

Darbyshire was feeling her pulse, and old Mrs. Lee pottered about, 

bringing sticks from the garden to feed the handful of fire. The two 

children sat on the brick floor. 
"If it were not for leaving my poor little one, I should be glad to 

die, sir," she was saying. "I shall be glad to go; hope it is not wrong 

to say it. She and I have been a dreadful charge upon them here." 

Darbyshire looked round the kitchen. . It was almost bare; the 

things had gone to the pawnbroker's. Then he looked at her. 

" There's no need for you to 'die yet. Don't get that fallacy in your 

head. You'll come round fast enough with a little care." 

" No, sir, I'm afraid not; I think I am past it. It has all come of 

the trouble, sir ; and perhaps, when I'm gone, the neighbours will 

judge me more charitably. I believed with all my heart it was a true 

marriage-and I hope you'll believe me when I say it, sir; it never 

came into my mind to imagine otherwise. And I'd have thought the 

whole world would have deceived me sooner than James." 

" Ah,'' says Darbyshire, " most girls think that. Well, I'll send you 

in some physic to soothe the pain in the chest. But what you most 

want, you see, is kitchen physic." 
" Mr. Rymer has been very good in sending me cordials and cough­

mi:x.ture, sir. Mother's cough is bad, and he sent some to her as well."' 

" Ah, yes. Mrs. Lee, I am telling your daughter that what she most 

wants is kitchen physic. Good kitchen physic, you understand. 

You'd be none the worse yourself for some of it." 

Dame Lee, coming in ju t then in her pattens, fried to put her poor­

bent back as upright as she could, and shook her head before answering. 

"Kitchen physic don't come in our way now, Dr. Darbyshire. We 

just manage not to starve quite, and that's all. Perhaps, sir, things 

may take a turn. The Lord is over all, and He sees our need.'' 

"He dave me some pep'mint d'ops," said the little one, who had . 

been waiting to put in a word. "Andy, too." 

" Who did ? " asked the doctor. 
"Mr. 'Ymer." 
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Darbyshire patted the little straw-coloured head, and went out. An 
additional offence in the eyes of Timberdale was that the child's fair 
curls were just the pattern of those on the head of James the deceiver. 

"·well, have you seen Mamie Lee?" . asked Ben Rymer, who 
chanced to be standing at his shop-door after his dinner, when Darby­
shire was passing by from paying his round of visits. 

"Yes, I have seen her. There's no radic.al disease." 
"Don't you think her uncommonly ill?" 
Darbyshire nodded. "But she's not too far gone to be cured. She'd 

get well fast enough under favourable circumstances." 
" Meaning good food? " 
" Meaning food and other things. Peace of mind, for instance. She 

is just fretting herself to death. Shame, remorse, and all that, have 
taken hold of her; besides grieving her heart out after the fellow." 

" Her voice is so hollow ! Did you notice it? " 
" Hollow from weakness only. As to her being too far gone, she is 

not so at present; at least, that's my opinion; but how soon she may 
become so I can't say. With good kitchen physic, as I've just told 
the.m, and ease of mind to help me, I'll answer for it that I'd have her 
well in a month ; but the girl has neither the one nor the other. She 
seems to look upon coming death in the light of a relief, rather than 
otherwise; a relief to her own mental trouble, and a relief to the house­
hold, in the shape of saving it what she eats and drinks. In such a 
condition as this, you mu t be aware that the mind does not help the 
body by striving for existence ; it makes no effort to struggle back to 
health; and there's where Mam:a Lee will fail. Circumstances are 
killing her, not disease." 

" Diel you try her lungs? " 
"Partially. I'm sure I am rif;ht. The girl will probably die, but 

she need not die of necessity; though I suppose there will be no help 
for it. Good-day." 

:Mr. Darbyshire walked away in the direction of his house, where his 
dinner was waiting : and Ben Rymer disappeared within doors, and 
began to pound some rhubarb ( or what looked like it) in a mortar. 
He was pounding away like mad, with all the strength of his strong 
hands, when who should come in but Lee. Lee had never been much 
better than a shadow of late years, but you should have seen him now, 
with his grey hair straggling about his meek, wan face . You should 
have seen his clothes, too, and the old sheos, out at the toes and sides. 
Burning people's letters was of course an unpardonable offence, not to 
be condoned. 

" Mamie said, sir, that you were good enough to tell her I was to 
call in for some of the cough lozenges that did her so much good. 
But--" 

" Ay," interrupted Ben, getting down a box of the lozenges. " Don't 
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let her spare them. They won'_t interfere with anything Mr. Darbyshire 

may send. I hear he has been." 
But that those were not the days when beef-tea was sold in.tins and 

gallipots, Ben Rymer might have added some to the lozenges. As he 

was handing the box to Lee, something in the man's wan and worn and 

gentle face put him in mind of his late father's, whose heart Mr. Ben 

had helped to break. A great pity took the chemist. . 

"You would like to be reinstated in your place, Lee ? " he said 

suddenly. 
Lee could not answer at once, for the pain at his throat and the 

moisture in his eyes that the notion called up. His voice, when he did 

speak, was as hollow and mild as Mamie's. 
"There's no hope of that, sir. For a week after it was taken from 

me, I thought of nothing else, night or day, but that Mr. Tanerton 

might perhaps forgive me and get Salmon to put me on again. But -

the time for hoping that went by : as you know, Mr. Rymer, they put 

young J elf in my place. I shall never forget the blow it was to me 

when I heard it. The other morning I saw J elf crossing that bit of 

waste ground yonder with my old bag slung on his shoulder, and for a 

moment I thought the pain would have killed me." 

" It is hard lines," confessed Ben. 
' I have striven and struggled all my life long; only myself knows 

how sorely, save God; and only He can tell, for I am sure I can't, 

how I have contrived to keep my head any way above water. And 

now it's under it." 
Taking the box, which Ben Rymer handed to him, Lee spoke a word 

of thanks, and went out. He could not say much; heart and spirit 

were alike broken. Ben called to his boy to mind the shop, and went 

over to Salmon's. That self-sufficient man and prosperous tradesman 

was sitting down at his desk in the shop-corner, complacently digesting 

his dinner-which had been a good one, to judge by his red face. 

' Can't you manage to do something for Lee ? " began Ben, after 

looking round to ee that they were alone. " He is at a rare low ebb." 

"Do something for Lee? '' repeated Salmon. " ,vhat could I do for 

him?" 
' Put him in his place again." 
" I dare say l " almon laughed as he spoke, and then demanded 

whether Ben was a fool. 
"You might do it if you would," said Ben. "As to Lee, he won't 

la t long if things continue as they are. Better give him a chance to 

live a little longer." 
" ow what do you mean?" demanded Salmon. "\\ hy don't you 

a k me to put a weathercock on yonder malthouse of Pashley s? J elf 

has got Lee s place and you know it." 
"But J elf does not intend to keep it." 
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" Who says he does not? " 
<e He says it. He told me yesterday that he was sick and tired of 

the tramping, and meant to resign. He only took it as a convenience, 
whilst he waited for a clerkship he was trying for at a brewery at 
,v orcester. And he is to get that with the new year." 

" Then what does J elf mean by talking about it to others before he 
has spoken to me?" cried Salmon, going into a temper. "He thought to 
leave me and the letters at a pinch, I suppose! I'll teach him better." 

" You may teach him anything you like, if you'll put Lee on again. 
I'll go bail that he won't get smoking again on his rounds. I think it 
is just a toss-up of life or death to him. Come! do a good turn for 
once, Salmon." 

Salmon paused. He was not bad-hearted, only self-important. 
" What would Mr. Tanerton say to it?" 
Ben did not answer. He knew that there, after Salmon himself, 

was where the difficulty would lie. 
"All that you have been urging goes for nonsense, Rymer. Unless 

the Rector came to me and said, ' You may put Lee on again,' I should 
not, and could not, attempt to stir in the matter ; and you must know 
that as well as I do." 

" Can't somebody see Tanerton, and talk to him? One would think 
that the sight of Lee's face would be enough to soften him, without 
anything else." 

"I don't know who'd like to do it," returned Salmon. And there 
the conference ended, for the apprentice came in from his dinner. 

Very much to our surprise, Mr. Ben Rymer walked in that same 
evening to Crabb Cot, and was admitted to the Squire. In spite of 
Mr. Ben's former ill-doings, which he had got to know of, the Squire 
treated Ben civilly, in remembrance of bis father, and of his grandfather, 
the clergyman. Ben's errand was to ask the Squire to intercede for 
Lee with Herbert Tanerton. And the pater, after talking largely about 
the iniquity of Lee, as connected with burnt letters, came round to 
Ben's way of thinking, and agreed to go to the Rectory. 

"Herbert Tanerton's harder than nails, and you'll do no good," 
remarked Tod, watching us away on the following morning; for the 
pater took me with him to break the loneliness of the walk. "He'll 
turn as cold to you as a stone the moment you bring up the subject, sir. 
Tell me I'm a story-teller when you come back if he does not, Johnny." 

vVe took the way of the Ravine. • It was a searching day; the wintry 
wind keen and "unkind as man's ingratitude." Before us, toiling up 
the descent to the Ravine at the other end, and coming to a halt at the 
stile to pant and cough, went a woebegone figure, thinly clad, which 
turned out to be Lee himself. He had a small bundle of loose sticks 
in his hand, which he had come to pick up. The Squire was preparing 
11. sort of blowing-up greeting for him, touching lighted matches and 
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carelessness, but the sight of the mild, starved grey face disarmed him;. 

he thought, instead, of the days when Lee had been a prosperous farmer,. 

and his tone changed to one of pity. 
" Hard times, I'm afraid, Lee." 
" Yes, sir, very hard. I've known hard times before, but I never 

thought to see any so cruel as these. There's one comfort, sir ; when, 

things come to this low ebb, life can't last long." 

~' Stuff," said the Squire. "For all you know, you may be back irt 

your old place soon : and-and Mrs. Todhetley will find some sewing: 

when Mamie's well enough to do it." 
A faint light, the dawn of hope, shone in Lee's eyes. "Oh, sir, if it 

could be ! and I heard a whisper to-day that young J elf refuses to keep, 

the post. If it had been anybody's letter but Mr. Tanerton's, perhaps­

but he does not forgive." 
"I'm on my way now to ask him," cried the pater, unable to keep­

in the news. "Cheer up, Lee-of course you'd pass your word not to 

go burning letters again." 
"I'd not expose myself to the danger, sir. Once I got my old place 

back, I would never take out a pipe with me on my rounds ; never, so, 

long as I live." 
Leaving him with his new hope and the bundle of firewood, we 

trudged on to the Rectory. Herbert and Grace were both at home,. 

and glad to see us. 
But the interview ended in smoke. Tod had foreseen the result­

exactly : the Rector was harder than nails. He talked of " example .,. 

and " Christian· duty; " and refused point-blank to allow Lee to be 

reinstated. The Squire gave him a few sharp words, and flung out of 

the house in a passion. 
" A pretty Christian lie is, Johnny ! He was cold and hard as a.. 

boy. I once told him so before his stepfather, poor Jacob Lewis; but 

he is colder and harder now." 
At the turning of the road by Tim berdale Court, we came upon Lee .. 

After taking his faggots home, he waited about to see us and hear the­

news. The pater's face, red and angry, told him the truth. 

"There's no hope for me, sir, I fear?" 
"Not a bit of it," growled the Squire. "Mr. Taoorton won't listen· 

to reason. Perhaps we can find some other light post for you, my poor 

fellow, when the winter shall have turned. You had better get indoors. 

out of this biting cold; and here's a couple of shillings." 

So hope went clean out of Andrew Lee. 

Christmas Day and jolly weather. Snow on the ground to one's~ 

heart's content. Holly and ivy on the walls indoors, and great fires . 

blazing on the hearths ; turkeys, and plum-puddings, and oranges, ancn 
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-fun. That was our lucky state at Crabb Cot and at Timberdale _generally, but not at Andrew Lee's. 
The sweet bells were chiming people out of church, as was the 

custom at Tim berdale on high festivals . Poor Lee sat listening to them, 
his hand held up to his aching head. There had been no church for 
him : he had neither clothes to go in nor face to sit through the service. 
Mamie, wrapped in an old bed-quilt, lay back on the pillow by the fire. ·The coal-merchant, opening his heart, had sent a sack each of best 
-Staffordshire coal to ten poor families, and Lee's was one. Except the 
·squire's two shillings, he had had no money given to him. A loaf of 
bread was in the cupboard ; and a saucepan of broth, made of carrots 

.and turnips out of the garden, simmered on the trivet ; and that would be their Christmas dinner. 
Uncommonly low was l\Iamie to-day. The longer she endured this 

famished state of affairs the weaker she grew ; it stands to reason. :3he 
felt that a few clays, perhaps hours, would finish her up. The little ones 
were upstairs with their grandmother, so that she had an interval of 
rest; and she lay back, her breath short and her chest aching as she 
-thought of the past. Of the time when James ,vest, the handsome 
young man in his gay regimentals, came to woo her, as the soldier did 
the miller's daughter. In tho e happy days, when her heart was light 
.and her song blithe as a bird's in l\fay, that used to be one of her song , 
"The Banks of Allan Water." - Her dream had come to the same 
-ending as the one told of in the ballad, and here he lay, deserted and 
dying. .Timberdale was in the habit of prosaically telli~g her that she 
had "brought her pigs to a fine market." Of the market there coultl 
be no question; bnt when Mamie looked into the past she saw more of 
romance there than anything else. The breaking out of the church 
bells forced a rush of tears to her heart and eyes. She tried to battle 
with the feeling, then turned and put her cheek against her father's shoulder. 

" Forgive me, father ! " she besought him, in a sobbing whisper. 'I -don't think it will be long now; I ,rnnt you to ay you forgive me before I go. If-if you can." 
And the words finished up for Lee what the bells had only partly done. He broke down, and sobbed with hi daughter. 
" I've never thought there wa~ need of it, or to ay it, child ; and if there had been-Christ forgave all. 'Peace on earth and goodwill to men .' The bells are ringing it out now. He will soon take u to Him. 

Mamie, my forlorn one : forgiven; yes, forgiven; and in His beautiful 
world there is neither hunger, nor disgrace, nor pain. You are dying of that cold you caught in the autumn and I shan't be long behind you. There's no longer any place for me here." 

" ot of the cold, father; I am not dying of that, but of a broken iheart." 
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Lee sobbed. He did not answer. 
"And I should like to leave my forgiveness to James, should he ever 

come back here," she whispered: "and-and my love. Please tell 
him that I'd have g·ot well if I could, if only for the chance of seeing 

him once again in this world ; and tell him that I have thought alt 

along there must be some mi take ; that he did not mean deliberately 

to harm me. I think so still, father. And if he should notice little· 

Mirna, tell him-- " 
A paroxysm of coughing interrupted the rest. Mrs. Lee came down­

stflirs with the children, asking if it was not time for dinner. 
"The little ones are crying out for it, Mamie, and I'm sure the rest· 

of us are hungry enough." 
So they bestirred themselves to take up the broth, and take seat. . 

round the table . All but Mamie, who did not leave her pillow. Very 
watery broth, the carrots and turnips swimming in it. 

"Say grace, Andy," cried his grandmother. 
For they kept up proper manners at Lee's, in spite of the short 

commons. 
"For what we are going to receive," began Andy : and then he­

pulled himself up, and looked round. 
Bursting in at the door, a laugh upon his face and a white basin in 

his hacds, came Mr. Ben Rymer. The basin was three parts fille d' 
with delicious slices of hot roast beef and gravy. 

"I thought you might like to eat a bit, as it's Christmas Day," said' 
Ben. "And here's an orange or two for you youngsters." 

Pulling the oranges out of his pocket, and not waiting to be thankedr 
Ben went off again. But he did not tell them what he was laughing at, 
or the trick he had played his mother-in slicing away at the round of 

beef, and rifling the dish of oranges, while her back was turned, looking­
after the servant's doings in the kitchen, and the turning-out of the 

pudding. For lVIrs. Rymer followed Timberdale in taking an exag­
gerated view of Lee's sin , and declined to help him. 

Their faces had hardly done glowing with the unusual luxury of the, 

beef, when I dropped in. We had gone that day to church at Timber­
dale; after the service, the Squire left the others to walk on, and, 
taking me with him, called at the Rectory to tackle Herbert Tanerton 
again. The parson did not hold out. How could he, with those bells,, 
enjoining goodwill, ringing in his ears ?- the bells of his own church. 

But he had meant to come round of his own accord. 
' I 11 see Salmon about it to-morrow," said he. 'I did say just a· 

word to him ye terday. As you go home, Johnny may look in at 
Lee's and tell him so." 

" And Johnny, if you don't mind carrying it, I'll send a drop of 
beef-tea to Mamie' whispered Grace. " I've not dared to do it before.' · 

So, when it wa getting towards dusk, for the Squire stayed, talking 
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-of this and that, there I wa:s, with the bottle of beef-tea, telling Lee 
the good news that his place would be restored to him with the new 
year, and hearing about Ben Rymer's basin of meat. The tears rolled 
-down old Lee's haggard cheeks. 

" And I had been fearing that God had abandoned me ! " he cried, 
full of remorse for the doubt. " Mamie, perhaps you can struggle on a 
bit longer now." 

But the greatest event of all was to come. "Whilst I stood there, 
·somebody opened the door, and looked in. A tall, fine, handsome 
-soldier : and I did not at the moment notice that he had a wooden leg 
from the knee downwards. Ben's basin of beef had been a surprise, 
but it was nothing to this. Taking a glance round the room, it rested 
on Mamie, and he went up to her, the smile on his open face changing 
to concern . 

. " My dear lassie, what's amiss? " 
"James!" she faintly screamed; "it's ,James!" and burst into a fit 

of sobs on his breast. And next the company was augmented by 
Salmon and Ben Rymer, who had seen James vVest go by, and came 
.after him to know what it meant, and to blow him up for his de­
Enquencies. 

"Mamie not married!" laughed James. "Timberdale has been 
-saying that? Why, what extraordinary people you must Le! We 
were married at Bristol-and I'v~ got the certificate in my knapsack at 
Spicer's: I've always kept it. You can paste it up on the church-door 
if you like. Not married! '\Vould Mamie else have gone with me, do 
you suppose? Or should I have taken her?" 

"But," said poor Lee, thinking that heaven must have opened right 
over his head that afternoon to shower down gifts, " why did you not 
marry her here openly?" 

" Because I could not get leave to marry openly. vVe soldiers 
~annot marry at will, you know, Mr. Lee. I ought not to have done 
it, that's a fact; but I did not care to leave Mamie, I liked her too 
well ; and I was punished afterwards by not being allowed to take her 
to India." 

" You never wrote, James," whispered Mamie. 
" Yes, I did, dear; I wrote twice to Ireland, not knoW1ng you had 

left it. That was at first, just after we landed. Soon we had a 
skirmish with the natives out there, and I got shot in the leg and 
otherwise wounded; and for a long time I lay between life and death, 
only partly conscious ; and now I am discharged with a pension and a 
wooden leg." 

"Then you can't go for a soldier again!" cried Salmon. 
"Not I. I shall settle at Timberdale, I think, if I can meet with a 

pretty little place to suit me. I found my poor mother dead when I 
came · home, and what was hers is now mine. And it will be a. com-
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fort.able living for us, Mamie, of itself: besides a few spare hundred 

pounds to the good, some of which you shall be heartily welcome to, 

Mr. Lee, for you look as if you wanted it. And the first thing I shall 

do, Mamie, my dear, will be to nurse you back to health. Bless my 

heart! Not married! I wish I had the handling of him that first set 

that idea afloat!" • 

"You'll get well now, Mamie," I whispered to her. For she was 

looking better already. 
"Oh, Master Johnny, perhaps I sha11 ! How good God is to us! 

And, James-James, this is the little one. I named her after you : 

Jemima." 
" Peace on earth, and goodwill to men ! ,, cried old Lee, in his 

thankfulr..ess. "The bells said it to-day." 
And as I made off at last to catch up the Squire, the little Mirna 

was being smothered with kisses in her father's arms. 

" Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, goodwill towards 

men! " To every one of us, my friends, do the Christmas bells say it, 

as Christmas Day comes round. 

THE ElfD. 

LONDO!f: PRINTED B\' WJLLIAll CLOWE AliD SOSS, LHllTED, 

DUKE STREET, STAMFORD STREET, S. E. , AND GREAT W~DlllLL TREET, '"• 



; 

1 
C 
p 

r 
T 
.\ 
)C 
u 
~ 

) 
]( 
) 



' I care not how often murders and other mysteries form the foundation 
of plots, if they give us such novels as these."-HARRIET MARTINEAU. 

"Mrs. H enry Wood has an art of novel-writing which no rival possesses 
in the same d~gree."-Spectator. 

"The fame of Mrs'. I{enry . Wood widens and strengthens."-Mdrning 
Post. 

MRS. HENRY WOOD'S NOVELS. 
Sale nearly Four . Million Copies. 

EAST LYNNE. 800th Thousand. 
THE CHANNINGS. 300th Thousand. 
MRS. HALLIBURTON'S TROUBLES. ' 210tlz Thousand. 
TUE SHADOW OF ASHLYDY A'I~ 1...2oth Thousa1td. 
LORD OAKBURN'S DAUGHTERS. f3otll Thousand. 
VERNER'S PR.IDE. 147th Tltousand. 
RO LAND YO l'-KE. 170th Thousand. _ 
JOHNNY LUDLOW. First Series. 60th Thousand. 
MILDRED ARKELL 120th Thousand. 
ST. MARTIN'S EVE. 125tlt Thousand. 
TREVLYN HOLD. 105th Thousand. 
GEORGE CANTER.BUR Y'S WILL. 90th Thousand. 
THE RED COURT FARM. I4oth Thousand. 
WITHIN THE MAZE. 16oth Thousand. 
ELSTER'S FOLLY. 70th Thousand. 
LADY ADELAIDE. 70th Thousand. 
OSWALD CRAY. 70th Thousand. 
JOHNNY LUDLOW. Second Series. 45th Thousand. 
A NE HEREFORD. 65th Thousand. 
DENE HOLLOW. 70th Tliousand. 
EDINA. 55th Thousand. 
A LIFE'S SECRET. 115tn Thousand. 
COURT NETHERLEIGH. 56th Thousand. 
BESSY RANE. 60th Thousand. 
THE MASTER OF .GREYLANDS. 621td Thourand. 
ORVILLE COLLEGE. 50th Thousand. 
I ARKWATER. 55th Tltousand. 
POMEROY ABBEY. u otlt Thousand. 
THE HOUSE OF HALLI WELL. 95th Thousand. 
T HE STORY OF CHARLES STRANGE. 27tll Thousand, 
ASHLEY. 65th Thousand. 
JOH TNY LUDLOW. T hird Series. 2yd Tlwusand. 
LADY GRACE. 3ut Thousand. 
ADAM GRAINGER . . 20th Thousand. 
THE U HOLY WISH. 25t4 Thousand. 
JOHN Y LUDLOW. F ourth Series. 2o!h Thousand. 
JOH Y LUDLOW. Fifth Series. 20th T housand. 
JOHNNY LUDLOW. Sixth Series. 

LONDON: 
MACM ILLAN AND CO., LI MITED. 












	Image000_18122025-v(right)
	Image001_18122025-0(left)
	Image001_18122025-v(right)
	Image002_18122025-0(left)
	Image002_18122025-v(right)
	Image003_18122025-0(left)
	Image003_18122025-v(right)
	Image004_18122025-0(left)
	Image004_18122025-v(right)
	Image005_18122025-0(left)
	Image005_18122025-v(right)
	Image006_18122025-0(left)
	Image006_18122025-v(right)
	Image007_18122025-0(left)
	Image007_18122025-v(right)
	Image008_18122025-0(left)
	Image008_18122025-v(right)
	Image009_18122025-0(left)
	Image009_18122025-v(right)
	Image010_18122025-0(left)
	Image010_18122025-v(right)
	Image011_18122025-0(left)
	Image011_18122025-v(right)
	Image012_18122025-0(left)
	Image012_18122025-v(right)
	Image013_18122025-0(left)
	Image013_18122025-v(right)
	Image014_18122025-0(left)
	Image014_18122025-v(right)
	Image015_18122025-0(left)
	Image015_18122025-v(right)
	Image016_18122025-0(left)
	Image016_18122025-v(right)
	Image017_18122025-0(left)
	Image017_18122025-v(right)
	Image018_18122025-0(left)
	Image018_18122025-v(right)
	Image019_18122025-0(left)
	Image019_18122025-v(right)
	Image020_18122025-0(left)
	Image020_18122025-v(right)
	Image021_18122025-0(left)
	Image021_18122025-v(right)
	Image022_18122025-0(left)
	Image022_18122025-v(right)
	Image023_18122025-0(left)
	Image023_18122025-v(right)
	Image024_18122025-0(left)
	Image024_18122025-v(right)
	Image025_18122025-0(left)
	Image025_18122025-v(right)
	Image026_18122025-0(left)
	Image026_18122025-v(right)
	Image027_18122025-0(left)
	Image027_18122025-v(right)
	Image028_18122025-0(left)
	Image028_18122025-v(right)
	Image029_18122025-0(left)
	Image029_18122025-v(right)
	Image030_18122025-0(left)
	Image030_18122025-v(right)
	Image031_18122025-0(left)
	Image031_18122025-v(right)
	Image032_18122025-0(left)
	Image032_18122025-v(right)
	Image033_18122025-0(left)
	Image033_18122025-v(right)
	Image034_18122025-0(left)
	Image034_18122025-v(right)
	Image035_18122025-0(left)
	Image035_18122025-v(right)
	Image036_18122025-0(left)
	Image036_18122025-v(right)
	Image037_18122025-0(left)
	Image037_18122025-v(right)
	Image038_18122025-0(left)
	Image038_18122025-v(right)
	Image039_18122025-0(left)
	Image039_18122025-v(right)
	Image040_18122025-0(left)
	Image040_18122025-v(right)
	Image041_18122025-0(left)
	Image041_18122025-v(right)
	Image042_18122025-0(left)
	Image042_18122025-v(right)
	Image043_18122025-0(left)
	Image043_18122025-v(right)
	Image044_18122025-0(left)
	Image044_18122025-v(right)
	Image045_18122025-0(left)
	Image045_18122025-v(right)
	Image046_18122025-0(left)
	Image046_18122025-v(right)
	Image047_18122025-0(left)
	Image047_18122025-v(right)
	Image048_18122025-0(left)
	Image048_18122025-v(right)
	Image049_18122025-0(left)
	Image049_18122025-v(right)
	Image050_18122025-0(left)
	Image050_18122025-v(right)
	Image051_18122025-0(left)
	Image051_18122025-v(right)
	Image052_18122025-0(left)
	Image052_18122025-v(right)
	Image053_18122025-0(left)
	Image053_18122025-v(right)
	Image054_18122025-0(left)
	Image054_18122025-v(right)
	Image055_18122025-0(left)
	Image055_18122025-v(right)
	Image056_18122025-0(left)
	Image056_18122025-v(right)
	Image057_18122025-0(left)
	Image057_18122025-v(right)
	Image058_18122025-0(left)
	Image058_18122025-v(right)
	Image059_18122025-0(left)
	Image059_18122025-v(right)
	Image060_18122025-0(left)
	Image060_18122025-v(right)
	Image061_18122025-0(left)
	Image061_18122025-v(right)
	Image062_18122025-0(left)
	Image062_18122025-v(right)
	Image063_18122025-0(left)
	Image063_18122025-v(right)
	Image064_18122025-0(left)
	Image064_18122025-v(right)
	Image065_18122025-0(left)
	Image065_18122025-v(right)
	Image066_18122025-0(left)
	Image066_18122025-v(right)
	Image067_18122025-0(left)
	Image067_18122025-v(right)
	Image068_18122025-0(left)
	Image068_18122025-v(right)
	Image069_18122025-0(left)
	Image069_18122025-v(right)
	Image070_18122025-0(left)
	Image070_18122025-v(right)
	Image071_18122025-0(left)
	Image071_18122025-v(right)
	Image072_18122025-0(left)
	Image072_18122025-v(right)
	Image073_18122025-0(left)
	Image073_18122025-v(right)
	Image074_18122025-0(left)
	Image074_18122025-v(right)
	Image075_18122025-0(left)
	Image075_18122025-v(right)
	Image076_18122025-0(left)
	Image076_18122025-v(right)
	Image077_18122025-0(left)
	Image077_18122025-v(right)
	Image078_18122025-0(left)
	Image078_18122025-v(right)
	Image079_18122025-0(left)
	Image079_18122025-v(right)
	Image080_18122025-0(left)
	Image080_18122025-v(right)
	Image081_18122025-0(left)
	Image081_18122025-v(right)
	Image082_18122025-0(left)
	Image082_18122025-v(right)
	Image083_18122025-0(left)
	Image083_18122025-v(right)
	Image084_18122025-0(left)
	Image084_18122025-v(right)
	Image085_18122025-0(left)
	Image085_18122025-v(right)
	Image086_18122025-0(left)
	Image086_18122025-v(right)
	Image087_18122025-0(left)
	Image087_18122025-v(right)
	Image088_18122025-0(left)
	Image088_18122025-v(right)
	Image089_18122025-0(left)
	Image089_18122025-v(right)
	Image090_18122025-0(left)
	Image090_18122025-v(right)
	Image091_18122025-0(left)
	Image091_18122025-v(right)
	Image092_18122025-0(left)
	Image092_18122025-v(right)
	Image093_18122025-0(left)
	Image093_18122025-v(right)
	Image094_18122025-0(left)
	Image094_18122025-v(right)
	Image095_18122025-0(left)
	Image095_18122025-v(right)
	Image096_18122025-0(left)
	Image096_18122025-v(right)
	Image097_18122025-0(left)
	Image097_18122025-v(right)
	Image098_18122025-0(left)
	Image098_18122025-v(right)
	Image099_18122025-0(left)
	Image099_18122025-v(right)
	Image100_18122025-0(left)
	Image100_18122025-v(right)
	Image101_18122025-0(left)
	Image101_18122025-v(right)
	Image102_18122025-0(left)
	Image102_18122025-v(right)
	Image103_18122025-0(left)
	Image103_18122025-v(right)
	Image104_18122025-0(left)
	Image104_18122025-v(right)
	Image105_18122025-0(left)
	Image105_18122025-v(right)
	Image106_18122025-0(left)
	Image106_18122025-v(right)
	Image107_18122025-0(left)
	Image107_18122025-v(right)
	Image108_18122025-0(left)
	Image108_18122025-v(right)
	Image109_18122025-0(left)
	Image109_18122025-v(right)
	Image110_18122025-0(left)
	Image110_18122025-v(right)
	Image111_18122025-0(left)
	Image111_18122025-v(right)
	Image112_18122025-0(left)
	Image112_18122025-v(right)
	Image113_18122025-0(left)
	Image113_18122025-v(right)
	Image114_18122025-0(left)
	Image114_18122025-v(right)
	Image115_18122025-0(left)
	Image115_18122025-v(right)
	Image116_18122025-0(left)
	Image116_18122025-v(right)
	Image117_18122025-0(left)
	Image117_18122025-v(right)
	Image118_18122025-0(left)
	Image118_18122025-v(right)
	Image119_18122025-0(left)
	Image119_18122025-v(right)
	Image120_18122025-0(left)
	Image120_18122025-v(right)
	Image121_18122025-0(left)
	Image121_18122025-v(right)
	Image122_18122025-0(left)
	Image122_18122025-v(right)
	Image123_18122025-0(left)
	Image123_18122025-v(right)
	Image124_18122025-0(left)
	Image124_18122025-v(right)
	Image125_18122025-0(left)
	Image125_18122025-v(right)
	Image126_18122025-0(left)
	Image126_18122025-v(right)
	Image127_18122025-0(left)
	Image127_18122025-v(right)
	Image128_18122025-0(left)
	Image128_18122025-v(right)
	Image129_18122025-0(left)
	Image129_18122025-v(right)
	Image130_18122025-0(left)
	Image130_18122025-v(right)
	Image131_18122025-0(left)
	Image131_18122025-v(right)
	Image132_18122025-0(left)
	Image132_18122025-v(right)
	Image133_18122025-0(left)
	Image133_18122025-v(right)
	Image134_18122025-0(left)
	Image134_18122025-v(right)
	Image135_18122025-0(left)
	Image135_18122025-v(right)
	Image136_18122025-0(left)
	Image136_18122025-v(right)
	Image137_18122025-0(left)
	Image137_18122025-v(right)
	Image138_18122025-0(left)
	Image138_18122025-v(right)
	Image139_18122025-0(left)
	Image139_18122025-v(right)
	Image140_18122025-0(left)
	Image140_18122025-v(right)
	Image141_18122025-0(left)
	Image141_18122025-v(right)
	Image142_18122025-0(left)
	Image142_18122025-v(right)
	Image143_18122025-0(left)
	Image143_18122025-v(right)
	Image144_18122025-0(left)
	Image144_18122025-v(right)
	Image145_18122025-0(left)
	Image145_18122025-v(right)
	Image146_18122025-0(left)
	Image146_18122025-v(right)
	Image147_18122025-0(left)
	Image147_18122025-v(right)
	Image148_18122025-0(left)
	Image148_18122025-v(right)
	Image149_18122025-0(left)
	Image149_18122025-v(right)
	Image150_18122025-0(left)
	Image150_18122025-v(right)
	Image151_18122025-0(left)
	Image151_18122025-v(right)
	Image152_18122025-0(left)
	Image152_18122025-v(right)
	Image153_18122025-0(left)
	Image153_18122025-v(right)
	Image154_18122025-0(left)
	Image154_18122025-v(right)
	Image155_18122025-0(left)
	Image155_18122025-v(right)
	Image156_18122025-0(left)
	Image156_18122025-v(right)
	Image157_18122025-0(left)
	Image157_18122025-v(right)
	Image158_18122025-0(left)
	Image158_18122025-v(right)
	Image159_18122025-0(left)
	Image159_18122025-v(right)
	Image160_18122025-0(left)
	Image160_18122025-v(right)
	Image161_18122025-0(left)
	Image161_18122025-v(right)
	Image162_18122025-0(left)
	Image162_18122025-v(right)
	Image163_18122025-0(left)
	Image163_18122025-v(right)
	Image164_18122025-0(left)
	Image164_18122025-v(right)
	Image165_18122025-0(left)
	Image165_18122025-v(right)
	Image166_18122025-0(left)
	Image166_18122025-v(right)
	Image167_18122025-0(left)
	Image167_18122025-v(right)
	Image168_18122025-0(left)
	Image168_18122025-v(right)
	Image169_18122025-0(left)
	Image169_18122025-v(right)
	Image170_18122025-0(left)
	Image170_18122025-v(right)
	Image171_18122025-0(left)
	Image171_18122025-v(right)
	Image172_18122025-0(left)
	Image172_18122025-v(right)
	Image173_18122025-0(left)
	Image173_18122025-v(right)
	Image174_18122025-0(left)
	Image174_18122025-v(right)
	Image175_18122025-0(left)
	Image175_18122025-v(right)
	Image176_18122025-0(left)
	Image176_18122025-v(right)
	Image177_18122025-0(left)
	Image177_18122025-v(right)
	Image178_18122025-0(left)
	Image178_18122025-v(right)
	Image179_18122025-0(left)
	Image179_18122025-v(right)
	Image180_18122025-0(left)
	Image180_18122025-v(right)
	Image181_18122025-0(left)
	Image181_18122025-v(right)
	Image182_18122025-0(left)
	Image182_18122025-v(right)
	Image183_18122025-0(left)
	Image183_18122025-v(right)
	Image184_18122025-0(left)
	Image184_18122025-v(right)
	Image185_18122025-0(left)
	Image185_18122025-v(right)
	Image186_18122025-0(left)
	Image186_18122025-v(right)
	Image187_18122025-0(left)
	Image187_18122025-v(right)
	Image188_18122025-0(left)
	Image188_18122025-v(right)
	Image189_18122025-0(left)
	Image189_18122025-v(right)
	Image190_18122025-0(left)
	Image190_18122025-v(right)
	Image191_18122025-0(left)
	Image191_18122025-v(right)
	Image192_18122025-0(left)
	Image192_18122025-v(right)
	Image193_18122025-0(left)
	Image193_18122025-v(right)
	Image194_18122025-0(left)
	Image194_18122025-v(right)
	Image195_18122025-0(left)
	Image195_18122025-v(right)
	Image196_18122025-0(left)
	Image196_18122025-v(right)
	Image197_18122025-0(left)
	Image197_18122025-v(right)
	Image198_18122025-0(left)
	Image198_18122025-v(right)
	Image199_18122025-0(left)
	Image199_18122025-v(right)
	Image200_18122025-0(left)
	Image200_18122025-v(right)
	Image201_18122025-0(left)
	Image201_18122025-v(right)
	Image202_18122025-0(left)
	Image202_18122025-v(right)
	Image203_18122025-0(left)
	Image203_18122025-v(right)
	Image204_18122025-0(left)
	Image204_18122025-v(right)
	Image205_18122025-0(left)
	Image205_18122025-v(right)
	Image206_18122025-0(left)
	Image206_18122025-v(right)
	Image207_18122025-0(left)
	Image207_18122025-v(right)
	Image208_18122025-0(left)
	Image208_18122025-v(right)
	Image209_18122025-0(left)
	Image209_18122025-v(right)
	Image210_18122025-0(left)
	Image210_18122025-v(right)
	Image211_18122025-0(left)
	Image211_18122025-v(right)
	Image212_18122025-0(left)
	Image212_18122025-v(right)
	Image213_18122025-0(left)
	Image213_18122025-v(right)
	Image214_18122025-0(left)
	Image214_18122025-v(right)
	Image215_18122025-0(left)
	Image215_18122025-v(right)
	Image216_18122025-0(left)
	Image216_18122025-v(right)
	Image217_18122025-0(left)
	Image217_18122025-v(right)
	Image218_18122025-0(left)
	Image218_18122025-v(right)
	Image219_18122025-0(left)
	Image219_18122025-v(right)
	Image220_18122025-0(left)
	Image220_18122025-v(right)
	Image221_18122025-0(left)
	Image221_18122025-v(right)
	Image222_18122025-0(left)
	Image222_18122025-v(right)
	Image223_18122025-0(left)
	Image223_18122025-v(right)
	Image224_18122025-0(left)
	Image224_18122025-v(right)
	Image225_18122025-0(left)
	Image225_18122025-v(right)
	Image226_18122025-0(left)
	Image226_18122025-v(right)
	Image227_18122025-0(left)
	Image227_18122025-v(right)
	Image228_18122025-0(left)
	Image228_18122025-v(right)
	Image229_18122025-0(left)
	Image229_18122025-v(right)
	Image230_18122025-0(left)
	Image230_18122025-v(right)
	Image231_18122025-0(left)
	Image231_18122025-v(right)
	Image232_18122025-0(left)
	Image232_18122025-v(right)
	Image233_18122025-0(left)
	Image233_18122025-v(right)
	Image234_18122025-0(left)
	Image234_18122025-v(right)
	Image235_18122025-0(left)
	Image235_18122025-v(right)
	Image236_18122025-0(left)
	Image236_18122025-v(right)
	Image237_18122025-0(left)
	Image237_18122025-v(right)
	Image238_18122025-0(left)
	Image238_18122025-v(right)
	Image239_18122025-0(left)

