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BOOK THE THIRD






CHAPTER 1|
MRS, MILROY

Two days after Midwinter's departure from Thorpe Am-
brose, Mrs. Milroy, having completed her morning toilet, and
having dismissed her nurse, rang the bell again five minutes
afterward, and on the woman's re-appearance asked impa-
tiently if the post had come in,

“Past?” echoed the nurse, “Havent you got your watch?
Don't you know that it's a good half-hour too seon to ask for
your letters?” She spoke with the confident insolence of a
servant long accustomed to presume on her mistress's weak-
ness and her mistresss necessities. Mrs. Milroy, on her side,
:t]'.r‘pl:}ln:d [53] h‘ﬂ “"1'.'11 u!il:ll Lo ]'l.ET NUrses MAanner, ."i]'“: gave hCT
orders composedly, without noticing it.

“When the postman does come,” she said, “see him your-
sell. | am expecting a letter which | ought to have had two
days since, | don't understand it. I'm beginning to suspect the
servants.”

The nurse smiled contemptuously. " Whom will you suspect
next?” she asked. "There! don't put yoursellf out. '] answer the
gate-bell this morning; and we'll see if T can't bring you a letter
when the postman comes” Saying those words, with the tone
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and manner of a woman who is quieting a fractious child, the
nurse, without waiting to be dismissed, left the room,

Mrs, Milroy turned slowly and wearily on her bed, when
she was left by herself again, and let the light from the window
fall om her face, Tt was the face ol a woman whe had once been
handsome, and who was still, so far as years went, in the prime
of her life, Long-continued suffering of body and long-contin-
ued irritation of mind had worn her away — in the roughly
expressive popular phrase — to skin and bone The utter wreck
of her beauty was made a wreck horrible to behold, by her
desperate efforts to conceal the sight of it from her own eyes,
from the eyes of her husband and her child, from the eyes even
of the doctor who attended her, and whose business it was to
penetrate to the truth, Her head, from which the greater part
of the hair had fallen off; would have been less shocking to see
than the hideously youthful wig by which she tried to hide
the loss, No deterioration of her complexion, no wrinkling of
her skin, could have been so dreadful to look at as the rouge
that lay thick on her cheeks, and the white enamel plastered
on her forehead, The delicate lace, and the bright trimming
on her dressing-gown, the ribbons in her cap, and the rings
on her bony fingers, all intended to draw the eye away from
the change that had passed over her, directed the eye toit, on
the contrary; emphasized it; made it by sheer force of contrast
more hopeless and more horrible than it really was, An illus-
trated book of the fashions, in which women were represented
exhibiting their finery by means of the {ree wse of their limbs,
lay on the bed, from which she had not moved for years with-
out being lifted by her nurse. A hand-glass was placed with
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the book so that she could reach it easily. She took up the glass
after her attendant had left the room, and locked at her face
with an unblushing interest and attention which she would
have been ashamed of hersell at the age of eighteen.

"Older and older, and thinner and thinner?” she said. “The
major will soon be a free man; but Ull have that red-haired
hiussy out of the house first!”

She dropped the locking-glass on the counterpane, and
clinched the hand that held it Her eyes suddenly riveted
themselves on a little crayon porteait of her husband hanging
on the opposite wall; they looked at the likeness with the hard
and cruel brightness of the eyes of a bird of prey. "Red is your
taste in your old age is it?" she said to the portrait. “Red hair,
and a scrofulous complexion, and a padded figure, a ballet-
girl's walk, and a pickpocket's light fingers. Miss Guwilt! Miss,
with those eyes, and that walk!” She turned her head suddenly
on the pillow, and burst into a harsh, jeering laugh, “Miss!" she
repeated over and over again, with the venomously pointed
emphasis of the most merciless of all human forms of con-
tempt — the contempt of one woman for another.

The age we live in ts an age which finds ne human creature
inexcusable, Is there an excuse for Mrs, Milroy? Let the story of
her life answer the question.

She had married the major at an unusually early age; and,
in marrying him, had taken a man for her husband who was
old enough to be her father — a man who, at that time, had the
reputation, and not unjustly, of having made the freest use of
his social gifts and his advantages of personal appearance in
the society of women. Indifferently educated, and below her
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husband in station, she had begun by accepting his addresses
under the influence of her own flattered vanity, and had end-
ed by feeling the fascination which Major Milroy had exer-
cised over women infinitely her mental superiors in his earlier
life, He had been touched, on his side, by her devotion, and
had felt, in his turn, the attraction of her beauty, her freshness,
and her youth, Up to the time when their little daughter and
only child had reached the age of eight years, their married life
had been an unusually happy one, At that period the double
misfortune fell on the household, of the failure of the wife’s
lealth, and the almost total loss of the hushband's fortune; and
from that moment the domestic happiness of the married pair
was virtually at an end,

Having reached the age when men in general are readier,
under the pressure of calamity, to resign themselves than to
resist, the major had secured the little relics of his property,
had retired into the country, and had patiently taken refuge
in his mechanical pursuits. A woman nearer to him in age, or a
woman with a better training and more patience of disposition
than his wife possessed, would have understood the major’s
conduct, and have found consolation in the major's submis-
ston, drs, Milroy found consolation in nothing Neither nature
nor training helped her to meet resignedly the cruel calamity
which had struck at her in the bloom of womanhood and the
prime of beauty. The curse of incurable sickness blighted her
at once and for life,

Suffering can, and does, develop the latent evil that there
is in humanity, as well as the latent good. The good that was in
Mrs, Milroy's nature shrank up, under that subtly deteriorat-

10
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ing influence in which the evil grew and Aourished. Month by
month, as she became the wealer woman physically, she be-
came the worse woman morally, All that was mean, cruel, and
false in her expanded in steady proportion to the contraction
of all that had once been generous, gentle, and true, Old suspi-
cions of her hushand’s readiness to relapse into the irregulari-
ties of his bachelor life, which, in her healthier days of mind
and body, she had openly confessed to him — which she had
always sooner or later seen to be suspicions that he had not de-
served — came back, now that sickness had divorced her from
him, in the form of that baser conjugal distrust which keeps
itsell cunningly secret; which gathers together its inflamma-
tory particles atom by atom into a heap, and sets the slowly
burning frenzy of jealousy alight in the mind. No proof of her
husband's blameless and patient life that could now be shown
to Mrs. Milroy; no appeal that could be made to her respect for
herself, or for her child growing up to womanheod, availed to
dissipate the terrible delusion born of her hopeless illness, and
growing steadily with its growth, Like all other madness, it had
its ebb and flow, its time of spasmodic outburst, and its time of
deceitful repose; but, active or passive, it was always in her. It
had injured innocent servants, and insulted blameless strang-
ers, It had brought the first tears of shame and sorrow into her
daughter’s eves, and had set the deepest lines that scored it in
her husband's face, It had made the secret misery of the little
household for years; and it was now to pass beyond the fam-
ily limits, and to influence coming events at Thorpe Ambrose,
in which the future interests of Allan and Allan’s [riend were
vitally concerned.
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A moment’s glance at the posture of domestic affairs in the
cottage, prior to the engagement of the new governess, is nec-
essary to the due appreciation of the serious consequences that
followed Miss Gwilt's appearance on the scene,

On the marriage of the governess who had lived in his service
for many years {a woman of an age and an appearance to set even
Mrs, Milroy's jealowsy at defiance), the major had considered the
question of sending his daughter away from home far more seri-
ously than his wile supposed. He was conscious that scenes took
place in the house at which ne young girl should be present;
but he felt an invincible reluctance to apply the one efficient
remedy — the keeping his daughter away from home in school
time and holiday time alike, The struggle thus raised in his mind
onee set at rest, by the resolution to advertise for a new govern-
ess, Major Milroy's natural tendency to avoid trouble rather than
to meet it had declared itself in its customary manner. He had
closed his eves again on his home ansdeties as quietly as usual,
and had gone back, as he had gone back on hundreds of previous
occasions, to the consoling society of his old friend the clock

It was far otherwise with the major’s wife. The chance which
her husband had entirely overloocked, that the new governess
who was to come might be a younger and a more attractive
woman than the old governess who had gone, was the first
chance that presented itself as possible to Mrs. Milroy's mind,
She had said nothing, Secretly waiting, and secretly nursing
her inveterate distrust, she had encouraged her husband and
her daughter to leave her on the occasion of the picnic, with
the express purpose of making an opportunity for seeing the
new governess alone, The governess had shown herself; and

12
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the smoldering fre of Mrs. Milroy's jealousy had burst into
flame in the moment when she and the handsome stranger
first set eyes on each other.

The interview over, Mrs. Milroy's suspicions fastened at
once and immovably on her husband's mother,

She was well aware that there was no one else in London
on whom the major could depend to make the necessary in-
quiries; she was well aware that Miss Gwilt had applied for
the situation, in the first instance, as a stranger answering an
advertisement published in a newspaper. Yet knowing this,
she had obstinately closed her eyes, with the blind freney of
the blindest of all the passions, to the facts straight before her;
and, looking back to the last of many quarrels between them
which had ended in separating the elder lady and herself, had
seized on the conclusion that Miss Gwilt's engagement was
due to her mother-in-law's vindictive enjoyment of making
mischief in her household. The inference which the very ser-
vants themselves, witnesses of the family scandal, had correct-
ly dvawn — that the major's mother, in securing the services
of a well-recommended governess for her son, had thought it
no part of her duty to consider that governess's looks in the
purely fanciful interests of the major's wife — was an inference
which it was simply impossible to convey into Mrs, Milroy's
mind, Miss Gwilt had barely closed the sick-room door when
the whispered words hissed out of Mrs, Milroy's lips, “Before
another week is over your head, my lady, vou go!”

From that moment, through the wakeful night and the
weary day, the one object of the bedridden woman's life was to
procure the new governess's dismissal from the house,
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The assistance of the nurse, in the capacity of spy, was se-
cured — as Mrs, Milroy had been accustomed to secure other
extra services which her attendant was not bound to render
her — by a present of a dress from the mistress’s wardrobe,
One after another articles of wearing apparel which were now
useless to Mrs, Milroy had ministered in this way to feed the
nurse's greed — the insatiable greed of an ugly woman for fine
clothes, Bribed with the smartest dress she had secured vet, the
household spy took her secret orders, and applied herself with
a vile enjoyment of it to her secret work,

The days passed, the work went on; but nothing had come
of it, Mistress and servant had a woman to deal with who was
a match for both of them,

Repeated intrusions on the major, when the governess
happened to be in the same room with him, failed to discover
the slightest impropriety of word, look, or action, on either
side, Stealthy watching and listening at the governess's bed-
room door detected that she kept a light in her room at late
hours of the night, and that she groaned and ground her teeth
in her sleep — and detected nothing more, Careful superin-
tendence in the day-time proved that she regularly posted her
own letters, instead of giving them to the servant; and that
on certain oceasions, when the occupation of her hours out of
lesson time and walking time was left at her own disposal, she
had been suddenly missed from the garden, and then caught
coming back alene to it from the park, Once and once only,
the nurse had found an opportunity of following her out of
the garden, had been detected immediately in the park, and
had been asked with the most exasperating politeness if she

14
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wished to join Miss Gwilt in a walk. Small circumstances of
this kind, which were sulliciently suspicious to the mind of
a jealous woman, were discovered in abundance. But circum-
stances, on which to found a valid ground of complaint that
might be laid before the major, proved to be utterly wanting,
Day followed day, and Miss Gwilt remained persistently cor-
rect in her conduct, and persistently irreproachable in her re-
lations toward her employer and her pupil.

Foiled in this direction, Mrs, Milroy tried next to find an
assailable place in the statement which the governess's refer-
ence had made on the subject of the governess's character.

Obtaining from the major the minutely carveful report
which his mother had addressed to him on this topic, Mrs.
Milroy read and reread it, and failed to find the weak point
of which she was in search in any part of the letter. All the
customary questions on such occasions had been asked, and
all had been scrupulously and plainly answered. The one sole
opening for an attack which it was possible to discover was an
opening which showed itself, after more practical matters had
been all disposed of, in the closing sentences of the letter,

“I was so struck,” the passage ran, “by the grace and dis-
tinction of Miss Gwilt's manners that 1 took an opportunity,
when she was out of the room, of asking how she first came
to be governess. ‘In the usual way,' | was told. ‘A sad family
misfortune, in which she behaved nobly. Sheis a very sensitive
person, and shrinks from speaking of it among strangers — a
natural reluctance which I have always felt it a matter of deli-
cacy to respect” Hearing this, of course, 1 felt the same delicacy
on my side, It was no part of my duty to intrude on the poor

15
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thing's private sorrows; my only business was to do what [ have
now done, to make sure that | was CTEAEIng a mpahll: and re-
spectable governess to instruct my grandchild”

After careful consideration of these lines, Mrs. Milroy, hav-
inga strong desire to find circumstances suspicious, found them
suspicious accordingly, She determined to sift the mystery of
Mliss Gwilt's family misfortunes to the bottom, on the chance
of extracting from it something useful to her purpose. There
were two ways of doing this. She might begin by questioning
the governess herself, or she might begin by questioning the
governess's reference. Experience of Miss Gwilt's quickness of
resource in dealing with awloward questions at their introdue-
tory interview decided her on taking the latter course. "'l get
the Parth;u[nrﬁ from the reference first,” H'Joug]'l.t Mrs, Mﬂrﬂ}r,
“and then question the creature herself, and see if the two sto-
ries agree,”

The letter of inguiry was short, and scrupulously to the
point.

Mrs, Milroy began by informing her correspondent that
the state of her health necessitated leaving her daughter en-
tirely under the governess's influence and control. On that
account she was more anxious than moest mothers to be thor-
oughly informed in every respect about the person to whom
she confided the entive charge of an only child; and feeling
this anxiety, she might perhaps be excused for putting what
might be thought, after the excellent character Miss Guwilt had
received, a somewhat unnecessary question. With that preface,
Mrs, Milroy came to the point, and requested to be informed

16
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of the circumstances which had obliged Miss Gwilt to go out
A5 & FOVErness.

The letter, expressed in these terms, was posted the same
day. On the morning when the answer was due, no answer ap-
peared, The next morning arrived, and still there was no reply.
When the third morning came, Mrs, Milroy's impatience had
broken loose from all restraint, She had rung for the nurse
in the manner which has been already recorded, and had or-
dered the woman to be in waiting to receive the letters of the
morning with her own hands. In this position matters now
stood; and in these domestic circumstances the new series of
events at Thorpe Ambrose took their rse,

Mrs. Milvoy had just looked at her watch, and had just put
her hand once more to the bell-pull, when the door opened
and the nurse entered the room,

“Has the postman comei” asked Mrs. Milroy,

The nurse laid a letter on the bed without answering, and
waited, with unconcealed curiosity, to watch the effect which
it produced on her mistress.

Mrs, Milroy tore open the envelope the instant it was in
her hand, A printed paper appeared {(which she threw aside),
surrounding a letter {which she looked at) in her own hand-
writing! She snatched up the printed paper. It was the custom-
ary Post-office circular, informing her that her letter had heen
duly presented at the right address, and that the person whom
she had written to was not to be found.

“Something wrong?" asked the nurse, detecting a change
in her mistress’s face,
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The question passed unheeded. Mrs, Milroy's writing-desk
was on the table at the bedside. She took from it the letter
which the major's mother had written to her son, and turned
to the page containing the name and address of Miss Gwilt's
reference. “Mrs. Mandeville, 18 Kingsdown Crescent, Bayswa-
ter,” she read, eagerly to herself, and then looked at the address
on her own returned letter. No error had been committed: the
directions were identically the same.

“Something wrong?” reiterated the nurse, advancing a step
nearer to the bed.

“Thank God — yes!” cried Mrs. Milroy, with a sudden out-
burst of exultation. She tossed the Post-office circular to the
nurse, and beat her bony hands on the bedclothes in an ec-
stasy of ,'mt[n;il'mt:,:d triumph. “Miss Crwilt's an iml‘lﬂﬁfﬂ!’! Miss
Gwilt's an impostor! IF T die for it, Rachel, I'] be carried to the
window to see the police take her away!”

“It's one thing to say she’s an impostor behind her back,
and another thing to prove it to her face,” remarked the nurse,
She put her hand as she spoke into her apron pocket, and, with
a significant loolk at her mistress, silently produced a second
letter,

“For met” asled Mrs. Milvoy.

"Nol” said the nurse; “for Miss Gwilt.”

The two women ::!,n:-;l ench other, and understood each ath-
er without another word.

“Where is she?™ said Mrs, Milroy.

The nurse pointed in the direction of the parl. “Out again,
for another walk before breakfast — by herself”

18
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Mrs, Milroy beckoned to the nurse to stoop close over her.
"Can you open it, Rachel?” she whispered.

Rachel nodded.

“Can you close it again, so that nobody would know?"”

“Can you spare the scarl that matches your pearl gray
dress?” asked Rachel.

“Take it!" said Mrs, Milroy, impatiently,

The nurse opened the wardrobe in silence, took the scarl
in silence, and left the room in silence. In less than fve min-
utes she came back with the envelope of Miss Gwilt's letter
open in her hand,

“Thank you, ma'am, for the scarf,” said Rachel, putting the
open letter composedly on the counterpane of the bed.

Mrs, Milroy looked at the envelope. It had been closed as
usual by means of adhesive gum, which had been made to give
way by the application of steam. As Mrs. Milvoy took out the
letter, her hand trembled violently, and the white enamel
parted into cracks over the wrinkles on her forehead.

Rachel withdrew to the window to leep watch on the park.
“Don't hurry,” she said, “No signs of her yet”

Mrs, Milvoy still paused, keeping the all-important morsel
of paper folded in her hand. She could have taken Miss Gwilt's
life, but she hesitated at reading Miss Gwilt's letter,

“Are you troubled with scruplest” asked the nurse, with a
sneer, "Consider it a duty you owe to your daughter.”

“Wou wretch!” said Mrs. Milroy, With that expression of
opinien, she opened the letter,

It was evidently written in great haste, was undated, and
was signed in initials only, Thus it ran;
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* D Street.

“MY DEAR LYDIA — The cab is waiting at the door,
and I bave only a moment to fell you that | am olfiged
to leave London, on Business, for three or four days, or a
weck at longest. My letters will be forwarded f you write,
I got yours yesterday, and I agree with you that it is very
important fo put bim off the awlhward sulbject of yovrself
and your family as long as you safely can. The better you
know bin, the better you will be alle to make up the sorf
af story that will de, Once told, you will bave to stick to i
aiidd, baving fo stick fo i, beware of making it complicated,
and beware of making it in a burry, Twill write again about
this, and give you my own ideas. In the meantime, don's
risk meeting bim too often in the park,

“Yours, M. 0.7

“Well?" asked the nurse, returning to the bedside, "Have
you done with it?”

“Meeting him in the park!” repeated Mrs, Milroy, with her
eves still fastened on the letter, " Him! Rachel, where is the ma-
jor?”

“In Liis own room.”

“Tdon't believe it!”

“Have your own way, | want the letter and the envelope”

“Can you close it again so that she wont know?”

“What I can open [ can shut, Anything more?”

“Nothing more,”

Mrs, Milroy was left alone again, to review her plan of attack
by the new light that had now been thrown on Miss Gwilt,

20
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The information that had been gained by opening the gov-
erness's letter pointed plainly to the conclusion that an adven-
turess had stolen her way into the house by means of a false
reference. But having been obtained by an act of treachery
which it was impossible to acknowledge, it was not informa-
tion that could be used either for warning the major or for ex-
posing Miss Gwilt. The one available weapon in Mrs, Milroy's
hands was the weapon furnished by her own returned letter,
and the one question to decide was how to make the best and
speediest use ol it.

The longer she turned the matter over in her mind, the
more hasty and premature seemed the exultation which she
had felt at the frst sight of the Post-office civcular, That a lady
acting as reference to a governess should have quitted her resi-
dence without leaving any trace behind her, and without even
mentioning an address to which her letters could be forward-
ed, was a circumstance in itsell sufficiently suspicious to be
mentioned to the major. But Mrs, Milroy, however perverted
her estimate of her husband might be in some respects, knew
enough of his character to be assured that, if she told him what
had happened, he would frankly appeal to the governess her-
self for an explanation, Miss Gwilt's quickness and cunning
would, in that case, produce some plausible answer on the
spot, which the major's partiality would be only too ready to
accept; and she would at the same time, no doubt, place mat-
ters in train, by means of the post, for the Jdue arrival of all
neediul confirmation on the part of her accomplice in London,
To keep strict silence for the present, and to institute {(without
the governess’s knowledge) such inquiries as might be neces-

[
i
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sary to the discovery of undeniable evidence, was plainly the
|:}'l'.|]‘_|' safe course to take with such a man as the major, ancl with
such a woman as Miss Gwilt. Helpless herself, to whom could
Mrs. Milroy commit the difficult and dangerous task of fnves-
tigation? The nurse, even il she was to be trusted, could not be
spared at a day’s notice, and could not be sent away without
the risk of exciting remark. Was there any other competent
and reliable person to employ, either at Thorpe Ambrose or
in London? Mrs. Milroy turned from side to side of the bed,
searching every corner of her mind for the needful discovery,
and searching in vain, “Oh, if 1 could only lay my hand on
some man | could trust™ she thonght, despairingly. “If T only
knew where to look for somebody to help me!”

As the idea passed through her mind, the sound of her
daughter’s voice startled her from the other side of the door.

“May | come in?" asked MNeelie,

“What doyou want?” returned Mrs, Milvoy, impatiently.

“I have brought wp your breakfast, mamma.”

“My breakfast!™ repeated Mrs, Milroy, in surprise. “Why
doesn’t Rachel bring it up as usual?” She considered a mo-
ment, and then called out, sharply, "Come in!"

22



CHAPTER 11
THE MAN IS FOUND

Neelie entered the room, carrying the tray with the tea, the
dry toast, and the pat of butter which composed the invalid's
invariable breakfast.

“What does this mean?” asked Mrs. Milroy, speaking and
locking as she might have spoken and looked if the wrong ser-
vant had come into the room.

Meelie put the tray down on the bedside table, T thought
I should like to bring you up your breakfast, mamma, for once
in away,” she replied, “and Iasked Rachel to Tet me”

“Conne here,” said Mrs, Milroy, “and wish me good-mor-
ning.”

MNeelie :JBL"'_.'::J. As she Htu{:pud to kiss her mother, Mrs,
Milroy caught her by the arm, and turned her roughly to the
light. There were plain signs of disturbance and distress in her
daughter’s face. A deadly thrill of terror ran through Mrs, Mil-
roy on the instant. She suspected that the opening of the letter
had been discovered by Miss Gwilt, and that the nurse was
keeping out of the way in consequence,

“Let me go. mamma,” said Neelie, shrinking under her
mother’s grasp, “You hurt me”

23



WILKIE COLLINS

“Tell me why vou have brought up my brealifast this momn-
ing,” persisted Mrs. Milroy,

“T have told you, manmma.”

“Vou have not! You have made an excuse; 1 see it in your
face. Come! what is it?”

MNeelie's resolution gave way before her mother's. She
locked aside uneasily at the things in the tray. “T have been
vexed,” she said, with an effort; “and T didn't want to stop in
the breakfast-room, I wanted to come up here, and to speak to
your,”

“Vexed? Whe has vexed you? What has happened? Has
Miss Gwilt anything to do with it?”

MNeelie looked round again at her mother in sudden curi-
osity and alarm, “Mamma!" she said, “you read my thoughts. I
declare you frighten me. It was Miss Gwilt”

Before Mrs. Milroy could say a word more on her side, the
door opened and the nurse looked in,

“Have you got what you want?” she asked, as composedly as
usual, “Miss, there, insisted on taking your tray up this morn-
ing, Has she broken anything?”

“Go to the window, T want to speak to Rachel.” said Mrs,
Milroy,

As soon as her daughter’s bacl was turned, she beckoned
eagerly to the nurse, “Anything wrong?” she asked, in a whis-
per. “Dio you think she suspects ust”

The nurse turned away with her hard, sneering snile. "I
told you it should be done,” she said, “and it bas been done,
She hasn't the ghost of a suspicion, I'waited in the room; and 1
saw her take up the letter and open it.”

24
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Mrs, Milvoy drew a deep breath of reliel "Thank you,” she
said, loud enough for her daughter to hear, "I want nothing
more.”

The nurse withdrew; and Neelie came back from the win-
dow. Mrs. Milroy took her by the hand, and looked at her more
attentively and more kindly than usual. Her daughter inter-
ested her that morning; for her daughter had something to say
on the subject of Miss Gwilt,

“l used to think that you promised to be pretry, child,” she
said, cautiously resuming the interrupted conversation in the
least direct way, “But you don't seem to be keeping your prom-
ise. You look out of health and out of spirits, What is the mat-
ter with you?"

If there had been any sympathy between mother and
child, Weelie might have owned the truch, She might have said
frankly: “Tam looking ill, because my life is miserable to me.
am fond of Mr. Armadale, and Mr. Armadale was once fond of
me We had one little disagreement, only one, in which I was
to blame. T wanted to tell him so at the time, and T have wanted
to tell him so ever since; and Miss Gwilt stands between us and
prevents me. She has made us like strangers; she has altered
him, and talken him away from me. He doesn't look at me as
ke did; he doesn't speak to me as he did; he is never alone with
me as he used to be; | can't say the words to him that [ long to
say; and 1 can't write to him, for it would look as if | wanted to
get him back. It is all over between me and Mr, Armadale; and
it is that woman’s fault. There is ill-blood between Miss Gwilt
and me the whole day long; and say what 1 may, and do what
[ may, she always gets the better of me, and always puts me in
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the wrong, Everything 1 saw at Thorpe Ambrose pleased me,
everything T did at Thorpe Ambrose made me happy, before
she came, Nothing pleases me, and nothing makes me happy
now!” If Meelie had ever been accustomed to ask her mother’s
advice and to trust herselfto her mother's love, she might have
said such words as these, As it was, the tears came into her eyes,
and she hung her head in silence.

“Come!" said Mrs. Milroy, beginning to lose patience. “You
have something to say to me about Miss Gwilt. What is it7”

Meelie forced back her tears, and made an effort to an-
sWer,

“She aggravates me beyond endurance, mamma; I can't bear
her; T shall do something — * Neelie stopped, and stamped her
foot angrily on the floor, “T shall throw something at her head
if we go on much longer like this! [ should have thrown some-
thing this morning if T hadn't left the room. Oh, do speak to
papa about it! Do find out some reason for sending her away!
Il zo to school — T'll do anything in the world to get rid of
Miss Gwilt!”

To get rid of Miss Gwilt! At those words — at that echo from
her daughter's lips of the one dominant desire kept secret in
her own heart — Mrs, Milroy slowly raised herselfin bed. What
did it mean? Was the help she wanted coming from the very
last of all quarters in which she could have thought of looking
for it?

“Why do you want to get rid of Miss Gwilt?" she asked,
“What have you got to complain oft”

“Nothing!” said Neelie, “That's the aggravation of it Miss
Gwilt won't let me have anything to complain of She is per-
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fectly detestable; she is driving me mad; and she s the pink of
propriety all the time. [ dare say it's wrong, but [ don't care — 1
hate her”

Mrs, Milroy's eyes questioned her daughter’s face as they
had never guestioned it yet. There was something under the
surface, evidently = something which it might be of vital im-
portance to her own purpose to discover — which had not ris-
en into view. She went on probing her way deeper and deeper
into Meelie's mind, with a warmer and warmer interest in
Meelie's secret.

“Pour me out a cup of tea,” she said; “and don't excite your-
self, my dear. Why do vou speak to me about this? Why don't
you speal to your father?”

“Thave tried to speak to papa,” said Neelie, "But it's no use;
he is too good to know what a wretch she is She is always on
her best behavior with him; she is always contriving to be use-
ful to him. 1 can't make him understand why [ dislike Miss
Gwilt; | can’t make you understand — Tonly understand it my-
selt” She tried to pour out the tea, and in trying upset the cup.
"Il go downstairs again!” exclaimed Neelie, with a burst of
tears, “I'm not fit for anything; [ can’t even pour out a cup of
ten”

Mrs. Milvoy seized her hand and stopped her. Trifling as
it was, Meelie’s reference to the relations between the major
and Miss Gwilt had roused her mother's ready jealousy. The
restraints which Mrs, Milroy had laid on herself thus far van-
ished in a moment — vanished even in the presence of a girl of
sixteen, and that girl her own child!
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“Wait here!” she said, eagerly. “You have come to the right
place and the right person, Go on abusing Miss Gwilt. T like to
hear you — [ hate her, toa!”

“Vou, mamma!” exclaimed Meelie, looking at her motherin
astonishment.

For a moment Mrs, Milroy hesitated before she said more,
Some last-left instinct of her married life in its earlier and hap-
pier time pleaded hard with her to respect the youth and the
sex of her child. But jealousy respects nothing in the heaven
above and on the earth beneath, nothing but itself The slow
fire of self-torment, burning night and day in the miserable
woman's breast, flashed its deadly light into her eyes, as the
next words dropped slowly and venomously from her lips,

“If you had had eyes in your head, you would never have
gone to your father,” she said. "Your father has reasons of his
own for hearing nothing that vou can say, or that anybody can
say, against Miss Gwilt”

Many girls at Neelie’s age would have failed to see the
meaning hidden under those words. Tt was the daughter’s mis-
fortune, in this instance, to have had experience enough of
the mother to understand her. Neelie started back from the
bedside, with her face in a glow. “Mammal” she said, “you are
talking horribly! Papa is the best, and dearest, and kindest —
oh, T won't hear it! T won't hear it]”

Mrs, Milroy's fierce temper broke out in an instant — broke
out all the more vielently from her feeling herself, in spite of
herself, to have been in the wrong.

“Vou impudent little fool!” she retorted, furiously, “Do you
think I want you to remind me of what T owe to your father?
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Am T to learn how to speak of your father, and how to think
of your father, and how to love and honor your father, from a
forward little minx like you! I was Hoely disappointed, | can
tell you, when you were born = T wished for a boy, you im-
pudent hussy! IF you ever find a man who is foel enough to
marry you, he will be a lucky man if you only love him hall
as well, a quarter as well, a hundred-thousandth part as well,
as [ loved your father. Ah, vou can cry when it's too late; you
can come creeping back to beg vour mother's pardon after you
have insulted her. You little dowdy, half-grown creature! [ was
handsomer than ever you will be when | marsied vour father. 1
would have gone through fire and water to serve your father 1T
he had asked me to cut off one of my arms, I would have done
it = I'would have done it to please him!" She turned suddenly
with her face to the wall, forgetting her daughter, forgetting
her husband, forgetting everything but the torturing remem-
brance of her lost beauty. "My arms!” she repeated to herself,
faintly, “What arms [ had when [ was young!” She snatched up
the sleeve of her dressing-gown furtively, with a shudder, "Oh,
look at it now! leok at it now!”

Meelie fell on her knees at the bedside and hid her face. In
sheer despair of Anding comfort and help anywhere else, she
had cast herself impulsively on her mother's mercy; and this
was how it had ended! “Oh, mamma,” she pleaded, "you know
[ didn’t mean to offend you! I couldn't help it when you spake
so of my father, Oh, do, do forgive me!”

Mrs, Milvoy turned again on her pillow, and looked at her
daughter vacantly, “Forgive yout” she repeated, with her mind
still in the past, groping its way back darkly to the present,
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“T beg vour parden, mamma — I beg your parden on my
knees, I am so unhappy; I do so want a little kindness! Won't
you forgive me?”

“Wait a little,” rejoined Mrs. Milroy. “Ah,” she said, after an
interval, “now I know! Forgive you? Yes; I'll forgive you on one
condition.” She lifted MNeelie's head, and locked her search-
ingly in the face, “Tell me why vou hate Miss Gwilt! You've a
reason of your own for hating her, and you haven't confessed
it yet.”

MNeelie's head dropped again. The burning color that she
was hiding by hiding her face showed itself on her neck, Her
mother saw it, and gave her time.

“Tell me,” reiterated Mrs, Milroy, more gently, “why do you
hate her?”

The answer came reluctantly, a word at a time, in frag-
ments,

“Because she is trying —

“Trying what?"

“Trying to make somebody who is much —*

“Much what?”

“Much too young for her =

“Marry her?”

“Yes, mamma.”

Breathlessly interested, Mrs, Milroy leaned forward, and
twined her hand caressingly in her daughter's hair,

“"Who is it, Neelie?” she asked, in a whisper,

“Wou will never say I told you, mamma?™

“Mever! Who is it?”

“Mr. Armadale.”
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Mrs, Milroy leaned back on her pillow in dead silence, The
plain betrayal of her daughter's first love, by her daughter’s
awn lips, which would have absorbed the whole attention of
other mothers, failed to occupy her for a moment. Her jeal-
ousy, distorting all things to fitits own conclusions, was busied
in distorting what she had just heard. “A blind,” she thoughr,
“which has deceived my girl. [t doesn't deceive me. [s Miss Gwilt
likely to succeed? she asked, aloud. “Does Mr. Armadale show
any sort of interest in her?”

Meelie looked up at her mother for the st time The hard-
est part of the confession was over now. She had revealed the
truth about Miss Gwilt, and she had openly mentioned Allan’s
nane.

“He shows the most unaccountable interest,” she said,
“Its impossible to understand it 1t's downright infatuation. [
haven't patience to talk about it!”

“How do you come to be in Mr, Armadale’s secrets?™ in-
quired Mrs. Milroy. “Has he informed you, of all the people in
the world, of his interest in Miss Gwilt?”

“Me!" exclaimed Neelie, indignantly. “It's quite bad enough
that he should have told papa”

At the re-appearance of the major in the narvative, Mrs,
Milvoy's interest in the conversation rose to its climax. She
raised herself again from the Ir[]]nw. “Get a chair,” she said.
“Sit down, child, and tell me all about it. Every word, mind —
every word!

"I can only tell you, mamma, what papa told me”

“Whent"
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“Saturday. 1 went in with papa’s lunch to the workshop,
and he said, T have just had a visit from Mr, Armadale; and
[ want to give you a caution while I think of it” I didn't say
anything, mamma; [ only watted. Papa went on, and told me
that Mr. Armadale had been spealing to him on the subject
of Miss Gwilt, and that he had been asking a question about
her which nobody in his position had a right to asl. Papa said
he had been obliged, good-humoredly, to warn Mr. Armadale
tor be a little more delicate, and a little more careful next time.
[ didn't feel much interested, mamma; it didn't matter to e
what Mr. Armadale said or did, Why should [ care about it?”

"Wever mind yoursell)” interposed Mrs Milroy, sharply.
“Go on with what your father said, What was he doing when
he was t:;[king about Miss Gwile? How did he loak?”

“Much as usual, mamma. He was walking up and down the
workshop; and I took his arm and walked up and down with
bim.”

“I don’t care what yor were doing,” said Mrs. Milroy, more
and more frritably. “[d your father tell you what Mr. Ar-
madale’s question was, or did he not?”

“Yes, mamma, He said Mr. Armadale began by mentioning
that he was very much interested in Miss Gwile, and he then
went on to ask whether papa could tell him anything about
her family misfortunes =

“What!" cried Mrs. Milroy. The word burst from her almost
in a scream, and the white enamel on her face cracked in all
directions. "Mr. Armadale said that!" she went on, leaning out
further and further over the side of the bed,
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Neelie started up, and tried to put her mother back on the
pillow,

“Mammal” she exclaimed, "are you in pain? Arve you ill?
You frighten me!”

“Nothing, nothing, nothing,” said Mrs. Milvoy, She was
too violently agitated to make any other than the common-
est excuse. "My nerves are bad this morming; don't netice it
Il try the other side of the pillow. Go on! go on! I'm listen-
ing, though I'm not looking at you." She turned her face to the
wall, and clinched her trembling hands convulsively beneath
the bedclothes, “I've got her!” she whispered to hersell, under
her breath, “I've got her at Last”

“I'm afraid I've been talking too much,” said Neelie. “I'm
afraid I've been stopping here too long. Shall T go downstairs,
mamma, and come back later in the day?”

“Go on,” repeated Mrs, Milroy, mechanically, "What did
your father say next? Anything more about Mr, Armadale?”

"Nothing more, except how papa answered him,” replied
Neelie, “Papa repeated his own words when he told me about
it. He said, ‘In the absence of any conlidence volunteered by
the lady herself, Mr. Armadale, all [ know or wish to know —
and you must excuse me for saying, all any one else need kmow
or wish to know — is that Miss Gwilt gave me a perfectly satis-
factory reference before she entered my house.' Severe, mam-
ma, wasn't it? I don't pity him in the least; he richly deserved it.
The next thing was papa's caution to me. He told me to check
Mr, Armadale's curiosity if he applied to me next. As if he was
likely to apply to me! And as if T should listen to him if he did!
That's all, mamma, You won't suppose, will you, that T have
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told you this because 1 want to hinder Mr. Armadale from
marrying Miss Gwilt? Let him marry her if he pleases; 1 don't
care!” said Meelie, in a voice that faltered a little, and with a
face which was hardly composed enough to be in perfect har-
mony with a declaration of indifference, "All T want is to be
relieved from the misery of having Miss Gwilt for my govern-
ess, ['d rather go to school. T should like to go to school. My
mind's quite changed about all that, only I haven't the heart to
tell papa. I don't know what's come to me, [ don't seem to have
heart enough for anything now; and when papa takes me on
his knee in the evening, and says, ‘Let's have a talk, Neelie, he
makes me cry, Would you mind breaking it to him, mamma,
that I've changed my mind, and [ want to go to school?™ The
tears rose thickly in her eves, and she failed to see that her
mother never even turned on the pillow to look round at her.

“Ves, yes,” said Mrs. Milroy, vacantly, “You're a good girl;
you shall go to schoal,”

The cruel brevity of the reply, and the tone in which it was
spoken, told Neelie plainly that her mother's attention had
been wandering far away from her, and that it was useless and
needless to prolong the interview, She turned aside quietly,
without a word of remonstrance, It was nothing new in her
experience to fnd herself shut out from her mother's sym-
pathies. She looked at her eyes in the glass, and, pouring out
some cold water, bathed her face, “Miss Gwilt shan't see T've
been crying!” thought Neelie, as she went back to the bedside
to take her leave, “T've tired you out, mamma,” she satd, gently.
“Let me go now; and let me come back a little later when you
have had some rest.”
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“Yes," repeated her mother, as mechanically as ever; “a lit-
tle later when 1 have had some rest”

Meelie left the room. The minute alter the door had closed
on her, Mrs, Milroy rang the bell for her nurse. In the face of
the narrative she had just heard, in the face of every reason-
able estimate of probabilities, she held to her own jealous con-
clusions as firmly as ever. "Mr. Armadale may believe her, and
my daughter may believe her,” thought the lurious woman,
“But [ know the major; and she can't deceive el

The nurse came in “Prop me up,” said Mres. Milroy, “And
give me my desk [ want to write”

"You're excited” replied the nurse. "You're neot fit to
write.”

"Give me the desk,” reiterated Mrs, Milroy.

“Anything more?” asked Rachel, repeating her invariable
formula as she placed the desk on the bed,

“Yes, Come back in halfan hour, I shall want you to take a
letter to the great house”

The nurse’s sardonic composure deserted her for once
“Mercy on us!” she exclaimed, with an accent of genuine sur-
prise. “What next? You don't mean to say you're going to write

_an
]

“lam going to write to Mr, Armadale,” interposed Mrs. Mil-
roy; “and you ave going to take the letter to him, and wait for
an answer; and, mind this, not a living soul but our two selves
must know of it in the house”

“Why are you writing to Mr, Armadale? asked Rachel,
“And why is nobody to know of it but our two selves?”

“Wait,” rejoined Mrs, Milroy, “and you will see”
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The nurse’s curiosity, being a woman's curiosity, declined
tor wait.

“I'l help you with my eves open,” she said; “but 1 won't
help you hlindfold.”

“Oh, if 1 only had the use of my limbs!” groaned Mrs. Mil-
oy, “You wretch, if I could anly do without you!”

“You have the use of your head,” retorted the impenetra-
ble nurse. “And you ought to know better than to trust me by
halves, at this ime of day.”

It was brutally put: but it was true — doubly true, after the
opening of Miss Gwilt's letter. Mrs. Milroy gave way.

“"What do you want to know?" she asked. "Tell me, and
leave me.”

“1 want to know what you are writing to Mr. Armadale
about?”

“About Miss Gwile,”

“What has Mr. Armadale to do with you and Miss Gwilt?”

Mrs, Milroy held up the letter that had been returned to
her by the authorities at the Post-office.

“Stoop,” she said, “Miss Gwilt may be listening at the door.
I'll whisper”

The nurse stooped, with her eye on the door. “You know
that the postman went with this letter to Kingsdown Cres-
cent? said Mrs. Milrey. “And you know that he found Mrs.
Mandeville gone away, nobody could tell wheret”

“Well,” whispered Rachel “what next?”

“This, next. When Mr. Armadale gets the letter that [ am
going to write to him, he will follow the same road as the
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postman; and we'll see what happens when he knocks at Mrs,
Mandeville's door.”

"How do o et him to the door?”

"I tell him to go to Miss Gwilt's reference.”

“Is he sweet on Miss Gwilt?"”

“Yes”

“ALT said the nurse. T see’




CHAPTER 111
THE BRINK OF DISCOVERY

The morning of the interview between Mrs, Milroy and her
daughter at the cottage was a morning of serious rellection for
the squire at the great house,

Even Allan's easy-tempered nature had not been proof
against the disturbing influences exercised on it by the events
of the last three days, Midwinter's abrupt departure had vexed
b and Major Milroy's reception of hds inquiries relating to
Miss Gwilt weighed unpleasantly on his mind. Since his visit
to the cottage, he had felt impatient and {11 at ease, for the first
time in his life, with everybody who came near him. Impatient
with Pedgift Junior, who had called on the previous evening
to announce his departure for London, on business, the next
day, and to place his services ar the disposal of his client; ill at
ease with Miss Gwilt, at a secret meeting with her in the park
that morning; and ill at ease in his own comparny, as he now sat
mooadily smoking in the solitude of his room. I can't live this
sort of life much longer,” thought Allan. "If nobady will help
me to put the awkward question to Miss Gwilt, [ must stumble
on some way of putting it for myself”
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What way? The answer to that question was as hard to
find as ever. Allan tried to stimulate his sluggish invention by
wallidng up and down the room, and was disturbed by the ap-
pearance of the footman at the frst turn.

"Now then! what is it?" he asked, impatiently.

“A letter, sir; and the person waits for an answer.”

Allan looked at the address. It was in a strange handwriting,
He opened the letter, and a little note inclosed in it dropped
to the ground. The note was directed, still in the strange hand-
writing, to "Mrs. Mandeville, 18 Kingsdown Crescent, Bayswa-
ter. Favored by Mr. Armadale” More and more surprised, Al-
lan turmned for information to the signature at the end of the
letter. It was “Anne Milroy.”

“Anne Milroy?” he repeated. "It must be the major's wife,
What can she possibly want with me?” By way of discovering
what she wanted, Allan did at [ast what he might more wisely
have done at fivst. He sat down to read the letter.

[“Private,” | “The Cottuge, Monday.,

“DEAR SIR — The name at the end of these Unes will,
I fear, recall to you a very rude refurn made on my part,
somre time since, for an act of nelghborly Mndiess on yours,
I can only say in excuse that 1 am a great sufferer, and
that, if I was il-tempered encugh, i a moment of irvita-
tion vnder severe pam, fo send bhack your present of frudt,
I have regretted doing so ever since, Attrilute this letter, if
you please, to my desire to make some atonement, and to
my wish to be of service fo owr good friend and landlord,
if | possibly can,
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“I bave been informed of the guestion which you ad-
dressed to my hushand, the day before yesterday, on the
stbject of Miss Gwdlt. From all T have heard of you, 1 am
gudte sure that your anxdety to bow more of this charm-
Ong person than you know now (s an anxdety proceeding
frome the most honoralle motives, Believing this, 1 feel a
wonan's interest — incurable invalid as Tam — in agsisting
you. If you are desivouws of becoming acguainted with Miss
Cwilt's family circumstances without directly appealing to
Miss Gwilt berself, it vests with you to make the discovery;
and T will tell you bow,

“It so happens that, some few days since, [ wrote pri-
vately fo Miss Gwilt's reference on this very subject. I had
long olwerved that my governess was singudarly reluctant
to speak of ber family and ber friends; and, without at
tribaeting her silence to other than perfectly proper motives,
I felt it my dety to sy daughter to make some inguiry on
the subject. The answer that [ have received is satisfactory
s far ae it goes. My correspordent informs me that Mise
Gwilt’s story is a very sad one, and that her own conduet
throyghout has been prafseworthy in the extreme, The
circumstances {of a domestic nature, as 1 gather) are all
plainly stated in a collection of letters now in the posses-
stom af Miss Gwilt’s reference. This lady s perfectly willing
to let me see the letters; but niot possessing copies of them,
and Feing personally responsilie for their security, she is
reluctant, if it can be avoided, to trust them to the post;
and she begs me to wait wntil she or Tean find some reliable
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person whe can be emploved to transmit the packet from
ber bands to mine.

“Under these circumstances, it bas struck me that you
might possibly, with youwr interest in the matter, be not un-
willing to take charge of the papers. If | am wrong in this
idea, and if you are not disposed, after what | have told
you, to go to the trowlle and expense of a jowrney to Lon-
don, yow bave only to bern my letter and inclosure, and
to think wo more about it If you decide on becoming my
envoy, | gladly provide you with the necessary infroduc-
tiont to Mrs, Mandeville. You have only, on presenting it, fo
recetve the letters in a sealed packet, to send them bere on
your retunit to Thorpe Ambrose, and to walt an carly com-
mueication from me acguainting youw with the result,

“ It conclusion, 1 have ondy to add that [ see no dnpro-
pricty in your taking (if vou feel so inclined) the cowrse
that [ propose to you, Miss Gwilt's manner of receiving
such allisions as T bave made to ber family circamstances
bas rendered it wunpleasant for me {and would render it
guite impossitle for you) to seek information in the first
instance from berselfl 1 am certainly fustified in applying
to ber reference; and you are certainly not to Hame for
being the medivm of safely transmitting a sealed conmmu-
nication with one lady to anotber, If ind in that conmmu-
nication family secrets which camnot bonorably be men-
tioned to any third person, | shall, of conrse, be obliged to
keep yore waiting wnttl [ have first appealed fo Miss Gwilt,
IF 1 find nothing recorded but what is to ber bonor, and
what is sure fo raise ber still bigher i youwr estimation, [
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art wndeninbly doing ber a service by taking you into my
corfidence. This is bow ook at the matter; lut pray don's
allow me to iflnence you,

Iz any case, [ have one condition to make, which [am
sure you will understand to be indispensalle, The most in-
nocent actions are Fable, in this wicked world, to the worst
possible interpretation [ nuest, therefore, request that you
will consider this commumication as strictly private, [write
to you in a confidence which is on o accownt {witil cir-
clmstances may, o1 my opinion, fustify the revelation of
it) to extend beyond our twe selves,

“Belfeve me, dear sir, trily yovrs,

“ANNE MILROY,”

In this tempting form the unscrupulous mgenuity of the
major's wife had set the trap, Without a moment’s hesitation,
Allan followed his impulses, as usual, and walked straight into
it, writing his amswer and pursuing his own reflections simul-
taneously in a highly characteristic state of mental confusion,

“By Jupiter, this is kind of Mrs, Milroy™ "My dear mad-
am.”) “Just the thing 1 wanted, at the time when I needed it
most!” (T don't know how to express my sense of your kind-
ness, except by saying that T will go to London and fetch the
letters with the greatest pleasure™) “She shall have a basket of
fruit regularly every day, all through the season.” (T will go
at once, dear madanm, and be back to-morrow.”) “Al, nothing
like the women for helping one when one s in love! This is
just what my poor mother would have done in Mrs. Milroy's
place.” ("On my word of honor as a gentleman, [ will take the
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utmost care of the letters; and keep the thing strictly private,
as you request.”} “1 would have given five hundred pounds to
anybody who would have put me up to the right way to speak
to Miss Gwilt, and here is this blessed woman does it for noth-
ing” {“Believe me, my dear madam, gratefully yours, Allan Ar-
madale’)

Having sent his reply out to Mrs. Milroy's messenger, Allan
paused in a momentary perplexity. He had an appointment
with Miss Gwilt in the park for the next morning. It was ab-
!{:D]I’Jtl:[]ll' necessary to let her know that he wounld be unable to
keep it. She had forbidden him to write, and he had no chance
that day of seeing her alone, In this difficulty, he determined
to let the necessary intimation reach her through the medium
of & message to the major, announcing his departure for Lon-
don on business, and asking if he could be of service to any
member of the family. Having thus removed the only obstacle
to his freedom of action, Allan consulted the Hme-table, and
found, to his disappointment, that there wasz a good hour to
spare before it would be necessary to drive to the railway sta-
tion. In his existing frame of mind he would infinively have
preferred starting for London in a violent hurry.

When the time came at Last, Allan, on passing the stew-
ard’s office, drummed at the door, and called through it to Mr.
Bashwood, “I'm going to town; back to-morrow.” There was no
answer from within; and the servant, interposing, informed
his master that Mr, Bashwood, having no business to attend
to that day, had locked up the oflice, and had left some hours
singe,
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On reaching the station, the Hrst person whom Allan en-
countered was Pedgift Junior, going to London on the legal
business which he had mentioned on the previous evening at
the great house. The necessary explanations exchanged, and
it was decided that the two should travel in the same carriage.
Allan was glad to have a companion; and Pedgift, enchanted
as wsual to make himself useful to his client, bustled away to
et the tickets and see to the luggage, Sauntering to and fro on
the platform, until his faithful follower returned, Allan came
suddenly upon no less a person than Mr, Bashwood himself,
standing back in a corner with the guard of the train, and put-
ting a letter (accompanied, to all appearance, by a fee) private-
ly into the man's hand,

“Halloo!” cried Allan, in his hearty way. “Something im-
portant there, Mr. Bashwood, eh?”

If Mr. Bashwood had been caught in the act of committing
murder, he could hardly have shown greater alarm than he
now testified at Allan's sudden discovery of him. Snatching off
his dingy old hat, he bowed bare-headed, in a palsy of nervous
trembling from head to foot, "N, sir — no, sir; enly a little let-
ter, a little letter, a little letter,” said the deputy-steward, tak-
ing refuge in reiteration, and bowing himsell swiftly backward
out of his employer’s sight,

Allan turned carelessly on his heel, “1 wish T could take to
that fellow,” he thought, “but [ can’t; he's such a sneak! What
the deuce was there to tremble about? Does he think [ want to
pry into his secrets?”

Mr. Bashwood's secret on this oceasion concerned Allan
more nearly than Allan supposed, The letter which he had just
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placed in charge of the guard was nothing less than a word
of warning addressed to Mrs. Oldershaw, and written by Miss
Crwilt

“If you can hurry your business” (wrote the major's gov-
erness) “do so, and come back to London immediately. Things
are going wrong here, and Miss Milroy is at the bottom of the
mischief This morning she insisted on taking up her mother’s
brealkfast, :{].W.'I],I'H on other oceasions taken up h!,r the nurse,
They had a long confabulation in privare; and half an hour lat-
er | saw the nurse x]i]’: out with a letter, and take the path that
leads to the great house The sending of the letter has been fol-
lowed by young Armadale’s sudden departure for London —
in the face of an appointment which he had with me for to-
morrow morning This looks serious, The girl is evidently bold
enough to make a fight of it for the pesition of Mrs. Armadale
of Thorpe Ambrose, and she has found out some way of get-
ting her mother to help her. Don't suppose | am in the least
nervous or discouraged, and don't do anything tll you hear
from me again. Only get back to London, for 1 may have serious
need of your assistance in the course of the next day or two.

“T send this letter to town {to save a post) by the midday
train, in charge of the suard, As you ingist on knowing every
step | take at Thorpe Ambrose, [ may as well tell you that my
messenger {for [ can't go to the station myself) s that curtous
old creature whom | mentioned to you in my first letter. Ever
since that time he has been perpetually hanging about here for
a look at me. | am not sure whether | frighten him or fascinate
him; perhaps I do both together, All you need care to know is
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that I can trust him with my trifling errands, and possibly, as
time goes on, with something more. L. G

Meanwhile the train had started from the Thorpe Ambrose
station, and the squire and his traveling companion were on
their way to London,

Some men, finding themselves in Allan's company un-
der present circumstances, might have felt curious to know
the nature of his business in the metropolis. Young Pedgift's
unerring instinet as a man of the world penetrated the secret
without the slightest difficulty. *The old story,” thought this
wary old head, wagging privately on its lusty young shoulders,
“There's a woman in the case, as usual. Any other business
would have been turned over to me.” Perfectly satistied with
this conclusion, Mr, Pedgift the younger proceeded, with an
eve to his professional interest, to make himself agreeable to
his client in the capacity of volunteer courier. He seized on the
whole administrative business of the journey to London, as he
had seized on the whole administrative business of the pienic
at the Broads, On reaching the terminus, Allan was ready to
go to any hotel that might be recommended. His invaluable
solicitor straight-way drove him to a hotel at which the Pedgift
family had been accustomed to put up for three generations,

“Vou don't abject to vegetables, sir?™ said the cheerful
Pedgift, as the cab stopped at a hotel in Covent Garden Mar-
ket. "Very good; you may leave the rest to my grandfather, my
father, and me. T don't know which of the three is most beloved
and respected in this house, How &'ye do, William? {(Our head-
waiter, Mr. Armadale.) Is your wife’s rheumatism better, and
does the little bov get on nicely at school? Your master's cut,
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is he? Never mind, you'll do. This, William, is Mr. Armadale of
Thorpe Ambrose. | have prevailed on Mr, Armadale to try our
house. Have you got the bedroom | wrote for? Very good. Let
Mr, Armadale have it instead of me (my grandlather's favorite
bedroom, sir; No. 57, on the second loor); pray take it; [ can
sleep anywhere, Will you have the mattress on the top of the
feather-bed? You hear, William? Tell Matilda, the mattress on
the top of the feather-bed. How is Matilda? Has she got the
toothache, as usual? The head-chambermaid, Mr. Armadale,
and a most extraordinary woman; she will not part with a hol-
low tooth in her lower jaw, My grandfather says, ‘Have it out;’
my father says, ‘Have it out;’ [ say, ‘Have it out;’ and Matilda
turns a deal ear to all three of us. Yes, William, yes; if Mr. Ar-
madale approves, this sitting-room will do. About dinner, sir?
Shall we say, in that case, half-past seven? William, half-past
seven, Mot the least need to order anything, Mr. Armadale. The
head-waiter has only to give my compliments to the cook, and
the best dinner in London will be sent up, punctual to the min-
ute, as a necessary consequence, Say, Mr. Pedgift Junior, if you
please, William; otherwise, sir, we might get my grandfather’s
dinner or my father's dinner, and they wight turn out a little
too heavy and old-fashioned in their way of feeding for you
and me. As to the wine, William, At dinner, my Champagne,
and the sherry that my father thinks nasty. After dinner, the
claret with the blue seal — the wine my innocent grandfather
said wasn't worth sixpence a bottle. Ha! ha! poor old boy! You
will send up the evening papers and the play-bills, just as usu-
al, and — that will do? T think, William, for the present. An
invaluable servant, Mr, Armadale; they're all invaluable ser-
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vants in this house, We may not be fashionable here, sir, but
by the Lord Harry we are snug! A cab? you would like a cab?
Dan't stir! I've rung the bell twice — that means, Cab wanted
in a hurry. Might 1 ask, Mr. Armadale, which way your busi-
ness takes you? Toward Bayswater? Would you mind dropping
me in the park? It's a habit of mine when I'm in London to air
myself among the aristocracy. Yours truly, sir, has an eye for a
fine woman and a fine horse; and when he's in Hyde Park he's
quite in his native element” Thus the all-accomplished Pedg-
ift ran on; and by these little arts did he recommend himselfto
the good opinion of his client.

When the dinner hour united the traveling companions
again in their sitting-room at the hotel, a far less acute observ-
er than young Pr;dg'iﬁ: must have noticed the marked :]mn};c
that appeared in Allan's manner. He looked vexed and puz-
zled, and sat drumming with his fingers on the dining-table
without uttering a word.

“I'm afraid something has happened to annoy you, sir, since
we parted company in the Park?” said Pedgift Junior. “Excuse
the question; T only ask it in case I can be of any use.”

“Something that [ never expected has happened,” returned
Allan: “I don't know what to make of it. [ should like to have
your opinion,” he added, after a little hesitation; “that is to say,
if you will excuse my not entering into any ]'ulriicu]:n'x?"

“Certainly!” assented young Pedgift. "Sketch it in outline,
sir, The merest hint will do; 1 wasn't born yesterday.” ("Oh,
these women!" thought the youthful philosopher, in paren-
thesis.)
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“Well," began Allan, "you know what 1 said when we got
to this hotel; 1 said [ had a place to go to in Bayswater” (Pedgilt
mentally checked off the first point: Case in the suburbs, Bay-
swater); “and a person — that is to say — no — as [ said belore,
a person to inquire after” (Pedgilt checked off the next point
Person in the case. She-person, or he-person? She-person, un-
questionably) “Well, went to the house, and when | asked for
her — [ mean the person — she — that is to say, the person -
ol confound it!" cried Allan, "I shall drive mysell mad, and
your, too, if [ try to tell my story in this roundabout way. Here it
is in two words, | went to No. 18 Kingsdown Crescent, to see a
lady named Mandeville; and, when 1 asked for her, the servant
said Mrs, Mandeville had gone away, without telling anybody
where, and without even leaving an address at which letters
could be sent to her. There! it's out at last. And what do you
think of it now?”

“Tell me Hrst, siv,” said the wary Pedgift, “what inquiries
you made when you found this lady had vanished?"

“Inquiries!” repeated Allan. “T was utterly staggered; [ didn't
say anything What inquiries ought I to have made?”

Pedgift Junior cleared his throat, and crossed his legs in a
strictly professional manner.

“I have no wish, Mr. Armadale,” he began, “to inquire into
your business with Mrs, Mandeville —*

“No," interposed Allan, bluntly; “1 hope you won't inguire
into that, My business with Mrs. Mandeville must remain a
secret.”

“But,” pursued Pedgift, laying down the law with the fore-
finger of one hand on the outstretched palm of the other, “1
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may, perhaps, be allowed to ask generally whether your busi-
ness with Mrs, Mandeville is of a nature to interest you in trac-
ing her from Kingsdown Crescent to her present residence?”

“Certainly!” said Allan, "1 have a very particular reason for
wishing to see her”

“In that case, sir,” returned Pedgift Junior, “there were two
obvious questions which you ought to have asked, to begin
with — namely, on what date Mrs, Mandeville left, and how she
left. Having discovered this, you should have ascertained next
under what domestic circumstances she went away — whether
there was a misunderstanding with anvbody; say a difficulty
about money matters, Also, whether she went away alone, or
with somebody else. Also, whether the house was her own, ar
whether she only lodged in it. Also, in the latter event —

“Stop! stop! you're making my head swim,” cried Allan, 1
don’t understand all these ins and outs. 'm not used to this
sort of thing,”

“T've been wsed to it myself from my childhood upward,
sit,” remarked Pedgift. “And if T can be of any assistance, say
the word.”

“You're very kind,” returned Allan. “If you could only help
me to find Mrs, Mandeville; and if you wouldn't mind leaving
the thing afterward entirely in my hands ="

‘T leave it in your hands, sir, with all the pleasure in life,”
satd Pedgift Junior. {"And I'll Tay five to one,” he added, men-
tally, “when the time comes, you'll leave it in mine!™) “We'll go
to Bayswater together, Mr, Armadale, to-morrow morning, In
the meantime here's the soup, The case now before the court
is, Pleasure versus Business, I don't know what you say, sir;
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say, without a moment's hesitation, Verdict for the plantifl
Let us gather our rosebuds while we may. Excuse my high spir-
its, Mr, Armadale. Though buried in the country, | was made
for a London life; the very air of the metropolis intoxicates
me” With that avowal the irvesistible Pedgift placed a chair
for his patron, and issued his orders cheerfully to his viceroy,
the head-waiter. "leed punch, William, after the soup. | answer
for the punch, Mr. Armadale; it's made alter a recipe of my
great-uncle’s. He kept a tavern, and founded the fortunes of
the family, [ don't mind telling you the Pedgifts have had a
publican among them; there's no false pride about me. "Worth
makes the man {as Pope says) and want of it the [ellow; the
rest is all but leather and prunella’ I cultivate poetry as well
as music, sir, in my leisure hours; in fact, I'm more or less on
familiar terms with the whole of the nine Muses. Aha! here's
the punch! The memory of my great-uncle, the publican, Mr.
Armadale — drunk in solemn silence!”

Allan tried hard to emulate his companion's gayety and
good humor, but with very indifferent success, His visit to
Kingsdown Crescent recurred ominously again and again to
his memory all through the dinner, and all through the pub-
lic amusements to which he and his legal adviser repaired at
a later hour of the evening, When Pedgift Junior put out his
candle that night, he shook his wary head, and regretfully
apostrophized “the women" for the second time,

By ten o'clock the next morning the indefatigable Pedgift
was on the scene of action. To Allan's great relief, he proposed
making the necessary inquiries at Kingsdown Crescent in his
own person, while his patron waited near at hand, in the cab
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which had brought them from the hotel. After a delay of little
more than five minutes, he reappeared, in full possession of
all attainable particulars, His Hrst proceeding was to request
Allan to step out of the cab, and to pay the driver, Next, he
politely offered his arm, and led the way round the corner of
the crescent, across a square, and into a by-street, which was
rendered exceptionally lively by the presence of the local cab-
stand, Here he stopped, and asked jocosely whether Mr. Ar-
madale saw his way now, or whether it would be necessary to
test his patience by making an explanation,

“See my way! repeated Allan, in bewilderment. T see
nothing but a cab-stand.”

Pedgift Junior smiled compassionately, and entered on his
explanation, It was a lodging-house at Kingsdown Crescent,
he begged to state to begin with, He had insisted on seeing the
landlady. A very nice person, with all the remains of having
been a fine girl about fifty vears ago; quite in Pedgift's style — if
he had only been alive at the beginning of the present centu-
ry — quite in Pedgift's style, But perhaps Mr, Armadale would
prefer hearing about Mrs, Mandeville? Unfortunately, there
was nothing to tell. There had been ne quarreling, and not a
farthing left unpaid: the lodger had gone, and there wasn't an
explanatory circumstance to lay hold of amywhere. It was ei-
ther Mrs, Mandeville's way to vanish, or there was something
under the rose, quite undiscoverable so far. Pedgift had got
the date on which she left, and the time of day at which she
left, and the means by which she left. The means might help
to trace her. She had gone away in a cab which the servant
had Fetched from the nearest stand, The stand was now before
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their eyes; and the waterman was the irst person to apply to —
going to the waterman for inlormation being clearly (i M.
Armadale would excuse the joke) going to the fountain-head,
Treating the subject in this airy manner, and telling Allan that
he would be back in a moment, Pedgift Junior sauntered down
the street, and beckoned the waterman confidentially into the
nearest public-house.

In a little while the two re-appeared, the waterman taking
Pedgift in succession to the first, third, fourth, and sixth of the
cabmen whose vehicles were on the stand, The longest confer-
ence was held with the sixth man; and it ended in the sudden
approach of the sixth cab to the part of the street where Allan
wWas waiting,

“Get in, sir,” said Pedgift, opening the door; "I've found the
man. He remembers the lady; and, though he has forgotten
the name of the street, he believes he can find the place he
drove her to when he once gets back into the neighborhood.
[ am charmed to inform vou, Mr. Armadale, that we are in
luck's way so far. I asked the waterman to show me the regu-
lar men on the stand; and it turns out that one of the regular
men drove Mrs. Mandeville. The waterman vouches for him;
he's quite an anomaly — a respectable cabman; drives his own
horse, and has never been in any trouble, These are the sort of
men, sir, whe sustain one’s belief in human nature, I've had a
look at our friend, and | agree with the waterman; I think we
can depend on him."

The investigation required some exercise of patience at the
outset, It was not till the cab had traversed the distance be-
tween Bayswater and Pimlico that the driver began to slacken
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his pace and look about him. After once or twice retracing its
course, the vehicle entered a quiet by-street, ending in a dead
wall, with a door in it; and stopped at the last house on the
left-hand side, the howse next to the wall.

“Here it is, gentlemen,” said the man, opening the cab
door,

Adlan and Allan's adviser both zor out, and both looked at
the house, with the same feeling of instinctive distrust,

Buildings have their physiognomy — especially buildings
in great cities — and the face of this house was essentially fur-
tive in its expression. The front windows were all shut, and the
front blinds were all drawn down. It looked no larger than the
other houses in the street, seen in front; but it ran back deceit-
'FI::I]]‘_" and g:i{n:,:d its grester accommaodation b!,r means of its
greater depth. [t affected to be a shop on the ground-floor; but
it exhibited absolutely nothing in the space that intervened
between the window and an inner row of red curtains, which
hid the interior entirely from view. At one side was the shop
door, having more red curtains behind the glazed part of it,
and bearing a brass plate on the wooden part of it, inscribed
with the name of “Oldershaw.” On the other side was the pri-
vate door, with a bell marked Professional: and another brass
plate, indicating a medical sccupant on this side of the house,
for the name on it was, " Doctor Downward.” IF ever brick and
mortar spoke yet, the brick and mortar here said plainly, "We
have got our secrets inside, and we mean to keep them,”

“This can't be the place” said Allan; "there must be some
mistake.”
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“You know best, sir,” remarked Pedgift Junior, with his sar-
donic gravity. “You know Mrs. Mandeville's habits”

I exclaimed Allan. “You may be surprised to hear it; but
Mrs. Mandeville is a total stranger to me.”

“I'm not in the least surprised to hear it, sir; the landlady
at Kingsdown Crescent informed me that Mrs. Mandeville was
an old woman. Suppose we inquiret” added the impenetrable
Pedygift, looking at the red curtains in the shop window with a
strong suspicion that Mrs, Mandeville's granddaughter might
possibly be behind them,

They tried the shop door first. It was locked. They rang A
lean and yellow young woman, with a tattered French novel in
her hand, opened it.

"Good-morning, miss,” said Pedgift. “Is Mrs, Mandeville at
homet"

The yellow young woman stared at him in astonishment,
“Noperson of that name is known here,” she answered, sharp-
ly, inn & foreign accent.

“Perhaps they know her at the private door?” suggested
Pedgift Junior.

“Perhaps they do,” said the yellow young woman, and shut
the door in his face.

“Ratheraquick-tempered young person that, sir,” said Pedg-
ift. “I congratulate Mrs, Mandeville on not being acquainted
with her” He led the way, as he spoke, to Doctor Downward's
side of the premises, and rang the bell,

The door was opened this time by a man in a shabby livery,
He, too, stared when Mrs. Mandeville's name was mentioned,
and he, too, knew of no such person in the house,
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“Very odd,” said Pedgift, appealing to Allan,

“What is odd ¥ asked a softly stepping, softly speaking gen-
tleman in black, suddenly appearing on the threshold of the
parlor door,

Pedgift Junior politely explained the circumstances, and
begged to know whether he had the pleasure of speaking to
Doctor Downward.

The doctor bowed. If the expression may be pardoned, he
wis one of those carefully constructed physicians in whom the
public — especially the female public — implicitly trust. He
had the necessary bald head, the necessary double eyeglass,
the necessary black clothes, and the necessary blandness of
manner, all complete. His voice was soothing, his ways were
deliberate, his smile was confidential. What pﬂrtin;:u]:tr branch
of his profession Doctor Downward followed was not indicat-
ed on his door-plate; but he had utterly mistaken his vocation
il he was not a ladies” medical man.

“Are you quite sure there is no mistake about the name?”
asked the doctor, with a strong underlying anxiety in his man-
ner. T have lkmown very serious inconvenience to arise some-
times from mistakes about names. No? There is really no mis-
take? In that case, gentlemen, [ean only repeat what ny servant
has already told you. Don't apologize, pray. Good-morning.”
The doctor withdrew as noiselessly as he had appeared; the
man in the shabby livery silently opened the door; and Allan
and his companion found themselves in the street again,

“Mr. Armadale,” said Pedgift, "l don't know how you feel; |
feel puzzled.”
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“That's awhkward,” returned Allan. "l was just going to ask
you what we m.:ghl to do next”

“I don't like the look of the place, the look of the shop-
woman, or the look of the doctor,” pursued the other. "And yet
[ can't say [ think they are deceiving us; I can't say [ think they
really know Mrs. Mandeville's name.”

The impressions of Pedgift Junior seldom misled him; and
they had not misled him in this case. The caution which had
dictated Mrs. Oldershaw's private vemoval from Bayswater was
the caution which [requently overreaches itself It had warned
her to trust nobody at Pimlico with the secret of the name she
had assumed as Miss Gwilt's reference; but it had entirely failed
to prepare her for the emergency that had really happened. In
a word, Mrs. Oldershaw had provided for everything except for
the one unimaginable contingency of an after-ingquiry into the
character of Miss Gwilt,

“We must do something,” said Allan; “it seems useless to
stop here”

MNobody had ever yet caught Pedgift Junior at the end of
his resources; and Allan failed to catch him at the end of them
now. "l quite agree with you, sir,” he said; “we must do some-
thing. We'll cross-examine the cabman.”

The cabman proved to be immovable, Charged with mistali-
ing the place, he pointed to the empty shop window, “1 don't
know what you may have seen, gentlemen,” he remarked; “but
there's the only shop window [ ever saw with nothing at all in-
side it. That fixed the place in my mind at the time, and [ know
it again when I see it.” Charged with mistaking the person ar
the day, or the house at which he had taken the person up,
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the cabman proved to be still unassailable, The servant who
.I‘L"L'E]'I.L"’Ij ]'l.]l.T.l Was n'li'l]'kﬂd A5 i E'l.]'] W I.]. L’.:I'I.l::rwn on l.l“: 5”‘1“[—1— Thﬂ
day was marked as the unluckiest working-day he had had
since the first of the year; and the lady was marked as having
had her money ready at the right moment {which not one el-
derly lady in a hundred usually had), and having paid him his
fare on demand without disputing it {which not one elderly
lady in a hundred usually did). “Talke my number, gentlemen,”
concluded the cabman, “and pay me for my time; and what I've
said to you, I'll swear to anywhere.”

Pedgift made a note in his pocket-book of the man's num-
ber. Having added to it the name of the street, and the names
on the two brass plates, he quietly opened the cab door. "We
are quite in the dark, thus far,” he said "Suppose we grope our
way back to the hotel?"

He spoke and looked more seriously than usual The mere
fact of "Mrs. Mandeville's” having changed her lodging with-
out telling any one where she was going, and without leaving
any address at which letters could be forwarded to her — which
the jealous malignity of Mrs. Milroy had interpreted as being
undeniably suspicious in itself — had produced no great im-
pression on the more impartial judgment of Allan’s solicitor,
People frequently left their ladgings in a private manner, with
perfectly prodicible reasons for doing so. But the appearance
of the place to which the cabman persisted in declaring that
he had driven "Mrs, Mandeville” set the character and pro-
ceedings of that mysterious lady belore Pedgift Junior in a new
light. His personal interest in the inquiry suddenly strength-
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ened, and he began to feel a curiosity to know the real nature
of Allan's business which he had not felt yet,

"Our next move, Mr. Armadale, is not a very easy move to
see,’ he said, as they drove back to the hotel. "Do you think
you could put me in possession of any further particulars?”

Allan hesitated; and Pedgift Junior saw that he had ad-
vanced a little too far. T musta't force it,” he thought; T must
give it time, and let it come of its own accord.” "l the absence
of any other information, sir,” he resumed, "what do you say
to my making some inguiry about that queer shop, and about
those two names on the door-plate? My business in London,
when | leave you, is of a professional nature; and | am going
into the right quarter for getting information, if it is to be
got”

“There can't be any harm, 1 suppose, in making inquiries,”
replied Allan,

He, too, spoke more seriously than usual; he, too, was be-
ginning to feel an all-mastering curiosity to know more, Some
vague connection, not to be distinctly realized or traced out,
began to establish itself in his mind between the difficulty of
approaching Miss Gwilt's family circumstances and the Jdiffi-
culty of approaching Miss Gwilt's reference, “I'll get down and
walls, and leave you to go on to your business,” he said, I want
to consider a little about this, and a walk and a cigar will help
me.”

“My business will be done, sir, between one and two,” said
Pedgift, when the cab had been stopped, and Allan had got
out. “Shall we meet again at two o'clock, at the hotel?”

Allan nodded, and the cab drove off,




CHAPTER 1V
ALLAN AT BAY

Two o'clock came; and Pedgift Junior, punctual to his time,
came with it. His vivacity of the morning had all sparkled cut;
he greeted Allan with his customary politeness, but without
his customary smile; and, when the headwaiter came in for or-
ders, his dismissal was instantly pronounced in words never
yet heard to issue from the lips of Pedgift in that hotel: “Noth-
ing at present,”

“Vou seem to be in low spirits,” said Allan. "Can't we gt
our information? Can nobody tell you anything about the
house in Pimlico?"

“Three different people have told me about it, Mr, Ar-
madale, and they have all three said the same thing"

Allan eagerly drew his chair nearer to the place occupied
by his traveling companion, His reflections in the interval
since they had last seen each other had not tended to compose
him, That strange connection, so easy to feel, so hard to trace,
between the difficulty of approaching Miss Gwilt's family cir-
cumstances and the difficulty of approaching Miss Gwilt's ref-
erence, which had already established itsell in his thoughts,
had by this time stealthily taken a Hrmer and frmer hold on
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his mind. Doubts troubled him which he could neither under-
stand nor express, Curiosity filled him, which he half longed
and hall dreaded to satisly.

“Tam afraid [ must trouble you with a question or two, sir,
belore | can come to the point,” said Pedgift Junior. I don't
want to force myself into your confidence. | only want to see
nay way, in what looks to me like a very awlward business, Do
you mind telling me whether others besides yourself are inter-
ested in this inquiry of ours?”

“Other people are interested in it," replied Allan. “There's
no objection to telling you that”

“Is there any other person who is the object of the inguiry
besides Mrs. Mandeville, herselff™ pursued Pedgift, winding
his way a little deeper into the secret.

“Yes; there is another person,” said Allan, answering rather
unwillingly.

“Is the person a young woman, Mr. Armadale?”

Allan started. "How do you come to guess that?” he began,
then checked himself, when it was too late. “Don't ask me any
more questions,” he resumed. “I'm a bad hand at defending
myself against a sharp fellow like you; and I'm bound in honaor
toward other people to keep the particulars of this business to
myself”

Pedgift Junior had apparently heard enough for his pur-
pose, He drew his chair, in his turn, nearer to Allan, He was
evidently anxious and embarrassed; but his professional man-
ner began to show itself again from sheer force of habit,

“I've dome with my questions, sir,” he said; “and I have
something to say now on my side, In my father's absence, per-
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haps you may be kindly disposed to consider me as your legal
adviser, If you will take my advice, you will not stir another
step in this inguiry.”

“What do you mean?” interposed Allan,

“Tt is just possible, Mr. Armadale, that the cabman, positive
as he is, may have been mistaken. T strongly recommend you to
take it for granted that he is mistaken, and to drop it there”

The caution was kindly intended; but it came too late. Al-
lan did what ninety-nine men out of a hundred in his position
would have done — he declined to take his lawyer's advice,

“Very well, sir,” satd Pedgift Junior; “if yvou will have it, you
must have it.”

He leaned forward close to Allan's ear, and whispered what
he had heard of the house in Pimlico, and of the people whao
occupied it,

“Don’t blame me, Mr, Armadale,” he added, when the ir-
revocable words had been spoken, “T tried to spare you.”

Allan suffered the shock, as all great shocks are sullered,
in silence, His first impulse would have driven him headlong
for refuge to that very view of the cabman's assertion which
had just been recommended to him, but for one damning
circumstance which placed itsell inexorably in his way. Miss
Gwilt's marked reluctance to approach the story of her past
life rose irrepressibly on his memory, in indirect but horrible
confirmation of the evidence which connected Miss Gwilt’s
reference with the house in Pimlico. One conclusion, and one
only — the conclusion which any man must have drawn, hear-
ing what he had just heard, and knowing no more than he
knew — forced itsell into his mind. A miserable, fallen woman,
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who had abandoned hersell in her extremity to the help of
wretches skilled in criminal concealment, who had stolen her
wiy back to decent society and a reputable employment by
means of a false character, and whose position now imposed
on her the dreadful necessity of perpetual secrecy and perpet-
ual deceit in relation to her past life = such was the aspect in
which the beantiful governess at Thorpe Ambrose now stood
revealed to Allan's eyes!

Falsely revealed, or truly revealed? Had she stolen her way
back to decent society and a n:T:rJtHH.t tmpln]rml:nt h!,r TIEATIS
of a false character? She had. Did her position impose on her
the dreadful necessity of perpetual secrecy and perpetual
deceit in relation to her past life? It did Was she some such
pitiable victim to the treachery of a man unknown as Allan
had supposed? She was ne such pitialle victin. The conclusion
which Allan had drawn — the conclusion literally forced into
his mind by the facts before him — was, nevertheless, the con-
clusion of all others that was furthest even from touching on
the truth. The true story of Miss Gwilts connection with the
house in Pimlico and the people who inhabited it = a house
rightly described as filled with wicked secrets, and people
rightly represented as perpetually in danger of feeling the
grasp of the law — was a story which coming events were yet
to disclose: a story infinitely less revalting, and vet infinitely
more terrible, than Allan or Allan's companion had either of
them supposed,

"I tried to spare you, Mr. Armadale” repeated Pedgift "1
was anxious, if | could possibly avoid it, not to distress you,”
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Allan looked up, and made an effort to contral himself,
“Wou have distressed me dreadfully,” he said. “You have quite
crushed me down, But it is not your fault. 1 ought to feel you
have done me a service; and what 1 ought to do 1 will do, when
Lam my own man again, There is one thing,” Allan added, after
a moment's pamful consideration, “which ought to be under-
stood between us at once, The advice you offered me just now
was very kindly meant, and it was the best advice that could be
given. [ will take it gratefully, We will never talk of this again,
if you please; and 1 beg and entreat you will never speak about
it to any other person, Will you promise me that?”

Pedgift gave the promise with very evident sincerity, but
without his professional confidence of manner, The distress in
Allan’s face seemed to daunt him, After a moment of very un-
characteristic hesitation, he considerately quitted the room,

Left by himself, Allan rang for writing materials, and took
out of his pocket-book the fatal letter of introduction to “Mrs,
Mandeville” which he had received from the major’s wife.

A man accustomed to consider consequences and to pre-
pare himself for action by previous thought would, in Allan’s
present circumstances, have felt some difficulty as to the course
which it might now be least embarrassing and least dangerous
to pursue, Accustomed to let his impulses direct him on all oth-
er oceasions, Allan acted on impulse in the serious emergen-
cy that now confronted him. Though his attachment to Miss
Gwilt was nothing like the deeply rooted feeling which he had
himself honestly believed it to be, she had taken no commen
place in his admiration, and she filled him with no commen
grief when he thought of her now. His one dominant desire, at
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that critical moment in his life, was 2 man’s merciful desire to
protect from exposure and ruin the unhappy woman who had
lost ber place in his estimation, without losing her cladm to the
forbearance that could spare, and to the compassion that could
shield her, T can't go back to Thorpe Ambrose; T can't trust my-
self to speak to her, or to see her again. But [ can keep her mis-
erable secret; and [ will!” With that thought in his heart, Allan
set himsell to perform the first and foremost duty which now
claimed him — the duty of communicating with Mrs. Milroy. 1T
he had possessed a higher mental capacity and a clearer mental
view, he might have found the letter no easy one to write, As it
was, he caloulated no consequences, and felt no difficulty, His
instinet warned him to withdraw at once from the position in
which he now stood toward the major’s wile, and he wrote what
his instinet counseled him to write under those circumstances,
as rapidly as the pen could travel over the paper:

“Diin's Hotel, Covent Garden, Tuesday.

“DEAR MADAM — Pray excuse my not refurning to
Thorpe Ambrose to-day, as [ said D would, Unforeseen cir-
crmstances ollige me to stop i London, [ am sorry to say
I have not swcceeded n seetng Mrs, Mandeville, for which
reason | cannet perform your errand; and [ beg, therefore,
with many apologics, to refurn the letter of introdiction,
Ihope you will allow we to concliede by saying that 1 am
very nuch obliged fo you for youwr kindness, and that [will
not venture to trespass on it any firther,

“Uremain, dear madam, yours frdy,
“ALLAN ARMADALE”
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In those artless words, still entirely unsuspicious of the
character of the woman he had to deal with, Allan put the
weapon she wanted into Mrs, Milroy's hands,

The letter and its inclosure once sealed up and addressed,
he was free to think of himself and his future, As he sat idly
drawing lines with his pen on the blotting-paper, the tears
came into his eyes for the first time — tears in which the wom-
an who had deceived him had no share, His heart had gone
back to his dead mother, “If she had been alive,” he thought,
“T might have trusted ber, and she would have comforted me.”
It was useless to dwell on it; he dashed away the tears, and
turned his thoughts, with the heart-sick resignation that we
all know, to living and present things,

He wrote a line to Mr, Bashwood, briefly informing the
deputy steward that his absence from Thorpe Ambrose was
likely to be prolonged for some little time, and that any further
instructions which might be necessary, under those circum-
stances, would reach him through Mr. Pedgift the elder, This
dome, and the letters sent to the post, his thoughts were forced
back once more on himself Again the blank future waited be-
fore him to be filled wp; and again his heart shrank from it to
the refuge of the past.

This time other images than the image of his mother flled
his mind, The one all-absorbing interest of his earlier days
stivred living and eager in him again. He thought of the sea;
e thought of his yacht lying idle in the fishing harbor at his
west-country home. The old longing got possession of him to
hear the wash of the waves; to see the filling of the sails; to feel
the vessel that his own hands had helped to build bounding
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under him once morve. He rose in his impetuous way to call for
the time-table, and to start for Somersetshire by the first train,
when the dread of the questions which Mr. Brock might ask,
the suspicion of the change which Mr. Brock might see in him,
drew him back to his chair. "Il write,” he thought, "to have
the yacht rigged and refitted, and I'll wait to go to Somerset-
shire myself till Midwinter can go with me.” He sighed as his
memory reverted to his absent [riend. Never had he felc the
void made in his life by Midwinter's departure so painfully as
bee felt it now, in the dreariest of all social solitudes — the soli-
tude of a stranger in London, left by himself at a hotel

Before long, Pedgilt Junior looked in, with an apology for
his intrusion. Allan felt too lonely and too friendless not to
welcome his companion's re-appearance gratefully. “I'm not
going back to Thorpe Ambrose,” he said; “I'm going to stay a
little while in London. 1 hope vou will be able to stay with
met" To do him justice, Pedgift was touched by the solitary po-
sition in which the owner of the great Thorpe Ambrose estate
now appeared before him, He had never, in his relations with
Allan, so entirely forgotten his business interests as he forgot
them now.

“You are quite right, sir, to stop here; London’s the place
to divert your mind,” said Pedgift, cheerfully. “All business is
more or less elastic in its nature, Mr, Armadale; I'll spin my
business out, and keep yvou company with the greatest plea-
sure, We are both of us on the right side of thirty, sir; let's enjoy
ourselves. What do you say to dining early, and going to the
play, and trying the Great Exhibition in Hyde Park to-morrow
morning, after breakfast? If we only live like fighting-cocks,
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and go in perpetually for public amusements, we shall arrive
in no time at the mens sana in corpore sane of the andents,
Dan't be alarmed at the quotation, siv, 1 dabble a little in Latin
after business hours, and enlarge my sympathies by occasional
perusal of the Pagan writers, assisted by a crib. William, din-
ner at five; and, as it's particularly important to-day, I'll see the
conk mysel[”

The evening passed; the next day passed; Thursday morn-
ing came, and brought with it a letter for Allan. The direction
was in Mrs. Milvoy's handwriting; and the form of address ad-
opted in the letter warned Allan, the moment he opened it,
that something had gone wrong.

[ Private.”]

“The Cottage, Thorpe Ambrose, Wednesday.

“SIR — [ have just received your mysterious letier, It
bas more than surprised, it bas really alarmed me. After
having made the friendliest advances to you on my side, |
find mmyselfl suddendy st ont from your confidence in the
most wnditelligible, and, | must add, the most discourteons
manner, It i guite impogsitle that T can allow the mat-
ter to rest where you bave left it The only conclusion |
can draw from your letter is that my confidence must bave
been abused in sonte way, and that you kiow & great deal
maore than you are willing to tell me. Speaking in the inter-
est of my davghter's welfare, Lreguest that you will inform
me what the circumstances are which bave prevented your

seetng Mrs, Mandeville, and which bave led to the with-
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drawal of the assistance that you wnconditionally prom-
ised e in your letter of Monday last.

“Inn my state of bealth, I cannot involve myself in a
lengthened correspondence. 1 must endeavor to anticipate
any oljections you may make, and | oaest say afl that [
bave to say in my present letter, In the event (which 1 am
most wnwilling to consider possifle) of your declining to
accede to the reguest that | bave just addressed to you, [
beg to say that [ shall consider it my duty to my daughter
to have this very unpleasant matter cleared wp. [F | don'
bear from you to my full satisfaction by return of post, [
shall be obliged to tell my neshand that circumstances bave
bappened which justify ws in immediately testing the re-
spectadility of Miss Gwilt's reference. And when be asks me
for mey anthority, Twill refer bin to you,

“Your ohedient servant,

ANNE MILROY.”

In those terms the major's wife threw off the mask, and left
her victim to survey at his leisure the trap in which she had
canght him, Allan's belief in Mrs. Milvoy's good faith had been
so implicitly sincere that her letter simply bewildered him, He
saw vaguely that he had been deceived in some way, and that
Mrs. Milroy's neighborly interest in him was not what it had
locked on the surface; and he saw no more. The threat of ap-
pealing to the major — on which, with a woman's ignorance of
the natures of men, Mrs, Milroy had relied for producing its
effect — was the only part of the letter to which Allan reverted
with any satisfaction; it relieved instead of alarming him, “If
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there & to be a quarrel,” he thought, “it will be a comfort, at
any rate, to have it out with a man.”

Firm in his resolution to shield the unhappy woman whose
secret he wrongly believed himself to have surprised, Allan sat
down to write his apologies to the major's wife, After setting up
three polite declarations, in close marching order, he retired
from the field. "He was extremely sorry to have offended Mrs,
Milroy, He was innocent of all intention to offend Mrs, Milroy,
And he begged to remain Mrs. Milroy's truly,” Never had Al-
lan's habitual brevity as a letter-writer done him better ser-
vice than it did him now. With a little more skillfulness in the
use of his pen, he might have given his enemy even a stronger
hold on him than the hold she had got already.

The interval day passed, and with the next morning’s post
Mrs, Milroy's threat came realized in the shape of a letter from
her hushand, The major wrote less formally than his wife had
written, but his questions were mercilessly to the point:

[“Brivate,” ]

“The Cottage, Thorpe Ambrose, Friday, July 11, 1851,

“DEAR SIR — When you did me the favor of calling
bere a few days since, you asked a question relating to my
governess, Miss Gwilt, which I thought rather a strange one
at the fime, and which cased, a5 you may remember, a
momentary embarrassment between us,

“This morning the subject of Miss Gwilt bas been
browght to my notice again in a manner which bas cansed
me the wtmost astondshnient, In plain words, Mrs, Milroy
bas informed ime that Miss Gwilt bas exposed berselfto the
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suspicion of baving decedved ws by a false reference. On ngy
expressing the surprise which such an extraordinary state-
ment cavsed me, and requesting that it might be instantly
substantiated, [was still further astorished by being told to
apply for all particedars to ne less a person than Mr. Ar-
madale. | bave vainly reguested some further explanation
from Mrs. Milroy; she persists in maintaining silence, and
it referring me to yourself,

“Under these extraordinary circmstances, [ am com-
pelled, in justice to all parties, to ask you certain questions
which I will endeavor to put as plainly as possifle, and
which 1 am guite ready to believe (from my previons expe-
rience of you) that you will aswer frankly on your side.

“Lheg to inguive, in thefirst place, whether you admit or
deny Mrs, Milroy's assertion that you bave made yourself
acquainted with particidars velating either to Miss Gwilt or
to Miss Gwilt's reference, of which T am entirely ignorant?
In the second place, if youw adwit the trth of Mrs, Milroy's
statement, [ veguest fo know how you became acquaited
with those particelars? Thivdly, and lastly, | beg to ask you
what the particidars are?

“If any special fustiication for putting these questions
be needed — which, purely as @ matter of cowrtesy toward
yourself, Iam willing to admit — 1 beg to remind you that
the most precious charge i my bouse, the charge of my
daughter, is confided to Miss Gwilt; and that Mrs, Milroy's
statement places you, to all appearance, in the position of
being competent to tell me whether that charge is properly
bestowed or not,
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“I bave only to add that, as nothing bas thus far oc-
curred to fustify me in entertaining the slightest suspicion
elther of my governess or ber reference, [ shall wait before
Imake any appeal to Miss Gwilt wntil 1 bave received your
answer — which I shall expect by refiorn of post, Believe
e, dear sir, faithfully yours,

“DAVID MILROY,”

This transparently straightforward letter at once dissipated
the confusion which had thus far existed in Allan’s mind, He
saw the snare in which he had been caught (though he was still
necessarily at a loss to understand why it had been set for him)
as he had not seen it yet, Mrs, Milroy had clearly placed him
between two alternatives — the alternative of putting himsell
in the wrong, by declining to answer her husband's questions;
or the alternative of meanly sheltering his responsibility be-
hind the responsibility of a woman, by acknowledyging to the
major's own face that the major's wife had deceived him,

In this difficulty Allan acted as usual, without hesitation,
His pledge to Mrs, Milroy to consider their correspondence
private still bound him, disgracefully as she had abused it And
his resolution was as immovable as ever to let no earthly con-
sideration tempt him into betraying Miss Gwilt. “T may have
behaved like a fool,” he thought, “but T won't breal my word;
and T won't be the means of turning that miserable woman
adrift in the world again.”

He wrote to the major as artlessly and briefly as he had
written to the major’s wife, He declared his unwillingness to
cause a friend and neighbor any disappointment, if he could
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possibly help it. On this occasion he had no other choice. The
questions the major asked him were questions which he could
not consent to answer, He was not very clever at explaining
himself, and he hoped he might be excused for putting it in
that way, and saying no more.

Monday's post brought with it Major Milroy's rejoinder,
and closed the correspondence.

“The Cottage, Thorpe Ambrose, Sunday.,

“SIR — Your refusal to answer my grestions, sndaccot-
panded as {t &5 by even the shadow of an excuse for such a
proceeding, can be interpreted but in one way. Besides be-
ing an implied ackrowledgment of the corvectness of Mrs,
Milray's statement, @t is also an implied reflection on my
governess's character, As an act of justice foward a lady
wha lives wnder the protection of my roof, and who bas
gtven me o reason whatever to distrust ber, 1 shall now
show our correspondence to Miss Gwilt; and 1 shall repeat
to ber the conversation which I had with Mrs. Milroy on
the subject, in Mrs, Milroy's presence.,

“One word more respecting the futiere relations be-
tween us, and | bave done. My ideas on certain subjects
are, | dare say, the ideas of an old-fasbioned man, In my
time, we bad a code of bonor by which we regulated our
actions, According to that code, if @ man nade private in-
qgrdirics into @ lady's affaivs, without being cither ber -
Baied, ber father, or ber brother, be siubjected bimself to the
responsibility of justifving Ms conduct in the estimation of
others; and, if be evaded that responsthility, be abdicated
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the position of a gentlentan, [t is grite possible that #his an-
tigrated way of thinking exists no longer; but it is too late
Jor me, at my time of fife, to adopt more modern views, [
ant serupidlovsly anaciows, seeing that we Bve n a cowntry
and a time mowhich the only conrt of bonor is @ police-
comrt, to express myself with the utmost moderation of
langage wpon this the last occasion that 1 shall bave to
commricate with you, Allow me, therefore, mevely fo re-
mark that our ideas of the conduct which s kecoming in a
gentleman differ seriously; and permdt me on this account
to regiest that you will consider yourself for the future as
a striviger to my family and to myself.
“Your chedient servani,
“DAVID MILROY,”

The Monday morning on which his client received the ma-
jor's letter was the blackest Monday that had yet been marked
in Pedgift’s calendar. When Allan's first angry sense of the tone
of contempt in which his friend and neighbor pronounced
sentence on him had subsided, it left him sunk in a state of de-
pression from which no efforts made by his traveling compan-
ion could rouse him for the rest of the day. Reverting naturally,
now that his sentence of banishment had been pronounced, to
his early intercourse with the cottage, his memory went back
to Neelie, more regretfully and more penitently than it had
gone back to her yet, “If she had shut the door on me, instead
of her father,” was the bitter reflection with which Allan now
reviewed the past, “T shouldn't have had a word to say against
it; I should have felt it served me right”
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The next day brought another letter — a welcome letter
this time, from Mz Brock. Allan had written to Somersetshire
on the subject of refitting the yacht some days since. The let-
ter had found the rector engaged, as he innocently supposed,
in protecting his old pupil against the woman whom he had
watched in London, and whom he now believed to have fol-
lowed him back to his own home, Acting under the directions
sent to her, Mrs, Oldershaw's house-maid had completed the
mystification of Mr. Brock She had tranquilized all further
anxiety on the rector's part by giving him a written under-
taking (in the character of Miss Gwilt), engaging never to ap-
proach Mr. Armadale, either personally or by letter! Firmly
persuaded that he had won the victory at last, poor Mr. Brock
answered Allan's note in the highest spirits, expressing some
natural surprise at his leaving Thorpe Ambrose, but readily
promising that the yacht should be refitted, and offering the
hospitality of the rectory in the heartiest manner.

This letter did wonders in raising Allan's spivits, It gave him
anew interest to look to, entirely disassociated from his past life
in Worfolk. He began to count the days that were still to pass
before the return of his absent friend. It was then Tuesday. If
Midwinter came back from his walking trip, as he had engaged
to come back, in a fortnight, Saturday would fnd him at Thor-
pe Ambrose. A note sent to meet the traveler might bring him
to London the same night; and, if all went well, before another
week was over they might be afloat together in the yacht.

The next day passed, to Allan’s relief, without bringing any
letters, The spirits of Pedgift rose sympathetically with the spir-
its of his client. Toward dinner time he reverted to the mens
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sana in corpore sane of the ancients, and issued his orders to
the head-waiter more l‘u'_.':t]]‘!' than ever.

Thursday came, and brought the fatal postman with more
news from Norfolk, A letter-writer now stepped on the scene who
had not appeared there yet; and the total overthrow of all Allan's
plans for a visit to Somersetshire was accomplished on the spot,

Pedeift Junior happened that morning to be the e at the
breakfast table. When Allan came in, he relapsed into his pro-
fessional manner, and offered a letter to his patron with a bow
performed in dreary silence.

“For me?" inquired Allan, shrinking instinctively from a
new correspondent,

“For you, sir — from my father,” replied Pedgift, “inclased in
one to mysell, Perhaps you will allow me to suggest, by way of
preparing you for — [or something a little unpleasant — that
we shall want a particularly good dinner to-day; and (if they're
not performing any modern German music to-night) [ think we
should do well to finish the evening melodiously at the Opera.”

“Something wrong at Thorpe Ambrose?” asked Allen.

“Yes, Mr. Armadale; something wrong at Thorpe Ambrose”

Allan sat down resignedly, and opened the letter,

[ Private and Confidential.” |

“Higl Street Thorpe Ambvose, 17th July, 1851

“DEAR SIR — I cannot reconcile it with my sense of
drty fo your inferests fo leave you any longer in fmmorance
of reports current in this town and its neighborbood, which,
regret fo say, are reports affecting yourself,
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“The first intimation of anytbing wpleasant reached
me on Monday last. It was widely rimored in the town
that something bad gone wrong at Major Milvoy's with the
new govertess, and that Mr. Armadale was mixed wp in
it. [ paid vio beed to this, believing it to be one of the wmany
traempery pieces of scandal perpetually set going bere, and
ds necessary as the air they breathe to the comjort of the
irthabitants of this bighly respectable place,

“Tresday, however, put the matter in a new light. The
maost nteresting particedars were civendated on the bigh-
est authority, On Wednesday, the gentry in the neighbor-
bood took the matter up, and wiiversally sanctioned the
view adopted by the town, To-day the pullic feeling bas
reached its climax, and [find myselfunder the necessity of
making you acquatnted with what bas bappened,

“Tor begin at the beginning, It is asserfed that a correspon-
dence took place last week between Major Milroy and your-
self; inwhich you cast a very sertows suspicion on Miss Guilt's
respectalility, without defming your accusations and without
{on being applied to ) producing your proofs. Upen this, the
maior appears to bave felt it bis dty (while assuring bis gov-
erness of bis own firm belief in ber respectability ) to inform
ber of what bad bappened, in order that she might bave no
future reason to complain of by baving bad any conceal-
ments from ber in a matter affecting ber character. Very
magnanimois on the major's part; bt youe will see directly
thet Miss Gwidlt was more magianimons still, After caxpressing
ber thanks in a most becoming manner, she reguested per-
misston to withdraw berself from Major Milroy's service,
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“Variowus reports are i cirowlation as to the governess's
reason for taking this step,

“The aiethorized version (a5 sanctioned by the resident
gentry) represents Miss Gwilt fo bave said that she could
not condescend — fn fustice fo berself, and in justice to ber
bighly respectalle reference — to defend ber reputation
against widefined fmputations cast on it by a comparative
stranger, At the same time it was impossile for ber to pr-
sue stich a covrse of condrect as #his, unless she possessed a
Freedom of action which was quite incompatifle with ber
continuing to eccipy the dependent position of a governess,
For that reason she felt it tncumbent on ber to leave ber situ-
ation, B, while doing this, she was equally determined not
to fead to any nistnterpretation of ber motives by leaving
the neightorbood, No matter at what tnconvenience to ber-
selfl she would remain long enough af Thorpe Ambrose to
await any more dginitely expressed imputations that imight
be made on ber character, and to repel them puldicly the
instant they assumed a tangible form,

“Such is the posifion which this bigh-minded lady bas
takerr wp, with an excellent effect on the pullic mind in
these parts, It &s clearly ber imterest, for some reason, fo
leave ber sitwation, witheut leaving the neighborbood, On
Monday last she established berself in a cheap lodging on
the outskirts of the fown, And on the same day she probably
wrote to ber reference, for yesterday there came a letter
From that lady to Major Milroy, full of virteows tndignation,
and courting the fllest tnguiry. The letter bas been shown
publicly, and bas invmensely strengthened Miss Gwilt's posi-
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tiont, She is now considered to be quite a beroine. The Thorpe
Amibrose Mercury bas got a leading article about ber, com-
paring ber to Joan of Arc. It is considered protalle that she
will be referred to in the sermon next Sunday. We reckon
five strong-minded single ladies in this neighborbood — and
all five bave called on ber, A testimondial was suggested; but
it has been given wp at Miss Gwilt's owen regueest, and a gen-
eral movement is now on foot to get ber employment as a
teacher of music, Lastly, have bad the bonor of a visit from
the lady berself, in ber capacity of martyr, to tell me, in the
sweetest manner, that she doesn't Hame Mr. Armadale, and
that she considers bm to be an innocent instrument in the
bands of other and more designing people, | was carefully
oty gueard with ber; for | don't altogether believe in Miss
Gwilt, and 1 bave my lawyer's suspicions of the motive that
is at the bottom of ber present proceedings,

“Ibave written thus far, my dear siv, with lttle besita-
tiont or embarrassment, But there i wifortunately a serlows
side to this business as well as a vidicidows side; and T nest
wnwillingly come to it before [ close my letter,

“Itds, [ think, quite dmpossiile that you can permit
yourself to be spoken of as you ave spoken of now, with-
ot stirring personally n the matter, You have wnluckily
maide many enemics bere, and foremost among them is my
colleague, Mr. Darch. He bas been showing everywhere a
sonmtewhat rashly expressed letter you wrote to hin on the
stbject of letting the cottage to Major Miroy instead of to
bimself, and it bas belped to exasperate the feeling against
you, It is roundly stated in so many words that you have
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been prying infe Miss Gwilt's family affairs, with the most
dishonoralle motives; that you have tried, for a profligate
prrpose of your own, fo damage ber reputation, and to
deprive ber of the protection of Major Milroy’s roof; and
that, after baving been asked to substantiate by proof the
suspicions that you bave cast on the reputation of a de-
fenseless woman, you bave maintained a silence which
condemmns you in the estimation of all honeralle men,

“Ubape it s guite wnecessary for me to say that [ don't
attach the smallest particle of credit to these infamous re-
ports. But they are too widely spread and too widely be-
leved to be treated with contempt, [ strongly wrge you fo
refurn at once fo this place, and to take the necessary mea-
sures for defending vour character, in concert with me, as
your legal adviser, I bave formed, since my interview with
Miss Gwilt, @ very strong opinion of my owin on the subject
of that lady which it is not necessary fo comnit to paper,
Suffice it to say bere that | shall bave ameans to propose to
you for silencing the slanderows fongues of your nelghbors,
ot the siccess of which [ stake iy professional repuctation,
if you will ondy back me by your presence and authority,

“It muay, perbaps, belp to show you the necessity there
is for your return, if T mention one other assertion respect-
ing yourself, whick is in evervbody's mouth, Your alsence
is, [ regret to tell you, attrilited fo the meanest of all mo-
tives, It is safd that you are remaining i London because
you are afraid to show your face af Thorpe Ambrose,

“Believe me, dear siv, vour faithfil servant,

“A, PEDGIFT, Sen.”
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Allan was of an age to feel the sting contained in the last
sentence of his lowyer's letter. He started to his feet in a par-
oxysm of indignation, which revealed his character to Pedgilt
Junior in an entively new light.

“Where's the time-table?” cried Allan. "1 must go back to
Thorpe Ambrose by the next train! If it doesn't start divectly,
Il have a special engine. | must and will go back instantly, and
[ don't care two straws for the expense!”

“Suppose we telegraph to my [ather, sis?™ suggested the ju-
dicious Pedgift. "It's the quickest way of expressing your feel-
ings, and the cheapest”

“So it s, said Allan, “Thank you for reminding me of it
Telegraph to them! Tell your father to give every man in Thor-
pe Ambrose the lie divect, in my name. Put it in capital letters,
Pedgift — put it in capital letters!”

Pedgift smiled and shook his head. If he was acquainted
with no other variety of human nature, he thoroughly knew
the variety that exists in country towns,

“It won't have the least effect on them, Mr. Armadale,” he
remarked quietly. “They'll only go on lying harder than ever.
If you want to upset the whole town, one line will do it With
five shillings’ worth of human labor and electric fluid, siv {1
dabble a little in science after business hours), we'll explode a
bombshell in Thorpe Ambrose!” He produced the bombshell
on a slip of paper as he spoke: “A, Pedgift, Junior, to A Pedgift,
Senior, — Spread it all over the place that Mr. Avmadale is com-
ing down by the next train”

“More words!” suggested Allan, looking over his shoulder,
“Make it stronger.”
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“Leave my father to make it stronger, sir,” returned the
wary Pedgift. "My father is on the spot, and his command of
langunage is something quite extraordinary” He rang the bell,
and dispatched the telegram,

MNow that something had been done, Allan subsided gradu-
ally into a state of composure, He looked back again at Mr,
Pedgift's letter, and then handed it to My, Pedgift's son,

“Can you guess your father's plan for setting me right in
the neighborhood?” he asked,

Pedgift the younger shook his wise head, “His plan appears
to be connected in some way, sir, with his opinion of Miss
Gwilt”

“Twonder what he thinks of her?” said Allan.

“T shouldn't be surprised, Mr. Armadale,” returned Pedgift
Junior, “if his opinion staggers you a little, when you come to
hear it, My father has had a large legal experience of the shady
side of the sex, and he learned his profession at the Old Bai-
ley.”

Allan made no further inquiries. He seemed to shrink from
pursuing the subject, after having started it himself “Let’s be
doing something to kill the time,” he said, “Let’s pack up and
pay the Wll”

They packed up and paid the bill. The hour came, and the
train left for Norfoll at last.

While the travelers were on their way back, a somewhat
longer telegraphic message than Allan's was flashing its way
past them along the wires, in the reverse direction — from
Thorpe Ambrose to London, The message was in cipher, and,
the signs being interpreted, it ran thus “From Lydia Gwilt to
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Maria Oldershaw. — Good news! He is coming back. | mean to
have an interview with him, Everything looks well. Now [ have
left the cottage, | have no women's prying eyes to dread, and |
can come and go as | please. Mr. Midwinter is luckily out of the
way. | don't despair of becoming Mrs, Armadale yet. Whatever
]':app::n:l;, depend on my keeping away from Londen until 1 am
certain of not taling any spies after me to your place. I am in
no hurry to leave Thorpe Ambrose, [ mean to be even with
Miss Milroy Hrst”

Shortly after that message was received in London, Allan
was back again in his own house,

It was evening — Pedgift Junior had just left him — and
Pedgift Senior was expected to call on business in half an
hour's time.
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CHAPTER V
PEDGIFT’'S REMEDY

Alter waiting to hold a preliminary consultation with his
son, Mr. Pedgift the elder set forth alone for his interview with
Allan at the great house.

Allowing for the difference in their ages, the son was, in
this instance, so accurately the reflection of the father, that an
acquaintance with either of the two Pedgifts was almost equiv-
alent to an acquaintance with both, Add some little height
and size to the figure of Pedgift Junior, give more breadth
and boldness to his humor, and some additional solidity and
compasure to his confidence in himself, and the presence and
character of Pedgift Senior stood, for all general purposes, ve-
Vli:ﬂ.l.l'_'d hl."rul".' Vil

The lawyer's conveyance to Thorpe Ambrose was his own
smavt gig, deawn by his funous fast-trotting mare. [t was his
habit to drive himsell; and it was one among the trifling exter-
nal peculiarities in which he and his son differed a little, to af-
fect something of the sporting character in his dress. The drab
trousers of Pedgift the elder fitted close to his legs; his boots, in
dry weather and wet alike, were equally thick in the sole; his
coat pockets overlapped his hips, and his favorite summer cra-
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vat was of light spotted muslin, tied in the neatest and smallest
of bows. He used tobaceo like his son, but in 2 different form.
While the younger man smoked, the elder took snuff copious-
ly; annd it was noticed among his intimates that he always held
his “pinch” in a state of suspense between his box and his nose
when he was going to clinch a good bargain or to say a good
thing The art of diplomacy enters largely into the practice of
all successful men in the lower branch of the law, Mr. Pedgilt's
form of diplomatic practice had been the same throughout his
life, on every occasion when he found his arts of persuasion
required at an interview with another man. He invariably kept
his strongest argument, or his boldest proposal, to the [ast, and
invariably remembered it at the door (after previously taking
his leave), as if it was a purely accidental consideration which
had that instant occurved to him. Jocular friends, acquainted
by previous experience with this form of proceeding, had giv-
en it the name of “Pedgift's postscript.” There were few people
in Thorpe Ambrose who did not know what it meant when
the lawyer suddenly checked his exit at the opened door; came
back softly to his chair, with his pinch of snuff suspended be-
tween his box and his nose; said, “By-the-by, there's a point
occurs to me; and settled the question off-hand, after having
given it up in despair not a minute before,

This was the man whom the march of events at Thorpe
Ambrose had now thrust capriciously into a foremost place,
This was the one friend at hand to whom Allan in his social
isolation could turn for counsel in the hour of need,

“Good-evening, Mr. Armadale. Many thanks for your
prompt attention to my very disagreeable letter,” said Pedgife
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Senior, opening the conversation cheerfully the moment he
entered his client's house, “1 hope you understand, sir, that 1
had really no choice under the circumstances but to write as
I did?”

“T have very few friends, Mr. Pedgift,” returned Allan, sim-
plyv. “And [ am sure you are one of the few.”

“Much obliged, Mr. Armadale. T have always tried to deserve
your good opinion, and [ mean, if [ can, to deserve it now, You
found yourself comfortable, 1 hope, sir, at the hotel in London?
We call it Our hotel, Some rare old wine in the cellar, which 1
should have introduced to vour notice if 1 had had the honaor
of being with you. My son unfortunately knows nothing about
wine."

Allan felt his false position in the neighborhood far too
acutely to be capable of talking of anything but the main busi-
ness of the evening, His lawyer’s politely roundabout method
of approaching the painful subject to be discussed between
them rather irritated than composed him. He came at once to
the point, in his own bluntly straightforward way.

“The hotel was very comfartable, Mr. Pedgift, and your son
was very kind to me, But we are not in London now; and [ want
to talk to vou about how Tam to meet the lies that are being
told of me in this place. Only point me out any one man,” cried
Allan, with a rising voice and a mounting coler — “any one
man who says 1 am afraid to show my face in the neighbor-
heod, and Tl horsewhip him publicly before another day is
over his head!”

Pedgift Senior helped himself to a pinch of snufl, and held
it calmly in suspense midway between his box and his nose,
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“You can horsewhip a man, siv; but you can't horsewhip a
neighborhood,” said the lawyer, in his politely epigrammatic
manner, “We will fight our battle, if you please, without bor-
rowing our weapons of the conchman yet a while, at any rate.”

“But how are we to begin?™ asked Allan, impaticntly, “How
am 1 to contradicr the infamous things cthey say of me?”

“There are two ways of stepping out of your present awl-
ward position, v — a short way, and a long way," replied
Pedgift Senior. “The short way (which is always the best) has
accurred to me sinee | have heard of your procesdings in Lon-
don from my son. [ understand that you permitted him, after
you received my letter, to take me into vour confidence, [ have
drawn various coneclusions from what he has told me, which
[ may find it necessary to trouble you with presently. In the
meantime | should be glad to know under what dreumstane-
es you went to London to make these unfortunate inquiries
about Miss Gwilt? Was it your own notion to pay that visit to
Mrs. Mandeville? or were you acting under the influence of
some other person?”

Adlan hesitated. “I can't honestly tell you it was my own
notion,” he replied, and said no more,

“I thought as much!” remarked Pedgift Senior, in high tri-
umph. “The short way out of our present difficulty, Mr. Ar-
madale, lies sf;r:;ig]'tt' t]'LTuugh that other person, under whaose
influence you acted. That other person must be presented
forthwith to public notice, and must stand i that other per-
son's proper place. The name, if you please, sir, to begin with —
we'll come to the circumstances directly”
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“Tam sorry to say, Mr, Pedgift, that we must try the lon-
gest way, ifyou have no objection,” replied Allan, quietly, “The
short way happens to be a way [ can't take on this occasion,”

The men who rise in the law are the men who decline to
take Mo for an answer, Mr. Pedgift the elder had risen in the
law; and Mr, Pedgift the elder now declined to take No for an
answer, But all pertinacity — even professional pertinacity in-
cluded — sooner or later inds its limits; and the lawyer, doubly
fortified as he was by long experience and copious pinches of
snuff, found his limits at the very outset of the interview. It
was impossible that Allan could respect the confidence which
Mrs, Milroy had treacherously affected to place m him. But
he had an honest man’s regard for his own pledged word —
the regard which looks straightforward at the fact, and which
never glances sidelong at the circumstances — and the utmost
persistency of Pedgift Senior failed to move him a hairbreadth
from the position which he had talen up,“No" is the strongest
word in the English language, in the mouth of any man whao
has the courage to repeat it often enough, and Allan had the
courage to repeat it often enough on this oceasion,

“Very good, sir,” said the lawyer, accepting his defeat with-
out the slightest loss of temper, “The choice rests with you, and
you have chosen. We will go the long way, It starts (allow me
to inform you) from my office; and it leads {(as I strongly sus-
pect) through a very miry road to — Miss Gwilt.”

Allan looked at his legal adviser in speechless astonish-
ment.

“If you wont expose the person who is responsible in the
first instance, sir, for the inquiries to which vou unfortunately
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lent yoursell,” proceeded Mr. Pedgilt the elder, "the only other
alternative, in your present position, is to justify the inguiries
themselves”

“And how is that to be done?” inguired Allan,

"By proving to the whole neighborhood, Mr. Armadale,
what 1 Eirm]j.' believe to be the truth — that the et uhjn::ct al
the public protection is an adventuress of the worst class; an
undeniably worthless and dangerous woman, In plainer Eng-
lish still, siv, by employing time enough and money enough to
discover the truth about Miss Gwilt”

Before Allan could say 2 word in answer, there was an in-
terruption at the door. After the usual preliminary knock, one
of the servants came in.

“T told you [ was not to be interrupted,” said Allan, irrita-
bly. "Good heavens! am [ never to have done with them? An-
other letter!”

“Yes, sir,” satcd the man, holding it ont. "And,” he added,
speaking words of evil omen in his master’s ears, “the person
waits for an answer,”

Allan looked at the address of the letter with a natural
expectation of encountering the handwriting of the major’s
wife, The anticipation was not realized, His correspondent was
plainly a lady, but the [ady was not Mrs, Milroy.

“Who can it bet™ he =aid, looking mechanically ar Pedgilt
Sl.'niu]’ ax ]'LL" np::nt:rl 1.I'|.L" ::n\-'t:]{:l]}u.

Pedgift Senior gently tapped his snul-box, and said, with-
out a moment’s hesitation, “Miss Gwilt”
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Allan opened the letter, The first two words in it were the
echo of the two words the lawyer had just pronounced, It was
Miss Gwilt!

Onee more, Allan looked at his legal advizer in speechless
astonishment.

“T have known a good many of them in my time, sir,” ex-
plained Pedgift Senior, with a modesty equally rare and be-
coming in a man of his age, “Not as handsome as Miss Gwilt,
[ admit, But quite as bad, I dare say. Read your letter, Mr, Ar-
madale — read your letter,”

Allan read these lines:

“Miss Gwilt presents her compliments to Mr. Armadale
and begs to know if it will be convenient to him to favor her
with an interview, either this evening or to-morrow morning,
Miss Gwilt offers no apelogy for making her present request,
She believes Mr. Armadale will grant it as an act of justice to-
ward a friendless woman whom he has been innocently the
means of injuring, and who is earnestly desirous to set hersell
right in his estimation.”

Allan handed the letter to his lawyer in silent perplexity
and distress,

The face of Mr, Pedgift the elder expressed but one feeling
when he had read the letter in his turn and had handed it
back — a feeling of profound admiration, “What a lawyer she
would have made,” he exclaimed, fervently, “if she had only
been a man!”

“T can’t treat this as lightly as you do, Mr. Pedgift,” said Al-
lan, “1¢'s dreadfully distressing to me. [ was so fond of her,” he
added, in a lower tone — “I was so fond of her onee.”
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Mr. Pedgift Senior suddenly became serious on his side.

“Io you mean to say, sir, that you actually contemplate
seeing Miss Gwilt?” he asked, with an expression of genuine
dismay.

“l can't treat her cruelly,” returned Allan. “] have been the
means of injuring her — without inLl:ndi.nE it, God knows! 1
can’t treat her croelly after that!”

“Mr. Armadale,” said the lawyer, “vou did me the honor, a
little while since, to say that you considered me your friend.
May | presume on that position to ask you a guestion or two,
before vou go straight to vour own ruin?”

“Any questions you like,” said Allan, looking back at the
letter — the only letter he had ever received [rom Miss Gwilt,

“You have had one trap set for vou already, sir, and you
have fllen into it. Do you want to fall into another?”

“You know the answer to that question, Mr. Pedgift, as well
as [ do”

“I'll try again, Mr. Armadale; we lawyers are not easily dis-
couraged. Do you think that any statement Miss Gwilt might
make to you, if you do see her, would be a statement to be re-
lied on, after what you and my son discovered in London®”

“She might explain what we discovered in London,” sug-
gested Allan, sll looking at the writing, and thinking of the
hand that had traced it.

"M:;g'.fjt uxp]ﬂin it? My dear sir, she is guite certain to ex-
plain it! I will do her justice: 1 believe she would make out a
case without a single aw in it from beginning to end.”
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That last answer forced Allan's attention away from the
letter, The lawyer's pitiless common sense showed him no
mercy.

“If you see that woman again, sir,” proceeded Pedgift Se-
nior, “you will commit the rashest act of folly T ever heard of
in all my experience. She can have but one object in coming
here — to practice on your weakness for her. Nobody can say
into what false step she may not lead you, if you once give her
the opportunity, You admit yvourself that you have been fond
of ler; your attentions to her have been the subject of general
remark; if you haven't actually offered her the chance of be-
coming Mrs, Armadale, you have done the next thing to it;and
knowing all this, you propose to see her, and to let her work
on you with her devilish beauty and her devilish cleverness, in
the character of your interesting victim! You, who are one of
the best matches in England! You, who are the natural prey of
all the hungry single women in the community! 1 never heard
the like of it; I never, in all my professional experience, heard
the like of it! If you must positively put yourself in a dangerous
position, Mr, Armadale,” concluded Pedgift the elder, with the
everlasting pinch of snufl held in suspense between his box
and his nose, “there’s a wild-beast show coming to our town
next week Let in the tigress, sir; don't let in Miss Gwilt!”

For the third time Allan looked at his lawyer. And for the
third time his lawyer looked back at him quite unabashed,

“Vou seem to have a very bad opinion of Miss Gwilt,” said
Allan,

“The warst possible opinion, Mr, Armadale,” retorted Pedg-
ift Senior, coolly, “We will return to that when we have sent
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the lady's messenger about his business. Will you take my ad-
vice? Will you decline to see her?”

T would willingly decline — it would be so dreadfully dis-
tressing to both of us,” said Allan, T would willingly decline, il
[only knew how."

“Bless my soul, Mr. Armadale, it's easy enough! Don't com-
mit pow yoursell in writing, Send out to the messenger, and say
there's no answer.”

The short course thus suggested was a course which Allan
positively declined to take. "It's treating her brutally,” he said;
"I ean't and won't do it”

Once more the pertinacity of Pedgift the elder found its
limits, and once more that wise man vielded gracefully to a
compromise, On receiving his client's promise not to see Miss
Gwilt, he consented to Allan's committing himself in writ-
ing under his lawyer's dictation, The letter thus produced was
modeled in Allan's own style; it began and ended in one sen-
tence. “Mr. Armadale presents his compliments to Miss Gwilt,
and regrets that he cannot have the pleasure of seeing her at
Thorpe Ambrose” Allan had pleaded hard for a second sen-
tence, explaining that he only declined Miss Gwilt's request
from a conviction that an interview would be needlessly dis-
tressing on both sides, But his legal adviser frmly rejected the
proposed addition to the letter, “When you say No to a woman,
sir,” remarked Pedgift Senior, “always say it in one word, Ifyou
give her your reasons, she invariably believes that you mean
Yes"

Producing that little gem of wisdom from the rich mine
of his professional experience, Mr. Pedgift the elder sent out
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the answer to Miss Gwilt’s messenger, and recommended the
servant to I‘HCL" L]'l.l'n: :rL' ll[]w, whli}l.'"f":]' ]'ll'n: W, wl.'][ C]L'H.T {J.r lhﬂ
house.”

“Now, sir,” said the Lawyer, “we will come back, if vou like,
to my opinion of Miss Gwilt. It doesn’t at all agree with yours,
I'm afraid. You think her an object of pity — quite natural at
your age. | think her an object for the inside of a prison = quite
natural at mine. You shall hear the grounds on which 1 have
formed my opinion directly. Let me show you that 1 am in ear-
nest by putting the opinion itself, in the fivst place, to a practi-
cal test. Do you think Miss Gwilt is likely to persist in paying
you a visit, Mr. Armadale, alter the answer you have just sent
to her?”

"Qu'il;i: impmsib]:,:!" cried Allan, warm]j'. “Mlisz Grwilt is a
lady; after the letter [ have sent to her, she will never come
near me again,”

“There we join issue, siv,” cried Pedgift Senior. "1 say she will
snap her fingers at your letter {which was one of the reasons
why | objected to your writing ith | say, she is in all probability
waiting her messenger's return, in or near your grounds at this
maoment. | say, she will try to force her way in here, before four-
and-twenty hours more are over your head. Bgad, sir” cried
Mr. Pedgift, looking at his watch, "it's only seven a'clock now.
S]’!::'s hl:}[';l i:‘l'lnl.'lg]‘l. H.Tld ('_]C'U'Er :n:}ugh Lo ‘Eﬂtl:]'l. ],rnu HUNAWATeES
this very evening. Permit me to ring for the servant — permit
me to request that you will give him orders immediately to say
you are not at home. You needn't hesitate, Mr. Armadale! If
you're right about Miss Gwilt, it's a mere formality, If I'm right,
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it's a wise precaution. Back your opinion, sit,” said Mr. Pedgift,
ringing the bell; 1 back mine!”

Allan was sulficiently nettled when the bell rang to feel
ready to give the order, But when the servant came in, past re-
membrances got the better of him, and the words stuck in his
throat. “You give the order,” he said to Mr. Pedgift, and walked
away abruptly to the window, “You're a good fellow!” thought
the old lawver, looking after him, and penetrating his motive
on the instant. “The claws of that she-devil shan't scratch you
if' I can help it

The servant waited inexorably [or his orders,

“If Miss Gwilt calls here, either this evening, or at any other
time,” said Pedgift Senior, "My, Armadale is not at home, Wait!
If she asks when Mr, Armadale will be back, you don't know.
Wait! If she proposes coming in and sitting down, you have a
general order that nobody is to come in and sit down unless
they have a previous appointment with Mr. Armadale, Come!”
cried old Pedgift, rubbing his hands cheerfully when the ser-
vant had left the room, “I've stopped her out now, at any rate!
The orders are all given, Mr. Armadale, We may go on with our
conversation.”

Allan came back from the window. “The conversation is
not a very pleasant one,” he said. “No offense to you, but [ wish
it was over.”

“We will get it over as soon as possible, sir,” said Pedgift
Senior, still persisting, as only lawyers and women can persist,
in forcing his way little by little nearer and nearer to his own
obiject. “Let us go back, if you please, to the practical suggestion
which T offered to you when the servant came in with Miss
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Gwilt's note, There is, [ repeat, only one way left for you, Mr,
Armadale, out of your present awkward position. You must
pursue your inguiries about this woman to an end — on the
chance (which [ consider next to a certainty) that the end will
justify you in the estimation of the neighborhood”

“Twish to God 1 had never made any inquiries at alll” said
Allan, “Nothing will induce me, Mr. Pedgift, to make any
more.”

“Why" asked the lawyer.

“Can you ask me why,” retorted Allan, hotly, “after your
son has told you what we found out in London? Even if T had
less cause to be — to be sorry for Miss Gwilt than I have; even
if it was some other woman, do you think I would inquire any
further into the secret of a poor betrayed creature — much less
expose it to the neighborhood? I should think myself as great
a scoundrel as the man who has cast her out helpless on the
world, if T did anvthing of the kind. I wonder you can ask me
the question — upon my soul, [ wonder you can ask me the
question!”

“Give me your hand, Mr. Armadale!” cried Pedgift Senior,
warmly; “T honor you for being so angry with me, The neigh-
borhood may say what it pleases; you're a gentleman, sir, in the
best sense of the word. Now,” pursued the lawyer, dropping
Allan’s hand, and lapsing back instantly from sentiment to
business, “just hear what 1 have got to say in my own defense,
Suppose Miss Gwilt's real position happens to be nothing like
what vou are generously determined to believe it to bet”

“We have no reason to suppose that,” said Allan, resolute-
ly.
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“Such is your opinion, sir,” persisted Pedgilt. “Mine, found-
ed on what is publicly known of Miss Gwilt's proceedings here,
and on what [ have seen of Miss Guwilt herself] is that she is as
far as [ am from being the sentimental victim you are inclined
to make her out. Gently, Mr, Armadale! remember that 1 have
put my opinion to a practical test, and wait to condemn it off-
hand until events have justified you Let me put my points,
sir — male allowances for me as a lawyer — and let me put my
points. You and my son are young men; and | don't deny that
the circumstances, on the surface, appear to justify the inter-
pretation which, as young men, you have placed on then L am
an old man — [ know that circumstances ave not always to be
taken as they appear on the surface — and | possess the great
advantage, in the present case, of having had years of profes-
sional experience among some of the wickedest women who
ever walled this earth.”

Allan opened his lips to protest, and checked himself, in
despair of producing the slightest effect. Pedgift Senior bowed
in polite acknowledgment of his client's self-restraint, and
took instant advantage of it to go on,

“All Miss Gwilt’s proceedings,” he resumed, “since your
unfortunate correspondence with the major show me that she
is an old hand at deceit. The moment she is threatened with
exposure — exposure of some kind, there can be no doubt, after
what you discovered in London — she turns your honorable
silence to the best possible account, and leaves the major’s ser-
vice in the character of a martyr. Once out of the house, what
does she do next? She boldly stops in the neighborhood, and
serves three excellent purposes by doing so. In the first place,
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she shows everybody that she is not afraid of facing another
attack on her reputation. In the second place, she is close at
hand to twist you round her little Anger, and to become Mrs,
Armadale in spite of circumstances, if vou (and [} allow her the
opportunity. In the third place, if you (and I) are wise enough
to distrust her, she is equally wise on her side, and doesn't give
us the frst great chance of following her to London, and as-
soctating her with her accomplices, Is this the conduct of an
unhappy woman who has lost her character in a moment of
weatkness, and who has been driven unwillingly into a decep-
tion to get it back again®™

“Vou put it cleverly,” said Allan, answering with marked
reluctance; “T can't deny that vou put it cleverly”

“Your own common sense, Mr. Armadale, is beginning to
tell you that T'put it justly,” said Pedgift Senior. "I don’t presume
to say yet what this woman's connection may be with those
people at Pimlico, All T assert is that it is not the connection
you suppose. Having stated the facts so far, T have only to add
my own personal impression of Miss Gwilt, T won't shock you,
if T ean help it; T try iF T can't put it cleverly again, She came to
my office {as I tald you in my letter), no doubt to make friends
with your lawyer, if she could; she came to tell me, in the most
forgiving and Christian manner, that she didn’t blame you”

“Dio you ever believe in anybody, Mr, Pedgift?” interposed
Allan,

“Sometimes, Mr, Armadale,” returned Pedgift the elder, as
unabashed as ever. “ believe as often as a lawyer can, To pro-
ceed, sir. When T was in the criminal branch of practice, it fell
to my lot to take instructions for the defense of women com-
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mitted lor trial from the women's own lips, Whatever other
difference there might be among them, | got, in time, to notice,
among those who were particulacly wicked and unquestion-
ably guilty, one point in which they all resembled each other,
Tall and short, old and younyg, handsome and ugly, they all
had a secret self-possession that nothing could shake. On the
surface they were as different as possible. Some of them were
in a state of indignation; some of them were drowned in tears;
some of them were [ull of pious confidence; and some of them
were resolved to commit suicide before the night was out. But
only put vour finger suddenly on the weak point in the story
told by any one of them, and there was an end of her rage, or
her tears, or her piety, or her despair; and out came the genu-
ine woman, in full possession of all her resources with a neat
little lie that exactly suited the circumstances of the case, Miss
Gwilt was in tears, sit — becoming tears that didn't malke her
nose red — and I put my Anger suddenly on the weak point
in e story, Down dropped her pathetic pocket-handkerchief
from her beautiful blue eyes, and out came the genuine woman
with the neat little lie that exactly suited the civcumstances! [
felt twenty years vounger, Mr. Armadale, on the spot. | declare
[ thought I was in Newgate again, with my nete-book in my
hand, taking my instructions for the defense!”

“The next thing you'll say, Mr. Pedgift,” cried Allan, angrily,
“is that Miss Gwilt has been in prison!”

Pedgift Sentor calmly rapped his snuff-box, and had his an-
swer ready at a moment's notice,

“She may have richly deserved to see the inside of a prison,
Mr, Armadale; but, in the age we live in, that is one excellent
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reason for her never having been near any place of the kind,
A prison, in the present tender state of public fecling, for a
charming woman like Miss Gwilt! My dear sir, if she had at-
tempted to murder you or me, and if an inhuman judge and
jury had decided on sending her to a prison, the first object of
modern society would be to prevent her going into it; and, if
that couldn't be done, the next object would be to let her out
again as soon as possible, Read your newspaper, Mr. Armadale,
and you'll find we live in piping times for the black sheep of
the community — if they are only black enough. I insist on
asserting, sir, that we have got one of the blackest of the lot
to deal with in this case. I insist on asserting that you have
had the rare luck, in these unfortunate inquiries, to pitch on a
woman who happens to be a fit object for inquiry, in the inter-
ests of the public protection. Differ with me as strongly as you
please, but don't make up your mind Anally about Miss Gwilt
until events have put those two opposite opinions of ours to
the test that [ have proposed, A fairer test there can't be. Tagree
with you that no lady worthy of the name could attempt to
force her way in here, after receiving your letter, But 1 deny
that Miss Gwilt is worthy of the name; and 1 say she will try to
force her way in here in spite of you.”

“And I say she won't!” retorted Allan, firmly,

Pedgift Senior leaned back in his chair and smiled, There
was a momentary silence, and in that silence the door-hell
rang,

The lawyer and the client both looked expectantly in the
direction of the hall.

“No," cried Allan, more angrily than ever,
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“Yes!" cried Pedgilt Senior, contradicting him with the ut-
most politeness,

They waited the event. The opening of the house door was
audible, but the room was too far from it for the sound of voic-
es to reach the ear as well. Alter a long interval ol expectation,
the closing of the door was heard at last. Allan rose impetuous-
ly and rang the bell. Mz Pedgift the elder sat sublimely calm,
and enjoyed, with a gentle zest, the largest pinch of snufl ke
had taken yet.

“Anybody for met” asked Allan, when the servant came
i

The man looked at Pedgift Senior, with an expression of
unutterable reverence, and answered, “Miss Gwilt."

“T don't want to crow over you, sir,” said Mr. Pedgift the el-
der, when the servant had withdrawn, “But what do you think
of Miss Gwilt now?”

Allan shook his head in silent discouragement and dis-
tress,

“Time is of some importance, Mr. Armadale. After what has
just happened, do you still object to taling the course | have
had the honer of suggesting to you?”

“lean't, Mr, Pedgift,” said Allan, “T can't be the means of dis-
gracing her in the neighborhood, I would rather be disgraced
myself — as Lam.”

“Let me put it in another way, sir, Excuse my persisting,
You have been very kind to me and my family; and 1 have a
personal interest, as well as a professional interest, in youw, If
you can't prevail on yourselfl to show this woman's character
in its true light, will you take common precautions to prevent
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her doing any more harm? Will you consent to having her pri-
vately watched as ].:Jng as she remains in this nuig]‘thﬂr]‘umﬂ?"

For the second time Allan shool his head.

“Is that your final resolution, sir?”

"It is, Mr. Pedgilt; but T am much obliged to you for your
advice, all the same.”

Pedgift Senior rose in a state of gentle resignation, and took
up his hat "Good-evening, siv," he said, and made sorrowfully
for the door. Allan rose on his side, innocently supposing that
the interview was at an end Persons better acquainted with
the diplomatic habits of his legal adviser would have recom-
mended him to keep his seat. The time was ripe for “Pedgift’s
postseript,” and the Lwwyer's indicative snuff-box was at that
moment in one of his hands, as he opened the door with the
other,

“Good-evening,” said Allan,

Pedyitt Senior opened the door, stopped, considered, closed
the door again, came back mysteriously with his pinch of snuff
in suspense between his box and his nose, and repeating his
invariable formula, “By-the-by, there's a point ocours to me,”
quietly resumed possession of his empty chair,

Allan, wondering, took the seat, in his turn, which he had
qust left. Lawyer and client looked at each other onee more,
and the inexhaustible interview began again.
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CHAPTER VI
PEDGIFT'S POSTSCRIPT

“I mentioned that a point had oceurred to me, sir,” re-
marked Pedgift Senior,

“Vou did,” said Allan.

“Would you like to hear what it s, Mr. Armadale?”

“If you please,” said Allan,

“With all my heart, sir! This is the point. I attach consider-
able importance — if nothing else can be done — to having
Miss Gwilt privately locked after, as long as she stops at Thor-
pe Ambrose, It struck me just now at the door, Mr, Armadale,
that what you are not willing to do for your own security, you
might be willing to do for the security of another person.”

“What other person?™ inguired Allan.

“A younyg lady who is a near neighbor of yours, sir. $hall |
mention the name in confidence? Miss Milvoy.”

Allan started, and changed color,

“Miss Milroy!" he repeated. “Can she be concerned in this
miserable business? [ hope not, Mr. Pedgift; | sincerely hope
not.”

“T paid a visit, in your interests, sir, at the cottage this morn-
ing,” proceeded Pedgift Senior. “You shall hear what happened
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there, and udge for yourself, Major Milroy has been express-
ing his opinion of you pretty freely; and 1 thought it highly
desirable to give him a caution, It's always the way with those
quiet addle-headed men: when they do once wake up, there’s
no reasoning with their obstinacy, and no quieting their vie-
lence, Well, sir, this morning | went to the cottage. The major
and Miss Neelie were both in the parlor — miss not looking
so pretty as usual; pale, [ thought, pale, and worn, and anx-
ious, Up jumps the addle-headed major {1 wouldn't give that,
Mr, Armadale, for the brains of a man who can occupy him-
self for half his lifetime in making a clock!) — up jumps the
addle-headed major, in the loftiest manner, and actually tries
to look me down, Ha! ha! the idea of anybody looking me down,
at my time of life, T behaved like a Christian; T nodded kindly
to old What's-o'clock ‘Fine morning, major,' says I ‘Have you
any business with me? says he, Tust a word, says [ Miss Nee-
lig, like the sensible girl she is, gets up to leave the room; and
what does her ridiculous father do? He stops her, Vou needn't
ga, my dear, I have nothing to say to Mr, Pedgift,’ says this old
military idiot, and turns my way, and tries to look me down
again, You are Mr, Armadale's lawyer, says he; “if you come
on any business relating to Mr. Armadale, T refer you to my
solicitor, {(His solicitor is Darch; and Darch has had enough
of me in business, [ can tell you!) ‘My errand here, major, does
certainly relate to Mr, Armadale,” says [; ‘but it doesn't concern
your lawyer — at any rate, just yet, | wish to caution you to sus-
pend your opinion of my client, or, if you won't do that, to be
careful how you express it in public. I warn vou that our turn
is to come, and that vou are not at the end yet of this scandal
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about Miss Gwilt” Tt struck me as likely that be would lose his
temper when he found himsell tackled in that way, and he
amply fulfilled my expectations. He was quite violent in his
language — the poor weak creature — actually violent with el
[ behaved like a Christian again; [ nodded kindly, and wished
him good-morning. When | looked round to wish Miss Neelie
good-morning, too, she was gone, You seem restless, Mr. Ar-
madale,” remarked Pedgift Senior, as Allan, feeling the sting of
old recollections, suddenly started out of his chair, and began
pacing up and down the room. "'l won't try your patience much
longer, siv; | am coming to the point”

“I beg your pardon, My, Pedgilt," said Allan, returning to his
seat, and trying to look composedly at the lawyer through the
intervening image of Neelie which the lawyer had called up.

“Well, sir, 1 left the cottage,” resumed Pedgift Senior, “Just
as I turned the corner from the garden into the park, whom
should T stumble on but Miss Neelie herself, evidently on the
lockout for me. T want to speak to you for one moment, Mr.
Pedgifi” says she, 'Does Mr. Armadale think me mixed up in
this matter? She was violently agitated — tears in her eves, sir,
of the sort which my legal experience has not aceustomed me
to see, | quite forgot myself; [ actually gave her my arm, and led
her away gently among the trees. (A nice position to find me
in, if any of the scandal-mongers of the town had happened
to be walking in that direction!) ‘My dear Miss Milroy," says [,
why should Mr, Armadale think you mized up in it?™

“You ought to have told her at once that [ thought nothing
of the kind!" exclaimed Allan, indignantly, “Why did you leave
her a moment in doubt about it?”
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“Because L am a lawyer, Mr, Avmadale,” rejoined Pedgift Se-
nior, dryly, “Even in moments of sentiment, under convenient
trees, with a pretty givl on my arm, [ can'’t entively divest myself
of my professional caution. Don't look distressed, siv, pray! [ set
things right in due course of time. Before 1 left Miss Milvoy, 1
told her, i the plainest terms, no such iden had ever entered
your head,”

“Did she seem relieved?” asked Allan,

“She was able to dispense with the use of my arm, sir,” re-
plied old Pedgift, as dryly as ever, “and to pledge me to invie-
lable secrecy on the subject of our interview. She was particu-
larly desirous that you should hear nothing about it If you are
at all anxious on your side to know why I am now betraying
her confidence, 1 beg to inform you that her confidence re-
lated to no less a person than the lady who favored you with a
call just now — Miss Gwilt”

Allan, who had been once more restlessly pacing the room,
stopped, and returned to his chair.

“Is this sericus?” he asked.

“Most serious, siv,” returned Pedgift Senior. T am betray-
ing Miss Neelie's secret, in Miss Neelie's own interest. Let us
go back to that cautious question [ put to her, She found some
little difficulty in answering it, for the reply involved her in a
narrative of the parting interview between her governess and
herself This is the substance of it. The two were alone when
Miss Gwilt took leave of her pupil; and the words she used
{as reported to me by Miss Neelie) were these, She said, Your
mother has declined to allow me to take leave of her, Do you
decline too?” Miss Neelie's answer was a remarkably sensible
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one for a girl of her age. "'We have not been good fiends, she
said, ‘and [ believe we are equally glad to part with each other.
But [ have no wish to decline taking leave of you.” Saying that,
she held out her hand. Miss Gwilt stood looking at her steadily,
without taking it, and addressed her in these words: You are
not Mrs, Armadale yet! Gently, sit! Keep your temper. It's not
at all wonderful that a woman, conscious of having her own
mercenary designs on you, should attribute similar designs to
a young lady who happens to be vour near neighbor. Let me go
o, Miss Neelie, by her own confession (and quite naturally,
[ think), was excessively indignant. She owns to having an-
swered, You shameless creature, how dare you say that to me!
Miss Gwilt's rejoinder was rather a remarkable one — the an-
ger, on her side, appears to have been of the cool, still, venom-
ous kind. Nobody ever yet injured me, Miss Milroy, she said,
without sooner or later bitterly repenting it. You will bitterly
repent it She stood leoking at her pupil for 2 moment in dead
silence, and then left the room. Miss Neelie appears to have
felt the imputation fastened on her, in connection with you,
far more sensitively than she felt the threat. She had previ-
ously known, as evervbody had lnown in the house, that some
unaclnowledged proceedings of yours in London had led to
Miss Gwilt's voluntary withdrawal from her situation. And
she now inferred, from the language addressed to her, that she
was actually believed by Miss Gwilt to have set those proceed-
ings on foot, to advance herself, and to injure her governess, in
your estimation, Gently, sir, gently! [ haven't quite done yet. As
soon as Miss Neelie had recovered hersell, she went upstairs
to speak to Mrs, Milroy, Miss Gwilt's abominable imputation
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had taken her by surprise; and she went to her mother Hrst
for enlightenment and advice. She got neither the one nor
the other. Mrs, Milroy declared she was too ill to enter on the
subject, and she has remained too 1l] to enter on 1t ever since.
Miss Meelie applied next to her father. The major stopped her
the moment your name passed her lips: he declared he would
never hear you mentioned again by any member of his Family,
She has been left in the dark from that time to this, not know-
ing how she might have been misrepresented by Miss Gwilt,
or what falsehoods you might have been led to believe of her.
At my age and in my profession, [ don't profess to have any
extraordinary soltness of heart. But [ do think, Mr. Armadale,
that Miss Neelie's position deserves our sympathy.”

111 da nn!,rt]'u'ng to l'u:lp her!” eried Allan, impuh:ivt,:]j.
“You don't know, Mr. Pedgilt, what reason I have — " He
checked himself, and confusedly repeated his first words, “T'll
do anything,” he reiterated earnestly — “anything in the world
to help her!”

“Dro you really mean that, Mr. Armadale? Excnse my asking
but you can very materially help Miss Neelie, if you choose!”

“How?” asked Allan. “Only tell me how!”

“By giving me your authority, sir, to protect her from Miss
Gwilt”

Having fired that shot pointblank at his client, the wise
lawyer waited a little to let it take its effect before he said any
more,

Allan's face clouded, and he shifted uneasily from side to
side of his chair,
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“Your son is hard enough to deal with, Mr. Pedgift,” he said,
“and you are harder than your son.”

“Thank you, sir,” rejoined the ready Pedgift, “in my son's
name and my own, lor a handsome compliment to the Hrm, 1T
you really wish to be ol assistance to Miss Neelie,” he went on,
more seriously, “l have shown you the way, You can do noth-
ing to quiet her anxiety which | have not done already. As soon
as [ had assured her that no misconception of her conduct ex-
isted in your mind, she went away satised. Her governess's
parting threat doesn't seem to have dwelt on her memory. 1
can tell you, Mr. Armadale, it dwells on mine! You know my
opinion of Miss Gwilt; and you know what Miss Gwilt hersell
has done this very evening to justify that opinion even in your
eves. May L ask, after all that has passed, whether you think she
is the sort of woman who can be trusted to confine herself to
empty threats?"

The question was a formidable one to answer, Forced steadi-
ly back from the position which he had cccupied at the outset
of the interview, by the irresistible pressuve of plain facts, Al-
lan began for the first time to show symptoms of vielding on
the subject of Miss Gwilt. “Is there no other way of protecting
Miss Milroy but the way you have mentioned?” he asked, un-
easily,

“Dio you think the major would listen to you, sir, if you
spoke to him?" asked Pedgift Senior, sarcastically, "I'm rather
afraid he wouldn't honor me with his attention. Or perhaps
you would prefer alarming Miss Neelie by telling her in plain
words that we both think her in danger? Or, suppose you send
me to Miss Gwilt, with instructions to inform her that she has
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done her pupil a cruel injustice? Women are so proverbially
ready to listen to reason; and they are so universally disposed
to alter their opinions of each other on application — especial-
ly when one woman thinks that another woman has destroyed
her prospect of making a good marriage. Don’t mind mie, Mr,
Armadale; 'm only a lawyer, and 1 can sit waterproof under
another shower of Miss Gwilt’s tears!”

“Dramin it, Mr, Pedgift, tell me in plain words what you want
to dol” eried Allan, losing his temper at [ast.

“In plain words, Mr, Armadale, T want to keep Miss Gwilt's
proceedings privately under view, as long as she stops in this
neighborhood, T answer for finding a person who will look af-
ter her delicately and discreetly, And T agree to discontinue
even this harmless superintendence of her actions, if there
isn't good reasons shown for continuing it, to your entire sat-
isfaction, in a week’s time, I make that moderate proposal, sir,
in what I sincerely believe to be Miss Milroy's interest, and 1
wailt your answer, Yes or Mo,

“Can’t 1 have time to consider?” asked Allan, driven to the
last helpless expedient of taking refuge in delay.

“Certainly, Mr, Armadale. But don't forget, while you are
considering, that Miss Milroy is in the habit of walking out
alone in your park, innocent of all apprehension of danger,
and that Miss Gwilt is perfectly free to take any advantage of
that circumstance that Miss Gwilt pleases.”

“Do as you like!” exclaimed Allan, in despair, “And, for
God’s sake, don't torment me any longer!”

Popular prejudice may deny it, but the profession of the
law is a practically Christian profession in one respect at least,
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OF all the large collection of ready answers lying in wait for
mankind on a lawyer's lips, none is kept in better worldng or-
der than “the soft answer which turneth away wrath,” P:,:dg__'[:l'-t
Senior rose with the alacrity of vouth in his legs, and the wise
moderation of age on his tongue, “Many thanks, sir,” he said,
“for the attention Vi have bestowed on me. | mngrum];{ic
your on your decision, and [wish you good-evening” This time
his mdicative snuff-box was not in his hand when he opened
the door, and be actually disappeared without coming back for
a second postscript.

Allan's head sank on his breast when he was left alone, “IF
it was only the end of the weeld" he thought, longingly. “If' 1
only had Midwinter bacl again!”

Mg that aspiration escaped the client's lips, the lawyer zot
gayly into his gig. "Hie away, old girl!” cried Pedgift Senior, pat-
ting the fast-trotting mare with the end of his whip. “1 never
keep a lady waiting = and 've got business to-night with one
of your own sex!”
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CHAPTER VII
THE MARTYRDOM
OF MISS GWILT

The outskirts of the little town of Thorpe Ambrose, on
the side nearest to “the great house,” have earned some local
celebrity as exhibiting the pretiest suburb of the kind to be
found in East Morfollk Here the villas and gardens are for the
maost part built and Taid out in excellent taste, the trees are in
the prime of their growth, and the healthy common beyond
the houses rises and falls in picturesque and delightful vaviery
of broken ground. The rank, fashion, and beauty of the town
make thiz place their evening promenade; and when a stranger
goes out for a drive, iF he leaves it to the conchman, the coach-
man starts by way of the common as a matter of course.

On the opposite side, that is to say, on the side furthest
from “the great house,” the suburbs (in the year 1831} were
universally regarded as a sore subject by all persons zealous for
the reputation of the town,

Here nature was uninviting, man was poor, and social
progress, as exhibited wnder the form of building, halted mis-
erably. The streets dwindled feebly, as they receded from the
center of the town, into smaller and smaller houses, and died
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away on the barren open ground into an atrophy of skeleton
cottages. Builders hereabouts appeared to have universally
abandoned their work in the st stage of its creation. Land-
holders set up poles on lost patches of ground, and, plaintively
advertising that they were to let for building, raised sickly lit-
tle crops meanwhile, in despair of finding a purchaser to deal
with them. All the waste paper of the town seemed to float
congenially to this neglected spot; and all the fretful childven
came and cried here, in charge of all the slatternly nurses who
disgraced the place. If there was any intention in Thorpe Am-
brose of sending a worn-out horse to the knacker's, that horse
was sure to be found waiting his doom in a field on this side
of the town, No growth flourished in these desert regions but
the arid growth of rubbish; and no creatures rejoiced but the
creatures of the night — the vermin here and there in the beds,
and the cats everywhere on the tiles,

The sun had set, and the summer twilight was darkening,
The fretful children were crving in their cradles; the horse des-
tined for the knacker dozed forlorn in the field of his tmpris-
onment; the cats waited stealthily in corners for the coming
night. But one living figure appeared in the lonely suburb —
the figure of Mr, Bashwood, But one faint sound disturbed the
dreadful silence — the sound of Mr, Bashwood's softly stepping
feet,

Moving slowly past the heaps of bricks rising at intervals
along the road, coasting carefully round the old iron and the
broken tiles scattered here and there in his path, Mr, Bash-
wood advanced from the direction of the country toward one
of the unfinished streets of the suburb, His personal appear-
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ance had been apparently made the object of some special at-
tention. His false teeth were brilliantly white; his wig was care-
fully brushed; his mourning garments, renewed throughout,
gleamed with the hideous and slimy gloss of cheap black cloth,
He moved with a nervous jauntiness, and looked about him
with a vacant smile. Having reached the first of the skeleton
cottages, his watery eyes settled steadily for the Hrst time on
the view of the street before him. The next instant he start-
ed; his breath quickened; he leaned, trembling and flushing,
against the unfinished wall at his side. A lady, still at some
distance, was advancing toward him down the length of the
street, “She's coming!” he whispered, with a strange mixture
of rapture and fear, of alternating color and paleness, showing
itself in his haggard face, T wish I was the ground she treads
on! [ wish [ was the glove she's got on her hand!” He burst
ecstatically into those extravagant words, with a concentrated
intensity of delight in uttering them that actually shook his
feeble figure from head to foot,

Smoothly and gracefully the lady glided nearer and near-
er, until she revealed to Mr, Bashwood's eyes, what Mr, Bash-
wood's instinets had recognized in the Brst instance — the face
of Miss Gwilt,

She was dressed with an exquisitely expressive economy of
outlay. The plainest straw bonnet procurable, trimmed spar-
ingly with the cheapest white ribbon, was on her head. Modest
and tasteful poverty expressed itselfl in the speckless cleanli-
ness and the modestly proportioned skirts of her light “print”
gown, and in the scanty little mantilla of cheap black silk which
she wore over it, edged with a simple frilling of the same mate-
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rial. The luster ol her terrible red hair showed itsell unshrink-
ingly in a plaited coronet above her forehead, and escaped in
one vagrant love-lock, perfectly curled, that dropped over her
left shoulder. Her gloves, fitting her like a second skin, were
of the sober brown hue which is slowest to show signs of use,
One hand lifted her dress daintily above the impurities of the
road; the other held a little nosegay of the commonest garden
flowers. Moiselessly and smoothly she came on, with a gentle
and regular undulation of the print gown; with the love-lock
softly lifted from moment to moment in the evening breeze;
with her head a little drooped, and her eyes on the ground —
in walk, and look, and manner, in every casual movement that
escaped her, expressing that subtle mixture of the voluptuous
and the modest which, of the many attractive extremes that
meet in women, is in a man's eyes the most irresistible of all,

“Mr. Bashwood? she exclaimed, in loud, clear tones indica-
tive of the utmost astonishment, “what a surprise to find you
here! T thought none but the wretched inhabitants ever ven-
tured near this side of the town. Hush!" she added quickly, ina
whisper. "You heard right when you heard that Mr. Armadale
was going to have me followed and watched. There's a man
behind one of the houses. We must talle out loud of indiffer-
ent things, and look as if we had met by accident. Ask me what
[ am doing, Out loud! Directly! You shall never see me again,
if you don’t instantly leave off trembling and do what [ tell
you!”

She spoke with a merciless tyranny of eye and voice — with
a merciless use of her power over the feeble creature whom
she addressed, Mr. Bashwood obeyed her in tones that qua-
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vered with agitation, and with eyes that devoured her beauty
in a strange fascination of terror and delight,

“T am trying to earn a little money by teaching music,” she
said, in the voice intended to reach the spy's ears, “If you are
able to recommend me any pupils, Mr, Bashwood, your good
word will eblige me, Have you been in the grounds to-day?”
she went on, dropping her voice again in a whisper. "Has Mr.
Armnadale been near the cottage? Has Miss Milroy been out of
the garden? No? Are you sure? Look out for them to-morrow,
and next day, and next day. They are certain to meet and make
it up again, and [ must and will know of it. Hush! Ask me my
terms for teaching music, What are you frightened about? It's
me the man’s after — not vou, Louder than when you asked
me what T was doing, just now; louder, or T won't trust you any
more; Il go to somebody else!”

Onee more Mr. Bashwood obeyed, "Don't be angry with
me,” he murmured, faintly, when he had spoken the necessary
words, “My heart beats so you'll kill me!”

“Vou poor old dear’ she whispered back, with a sud-
den change in her manner, with an easy satirical tenderness,
“What business have you with a heart at yvour age? Be here
to-morrow at the same time, and tell me what you have seen
in the grounds, My terms are only five shillings a lesson,” she
went on, in her louder tone, “T'm sure that’s not much, Mr,
Bashwood; 1 give such long lessons, and 1 get all my pupils'
music half-price” She suddenly dropped her voice again, and
looked him brightly into instant suljection, “Don't let Mr, Ar-
madale out of your sight to-morrow! If that gir]l manages to
speak to him, and if T don't hear of it, T'll frighten you to death,
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IF1 do hear of it, Ul kiss you! Hush! Wish me good-night, and
go on to the town, and leave me to go the other way. [ don't
want you — I'm not afmid of the man behind the houses; [
can deal with him by myselll Say goodnight, and 'l let you
shake hands, Say it louder, and Tll give you one of my flowers,
ifyou'll promise not to fall in love with it." She raised her voice
again, "Goodnight, Mz, Bashwood! Don't forget my terms, Five
shillings a lesson, and the lessons last an hour at a time, and
[ get all my pupils” music hall-price, which is an immense ad-
vantage, isn't it?" She slipped a flower into his hand - frowned
him into obedience, and smiled to reward him for obeying, at
the same moment — lifted her dress again above the impurities
of the road — and went on her way with a dainty and indolent
deliberation, as a cat goes on her way when she has exhausted
the enjoyment of frightening a mouse,

Left alone, Mr. Bashwood turned to the low cottage wall
near which he had been standing, and, resting himself on it
wearily, looked at the lower in his hand,

His past existence had disciplined him to bear disaster and
insult, as few happier men could have borme them; but it had
not prepared him to feel the master-passion of humanity, for
the first time, at the dreary end of his life, in the hopeless de-
cay of & manhood that had withered under the double blight
of conjugal disappointment and parental sorrow, “Oh, if [ was
only young again!” murmured the poor wretch, resting his
arms on the wall and touching the flower with his dry, fevered
lips in a stealthy rapture of tenderness. “She might have liked
me when [ was twenty!” He suddenly started back into an erect
position, and stared about him in vacant bewilderment and
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terror. “She told me to go home,” he said, with a startled look,
“Why am I stopping here?” He turned, and hurried on to the
town — in such dread of her anger, if she looked round and
saw him, that he never so much as ventured on a backward
glance at the road by which she had retived, and never de-
tected the spy dogging her footsteps, under cover of the empty
houses and the brick-heaps by the roadside,

Smoothly and gracefully, carefully preserving the speck-
less integrity of her dress, never hastening her pace, and never
locking aside to the right hand or the left, Miss Gwilt pur-
sued her way toward the open country. The suburban road
branched off at its end in two directions, On the left, the path
wound through a ragged little coppice to the grazing grounds
of a neighboring farm; on the right, it led across a hillack of
waste land to the high-road, Stopping a moment to consider,
but not showing the spy that she suspected him by glancing be-
hind her while there was a hiding-place within his reach, Miss
Gwilt took the path across the hillock, "T'll catch him there,”
she said to herself, looking up quietly at the long straight line
of the empty high-road.

Onee on the ground that she had chosen for her purpose,
she met the difficulties of the position with perfect tact and
sell-possession, After walking some thirty yards along the
road, she let her nosegay drop, half turned round in stooping
to pick it up, saw the man stopping at the same moment be-
hind her, and instantly went on again, quickening her pace lit-
tle by little, until she was walking at the top of her speed, The
spy fell into the snare laid for him, Seeing the night coming,
and fearing that he might lose sight of her in the darkness, he
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rapidly lessened the distance between them, Miss Gwilt went
on faster and faster 61l she plainly heard his footstep behind
her, then stopped, turned, and met the man face to face the
next moment.

“My compliments to Mr. Armadale,” she said, “and tell him
I'we caught you watching me.”

“I'm not watching you, miss,” retorted the spy, thrown off
his wuard by the daring plainness of the language in which she
had spoken to him.

Miss Gwilt's eyes measured him contemptuously from head
to foot. He was a weakly, undersized man. She was the taller,
and {guite possibly) the stronger of the twao,

“Take your hat off], you blackguard, when you speak to a
lady,” she said, and tossed his hat in an instant, across a ditch
by which they were standing, into a poel on the other side.

This time the spy was on his guard. He knew as well as Miss
CGrwilt knew the use which might be made of the precions min-
utes, if he turned his back on her and crossed the dicch to re-
cover his hat. “1¢s well for you you're a woman,” he said, stand-
ing scowling at her bareheaded in the fst-darkening light

Mizs Gwilt glanced sidelong down the onward vista of the
road, and saw, through the gathering obscurity, the solitary
figure of a man rapidly advancing toward her. Some women
would have noticed the npprnac]'l of a stranger at that hour
and in that lonely place with a certain anxiety. Miss Gwilt was
too confident in her own powers of persuasion not to count on
the man's assistance beforehand, whoever he might be, because
he was a man, She looked back at the spy with redoubled con-
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fidence in herself, and measured him contemptuously from
head to foot for the second time.

“T wonder whether I'm strong enough to throw you after
your hat?” she said, “T'1] take a turn and consider it”

She sauntered on a few steps toward the figure advancing
along the road, The spy followed her close, “Try it,” he said,
brutally. “You're a Hine woman; you're welcome to put your
arms round me if you like” As the words escaped him, he too
saw the stranger for the first time, He drew back a step and
waited, Miss Gwilt, on her side, advanced a step and waited,
o,

The stranger came on, with the lithe, light step of a prac-
ticed walker, swinging a stick in his hand and carrying a knap-
sack on his shoulders, A few paces nearer, and his face became
visible, He was a dark man, his black hair was powdered with
dust, and his black eyes were looking stead fastly forward along
the road before im.

Miss Gwilt advanced with the first signs of agitation she
had shown yet. “Is it possible?” she said, softly. “Can it really
be you?"

It was Midwinter, on his way back to Thorpe Ambrose, al-
ter his fortnight among the Yorkshire moors,

He stopped and looked at her, in breathless surprise. The
image of the woman had been in his thoughts, at the moment
when the woman herself spoke to him. “Miss Gwilt!” he ex-
claimed, and mechanically held out his hand,

She toolk it, and pressed it gently. 1 should have been glad
to see you at any time,” she said, “You don’t know how glad 1
am to see you now. May [ trouble you to speak to that man? He
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has been following me, and annoying me all the way from the
town.”

Midwinter stepped past her without uttering a word. Faint
as the light was, the spy saw what was coming in his face, and,
turning instantly, leaped the ditch by the road-side. Belore
Midwinter could follow, Miss Gwilt's hand was on his shoul-
der.

"No," she said, “vou don't know who his employer is”

Midwinter stopped and looked at her,

“Strange things have happened since you left us,” she went
o 'l have been forced to give up my situation, and | am fol-
lowed and watched by a paid spy. Don't ask who lorced me
out of my situation, and who pays the spy — at least not just
yvet. [ can't make up my mind to tell you tll I am a little more
composed. Let the wretch go, Do you mind seeing me safe back
to my lodging? It's in your way home, May [ — may [ ask for
the support of your arm? My little stock of courage is quite
exhausted” She took his arm and clung close to it. The wom-
an whe had tyrannized over Mr. Bashwood was gone, and the
woman who had tossed the spy's hat into the pool was gone.
A timid, shrinking, interesting creature filled the fair slkin and
trembled on the symmetrical limbs of Miss Gwilt, She put her
handkerchief to her eves. “They say necessity has no law,” she
murmured, faintly, “ am treating you like an old friend. God
knows [ want one!”

They went on toward the town, She recovered herself with
a touching fortitude; she put her handkerchief back in her
pocket, and persisted in turning the conversation on Midwin-
ter's walking tour, “Tt is bad enough to be a burden on you,”
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she said, gently pressing on his arm as she spoke; “T mustn't
distress you as well. Tell me where you have been, and what
you have seen, Interest me in your journey; help me to escape
from myself”

They reached the modest little lodging in the miserable
little suburb. Miss Gwilt sighed, and removed her glove before
she took Midwinter’s hand, “T have taken refuge here,” she said,
stmply, “Tt is clean and quiet; T am too poor to want or expect
more, We must say good-by, I suppose, unless” — she hesitated
modestly, and satisfied herself by a quick look round that they
were unobserved — “unless you would like to come in and rest
a little? T feel so gratefully toward you, Mr, Midwinter! Is there
any harm, do you think, in my offering vou a cup of tea?”

The magnetic influence of her touch was thrilling through
him while she spoke. Change and absence, to which he
had trusted to weaken her hold on him, had treacherously
strengthened it instead, A man exceptionally sensitive, a man
exceptionally pure in his past life, he stood hand in hand, in
the tempting secrecy of the night, with the first woman who
had exercised over him the all-absorbing influence of her sex.
At his age, and in his position, who could have left her? The
man {with a man's temperament) doesn’t live who could have
left her, Midwinter went in.

A stupid, sleepy lad opened the house door, Even he, being
a male creature, brightened under the influence of Miss Gwilt,
“The urn, John,” she said, kindly, “and another cup and saucer.
Il borrow your candle to light my candles upstairs, and then
[ won't trouble you any more to-night.” John was wakeful and
active in an instant. "No trouble, miss,” he said, with awkward
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civility. Miss Gwilt took his candle with a smile. "How good
people are to me!” she whispered, innocently, to Midwinter,
as she led the way upstairs to the little drawing-room on the
fivst Hoor.

She lit the candles, and, turning quickly on her guest,
stopped him at the Brst attempt he made to remove the knap-
sack [rom his shoulders, "No," she said, gently; “in the good
old times there were oceasions when the ladies unarmed their
knights. [ claim the privilege of unarming my knight" Her
dexterous fingers intercepted his at the straps and buckles,
and she had the dusty knapsack off, before he could protest
against her touching it.

They sat down at the one little table in the room. It was
very poorly furnished; but there was something of the dainty
neatness of the woman who inhabited it in the arrangement
of the few poor ornaments on the chimney-piece, in the one
or two prettily bound volumes on the chiffonier, in the flow-
ers on the table, and the modest little work-basket in the win-
dow, “Women are not all coquettes,” she said, as she took off
her bonnet and mantilla, and laid them carefully on a chair. "1
won't go into my room, and look in my glass, and make myself
smart; you shall take me just as | am.” Her hands moved about
among the tea-things with a smooth, noiseless activity.

Her magnificent hair flashed crimson in the candle-light,
as she turned her head hither and thither, searching with an
easy grace for the things she wanted in the tray. Exercise had
heightened the brilliancy of her complexion, and had quick-
ened the rapid alternations of expression in her eyes — the
delicious languor that stole over them when she was listen-
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ing or thinking, the bright intelligence that flashed from them
softly when she spoke. In the lightest word she said, in the
least thing she did, there was something that gently solicited
the heart of the man who sat with her, Perfectly modest in
her manner, possessed to perlection of the graceful restraints
and refinements of a lady, she had all the allurements that
feast the eye, all the siren invitations that seduce the sense = a
subtle suggestiveness in her silence, and a sexual sorcery in
her smile

“Should | be wrong,” she asked, suddenly suspending the
conversation which she had thus far persistently restricted to
the subject of Midwinter's walking tour, "if | guessed that you
have something on your mind — something which neither my
tea nor my talk can charm away? Are men as curions as wom-
en? [s the something — Me?"

Midwinter struggled against the fascination of looking at
her and listening to her. "l am very anxious to hear what has
happened since 1 have been away,” he said. “But [ am still more
anxious, Miss Gwilt, not to distress you by speaking of a pain-
ful sulject”

She looked at him gratefully. "It is for your sake that 1 have
avoided the painful subject,” she said, toying with her spoon
among the dregs in her empty cup. “But you will hear about 1t
from others, if vou don't hear about it from me; and you ought
to know why you found me in that strange situation, and why
you see me here, Pray remember one thing, to begin with. 1
don't blame your [viend, Mr. Armadale | blame the people
whose instrument he 12"
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Midwinter started. “Is it possible,” he began, “that Allan
can be in any way answerable —7" He stopped, and looked at
Miss Gwilt in silent astonishment.

She gently laid her hand on his. “Don't be angry with me
for only telling the truth,” she said, “Your friend is answerable
for everything that has happened to me = innocently answer-
able, Mr, Midwinter, [ firmly believe. We are both victims, He
is the victim of his position as the richest single man in the
neighborhood; and [ am the victim of Miss Milroy's determi-
nation to marry him.”

“Miss Milroy?" repeated Midwinter, move and more aston-
ished. “Why, Allan himself told me — * He stopped agam.

“He told you that 1 was the object of his admiration? Foor
fellow, he admires everybady; his head is almost as empty as
this,” said Miss Gwilt, smiling indicatively into the hollow of
her cup. She dropped the spoon, sighed, and became serious
again. "l am guilty of the vanity of having let him admire me,”
she went on, penitently, “without the excuse of being able, on
my side, to reciprocate even the passing interest that he felt
in me. [ don't undervalue his many admirable gualities, or the
excellent position he can offer to his wife. But a woman's heart
is not to be commanded — no, Mr. Midwinter, not even by the
fortunate master of Thorpe Ambrose, who commands every-
thing else”

She looked him full in the face as she uttered that magnan-
imous sentiment. His eyes dropped before hers, and his dark
color deepened. He had felt his heart leap in him at the decla-
ration of her indifference to Allan, For the first time since they
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had known each other, his interests now stood sell-revealed
before him as openly adverse to the nterests of his friend,

“T have been guilty of the vanity of letting Mr. Armadale
admire me, and 1 have suffered for it,” resumed Miss Gwilt, “If
there had been any confidence between my pupil and me, 1
might have easily satisfied her that she might become Mrs, Ar-
madale — if she could — without having any rivalry to fear on
my part. But Miss Milroy disliked and distrusted me from the
first, She took her own jealous view, nodoubt, of Mr, Armadale’s
thoughtless attentions to me. It was her interest to destroy the
position, such as it was, that [ held in his estimation; and it is
quite likely her mother assisted her, Mrs, Milroy had her mo-
tive also {which T am really ashamed to mention) for wishing
to drive me out of the house, Anyhow, the conspiracy has suc-
ceeded. T have been forced (with Mr. Armadale’s help) to leave
the major's service. Don't be angry, Mr, Midwinter! Don't form
a hasty opinion! T dare say Miss Milroy has some good qualities,
though I have not found them out; and 1 assure vou again and
again that T don't blame Mr, Armadale. T only blame the people
whose instrument he 12”

“How is he their instrument? How can he be the instru-
ment of any enemy of yours?” asked Midwinter, “Pray excuse
my anxiety, Miss Gwilt: Allan's good name is as dear to me as
my own!”

Miss Gwilt's eyes turned full on him again, and Miss Gwilt's
heart abandoned itsell innocently to an outburst of enthusi-
asm. “How T admire your earnestness!” she said, “How 1 like
your anxiety for your friend! Oh, if women could only form
such friendships! Oh vou happy, happy men!” Her voice fal-
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tered, and her convenient tea-cup absorbed her for the thind
time. “T would give all the little beauty [ possess,” she said, il
[ could only find such a fiend as Mr, Armadale has found in
youe | never shall, Mr. Midwinter — 1 never shall. Let us go back
to what we were talking about. I can only tell you how your
friend is concerned in my misfortune by telling you something
first about myself. | am like many other governesses; | am the
victim of sad domestic circumstances. It may be weak of me,
but | have a hovror of alluding to them among strangers, My
silence about my family and my friends exposes me to mis-
interpretation in my dependent position. Does it do me any
harm, My, Midwinter, in your estimation?”

“God forbid!" said Midwinter, fervently. "There is no man
living." he went on, thinking of his own family story, “who has
better reason to understand and respect your silence than I
have"

Miss Gwilt seized his hand impulsively, “Oh" she said, "1
knew it, the fivst moment [ saw you! I knew that vou, too, had
suffered; that you, too, had sorrows which you kept sacred!
Strange, strange sympathy! [ believe in mesmerizm — do you?”
She suddenly recollected herself, and shuddered. “Oh, what
have I done? What must you think of met” she exclaimed,
as he yielded to the magnetic fascination of her touch, and,
forgetting everything but the hand that lay warm in his own,
bent over it and kissed it. “Spare me!” she said, faintly, as she
felt the burning touch of his lips. "l am so friendless — | am so
completely at your mercy!”

He turned away from her, and hid his face in his hands; he
was trembling, and she saw it, She looked at him while his face
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was hidden from her; she looked at him with a furtive interest
and surprise, “"How that man loves me!” she thought. 1 won-
der whether there was a fime when 1 might have loved bim?”

The silence between them remained unbroken for some
minutes, He had felt her appeal to his consideration as she had
never expected or intended him to feel it — he shrank from
locking at her or from speaking to her again,

“Shall T go on with my story?” she asked. “Shall we forget
and forgive on both sides?” A woman's inveterate indulgence
for every expression of a man's admiration which keeps with-
in the limits of personal respect curved her lips gently into a
charming smile, She looked down meditatively at her dress,
and brushed a crumb off her lap with a little flattering sigh
“Twas telling you,” she went on, “of my reluctance to speak to
strangers of my sad family story. It was in that way, as [ after-
ward found out, that T laid myself open to Miss Milroy's malice
and Miss Milroy's suspicion, Private inguiries about me were
addressed to the lady who was my reference — at Miss Milroy's
suggestion, in the Hrst instance, [ have no doubt. T am sorry to
say, this is not the worst of it. By some underhand means, of
which T am quite ignorant, Mr. Armadale's simplicity was im-
posed on; and, when application was made secretly to my ref-
erence in London, it was made, Mr, Midwinter, through your
friend.”

Midwinter suddenly rose from his chair and looked at her,
The fascination that she exercised over him, powerful as it was,
became a suspended influence, now that the plain disclosure
came plainly at last from her lips. He looked at her, and sat
down again, like a man bewildered, without uttering a word,
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“Remember how weak he is,” pleaded Miss Gwilt, gently,
“and make allowances for him as [ do. The trilling accident of
his failing to find my reference at the address given him seems,
[ can't imagine why, to have excited Mr, Avmadale's suspicion.
At any rate, he remained in London, What he did there, it is im-
possible for me to say. | was quite in the dark; | knew nothing:
[ distrusted nobody; Lwas as happy in my little round of duties
as [ could be with a pupil whose affections [ had failed to win,
when, one morning, to my indescribable astonishment, Major
Milroy showed me a correspondence between Mr. Armadale
and himself He spoke to me in his wife's presence. Poor crea-
ture, | make no complaint of her; such affliction as she sullers
excuses evervthing, | wish I could give you some idea of the
letters between Major Milroy and Mr, Armadale; but my head
is only a woman's head, and 1 was so confused and distressed
at the time! All [ can tell you is that Mr. Armadale chose to
preserve silence about his proceedings in London, under cir-
cumstances which made that silence a reflection on my char-
acter. The major was most kind; his confidence in me remained
unshaken; but could his confidence protect me against his
wite's prejudice and his daughter's ill-will? Ol, the hardness
of women to each other! Oh, the humiliation if men only knew
some of us as we really arel What could 1 do? I couldn’t defend
myself against mere imputations; and [ couldn't remain in my
sttuation after a slur had been cast on me, My pride (Heaven
help me, 1 was brought up like a gentlewoman, and 1 have sen-
sibilities that are not blunted even yet!) — my pride got the
better of me, and I left my place. Don't let it distress vou, Mr,
Midwinter! There's a bright side to the picture, The ladies in
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the neighborhood have overwhelmed me with kindness; 1
have the prospect of getting pupils to teach; T am spared the
mortification of going back to be a burden on my friends, The
only complaint 1 have to make is, [ think, a just one. Mr, Ar-
madale has been back at Thorpe Ambrose for some days, T have
entreated him, by letter, to grant me an interview; to tell me
what dreadful suspicions he has of me, and to let me set myself
right in his estimation. Would you believe it? He has declined
to see me — under the influence of others, not of his own free
will, T am sure! Cruel, isn't it? But he has even used me more
cruelly still; he persists in suspecting me; it is he who 1s having
me watched, Oh, Mr, Midwinter, don't hate me for telling you
what vou muist know! The man you found persecuting me and
frightening me to-night was only earning his money, after all,
as Mr, Armadale’s spy.”

Onee more Midwinter started to his feet; and this time the
thoughts that were in him found their way into words,

“T can't believe it; | won't believe it he exclaimed, indig-
nantly, “If the man told you that, the man lied. I beg your
pardon, Miss Gwilt; | beg your pardon from the bottom of my
heart, Dlon't, pray don't think I doubt you ; T only say there is
some dreadful mistake. T am not sure that I understand as |
ought all that vou have told me. But this last infamous mean-
ness of which you think Allan guilty, I do understand. T swear
to you, he is incapable of it! Some scoundrel has been taking
advantage of himy; some scoundrel has been using his name.
Il prove it to you, if you will only give me time, Let me go and
clear it up at once, | can't rest; | can't bear to think of it; Tcan't
even enjoy the pleasure of being here, Oh," he burst out des-
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perately, “T'm sure you feel for me, alter what you have said = [
feel so for you!"

He stopped in conlusion. Miss Gwilt's eyes were looking at
him again, and Miss Gwilt's hand had found its way once more
into his own,

“You are the most generous of living men,” she said, softly.
"I will believe what vou tell me to believe, Go,” she added, ina
whisper, suddenly releasing his hand, and turning away from
him, “For both our sakes, go!”

His heart beat fast; he looked at her as she dropped into a
chair and put her handkerchief to her eyes. For one moment
he hesitated; the next, he snatched up his knapsack from the
floor, and left her precipitately, without a backward look or a
parting word.

She rose when the door closed on him, A change came
over her the instant she was alone, The color faded out of her
cheeks; the beauty died out of her eyes; her face hardened hor-
ribly with a silent despair. "It's even baser work than T bar-
gained for,” she said, “to deceive bim After pacing to and
fro in the room for some minutes, she stopped wearily before
the glass over the fve-place. "You strange creature!” she mur-
mured, leaning her elbows on the mantelpiece, and languidly
addressing the reflection of herself in the glass “Have you got
any conscience left? And has that man roused it?"

The reflection of her face changed slowly. The color re-
turned to her cheeks, the delicious languor began to suffuse
her eyes again. Her lips parted gently, and her quickening
breath began to dim the surface of the glass. She drew back
from it, after a moment’s absorption in her own thoughts, with

151



WILKIE COLLINS

a start of terror, “What am I doing?” she asked herself, in a sud-
den panic of astonishment, “Am [ mad enough to be thinking
of him in #hat way?"

She burst into a mocking laugh, and opened her desk on
the table recklessly with a bang, “It's high time I had some talk
with Mother Jezebel,” she said, and sat down to write to Mrs,
Oldershaw.

“T have met with Mr, Midwinter,” she began, "under very
lucky circumstances; and I have made the most of my oppor-
tunity, He has just left me for his friend Armadale; and one of
two good things will happen to-morrow. If they don't quarrel,
the doors of Thorpe Ambrose will be opened to me again at
Mr, Midwinter's intercession, If they do quarrel, 1 shall be the
unhappy cause of it, and 1 shall find wmy way in for myself, on
the purely Christian errand of reconciling them.”

She hesitated at the next sentence, wrote the Rrst few
words of it, scratched them out again, and petulantly tore the
letter into fragments, and threw the pen to the other end of
the room. Turning quickly en her chair, she looked at the seat
which Midwinter had occupied, her foot restlessly tapping
the floor, and her handkerchief thrust like a gag between her
clinched teeth, "Young as you are,” she thought, with her mind
reviving the image of him in the empty chair, “there has been
something out of the common in yeur life; and T must and will
know it!”

The house clock struck the hour, and roused her. She
sighed, and, walking back to the glass, wearily loosened the
fastenings of her dress; wearily removed the studs from the
chemisette beneath it, and put them on the chimney-piece.
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She looked indolently at the reflected beauties of her neck
and bosom, as she unplaited her hair and threw it back in one
great mass over her shoulders, "Faney,” she thought, “if he saw
me now!” She turned back to the table, and sighed again as
she extinguished one of the candles and took the other in her
hand, “Midwinter?" she said, as she passed through the fold-
ing-doors of the room to her bed-chamber. "1 don't believe in
his name, to begin with!"

The night had advanced by more than an hour before Mid-
winter was back again at the great house,

Twice, well as the homeward way was known to him, he had
strayed out of the right road The events of the evening — the
interview with Miss Gwilt hersell, after his fortnight's solitary
thinking of her; the extraordinary change that had taken place
in her position since he had seen her last; and the startling
assertion of Allan's connection with it — had all conspired to
throw his mind into a state of ungovernable confusion. The
darkness of the cloudy night added to his bewilderment. Even
the familiar gates of Thorpe Ambrose seemed strange to him.
When he tried to think of it, it was a mystery to him how he
had reached the place.

The front of the house was dark, and closed for the night
Midwinter went round to the back The sound of men's voices,
as he advanced, caught his ear, They were soon distinguishable
as the voices of the first and second footman, and the subject of
conversation between them was their master.

“I'Tl bet you an even half-crown he's driven out of the
neighborhood before another week is over his head,” said the
first footman,

133



WILKIE COLLINS

“Done!” said the second, "He isn't as easy driven as you
think.”

“Isn't he!” retorted the other, "He'll be mobbed if he stops
here! T tell you again, he's not satisfed with the mess he's got
into already, T know it for certain, he's having the governess
watched”

At those words, Midwinter mechanically checked himself
before he turned the corner of the house, His first doubt of the
result of his meditated appeal to Allan ran through him like
a sudden chill, The influence exercised by the voice of public
scandal is a force which acts in opposition to the ordinary law
of mechanics, It is strongest, not by concentration, but by dis-
tribution. To the primary sound we may shut our ears; but the
reverberation of it in echoes is irresistible, On his way back,
Midwinter’s one desire had been to ind Allan up, and to speak
to him immediately, His one hope now was to gain time to
contend with the new doubts and to silence the new misgiv-
ings; his one present anxiety was to hear that Allan had gone
to bed, He turned the corner of the house, and presented him-
self before the men smoking their pipes in the back garden,
As soon as their astonishment allowed them to speak, they of-
fered to rouse their master, Allan had given his friend up for
that night, and had gone to bed about halfan hour since,

“Tt was my master’s’ particular order, sir,” said the head-
footman, “that he was to be told of it if you came back.”

“Tt 15 mny particular request,” returned Midwinter, “that you
won't disturb him,”

The men looked at each other wonderingly, as he took his
candle and left them,
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CHAPTER VIII
SHE COMES BETWEEN THEM

Appointed hours for the various domestic events of the day
were things unlmown at Thorpe Ambrose. leregular in all his
habits, Allan accommaodated himself to no stated times (with
the solitary exception of dinner-time) at any hour of the day
or night. He retived to vest early or late, and he rose early or
late, exactly as he felt inclined. The servants were forbidden to
call him; and Mes. Gripper was accustomed to improvise the
breakfast as she best might, from the time when the kitchen
fire was first lighted to the Hime when the clock stood on the
stroke of noon.

Toward nine o'clock on the morning after his return Mid-
winter knocked at Allan's door, and on entering the room
found it empty. After ingquiry among the servants, it appeared
that Allan had risen that morning before the man who usu-
ally artended on him was up, and that his hot water had been
brought to the door by one of the house-maids, who was then
still in dgnorance of Midwinter’s return. Nobody had chaneed
to see the master, either on the stairs or in the hall; nobody
had heard him ring the bell for breakfast, as usual. In brief,
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nobody knew anything about him, except what was obviously
clear to all — that he was not in the house.

Midwinter went out under the great portico, He stood at
the head of the flight of steps considering in which direction
he should set forth to look for his friend, Allan's unexpected
absence added one more to the disquieting influences which
still perplexed his mind, He was in the mood in which trifles
irritate a man, and fancies are all-powerful to exalt or depress
his spirits,

The sky was cloudy; and the wind blew in puffs from the
south; there was every prospect, to weather-wise eves, of com-
ing rain, While Midwinter was still hesitating, one of the
grooms passed him on the drive below. The man proved, on
being questioned, to be better informed about his master’s
movements than the servants indoors. He had seen Allan pass
the stables more than an hour since, going out by the back way
into the parl with a nosegay in his hand.

A nosegay in his hand? The nosegay hung incomprehensi-
bly on Midwinter's mind as he walked round, on the chance of
meeting Allan, to the back of the house, "What does the nose-
gay mean? he asked himself, with an unintelligible sense of
irritation, and a petulant kick at a stone that stood in his way,

It meant that Allan had been following his impulses as
usual, The one pleasant impression left on his mind after his
interview with Pedgift Senior was the impression made by the
lawyer's account of his conversation with Meelie in the park.
The anxiety that he should not misjudge her, which the major’s
daughter had so earnestly expressed, placed her before Allan’s
eyes in an irresistibly attractive character — the character of
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the one person among all his neighbors who had some respect
still left for his good opinion. Acutely sensible of his social iso-
lation, now that there was no Midwinter to keep him company
in the empty house, hungering and thirsting in his solitude for
a kind word and a friendly look, he began to think more and
more regretfully and more and more longingly of the bright
young face so pleasantly associated with his first happiest days
at Thorpe Ambrose, To be conscious of such a leeling as this
was, with a character like Allan’s, to act on it headlong, lead
him where it might. He had gone cut on the previous morn-
ing to look for Neelie with a peace-offering of Howers, but with
no very distinet idea of what he should say to her if they met;
and failing to find her on the scene of her customary walks, he
had characteristically persisted the next morning in making a
second attempt with another peace-offering on a larger scale.
Stll ignorant of his friend's return, he was now at some dis-
tance from the house, searching the park in a direction which
he had not tried yet,

After walking out a few hundred yards beyond the stables,
and failing to discover any signs of Allan, Midwinter retraced
his steps, and waited for his friend's return, pacing slowly to
and fro on the little strip of garden ground at the back of the
house.

From time to time, as he passed it, he looked in absently
at the room which had formerly been Mrs, Avmadale's, which
was now (through his mterposition) habitually occupied by
lier son — the room with the Statuette on the bracket, and
the French windows opening to the ground, which had once
recalled to him the Second Vision of the Diream. The Shadow
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of the Man, which Allan had seen standing opposite to him
at the long window; the view over a lawn and flower-garden;
the pattering of the rain against the glass; the stretching out
of the Shadow’s arm, and the fall of the statue in fragments
on the floor — these ebiects and events of the visionary scene,
so vividly present to his memory once, were all superseded by
later remembrances now, were all left to fade as they might
in the dim background of time. He could pass the room again
and again, alone and anxious, and never once think of the boat
drifting away in the moonlight, and the night's imprisonment
on the Wrecked Ship!

Toward ten o'clock the well-remembered sound of Allan’s
voice became suddenly audible in the direction of the stables,
In a moment more he was visible from the garden. His sec-
ond morning's search for Neelie had ended to all appearance
in a second defeat of his object. The nosegay was still in his
hand; and he was resignedly making a present of it to one of
the coachman's children,

Midwinter impulsively took a step forward toward the sta-
bles, and abruptly checked his further progress,

Conscious that his position toward his friend was altered
already in relation to Miss Gwilt, the first sight of Allan flled
his mind with a sudden distrust of the governess’s influence
over him, which was almost a distrust of himself, He lnew that
he had set forth from the moors on his return to Thorpe Am-
brose with the resolution of acknowledging the passion that
had mastered him, and of insisting, if necessary, on a second
and a longer absence in the interests of the sacrifice which
he was bent on making to the happiness of his friend, What
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had become of that resolution now? The discovery of Miss
Gwilt's altered position, and the declaration that she had vol-
untarily made of her indifference to Allan, had seattered it to
the winds. The first words with which he would have met his
friend, if nothing had happened to him on the homeward way,
were words already dismissed from his lips He drew back as he
felt it, and struggled, with an instinctive loyalty toward Allan,
to free himself ac the last moment from the influence of Miss
Gwilt.

Having disposed of his useless nosegay, Allan passed on
into the garden, and the instant he entered it recognized Mid-
winter with a loud cry of surprise and delight.

“Am lawake or dreaming?” he exclaimed, seizing his friend
excitably by both hands, “Vou dear old Midwinter, have you
sprung up out of the ground, or have you dropped from the
clouds?™

It was not till Midwinter had explained the mystery of his
unexpected appearance in every particular that Allan could be
prevailed on to say 2 word about himself, When he did speal,
he shook his head ruefully, and subdued the hearty loudness
of his voice, with a preliminary look round to see if the ser-
vants were within hearing,

“I've learned to be cautious since you went away and left
me,” said Allan, “My dear fellow, vou haven't the least notion
what things have happened, and what an awful scrape I'm in
at this very moment!”

“You are mistaken, Allan. [ have heard more of what has
happened than you suppose.”
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“What! the dreadful mess 'm in with Miss Gwilt? the row
with the major? the infernal scandal-mongering in the neigh-
borhood? You don't mean to say —77

“Ves,” interposed Midwinter, quietly; “1 have heard of it
all”

“Good heavens! how? Did you stop at Thorpe Ambrose on
your way back? Have you been in the coffee-room at the hotel?
Have you met Pedgift? Have you dropped into the Reading
Rooms, and seen what they call the freedom of the press in the
town newspapert

Midwinter paused before he answered, and looked up at
the sloy. The clowds had been gathering unnoticed over their
heads, and the first rain-drops were beginning to fall,

“Come in here,” said Allan, “We'll go up to breakfast this
way” He led Midwinter through the open Prench window
into his own sitting-room, The wind blew toward that side of
the house, and the rain followed them in, Midwinter, who was
last, turned and closed the window,

Allan was too eager for the answer which the weather had
interrupted to wait for it till they reached the breakfast-room.
He stopped close at the window, and added two more to his
string of questions.

“How can you possibly have heard about me and Miss
Gwilt? he asked, “Who told you?”

“Miss Gwilt herself)” replied Midwinter, gravely.

Allan's manner changed the moment the governess's name
passed his friend’s lips,

“Twish you had heard my story first,” he said, “Where did
you meet with Miss Guwilt?”
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There was a2 momentary pause. They both stood still at the
window, absorbed in the interest of the moment. They both
forgot that their contemplated place of shelter from the rain
had been the brealdfast-room upstairs.

“Before 1 answer your question,” said Midwinter, a little
constrainedly, “l want to ask you something, Allan, on my side,
I= it really true that you are in some way concerned in Miss
Gwilt's leaving Major Milroy's service?”

There was another pause. The disturbance which had be-
gun to appear in Allan’s manner palpably inereased.

“It's rather a long story,” he began. *1 have been taken in,
Midwinter. I've been imposed on by a person, who — I can't help
saying it — who cheated me into promising what [ oughm't to
have promised, and doing what I had better not have done. It
isn't breaking my promise to tell you. | can trust in your discre-
tion, can't I? You will never say a word, will you?”

“Stop!” said Midwinter. "Don't trust me with any secrets
which are not your own, If you have given a promise, don't
trifle with it, even in speaking to such an intimate friend as 1
am.” He laid his hand gently and kindly on Allan’s shoulder. 1
can’t help seeing that I have made you a little uncomfortable,”
e went on. “1ean't help seeing that my question is not so easy
a one to answer as | had hoped and supposed. Shall we wait a
little? Shall we go upstairs ane breakfast Rrst?”

Allan was far too earnestly bent on presenting his conduct
to his friend in the right aspect to heed Midwinter's sugges-
tion. He spoke eagerly on the instant, without moving from
the window,
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“My dear fellow, it's a perfectly easy question to answer,
Only” — he hesitated — “only it requires what I'm a bad hand
at it requires an explanation,”

“Dio you mesn,” asked Midwinter, more seriously, but not
less gently than before, “that yvou must first justify yourself,
and then answer my question?”

“That’s it]" satd Allan, with an air of relief “You're hit the
right nail on the head, just as usual”

Midwinter's face darkened for the first time. T am sorry to
hear it,” he said, his voice sinking low, and his eves dropping
to the ground as he spoke,

The rain was beginning to fall thickly. It swept across the
garden, straight on the closed windows, and pattered heavily
against the glass,

“Sorry!” repeated Allan, “My dear fellow, you haven't heard
the particulars yet. Wait fill | explain the thing Hrst.”

“You are # bad hand at explanations,” said Midwinter, re-
peating Allan’s own words, “Don't place yourselfl at a disad-
vantage. Don't explain it.”

Allan looked at him, in silent perplexity and surprise,

“You are my friend — my best and dearest friend,” Midwin-
ter went on, “T can't bear to let you justily yourself to me asif
was your judge, or as if T doubted you” He looked up again at
Allan frankly and kindly as he said those words, “Besides,” he
resumed, “1 think, if  look inte my memory, 1 can anticipate
your explanation. We had a moment's talk, before T went away,
about some very delicate questions which you proposed put-
ting to Major Milroy, I remember [ warned you; | remember 1
had my misgivings, Should [ be guessing right if T guessed that
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those questions have been in some way the means of leading
you into a [alse position? IF it is true that you have been con-
cerned in Miss Gwilt's leaving her situation, is it also true — isit
only doing you justice to believe — that any mischiel for which
you are responsible has been mischiel innocently done?”

“Yes," said Allan, speaking, for the first time, a little con-
strainedly on his side. "It is only doing me justice to say that”
He stopped and began drawing lines absently with his fnger
on the blurred surface of the window-pane. “You've not like
other people, Midwinter,” he resumed, suddenly, with an el
fort; “and [ should have liked you to have heard the particulars
all the same."

“Iwill hear them il you desire it,” returned Midwinter, "But
[ am satisfied, without another word, that you have not will-
ingly been the means of depriving Miss Gwilt of her situation.
If that is understood between you and me, I think we need
say no more, Besides, | have another question to ask, of much
greater importance — a question that has been forced on me
by what I saw with my own eyes, and heard with my own ears,
last night.”

He stopped, recoiling in spite of himself “Shall we go up-
stairs first?” he asked, abruptly, leading the way to the door,
and trying to gain time,

It was useless, Once again, the room which they were both
free to leave, the room which one of them had twice tried to
leave already, held them as if they were prisoners,

Without answering, without even appearing to have heard
Midwinter’s proposal to go upstairs, Allan followed him me-
chanically as far as the opposite side of the window, There he
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stopped. “Midwinter!” he burst out, in a sudden panic of as-
tonishment and alarm, “there seems to be something strange
between us! You're not like yourself, What is it?”

With his hand on the lock of the deor, Midwinter turned,
and looked back into the room. The moment had come. His
haunting fear of doing his friend an injustice lad shown itself
in a restraint of word, look, and action which had been marked
enough to force its way to Allan's notice, The one course left
now, in the dearest interests of the frendship that united
them, was to speak at once, and to speak boldly.

“There's something strange between us,” reiterated Allan,
“For God's salee, what 1s it?"

Midwinter took his hand from the door, and came down
again to the window, fronting Allan, He occupied the place, of
necessity, which Allan had just left. It was the side of the win-
dow on which the Statuette stood, The little figure, placed on
its projecting bracket, was, close behind him on his right hand,
Na signs of change appeared in the stormy sky, The rain still
swept slanting across the garden, and pattered heavily against
the glass.

“Give me your hand, Allan.”

Allan gave it, and Midwinter held it firmly while he
spoke,

“There is something strange between us,” he said. “There
is something to be set right which touches you nearly; and it
hias not been set rght yet. You asked me just now where [ met
with Miss Gwilt, T met with her on my way back here, upon
the high-road on the further side of the town, She entreated
me to protect her from a man who was following and frighten-
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ing her. 1 saw the scoundrel with my own eyes, and | should
have laid hands on him, if Miss Gwilt hersell had not stopped
me, She gave a very strange reason for stopping me. She said [
didn’t know who his employer was.”

Allan's ruddy color suddenly deepened; he looked aside
quickly through the window at the pouring rain, At the same
moment their hands fell apart, and there was a pause of silence
on either side. Midwinter was the first to speak again.

“Later in the evening,” he went on, “Miss Gwilt explained
herself She told me two things She declared that the man
whom | had seen following her was a hived spy. L'was surprised,
but | could not dispute it, She told me next, Allan — what [ be-
lieve with my whole heart and soul to be a falsehood which
has been imposed on her as the truth — she told me that the
spy was in your employment!”

Allan turned instantly from the window, and looked Mid-
winter full in the face again. “T must explain myself this time,"
he said, resolutely.

The ashy paleness peculiar to him in moments of strong
emotion began to show itself on Midwinter's cheeks,

“More explanations!” he said, and drew back a step, with
his eyes fixed in a sudden terror of inquiry on Allan's face,

“You don't know what | know, Midwinter, You den't know
that what [ have done has been done with a good reason, And
what is more, | have not trusted to myself — I have had good
advice.”

“Dnid you hear what | said just now?” asked Midwinter, in-
credulously. “You can't — surely, you can't have been attend-
ing to me?”
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“T haven't missed a word,” rejoined Allan, "1 tell you again,
you don't know what 1 know of Miss Gwilt. She has threatened
Miss Milroy. Miss Milroy is in danger while her governess stops
in this neighborhoad.”

Midwinter dismissed the major's daughter from the con-
versation with a contemptuous gesture of his hand,

“T don't want to hear about Miss, Milroy,” he said. “Don't
mix up Miss Milroy — Good God, Allan, am 1 to understand
that the spy set to watch Miss Gwilt was doing his vile work
with your approval?”

“Omee for all, my dear fellow, will you, or will you not, let
me explain?”

“Explain!” cried Midwinter, his eves aflame, and his hot
Creole blood rushing crimson into his face, “Explain the em-
plovment of a spy? What! after having driven Miss Gwilt out of
her situation by meddling with her private affairs, you meddle
again by the vilest of all means — the means of a paid spy? You
set a watch on the woman whom you yourself told me you
loved, only a fortnight since — the woman you were thinking
of as your wife! I don't believe it; T won't believe it Is my head
failing me? Is it Allan Armadale T am speaking to? Is it Al-
lan Armadale's face looking at me? Stop! you are acting under
some mistaken scruple, Some low fellow has crept into your
confidence, and has done this in your name without telling
you first.”

Allan controlled himself with admirable patience and ad-
mirable consideration for the temper of his friend, “If you per-
sist in refusing to hear me” he said, “T must wait as well as I
can till my turn comes,”
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“Tell me you are a stranger to the employment of that man,
and 1 will hear you willingly.”

“Suppose there should be a necessity, that you know noth-
ing about, for employing him?”

I acknowledge no necessity for the cowardly persecution
of a helpless woman”

A momentary flush of irritation — momentary, and no
more — passed over Allan’s face. “You mightn't think her quite
so helpless,” he said, “if you knew the truth.”

".hTI:J.-'{!-u the man to tell me the truth? retorted the other,
“You who have refused to hear her in her own defense! You
who have closed the doors of this house against her!”

Allan still controlled himself, but the elfort began at last
to be visible,

“I know your temper is a hot one,” he said. “But for all that,
your violence quite takes me by surprise. | can’t account for
it, unless” — he hesitated 2 moment, and then finished the
sentence in his usual frank, outspolen way — “unless you are
sweet yoursell on Miss Gwilt”

Those last words heaped fuel on the fire. They stripped the
truth instantly of all concealments and disguises, and laid it
bare to view. Allan's instinet had guessed, and the guiding in-
fluence stood revealed of Midwinter's interest in Miss Gwilt.

“What right have you to say that?” he asked, with raised
voice and threatening eyes.

“Itold you,” said Allan, simply, “when I thought | was sweet
on her mysell Come! come!it's a little hard, I think, even if you
are in love with her, to believe everything she tells you, and
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not to let me say a word, Is that the way you decide between
us?’

“Ves, it is" cried the other, infuriated by Allan's second al-
lusion to Miss Gwilt. “When T am asked to choose between
the employer of a spy and the victim of a spy, 1 side with the
victim!”

“Don’t try me too hard, Midwinter, I have a temper to lose
as well as you,”

He stopped, struggling with himself The torture of passion
in Midwinter's face, from which a less simple and less gener-
ous nature might have recoiled in horror, touched Allan sud-
denly with an artless distress, which, at that moment, was little
less than sublime, He advanced, with his eyes moistening, and
his hand held out, “You asked me for my hand just now,” he
satd, “and T gave it you, Will you remember old times, and give
me yours, before it's too late?”

“Nol” retorted Midwinter, furiously, “T may meet Miss Gwilt
again, and I may want my hand free to deal with your spy!”

He had drawn back along the wall as Allan advanced, until
the bracket which supported the Statuette was before instead
of behind him. In the madness of his passion he saw noth-
ing but Allan's face confronting him. In the madness of his
passion, he stretched out his right hand as he answered, and
shook it threateningly in the air. It struck the forgotten projec-
tion of the bracket — and the next instant the Statuette lay in
fragments on the floor,

The rain drove slanting over flower-bed and lawn, and pat-
tered heavily against the glass; and the two Armadales stood
by the window, as the two Shadows had stood in the Second
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Vision of the Dream, with the wreck of the image between
them.

Allan stooped over the fragments of the little Hgure, and
lifted them one by one from the floor.

“Leave me,” he said, without looking up, “or we shall both
repent it

Without a word, Midwinter moved back slowly. He stood
for the second time with his hand on the door, and looked his
last at the room. The horror of the night on the Wreck had got
him once more, and the flame of his passion was quenched in
an instant.

“The Dream!” ke whispered, under his breath, "The Dream
again!”

The door was tried from the outside, and a servant appeared
with a trivial message about the brealkfast.

Midwinter looked at the man with a blank, dreadful help-
lessness in his face. “Show me the way out,” he said. “The place
is darl, and the reom turns round with me”

The servant took him by the arm, and silently led him out.

As the door closed on them, Allan picked up the last frag-
ment of the broken figure, He sat down alone at the table, and
hid his face in his hands, The self-control which he had brave-
ly preserved under exasperation renewed again and again now
failed him at last in the friendless solitude of his room, and,
in the first bitterness of feeling that Midwinter had turned
against him like the rest, he burst into tears,

The moments followed each other, the slow time wore on.
Little by little the signs of a new elemental disturbance be-
gan to show themselves in the summer storm. The shadow of
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a swiftly deepening darkness swept over the sky, The pattering
of the rain lessened with the lessening wind. There was a mo-
mentary hush of stillness. Then on a sudden the rain poured
down again like a cataract, and the low roll of thunder came
up solemnly on the dying air.
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CHAPTER IX
SHE KNOWS THE TRUTH

L. From Mr. Basbwood to Miss Gwilt.

“Thorpe Ambrose, fuly 208h, 1851,

“DEARMADAM — Drecetved yesterday, by private mes-
senger, your obliging note, in which you divect me to com-
mieiicate with you through the post only, as long as there
is reason fo believe that any visitors whe may come to you
are likely to be olserved. May | be permitted to say that [
ook forward with respectfud anxiety to the time when [
shall again enjoy the only real happiness [ have ever ¢xpe-
rienced — the bappiness of personally addressing you?

“In compliance with your desive that | showld not al-
o this day (the Sunday ) to pass without privately notic-
ing what went o at the great house, | took the keys, and
went this morning to the steward's office. | acconnted for
my appearance to the servants by informing them that |
bac work to do which it was important to complete in the
shortest possite time. The same excuse wordd bave done
for Mr. Armadale if we had met, bt no such mecting bap-
pﬁ‘ﬂﬂf-
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“Althowugh 1 was af Thorpe Ambrose i what ] thowght
good Hme, [ was too late to see or bear anything myself
of @ serfons guarrel which appeared to have taken place,
fust before [ arrived, between Mr, Armadale and Mr. Mid-
winter,

“All the little information I can give you in this mat-
ter s derived from one of the servants, The man told me
that he beard the voices of the two gentlemen lowd in My,
Armadale’s sitting-room, He wenit in fo annowice reak-
fast shortly afterward, and found My, Midwinter in such
a dreadful state of agitation that be bad to be belped our
of the rocim, The servant tried fo take bim upstairs o lie
down and compose hinself. He declined, saying be would
watt a litle frst tn one of the lower rooms, and begging that
be might be left alone. The man bad bardly got downstairs
again when be beard the front door opened and closed,
He rin back, and found that Mr. Midwinter was gone. The
rain was powring at the time, and thunder and lightning
came soon afferward, Dreadfid weather certainly to go
out fn. The servant thinks Mr, Midwinter's mind was un-
seftled. | sincerely bope not, Mr, Midwinter i one of the
few people 1 bave met with in the course of my life who
bave treated me Kndly,

“Hearing that Mr. Armadale still remained in the sit-
ting-room, | went fnfo the steward's office (which, as you
may remeriber, is on the same side of the bowse ), and leff
the door ajar, and set the window open, waiting and lis-
tening for anything that might bappen. Dear madan, there
was a time when [ might bave thought siech a position in
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the house of my emplover not avery becoming one. Let me
basten to assure you that this is far from being my feeling
wow, | glory in any position which malkes me servicealle
i Yo,

“The state of the weather seemed bopelessly adverse
to that renewal of intercourse between Mr. Armadale and
Miss Milroy which you so confidently anticipate, and of
which you are so anxious to be made aware. Strangely
entotigh, bowever, it is actually in consequence of the state
of the weather that | am now in a position to give you
the very information you require. Mr. Armadale and Miss
Milray met about an bowr since, The circiamstances were
as follows:

“ st at the beginning of the thunder-storm, | saw one
of the grooms run across from the stables, and beard bim
tap at his master’s window. Mr. Armadale opened the win-
dow and asked what was the matter. The groom said be
came with a message from the coachman's wife. She bad
seen from ber room over the stables (which looks on to
the park} Miss Mifroy guite alone, standing for shelter un-
der one of the trees, As that part of the park was at some
distanice from the major’s cottage, she bad thought that
ber master might wish fo send and ask the young lady into
the howse — especially as she bad placed berself, with a
thiider-storm coming on, in what might furn ot fo be a
very dangerons position,

“The moment Mr. Armadale nnderstood the man's
message, be called for the water-proof things and the wn-
breflas, and ran ot bmself, instead of leaving it to the ser-
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vants, In a lttle time be and the groom come back with
Miss Milroy between them, as well protected as could be
From the rain,

“I ascertained from one of the women-servants, who
bad taken the young lady into a bedroom, and bad sup-
plied ber with such dry things as she wanted, that Miss
Milray bad been afterward shown into the drawing-room,
and that Mr. Armadale was there with ber, The only way
of following your irstructions, and fnding out what passed
between them, was to go round the bouse in the pelting
rain, and get info the conservatory (which opens into the
drawing-room ) by the outer door, T besitate at nothing,
dear madam, in your service; I woudd cheerfully get wer
every day, fo please you, Besides, though | may at first sight
be thought rather an elderly man, @ wetting is of no very
serions consequence to me. | assire you [ am not so old as
Hook, and [ am of a stronger constitution than appears,

“It was impossitle for me fo get near enough i the
corservatory to sce what went on in the drawing-room,
without the visk of being discovered. But most of the con-
versation reached me, except when they dropped their
voices, This is the substance of what T beard:

“I gathered that Miss Miroy bad been prevailed on,
agaist ber will, to take refige from the thunder-storm in
Mr. Armadale’s howse, She said so, at least, and she gave
two reasons, The first was that ber father bad forlidden all
intercourse between the cottage and the great bouse, Mr,
Armadale met this objection by declaring that ber father
bad fssed bis orders wnder a total misconception of the
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trath, and by entreating her not to treat bim as cruelly as
the wajor bad treated bim. He entered, Lsuspect, into some
explanations at this point, but as be dropped bis voice Tam
unalde to say what they were, His laniguazge, when [ did
bear it, was confused and ungranonatical, It seemed, how-
ever, to be guite intelligte enough to persuade Miss Milroy
that her father bad been acting wnder a mistaken impres-
ston of the circumstances, At least, | infer this; for, when |
next beard the conversation, the young lady was driven
back to ber second oljection fo being in the bowse — which
was, that Mr. Armadale bad bebaved very badly to ber,
ard that e richly deserved that she should never speak to
bim again,

“ Iz this latter case, Mr, Armadale attempted no defense
of any kind, He agreed with ber that be bad bebaved bad-
ly; be agreed with ber that be richly deserved she showld
never speak to bm again, Af the same time be imploved her
to remember that be bad suffered Ms punidshment already.
He was disgraced in the nelghtorbood; and bis dearest
Friend, bis one intimate friend i1 the world, bad that very
maorning turned against bim lke the rest, Far or near, there
was ot a lving creature whom be was fond of to comfort
bim, or to say a friendly word to bim, He was lonely and
miserable, and bis beart ached for a little bndness — and
that was bis only excnse for asking Miss Milroy o forger
and forgive the past,

“I st leave you, 1 fear, to judge for yourself of the
effect of this on the young lady; for, though [ tried bard, |
failed to catch what she said, Tam almost certain | heard
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ber crving, and Mr. Armadale entreating ber not to break
bis beart. They whispered a great deal, which aggravated
me, I was afterward alarmed by Mr. Armadale coming
ot info the conservatory to pick some flowers, He did not
come as far, fortunately, as the place where Twas Midden;
aindd he went (n again into the drawing-room, and there
was more falking (1 suspect af cdose quarfers), which to
my great regret 1 again fafled to catch, Pray forgive me for
baving so Fittle to tell vou, [ can only add that, when the
starm eleared off, Miss Milroy went away with the flowers
ine ber band, and with Mr, Armadale escorting ber from
the bosise, My own bwonble opindon is that be bad @ power-
Jul friend at conrt, all through the inferview, in the yowung
ladys own Fling for bim.

“This is all T can say at present, with the exception of
anie other thing 1 beard, which I Hush to mention, But your
word is faw, and you bave ordered me to bave no conceal-
ments from you,

“Their talk furmed once, dear madam, on yourself. |
think [ beard the word “creature’ from Miss Milroy; and [
arit cerfain that Mr, Armadale, while acknowledging thar
be bad once admired you, added that cirammstances bad
strice satighed bim of ‘bis folly.' T quote bis own expression;
it made me quite tremble with indignation. If Lmay be per-
mitted to say so, the man who adimires Miss Gwilt Tves in
Paradise. Respect, if nothing elve, oughi fo have closed Mr,
Armadale’s lps, He is my employer, | know; bt after bis
calling it an act of folly fo admire you (though [ am his
deprity-steward ), [ utterly despise bim.
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“Truesting that [ mey bave been so bappy as to give you
satiyfaction thuy far, and earnestly desirous to deserve the
bowwor of yowr continued confidence i me, [ remain, dear
mqﬂdﬂi,

“Your gratefid and devoted servant,

“FELIX BASHWOOD.”

2. From Mrs. Oldershaw to Miss Gwilt.

“ D Street, Monday, July 2154,

“MY DEAR LYDIA — 1 troulle you with a few lines,
They are written wader a sense of the duty which [ owe to
myself. in owr present postition toward each other,

“I amn not at all satigled with the tone of your last
two letters; and 1 am siill less pleased at yowr leaving me
this morning without any letfer at all — and this when
we bad arranged, in the doubifid state of our prospects,
that Lwas to hear from you every day. | can only interpret
your condiect i one way. | can only bifer that matters at
Tharpe Ambrose, baving been all mismanaged, are all going
wrong.

"It is not my present object to reproach you, for why
should Dwaste time, language, and paper? Dmerely wish to
recall to your wemory certain constderations which you
appear to be disposed to overlpok. Shall | put them in the
plainest English? Yes; for, with all my favdis, 1 am frank-
ness persongied,

“In the first place, then, 1 have an interest in your be-
coming Mrs, Armadale of Thorpe Ambrose as well as you,
Secondly, 1 have provided you (to say nothing of good ad-

e
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vice) with all the money needed to accomplish our object,
Thirdly, | bold yowr notes of band, at short dates, for ev-
ery farthing so advanced, Fourthly and lastly, though 1 am
induwlgent to a fodi in the capacity of a friend — in the
capacity of & woman of lesiness, my dear, [ am not to be
trifled with, That is all, Lydia, at least for the present.

“Pray don't suppose I write oo anger; [ am only sarey
and disheartened. My state of mind resemBles David’s, If ]
bad the wings of a dove, I would flee away and be at vest.

“Affectionately yours,

MARIA OLDERSHAW.™

3. From Mr. Bashwood to Miss Gwilt.

“Thorpe Jndvose, July 2152,

“DEAR MADAM — Youwill probally receive these lines
a few howrs after my vesterday’s conmmunication reaches
vou. | posted my first letter last night, and 1 shall post this
before noon to-day.

“My present ebfect in writing is fo give you some more
mews from thiy bowse. [ bave the inexpressille bappiness
af amermcing that Mr. Armadale’s disgraceful intrision
an your privacy is af an end. The watch set on your ac-
tions i fo be withdrawn this day. | write, dear madam,
with the tears in my eyes — tears of joy. caused by feel-
ings which [ ventured to express in my previous letter (see
first paragraph toward the end ). Pardon me this personal
reference. | can speak to you {1 don't know why ) so ameech
maore readily with my pen than with my tongue,
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“Let e try to compose myself, and proceed with my
Harrative.

“I had just arrived at the steward’s office this morning,
when My, Pedeift the elder followed me to the great house
to see Mr, Armadale by special appointment. It i needless
to say that 1 at once suspended any little business there
was fo do, feeling that your inferests might possibly be con-
cerned. It iy alyo most pratifing to add that this time cir-
crimstances favored me, 1 was atle to stand under the open
window and to bear the whole interview.

“Mr. Armadale explained bimself at once in the plain-
est ferms. He gave orders that the person who bad been
bived to watch you showdd be instantly dinnissed. On being
asked to explain this sudden change of prrpose, be did not
conceal that it was owing to the effect produced on his
wind by what bad passed between Mr. Midwinter and bim-
self on the previows day. Mr. Midwinter's largage, cruelly
ungust as it was, had nevertheless convinced hm that no
necessity whatever could excise any proceeding so essen-
tally hase in itself as the employment of a spy, and on that
conviction be was now determined fo act.

“Bat for your own pogitive divections fo me to conceal
nothing that passes here inwhich your name is concerned,
1 showdd veally be ashanied to report what My, Pedyift said
an bis stde. He bas bebaved kindly to me. now. But if be
wats wry ownt brother, §eoudd never forgive bim the tone in
which be spoke of you, and the obstinacy with which be
tried to make My, Armadale change bis mind,
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“He began by attacking Mr. Midwinter, He declared
that Mr, Midwinter's opinion was the very worst opinion
that cowld be taken; for it was guite plain that you, dear
madam, bad twisted bim rovend your finger. Producing no
effect by this coarse suggestion (which nobody whe knows
you condd for a moment believe ), Mr, Pedeift next referred
to Mise Milroy, and asked My, Armadale if be bad given up
all idea of protecting ber. What this meant [ cannot imag-
i [ can omly report @t for your private consideration. Mr.
Armadale brigfly answered that be had bis own plan for
protecting Miss Milroy, and that the circumstances were
altered in that quarter, or words to a simdlar effect. Still
Mr. Pedgift persisted. He went on (1 Wush to mention ) from
bad fo worse. He tried fo persiade Mr. Armadale next to
bring @i action at law against one or other of the persons
whe bad been most strongly condemming bis conduct in
the neigbborbood, for the purpose — [really bardly know
how to write it — of getting you inte the witness-box, And
worse yet: when Mr. Armadale still said No, Mr. Pedgift,
after baving, as | suspected by the sovnd of bis voice, been
an the podnt af feaving the room, artfully came back, and
proposed sending for a detective officer from London, sim-
ply to look at you., The whole of this nystery about Miss
Cwdlt’s true character,” be said, ‘wiay funt on @ guestion
af identity. [t won't cost much fo bave a man down from
London; and it's worth trying whether her face is or {s not
known at headguarters to the police.” | again and again
assiere you, dearest lady, that I only repeat those abormina-
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He words from a sense of duty toward yourself. L shook — [
declare | shook from bead to foot when [ heard them.

“To vesume, for there is more to tell you.

“Mr. Arradale (o Bbis oredit — T don't devy i, though |
det't like birn ) still said No. He appeared to be getting iritated
wnder Mr. Pedeift's persistenice, and be spoke in a somewbar
basty way. You persuaded me on the last occasion when we
talked ahoud this,' be said, to do something that [ bave been
since heartily ashamed of. Yorwon't succeed in persiading me,
Mr. Pedsift, a second time. Those were bis words, Mr, Pedgift
towd: Bivet v short; Mr. Pedgift seemed to be nettled on s side.,

U that is the gt in which you see my advice, sr," be
satd, ‘the less you bave of it for the future, the better. Your
character and position are publicly dwvolved in this matter
between yorrself and Miss Gwilt; and you persist, at @ most
critical woment, in taking a course of your own, which [ be-
lieve will end badly. After what I have already said and done
i this very sevious case, [ can't consent to go on with it with
both my bands ted, and [ can't drop it with credit to myself
while T remain publicly known as your solicitor, You leave
me o alternative, sir, lut to resign the boner of acting as
your legal adviser,” Taw sorry to bear it says Mr, Armadale,
tuet | bave suffered enongh alveady through inferfering with
Miss Gwidt, | can't and won't stir any further in the matter,’

“oie meey not stir any fiother i, siv,” says Mr, Pedgiff, ‘and
1 shall not stir any further in i, for it bas ceased to be a ques-
tion of professional inferest to me, But mark my words, Mr,
Armadale, vou are not at the end of this histness yet, Some
other person's cerfosity may go on from the point where you
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{and 1) bave stopped; and some other person's band may lef
the broad davlight in vet on Miss Gwilt!

“Treport thedr langieage, dear madan, almost word for
word, 1 believe, as [ heard it It produced an indescribable
impression on me; itlled me, Dhardly know why, with guite
a panie of alarim, [ don't at all inderstand it, and I wnder-
stand still less what bappened fmmediately afterward,

“Mr. Pedgift's voice, when be said those last words,
soneded dreadfully close o me. He must bave been speak-
ing at the open window, and be must, 1 fear, bave seen me
wnder it. | bad time, before be left the bouse, to get ouf
qrietly from among the lawrels, et not to get back to the
affice. Accordingly I walked away along the drive toward
the lodge, as if 1 was going on some errand connected with
the steward's business,

“Before long, Mr. Pedgift overtook me in bis glg, and
stopped, So you feel some curtosity abowt Miss Gwilt, do
you? ' be satd, ‘Gratify your curiosity by all means; [ don't
object to it 1 felt naturally nervous, but T inenaged fo ask
bimwhat be meant. He didn't answer; be only looked down
at e from the gig in a very odd manier, and laughed. T
bave known stranger things happen even than that!” be
said to bimself suddendy, and drove off,

“Ibave ventured to trowble you with this last tncident,
thowgh it may seem of no importance it your eyes, in the
bope that your superior ability may be alle to explain it
My own poor facultics, I confess, are quite wnalle to pen-
etrate Mr. Pedgift's meaning, Al T know is that be bas no
right to accuse me of any swch impertinent feeling as cu-
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ripsity in relation to a lady whom | ardently esteem and
admire, I dare not puet it in warmer words,

I have only o add that 1 am in a position to ke of
contirued service to you here if you wish it, Mr. Armadale
bas just been tnfo the office, and bas told me brigly that,
in Mr, Michvinter’s continued alvence, [ am sl to act as
steward's deputy tll firther notice.

“Believe nie, dear madam, anxionsly and devotedly
VOIS,

FELIX BASHWOOD.”

4. From Allan Armadale to the Reverend Decintus
Brock.

Thorpe Ambrose, Tuesday.

“MY DEAR MR BROCK — [ am in sad troulle. Mid
winter bas quarreled with me and left me; and my lawyper
bas guarreled with me and left me; and (except dear little
Miss Milroy, who bas forgiven me) all the neighbors bave
turned their hacks on me, There iz @ good deal about ‘me’
it this, but [ can't belp it. | am very wiserable alone in vy
awnt howse. Do pray come and see me! You are the only
old frievnd I have lefit, and 1 do long so to tell you ahot 1,

“N. B — Onomy word of bonor ar a gentleman, [ am
not to Bame. Yours affectionately,

“ALLAN ARMADALE.
“P. 5 — Pwoudd come to ypou (for this place i grown
gteite hatefid to me ), tur | bave a reason for not going too

far away from Miss Milroy just at present.”
5. From Robert Stapleton to Allan Armadale, Esg.
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“Bascombe Rectory, Thursday Moming,

“RESPECTED SIR — I see a letter in your writing, on
the talle along with the others, which I am sorry to say
my master is not well enongh to open. He is down with
a sort of low fever. The doctor says it bas been browght
on with worry and anxiety which master was nof strong
enough to bear. This seems lkely; for 1 was with bim
when be went fo London last month, and what with
bis own business, and the husiness of looking after that
person who afterward gave ws the slip, be was worried
and anxtons all the time; and for the matter of that, so
was 1,

“My master was talking of you a day or two since, He
seemed wrowilling that you shouwld krow of s flness, wn-
less be got worse, But T think you ought to know of it, AF
the same thime be i not worse; perbaps a trifle better, The
doctor says be must be kept very quict, and not agitated
ot any aceoatt, So be pleased to take ne notice of this— [
mean o1 the way of coming fo the rectory, [ bave #he doc-
tor's orders fo say if is not needful, and it wonld only upser
my master in the state be i i now,

“I will write again {if you wish it Please accept of
my duty, and believe me to remain, siv, your buonble ser-
it

“ROBERT STAPLETOMN,

“P. 5. — The yachi bas been rigged and repainted, wait-
ing your orders, She looks beantiful”
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6. From Mrs. Oldershaw to Miss Gwilt.

“Diana Street, July 24th.

“MISS GWILT — The post hour bas passed for three
morings following, and bas beowght me no answer o my
letter, Are you prrpasely bent on dnsudting me? or bave you
left Thorpe Ambrose? In either case, | won't put up with
your contduect any longer. The law shall bring you to book,
il can't.

“Your first note of band (for thirty povords} falls due
on Tuesday next, the 20th. If you bad bebaved with com-
moen constderation toward me, [ would bave let you re-
new it with pleasure. As things ave, [ shall have the note
presented; and, i it 5 not paid, | shall instroct wey mean of
business to take the wsal course.

“Yours,
MARIA OLDERSHAW.™

7. From Miss Gwilt to Mrs. Oldershaw.

“ 5 Paradize Place, Thorpe Ambroge, July 25th,

“MRS, QLDERSHAW — The time of your man of busi-
ness being, no doubt, of some value, | write a line to as-
sist b when be takes the wiwal corrre. He will find me
waiting to be arrested in the firstfloor apartments, at the
above address, In my present situation, and with my pres-
ent thoughts, the best service you can possally render me is
to ook me v,

“LG"

165



WILKIE COLLINS

8. From Mrs. Oldershaw to Miss Gwilt.

“Diana Street, fuly 261h.

“MY DARLING LYDIA — The longer [ live in this wick-
ed world the more plainly | see that women's own tempers
are the worst eneies women bave to contend with. What
a truly vegretfud style of correspondence we bave fallen
into! What a sad want of self-restraint, noy dear, on your
stde and on mine!

“Let me, as the oldest in years, be the first to make the
needful excuses, the first to Nush for my own want of self-
control. Your cruel neglect, Lydia, stung me into writing as
Fdid, I am so sensitive to (il treatment, when it is inflicted
an e by a person whom 1 love and admire; and, though
turned stxty, Lam still (ienfortunately for myself) so young
at heart, Accept my apologies for baving made use of my
pen, when [ ought to bave been content to take refuge in
my pocket-bandberchicf, Forgive your attached Maria for
being still young at heart!

“But ob, my dear — though I own [ threatened you
Bow heard of you to take me at my word! How cruel of you,
if your debi bad been ten times what it s, to suppose me
capable (whatever [ might say ) of the odiows inbumanity
af arresting my bosom friend! Heavers! bave | deserved to
be faken at my word in this wnmercifully exact way, after
the years of tender infimacy that bave unifed ws? But [
don't compladn; T only mowrn over the frailty of owr com-
mon buman natire. Let ws expect as little of cach other as
possible, my dear; we are both women, and we can't belp
it. [ declare, when [ rgflect on the origin of owr wnforfunate
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sex — when Lremember that we were all originally made
of ro better muterial than the vibof a man (and that rib of
s little dmportance to its possessor that be never appears
to bave widssed it afterward ), 1 am quite astonished at our
virtues, and not in the least surprived at owr fadts,

“I i wandering a lttle; T am losing moysell in serious
thowght, ke that sweet character in Shakespeare who was
Yancy free.” One last word, dearest, to say that wmy long-
ing for an answer fo this proceeds entirely from my wish
to bear from yow again in your old friendly tone, and i
gitite wiconnected with any curiosity to know what you
are doing at Thorpe Ambrose — except such curiosity as
you yourself might approve, Need 1 add that 1 beg youe as
a favor to me fo rerew, on the customary terms? [refer fo
the little bll due on Tuesday next, and 1 venture to suggest
that day six weeks.

“Yours, with a truly nothery feeling,

“MARIA OLDERSHAW."

9. From Miss Gwilt to Mrs. Oldershaw.

" Paradise Mace, July 27th.

"I bave just pot youer last letter. The brazen fmpudence
of it has rovsed me. | am to be treated ke a child, am 17 —
to be threatened first, and then, if threatening fails, to be
coaxed afterward? You shall coax me; you shall know, my
motherly friend, the sort of child you bave to deal with,

“I bad a reasen, Mrs, Oldershaw, for the sidence which
bas so seriously offended you, I was afraid — actually
afraid — to let you into the secret of my thoughts, No such
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fear trovbles me now. My only anociety this morning is to
make you wmy best acknowledgments for the manner in
which you bave written to me, After corefilly considering
it, [ think the worst frm [ can possibly do you i to tell you
what you are hurndng to know, So bere Tam at my desk,
bent on telling it, If you don't Witerly repent, when you are
at the end of this letter, not baving held to your first resolu-
tion, and locked wme wp ot of barm's way while you bad
the chance, my name s not Lydia Gwilt,

“Where did my last letter end? | don't resmember, and
don't care. Make it out as you can — I am not going back
any further than this day week, That i fo say, Sunday
Jast,

“There was o thunder-storm in the morming. It began
to clear off toward noon, I didn’t go out: | waited to see
Midwinter or to hear from . (Are you surprised at my
not writtng ‘Mr." before bis name? We bave got so famil-
iar, my dear, that “Mr." would be guite ouf of place.) He
bad left me the evening before, under very interesting cir-
crmstances. [ bad told bim that s friend Armadale was
perseciting me by means of a Mred spy. He bad declined
to believe it, and bad gone straight to Thorpe Ambrose fo
clear the thing wp. 1let bine Liss wiy band before be went,
He promised fo come back the next day (the Sunday ), [
Felt 1 bad secured my iflience over bim; and [ believed be
would beep bis word,

“Well, the thwder passed away as 1 told you, The
weather cleared wp; the people walked ouwt in their best
clothes; the dinners came in from the bakers; | sat dream-
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ing at my wretched little bived piano, nicely dressed and
looking wy best — and still no Midwinter appeared. It was
late in the afternoon, and was beginning to feel offend-
ed, when a letter was brought to me. It had been left by
d strange messenger who went qway dgain immediately. [
looked at the letter. Midwinter at last — én writing, instead
of in person. 1 began to feel more offended than ever; for,
as [ told you, I thought | bad wsed my inluence over bim
to better puerpose.,

“The letter, when | read it, set my mind off in a new Ji-
rection, It surprived, it puzzled, it interested me, | thought,
and thought, and thowght of bim, all the rest of the day,

“He began by asking my pardon for baving dmdted
what [ told bim. Mr. Armadale’s own lips bad confirmed
me, They bad quarreled {as I bad anticipated they would );
anidd be, wid the man who had once been bis dearest friend
ot earth, had parted forever. So far, [ was not surprised., [
was amused by Mis telling me in bis extravagant way that
be and Ms friend were parted forever; and [ rather won-
deved what be would think when | carvied out my plan,
antd forend my way into the great bouse on pretense of rec-
onciling thew,

“But the second part of the letter set me thinking, Here
it fs, 0 Bis own words,

Ut ds only by struggling against myself {and no lan-
giage can say bow bard the struggle bas been) that [ have
decided on writing, mstead of speaking to you. A merciless
necesstty clatms my future Ufe. | st leave Thorpe Am-
brose, 1 must Teave England, withowt hesitating, without
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stopping to look hack, There are reasons — terrible reasons,
which I bave madly trifed with — for my never letiing Mr,
Armadale set eyes on me, or bear of e again, after what
bz happened between s, Dimust go, never more to fve un-
der the sante roof, rever more fo breathe the same air with
that man. [imest bide moyself from bin wnder an asaomed
e [omest puit the mowntaing and the seas between ws, [
bave been warned as no buman creature was ever warned
before, | believe — [ dare not tell you why — 1 Believe that,
if the fascination you have for me draws me back fo you,
Fatal consequiences will come of it to the man whose life bas
been so strangely mingled with youwr ife and mine — the
man who was once your admiver and my fricnd, And yet,
Feeling this, seeing it in my mind as plainly as [ see the shy
above my bead, there fs a weakness in me that still shrinks
from the one imperative sacrifce of never secing you agaim.
[ am fighting with it as a man fights with the strength of his
despair, [ have been near encugh, not an bour since, fo see
the howse where you live, and bave forced myself away
again out of sight of it. Can 1 force myself away further
still, now ehat my letter &s written — now, when the useless
confesston escapes me, and 1 own to loving you with the
first love I bave ever known, with the last love T shall ever
feel? Let the coming fime answer the question; | dare not
write of it or think of i more,”

“Thase were the last words, In that strange way the
letter ended,

“I felt a perfect fever of cwrfosity to biow what be
meant. His loving me, of course, was easy enough fo wn-
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derstand. But what did be mean by saying be bad been
warned? Why was be never to live under the same roof,
never to breathe the same alr again, with young Armadale?
What sort of quarrel could it be which olliged one man to
bide bimselfl from another under an assuned name, and to
puit the movntaing and the seas between them? Above all,
i be came back, and let me fascinate him, why should it
be fatal to the hatefud lowt who possesses the nolle fortune
and lives in the great bowse?

“Inever longed in my life as [ longed to see bim again
and prt these questions to bim. | got quite superstitions
about it as the day drew on, They gave me a sweet-bread
and a cherry pudding for dimer. I actually tried if be
would come back by the stones in the plate! He will, be
won't, be will, e won't — and so on. It ended in 'He
won't." I rang the bell, and bad the things taken away. [
contradicted Destiny quette fiercely, | said, ‘He willl and [
watted at bome for bim,

“You don't know what a pleasure it is to me to give you
all these little particidars, Countup — my bosom friend, my
second mother — count wp the money you bave advanced
on the chance of my becoming Mrs, Armadale, and then
think of my feeling this breathless interest in another nuan,
Ob, Mrs. Qldershaw, bow intensely I enjoy the lixiery of
irvitating you!

“The day got o toward evening, I rang again, and sent
downt o borrow a railway time-talle, What trains were there
to take bim away on Sunday? The national respect for the
Sabbath stood my friend, There was only one train, which
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bad started howrs before be wrote fo me, [ went and con-
silfed my glass, It paid me the compliment of contradicting
the divination by cherry-stones, My glass safd: ‘Get lebind
the window-curtain; be won't pass the long lonely evening
withowt coming back again fo look at the bowse,” T got bebind
the window-certain, and watted with bis letter in my hand.

“The dismal Sunday lght faded, and the dismal Sun-
day gieletness in the strect grew qudeter still, The dusk came,
and I beard a step coming with it in the siflence, My bearf
gave a little fump — only think of my baving any beart
lefe! I satd to myself ‘Midwinter!” And Midwinter it was.

“When be came in sight be was walking slowly, stop-
ping and besitating at every two or three sfeps. My ugly
little drawing-room window seemed fo be beckoning bim
ot fn spite of bimself, After waiting 6l saw bim come to a
stancditill, a little aside from the bouse, bt still within view
af my irreststifle window, | put on my things and slipped
ouit by the back way into the garden, The landlord and his
Family were at supper, and nobody saw e, [ opened the
door i the wall, and got rownd by the lane fto the street,
At that awlward moment | suddenly remembered, what [
bad forgotten before, the spy set to watch me, who was, no
dowlt, waiting somewbere (n sight of the bouse,

It wiis necessary fo get time to think, and it was (in
my state of mind ) impossille to let Midwinter go without
speaking to bim, In great dificnlties you generally decide
at once, if you decide at all, | decided to make an appoint-
ment with bim for the next evening, and to consider in
the interval bow to manage the interview so that if might
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ercape olservation, This, ay 1 felt at the time, was leaving
Wy o curiogity free o torment me for four-and-twenty
mortal hors; bt what other choice bad [P It was as good
ds giving up being mistress of Thorpe Ambrose altogether,
to come to a private understanding with Midwinter in the
stght and possibly in the bearing of Armadale's spy.

“Finding an old letter of yours in my pocket, | drew back
into the lane, and weote on the Nank leaf, with the little
penctl that hangs at oy watch-chain: Dot and will speak
to you. It és impossitle to-night, hut be dn the street to-mor-
vow at this tinte, and leave me afterward forever, if you like,
When you bave read this, overtake me, and say as pou pass,
without stopping or looking round, *Yes, 1 prosmize.”!

“I folded wp the paper, and came on Mm suddenly
from bebind, As be started and turned round, 1 put the
note into bis band, pressed bis band, and passed on. Be-
fore I had taken ten steps I heard bim bebind me. | can't
say he didn't look round — 1 saw bis by Hack eyves, bright
and ghittering in the dusk, devowr me from bead to foor
in a moment; but otherwise be did what [ told bim. T can
deny you nothing,' be whispered: 1 promise.” He went on
and left me, | couldn't belp thinking at the thne bow that
bricte and booly Armadale would bave spoilled everyihing
in the same situation,

“I tried hard all night to think of a way of making our
interview of the next evening safe from discovery, and
tried in vain, Even as early as this, [ began to feel as if Mid-
winfer’s letter bad, in some wnaccountalle manner, stupe-
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“Monday moring made matters worse, News canmie
From my faithfiel ally, Mr. Basbwood, that Miss Mifroy and
Armadale bad met and become friends again. You may
Jancy the state 1 was in! An bour or twoe later there came
maore news from Mr, Bashwood — good news this Hime,
The mischicvous idiot at Thorpe Ambrose bad shown sense
encnigh at last fo be ashamed of bimself. He bad decided
on withdrawing the spy that very day, and be and bis law-
ver bad quarreled in consequence,

“Se bere was the ohitacle which [ was too stupid to re-
move for mysel folligtngly removed forme! No more need to
Fret abowt the coming fnterview with Midwinter; and plenty
af time to consider my next proceedings, now that Miss Mil-
rey and ber precious swain bad come together agatn, Would
you believe ity the letter, or the man bmself {1 don't biow
which), bad taken such a bold on we that, thowgh 1 tried
and tricd, | coudd think of nothing else; and this when [ bad
every reason to fear that Miss Milroy was i a fair way of
changing ber name to Armadale, and when I knew that my
beavy delt of olfigation to ber was not paid yet? Was there
ever sich perversity? | can't acconnt for if; can you?

“The dusk of the evening came af last. looked out of
the window — and there be was!

“I jolned him at once; the people of the house, as be-
fore, befng too mich atvorbed in thelr eating and drinking
to notice anythbing else. We mustn't be seen together bere
Twhispered, *Tmust go on first, and youw nest follow me,’

“He said nothing in the way of reply, What was going
ont in bis mind 1 can't prefend to guess; lut, after coming to
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bis appointment, be actually bung back s if be was balf
inclined to go away dgain,

“You look as if yor were afraid of me," | said.

T am afraid of you,” be answered — 'of you, and of
myself!

“It was not encouraging it was not complimentary,
Bt I was in such a frenzy of curiosity by this time that, if
be bad been vuder still, 1 sbowld bave taken no notice of
it. [ led the way a few steps toward the new buildings, and
stopped and looked round after lim.

“Muest I ask it of you as a favor,' ] said, ‘after your giv-
itg me your prowdse, and after such a letter as you bave
written fo me?”

“Something suddenly changed bim; be was at my side
i an istant, ‘1 beg your pardon, Miss Gwilt; lead the way
where you please.' He dropped back a little after that an-
swer, and [ beard him say to bimself, What is to be will be,
What bave Lo do with it and what bas she?’

“It coudd hardly bave been the words, for 1 didn't un-
derstand them — it must bave been the tone be spoke in,
[ suppose, that made me feel @ momentary tremor, I was
balf inclined, withowt the ghost of a reason for it, to wish
bim good-night, and go in again, Not mmech like me, you
will say. Not much, indeed! It didn’t last a moment, Your
darling Lydia soon camie to ber senses again,

“Iled the way toward the wifinished cottages, and
the conntry beyond. It wouldd bave been muich move to my
taste to bave had bim into the bowse, and bave talked to
bim i the light of the candles. But T had risked it once
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already; wid in this scandal-mongering place, and in my
critical position, [ was afraid to risk it again, The garden
was not to be thought of either, for the lindlord smokes bis
pipe there after bis supper, There was no alternative buf to
take bim away from the town,

“From time to time, 1 looked back as Twent on. There
be was, ahvays at the same distance, dim and ghost-Iike in
the dusk, sillently following me.

“I st leave off for a litle while, The church bells
bave broken out, and the jangling of them drives me mad,
In these days, when we have all got watches and clocks,
why are bells wanted to remind v when the service begins?
We don’t require fo be rung into the theater. How exces-
sively discreditalle to the dlergy to be olliged to ring us into
the church!”

“They have rung the congregation in at lasé; and I can
take wp nry pen, and go on again,

“Twas a itle in doult where to lead bim to. The high-
read was on one side of me; fet, empty as it looked, sorme-
body night be passing when we least expected it. The other
wary was throvgh the coppice, [Hed bin throwgh the coppice.

“ At the cnitskirts of the trees, on the other side, there was
a dip in the grovwnd with some felled timber lying on if, and
a fittle pool beyond, still and white and shindig in the twi-
lght, The long grazing-grownds rose over ity further shore,
with the mist thickening on them, and a dim Hack line for
away of cattle in slow procession going bore, There wasn'e
a living creature near; there wasn't a sound to be beard, |
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sat downt on one of the felled trees and looked back for bin,
‘Coree," | saidd, softly — ‘come and sit by me bere.!

Wy e | so particodar abot all this? [ bardly know,
The place made an wnaccowstably vivid impression on me,
and I can't belp writing abowt it If 1 end badly — suppose
we sap o the scaffold? — I believe the last thing | shall
see, before the bangman palls the drop, will be the little
shining pool, and the long, misty grazing-grownds, and the
cattle winding dimdy bome in the thickening night, Don't be
alarmed, you worthy creature! My fancies play me strange
tricks sometimes; and there &5 a little of last night's lauda-
e, | dare say, in this part of my letter,

“He came — in the strangest sident way, like @ man
walking in bis sleep — be came and sat dowan by me. Bither
the night was very close, or I was by this time lterally in
a fever: | couldn't bear my bovnet on; 1 couldn't bear my
gloves, The want to look at bim, and see what bis singular
stlence meant, and the impossibility of doing it in the dark-
enting Heht, trritated my nerves, 8T thought | should bave
sereamied. [ took bis band, to try if that would belp me, I
was Perning bot; and it dosed istantly on mine — you
know how, Silence, affer that, was not to be thought of.
The one safe way was fo begin talking to bim ait once,

“Don’t despise me,' | said, *1 am obliged to bring you
to this lonely place; 1 should lase my character if we were
seen fagether,

“Iwaited a little. His band warned me once more not
to let the silence contime, 1 defermined to make bim speak
do e this Hime.
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“You bave interested me, and frightened me,’ [ went
o, You have written me a very strange letter, Lnuest know
what it means.”

Ut i too late to ask, You bave taken the way, and |
bave taken the way, from which there is no turning back,
He mude that strange answer in a tone that was guife new
to me — a tone that made me even more wneasy than his
silence bad made me the moment before, “Too late,” be re-
peated — ‘too late! There is only one guestion to ask me
mow,’

Wt s 7

“As [ said the words, @ sudden tremBling passed from
bis hand to mine, and told me instantly that [ bad better
bave beld my tongue, Before | cordd move, before T could
think, e bad me tn bis ares. “Ask me i 1 love you,” be
whispered, Af the same moment bis bead sank on my bo-
som; and some unutteralle torfure that was fn bim burst its
way out, as it does with ais, in @ passion of sobs and tears,

My first impidse was the impudse of a fool, Twas on the
point of making our vsial protest and defending myselfin
ovir sl way, Lickily or wnlickly, Tdon’t know which,
I have lost the fine edge of the sensitiveriess of youth; and
I checked the first movement of my hands, and the firse
word on my lips, Ob, dear, bow old T felt. while be was
sobbing bis beart owt on my breast! How [ thought of the
time when be might have possessed bimself of my love! ARl
be had possessed Simself of now was — my waist,

“Iwonder whether I pitied bim? It doesn't matter if |
did, Af any rate, my band lifted {tself somebow, and my
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fingers twined themselves softly in bis hatr. Horrile rec-
ollections came back to me of other times, and made me
shudder as | towched bim, And yet 1 did it. What fools
womnen are!

“Twon't reproach you," [ said, gently. Twon't say this
is a cruel advantage to take of me, in such a position as
mine, You are dreadfidly agitated: | will let you wait a
little and compose yourself)’

“Having got as far as that, | stopped to consider bow |
should put the guestions to bim that [ was hening to ask,
Beat I 'was too confused, | suppose, or perbaps too impatient
to constder, 1let out what was uppermost in mry mind, in
the words that came first.

“Tdon't believe you love me," | said, You write strange
things to me; you frighten mme with mysteries, What did you
mean by saying in your letter that it would be fatal to Mr,
Armadale if you came back to me? What danger can there
be fo M. Armadale —7°

“Before [ could finish the question, be suddenly lifted
bis bead and unclasped bis arms, | bad apparently towched
sommte pairfd subject which recalled b to bimself. Instead
of my shrinking from bim, it was be who shrank from mie. [
Jelt offended with bin; why, [ don't know — but offended
Iwas; and 1 thanked bim with my Btterest emphasis for
remembering what was due to me, at last!

“ "D yous believe in Dreams? " be burst out, in the most
strangely abrupt manmer, without taking the slhightest no-
tice of what | bad said fo bim, ‘Tell me,” be went on, with-
ont allowing me tine fo answer, ‘Were You, or was any
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relation of yours, ever connected with Allan Armadale’s
Father or mother? Were you, or was anybody belonging to
you, ever in the istand of Madedra?’

“Concetve my astonisbment, if you can. [ turned cold,
I an fnstant [ turned cold all over, He was plainly in the se-
cret of what bad bappened when Twas in Mrs, Armadale’s
service tn Madeira — in all probability before be was born!
That was startling enough of itself, And be bad evidently
somrie reason of bis own for frying fo connect me with those
evertts — which was more startling still,

“Wo," T said, as soon as [ eonld frust myselfto speak. I
know nothing of bis father or mother.”

“And nothing of the island of Madefra?’

“"Nothing of the isdand of Madeira,'

“He turned bis bead away, and began talling to bim-
self.

“Strange!” be sald, “As certaimly as [was in the Shad-
ow's place at the window, she was in the Shadow’s place
at the pogl!”

“Under other circumstances, bis extraordinary bebav-
ior might bave alarmed me, But after bis question abouwt
Madeira, there was some greater fear in me which bept all
common alarm at a distance, | don't think I ever deter-
mined on anything inomy Bfe as | defermined on finding
ot bow be bad got bs information, and whe be really
was. It was quite plain to me that | bad roused some bid-
den feeling in bim by my question about Armadale, which
Wis as strong in s way as s feeling for me. What bad
become of my influence over bim?
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"I cotddnt imagine what bad become of it; but 1 cowdd
anid did set to work to make bim feel it again,

“Don't treat me crelly,’ 1 said; 1 didn't treat you
cruelly just now. Ob, Mr. Midwinter, it's so lonely, it's so
dark — don’t frighten me!”

“Frighten you!" He was close to me againin a moment,
‘Frighten you!" He repeated the word with as much aston-
ishent as if 1 had woke bim from a dream, and charged
Bim with something that be bad said in bis sleep.

“Itwas on the tip of my tongwe, finding bow [ had suer-
prised bim, to take bim while be was off bis guard, and
to ask why my question about Armadale bad produced
such a change in bis bebavior to me. But after what had
bappened already, 1 was afraid to risk returning to the
subject too soon, Something or other — what they call an
instinct, dare say — warned me to let Armadale alone for
the present, and to talk to bim first abowt bimself. As | told
you i one of my early letters, 1 bad noticed signs and to-
kens in Ms manner and appearance which convinced me,
young as be was, that be bad done something or suffered
something out of the compon dn bis past ife. 1 bad ashed
myself more and more suspicionsly every time [ saw bim
whether be was what be appeared to be; and first and fore-
maost among my otber dowbis was a doubt whether be was
passing among ws by bis real name, Having secrets to keep
aboret oy own past life, and having gone myself in other
days by more than one assumed name, | suppose 1 am all
the readier to suspect other people when [ find something
mysterious about thens, Any way, baving the suspicion in
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my mind, 1 determined to startle him, as be bad startled
me, by an wiexpected gquestion on my side — a question
about bis mame,

“While 1was thinking, be was thinking; and, as it soon
appearcd, of what I bad fust said to bim, T am so grieved
to have frightencd you,” be whispered, with that gentle-
ness and bemility which we all so beartily despise in a
man when be speaks to other women, and which we all
s dearly Tke when be speaks to onrselves, T bardly know
what [ have been saying,” be went on; “mry mind & ndser-
ally disturbed. Pray forgive me, if vou can; [ am not myself
to-night.”

T e not angry," | said; T have nothing to forgive, We
are both dmprident; we are both wnhappy.” Hatd my bead
o bis showlder, ‘Do vou really love me?" T asked bim, soft-
Iy, i whisper,

“His arm stole rownd me again; nd | felt the quick beat
af bis beart get guicker and quicker, T you only knew!” be
whispered back: S you only brew — * He conld say no
maore, I felt bis face bending toward mine, and dropped my
bead lower, and stopped bim in the very act of kissing me.

N, 1 said: T am ondy @ woman whe bas taken your
fancy. You are treating me as if | was your promised
wife."

“Be oy promised wife!” be whispered, eagerly, and
tried to raise my bead. [ kept it down, The borror of these
old remembrances that you know of came back and made
me tremie a Fttle when be asked e to e bis wife, |
don't think [ was actuwally faint; but something like faint-

182



ARMADALE 111

ness made me close mor eves. The moment [ sl them, the
darkness seemed to open as if lgbtning had split i and
the ghosts of those other men rose in the borrid gap, and
looked at me.

“Speak to me!t be whispered, tenderly. ‘My darling,
my angel, speak to me!’

" His voice belped me to recover myself. L had just sense
enotigh left to remember that the time was passing, and
that | bad not put my question to bim yet about his name.

“Suppose 1 felt for you as you feel for me?' [ said,
Suppose [ loved you dearly enough to trust you with the
bappiness of all my life to come?”’

“I pased a moment to get my breath. [t was wnbear-
ally still and close; the air seemed to have died when the
wight came,

“"Would youe be marrying me bonorally,' L went on, “if
you married me in your present name?

“His arm dropped from my waist, and [ felt him give
onie great start, After that be sat by e, still, and cold, and
stlent, as £ my guestion bad striuck bm dwmb, | put my
arm rownd s neck, and lifted vy bead again on bis showl-
der, Whatever the spell was [ had lald on bim, my coming
closer in that way seemed to break it

“"Whe told you?' He stopped, ‘No," be went on, ‘no-
body can bave fold you, What made you suspect — 7" He
stopped again,

“Mobody fold me,' | said; ‘and | don't know what
made mie sispect. Women bave strange fancies sometimes,
Is Midwinter really your name?’
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T car’t deceive you,” be answered, after ancther in-
terval of slence; ‘Midwinter is not really oy name.

“Inestled a little closer to bim.

“What 1 your name? ' | asked,

“He hesitated.

“Iitfted moy face &l my cheek just torched bis, 1 per-
sisted, with my lps close at by ear:

“What, ne corfidence in me even yet! No corfidence in
the womean who bas almost confessod she Toves you— wha
bas almost consented to be your wife!"

“He turned bis face to mine. For the second time he
tried to liss e, and for the second time | stopped bim.

U 1 tell youe mny name,” be sald, ‘Lmust tell you more.”

L let ey cheek fouch biy qgain,

Wy not? ' | sald, ‘How can Tove a man — much less
warry W — i be keeps bimself a stranger to me?’

“There was o answering that, as | thought. But be did
arswer i,

“Ur iy a dreadfid story,” be said. It may darken all your
Ui, if you kngw ¢, as it bas darkened mine.’

1 put my other aroe round Bim, and persisted, Tell it
me; U'm not afraid; tell it me.”

“He began to yield to my other arim,

"Wl yous keep it a sacred secret? be said. ‘Never to be
breathed — never to be known but to you and me?’

I promised bim it shoudd be a secret. ] waited in a
perfect frengy of expectation. Twice e tried to begin, and
twice bis cowrage failed bim,
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T can't!” be broke ot i g wild, belpless way. T can't
tell it!”

“My curiosity, or more likely my temper, got beyond all
control. He bad irritated me 601 T was veckless what I said
or what | did. | suddendy clasped bim close, and pressed
my lips to bis. U love you!" Twhispered i a kiss, ‘Now will
you tell me?”

“For the moment be was speechless. 1 don't know
whether | did &t purposely to drive binwild. 1 don't know
whether [ did it ovoluntarily in a burst of rage. Nothing is
certain bt that 1 interpreted bis silence the wrong way. [
pushed bim hack from me dna fury the instant after | had
kissed B, 1 bate you!" | said, You bave maddened me
into forgetting myself, Leave me, T don't care for the dark
ness, Leave me instantly, and never see me again!’

“He caught me by the band and stopped me. He spoke
i a new voice; be suddenly commanded, as only men
car.

“8it dow, ' be said. You bave given me back my cour-
age — you shall know who I am,'

“In the silence and the darkness all round ws, | obeyed
bim, and sat down.

“In the silence and the darkness all round us, be took
me i bis arms again, and told me who e was,”

“Shall I trust you with his story? Shall ] tell you bis real
name? Shall [ show you, as | threatened, the thoughts thar
bave grown out of my inferview with bm and out of all
that has happened to me stnce that time?
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“Or shall T keep bis secret as | promised? and keep my
ow secret too, by bringing this weary, long letter to an end
at the very moment when you are burning to bear more!

“Thase are sevious guestions, Mrs, Wdershaw — more
serions than you suppose. | have had time to calm dowa,
arid [ begin to see, what | failed to see when [first took up my
pen towrite to you, the wisdom of looking af consequences,
Have | frightened mypselfin trving to frighten you? Itis pos-
sible — strange as it may seem, it is really possible,

“Ihave heen at the window for the last miraste or two,
thinking. There is plenty of time for thinking before the post
leaves, The people are only new coming ont of church,

“I bave settled to put my letter on one side, and to
take a look ot my digry. In plaiier words [ nrest see what
1 risk if [ decide on trusting you; and moy diary will shew
me what my bead i foo weary to calowlate without belp.
I berve written the story of my days (and sometines the
story of wo wights) wmach wove vegularly than wseal for
the last week, baving reasons of moy own for being particu-
larly carefie in this respect under present circumstances, If
Fend in dotug what it is now i my wind to do, it would be
maidiiess fo friest to my mensory, The smallest forgetfulness
af the shightest event that has bappened from the wight of
my interview with Midwinter fo the present time might be
utter riin to e,

“Utter ruin to ber!” you will say. What kind of ruin
does she mean?’

“Wait @ litrle, t01 ] have asked my diary whether I ean
safely tell pou”

186



CHAPTER X
MISS GWILT'S DIARY

“Tuly 21st, Monday night, eleven o'clock. — Midwinter has
just left me. We parted by my desire at the path owt of the cop-
pice; he going his way to the hotel, and | going mine to my
ladgings.

“I have managed to avoid making another appointment
with him by arranging to write to him to-morrow morning,
This gives me the night's interval to compose mysell, and to
coax my mind back (if I can) to my own affairs. Will the night
pass, and the morning find me stll thinking of the Letter
that came to him from his facher's deathbed? of the night be
watched through on the Wrecked Ship; and, more than all, of
the first breathless moment when he told me his real Name?

“Would it help me to shake oft these impressions, | wonder,
if I made the effort of writing them down? There would be no
danger, in that case, of my forgetting anything important. And
perhaps, after all, it may be the fear of forgetting something
which | ought to remember that keeps this story of Midwin-
ter's weighing as it does on my mind. At any rate, the experi-
ment is worth trying, In my present situation et be free to
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think of other things, or [ shall never find my way through all
the difficulties at Thorpe Ambrose that are still to come,

“Let me think. What bawents me, to begin with?

“The Names haunt me, [ keep saying and saying to myself
Both alike! — Christian name and surname both alike! A Tight-
haired Allan Armadale, whom [ have long since known of, and
whois the son of my old mistress. A dark-haired Allan Armadale,
whom T only know of now, and who is only known to others
under the name of Ozias Midwinter, Stranger still; it is not re-
latiomship, it is not chance, that has made them namesalkes. The
father of the light Armadale was the man who was born to the
family name, and who lost the family inheritance. The father of
the dark Armadale was the man who feelk the name, on condi-
tion of getting the inheritance — and who got it.

“Sa there are two of them — T can’t help thinking of it —
both unmarried, The light-haired Armadale, who offers to the
woman who can secure him, eight thousand a year while he
lives; who leaves her twelve hundred a year when he dies; who
must and shall marry me for those two golden reasons; and
whom [ hate and loathe as T never hated and loathed a man
yet. And the darle-haired Armadale, who has a poor little in-
come, which might perhaps pay his wife’s malliner, if his wife
was careful; who has just left me, persuaded that T mean to
marry him; and whom — well, whom [ might have loved once,
before T was the woman T am now,

“And Allan the Fair doesn't know he has a namesake. And
Allan the Dark has kept the secret from everybody but the
Somersetshire clergyman {whose discretion he can depend
on’} and myself,
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“And there are two Allan Armadales — two Allan Ar-
madales — two Allan Armadales. There! three is a lucky num-
ber. Haunt me again, after that, if you can!

“What next? The murder in the timber ship? No; the mur-
der is a good reason why the dark Armadale, whose father
committed it, should keep his secret from the fair Armadale,
whase father was killed; but it doesn't concern me. | remern-
ber there was a suspicion in Madeira at the time of something
wrong Was it wrong? Was the man who had been tricked out
of his wile to blame for shutting the cabin door, and leaving
the man who had tricked him to drown in the wreck? Yes; the
woman wasn't worth it.

“What am | sure of that really concerns mysell?

“T am sure of one very important thing. [ am sure that
Midwinter — I must call him by his ugly false name, or T may
confuse the two Armadales before [ have done — T am sure
that Midwinter is perfectly ignorant that T and the Little imp
of twelve years old who waited on Mrs. Avmadale in Madeira,
and copied the letters that were supposed to arvive from the
West Indies, are one and the same. There are not many girls
of twelve who could have imitated a man's handwriting, and
held their tongues about it afterward, as 1 did; but that doesn't
matter now. What does matter is that Midwinter's belief in the
Dream s Midwinter's only reason for trying to connect me
with Allan Armadale, by assoctating me with Allan Armadale’s
father and mother, 1 asked him if he actually thought me old
enough to have known either of them, And he said No, poor
fellow, in the most innocent, bewildered way, Would he say
Na if he saw me now? Shall I turn to the glass and see if T look
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my fve-and-thirty years? or shall 1 go on writing? I will go on
writing,.

“There is one thing more that haunts me almost as obsti-
nately as the Mames,

“lwonder whether [am right in relying on Midwinter's su-
perstition {as I do) to help me in keeping him at avms-lengeh,
After having let the excitement of the moment hurry me into
saying more than | need have said, he is certain to press me;
he 15 certain to come back. with a man's hateful selfishness
and impatience in such things, to the question of marrying
me, Will the Dream help me to check him? After alternately
believing and disbelieving in it, he has got, by his own confes-
ston, to believing in it again. Can | say [ believe in it, too? L have
]}l:’l:bcr TEASDTIS Fm' -;,L:n'n:,; 03 thm‘l ]1:,: ]cnnws of. 1 am not unly
the person who helped Mrs, Armadale’s marriage by helping
lier to impose on her own father; 1 am the woman who tried to
drown hersell; the woman who started the seres of accidents
which put young Armadale in possession of his fortune; the
woman who has come Thorpe Ambrose to marry him for his
fortune, now he has got it; and more extraordinary still, the
woman who stood in the Shadow's place at the pool! These
may be coincidences, but they are strange coincidences, [ de-
clare [ begin to fancy that [ believe in the Dream too!

“Suppose | say to him, ] think as you think. | say what you
said in your letter to me, Let us part before the harm is done.
Leave me before the Third Vision of the Dream comes true,
Leave me, and put the mountains and the seas between you
and the man who bears your name”
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“Suppose, on the other side, that his love for me makes him
reckless of everything else? Suppose he says those desperate
words again, which | understand now: What i to be, will be.
What have 1 to do with it, and what has she? Suppose — sup-
pose —

“I won't write any more. | hate writing. It doesn't relieve
me — it makes me worse. I'm further from being able to think of
all that Lmeest think of than [ was when 1 sat down, [t is past mid-
night To-morrow has come already; and heve Lam as helpless as
the stupidest woman living! Bed is the only fit place for me.

“Bed? IFit was ten years since, instead of to-day; and il had
married Midwinter [or love, | might be going to bed now with
nothing heavier on my mind than a visit on tiptoe to the nurs-
ery, and a last look at night to see if my children were sleeping
quietly in their cribs, [ wonder whether T should have loved
my childven if T had ever had any? Perhaps, yes — perhaps, no.
It doesn't matter.”

“Tuesday morning, ten o'clock. = Who was the man wheo
invented laudanum? [ thank him from the bottom of my heart
whoever he was, [fall the miserable wretches in pain of body
and mind, whose comforter he has been, could meet togeth-
er to sing his praises, what a chorus it would be! I have had
six delicions hours of oblivion; | have woke up with my mind
composed; | have written a perfect little letter to Midwinter; 1
have drunk my nice cup of tea, with a real relish of it; | have
dawdled over my morning toilet with an exquisite sense of re-
lief — and all through the modest little bottle of Drops, which
[ see on my bedroom chimney-piece at this moment. ‘Drops,
you are a darling! If T love nothing else, [ love you,
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“My letter to Midwinter has been sent through the post;
and T have told him to reply to me in the same manner,

“T feel no anxiety about his answer — he can only answer
in one way. | have asked for a little time to consider, because
my family circumstances require some consideration, i his
interests as well as in mine. 1 have engaged to tell him what
those circumstances are {what shall I say, T wonder?) when we
next meet; and [ have requested him in the meantime to keep
all that has passed between us a secret for the present, As to
what he is to do himself in the interval while T am supposed
to be considering, 1 have left it to his own discretion — merely
reminding him that his attempting to see me again {while our
positions toward each other cannot be openly avowed) might
injure my reputation. I have offered to write to him if he wishes
it; and T have ended by promising to make the interval of our
necessary separation as short as [ can.

“This sort of plain, unaffected letter — which I might have
written to him last night, if his story had not been running in
my head as it did — has one defect, 1 know. It certainly keeps
him out of the way, while T am casting my net, and catching
my gold fish at the great house for the second time; but it also
leaves an awkward day of reckoning to come with Midwinter if
[ succeed, How am [ to manage him? What am [ to do? I ought
to face those two questions as boldly as usual; but somehow
my courage seems to fail me, and T don't quite fancy meeting
that difficulty, till the Hme comes when it must be met, Shall
[ confess to my diary that T am sorry for Midwinter, and that I
shrink a little from thinking of the day when he hears that 1
am going to be mistress at the great house?
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“But | am not mistress vet; and | can't take a step in the di-
rection of the great house till | have got the answer to my let-
ter, and till T know that Midwinter is out of the way. Patience!
patience! | must go and forget mysell at my piano, There is
the ‘Moonlight Sonata’ open, and tempting me, on the music-
stand. Have [ nerve enough to play it, | wonder? Or will it set
me shuddering with the mystery and tervor of it, as it did the
other day?"

“Five o'clock. = [ have got his answer. The slightest request
[ can make is a command to him, He has gone; and he sends me
his address in London, ‘There are two considerations’ (he says)
‘which help to reconcile me to leaving you. The first is that you
wish it, and that it is only to be for a little while, The second
is that I think I can make some arrangements in London for
adding to my income by my own labor, T have never cared for
money for myself; but vou don't know how I am beginning
already to prize the luxuries and refinements that money can
provide, for my wife's sake Poor fellow! T almost wish 1 had not
written to him as [ did; [ almost wish I had not sent him away
from me.

“Fancy if Mother Oldershaw saw this page in my diarmy!
have had a letter from her this morning — a letter to remind
me of my obligations, and to tell me she suspects things are
all going wrong. Let her suspect! [ shan't trouble niyself to an-
swer; | can't be worried with that old wretch in the state am
in now,

“It is a lovely afternoon — I want a walk — [ mustn't think
of Midwinter, Suppose 1 put on my bonnet, and try my experi-
ment at once at the great house? Everything is in my favor,
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There is no spy to follow me, and no lawyer to keep me out,
this time. Am [ handsome enough, to-day? Well, yes; hand-
some enough to be a match for a little dowdy, awlkward, freck-
led creature, who ought to be perched on a form at school, and
strapped to a backboard to straighten her crooked shoulders,

“The nursery lisps out in all they utter;
Besides, they always smell of bread-and-tutter.

“How admirably Byron has described givls in their teens!”

“Fight o'clock, — 1 have just got back from Armadale’s
house. T have seen him, and spoken to him; and the end of it
may be set down in three plain words. T have failed. There is no
more chance of my being Mrs, Armadale of Thorpe Ambrose
than there is of my being Queen of England.

“Shall T write and tell Oldershaw? Shall I go back to Lon-
don? Not 6l T have had time to think a little, Mot just yet.

“Let me think; [ have failed completely — failed, with all
the circumstances in favor of success. [ caught him alone on
the drive in front of the house, He was excessively disconcert-
ed, but at the same time quite willing to hear me. T tried him,
first quietly — then with tears, and the rest of it. T introduced
myself in the character of the poor innocent woman whom
he had been the means of injuring, 1 confused, T interested, 1
convinced him, 1 went on to the purely Christian part of my
errand, and spoke with such feeling of his separation from his
friend, for which T was innocently responsible, that T turned
his odious rosy face quite pale, and made him beg me at last
not to distress him. But, whatever other feelings 1 roused in
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him, | never once roused his old feeling for me. 1 saw it in his
eves when he looked at me; [ felt it in his fingers when we
shook hands. We parted [ends, and nothing more,

“It is For this, is it, Miss Milroy, that | resisted temptation,
morning alter worning, when [ knew you were out alone in
the park? [ have just left you time to slip in, and take my place
in Armadale’s good graces, have ¥ | never resisted temptation
vet without sulfering for it in some such way as this! If | had
only followed my Brst thoughts, on the day when [ took leave
of you, my young lady — well, well, never mind that now. 1
have got the [uture belore me; you are not Mrs. Armadale yet!
And I can tell you one other thing — whoever else he marries,
he will never marry youe If T am even with you in no other way,
trust me, whatever comes of it, to be even with you there!

“T am net, to my own surprise, in one of my furious pas-
sions, The last time [ was in this perfectly cool state, under se-
rious provocation, something came of it, which [ daren't write
down, even in my own private diary, | shouldn't be surprised if
something comes of it now.

“Om my way back, I called at Mr. Bashwood's lodgings in
the town. He was not at home, and [ left a message telling him
to come here to-night and spealk to me. [ mean to relieve him
at once of the duty of looking after Armadale and Miss Milvoy.
I may not see my way yet to ruining her prospects at Thorpe
Ambrose as completely as she has ruined mine, But when the
time comes, and [ do see it, I don't know to what lengths my
sense of injury may take me; and there may be inconvenience,
and possibly danger, in having such a chicken-hearted crea-
ture as Mr. Bashwood in my confidence.
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“T suspect T am more upset by all this than I supposed. Mid-
winter’s story is beginning to haunt me again, without rhyme
OT TeAson.

“A soft, quick, trembling knock at the street door! T know
who it is, No hand but old Bashwood’s could knock in that
way,”

“Nine o'clock, — T have just got rid of him, He has surprised
me by coming out in a new character,

“Tt seems {though I didn’t detect him} that he was at the
great house while Twas in company with Armadale, He saw us
talking on the drive, and he afterward heard what the servants
said, who saw us too, The wise opinion below stairs is that we
have ‘made it up,” and that the master is likely to marry me af-
ter all. ‘He's sweet on her red hair,’ was the elegant expression
they used in the kitchen. ‘Little missie can't match her therg
and little missie will get the worst of it How I hate the coarse
ways of the lower orders!

“While old Bashwood was telling me this, 1 thought he
looked even more confused and nervous than usual, But I failed
to see what was really the matter until after T had told him that
le was to leave all further observation of Mr. Armadale and
Miss Milroy to me, Every drop of the little blood there is in
the feeble old creature’s body seemed to fly up into his face,
He made quite an overpowering effort; he really looked as if
he would drop down dead of fright at his own boldness; but
he forced out the question for all that, stammering, and stut-
tering, and kneading desperately with both hands at the brim
of his hideous great hat. T beg your pardon, Miss Gwi-Gwi-
Gwilt! You are not really go-go-going to marry Mr, Armadale,
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are you? Jealous — ifever [ saw it in a man's face yet, [ saw it in
his — actually jealous of Armadale at his age! IF 1 had been in
the humaor for it, | should have burst out laughing in his face.
As it was, 1 was angry, and lost all patience with him. 1 told
him he was an old fool, and ordered him to go on quictly with
his usual business until [ sent him word that he was wanted
again, He submitted as usnal; but there was an indescribable
something in hic watery old eyes, when he took leave of me,
which | have never noticed in them before, Love has the credit
of working all sorts of strange transformations. Can it be really
possible that Love has made Mr. Bashwood man enough to be
angry with me?

“Wednesday. — My experience of Miss Milroy's habits sug-
gested a suspicion to me last night which I thought it desirable
to clear up this morning,

“It was always her way, when [ was at the cottage, to take a
wall early in the morning before breakfast. Considering that
[ used often to choose that very time for my private meetings
with Armadale, it strucl me as likely that my former pupil
might be taking a leal out of my book, and that | might make
some desirable discoveries if I turned my steps in the direction
of the majors garden at the right hour. [ deprived myself of
my Dvops, to make sure of waling; passed a miserable night
in comsequence; and was ready enough to get up at six o'clock,
and wall the distance from my lodgings to the cottage in the
fresh moming air.

"I had not been five minutes on the park side of the garden
inclosure before T saw her come out,
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“She seemed to have had a bad night too; her eyes were
heavy and red, and her lips and cheeks looked swollen as if she
had been crying. There was something on her mind, evidently;
something, as it soon appeared, to take her out of the garden
into the park. She walked (if one can call it walking; with such
legs as hersl) straight to the summer house, and opened the
door, and crossed the bridge, and went on quicker and quicker
toward the low ground in the park, where the trees are thick-
est. | followed her over the open space with perfect impunity
in the preoccupied state she was in; and, when she began to
slacken her pace among the trees, [ was among the trees too,
and was not afraid of her seeing me,

“Before long, there was a crackling and trampling of heavy
feet coming up toward us through the under-wood in a deep
dip of the ground. T knew that step as well as she knew it ‘Here
[ am,' she said, in a faint little voice, T kept behind the trees a
few yards off, in some doubt on which side Armadale would
come out of the under-wood to join her, He came out up the
side of the dell, opposite to the tree behind which T was stand-
ing, They sat down together on the bank. | sat down behind the
tree, and looked at them through the under-wood, and heard
without the slightest difficulty every word that they said,

“The talk began by his noticing that she looked out of spir-
its, and asking i anything had gone wrong at the cottage, The
artful little minx lost no time in making the necessary impres-
sion on himy; she began to cry. He took her hand, of course, and
tried, in his brutishly straightforward way, to comfort her, No;
she was not to be comforted, A miserable prospect was before
her; she had not slept the whole night for thinking of it. Her
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father had called her into his room the previous evening, had
spoken about the state of her education, and had told her in
so many words that she was to go to school. The place had
been found, and the terms had been settled; and as soon as her
clothes could be got ready, miss was to go.

“While that hateful Miss Gwilt was in the house,” says this
model younyg person, ‘1 would have gone to school willingly —
[ wanted to go. But it's all different now; 1 don't think of it in
the same way; | feel too old for school I'n quite heart-broken,
Mr, Armadale” There she stopped as il she had meant to say
more, and gave him a look which finished the sentence plain-
ly: I'm quite heart-broken, Mr. Armadale, now we are friendly
again, at going away from you! For downright brazen impu-
dence, which a grown woman would be ashamed of, give me
the young girls whose ‘modesty’ is so pertinaciously insisted on
by the nauseous domestic sentimentalists of the present day!

“Even Armadale, booby as he is, understood her, After be-
wildering himselfin a labyrinth of words that led nowhere, he
took her — one can hardly say round the waist, for she hasn't
got one — he took her round the last hook-and-eye of her
dress, and, by way of offering her a refuge from the indignity
of being sent to school at her age, made her a proposal of mar-
riage in so many words.

“If I could have killed them both at that moment by lifting
up my little finger, | have not the least doubt 1 should have
lifted i, As things were, | only waited to see what Miss Milroy
would do.

“She appeared to think it necessary — feeling, 1 suppose,
that she had met him without her father's knowledge, and not
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forgetting that T had had the start of her as the favored object
of Mr. Armadale’s good opinion — to assert hersell by an ex-
plosion of virtuous indignation. She wondered how he could
think of such a thing after his conduct with Miss Gwilt, and
after her father had forbidden him the house! Did he want to
make her feel how inexcusably she had forgotten what was
due to herself? Was it worthy of 2 gentleman to propose what
he knew as well as she did was impossible? and o on, and so
on, Any man with brains in his head would have known what
all this rodomontade really meant. Armadale took it so seri-
ously that he actually attempted to justify himself

"He declared, in his headlong, blundering way, that he was
quite in earnest; he and her father might make it up and be
friends again; anl, if the major Pt,:rsistt,:f_l in treating him as a
stranger, young ladies and gentlemen in their situation had
made runaway marriages before now, and fathers and mothers
who wouldn't forgive them belore had forgiven them alter-
ward, Such outrageously straightforward love-maling as this
left Miss Milroy, of conrse, but two alternatives — to confess
that she had been saying No when she meant Yes, or to take
refuge in another explosion, She was hypocrite enongh to pre-
fer another explosion. ‘How dare vou, Mr. Armadale? Go away
directly! It's inconsiderate, it's heartless, it's perfectly disgrace-
ful to sy sirch lhings ta me and so on, and so on. [t seems
incredible, but it is not the less true, that he was positively fool
enough to take her at her word. He begged her pardon, and
went away like a child that is put in the corner — the most con-
temptible abject in the form of man that eyes ever looked on!
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“She waited, after he had gone, to compose hersell, and |
waited behind the trees to see how she would succeed. Her
eyes wandered round slyly to the path by which he had left
her. She smiled (grinned would be the truer way of putting it,
with such a mouth as hers); took a few steps on tiptoe to look
after him; turned back again, and suddenly burst into a violent
fit of crying. [ am not quite so easily taken in as Armadale, and
[ saw what it all meant plainly enough,

“To-morrow,' | thought to mysell, ‘vou will be in the park
again, miss, by pure accident. The next day, you will lead him
on into proposing to you for the second time. The day alter,
he will venture back to the subject of runaway marriages, and
you will only be becomingly confused. And the day after that,
il hie has got a plan to propose, and if your clothes are ready to
be packed for school, you will listen to him.' Yes, yes, Time is
always on the man's side, where a woman is concerned, if the
man is only patient enough to let Time help him.

“I let her leave the place and go back to the cottage, quite
unconscious that I had been looking at her. [ waited among
the trees, thinking. The truth is, I was impressed by what [ had
heard and seen, in a manner that it is not very easy to describe.
It put the whole thing before me in a new light. It showed
me — what [ had never even suspected till this morming — that
she is really fond of him.

“Heavy as my debt of obligation is to her, there is no fear
now of my failing to pay it to the last farthing, It would have
been no small triumph for me to stand between Miss Milroy
and her ambition to be one of the leading ladies of the county.
But it is infinitely more, where her first love is concerned, to
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stand between Miss Milroy and her heart's desire, Shall T re-
member my own youth and spare her? No! She has deprived
me of the one chance T had of breaking the chain that binds
me to a past life too horrible to be thought of T am thrown
back into a position, compared to which the position of an out-
cast who walks the streets is endurable and enviable. Mo, Miss
Milroy — no, Mr, Armadale; [ will spare neither of you.

“T have been back some hours. I have been thinking, and
nothing has come of it. Ever since | got that strange letter of
Midwinter’s last Sunday, my usual readiness in emergencies
has deserted me, When I am not thinking of him or of his sto-
ry, my mind feels quite stupefied. [, who have always known
what to do on other cccasions, don't know what to do now. It
would be easy enough, of course, to warn Major Milroy of his
daughter’s proceedings. But the major is fond of his daughter;
Armadale is anxious to be reconciled with him; Armadale is
rich and prosperous, and ready to submit to the elder man;
and sooner or later they will be Iriends again, and the mar-
riage will follow. Warning Major Milroy is only the way to em-
barrass them for the present; it is not the way to part them for
good and all,

“What is the way? [ can't see it. | could tear my own hair off
my head! I could burn the house down! If there was a train of
gunpowder under the whole world, T could light it, and blow
the whole world to destruction — I am in such a rage, such a
frenzy with myself for not seeing it!

“Poor dear Midwinter! Yes, ‘dear | don't care. I'm lonely
and helpless. T want somebody whe is gentle and loving to
make much of me; I wish I had his head on my bosom again; 1
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have a good mind to go to London and marry him, Am [ mad?
Yes; all people who are as miserable as [ am are mad. [ must go
tor the window and get some air. Shall | jump out? Ne; it dis-
figures one so, and the coroner’s inquest lets so many people
see it

“The air has revived me. [ begin to remember that I have
Time on my side, at any rate. Nobody knows but me of their
seeret meetings in the park the Brer thing in the morming, IF
jealous old Bashwood, who 1s slinking and sly enough for any-
thing, tries to look privately after Armadale, in his own inter-
ests, he will try at the usual time when he goes to the steward's
office. He knows nothing of Miss Milroy's early habits; and he
won't be on the spot till Armadale has got back to the house.
For another week to come, [ may wait and watch them, and
choose my own time and way of interfering the moment [ seea
chance of his getting the better of her hesitation, and making
her say Yes,

“So here [wait, without knowing how things will end with
Midwinter in London; with my purse getting emptier and
emptier, and no appearance so far of any new pupils to fll it
with Mother Oldershaw certain to insist on having her money
back the moment she knows | have failed; without prospects,
friends, or hopes of any kind — a lost woman, it ever there was
a lost woman yet. Welll [ say it again and agaim and again — 1
don't care! Here 1 stop, if [ sell the clothes off my back, if 1
hire myself at the public-house to play to the brutes in the
tap-room; here | stop till the time comes, and [ see the way to
parting Armadale and Miss Milroy forever!”
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“Seven o'clock. — Any signs that the Hme is coming yet?
I }l.:trdl],r know; there are signs of a uh:m;c, at any rate, in my
position in the neighborhood.

“Two of the oldest and ugliest of the many old and ugly
ladies who tool up my case when [ left Major Milroy's service
have just called, announcing themselves, with the insuffer-
able impudence of charitable Englishwomen, as a deputation
from my patronesses, [t seems that the news of my reconcilia-
tion with Armadale has spread from the servants' offices at the
great house, and has reached the town, with this result.

“It is the unanimous opinion of my “patronesses’ {and the
opinion of Major Milroy also, who has been consulted) that
[ have acted with the most inexcusable imprudence in going
to Armadale's house, and in there qu:::king on Fri:,::n-;l]f,r terms
with a man whose conduct toward myself has made his name a
by-word in the neighborheod, My total want of self-respect in
this matter has given rise to a report that T am trading as clev-
exly as ever on my good looks, and that | am as likely as not to
end in making Armadale marry me, after all. My ‘patronesses’
are, of course, too charitable to believe this. They merely feel it
necessary to remonstrate with me in a Christian spirit, and to
warn me that any second and similar imprudence on my part
would force all my best friends in the place to withdraw the
coumntenance and protection which | now Enjoy.

"Having addressed me, turn and turn about, in these terms
(evidently all rehearsed beforehand), my two Gorgon visi-
tors straightened themselves in their chairs, and looked at me
as much as to say, You may often have heard of Virtue, Miss
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Gwilt, but we don't believe vou ever really saw it in full bloom
till we came and called on you!

“Seeing they were bent on provoking me, | kept my tem-
per, and answered them in my smoothest, sweetest, and most
lady-like manner, | have noticed that the Christianity of a cer-
tain class of respectable people beging when they open their
prayer-books at eleven o'clock on Sunday morning, and ends
when they shut them up again at one o'clock on Sunday alter-
noon. Nothing so astonishes and insults Chiristians of this sort
as reminding them of their Christianity on a week-day. On this
hint, as the man says in the play, | spoke.

“What have | done that is wrong? | asked, innocently. 'Mr.
Armadale has injured me; and | have been to his house and
forgiven him the injury. Surely there must be some mistake, la-
dies? You can't have really come here to remonstrate with me
in a Christian spirit for performing an act of Christianity?

“The two Gorgons got up, | firmly believe some women
have cats” tails as well as cats' faces, | Frmly believe the tails of
those two particular cats wagged slowly under their petticoats,
and swelled to four times their proper size,

“Temper we were prepared for, Miss Gwilt, they said, Tt
not Profanity. We wish you good-evening’

“Sothey left me, and so *Miss Gwilt' sinks out of the patron-
izing notice of the neighborhoaod

“I wonder what will come of this trumpery little quarrel?
One thing will come of it which I can see alveady. The report
will reach Miss Milroy's ears; she will insist on Armadale’s
justifying himself; and Armadale will end in satisfying her of
his mnocence by making another proposal, This will be quite
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likely to hasten matters between them; at least it would with
me If I was in her place, T should say to myself, ‘T will make
sure of him while I can,' Supposing it doesn't rain to-morrow
morning, | think Twill take another early walk in the direction
of the park”

“Midnight, — AsTcan't take my drops, with a morning walk
before me, I may as well give up all hope of sleeping, and go on
with my diary. Even with my drops, I doubt if my head would
be very quiet on my pillow to-night. Since the little excitement
of the scene with my lady-patronesses’ has worn off, I have
been troubled with misgivings which would leave me but a
poor chance, under any circumstances, of getting much rest,

“Tean’t imagine why, but the parting words spoken to Ar-
madale by that old brute of a lawyer have come back to my
mind! Here they are, as reported in Mr, Bashwood's letter:
‘Some other person's curiosity may go on from the point where
you {and 1) have stopped, and some other person’s hand may
let the broad daylight in vet on Miss Gwilt!

“What does he mean by that? And what did he mean after-
ward when he overtook old Bashwood in the drive, by telling
him to gratify his curiosity? Does this hateful Pedgift actually
suppose there is any chance —7 Ridiculous! Why, T have only
to look at the feeble old creature, and he daren't lift Lis little
finger unless I tell him. He try to pry into my past life, indeed!
Why, people with ten times his brains, and a hundred times
his courage, have tried — and have left off as wise as they be-
gan.

“T don't know, though; it might have been better if T had
kept my temper when Bashwood was here the other night
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And it might be better still if | saw him to-morrow, and took
him back into my good graces by giving him something to do
for me. Suppose [ tell him to look after the two Pedgifts, and
to discover whether there is any chance of their attempting to
renew their connection with Armadale? No such thing is at
all likely; but if | gave old Bashwood this commission, it would
flatter his sense of his own importance to me, and would at the
same time serve the excellent purpose of keeping him out of
my way.”

“Thursday morning, nine o'clock, — [ have just got back
from the park,

“For once | have proved a true prophet. There they were
together, at the same early hour, in the same secluded situa-
tion among the trees; and there was miss in full possession of
the report of my visit to the great house, and taking her tone
accordingly.

"“After saying one or two things about me, which [ promise
him not to forget, Armadale took the way to convinee her of his
constancy which [ felt beforehand ke would be driven to take.
He repeated his proposal of marriage, with excellent effect this
time. Tears and kisses and protestations followed; and my late
pupil opened her heart at last, in the most innocent manner.
Home, she confessed, was getting so miserable to her now that
it was only less miserable than going to school. Her mother's
teniper was becoming more violent and unmanageable every
day. The nurse, who was the only person with any influence
over her, had gone away in disgust. Her father was becoming
more and more immersed in his clock, and was made more and
more resolute to send her away from home by the distressing
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scenes which now took place with her mother almost day by
day. I waited through these domestic disclosures on the chance
of hearing any plans they might have for the future discussed
between them; and my patience, after no small exercise of it,
was rewarded at last,

“The rst suggestion {as was only natural where such a fool
as Armadale was concerned) came from the girl,

“She started an idea which T own [ had not anticipated. She
proposed that Armadale should write to her father; and, clev-
erer still, she prevented all fear of his blundering by telling
him what he was to say. He was to express himself as deeply
distressed at his estrangement from the major, and to request
permission to call at the cottage, and say a few words in his
own fustification, That was all. The letter was not to be sent
that day, for the applicants for the vacant place of Mrs, Mil-
roy's nurse were coming, and seeing them and questioning
them would put her father, with his dislike of such things, in
no humeor to receive Armadale’s application indulgently. The
Friday would be the day to send the letter, and on the Saturday
morning if the answer was unfortunately not favorable, they
might meet again, Tdon't like decetving my father; he has al-
ways been so kind to me, And there will be no need to deceive
him, Allan, if we can only make you [riends again.” Those were
the last words the little hypocrite said, when 1 left them,

“What will the major do? Saturday morning will show. 1
won't think of it 6l Saturday morning has come and gone
They are not man and wife yet; and again and again T say it,
though my brains are still as helpless as ever, man and wife
they shall never be,
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"On my way home again, | caught Bashwood at his break-
fast, with his poor old black tea-pot, and his little penny loaf,
and his one cheap morsel of oily butter, and his darned dirty
tablecloth. It sickens me to think of i

"I coaxed and comforted the miserable old creature dll the
tears stood in his eyes, and he quite blushed with pleasure. He
undertakes to look after the Pedgifts with the utmost alacrity.
Pedgift the elder he described, when once roused, as the most
obstinate man living; nothing will induce him to give way, un-
less Armadale gives way also on his side, Pedgift the younger
is much the more likely of the two to make attempts at a rec-
onciliation. Such, at least, is Bashwood's opinion. It is of very
little consequence now what happens either way, The only
important thing is to tie my elderly admirer safely again to my
apron-string. And this is done.

“The post is late this morning. It has only just come in, and
has brought me a letter from Midwinter,

“It is a charming letter; it flatters me and Hutters me as if
[ was a young girl again, No reproaches for my never having
written to him; ne hateful hurrying of me, in plain words, to
marry him. He only writes to tell me a piece of news. He has
obtained, through his lawyers, a prospect of being employed as
occastonal correspondent to a newspaper which is about to be
started in London. The employment will require him to leave
England for the Continent, which would exactly meet his own
wishes for the future, but he cannot consider the proposal se-
riously until he has frst ascertained whether it would meet
my wishes too, He knows no will but mine, and he leaves me
to decide, after first mentioning the time allowed him before
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his answer must be sent in, It is the time, of course (if lagree to
his going abroad}, in which T must marry him, But there is not
a word about this in his letter. He asks for nothing but a sight
of my handwriting to help him through the interval while we
are separated from each other,

“That is the letter; not very long, but so prettily expressed,

“T think I can penetrate the secret of his fancy for going
abroad, That wild idea of putting the mountains and the seas
between Armadale and himself is still in his mind. As if either
he or I could escape doing what we are fated to do — supposing
we really are fated — by putting a few hundred or a few thou-
sand miles between Armadale and ourselves! What strange
absurdity and inconsistency! And vet how I like him for being
absurd and inconsistent; for don't T see plainly that [ am at the
bottom of it all? Who leads this clever man astray in spite of
himself? Who makes him too blind to see the contradiction in
his own conduct, which he would see plainly in the conduct
of another person? How interested T do feel in him! How dan-
gerously near Tam to shutting my eves on the past, and letting
myself love him! Was Eve fonder of Adam than ever, I wonder,
after she had coaxed him into eating the apple? 1 should have
quite doted on him if T had been in her place. {Memorandunm:
To write Midwinter a charming little letter on my side, with
a kiss in it; and as time is allowed him before he sends in his
answer, to ask for time, too, before T tell him whether Twill or
will not go abroad.)”

“Five o'clack, — A tiresome visit from my landlady; eager
for a little gossip, and full of news which she thinks will inter-
est me,
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“She is acquainted, [ Hnd, with Mrs, Milroy's late nurse; and
she has been seeing her Diend off at the station this alternoon,
They talked, of course, of affairs at the cottage, and my name
found its way into the conversation. | am quite wrong, it seems,
il the nurse’s authority is to be trusted, in believing Miss Mil-
roy to be responsible for sending Mr. Armadale to my refer-
ence in London. Miss Milroy really knew nothing about it, and
it all originated in her mother's mad jealousy of me, The pres-
ent wretched state of things at the cottage is due entirely to the
same cause Mrs, Milroy is Brmly persuaded that my remain-
ing at Thorpe Ambrose is referable to my having some private
means of communicating with the major which it is impossible
for her to discover, With this conviction in her mind, she has
become so unmanageable that no person, with any chance of
bettering herself, could possibly remain in attendance on her;
and sooner or [ater, the major, object to it as he may, will be
obliged to place her under proper medical care.

“That is the sum and substance of what the wearisome
landlady, had to tell me. Unnecessary to say that I was not in
the least interested by it. Even if the nurse's assertion is to be
depended on — which I persist in doubting — it is of no impor-
tance now. | know that Miss Milroy, and nobody but Miss Mil-
roy has utterly ruined my prospect of becoming Mrs, Armadale
of Thorpe Ambrose, and 1 care to know nothing more, If her
mother was really alone in the attempt to expose my false ref-
erence, her mother seems to be suffering for it, at any rate, And
so good-by to Mrs, Milroy; and Heaven defend me from any
more last glimpses at the cottages seen through the medium of
my landlady's spectacles!”
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“Nine o'clock, — Bashwood has just left me, having come
with news from the great house, Pedgift the younger has made
his attempt at bringing about a reconciliation this very day,
and has failed T am the sole cause of the failure, Armadale is
quite willing to be reconciled if Pedgift the elder will avoid
all future occasion of disagreement between them by never
recurring to the subject of Miss Gwilt, This, however, happens
to be exactly the condition which Pedgift's father — with his
opinien of me and my doings — should consider it his duty
to Armadale not to accept, So lawyer and client remain as far
apart as ever, and the obstacle of the Pedgifts is cleared out of
my way.

“It might have been a very awkward obstacle, so far as Pedg-
ift the elder is concerned, if one of his suggestions had been
carried out; | mean, ifan officer of the London police had been
brought down here to look at me. It is a question, even now,
whether I had better not take to the thick veil again, which 1
always wear in London and other large places, The only dif-
ficulty is that it would excite remark in this inquisitive little
town to see me wearing a thick vetl, for the first time, in the
summer weather,

“It is close on ten o'clock; T have been dawdling over my
diary longer than [ supposed.

“No words can describe how weary and languid T feel. Why
don't I take my sleeping drops and go to bed? There is no meet-
ing between Armadale and Miss Milroy to force me into early
rising to-morrow morning. Am 1 trying, for the hundredth
time, to see my way clearly into the future — trying, in my pres-
ent state of fatigue, to be the quick-witted woman I once was,
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belore all these anxieties came together and overpowered me?
or am | perversely afraid of my bed when [ want it most? [
don't know; 1 am tived and miserable; | am looking wretchedly
haggard and old. With a little encouragement, [ might be fool
enough to burst out erying, Luckily, there is no one to encour-
age me. What sort of a night is it, | wonder?

“A cloudy night, with the moon showing at intervals, and
the wind rising. | can just hear it moaning among the ins and
outs of the unfinished cottages at the end of the street. My
nerves must be a little shaken, | think | was startled just now
by a shadow on the wall. It was only after a moment or two
that | mustered sense enough to notice where the candle was,
and to see that the shadow was my own.

“Shadows remind me of Midwinter; or, if the shadows don',
something else does. | must have another look at his letter, and
then [ will positively go to bed,

“I shall end in getting fond of him. If T remain much lon-
ger in this lonely uncertain state — so irresolute, so unlike my
usual self — I shall end in getting fond of him. What madness!
As if I could ever be really fond of 2 man again!

“Suppose | tool one of my sudden resolutions, and marvied
him, Poor as he is, he would give me a name and a position if 1
became his wife, Let me see how the name — his own name —
would loak, if T really did consent to it for mine,

“Mrs, Armadale! Pretty,

“Mrs. Allan Armadale!” Prettier still,

“My nerves must be shaken. Here is my own handwriting
startling me now! It is so strange; it is enough to startle any-
body. The similanity in the two names never struck me in this
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light before. Marry which of the two I might, my name would,
[}l-::{:lu:r.‘i{.', EK: 1.'.11.' SAITIE. ] 5]1[]1.! |.L|. llH\"L" l'ﬂ.'l'_'ﬂ. Mrs ﬂml:tr.l:llr:. '|FI
had married the light-haired Allan at the great house, And 1
can be Mrs, Armadale still, if | marry the dark-haired Allan in
London. It's almoest maddening to write it down = to feel that
something ought to come of it — and to ind nothing come,

“How can anything come of it? If [ did go to London, and
marry him {as of course | must marry him) under his real
name, would he let me be known by it afterward? With all his
reasons for concealing his real name, he would insist — no,
he is too fond of me to do that — he would entreat me to take
the name which he has assumed. Mrs. Midwinter. Hideous!
Ogzias, too, when [ wanted to address him familiarly, as his wife
should Worse than hideous!

“And vet there would be some reason for humoring him in
this if he asked me,

“Suppose the brute at the great house happened to leave
this neighborhood as a single man; and suppose, in his ab-
sence, any of the people who know him heard of 2 Mrs, Allan
Armadale, they would set her down at once as his wife. Even
if they actually saw me — if I actually came among them with
that name, and if he was not present to contradict it — his own
servants would be the first to say, “We knew she would marry
him, after all* And my lady-patronesses, who will be ready to
believe anything of me now we have quarreled, would join
the chorus sotto voce: 'Only think, my dear, the report that so
shocked us actually turns out to be true!’ No. If [ marry Mid-
winter, I must either be perpetually putting my husband and
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myself in a false position — or | must leave his real name, his
pretty, romantic name, behind me at the church door,

“My husband! As if [ was really going to marry him! [ am
ot going to marry him, and there’s an end of'it,

“Half-past ten. — Oh, dearl oh, dear! how my temples thrab,
and how hot my weary eves feel! There is the moon looking at
me through the window. How fast the little scattered clouds
are flying before the wind! Now they let the moon in; and now
they shut the moon out. What strange shapes the patches of
yellow light take, and lose again, all in 2 moment! No peace
and quiet for me, look where [ may. The candle keeps flicker-
ing, and the very sky itself is restless to-night.

“To bed! to bed!" as Lady Macheth says | wonder, by-the-
by, what Lady Macheth would have done in my position? She
would have killed somebody when her difficulties est began,
Probably Armadale,

“Friday morning — A night's rest, thanks again tomy Drops,
[ went to breakfast in better spivits, and received a morning
welcome in the shape of a letter from Mrs. Oldershaw.

“My silence has produced its effect on Mother Jezebel. She
attributes it to the right cause, and she shows her claws at
last. IF | am not in a position to pay my note of hand for thirty
pounds, which is due on Tuesday next, her lawyer is instructed
to ‘take the usual course” [ ] am not in a position to pay it!
Why, when [ have settled to-day with my landlord, 1 shall have
barely Ave pounds left! There is not the shadow of a prospect
between now and Tuesday of my earning any money; and 1
dom't possess a friend in this place who would trust me with
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sixpence. The difficulties that are swarming round me wanted
but one more to complete them, and that one has come,

“Midwinter would assist me, of course, if T could bring my-
self to ask him for assistance, But #hat means marrying him,
Am I really desperate enough and helpless enough to end it in
that way? Mo, not yet,

“My head feels heavy; I must get out into the fresh air, and
think about it.”

“Two o'clock, — 1 believe T have caught the infection of
Midwinter’s superstition, I begin to think that events are fore-
ing me nearer and nearer to some end which T don't see yet,
but which T am fArmly persuaded is now not far off,

“T have been insulted — deliberately insulted before wit-
nesses — by Miss Milroy,

“After walking, as usual, in the most unfrequented place
could pick out, and after trying, not very successfully, to think
to some good purpose of what T am to do next, I remembered
that I needed some note-paper and pens, and went back to the
town to the stationer's shop, It might have been wiser to have
sent for what 1 wanted. But T was weary of myself, and weary
of my lonely rooms; and I did my own errand, for no better
reason than that it was something to do,

“T had just got into the shop, and was asking for what 1
wanted, when another customer came in. We both looked up,
and recognized each other at the same moment: Miss Milray,

“A woman and a lad were behind the counter, besides the
man who was serving me. The woman civilly addressed the
new customer, What can we have the pleasure of doing for
your, miss?' After pointing it first by looking me straight in the
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face, she answered, ‘Nothing, thank you, at present, I'll come
back when the shop is empty.

“She went out. The three people in the shop looked at me
in silence. In silence, on my side, 1 paid for my purchases, and
left the place. I don't know how Tmight have felt if [ had been
in my usual spirits. In the anxious, unsettled state L am in now,
[ can't deny it, the girl stung me.

“Ins the weakness of the moment (for it was nothing else),
[ was on the point of matching her petty spitefulness by spite-
fulness quite as petty on my side. [ had actually got as far as
the whole length of the street on my way to the major's cot-
tage, bent on telling him the secret of his daughter's morning
walls, before my better sense came back to me. When 1 did
cool down, [ turned round at once, and took the way home
Na, no, Miss Milroy; mere temporary mischief-maling at the
cottage, which would only end in vour father forgiving you,
and in Armadale profiting by his indulgence, will nothing like
pay the debt [ owe yow, [ don't forget that your heart is set on
Armadale; and that the major, however he may talk, has always
ended hitherto in giving you your own way, My head may be
getting duller and duller, but it has not quite failed me vet.

“In the meantime, there is Mother Oldershaw's letter wait-
ing obstinately to be answered; and here am [, not knowing
what to do about it vet, Shall I answer it or not? It doesn't mat-
ter for the present; there are some hours still to spare before
the post goes out,

“Suppose | asked Armadale to lend me the money? [ should
enjoy getting something out of him; and T believe, in his pres-
ent situation with Miss Milroy, he would do anything to be rid
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of me, Mean enough this, on my part. Pooh! When you hate
H.l'l.l'l I'J.L'.‘i]'.l"i..‘“.' = T, |45 I }I:i.l‘.r: H.l'l'lj Lh::ﬂ'.!i.*it: J"er.‘ld:-lh:, Whu LATres
for looking mean in bis eyes?

“And yet my pride — or my something else, [ don't know
what = shrinls from it

“Half-past two — only half-past two, Oh, the dreadful wea-
riness of these long summer days! 1 can't keep thinking and
thinking any longer; I must do something to relieve my mind,
Can | go to my piano? No; 'm not fit for it Work? No; 1 shall
get thinking again if [ take to my needle. A man, in my place,
would find refuge in drink. I'm not a man, and 1 can't drink. I'll
dawdle over my dresses, and put my things tidy.”

"Has an hour Piiﬁﬁtd? More than an hour. It seems like a
minute,

“I can’t look back through these leaves, but [ know [ wrote
somewhere that [ felt mysell getting nearer and nearer to some
end that was still hidden from me. The end is hidden no lon-
ger. The cloud is off my mind, the blindness has gone from my
eyes. [ see it! | see il

“It came to me — 1 never sought 1t If T was lying on my
death-bed, [ could swear, with a safe conscience, I never sought
it

“Iwas only looking over my things; [was as idly and as friv-
olously employed as the most idle and most frivolous woman
living, | went through my dresses, and my linen. What could
be more innocent? Children go through their dresses and
their linen,
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“It was, such a long summer day, and T was so tived of my-
selll T went to my boxes next. | looked over the large box first,
which 1 usually leave open; and then [ tried the small box,
which [ always keep locked.

“From one thing to the other, | came at last to the bundle of
letters at the bottom — the letters of the man for whom | once
sacrificed and suffered everything; the man who has made me
what [ am.

“A hundred times | had determined to burn his letters; but
[ have never burned them. This, time, all 1 said was, *1 won't
read his letters! And [ did read them.

“The willain — the false, cowardly, heartless villain — what
have | to do with his letters now? Oh, the misery of being a
woman! Oh, the meanness that our memory of a man can
tempt us to, when our love for him is dead and gone! [ read the
letters — 1 was so lonely and so miserable, 1 read the letters,

“I came to the last — the letter he wrote to encourage me,
when | hesitated as the terrible time came nearer and neaver,
the letter that revived me when my resolution fatled at the
eleventh hour. | read on, line after line, till 1 came to these
words:

“. 1 really have no patience with such absurdities as you
have written to me. You say | am driving you on to do what
is beyond 2 woman's courage. Am [F | might refer vou to any
collection of Trials, English or foreign, to show that you were
utterly wrong. But such collections may be beyond your reach;
and [ will only vefer you to a case in yesterday's newspaper.
The circumstances are totally different from our circumstanc-
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es; but the example of resolution in a woman is an example
worth your notice,

“You will ind, among the law reports, a married woman
charged with fraudulently representing herself to be the miss-
ing widow of an officer in the merchant service, who was sup-
posed to have been drowned, The name of the prisoner's hus-
band (living) and the name of the officer (a very common one,
both as to Christian and surname) happened to be identically
the same, There was money to be got by it (sorely wanted by
the prisoner's hushand, to whom she was devotedly attached),
if the fraud had succeeded. The woman took it all on herself.
Her hushand was helpless and ill, and the bailiffs were after
him, The circumstances, as vou may read for yourself, were all
in her favor, and were so well managed by her that the law-
yers themselves acknowledged she might have succeeded, if
the supposed drowned man had not turned up alive and well
in the nick of time to confront her, The scene took place at the
lawyer's office, and came out in the evidence at the police court,
The woman was handsome, and the sailor was a good-natured
man, He wanted, at first, if the lawyers would have allowed him,
to let her off He said to her, among other things “You didn't
count on the drowned man coming back, alive and hearty, did
you, ma'am?” “It's lucky for yvou,” she said, “I didn't count on
it. You have escaped the sea, but you wouldn't have escaped
e “Why, what would you have done, if you bad known 1 was
coming back?” says the sailor, She looked him steadily in the
face, and answered: "I would have killed you” There! Do you
think such a woman as that would have written to tell me |
was pressing her further than she had courage to gof A hand-
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some woman, too, like voursell You would drive some men in
my position to wish they had her now in your place”

“Iread no further. When I had got on, line by line, to those
words, it burst on me like a flash of lightning, [n an instant 1
saw it as plainly as | see it now: It is horrible, it is unheard of, it
[}'LILEJ.HT‘L'.‘S H.]I d:{ﬁngj hul’.. 'lfI w1 [:In[],r nerve m!,r.'ir_']Flu fHL'I: are
terrible necessity, it is to be done, may personate the richly
provided widow of Allan Armadale of Thorpe Ambrose, i 1 can
cotnt on Allan Armadale's death in a given time.

“There, in plain words, is the frightful tempration under
which [ now feel myself sinking. [t is frightful in more ways
than one; for it has come straight out of that other temptation
to which [ ylelded in the by-gone time.

“Yes; there the letter has been waiting for me in my box,
to serve a purpose never thought of by the villain who wrote
it. There is the Case, as he called it — only quoted to taunt me;
utterly unlike my own case at the time — there it has been,
waiting and lurking for me through all the changes in my life,
till it has come to be like my case at last.

“It might startle any woman to see this, and even this is
not the worst. The whole thing has been in my Diary, for days
past, without my knowing it! Every tdle fancy that escaped me
hias been tending secretly that one way! And | never saw, never
suspected it, till the reading of the letter put my own thouglits
before me in a2 new ]ig]‘ﬂ — till 1 saw the shadew of LY OWrL
circumstances suddenly reflected in one special crcumstance
of that other woman's case!
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“Tt is to be done, if [ can but look the necessity in the face,
It is to be done, if [ can cownt on Allan Asmadale's death in a
given fime,

“All but his death is easy. The whole series of events under
which [ have been blindly chafing and fretting for more than
a week past have beer, one and all = though 1 was too stupid
to see it — events in my fwvor; events paving the way smoothly
and more smoothly straight to the end.

“In three bold steps — only three! — that end might be
reached. Let Midwinter marry me privately, under his real
name — step the first! Let Armadale leave Thorpe Ambrose a
single man, and die in some distant place among strangers —
step the second!

"W]‘:],r am | hesitatin g? Why not go on to step the third, and
last?

“T will zo on, Step the third, and last, is my appearance, af-
ter the announcement of Armadale’s death has reached this
neighborhood, in the character of Armadale’s widow, with my
marriage certificate in my hand to prove my claim. 1t 15 as clear
as the sun at noonday. Thanks to the exact similarity between
the two names, and thanks to the careful manner in which
the secrer of that similavity has been kept, | may be the wife
of the dark Allan Armadale, known as such to nobody but my
hushand and myself and [ may, out of that very pn.liiLi:m,c]:iim
the character of widow of the light Allan Armadale, with proal
to support me {in the shape of my mardage certificate) which
would be proof in the estimation of the most incredulous per-
son living,
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“To think of my having put all this in my Diary! To think
of my having actually contemplated this very situation, and
having seen nothing more in it, at the time, than a reason (i
[ married Midwinter) for consenting to appear in the world
under my husband’s assumed name!

“What is it daunts me? The dread of obstacles? The fear of
discovery?

“Where are the obstacles? Where is the fear of discovery?

“I am actually suspected all over the neighborhood of
intriguing to be mistress of Thorpe Ambrose. | am the only
person who knows the real turn that Armadale's inclinations
have taken. Mot a creature but myself is as yet aware of his
early morning meetings with Miss Milroy, IT it is necessary to
part them, [ can de it at any moment by an anonymous line to
the major, If it is necessary to remove Armadale from Thorpe
Ambrose, [ can get him away at three days' notice. His own
lips informed me, when 1 last spoke to him, that he would go
to the ends of the earth to be friends again with Midwinter,
if Midwinter would let him, I have only to tell Midwinter to
write from London, and ask to be reconciled; and Midwinter
would obey me — and to London Armadale would go. Every
difficulty, at starting, is smoothed over ready to my hand, Every
after-difficulty 1 could manage for myself In the whole ven-
ture — desperate as it looks to pass myself off for the widow of
one man, while [ am all the while the wife of the other — there
is absolutely no necessity that wants twice considering, but the
one terrible necessity of Armadale's death,

“His death! It might be a terrible necessity to any other
woman; but is it, ought it to be terrible to Me?
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“T hate him for his mother’s sake. 1 hate him for his own
sake. | hate him for going to London behind my back, and
making inquiries about me. I hate him for forcing me out of my
sttuation before 1 wanted to go. [ hate him for destroying all
my hopes of marrying him, and throwing me back helpless on
my own miserable lite. But, oh, after what I have done already
in the past time, how can 17 how can 17

“The girl, too = the girl who has come between us; who
has taken him away from me; who has openly insulted me this
very day — how the girl whose heart is set on him would feel
it if he died! What a vengeance on ber, if [ did it! And when
[ was received as Armadale's widow what a triumph for me
Triumph! It is more than trivunph — it is the salvation of me. A
name that can’t be assailed, a station that can’t be assailed, to
hide mysell in from my past life! Comfort, luxury, wealth! An
income of twelve hundred a vear secured to me secured by a
will which has been looked at by a lawyer: secured indepen-
dently of anything Armadale can say or do himself! [ never had
twelve hundred a2 year, At my luckiest time, | never had halfas
much, really my own. What have [ got now? Just five pounds
left in the world — and the prospect next week of a debtor’s
Prison.

“But, oh, after what 1 have done already in the past time,
how ean 17 how can 17

“Some women — in my place, and with my recollections to
look back on — would feel it differently. Some women would
say, '[t's easier the second time than the st Why can't 1? why
can't 17
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“Oh, you Devil tempting me, is there no Angel near to
raise some timely obstacle between this and to-morrow which
might help me to give it up?

“I shall sink under it — I shall sink, if [ write or think of it
any move! Il shut up these leaves and go out again. 'll get some
common person to come with me, and we will talk of commen
things. I'l] take out the woman of the house, and her children.
We will go and see something, There is a show of some kind
in the town — I'll treat them to it I'm not such an ill-natured
woman when | try; and the landlady has veally been kind to
me, Surely | might cccupy my mind a little in seeing her and
her children enjoying themselves.

"A minute since, | shut up these leaves as [ said [ would,
and now I have opened them again, [ don't know why. [ think
my brain is turned. [ feel as if something was lost out of my
mind; [ feel as if [ ought to find it here,

“Thave found it! Midwinter!!!

“Is it possible that I can have been thinking of the rea-
sons For and Against, for an hour past — writing Midwinter's
name over and over again — speculating sericusly on marry-
ing him — and all the time not once remembering that, even
with every other impediment removed, be alone, when the
time came, would be an insurmountable obstacle in my way?
Has the effort to face the consideration of Armadale's death
absorbed me to that degree? | suppose it has, | can't account for
such extraordinary forgetfulness on my part in any other way.

“Shall [ stop and think it out, as | have thought out all the
rest? Shall T ask mysell if the obstacle of Midwinter would,
after all, when the time came, be the unmanageable obstacle
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that it looks at present? No! What need is there to think of it?
[ have made up my mind to get the better of the temptation. |
have made up my mind to give my landlady and her children
a treat; T have made up my mind to close my Diary, And closed
it shall be.

“Six o'clock. — The landlady’s gossip is unendurable; the
landlady’s children distract me. [ have left them to run back
here before post time and write a line to Mrs. Oldershaw.

“The dread that | shall sink under the temptation has
grown stronger and stronger on me. | have determined to put
it beyond my power to have my own way and follow my own
will. Mother Oldershaw shall be the salvation of me for the
first time since | have known her. If | can't pay my note of
hand, she threatens me with an arrest. Well, she shall arrest
me In the state my mind is in now, the best thing that can hap-
pen to me is to be taken away from Thorpe Ambrose, whether
[ like it or not. [ will write and say that Lam to be found here [
will write and tell her, in so many words, that the best service
she can render me is to lock me up.”

“Seven o'clock, = The letter has gone to the post. [ had be-
gun to feel a little easier, when the children came in to thank
me for taking them o the show. One of them is a givl, and the
girl upset me. She is a forward child, and her hair is nearly the
color of mine. She said, 1 shall be like you when [ have grown
bigger, shan't I Her idiot of a mother said, Please to excuse
her, miss, and took her out of the room, laughing, Like me! 1
don't pretend to be fond of the child; but think of her being
like me!”
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“Saturday morning, — [ have done well for once in acting
on impulse, and writing as [ did to Mrs, Oldershaw. The only
new circumstance that has happened is another drcumstance
in my favor!

“Major Milroy has answered Armadale's letter, entreat-
ing permission to call at the cottage and justily himself. His
daughter read it in silence, when Armadale handed it to her
at their meeting this morning, in the park But they talked
about it afterward, loud enough for me to hear them, The ma-
jor persists in the course he has taken. He says his opinion of
Armadale's conduct has been formed, not on conimen veport,
but on Armadale’s own letters, and he sees no reason to alter
the conclusion at which he arrived when the correspondence
between them was closed.

“This little matter had, [ confess, slipped out of my memory.
It might have ended awkwardly for me. IF Major Milroy had
been less obstinately wedded to his own opinion, Armadale
might have justified himself; the marriage engagement might
have been acknowledged; and all my power of influencing the
matter might have been at an end. As it is, they must continue
to keep the engagement strictly secret; and Miss Milroy, who
has never ventured herself near the great house since the
thunder-storm forced her into it for shelter, will be less likely
than ever to venture there now. [ can part them when I please;
with an anonymous line to the major, [ can part them when 1
please!

“After having discussed the letter, the talk between them
turned on what they were to do next. Major Milroy's sever-
ity, as it soon appeared, produced the usual results, Armadale
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returned to the subject of the elopement; and this time she
listened to him, There is everything to drive her to it. Her out-
fit of clothes is nearly ready; and the summer holidays, at the
school which has been chosen for her, end at the end of next
week, When [ left them, they had decided to meet again and
settle something on Monday.

“The last words T heard him address to her, before [ went
away, shook me a little. He said: ‘There is one dificulty, Neelie,
that needn’t trouble us, at any rate. 1 have got plenty of money,
And then he kissed her. The way to his life began to look an
easier way to me when he talked of his money, and kissed her.

“Some hours have passed, and the more T think of it, the
more [ fear the blank interval between this time and the time
when Mrs, Oldershaw calls in the law, and protects me against
myself It might have been better if T had stopped at home this
morning But how could 17 After the insult she offered me yes-
terday, I tingled all over to go and look at her,

“To~day; Sunday; Monday; Tuesday, They can't arrest me for
the money before Wednesday, And my miserable five pounds
are dwindling to four! And he told her he had plenty of money!
And she blushed and trembled when he kissed her. It might
have been better for him, better for her, and better for me, i
my debt had fallen due yesterday, and if the bailiffs had their
hands on me at this moment,

“Suppose [ had the means of leaving Thorpe Ambrose by
the next train, and going somewhere abroad, and absorbing
myselfin some new interest, among new people. Could Tdait,
rather than look again at that easy way to his life which would
smooth the way to everything else?
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“Perhaps | might. But where is the money to come from?
Surely some way of getting it struck me a day or two since? Yes;
that mean idea of asking Armadale to help me! Well; T will be
mean for once, '] give him the chance of making a generous
use of that well-lilled purse which it is such a comlort to him
to reflect on in his present circumstances. It would soften my
heart toward any man if he lent me money in my present ex-
tremity; and, if Armadale lends me money, it might soften my
heart toward hin, When shall | go? At once! l won't give mysell
time to feel the degradation of it, and to change my mind.”

“Three ‘clock. — 1 mark the hour. He has sealed his own
doom. He has insulted me.

“Yes! | have suffered it once from Miss Milvoy, And [ have
now suffered it a second time from Armadale himsell An in-
sult — a marked, merciless, deliberate insult in the open day!

“T had got through the town, and had advanced a few hun-
dred yards along the road that leads to the great house, when
[ saw Armadale at a little distance, coming toward me. He was
walling fast — evidently with some errand of his own to take
him to the town. The instant he caught sight of me he stopped,
colored up, took off his hat, hesitated, and twmed aside down
a lane behind him, which I happen to know would take him
exactly in the contrary direction to the divection in which he
was walking when he first saw me, His conduct said in so many
words, ‘Miss Milroy may hear of it; I daren't run the risk of be-
ing seen speaking to youw' Men have used me heartlessly; men
have done and said hard things to me; but no man living ever
yet treated me as if [ was plague-struck, and as if the very air
about me was infected by my presence!
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“T say no more, When he walked away from me down that
lane, he walked to his death. | have written to Midwinter to
expect me in London nest week, and to be ready for our mar-
riage soon afterward.”

“Four o'clock. = Hall an hour since, | put on my bonnet to
go out and post the letter to Midwinter myself, And here Iam,
still in my room, with my mind torn by doubts, and my letter
on the table.

“Armadale counts for nothing in the perplexities that are
now torturing me. It is Midwinter who males me hesitate. Can
[ take the frst of those three steps that lead me to the end,
without the common caution of looking at consequences?
Can | marry Midwinter, without knowing beforehand how to
meet tht ul'.lst.qn;;_]:: |;|F my l'|1,:| .l;b:md. wlu:n thi: Hme comes w]‘l.:i-i,:]'l.
transforms me from the living Armadale's wife to the dead Ar-
madale’s widow?

“Why can't | think of it, when | know [ st think of it?
Why can't 1 look at it as steadily as | have looked at all the rest?
[ feel his kisses on my lips; | feel his tears on my bosom; | feel
his arms round me again. He is far away in London; and yet, he
is here and won't let me think of it!

“Why can't | wait a little? Why can't [ let Time help me?
Time? It's Saturday! What need is there to think of it, unless 1
like? There ts no post to London to-day. | nast waits IF] posted
the letter, it wouldn't go. Besides, to-morrow I may hear from
Mrs. Oldershaw, 1 ought to wait to hear from Mrs, Oldershaw. 1
can't consider myself a free woman 61l | know what Mrs. Old-
ershaw means to do, There is a necessity for waiting till to-
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morrow. [ shall take my bonnet off, and lock the letter up in
my desk.”

“Sunday morming — There is no resisting it! One alter an-
other the circumstances crowd on me. They come thicker and
thicker, and they all force me one way.

“I have got Mother Oldershaw’s answer, The wretch fawns
on me, and cringes to me. | can see, as plainly as if she had
acknowledged it, that she suspects me of seeing my own way
to success at Thorpe Ambrose without her assistance. Having
found threatening me useless, she tries coaxing me now. L am
her darling Lydia again! She is quite shocked that I could imag-
ine she ever really intended to avrest her bosom [riend; and
she has only to entreat me, as a favor to hersell, to renew the
bill!

"I say once more, no mortal creature could resist it! Time
after time [ have tried to escape the temptation; and time after
time the circumstances drive me back again. | can struggle no
longer, The post that takes the letters to-night shall take my
letter to Midwinter among the rest,

“To-night! If | give myself till to-night, something else may
happen. If I give myself till to-night, | may hesitate again, I'm
weary of the torture of hesitating, 1 must and will have relief
in the present, cost what it may in the future, My letter to Mid-
winter will drive me mad if T see it staring and staring at me in
my desk any longer, | can post it in ten minutes' time — and 1
will!

“It is done, The first of the three steps that lead me to the
end is a step taken, My mind is quicter — the letter is in the

post.
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“By to-morrow Midwinter will receive it. Before the end
of the week Armadale must be publicly seen to leave Thorpe
Ambrose; and [ must be publicly seen to leave with him.

“Have 1 looked at the consequences of my marriage to
Midwinter? No! Do 1 know how to meet the obstacle of my
hushand, when the time comes which transforms me from the
living Armadale's wife to the dead Armadale’s widow?

“Mo! When the time comes, T must meet the obstacle as |
best may, | am going blindfold, then — so far as Midwinter is
concerned — into this frightful risk? Yes; blindfold. Am T out
of my senses? Very likely, Or am T a little too fond of him to
lock the thing in the face? I dare say, Wheo cares?

“Twon't, I won't, I won't think of it! Haven't T a will of my
own? And can't I think, if T like, of something else?

“Here is Mother Jezebel's cringing letter, That is something
else to think of, T'll answer it. [ am in a fine humor for writing
to Mother Jezebel”

Conclusion of Miss Gwilt's Letter to Mrs, Oldershaw,

o teld you, when 1 broke off, that [ would wait be-
fore [finished this, and ask my Diary if I coudd safely tell
you what [ bave now got it tn my mind to do, Well, [ have
asked; and my Diary says, ‘Don't tell ber!” Under these cir-
crmstances | close my letter — with my best excuses for
leaving you in the dark.,

“Ishall probably be in London before long — and [ may
tell you by word of mowth what 1 don't think it safe to
write beve, Mind, L make no promise! I¢ all depends on bow
I feel toward you af the time, [ dor’t dowlt your discretion;
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bt (under certain circumstances ) [am not so sure of your
COTEFEE

LG"

“P S — My best thanks for youwr permission to renew
the Bl | decline profiting by the proposal. The money will
be ready when the money is due. | bave a friend now in
Londoa who will pay i if 1 ask bim. Do you wonder who
the friend is? You will wonder at one or two other things,
Mrs. Oldershaw, before many weeks more are over your

head and mine.”
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CHAPTER XI
LOVE AND LAW

O the morning of Monday, the 25th of July, Miss Gwilt —
orce more on the watch for Allan and Neelie — reached her
customary post of observation in the park, by the usual round-
about WY,

She was a little surprised to find Neelie alone at the place
of meeting, She was more seriously astonished, when the tar-
dy Allan made his appearance ten minutes later, to see him
mounting the side of the dell, with a large volume under his
arm, and to hear him say, as an apology for being late, that “he
hiad muddled away his time in hunting for the Bools; and thar
he had only found one, after all, which seemed in the least
likely to repay either Neelie or himself for the trouble of look-
ing into it

If Miss Gwilt had waited long enough in the park, on the
previous Saturday. to hear the lovers' parting words on that
occasion, she would have been at no loss to explain the mys-
t:]’s’ I:}'FE]'!I: \'ﬂ]umt‘ un-:lr::r J‘-.] Iﬂ.n,h' AT, .'Inll Eiht" wnuld |.'|.'|.".|': un-
derstood the apology which he now offered for being late as
readily as Neelie herself,
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There is a certain exceptional occasion in life — the occa-
sion of marriage — on which even girls in their teens some-
times become capable (more or less hysterically) of looking
at consequences. At the farewell moment of the interview on
Saturday, Neelie's mind had suddenly precipitated itsell into
the future; and she had utterly confounded Allan by inguiring
whether the contemplated elopement was an offense punish-
able by the Law? Her memory satisfied her that she had cer-
tainly read somewhere, at some [ormer period, in some book
or other {possibly a novel), of an elopement with a dreadful
end — of a bride dragged home in hysterics — and of a bride-
groom sentenced to languish in prison, with all his beautiful
hair cut off by Act of Parliament, close to his head. Supposing
she could bring herself to consent to the elopement at all -
which she positively declined to promise — she must first in-
sist on discovering whether there was any fear of the police
being concerned in her marriage as well as the parson and
the clerk, Allan, being a man, ought to know; and to Allan she
locked for information — with this preliminary assurance to
assist him in laying down the law, that she would die of a bro-
ken heart a thousand times over, rather than be the innocent
means of sending him to languish in prison, and of cutting his
hair off, by Act of Parliament, close to his head. “It's no laugh-
ing matter,” said Neelie, resolutely, in conclusion; “T decline
even to think of our marriage till my mind is made easy Hrst
on the subject of the Law."

“But I don't know anything about the law, not even as
much as you do,” said Allan. "Hang the law! I don't mind my
head being cropped, Let's risk it.”
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“Risk it?" repeated Neelie, indignantly, “Have you no con-
sideration for me? T won't risk it! Where there's a will, there's a
way, We must find out the law for curselves”

“With all my heart,” said Allan. “How?"

“Out of books, to be sure! There must be quantities of infor-
mation in that enormous library of yours at the great house, If
you really love me, you won't mind going over the backs of a
few thomsand books, for my sake!”

‘T go over the backs of ten thousand!” eried Allan, warm-
ly. “Would you mind telling me what I'm to look fort™

“For ‘Law,' to be sure! When it says ‘Law” on the back, open
it, and look inside for Marriage — read every word of it — and
then come here and explain it to me, What! you don't think
your head is to be trusted to do such a simple thing as that?”

“T'm certain it isn't,” said Allan, “Can’t vou help me?”

“Of course T can, if you can’t manage without me! Law may
be hard, but it can't be harder than music; and T must, and will,
satislfy my mind, Bring me all the books vou can find, on Mon-
day morning — in a wheelbarrow, if there are a good many of
them, and if you can’t manage it in any other way.”

The result of this conversation was Allan's appearance in
the park, with a volume of Blackstone's Commentaries under
his arm, on the fatal Monday morning, when Miss Gwilt's writ-
ten engagement of marriage was placed in Midwinter's hands,
Here again, in this, as in all ather human instances, the widely
discordant elements of the grotesque and the terrible were
forced together by that subtle law of contrast which is one of
the laws of mortal life, Amid all the thickening complications
now impending over their heads — with the shadow of medi-
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tated murder stealing toward one of them already from the
lurking-place that hid Miss Gwilt — the two sat down, uncon-
scious of the future, with the book between them; and applied
themselves to the study of the law of marriage, with a grave
resolution to understand it, which, in two such students, was
nothing less than a burlesque in itself!

“Find the place,” said Neelie, as soon as they were comfort-
ably established. “We must manage this by what they call a
division of labor. You shall read, and I'll talke notes.”

She produoced forthwith 2 smart little pocket-book and
pencil, and opened the book in the middle, where there was
a blank page on the right hand and the left. At the top of the
right-hand page she wrote the word Good. At the top of the
left-hand page she wrote the word Bad "'Good' means where
the Law is on our side,” she explained; “and Bad' means where
the law is against us. We will have 'Good' and *Bad’ opposite
each other, all down the two pages; and when we get to the
bottom, we'll add them up, and act accordingly. They say girls
have no heads for business. Haven't they! Don't look at me —
look at Blackstone, and begin”

“Would you mind giving one a kiss first?” asked Allan,

“1 should mind it very much. In our serious situation, when
we have both got to exert our intellects, [ wonder you can ask
for such a thing!”

“That's why | asked for it" said the unblushing Allan. "1
feel as if it would clear my head.”

"Oh, if it would clear your head, that's quite another thing!
[ must clear your head, of course, at any sacrifice, Only one,

257



WILKIE COLLINS

mind,” she whispered, coquettishly; “and pray be careful of
Blackstone, or you'll lose the place”

There was a pause in the conversation, Blackstone and the
pocket-book both rolled on the ground together,

“If this happens again,” said Neelie, picking up the pocket-
book, with her eves and her complexion at their brightest and
best, “T shall sit with my back to you for the rest of the momn-
ing, Will you go on?”

Allan found his place for the second time, and fell head-
long into the bottomless abyss of the English Law,

“Page 280," he began, “Law of husband and wife, Here's a
bit I don't understand, to begin with: Tt may be observed gener-
ally that the law considers marriage in the light of a Contract.
What does that mean? [ thought a contract was the sort of a
thing a builder signs when he promises to have the workmen
out of the house in a given time, and when the time comes (as
my poor mother used to say) the workmen never go”

“Ts there nothing about Love? asked Neelie, “Look a little
lower down.”

“Mot a word, He sticks to his confounded ‘Contract’ all the
way through”

“Then he's a brute! Go on to something else that's more in
our way,”

“Here's a bit that's more in our way: ‘Tncapacities. If any
persons under legal incapacities come together, it is a meretri-
cious, and not a matrimonial union.’ (Blackstone's a good one
at long words, isn't he? T wonder what he means by meretri-
cioust) ‘The first of these legal disabilities is a prior marriage,
and having another husband or wife living — ™
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“Stop!” said Neelie; "T must make a note of that” She gravely
made her frst entry on the page headed "Good,” as follows: "]
have no husband, and Allan has no wife. We are both entirely
unmarried at the present time"

“All right, so far,"” remarked Allan, looking over her shoul-
der.

“Goon,” said Neelie, "What next?”

“The next disability,” proceeded Allan, ™is want of age.
The age for consent to matrimony is, fourteen in males, and
twelve in females. Come!” cried Allan, cheerfully, "Blackstone
begins early enough, at any rate!”

Neelie was too business-like to make any other remark,
on her side, than the necessary remark in the pocket-hook
She made another entry under the head of "Good™ “1 am old
enough to consent, and so is Allan too, Go on,” resumed Nee-
lie, looking over the reader's shoulder. “Never mind all that
prosing of Blackstone's, about the husband being of years of
discretion, and the wife under twelve, Abominable wretch!
the wife under twelve! Skip to the third mcapacity, if there is
one.”

“The third incapacity,” Allan went om, “is want of rea-
son”

Meelie tmmediately made a third entiy on the side of
“Good": “Allan and I are both perfectly reasonable, Skip to the
next page.”

Allan skipped. “'A fourth incapacity is in respect of proxim-
ity of relationship™

A fourth entry followed instantly on the cheering side of
the pocket-bool: “He loves me, and I love him — without our
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being in the slightest degree related to each other, Any more?”
asked Neelie, tapping her chin impatiently with the end of the
pencil,

“Plenty more,” rejoined Allan; “all in hieroglyphics. Look
here: *Marriage Acts, 4 Geo, IV, «. 76, and 6 and 7 Will. IV,
. 83 {7 ) Blackstone's intellect seems to be wandering here,
Shall we take another skip, and see if he picks himselfup again
on the next page?”

“Waita little,” said Meelie; “what's that I see in the middle”
She read for a minute in silence, over Allan's shoulder, and
suddenly clasped her hands in despair. T knew T was right!”
she exclatmed. “Oh, heavens, here it 1s!”

“Where?" asked Allan. T see nothing about languishing in
prison, and cropping a fellow's hair close to his head, unless
it's in the hieroglyphics Is *4 Geo. IV short for Lock him up'?
and does ‘. 85 (g ) mean, ‘Send for the hair-cutter'?”

“Pray be serious,” remonstrated Neelie, "We are both sit-
ting on a voleano, There,” she said pointing to the place, “Read
it! If anything can bring you to a proper sense of our situation,
that will”

Allan cleared his throat, and Meelie held the point of her
pencil ready on the depressing side of the account — otherwise
the "Bad” page of the pocket-bock,

“hnd as it is the policy of our law,”™ Allan began, “'to pre-
vent the marriage of persons under the age of twenty-one,
without the consent of parents and guardians”™ — {Neelie
made her first entry on the side of “Bad!” “I'm only seventeen
next birthday, and circumstances forbid me to confide my at-
tachment to papa”™) — ™it is provided that in the case of the
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publication of banns of a person under twenty-one, not being
a widower or widow, who are deemed emancipated™ — (Nee-
lie made another entry on the depressing side: “Allan is not
a widower, and | am not a widow; consequently, we are nei-
ther of us emancipated ™y — "if the parent or guardian openly
signifies his dissent at the time the banns are published™ —
{"which papa would be certain to do™) = “such publication
would be void! U'll take breath here if you'll allow me,” said
Allan, "Blackstone might put it in shorter sentences, | think,
if he can't put it in fewer words, Cheer up, Neelie! there must
be other ways of marrying, besides this roundabout way, that
ends in a Publication and a Void. Infernal gibberish! I could
write better English mysell”

“We are not at the end of it yet,” said Neelie. "The Void is
nothing to what is to come.”

“Whatever it is,” rejoined Allan, “we'll treat it like a dose
of physic — we'll take it at onee, and be done with it" He went
on reading “And no license to marry without banns shall be
granted, unless cath shall be first made by one of the parties
that he or she believes that there is no impediment of kin-
dred or alliance’ — well, I can take my oath of that with a safe
conscience! What next? ‘And one of the said parties must, for
the space of fifteen days immediately preceding such license,
have had his or her usual place of abode within the parish
or chapelry within which such marriage is to be solemnized!
Chapelry! I'd live fifteen days in a dog-kennel with the greatest
pleasure, 1 say, Neelie, all this seems like plain sailing enough.
What are you shaling your head about? Go on, and [ shall see?
Oh, all right; '] go on. Here we are: “And where one of the said
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parties, not being a widower or widow, shall be under the age
ol twenty-one years, oath must first be made that the consent
of the person or persons whose consent is required has been
obtained, or that there is no person having authority to give
such consent. The consent required by this act is that of the
father — " At those last formidable words Allan came to a full
stop. “The consent of the father,” he repeated, with all needful
seriousness of look and manner. *T couldn’t exactly swear to
that, could [¥

MNeelie answered in expressive silence. She handed him
the pocket-hook, with the Anal entry completed, on the side
of "Bad,” in these terms "Our marriage is impossible, unless
Allan commits perjury.”

The lovers looked at each other, across the insuperable ob-
stacle of Blackstone, in speechless dismay.

“Shut up the book,” said Neclie, resignedly. “1 have no
doubt we should find the police, and the prison, and the hair-
cutting = all punishments for perjury, exactly as [ told you! = af
we looked at the next page. But we needn't tronble ourselves
to look; we have found out quite enough already. It's all over
with us, [ must go to school on Saturday, and you must man-
age to lorget me as soon as you can. Perhaps we may meet in
after-life, and you may be a widower and [ may be a widow,
and the erizel law may consider us emancipated, when it too
late to be of the slightest use. By that time, no doubt, I shall be
old and ugly, and you will naturally have ceased to care about
me, and it will all end in the grave, and the sooner the better.
Good-by,” concluded Neelie, rising mournfully, with the tears
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in her eyes, "It's only prolonging our misery to stop herve, un-
less — unless you have anything to propose?”

“I've got something to propose,” cried the headlong Allan.
“It's an entirely new idea. Would you mind trying the black-
smiith at Gretna Green?”

“No earthly consideration,” answered Neelie, indignantly,
“would induce me to be married by a blacksmith!”

“Dron’t be offended,” pleaded Allan; T meant it for the best.
Lots of people in our situation have tried the blacksmith, and
found him quite as good as a clergyman, and 3 most amiable
man, [ believe, into the bargain. Never mind! We must try an-
other string to our bow.”

"We haven't got another to try,” said Neelie.

“Take my word for it,” persisted Allan, stoutly, “there must
be ways and means of droumventing Blackstone (without per-
jury), if we only knew of them. It's a matter of law, and we
must consult somebody in the profession. 1 dave say it's a risk,
But nothing venture, nothing have What do you say to young
Pedgift? He's a thorough good fellow, I'm sure we could trust
young Pedgift to keep our secret”

Mot for worlds™ exclaimed Neelie, "You may be willing
to trust your secrets to the vulgar Little wretch; 1 won't have
him trusted with mine. 1 hate him. No!" she concluded, with
a mounting color and a peremptory stamp of her foot on the
grass. | positively forbid you to take any of the Thorpe Am-
brose people into your confidence. They would instantly sus-
pect me, and it would be all over the place in a moment. My
attachment may be an unhappy one,” remarked Neelie, with
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her handkerchief to her eyes, “and papa may nip it in the bud,
but I won't have it profaned by the town gossip!”

“Hush! hush!” said Allan. "1 won't say a word at Thorpe
Ambrose, [ won't indeed” He paused, and considered for a mo-
ment, “There's another way!” he burst out, brightening up on
the instant, “We've got the whole week before us, '] tell you
what I'll do, I'll go to London!”

There was a sudden rustling — heard neither by one nor
the other — among the trees behind them that screened Miss
Gwilt. One more of the difficulties in her way (the difficulty of
getting Allan to London} now promised to be removed by an
act of Allan’s own will,

“To London? repeated Meelie, looking up in astonish-
ment.

“To London!" reiterated Allan, “That's far enough away
from Thorpe Ambrose, surely? Wait a minute, and don't forget
that this is a question of law, Very well, I know some lawyersin
London who managed all my business for me when 1 first came
in for this property; they are just the men to consult. And if
they decline to be mixed up in it, there's their head clerk, who
is one of the best fellows [ ever met with in my life. Tasked him
to go vachting with me, | remember; and, though he couldn't
£, he said he felt the obligation all the same. That's the man
to help us, Blackstone’s a mere infant to him, Don't say it's ab-
surd; don’t say it's exactly like me. Do pray hear me out, T won't
breathe your name or your father’s, Il describe you as ‘ayoung
lady to whom I am devotedly attached.! And if my friend the
clerk asks where vou live, T'll say the north of Scotland, or the
west of Ireland, or the Channel Islands, or anywhere else you
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like. My [riend the cleck is a total stranger to Thorpe Ambrose
and everybody in it (which is one recommendation); and in
five minutes’ time he'd put me up to what to do (which is an-
other) If you only knew him! He's one of those extraordinary
men who appear once or twice in a century — the sort of man
who won't allow you to make a mistake i you try. All | have
got to say to him (putting it short) is, ‘My dear fellow, | want
to be privately married without perjury” All he has got to say
to me {putting it short) is, Wou must do so-and-so and so-and-
s0, and you must be careful to avoid this, that, and the other!
[ have nothing in the world to do but to follow his divections;
and you have nothing in the world to do but what the bride al-
ways does when the bridegroom is ready and willing!” His arm
stole round Meelie's waist, and his lips pointed the moral of
the last sentence with that inarticulate eloquence which is so
uniformly successful in persuading a woman against her will

All Neelie's meditated objections dwindled, in spite of her,
to one feeble little question. "Suppose [ allow you to go, Al-
lan?" she whispered, toying nervously with the stud in the bo-
som of his shirt. “Shall you be very long away?”

“I'll be off to-day,” said Allan, “by the eleven o'clock train,
And I'll be back to-morrow, if | and my friend the clerk can
settle it all in time. If not, by Wednesday at latest.”

“Vou'll write to me every day?” pleaded Neelie, clinging
a little closer to him. I shall sink under the suspense, if you
don't promise to write to me every day.”

Allan promised to write twice a day, if she liked — letter-
writing, which was such an effort to other men, was no effort
to bl
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“And mind, whatever those people may say to you in Lon-
dom,” proceeded Neelie, T insist on your coming back for me
[ positively decline to run away, unless you promise to fetch
me.”

Allan promised for the second time, on his sacred word of
honor, and at the full compass of his voice, But Neelie was not
satisfed even yet. She reverted to frst principles, and insisted
on knowing whether Allan was quite sure he loved her, Allan
called Heaven to witness how sure he was; and got another
question directly for his pains, Could he solemnly declare that
he would never regret taking Neelie away from home? Allan
called Heaven to witness again, louder than ever, All to no
purpose! The ravenous female appetite for tender protesta-
tioms still hungered for more, “T know what will happen one
of these days,” persisted Neelie, "You will see some other girl
who is prettier than 1 am; and you will wish you had married
her instead of me!”

As Allan opened his lips for a final outburst of assevera-
tion, the stable clock at the great house was faintly audible in
the distance striking the hour, Neelie started guiltily, It was
breakfast-time at the cottage — in other words, time to take
leave. At the last moment her heart went back to her father,
and her head sank on Allan’s bosom as she tried to say, Good-
by, “Papa has always been so kind to me, Allan,” she whispered,
holding him back tremulously when he turned to leave her
“Tt seems so guilty and so heartless to go away from him and be
married in secret. Oh, do, do think before you really go to Lon-
dom; is there no way of making him a little kinder and juster
to yoie!” The question was useless; the major's resolutely un-
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favorable reception of Allan's letter rose in Neelie's memory,
and answered her as the words passed her lips, With a girl’s
impulsivt,:m,:ss she Im.sh:,:d Allan away before he could Hpr.‘:.'!k.
and signed to him impatiently to go. The conflict of contend-
ing emotions, which she had mastered thus far, burst its way
ortward in spite of her after he had waved his hand for the Jast
time, and had disappeared in the depths of the dell. When she
turned from the place, on her side, her long-restrained tears
fell freely at last, and made the lonely way back to the cottage
the dimmest prospect that Neelie had seen for many a long
day past.

As che hurried homeward, the leaves parted behind her,
and Miss Gwilt stepped softly into the open space, She stood
there in triumph, tall, beautiful, and resolute, Her lovely color
brightened while she watched Neelie's retreating figure has-
tening lightly away from her over the grass,

“Cry, you little fool?” she said, with her quiet, clear tones,
and her steady smile of contempt. “Cry as you have never cried
vet! You have seen the last of your sweetheart”




CHAPTER XII
A SCANDAL AT THE STATION

An hour later, the landlady at Miss Gwilt's lodgings was
lost in astonishment, and the clamorous tongues of the chil-
dren were in a state of ungovernable revolt. “Unforeseen cir-
cumstances” had suddenly obliged the tenant of the first floor
to terminate the occupation of her apartments, and to go to
London that day by the eleven o'clack train.

“Please to have a fly at the door at half-past ten,” said Miss
Gwilt, as the amazed landlady followed her upstairs, “And ex-
cuse me, you good creature, iF 1 beg and pray not to be dis-
turbed till the fly comes.” Once inside the room, she locked the
door, and then opened her wri ting-desk. “Now for my letter to
the major!” she said, "How shall [ word it2"

A moment's consideration apparently decided her. Search-
ing through her collection of pens, she carefully selected the
worst that could be found, and began the letter by writing the
date of the day on a soiled sheet of note-paper, in crooked,
clumsy characters, which ended in a blot made purposely with
the feather of the pen. Pausing, sometimes to think a little,
sometimes to make another blot, she completed the letter in
these words:
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"HON'D SIR — It is on my conscience to tell you some-
thing, which [ think you ought to know. You ought to know of
the goings-on of Miss, your daughter, with young Mister Ar-
madale. | wish you to make sure, and, what is more, | advise
you to be quick about it, il she is going the way you want her to
go, when she takes her morning wall before breakfast. | scorn
to make mischiel, where there is true love on both sides. But [
don't think the young man means truly by Miss, What | mean
is, I think Miss only has his fancy. Another person, who shall
be nameless betwixt us, has his true heart. Please to pardon my
not putting my name; [ am only a humble person, and it might
get me into trouble. This is all at present, dear sir, from vours,

“A WELL-WISHER."

“There!” said Miss Gwilt, as she folded the letter up, "If
I had been a professed novelist, I could hardly have written
mere naturally in the character of a servant than that!” She
wrote the necessary address to Major Milroy; looked admir-
ingly for the last time at the coarse and clumsy writing which
hier own delicate hand had produced; and rose to post the let-
ter herself, before she entered next on the serious business of
packing up. “Curious!” she thought, when the letter had been
posted, and she was back again making her traveling prepara-
tioms in her own room; “here I am, running headlong into a
frightful risk — and I never was in better spirits in my life!”

The boxes were ready when the fly was at the door, and
Miss Gwilt was equipped (as becomingly as wsual) in her neat
traveling costume. The thick veil, which she was accustomed
to wear in London, appeared om her country straw bonnet for
the first ime. “One meets such rude men occasionally in the
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railway,” she said to the landlady. “And though I dress quietly,
my hair is so very remarkable,” She was a little paler than usu-
al; but she had never been so sweet-tempered and engaging,
so gracefully cordial and friendly, as now, when the moment
of departure had come. The simple people of the house were
quite moved at taking leave of her, She insisted on shaking
hands with the landlord — on speaking to him in her pretti-
est way, and sunning him in her brightest smiles, "Come!” she
said to the landlady, "you have been so kind, you have been so
like a mother to me, you must give me a kiss at parting.” She
embraced the children all together in a lump, with a mixture
of humor and tenderness delightful to see, and left a shilling
among them to buy a cake, “If T was only rich enough to make it
a sovereign,” she whispered to the mother, "how glad 1 should
be™ The awlward lad who ran on errands stood waiting at
the fly door, He was clumsy, he was frowsy, he had a gaping
mouth and a turm-up nose; but the ineradicable female delight
in being charming accepted him, for all that, in the character
of a last chance. "You dear, dingy John!” she said, kindly, at
the carriage door. “T am so poor 1 have only sixpence to give
you — with my very best wishes, Take my advice, John — grow
to be a fine man, and find yourself a nice sweetheart! Thank
you a thousand times!” She gave him a friendly little pat on the
cheek with two of her gloved fngers, and smiled, and nodded,
and got into the fly,

“Armadale next!” she said to herself as the carriage drove
off.

Allan's anxiety not to miss the train had brought him to
the station in better time than usual, After taking his ticket
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and putting his portmanteau under the porter’s charge, he was
pacing the platiorm and thinking of Neelie, when he heard
the rustling of a lady's dress behind him, and, turning round
to ook, found himsell face to Face with Miss Gwil.

There was no escaping her this time. The station wall was
o his right hand, and the line was on his left; a tunnel was be-
hind him, and Miss Gwilt was in front, inquiring in her sweet-
est tones whether Mr. Armadale was going to London,

Allan colored scarlet with vexation and surprise. There he
was obviously waiting for the train; and there was his port-
manteau close by, with his name on it, already labeled for Lon-
don! What answer but the true one could he make after that?
Could he let the train go without him, and lose the precious
hours so vitally important to Neelie and himself? Impossible!
Allan helplessly confirmed the printed statement on his port-
manteau, and heartily wished himself at the other end of the
world as he said the words.

"How very fortunate!” rejoined Miss Gwilt, T am going to
London too. Might 1 ask you Mr. Armadale {as you seem to be
quite alone), to be my escort on the journey?”

Allan looked at the little assembly of travelers, and travel-
ers' friends, collected on the platform, near the booking-office
door, They were all Thorpe Ambrose people, He was probably
known by sight, and Miss Gwilt was probably known by sight,
to every one of them. In sheer desperation, hesitating more
awlowardly than ever, he produced his cigar case. "1 should be
delighted,” he said, with an embarrassment which was almost
an insult under the circumstances, “"But [ — I'm what the peo-
ple who get sick over a cigar call a slave to smoking,”
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“Tdelight in smoking!” said Miss Gwilt, with undiminished
vivacity and good humor, “1¢'s one of the privileges of the men
which I have always envied, I'm afraid, Mr. Armadale, you must
think 1 am forcing myself on you, It certainly looks like it The
real truth is, | want particularly to say a word to you in private
about Mr. Midwinter.”

The train came up at the same moment, Setting Midwin-
ter out of the question, the common decencies of politeness
left Allan no alternative but to submit. After having been the
cause of her leaving her situation at Major Milroy's, after hav-
ing peintedly avoided her only a few days since on the high-
road, to have declined going to London in the same carriage
with Miss Gwilt would have been an act of downright bru-
tality which it was simply impossible to commit, “Damn her!”
sald Allan, internally, as he handed his traveling companion
into an empty carriage, officiously placed at his disposal, be-
fore all the people at the station, by the guard. *You shan't be
disturbed, sir,” the man whispered, confidentially, with a smile
and a touch of his hat, Allan could have knocked him down
with the utmost pleasure, “Stop!” he said, from the window, “I
dom't want the carriage — * It was useless; the guard was out of
hearing; the whistle blew, and the train started for London,

The select assembly of travelers' friends, left behind on the
platform, congregated in a circle on the spot, with the station-
master in the center.

The station-master — otherwise Mr, Mack — was a popu-
lar character in the neighborhood. He possessed two social
qualifications which invariably impress the average English
mind — he was an old soldier, and he was a man of few words,
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The conclave on the platform insisted on taking his opinion,
before it committed itself positively to an opinion of its own,
A brisk fire of remarks exploded, as a matter of course, on all
sides; but everybody's view of the subject ended interrogative-
ly, in a question aimed pointblank at the station-master's ears.

“She's gl him, hasn't she?” “Shelll come bacle ‘Mrs. Ar-
madale, won't shet?” “He'd better have stuck to Miss Milroy,
hadn't hel™ “Miss Milroy stuck to bim. She paid him a visit at
the great house, didn't she?™ "Nothing of the sort; it's a shame
to take the girl's character away. She was caughit in a thunder-
storm close by; he was obliged to give her shelter; and she's
never been near the place since, Miss Gwilt's been there, if you
like, with no thunderstorm to force ber in; and Miss Gwilt's
off with him to London in a carriage all to themselves, eh, Mr.
Mack?" “Al. he's a solt one, that Armadale! with all his mon-
ey, to take up with a red-haired woman, 2 good eight or nine
years older than he is! She's thirty if she's a day, That's what
[ say, Mr. Mack. What do you say?” “Older or younger, she'll
rule the roast at Thorpe Ambrose; and 1 say, for the salee of the
place, and for the sake of trade, let's make the best of it; and
Mr. Mack, as 2 man of the world, sees it in the same light as 1
do, dom’t you, sir?”

“Gentlemen,” said the station-master, with his abrupe
military accent, and his impenetrable military manner, “she's
a devilish fine woman, And when | was Mr. Armadale’s age,
it's my opinion, il her fancy had laid that way, she might have
married Me."
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With that expression of opinion the station-master
wheeled to the right, and intrenched himself impregnably in
the stronghold of his own office,

The citizens of Thorpe Ambrose looked at the closed door,
and gravely shook their heads, Mr., Mack had disappointed
them, No opinion which openly recognizes the frailty of hu-
man nature is ever a popular opinion with mankind. “It's as
good as saying that any of us might have married her if we had
been Mr, Armadale's age!” Such was the general impression
on the minds of the conclave, when the meeting had been ad-
journed, and the members were leaving the station.

The last of the party to go was a slow old gentleman, with
a habit of deliberately looking about him, Pausing at the door,
this observant person stared up the platform and down the
platform, and discovered in the latter direction, standing be-
hind an angle of the wall, an elderly man in black, who had
escaped. the notice of everybody up to that time, “Why, bless
my soul!” said the old gentleman, advancing inquisitively by a
step at a time, “it can’t be Mr. Bashwood!”

It was Mr, Bashwood — Mr. Bashwood, whose constitu-
tiomal curiosity had taken him privately to the station, bent
on solving the mystery of Allan’s sudden journey to London —
Mr, Bashwood, who had seen and heard, behind his angle in
the wall, what everybody else had seen and heard, and who
appeared to have been impressed by it in no ordinary way.
He stood stiffly against the wall, like a man petrified, with
one hand pressed on his bare head, and the other holding his
hat — he stood, with a dull flush on his face, and a dull stare in
his eves, looking straight into the black depths of the tunnel
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outside the station, as if the train to London had disappeared
in it but the moment before.

“Is your head bad? asked the old gentleman. "Take my ad-
vice. Go home and lie down.”

Mr. Bashwood listened mechanically, with his usual atten-
tion, and answered mechanically, with his usual politeness.

“Yes, sir,” he said, in a low, lost tone, like a man between
dreaming and walking, “U'll go home and lie down.”

“That’s right.” rejoined the old gentleman, making for the
door. “And take a pill, Mr. Bashwood — take a qll”

Five minutes later, the porter charged with the business
of lacking up the station found Mr. Bashwoad, still standing
bare-headed against the wall, and still looking straight into
the black depths of the tunnel, as if the train to London had
disappeared in it but a moment since.

“Come, sit!” said the porter; *1 must lock up. Arve you out
of sorts? Anything wrong with your inside? Try a drop of gin-
and-bitters.”

“Yes,” said Mr. Bashwood, answering the porter, exactly as
he had answered the old gentleman; “I'll try a drop of gin-and-
bitters.”

The porter took him by the arm, and led him our, “You'll
get it there,” said the man, pointing confidentially to a public-
honse; “and your'll get it good”

“I shall get it there,” echoed Mr. Bashwood, still mechani-
cally repeating what was said to him; "and [ shall get it good”

His will seemed to be paralyzed; his actions depended ab-
solutely on what other people told him to do. He took a few
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steps in the direction of the public-house, hesitated, staggered,
and caught at the pillar of one of the station lamps near him,

The porter followed, and took him by the arm once more,

“Why, vou've been drinking already” exclaimed the man,
with 2 suddenly quickened interest in Mr. Bashwood's case,
“What was it? Beer?”

Mr Bashwood, in his low, lost tones, echoed the last word.

It was close on the porter's dinner-time, But, when the low-
erorders of the English people believe they have discovered an
intoxicated man, their sympathy with him is boundless. The
porter let his dinner take its chance, and carefully assisted Mr.
Bashwood to reach the public-house. "Gin-and-bitters will put
you on your legs again,” whispered this Samaritan setter-right
of the alcoholic disasters of mankind,

If Mr. Bashwood had really been intoxicated, theeffect of the
porter's remedy would have been marvelous indeed. Almost as
soon as the glass was emptied, the stimulant did its work. The
long-weakened nervous system of the deputy-steward, pros-
trated for the moment by the shock that had fallen on it, ral-
lied again like a weary horse under the spur. The dull flush on
his cheeks, the dull stare in his eyes, disappeared simultane-
ously. After a momentary eflort, he recovered memory enough
of what had passed to thank the porter, and to ask whether he
would take something himself. The worthy creature instantly
accepted a dose of his own remedy — in the capacity of a pre-
ventive — and went home to dinner as only those men can go
home who are physically warmed by gin-and-bitters and mor-
ally elevated by the performance of a good action,
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Stll strangely abstracted (but conscious now of the way
by which he went), Mr. Bashwood lelt the public-house a few
minutes later, in his turn. He walked on mechanically, in his
dreary black garments, moving like a blot on the white surface
of the sun-brightened road, as Midwinter had seen him move
in the early days at Thorpe Ambrose, when they had first met.
Arvived at the point where he had to choose between the way
that led into the town and the way that led to the great house,
ke stopped, incapable of deciding, and careless, appavently,
even ol making the attempt. “I'll be revenged on her!” he whis-
pered to himself, still absorbed in his jealous [renzy of rage
against the woman who had deceived him. “I'll be revenged on
her,” he repeated, in louder tones, “if | spend every half-penny
['ve got!”

Some women of the disorderly sort, passing on their way to
the town, heard him. “Ah, you old brute,” they called out, with
the measureless license of their class, “whatever she did, she
served you right!”

The coarseness of the voices startled him, whether he com-
prehended the words or not. He shrank away from more inter-
ruption and more insult, into the quieter road that led to the
great house,

At a solitary place by the wayside he stopped and sat down,
He took off his hat and lifted his vouthful wig a little from
his bald old head, and tried desperately to get beyond the one
immaovable conviction which lay on his mind like lead — the
conviction that Miss Gwilt had been purposely deceiving him
from the first. It was useless, No effort would free him from
that one dominant impression, and from the one answering
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idea that it had evoked — the idea of revenge, He got up again,
and put on his hat and walked rapidly forward a little way —
then turned without knowing why, and slowly walked back
again “If I had only dressed a little smarter!” said the poor
wretch, helplessly, “If T had only been a little bolder with her,
she might have overlooked my being an old man!” The angry
fit returned on him, He clinched his clammy, trembling hands,
and shook them fercely in the empty air, “T1l be revenged on
her,” he reiterated, “T'll be revenged on her, if I spend every
half-penny I've got!” It was terribly suggestive of the hold she
had taken on him, that his vindictive sense of mjury could not
get far enough away from her to reach the man whom he be-
lieved to be his rival, even yet. In his rage, as in his love, he was
absorbed, body and soul, by Miss Gwilt,

In a moment more, the noise of running wheels approach-
ing from behind startled him, He turned and locked round,
There was Mr, Pedgift the elder, rapidly overtaking him in the
gig, just as Mr. Pedgift had overtaken him once already, on that
former occasion when he had listened under the window at
the great house, and when the lawyer had bluntly charged him
with feeling a curiosity about Miss Gwilt!

In an instant the inevitable association of ideas burst on his
mind, The opinion of Miss Gwilt, which he had heard the law-
yer express to Allan at parting, flashed back into his memory,
side by side with Mr. Pedgift's sarcastic approval of anything in
the way of inquiry which his own curiosity might attempt. "1
may be even with her yet,” he thought, “if Mr, Pedgift will help
me! — Stop, sitl” he called out, desperately, as the gig came up
with him. “If you please, sir, I want to speak to you.”
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Pedgilt Senior slackened the pace of his fast-trotting mare,
without pulling up. "Come to the office in hall an hour,” he
said; "T'm busy now.” Without waiting for an answer, without
noticing Mr, Bashwood's bow, he gave the mare the rein again,
and was out of sight in another minute.

Mr. Bashwood sat down once more in a shady place by the
roadside. He appeared to be incapable of feeling any slight but
the one unpardonable slight put upon him by Miss Gwilt. He
not only declined to resent, he even made the best of Mr, Pedg-
ift's unceremonious teatment of him. "Hallan hour,” he said,
resignedly. “Time enough to compose mysell; and | want time.
Very kind of Mr. Pedgift, though he mightn't have meant it”

The sense of oppression in his head forced him once again
to remove his hat. He sat with it on his lap, deep in thought;
his face bent low, and the wavering fingers of one hand drum-
ming absently on the crown of the hat If Mr. Pedgift the el-
der, seeing him as he sat now, could only have locked a little
way into the future, the monotonously drumming hand of the
deputy-steward might have been strong enough, feeble as it
was, to stop the lawyer by the roadside, It was the worn, weary,
miserable old hand of a worn, weary, miserable old man; but it
was, for all that (to use the language of Mr, Pedgift's own part-
ing prediction to Allan), the hand that was now destined to
“let the light in on Miss Gwilt"

e
Ln
k=]



CHAPTER X111
AN OLD MAN’'S HEART

Punctual to the moment, when the half hour's interval had
expired, Mr. Bashwood was announced at the office as waiting
to see Mr. Pedgift by special appointment,

The lawyer looked up from his papers with an air of annoy-
ance: he had totally forgotten the meeting by the roadside, “See
what he wants,” said Pedgift Senior to Pedgift Junior, working
in the same room with him, “And if it's nothing of importance,
put it off to some other time,”

Pedgift Junior swiftly disappeared and swiftly returned,

“Well?" asked the father,

“Well,” answered the son, “he is rather more shaky and un-
intelligible than usual, | can make nothing out of him, except
that he persists in wanting to see you. My own idea,” pursued
Pedgilt Junior, with his usual, sardonic gravity, “is that he is
going to have a fit, and that he wishes to acknowledge vour
uniform kindness to him by obliging you with a private view
of the whole proceeding”

Pedgift Senior habitually matched everybody — his son in-
cluded — with their own weapons, “Be good enough to remem-
ber, Augustus,” he rejoined, “that my Room is not a Court of
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Law, A bad joke is not invariably followed by ‘roars of laughter!
here. Let Mr, Bashwood come in”

Mr. Bashwood was introduced, and Pedgift Junior with-
drew. "You mustn't bleed him, sir,” whispered the incorrigible
joker, as he passed the back of his father's chair. "Hot-water
bottles to the soles of his feet, and a mustard plaster on the pit
ol his stomach — that's the modern treatment.”

“Sit down, Bashwood,” said Pedgift Senior when they were
alone, "And don't forget that time's money. Out with it, what-
ever it is, at the quickest possible rate, and in the fewest pos-
sible words”

These preliminary directions, bluntly but not at all un-
kindly spoken, rather increased than diminished the painful
agitation under which Mr, Bashwood was suffering, He stam-
mered more helplessly, he trembled more continuously than
usual, as he made his little speech of thanls, and added his
apologies at the end for intruding on his patron in business
hiours,

“Everybody in the place, Mr. Pedgift, sir, knows your time
is valuable, Oh, dear, ves! oh, dear, yes! most valuable, most
valuable! Excuse me, sir, I'm coming out with it. Your good-
ness — or rather your business — no, your goodness gave me
halfan hour to wait — and 1 have thought of what I had to say,
and prepared it, and put it short.” Having got as far as that, he
stopped with a pained, bewildered look. He had put it away in
his memory, and now, when the time came, he was too con-
fused to And it. And there was Mr. Pedgift mutely waiting; his
face and manner expressive alike of that silent sense of the val-
ue of his own time which every patient who has visited a great
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doctor, every client who has consulted a lawyer in large prac-
tice, knows so well. “Have you heard the news, sirf” stammered
Mr, Bashwood, shifting his ground in despair, and letting the
uppermost idea in his mind escape him, simply because it was
the one idea in him that was ready to come out,

“Does it concern me? asked Pedgift Senior, mercilessly
brief, and mercilessly straight in coming to the point.

“It comcerns a lady, siv — no, not a lady — a young man, |
ought to say, in whom you used to feel some interest, Oh, Mr,
Pedgift, siv, what do you think! Mr. Armadale and Miss Gwilt
have gone up to London together to-day — alone, sir — alone
in a carriage reserved for their two selves, Do you think he's
going to marry her? Do yvou really think, like the rest of them,
he's going to marry her?”

He put the question with a sudden flush in his face and
a sudden energy in his manner, His sense of the value of the
lawyer's time, his conviction of the greatness of the lawyer's
condescension, his constitutional shyness and timidity — all
yielded together to his one overwhelming interest in hearing
Mr, Pedgift's answer. He was loud for the first time in his life
in putting the question,

“After my experience of Mr, Armadale,” said the lawvyer,
instantly hardening in look and manner, “1 believe him to be
infatuated enough to marry Miss Gwilt a dozen times over, if
Miss Gwilt chose to ask him. Your news doesn't surprise me in
the least, Bashwood, I'm sorry for him, I can honestly say that,
though he has set my advice at defiance, And I'm more sorry
still,” he continued, softening again as his mind reverted to his
interview with Neelie under the trees of the park — “T'm more
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sorry still for another person who shall be nameless. But what
have T to do with all this? And what on earth is the matter
with you?" he resumed, noticing for the first tme the abject
misery in Mr, Bashwood's manner, the blank despair in Mr.
Bashwood's [ace, which his answer had produced. “Are you
ill? Is there something behind the curtain that you're aliaid to
bring out? | don't understand it. Have you come here — here
in my private room, in business hours — with nothing to tell
me but that young Armadale has been fool enough to ruin his
prospects for life? Why, | foresaw it all weeks since, and what
is more, | as good as told him so at the last conversation | had
with him in the great house”

At those last words, Mr. Bashwood sieddenly rallied. The
lawyer's passing reference to the great house had led him back
in a moment to the purpose that he had in view.

“That's it, sir!” he said, eagerly; “that's what Iwanted to speak
to you about; that's what I've been preparing in my mind. Mr.
Pedgift, siv, the last time you were at the great house, when you
came away in your gig, you — you overtook me on the drive.”

“I dave say [ did,” remarked Pedgift, resignedly. “My mare
happens to be a trifle quicker on her legs than you are on yours,
Bashwood. Go on, go on. We shall come in time, [ suppose, to
what vou are driving at.”

“You stopped, and spoke to me, sir,” proceeded Mr, Bash-
wood, advancing more and more eagerly to his end, “You said
you suspected me of leeling some curiosity about Miss Gwilt,
and you told me (I remember the exact words, sir) — you told
me to gratify my curiosity by all means, for you didn't object
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Pedgift Senior began for the frst time to look interested in
hearing more,

“T remember something of the sort,” he veplied; “and 1 also
remember thinking it rather remarkable that you should bap-
pen — we won't put it in any more offensive way — to be ex-
actly under Mr, Armadale's open window while T was talking
to him. It might have been accident, of course; but it looked
rather more like curiosity, T could only judge by appearances,”
concluded Pedgilt, pointing his sarcasm with a pinch of snuff,
“and appearances, Bashwood, were decidedly against you”

“Tdon’t deny it, sir. | only mentioned the circumstance be-
cause [ wished to acknowledge that Twas curious, and am curi-
ous about Miss Gwilt”

“Why" asked Pedgift Senior, seeing something under the
surface in Mr. Bashwood's face and manner, but utterly in the
dark thus far as to what that something might be,

There was silence for a moment. The moment passed, Mr,
Bashwood took the refuge usually taken by nervous, unready
men, placed in his circumstances, when they are at a loss for
an answer, He simply reiterated the assertion that he had just
made, “I feel some curiosity sir,” he said, with a strange mixture
of doggedness and timidity, “about Miss Gwilt”

There was another moment of silence. In spite of his prac-
ticed acuteness and knowledge of the world, the lawyer was
more puzzled than ever. The case of Mr, Bashwood presented
the one human riddle of all others which he was least quali-
fied to selve, Though vear after year witnesses in thousands
and thousands of cases, the remorseless disinheriting of near-
est and dearest relations, the unnatural breaking-up of sacred
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family ties, the deplorable severance of old and Hrm friend-
ships, due entirely to the intense self-absorption which the
sexual passion can produce when it enters the heart of an
old man, the association of love with infirmity and gray hairs
arouses, nevertheless, all the world over, no other idea than
the idea of extravagant improbability or extravagant absurdity
in the general mind. If the interview now taking place in Mr,
Pedeilt's consulting-room had talen place at his dinner-table
instead, when wine had opened his mind to humorous influ-
ences, it 15 possible that he might, by this time, have suspected
the truth. But, in his business hours, Pedgift Senior was in the
habit of investigating men's motives seriously from the busi-
ness point of view; and be was on that very account simply
incapable of conceiving any improbability so startling, any ab-
surdity so enormous, as the absurdity and improbability of Mr.
Bashwood's being in love,

Some men in the lawyer's position would have tried to force
their way to enlightenment by obstinately repeating the unan-
swered guestion. Pedgift Senior wisely postponed the question
until he had moved the conversation on another step. “Well,”
he resumed, “let us say you feel a curiosity about Miss Gwilt,
What next?”

The palms of Mr. Bashwood's hands began to moisten un-
der the influence of his agitation, as they had motstened in the
past days when he had told the story of his domestic sorrows to
Midwinter at the great house. Once more he rolled his hand-
kevchief into a ball, and dabbed it softly to and fro from one
hand to the other.




WILKIE COLLINS

“May 1 ask if T am right, sir,” he began, “in believing that
you have a very unfavorable opinion of Miss Gwilt? You are
quite convineed, I think —*

“My good fellow,” interrupted Pedgift Senior, “why need
you be in any doubt about it7 You were under Mr. Armadale’s
open window all the while T was talking to him; and your ears,
[ presume, were not absolutely shut”

Mr. Bashwood showed no sense of the interruption. The
little sting of the lawyer's sarcasm was lost in the nobler pain
that wrung him from the wound inflicted by Miss Gwilt.

“You are quite convinced, [ think, sir,” he resumed, “that
there are circumstances in this lady’s past life which would be
highly discreditable to her if they were discovered at the pres-
ent time?”

“The window was open at the great house, Bashwood; and
your ears, | presume, were not absolutely shut”

Still impenetrable to the sting, Mr. Bashwood persisted
more obstinately than ever,

“Unless Tam greatly mistaken,” he said, “vour long experi-
ence i such things has even suggested to you, sir, that Miss
Gwilt might turn out to be known to the police™

Pedgift Senior’s patience gave way, “You have been over
ten minutes in this room,” he broke out. “Can you, or can you
not, tell me in plain English what you want?”

In plain English — with the passion that had transformed
lim, the passion which {in Miss Gwilt's own words) had made
a man of him, burning in his haggard cheeks — Mr, Bashwood
met the challenge, and faced the lawver {as, the worried sheep
faces the dog) on his own ground,
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“I wish to say, sir,”" he answered, "that your opinion in this
matter is my opinion too. [ believe there is something wrong
in Miss Gwilt's past life which she keeps concealed from every-
body, and [ want to be the man who knows it

Pedgilt Senior saw his chance, and instantly reverted to the
question that he had postponed. "Why?" he asked for the sec-
ond time.

For the second time Mr. Bashwood hesitated.

Could he acknowledge that he had been mad enough to
love her, and mean enough to be a spy for her? Could he say,
She has deceived me from the first, and she has deserted me,
now her object is served. Alter robbing me of my happiness,
robbing me of my honor, robbing me of my last hope lelt in
life, she has gone from me forever, and left me nothing but my
old man's longing, slow and sly, and strong and changeless, for
revenge. Revenge that [ may have, if I can poison her success
by dragging her frailties into the public view. Revenge that [
will buy {for what is gold or what is life to me?) with the last
farthing of my hoarded money and the last drop of my stag-
nant blood. Could he say that to the man who sat waiting for
his answer? Noj he could only crush it down and be silent.

The lawyer's expression began to harden once more,

“Ome of us must speak out,” he said; “and as you evidently
won't, | will, | can only account for this extraordinary anxiety
of yours to make yourself acquainted with Miss Gwilt's secrets,
in one of two ways. Your motive is either an excessively mean
one (no offense, Bashwood, | am only putting the case), or an
excessively generous one, After my experience of your honest
character and your creditable conduct, it is only your due that
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[ should absolve you at once of the mean motive, I believe you
are as incapable as [ am — [ can say no more — of turning to
mercenary account any discoveries you might make to Miss
Gwilt's prejudice in Miss Gwilt's past life. Shall I go on any fur-
ther? or would you prefer, on second thoughts, opening your
mind frankly to me of your own accord?”

“T should prefer not interrupting vou, sir,” said Mr, Bash-
woad,

“As you please,” pursued Pedgift Senior, “Having absolved
you of the mean motive, | come to the generous motive next,
It is possible that you are an unusually grateful man; and it is
certain that Mr, Armadale has been remarkably kind to you,
After employing vou under Mr, Midwinter, in the steward’s of-
fice, he has had confidence enough in your honesty and your
capacity, now his friend has left him, to put his business en-
tirely and unreservedly in your hands, It's not in my experi-
ence of human nature — but it may be possible, nevertheless —
that you are so gratelully sensible of that confidence, and so
gratefully interested in your employer’s welfare, that you can't
see him, in his friendless position, going straight to his own
disgrace and ruin, without making an effort to save him, To
put itin two words, Is it your idea that Mr, Armadale might be
prevented from marrying Miss Gwilt, if he could be informed
in time of her real character? And do you wish to be the man
who opens his eyes to the truth? If that is the case —

He stopped in astonishment, Acting under some uncon-
trollable impulse, Mr. Bashwood had started to his feet. He
stood, with his withered face lit up by a sudden irradiation
from within, which made him look younger than his age by
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a good twenty years — he stood, gasping for breath enough to
speak, and gesticulated entreatingly at the lawyer with both
hands.

“Say it again, sie!” he burst out, eagerly, recovering his
breath before Pedgilt Senior had recovered his surprise. “The
question about Mr. Armadale, sit! = only once more! — only
once more, Mr, Pedgilt, please!”

With his practiced observation closely and distrusthully at
work on Mr. Bashwood' s face, Pedgift Senior motioned to him
to sit down again, and put the question for the second time,

“Dio | think,” said My, Bashwood, repeating the sense, but
not the words of the question, “that Mr. Armadale might be
parted [rom Miss Gwilt, if she could be shown to him as she
really is? Yes, sit! And do [wish to be the man who does it? Yes,
sit! yes, sit!l yes, sirll”

“It's rather strange,” remarked the lawvyer, locking at him
more and more distrustfully, “that you should be so vielently
agitated, simply because my question happens to have hit the
mark.”

The question happened to have hit a mark which Pedgift
little dreamed of. It had released Mr. Bashwood’s mind in an
instant from the dead pressure of his one dominant idea of re-
venge, and had shown him a purpose to be achieved by the dis-
covery of Miss Gwilt's secrets which had never occurred to him
till that moment, The marriage which he had blindly regarded
as inevitable was a marriage that might be stopped — not in
Allan’s interests, but in his own — and the woman whom he
believed that he had lost might vet, in spite of circumstances,
be a woman won! His brain whirled as he thought of it His
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own toused resolution almost daunted him, by its terrible in-
congruity with all the familiar habits of his mind, and all the
customary proceedings of his life.

Finding his last remark unanswered, Pedgift Senior consid-
ered a little before he said anything more.

“Ome thing is clear” reasoned the lawyer with himself
“His true motive in this matter is a motive which he is afraid to
avow, My question evidently offered him a chance of mislead-
ing me, and he has accepted it on the spot, That's enough for
mre, I Twas Mr. Armadale's lawyer, the mystery might be worth
investigating, As things are, it's no interest of mine to hunt
Mr, Bashwood from one lie to another till T run him to earth
at last, T have nothing whatever to do with it; and 1 shall leave
him free to follow his own roundabout courses, in his own
roundabout way,” Having arrived at that conclusion, Pedgift
Senior pushed back his chair, and rose briskly to terminate
the interview,

“Don't be alarmed, Bashwood,” he began, “The subject of
our conversation is a subject exhausted, so far as | am con-
cerned. | have only a few last words to say, and it's a habit of
mine, as you know, to say my last words on my legs, Whatever
else T may be in the dark about, T have made one discovery, at
any rate. | have found out what you really want with me — at
last! You want me to help yvou”

“If you would be so very, very kind, sirl” stammered Mr,
Bashwood. “If you would only zive me the great advantage of
your opinion and advice”

“Wait a bit, Bashwood. We will separate those two things,
if you please. A lawyer may offer an opinion like any other
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man; but when a lawvyer gives his advice = by the Lord Har-
1y, sir, it's Professional! You're welcome to my opinion in this
matter; | have disguised it from nobody. [ believe there have
been events in Miss Gwilt's career which (if they could be dis-
covered) would even make Mr. Armadale, infatuated as he 15,
afraid to marry her = supposing, of course, that he really is po-
ing to marry her, for, though the appearances ave in favor of it
g0 far, it is only an assumption, after all, As to the mode of pro-
ceeding by which the blots on this woman's character might ar
might not be brought to light in time — she may be married by
license in a fortnight if she likes — #hat is 2 branch of the ques-
tion on which I positively decline to enter, It implies spealking
in my character as a lawyer, and giving you, what 1 decline
positively to give you, my professional advice,”

“Oh, sir, don't say that! pleaded Mr, Bashwood. "Don't
deny me the great favor, the inestimable advantage of your
advice! | have such a poor head, Mr, Pedigift! [ am so old and
so slow, =ir, and 1 get so sadly startled and worried when I'm
thrown out of my ordinary ways, It's quite natural you should
be a lictle impatient with me for taking up your time = [ know
that time is money, to a clever man like you. Would you ex-
cuse me — would you ]'}]EH.HE excuse me, if | venture to say that
[ have saved a little something, a few pounds, sir; and being
quite lonely, with nobody dependent on me, I'm sure [ may
spend my savings as | please?™ Blind to every consideration
but the one consideration of propitiating Mr. Pedgift, he took
out a dingy, ragged old pocket-book, and tried, with trembling
fingers, to open it on the lawyer's table,
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“Put your pocket-book back directly,” said Pedgift Senior,
“Richer men than you have tried that argpument with me, and
have found that there is such a thing {off the stage) as a lawyer
who is not to be bribed, [ will have nothing to do with the case,
under extsting circumstances, If you want to know why, [ beg
to inform you that Miss Gwilt ceased to be professionally in-
teresting to me on the day when I ceased to be Mr, Armadale’s
lawyer. | may have other reasons besides, which T don’t think
it necessary to mention. The reason already given is explicit
enough. Go your own way, and take your responsibility on
your own shoulders, You may venture within reach of Miss
Gwilt's claws and come out again without being scratched,
Time will show. In the meanwhile, [ wish you good-moming —
and I own, to my shame, that [ never knew till to~day what a
hero you were”

This time, Mr, Bashwood felt the sting. Without another
word of expostulation or entreaty, without even saying “Gond-
morning on his side, he walked to the door, opened it, softly,
and left the room.

The parting look in his face, and the sudden silence that
had fallen on him, were not lost on Pedgift Senior, “Bashwood
will end badly,” said the lawyer, shuffling his papers, and re-
turning impenetrably to his interrupted worl,

The change i Mr, Bashwood’s face and manner to some-
thing dogged and self~ontained was so startlingly uncharac-
teristic of him, that it even forced itself on the notice of Pedgift
Junior and the clerks as he passed through the outer office, Ac-
customed to make the old man their butt, they took a boister-
ously comic view of the marked alteration in him. Deaf to the
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merciless raillery with which he was assailed on all sides, he
stopped opposite young Pedgilt, and, looking him attentively
in the face, said, in a quiet, absent manner, like a man thinking
aloud, "I wonder whether you would help met”

"Open an account instantly,” said Pedgilt Junior to the
clerks, “in the name of Mr. Bashwood. Place a chaiv for Mr.
Bashwood, with a footstool close by, in case he wants it. Supply
me with a quire of extra double-wove satin paper, and a gross
of picked quills, to take notes of Mr, Bashwood's case; and in-
form my father instantly that | am going to leave him and set
up inn business for mysell, on the strength of Mr, Bashwood's
patronage. Take a seat, sir, pray take a seat, and express your
feelings [reely.”

Still impenetrably deaf to the raillery of which he was the
obiect, Mr. Bashwood waited until Pedgift Junior had exhaust-
ed himself, and then turned quietly away.

“Tought to have known better,” he said, in the same absent
manner as before. “He is his father's son all over — he would
make game of me on my death-bed.” He paused a moment at
the door, mechanically brushing his hat with his hand, and
went out into the street,

The bright sunshine dazzled his eyes, the passing vehicles
and foot-passengers startled and bewildered him, He shrank
into a by-street, and put his hand over his eyes. “1'd better go
home,” he thought, “and shut myself up, and think about it in
ny own oo,

His lodging was in a small house, in the poor quarter of the
town. He let himself in with his key, and stole softly upstairs,
The one little room he possessed met him cruelly, look round

273



WILKIE COLLINS

it where he might, with silent memorials of Miss Gwilt. On
the chimney-piece were the flowers she had given him at vari-
ous times, all withered long since, and all preserved on a little
china pedestal, protected by a glass shade. On the wall hung
a wretched colored print of a woman, which he had caused
to be nicely framed and glazed, because there was a look in it
that reminded him of her face, In his clumsy old mahogany
writing-desk were the few letters, brief and peremptory, which
she had written to him at the time when he was watching and
listening meanly at Thorpe Ambrose to please ber. And when,
turning his back on these, he sat down wearily on his sofa-
bedstead — there, hanging over one end of it, was the gaudy
cravat of blue satin, which he had bought because she had told
him she liked bright colors, and which he had never yet had
the courage to wear, though he had taken it cut morning af-
ter morning with the resolution to put it on! Habitually quiet
in his actions, habitually restrained in his language, he now
seized the cravat as if it was a living thing that could feel, and
flung it to the other end of the room with an oath,

The time passed; and still, though his resolution to stand
between Miss Gwilt and her marriage remained unbroken, he
was as lar as ever from discovering the means which might
lead him to his end. The more he thought and thought of it,
the darker and the darker his course in the future looked to
him,

He rose again, as wearily as he had sat down, and went to
his cupboard, “T'm feverish and thirsty,” he said; “a cup of tea
may help me” He opened his canister, and measured out his
small allowance of tea, less carefully than usual, “Even my own
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hands won't serve me to-day” he thought, as he scraped to-
gether the few grains of tea that he had spilled, and put them
carefully back in the canister.

In that fine summer weather, the one fire in the house was
the kitchen fire. He went downstairs for the botling water,
with his teapot in his hand,

Naobody but the landlady was in the kitchen. She was one
of the many English matrons whose path through this world
is a path of thorns; and who take a dismal pleasure, whenever
the opportunity 13 afforded them, in inspecting the seratched
and bleeding feet of other people in a like condition with
themselves, Her one vice was of the lighter sort — the vice of
curiosity; and among the many counterbalancing virtues she
possessed was the virtue of greatly respecting Mr. Bashwood, as
a lodger whose rent was regularly paid, and whose ways were
always quiet and civil from one year's end to another.

“What did you please to want, sir?” asked the landlady.
“Boiling water, is it? Did you ever know the water boil, Mr.
Bashwood, when you wanted 17 Iid you ever see a sulkier fire
than that? 'l put a stick or two in, if you'll wait a little, and
give me the chance. Dear, dear me, you'll excuse my mention-
ing it, sir, but how poorly you do look to-day!”

The strain on Mr. Bashwood's mind was beginning to tell.
Something of the htlpll:smr_ﬁs which he had shown at the sta-
tion appeared again in his face and manner as he put his tea-
pot on the kitchen table and sat down,

"I'm in trouble, ma'am,” he said, quietly; "and | find trouble
gets harder to bear than it used to be”
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“Al, you may well say that!” groaned the landlady, “I'm
TL"JI';J.!" .ﬁ:]f L]'l.'i: undcrl.’tlﬂ:r, Mr. E?L‘ihw[]ﬁ)d.. w]::lt::n. ”1}' time COHTICS,
whatever you may be. You're too lonely, sit. When you're in
trouble, it's some help — though not much — to shift a share
of it off on another person's shoulders. If your good lady had
only been alive now, sir, what a comfort you would have found
her, wouldn't you®"

A momentary spasm of pain passed across Mr. Bashwood's
face. The landlady had ignorantly recalled him to the misfor-
tunies of his married life. He had been long since forced to
quiet her curiosity about his family affairs by telling her that
he was a widower, and that his domestic circumstances had
not been happy ones; but he had taken her no further into his
confidence than this, The sad story which he had related to
Midwinter, of his drunken wife who had ended her miserable
life in a lunatic asylum, was a story which he had shrunk from
confiding to the talkative woman, who would have confided it
in her turn to every one else in the house,

“What 1 always say to my hushband when he's low, sir,” pur-
sued the landlady, intent on the kettle, “is, What would you
do now, Sam, without me? When his temper don't get the bet-
ter of him {3t will boil divectly, Mr. Bashwood), he says, “Eliza-
beth, I could do nothing” When his temper does get the better
of him, he says, 'l shonld try the public-house, missus; and 11
try it now.’ Ah, I've got sy troubles! A man with grown-up sons
and daughters tippling in a public-house! [ don't call to mind,
Mr. Bashwood, whether you ever had any sons and daughters?
And yet, now I think of it T seem to fancy you said yes, you had,
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Daughiters, sir, weren't they? and, aby, dear! dear! to be sure! all
dead.”

“I had one daughter, ma‘am,” said Mr. Bashwood, patient-
ly = “only one, who died before she was a year old.”

“Only one” repeated the sympathizing landlady, “1t's as
near boiling as it ever will be, sir; give me the tea-pot. Cnly
one! Ah, it comes heavier {(don't it7) when it’s an only child?
You said it was an only child, [ thinl, didn't you, sir?”

For a moment, Mr. Bashwood looked at the woman with
vacant eyes, and without attempting to answer her. After ig-
norantly recalling the memory of the wife who had disgraced
him, she was now, as ignorantly, forcing him back on the mis-
erable remembrance of the son who had ruined and deserted
him, For the first time, since he had told his story to Midwinter,
at their introductory interview in the great house, his mind
reverted once more to the bitter disappointment and disaster
of the past. Again he thought of the byzone days, when he had
become security for his son, and when that son’s dishonesty
had forced him to sell everything he possessed to pay the for-
feit that was exacted when the forfeit was due. "I have a son,
ma'am,” he said, becoming conscious that the landlady was
looking at him in mute and melancholy surprise. “1 did my
best to help him forward in the world, and he has behaved
very badly to me”

“Did he, now?” rejoined the landlady, with an appearance
of the greatest interest, “Behaved badly to vou — almost broke
your heact, didn't he? Ab, it will come home to him, sooner or
later, Don't you fear! ‘Honor your father and mother,” wasn't
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put on Moses's tables of stone for nothing, Mr. Bashwood,
Where may he be, and what is he doing now, sir?”

The question was in effect almost the same as the question
which Midwinter had put when the circumstances had been
described to him. As Mr. Bashwood had answered it on the for-
mer occasion, so (in nearly the same words) he answered it
now.

“My son is in London, ma'am, for all T know to the contrary,
He was employed, when [ last heard of him, in no very credit-
able way, at the Private Inquiry Office —

At those words he suddenly checked himself His face
flushed, his eyes brightened; he pushed away the cup which
had just been lled for him, and rose from his seat, The land-
lady started back a step. There was something in her lodger’s
face that she had never seen in it before.

“T hope I've not offended you, sir,” said the woman, recov-
ering her self-possession, and looking a little too ready to take
offense on her side, at 2 moment’s notice,

“Far from it, ma'am, far from it!" he rejoined, in a strange-
ly eager, hurried way. "I have just remembered something —
something very important. T must go upstairs — it's a letter, a
letter, a letter. I'll come back to my tea, ma'am. I beg vour par-
dom, I'm much obliged to you, you've been very kind — Tl say
good-by, if you'll allow me, for the present.” To the landlady’s
amazement, he cordially shook hands with her, and made for
the door, leaving tea and tea-pot to take care of themselves,

The moment he reached his own room, he locked himsell
in, For a little while he stoad holding by the chimney-piece,
waiting to recover his breath, The moment he could move
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again, he opened his writing-desk on the table. "That for you,
Mr, Pedgift and Son!” he said, with a snap of his Angers as he
sat down. "I've got a son toa!”

There was a knock at the door = a knock, soft, consider-
ate, and confidential. The anxious landlady wished to know
whether Mr. Bashwood was ill, and begged to intimate for the
second time that she earnestly trusted she had given him no
olfense,

“Nol no!" he called through the door. “I'm quite well = I'm
writing, ma'am, I'm writing — please to excuse me. She's a good
woman; she's an excellent woman,” he thought, when the
landlady had retived, “I'll make her a little present. My mind's
so unsettled, [ might never have thought of it but for her. Oh,
i my boy is at the office still! Oh, if I can only write a letter that
will make him pity me!”

He took up his pen, and sat thinking anxiously, thinking
long, before he touched the paper. Slowly, with many patient
pauses to think and think again, and with more than ordinary
care to make his writing legible, he traced these lines:

“MY DEAR JAMES — You will be surprised, | am afraid, to
see my handwriting, Pray don't suppose [ s gotng to ask you
for money, or to reproach you for having sold me out of house
and home when you forfeited your secunty, and 1 had to pay.
[ am willing and anxious to let by-gones be by-gones, and to
forget the past.

“It is in your power {if you are still at the Private Inguiry
Office) to do me a great service, [ am in sore anxiety and trou-
ble on the subject of a person in whom T am interested, The
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person is a lady, Please don't make game of me for confessing
this, if you can help it If you knew what [ am now suffering, 1
think you would be more inclined to pity than to make game
of me,

“T would enter into particulars, only T know your quick
temper, and I fear exhausting your patience, Perhaps it may be
enough to say that I have reason to believe the lady's past life
has not been a very creditable one, and that T am interested —
more interested than words can tell — in Anding out what her
life has really been, and in making the discovery within a fort-
night from the present time,

“Though 1 know very little about the ways of business in
an office like yours, [ can understand that, without first hav-
ing the lady's present address, nothing can be done to help me.
Unfortunately, T am not yet acquainted with her present ad-
dress, [ only know that she went to town to-day, accompanied
by a gentleman, in whose employment 1 now am, and wha {as
[ believe) will be likely to write to me for money before many
days more are over his head,

“Is this circumstance of a nature to help us? 1 venture to
say ‘us,’ because | count already, my dear boy, on your kind as-
sistance and advice, Don't let money stand between us; 1 have
saved a little something, and it is all freely at your disposal,
Pray, pray write to me by return of post! If you will only try
your best to end the dreadful suspense under which T am now
suffering, you will atone for all the grief and disappeintment
you caused me in times that are past, and you will confer an
obligation that he will never forget on

“Vour affectionate father,
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“FELIX BASHWOOD."

Adter waiting a little, to dry his eyes, Mr. Bashwood added
the date and addreess, and directed the letter to his son, at “The
Private Inquiry Office, Shadyside Place, London.” That done,
he went out at once, and posted his letter with his own hands,
It was then Monday; and, if the answer was sent by return of
post, the answer would be received on Wednesday morning,

The interval day, the Tuesday, was passed by Mr. Bashwood
in the steward's office at the great house. He had a double mo-
tive for absorbing himsell as deeply as might be in the various
occupations connected with the management of the estate. In
the first place, employment helped him to control the devour-
ing impatience with which he looked for the coming of the
next day, In the second place, the more forward he was with
the business of the office, the more free he would be to join
his son in London, without attracting suspicion to himself by
openly neglecting the interests placed under his charge.

Toward the Tuesday afternoon, vague rumors of something
wrong at the cottage found their way (through Major Milroy's
servants) to the servants at the great house, and attempted in-
effectually through this latter channel to engage the attention
of Mr. Bashwood, impenetrably fixed on other things. The ma-
jor and Miss Neelie had been shut up together in mysterious
conference; and Miss N eelie's appearance after the close of the
interview plainly showed that she had been crying This had
happened on the Monday afternoon; and on the next day (that
present Tuesday) the major had startled the household by an-
nouncing briefly that his daughter wanted a change to the air
of the seaside, and that he proposed taling her himself, by the
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next train, to Lowestoft, The two had gone away together, both
very serious and silent, but both, apparently, very good friends,
for all that. Opinions at the great house attributed this domes-
tic revolution to the reports current on the subject of Allan and
Miss Gwilt, Opinions at the cottage rejected that solution of
the difficulty, on practical grounds, Miss Neelie had remained
inaccessibly shut up in her own room, from the Monday after-
noon to the Tuesday moming when her father took her away.
The major, during the same interval, had not been outside the
door, and had spoken to nobody And Mrs, Milroy, at the Hrst
attempt of her new attendant to inform her of the prevailing
scandal in the town, had sealed the servant’s lips by flying into
one of her terrible passions the instant Miss Gwilt's name was
mentioned. Something must have happened, of course, to take
Major Milroy and his daughter so suddenly from home; but
that something was certainly not Mr. Armadale’s scandalous
elopement, in broad daylight, with Miss Gwilt.

The afternoon passed, and the evening passed, and no oth-
er event happened but the purely private and personal event
which had taken place at the cottage. Nothing occurred {for
nothing in the nature of things coudd occur) to dissipate the
delusion on which Miss Gwilt had counted — the delusion
which all Thorpe Ambrose now shared with Mr, Bashwood,
that she had gone privately to London with Allan in the char-
acter of Allan's future wife,

On the Wednesday morning, the postman, entering the
street in which Mr, Bashwood lived, was encountered by Mr,
Bashwood himself, so eager to know if there was a letter for
him that he had come out without his hat. There was a let-
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ter for him — the letter that he longed for from his vagabond
5011,

These were the terms in which Bashwood the younger an-
swered his faither's supplication for help — alter having previ-
ously ruined his Gather's prospects for life:

“Shadyside Flace, Tuesday, July 29th,

“MY DEAR DAD — We bave some little practice in
dealing with wysteries at this office; hut the mystery of
your letter beats me altogether. Are you speculating on the
itteresting bidden fraidiies of some charming worman? Or,
after your experience of matrinony, are you actually go-
ing to give me a stepmiother at this time of day? Whichever
it is, wpon my life your letter interests me.

“I am not foking, mind — though the temptation i
not an casy one to restst, On the contrary, [ have given
you g guarter of an bowr of mry valualle time already. The
place you date from sounded somehow familiar to me, |
referved back fo the memorandum book, and fornd that [
was sent down to Thorpe Ambrose to make private ingui-
vies not very long stince, My employer was a lively old lady,
whe was too sly to give ws ber right name and address,
As a matter of cowrse, we set to work af once, and found
ot who she was, Her name is Mrs, Oldershaw; and, if you
think of ber for my stepmother, 1 strongly recommend you
to think again before you make ber Mrs, Bashwood,

“If it &s not Mrs, Oldershaw, then all | can do, so far,
is to tell you bow you may find out the wnknown lady's
address, Come fo town yourself as soon as you get the let-
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ter you expect from the gentleman who bas gone away
with ber (I bope be &5 not a handsome young man, for
your sake) and call beve, [ will send somebody to belp you
in watching bis botel or lodgings; and §f be commumnicates
with the lady, or the lady with bim, you may consider ber
address discovered from that moment. Once let me tden-
tify ber, and know where she is, and you shall see all ber
charming little secrets as plainly as you see the paper on
which your affectionate son & now writing fo vou,

“A word more about the terms. | am as willing as you
are to be friends again; B, though T own you were out of
pocket by me once, Tean't afford to be ont of pocket by you,
It st be vinderstood that you are answeralle for all the
expenses of the inguiry, We may bave to employ some of
the women attached to this office, if your Lady i too wide-
awake or too mice-looking fo be dealt with by a man, There
will be cab bire, and postage-stamps — admissions to pulfic
anesernents, if she i inclined that way — shillings for pew-
openers, if she i sertows, and fakes our peaple into churches
to hear popdar preachers, and so on, My own professional
services youe shall bave gratis; kit T eann't lose by you as well,
Ondy remeniber that, and you shall bave your way. By-gones
shall be by-gones, and we will forget the past,

“Your affectionate son,

“TAMES BASHWOOD,”

In the ecstasy of seeing help placed at last within his reach,
the father put his son's atrocious letter to his lips. “My good
boy!” he murmured, tenderly — “my dear, good boy!”
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He put the letter down, and fell into a new train of thoughe,
The next question to face was the serious question of time, Mr.
l-"i;dgil:t' had tald him Miss Gwilt might be married in a fort-
night. One day of the fourteen had passed already, and anoth-
er was passing. He beat his hand impatiently on the table at
]'!'l.'l .‘i:id:l w:}nd::n"ng ]'I.I:}w finin iy l.]'“: want E}leﬁnt? Wikl ]d :F[]TI:C
Allan to write to him from London. “To-morrow?” he asked
himself, “Or next day?”

The morrow passed, and nothing happened. The next day
came, and the letter arvived! It was on business, as he had an-
ticipated; it asked for money, as he had anticipated; and there,
at the end of it, it a postseript, was the address added, conelud-
ing with the words, “You may count on my staying here tll
further notice”

He gave one deep gasp of relief, and instantly busied him-
selt — though there were nearly two hours to spare before the
train started [or London = in packing his bag, The last thing
he put in was his blue satin cravar, “She likes bright colors,” he
said, “and she may see me in it yet!”




CHAPTER X1V
MISS GWILT'S DIARY

“All Saints’ Terrace, New Road, London, July 28th, Monday
night. = [ ¢an hardly hold my head up, | am so tived. But in
my situation, [ dare not trust anything to memory. Before [ go
to bed, | must write my customary record of the events of the
day.

“So far, the turn of luck in my favor (it was long enough be-
fore it took the turn!} seems likely to continue. 1 succeeded in
forcing Armadale — the brute required nothing short of fore-
ing! — to leave Thorpe Ambrose for London, alone in the same
carriage with me, before all the people in the station. There
was a full attendance of dealers in small scandal, all staring
hard at us, and all evidently drawing their own conclusions.
Bither I knew nothing of Thorpe Ambrose — or the town gos-
sip is busy enough by this time with Mr. Armadale and Miss
Gwilt.

“T had some difficulty with him for the first half-hour after
we left the station. The guard (delightful man! 1 felt so grate-
ful to him!} had shut us up together, in expectation of half a
crown at the end of the journey, Armadale was suspicious of
me, and he showed it plainly, Little by little 1 tamed my wild
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beast — partly by taking care to display no curiosity about his
journey to town, and partly by interesting him on the subject
of his friend Midwinter; dwelling especially on the opportu-
nity that now offered itself for a reconciliation between them,
I kept harping on this string till I set his tongue going, and
made him amuse me as a gentleman is bound to do when he
has the honor of escorting a lady on a long railway journey.

“What little mind he has was full, of course, of his own al-
fairs and Miss Milroy's. Mo words can express the clumsiness
e showed in trving to talk about himself, without taking me
into his confidence or mentioning Miss Milroy's name,

"He was going to London, he gravely informed me, on a
matter of indescribable interest to him. It was a secret for the
present, but he hoped to tell it me soon; it had made a great
difference already in the way in which he locked at the slan-
ders spoken of him in Thorpe Ambrose; he was too happy to
care what the scandal-mongers said of him now, and he should
soon stop their mouths by appearing in a new character that
would surprise them all, So he blundered on, with the firm
persuasion that he was keeping me quite in the dark. It was
hard not to laugh, when I thought of my anonymous letter
on its way to the major; but I managed to control myself —
though, T must own, with some difficulty. As the time wore on,
I began to feel a terrible excitement; the position was, | think,
a little too much for me, There [ was, alone with him, talking
in the most innocent, easy, familiar manner, and having it in
my mind all the time to brush his life out of my way, when the
moment comes, as | might brush a stain off my gown. It made
my blood leap, and my cheeks flush. I caught myself langhing
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once or twice much louder than I ought; and long before we
got to London T thought it desirable to put my face in hiding
by pulling down my veil,

“There was no difficulty, on reaching the terminus, in get-
ting him to come in the cab with me to the hotel where Mid-
winter is staying, He was all eagerness to be reconciled with
his dear friend — principally, [ have no doubt, because he
wants the dear friend to lend a helping hand to the elopement.
The real difficulty lay, of course, with Midwinter. My sudden
journey to London had allowed me no opportunity of writing
to combat his superstitious conviction that he and his former
friend are better apart, T thought it wise to leave Armadale in
the cab at the door, and to go into the hotel by myself to pave
the way for him,

“Fortunately, Midwinter had not gone out. His delight at
seeing me some days sooner than he had hoped had some-
thing infectious in it, 1 suppose, Pooh! | may own the truth to
my own diary! There was a moment when ! forgot everything
in the world but our two selves as completely as he did. T felt
as 1f [ was back in my teens — until I remembered the lout in
the cab at the door, And then T was five-and-thirty again in an
instant,

“His face altered when he heard who was below, and what
it was | wanted of him; he looked not angry, but distressed,
He vielded, however, before long, not to my reasons, for I gave
lim none, but to my entreaties, His old fondness for his friend
might possibly have had some share in persuading him against
his will; but my own opinion is that he acted entirely under
the influence of his fondness for Me.
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“I waited in the sitting-room while he went down to the
door; so | knew nothing of what passed between them when
they first saw each other again. But ok, the difference between
the two men when the interval had passed, and they came up-
stairs together and joined me.

“They were both agitated, but in such different ways! The
hateful Armadale, so loud and red and clumsy; the dear, lov-
able Midwinter, so pale and quiet, with such a gentleness in
his voice when he spoke, and such tenderness in his eyes every
time they turned my way, Armadale overlooked me as com-
pletely as il | had not been in the room. He referred to me
over and over again in the conversation; be constantly looked
at me to see what [ thought, while | sat in my corner silently
watching them; be wanted to go with me and see me safe to my
lodgings, and spare me all trouble with the cabman and the
luggage, When | thanked him and declined, Armadale looked
unaffectedly relieved at the prospect of seeing my back turned,
and of having his friend all to himself. T left him, with his awl-
ward elbows half over the table, scrawling a letter (no doubt
to Miss Milvoy), and shouting to the waiter that he wanted a
bed at the hotel. T had caleulated on his staving, as a matter of
course, where he found his friend staying, It was pleasant to
find my anticipations realized, and to know that | have as good
as got him now under my own eye.

“After promising to let Midwinter know where he could
see me to-morrow, | went away in the cab to hunt for lodgings
by myself

“With some difficulty T have succeeded in getting an en-
durable sitting-room and bedroom in this house, where the
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people are perfect strangers to me. Having paid a week's rent
in advance (for I naturally preferred dispensing with a refer-
ence), | find myself with exactly three shillings and ninepence
left in my purse, It is impossible to ask Midwinter for money,
after he has alveady paid Mrs, Oldershaw's note of hand, T must
borrow something to-morrow on my watch and chain at the
pawnbroker’s. Enough to keep me going for a fortnight is all,
and more than all, that [want. In that time, or in less than that
time, Midwinter will have married me.”

“Tuly 29th. — Two o'clack. — Barly in the morning [ sent a
line to Midwinter, telling him that he would find me here at
three this afternoon, That done, 1 devoted the morning to two
errands of my own, One is hardly worth mentioning — it was
only to raise money on my watch and chain, T got more than 1
expected; and more {even supposing T buy myself one or two
little things in the way of cheap summer dress) than [ am at all
likely to spend before the wedding-day,

“The other errand was of a far more serious kind. It led me
into an attorney's office,

“Twas well aware last night {though I was too weary to put
it down in my diary), that 1 could not possibly see Midwin-
ter this morning — in the position he now occupies toward
me — without at least appearing to take him into my confi-
dence on the subject of mysell and my circumstances, Except-
ing one necessary consideration which 1 must be careful not
to overlook. There is not the least difficulty in my drawing on
my invention, and telling him any story 1 please — for thus
far T have told no story to anybody. Midwinter went away to
London before it was possible to approach the subject. As to
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the Milroys (having provided them with the customary rel-
erence), [ could fortunately keep them at arms-length on all
questions relating purely to myselll And lastly, when Lalfected
my reconciliation with Armadale on the drive in front of the
house, he was fool enough to be too generous to let me defend
my character. When | had expressed my regret for having lost
my temper and threatened Miss Milroy, and when [ had ac-
cepted his assurance that my pupil had never done or meant
to do me any injury, he was too magnanimous to hear a word
on the subject of my private afllairs. Thus [ am quite unfettered
by any lormer assertions of my own; and | may tell any story 1
please — with the one drawback hinted at alveady in the shape
of a restraint. Whatever | may invent in the way of pure fic-
tion, | must preserve the character in which I have appeared at
Thorpe Ambrose; for, with the notoriety that is attached to my
ather name, | have no other choice but to marry Midwinter in
my maiden name as ‘Miss Gwilt!

“This was the consideration that took me into the lawyer's
office. [ felt that I must inform myself, before [ saw Midwinter
later in the day, of any awkward consequences that may follow
the marriage of a widow if she conceals her widow's name,

“Knowing of no other professional person whom 1 could
trust, [ went boldly to the lawyer who had my interests in his
charge, at that terrible past time in my life, which [ have more
reason than ever to shrink from thinking of now, He was as-
tonished, and, as | could plainly detect, by no means pleased to
see me. | had hardly opened my lips before he said he hoped 1
was not consulting him again (with a strong emphasis on the
word) on my own account, | took the hint, and put the ques-
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tion [ had come to ask, in the interests of that accommedating
personage on such occasions — an absent friend. The lawyer
evidently saw through it at once; but he was sharp enough to
turn my ‘friend’ to good account on his side, He said he would
answer the question as a matter of courtesy toward a lady rep-
resented by myself; but he must make it a condition that this
consultation of him by deputy should go no further.

“Taccepted his terms; for | really respected the clever man-
ner in which he contrived to keep me at arms-length without
violating the laws of good-breeding. In two minutes I heard
what he had to say, mastered it in my own mind, and went
out,

“Short as it was, the consultation told me everything 1
wanted to know, I risk nothing by marrying Midwinter in my
maiden instead of my widow's name, The marriage is a good
marriage in this way-that it can only be set aside if my husband
finds out the imposture, and takes proceedings to invalidate
our marriage in my lifetime, That is the lawyer's answer in the
lawyer's own words, It relieves me at once — in this direction,
at any rate — of all apprehension about the future, The only
imposture my husband will ever discover — and then only if
e happens to be on the spot — is the imposture that puts me
in the place, and gives me the income of Armadale's widow,
and by that time T shall have invalidated my own marriage
forever,

“Half-past twa! Midwinter will be here in half an hour, 1
must go and ask my glass how [ look, T must rouse my inven-
tiom, and make up my little domestic romance, Am [ feeling
nervous about it Something Qutters in the place where my
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heart used to be, At five-and-thirty, too! and alter such a life
as mine!”

Six o'clock. — He has just gone. The day for our mardage is
a day determined on alveady.

“I have tried to rest and recover mysell | can't rest. T have
come bacl to these leaves, There is much to be written in them
since Midwinter has been here, that concerns me nearly.

“Let me begin with what [ hate most to remember, and so
be the sooner done with it — let me begin with the paltry string
of [alsehoods which | told him about my lamily troubles.

“What can be the secret of this man's hold on me? How is
it that he alters me so that | hardly know mysell again? [ was
like myself in the railway carriage yesterday with Armadale.
It was surely frightful to be talking to the living man, through
the whole of that long journey, with the knowledge in me all
the while that | meant to be his widow — and yet [ was only
excited and levered. Hour after hour T never shrunk once
from speaking to Armadale; but the first trumpery falsehood
[ teld Midwinter turmed me cold when T saw that he believed
it! 1 felt a dreadful hysterical choking in the throat when he
entreated me not to reveal my troubles, And once — Lam hor-
rified when I think of it — once, when he said, ‘1 could love
you more dearly, I should love you more dearly now," | was
within a hair-breadth of turning traitor to myself | was on
the very point of crying out to him, ‘Lies! all lies! 'm a Hend
in human shape! Marry the wretchedest creature that prowls
the streets, and you will marry a better woman than me! Yes!
the secing his eves moisten, the hearing his voice tremble,
while 1 was deceiving him, shook me in that way. T have seen
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handsomer men by hundreds, cleverer men by dozens. What
can this man have roused in me? Is it Love? I thought T bad
loved, never to love again, Does a woman not love when the
man's hardness to her drives her to drown hersel? A man
drove me to that last despair in days gone by, Did all my mis-
ery at that time come from something which was not Love?
Have I lived to be Hve-and-thirty, and am 1 only feeling now
what Love really 157 — now, when it is too late? Ridiculous!
Besides, what is the use of asking? What do 1 know about it?
What does any woman ever know? The more we think of it,
the more we deceive ourselves, T wish I had been born an ani-
mal, My beauty might have been of some use to me then — it
might have got me a good master,

“Here is a whole page of my diary filled; and nothing writ-
ten yet that is of the slightest use to me! My miserable made-
up story must be told over again here, while the incidents
are fresh in my memory — or how am I to refer to it consis-
tently on after-occasions when I may be obliged to speak of
it again?

“There was nothing new in what I told him; it was the com-
monplace rubbish of the circulating libraries, A dead father;
a lost fortune; vagabond brothers, whom 1 dread ever secing
again; a bedridden mother dependent on my exertions — No!
[ can't write it down! I hate myself, I despise myself, when 1
remember that be believed it because T said it — that be was
distressed by it becanse it was my story! T will face the chances
of contradicting mysell — Twill risk discovery and ruin — any-
thing rather than dwell on that contemptible deception of
him a moment longer,
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“My lies came to an end at last. And then he talked to me of
himself and of his prospects. Oh, what a reliel it was to turn to
that at the time! What a relief it is to come to it now!

“He has accepted the offer about which he wrote to me at
Thorpe Ambrose; and he is now engaged as occasional foreign
correspondent to the new newspaper. His first destination is
Waples, I wish it had been some other place, for 1 have certain
past associations with Maples which [ am not at all anxious to
renew. It has been arranged that he is to leave England not
later than the eleventh of next month, By that time, therefore,
[, who am to go with him, must go with him as his wife.

“There is not the slightest difficulty about the marriage All
this part of it is so easy that | begin to dread an accident.

“The proposal to keep the thing strictly private — which
it might have embarrassed me to make — comes from Mid-
winter. Marrying me in his own name — the name that he has
kept comeealed from every living creature but myself and Mr,
Brock — it is his interest that not a soul who lnows him should
be present at the ceremony; his friend Armadale least of all, He
hias been a week in London already. When another weel has
passed, he proposes to et the License, and to be married in the
church belonging to the parish in which the hotel e dtuated.
These are the only necessary formalities. [ had but to say Yes'
(he told me), and to feel no further anxiety about the future, |
said "Yes' with such a devouring anxiety about the future that 1
was afraid he would see it What minutes the next few minutes
were, when he whispered delicious words to me, while [ hid
my face on his breast!
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“T recovered myself first, and led him back to the subject of
Armadale, having my own reasons for wanting to know what
they said to each other after T had left them vesterday,

“The manner in which Midwinter replied showed me that
he was spealiing under the restraint of respecting a confidence
placed in him by his friend. Long before he had done, I detect-
ed what the confidence was. Armadale had been consulting
him (exactly as | anticipated) on the subject of the elopement.
Although he appears to have remonstrated against taking the
girl secretly away from her home, Midwinter seems to have felt
some delicacy about speaking strongly, remembering (widely
different as the circumstances are} that he was contemplat-
ing a private marriage himself T gathered, at any rate, that he
had produced very little effect by what he had said; and that
Armadale had alveady carried out his absurd intention of con-
sulting the head—clerk in the office of his London lawyers,

“Having got as far as this, Midwinter put the question
which T felt must come soomer or later, He asked if [ objected
to our engagement being mentioned, in the strictest secrecy,
to his friend.

“T will answer, he said, for Allan’s respecting any confi-
dence that T place in him, And [ will undertake, when the time
comes, 50 to use my influence over him as to prevent his being
present at the marriage, and discovering {what he must never
know) that my name is the same as his own, It would help me,
e went on, 'to speak more strongly about the abject that has
brought him to London, if T can requite the frankness with
which he has spoken of his private affairs to me by the same
frankness on my side!
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“I had no choice but to give the necessary permission, and
[ gave it. It is of the utmost importance to me to know what
course Major Milroy takes with his davghter and Armadale
after receiving my anonymous letter; and, unless | invite Ar-
madale's confidence in some way, | am nearly certain to be
kept in the dark, Let him once be trusted with the knowledge
that [ am to be Midwinter's wife, and what he tells his friend
about his love affair he will tell me.

“When it had been understood between us that Armadale
was to be taken into our confidence, we began to talk about
ourselves again, How the time flew! What a sweet enchant-
ment it was to forget everything in his arms! How he loves
me! = ahy, poor fellow, how he loves me!

“I have promised to meet him to-morrow morning in the
Regent's Park. The less he is seen here the better. The people
in this house are strangers to me, certainly; but it may be wise
to consult appearances, as if | was still at Thorpe Ambrose, and
not to produce the impression, even on their minds, that Mid-
winter is engaged to me. If any after-inquiries ave made, when 1
have run my grand risk, the testimony of my London landlady
might be testimony worth having,

“That wretched old Bashwood! Writing of Thorpe Ambrose
reminds me of him, What will he say when the town gossip
tells him that Armadale has taken me to London, in a carriage
reserved for ourselves? It really is too absurd in a man of Bash-
wood's age and appearance to presume to be in lovel.”

“Tuly 30th. — Mews at last! Armadale has heard from Miss
Milroy, My anonymous letter has produced its effect. The girl
is removed from Thorpe Ambrose already; and the whole proj-
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ect of the elopement is blown to the winds at once and forever,
This was the substance of what Midwinter had to tell me when
[ met him in the Park I affected to be excessively astonished,
and to feel the necessary feminine longing to know all the
particulars, Mot that [ expect to have my curiosity satisfied,
[ added, ‘for Mr. Armadale and T are little better than mere
acquaintances, after all

“You are far more than a mere acquaintance in Allan’s
eyes, said Midwinter. ‘Having your permission to trust him, 1
have already told him how near and dear you are to me.

“Hearing this, [ thought it desirable, before 1 put any ques-
tions about Miss Milroy, to attend to my own interests fivst,
and to find out what effect the announcement of my coming
marriage had produced on Armadale, It was possible that he
might be still suspicious of me, and that the inquiries he made
in London, at Mrs, Milroy's mstigation, might be still hanging
on his mind.

“Did Mr, Armadale seem surprised,' T asked, ‘when you told
him of our engagement, and when you said it was to be kept a
secret from everybody?”

“"He seemed greatly surprised, said Midwinter, ‘to hear
that we were going to be married. All he said when 1 told him
it must be kept a secret was that he supposed there were rea-
sons on your side for making the marriage a private one.'

“What did you say, I inquired, “when he made that re-
mark?'

“1 said the reasons were on my side,’ answered Midwinter,
‘And T thought it right to add — considering that Allan had
allowed himself to be misled by the ignorant distrust of you

208



ARMADALE 111

at Thorpe Ambrose — that vou had confided to me the whole
of your sad fmily story, and that you had amply justified your
unwillingness; under any ordinary circumstances, to speak of
your private affaics”

("I breathed freely again, He had said just what was wanted,
just in the right way™

“Thank you,’ | said, ‘for putting me right in vour friend's
estimation. Does he wish to see me?” [ added, by way of getting
back to the other subject of Miss Milroy and the elopement,

“He is longing to see you, returned Midwinter, He is in
great distress, poor fellow — distress which I have done my
best to soothe, but which, I believe, would vield far more vead-
ily to a woman's sympathy than to mine.

“Where is he now?" [ asked.

“He was at the hotel; and to the hotel Tinstantly proposed
that we should go. It is a busy, crowded place; and (with my
veil down) | have less fear of compromising myself there than
at my quiet lodgings, Besides, it is vitally important to me to
know what Armadale does next, under this total change of cir-
cumstances — for [ must so control his proceedings as to get
him away from England if | can. We took a cab: such was my
eagerness to sympathize with the heart-broken lover, that we
took a cab!

“Anything so ridiculous as Armadale's behavior under the
double shock of discovering that his young lady has been tal-
en away from him, and that | am to be married to Midwinter,
[ never before witnessed in all my experience, To say that he
was like a child is a libel en all children who are not born
idiots, He congratulated me on my coming marriage, and ex-
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ecrated the unknown wretch who had written the anonymous
letter, little thinking that he was speaking of one and the same
person in one and the same breath. Now he submissively ac-
knowledged that Major Milroy had his rights as a father, and
now he reviled the major as having no feeling for anything
but hiz mechanics and his clock. At one moment he started up,
with the tears in his eyes, and declared that his ‘darling Neelie'
was an angel on earth. At another he sat down sullily, and
thought that a girl of her spirit might have run away on the
spot and jeined him in London. After a good half-hour of this
absurd exhibition, | succeeded in quieting him; and then a few
words of tender inquiry produced what | had expressly come
to the hotel to see — Miss Milroy's letter.

"1t weas uutmg{:{mﬂy ]ﬂn};, and ram ]:rling, and confused; in
short, the letter of a fool. | had to wade through plenty of vul-
gar sentiment and lamentation, and to lose time and patience
over mandlin outhursts of affection, and nauseous kisses in-
closed in circles of ink. However, | contrived to extract the in-
formation | wanted at last; and here it is

“The major, on receipt of my anonymous warning, appears
to have sent at once for his danghter, and to have shown her
the letter. You know what a hard life [ lead with your mother,;
don't make it harder still, Neelie, by deceiving me. That was
all the poor old gentleman said. 1 always did like the major;
and, though he was afraid to show it, [ know he always liked
me, His appeal to his daughter (if her account of it 1s to be be-
lieved) cut her to the heart. She burst out crying (let her alone
for crying at the right moment!) and confessed evervthing.
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“Alter giving her time to recover hersell (if he had given
her a good box on the ears it would have been more to the
purposel), the major seems to have put certain questions, and
to have become convinced (as | was convinced mysell) that his
daughter’s heart, or fancy, or whatever she calls it, was really
and truly set on Armadale. The discovery evidently distressed
as well as surprised him. He appears to have hesitated, and to
have maintained his own unfavorable opinion of Miss N eelie's
lover for some little time. But his daughter's tears and entreat-
ies (so like the weakness of the dear old gentleman!) shook
him at last. Though he firmly refused to allow of any marriage
engagement at present, he consented to overlook the clandes-
tine meetings in the park, and to put Armadale’s fitness to be-
come his son-in-law to the test, on certain conditions.

“These conditions are, that for the next six months to come
all communication is to be broken off, both personally and
by writing, between Armadale and Miss Milroy, That space of
time is to be occupied by the young gentleman as he himself
thinks best, and by the young lady in completing her educa-
tion at school. If, when the six months have passed, they are
both still of the same mind, and if Armadale’s conduct in the
interval has been such as to improve the major's opinion of
him, he will be allowed to present himself in the character of
Miss Milroy's suitor, and, in six months more, if all goes well,
the marriage may take place,

“Ideclare | could kiss the dear old major, if 1 was only with-
in reach of him! If I had been at his elbow, and had dictated
the conditions myself, T could have asked for nothing better
than this. Six months of total separation between Armadale
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and Miss Milroy! In half that time — with all communication
cut off between the two — it must go hard with me, indeed,
if I don't find miyself dressed in the necessary mourning, and
publicly recognized as Armadale's widow,

“But [ am forgetting the girl's letter, She gives her father’s
reasons for making his conditions, in her father's own wards,
The major seems to have spoken so sensibly and so feelingly
that he left his daughter no decent alternative — and he leaves
Armadale no decent alternative — but to submit. As well as
[ can remember, he seems to have expressed himselfl to Miss
Neelie in these, or nearly in these terms:

“Don’t think T am behaving cruelly to you, my dear: Tam
merely asking you to put Mr, Armadale to the proof. It 1s not
only right, it is absolutely necessary, that you should hold no
communication with him for some time to come; and T will
show yvou why. In the fivst place, if you go to school, the neces-
sary rules in such places — necessary for the sake of the other
girls — would not permit yvou to see Mr, Armadale or to receive
letters from him; and, if you are to become mistress of Thorpe
Ambrose, to school you must go, for you would be ashamed,
and I should be ashamed, if you occupied the position of a lady
of station without having the accomplishments which all la-
dies of station are expected to possess, In the second place, 1
want fo see whether Mr. Armadale will continue to think of
you as he thinks now, without being encouraged in his attach-
ment by seeing you, or reminded of it by hearing from you.
IFT am wrong in thinking him fighty and unreliable, and 1f
your opinion of him is the right one, this is not putting the
young man to an wnfair test — true love survives much longer
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separations than a separation of six months, And when that
time is over, and well over; and when 1 have had him under
my own eye for another six months, and have learned to think
as highly of him as you do = even then, my dear, after all that
terrible delay, you will sl be a married woman before you
are eighteen, Think of this, Neelie, and show that you love me
and trust me, by accepting my proposal, T will hold no com-
munication with Mr. Armadale mysell 1 will leave it to you
to write and tell him what has been decided on. He may write
hack one letter, and one nrl]1_..l, to acquaint your with his deci-
sion. After that, for the sake of your reputation, nothing more
is to be said, and nothing more is to be done, and the matter
is to be kept strictly private until the six months' interval is at
an end

“To this effect the major spoke. His behavior to that Little
slut of a girl has produced a stronger impression on me than
anything else in the letter, [t has set me thinking (me, of all the
people in the world?) of what they call 'a moral difficulty. We
are perpetually told that there can be no possible connection
between virtue and vice. Can there not? Here is Major Milvoy
doing exactly what an excellent father, at once kind and pru-
dent, affectionate and frm, would do under the drcumstances;
and by that very course of conduct he has now smoothed the
plice of that abominable creature, Miss Gwilt. Only think of
my reasoning i this way! But [ am in such good spirits, [ can
do anything to-day. | have not looked so bright and so young
as [ look now for months past!
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“To return to the letter, for the [ast time — it is so exces-
sively dull and stupid that T really can't help wandering away
from it into reflections of my own, as a mere relief,

“After solemnly announcing that she meant to sacrifice
herself to her beloved father's wishes (the brazen assurance of
her setting up for a martyr after what has happened exceeds
anything I ever heard or read ofl}, Miss Neelie next mentioned
that the major proposed taking her to the seaside for change
of air, during the few days that were still to elapse before she
went to school, Armadale was to send his answer by return of
post, and toaddress her, under cover to her father, at Lowestoft,
With this, and with a last outburst of tender protestation,
crammed crookedly into a corner of the page, the letter ended,
{N.B. — The major’s object in taking her to the seaside is plain
enough. He still privately distrusts Armadale, and he is wisely
determined to prevent any more clandestine meetings in the
park before the girl is safely disposed of at schoal)

“When I had done with the letter — I had requested per-
mission to read parts of it which I particularly admired, for
the second and third tme! — we all consulted together in a
friendly way about what Armadale was to do,

“He was fool enough, at the outset, to protest against sub-
mitting to Major Milroy's conditions, He declared, with his
odious red face looking the picture of brute health, that he
should never survive a six months' separation from his be-
loved Neelie, Midwinter (as may easily be imagined) seemed
a little ashamed of him, and joined me in bringing him to his
senses, We showed him, what would have been plain enough
to anybody but a booby, that there was no honorable or even
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decent alternative left but to follow the example of submis-
ston set by the young lady, "Wait, and you will have her for
your wile, was what T said, Wait, and you will force the major
to alter his unjust opinion of you,’ was what Midwinter added.
With two clever people hammering common sense into his
hiead at that rvate, it is needless to say that his head gave way,
and he submitted.

“Having decided him to accept the major's conditions {1
was caveful to warn him, before he wrote to Miss Milroy, that
my engagement to Midwinter was to be kept as strictly secret
from her as from everybody else), the next question we had to
settle related to his luture proceedings. | was ready with the
necessary arguments to stop him, if he had proposed return-
ing to Thorpe Ambrose, But he proposed nothing of the sort.
On the contrary, he declared, of his own accord, that noth-
ing would induce him to go back The place and the people
were associated with everything that was hateful to him, There
would be no Miss Milroy now to meet him in the parl, and
no Midwinter to keep him company in the solitary house, \I'd
rather break stones on the road, was the sensible and cheerful
way in which he put it, ‘than go back to Thorpe Ambrose”

“The frst suggestion after this came from Midwinter. The
sly old clergyman who gave Mrs, Oldershaw and me so much
trouble has, it seems, been ill, but has been latterly reported
better. Why not go to Somersetshire,” said Midwinter, ‘and see
your good friend, and my good friend, Mr, Brock?”

“Armadale caught at the proposal readily enough, He
longed, in the first place, to see ‘dear old Brock,' and he longed,
in the second place, to see his yacht. After staying a few days
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more in London with Midwinter, he would gladly go to Som-
ersetshire, But what after that?

“Seeing my opportunity, | came to the rescue this time,
You have got a yacht, Mr. Armadale” 1 said; “and you know
that Midwinter is going to Italy, When you are tired of Som-
ersetshive, why not make a voyage to the Mediterranean, and
meet your friend, and your [riend's wife, at Naples?

“I made the allusion to ‘his friend's wife' with the most be-
coming modesty and confusion, Armadale was enchanted, |
had hit on the best of all ways of sccupying the weary time. He
started up, and wrung my hand in quite an ecstasy of gratitude.
How [ do hate people who can only express their feelings by
hurting other people's hands!

“Midwinter was as Ph:nst,:d with my prupgs:;[ a5 Armadale;
but he saw difficulties in the way of carrying it out. He con-
sidered the yacht too small for a cruise to the Mediterranean,
and he thought it desirable to hire a larger vessel. His friend
thought otherwise, | left them arguing the question. It was
quite enough for me to have made sure, in the first place, that
Armadale will not return to Thorpe Ambrose; and to have de-
cided him, in the second place, on going abroad. He may go
how he likee T should prefer the small yache myself, for there
seems to be a chance that the small yacht might do me the in-
estimable service of drowning him...”

“Five o'clock. — The excitement of feeling that Thad got Ar-
madale’s future movements completely under my own control
made me so restless, when | returned to my lodgings, that Lwas
obliged to go out again, and do something, A new interest to
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oecupy me being what | wanted, [ went to Pimlico to have it
out with Mother Oldershaw.

"I walked; and made up my mind, on the way, that T would
begin by quarreling with her,

"One of my notes of hand being paid already, and Midwin-
ter being willing to pay the other two when they fall due, my
present position with the old wretch is as independent a one
as L could desive. I always get the better of her when it comes to
a downright battle between us, and find her wonderfully civil
and obliging the moment [ have made her feel that mine is the
strongest will of the two. [n my present situation, she might
be of use to me in various ways, il | could secure her assis-
tance, without trusting her with secrets which [ am now more
than ever determined to keep to myself That was my idea as
[ walked to Pimlico. Upsetting Mother Oldershaw's nerves, in
the first place, and then twisting her round my little finger, in
the second, promised me, as [ thought, an interesting occupa-
tion for the rest of the afterncon.

“When [ got to Pimlico, a surprise was in store for we. The
house was shut up — not only on Mrs, Oldershaw's side, but on
Dactor Downward's as well, A padlock was on the shop deor;
and a man was hanging about on the watch, who might have
been an ordinary idler certainly, but who looked, to my mind,
like a policeman in disguise,

“Knowing the risks the doctor runs in his particular form
of practice, | suspected at once that something serions had
happened, and that even cunning Mrs, Oldershaw was com-
promised this ime, Without stopping, or making any inquiry,
therefore, I called the fivst cab that passed me, and drove to the
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post-office to which I had desired my letters to be forwarded if
any came for me after [ left my Thorpe Ambrose ladging,

“Om inauiry a letter was produced for ‘Miss Gwilt, Tt was in
Mother Oldershaw's handwriting, and it told me (as ] had sup-
posed} that the doctor had got into a serious difficulty — that
she was herself most unfortunately mixed up in the matter,
and that they were both in hiding for the present. The letter
ended with some sufficiently venomous sentences about my
conduct at Thorpe Ambrose, and with a warning that I have
not heard the last of Mrs, Oldershaw vet. It relieved me to find
her writing in this way — for she would have been civil and
cringing if she had had any suspicion of what T have really
got in view. | burned the letter as soon as the candles came
up. And there, for the present, is an end of the connection be-
tween Mother Jezebel and me. I must do all my own dirty work
now; and 1 shall be all the safer, perhaps, for trusting nobody’s
hands to do it but my own,”

“Tuly 31st, — More useful information for me, T met Mid-
winter again in the Park {on the pretext that my reputation
might suffer if he called too often at my lodgings), and heard
the last news of Armadale since I left the hotel yesterday.

“After he had written to Miss Milroy, Midwinter took the
opportunity of speaking to him about the necessary business
arrangements during his absence from the great house, It was
decided that the servants should be put on board wages, and
that Mr, Bashwood should be left in charge, {Somehow, 1 don't
like this re-appearance of Mr, Bashwood in connection with
my present interests, but there is no help for it) The next
question — the question of money — was settled at once by
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Mr, Armadale himself All his available ready-money {a large
sum’} is to be lodged by Mr. Bashwood in Coutts's Bank, and to
be there deposited in Armadale’s name. This, he said, would
save him the worry of any further letter-writing to his stew-
ard, and would enable him to get what he wanted, when he
went abroad, at a moment's notice. The plan thus proposed,
being certainly the simplest and the safest, was adopted with
Midwinter's full concurrence; and here the business discus-
ston would have ended, if the everlasting Mr. Bashwood had
not turned up again in the conversation, and prolonged it in
an entirely new direction,

“On reflection, it seems to have struclk Midwinter that the
whole responsibility at Thorpe Ambrose ought not to rest on
Mr. Bashwood's shoulders. Without in the least distrusting
him, Midwinter felt, nevertheless, that he ought to have some-
body set over him, to apply to in case of emergency. Armadale
made no objection to this; he only asked, in his helpless way,
who the person was to be?

“The answer was not an easy one to arrive at.

“Either of the two solicitors at Thorpe Ambrose might have
been employed, but Armadale was on bad terms with both of
them. Any reconciliation with such a bitter enemy as the elder
laviyer, Mr, Darch, was out of the question; and reinstating Mr.
Pedgift in his former position implied a tacit sanction on Ar-
madale's part of the lawyer's abominable conduct toward me,
which was scarcely consistent with the respect and regard that
lie felt for a lady who was soon to be his friend's wife, After some
further discussion, Midwinter hit on a new suggestion which
appeared to meet the difficulty. He proposed that Armadale
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should write to a respectable solicitor at Norwich, stating his
position in general terms, and requesting that gentleman to
act as Mr, Bashwood's adviser and superintendent when oc-
casion required, Norwich being within an easy railway ride of
Thorpe Ambrose, Armadale saw no objection to the proposal,
and promised to write to the Norwich lawyer, Fearing that he
might make some mistake if he wrote without assistance, Mid-
winter had drawn him out a draft of the necessary letter, and
Armadale was now engaged in copying the draft, and also in
writing to Mr, Bashwood to lodge the money immediately in
Coutts's Banl.

“These details are so dry and uninteresting in themselves
that 1 hesitated at Hrst about putting them down in my di-
ary. But a little reflection has convineed me that they are too
important to be passed over, Looked at from my point of view,
they mean this — that Armadale’s own act is now cutting him
off from all communication with Thorpe Ambrose, even by
letter. He is ar good as dead already to evervbody be leaves be-
hirrd bim, The causes which have led to such a result as that are
causes which certainly claim the best place [ can give them in
these pages.”

“August 1st. — Mothing to record, but that T have had a
long, quiet, happy day with Midwinter, He hired a carriage,
and we drove to Richmond, and dined there, After to-day's ex-
perience, it is impossible to deceive myself any longer, Come
what may of it, T love him,

“Thave fallen into low spirits since he left me, A persuasion
has taken possession of my mind that the smooth and pros-
perous course of my affairs since 1 have been in London is too
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smooth and prosperous to last, There is something oppressing
me to-night, which is more than the oppression of the heavy
London air”

“August 2 = Three o'clock, = My presentiments, like oth-
er people’s, have deceived me often enough; but T am almost
afraid that my presentiment of last night was veally prophetic,
for once in a way.

“I went after breakfast to a milliner's in this neighborhood
to order a few cheap summer things, and thence to Midwin-
ter's hotel to arrange with him for another day in the country.
[ drove to the milliner’s and to the hotel, and part of the way
back. Then, feeling disgusted with the horrid close smell of the
cab (somebody had been smoking in it, | suppose), | got out to
wall the rest of the way, Belfore | had been two minutes on my
feet, | discovered that 1 was being followed by a strange man,

“This may mean nothing but that an idle fellow has been
struck by my Hgure, and my appearance generally. My face
could have made no impression on him, for it was hidden as
usual by my veil. Whether he followed me (in a cab, of course)
from the milliner's, or from the hotel, I cannot say. Nor am 1
quite certain whether he did or did not track me to this door. 1
only know that [ lost sight of him before [ got back There s no
Lelp for it but to wait till events enlighten me. If there is any-
thing serious in what has happened, I shall soon discover it.”

“Five o'clock. — [t is serious, Ten minutes since, | was in my
bedroom, which communicates with the sitting-room. 1 was
just coming out, when | heard a strange voice on the landing
outside — a woman's voice, The next instant the sitting-room
door was suddenly opened; the woman's voice said, *Are these
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the apartments you have got to let? and though the landla-
dy, behind her, answered, No! higher up, ma'am,’ the woman
came on straight to my bedroom, as if she had not heard, I had
just time to slam the door in her face before she saw me. The
necessary explanations and apologies followed between the
landlady and the stranger i the sitting-room, and then I was
left alone again,

“T have no time to write more, It is plain that somebody has
an interest in trying to identify me, and that, but for my own
quickness, the strange woman would have accomplished this
obiject by taking me by surprise, She and the man wheo followed
me in the street are, I suspect, in league together; and there is
probably somebody in the background whose interests they
are serving, Is Mother Oldershaw attacking me in the dark? or
who else can it be? No matter who it is; my present situation is
too critical to be trifled with. I must get away from this house
to-night, and leave no trace behind me by which I can be fol-
lowed to another place”

“August 3d, — Gary Street, Tottenham Court Road. — 1 got
away last night (after writing an excuse to Midwinter, in which
‘my invalid mother' figured as the allsufficient cause of my
disappearance); and 1 have found refuge here. It has cost me
some money; but my object 1= attained! Nobody can possibly
have traced me from All Saints” Terrace to this address,

“After paying my landlady the necessary forfeit for leaving
her without netice, I arranged with her son that he should
take my boxes in a cab to the cloak-room at the nearest ratlway
station, and send me the ticket in a letter, to wait my applica-
tion for it at the post-office. While he went his way in one cab,
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[ went mine in another, with a few things for the night in my
little hand-bag,

“I drove straight to the milliner's shop, which [ had ob-
served, when [ was there yesterday, had a back entrance into
a mews, for the apprentices to go in and out by, | went in at
once, leaving the cab waiting for me at the door. A man is fol-
lowing me,' | said, “and [ want to get rid of him. Here is my cab
fare; wait ten minutes before you give it to the driver, and let
me out at once by the back way! ln a moment | was out in the
mews; in another, | was in the next street; in a thivd, I hailed a
passing omnibus, and was a free woman again.

“Having now cut off all communication between me and
ny last lodgings, the next precaution (in case Midwinter or Ar-
madale are watched} is to cut off all communication, for some
days to come at least, between me and the hotel. T have written
to Midwinter — making my supposititious mother once more
the excuse — to say that 1 am tied to my nursing duties, and
that we must communicate by writing only for the present.
Doubtful as [ still am of who my hidden enemy really is, [ can
do ne more to defend myself than [ have done now.”

“August 4th, — The two friends at the hotel had both writ-
ten to me, Midwinter expresses his regret at our separation,
in the tenderest terms. Armadale writes an entreaty for help
under very awlward circumstances. A letter from Major Mil-
roy has been forwarded to him from the great house, and he
incloses it in his letter to me.

“Having left the seaside, and placed his daughter safely at
the school originally chosen for her {in the neighborhood of
Ely), the major appears to have returned to Thorpe Ambrose at
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the close of last week; to have heard then, for the first time, the
reports about Armadale and me; and to have written instantly
to Armadale to tell him so.

“The letter is stern and short. Major Milroy dismisses the
report as unworthy of credit, because it is impossible for him to
believe in such an act of ‘cold-blooded treachery,” as the scan-
dal would imply, if the scandal were true. He simply writes to
warn Armadale that, if he is not more careful in his actions
for the future, he must resign all pretensions to Miss Milroy's
hand, ‘T neither expect, nor wish for, an answer to this' {the let-
ter ends), ‘for I desire to receive no mere protestations in words,
By vour conduct, and by your conduct alone, 1 shall judge you
as time goes on, Let me also add that T positively forbid you to
consider this letter as an excuse for vielating the terms agreed
on between us, by writing again to my daughter, You have no
need to ustify yourself in her eyes, for I fortunately removed
her from Thorpe Ambrose before this abominable report had
time to reach her; and I shall take good care, for her sake, that
she is not agitated and unsettled by hearing it where she is
now.,’

“Armadale’s petition to me, under these circumstances, en-
treats {as [ am the innocent cause of the new attack on his
character) that I will write to the major to absolve him of all
indiscretion in the matter, and to say that he could not, in com-
mon politeness, do otherwise than accompany me to London,

"I forgive the impudence of his request, in consideration of
the news that he sends me It is certainly another circumstance
in my favor that the scandal at Thorpe Ambrose is not to be
allowed to reach Miss Milroy's ears, With her temper (if she
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did hear it) she might do something desperate in the way of
claiming her lover, and might compromise me seriously. As for
my own course with Armadale, it is easy enough. | shall quiet
him by promising to write to Major Milroy; and [ shall take the
liberty, in my own private interests, of not keeping my word,

“Nothing in the least suspicious has happened to-day. Who-
ever my enemies are, they have lost me, and between this and
the tme when | leave England they shall not find me again,
[ have been to the post-office, and have got the ticket for my
lugeage, inclosed to me in a letter from All Saints’ Terrace, as |
directed. The luggage itself I shall still leave at the cloak-room,
until I see the way before me more clearly than [ see it now.”

“August Sth. — Two letters again from the hotel. Midwin-
ter writes to remind me, in the prettiest possible manner, that
e will have lived long enough in the parish by to-morrow to
be able to get our marriage-license, and that he proposes ap-
plying for it in the usual way at Doctors” Commons. Now, if |
am ever to say it, is the time to say Mo, 1 can't say No, There is
the plain truth — and there is an end of 1!

“Armadale’s letter is a lerrer of farewell. He thanks me for
my kindness in consenting to write to the major, and bids me
good-by, tll we meet again at Maples He has learned from his
friend that there are private reasons which will oblige him to
forbid himself the 11[:::1_“11': of being present at our marriage.
Under these circumstances, there is nothing to keep him in
London. He has made all his business arrangements; he goes
to Somersetshire by to-night's train; and, alter staying some
time with Mr. Brock, he will sail for the Mediterranean from
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the Bristol Channel {in spite of Midwinter's objections) in his
own yr—ti:}l.i.

“The letter incloses a jeweler’s box, with a ring in it — Ar-
madale’s present to me on my marriage. [tisaruby — but rather
a small one, and set in the worst possible taste. He would have
given Mizs Milroy a ring worth ten times the money, if it had
been ber marriage present. There is no more hateful creature,
in my opinion, than a miserly young man. | wonder whether
his trempery little yacht will drown him?

“l am so excited and luttered, 1 hardly know what 1 am
writing, Mot that 1 shrink from what is coming — [ only feel as
if' I was being hurried on faster than | quite like to go. At this
rate, if nothing happens, Midwinter will have married me by
the end of the weel, And then =1

“August 6th, — I anything could startle me now, I should
feel startled by the news that has reached me to-day,

"Om his return to the hotel this morning, after getting the
marriage-license, Midwinter found a telegram waiting for him,
[t contained an urgent message from Armadale, snnouncing
that Mr. Brocl had had a relapse, and that all hope of his re-
covery was pronounced by the doctors to be at an end, By the
dying man's own desire, Midwinter was summoned to take
leave of him, and was entreated by Armadale not to lose a mo-
ment in starting for the rectory by the frst traim.

“The hurried letter which tells me this tells me also that,
by the time 1 receive it, Midwinter will be on his way to the
West. He promises to write at greater length, after he has seen
Mr., Brock, by to-night's post,
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“This news has an interest for me, which Midwinter Little
suspects. There is but one human creature, besides myself, who
knows the secret of his birth and his name; and that one is the
old man who now lies waiting for him at the point of death.
What will they say to each other at the last moment? Will
some chanee word take them back to the time when 1 was in
Mrs. Armadale's service at Madeira? Will they spealk of Me?”

“August Teh, — The promised letter has just reached me.
Na parting words have been exchanged between them: it was
all over before Midwinter reached Somersetshire. Armadale
met him at the rectory gate with the news that Mr. Brock was
dead.

"I try to struggle against it, but, coming alter the strange
complication of circumstances that has been closing round me
for weeks past, there is something in this latest event of all
that shakes my nerves, But one last chance of detection stood
in my way when [ opened my diary yesterday, When 1 open it
to-day, that chance is removed by My, Brock’s death. [t means
something T wish [ onew what,

“The funeral iz to be on Saturday morning, Midwinter will
attend it as well as Armadale, But he proposes returning to
London first; and he writes word that he will call to-night, in
the hope of seeing me, on his way from the station to the hotel.
Even if there was any risk in it | should see him, as things are
now. But there is no risk if he comes here from the station in-
stead of coming from the hotel”

“Five o'clock. — [ was not mistaken in believing that my
nerves were all unstrung, Trifles that would not have cost me
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a second thought at other times weigh heavily on my mind
now.

“Two hours since, in despair of knowing how to get through
the day, 1 bethought myself of the milliner whe is making my
summer dress, | had intended to go and try it on yesterday;
but it slipped out of my memory in the excitement of hearing
about Mr, Brock, So T went this afterncon, eager to do anything
that might help me to get rid of myself. 1 have returned, feel-
ing more uneasy and more depressed than 1 felt when 1 went
out; for T have come back fearing that I may yet have reason to
repent not having left my unfinished dress on the milliner’s
hands.

“Nothing happened to me, this Hme, in the street. It was
only in the trying-on room that my suspicions were roused;
and there it certainly did cross my mind that the attempt to
discover me, which T defeated at All Saints” Terrace, was not
given up yet, and that some of the shop-women had been tam-
pered with, if not the mistress herself,

“Can 1 give myself anything in the shape of a reason for
this impression? Let me think a little,

“T certainly noticed two things which were out of the ordi-
nary routine, under the circumstances, In the first place, there
were twice as many women as were needed in the trying-on
room, This looked suspicious; and yet T might have accounted
for it in more ways than one. Is it not the slack time now? and
don't 1 know by experience that Tam the sort of woman about
whom other women are always spitefully curtous? I thought
again, in the second place, that one of the assistants persisted
rather oddly in keeping me turned in a particular direction,
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with my face toward the glazed and curtained door that led
into the work-room, But, after all, she gave a reason when [
asked for it. She said the light fell better on me that way; and,
when 1 looked round, there was the window to prove her right
Still, these trifles produced such an effect on me, at the time,
that | purposely found fault with the dress, so as to have an
excuse [or trying it on again, befove [ told them where [ lived,
and had it sent home. Pure fancy, | dare say. Pure fancy, per-
haps, at the present moment. 1 don't care; | shall act on instinet
{as they say), and give up the dress. In plainer words still, 1
won't go back.”

“Midnight, — Midwinter came to see me as he promised, An
hour has passed since we said good-night; and here [ still sit,
with my pen in my hand, thinking of him. No words of mine
can describe what has passed between us, The end of it is all I
can write in these pages; and the end of it is that he has shaken
my reselution. For the Hrst time since | saw the easy way to
Armadale's life at Thorpe Ambrose, I feel as if the man whom
[ have doomed in my own thoughts had a chance of escaping
me.

“Is it my love for Midwinter that has altered me? Or is it bis
lowve for s that has taken possession not only of all 1 wish to
give him, but of all [ wish to keep from him as well? [ feel as if 1
had lost myself — lost myself, | mean, in Aim — all through the
evening He was in great agitation about what had happened
in Somersetshire; and he made me feel as disheartened and as
wretched about it as he did. Though he never confessed it in
waords, [ know that Mr. Brock’s death has startled him as an ill
omen for our marriage — 1 know it, because 1 feel Mr, Brock’s

319



WILKIE COLLINS

death as an ill omen too. The superstition — his superstition —
took so strong a hold on me, that when we grew calmer and he
spoke of time frture — when he told me that he must either
break his engagement with his new employers or go abroad,
as he is pledged to go, on Monday next — T actually shrank
at the thought of our marriage following close on Mr, Brock’s
funeral; T actually said to him, in the impulse of the moment,
'Go, and begin your new life alone! go, and leave me here to
wait for happier times,

“He took me in his arms, He sighed, and kissed me with
an angelic tenderness. He said — oh, so softly and so sadly! — 1
have no life now, apart from you' As those words passed his
lips, the thought seemed to rise in my mind like an echo, Why
not live out all the days that are left to me, happy and harm-
less in a love like this I can't explain it — I can't realize it. That
was the thought in me at the time; and that is the thought in
me still 1 see my own hand while T write the words — and Task
myself whether it is really the hand of Lydia Gwilt!

“Armadale —

Mol T will never write. T will never think of Armadale
again,

“Ves! Let me write once more — let me think ence more of
him, because it quiets me to know that he is going away, and
that the sea will have parted ws before T am married. His old
home is home to him neo longer, now that the loss of his moth-
er has been followed by the loss of his best and earliest friend,
When the funeral is over, he has decided to sail the same day
for the foreign seas. We may, or we may not, meet at Naples,
Shall T be an altered woman if we do? T wonder; I wonder!”
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“August Bth. — A line from Midwinter. He has gone back
to Somersetshire to be in readiness for the funeral to-morrow;
and he will return here (alter bidding Armadale good-by) to-
MOTTew evening.

“The last forms and ceremonies preliminary to our mar-
riage have been complied with. | am to be his wife on Monday
next. The hour must not be later than half-past ten — which
will give us just time, when the service is over, to get from the
chiurch door to the railway, and to start on our journey to Na-
ples the same day.

“To-day — Saturday — Sunday! | am not afraid of the time;
the time will pass. | am not alraid of myself, if | can only keep
all thoughts but one out of my mind. | love him! Day and
night, till Monday comes, | will think of nothing but that. I
love him!”

“Four o'clock. — Other thoughts are forced into my mind in
spite of me. My suspicions of yesterday were no mere fancies;
the milliner has been tampered with, My folly in going back
to her house has led to my being traced here, T am absolutely
certain that [ never gave the woman my address; and yet my
new gown was sent home to me at two o'clock to-day!

“A man brought it with the bill, and a civil message, to
say that, as I had not called at the appointed time to try it on
again, the dress had been finished and sent to me, He caught
me in the passage; | had no cheice but to pay the bill, and dis-
miss him. Any other proceeding, as events have now turned
out, would have been pure folly, The messenger {not the man
who followed me in the street, but another spy sent to look at
me, beyond all doubt) would have declared he knew nothing
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about it, if T had spoken to him, The milliner would tell me to
my face, if 1 went to her, that [ had given her my address, The
one useful thing to do now is to set my wits to work in the in-
terests of my own security, and to step out of the false position
in which my own rashness has placed me — if 1 can,”

“Seven o'clock, — My spirits have risen again. I believe Tam
in a fair way of extricating myself already,

“T have just come back from a long round in a cab, First, to
the cloak-room of the Great Western, to get the luggage which
[ sent there from All Saints’ Terrace. Next, to the cloak-room
of the Southeastern, to leave my luggage (labeled in Midwin-
ter's name), to wait for me tll the starting of the tidal train
on Monday, Next, to the General Post-oflice, to post a letter
to Midwinter at the rectory, which he will receive to-morrow
morning Lastly, back again to this house — from which T shall
move no more till Monday comes.

“My letter to Midwinter will, | have little doubt, lead to his
seconding {quite innocently) the precautions that I am taking
for my own safety. The shortness of the time at our disposal
on Monday will oblige him to pay his bill at the hotel and to
remove his luggage before the marriage ceremony takes place,
All T ask him to do beyond this is to take the luggzage himself
to the Southeastern (so as to make any inquiries useless which
may address themselves to the servants at the hotel) — and,
that done, to meet me at the church door, instead of calling
for me here, The rest concerns nobody but myself. When Sun-
day night or Monday morning comes, it will be hard, indeed —
freed as T am now from all incumbrances — if [ can't give the
people who are watching me the slip for the second time,

322



ARMADALE 111

“It seems needless enough to have written to Midwinter
to-day, when he is coming back to me to-morrow night. But it
was impossible to ask, what [ have been obliged to ask of him,
without making my false family dreumstances once more the
excuse; and having this to do = T must own the truth — T wrote
to him because, alfter what [ suffered on the last occasion, [ can
never again deceive him to his face”

“August Fth, — Two o'clock, = | rose early this morning,
more depressed in spirits than usual. The re-beginning of one's
life, at the re-beginning of every day, has already been some-
thing weary and hopeless to me lor years past. | dreamed, too,
all through the night — not of Midwinter and of my married
life, as | had hoped to dream — but of the wretched conspiracy
to discover me, by which I have been driven from one place
to another, like a hunted animal. Nothing in the shape of a
new revelation enlightened me in my sleep. All T could guess
dreaming was what [ had guessed waking, that Mother Older-
shaw is the enemy who is attacking me in the dark.

"My restless night has, however, produced one satisfactory
result. It has led to my winning the good graces of the servant
here, and securing all the assistance she can give me when the
time comes for making my escape.

“The girl noticed this morning that | looked pale and anx-
ious, | took her into my confidence, to the extent of telling
her that [ was privately engaged to be married, and that [ had
enemies who were trying to part me from ny sweetheart. This
instantly roused her sympathy, and a present of a ten-shilling
piece for her kind services to me did the rest. In the intervals of
her housework she has been with me nearly the whele morn-
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ing and I found out, among other things, that fer sweetheart
is a private soldier in the Guards, and that she expects to see
him to-morrow, I have got money enough left, little as it is, to
turn the head of any Private in the British army; and, if the
person appointed to watch me to-morrow is a man, | think it
just possible that he may find his attention disagreeably di-
verted from Miss Gwilt in the course of the evening,

“When Midwinter came here last from the railway, he came
at half-past eight. How am 1 to get through the weary, weary
hours between this and the evening? 1 think I shall darken my
bedroom, and drink the blessing of oblivion from my bottle of
Drops.”

“Eleven o'clock, — We have parted for the last time before
the day comes that makes us man and wife,

“He has left me, as he left me before, with an absorbing
subject of interest to think of in his absence, I noticed a change
in him the moment he entered the room. When he told me of
the funeral, and of his parting with Armadale on board the
yacht, though he spoke with feelings deeply moved, he spoke
with a mastery over himself which is new to me in my experi-
ence of him. It was the same when our talk turned next on
our own hopes and prospects, He was plainly disappointed
when he found that my family embarrassments would prevent
our meeting to-morrow, and plainly uneasy at the prospect of
leaving me to find my way by myself on Monday to the church,
But there was a certain hopefulness and composure of manner
underlying it all, which produced so strong an impression on
me that T was obliged to notice it,
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“"You know what odd Gincies take possession of me some-
times,” | said, ‘Shall 1 tell you the fancy that has taken posses-
ston of me now? | can't help thinking that something has hap-
pened since we last saw each other which you have not told
me yet.

“Something bas happened, he answered. ‘And it is some-
thing which you ought to know!

“With those words he took cut his pocket-book, and pro-
duced two written papers from it. One he looked at and put
back. The other he placed on the table.

“Before | tell vou what this is, and how it came into my pos-
session,’ he said, 1 must own something that | have concealed
from youw, It is no more serious confession than the conlession
of my own weakness.

"He then acknowledged to me that the renewal of his
friendship with Armadale had been clouded, through the
whole period of their intercourse in London, by his own su-
perstitious misgivings, He had obeyed the summeons which
called him to the rector's bedside, with the frm intention of
confiding his previsions of coming trouble to Mr, Brocl; and he
had been doubly confirmed in his superstition when he found
that Death had entered the house before him, and had parted
them, in this world, forever. More than this, he had traveled
back to be present at the funeral, with a secret sense of relief at
the prospect of being parted from Armadale, and with a secret
resolution to make the after-meeting agreed on between us
three at Naples a meeting that should never take place. With
that purpose in his heart, he had gone up alone to the room
prepared for him on his arrival at the rectory, and had opened
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a letter which he found waiting for him on the table, The let-
ter had only that day been discovered — dropped and lost —
under the bed on which My, Brock had died. It was in the rec-
tor's handwriting throughout; and the person to whom it was
addressed was Midwinter himself

“Having told me this, nearly in the words in which T have
written it, he gave me the written paper that lay on the table
between us,

“Read it," he said; ‘and you will not need to be told that my
mind is at peace again, and that T took Allan's hand at parting
with a heart that was worthier of Allan's love!

“Iread the letter, There was no superstition to be conquered
in sy mind; there were no old feelings of gratitude toward Ar-
madale to be roused in my heart; and yet, the effect which the
letter had had on Midwinter was, I firmly believe, more than
matched by the effect that the letter now produced on me,

“It was vain to ask him to leave it, and to let me read it
again {as I wished) when I was left by myself He is determined
to keep it side by side with that other paper which 1 had seen
him take out of his pocket-book, and which contains the writ-
ten narrative of Armadale’s Dream. All T could do was to ask
his leave to copy it and this he granted readily. 1 wrote the
copy in his presence; and [ now place it here in my diary, to
mark a day which is one of the memorable days in my life.

“Boscombe Rectory, Augiest 2d,

“MY DEAR MIDWINTER — For the first time since the
begtnndng of my illness, T found strength encugh yesterday
to look over muy letters, One among them is a letter from Al-
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lane, which bas been lying wnopened oreny table for ten davs
past, He writes to me in great distress, to say that there bas
been dissension between you, and that you bave left bim. If
you still remember what passed between ws, when you first
opened your beart to me in the Isle of Man, you will be af
no lass to understand bow [ have thowght over this niser-
alle news, through the night that bas now passed, and you
will rtot be swrprised to bear that | have roused myself this
maorning to make the effort of writing to you,

“Iwant no explanation of the circumstances which
bave parted you from your friend. If my estimate of your
character is not founded on an entive delusion, the one in-
Hueerice which can bave led to your estrangenent from Al-
lan is the fluence of that evil spivit of Superstition which
Ihave once already cast out of your beart — which Twill
onice again conguer, please God. if [ bave strength enough
to ke my pen speak my mind to you in this letter,

“Itis no part of my design to combat the belief which |
kriow you fo bold, that mortal creatures may be the objects
of supernatural intervention in thelr pilgrimage through
this world, Speaking as a reasonalle man, I own that | can-
not prove you fo be wrong, Speaking as a believer in the
Bille, I am bovnd to go further, and to admit that you pos-
sess i Mgher than any human warrant for the faith that is
i you. The one olject which | bave it at beart to attain is
to induce you to free vourself from the paralyzing fatalism
of the beatben and the savage, and fo look at the imysterics
that perplex, and the portents that dant you, from the
Christian’s point of view, [f I can suecceed e this, T shall
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clear your mind of the ghastly dowlts that now oppress i,
and I shall rewite you to your friend, never fo be parted
From him again.

“I bave no means of seefng and guestioning you, I can
anly send this letter to Allan fo be forwarded, if be knows, or
can discover, your present address, Placed in this position
toward you, [ am bownd to assiome all that can be asaomed
in your favor. Twill take it for granted that sometbing bas
bappened to you or to Allan which fo your mind has not
only corfirmed the fatalist conviction in which your fa-
ther died, bt bas added a new and terrible meaning to the
warning whick be sent you in bis death-bed letter,

“On this common growmnd | meet you. On this common
ground [ appeal to your bigher nature and your befter
SERSE,

“Preserve your present comviction that the events
which bave bappened (be they what they may) are not fo
be reconciled with ordinary mortal colncidences and ordr-
nary mortal laws; and view your own position by the best
and clearest fght that your superstifion can throw on i,
What are you? You are a helpless instriment i the bands
of Fate, You are doomed, beyond all buman capacity of
resisfance, to bring misery and destruction Hindfold on a
man to whom you bave harmlessly and gratefully wunited
yourself in the bonds of a brother's love, Al that is morally

Frmest in your will and morally puvest in your aspirations
avails nothing against the bereditary impudsion of you to-
ward evil, caised by a crime which your father committed
before youwere born. In what docs that belicfend? It ends
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it the darkress in whick you are now lost; in the selfocon-
tradictions tnwhich you are now bewildered, in the stub-
born despair Iy which @ man profanes by own soud, and
lowers bimself to the level of the brutes that perish.

“Look wp, my poor suffering brother — look wp, my
bardly tried, my well-loved friend, bigher than this! Meet
the dowdts that now assail you from the Hessed vantage-
ground of Christian courage and Christian bope; and your
beart will furn again to Allan, and your mind will be at
peace. Happen what may, God is all-mercifid, God i5 all-
wise: ratural or supernatural, it happens through Him.,
The mystery of Bvil that perplexes owr feelle minds, the
sorrow and the suffering that torture ws in this little life,
leave the one great fruth wnshaken that the desting of man
is i the hands of bis Creator, and that God's Hessed Son
died to make ws worthier off it. Nothing that is done in wn-
questioning submission to the wisdom of the Almighty i
done wrong, No evil exists out of which, in obedience fo
bis laws, Good may not come. Be true to what Christ tells
you is frue. Bncourage in yourself, be the ciraumstances
what they may, all that &5 loving, all that is gratefied, all
that s patient, all that is forgiving, toward your fellow-
men, And bonBly and trustfully leave the rest to the God
whe made you, and fo the Saviowr who loved you better
than bis own life,

“This is the faith in which | bave lived, by the Divine
belp and mercy, from my youth wpward, I ask you ear-
nestly, [ ask you confidently, fo make i your faith, too. It is
the mainspring of all the good | have ever done, of all the
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bappiness | bave ever knowsy it Gebtens my darfness, if
sustaines wry hope; it comforts and quiets me, lying bere, to
live or dic, | know not which, Let it sustain, comfort, and
entlizhten you, 1twill belp you in povr sorest need, as i bas
belped me in mine, It will show you another purpose in the
events which trowghit yor and Allan together than the pur-
posewhich yonr guilty father foresaw. Strange things, I do
not deny it, have bappened fo you already. Stranger things
sl mmay bappen before long, which may not live to see.
Remember, if that time comes, that | died firmly disbelieving
in your ifleerce over Allan being other than an influence
for good. The great sacrifice of the Atonement — [ say it
reverently — has its mortal reflections, even in this world,
If danger ever threatens Allan, you, whose father took his
father's life — YOU, and no other, may be the man whom
the providence of God bas appointed to save bim,

“Corne to me i ive, Go back to the friend who Toves
you, whether [ live or die,

“Yours affectionately o the last,

“DECIMUS BROCK”

“You, and no other, may be the man whom the providence
of God has appointed to save him!

“Thase are the words which have shaken me to the soul
Those are the words which make me Feel as if the dead man
had left his grave, and had put his hand on the place in my
heart where my terrible secret lies hidden from every living
creature but myself One part of the letter has come true al-
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ready. The danger that it foresees threatens Armadale at this
moment — and threatens him from Me!

“If the F.worin}; circumstances which have driven me thus
far drive me on to the end, and il that old man's last earthly
conviction is prophetic of the truth, Armadale will escape me,
do what 1 may. And Midwinter will be the victim who is sacri-
ficed to save his life

“It is horrible! it is impossible! it shall never be! At the
thinking of it ealy, my hand trembles and wy heart sinks [
bless the trembling that unnerves me! [ bless the sinling that
turns me Fint [ bless those wards in the letter which have
revived the relenting thoughts that first came to me two days
singe! Is it hard, now that events are taking me, smoothly and
safely, nearer and nearer to the End — is it hard to conguer
the temptation to go on? Mo! If there is only a chance of harm
coming to Midwinter, the dread of that chance 15 enough to
decide me = enough to strengthen me o conguer the temp-
tation, for his sake. | have never loved him yet, never, never,
never as [ love him now!”

“Sunday, August 10th, = The eve of my wedding-day! [ close
and lock this book, never to write in it, never to open it again,

“I have won the great victory; 1 have trampled my own
wickedness under foot. T am innocent; T am happy again, My
love! my angel! when to-morrow gives me to you, [ will not
have a thought in my heart which is not your thought, as well
as mine!”
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CHAPTER XV
THE WEDDING-DAY

The time was nine o'clock in the morning. The place was
a private room in one of the old-fashioned inns which still
remain on the Borough side of the Thames. The date was Mon-
day, the 11th of August. And the person was Mr. Bashwood,
who had traveled to London on a summons from his son, and
had taken up his abode at the inn on the previous day.

He had never yet looked so pitiably old and helpless as he
looked now, The fever and chill of alternating hope and de-
s had dried, and withered, and wasted him, The :mgh.:s ol
his figure had sharpened. The outline of his face had shrunk.
His dress pointed the melancholy change in him with a merci-
less and shocking emphasis. Never, even in his youth, had he
worn such clothes as he wore now. With the desperate resolu-
tion to leave no chance untried of producing an impression
on Miss Gwilt, he had cast aside his dreary black garments; he
had even mustered the courage to wear his blue satin cravat.
His coat was a riding-coat of light gray. He had ovdeved it, with
a vindictive subtlety of purpose, to be made on the pattern of
a coat that he had seen Allan wear, His waistcoat was white;
his trousers were of the gayest summer pattern, in the largest
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check. His wig was oiled and scented, and brushed round, on
either side, to hide the wrinkles on his temples. He was an ob-
ject to langh at; he was an object to weep over. His enemies, if a
creature so wretched could have had enemies, would have for-
given him, on seeing him in his new dress, His friends — had
any of his friends been left = would have been less distressed
if they had looked at him in his coffin than if they had looked
at him as he was now. [neessantly restless, he paced the room
from end to end. Mow he looked at his watch; now he looked
aut of the wind::w; now he looked at the well-Furnished break-
fast-table — always with the same wistful, uneasy inguiry in
his eyes, The waiter coming in, with the urn of boiling water,
was addressed for the fifiieth time in the one form of words
which the miserable creature seemed to be capable of uttering
that morning: “My son is coming to breakfast, My son is very
particular, T want everything of the best — hot things and cold
things — and tea and coffee — and all the rest of it, waiter; all
the rest of it”" For the fiftieth time, he now reiterated those
amxions words, For the fiffieth time, the impenetrable waiter
hiad just returned his one pacifying answer, “All right, sir; you
may leave it to me” — when the sound of leisurely footsteps
was heard on the stairs; the door opened; and the long-expect-
ed son sauntered indolently into the room, with a neat little
black leather bag in his hand.

“Well done. old gentleman!” said Bashwood the younger,
surveying his father's dress with a smile of sardonic encour-
agement. “You're ready to be married to Miss Gwilt at a mo-
ment’s notice!”
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The father took the son’s hand, and tried to echo the son’s
laugh,

“Vou have such good spirits, Jemmy,” he said, using the
name in its familiar form, as he had been accustomed to use it
in happier days, "You always had good spirits, my dear, from
a child. Come and sit down; I've ordered you a nice breakfast,
Everything of the best! everything of the best! What a relief it
is to see you! Oh, dear, dear, what a relief it is to see you,” He
stopped and sat down at the table, his face flushed with the
effort to control the impatience that was devouring him, “Tell
me about her!” he burst out, giving up the effort with a sud-
den self-abandonment. “T shall die, Jemmy, if T wait for it any
longer, Tell me! tell me! tell me!”

“Ome thing at a time,” said Bashwood the younger, perfect-
ly unmaoved by his father's impatience, "We'll try the breakfast
first, and come to the lady afterward! Gently does it, old gentle-
man — gently does it!”

He put his leather bag on a chair, and sat down opposite to
his father, composed, and smiling, and humming a little tune,

Mo ordinary observation, applying the ordinary rules of
analysis, would have detected the character of Bashwood the
younger in his face. His youthful look, aided by his light hair
and his plump beardless cheeks, his easy manner and his ev-
er-ready smile, his eyes which met unshrinkingly the eyes of
every one whom he addressed, all combined to make the im-
pression of him a favorable impression in the general mind,
Nao eye for reading character, but such an eye as belongs to
one person, perhaps, in ten thousand, could have penetrated
the smoothly deceptive surface of this man, and have seen him
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for what he really was — the vile creature whom the viler need
of Society has fashioned for its own use. There he sat — the
Conlidential Spy of modern times, whose business is steadily
enlarging, whose Private Inquiry Offices are steadily on the in-
crease. There he sat — the necessary Detective attendant on
the progress of our national civilization; a man who was, in
this instance at least, the legitimate and intelligible product
of the vocation that employed him; a man professionally ready
on the merest suspicion (if the merest suspicion paid him) to
get under our beds, and to look through gimlet-holes in our
doors; a man who would have been useless to his employers il
he could have felt a touch of human sympathy in his father's
presence; and who would have deservedly forfeited his situa-
tion if, under any circumstances whatever, he had been per-
sonally accessible to a sense of pity or a sense of shame,

“Gently does it, old gentleman,” he vepeated, lifting the
covers from the dishes, and looking under them one after the
other all round the table. "Gently does it!”

“Don't be angry with me, Jemmy,” pleaded his father. “Try,
if you can, to think how anxious [ must be. [ got your letter so
long ago as vesterday morning, | have had to travel all the way
from Thorpe Ambrose — 1 have had to get through the dread-
ful long evening and the dreadful long night — with your let-
ter telling me that vou had found out who she is, and telling
me nothing more, Suspense is very hard to bear, Jemmy, when
you come to my age. What was it prevented vou, my dear, from
coming to me when [ got here vesterday evening?”

“A little dinner at Richmond,” said Bashwood the younger,
“Give me some tea.”

335



WILKIE COLLINS

Mr. Bashwood tried to comply with the request; but the
hand with which he lifted the teapot trembled so unmanage-
ably that the tea missed the cup and streamed out on the cloth,
“I'm very sorry; [ can't help trembling when I'm anxious,” said
the old man, as his son tock the tea-pot out of his hand, “I'm
afraid you bear me malice, Jemmy, for what happened when
[ was [ast in town. I own | was obstinate and unreasonable
about going back to Thorpe Ambrose. I'm more sensible now,
You were quite right in taking it all on yourself, as soon as 1
showed you the veiled lady when we saw her come out of the
hotel; and you were quite right to send me back the same day
to my business in the steward's office at the Great House” He
watched the effect of these concessions on his son, and ven-
tured doubtfully on another entreaty, “If you won't tell me
anything else just yet,” he said, faintly, “will you tell me how
you found her out, Do, Jemmy, do!”

Bashwood the younger looked up from his plate, *T' tell
you that,” he said, “The reckoning up of Miss Gwilt has cost
more money and taken more time than I expected; and the
sooner we come to a settlement about it, the sooner we shall
get to what you want to know.”

Without a word of expostulation, the father laid his dingy
old pocket-book and his purse on the table before the son
Bashwood the younger looked into the purse; observed, with a
contemptuous elevation of the eyebrows, that it held no more
than a sovereign and some silver; and returned it intact, The
pocket-book, on being opened next, proved to contain four
five-pound notes. Bashwood the younger transferred three of
the notes to his own keeping and handed the pocket-book
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back to his fther, with a bow expressive of mock gratitude
and sarcastic respect.

“A thousand thanks,” he said, "Some of it is for the people
at our office, and the balance is for myselll One of the few stu-
pid things, my dear siv, that [ have done in the course of iy life
was to write you word, when you first consulted me, that you
might have my services gratis, As you see, | hasten to repair the
ervor. An hour or two at odd times [was ready enough to give
you But this business has taken days, and has got in the way of
other jobs. [ told you | couldn't be out of pocket by you = [ put
it in my letter, as plain as words could say it”

“Yes, yes, lemmy. | don't complain, my dear, I don't com-
plain, Never mind the money — tell me how you found her
out.”

“Besides,” pursued Bashwood, the younger, proceeding im-
penetrably with his justification of himself, "I have given you
the benefit of my experience; ['ve done it cheap. It would have
cost double the money if another man had taken this in hand,
Another man would have kept a watch on Mr. Armadale as
well as Miss Gwilt. [ have saved vou that expense, You are cer-
tain that Mr. Armadale is bent on marryving her, Very good. In
that case, while we have our eve on ber, we have, for all useful
purposes, got our eye on hirn Know where the lady is, and you
know that the gentleman can't be far oft”

“Quite true, Jemmy, But how was it Miss Gwilt came to give
you so much trouble!™

“She's a devilish clever woman,” said Bashwood the young-
er; “that’s how it was. She gave us the slip at a milliner’s shop.
We made it all right with the milliner, and speculated on the
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chance of her coming back to try on a gown she had ordered,
The cleverest women lose the use of their wits in nine cases
out of ten where there’s a new dress in the case, and even Miss
Gwilt was rash enough to go back That was all we wanted, One
of the women from our office helped to try on her new gown,
and put her in the right position to be seen by one of our men
behind the door, He instantly suspected who she was, on the
strength of what he had been told of her; for she’s a famous
woman in her way, Of course, we didn't trust to that, We traced
her to her new address; and we got a man from Scotland Yard,
who was certain to know her, if our own man’s idea was the
right one. The man from Scotland Yard turned milliner's lad
for the occasion, and took her gown home, He saw her in the
passage, and identified her in an mstant, You're in luck, [ can
tell you, Miss Gwilt's a public character, If we had had a less
notorious woman to deal with, she might have cost us weeks of
inquiry, and you might have had to pay hundreds of pounds, A
day did it in Miss Gwilt's case; and another day put the whele
story of her life, in black and white, into my hand, There it is at
the present moment, old gentleman, in my black bag”

Bashwood the father made straight for the bag with eager
eyes and outstretched hand, Bashwood the son took a little key
out of his waisteoat pocket, winked, shook his head, and put
the key back again,

“T haven't done breakfast vet,” he said, “Gently does it, my
dear sir — gently does it.”

“Tcan't wait!” cried the old man, struggling vainly to pre-
serve his self-control, "It's past nine! 1t's a fortnight to-day since
she went to London with Mr, Armadale! She may be married to
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him in a fortnight! She may be married to him this morning! [
can't wait! I can't wait!”

“There’s no knowing what you can do &l you try,” rejoined
Bashwood the younger. “Try, and you'll find you can wait.
What has become of your curiosity?” he went on, feeding the
fire ingeniously with a stick at a time. "Wy don't you ask me
what I mean by calling Miss Gwile a public character? Why
don't you wonder how | came to lay my hand on the story of
her life, in black and white? If you'll sit down again, I']] tell
your, If you won't, | shall confine myself to my brealkfast”

Mr. Bashwood sighed heavily, and went back to his chair,

“I wish you were not so fond of your joke, Jemmy,” he said,
"I wish, my dear, you were not quite so fond of your joke.”

“Toke?” repeated his son, “It would be serious enough in
some people’s eves, | can tell you, Miss Guwilt has been tried
for her life; and the papers in that black bag are the lawyer's
instructions for the Defense. Do you call that a joke?”

The father started to his feet, and looked straight across the
table at the son with a smile of exultation that was terrible to
see.

“She's been tried for her life!” he burst out, with a deep
wasp of satisfaction. “She's been tried for her life!” He broke
into a low, prolonged laugh, and snapped his Gngers exulting-
ly. “Aha-ha-ha! Something to frighten Mr, Armadale in thar!”

Scoundrel as he was, the son was daunted by the explosion
of pent-up passion which burst on him in those words,

"Dion't excite yoursell,” he said, with a sullen suppression
of the mocking manner in which he had spoken thus far,
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Mr. Bashwood sat down again, and passed his handkerchief
over his forehead. “No,” he said, nodding and smiling at his
son, ‘Mo, no — no excitement, as you say — [ can wait now,
Jemmy; T can wait now.”

He waited with immovable patience, At intervals, he nod-
ded, and smiled, and whispered to himself, “Something to
frighten Mr, Armadale in that!” But he made no further at-
tempt, by word, look, or action, to hurry his son,

Bashwood the younger finished his breakfast slowly, out of
pure bravado; lit a cigar with the utmost deliberation; looked
at his father, and, seeing him still as immovably patient as ever,
opened the black bag at last, and spread the papers on the ta-
ble.

“How will vou have it¥" he asked, “Long or short? 1 have
got her whole life here. The counsel who defended her at the
trial was instructed to hammer hard at the sympathies of the
jury: he went head over ears into the miseries of her past ca-
reer, and shocked everybody in court in the most workman-
like manner. Shall I take the same line? Do you want to know
all about her, from the time when she was in short frocks and
frilled trousers? or do you prefer getting on at once to her Hrst
appearance as a prisoner in the dock?”

“Twant to know all about her,” said his father, eagerly. “The
worst, and the best — the worst particularly, Don't spare my
feelings, Jemmy — whatever vou do, don't spare my feelings!
Can't Tlook at the papers mysel™

“No, you can’t. They would be all Greek and Hebrew to
your, Thank your stars that you have got a sharp son, who can
take the pith out of these papers, and give it a smack of the
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right Havor in serving it up. There are not ten men in England
who could tell you this woman's story as [ can tell it It's a gift,
old gentleman, of the sort that is given to very few people —
and it lodges here”

He tapped his forehead smartly, and turned to the Hest
page of the manuscript before him, with an unconcealed tri-
umph at the prospect of exhibiting his own cleverness, which
was the first expression of a genuine feeling of any sort that
had escaped him yet.

“Miss Gwilt's story begins,” said Bashwood the younger, "in
the market-place at Thorpe Ambrose. One day, something like
a quarter of a century ago, a traveling quack doctor, who dealt
in perfumery as well as medicines, came to the town with his
cart, and exhibited, as a living example of the excellence of
his washes and hair-cils and so on, a pretty little girl, with a
beautiful complexion and wonderful hair. His name was Old-
ershaw, He had a wife, who helped him in the perfumery part
of his business, and who carried it on by herself after his death.
She has risen in the world of late years; and she is identical
with that sly eld lady whe employed me professionally a short
time since. As for the pretty little girl, you know who she was
as well as [ do. While the quack was haranguing the mob and
showing them the child's hair, a young lady, driving through
the marketplace, stopped her carriage to hear what it was all
about, saw the little girl, and took a viclent fancy to her on
the spot. The young lady was the daughter of Mr. Blanchard,
of Thorpe Ambrose. She went home, and interested her father
in the fate of the mnocent little victim of the quack doctor,
The same evening, the Oldershaws were sent for to the great
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house and were questioned, They declared themselves to be
her uncle and aunt — a lie, of course! — and they were quite
willing to let her attend the village school, while they stayed
at Thorpe Ambrose, when the proposal was made to them. The
new arrangement was carried out the next day, And the day
after that, the Oldershaws had disappeared, and had left the
little givl on the squire’s hands! She evidently hadn't answered
as they expected in the capacity of an advertisement, and that
was the way they took of providing for her for life. There is the
first act of the play for you! Clear enough, so far, isn't it?”

“Clear enough, Jemmy, to clever people. But I'm old and
slow. I don't understand one thing, Whose child was shet™

“A very sensible question. Sorry to inform you that nobody
can answer it — Miss Gwilt herself included. These Instruc-
tions that I'm referring to are founded, of course, on her own
statements, sifted by her attorney. All she could remember, on
being questioned, was that she was beaten and half starved,
somewhere in the country, by a woman whe took in children
at nurse, The woman had a card with her, stating that her
name was Lydia Gwilt, and got a yearly allowance for taking
care of her {paid through a lawyer) till she was eight years old,
At that time, the allowance stopped; the lawyer had no expla-
nation to offer; nobody came to look after her; nobody wrote,
The Oldershaws saw her, and thought she might answer to
exhibit; and the woman parted with her for a trifle to the Old-
ershaws; and the Oldershaws parted with her for good and all
to the Blanchards, That's the story of her birth, parentage, and
education! She may be the daughter of a duke, or the daughter
of a costermonger. The circumstances may be highly roman-
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tic, or utterly commonplace. Fancy anything vou like — there’s
nothing to stop you. When you've had your fancy out, say the
word, and Il turn over the leaves and go on”

“Please to go on, Jemmy — please to go on”

“The next glimpse of Miss Gwilt,” resumed Bashwood the
younger, turning over the papers, "is a glimpse at a family mys-
tery. The deserted child was in lucld's way at last, She had taken
the fancy of an amiable young lady with a rich father, and she
was petted and made much of at the great house, in the charac-
ter of Miss Blanchard's last new plaything, Not long afterward
Mr, Blanchard and his daughter went abroad, and took the
girl with them in the capacity of Miss Blanchard's little maid,
When they came back, the daughter had married, and become
a widow, in the interval; and the precty little maid, instead of
returning with them to Thorpe Ambrose, turns up suddenly,
all alone, as a pupil at a school in France. There she was, at a
tivst-rate establishment. with her maintenance and education
secured until she married and sestled in life, on this under-
standing — that she never returned to England. Those were
all the particulars she could be prevailed on to give the lawyer
who drew up these instructions, She declined to say what had
happened abroad; she declined even, after all the years that
had passed, to mention her mistress's married name, It's quite
clear, of course, that she was in possession of some family se-
cret; and that the Blanchards paid for her schooling on the
Continent to keep her out of the way. And it's equally plain
that she would never have kept her secret as she did if she had
not seen her way to trading on it for her own advantage at
some future time, A clever woman, as I've told you already! A
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devilish clever woman, who hasn't been knocked about in the
world, and seen the ups and downs of life abroad and at home,
for nothing”

“Yes, yes, Jemmy; quite true, How long did she stop, please,
at the school in France?”

Bashwood the younger referred to the papers, “She stopped
at the French school” he replied, “fill she was seventeen. At
that time something happened at the school which T find
mildly deseribed in these papers as something unpleasant.,
The plain fact was that the music-master attached to the es-
tablishment fell in love with Miss Gwilt. He was a respectable
middle-aged man, with a wife and family; and, Anding the cir-
cumstances entirely hopeless, he took a pistol, and, rashly as-
suming that he had brains in his head, tried to blow them out.
The doctor saved his life, but not his reason; he ended, where
e had better have begun, in an asylum, Miss Gwilt’s beauty
having been at the bottom of the scandal, it was, of course,
impossible — though she was proved to have been otherwise
quite blameless in the matter — for her to remain at the school
after what had happened. Her “friends {the Blanchards) were
communicated with, And her friends transferred her to anoth-
er school; at Brussels, this time — What are you sighing about?
What's wrong now?”

“Tean't help feeling a little for the poor music-master, Jem-
my, Goon”

“According to her own account of it, dad, Miss Gwilt seems
to have felt for him too. She took a serious turn; and was ‘con-
verted' (as they call it} by the lady who had charge of her in
the interval before she went to Brussels, The priest at the Bel-
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gium school appears to have been a man of some discretion,
and to have seen that the gicl's sensibilities were getting into a
dangerously excited state. Belore he could quiet her down, he
fell ill, and was succeeded by another priest, who was a fanatic,
You will understand the sort of interest he took in the girl,
and the way in which he worked on her feelings, when I tell
you that she announced it as her decision, alter having been
nearly two years at the school, to end her days in a convent!
You may well stare! Miss Gwilt, in the character of a Nun, is
the sort of female phenomenon you don't often set eyes on.”

“Diid she go into the convent?" asked My, Bashwood. "Did
they let her go in, so fiendless and so young, with nobody to
advise her for the best?”

“The Blanchards were consulted, as a matter of form,” pur-
sued Bashwood the younger, "They had no objection to her
shutting herself up in a convent, as you may well imagine. The
pleasantest letter they ever had from her, 'l answer for it, was
the letter in which she solemnly took leave of them in this
world forever, The people at the convent were as careful as
usual not to commit themselves. Their rules wouldn't allow
Ler to take the veil till she had tried the life for a year first, and
then, if she had any doubt, for another year after that, She tried
the life for the first year, accordingly, and doubted. She tried it
for the second year, and was wise enough, by that time, to give
it up without further hesitation. Her position was rather an
awlward one when she found herself at liberty again. The sis-
ters at the convent had lost their interest in her; the mistress at
the school declined to take her back as teacher, on the ground
that she was too nice-looking for the place; the priest consid-
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ered her to be possessed by the devil, There was nothing for it
but to write to the Blanchards again, and ask them to start her
in life as a teacher of music on her own account. She wrote to
her former mistress accordingly. Her former mistress had evi-
dently doubted the genuineness of the girl's resolution to be a
nun, and had seized the opportunity offered by her entry into
the convent to cut off all further communication between her
ex-waiting-maid and herself Miss Gwilt's letter was returned
by the post-office. She caused inguiries to be made; and found
that Mr, Blanchard was dead, and that his daughter had left
the great house for some place of retirement unknown, The
next thing she did, upon this, was to write to the heir in pos-
session of the estate. The letter was answered by his solicitors,
who were instructed to put the law in force at the first attempt
she made to extort money from any member of the family at
Thorpe Ambrose, The last chance was to get at the address of
hier mistress's place of retirement. The family bankers, to whom
she wrote, wrote back to say that they were instructed not to
give the lady's address to any one applying for it, without be-
ing previously empowered to do so by the lady herself That
last letter settled the question — Miss Gwilt could do noth-
ing more, With meney at her command, she might have gone
to England and made the Blanchards think twice before they
carried things with too high a hand. Not having a halfpenny
at command, she was helpless, Without money and without
friends, you may wonder how she supported hersell while the
correspondence was going on. She supported herself by play-
ing the piano-forte at a low concert-room in Brussels, The men
laid siege to her, of course, in all directions; but they found her
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insensible as adamant. One of these rejected gentlemen was a
Russian; and he was the means of maldng her acquainted with
a countrywoman of his, whose name is unpronounceable by
English lips. Let us give her her title, and call her the baron-
ess. The two women liked each other at their Hrst introdue-
tion; and a new scene opened in Miss Gwilt's life. She became
reader and companion to the baroness. Everything was right,
everything was smooth on the surface. Everything was rotten
and everything was wrong under it.”

“Inn what way, Jemmy? Please to wait a little, and tell me in
what way."

“Ins this way. The baroness was [ond of traveling, and she
had a select set of friends about her who were quite of her
way of thinking. They went from one city on the Continent
to another, and were such charming people that they picked
up acquaintances everywhere. The acquaintances were invited
to the baroness's receptions, and card-tables were invariably a
part of the baroness's furniture, Do yvou see it now? or must [
tell you, in the strictest confidence, that cards were not consid-
ered sinful on these festive occasions, and that the luck, at the
end of the evening, turned out to be almost invariably on the
side of the baroness and her friends? Swindlers, all of them;
and there isn't a doubt on my mind, whatever there may be on
yours, that Miss Gwilt's manners and appearance made her a
valuable member of the society in the capacity of a decoy. Her
own statement is that she was innocent of all knowledge of
what really went on; that she was quite ignorant of card-play-
ing; that she hadn't such a thing as a respectable friend to turn
toin the world; and that she honestly liked the baroness, for
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the simple reason that the baroness was a hearty good friend
to her from first to last, Believe that or not, as you please. Far
five years she traveled about all over the Continent with these
card-sharpers in high life, and she might have been among
them at this moment, for anything [ know to the contrary, if
the baroness had not caught a Tartar at Naples, in the shape of
a rich traveling Englishman, named Waldron, Aha! that name
startles you, does it? You've read the Trial of the fimous Mrs,
Waldron, like the rest of the world? And you know who Miss
Gwilt is now, without my telling you?”

He paused, and looked at his father in sudden perplex-
ity. Far from being overwhelmed by the discovery which had
just burst on him, Mr, Bashwood, after the frst natural move-
ment of surprise, faced his son with a self-possession which
was nothing short of extraordinary under the circumstances,
There was a new brightness in his eves, and a new color in his
face, If it had been possible to concetve such a thing of a man
in his position, he seemed to be absolutely encouraged instead
of depressed by what he had just heard. “Go on, Jemmy,” he
satd, quietly; “T am one of the few people who didn't read the
trial; I only heard of it.”

Still wondering imwardly, Bashwood the younger recov-
ered himself, and went on.

“You always were, and you always will be, behind the age,”
he said. “When we come to the trial, I can tell you as much
about it as you need know, In the meantime, we must go back
to the baroness and Mr, Waldron. For a certain number of
nights the Englishman let the card-sharpers have it all their
own way; in other words, he paid for the privilege of making
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himself agreeable to Miss Gwilt. When he thought he had pro-
duced the necessary impression on her, he exposed the whole
confederacy without mercy. The police interfered; the baron-
ess found hersell in prison; and Miss Guwilt was put between
the two alternatives of accepting Mr. Waldron's protection or
being thrown on the world again. She was amazingly virtu-
ous, or amazingly clever, which you please. To Mr. Waldron's
astonishment, she told him that she could face the prospect
of being thrown on the world; and that he must address her
honorably or leave her forever, The end of it was what the end
always is, where the man is infatuated and the woman is deter-
mined. To the disgust of his family and friends, Mr. Waldron
made a virtue of necessity, and married her”

"How old was he?" asked Bashwood the elder, eagerly.

Bashwood the younger burst out laughing. “He was about
old enough, daddy, to be your son, and rich enough to have
burst that precious pocket-book of yours with thousand-
pound notes! Don't hang your head. It wasn't a happy marriage,
though he was so young and so rich. They lived abroad, and got
on well enough at first. He made a new will, of course, as scon
as he was married, and provided handsomely for his wife, un-
der the tender pressure of the honey-moon, But women wear
out, like other things, with time; and one fine morning Mr.
Waldron woke up with a doubt in his mind whether he had
not acted like a fool. He was an ill-tempered man; he was dis-
contented with himself; and of course he made his wife feel it.
Having begun by quarreling with her, he got on to suspecting
her, and became savagely jealous of every male creature who
entered the house. They had no incumbrances in the shape of
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children, and they moved from one place to another, just as
his jealousy inclined him, till they moved back to England at
last, after having been married close on four years, He had a
lonely ald house of his own ameng the Yorkshire moors, and
there he shut his wife and himself up from every living crea-
ture, except his servants and his dogs, Only one result could
come, of course, of treating a high-spirited young woman in
that way, It may be her fate, or it may be chance; but, whenever
a woman is desperate, there is sure to be a man handy to take
advantage of it. The man in this case was rather a ‘dark horse,
as they say on the turf. He was a certain Captain Manuel, a na-
tive of Cuba, and (according to his own account) an ex-officer
in the Spanish navy, He had met Mr, Waldron's beautiful wife
on the journey back to England; had contrived to speak to her
in spite of her husband’s jealousy; and had followed her to her
place of imprisonment in Mr, Waldron's house on the moors,
The captain is described as a clever, determined fellow — of the
daring piratical sort — with the dash of mystery about him that
women like —*

“She's not the same as other women!” interposed Mr, Bash-
wood, suddenly interrupting his son, “Did she —" His voice
failed him, and he stopped without bringing the question to
an end.

“Dnd she like the captain?” suggested Bashwood the young-
er, with another laugh. “According to her own account of it
she adored him, At the same time her conduct (as represented
by herself) was perfectly innocent, Considering how careful-
ly her husband watched her, the statement (incredible as it
appears) is probably true. For six weeks or so they confined
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themselves to corresponding privately, the Cuban captain
{who spoke and wrote English perfectly) having contrived to
make a go-between of one of the female servants in the York-
shire house. How it might have ended we needn't trouble our-
selves to inguire — Mr, Waldron himself brought matters to a
crisis. Whether he got wind of the clandestine correspondence
or not, doesn't appear, But this is certain, that he came home
from a ride one day in a fercer temper than usual; that his wife
showed him a sample of that high spirit of hers which he had
never yet been able to break; and that it ended in his striking
her across the face with his riding-whip. Ungentlemanly con-
duct, Lam alraid we must admit; but, to all outward appearance,
the riding-whip produced the most astonishing results. From
that moment the lady submitted as she had never submitted
before, For a fortnight afterward he did what he liled, and she
never thwarted him; he said what he liked, and she never ut-
tered a word of protest. Some men might have suspected this
sudden reformation of hiding something dangerous under the
surface, Whether Mr. Waldron looked at it in that light, T can't
tell you. All that is known is that, before the mark of the whip
was off his wife's face, he fell ill, and that in two days afterward
he was a dead man, What do you say to that?"

“I say he deserved 1t!" answered Mr, Bashwood, striking his
hand excitedly on the table, as his son pansed and looked at
him,

“The doctor who attended the dying man was not of your
way of thinking,” remarked Bashwood the younger, dryly. “He
called in two other medical men, and they all three refused to
certify the death, The usual legal investigation followed, The
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evidence of the doctors and the evidence of the servants point-
ed irresistibly in one and the same direction; and Mrs, Wal-
drom was committed for trial, on the charge of murdering her
husband by poison. A solicitor in Arst-rate criminal practice
was sent for from London to get up the prisoner's defense, and
these ‘Instructions’ took their form and shape accordingly, —
What's the matter? What do you want now?”

Suddenly rising from his chair, Mr. Bashwood stretched
across the table, and tried to take the papers from his son, “1
want to look at them,” he burst out, eagerly. "I want to see
what they say about the captain from Cuba, He was at the bot-
tom of it, Jemmy — I'll swear he was at the bottom of it

“Nobody doubted that who was in the secret of the case
at the time,” rejoined his son, “But nobody could prove it, 5it
down again, dad, and compose yourself, There's nothing here
about Captain Manuel but the lawyer's private suspicions of
him, for the counsel to act on or not, at the counsel’s discre-
tion, From first to last she persisted in screening the captain,
At the outset of the business she volunteered two statements
to the lawyer — both of which he suspected to be false, In the
first place she declared that she was innocent of the crime. He
wasn't surprised, of course, so far; his clients were, as a general
rule, in the habit of deceiving him in that way. In the second
place, while admitting her private correspondence with the
Cuban captain, she declared that the letters on both sides re-
lated solely to a proposed elopement, to which her husband’s
barbarous treatment had induced her to consent. The lawyer
naturally asked to see the letters, ‘He has burned all my let-
ters, and I have burned all his," was the only answer he got. It
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was quite possible that Captain Manuel might have burned
ber letters when he heard there was a coroner’s inquest in the
house. But it was in her solicitor's experience (as it is in my
experience too) that, when a woman is fond of a man, in nine-
ty-nine cases out of a hundred, risk or no risk, she keeps his
letters. Having his suspicions roused in this way, the lawyer
privately made some inquiries about the foreign captain, and
found that he was as short of money as a foreign captain could
be. At the same time, he put some questions to his client about
her expectations [rom her deceased husband, She answered,
in high indignation, that a will had been found among her
husband's papers, privately executed only a lew days before
his death, and leaving her no more, out of all his immense
fortune, than five thousand pounds. Was there an older will,
then,' says the lawyer, ‘which the new will revoked? Yes, there
was; a will that he had given into her own possession — a will
made when they were first married. ‘Leaving his widow well
provided for? Leaving her just ten times as much as the sec-
ond will left her. Had she ever mentioned that rst will, now
revoked, to Captain Manuel?’ She saw the trap set for her, and
sald, No, never! without an instant's hesitation. That reply
confirmed the lawyer's suspicions. He tried to frighten her by
declaring that her life might pay the forfeit of her deceiving
him in this matter. With the usual obstinacy of women, she
remained just as immovable as ever. The captain, on his side,
behaved in the most exemplary manner, He confessed to plan-
ning the elopement; he declared that he had burned all the
lady's letters as they reached him, out of regard for her reputa-
tiom; he remained in the neighborhood; and he volunteered
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to attend before the magistrates, Nothing was discovered that
could legally connect him with the crime, or that could put
him into court on the day of the trial, in any other capaci-
ty than the capacity of a witness, [ don’t believe myself that
there's any moral doubt {as they call it) that Manuel knew of
the will which left her mistress of ity thousand pounds; and
that he was ready and willing, in virtue of that circumstance,
to marry her on Mr, Waldron's death, If anybody tempted her
to effect her own release from her husband by making herself
a widow, the captain must have been the man, And unless she
contrived, guarded and watched as she was, to get the poison
for herself, the poison must have come to her in one of the
captain’s letters”

“Tdon't believe she used it, if it did come to her!” exclaimed
Mr, Bashwood, “1 believe it was the captain himself who poi-
soned her hushand!”

Bashwood the younger, without noticing the interruption,
folded up the Instructions for the Defense, which had now
served their purpose, put them back in his bag, and produced
a printed pamphlet in their place,

“Here is one of the published Reports of the Trial,” he said,
“which you can read at your leisure, if you like, We needn't
waste fime now by going into details, | have told you already
how cleverly her counsel paved his way for treating the charge
of murder as the crowning calamity of the many that had al-
ready fallen on an innocent woman, The two legal points relied
on for the defense (after this preliminary flourish) were: First,
that there was no evidence to connect her with the possession
of poison; and, secondly, that the medical witnesses, while pos-
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itively declaring that her husband had died by poison, differed
in their conclusions as to the particular drug that had killed
him, Both good points, and both well worlked; but the evidence
on the other side bore down everything before it. The prisoner
was proved to have had no less than three excellent reasons
for killing her husband. He had treated her with almost un-
exampled barbarity; he had left her in a will {unrevoked so
far as she knew) mistress of a fortune on his death; and she
was, by her own conlession, contemplating an elopement with
another man. Having set forth these motives, the prosecution
next showed by evidence, which was never once shaken on
any single point, that the one person in the house who could
by any human possibility have administered the poison was
the prisoner at the bar, What could the judge and jury do, with
such evidence before them as this? The verdict was Guilty, as
a matter of course; and the judge declared that he agreed with
it. The female part of the audience was in hysterics; and the
male part was not much better. The judge sobbed, and the bar
shuddered. She was sentenced to death in such a scene as had
never been previously withessed in an English court of justice.
And she is alive and hearty at the present moment; free to do
any mischief she pleases, and to poison, at her own entire con-
venience, any man, woman, or child that happens to stand in
her way, A most interesting woman' Keep on good terms with
her, my dear sir, whatever you do, for the Law has said to her
in the plainest possible English, ‘My charming friend, 1 have
no terrors for pou!”

“How was she pardoned?” asked Mr. Bashwood, breathless-
ly. “They told me at the time, but T have forgotten, Was it the
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Home Secretary? I it was, | respect the Home Secretary! I say
the Home Secretary was deserving of his place.”

“Quite right, old gentleman! rejoined Bashwood the
younger, “The Home Secretary was the obedient humble ser-
vant of an enlightened Free Press, and he was deserving of
his place. Is it possible you don’t know how she cheated the
gallows? If you dont, T must tell you. On the evening of the
trial, two or three of the young buccaneers of lterature went
down to two or three newspaper offices, and wrote two ar
three heart-rending leading articles on the subject of the pro-
ceedings in court, The next morning the public caught light
like tinder; and the prisoner was tried over agaim, before an
amateur court of justice, in the columns of the newspapers.
All the people who had no personal experience whatever on
the subject seized their pens, and rushed (by kind permission
of the editor) into print, Doctors who had aot attended the
sick man, and who had not been present at the examination of
the body, declared by dozens that he had died a natural death.
Barristers without business, who had nef heard the evidence,
attacked the jury who had heard it, and judged the judge, who
had sat on the bench before some of them were born, The gen-
eral public followed the lead of the barristers and the doctors,
and the young buccaneers who had set the thing going. Here
was the law that they all paid to protect them actually doing its
duty in dreadful earnest! Shocking! shocking! The British Pub-
lic rose to protest as one man against the working of its own
machinery; and the Home Secretary, in a state of distraction,
went to the judge, The judge held frm, He had said it was the
right verdict at the time, and he said so still, ‘But suppose,’ says
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the Home Secretary, that the prosecution had tried some oth-
er way of proving her guilty at the trial than the way they did
try, what would you and the jury have done then? Of course
it was quite impossible for the judge to say. This comforted the
Home Secretary, to begin with, And, when he got the judge’s
consent, after that, to having the conflict of medical evidence
submitted to one great doctor; and when the one great doc-
tor took the merciful view, after expressly stating, in the frst
instance, that he knew nothing practically of the merits of the
case, the Home Secretary was perfectly satistied. The prisoner’s
death-warrant went into the waste-paper basket; the verdict of
the law was reversed by general acclamation; and the verdict
of the newspapers carried the day, But the best of it is to come.
You know what happened when the people found themselves
with the pet object of their sympathy suddenly cast loose on
their hands? A general impression prevailed directly that she
was not quite innocent enough, after all, to be let out of prison
then and there! Punish her a little — that was the state of the
popular feeling — punish her a little, Mr. Home Secretary, on
general moral grounds. A small course of gentle legal medi-
cine, if you love us, and then we shall feel perfectly easy on the
subject to the end of our days.”

“Don't joke about it!” cried his father. "Don’t, don't, don't,
Jenumy! Did they try her again? They couldn't! They durs'n't!
Nabody can be tried twice over for the same offense.”

“Poch! pooh! she could be tried a second time for a sec-
ond offense,” retorted Bashwood the younger — “and tried
she was, Luckily for the pacification of the public mind, she
had rushed headlong into redressing her own grievances (as
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women will), when she discovered that her hushand had cut
her down from a legacy of Bty thousand pounds to a legacy of
five thousand by a stroke of his pen. The day before the inquest
a locked drawer in Mr, Waldron's dressing-room table, which
contained some valuable jewelry, was discovered to have been
opened and emptied; and when the prisoner was committed
by the magistrates, the precious stones were found torn out of
their settings and sewed up in her stays, The lady considered
it a case of justifiable selfcompensation. The law declared it
to be a robbery committed on the executors of the dead man.
The lighter offense — which had been passed over when sucha
charge as murder was brought against her — was just the thing
to revive, to save appearances in the eyes of the public. They
had stopped the course of justice, in the case of the prisoner, at
one trial; and now all they wanted was to set the course of jus-
tice going again, in the case of the prisoner, at another! She was
arcaigned for the robbery, after having been pardoned for the
murder, And, what is more, if her beauty and her misfortunes
hadn’t made a strong timpression on her lawyer, she would not
only have had to stand another trial, but would have had even
the five thousand pounds, to which she was entitled by the
second will, taken away from her, as 2 felon, by the Crown”

“I respect her lawyer! | admire her lawyer!” exclaimed Mr.
Bashwood “I should like to take his hand, and tell him so.”

"He wouldn't thank you, if you did," remarked Bashwood
the younger. “He 15 under a comfortable impression that no-
body knows how he saved Mrs. Waldron's legacy for her but
himself”
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“I beg your pardon, Jemmy,” interposed his fther, "But
don't call her Mrs, Waldron. Speak of her, please, by her name
when she was innocent, and young, and a gicl at school. Would
you mind, for my sale, calling her Miss Gwilt?"

“Not I! It makes no difference to me what name [ give her.
Bother your sentiment! let's go on with the fcts. This is what
the lawyer did before the second trial came ofl He told her
she would be found guilty again, to a dead certainty, ‘And this
time,' he said, ‘the public will let the law take its course. Have
you got an old [rend whom you can trust? She hadn't such
a thing as an old friend in the world, Very well, then,' says
the lawyer, you must trust me. Sign this paper; and you will
have executed a fictitious sale of all your property to mysell
When the right time comes, | shall first carefully settle with
your husband's executors; and I shall then reconvey the mon-
ey to vou, securing it properly (in case you ever marry again)
in your own possession. The Crown, in other transactions of
this kind, frequently waives its right of disputing the validity
of the sale; and, if the Crown is no harder on you than on other
people, when you come out of prison you will have your five
thousand pounds to begin the world with again Meat of the
lavyer, when she was going to be tried for robbing the execu-
tors, to put her up to a way of robbing the Crown, wasn't it?
Hal ha! what a world it is!"”

The last effort of the son's sarcasm passed unheeded by the
father. “In prison!” he said to himself “Oh me, after all that
misery, in prison again!”

“Ves,” satd Bashwood the younger, rising and stretching
himself, “that's how it ended. The verdict was Guilty; and the
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sentence was imprisonment for two years. She served her time;
and came out, as well as [ can reckon it, about three years since,
Ifyou want to know what she did when she recovered her lib-
erty, and how she went on afterward, I may be able to tell you
something about it — say, on another occasion, when you have
got an extra note or two in your pocket-book, For the present,
all you need know, you do know, There isn't the shadow of a
doubt that this fscnating [ady has the double slur on her of
having been found guilty of murder, and of having served her
term of imprisonment for theft. There's your money's worth
for your money — with the whole of my wonderful knack at
stating a case clearly, thrown in for nothing, If you have any
gratitude in you, vou ought to do something handsome, one
of these days, for your son, But for me, I'll tell you what you
would have done, old gentleman, 1F you could have had your
own way, you would have married Miss Gwile”

Mr. Bashwood rose to his feet, and looked his son steadily
in the face,

“If I could have my own way,” he said, *T would marry her
now.”

Bashwood the younger started back a step. “After all T have
told you?™ he asked, in the blankest astonishment.

“After all you have told me”

“With the chance of being poisoned, the first time you hap-
pened to offend her?”

“With the chance of being poisoned,” answered Mr, Bash-
wood, “in four-and-twenty hours”

The Spy of the Private Inquiry Office dropped back into his
chair, cowed by his father's words and his father's looks,
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“Mad" he said to himself “Stark mad, by jingo!”

Mr. Bashwood looked at his watch, and hurriedly took his
hat from a side-table.

“I should like to hear the rest of it," he said, “T should like
to hear every word you have to tell me about her, to the very
last. But the time, the dreadful, galloping time, is getting on.
For all [ know, they may be on their way to be married at this
very moment.”

“What are you going to dof" asked Bashwood the younger,
getting between his father and the door,

“l am going to the hotel,” said the old man, trying to pass
him, “l am going to see My, Armadale”

“What for?”

“To tell him everything vou have told me” He paused after
making that reply. The terrible smile of triumph which had
once already appeared on his face overspread it again, "Mu, Ar-
madale is voung; Mr. Armadale has all his life before him," he
whispered, cunningly, with his trembling fingers clutching his
son's arm “What doesn't frighten me will frighten bim!”

“Wait a minute,” said Bashwood the younger. “Are you as
certain as ever that Mr, Avmadale is the man?”

“What mant”

“The man who is going to marry her.”

“Ves! yes! yes! Let me go, Jemmy — let me go”

The spy set his back against the door, and considered for
a moment. Mr, Armadale was rich — Mr. Armadale (if be was
not stark mad too) might be made to put the right money-
value on information that saved him from the disgrace of mar-
rying Miss Gwilt. “It may be a hundred pounds in my pocket
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if I work it myself)” thought Bashwood the younger, “And it
won't be a halfpenny iF [ leave it to my father” He took up
his hat and his leather bag, “Can you carry it all in your own
addled old head, daddy? he asked, with his easiest impudence
of manner. “Mot you! U'll go with you and help you What do
you think of that?™”

The father threw hic arms in an ecstasy round the son's
necls, “1 can't help ir, Jemmy,” he said, in broken tones. “You
are so good to me, Take the other note, my dear — I'll manage
without it — take the other note.”

The son threw open the door with a flourish; and magnani-
mously turned his back on the lather's offered pocket-bool
“Hang it, old gentleman, I'm not quite so mercenary as that!”"
he said, with an appearance mFtI'l:,:dct:pt,:st Fc:t,:]{n};."'[’ut up your
pocket-book, and let's be off” "If | took my respected parent’s
last five-pound note,” le thought to himself, as he led the way
downstairs, “how do [ know he mightn't cry halves when he
sees the color of Mr. Armadale’s money?” “Come along, dad!”
he resumed. “We'll take a cab and catch the happy bridegroom
before he starts for the church!”

They hatled a cab in the street, and started for the hotel
which had been the residence of Midwinter and Allan during
their stay in London. The instant the door of the vehicle had
closed, Mr. Bashwood veturned to the subject of Miss Guwilt.

“Tell me the rest” he said, taking his son’s hand, and pat-
ting it tenderly. “Let’s go on talking about her all the way to the
hotel. Help me through the time, Jemmy — help me through
the time.”
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Bashwood the younger was in high spirits at the prospect
of seeing the color of Mr. Armadale’s money, He trifled with
his father's anxiety to the very last.

“Let’s see il you remember what I've told you already.” he
began. “There's a character in the story that's dropped out of
it without being accounted for. Come! can you tell me who it
ist"

He had reckoned on finding his facher unable to answer
the question. But Mr. Bashwood's memory, for anything that
related to Miss Gwilt, was as clear and ready as his son's, "The
foreign scoundrel who tempted her, and let her screen him at
the risk of her own life,” he said, without an instant's hesita-
tion, "Don't speak of him, Jemmy — don't speak of him again!”

“T must speak of him,” retorted the other. "You want to
know what became of Miss Gwilt when she got out of prison,
don't you? Very good — I'm in a position to tell you, She be-
came Mrs, Manuel. It's no wse staring at me, old gentleman. I
know it officially. At the latter pavt of last year, a foreign lady
came to our place, with evidence to prove that she had been
lawfully married to Captain Manuel, at a former period of his
career, when he had visited England for the first time. She
had only lately discovered that he had been in this country
again; and she had reason to believe that he had married an-
other woman in Scotland, Our peaple were employed to make
the necessary inquiries, Comparison of dates showed that the
Scotch marriage — if'it was a marriage at all, and not a sham —
had taken place just about the time when Miss Gwilt wasa free
woman again. And a little further investigation showed us that
the second Mrs. Manuel was no other than the heroine of the
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fameous criminal trial — whom we didn't know then, but whom
we do know now, to be identical with your fascinating friend,
Miss Gwilt.”

Mr. Bashwood's head sank on his breast. He clasped his
trembling hands fast in each other, and waited in silence to
hear the rest.

“Cheer up!” pursued his son, “She was no more the cap-
tain's wife than you are; and what is more, the captain himself
is out of your way now. One foggy day in December last he
gave us the slip; and was off to the continent, nobody knew
where, He had spent the whole of the second Mrs, Manuel's
five thousand pounds, in the time that had elapsed (between
two and three years) since she had come out of prison; and the
wonder was, where he had got the money to pay his traveling
expenses, [t turned out that he had got it from the second Mrs,
Manuel herself She had filled his empty pockets; and there
she was, waiting confidently in a miserable London lodging, to
hear from him and join him as soon as he was safely settled in
foreign parts! Where had she got the money, you may ask natu-
rally encugh? Nobody could tell at the time, My own notion is,
now, that her former mistress must have been still living, and
that she must have turned her knowledge of the Blanchards'
family secret to profitable account at last, This is mere guess-
work, of course; but there’s a circumstance that makes it likely
guess-work to my mind. She had an elderly female friend to
apply to at the time, who was just the woman to help her in
ferreting out her mistress's address, Can you guess the name
of the elderly female friend? Mot you! Mrs, Oldershaw, of
course!”
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Mr. Bashwood suddenly looked up. “Why should she go
back,” he asked, “to the woman who had deserted her when
she was a child?”

“Ican't say,” rejoined his son, "unless she went back in the
interests of her own magnilicent head ol hair. The prison-scis-
sors, | needn't tell you, had made short work of it with Miss
Gwilt's love-locks, in every sense of the word and Mrs, Old-
ershaw, | beg to add, is the most eminent woman in England,
as restorer-general of the dilapidated heads and faces of the
female sex. Put two and two together; and perhaps vou'll agree
with me, in this case, that they make lour”

“Yes, yes; two and two make four,” repeated his father, im-
patiently. “But | want to know something else. Dad she hear
from him again? Did he send for her after he had gone away
to foreign partst”

“The captain? Why, what on earth can vou be thinking of?
Hadn't he spent every farthing of her money? and wasn't he
loose on the Continent out of her reach? She waited to hear
from him. I dare say, for she persisted in believing in him. But
Il lay you any wager vou like, she never saw the sight of his
handwriting again, We did our best at the office to open her
eyes; we told her plainly that he had a fivst wife living, and that
she hadn’t the shadow of a claim on him. She wouldnt believe
us, though we met her with the evidence, Obstinate, devilish
obstinate, | dare say she waited for months together before she
gave up the last hope of ever seeing him agamn.”

Mr. Bashwood looked aside quickly out of the cab window,
“Where could she turn for refuge next?™ he said, not to his son,
but to himself, “What, in Heaven's name, could she dot”
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“Tudging by my experience of women,” remarked Bash-
wood the younger, overhearing him, “I should say she prob-
ably tried to drown herself But that's only guess-work again:
it's all guess-work at this part of her story, You catch me at
the end of my evidence, dad, when you come to Miss Gwilt’s
proceedings in the spring and summer of the present year, She
might, or she might not, have been desperate enough to at-
tempt suicide; and she might, or she might not, have been at
the bottom of those inguiries that 1 made for Mrs, Oldershaw,
[ dare say you'll see her this morming and perhaps, if you use
your influence, you may be able to make her finish her own
story herself”

Mr. Bashwood, still looking out of the caly window, sud-
denly laid his hand on his son's arm,

“Hush! hush!” he exclaimed, in violent agitation, "We have
got there at last, Oh, Jemmy, feel how my heart beats! Here 1s
the hotel.”

“Bother your heart,” said Bashwood the younger, “Wait
here while I make the inquiries”

‘T come with you!” cried his father. "T can't wait! T tell vou,
[ can’t wait!”

They went into the hotel together, and asked for “Mr, Ar-
madale”

The answer, after some little hesitation and delay, was that
Mr, Armadale had gone away six days since, A second waiter
added that Mr. Armadale’s friend — Mr, Midwinter — had only
left that morning, Where had Mr, Armadale gone? Somewhere
into the country. Where had Mr, Midwinter gone? Nobody
knew.
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Mr. Bashwood looked at his son in speechless and helpless
dismay.

“Stuff and nonsense!” said Bashwood the younger, pushing
his father back roughly into the cab. "He's safe enough. We
shall find him at Miss Gwilt's”

The old man took his son’s hand and kissed it. "Thank you,
my dear,” he said, gratefully. “Thank you for comforting me.”

The cab was driven next to the second lodging which Miss
Gwilt had occupied, in the neighborhood of Tottenham Cowrt
Road.

“Stop here,” said the spy, getting out, and shutting his fa-
ther into the cab. "l mean to manage this part of the business
mysel”

He knocled at the house door, 1 have got a note for Miss
Gwilt,” he said, walking into the passage, the moment the door
was opened,

“She's gone,” answered the servant. "She went away last
night”

Bashwood the younger wasted no more words with the ser-
vant. He insisted on seeing the mistress. The mistress confirmed
the announcement of Miss Gwilt's departure on the previous
evening Where had she gone tof The woman couldn't say. How
had she left? On foot. At what how? Between nine and ten,
What had she done with her luggage? She had no luggage. Had
a gentleman been to see her on the previous day? Not a soul,
gentle or simple, had come to the house to see Miss Gwilt.

The father's face, pale and wild, was locking out of the cab
window as the son descended the house steps, “Isn't she there,
Jemmy?" he asked, faintly — “isn’t she there?”
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“Hold your tongue,” cried the spy, with the native coarse-
ness of his nature rising to the surface at last. "I'm not at the
end of my inguiries yer.”

He crossed the road, and entered a coffee-shop situated ex-
actly opposite the house he had just left.

In the box nearest the window two men were sitting tall:-
ing together anxiously.

“Which of you was on duty yesterday evening, between
nine and ten o'clock?” asked Bashwood the younger, suddenly
joining them, and putting his question in a quick, peremptory
whisper.

"I weas, sir,” said one of the men, unwillingly.

“Ind you lase sight of the house? — Yes! 1 see you did.”

“Omly for a minute, sir. An infernal blackguard of a soldier
came in ="

“That will do,” said Bashwood the younger. *T know what
the soldier did, and who sent him to do it, She has given us the
slip again, You are the greatest ass living Consider yourself
dismissed.” With those words, and with an cath to emphasize
them, he left the coffee-shop and returned to the cab.

“She's gone!” cried his father, "Oh, Jemmy, Jemmy, | see it
in your face!” He fell back into his own corner of the cab, with
a faint, wailing cry. “They're married,” he moaned to himself;
his hands falling helplessly on his knees; his hat falling un-
rr:g;lnlur.l from his head. “Stop them!” he exclaimed, :iu-;lrll_'nly
rousing himsell, and seizing his son in a frenzy by the collar
of the coat.
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“Go back to the hotel,” shouted Bashwood the younger to
the cabman, “Hold your noise!” he added, turming fiercely on
his father. “1 want to think.”

The varnish of smoothness was all off him by this time,
His temper was roused, His pride — even such a man has his
pride! = was wounded to the quick Twice had he marched
his wits against a woman's; and twice the woman had baffled
byim.

He got out, on reaching the hotel for the second time, and
privately tried the servants with the offer of money. The result
of the experiment satisBed him that they had, in this instance,
really and truly no information to sell After a moment’s reflec-
tion, he stopped, before leaving the hotel, to ask the way to the
parish church. “The chance may be worth trying,” he thought
to himsell, as he gave the address to the drver. “Fastes!" he
called out, locking first at his watch, and then at his father.
“The minutes are precious this morning; and the old one s
beginning to give in.”

It was true. S6ll capable of hearing and of understanding,
Mr. Bashwood was past speaking by this time. He clung with
both hands to his son's grudging arm, and let his head fall
helplessly on his son'’s averted shoulder.

The IﬁtTiE]‘! church stood back from the street, Irmti:cti:d by
gates and railings, and surrounded by a space of open ground.
Shaking off his father's hold, Bashwood the younger made
straight for the vestry. The clerk, putting away the books, and
the clerk’s assistant, hanging up a surplice, were the only per-
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sons in the room when he entered it and asked leave to look at
the marriage register for the day.

The clerk gravely opened the book, and stood aside from
the desk on which it lay,

The day’s register comprised three marriages solemnized
that morning and the Hrst two signatures on the page were
“Allan Armadale” and “Lydia Gwilt!”

Even the spy — ignorant as he was of the truth, unsuspicious
as he was of the terrible future consequences to which the act
of that morning might lead — even the spy started, when his
eve first fell on the page. It was done! Come what might of it,
it was done now. There, in black and white, was the registered
evidence of the marriage, which was at once a truth in itself
and a lie in the conclusion to which it led! There — through
the fatal similarity in the names — there, in Midwinter's own
signature, was the proof to persuade everybady that, not Mid-
winter, but Allan, was the husband of Miss Gwilt!

Bashwood the younger closed the book, and returned it to
the clerk. He descended the vestry steps, with his hands thrust
doggedly into his pockets, and with a serious shock inflicted
on his professional self-esteem,

The beadle met him under the church wall. He considered
for a4 moment whether it was worth while to spend a shilling
in questioning the man, and decided in the affirmative, If they
could be traced and overtaken, there might be a chance of see-
ing the color of Mr, Armadale’s money even yet,

“How long s it,” he asked, “since the first couple married
here this morning left the church?”

“About an hour,” said the beadle,
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"How did they go away?"

The beadle deferred answering that second question until
e had frst pocketed his fee,

“You won't trace them from here, sit,” he said, when he
had got his shilling, “They went away on foot.”

“And that is all vou know about ic?"

“That, sir, is all | know about it.”

Left by himself, even the Detective of the Private Inguiry
Office paused for a moment before he returned to his father
at the gate. He was roused [rom his hesitation by the sudden
appearance, within the church inclosure, of the driver of the
cals

“I'm aflraid the old gentleman is going to be taken ill, siz”
said the man,

Bashwood the vounger frowned angrily, and walked back
to the cab. As he opened the door and looked in, his father
leaned forward and confronted him, with lips that moved
speechlessly, and with a white stillness over all the rest of his
face.

“She's done us,” said the spy. "They were married here this
morning.”

The old man's body swayed for a moment from one side to
the other. The instant after, his eyes closed and his head fell
forward toward the front seat of the cab. “Drive to the hos-
pital!” cried his son. “He's in a fit. This is what comes of put-
ting myself out of my way to please my father” he muttered,
sullenly raising Mr. Bashwood's head, and loosening his cra-
vat, "A nice morning's work, Upon my soul, a nice morning's
warl!”

371



WILKIE COLLINS

The hospital was near, and the house surgeon was at his
post.

“Will he come out of it?" asked Bashwood the younger,
roughly,

“Who are poat” asked the surgeon, sharply, on his side.

“lam his son.”

“I shouldn't have thought it,” rejoined the surgeon, taking
the restoratives that were handed to him by the nurse, and
turning from the son to the father with an air of relief which
e was at no pains to coneeal. "Yes,” he added, after a minute
or two; "your father will come out of it this time.”

“When can he be moved away from heret”

"He can be moved from the ]'::.:rsp:it‘;t] in an hour or fwo,”

The spy laid a card on the table, "I'll come back for him or
send for him,” he said, “I suppose | can go now, if I leave my
name and address?” With those words, he put on his hat, and
walled out.

“He's a brute!” said the nurse.

“Nao," said the surgeon, quietly. “He's 2 man.”

ok kR kR

Between nine and ten o'clock that night, Mr. Bashwood
awoke in his bed at the inn in the Borough. He had slept
for some hours since he had been brought back [rom the
hospital; and his mind and body were now slowly recovering
lngl:[]'n:r.

A light was burning on the bedside table, and a letter lay
on it, waiting for him till he was awake, It was in his son's
handwriting, and it contained these words;
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“MY DEAR DAD — Having seen you safe out of the
bospital, and back at your boted, T think may fairly claim
to bave done my duty by you, and may consider syself
free to look after noy own affadrs. Business will prevent me
From seeing you to-night; and 1 don't think it at all likely
I shall be in your neighborboed to-morrow morning, My
advice fo you is to go back fo Thorpe Ambrose, and to stick
to your employment in the steward’s office. Wherever Mr,
Armadale may be, be nuest, sooner or later, write to you on
business, wash my bands of the whole matter, mind, so
far as | am concerned, from this thne forth, But if you like
to g on with it, oy professional opinion s (though you
cowldn't binder his marriage), you may part bim from his
wife,

“Pray take care of yourself,

“Your affectionate son,

“JAMES BASHWOOD."

The letter dropped from the old man's feeble hands. “Twish
Jemmy could have come to see me to-night,” he thought, “But
it's very kind of him to advise me, all the same."

He turned wearily on the pillow, and read the letter a sec-
ond time, “Yes,” he said, “there's nothing left for me but to go
back, 'm too poor and too old to hunt after them all by myself”
He closed his eyes: the tears trickled slowly over his wrinkled
cheeks, “I've been a trouble to Jemmy,” he murmured, faintly,
“I've been a sad trouble, I'm afraid, to poor Jemmy!” In a min-
ute more his weakness overpowered him, and he fell asleep

again,
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The clock of the neighboring church struck, It was ten,
As the bell tolled the hour, the tidal train = with Midwinter
and his wife among the passengers — was speeding nearer and
nearer to Paris, As the bell tolled the hour, the watch on board
Allan's outward-bound yacht had sighted the light-house ofl
the Land's End, and had set the course of the vessel for Ushant
and Finisterre.

THE EMD OF THE THIRD BOOK.



Nemepantypro-xydoxecmdenyoe wadane
Wilkie Collins
Armadale 111

Brrmyckammun peaartope M. Eganodae
Pegarrop: [1. Boponim
Ropperrop: M. Cepesioa
KommpioTepnaa pepetiea: T, Mocoaod
Xyamrecrrennoe odopaaerne A, [Nepusod

B UqJUPMEE]HH UE‘.I‘I.'DJKH H ML YRA H ] MHTL“P‘I-HL'-JJ[
00 AMIIEHAWE AreHToTE £ shgferstock com

[MpocET DCyIIecTRASH © IOMOMIEID TEXHOADTIE
print on demand

©

Jrcars rerfropaaOnROR TIPod PRI CORARCRD
Pedepaamony amony om 29, 12 2000, M 430-03,

[Maarmcano 8 nesars 10012018

Popacar GOxH 16
Veanewa 23,50

BREA!

iih|1?i] [ {isﬁal:'J

27 THEGZ] T OGGEEZ

Crrnesarano: AQ «T8 Masateancrne Texpoaorins
109545, r Mockna, Baarorpagcrsn mpocnest, gom 44, koprye 5
wwrw tAprintrn; info@tiprintru
Tea: +7 (499 322-38-30



