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INTRODUCTION 

Divce as Swinburne once said, Wilkie Collins had ‘a re- 
markable faculty for writing short stories’, it is strange that an 
anthology of his best work in this field has never been made 
available to the reading public. The present volume is an attempt 
to fill the void. 

In making their selections, the editors have not tried to repre- 
sent Collins in all of his moods but rather to show him at the 
top of his particular forte, the suspense story. That Collins was 
a master of suspense few readers will deny: he knew all the tricks 
of the trade. His favourite method was to tantalize the reader by 
the gradual fulfilment of foreshadowed events. Usually, as in 

‘The Dream Woman’, the vehicle of foreshadowing is a dream: 
the protagonist—and the reader—watches with growing appre- 
hension the re-enactment in real life of the details of the dream. 
But in “Mr. Lepel and the Housekeeper’ Collins gives the device 
a novel twist: the protagonist gets his glimpse into the future, 
not through a dream, but through a play which he is witnessing 
as the story opens—before long he finds the plot of the play 
being paralleled by his own life. 

Often, Collins uses atmosphere and situation to create a 
mounting mood of terror and suspense: a sailor, bound and 
gagged, waits in helpless horror as a slow fuse burns towards the 
powder magazine of his ship; a young traveller, unable to find 
other lodgings, decides to share a double-bedded hotel room 
with a corpse; an Englishman spending the night in a Paris 
gambling house lies paralysed with fear as the top of his cano- 
pied bed descends slowly but inevitably upon him. In such 
situations, the protagonist’s terror is vividly felt by the reader. 
A few Collins stories such as ‘Mr. Policeman and the Cook’ 

employ the now classic ‘who-did-it’ and ‘where-is-it’ formulas 
of detective fiction as a means to the end of suspense. ‘A Stolen 
Letter’ challenges comparison with Poe’s “The Purloined Letter’ 
by posing the problem of a stolen and hidden document. Such 
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stories reveal Collins moving rather uncertainly in the direction 
of the modern mystery story. 

Collins’s famous technique of multiple narrative, used so not- 
ably in The Woman in White and The Moonstone, serves him 
well in such tales of suspense as ‘Miss Bertha and the Yankee’. 
The fragmentary narratives which make up this technique pique 
the reader by their very incompleteness: the various narrators 
hold the reader’s attention not so much by what they know as 
by what they do not know. The suspense aroused by this method 
is much like that of a picture puzzle: the narratives are the pieces 
in the puzzle and the reader, like the puzzle addict, must fit 
each piece into the total picture. As the picture gradually takes 
shape, the reader’s interest grows and the suspense mounts at 
an ever-increasing tempo. 

It would be idle to claim that Collins achieved the status of 
a major writer of short stories or that he attained perfection 
even within the modest requirements of sensation fiction. The 
weaknesses which vitiate all except the best of his novels vitiate 
all except the best of his stories. The reliance on documents and 
statements sometimes wears thin and loses its freshness through 
wearisome repetition. The long arm of coincidence is often 
stretched to the breaking point. Many of the stories end badly: 
Collins is better at arousing suspense than at maintaining it, and 
after leading the reader breathlessly to the pivotal incident, he 
rushes through the climax as if he were afraid of his ability to do 
justice to the situation. Even among his better stories, such a 
tale as ‘The Dead Hand?’ illustrates only too well Collins’s 
occasional inability to sustain interest to the final word. 

Yet it is a fact that Collins the story writer reached maturity 
earlier than Collins the novelist. The multiple point of view was 
used in the stories several years before it made its appearance in 
The Woman in White. As early as 1852 Collins wrote a master- 
piece in the short story field: his second tale, ‘A Terribly Strange 
Bed’, achieved a tensity not attained by any of his novels of 
the same period. It was not until seven years later that he wrote 
a masterpiece in the novel. 
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Several explanations can be offered for Collins’s earlier 
mastery of the shorter form. His type of story required simplic- 
ity, directness, and swiftness of movement: these he had at his 
command as a young writer. Contrariwise, his type of novel 
required the painstaking unravelling of a complex and ingenious 
plot: this skill he developed gradually over a period of years. 
Also, Collins’s faults as a writer of fiction were less damaging 
to a story than to a novel. For instance, a fumbled climax is 
much less annoying in a short story than in a novel, where the 
author has expended so much of his own effort and taken so 
much of the reader’s time in preparing for that climax. And one 
unlikely coincidence is easier to take than a whole series. 

Although Collins was very much the conscious and con- 
scientious novelist, striving long and hard to perfect his art, 
he seems to have been very much the unconscious technician 
of the short story, tossing off his stories with his left hand in 
order to earn his salary as a Household Words editor or to 
capitalize on his fame as a novelist. For this reason, he wrote 
good short stories more or less by accident, and having written 
a little masterpiece early in his career, he never surpassed this 
achievement as his career prolonged itself. But write good stories 
he did, as the editors hope the reader will discover for himself. 

In appearance a short, podgy little man, near-sighted and 
well-bearded, Wilkie Collins possessed a great sense of fun, and 
was extremely good company. The details of his private life are 
sparse even in this age of probing into the lives of the famous, for 
he successfully covered up a great deal about himself. Born on 
January 8th, 1824, he lived in Marylebone most of his life. His 
first published work was a life of his father, William Collins, the 
painter, issued in 1848 a few months after the latter’s death. 
Antonina, his first novel, was historical, and probably influenced 

by Lytton’s popular Last Days of Pompeii; but fortunately for 
the world he did not continue writing in that genre. In 1851 he 
met Dickens and they became fast friends for the remainder of 
their lives. A mutual interest in the theatre resulted in Dickens 
acting in plays by Wilkie Collins, and—a fact less well known 
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—in their collaboration in the writing of some powerful short 
stories, one of the best of them being ‘The Wreck of the Golden 
Mary’. These appeared in Household Words, which was edited 
by Dickens, as did a number of Collins’s own most famous 
stories, including ‘A Terribly Strange Bed’ (1852). It was in 1860 
that Wilkie Collins became famous with the publication of The 
Woman in White, but between that world-renowned novel and 

The Moonstone (1868) he wrote two other superbly good books 
which have been shamefully neglected, although one of them, 
No Name (1862), has been recently broadcast as a serial by the 

B.B.C. The other, Armadale, has never gained great popularity, 
probably because of its involved plot, yet the character of Miss 
Gwilt, is one of the best portraits of its kind in the history of 
the English novel. 

Wilkie Collins never married. He lived both with a Miss 
Martha Rudd, by whom he had three children, and with a 

Caroline Elizabeth Graves, who survived his death by six years. 

His final years were much hampered by neuralgia, and, in order 
to ease the intense pain he suffered, he took considerable doses 
of laudanum, so that in physical appearance he aged rapidly, 
although his mental vigour was not impaired. Indeed he went on 
writing to the end, but his latter novels had nothing of the power 
of his great ‘middle’ period, for many of them were little more 
than vehicles for propaganda. He died at 82 Wimpole Street on 
23rd September 1889. 

Robert Ashley 
West Point, New York 

Herbert van Thal 

London 



A 

TERRIBLY STRANGE BED 





SD ronr after my education at college was finished, I hap- 
pened to be staying at Paris with an English friend. We were 
both young men then, and lived, I am afraid, rather a wild life, 

in the delightful city of our sojourn. One night we were idling 
about the neighbourhood of the Palais Royal, doubtful to 
what amusement we should next betake ourselves. My friend 
proposed a visit to Frascati’s; but his suggestion was not to 
my taste. I knew Frascati’s, as the French saying is, by heart; 

had lost and won plenty of five-franc pieces there, merely for 
amusement’s sake, until it was amusement no longer, and was 
thoroughly tired, in fact, of all the ghastly respectabilities of 
such a social anomaly as a respectable gambling-house. ‘For 
Heaven’s sake,’ said I to my friend, ‘let us go somewhere where 

we can see a little genuine, blackguard, poverty-stricken gaming 
with no false gingerbread glitter thrown over it all. Let us get 
away from fashionable Frascati’s, to a house where they don’t 
mind letting in a man with a ragged coat, or a man with no coat, 
ragged or otherwise.’ ‘Very well,’ said my friend, ‘we needn’t go 
out of the Palais Royal to find the sort of company you want. 
Here’s the place just before us; as blackguard a place, by all 
report, as you could possibly wish to see.’ In another minute 
we arrived at the door and entered the house. 
When we got upstairs, and had left our hats and sticks with 

the doorkeeper, we were admitted into the chief gambling- 
room. We did not find many people assembled there. But, few 
as the men were who looked up at us on our entrance, they were 
all types—lamentably true types—of their respective classes. 
We had come to see blackguards; but these men were some- 

thing worse. There is a comic side, more or less appreciable, 
in all blackguardism—here there was nothing but tragedy— 
mute, weird tragedy. The quiet in the room was horrible. The 
thin, haggard, long-haired young man, whose sunken eyes 
fiercely watched the turning up of the cards, never spoke; the 
flabby, fat-faced, pimply player, who pricked his piece of paste- 
board perseveringly, to register how often black won, and how 
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often red—never spoke; the dirty, wrinkled old man, with the 

vulture eyes and the darned great-coat, who had lost his last 
sou, and still looked on desperately, after he could play no 
longer—never spoke. Even the voice of the croupier sounded 
as if it were strangely dulled and thickened in the atmosphere 
of the room. I had entered the place to laugh, but the spectacle 
before me was something to weep over. I soon found it necessary 
to take refuge in excitement from the depression of spirits which 
was fast stealing on me. Unfortunately I sought the nearest 
excitement, by going to the table and beginning to play. Still 
more unfortunately, as the event will show, I won—won pro- 
digiously; won incredibly; won at such a rate that the regular 
players at the table crowded round me; and staring at my 
stakes with hungry, superstitious eyes, whispered to one 
another that the English stranger was going to break the 
bank. 

The game was Rouge et Noir. I had played at it in every city 
in Europe, without, however, the care or the wish to study the 

Theory of Chances—that philosopher’s stone of all gamblers! 
And a gambler, in the strict sense of the word, I had never been. 

I was heart-whole from the corroding passion for play. My 
gaming was a mere idle amusement. I never resorted to it by 
necessity, because I never knew what it was to want money. I 
never practised it so incessantly as to lose more than I could 
afford, or to gain more than I could coolly pocket without being 
thrown off my balance by my good luck. In short, I had hitherto 
frequented gambling-tables—just as I frequented ballrooms and 
opera-houses—because they amused me, and because I had 
nothing better to do with my leisure hours. 

But on this occasion it was very different—now, for the first 
time in my life, I felt what the passion for play really was. My 
success first bewildered, and then, in the most literal meaning 

of the word, intoxicated me. Incredible as it may appear, it is 
nevertheless true, that I only lost when I attempted to estimate 
chances, and played according to previous calculation. If I left 
everything to luck, and staked without any care or considera- 
tion, I was sure to win—to win in the face of every recognized 
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probability in favour of the bank. At first some of the men 
present ventured their money safely enough on my colour; but 
I speedily increased my stakes to sums which they dared not 
risk. One after another they left off playing, and breathlessly 
looked on at my game. 

Still, time after time, I staked higher and higher, and still won. 

The excitement in the room rose to fever pitch. The silence was 
interrupted by a deep-muttered chorus of oaths and exclama- 
tions in different languages, every time the gold was shovelled 
across to my side of the table—even the imperturbable croupier 
dashed his rake on the floor in a (French) fury of astonishment 
at my success, But one man present preserved his self-possession, 
and that man was my friend. He came to my side, and whisper- _ 
ing in English, begged me to leave the place, satisfied with what 
I had already gained. I must do him the justice to say that he 
repeated his warnings and entreaties several times, and only 
left me and went away after I had rejected his advice (I was 
to all intents and purposes gambling drunk) in terms which 
rendered it impossible for him to address me again that 
night. 

Shortly after he had gone, a hoarse voice behind me cried: 
‘Permit me, my dear sir—permit me to restore to their proper 
place two napoleons which you have dropped. Wonderful luck, 
sir! I pledge you my word of honour, as an old soldier, in the 
course of my long experience in this sort of thing, I never saw 
such luck as yours—never! Go on, sir—Sacré mille bombes! 
Go on boldly, and break the bank!’ 

I turned round and saw, nodding and smiling at me with 
inveterate civility, a tall man, dressed in a frogged and braided 
surtout. 

If I had been in my senses, I should have considered him, 

personally, as being rather a suspicious specimen of an old 
soldier. He had goggling, blood-shot eyes, mangy moustaches, 
and a broken nose. His voice betrayed a barrack-room intona- 
tion of the worst order, and he had the dirtiest pair of hands 
I ever saw—even in France. These little personal peculiarities 
exercised, however, no repelling influence on me. In the mad 
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excitement, the reckless triumph of that moment, I was ready 
to ‘fraternize’ with anybody who encouraged me in my game. 
I accepted the old soldier’s offered pinch of snuff; clapped him 
on the back, and swore he was the honestest fellow in the world 

—the most glorious relic of the Grand Army that I had ever 
met with. ‘Go on!’ cried my military friend, snapping his fingers 
in ecstasy—‘Go on, and win! Break the bank—WMéille tonnerres! 

my gallant English comrade, break the bank!’ 
And I did go on—went on at such a rate, that in another 

quarter of an hour the croupier called out, “Gentlemen, the bank 
has discontinued for to-night.’ All the notes, and all the gold in 
that ‘bank’, now lay in a heap under my hands; the whole float- 
ing capital of the gambling-house was waiting to pour into my 
pockets! 

‘Tie up the money in your pocket-handkerchief, my worthy 
sir,’ said the old soldier, as I wildly plunged my hands into my 
heap of gold. “Tie it up, as we used to tie up a bit of dinner in 
the Grand Army; your winnings are too heavy for any breeches- 
pockets that ever were sewed. There! that’s it—shovel them in, 
notes and all! Credié! what luck! Stop! another napoleon on 
the floor! Ah! sacré petit polison de Napoleon! have 1 found 
thee at last? Now then, sir—two tight double knots each way 
with your honourable permission, and the money’s safe. Feel 
it! feel it, fortunate sir! hard and round as a cannon-ball—— 

Ah, bah! if they had only fired such cannon-balls at us at Auster- 
litz—nom d’une pipe! if they only had! And now, as an ancient 
grenadier, as an ex-brave of the French army, what remains for 
me to do? I ask what? Simply this, to entreat my valued English 
friend to drink a bottle of champagne with me, and toast the 
goddess Fortune in foaming goblets before we part!’ 

Excellent ex-brave! Convivial ancient grenadier! Champagne 
by all means! An English cheer for an old soldier! Hurrah! 
hurrah! Another English cheer for the goddess Fortune! Hur- 
rah! hurrah! hurrah! 

‘Bravo! the Englishman; the amiable, gracious Englishman, 

in whose veins circulates the vivacious blood of France! Another 
glass? Ah, bah!—the bottle is empty! Never mind! Vive le vin! 
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I, the old soldier, order another bottle, and half a pound of 
bonbons with it!’ 

“No, no, ex-brave; never—ancient grenadier! Your bottle last 

time; my bottle this. Behold it! Toast away! The French Army! 
the great Napoleon! the present company! the croupier! the 
honest croupier’s wife and daughters—if he has any! the 
Ladies generally! everybody in the world!’ 
By the time the second bottle of champagne was emptied, I 

felt as if I had been drinking liquid fire—my brain seemed all 
aflame. No excess in wine had ever had this effect on me before 
in my life. Was it the result of a stimulant acting upon my 
system when I was in a highly excited state? Was my stomach 
in a particularly disordered condition? Or was the champagne 
amazingly strong? 

*Ex-brave of the French Army!’ cried I, in a mad state of 
exhilaration, ‘J am on fire! how are you? You have set me on 
fire. Do you hear, my hero of Austerlitz? Let us have a third 
bottle of champagne to put the flame out!’ 

The old soldier wagged his head, rolled his goggle-eyes, until 
I expected to see them slip out of their sockets? placed his dirty 
forefinger by the side of his broken nose; solemnly ejaculated 
‘Coffee!’ and immediately ran off into an inner room. 

The word pronounced by the eccentric veteran seemed to 
have a magical effect on the rest of the company present. With 
one accord they all rose to depart. Probably they had expected 
to profit by my intoxication; but finding that my new friend was 
benevolently bent on preventing me from getting dead drunk, 
had now abandoned all hope of thriving pleasantly on my win- 
nings. Whatever their motive might be, at any rate they went 
away in a body. When the old soldier returned, and sat down 
again opposite to me at the table, we had the room to our- 
selves. I could see the croupier, in a sort of vestibule which 
opened out of it, eating his supper in solitude. The silence was 
now deeper than ever. 
A sudden change, too, had come over the ‘ex-brave’. He 

assumed a portentously solemn look; and when he spoke to me 
again, his speech was ornamented by no oaths, enforced by no 
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finger-snapping, enlivened by no apostrophes or exclamations. 
‘Listen, my dear sir,’ said he, in mysteriously confidential 

tones—‘listen to an old soldier’s advice. I have been to the 
mistress of the house (a very charming woman, with a genius 
for cookery!) to impress on her the necessity of making us some 
particularly strong and good coffee. You must drink this coffee 
in order to get rid of your little amiable exaltation of spirits 
before you think of going home—you must, my good and 
gracious friend! With all that money to take home to-night, it 
is a sacred duty to yourself to have your wits about you. You 
are known to be a winner to an enormous extent by several 
gentlemen present to-night, who, in a certain point of view, are 
very worthy and excellent fellows; but they are mortal men, 
my dear sir, and they have their amiable weaknesses; Need I 
say more? Ah, no, no! you understand me! Now, this is what 

you must do—send for a cabriolet when you feel quite well 
again—draw up all the windows when you get into it—and tell 
the driver to take you home only through the large and well- 
lighted thoroughfares. Do this; and you and your money will 
be safe. Do this; and to-morrow you will thank an old soldier 
for giving you a word of honest advice.’ 

Just as the ex-brave ended his oration in very lachrymose 
tones, the coffee came in, ready poured out in two cups. My 
attentive friend handed me one of the cups with a bow. I was 
parched with thirst, and drank it off at a draught. Almost 
instantly afterward, I was seized with a fit of giddiness, and felt 
more completely intoxicated than ever. The room whirled round 
and round furiously; the old soldier seemed to be regularly bob- 
bing up and down before me like the piston of a steam-engine. 
I was half deafened by a violent singing in my ears; a feeling of 
utter bewilderment, helplessness, idiocy, overcame me. I rose 
from my chair, holding on by the table to keep my balance; and 
stammered out that I felt dreadfully unwell—so unwell that I 
did not know how I was to get home. 

‘My dear friend,’ answered the old soldier—and even his 
voice seemed to be bobbing up and down as he spoke—‘my 
dear friend, it would be madness to go home in your state; you 
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would be sure to lose your money; you might be robbed and 
murdered with the greatest ease. J am going to sleep here; do 
you sleep here, too—they make up capital beds in this house 
—take one; sleep off the effects of the wine, and go home 

safely with your winnings to-morrow—to-morrow, in broad 
daylight.’ 

I had but two ideas left: one, that I must never let go hold of 
my handkerchief full of money; the other, that I must lie down 
somewhere immediately, and fall off into a comfortable sleep. 
So I agreed to the proposal about the bed, and took the offered 
arm of the old soldier, carrying my money with my disengaged 
hand. Preceded by the croupier, we passed along some passages 
and up a flight of stairs into the bedroom which I was to occupy. 
The ex-brave shook me warmly by the hand, proposed that we 
should breakfast together, and then, followed by the croupier, 
left me for the night. 

I ran to the wash-hand stand; drank some of the water in my 
jug; poured the rest out, and plunged my face into it; then sat 
down in a chair and tried to compose myself. I soon felt better. 
The change for my lungs, from the fetid atmosphere of the gam- 
bling-room to the cool air of the apartment I now occupied, the 
almost equally refreshing change for my eyes, from the glaring. 
gaslights of the ‘salon’ to the dim, quiet flicker of one bedroom- 
candle, aided wonderfully the restorative effects of cold water. 
The giddiness left me, and I began to feel a little like a reason- 
able being again. My first thought was of the risk of sleeping all 
night in a gambling-house; my second, of the still greater risk 
of trying to get out after the house was closed, and of going 
home alone at night through the streets of Paris with a large 
sum of money about me. I had slept in worse places than this 
on my travels; so I determined to lock, bolt, and barricade my 

door, and take my chance till the next morning. 
Accordingly, I secured myself against all intrusion; looked 

under the bed, and into the cupboard; tried the fastening of the 
window; and then, satisfied that I had taken every proper pre- 
caution, pulled off my upper clothing, put my light, which was 
a dim one, on the hearth among a feathery litter of wood-ashes, 
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and got into bed, with the handkerchief full of money under my 
pillow. 

I soon felt not only that I could not go to sleep, but that I 
could not even close my eyes. I was wide awake, and in a high 
fever. Every nerve in my body trembled—every one of my 
senses seemed to be preternaturally sharpened. I tossed and 
rolled, and tried every kind of position, and perseveringly 
sought out the cold corners of the bed, and all to no purpose. 
Now I thrust my arms over the clothes: now I poked them under 
the clothes; now I violently shot my legs straight out down to 
the bottom of the bed; now I convulsively coiled them up as 
near my chin as they would go; now I shook out my crumpled 
pillow, changed it to the cool side, patted it flat, and lay down 
quietly on my back; now I fiercely doubled it in two, set it up 
on end, thrust it against the board of the bed, and tried a sitting 
posture. Every effort was in vain; I groaned with vexation as I 
felt that I was in for a sleepless night. 
What could I do? I had no book to read. And yet, unless I 

found out some method of diverting my mind, I felt certain 
that I was in the condition to imagine all sorts of horrors; to 
rack my brain with forebodings of every possible and impos- 
sible danger; in short, to pass the night in suffering all conceiv- 
able varieties of nervous terror. 

I raised myself on my elbow, and looked about the room— 
which was brightened by a lovely moonlight pouring straight 
through the window—to see if it contained any pictures or orna- 
ments that 1 could at all clearly distinguish. While my eyes 
wandered from wall to wall, a remembrance of Le Maistre’s 

delightful little book, Voyage autour de ma Chambre, occurred 
to me. I resolved to imitate the French author, and find occupa- 
tion and amusement enough to relieve the tedium of my wake- 
fulness, by making a mental inventory of every article of 
furniture I could see, and by following up to their sources the 
multitude of associations which even a chair, a table, or a wash- 

hand stand may be made to call forth. 
In the nervous unsettled state of my mind at that moment, 

I found it much easier to make my inventory than to make my 
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reflections, and thereupon soon gave up all hope of thinking in 
Le Maistre’s fanciful track—or, indeed, of thinking at all. I 

looked about the room at the different articles of furniture, and 

did nothing more. 
There was, first, the bed I was lying in; a four-post bed, of 

all things in the world to meet with in Paris—yes, a thorough 
clumsy British four-poster, with a regular top lined with chintz 
—the regular fringed valance all round—the regular stifling, 
unwholesome curtains, which I remembered having mechani- 
cally drawn back against the posts without particularly noticing 
the bed when I first got into the room. Then there was the 
marble-topped, wash-hand stand, from which the water I had 
spilled, in my hurry to pour it out, was still dripping, slowly and 
more slowly, on to the brick floor. Then two small chairs, with 

my coat, waistcoat, and trousers flung on them. Then a large 
elbow-chair covered with dirty-white dimity, with my cravat 
and shirt collar thrown over the back. Then a chest of drawers 
with two of the brass handles off, and a tawdry, broken china 

inkstand placed on it by way of ornament for the top. Then the 
dressing-table, adorned by a very small looking-glass, and a 
very large pincushion. Then the window—an unusually large 
window. Then a dark old picture, which the feeble candle dimly 
showed me. It was a picture of a fellow in a high Spanish hat, 
crowned with a plume of towering feathers. A swarthy, sinister 
ruffian, looking upward, shading his eyes with his hand, and 
looking intently upward—it might be at some tall gallows at 
which he was going to be hanged. At any rate, he had the appear- 
ance of thoroughly deserving it. 

This picture put a kind of constraint upon me to look upward 
too—at the top of the bed. It was a gloomy and not an interest- 
ing object, and I looked back at the picture. I counted the 
feathers in the man’s hat—they stood out in relief—three white, 
two green. I observed the crown of his hat, which was of conical 
shape, according to the fashion supposed to have been favoured 
by Guido Fawkes. I wondered what he was looking up at. It 
couldn’t be at the stars; such a desperado was neither astrologer 
nor astronomer. It must be at the high gallows, and he was 
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going to be hanged presently. Would the executioner come into 
possession of his conical crowned hat and plume of feathers? I 
counted the feathers again—three white, two green. 

While I still lingered over this very improving and intellectual 
employment, my thoughts insensibly began to wander. The 
moonlight shining into the room reminded me of a certain 
moonlight night in England—the night after a picnic party in 
a Welsh valley. Every incident of the drive homeward, through 
lovely scenery, which the moonlight made lovelier than ever, 
came back to my remembrance, though I had never given the 
picnic a thought for years; though, if I had tried to recollect it, 

I could certainly have recalled little or nothing of that scene 
long past. Of all the wonderful faculties that help to tell us we 
are immortal, which speaks the sublime truth more eloquently 
than memory? Here was I, in a strange house of the most sus- 
picious character, in a situation of uncertainty, and even of peril, 
which might seem to make the cool exercise of my recollection 
almost out of the question; nevertheless, remembering, quite 
involuntarily, places, people, conversations, minute circum- 
stances of every kind, which I had thought forgotten for ever; 
which I could not possibly have recalled at will, even under the 
most favourable auspices. And what cause had produced in a 
moment the whole of this strange, complicated, mysterious 
effect? Nothing but some rays of moonlight shining in at my 
bedroom window. 

I was still thinking of the picnic—of our merriment on the 
drive home—of the sentimental young lady who would quote 
‘Childe Harold’ because it was moonlight. I was absorbed by 
these past scenes and past amusements, when, in an instant, the 

thread on which my memories hung snapped asunder; my atten- 
tion immediately came back to present things more vividly than 
ever, and I found myself, I neither knew why nor wherefore, 

looking hard at the picture again. 
Looking for what? 
Good God! the man had pulled his hat down on his brows! 

No! the hat itself was gone! Where was the conical crown? 
Where the feathers—three white, two green? Not there! In place 
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of the hat and feathers, what dusky object was it that now hid 
his forehead, his eyes, his shading hand? 
Was the bed moving? 
I turned on my back and looked up. Was I mad? drunk? 

dreaming? giddy again? or was the top of the bed really moving 
down—sinking slowly, regularly, silently, horribly, right down 
throughout the whole of its length and breadth—right down 
upon me, as I lay underneath? 
My blood seemed to stand still. A deadly paralysing cold- 

ness stole all over me as I turned my head round on the 
pillow and determined to test whether the bed-top was 
really moving or not, by keeping my eye on the man in the 
picture. 

The next look in that direction was enough. The dull, black, 

frowzy outline of the valance above me was within an inch of 
being parallel with his waist. I still looked breathlessly. And 
steadily and slowly—very slowly—I saw the figure, and the line 
of frame below the figure, vanish, as the valance moved down 

before it. 
I am, constitutionally, anything but timid. I have been on 

more than one occasion in peril of my life, and have not lost 
my self-possession for an instant; but when the conviction first 
settled on my mind that the bed-top was really moving, was 
steadily and continuously sinking down upon me, I looked 
up shuddering, helpless, panic-stricken, beneath the hideous 
machinery for murder, which was advancing closer and closer 
to suffocate me where I lay. 

I looked up, motionless, speechless, breathless. The candle, 

fully spent, went out; but the moonlight still brightened the 
room. Down and down, without pausing and without sounding, 
came the bed-top, and still my panic terror seemed to bind me 
faster and faster to the mattress on which I lay—down and down 
it sank, till the dusty odour from the lining of the canopy came 
stealing into my nostrils. 

At that final moment the instinct of self-preservation startled 
me out of my trance, and I moved at last. There was just 
room for me to roll myself sidewise off the bed. As I dropped 

c 
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noiselessly to the floor, the edge of the murderous canopy 
touched me on the shoulder. 

Without stopping to draw my breath, without wiping the 
cold sweat from my face, I rose instantly on my knees to watch 
the bed-top. I was literally spellbound by it. If I had heard foot- 
steps behind me, I could not have turned round; if a means of 
escape had been miraculously provided for me, I could not have 
moved to take advantage of it. The whole life in me was, at that 
moment, concentrated in my eyes. 

It descended—the whole canopy, with the fringe round it, 
came down—down—close down; so close that there was not 

room now to squeeze my finger between the bed-top and the 
bed. I felt at the sides, and discovered that what had appeared 
to me from beneath to be the ordinary light canopy of a four- 
post bed was in reality a thick, broad mattress, the substance of 
which was concealed by the valance and its fringe. I looked up 
and saw the four posts rising hideously bare. In the middle of 
the bed-top was a huge wooden screw that had evidently worked 
it down through a hole in the ceiling, just as ordinary presses 
are worked down on the substance selected for compression. 
The frightful apparatus moved without making the faintest 
noise. There had been no creaking as it came down; there was 
now not the faintest sound from the room above. Amid a dead 
and awful silence I beheld before me—in the nineteenth century, 
and in the civilized capital of France—such a machine for secret 
murder by suffocation as might have existed in the worst days 
of the Inquisition, in the lonely inns among the Hartz Moun- 
tains, in the mysterious tribunals of Westphalia! Still, as [looked 
on it, I could not move, I could hardly breathe, but I began to 
recover the power of thinking, and in a moment I discovered 

the murderous conspiracy framed against me in all its horror. 
My cup of coffee had been drugged, and drugged too strongly. 

I had been saved from being smothered by having taken an over- 
dose of some narcotic. How I had chafed and fretted at the fever 
fit which had preserved my life by keeping me awake! How 
recklessly I had confided myself to the two wretches who had 
led me into this room, determined, for the sake of my winnings, 
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to kill me in my sleep by the surest and most horrible contriv- 
ance for secretly accomplishing my destruction! How many 
men, winners like me, had slept, as I had proposed to sleep, in 

that bed, and had never been seen or heard of more! I shud- 

dered at the bare idea of it. 
But ere long all thought was again suspended by the sight of 

the murderous canopy moving once more. After it had remained 
on the bed—as nearly as I could guess—about ten minutes, it 
began to move up again. The villains who worked it from above 
evidently believed that their purpose was now accomplished. 
Slowly and silently, as it had descended, that horrible bed-top 
rose towards its former place. When it reached the upper 
extremities of the four posts, it reached the ceiling, too. Neither 
hole nor screw could be seen; the bed became in appearance an 
ordinary bed again—the canopy an ordinary canopy—even to 
the most suspicious eyes. 

Now, for the first time, I was able to move—to rise from my 

knees—to dress myself in my upper clothing—and to consider 
of how I should escape. If I betrayed by the smallest noise that 
the attempt to suffocate me had failed, I was certain to be mur- 
dered. Had I made any noise already? I listened intently, looking 
towards the door. 

No! no footsteps in the passage outside—no sound of a tread, 
light or heavy, in the room above—absolute silence everywhere. 
Besides locking and bolting my door, I had moved an only 
wooden chest against it, which I had found under the bed. To 

remove this chest (my blood ran cold as I thought of what its 
contents might be!) without making some disturbance was im- 
possible; and, moreover, to think of escaping through the house, 
now barred up for the night, was sheer insanity. Only one chance 
was left me—the window. I stole to it on tiptoe. 
My bedroom was on the first floor, above an entresol, and 

looked into a back street. I raised my hand to open the window, 
knowing that on that action hung, by the merest hair-breadth, 
my chance of safety. They keep vigilant watch in a House of 
Murder. If any part of the frame cracked, if the hinge creaked, 
I was a lost man! It must have occupied me at least five minutes, 
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reckoning by time—five hours, reckoning by suspense—to open 
that window. I succeeded in doing it silently—in doing it with 
all the dexterity of a house-breaker—and then looked down into 
the street. To leap the distance beneath me would be almost 
certain destruction! Next, I looked round at the sides of the 

house. Down the left side ran a thick water pipe—it passed close 
by the outer edge of the window. The moment I saw the pipe I 
knew I was saved. My breath came and went freely for the first 
time since I had seen the canopy of the bed moving down upon 
me! 

To some men the means of escape which I had discovered 
might have seemed difficult and dangerous enough—to me the 
prospect of slipping down the pipe into the street did not sug- 
gest even a thought of peril. I had always been accustomed, by 
the practice of gymnastics, to keep up my schoolboy powers as 
a daring and expert climber; and knew that my head, hands, 
and feet would serve me faithfully in any hazards of ascent or 
descent. I had already got one leg over the window-sill, when I 
remembered the handkerchief filled with money under my 
pillow. I could well have afforded to leave it behind me, but I 
was revengefully determined that the miscreants of the gambling 
house should miss their plunder as well as their victim. So I 
went back to the bed and tied the heavy handkerchief at my 
back by my cravat. 

Just as [had made it tight and fixed it in a comfortable place, 
I thought I heard a sound of breathing outside the door. The 
chill feeling of horror ran through me again as [ listened. No! 
dead silence still in the passage—I had only heard the night air 
blowing softly into the room. The next moment I was on the 
window-sill—and the next I had a firm grip on the water-pipe 
with my hands and knees. 

I slid down into the street easily and quietly, as I thought I 
should, and immediately set off at the top of my speed to a 
branch Prefecture of Police, which I knew was situated in the 

immediate neighbourhood. A Sub-prefect, and several picked 
men among his subordinates, happened to be up, maturing, I 
believe, some scheme for discovering the perpetrator of a mys- 



A TERRIBLY STRANGE BED 21 

terious murder which all Paris was talking of just then. When I 
began my story, in a breathless hurry and in very bad French, 
I could see that the Sub-prefect suspected me of being a drunken 
Englishman who had robbed somebody; but he soon altered his 
opinion as I went on, and before I had anything like concluded, 

he shoved all the papers before him into a drawer, put on his 
hat, supplied me with another (for I was bare-headed), ordered 
a file of soldiers, desired his expert followers to get ready all 
sorts of tools for breaking open doors and ripping up brick 
flooring, and took my arm, in the most friendly and familiar 
manner possible, to lead me with him out of the house. I will 
venture to say that when the Sub-prefect was a little boy, and 
was taken for the first time to the play, he was not half as much 
pleased as he was now at the job in prospect for him at the 
gambling-house! 
Away we went through the streets, the Sub-prefect cross- 

examining and congratulating me in the same breath as we 
marched at the head of our formidable posse comitatus. Senti- 
nels were placed at the back and front of the house the moment 
we got to it; a tremendous battery of knocks was directed 
against the door; a light appeared at a window; I was told to 
conceal myself behind the police—then came more knocks and 
a cry of ‘Open in the name of the law!’ At that terrible summons 
bolts and locks gave way before an invisible hand, and the 
moment after the Sub-prefect was in the passage, confronting 
a waiter half-dressed and ghastly pale. This was the short dia- 
logue which immediately took place: 

‘We want to see the Englishman who is sleeping in this 
house?’ 

‘He went away hours ago.’ 
‘He did no such thing. His friend went away; he remained. 

Show us to his bedroom!’ 
‘I swear to you, Monsieur le Sous-prefect, he is not here! 

he-—' 
‘I swear to you, Monsieur le Garcon, he is. He slept here— 

he didn’t find your bed comfortable—he came to us to complain 
of it—here he is among my men—and here am I ready to look 
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for a flea or two in his bedstead. Renaudin!’—calling to one of 
the subordinates, and pointing to the waiter—‘collar that man 
and tie his hands behind him. Now, then, gentlemen, let us walk 

upstairs!” 
Every man and woman in the house was secured—the ‘Old 

Soldier’ the first. Then I identified the bed in which I had slept, 
and then we went into the room above. 
No object that was at all extraordinary appeared in any part 

of it. The Sub-prefect looked round the place, commanded 
everybody to be silent, stamped twice on the floor, called for a 
candle, looked attentively at the spot he had stamped on, and 
ordered the flooring there to be carefully taken up. This was 
done in no time. Lights were produced, and we saw a deep 
raftered cavity between the floor of this room and the ceiling of 
the room beneath. Through this cavity there ran perpendicu- 
larly a sort of case of iron thickly greased; and inside the case 
appeared the screw, which communicated with the bed-top 
below. Extra lengths of screw, freshly oiled; levers covered with 
felt; all the complete upper works of a heavy press—constructed 
with infernal ingenuity so as to join the fixtures below, and when 
taken to pieces again, to go into the smallest possible compass 
—were next discovered and pulled out on the floor. After 
some little difficulty the Sub-prefect succeeded in putting the 
machinery together, and, leaving his men to work it, descended 

with me to the bedroom. The smothering canopy was then 
lowered, but not so noiselessly as I had seen it lowered. When 
I mentioned this to the Sub-prefect, his answer, simple as it was, 

had a terrible significance. ‘My men,’ said he, ‘are working down 
the bed-top for the first time—the men whose money you won 
were in better practice.’ 
We left the house in the sole possession of two police agents 

—every one of the inmates being removed to prison on the spot. 
The Sub-prefect, after taking down my procés verbal in his 
office, returned with me to my hotel to get my passport. ‘Do 
you think,’ I asked, as I gave it to him, ‘that any men have 

really been smothered in that bed, as they tried to smother 
me? 
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‘I have seen dozens of drowned men laid out at the Morgue,’ 
answered the Sub-prefect, ‘in whose pocketbooks were found 
letters stating that they had committed suicide in the Seine, 
because they had lost everything at the gaming table. Do I know 
how many of those men entered the same gambling-house that 
you entered? won as you won? took that bed as you took it? 
slept in it? were smothered in it? and were privately thrown into 
the river, with a letter of explanation written by the murderers 
and placed in their pocketbooks? No man can say how many 
or how few have suffered the fate from which you have escaped. 
The people of the gambling-house kept their bedstead machinery 
a secret from us—even from the police! The dead kept the rest 
of the secret for them. Good night, or rather good morning, 
Monsieur Faulkner! Be at my office again at nine o’clock—in 
the meantime, au revoir 

The rest of my story is soon told. I was examined and re- 
examined; the gambling-house was strictly searched all through 
from top to bottom; the prisoners were separately interrogated; 
and two of the less guilty among them made a confession. I dis- 
covered that the Old Soldier was the master of the gambling- 
house—justice discovered that he had been drummed out of the 
army as a vagabond years ago; that he had been guilty of all 
sorts of villainies since; that he was in possession of stolen pro- 
perty, which the owners identified; and that he, the croupier, 
another accomplice, and the woman who had made my cup of 
coffee, were all in the secret of the bedstead. There appeared 

some reason to doubt whether the inferior persons attached to 
the house knew anything of the suffocating machinery; and they 
received the benefit of that doubt, by being treated simply as 
thieves and vagabonds. As for the Old Soldier and his two head 
myrmidons, they went to the galleys; the woman who had 
drugged my coffee was imprisoned for I forget how many years; 
the regular attendants at the gambling-house were considered 
‘suspicious’ and placed under ‘surveillance’; and I became, for 
one whole week (which is a long time) the head ‘lion’ in Parisian 
society. My adventure was dramatized by three illustrious play- 

makers, but never saw theatrical daylight; for the censorship 
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forbade the introduction on the stage of a correct copy of the 
gambling-house bedstead. 

One good result was produced by my adventure, which any 
censorship must have approved: it cured me of ever again trying 
Rouge et Noir as an amusement. The sight of a green cloth, with 
packs of cards and heaps of money on it, will henceforth be for 
ever associated in my mind with the sight of a bed canopy des- 
cending to suffocate me in the silence and darkness of the night. 
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it SERVED my time—never mind in whose office—and I started 
in business for myself in one of our English country towns, I 
decline stating which. I hadn’t a farthing of capital, and my 
friends in the neighbourhood were poor and useless enough, 
with one exception. That exception was Mr. Frank Gatliffe, son 
of Mr. Gatliffe, member for the county, the richest man and the 

proudest for many a mile round about our parts. You won’t 
trace any particulars by the name of Gatliffe. I’m not bound to 
commit myself or anybody else by mentioning names. I have 
given you the first that came into my head. 

Well, Mr. Frank was a staunch friend of mine, and ready to 

recommend me whenever he got the chance. I had contrived to 
get him a little timely help—for a consideration of course—in 
borrowing money at a fair rate of interest; in fact, I had saved 

him from the Jews. The money was borrowed while Mr. Frank 
was at college. He came back from college, and stopped at home 
a little while, and then there got spread about all our neighbour- 
hood a report that he had fallen in love, as the saying is, with 
his young sister’s governess, and that his mind was made up to 
marry her. What! you’re at it again! You want to know her 
name, don’t you? What do you think of Smith? 

Speaking as a lawyer, I consider report, in a general way, to 
be a fool and a liar. But in this case report turned out to be 
something very different. Mr. Frank told me he was really in 
love, and said upon his honour (an absurd expression which 
young chaps of his age are always using) he was determined to 
marry Smith, the governess—the sweet, darling girl, as he called 

her; but I’m not sentimental, and J call her Smith, the governess. 

Well, Mr. Frank’s father, being as proud as Lucifer, said “No’, as 

to marrying the governess, when Mr. Frank wanted him to say 
‘Yes’. He was a man of business, was old Gatliffe, and he took 

the proper business course. He sent the governess away with a 
first-rate character and a spanking present, and then he looked 
about him to get something for Mr. Frank to do. While he was 
looking about, Mr. Frank bolted to London after the governess, 
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who had nobody alive belonging to her to go to but an aunt— 
her father’s sister. The aunt refuses to let Mr. Frank in without 
the squire’s permission. Mr. Frank writes to his father, and says 
he will marry the girl as soon as he is of age, or shoot himself. 
Up to town comes the squire and his wife and his daughter, and 
a lot of sentimentality, not in the slightest degree material to 
the present statement, takes place among them; and the upshot 
of it is that old Gatliffe is forced into withdrawing the word No, 
and substituting the word Yes. 

I don’t believe he would ever have done it, though, but for 

one lucky peculiarity in the case. The governesses’s father was 
a man of good family—pretty nigh as good as Gatliffe’s own. 
He had been in the army; had sold out; set up as a wine-mer- 
chant—failed—died; ditto his wife, as to the dying part of it. 
No relation, in fact, left for the squire to make inquiries about 
but the father’s sister—who had behaved, as old Gatliffe said, 

like a thorough-bred gentlewoman in shutting the door against 
Mr. Frank in the first instance. So, to cut the matter short, 

things were at last made up pleasant enough. The time was fixed 
for the wedding, and an announcement about it—Marriage in 

High Life and all that—put into the county paper. There was a 
regular biography, besides, of the governesses’s father, so as to 
stop people from talking—a great flourish about his pedigree, 
and a long account of his services in the army; but not a word, 
mind ye, of his having turned wine-merchant afterwards. Oh, 
no—not a word about that! 

I knew it, though, for Mr. Frank told me. He hadn’t a bit of 

pride about him. He introduced me to his future wife one day 
when I met him out walking, and asked me if I did not think 
he was a lucky fellow. I don’t mind admitting that I did, and 
that I told him so. Ah! but she was one of my sort, was that 
governess. Stood, to the best of my recollection, five foot four. 
Good lissom figure, that looked as if it had never been boxed up 
in a pair of stays. Eyes that made me feel as if I was under a 
pretty stiff cross-examination the moment she looked at me. 
Fine red, kiss-and-come-again sort of lips. Cheeks and com- 
plexion No, you wouldn’t identify her by her cheeks and 
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complexion, if I drew you a picture of them this very moment. 
She has had a family of children since the time I’m talking of; 
and her cheeks are a trifle fatter, and her complexion is a shade 
or two redder now, than when I first met her out walking with 
Mr. Frank. 

The marriage was to take place on a Wednesday. I decline 
mentioning the year or the month. I had started as an attorney 
on my own account—say six weeks, more or less, and was sit- 

ting alone in my office on the Monday morning before the wed- 
ding-day, trying to see my way clear before me and not succeed- 
ing particularly well, when Mr. Frank suddenly bursts in, as 

white as any ghost that ever was painted, and says he’s got the 
most dreadful case for me to advise on, and not an hour to lose 

in acting on my advice. 
‘Is this in the way of business, Mr. Frank?’ says I, stopping 

him just as he was beginning to get sentimental. ‘Yes or no, 
Mr. Frank?’ rapping my new office paper-knife on the table, to 
pull him up short all the sooner. 

‘My dear fellow’-—he was always familiar with me—‘it’s in 
the way of business, certainly; but friendship——’ 

I was obliged to pull him up short again, and regularly 
examine him as if he had been in the witness-box, or he would 

have kept me talking to no purpose half the day. 
‘Now, Mr. Frank,’ says I, ‘I can’t have any sentimentality 

mixed up with business matters. You please to stop talking, and 
let me ask questions. Answer in the fewest words you can use. 
Nod when nodding will do instead of words.’ 

I fixed him with my eye for about three seconds, as he sat 
groaning and wriggling in his chair. When I’d done fixing him, 
I gave another rap with my paper-knife on the table to startle 
him up a bit. Then I went on. 

‘From what you have been stating up to the present time,’ 
says I, ‘I gather that you are in a scrape which is likely to inter- 
fere seriously with your marriage on Wednesday?’ 

(He nodded, and I cut in again before he could say a 
word): 

‘The scrape affects your young lady, and goes back to the 
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period of a transaction in which her late father was engaged, 

doesn’t it?’ | 
(He nods, and I cut in once more): 
‘There is a party who turned up after seeing the announce- 

ment of your marriage in the paper, who is cognizant of what 
he oughtn’t to know, and who is prepared to use his knowledge 
of the same to the prejudice of the young lady and of your mar- 
riage, unless he receives a sum of money to quiet him? Very well. 
Now, first of all, Mr. Frank, state what you have been told 

by the young lady herself about the transaction of her late 
father. How did you first come to have any knowledge 
of it?” 

‘She was talking to me about her father one day so tenderly 
and prettily, that she quite excited my interest about him,’ 
begins Mr. Frank; ‘and I asked her, among other things, what 
had occasioned his death. She said she believed it was distress 
of mind in the first instance; and added that this distress was 

connected with a shocking secret, which she and her mother 
had kept from everybody, but which she could not keep from 
me, because she was determined to begin her married life by 
having no secrets from her husband.’ Here Mr. Frank began to 
get sentimental again, and I pulled him up short once more with 
the paper-knife. 

‘She told me,’ Mr. Frank went on, “that the great mistake of 
her father’s life was his selling out of the army and taking to the 
wine trade. He had no talent for business; things went wrong 
with him from the first. His clerk, it was strongly suspected, 
cheated him——’ 

‘Stop a bit,’ says I. ‘What was that suspected clerk’s 
name?’ 

‘Davager,’ says he. 
‘Davager,’ says I, making a note of it. ‘Go on, Mr. Frank.’ 
‘His affairs got more and more entangled,’ says Mr. Frank; 

‘he was pressed for money in all directions; bankruptcy, and 
consequent dishonour (as he considered it) stared him in the 
face. His mind was so affected by his troubles that both his wife 
and daughter, towards the last, considered him to be hardly 
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responsible for his own acts. In this state of desperation and 
misery, he——’ Here Mr. Frank began to hesitate. 
We have two ways in the law of drawing evidence off nice and 

clear from an unwilling client or witness. We give him a fright, 
or we treat him to a joke. I treated Mr. Frank to a joke. 

‘Ah!’ says I, ‘I know what he did. He had a signature to write; 

and, by the most natural mistake in the world, he wrote another 
gentleman’s name instead of his own—eh?’ 

‘It was to a bill,’ says Mr. Frank, looking very crestfallen, 

instead of taking the joke. ‘His principal creditor wouldn’t wait 
till he could raise the money, or the greater part of it. But he 
was resolved, if he sold off everything, to get the amount and 
repay—— 

‘Of course,’ says I, “drop that. The forgery was discovered. 
When?’ 

“Before even the first attempt was made to negotiate the bill. 
He had done the whole thing in the most absurdly and inno- 
cently wrong way. The person whose name he had used was a 
staunch friend of his, and a relation of his wife’s—a good man 
as well as a rich one. He had influence with the chief creditor, 

and he used it nobly. He had a real affection for the unfortunate 
man’s wife, and he proved it generously.’ 

‘Come to the point,’ says I. “What did he do? In a business 

way, what did he do?’ 
‘He put the false bill into the fire, drew a bill of his own to 

replace it, and then—only then—told my dear girl and her 
mother all that had happened. Can you imagine anything 
nobler?’ asks Mr. Frank. 

‘Speaking in my professional capacity, I can’t imagine any- 
thing greener,’ says I. ‘Where was the father? Off, I suppose?’ 

‘Til in bed,’ says Mr. Frank, colouring. “But he mustered 
strength enough to write a contrite and grateful letter the same 
day, promising to prove himself worthy of the noble modera- 
tion and forgiveness extended to him, by selling off everything 
he possessed to repay his money debt. He did sell off every- 
thing, down to some old family pictures that were heirlooms; 
down to the little plate he had; down to the very tables and 
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chairs that furnished his drawing-room. Every farthing of the 
debt was paid; and he was left to begin the world again, with the 
kindest promises of help from the generous man who had for- 
given him. It was too late. His crime of one rash moment— 
atoned for though it had been—preyed upon his mind. He 
became possessed with the idea that he had lowered himself 
for ever in the estimation of his wife and daughter, and——’ 

‘He died,’ I cut in. “Yes, yes, we know that. Let’s go back for 

a minute to the contrite and grateful letter that he wrote. My 
experience in the law, Mr. Frank, has convinced me that if 

everybody burned everybody else’s letters, half the courts of 
justice in this country might shut up shop. Do you happen to 
know whether the letter we are now speaking of contained any- 
thing like an avowal or confession of the forgery?’ 

‘Of course it did,’ says he. “Could the writer express his con- 
trition properly without making some such confession?’ 

‘Quite easy, if he had been a lawyer,’ says I. ‘But never mind 
that; I’m going to make a guess—a desperate guess, mind. 
Should I be altogether in error if I thought that this letter had 
been stolen; and that the fingers of Mr. Davager, of suspicious 
commercial celebrity, might possibly be the fingers which 
took it?’ 

‘That is exactly what I wanted to make you understand,’ 
cried Mr. Frank. 

‘How did he communicate the interesting fact of the theft to 
you?’ 

‘He has not ventured into my presence. The scoundrel actu- 
ally had the audacity——’ 

‘Aha!’ says I. “The young lady herself! Sharp practitioner, 
Mr. Davager.’ 

‘Early this morning, when she was walking alone in the shrub- 
bery,’ Mr. Frank goes on, ‘he had the assurance to approach 
her, and to say that he had been watching his opportunity of 
getting a private interview for days past. He then showed her— 
actually showed her—her unfortunate father’s letter; put into 

her hands another letter directed to me; bowed, and walked off; 

leaving her half dead with astonishment and terror. If I’'d only 
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happened to be there at the time!’ says Mr. Frank, shaking his 
fist murderously in the air, by way of a finish. 

‘It’s the greatest luck in the world that you were not,’ says I. 
“Have you got that other letter?’ 
He handed it to me. It was so remarkably humorous and 

short, that I remember every word of it at this distance of time. 
It began in this way: 

To Francis Gatliffe, Esq., Jun. 

StrR—I have an extremely curious autograph letter to sell. 
The price is a five-hundred-pound note. The young lady to 
whom you are to be married on Wednesday will inform you of 
the nature of the letter, and the genuineness of the autograph. 
If you refuse to deal, I shall send a copy to the local paper, and 
shall wait on your highly respected father with the original curi- 
osity, on the afternoon of Tuesday next. Having come down 
here on family business, I have put up at the family hotel—being 
to be heard of at the Gatliffe Arms. Your very obedient servant, 

ALFRED DAVAGER 

“A clever fellow that,’ says I, putting the letter into my private 
drawer. 

‘Clever!’ cries Mr. Frank, ‘he ought to be horsewhipped 
within an inch of his life. I would have done it myself; but she 
made me promise, before she told me a word of the matter, to 

come straight to you.’ 
‘That was one of the wisest promises you ever made,’ says I. 

“We can’t afford to bully this fellow, whatever else we may do - 
with him. Do you think I am saying anything libellous against 
your excellent father’s character when J assert that if he saw the 
letter he would certainly insist on your marriage being put off, 
at the very least?’ 

‘Feeling as my father does about my marriage, he would insist 
on its being dropped altogether, if he saw this letter,’ says Mr. 
Frank, with a groan. ‘But even that is not the worst of it. The 
generous, noble girl herself says that if the letter appears in the 
paper, with all the unanswerable comments this scoundrel 
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would be sure to add to it, she would rather die than hold me to 

my engagement, even if my father would Jet me keep it.’ 
As he said this his eyes began to water. He was a weak young 

fellow, and ridiculously fond of her. I brought him back to busi- 
ness with another rap of the paper-knife. 

‘Hold up, Mr. Frank,’ says I. ‘I have a question or two more. 
Did you think of asking the young lady whether, to the best of 
her knowledge, this infernal letter was the only written evidence 
of the forgery now in existence?’ 

‘Yes, I did think directly of asking her that,’ says he; “and she 
told me she was quite certain that there was no written evidence 
of the forgery except that one letter.’ 

‘Will you give Mr. Davager his price for it?’ says I. 
‘Yes,’ says Mr. Frank, quite peevish with me for asking him 

such a question. He was an easy young chap in money matters, 
and talked of hundreds as most men talk of sixpences. 

‘Mr. Frank,’ says I, ‘you came here to get my help and advice 
in this extremely ticklish business, and you are ready, as I know 
without asking, to remunerate me for all and any of my services 
at the usual professional rate. Now, ’ve made up my mind to 
act boldly—desperately, if you like—on the hit or miss, win all 
or lose all principle—in dealing with this matter. Here is my 
proposal. I’m going to try if I can’t do Mr. Davager out of his 
letter. If I don’t succeed before to-morrow afternoon, you hand 
him the money, and I charge you nothing for professional ser- 
vices. If I do succeed, I hand you the letter instead of Mr. 
Davager, and you give me the money instead of giving it to him. 
It’s a precious risk for me, but I’m ready to run it. You must 
pay your five hundred anyway. What do you say to my plan? 
Is it Yes, Mr. Frank, or No?’ 

‘Hang your questions!’ cries Mr. Frank, jumping up; ‘you 
know it’s Yes ten thousand times over. Only you earn the 
money and——’ 

‘And you will be too glad to give it to me. Very good. Now 
go home. Comfort the young lady—don’t let Mr. Davager so 
much as set eyes on you—keep quiet—leave everything to me 
—and feel as certain as you please that all the letters in the world 
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can’t stop your being married on Wednesday.’ With these words 
I hustled him off out of the office, for I wanted to be left alone 

to make my mind up about what I should do. 
The first thing, of course, was to have a look at the enemy. I 

wrote to Mr. Davager, telling him that I was privately appointed 
to arrange the little business matter between himself and ‘an- 
other party’ (no names!) on friendly terms; and begging him to 
call on me at his earliest convenience. At the very beginning of 
the case, Mr. Davager bothered me. His answer was, that it 

would not be convenient to him to call till between six and seven 
in the evening. In this way, you see, he contrived to make me 
lose several precious hours, at a time when minutes almost were 
of importance. I had nothing for it but to be patient, and to give 
certain instructions, before Mr. Davager came, to my boy Tom. 

There never was such a sharp boy of fourteen before, and 
there never will be again, as my boy Tom. A spy to look after 
Mr. Davager was, of course, the first requisite in a case of this 
kind; and Tom was the smallest, quickest, quietest, sharpest, 

stealthiest little snake of a chap that ever dogged a gentleman’s 
steps and kept cleverly out of range of a gentleman’s eyes. I 
settled it with the boy that he was not to show at all when Mr. 
Davager came; and that he was to wait to hear me ring the bell 
when Mr. Davager left. If I rang twice, he was to show the 
gentleman out. If I rang once, he was to keep out of the way, and 
follow the gentleman wherever he went till he got back to the 
inn. Those were the only preparations I could make to begin 
with; being obliged to wait, and let myself be guided by what 
turned up. 

About a quarter to seven my gentleman came. 
In the profession of the law we get somehow quite remarkably 

mixed up with ugly people, blackguard people, and dirty people. 
But far away the ugliest and dirtiest blackguard | ever saw in 
my life was Mr. Alfred Davager. He had greasy white hair and 
a mottled face. He was low in the forehead, fat in the stomach, 
hoarse in the voice, and weak in the legs. Both his eyes were 
bloodshot, and one was fixed in his head. He smelled of spirits, 
and carried a toothpick in his mouth. ‘How are you? I’ve just 
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done dinner,’ says he; and he lights a cigar, sits down with his 

legs crossed, and winks at me. 
I tried at first to take the measure of him in a wheedling, con- 

fidential way; but it was no good. I asked him in a facetious, 
smiling manner, how he had got hold of the letter. He only told 
me in answer that he had been in the confidential employment 
of the writer of it, and that he had always been famous since 
infancy for a sharp eye to his own interests. I paid him some 
compliments; but he was not to be flattered. I tried to make him 
lose his temper; but he kept it in spite of me. It ended in his 
driving me to my last resource—I made an attempt to frighten 
him. 

‘Before we say a word about the money,’ I began, ‘let me put 
a case, Mr. Davager. The pull you have on Mr. Francis Gatliffe 
is, that you can hinder his marriage on Wednesday. Now, sup- 
pose I have got a magistrate’s warrant to apprehend you in my 
pocket? Suppose I have a constable to execute it in the next 
room? Suppose I bring you up to-morrow—the day before the 
marriage—charge you only generally with an attempt to extort 
money, and apply for a day’s remand to complete the case? 
Suppose, as a suspicious stranger, you can’t get bail in this town? 
Suppose——’ 

‘Stop a bit,’ says Mr. Davager. ‘Suppose I should not be the 
greenest fool that ever stood in shoes? Suppose I should not 
carry the letter about me? Suppose I should have given a certain 
envelope to a certain friend of mine in a certain place in this 
town? Suppose the letter should be inside that envelope, 
directed to old Gatliffe, side by side with a copy of the letter 
directed to the editor of the local paper? Suppose my friend 
should be instructed to open the envelope, and take the letters 
to their right address, if I don’t appear to claim them from 
him this evening? In short, my dear sir, suppose you were born 
yesterday, and suppose I wasn’t?’ says Mr. Davager, and 
winks at me again. 

He didn’t take me by surprise, for I never expected that he 
had the letter about him. I made a pretence of being very much 
taken aback, and of being quite ready to give in. We settled our 
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business about delivering the letter, and handing over the money, 
in no time. I was to draw out a document, which he was to sign. 
He knew the document was stuff and nonsense, just as well as I 

did, and told me I was only proposing it to swell my client’s bill. 
Sharp as he was, he was wrong there. The document was not 
to be drawn out to gain money from Mr. Frank, but to gain 
time from Mr. Davager. It served me as an excuse to put off 
the payment of the five hundred pounds till three o’clock on the 
Tuesday afternoon. The Tuesday morning Mr. Davager said he 
should devote to his amusement, and asked me what sights were 
to be seen in the neighbourhood of the town. When I had told 
him, he pitched his toothpick into my grate, yawned, and went 
out. 

I rang the bell once—waited till he had passed the window— 
and then looked after Tom. There was my jewel of a boy on the 
opposite side of the street, just setting his top going in the most 
playful manner possible. Mr. Davager walked away up the 
street towards the market-place. Tom whipped his top up the 
street towards the market-place, too. 

In a quarter of an hour he came back, with all his evidence 
collected in a beautifully clear and compact state. Mr. Davager 
had walked to a public-house just outside the town, in a lane 
leading to the highroad. On a bench outside the public-house 
there sat a man smoking. He said ‘All right?’ and gave a letter 
to Mr. Davager, who answered ‘All right!’ and walked back to 
the inn. In the hall he ordered hot rum-and-water, cigars, 
slippers, and a fire to be lit in his room. After that he went up- 
stairs, and Tom came away. 

I now saw my road clear before me—not very far on, but still 
clear. I had housed the letter, in all probability for that night, 
at the Gatliffe Arms. After tipping Tom, I gave him directions 
to play about the door of the inn, and refresh himself when he 
was tired at the tart-shop opposite, eating as much as he pleased, 
on the understanding that he crammed all the time with his eye 
on the window. If Mr. Davager went out, or Mr. Davager’s 
friend called on him, Tom was to let me know. He was also to 

take a little note from me to the head chambermaid—an old 
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friend of mine—asking her to step over to my office, on a private 
matter of business, as soon as her work was done for that night. 
After settling these little matters, having half an hour to spare, 
I turned to and did myself a bloater at the office fire, and had a 
drop of gin-and-water hot, and felt comparatively happy. 
When the head chambermaid came, it turned out, as good 

luck would have it, that Mr. Davager had drawn her attention 
rather too closely to his ugliness, by offering her a testimony of 
his regard in the shape of a kiss. I no sooner mentioned him 
than she flew into a passion; and when I added, by way of 
clinching the matter, that I was retained to defend the interests 
of a very beautiful and deserving young lady (name not referred 
to, of course) against the most cruel underhand treachery on the 
part of Mr. Davager, the head chambermaid was ready to go 
to any lengths that she safely could to serve my cause. In a few 
words I discovered that Boots was to call Mr. Davager at eight 
the next morning, and was to take his clothes downstairs to 
brush as usual. If Mr. D—— had not emptied his own pockets 
overnight, we arranged that Boots was to forget to empty them 
for him, and was to bring the clothes downstairs just as he found 
them. If Mr. D——’s pockets were emptied, then, of course, it 
would be necessary to transfer the searching process to Mr. 
D——’s room. Under any circumstances, I was certain of the 

head chambermaid; and under any circumstances, also, the 

head chambermaid was certain of Boots. 
I waited till Tom came home, looking very puffy and bilious 

about the face; but as to his intellects, if anything, rather sharper 
than ever. His report was uncommonly short and pleasant. The 
inn was shutting up; Mr. Davager was going to bed in rather a 
drunken condition; Mr. Davager’s friend had never appeared. 
I sent Tom (properly instructed about keeping our man in view 
all the next morning) to his shake-down behind the office-desk, 
where I heard him hiccoughing half the night, as even the best 
boys will, when over-excited and too full of tarts. 

At half-past seven next morning, I slipped quietly into Boots’s 
pantry. 

Down came the clothes. No pockets in trousers. Waistcoat- 
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pockets empty. Coat-pockets with something in them. First, 
handkerchief; secondly, bunch of keys; thirdly, cigar-case; 
fourthly, pocketbook. Of course I wasn’t such a fool as to expect 
to find the letter there, but I opened the pocketbook with a cer- 
tain curiosity, notwithstanding. 

Nothing in the two pockets of the book but some old adver- 
tisements cut out of newspapers, a lock of hair tied round with 
a dirty bit of ribbon, a circular letter about a loan society, and 
some copies of verses not likely to suit any company that was 
not of an extremely free-and-easy description. On the leaves of 
the pocketbook, people’s addresses scrawled in pencil, and bets 
jotted down in red ink. On one leaf, by itself, this queer inscrip- 
tion: 

“MEM. 5 ALONG. 4 ACROSS.’ 
I understood everything but those words and figures, so of 

course I copied them out into my own book. 
Then I waited in the pantry till Boots had brushed the 

clothes, and had taken them upstairs. His report when he came 
down was, that Mr. D—— had asked if it was a fine morning. 
Being told that it was, he had ordered breakfast at nine, and a 

saddle-horse to be at the door at ten, to take him to Grimwith 

Abbey—one of the sights in our neighbourhood which I had 
told him of the evening before. 

‘T'll be here, coming in by the back way, at half-past ten,’ says 
I to the head chambermaid. 

“What for?’ says she. 
‘To take the responsibility of making Mr. Davager’s bed off 

your hands for this morning only,’ says I. 
“Any more orders?’ says she. 
‘One more,’ says I. ‘I want to hire Sam for the morning. Put 

it down in the order-book that he’s to be brought round to my 
office at ten.’ 

In case you should think Sam was a man, Id better perhaps 
tell you he was a pony. I’d made up my mind that it would be 
beneficial to Tom’s health, after the tarts, if he took a constitu- 

tional airing on a nice hard saddle in the direction of Grimwith 
Abbey. 
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‘Anything else?’ says the head chambermaid. 
‘Only one more favour,’ says I. ‘Would my boy Tom be very 

much in the way if he came, from now till ten, to help with the 

boots and shoes, and stood at his work close by this window 
which looks out on the staircase?’ 

‘Not a bit,’ says the head chambermaid. 
‘Thank you,’ says I; and stepped back to my office 

directly. 
When I had sent Tom off to help with the boots and shoes, I 

reviewed the whole case exactly as it stood at that time. 
There were three things Mr. Davager might do with the letter. 

He might give it to his friend again before ten—in which case 
Tom would most likely see the said friend on the stairs. He might 
take it to his friend, or to some other friend, after ten—in which 

case Tom was ready to follow him on Sam the pony. And lastly, 
he might leave it hidden somewhere in his room at the inn—in 
which case I was all ready for him with a search-warrant of my 
own granting, under favour always of my friend the head 
chambermaid. So far I had my business arrangements all 
gathered up nice and compact in my own hands. Only two 
things bothered me; the terrible shortness of the time at my dis- 
posal, in case I failed in my first experiments, for getting hold of 
the letter, and that queer inscription which I had copied out of 
the pocketbook: 

“MEM. 5 ALONG. 4 ACROSS.’ 
It was the measurement most likely of something, and he was 

afraid of forgetting it; therefore it was something important. 
Query—something about himself? Say °S’ (inches) ‘along’—he 
doesn’t wear a wig. Say ‘5’ (feet) ‘along’—it can’t be coat, waist- 
coat, trousers, or underclothing. Say ‘5’ (yards) ‘along’—it can’t 
be anything about himself, unless he wears round his body the 
rope that he’s sure to be hanged with one of these days. Then it 
is not something about himself. What do I know of that is im- 
portant to him besides? I know of nothing but the Letter. Can 
the memorandum be connected with that? Say, yes. What do 
‘5 along’ and ‘4 across’ mean, then? The measurement of some- 
thing he carries about with him? or the measurement of some- 
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thing in his room? [ could get pretty satisfactorily to myself as 
far as that; but I could get no further. 

Tom came back to the office, and reported him mounted for 
his ride. His friend had never appeared. I sent the boy off, with 
his propex instructions, on Sam’s back—wrote an encouraging 
letter to Mr. Frank to keep him quiet—then slipped into the 
inn by the back way a little before half-past ten. The head 
chambermaid gave me a signal when the landing was clear. I 
got into his room without a soul but her seeing me, and locked 
the door immediately. 

The case was, to a certain extent, simplified now. Either Mr. 

Davager had ridden out with the letter about him, or he had 
left it in some safe hiding-place in his room. I suspected it to be 
in his room, for a reason that will a little astonish you—-his 
trunk, his dressing-case, and all the drawers and cupboards, 
were left open. I knew my customer, and I thought this extra- 
ordinary carelessness on his part rather suspicious. 

Mr. Davager had taken one of the best bedrooms at the Gat- 
liffe Arms. Floor carpeted all over, walls beautifully papered, 
four-poster, and general furniture first-rate. I searched, to begin 
with, on the usual plan, examining everything in every possible 
way, and taking more than an hour about it. No discovery. 
Then I pulled out a carpenter’s rule which I had brought with 
me. Was there anything in the room which—either in inches, 
feet, or yards—answered to ‘5 along’ and ‘4 across’? Nothing. 
I put the rule back in my pocket-—-measurement was no good, 
evidently. Was there anything in the room that would count up 
to 5 one way and 4 another, seeing that nothing would measure 

up to it? I had got obstinately persuaded by this time that the 
letter must be in the room—principally because of the trouble 
I had had in looking after it. And persuading myself of that, I 
took it into my head next, just as obstinately, that ‘5 along’ and 

‘4 across’ must be the right clue to find the letter by—principally 
because I hadn’t left myself, after all my searching and thinking, 
even so much as the ghost of another guide to go by. ‘Five along’ 
—where could I count five along the room, in any part of it? 

Not on the paper. The pattern there was pillars of trellis-work 
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and flowers, enclosing a plain green ground—only four pillars 
along the wall and only two across. The furniture? There were 
not five chairs or five separate pieces of any furniture in the 
room altogether. The fringes that hung from the cornice of 
the bed? plenty of them, at any rate! Up I jumped on the counter- 
pane, with my pen-knife in my hand. Every way that ‘5 along’ 
and ‘4 across’ could be reckoned on those unlucky fringes I 
reckoned on them—probed with my pen-knife—scratched with 
my nails—crunched with my fingers. No use; not a sign of a 
letter; and the time was getting on—oh, Lord! how the time did 
get on in Mr. Davager’s room that morning! 

[ jumped down from the bed, so desperate at my ill luck that 
I hardly cared whether anybody heard me or not. Quite a little 
cloud of dust arose at my feet as they thumped on the carpet. 

‘Hullo!’ thought I, ‘my friend the head chambermaid takes it 
easy here. Nice state for a carpet to be in, in one of the best bed- 
rooms at the Gatliffe Arms.’ Carpet! I had been jumping up on 
the bed, and staring up at the walls, but I had never so much as 
given a glance down at the carpet. Think of me pretending to 
be a lawyer, and not knowing how to look low enough! 

The carpet! It had been a stout article in its time; had evi- 
dently began in a drawing room; then descended to a coffee- 
room; then gone upstairs altogether to a bedroom. The ground 
was brown, and the pattern was bunches of leaves and roses 
speckled over the ground at regular distances. I reckoned up 
the bunches. Ten along the room—eight across it. When I had 
stepped out five one way and four the other, and was down on 
my knees on the centre bunch, as true as I sit on this chair I 
could hear my own heart beating so loud that it quite frightened 
me. 

I looked narrowly all over the bunch, and I felt all over it 
with the ends of my fingers, and nothing came of that. Then I 
scraped it over slowly and gently with my nails. My second 
finger-nail stuck a little at one place. I parted the pile of the 
carpet over that place, and saw a thin slit which had been hidden 
by the pile being smoothed over it—a slit about half an inch long 
with a little end of brown thread, exactly the colour of the car- 
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pet ground, sticking out about a quarter of an inch from the 
middle of it. Just as I laid hold of the thread gently, I heard a 
footstep outside the door. 

It was only the head chambermaid. ‘Haven’t you done yet?’ 
she whispers. 

‘Give me two minutes,’ says I, ‘and don’t let anybody come 
near the door—whatever you do, don’t let anybody startle me 
again by coming near the door.’ 

I took a little pull at the thread, and heard something rustle. 
I took a longer pull, and out came a piece of paper, rolled up 
tight like those candle-lighters that the ladies make. I unrolled 
it—and, by George! there was the letter! 

The original letter! I knew it by the colour of the ink. The 
letter that was worth five hundred pounds to me! It was all that 
I could do to keep myself at first from throwing my hat into the 
air, and hurrahing like mad. I had to take a chair and sit quiet 
in it for a minute or two, before I could cool myself down to my 
proper business level. I knew that I was safely down again when 
I found myself pondering how to let Mr. Davager know that he 
had been done by the innocent country attorney, after all. 

It was not long before a nice little irritating plan occurred to 
me. I tore a blank leaf out of my pocketbook, wrote on it with 
my pencil, “Change for a five-hundred-pound note,’ folded up 
the paper, tied the thread to it, poked it back into the hiding- 
place, smoothed over the pile of the carpet, and then bolted off 
to Mr. Frank. He in his turn bolted off to show the letter to the 
young lady, who first certified to its genuineness, then dropped 
it into the fire, and then took the initiative for the first time since 

her marriage engagement, by flinging her arms round his neck, 
kissing him with all her might, and going into hysterics in his 
arms. So at least Mr. Frank told me, but that’s not evidence. It 

is evidence, however, that I saw them married with my own eyes 
on the Wednesday; and that while they went off in a carriage- 
and-four to spend the honeymoon, I went off on my own legs 
to open a credit at the Town and County Bank with a five- 
hundred-pound note in my pocket. 

As to Mr. Davager, I can tell you nothing more about him, 
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except what is derived from hearsay evidence, which is always 
unsatisfactory evidence, even in a lawyer’s mouth. 
My inestimable boy, Tom, although twice kicked off by Sam 

the pony, never lost hold of the bridle, and kept his man in sight 
from first to last. He had nothing particular to report except 
that on the way out to the Abbey Mr. Davager had stopped at 
the public-house, had spoken a word or two to his friend of the 
night before, and had handed him what looked like a bit of 
paper. This was no doubt a clue to the thread that held the letter, 
to be used in case of accidents. In every other respect Mr. D. 
had ridden out and ridden in like an ordinary sightseer. Tom 
reported him to me as having dismounted at the hotel about 
two. At half-past I locked my office door, nailed a card under 
the knocker with ‘not at home till to-morrow’ written on it, and 

retired to a friend’s house a mile or so out of the town for the 
rest of the day. 

Mr. Davager, I have been since given to understand, left the 
Gatliffe Arms that same night with his best clothes on his back, 
and with all the valuable contents of his dressing-case in his 
pockets. I am not in a condition to state whether he ever went 
through the form of asking for his bill or not; but I can posi- 
tively testify that he never paid it, and that the effects left in his 
bedroom did not pay it either. 



THE LADY OF 

GLENWITH GRANGE 





i HAVE known Miss Welwyn long enough to be able to bear 
personal testimony to the truth of many of the particulars which 
I am now about to relate. I knew her father, and her younger 
sister Rosamond; and I was acquainted with the Frenchman 
who became Rosamond’s husband. These are the persons of 
whom it will be principally necessary for me to speak. They are 
the only prominent charactérs in my story. 

Miss Welwyn’s father died some years since. I remember him 
very well—though he never excited in me, or in anyone else that 
I ever heard of, the slightest feeling of interest. When I have 
said that he inherited a very large fortune, amassed during his 
father’s time, by speculations of a very daring, very fortunate, 
but not always very honourable kind, and that he bought this 
old house with the notion of raising his social position, by mak- 
ing himself a member of our landed aristocracy in these parts, 
Ihave told you as much about him, I suspect, as you would care 
to hear. He was a thoroughly commonplace man, with no great 
virtues and no great vices in him. He had a little heart,.a feeble 
mind, an amiable temper, a tall figure, and a handsome face. 

More than this need not, and cannot, be said on the subject of 

Mr. Welwyn’s character. 
I must have seen the late Mrs. Welwyn very often as a child; 

but I cannot say that I remember anything more of her than 
that she was tall and handsome, and very generous and sweet- 
tempered towards me when I was in her company. She was her 
husband’s superior in birth, as in everything else; was a great 
reader of books in all languages; and possessed such admirable 
talents as a musician, that her wonderful playing on the organ 
is remembered and talked of to this day among the old people 
in our country houses about here. All her friends, as I have 
heard, were disappointed when she married Mr. Welwyn, 
rich as he was; and were afterwards astonished to find her pre- 
serving the appearance, at least, of being perfectly happy with 
a husband who, neither in mind nor heart, was worthy 
of her. 



48 WILKIE COLLINS 

It was generally supposed (and I have no doubt correctly) that 
she found her great happiness and her great consolation in her 
little girl Ida. The child took after her mother from the first— 
inheriting her mother’s fondness for books, her mother’s love of 
music, her mother’s quick sensibilities, and, more than all, her 

mother’s quiet firmness, patience, and loving kindness of dis- 
position. From Ida’s earliest years, Mrs. Welwyn undertook 
the whole superintendence of her education. The two were 
hardly ever apart, within doors or without. Neighbours and 
friends said that the little girl was being brought up too fanci- 
fully, and was not enough among other children, was sadly 
neglected as to all reasonable and practical teaching, and was 
perilously encouraged in those dreamy and imaginative ten- 
dencies of which she had naturally more than her due share. 
There was, perhaps, some truth in this; and there might have 
been still more, if Ida had possessed an ordinary character, 
or had been reserved for an ordinary destiny. But she was a 
strange child from the first, and a strange future was in store 
for her. 

Little Ida reached her eleventh year without either brother or 
sister to be her playfellow and companion at home. Immedi- 
ately after that period, however, her sister Rosamond was born. 

Though Mr. Welwyn’s own desire was to have had a son, there 
were, nevertheless, great rejoicings yonder in the old house on 
the birth of this second daughter. But they were all turned, only 
a few months afterwards, to the bitterest grief and despair: the 
Grange lost its mistress. While Rosamond was still an infant in 
arms, her mother died. 

Mrs. Welwyn had been afflicted with some disorder after the 
birth of her second child, the name of which I am not learned 

enough in medical science to be able to remember. I only know 
that she recovered from it, to all appearance, in an unexpectedly 
short time; that she suffered a fatal relapse, and that she died a 
lingering and a painful death. Mr. Welwyn (who, in after years, 
had a habit of vaingloriously describing his marriage as ‘a love- 
match on both sides’) was really fond of his wife in his own 
frivolous, feeble way, and suffered as acutely as such a man 
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could suffer, during the latter days of her illness, and at the ter- 
rible time when the doctors, one and all, confessed that her life 

was a thing to be despaired of. He burst into irrepressible pas- 
sions of tears, and was always obliged to leave the sick-room 
whenever Mrs. Welwyn spoke of her approaching end. The last 
solemn words of the dying woman, the tenderest messages that 
she could give, the dearest parting wishes that she could express, 
the most earnest commands that she could leave behind her, 

the gentlest reasons for consolation that she could suggest to 
the survivors among those who loved her, were not poured into 
her husband’s ear, but into her child’s. From the first period of 
her illness, Ida had persisted in remaining in the sick-room, 
rarely speaking, never showing outwardly any signs of terror or 
grief, except when she was removed from it; and then bursting 
into hysterical passions of weeping, which no expostulations, 
no arguments, no commands—nothing, in short, but bringing 
her back to the bedside—ever availed to calm. Her mother had 
been her playfellow, her companion, her dearest and most 
familiar friend; and there seemed something in the remembrance 
of this which, instead of overwhelming the child with despair, 
strengthened her to watch faithfully and bravely by her dying 
parent to the very last. 
When the parting moment was over, and when Mr. Welwyn, 

unable to bear the shock of being present in the house of death 
at the time of his wife’s funeral, left home and went to stay with 
one of his relations in a distant part of England, Ida, whom it 
had been his wish to take away with him, petitioned earnestly 
to be left behind. ‘I promised mamma before she died that I 
would be as good to my little sister Rosamond as she had been 
to me,’ said the child, simply; ‘and she told me in return that I 
might wait here and see her laid in her grave.’ There happened 
to be an aunt of Mrs. Welwyn, and an old servant of the family, 
in the house at this time, who understood Ida much better than 

her father did, and they persuaded him not to take her away. I 
have heard my mother say that the effect of the child’s appear- 
ance at the funeral on her, and on all who went to see it, was 

something that she could never think of without the tears 
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coming into her eyes, and could never forget to the last day 
of her life. 

It must have been very shortly after this period that 1 saw Ida 
for the first time. 

I remember accompanying my mother on a visit to the old 
house we have just left, in the summer, when I was at home for 

the holidays. It was a lovely, sunshiny morning. There was no- 
body indoors, and we walked out into the garden. As we 
approached that lawn yonder, on the other side of the shrub- 
bery, I saw, first, a young woman in mourning (apparently a 
servant) sitting reading; then a little girl, dressed all in black, 
moving towards us slowly over the bright turf, and holding up 
before her a baby, whom she was trying to teach to walk. She 
looked, to my ideas, so very young to be engaged in such an 
occupation as this, and her gloomy black frock appeared to be 
such an unnaturally grave garment for a mere child of her age, 
and looked so doubly dismal by contrast with the brilliant 
sunny lawn on which she stood, that I quite started when I first 
saw her, and eagerly asked my mother who she was. The answer 
informed me of the sad family story, which I have been just 
relating to you. Mrs. Welwyn had then been buried about three 
months; and Ida, in her childish way, was trying, as she had 

promised, to supply her mother’s place to her infant sister 
Rosamond. 

I only mention this simple incident, because it is necessary, 
before I proceed to the eventful part of my narrative, that you 
should know exactly in what relation the sisters stood towards 
one another from the first. Of all the last parting words that Mrs. 
Welwyn had spoken to her child, none had been oftener re- 
peated, none more solemnly urged, than those which had com- 

mended the little Rosamond to Ida’s love and care. To other 
persons, the full, the all-trusting dependence which the dying 
mother was known to have placed in a child hardly eleven years 
old, seemed merely a proof of that helpless desire to cling even 
to the feeblest consolations, which the approach of death so 
often brings with it. But the event showed that the trust so 
strangely placed had not been ventured vainly when it was com- 
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mitted to young and tender hands. The whole future existence 
of the child was one noble proof that she had been worthy of 
her mother’s dying confidence, when it was first reposed in her. 

In that simple incident which I have just mentioned the new life 
of the two motherless sisters was all foreshadowed. 

Time passed. I left school—went to college—travelled in Ger- 
many, and stayed there some time to learn the language. At 
every interval when I came home, and asked about the Welwyns, 

the answer was, in substance, almost always the same. Mr. 

Welwyn was giving his regular dinners, performing his regular 
duties as a county magistrate, enjoying his regular recreations 
as an amateur farmer and an eager sportsman. His two daughters 
were never separate. Ida was the same strange, quiet, retiring 
girl, that she had always been; and was still (as the phrase went) 
‘spoiling’ Rosamond in every way in which it was possible for 
an elder sister to spoil a younger by too much kindness. 

I myself went to the Grange occasionally, when I was in this 
neighbourhood, in holiday and vacation time; and was able to 
test the correctness of the picture of life there which had been 
drawn for me. I remember the two sisters, when Rosamond was 

four or five years old; and when Ida seemed to me, even then, 
to be more like the child’s mother than her sister. She bore with 
her little caprices as sisters do not bear with one another. She 
was so patient at lesson-time, so anxious to conceal any weari- 
ness that might overcome her in play hours, so proud when 
Rosamond’s beauty was noticed, so grateful for Rosamond’s 
kisses when the child thought of bestowing them, so quick to 
notice all that Rosamond did, and to attend to all that Rosa- 

mond said, even when visitors were in the room, that she 

seemed, to my boyish observation, altogether different from 
other elder sisters in other family circles into which I was then 
received. 

I remember then, again, when Rosamond was just growing 
to womanhood, and was in high spirits at the prospect of spend- 
ing a season in London, and being presented at Court. She was 
very beautiful at that time—much handsomer than Ida. Her 
‘accomplishments’ were talked of far and near in our country 
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circles. Few, if any, of the people, however, who applauded her 
playing and singing, who admired her water-colour drawings, 
who were delighted at her fluency when she spoke French, and 
amazed at her ready comprehension when she read German, 
knew how little of all this elegant mental cultivation and nimble 
manual dexterity she owed to her governess and masters, and 
how much to her elder sister. It was Ida who really found out 
the means of stimulating her when she was idle; Ida who helped 
her through all her worst difficulties; Ida who gently conquered 
her defects of memory over her books, her inaccuracies of ear 
at the piano, her errors of taste when she took the brush and 
pencil in hand. It was Ida alone who worked these marvels, and 
whose all-sufficient reward for her hardest exertions was a chance 
word of kindness from her sister’s lips. Rosamond was not 
unaffectionate, and not ungrateful; but she inherited much of 

her father’s commonness and frivolity of character. She became 
so accustomed to owe everything to her sister—to resign all her 
most trifling difficulties to Ida’s ever-ready care—to have all her 
tastes consulted by Ida’s ever-watchful kindness—that she never 
appreciated, as it deserved, the deep, devoted love of which she 
was the object. When Ida refused two good offers of marriage, 
Rosamond was as much astonished as the veriest strangers, who 
wondered why the elder Miss Welwyn seemed bent on remaining 
single all her life. 
When the journey to London, to which I have already alluded, 

took place, Ida accompanied her father and sister. If she had 
consulted her own tastes, she would have remained in the 

country; but Rosamond declared that she should feel quite lost 
and helpless twenty times a day, in town, without her sister. It 
was in the nature of Ida to sacrifice herself to anyone whom she 
loved, on the smallest occasions as well as the greatest. Her 
affection was as intuitively ready to sanctify Rosamond’s 
slightest caprices as to excuse Rosamond’s most thoughtless 
faults. So she went to London cheerfully, to witness with pride 
all the little triumphs won by her sister’s beauty; to hear, and 
never tire of hearing, all that admiring friends could say in her 
sister’s praise. 
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At the end of the season Mr. Welwyn and his daughters 
returned for a short time to the country; then left home again 
to spend the latter part of the autumn and the beginning of the 
winter in Paris. 

They took with them excellent letters of introduction, and saw 
a great deal of the best society in Paris, foreign as well as English. 
At one of the first of the evening parties which they attended, 
the general topic of conversation was the conduct of a certain 
French nobleman, the Baron Franval, who had returned to his 

native country after a long absence, and who was spoken of in 
terms of high eulogy by the majority of the guests present. The 
history of who Franval was, and of what he had done, was 

readily communicated to Mr. Welwyn and his daughters, and 
was briefly this: 

The baron inherited little from his ancestors besides his high 
rank and his ancient pedigree. On the death of his parents, he 
and his two unmarried sisters (their only surviving children) 
found the small territorial property of the Franvals, in Nor- 
mandy, barely productive enough to afford a comfortable sub- 
sistence for the three. The baron, then a young man of three- 
and-twenty, endeavoured to obtain such military or civil employ- 
ment as might become his rank; but, although the Bourbons 
were at that time restored to the throne of France, his efforts 

were ineffectual. Either his interest at court was bad, or secret 

enemies were at work to oppose his advancement. He failed to 
obtain even the slightest favour; and, irritated by undeserved 
neglect, resolved to leave France, and seek occupation for his 

energies in foreign countries, where his rank would be no bar 
to his bettering his fortunes, if he pleased, by engaging in com- 
mercial pursuits. 

An opportunity of the kind that he wanted unexpectedly 
offered itself. He left his sisters in the care of an old male relative 
of the family at the chateau in Normandy, and sailed, in the 
first instance, to the West Indies; afterwards extending his wan- 
derings to the continent of South America, and there engaging 
in mining transactions on a very large scale. After fifteen years 
of absence (during the latter part of which time false reports of 
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his death had reached Normandy) he had just returned to 
France, having realized a handsome independence, with which 
he proposed to widen the limits of his ancestral property, and 
to give his sisters (who were still, like himself, unmarried) all 

the luxuries and advantages that affluence could bestow. The 
baron’s independent spirit and generous devotion to the honour 
of his family and the happiness of his surviving relatives were 
themes of general admiration in most of the social circles of 
Paris. He was expected to arrive in the capital every day; and it 
was naturally enough predicted that his reception in society there 
could not fail to be of the most flattering and most brilliant kind. 

The Welwyns listened to this story with some little interest; 
Rosamond, who was very romantic, being especially attracted 
by it, and openly avowing to her father and sister, when they 
got back to their hotel, that she felt as ardent a curiosity as any- 
body to see the adventurous and generous baron. The desire 
was soon gratified. Franval came to Paris, as had been antici- 
pated—was introduced to the Welwyns—met them constantly 
in society—made no favourable impression on Ida, but won the 
good opinion of Rosamond from the first; and was regarded 
with such high approval by their father, that when he mentioned 
his intentions of visiting England in the spring of the new year, 
he was cordially invited to spend the hunting season at Glenwith 
Grange. 

I came back from Germany about the same time that the 
Welwyns returned from Paris, and at once set myself to improve 
my neighbourly intimacy with the family. I was very fond of 
Ida; more fond, perhaps, than my vanity will now allow me 
to ; but that is of no consequence. It is much more to the 
purpose to tell you that I heard the whole of the baron’s story 
enthusiastically related by Mr. Welwyn and Rosamond; that he 
came to the Grange at the appointed time; that I was introduced 
to him; and that he produced as unfavourable an impression 
upon me as he had already produced upon Ida. 

It was whimsical enough; but J really could not tell why I 
disliked him, though I could account very easily, according to 
my own notions, for his winning the favour and approval of 
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Rosamond and her father. He was certainly a handsome man, 
as far as features went; he had a winning gentleness and graceful 
respect in his manner when he spoke to women; and he sang 
remarkably well, with one of the sweetest tenor voices I ever 
heard. These qualities alone were quite sufficient to attract any 
girl of Rosamond’s disposition; and I certainly never wondered 
why he was a favourite of hers. 

Then, as to her father, the baron was not only fitted to win his 
sympathy and regard in the field, by proving himself an ardent 
sportsman and an excellent rider; but was also, in virtue of some 

of his minor personal peculiarities, just the man to gain the 
friendship of his host. Mr. Welwyn was as ridiculously prejudiced 
as most weak-headed Englishmen are, on the subject of foreig- 
ners in general. In spite of his visit to Paris, the vulgar notion 
of a Frenchman continued to be his notion, both while he was 

in France and when he returned from it. Now, the baron was 

as unlike the traditional ‘Mounseer’ of English songs, plays, and 
satires, as a man could well be; and it was on account of this very 

dissimilarity that Mr. Welwyn first took a violent fancy to him, 
and then invited him to his house. Franval spoke English 
remarkably well; wore neither beard, moustache, nor whiskers; 

kept his hair cut almost unbecomingly short; dressed in the 
extreme of plainness and modest good taste; talked little in 
general society; uttered his words, when he did speak, with 
singular calmness and deliberation; and, to crown all, had the 

greater part of his acquired property invested in English 
securities. In Mr. Welwyn’s estimation, such a man as this was 
a perfect miracle of a Frenchman, and he admired and encour- 
aged him accordingly. 

I have said that I disliked him, yet could not assign a reason 
for my dislike; and I can only repeat it now. He was remarkably 
polite to me; we often rode together in hunting, and sat near 
each other at the Grange table; but could never become familiar 

- with him. He always gave me the idea of a man who had some 
mental reservation in saying the most trifling thing. There was 
a constant restraint, hardly perceptible to most people, but 
plainly visible, nevertheless, to me, which seemed to accompany 
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his lightest words, and to hang about his most familiar manner. 

This, however, was no just reason for my secretly disliking and 
distrusting him as I did. Ida said as much to me, I remember, 

when I confessed to her what my feelings towards him were, and 
tried (but vainly) to induce her to be equally candid with me in 
return. She seemed to shrink from the tacit condemnation of 
Rosamond’s opinion which such a confidence on her part would 
have implied. And yet she watched the growth of that opinion 
—or, in other words, the growth of her sister’s liking for the 
baron—with an apprehension and sorrow which she tried fruit- 
lessly to conceal. Even her father began to notice that her spirits 
were not so good as usual, and to suspect the cause of her melan- 
choly. I remember he jested, with all the dense insensibility of a 
stupid man, about Ida having invariably been jealous from a 
child, if Rosamond looked kindly upon anybody except her 
elder sister. 

The spring began to get far advanced towards summer. Fran- 
val paid a visit to London; came back in the middle of the 
season to Glenwith Grange; wrote to put off his departure for 
France; and at last (not at all to the surprise of anybody who 
was intimate with the Welwyns) proposed to Rosamond, and 
was accepted. He was candour and generosity itself when the 
preliminaries of the marriage-settlement were under discussion. 
He quite overpowered Mr. Welwyn and the lawyers with refer- 
ences, papers, and statements of the distribution and extent of | 
his property, which were found to be perfectly correct. His 
sisters were written to, and returned the most cordial answers; 

saying that the state of their health would not allow them to 
come to England for the marriage; but adding a warm invita- 
tion to Normandy for the bride and her family. Nothing, in 
short, could be more straightforward and satisfactory than the 
baron’s behaviour, and the testimonies to his worth and integ- 
rity which the news of the approaching marriage produced from 
his relatives and his friends. 

The only joyless face at the Grange now was Ida’s. At any 
time it would have been a hard trial to her to resign that first 
and foremost place which she had held since childhood in her 
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sister’s heart, as she knew she must resign it when Rosamond 
married. But, secretly disliking and distrusting Franval as she 
did, the thought that he was soon to become the husband of her 
beloved sister filled her with a vague sense of terror which she 
could not explain to herself; which it was imperatively necessary 
that she should conceal; and which, on those very accounts, 

became a daily and hourly torment to her that was almost more 
than she could bear. 

One consolation alone supported her: Rosamond and she 
were not to be separated. She knew that the baron secretly dis- 
liked her as much as she disliked him; she knew that she must 

bid farewell to the brighter and happier part of her life on the 
day when she went to live under the same roof with her sister’s 
husband; but, true to the promise made years and years ago by 
her dying mother’s bed—true to the affection which was the 
ruling and beautiful feeling of her whole existence—she never 
hesitated about indulging Rosamond’s wish, when the girl, in 
her bright, light-hearted way, said that she could never get on 
comfortably in the marriage state unless she had Ida to live with 
her and help her just the same as ever. The baron was too polite 
a man even to Jook dissatisfied when he heard of the proposed 
arrangement; and it was therefore settled from the beginning 
that Ida was always to live with her sister. 

The marriage took place in the summer, and the bride and 
bridegroom went to spend their honeymoon in Cumberland. 
On their return to Glenwith Grange, a visit to the baron’s sisters; 
in Normandy, was talked of; but the execution of this project 
was suddenly and disastrously suspended by the death of Mr. 
Welwyn, from an attack of pleurisy. 

In consequence of this calamity, the projected journey was of 
course deferred; and when autumn and the shooting season 
came, the baron was unwilling to leave the well-stocked pre- 
serves of the Grange. He seemed, indeed, to grow less and less 
inclined, as time advanced, for the trip to Normandy; and wrote 

excuse after excuse to his sisters, when letters arrived from them 

urging him to pay the promised visit. In the winter-time, he said 
he would not allow his wife to risk a long journey. In the spring, 
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his health was pronounced to be delicate. In the genial 
summertime, the accomplishment of the proposed visit would be 
impossible, for at that period the baroness expected to 
become a mother. Such were the apologies which Franval 
seemed almost glad to be able to send to his sisters in France. 

The marriage was, in the strictest sense of the term, a happy 
one. The baron, though he never altogether lost the strange 
restraint and reserve of his manner, was, in his quiet, peculiar 

way, the fondest and kindest of husbands. He went to town 
occasionally on business, but always seemed glad to return to 
the baroness; he never varied in the politeness of his bearing 
towards his wife’s sister; he behaved with the most courteous 

hospitality towards all the friends of the Welwyns; in short, he 
thoroughly justified the good opinion which Rosamond and her 
father had formed of him when they first met at Paris. And 
yet no experience of his character thoroughly reassured Ida. 
Months passed on quietly and pleasantly; and still that secret 
sadness, that indefinable, unreasonable apprehension on Rosa- 
mond’s account hung heavily on her sister’s heart. 

At the beginning of the first summer months, a little domestic 
inconvenience happened, which showed the baroness, for the 
first time, that her husband’s temper could be seriously ruffled 
—and that by the veriest trifle. He was in the habit of taking in 
two French provincial newspapers—one published at Bordeaux 
and the other at Havre. He always opened these journals the 
moment they came, looked at one particular column of each 
with the deepest attention, for a few minutes, then carelessly 

threw them aside into his waste-paper basket. His wife and her 
sister were at first rather surprised at the manner in which he 
read his two papers; but they thought no more of it when he 
explained that he only took them in to consult them about 
French commercial intelligence, which might be, occasionally, 
of importance to him. 

These papers were published weekly. On the occasion to 
which I have just referred, the Bordeaux paper came on the 
proper day, as usual; but the Havre paper never made its appear- 
ance, This triflmg circumstance seemed to make the baron 
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seriously uneasy. He wrote off directly to the country post-office 
and to the newspaper agent in London. His wife, astonished to 
see his tranquility so completely overthrown by so slight a cause, 
tried to restore his good humour by jesting with him about the 
missing newspaper. He replied by the first angry and unfeeling 
words that she had heard issue from his lips. She was then with- 
in about six weeks of her confinement, and very unfit to bear 

harsh answers from anybody—least of all from her husband. 
On the second day no answer came. On the afternoon of the 

third, the baron rode off to the post town to make inquiries. 
About an hour after he had gone, a strange gentleman came to 
the Grange and asked to see the baroness. On being informed 
that she was not well enough to receive visitors, he sent up a 
message that his business was of great importance, and that he 
would wait downstairs for a second answer. 

On receiving this message, Rosamond turned, as usual, to her 

elder sister for advice. Ida went downstairs immediately to see 
the stranger. What I am now about to tell you of the extra- 
ordinary interview which took place between them, and of the 
shocking events that followed it, I have heard from Miss Wel- 
wyn’s own lips. 

She felt unaccountably nervous when she entered the room. 
The stranger bowed very politely, and asked, in a foreign accent, 
if she were the Baroness Franval. She set him right on this point, 
and told him she attended to all matters of business for the 
baroness; adding that, if his errand at all concerned her sister’s 

husband, the baron was not then at home. 

The stranger answered that he was aware of it when he called, 

and that the unpleasant business on which he came could not 
be confided to the baron—at least, in the first instance. 

She asked why. He said he was there to explain; and expressed 
himself as feeling greatly relieved at having to open his business 
to her, because she would, doubtless, be best able to prepare her 

sister for the bad news that he was, unfortunately, obliged to 

bring. The sudden faintness which overcame her, as he spoke 
those words, prevented her from addressing him in return. He 
poured out some water for her from a bottle which happened 
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to be standing on the table, and asked if he might depend on her 
fortitude. She tried to say ‘Yes’; but the violent throbbing of her 
heart seemed to choke her. He took a foreign newspaper from 
his pocket, saying that he was a secret agent of the French police 
—that the paper was the Havre Journal, for the past week, and 
that it had been expressly kept from reaching the baron, as 
usual, through his (the agent’s) interference. He then opened 
the newspaper, and begged that she would nerve herself suffi- 
ciently (for her sister’s sake) to read certain lines, which would 
give her some hint of the business that brought him there. He 
pointed to the passage as he spoke. It was among the ‘Shipping 
Entries’, and was thus expressed: 

Arrived, the Berenice, from San Francisco, with a valuable 

cargo of hides. She brings one passenger, the Baron Franval, 
of Chateau Franval, in Normandy. 

As Miss Welwyn read the entry, her heart, which had been 

throbbing violently but the moment before, seemed suddenly to 
cease from all action, and she began to shiver, though it was a 

warm June evening. The agent held the tumbler to her lips, and 
made her drink a little of the water, entreating her very earnestly 
to take courage and listen to him. He then sat down, and re- 
ferred again to the entry, every word he uttered seeming to burn 
itself in for ever (as she expressed it) on her memory and her 
heart. 

He said: ‘It has been ascertained beyond the possibility of a 
doubt that there is no mistake about the name in the lines you 
have just read. And it is as certain as that we are here, that there 
is only one Baron Franval now alive. The question, therefore, 

is, whether the passenger by the Berenice is the true baron, or— 
I beg you most earnestly to bear with me and to compose your- 
self—or the husband of your sister. The person who arrived last 
week at Havre was scouted as an impostor by the ladies at the 
chateau, the moment he presented himself there as their brother, 

returning to them after sixteen years of absence. The authori- 
ties were communicated with, and I and my assistants were 
instantly sent for from Paris. 
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‘We wasted no time in questioning the supposed impostor. 
He either was, or affected to be, in a perfect frenzy of grief and 
indignation. We just ascertained, from competent witnesses, 
that he bore an extraordinary resemblance to the real baron, and 
that he was perfectly familiar with places and persons in and 
about the chateau; we just ascertained that, and then proceeded 
to confer with the local authorities, and to examine their private 
entries of suspected persons in their jurisdiction, ranging back 
over a past period of twenty years or more. One of the entries 
thus consulted contained these particulars: 

‘Hector Auguste Monbrun, son of a respectable proprietor 
in Normandy. Well educated; gentleman-like manners. On bad 
terms with his family. Character: bold, cunning, unscrupulous, 
self-possessed. Is a clever mimic. May be easily recognized by 
his striking likeness to the Baron Franval. Imprisoned at twenty 
for theft and assault.’ 

Miss Welwyn saw the agent look up at her after he had read 
this extract from the police-book to ascertain if she was still able 
to listen to him. He asked, with some appearance of alarm, as 
their eyes met, if she would like some more water. She was just 
able to make a sign in the negative. He took a second extract 
from his pocket-book, and went on. 

He said: ‘The next entry under the same name was dated four 
years later, and ran thus, 

‘H. A. Monbrun, condemned to the galleys for life, for 
assassination, and other crimes not officially necessary to be 
here specified. Escaped from custody at Toulon. Is known, since 
the expiration of his first term of imprisonment, to have allowed 
his beard to grow, and to have worn his hair long, with the 
intention of rendering it impossible for those acquainted with 
him in his native province to recognize him, as heretofore, by 
his likeness to the Baron Franval. 

‘There were more particulars added, not important enough 
for extract. We immediately examined the supposed impostor; 
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for, if he was Monbrun, we knew that we should find on his 

shoulder the two letters of the convict brand, ““T. F.”’, standing 

for Travaux Forcés. After the minutest examination with the 
mechanical and chemical tests used on such occasions, not the 

slightest trace of the brand was to be found. The moment this 
astounding discovery was made, I started to lay an embargo on 
the forthcoming numbers of the Havre Journal for that week, 
which were about to be sent to the English agent in London. I 
arrived at Havre on Saturday (the morning of publication), in 
time to execute my design. I waited there long enough to com- 
municate by telegraph with my superiors in Paris, then hastened 
to this place. What my errand here is, you may—— 

He might have gone on speaking for some moments longer; 
but Miss Welwyn heard no more. 

Her first sensation of returning consciousness was the feeling 
that water was being sprinkled on her face. Then she saw that 
all the windows in the room had been set wide open, to give her 
air; and that she and the agent were still alone. At first she felt 
bewildered, and hardly knew who he was; but he soon recalled 
to her mind the horrible realities that had brought him there, 
by apologizing for not having summoned assistance when she 
fainted. He said it was of the last importance, in Franval’s 
absence, that no one in the house should imagine that anything 
unusual was taking place in it. Then, after giving her an interval 
of a minute or two to collect what little strength she had left, 
he added that he would not increase her sufferings by saying 
anything more, just then, on the shocking subject of the investi-- 
gation which it was his duty to make—that he would leave her 
to recover herself, and to consider what was the best course to 

be taken with the baroness in the present terrible emergency— 
and that he would privately return to the house between eight 
and nine o’clock that evening, ready to act as Miss Welwyn 
wished, and to afford her and her sister any aid and protection 
of which they might stand in need. With these words he bowed, 
and noiselessly quitted the room. 

For the first few awful minutes after she was left alone, Miss 
Welwyn sat helpless and speechless; utterly numbed in heart, 
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and mind, and body—then a sort of instinct (she was incapable 

of thinking) seemed to urge her to conceal the fearful news from 
her sister as long as possible. She ran upstairs to Rosamond’s 
sitting-room, and called through the door (for she dared not 
trust herself in her sister’s presence) that the visitor had come 
on some troublesome business from their late father’s lawyers, 
and that she was going to shut herself up, and write some long 
letters in connexion with that business. After she had got into 
her own room, she was never sensible of how time was passing 
—never conscious of any feeling within her, except a baseless, 
helpless hope that the French police might yet be proved to have 
made some terrible mistake—until she heard a violent shower 
of rain come on a little after sunset. The noise of the rain, and 

the freshness it brought with it in the air, seemed to awaken her 
as if from a painful and a fearful sleep. The power of reflection 
returned to her; her heart heaved and bounded with an over- 

whelming terror, as the thought of Rosamond came back vividly 
to it; her memory recurred despairingly to the long-past day of 
her mother’s death, and to the farewell promise she had made 
by her mother’s bedside. She burst into an hysterical passion of 
weeping that seemed to be tearing her to pieces. In the midst of 
it she heard the clatter of a horse’s hoofs in the courtyard, and 
knew that Rosamond’s husband had come back. 

Dipping her handkerchief in cold water, and passing it over 
her eyes as she left the room, she instantly hastened to her sister. 

Fortunately the daylight was fading in the old-fashioned 
chamber that Rosamond occupied. Before they could say two 
words to each other, Franval was in the room. He seemed vio- 

lently irritated; he said that he had waited for the arrival of the 
mail—that the missing newspaper had not come by it—that he 
had got wet through—that he felt a shivering fit coming on—and 
that he believed he had caught a violent cold. His wife anxiously 
suggested some simple remedies. He roughly interrupted her, 
saying there was but one remedy, the remedy of going to bed; 
and so left them without another word. She just put her hand- 
kerchief to her eyes, and said softly to her sister, ‘How he is 
changed!’ then spoke no more. They sat silent for half an hour 
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or longer. After that, Rosamond went affectionately and for- 
givingly to see how her husband was. She returned, saying that 
he was in bed, and in a deep, heavy sleep; and predicting hope- 
fully that he would wake up quite well the next morning. In a 
few minutes more the clock struck nine; and Ida heard the ser- 

vant’s step ascending the stairs. She suspected what his errand 
was, and went out to meet him. Her presentiment had not 
deceived her; the police agent had arrived, and was waiting for 
her downstairs. 

He asked her if she had said anything to her sister, or had 
thought of any plan of action, the moment she entered the room; 
and, on receiving a reply in the negative, inquired, further, if 

‘the baron’ had come home yet. She answered that he had; that 
he was ill and tired, and vexed, and that he had gone to bed. The 

agent asked in an eager whisper if she knew that he was asleep, 
and alone in bed? and, when he received her reply, said that he 
must go up into the bedroom directly. 

She began to feel the faintness coming over her again, and 
with it sensations of loathing and terror that she could neither 
express to others nor define to herself. He said that if she hesi- 
tated to let him avail himself of this unexpected opportunity, 
her scruples might lead to fatal results. He reminded her that if 
‘the baron’ were really the convict Monbrun, the claims of 
society and of justice demanded that he should be discovered 
by the first available means; and that if he were not—if some 
inconceivable mistake had really been committed—then such a 
plan for getting immediately at the truth as was now proposed 
would ensure the delivery of an innocent man from suspicion, 
and at the same time spare him the knowledge that he had ever 
been suspected. This last argument had its effect on Miss Wel- 
wyn. The baseless, helpless hope that the French authorities 
might yet be proved to be in error, which she had already felt in 
her own room, returned to her now. She suffered the agent to 
lead her upstairs. 

He took the candle from her hand when she pointed to the 
door; opened it softly; and, leaving it ajar, went into the room. 

She looked through the gap with a feverish, horrorstruck curi- 
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osity. Franval was lying on his side in a profound sleep, with his 
back turned towards the door. The agent softly placed the candle 
upon a small reading table between the door and the bedside, 
softly drew down the bedclothes a little away from the sleeper’s 
back, then took a pair of scissors from the toilet-table, and very 

gently and slowly began to cut away, first the loose folds, then 
the intervening strips of linen, from the part of Franval’s night- 
gown that was over his shoulders. When the upper part of his 
back had been bared in this way, the agent took the candle and 
held it near the flesh. Miss Welwyn heard him ejaculate some 
word under his breath, then saw him looking round to where 
she was standing, and beckoning her to come in. 

Mechanically she obeyed; mechanically she looked down 
where his finger was pointing. It was the convict Monbrun— 
there, just visible under the bright light of the candle, were the 
fatal letters ‘T. F.’ branded on the villain’s shoulder! 
Though she could neither move nor speak, the horror of this 

discovery did not deprive her of her consciousness. She saw the 
agent softly draw up the bedclothes again into their proper posi- 
tion, replace the scissors on the toilet-table, and take from it a 

bottle of smelling-salts. She felt him removing her from the bed- 
room, and helping her quickly downstairs, giving her the salts 
to smell by the way. When they were alone again, he said, with 
the first appearance of agitation that he had yet exhibited, ‘Now, 
madam, for God’s sake, collect all your courage, and be guided 
by me. You and your sister had better leave the house immedi- 
ately. Have you any relatives in the neighbourhood with whom 
you could take refuge?’ They had none. “What is the name of the 
nearest town where you could get good accommodation for the 
night?’ Harleybrook (he wrote the name down on his tablets). 
‘How far off is it?’ Twelve miles. “You had better have the car- 
riage out at once, to go there with as little delay as possible, 
leaving me to pass the night here. I will communicate with you 
to-morrow at the principal hotel. Can you compose yourself 
sufficiently to be able to tell the head servant, if I ring for him, 
that he is to obey my orders till further notice?’ 

The servant was summoned, and received his instructions, 
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the agent going out with him to see that the carriage was got 

ready quietly and quickly. Miss Welwyn went upstairs to her 

sister. 
How the fearful news was first broken to Rosamond, I can- 

not relate to you. Miss Welwyn has never confided to me, has 

never confided to anybody, what happened at the interview 

between her sister and herself that night. I can tell you nothing 
of the shock they both suffered, except that the younger and the 
weaker died under it; that the elder and the stronger has never 
recovered from it, and never will. 

They went away the same night, with one attendant, to Har- 
leybrook, as the agent had advised. Before daybreak Rosamond 
was seized with the pains of premature labour. She died three 
days after, unconscious of the horror of her situation, wander- 
ing in her mind about past times, and singing old tunes that Ida 
had taught her as she lay in her sister’s arms. 

The child was born alive, and lives still. You saw her at the 

window as we came in at the back way to the Grange. I sur- 
prised you, I daresay, by asking you not to speak of her to Miss 
Welwyn. Perhaps you noticed something vacant in the little 
girl’s expression. I am sorry to say that her mind is more vacant 
still. If ‘idiot’ did not sound like a mocking word, however 
tenderly and pityingly one may wish to utter it, I should tell you 
that the poor thing had been an idiot from her birth. 

You will, doubtless, want to hear now what happened at 
Glenwith Grange after Miss Welwyn and her sister left it. I have 
seen the letter which the police agent sent the next morning to 
Harleybrook; and, speaking from my recollection of that, I shall 
be able to relate all you can desire to know. 

First, as to the past history of the scoundrel Monbrun, I need 
only tell you that he was identical with an escaped convict, who, 
for a long term of years, had successfully eluded the vigilance 
of the authorities all over Europe, and in America as well. In 
conjunction with two accomplices, he had succeeded in pos- 
sessing himself of large sums of money by the most criminal 
means. He also acted secretly as the ‘banker’ of his convict 
brethren, whose dishonest gains were all confided to his hands 



THE LADY OF GLENWITH GRANGE 67 

for safe-keeping. He would have been certainly captured, on 
venturing back to France, along with his two associates, but for 
the daring imposture in which he took refuge; and which, if the 
true Baron Franval had really died abroad, as was reported, 
would, in all probability, never have been found out. 

Besides his extraordinary likeness to the baron, he had every 
other requisite for carrying on his deception successfully. 
Though his parents were not wealthy, he had received a good 
education. He was so notorious for his gentleman-like manners 
among the villainous associates of his crimes and excesses, that 
they nicknamed him ‘the Prince’. All his early life had been 
passed in the neighbourhood of the Chateau Franval. He knew 
what were the circumstances which had induced the baron to 
leave it. He had been in the country to which the baron had 
emigrated. He was able to refer familiarly to persons and locali- 
ties, at home and abroad, with which the baron was sure to be 

acquainted. And, lastly, he had an expatriation of fifteen years 
to plead for him as his all-sufficient excuse, if he made any slight 
mistakes before the baron’s sisters, in his assumed character of 

their long-absent brother. It will be, of course, hardly necessary 
for me to tell you, in relation to this part of the subject, that the 
true Franval was immediately and honourably reinstated in the 
family rights of which the impostor had succeeded for a time 
in depriving him. 

According to Monbrun’s own account, he had married poor 
Rosamond purely for love; and the probabilities certainly are, 
that the pretty, innocent English girl had really struck the vil- 
Jain’s fancy for the time; and that the easy, quiet life he was 
leading at the Grange pleased him, by contrast with his perilous 
and vagabond existence of former days. What might have hap- 
pened if he had had time enough to grow wearied of his ill-fated 
wife and his English home, it is now useless to inquire. What 
really did happen on the morning when he awoke after the 
flight of Ida and her sister can be briefly told. 

As soon as his eyes opened they rested on the police agent 
sitting quietly by the bedside, with a loaded pistol in his hand. 
Monbrun knew immediately that he was discovered; but he 
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never for an instant lost the self-possession for which he was 

famous. He said he wished to have five minutes allowed him 

to deliberate quietly in bed, whether he should resist the French 

authorities on English ground, and so gain time by obliging the 

one Government to apply specially to have him delivered up by 

the other—or whether he should accept the terms officially 
offered to him by the agent, if he quietly allowed himself to be 
captured. He chose the latter course—it was suspected, because 
he wished to communicate personally with some of his convict 
associates in France, whose fraudulent gains were in his keep- 
ing, and because he felt boastfully confident of being able to 
escape again, whenever he pleased. Be his secret motives, how- 
ever, what they might, he allowed the agent to conduct him 
peaceably from the Grange; first writing a farewell letter to poor 
Rosamond, full of heartless French sentiment and glib sophis- 
tries about Fate and Society. His own fate was not long in over- 
taking him. He attempted to escape again, as it had been 
expected he would, and was shot by the sentinel on duty at the 
time. I remember hearing that the bullet entered his head and 
killed him on the spot. 
My story is done. It is ten years now since Rosamond was 

buried in the churchyard yonder; and it is ten years also since 
Miss Welwyn returned to be the lonely inhabitant of Glenwith 
Grange. She now lives but in the remembrances that it calls up 
before her of her happier existence of former days. There is 
hardly an object in the old house which does not tenderly and 
solemnly remind her of the mother, whose last wishes she lived 
to obey; of the sister, whose happiness was once her dearest 
earthly care. Those prints that you noticed on the library walls 
Rosamond used to copy in the past time, when her pencil was 
often guided by Ida’s hand. Those music-books that you were 
looking over, she and her mother have played from together 
through many a long and quiet summer’s evening. She has no 
ties now to bind her to the present but the poor child whose 
affliction it is her constant effort to lighten, and the little peasant 
population around her, whose humble cares and wants and sor- 
rows she is always ready to relieve. Far and near her modest 
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charities have penetrated among us; and far and near she is 
heartily beloved and blessed in many a labourer’s household. 
There is no poor man’s hearth, not in this village only, but for 
miles away from it as well, at which you would not be received 
with the welcome given to an old friend, if you only told the 
cottagers that you knew the Lady of Glenwith Grange! 





THE DREAM-WOMAN 





it CHAPTER ONE 

HAD not been settled much more than six weeks in my 
country practice, when I was sent for to a neighbouring town, to 
consult with the resident medical man there on a case of very 
dangerous illness. 
My horse had come down with me at the end of a long ride 

the night before, and had hurt himself, luckily, much more than 

he had hurt his master. Being deprived of the animal’s services, 
I started for my destination by the coach (there were no railways 
at that time), and I hoped to get back again, towards the after- 
noon, in the same way. 

After the consultation was over, I went to the principal inn 
of the town to wait for the coach. When it came up it was full 
inside and out. There was no resource left me but to get home 
as cheaply as I could by hiring a gig. The price asked for this 
accommodation struck me as being so extortionate that I 
determined to look out for an inn of inferior pretensions, and 
to try if I could not make a better bargain with a less prosperous 
establishment. 

I soon found a likely-looking house, dingy and quiet, with an 
old-fashioned sign, that had evidently not been repainted for 
many years past. The landlord, in this case, was not above 
making a small profit, and as soon as we came to terms he rang 
the yard-bell to order the gig. 

‘Has Robert not come back from that errand?’ asked the 
landlord, appealing to the waiter who answered the bell. 

‘No, sir, he hasn’t.’ 

“Well, then, you must wake up Isaac.’ 

‘Wake up Isaac!’ I repeated; ‘that sounds rather odd. Do 
your ostlers go to bed in the daytime?’ 

‘This one does,’ said the landlord, smiling to himself in rather 

a strange way. 
‘And dreams too,’ added the waiter; ‘I shan’t forget the turn 

it gave me the first time I heard him.’ 
‘Never you mind about that,’ retorted the proprietor; ‘you go 

and rouse Isaac up. The gentleman’s waiting for his gig.’ 
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The landlord’s manner and the waiter’s manner expressed a 
great deal more than they either of them said. I began to suspect 
that I might be on the trace of something professionally interest- 
ing to me as a medical man, and I thought I should like to look 
at the ostler before the waiter awakened him. 

‘Stop a minute,’ I interposed; ‘I have rather a fancy for seeing 
this man before you wake him up. I’m a doctor; and if this queer 
sleeping and dreaming of his comes from anything wrong in his 
brain, I may be able to tell you what to do with him.’ 

‘T rather think you will find his complaint past all doctoring, 
sir,’ said the landlord; ‘but if you would like to see him, you’re 

welcome, I’m sure.’ 

He led the way across a yard and down a passage to the 
stables, opened one of the doors, and, waiting outside himself, 

told me to look in. 
I found myself in a two-stall stable. In one of the stalls a horse 

was munching his corn; in the other an old man was lying asleep 
on the litter. 

I stooped and looked at him attentively. It was a withered, 
woebegone face. The eyebrows were painfully contracted; the 
mouth was fast set, and drawn down at the corners. The hollow 

wrinkled cheeks, and the scanty grizzled hair, told their own tale 
of some past sorrow or suffering. He was drawing his breath 
convulsively when I first looked at him, and in a moment more 
he began to talk in his sleep. 

‘Wake up!’ I heard him say, in a quick whisper, through his 
clenched teeth. “Wake up there! Murder!’ 

He moved one lean arm slowly till it rested over his throat, 
shuddered a little, and turned on his straw. Then the arm left 

his throat, the hand stretched itself out, and clutched at the side 

towards which he had turned, as if he fancied himself to be 

grasping at the edge of something. I saw his lips move, and bent 
lower over him. He was still talking in his sleep. 

‘Light grey eyes,’ he murmured, ‘and a droop in the left eye- 
lid; flaxen hair, with a gold-yellow streak in it—all right, mother 

—fair white arms, with a down on them—little lady’s hand, 

with a reddish look under the finger-nails. The knife—always 
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the cursed knife—first on one side, then on the other. Aha! 
you she-devil, where’s the knife?” 

At the last word his voice rose, and he grew restless on a 
sudden. I saw him shudder on the straw; his withered face 

became distorted, and he threw up both his hands with a quick 
hysterical gasp. They struck against the bottom of the manger 
under which he lay, and the blow awakened him. I had just time 
to slip through the door and close it before his eyes were fairly 
open, and his senses his own again. 

‘Do you know anything about that man’s past life?’ I said to 
the landlord. 

“Yes, sir, | know pretty well all about it,’ was the answer, 

‘and an uncommon queer story it is. Most people don’t believe — 
it. It’s true, though, for all that. Why, just look at him,’ con- 

tinued the landlord, opening the stable door again. ‘Poor devil! 
he’s so worn out with his restless nights that he’s dropped back 
into his sleep already.’ 

‘Don’t wake him,’ I said; ‘I’m in no hurry for the gig. Wait 
till the other man comes back from his errand; and, in the 

meantime, suppose I have some lunch and a bottle of sherry, 
and suppose you come and help me to get through it?’ 

The heart of mine host, as I had anticipated, warmed to me 
over his own wine. He soon became communicative on the 
subject of the man asleep in the stable, and by little and little 
I drew the whole story out of him. Extravagant and incredible 
as the events must appear to everybody, they are related here 
just as I heard them and just as they happened. 

CHAPTER TWO 

ou: years ago there lived in the suburbs of a large sea- 
port town on the west coast of England a man in humble circum- 
stances, by name Isaac Scatchard. His means of subsistence 
were derived from any employment that he could get as an 
ostler, and occasionally, when times went well with him, from 

temporary engagements in service as stable-helper in private 
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houses. Though a faithful, steady, and honest man, he got on 

badly in his calling. His ill luck was proverbial among his neigh- 
bours. He was always missing good opportunities by no fault 
of his own, and always living longest in service with amiable 
people who were not punctual payers of wages. ‘Unlucky Isaac’ 
was his nickname in his own neighbourhood, and no one could 
say that he did not richly deserve it. 

With far more than one man’s fair share of adversity to 
endure, Isaac had but one consolation to support him, and that 
was of the dreariest and most negative kind. He had no wife and 
children to increase his anxieties and add to the bitterness of his 
various failures in life. It might have been from mere insensi- 
bility, or it might have been from generous unwillingness to 
involve another in his own unlucky destiny; but the fact un- 
doubtedly was, that he had arrived at the middle term of life 
without marrying, and, what is much more remarkable, without 
once exposing himself, from eighteen to eight-and-thirty, to the 
genial imputation of ever having had a sweetheart. 
When he was out of service he lived alone with his widowed 

mother. Mrs. Scatchard was a woman above the average in her 
lowly station as to capacity and manners. She had seen better 
days, as the phrase is, but she never referred to them in the 
presence of curious visitors; and, though perfectly polite to 
everyone who approached her, never cultivated any intimacies 
among her neighbours. She contrived to provide, hardly enough, 
for her simple wants by doing rough work for the tailors, and 
always managed to keep a decent home for her son to return to 
whenever his ill luck drove him out helpless into the world. 

One bleak autumn, when Isaac was getting on fast towards 
forty, and when he was, as usual, out of place through no fault 
of his own, he set forth from his mother’s cottage on a long walk 
inland to a gentleman’s seat where he had heard that a stable- 
helper was required. 

It wanted then but two days of his birthday; and Mrs. 
Scatchard, with her usual fondness, made him promise, before 

he started, and he would be back in time to keep that anniver- 
sary with her, in as festive a way as their poor means would 
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allow. It was easy for him to comply with this request, even 
supposing he slept a night each way on the road. 

He was to start from home on Monday morning, and, 

whether he got the new place or not, he was to be back for his 
birthday dinner on Wednesday at two o’clock. 

Arriving at his destination too late on the Monday night to 
make application for the stable-helper’s place, he slept at the 
village inn, and in good time on the Tuesday morning presented 
himself at the gentleman’s house to fill the vacant situation. 
Here again his ill luck pursued him as inexorably as ever. The 
excellent written testimonials to his character which he was able 
to produce availed him nothing; his long walk had been taken in 
vain: only the day before the stable-helper’s place had been 
given to another man. 

Isaac accepted this new disappointment resignedly and as a 
matter of course. Naturally slow in capacity, he had the blunt- 
ness of sensibility and phlegmatic patience of disposition which 
frequently distinguish men with sluggishly-working mental 
powers. He thanked the gentleman’s steward with his usual 
quiet civility for granting him an interview, and took his depar- 
ture with no appearance of unusual depression in his face or 
manner. 

Before starting on his homeward walk, he made some in- 
quiries at the inn, and ascertained that he might save a few 
miles on his return by following a new road. Furnished with full 
instructions, several times repeated, as to the various turnings 
he was to take, he set forth on his homeward journey, and 

walked on all day with only one stoppage for bread and cheese. 
Just as it was getting towards dark, the rain came on and the 
wind began to rise, and he found himself, to make matters 

worse, in a part of the country with which he was entirely un- 
acquainted, though he knew himself to be some fifteen miles 
from home. The first house he found to inquire at was a lonely 
roadside inn standing on the outskirts of a thick wood. Soli- 
tary as the place looked, it was welcome to a lost man who 
was also hungry, thirsty, footsore, and wet. The landlord was 

civil and respectable-looking, and the price he asked for a bed 
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was reasonable enough. Isaac therefore decided on stopping 

comfortably at the inn for that night. 
He was constitutionally a temperate man. His supper con- 

sisted of two rashers of bacon, a slice of home-made bread, 

and a pint of ale. He did not go to bed immediately after this 
moderate meal, but sat up with the landlord, talking about his 
bad prospects and his long run of ill luck, and diverging from 
these topics to the subjects of horse-flesh and racing. Nothing 
was said either by himself, his host, or the few labourers who 
strayed into the tap-room, which could, in the slightest degree, 
excite the very small and very dull imaginative faculty which 
Isaac Scatchard possessed. - 

At a little after eleven the house was closed. Isaac went round 
with the landlord and held the candle while the doors and lower 
windows were being secured. He noticed with surprise the 
strength of the bolts and bars, and iron-sheathed shutters. 

‘You see, we are rather lonely here,’ said the landlord. ‘We 
never have had any attempts made to break in yet, but it’s 
always as well to be on the safe side. When nobody is sleeping 
here, I am the only man in the house. My wife and daughter are 
timid, and the servant-girl takes after her missuses. Another 
glass of ale before you turn in? No! Well, how such a sober man 
as you comes to be out of place is more than I can make out, 
for one. Here’s where you’re to sleep. You’re our only lodger 
to-night, and I think you’ll say my missus has done her best to 
make you comfortable. You’re quite sure you won’t have 
another glass of ale? Very well. Good night.’ 

It was half-past eleven by the clock in the passage as they 
went upstairs to the bedroom, the window of which looked on 
to the wood at the back of the house. 

Isaac locked the door, set his candle on the chest of drawers, 

and wearily got ready for bed. The bleak autumn wind was still 
blowing, and the solemn, monotonous surging, moan of it in 
the wood was dreary and awful to hear through the night- 
silence. Isaac felt strangely wakeful. He resolved, as he lay down 
in bed, to keep the candle alight until he began to grow sleepy, 
for there was something unendurably depressing in the bare idea 



THE DREAM-WOMAN 79 

of lying awake in the darkness, listening to the dismal, ceaseless 
moaning of the wind in the wood. 

Sleep stole on him before he was aware of it. His eyes closed, 
and he fell off insensibly to rest without having so much as 
thought of extinguishing the candle. 

The first sensation of which he was conscious after sinking 
into slumber was a strange shivering that ran through him 
suddenly from head to foot, and a dreadful sinking pain at the 
heart, such as he had never felt before. The shivering only dis- 
turbed his slumbers; the pain woke him instantly. In one 
moment he passed from a state of sleep to a state of wakefulness 
—his eyes wide open—his mental perceptions cleared on a 
sudden, as if by a miracle. 

The candle had burnt down nearly to the last morsel of 
tallow, but the top of the unsnuffed wick had just fallen off, 
and the light in the little room was, for the moment, fair 
and full. 

Between the foot of his bed and the closed door there stood a 
woman with a knife in her hand, looking at him. 

He was stricken speechless with terror, but he did not lose the 
preternatural clearness of his faculties, and he never took his 
eyes off the woman. She said not a word as they stared each 
other in the face, but she began to move slowly towards the 
left-hand side of the bed. 

His eyes followed her. She was a fair, fine woman, with 
yellowish flaxen hair and light grey eyes, with a droop in the left 
eyelid. He noticed those things and fixed them on his mind 
before she was round at the side of the bed. Speechless, with no 
expression in her face, with no noise following her footfall, she 
came closer and closer—stopped—and slowly raised the knife. 
He laid his right arm over his throat to save it; but, as he saw the 
knife coming down, threw his hand across the bed to the right 
side, and jerked his body over that way just as the knife 
descended on the mattress within an inch of his shoulder. 

His eyes fixed on her arm and hand as she slowly drew her 
knife out of the bed: a white, well-shaped arm, with a pretty 
down lying lightly over the fair skin—a delicate lady’s hand, 
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with the crowning beauty of a pink flush under and round the 
finger nails. 

She drew the knife out, and passed back again slowly to the 
foot of the bed; stopped there for a moment looking at him; 
then came on—still speechless, still with no expression on the 
blank beautiful face, still with no sound following the stealthy 
footfalls—came on to the right side of the bed, where he now lay. 

As she approached she raised the knife again, and he drew 
himself away to the left side. She struck, as before, right into the 
mattress, with a deliberate perpendicularly-downward action of 
the arm. This time his eyes wandered from her to the knife. It 
was like the large clasp-knives which he had often seen labouring 
men use to cut their bread and bacon with. Her delicate little 
fingers did not conceal more than two thirds of the handle: he 
noticed that it was made of buck-horn, clean and shining as the 
blade was, and looking like new. 

For the second time she drew the knife out, concealed it in 

the wide sleeve of her gown, then stopped by the bedside, 
watching him. For an instant he saw her standing in that posi- 
tion, then the wick of the spent candle fell over into the socket; the 
flame diminished to a little blue point, and the room grew dark. 
A moment, or less, if possible, passed so, and then the wick 

flamed up, smokingly, for the last time. His eyes were still look- 
ing eagerly over the right-hand side of the bed when the final 
flash of light came, but they discerned nothing. The fair woman 
with the knife was gone. 

The conviction that he was alone again weakened the hold 
of the terror that had struck him dumb up to this time. 
The preternatural sharpness which the very intensity of his panic 
had mysteriously imparted to his faculties left them suddenly. 
His brain grew confused—his heart beat wildly—his ears opened 
for the first time since the appearance of the woman to a sense 
of the woeful ceaseless moaning of the wind among the trees. 
With the dreadful conviction of the reality of what he had seen 
still strong within him, he leaped out of bed, and screaming 
‘Murder! Wake up, there! wake up!’ dashed headlong through 
the darkness to the door. 
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It was fast locked, exactly as he had left it on going to bed. 
His cries on starting up had alarmed the house. He heard the 

terrified, confused exclamations of women; he saw the master 

of the house approaching along the passage with his burning 
rush candle in one hand and his gun in the other. 

‘What is it?’ asked the landlord breathlessly. 
Isaac could only answer in a whisper. ‘A woman, with a knife 

in her hand,’ he gasped out. ‘In my room—a fair, yellow-haired 
woman; she jobbed at me with the knife twice over.’ 

The landlord’s pale cheeks grew paler. He looked at Isaac 
eagerly by the flickering light of his candle, and his face began 
to get red again; his voice altered, too, as well as his complexion. 

‘She seems to have missed you twice,’ he said. 
‘I dodged the knife as it came down,’ Isaac went on, in the 

same scared whisper. ‘It struck the bed each time.’ 
The landlord took his candle into the bedroom immediately. 

In less than a minute he came out again into the passage in a 
violent passion. 

“The devil fly away with you and your woman with the knife! 
There isn’t a mark in the bedclothes anywhere. What do you 
mean by coming into a man’s place, and frightening his family 
out of their wits about a dream?’ 

‘Tl leave your house,’ said Isaac faintly. “Better out on the 
road, in rain and dark, on my road home, than back again in 
that room, after what I’ve seen in it. Lend me a light to get my 
clothes by, and tell me what I’m to pay.’ 

‘Pay!’ cried the landlord, leading the way with his light sulkily 
into the bedroom. ‘You'll find your score on the slate when you 

go downstairs. I wouldn’t have taken you in for all the money 
you’ve got about you if I’d known your dreaming, screeching 

- ways beforehand. Look at the bed. Where’s the cut of a knife 
in it? Look at the window—is the lock bursted? Look at the 
door (which I heard you fasten yourself)—is it broke in? A 
murdering woman with a knife in my house! You ought to be 
ashamed of yourself!’ 

Isaac answered not a word. He huddled on his clothes, and 

then they went downstairs together. 
G 
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‘Nigh on twenty minutes past two!” said the landlord, as they 

passed the clock. ‘A nice time in the morning to frighten honest 

people out of their wits!’ 
Isaac paid his bill, and the landlord let him out at the front 

door, asking, with a grin of contempt, as he undid the strong 

fastenings, whether ‘the murdering woman got in that way’. 
They parted without a word on either side. The rain had 

ceased, but the night was dark, and the wind bleaker than ever. 

Little did the darkness, or the cold, or the uncertainty about the 

way home matter to Isaac. If he had been turned out into a 
wilderness in a thunderstorm, it would have been a relief after 

what he had suffered in the bedroom of the inn. 
What was the fair woman with the knife? The creature of a 

dream, or that other creature from the unknown world called 

among men by the name of ghost? He could make nothing of 
the mystery—had made nothing of it, even when it was midday 
on Wednesday, and when he stood, at last, after many times 
missing his road, once more on the doorstep of home. 

CHAPTER’ THREE 

lel. mother came out eagerly to receive him. His face told 
her in a moment that something was wrong. 

‘T’ve lost the place; but that’s my luck. I dreamed an ill dream 
last night, mother—or maybe I saw a ghost. Take it either way, 
it scared me out of my senses, and I’m not my own man again 
yet.’ 

‘Isaac, your face frightens me. Come in to the fire—come in, 
and tell mother all about it.’ 

He was as anxious to tell as she was to hear; for it had been 

his hope all the way home, that his mother, with her quicker 
capacity and superior knowledge, might be able to throw some 
light on the mystery which he could not clear up for himself. 
His memory of the dream was still mechanically vivid, though 
his thoughts were entirely confused by it. 

His mother’s face grew paler and paler as he went on. She 
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never interrupted him by so much as a single word; but when 
he had done, she moved her chair close to his, put her arm 
round his neck, and said to him, 

‘Isaac, you dreamed your ill dream on this Wednesday morn- 
ing. What time was it when you saw the fair woman with the 
knife in her hand?’ 

Isaac reflected on what the landlord had said when they had 
passed by the clock on his leaving the inn; allowed as nearly as 
he could for the time that must have elapsed between the 
unlocking of his bedroom door and the paying of his bill just 
before going away, and answered, 

‘Somewhere about two o’clock in the morning.’ 
His mother suddenly quitted her hold of his neck, and struck 

her hands together with a gesture of despair. 
‘This Wednesday is your birthday, Isaac, and two o’clock in 

the morning was the time when you were born.’ 
Isaac’s capacities were not quick enough to catch the infection 

of his mother’s superstitious dread. He was amazed, and a little 
startled also, when she suddenly rose from her chair, opened 

her old writing-desk, took pen, ink, and paper and then said to 
him, 

“Your memory is but a poor one, Isaac, and, now I’m an old 
woman, mine’s not much better. I want all about this dream 

of yours to be as weil known to both of us, years hence, as it is 
now. Tell me over again all you told me a minute ago, when you 
spoke of what the woman with the knife looked like.’ 

Isaac obeyed, and marvelled much as he saw his mother care- 
fully set down on paper the very words that he was saying. 

‘Light grey eyes,’ she wrote, as they came to the descriptive 
part, ‘with a droop in the left eyelid; flaxen hair, with gold- 

yellow streak in it; white arms, with a down upon them; little 

lady’s hand, with a reddish look about the finger-nails; clasp- 
knife with a buck-horn handle, that seemed as good as new.’ 
To these particulars Mrs. Scatchard added the year, month, day 
of the week, and time in the morning when the woman of the 
dream appeared to her son. She then locked up the paper care- 
fully in her writing-desk. 
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Neither on that day nor on any day after could her son induce 
her to return to the matter of the dream. She obstinately kept 
her thoughts about it to herself, and even refused to refer again 
to the paper in her writing-desk. Ere long Isaac grew weary of 
attempting to make her break her resolute silence; and time, 

which sooner or later wears out all things, gradually wore out 
the impression produced on him by the dream. He began by 
thinking of it carelessly, and he ended by not thinking of it at all. 

The result was the more easily brought about by the advent 
of some important changes for the better in his prospects which 
commenced not long after his terrible night’s experience at the 
inn. He reaped at last the reward of his long and patient suffer- 
ing under adversity by getting an excellent place, keeping it for 
seven years, and leaving it, on the death of his master, not only 
with an excellent character, but also with a comfortable annuity 
bequeathed to him as a reward for saving his mistress’s life in 
a carriage accident. Thus it happened that Isaac Scatchard 
returned to his old mother, seven years after the time of the 
dream at the inn, with an annual sum of money at his disposal 
sufficient to keep them both in ease and independence for the 
rest of their lives. 

The mother, whose health had been bad of late years, profited 

so much by the care bestowed on her and by freedom from 
money anxieties, that when Isaac’s birthday came round she 
was able to sit up comfortably at table and dine with him. 

On that day, as the evening drew on, Mrs. Scatchard dis- 
covered that a bottle of tonic medicine which she was accus- 
tomed to take, and in which she had fancied that a dose or more 

was still left, happened to be empty. Isaac immediately volun- 
teered to go to the chemist’s and get it filled again. It was as 
rainy and bleak an autumn night as on the memorable past 
occasion when he lost his way and slept at the road-side inn. 

On going into the chemist’s shop he was passed hurriedly by 
a poorly-dressed woman coming out of it. The glimpse he had 
of her face struck him, and he looked back after her as she 
descended the doorsteps. 

‘You're noticing that woman?’ said the chemist’s apprentice 
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behind the counter. ‘It’s my opinion there’s something wrong 
with her. She’s been asking for laudanum to put to a bad tooth. 
Master’s out for half an hour, and I told her I wasn’t allowed to 

sell poison to strangers in his absence. She laughed in a queer 
way, and said she would come back in half an hour. If she 
expects master to serve her, I think she’ll be disappointed. It’s 
a case of suicide, sir, if ever there was one yet.’ 

These words added immeasurably to the sudden interest in 
the woman which Isaac had felt at the first sight of her face. 
After he had got the medicine-bottle filled, he looked about 
anxiously for her as soon as he was out in the street. She was 
walking slowly up and down on the opposite side of the road. 
With his heart, very much to his own surprise, beating fast, Isaac 
crossed over and spoke to her. 

He asked if she was in any distress. She pointed to her torn 
shawl, her scanty dress, her crushed, dirty bonnet; then moved 

under a lamp so as to let the light fall on her stern, pale, but 
still most beautiful face. 

‘T look like a comfortable, happy woman, don’t I?’ she said, 
with a bitter laugh. 

She spoke with a purity of intonation which Isaac had never 
heard before from other than ladies’ lips. Her slightest actions 
seemed to have the easy, negligent grace of a thorough-bred 
woman. Her skin, for all its poverty-stricken paleness, was as 
delicate as if her life had been passed in the enjoyment of every 
social comfort that wealth can purchase. Even her small, finely- 
shaped hands, gloveless as they were, had not lost their 
whiteness. 

Little by little, in answer to his questions, the sad story of the 
woman came out. There is no need to relate it here; it is told 

over and over again in police reports and paragraphs about 
attempted suicides. 

‘My name is Rebecca Murdoch,’ said the woman, as she 

ended. ‘I have ninepence left, and I thought of spending it at 
the chemist’s over the way in securing a passage to the other 
world. Whatever it is, it can’t be worse to me than this, so why 

should I stop here?’ 
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Besides the natural compassion and sadness moved in his 
heart by what he heard, Isaac felt within him some mysterious 
influence at work all the time the woman was speaking which 
utterly confused his ideas and almost deprived him of his powers 
of speech. All that he could say in answer to her last reckless 
words was that he would prevent her from attempting her own 
life, if he followed her about all night to do it. His rough, 

trembling earnestness seemed to impress her. 
‘I won’t occasion you that trouble,’ she answered, when he 

repeated his threat. “You have given me a fancy for living by 
speaking kindly to me. No need for the mockery of protestations 
and promises. You may believe me without them. Come to 
Fuller’s Meadow to-morrow at twelve, and you will find me 
alive, to answer for myself—No!—no money. My ninepence will 
do to get me as good a night’s lodging as I want.’ 

She nodded and left him. He made no attempt to follow—he 
felt no suspicion that she was deceiving him. 

‘It’s strange, but I can’t help believing her,’ he said to himself, 

and walked away, bewildered, towards home. 

On entering the house, his mind was still so completely 
absorbed by its new subject of interest that he took no notice 
of what his mother was doing when he came in with the bottle 
of medicine. She had opened her old writing-desk in his absence, 
and was now reading a paper attentively that lay inside it. On 
every birthday of Isaac’s since she had written down the parti- 
culars of his dream from his own lips, she had been accustomed 
to read that same paper, and ponder over it in private. 

The next day he went to Fuller’s Meadow. 
He had done only right in believing her so implicitly. She was 

there, punctual to a minute, to answer for herself. The last-left 
faint defences in Isaac’s heart against the fascination which a 
word or look from her began inscrutably to exercise over him 
sank down and vanished before her for ever on that memorable 
morning. 
When a man previously insensible to the influence of women 

forms an attachment in middle life, the instances are rare indeed, 

let the warning circumstances be what they may, in which he is 
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found capable of freeing himself from the tyranny of the new 
ruling passion. The charm of being spoken to familiarly, fondly, 
and gratefully by a woman whose language and manners still 
retained enough of their early refinement to hint at the high 
social station that she had lost, would have been a dangerous 
luxury to a man of Isaac’s rank at the age of twenty. But it 
was far more than that—it was certain ruin to him—now that 
his heart was opening unworthily to a new influence at that 
middle time of life when strong feelings of all kinds, once im- 
planted, strike root most stubbornly in a man’s moral nature. 
A few more stolen interviews after that first morning in Fuller’s 
Meadow completed his infatuation. In less than a month from 
the time when he first met her, Isaac Scatchard had consented 

to give Rebecca Murdoch a new interest in existence, and a 
chance of recovering the character she had lost by promising to 
make her his wife. 

She had taken possession, not of his passions only, but of his 
faculties as well. All the mind he had he put into her keeping. 
She directed him on every point—even instructing him how to 
break the news of his approaching marriage in the safest manner 
to his mother. 

‘If you tell her how you met me and who I am at first,’ said 

the cunning woman, ‘she will move heaven and earth to prevent 
our marriage. Say I am the sister of one of your fellow-servants 
—ask her to see me before you go into any more particulars— 
and leave it to me to do the rest. I mean to make her love me 
next best to you, Isaac, before she knows anything of who I 
really am.’ 

The motive of the deceit was sufficient to sanctify it to Isaac. 
The stratagem proposed relieved him of his one great anxiety, 
and quieted his uneasy conscience on the subject of his mother. 
Still, there was something wanting to perfect his happiness, 
something that he could not realize, something mysteriously 
untraceable, and yet something that perpetually made itself felt; 
not when he was absent from Rebecca Murdoch, but, strange to 

say, when he was actually in her presence! She was kindness 
itself with him. She never made him feel his inferior capacities 
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and inferior manners. She showed the sweetest anxiety to please 

him in the smallest trifles; but, in spite of all these attractions, 

he never could feel quite at his ease with her. At their first meet- 

ing, there had mingled with his admiration, when he looked in 
her face, a faint, involuntary feeling of doubt whether that face 
was entirely strange to him. No after familiarity had the slightest 
effect on this inexplicable, wearisome uncertainty. 

Concealing the truth as he had been directed, he announced 
his marriage engagement precipitately and confusedly to his 
mother on the day when he contracted it. Poor Mrs. Scatchard 
showed her perfect confidence in her son by flinging her arms 
round his neck, and giving him joy of having found at last, in 
the sister of one of his fellow-servants, a woman to comfort 

and care for him after his mother was gone. She was all eager- 
ness to see the woman of her son’s choice, and the next day was 
fixed for the introduction. 

It was a bright sunny morning, and the little cottage parlour 
was full of light as Mrs. Scatchard, happy and expectant, 
dressed for the occasion in her Sunday gown, sat waiting for her 
son and her future daughter-in-law. 

Punctual to the appointed time, Isaac hurriedly and nervously 
led his promised wife into the room. His mother rose to receive 
her—advanced a few steps, smiling—looked Rebecca full in the 
eyes, and suddenly stopped. Her face, which had been flushed 
the moment before, turned white in an instant; her eyes lost 
their expression of softness and kindness, and assumed a blank 

look of terror; her outstretched hands fell to her sides, and she 

staggered back a few steps with a low cry to her son. 
‘Isaac,’ she whispered, clutching him fast by the arm when he 

asked alarmedly if she was taken ill, ‘Isaac, does that woman’s 
face remind you of nothing?’ 

Before he could answer—before he could look round to where 
Rebecca stood, astonished and angered by her reception, at the 
lower end of the room, his mother pointed impatiently to her 
writing-desk, and gave him the key. 

‘Open it,’ she said, in a quick, breathless whisper. 
“What does this mean? Why am I treated as if I had no 
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business here? Does your mother want to insult me?’ asked 
Rebecca angrily. 

“Open it, and give me the paper in the left-hand drawer. 
Quick! quick, for Heaven’s sake!’ said Mrs. Scatchard, shrink- 
ing farther back in terror. 

Isaac gave her the paper. She looked it over eagerly for a 
moment, then followed Rebecca, who was now turning away 
haughtily to leave the room, and caught her by the shoulder 
—abruptly raised the long, loose sleeve of her gown, and glanced 
at her hand and arm. Something like fear began to steal over the 
angry expression of Rebecca’s face as she shook herself free 
from the old woman’s grasp. ‘Mad!’ she said to herself; ‘and 
Isaac never told me.’ With these few words she left the room. 

Isaac was hastening after her when his mother turned and 
stopped his farther progress. It wrung his heart to see the misery 
and terror in her face as she looked at him. 

‘Light grey eyes,’ she said, in low, mournful, awestruck 
tones, pointing towards the open door; ‘a droop in the left 
eyelid; flaxen hair, with a gold-yellow streak in it; white arms, 
with a down upon them; little lady’s hand, with a reddish look 
under the finger-nails—The Dream-Woman, Isaac, the Dream- 

Woman!’ 
That faint cleaving doubt which he had never been able to 

shake off in Rebecca Murdoch’s presence, was fatally set at rest 
for ever. He had seen her face, then, before—seven years before, 

on his birthday, in the bedroom of the lonely inn. 
“Be warned! oh, my son, be warned! Isaac, Isaac, let her go, 

and do you stop with me!’ 
Something darkened the parlour window as those words were 

said. A sudden chill ran through him, and he glanced sidelong 
at the shadow. Rebecca Murdoch had come back. She was 
peering in curiously at them over the low window-blind. 

‘I have promised to marry, mother,’ he said, ‘and marry I 
must.’ 

The tears came into his eyes as he spoke and dimmed his 
sight, but he could just discern the fatal face outside moving 
away again from the window. 
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His mother’s head sank lower. 

‘Are you faint?’ he whispered. 
‘Broken-hearted, Isaac.’ 

He stooped down and kissed her. The shadow, as he did so, 

returned to the window, and the fatal face peered in curiously 
once more. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

ibe weeks after that day Isaac and Rebecca were man 
and wife. All that was hopelessly dogged and stubborn in the 
man’s moral nature seemed to have closed round his fatal 
passion, and to have fixed it unassailably in his heart. 

After that first interview in the cottage parlour no considera- 
tion would induce Mrs. Scatchard to see her son’s wife again, 
or even to talk of her when Isaac tried hard to plead her cause 
after their marriage. 

This course of conduct was not in any degree occasioned by 
a discovery of the degradation in which Rebecca had lived. 
There was no question of that between mother and son. There 
was no question of anything but the fearfully-exact resemblance 
between the living, breathing woman, and the spectre-woman of 
Isaac’s dream. 

Rebecca, on her side, neither felt nor expressed the slightest 
sorrow at the estrangement between herself and her mother-in- 
law. Isaac, for the sake of peace, had never contradicted her first 

idea that age and long illness had affected Mrs. Scatchard’s 
mind. He even allowed his wife to upbraid him for not having 
confessed this to her at the time of their marriage engagement, 
rather than risk anything by hinting at the truth. The sacrifice 
of his integrity before his one all-mastering delusion seemed but 
a small thing, and cost his conscience but little after the sacrifices 
he had already made. 

The time of waking from this delusion—the cruel and the 
rueful time—was not far off. After some quiet months of 
married life, as the summer was ending, and the year was getting 
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on towards the month of his birthday, Isaac found his wife 
altering towards him. She grew sullen and contemptuous; she 
formed acquaintances of the most dangerous kind in defiance 
of his objections, his entreaties, and his commands; and, worst 

of all, she learned, ere long, after every fresh difference with her 
husband, to seek the deadly self-oblivion of drink. Little by 
little, after the first miserable discovery that his wife was keeping 
company with drunkards, the shocking certainty forced itself on 
Isaac that she had grown to be a drunkard herself. 

He had been in a sadly desponding state for some time before 
the occurrence of these domestic calamities. His mother’s health, 
as he could but too plainly discern every time he went to see her 
at the cottage, was failing fast, and he upbraided himself in 
secret as the cause of the bodily and mental suffering she 
endured. When to his remorse on his mother’s account was 
added the shame and misery occasioned by the discovery of his 
wife’s degradation, he sank under the double trial—his face 
began to alter fast, and he looked what he was, a spirit-broken 
man. 

His mother, still struggling bravely against the illness that was 
hurrying her to the grave, was the first to notice the sad altera- 
tion in him, and the first to hear of his last worst trouble with 

his wife. She could only weep bitterly on the day when he made 
his humiliating confession, but on the next occasion when he 
went to see her she had taken a resolution in reference to his 
domestic afflictions which astonished and even alarmed him. 
He found her dressed to go out, and on asking the reason 
received this answer: 

‘I am not long for this world, Isaac,’ she said, ‘and I shall not 

feel easy on my death-bed unless I have done my best to the 
last to make my son happy. I mean to put my own fears and my 
own feelings out of the question, and to go with you to your 
wife, and try what I can do to reclaim her. Give me your arm, 

Isaac, and let me do the last thing I can in this world to help 
my son before it is too late.’ 

He could not disobey her, and they walked together slowly 

towards his miserable home, 
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It was only one o’clock in the afternoon when they reached 
the cottage where he lived. It was their dinner-hour, and 
Rebecca was in the kitchen. He was thus able to take his mother 
quietly into the parlour, and then prepare his wife for the inter- 
view. She had fortunately drunk but little at that early hour, and 
she was less sullen and capricious than usual. 

He returned to his mother with his mind tolerably at ease. His 
wife soon followed him into the parlour, and the meeting 
between her and Mrs. Scatchard passed off better than he had 
ventured to anticipate, though he observed with secret apprehen- 
sion that his mother, resolutely as she controlled herself in other 
respects, could not look his wife in the face when she spoke to 
her. It was a relief to him, therefore, when Rebecca began to lay 
the cloth. 

She laid the cloth, brought in the bread-tray, and cut a slice 

from the loaf for her husband, then returned to the kitchen. 

At that moment, Isaac, still anxiously watching his mother, was 
startled by seeing the same ghastly change pass over her face 
which had altered it so awfully cn the morning when Rebecca 
and she first met. Before he could say a word, she whispered, 

with a look of horror, 

‘Take me back—home, home again, Isaac. Come with me, 

and never go back again.’ 
He was afraid to ask for an explanation; he could only sign 

to her to be silent, and help her quickly to the door. As they 
passed the bread-tray on the table she stopped and pointed to it. 

‘Did you see what your wife cut your bread with?’ she asked, 
in a low whisper. 

‘No, mother—I was not noticing—what was it?’ 
‘Look!’ 
He did look. A new clasp-knife, with a buck-horn handle, lay 

with the loaf in the bread-tray. He stretched out his hand 
shudderingly to possess himself of it; but, at the same time, 
there was a noise in the kitchen, and his mother caught at his 
arm. 

‘The knife of the dream! Isaac, I’m faint with fear. Take me 
away before she comes back.’ 
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He was hardly able to support her. The visible, tangible reality 
of the knife struck him with a panic, and utterly destroyed any 
faint doubts that he might have entertained up to this time in 
relation to the mysterious dream-warning of nearly eight years 
before. By a last desperate effort, he summoned self-possession 
enough to help his mother out of the house—so quietly that the 
‘Dream-woman’ (he thought of her by that name now) did not 
hear them departing from the kitchen. 

‘Don’t go back, Isaac—don’t go back!’ implored Mrs. 
Scatchard, as he turned to go away, after seeing her safely seated 
again in her own room. 

‘I must get the knife,’ he answered, under his breath. His 

mother tried to stop him again, but he hurried out without 
another word. 

On his return he found that his wife had discovered their 
secret departure from the house. She had been drinking, and 
was in a fury of passion. The dinner in the kitchen was flung 
under the grate; the cloth was off the parlour table. Where was 
the knife? 

Unwisely, he asked for it. She was only too glad of the oppor- 
tunity of irritating him which the request afforded her. “He 
wanted the knife, did he? Could he give her a reason why? No! 
Then he should not have it—not if he went down on his knees 
to ask for it.’ Further recriminations elicited the fact that she 
had bought it a bargain, and that she considered it her own 
especial property. Isaac saw the uselessness of attempting 
to get the knife by fair means, and determined to search for 
it, later in the day, in secret. The search was unsuccessful. 
Night came on, and he left the house to walk about the 
streets. He was afraid now to sleep in the same room with 
her. 

Three weeks passed. Still sullenly enraged with him, she would 
not give up the knife; and still that fear of sleeping in the same 
room with her possessed him. He walked about at night, or 
dozed in the parlour, or sat watching by his mother’s bedside. 
Before the expiration of the first week in the new month his 
mother died. It wanted then but ten days of her son’s birthday. 
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She had longed to live till that anniversary. Isaac was present at 
her death, and her last words in this world were addressed to 

him: 
‘Don’t go back, my son, don’t go back!’ 
He was obliged to go back, if it were only to watch his wife. 

Exasperated to the last degree by his distrust of her, she had 
revengefully sought to add a sting to his grief, during the last 
days of his mother’s illness, by declaring that she would assert 
her right to attend the funeral. In spite of all that he could do or 
say, she held with wicked pertinacity to her word, and on the 
day appointed for the burial forced herself—inflamed and 
shameless with drink—into her husband’s presence, and declared 
that she would walk in the funeral procession to his mother’s 
grave. 

This last worst outrage, accompanied by all that was most 
insulting in word and look, maddened him for the moment. He 
struck her. 

The instant the blow was dealt he repented it. She crouched 
down, silent, in a corner of the room, and eyed him steadily; 

it was a look that cooled his hot blood and made him tremble. 
But there was no time now to think of a means of making 
atonement. Nothing remained but to risk the worst till the 
funeral was over. There was but one way of making sure of her. 
He locked her into her bedroom. 
When he came back some hours after, he found her sitting, 

very much altered in look and bearing, by the bedside, with a 
bundle on her lap. She rose, and faced him quietly, and spoke 
with a strange stillness in her voice, a strange repose in her eyes, 
a strange composure in her manner. 

‘No man has ever struck me twice,’ she said, ‘and my 
husband shall have no second opportunity. Set the door 
open and let me go. From this day forth we see each other no 
more.’ 

Before he could answer she passed him and left the room. 
He saw her walk away up the street. 
Would she return? 
All that night he watched and waited, but no footstep came 
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near the house. The next night, overpowered by fatigue, he lay 
down in bed in his clothes, with the door locked, the key on the 

table, and the candle burning. His slumber was not disturbed. 
The third night, the fourth, the fifth, the sixth passed, and 

nothing happened. He lay down on the seventh, still in his 
clothes, still with the door locked, the key on the table, and the 

candle burning, but easier in his mind. 
Easier in his mind, and in perfect health of body when he fell 

off to sleep. But his rest was disturbed. He woke twice without 
any sensation of uneasiness. But the third time it was that 
never-to-be-forgotten shivering of the night at the lonely inn, 
that dreadful sinking pain at the heart, which once more 
aroused him in an instant. 

His eyes opened towards the left-hand side of the bed, and 
there stood— 

The Dream-Woman again? No! His wife; the living reality, 
with the dream-spectre’s face, in the dream-spectre’s attitude; 
the fair arm up, the knife clasped in the delicate white 
hand. 

He sprang upon her almost at the instant of seeing her, and 
yet not quickly enough to prevent her from hiding the knife. 
Without a word from him—without a cry from her—he pinioned 
her in a chair. With one hand he felt up her sleeve, and there, 

where the Dream-Woman had hidden the knife, his wife had 

hidden it—the knife with the buck-horn handle, that looked like 

new. 
In the despair of that fearful moment his brain was steady, 

his heart was calm. He looked at her fixedly with the knife in 
his hand, and said these last words: 

“You told me we should see each other no more, and you 
have come back. It is my turn now to go, and to go for ever. 
I say that we shall see each other no more, and my word shall 
not be broken.’ 

He left her, and set forth into the night. There was a bleak 
wind abroad, and the smell of recent rain was in the air. The 

distant church-clocks chimed the quarter as he walked rapidly 
beyond the last houses in the suburb. He asked the first 
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policeman he met what hour that was of which the quarter 
past had just struck. 

The man referred sleepily to his watch, and answered, “Iwo 
o’clock.’ Two in the morning. What day of the month was this 
day that had just begun? He reckoned it up from the date of his 
mother’s funeral. The fatal parallel was complete: it was his 
birthday! 
Had he escaped the mortal peril which his dream foretold? 

or had he only received a second warning? 
As that ominous doubt forced itself on his mind, he stopped, 

reflected, and turned back again towards the city. He was still 
resolute to hold to his word, and never to let her see him more, 

but there was a thought now in his mind of having her watched 
and followed. The knife was in his possession; the world was 
before him; but a new distrust of her—a vague, unspeakable, 
superstitious dread had overcome him. 

‘I must know where she goes, now she thinks I have left her,’ 

he said to himself, as he stole back wearily to the precincts of his 
house. 

It was still dark. He had left the candle burning in the bed- 
chamber; but when he looked up to the window of the room 
now, there was no light in it. He crept cautiously to the house 
door. On going away, he remembered to have closed it; on 

trying it now, he found it open. 
He waited outside, never losing sight of the house, till day- 

light. Then he ventured indoors—listened, and heard nothing— 
looked into kitchen, scullery, parlour, and found nothing; 
went up, at last, into the bedroom—it was empty. A picklock 
lay on the floor, betraying how she had gained entrance in the 
night, and that was the only trace of her. 

Whither had she gone? That no mortal tongue could tell him. 
The darkness had covered her flight; and when the day broke, 
no man could say where the light found her. 

Before leaving the house and the town for ever, he gave 
instructions to a friend and neighbour to sell his furniture for 
anything that it would fetch, and apply the proceeds to employ- 
ing the police to trace her. The directions were honestly followed 
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and the money was all spent, but the inquiries led to nothing. 
The picklock on the bedroom floor remained the one last useless 
trace of the Dream-Woman. 

At this point of the narrative the landlord paused, and, turn- 
ing towards the window of the room in which we were sitting, 
looked in the direction of the stableyard. 

‘So far,’ he said, ‘I tell you what was told to me. The little 
that remains to be added lies within my own experience. 
Between two and three months after the events I have just been 
relating, Isaac Scatchard came to me, withered and old-looking 
before his time, just as you saw him to-day. He had his testi- 
monials to character with him, and he asked for employment 
here. Knowing that my wife and he were distantly related, I 
gave him a trial in consideration of that relationship, and liked 
him in spite of his queer habits. He is as sober, honest, and 
willing a man as there is in England. As for his restlessness at 
night, and his sleeping away his leisure time in the day, who can 
wonder at it after hearing his story? Besides, he never objects 
to being roused up when he’s wanted, so there’s not much 
inconvenience to complain of, after all.’ 

‘I suppose he is afraid of a return of that dreadful dream, and 
of waking out of it in the dark?’ said I. 

‘No,’ returned the landlord. “The dream comes back to him 

so often that he has got to bear with it by this time resignedly 
enough. It’s his wife keeps him waking at night, as he has often 
told me.’ 

‘What! Has she never been heard of yet?’ 
‘Never. Isaac himself has the one perpetual thought about her, 

that she is alive and looking for him. I believe he wouldn’t let 
himself drop off to sleep towards two in the morning for a king’s 
ransom. Two in the morning, he says, is the time she will find 
him, one of these days. Two in the morning is the time all the 
year round when he likes to be most certain that he has got that 
clasp-knife safe about him. He does not mind being alone as 
long as he is awake, except on the night before his birthday, 
when he firmly believes himself to be in peril of his life. The 

H 
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birthday has only come round once since he has been here, and 
then he sat up along with the night-porter. “She’s looking for 
me,” is all he says when anybody speaks to him about the one 
anxiety of his life; “‘she’s looking for me.” He may be right. She 
may be looking for him. Who can tell?’ 

‘Who can tell?’ said I. 



THE DEAD HAND 





) y HEN this present nineteenth century was younger by a 
good many years than it is now, a certain friend of mine, named 
Arthur Holliday, happened to arrive in the town of Doncaster 
exactly in the middle of the race-week, or, in other words, in the 

middle of the month of September. 
He was one of those reckless, rattle-pated, open-hearted, and 

open-mouthed young gentlemen who possess the gift of famili- 
arity in its highest perfection, and who scramble carelessly along 
the journey of life, making friends, as the phrase is, wherever 
they go. His father was a rich manufacturer, and had bought 

landed property enough in one of the midland counties to make 
all the born squires in his neighbourhood thoroughly envious of 
him. Arthur was his only son, possessor in prospect of the great 
estate and the great business after his father’s death; well sup- 
plied with money, and not too rigidly looked after during his 
father’s lifetime. Report, or scandal, whichever you please, said 
that the old gentleman had been rather wild in his youthful days, 
and that, unlike most parents, he was not disposed to be 
violently indignant when he found that his son took after him. 
This may be true or not. I myself only knew the elder Mr. 
Holliday when he was getting on in years, and then he was as 
quiet and as respectable a gentleman as ever I met with. 

Well, one September, as I told you, young Arthur comes to 
Doncaster, having decided all of a sudden, in his hare-brained 

way, that he would go to the races. He did not reach the town 
till towards the close of evening, and he went at once to see 
about his dinner and bed at the principal hotel. Dinner they 
were ready enough to give him, but as for a bed, they laughed 
when he mentioned it. In the race-week at Doncaster it is no 
uncommon thing for visitors who have not bespoken apart- 
ments to pass the night in their carriages at the inn doors. As for 
the lower sort of strangers, I myself have often seen them, at 
that full time, sleeping out on the door-steps for want of a 
covered place to creep under. Rich as he was, Arthur’s chance 
of getting a night’s lodging (seeing that he had not written 
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beforehand to secure one) was more than doubtful. He tried 
the second hotel, and the third hotel, and two of the inferior 

inns after that, and was met everywhere with the same form 
of answer. No accommodation for the night of any sort was 
left. All the bright golden sovereigns in his pocket would not 
buy him a bed at Doncaster in the race-week. 

To a young fellow of Arthur’s temperament, the novelty of 
being turned away into the street like a penniless vagabond, at 
every house where he asked for a lodging, presented itself in the 
light of a new and highly amusing piece of experience. He went 
on with his carpet-bag in his hand, applying for a bed at every 
place of entertainment for travellers that he could find in 
Doncaster, until he wandered into the outskirts of the town. 

By this time the last glimmer of twilight had faded out, the 
moon was rising dimly in a mist, the wind was getting cold, the 
clouds were gathering heavily, and there was every prospect 
that it was soon going to rain! 

The look of the night had rather a lowering effect on young 
Holliday’s good spirits. He began to contemplate the houseless 
situation in which he was placed from the serious rather than 
the humorous point of view, and he looked about him for 
another public house to inquire at with something very like 
downright anxiety in his mind on the subject of a lodging for the 
night. 

The suburban part of the town towards which he had now 
strayed was hardly lighted at all, and he could see nothing of 
the houses as he passed them, except that they got progressively 
smaller and dirtier the farther he went. Down the winding road 
before him shone the dull gleam of an oil lamp, the one faint 
lonely light that struggled ineffectually with the foggy darkness 
all round him. He resolved to go on as far as this lamp, and then, 
if it showed him nothing in the shape of an inn, to return to the 

central part of the town, and to try if he could not at least 
secure a chair to sit down on through the night at one of the 
principal hotels. 

As he got near the lamp he heard voices, and, walking close 
under it, found that it lighted the entrance to a narrow court, 



THE DEAD HAND 103 

on the wall of which was painted a long hand in faded flesh- 
colour, pointing with a lean forefinger, to this inscription: 

THE TWO ROBINS 

Arthur turned into the court without hesitation to see what 
The Two Robins could do for him. Four or five men were stand- 
ing together round the door of the house, which was at the 
bottom of the court, facing the entrance from the street. The 
men were all listening to one other man, better dressed than the 
rest, who was telling his audience something, in a low voice, 
in which they were apparently very much interested. 

On entering the passage, Arthur was passed by a stranger with 
a knapsack in his hand, who was evidently leaving the house. 

‘No,’ said the traveller with the knapsack, turning round and 
addressing himself cheerfully to a fat, sly-looking bald-headed 
man, with a dirty white apron on, who had followed him down 

the passage, ‘no, Mr. Landlord, I am not easily scared by trifles; 

but I don’t mind confessing that I can’t quite stand that.’ 
‘It occurred to young Holliday, the moment he heard these 

words, that the stranger had been asked an exorbitant price for 
a bed at The Two Robins, and that he was unable or unwilling 
to pay it. The moment his back was turned, Arthur, comfortably 
conscious of his own well-filled pockets, addressed himself in a 
great hurry, for fear any other benighted traveller should slip in 
and forestall him, to the sly-looking landlord with the dirty 
apron and the bald head. 

‘If you have got a bed to let,’ he said, ‘and if that gentleman 
who has just gone out won’t pay your price for it, I will.’ 

The sly landlord looked hard at Arthur. 
‘Will you, sir?’ he asked, in a meditative, doubtful way. 

‘Name your price,’ said young Holliday, thinking that the 
landlord’s hesitation sprang from some boorish distrust of him. 
‘Name your price, and I'll give you the money at once, if you 
like.’ 

‘Are you game for five shillings?’ inquired the landlord, rub- 
bing his stubbly double chin, and looking up thoughtfully at 
the ceiling above him. 
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Arthur nearly laughed in the man’s face; but, thinking it 
prudent to control himself, offered the five shillings as seriously 

as he could. The sly landlord held out his hand, then suddenly 
drew it back again. 

‘You're acting all fair and aboveboard by me,’ he said, ‘and, 

before I take your money, I'll do the same by you. Look here; 
this is how it stands. You can have a bed all to yourself for five 
shillings, but you can’t have more than a half share of the room 
it stands in. Do you see what I mean, young gentleman?’ 

‘Of course I do,’ returned Arthur, a little irritably. “You mean 

that it is a double-bedded room, and that one of the beds is 

occupied?’ 
The landlord nodded his head, and rubbed his double chin 

harder than ever. Arthur hesitated, and mechanically moved 
back a step or two towards the door. The idea of sleeping in 
the same room with a total stranger did not present an attractive 
prospect to him. He felt more than half inclined to drop his five 
shillings into his pocket, and to go out into the street once more. 

‘Is it yes or no?’ asked the landlord. ‘Settle it as quick as you 
can, because there’s lots of people wanting a bed at Doncaster 
to-night besides you.’ 

Arthur looked towards the court, and heard the rain falling 

heavily in the street outside. He thought he would ask a question 
or two before he rashly decided on leaving the shelter of The 
Two Robins. 

“What sort of man is it who has got the other bed?’ he in- 
quired. ‘Is he a gentleman? I mean, is he a quiet, well-behaved 
person?’ 

‘The quietest man I ever came across,’ said the landlord, 
rubbing his fat hands stealthily one over the other. ‘As sober 
as a judge, and as regular as clock-work in his habits. It hasn’t 
struck nine not ten minutes ago, and he’s in his bed already. I 
don’t know whether that comes up to your notion of a quiet 
man: it goes a long way ahead of mine, I can tell you.’ 

‘Is he asleep, do you think?’ asked Arthur. 

‘I know he’s asleep,’ returned the landlord; ‘and what’s more, 

he’s gone off so fast that Pll warrant you don’t wake him. This 
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way, sir,’ said the landlord, speaking over young Holliday’s 
shoulder, as if he was addressing some new guest who was 
approaching the house. 

‘Here you are,’ said Arthur, determined to be beforehand with 
the stranger, whoever he might be. ‘I'll take the bed.’ And he 
handed the five shillings to the landlord, who nodded, dropped the 
money carelessly into his waistcoat pocket, and lighted a candle. 

‘Come up and see the room,’ said the host of The Two 
Robins, leading the way to the staircase quite briskly, consider- 
ing how fat he was. 

They mounted to the second floor of the house. The landlord 
half opened a door fronting the landing, then stopped, and 
turned round to Arthur. 

‘It’s a fair bargain, mind, on my side as well as on yours,’ he 
said. “You give me five shillings, and I give you in return a clean, 
comfortable bed; and I warrant, beforehand, that you won’t be 

interfered with, or annoyed in any way, by the man who sleeps 
in the same room with you.’ Saying those words, he looked 
hard, for a moment, in young Holliday’s face, and then led the 
way into the room. 

It was larger and cleaner than Arthur had expected it would 
be. The two beds stood parallel with each other, a space of 
about six feet intervening between them. They were both of the 
same medium size, and both had the same plain white curtains, 
made to draw, if necessary, all round them. 

The occupied bed was the bed nearest the window. The 
curtains were all drawn round it except the half curtain at the 
bottom, on the side of the bed farthest from the window. Arthur 

saw the feet of the sleeping man raising the scanty clothes into a 
sharp little eminence, as if he was lying flat on his back. He took 
the candle, and advanced softly to draw the curtain—stopped 
half-way, and listened fora moment—then turned to thelandlord. 

‘He is a very quiet sleeper,’ said Arthur. 
‘Yes,’ said the landlord, ‘very quiet.’ 

Young Holliday advanced with the candle, and looked in at 
the man cautiously. 

‘How pale he is,’ said Arthur. 
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‘Yes,’ returned the landlord, ‘pale enough, isn’t he?’ 

Arthur looked closer at the man. The bed-clothes were drawn 
up to his chin, and they lay perfectly still over the region of his 
chest. Surprised and vaguely startled as he noticed this, Arthur 
stooped down closer over the stranger, looked at his ashy, 
parted lips, listened breathlessly for an instant, looked again at 
the strangely still face, and the motionless lips and chest, and 
turned round suddenly on the landlord with his own cheeks as 
pale for the moment as the hollow cheeks of the man on the bed. 

‘Come here,’ he whispered, under his breath. “Come here, for 

God’s sake! The man’s not asleep—he is dead.’ 
‘You have found that out sooner than I thought you would,’ 

said the landlord, composedly. “Yes, he’s dead, sure enough. 
He died at five o’clock to-day.’ 

‘How did he die? Who is he?’ asked Arthur, staggered for the 
moment by the audacious coolness of the answer. 

‘As to who is he,’ rejoined the landlord, ‘I know no more 
about him than you do. There are his books, and letters, and 
things all sealed up in that brown paper parcel for the coroner’s 
inquest to open to-morrow or next day. He’s been here a week, 
paying his way fairly enough, and stopping indoors, for the 
most part, as if he was ailing. My girl brought him up his tea at 
five to-day, and as he was pouring of it out, he fell down in a 
faint, or a fit, or a compound of both, for anything I know. We 
couldn’t bring him to, and I said he was dead. And the doctor 
couldn’t bring him to, and the doctor said he was dead. And 
there he is. And the coroner’s inquest’s coming as soon as it can. 
And that’s as much as I know about it.’ 

Arthur held the candle close to the man’s lips. The flame still 
burned straight up as steadily as ever. There was a moment of 
silence, and the rain pattered drearily through it against the 
panes of the window. 

‘If you haven’t got nothing more to say to me,’ continued the 
landlord, ‘I suppose I may go. You don’t expect your five shill- 
ings back, do you? There’s the bed I promised you, clean and 
comfortable. There’s the man I warranted not to disturb you, 
quiet in this world forever. If you’re frightened to stop alone 
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with him, that’s not my lookout. I’ve kept my part of the bargain 
and I mean to keep the money. I’m not Yorkshire myself, young 
gentleman, but I’ve lived long enough in these parts to have my 
wits sharpened, and I shouldn’t wonder if you found out the 
way to brighten up yours next time you come among us.’ 

With these words the landlord turned towards the door, and 

laughed to himself softly, in high satisfaction at his own sharpness. 
Startled and shocked as he was, Arthur had by this time 

sufficiently recovered himself to feel indignant at the trick that 
had been played on him, and at the insolent manner in which the 
landlord exulted in it. 

‘Don’t laugh,’ he said, sharply, ‘till you are quite sure you 
have got the laugh against me. You shan’t have the five shillings 
for nothing, my man. [Il keep the bed.’ 

“Will you?’ said the landlord. “Then I wish you a good night’s 
rest.’ With that brief farewell he went out and shut the door after 
him. 
A good night’s rest! The words had hardly been spoken, the 

door had hardly been closed, before Arthur half repented the 
hasty words that had just escaped him. Though not naturally 
over-sensitive, and not wanting in courage of the moral as well 
as the physical sort, the presence of the dead man had an in- 
stantaneously chilling effect on his mind when he found himself 
alone in the room—alone, and bound by his own rash words 
to stay there till the next morning. An older man would have 
thought nothing of those words, and would have acted, without 

reference to them, as his calmer sense suggested. But Arthur was 
too young to treat the ridicule even of his inferiors with contempt 
—too young not to fear the momentary humiliation of falsifying 
his own foolish boast more than he feared the trial of watching 
out the long night in the same chamber with the dead. 

‘It is but a few hours,’ he thought to himself, ‘and I can get 
away the first thing in the morning.’ 

He was looking towards the occupied bed as that idea passed 
through his mind, and the sharp angular eminence made in the 
clothes by the dead man’s upturned feet again caught his eye. 
He advanced and drew the curtains, purposely abstaining, as he 
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did so, from looking at the face of the corpse, lest he might 
unnerve himself at the outset by fastening some ghastly im- 
pression of it on his mind. He drew the curtain very gently, and 
sighed involuntarily as he closed it. 

‘Poor fellow,’ he said, almost as sadly as if he had known the 
man. ‘Ah! poor fellow!’ 

He went next to the window. The night was black, and he 
could see nothing from it. The rain still pattered heavily against 
the glass. He inferred, from hearing it, that the window was at 

the back of the house, remembering that the front was sheltered 
from the weather by the court and the buildings over it. 

While he was still standing at the window—for even the dreary 
rain was a relief, because of the sound it made; a relief, also, 

because it moved, and had some faint suggestion, in con- 
sequence, of life and companionship in it—while he was stand- 
ing at the window, and looking vacantly into the black darkness 
outside, he heard a distant church clock strike ten. Only ten! 
How was he to pass the time till the house was astir the next 
morning? 

Under any other circumstances he would have gone down to 
the public-house parlour, would have called for his grog, and 
would have laughed and talked with the company, assembled as 
familiarly as if he had known them all his life. But the very 
thought of whiling away the time in this manner was now dis- 
tasteful to him. The new situation in which he was placed seemed 
to have altered him to himself already. Thus far his life had been 
the common, trifling, prosaic, surface-life of a prosperous young 
man, with no troubles to conquer and no trials to face. He had 
lost no relation whom he loved, no friend whom he treasured. 

Till this night, what share he had of the immortal inheritance 
that is divided among us all had lain dormant within him. Till 
this night, Death and he had not once met, even in thought. 

He took a few turns up and down the room, then stopped. 
The noise made by his boots on the poorly-carpeted floor jarred 
on his ear. He hesitated a little, and ended by taking the boots 
off, and walking backwards and forwards noiselessly. 

All desire to sleep or to rest had left him. The bare thought of 
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lying down on the unoccupied bed instantly drew the picture on 
his mind of a dreadful mimicry of the position of the dead man. 
Who was he? What was the story of his past life? Poor he must 
have been, or he would not have stopped at such a place as the 
Two Robins Inn; and weakened, probably, by long illness, or he 
could hardiy have died in the manner which the landlord had 
described. Poor, ill, lonely—dead in a strange place—dead, with 

nobody but a stranger to pity him. A sad story; truly, on the 
mere face of it, a very sad story. 

While these thoughts were passing through his mind, he had 
stopped insensibly at the window, close to which stood the foot 
of the bed with the closed curtains. At first he looked at it 
absently; then he became conscious that his eyes were fixed on 
it; and then a perverse desire took possession of him to do the 
very thing which he had resolved not to do up to this time—to 
look at the dead man. 

He stretched out his hand towards the curtains, but checked 

himself in the very act of undrawing them, turned his back 
sharply on the bed, and walked towards the chimney-piece, to 
see what things were placed on it, and to try if he could keep the 
dead man out of his mind in that way. 

There was a pewter inkstand on the chimney-piece, with some 
mildewed remains of ink in the bottle. There were two coarse 
china ornaments of the commonest kind; and there was a square 
of embossed card, dirty and fly-blown, with a collection of 
wretched riddles printed on it, in all sorts of zigzag directions, 
and in variously coloured inks. He took the card, and went away 
to read it at the table on which the candle was placed, sitting 
down with his back resolutely turned to the curtained bed. 

He read the first riddle, the second, the third, all in one corner 

of the card, then turned it round impatiently to look at another. 
Before he could begin reading the riddles printed here the sound 
of the church clock stopped him. 

Eleven. 
He had got through an hour of the time in the room with the 

dead man. 
Once more he looked at the card. It was not easy to make out 
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the letters printed on it in consequence of the dimness of the 
light which the landlord had left him—a common tallow candle, 
furnished with a pair of heavy old-fashioned steel snuffers. Up 
to this time his mind had been too much occupied to think of the 
light. He had left the wick of the candle unsnuffed till it had 
risen higher than the flame, and had burned into an odd pent- 
house shape at the top, from which morsels of the charred 
cotton fell off from time to time in little flakes. He took up the 
snuffers now and trimmed the wick. The light brightened 
directly, and the room became less dismal. 

Again he turned to the riddles, reading them doggedly and 
resolutely, now in one corner of the card, now in another. All 

his efforts, however, could not fix his attention on them. He 

pursued his occupation mechanically, deriving no sort of im- 
pression from what he was reading. It was as if a shadow from 
the curtained bed had got between his mind and the gaily- 
printed letters—a shadow that nothing could dispel. At last he 
gave up the struggle, threw the card from him impatiently, and 
took to walking softly up and down the room again. 

The dead man, the dead man, the hidden dead man on the bed! 

There was the one persistent idea still haunting him. Hidden! 
Was it only the body being there, or was it the body being there, 
concealed, that was preying on his mind? He stopped at the 
window with that doubt in him, once more listening to the 
pattering rain, once more looking out into the black darkness. 

Still the dead man! 
The darkness forced his mind back upon itself, and set his 

memory at work, reviving with a painfully-vivid distinctness the 
momentary impression it had received from his first sight of the 
corpse. Before long the face seemed to be hovering out in the 
middle of the darkness, confronting him through the window, 
with the paleness whiter—with the dreadful dull line of light 
between the imperfectly-closed eyelids broader than he had seen 
it—with the parted lips slowly dropping farther and farther 
away from each other—with the features growing larger and 
moving closer, till they seemed to fill the window, and to silence 
the rain, and to shut out the night. 
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The sound of a voice shouting below stairs woke him suddenly 
from the dream of his own distempered fancy. He recognized 
it as the voice of the landlord. 

‘Shut up at twelve, Ben,’ he heard it say. ‘I’m off to bed.’ 
He wiped away the damp that had gathered on his forehead, 

reasoned with himself for a little while, and resolved to shake his 

mind free of the ghastly counterfeit which still clung to it by 
forcing himself to confront, if it was only for a moment, the 
solemn reality. Without allowing himself an instant to hesitate, 
he parted the curtains at the foot of the bed, and looked 
through. 

There was the sad, peaceful, white face, with the awful 

mystery of stillness on it, laid back upon the pillow. No stir, 
no change there! He only looked at it for a moment before he 
closed the curtains again, but that moment steadied him, calmed 

him, restored him—mind and body—to himself. He returned 
to his old occupation of walking up and down the room, per- 
severing in it this time till the clock struck again. 

Twelve. 
As the sound of the clock-bell died away, it was succeeded by 

the confused noise downstairs of the drinkers in the tap-room 
leaving the house. The next sound, after an interval of silence, 

was caused by the barring of the door and the closing of the 
shutters at the back of the inn. Then the silence followed again, 

and was disturbed no more. 
He was alone now—absolutely, hopelessly alone with the dead 

man till the next morning. 
The wick of the candle wanted trimming again. He took up 

the snuffers, but paused suddenly on the very point of using 
them, and looked attentively at the candle—then back, over his 
shoulder, at the curtained bed—then again at the candle. It had 
been lighted for the first time to show him the way upstairs, 
and three parts of it, at least, were already consumed. In another 

hour it would be burned out. In another hour, unless he called 

at once to the man who had shut up the inn for a fresh candle, 
he would be left in the dark. 

Strongly as his mind had been affected since he had entered 
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the room, his unreasonable dread of encountering ridicule and 
of exposing his courage to suspicion had not altogether lost its 
influence over him even yet. 

He lingered irresolutely by the table, waiting till he could 
prevail on himself to open the door, and call from the landing 
to the man who had shut up the inn. In his present hesitating 
frame of mind, it was a kind of relief to gain a few moments 
only by engaging in the trifling occupation of snuffing the candle. 
His hand trembled a little, and the snuffers were heavy and 
awkward to use. When he closed them on the wick, he closed 

them a hair’s breadth too low. In an instant the candle was out, 

and the room was plunged in pitch darkness. 
The one impression which the absence of light immediately 

produced on his mind was distrust of the curtained bed—distrust 
which shaped itself into no distinct idea, but which was powerful 
enough, in its very vagueness, to bind him down to his chair, to 
make his heart beat fast, and to set him listening intently. Nosound 
stirred in the room, but the familiar sound of the rain against 
the window, louder and sharper now than he had heard it yet. 

Still the vague distrust, the inexpressible dread possessed him, 
and kept him in his chair. He had put his carpet-bag on the 
table when he first entered the room, and he now took the key 
from his pocket, reached out his hand softly, opened the bag, 
and groped in it for his travelling writing-case, in which he 
knew that there was a small store of matches. When he had got 
one of the matches, he waited before he struck it on the coarse 

wooden table, and listened intently again without knowing why. 
Still there was no sound in the room but the steady, ceaseless 
rattling sound of the rain. 

He lighted the candle again without another moment of delay, 
and, on the instant of its burning up, the first object in the room 
that his eyes sought for was the curtained bed. 

Just before the light had been put out he had looked in that 
direction, and had seen no change, no disarrangement of any 
sort in the folds of the closely-drawn curtains. 
When he looked at the bed now, he saw hanging over the side 

of it a long white hand. 
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It lay perfectly motionless midway on the side of the bed, 
where the curtain at the head and the curtain at the foot met. 
Nothing more was visible. The clinging curtains hid everything 
but the long white hand. 

He stood looking at it, unable to stir, unable to call out— 

feeling nothing, knowing nothing—every faculty he possessed 
gathered up and lost in the one seeing faculty. How long that 
first panic held him he never could tell afterwards. It might have 
been only for a moment—it might have been for many minutes 
together. How he got to the bed—whether he ran to it headlong, 
or whether he approached it slowly—how he wrought himself 
up to unclose the curtains and look in, he never has remem- 
bered, and never will remember to his dying day. It is enough that 
he did go to the bed, and that he did look inside the curtains. 

The man had moved. One of his arms was outside the clothes; 

his face was turned a little on the pillow; his eyelids were wide 
open. Changed as to position and as to one of the features, the 
face was otherwise fearfully and wonderfully unaltered. The 
dead paleness and the dead quiet were on it still. 

One glance showed Arthur this—one glance before he flew 
breathlessly to the door and alarmed the house. 

The man whom the landlord called ‘Ben’ was the first to 
appear on the stairs. In three words Arthur told him what had 
happened, and sent him for the nearest doctor. 

I, who tell you this story, was then staying with a medical 
friend of mine, in practice at Doncaster, taking care of his 
patients for him during his absence in London; and I, for the 
time being, was the nearest doctor. They had sent for me from 
the inn when the stranger was taken ill in the afternoon, but I 
was not at home, and medical assistance was sought for else- 
where. When the man from The Two Robins rang the night-bell, 
I was just thinking of going to bed. Naturally enough, I did 
not believe a word of his story about ‘a dead man who had come 
to life again’. However, I put on my hat, armed myself with one 
or two bottles of restorative medicine, and ran to the inn, 

expecting to find nothing more remarkable, when I got there, 
than a patient in a fit. 

I 
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My surprise at finding that the man had spoken the literal 
truth was almost, if not quite, equalled by my astonishment at 
finding myself face to face with Arthur Holliday as soon as I 
entered the bedroom. It was no time then for giving or seeking 
explanations. We just shook hands amazedly, and then I ordered 
everybody but Arthur out of the room, and hurried to the man 
on the bed. 

The kitchen fire had not been long out. There was plenty of 
hot water in the boiler, and plenty of flannel to be had. With | 
these, with my medicines, and with such help as Arthur could 

render under my direction, I dragged the man literally out of the 
jaws of death. In less than an hour from the time when I had 
been called in, he was alive and talking in the bed on which he 
had been laid out to wait for the coroner’s inquest. 
You will naturally ask me what had been the matter with him, 

and I might treat you, in reply, to a long theory, plentifully 
sprinkled with what the children call hard words. I prefer telling 
you that, in this case, cause and effect could not be satisfactorily 
joined together by any theory whatever. There are mysteries in 
life and the conditions of it which human science has not 
fathomed yet; and I candidly confess to you that, in bringing 
that man back to existence, I was, morally speaking, groping 
haphazard in the dark. I know (from the testimony of the doctor 
who attended him in the afternoon) that the vital machinery, 
so far as its action is appreciable by our senses, had, in this case, 
unquestionably stopped, and I am equally certain (seeing that 
I recovered him) that the vital principal was not extinct. When 
I add that he had suffered from a long and complicated illness, 
and that his whole nervous system was utterly deranged, I have 
told you all I really know of the physical condition of my 
dead-alive patient at The Two Robins inn. 
When he ‘came to’, as the phrase goes, he was a startling 

object to look at, with his colourless face, his sunken cheeks, his 
wild black eyes, and his long black hair. The first question he 
asked me about himself when he could speak made me suspect 
that I had been called in to a man in my own profession. I 
mentioned to him my surmise, and he told me that I was right. 
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He said he had come last from Paris, where he had been 

attached to a hospital; that he had lately returned to England, 
on his way to Edinburgh, to continue his studies; that he had 
been taken ill on the journey; and that he had stopped to rest 
and recover himself at Doncaster. He did not add a word about 
his name, or who he was, and of course I did not question him 

on the subject. All I inquired when he ceased speaking was what 
branch of the profession he intended to follow. 

“Any branch,’ he said, bitterly, ‘which will put bread into the 
mouth of a poor man.’ 

At this, Arthur, who had been hitherto watching him in silent 

curiosity, burst out impetuously in his usual good-humoured 
way. 

‘My dear fellow’ (everybody was ‘my dear fellow’ with 
Arthur), ‘now you have come to life again, don’t begin by being 
downhearted about your prospects. I’ll answer for it I can help 
you to some capital thing in the medical line, or, if I can’t, I 
know my father can.’ 

The medical student looked at him steadily. 
‘Thank you,’ he said, coldly; then added, ‘May I ask who your 

father is?’ 
“He’s well enough known all about this part of the country,’ 

replied Arthur. ‘He is a great manufacturer, and his name is 
Holliday.’ 
My hand was on the man’s wrist during this brief conversa- 

tion. The instant the name of Holliday was pronounced I felt 
the pulse under my fingers flutter, stop, go on suddenly with a 
bound, and beat afterwards for a minute or two at the fever rate. 

‘How did you come here?’ asked the stranger, quickly, excit- 
ably, passionately almost. 

Arthur related briefly what had happened from the time of his 
first taking the bed at the inn. 

‘I am indebted to Mr. Holliday’s son, then, for the help that 

has saved my life,’ said the medical student, speaking to himself, 
with a singular sarcasm in his voice. “Come here!’ 

He held out, as he spoke, his long, white, bony right hand. 
‘With all my heart,’ said Arthur, taking his hand cordially. 
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‘I may confess it now,’ he continued, laughing, ‘upon my 
honour, you almost frightened me out of my wits.’ 

The stranger did not seem to listen. His wild black eyes were 
fixed with a look of eager interest on Arthur’s face, and his long 
bony fingers kept tight hold of Arthur’s hand. Young Holliday, 
on his side, returned the gaze, amazed and puzzled by the 
medical student’s odd language and manners. The two faces 
were close together; I looked at them, and, to my amazement, 

I was suddenly impressed by the sense of a likeness between 
them—not in features or complexion, but solely in expression. 
It must have been a strong likeness, or I should certainly not 
have found it out, for I am naturally slow at detecting resem- 
blances between faces. 

“You have saved my life,’ said the strange man, still looking 
hard in Arthur’s face, still holding tightly by his hand. ‘If you 
had been my own brother, you could not have done more for me 
than that.’ 

He laid a singularly strong emphasis on those three words 
‘my own brother’, and a change passed over his face as he pro- 
nounced them—a change that no language of mine is competent 
to describe. 

‘I hope I have not done being of service to you yet,’ said 
Arthur. ‘I'll speak to my father as soon as I get home.’ 

“You seem to be fond and proud of your father,’ said the 
medical student. ‘I suppose, in return, he is fond and proud of 
you?’ 

‘Of course he is,’ answered Arthur, laughing. ‘Is there any- 
thing wonderful in that? Isn’t your father fond—— 

The stranger suddenly dropped young Holliday’s hand and 
turned his face away. 

‘I beg your pardon,’ said Arthur. ‘I hope I have not un- 
intentionally pained you. I hope you have not lost your father?’ 

‘I can’t well lose what I have never had,’ retorted the medical 

student, with a harsh mocking laugh. 
“What you have never had!’ 
The strange man suddenly caught Arthur’s hand again, sud- 

denly looked once more hard in his face. 
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“Yes,” he said, with a repetition of the bitter laugh. ‘You have 
brought a poor devil back into the world who has no business 
there. Do I astonish you? Well, I have a fancy of my own for 
telling you what men in my situation generally keep a secret. 
Ihave no name and no father. The merciful law of society tells 
me I am nobody’s son! Ask your father if he will be my father 
too, and help me on in life with the family name.’ 

Arthur looked at me more puzzled than ever. 
I signed to him to say nothing, and then laid my fingers again 

on the man’s wrist. No. In spite of the extraordinary speech that 
he had just made, he was not, as I had been disposed to suspect, 
beginning to get light-headed. His pulse, by this time, had fallen 
back to a quiet, slow beat, and his skin was moist and cool. Not 

a symptom of fever or agitation about him. 
Finding that neither of us answered him, he turned to me, 

and began talking of the extraordinary nature of his case, and 
asking my advice about the future course of medical treatment 
to which he ought to subject himself. I said the matter required 
careful thinking over, and suggested that I should send him a 
prescription a little later. He told me to write it at once, as he 
would most likely be leaving Doncaster in the morning before 
I was up. It was quite useless to represent to him the folly and 
danger of such a proceeding as this. He heard me politely and 
patiently, but held to his resolution, without offering any reasons 

or explanations, and repeated to me that, if I wished to give him 
a chance of seeing my prescription, I must write it at once. 

Hearing this, Arthur volunteered the loan of a travelling 
writing-case which he said he had with him, and, bringing it to 

the bed, shook the note-paper out of the pocket of the case 
forthwith in his usual careless way. With the paper there fell 
out on the counterpane of the bed a small packet of sticking- 
plaster, and a little water-colour drawing of a landscape. 

The medical student took up the drawing and looked at it. 
His eye fell on some initials neatly written in cipher in one 
corner. He started and trembled; his pale face grew whiter than 
ever; his wild black eyes turned on Arthur, and looked through 
and through him. 
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‘A pretty drawing,’ he said, in a remarkably quiet tone of 
voice. 

‘Ah! and done by such a pretty girl,’ said Arthur. ‘Oh, such 
a pretty girl! I wish it was not a landscape—I wish it was a 
portrait of her!’ 

“You admire her very much? 
Arthur, half in jest, half in earnest, kissed his hand for answer. 

‘Love at first sight,’ said young Holliday, putting the drawing 
away again. ‘But the course of it doesn’t run smooth. It’s the old 
story. She’s monopolized, as usual; trammelled by a rash 
engagement to some poor man who is never likely to get money 
enough to marry her. It was lucky I heard of it in time, or I 
should certainly have risked a declaration when she gave me 
that drawing. Here, doctor, here is pen, ink, and paper all ready 

for you.’ 
‘When she gave you that drawing? Gave it? gave it?’ 
He repeated the words slowly to himself, and suddenly closed 

his eyes. A momentary distortion passed across his face, and I 
saw one of his hands clutch up the bedclothes and squeeze them 
hard. I thought he was going to be ill again, and begged that 
there might be no more talking. He opened his eyes when I 
spoke, fixed them once more searchingly on Arthur, and said, 
slowly and distinctly, 

“You like her, and she likes you. The poor man may die out 
of your way. Who can tell that she may not give you herself as 
well as her drawing, after all?’ 

Before young Holliday could answer, he turned to me, and 
said in a whisper, ‘Now for the prescription.’ From that time, 
though he spoke to Arthur again, he never looked at him more. 
When [had written the prescription, he examined it, approved 

of it, and then astonished us both by abruptly wishing us good 
night. I offered to sit up with him, and he shook his head. 
Arthur offered to sit up with him, and he said, shortly, with his 

face turned away, ‘No.’ I insisted on having somebody left to 
watch him. He gave way when he found I was determined, and 
said he would accept the services of the waiter at the inn. 

‘Thank you both,’ he said, as we rose to go. ‘I have one last 
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favour to ask—not of you, doctor, for I leave you to exercise 

your professional discretion, but of Mr. Holliday.’ His eyes, 
while he spoke, still rested steadily on me, and never once turned 

towards Arthur. ‘I beg that Mr. Holliday will not mention to 
anyone, least of all to his father, the events that have occurred 
and the words that have passed in this room. I entreat him to 
bury me in his memory as, but for him, I might have been buried 
in my grave. I cannot give my reasons for making this strange 
request. I can only implore him to grant it.’ 

His voice faltered for the first time, and he hid his face on the 

pillow. Arthur, completely bewildered, gave the required pledge. 
I took young Holliday away with me immediately afterwards to 
the house of my friend, determining to go back to the inn and to 
see the medical student again before he had left in the morning. 

I returned to the inn at eight o’clock, purposely abstaining 
from waking Arthur, who was sleeping off the past night’s 
excitement on one of my friend’s sofas. A suspicion had occurred 
to me, as soon as I was alone in my bedroom, which made me 
resolve that Holliday and the stranger whose life he had saved 
should not meet again, if I could prevent it. 

I have already alluded to certain reports or scandals which I 
knew of relating to the early life of Arthur’s father. While I 
was thinking, in my bed, of what had passed at the inn; of the 
change in the student’s pulse when he heard the name of 
Holliday; of the resemblance of expression that I had discovered 
between his face and Arthur’s; of the emphasis he had laid on 
those three words, ‘my own brother’; and of his incomprehen- 

sible acknowledgement of his own illegitimacy—while I was 
thinking of these things, the reports I have mentioned suddenly 
flew into my mind, and linked themselves fast to the chain of 
my previous reflections. Something within me whispered, ‘It is 
best that those two young men should not meet again.’ I felt it 
before I slept; I felt it when I woke; and I went, as I told you, 

alone to the inn the next morning. 
I had missed my only opportunity of seeing my nameless 

patient again. He had been gone nearly an hour when I inquired 
for him. 
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I have now told you everything that I know for certain in 
relation to the man whom I brought back to life in the double- 
bedded room of the inn at Doncaster. What I have next to add 
is matter for inference and surmise, and is not, strictly speaking, 

matter of fact. 
I have to tell you, first, that the medical student turned out 

to be strangely and unaccountably right in assuming it as more 
than probable that Arthur Holliday would marry the young lady 
who had given him the water-colour drawing of the landscape. 
That marriage took place a little more than a year after the 
events occurred which J have just been relating. 

The young couple came to live in the neighbourhood in which 
I was then established in practice. I was present at the wedding, 
and was rather surprised to find that Arthur was singularly 
reserved with me, both before and after his marriage, on the 
subject of the young lady’s prior engagement. He only referred 
to it once when we were alone, merely telling me, on that 
occasion, that his wife had done all that honour and duty re- 
quired of her in the matter, and that the engagement had been 
broken off with the full approval of her parents. I never heard 
more from him than this. For three years he and his wife lived 
together happily. At the expiration of that time the symptoms 
of a serious illness first declared themselves in Mrs. Arthur 
Holliday. It turned out to be a long, lingering, hopeless malady. 
I attended her throughout. We had been great friends when she 
was well, and we became more attached to each other than ever 

when she was ill. I had many long and interesting conversations 
with her in the intervals when she suffered least. The result of 
one of those conversations I may briefly relate, leaving you to 
draw any inferences from it that you please. 

The interview to which I refer occurred shortly before her 
death. 

I called one evening as usual, and found her alone, with a 
look in her eyes which told me she had been crying. She only 
informed me at first that she had been depressed in spirits, but 
by little and little she became more communicative, and con- 
fessed to me that she had been looking over some old letters 
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which had been addressed to her, before she had seen Arthur, 
by a man to whom she had been engaged to be married. I asked 
her how the engagement came to be broken off. She replied that 
it had not been broken off, but that it had died out in a very 

mysterious way. The person to whom she was engaged—her 
first love, she called him—was very poor, and there was no 
immediate prospect of their being married. He followed my 
profession, and went abroad to study. They had corresponded 
regularly until the time when, as she believed, he had returned to 
England. From that period she heard no more of him. He was 
of a fretful, sensitive temperament, and she feared that she 

might have inadvertently done or said something to offend him. 
However that might be, he had never written to her again, and 

after waiting a year she had married Arthur. I asked when the 
first estrangement had begun, and found that the time at which 
she ceased to hear anything of her first lover exactly corres- 
ponded with the time at which I had been called in to my 
mysterious patient at The Two Robins Inn. 
A fortnight after that conversation she died. In course of 

time Arthur married again. Of late years he has lived principally 
in London, and I have seen little or nothing of him. 

I have some years to pass over before I can approach to any- 
thing like a conclusion of this fragmentary narrative. And even 
when that later period is reached, the little that I have to say will 

not occupy your attention for more than a few minutes. 
One rainy autumn evening, while I was still practising as a 

country doctor, I was sitting alone, thinking over a case then 
under my charge, which sorely perplexed me, when [ heard a 
low knock at the door of my room. 

‘Come in,’ I cried, looking up curiously to see who wanted me. 
After a momentary delay, the lock moved, and a long, white, 

bony hand stole round the door as it opened, gently pushing it 
over a fold in the carpet which hindered it from working freely 
on the hinges. The hand was followed by a man whose face 
instantly struck me with a very strange sensation. There was 
something familiar to me in the look of him, and yet it was also 
something that suggested the idea of change. 
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He quietly introduced himself as ‘Mr. Lorn’, presented to me 
some excellent professional recommendations, and proposed to 
fill the place, then vacant, of my assistant. While he was speak- 
ing I noticed it as singular that we did not appear to be meeting 
each other like strangers, and that, while I was certainly startled 

at seeing him, he did not appear to be at all startled at seeing me. 
It was on the tip of my tongue to say that I thought I had 

met with him before. But there was something in his face, and 
something in my own recollections—I can hardly say what— 
which unaccountably restrained me from speaking, and which 
as unaccountably attracted me to him at once, and made me feel 
ready and glad to accept his proposal. 

He took his assistant’s place on that very day. We got on 
together as if we had been old friends from the first; but, 

throughout the whole time of his residence in my house, he 
never volunteered any confidences on the subject of his past life, 
and I never approached the forbidden topic except by hints, 
which he resolutely refused to understand. 

I had long had a notion that my patient at the inn might have 
been a natural son of the elder Mr. Holliday’s, and that he 
might also have been the man who was engaged to Arthur’s first 
wife. And now another idea occurred to me, that Mr. Lorn was 

the only person in existence who could, if he chose, enlighten me 
on both those doubtful points. But he never did choose, and I 
was never enlightened. He remained with me till I removed to 
London to try my fortune there as a physician for the second 
time, and then he went his way and I went mine, and we have 
never seen one another since. 

I can add no more. I may have been right in my suspicion, 
or I may have been wrong. All I know is that, in those days of 
my country practice, when I came home late, and found my 
assistant asleep, and woke him, he used to look, in coming too, 

wonderfully like the stranger at Doncaster as he raised himself 
in the bed on that memorable night. 
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tt CHAPTER ONE 

T was certainly a dull little dinner-party. Of the four guests 
two of us were men between fifty and sixty, and two of us were 
youths between eighteen and twenty, and we had no subjects in 
common. We were all intimate with our host, but were only 
slightly acquainted with each other. Perhaps we should have got 
on better if there had been some ladies among us; but the master 
of the house was a bachelor, and, except the parlourmaid, who 

assisted in waiting on us at dinner, no daughter of Eve was 
present to brighten the dreary scene. 
We tried all sorts of subjects, but they dropped one after the 

other. The elder gentlemen seemed to be afraid of committing 
themselves by talking too freely within hearing of us juniors, 
and we, on our side, restrained our youthful flow of spirits and 
youthful freedom of conversation out of deference to our host, 

who seemed once or twice to be feeling a little nervous about the 
continued propriety of our behaviour in the presence of his 
respectable guests. To make matters worse, we had dined at a 
sensible hour. When the bottles made their first round at dessert, 

the clock on the mantelpiece only struck eight. I counted the 
strokes, and felt certain, from the expression of his face, that the 

other junior guest, who sat on one side of me at the round table, 

was counting them also. When we came to the final eight, we 
exchanged looks of despair. “Iwo hours more of this! What on 
earth is to become of us?’ In the language of the eyes, that was 
exactly what we said to each other. 

The wine was excellent, and I think we all came separately and 
secretly to the same conclusion—that our chance of getting 
through the evening was intimately connected with our resolu- 
tion in getting through the bottles. 

As a matter of course, we talked wine. No company of 
Englishmen can assemble together for an evening without doing 
that. Every man in this country who is rich enough to pay 
income-tax has at one time or other in his life effected a very 
remarkable transaction in wine. Sometimes he has made such 
a bargain as he never expects to make again. Sometimes he is 
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the only man in England, not a peer of the realm, who has got 
a single drop of a certain famous vintage which has perished 
from the face of the earth. Sometimes he has purchased, with 
a friend, a few last left dozens from the cellar of a deceased 

potentate, at a price so exorbitant that he can only wag his head 
and decline mentioning it; and, if you ask his friend, that friend 

will wag his head, and decline mentioning it also. Sometimes he 
has been at an out-of-the-way country inn; has found the sherry 
not drinkable; has asked if there is no other wine in the house; 

has been informed that there is some ‘sourish foreign stuff that 
nobody ever drinks’; has called for a bottle of it; has found it 

Burgundy, such as all France cannot now produce; has cun- 
ningly kept his own counsel with the widowed landlady, and has 
bought the whole stock for ‘an old song’. Sometimes he knows 
the proprietor of a famous tavern in London, and he recom- 
mends his one or two particular friends, the next time they are 
passing that way, to go in and dine and give his compliments to 
the landlord, and ask for a bottle of the brown sherry with the 
light blue—as distinguished from the dark blue—seal. Thou- 
sands of people dine there every year, and think they have got 
the famous sherry when they get the dark blue seal; but the real 
wine, the famous wine, is the light blue seal, and nobody in 
England knows it but the landlord and his friends. In all these 
wine-conversations, whatever variety there may be in the various 
experiences related, one of two great first principles is invariably 
assumed by each speaker in succession. Either he knows more 
about it than any one else, or he has got better wine of his own 
even than the excellent wine he is now drinking. Men can get 
together sometimes without talking of women, without talking 
of horses, without talking of politics, but they cannot assemble 
to eat a meal together without talking of wine, and they cannot 
talk of wine without assuming to each one of themselves an 
absolute infallibility in connexion with that single subject which 
they would shrink from asserting in relation to any other topic 
under the sun. 

How long the inevitable wine-talk lasted on the particular 
social occasion of which I am now writing is more than I can 
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undertake to say. I had heard so many other conversations of the 
same sort at so many other tables that my attention wandered 
away wearily, and I began to forget all about the dull little 
dinner-party, and the badly-assorted company of guests of 
whom I formed one. How long I remained in this not over- 
courteous condition of mental oblivion is more than I can tell; 

but when my attention was recalled, in due course of time, to the 

little world around me, I found that the good wine had begun 
to do its good office. 

The stream of talk on either side of the host’s chair was 
now beginning to flow cheerfully and continuously; the wine- 
conversation had worn itself out; and one of the elder guests— 
Mr. Wendell—was occupied in telling the other guest—Mr. 
Trowbridge—of a small fraud which had lately been committed 
on him by a clerk in his employment. The first part of the story 
I missed altogether. The last part, which alone caught my atten- 
tion, followed the career of the clerk to the dock of the Old 

Bailey. 
‘So, as I was telling you,’ continued Mr. Wendell, ‘I made up 

my mind to prosecute, and I did prosecute. Thoughtless people 
blamed me for sending the young man to prison, and I said I 
might just as well have forgiven him, seeing that the trifling sum 
of money I had lost by his breach of trust was barely as much 
as ten pounds. Of course, personally speaking, I would much 
rather not have gone into court; but I considered that my duty 
to society in general, and to my brother merchants in particular, 
absolutely compelled me to prosecute for the sake of example. 
I acted on that principle, and I don’t regret that I did so. The 
circumstances under which the man robbed me were particularly 
disgraceful. He was a hardened reprobate, sir, if ever there was 

one yet; and I believe, in my conscience, that he wanted nothing 
but the opportunity to be as great a villain as Fauntleroy 
himself.’ 

At the moment when Mr. Wendell personified his idea of 
consummate villainy by quoting the example of Fauntleroy, 
I saw the other middle-aged gentleman—Mr. Trowbridge— 
colour up on a sudden, and begin to fidget in his chair. 
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‘The next time you want to produce an instance of a villain, 
sir, said Mr. Trowbridge, ‘I wish you could contrive to quote 
some other example than Fauntleroy.’ 

Mr. Wendell naturally enough looked excessively astonished 
when he heard these words, which were very firmly and, at the 
same time, very politely addressed to him. 

‘May I inquire why you object to my example?’ he asked. 
‘I object to it, sir,’ said Mr. Trowbridge, “because it makes me 

very uncomfortable to hear Fauntleroy called a villain.’ 
‘Good heavens above!’ exclaimed Mr. Wendell, utterly be- 

wildered. ‘Uncomfortable!—you, a mercantile man like myself 
—you, whose character stands so high everywhere—you uncom- 
fortable when you hear a man who was hanged for forgery called 
a villain! In the name of wonder, why? 

‘Because,’ answered Mr. Trowbridge, with perfect composure, 
‘Fauntleroy was a friend of mine.’ 

‘Excuse me, my dear sir,’ retorted Mr. Wendell, in as polished 

a tone of sarcasm as he could command; ‘but of all the friends 

whom you have made in the course of your useful and honour- 
able career, I should have thought the friend you have just 
mentioned would have been the very last to whom you were 
likely to refer in respectable society, at least by name.’ 

‘Fauntleroy committed an unpardonable crime, and died a 
disgraceful death,’ said Mr. Trowbridge. ‘But, for all that, 

Fauntleroy was a friend of mine, and in that character I shall 
always acknowledge him boldly to my dying day. I have a 
tenderness for his memory, though he violated a sacred trust, 
and died for it on the gallows. Don’t look shocked, Mr. Wendell. 
I will tell you, and our other friends here, if they will let me, 

why I feel that tenderness, which looks so strange and so dis- 
creditable in your eyes. It is rather a curious anecdote, sir, and 
has an interest, I think, for all observers of human nature quite 

apart from its connexion with the unhappy man of whom 
we have been talking. You young gentlemen,’ continued 
Mr. Trowbridge, addressing himself to us juniors, ‘have heard 
of Fauntleroy, though he sinned and suffered, and shocked all 
England long before your time?’ 
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We answered that we had certainly heard of him as one of 
the famous criminals of his day. We knew that he had been a 
partner in a great London banking-house; that he had not led a 
very virtuous life; that he had possessed himself, by forgery, of 
trust-moneys which he was doubly bound to respect; and that 
he had been hanged for his offence, in the year eighteen hundred 
and twenty-four, when the gallows was still set up for other 
crimes than murder, and when Jack Ketch was in fashion as one 

of the hard-working reformers of the age. 
‘Very good,’ said Mr. Trowbridge. ‘You both of you know 

quite enough of Fauntleroy to be interested in what I am going 
to tell you. When the bottles have been round the table, I will 
start with my story.’ 

The bottles went round—claret for the degenerate youngsters; 
port for the sterling, steady-headed, middle-aged gentlemen. 
Mr. Trowbridge sipped his wine—meditated a little—sipped 
again—and started with the promised anecdote in these terms: 

CHAPTER TWO 
WY, 

HAT I am going to tell you, gentlemen, happened when 
I was a very young man, and when I was just setting up in 
business on my own account. 
My father had been well acquainted for many years with Mr. 

Fauntleroy, of the famous London banking-firm of Marsh, 

Stracey, Fauntleroy, and Graham. Thinking it might be of some 
future service to me to make my position known to a great man 
in the commercial world, my father mentioned to his highly- 
respected friend that I was about to start in business for myself 
in a very small way, and with very little money. Mr. Fauntleroy 
received the intimation with a kind appearance of interest, and 
said that he would have his eye on me. I expected from this that 
he would wait to see if I could keep on my legs at starting, and 
that, if he found I succeeded pretty well, he would then help me 
forward if it lay in his power. As events turned out, he proved 
to be a far better friend than that, and he soon showed me that 

K 
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I had very much underrated the hearty and generous interest 
which he had felt in my welfare from the first. 

While I was still fighting with the difficulties of setting up my 
office, and recommending myself to my connexion, and so forth, 

I got a message from Mr. Fauntleroy telling me to call on him, 

at the banking-house, the first time I was passing that way. As 
you may easily imagine, I contrived to be passing that way on 
a particularly early occasion, and, on presenting myself at the 
bank, I was shown at once into Mr. Fauntleroy’s private 
room. 

He was as pleasant a man to speak to as ever I met with— 
bright, and gay, and companionable in his manner—with a sort 
of easy, hearty, jovial bluntness about him that attracted every- 
body. The clerks all liked him—and that is something to say of 
a partner in a banking-house, I can tell you! 

‘Well, young Trowbridge,’ says he, giving his papers on the 
table a brisk push away from him, ‘so you are going to set up 
in business for yourself, are you? I have a great regard for your 
father, and a great wish to see you succeed. Have you started 
yet? No? Just on the point of beginning, eh? Very good. You 
will have your difficulties, my friend, and I mean to smooth one 

of them away for you at the outset. A word of advice for your 
private ear—Bank with us.’ 

“You are very kind, sir,’ [ answered, ‘and I should ask nothing 

better than to profit by your suggestion, if I could. But my 
expenses are heavy at starting, and when they are all paid lam 
afraid I shall have very little left to put by for the first year. 
I doubt if I shall be able to muster much more than three 
hundred pounds of surplus cash in the world after paying what 
I must pay before I set up my office, and I should be ashamed to 
trouble your house, sir, to open an account for such a trifle as 
that.’ 

‘Stuff and nonsense!’ says Mr. Fauntleroy. ‘Are you a banker? 
What business have you to offer an opinion on the matter? Do 
as I tell you—leave it to me—bank with us—and draw for what 
you like. Stop! I haven’t done yet. When you open the account, 
Speak to the head cashier. Perhaps you may find he has got 
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something to tell you. There! there! go away—don’t interrupt 
me—good-bye—God bless you!’ 

That was his way—ah! poor fellow, that was his way. 
I went to the head cashier the next morning when I opened 

my little modicum of an account. He had received orders to pay 
my drafts without reference to my balance. My cheques, when 
Thad overdrawn, were to be privately shown to Mr. Fauntleroy. 
Do many young men who start in business find their prosperous 
superiors ready to help them in that way? 

Well, I got on—got on very fairly and steadily, being careful 
not to venture out of my depth, and not to forget that small 
beginnings may lead in time to great ends. A prospect of one of 
those great ends—great, I mean, to such a small trader as I was 
at that period—showed itself to me when I had been some little 
time in business. In plain terms, I had a chance of joining in a 
first-rate transaction, which would give me profit, and position, 
and everything I wanted, provided I could qualify myself for 
engaging in it by getting good security beforehand for a very 
large amount. 

In this emergency, I thought of my kind friend, Mr. Fauntle- 
roy, and went to the bank, and saw him once more in his private 

room. 
There he was at the same table, with the same heaps of papers 

about him, and the same hearty, easy way of speaking his mind 
to you at once, in the fewest possible words. I explained the 
business I came upon with some little hesitation and nervous- 
ness, for I was afraid he might think I was taking an unfair 
advantage of his former kindness to me. When I had done, he 
just nodded his head, snatched up a blank sheet of paper, 
scribbled a few lines on it in his rapid way, handed the writing 
to me, and pushed me out of the room by the two shoulders 
before I could say a single word. I looked at the paper in the 
outer office. It was my security from that great banking-house for 
the whole amount, and for more, if more was wanted. 

I could not express my gratitude then, and I don’t know that 
I can describe it now. I can only say that it has outlived the 
crime, the disgrace, and the awful death on the scaffold. I am 
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grieved to speak of that death at all; but I have no other alterna- 
tive. The course of my story must now lead me straight on to 
the later time, and to the terrible discovery which exposed my 
benefactor and my friend to all England as the forger Fauntleroy. 

I must ask you to suppose a lapse of some time after the 
occurrence of the events that I have just been relating. During 
this interval, thanks to the kind assistance I had received at the 

outset, my position as a man of business had greatly improved. 
Imagine me now, if you please, on the high road to prosperity, 
with good large offices and a respectable staff of clerks, and 
picture me to yourselves sitting alone in my private room 
between four and five o’clock on a certain Saturday afternoon. 

All my letters had been written, all the people who had 
appointments with me had been received. I was looking care- 
lessly over the newspaper, and thinking about going home, 
when one of my clerks came in, and said that a stranger wished 
to see me immediately on very important business. 

‘Did he mention his name?’ I inquired. 
‘No, sir.’ 

‘Did you not ask him for it?’ 
“Yes, sir. And he said you would be none the wiser if he told 

me what it was.’ 
“Does he look like a begging-letter writer?’ 
‘He looks a little shabby, sir, but he doesn’t talk at all like a 

begging-letter writer. He spoke sharp and decided, sir, and said 
it was in your interests that he came, and that you would deeply 
regret it afterwards if you refused to see him.’ 

‘He said that, did he? Show him in at once, then.’ 

He was shown in immediately: a middling-sized man, with a 
sharp, unwholesome-looking face, and with a flippant, reckless 
manner, dressed in a style of shabby smartness, eyeing me with 
a bold look, and not so overburdened with politeness as to 
trouble himself about taking off his hat when he came in. I had 
never seen him before in my life, and I could not form the 
slightest conjecture from his appearance to guide me towards 
guessing his position in the world. He was not a gentleman, 
evidently; but as to fixing his whereabouts in the infinite down- 
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ward gradations of vagabond existence in London, that was a 
mystery which I was totally incompetent to solve. 

‘Is your name Trowbridge?’ he began. 
“Yes,” I answered, dryly enough. 

‘Do you bank with Marsh, Stracey, Fauntleroy, and 

Graham?’ 
“Why do you ask?’ 
‘Answer my question, and you will know!’ 
‘Very well, I do bank with Marsh, Stracey, Fauntleroy, and 

Graham—and what then?’ 
‘Draw out every farthing of balance you have got before the 

bank closes at five to-day.’ 
I stared at him in speechless amazement. The words, for an 

instant, absolutely petrified me. 
‘Stare as much as you like,’ he proceeded coolly, ‘I mean 

what I say. Look at your clock there. In twenty minutes it will 
strike five, and the bank will be shut. Draw out every farthing, 
I tell you again, and look sharp about it.’ 

‘Draw out my money!’ I exclaimed, partially recovering 
myself. “Are you in your right senses? Do you know that the 
firm [ bank with represents one of the first houses in the world? 
What do you mean—you, who are a total stranger to me—by 
taking this extraordinary interest in my affairs? If you want me 
to act on your advice, why don’t you explain yourself?’ 

‘IT have explained myself. Act on my advice or not, just as you 
like. It don’t matter to me. I have done what I promised, and 
there’s an end of it.’ 

He turned to the door. The minute-hand of the clock was 
getting on from the twenty minutes to the quarter. 

‘Done what you promised?’ I repeated, getting up to stop him. 
‘Yes,’ he said, with his hand on the lock. ‘I have given my 

message. Whatever happens, remember that. Good afternoon.’ 
He was gone before I could speak again. 
I tried to call after him, but my speech suddenly failed me. 

It was very foolish, it was very unaccountable, but there was 

something in the man’s last words which had more than half 
frightened me. 
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I looked at the clock. The minute-hand was on the quarter. 
My office was just far enough from the bank to make it neces- 

sary for me to decide on the instant. If I had had time to think, 

I am perfectly certain that I should not have profited by the 
extraordinary warning that had just been addressed to me. The 
suspicious appearance and manners of the stranger; the out- 
rageous improbability of the inference against the credit of the 
bank towards which his words pointed; the chance that some 
underhand attempt was being made, by some enemy of mine, 
to frighten me into embroiling myself with one of my best 
friends, through showing an ignorant distrust of the firm with 
which he was associated as partner—all these considerations 
would unquestionably have occurred to me if I could have found 
time for reflection; and, as a necessary consequence, not one 

farthing of my balance would have been taken from the keeping 
of the bank on that memorable day. 

As it was, I had just time enough to act, and not a spare 
moment for thinking. Some heavy payments made at the begin- 
ning of the week had so far decreased my balance that the sum 
to my credit in the banking-book barely reached fifteen hundred 
pounds. I snatched up my cheque-book, wrote a draft for the 
whole amount, and ordered one of my clerks to run to the bank 
and get it cashed before the doors closed. What impulse urged 
me on, except the blind impulse of hurry and bewilderment, I 
can’t say. I acted mechanically, under the influence of the vague 
inexplicable fear which the man’s extraordinary parting words 
had aroused in me, without stopping to analyse my own sensa- 
tions—almost without knowing what I was about. In three 
minutes from the time when the stranger had closed my door the 
clerk had started for the bank, and I was alone again in my 
room, with my hands as cold as ice and my head all in a 
whirl. 

I did not recover my control over myself until the clerk came 
back with the notes in his hand. He had just got to the bankin 
the nick of time. As the cash for my draft was handed to him 
over the counter, the clock struck five, and he heard the order 
given to close the doors. 
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When I had counted the bank-notes and had locked them up 
in the safe, my better sense seemed to come back to me on a 
sudden. Never have I reproached myself before or since as I 
reproached myself at that moment. What sort of return had I 
made for Mr. Fauntleroy’s fatherly kindness to me? I had in- 
sulted him by the meanest, the grossest distrust of the honour 
and the credit of his house, and that on the word of an absolute 

stranger, of a vagabond, if ever there was one yet. It was mad- 
ness—downright madness in any man to have acted as I had 
done. I could not account for my own inconceivably thoughtless 
proceeding. I could hardly believe in it myself. I opened the safe 
and looked at the bank-notes again. I locked it once more, and 
flung the key down on the table in a fury of vexation against 
myself. There the money was, upbraiding me with my own in- 
conceivable folly, telling me in the plainest terms that I had 
risked depriving myself of my best and kindest friend henceforth 
and for ever. 

It was necessary to do something at once towards making all 
the atonement that lay in my power. I felt that, as soon as I 
began to cool down a little. There was but one plain, straight- 
forward way left now out of the scrape in which I had been 
mad enough to involve myself. I took my hat, and, without 
stopping an instant to hesitate, hurried off to the bank to make 
a clean breast of it to Mr. Fauntleroy. 
When I knocked at the private door and asked for him, I 

was told that he had not been at the bank for the last two days. 
One of the other partners was there, however, and was working 
at that moment in his own room. 

I sent in my name at once, and asked to see him. He and I 

were little better than strangers to each other, and the interview 

was likely to be, on that account, unspeakably embarrassing 
and humiliating on my side. Still, I could not go home. I could 
not endure the inaction of the next day, the Sunday, without 
having done my best on the spot to repair the error into which 
my own folly had led me. Uncomfortable as I felt at the prospect 
of the approaching interview, I should have been far more 
uneasy in my mind if the partner had declined to see me. 
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To my relief, the bank porter returned with a message request- 
ing me to walk in. 

What particular form my explanations and apologies took 
when I tried to offer them is more than I can tell now. I was so 
confused and distressed that I hardly knew what I was talking 
about at the time. The one circumstance which I remember 
clearly is that I was ashamed to refer to my interview with the 
strange man, and that I tried to account for my sudden with- 
drawal of my balance by referring it to some inexplicable panic, 
caused by mischievous reports which I was unable to trace to 
their source, and which, for anything I knew to the contrary, 
might, after all, have been only started in jest. Greatly to my 
surprise, the partner did not seem to notice the lamentable 
lameness of my excuses, and did not additionally confuse me 
by asking any questions. A weary, absent look, which I 
had observed on his face when I came in, remained on it 

while I was speaking. It seemed to be an effort to him even 
to keep up the appearance of listening to me; and when, at 
last, I fairly broke down in the middle of a sentence, 

and gave up the hope of getting any further, all the answer 
he gave me was comprised in these few civil commonplace 
words: 

“Never mind, Mr. Trowbridge; pray don’t think of apologiz- 
ing. We are all liable to make mistakes. Say nothing more about 
it, and bring the money back on Monday if you still honour us 
with your confidence.’ 

He looked down at his papers as if he was anxious to be alone 
again, and I had no alternative, of course, but to take my leave 

immediately. I went home, feeling a little easier in my mind now 
that I had paved the way for making the best practical atone- 
ment in my power by bringing my balance back the first thing 
on Monday morning. Still I passed a weary day on Sunday, 
reflecting, sadly enough that I had not yet made my peace with 
Mr. Fauntleroy. My anxiety to set myself right with my generous 
friend was so intense that I risked intruding myself on his 
privacy by calling at his town residence on the Sunday. He was 
not there, and his servant could tell me nothing of his where- 
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abouts. There was no help for it now but to wait till his week-day 
duties brought him back to the bank. 

I went to business on Monday morning half an hour earlier 
than usual, so great was my impatience to restore the amount 
of that unlucky draft to my account as soon as possible after the 
bank opened. 

On entering my office, I stopped with a startled feeling just 
inside the door. Something serious had happened. The clerks, 
instead of being at their desks as usual, were all huddled together 
in a group, talking to each other with blank faces. When they 
saw me, they fell back behind my managing man, who stepped 
forward with a circular in his hand. 

‘Have you heard the news, sir?’ he said. 
‘No. What is it?’ 
He handed me the circular. My heart gave one violent throb 

the instant I looked at it. I felt myself turn pale; I felt my knees 
trembling under me. 

Marsh, Stracey, Fauntleroy, and Graham had stopped pay- 
ment. 

‘The circular has not been issued more than half an hour,’ 

continued my managing clerk. ‘I have just come from the bank, 
sir. The doors are shut; there is no doubt about it. Marsh and 

Company have stopped this morning.’ 
I hardly heard him; I hardly knew who was talking to me. 

My strange visitor of the Saturday had taken instant possession 
of all my thoughts, and his words of warning seemed to be 
sounding once more in my ears. This man had known the true 
condition of the bank when not another soul outside the doors 
was aware of it! The last draft paid across the counter of that 
ruined house, when the doors closed on Saturday, was the draft 

that I had so bitterly reproached myself for drawing; the one 
balance saved from the wreck was my balance. Where had the 
stranger got the information that had saved me? and why had 
he brought it to my ears? 

I was still groping, like a man in the dark, for an answer to 
those two questions—I was still bewildered by the unfathomable 
mystery of doubt into which they had plunged me—when the 
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discovery of the stopping of the bank was followed almost 

immediately by a second shock, far more dreadful, far heavier 

to bear, so far as I was concerned, than the first. 

While I and my clerks were still discussing the failure of the 
firm, two mercantile men, who were friends of mine, ran into 

the office, and overwhelmed us with the news that one of the 

partners had been arrested for forgery. Never shall I forget 
the terrible Monday morning when those tidings reached me, 
and when I knew that the partner was Mr. Fauntleroy. 

I was true to him—and I can honestly say I was true to my 
belief in my generous friend—when that fearful news reached 
me. My fellow-merchants had got all the particulars of the 
arrest. They told me that two of Mr. Fauntleroy’s fellow-trustees 
had come up to London to make arrangements about selling out 
some stock. On inquiring for Mr. Fauntleroy at the banking- 
house, they had been informed that he was not there; and, after 

leaving a message for him, they had gone into the city to make 
an appointment with their stockbroker for a future day, when 
their fellow-trustee might be able to attend. The stockbroker 
volunteered to make certain business inquiries on the spot, with 
a view to saving as much time as possible, and left them at his 
office to await his return. He came back, looking very much 
amazed, with the information that the stock had been sold out 

down to the last five hundred pounds. The affair was instantly 
investigated; the document authorizing the selling out was pro- 
duced; and the two trustees saw on it, side by side with Mr. 
Fauntleroy’s signature, the forged signatures of their own 
names. This happened on the Friday; and the trustees, without 
losing a moment, sent the officers of justice in pursuit of Mr. 
Fauntleroy. He was arrested, brought up before the magistrate, 
and remanded on the Saturday. On the Monday I heard from 
my friends the particulars which I have just narrated. 

But the events of that one morning were not destined to end 
even yet. I had discovered the failure of the bank and the arrest 
of Mr. Fauntleroy. I was next to be enlightened, in the strangest 
and the saddest manner, on the difficult question of his innocence 
or his guilt. 
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Before my friends had left my office—before I had exhausted 
the arguments which my gratitude rather than my reason sug- 
gested to me in favour of the unhappy prisoner, a note, marked 
immediate, was placed in my hands, which silenced me the 
instant I looked at it. It was written from the prison by Mr. 
Fauntleroy, and it contained two lines only, entreating me 
to apply for the necessary order, and to go and see him 
immediately. 

I shall not attempt to describe the flutter of expectation, the 
strange mixture of dread and hope that agitated me when I 
recognized his handwriting, and discovered what it was that he 
desired me to do. I obtained the order and went to the prison. 
The authorities, knowing the dreadful situation in which he 
stood, were afraid of his attempting to destroy himself, and had 
set two men to watch him. One came out as they opened his cell 
door. The other, who was bound not to leave him, very delicately 

and considerately affected to be looking out of window the 
moment I was shown in. 

He was sitting on the side of his bed, with his head drooping 
and his hands hanging listlessly over his knees when I first 
caught sight of him. At the sound of my approach he started to 
his feet, and, without speaking a word, flung both his arms 

round my neck. 
My heart swelled up. 
‘Tell me it’s not true, sir! For God’s sake, tell me it’s not true!’ 

was all I could say to him. 
He never answered—oh me! he never answered, and he turned 

away his face. 
There was one dreadful moment of silence. He still held his 

arms round my neck, and on a sudden he put his lips close to 
my ear. . 

‘Did you get your money out?’ he whispered. “Were you in 
time on Saturday afternoon?’ 

I broke free from him in the astonishment of hearing those 
words. 

‘What!’ I cried out loud, forgetting the third person at the 
window. “That man who brought the message——’ 
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‘Hush!’ he said, putting his hand on my lips. “There was no 

better man to be found, after the officers had taken me—I know 

no more about him than you do—I paid him well, as a chance 
messenger, and risked his cheating me of his errand.’ 

‘You sent him, then!’ 

‘T sent him.’ 
My story is over, gentlemen. There is no need for me to tell 

you that Mr. Fauntleroy was found guilty, and that he died by 
the hangman’s hand. It was in my power to soothe his last 
moments in this world by taking on myself the arrangement of 
some of his private affairs, which, while they remained unsettled, 

weighed heavily on his mind. They had no connexion with the 
crimes he had committed, so I could do him the last little service 

he was ever to accept at my hands with a clear conscience. 
I say nothing in defence of his character—nothing in pallia- 

tion of the offence for which he suffered. But I cannot forget 
that in the time of his most fearful extremity, when the strong 
arm of the law had already seized him, he thought of the young 
man whose humble fortunes he had helped to build; whose 

heartfelt gratitude he had fairly won; whose simple faith he was 
resolved never to betray. I leave it to greater intellects than mine 
to reconcile the anomaly of his reckless falsehood towards others 
and his steadfast truth towards me. It is as certain as that we 
sit here that one of Fauntleroy’s last efforts in this world was 
the effort he made to preserve me from being a loser by the 
trust that I had placed in him. There is the secret of my strange 
tenderness for the memory of a felon; that is why the word 
villain does somehow still grate on my heart when I hear it 
associated with the name—the disgraced name, I grant you—of 
the forger Fauntleroy. Pass the bottles, young gentlemen, and 
pardon a man of the old school for having so long interrupted 
your conversation with a story of the old time. 



‘BLOW UP 

WITH THE BRIG!’ 





T HAVE got an alarming confession to make. I am haunted by 
a Ghost. 

If you were to guess for a hundred years, you would never 
guess what my ghost is. I shall make you laugh to begin with— 
and afterwards I shall make your flesh creep. My Ghost is the 
ghost of a Bedroom Candlestick. 

Yes, a bedroom candlestick and candle or a flat candlestick 

and candle—put it which way you like—that is what haunts me. 
I wish it was something pleasanter and more out of the common 
way; a beautiful lady, or a mine of gold and silver, or a cellar of 
wine and a coach and horses, and such-like. But, being what it is, 

I must take it for what it is, and make the best of it—and I shall 

thank you kindly if you will help me out by doing the same. 
I am not,a scholar myself; but I make bold to believe that the 

haunting of any man with anything under the sun, begins with 
the frightening of him. At any rate, the haunting of me with a 
bedroom candlestick and candle began with the frightening of 
me with a bedroom candlestick and candle—the frightening 
of me half out of my life; and, for the time being, the frightening 
of me altogether out of my wits. That is not a very pleasant thing 
to confess, before stating the particulars; but perhaps you will be 
the readier to believe that Iam not a downright coward, because 
you find me bold enough to make a clean breast of it already, to 
my own great disadvantage, so far. 

Here are the particulars, as well as I can put them: 
I was apprenticed to the sea when I was about as tall as my 

own walking-stick; and I made good enough use of my time to 
be fit for a mate’s birth at the age of twenty-five years. 

It was in the year eighteen hundred and eighteen, or nineteen, 
I am not quite certain which, that I reached the before- 
mentioned age of twenty-five. You will please to excuse my 
memory not being very good for dates, names, numbers, places, 
and such-like. No fear, though, about the particulars I have 
undertaken to tell you of; I have got them all ship-shape in my 
recollection; I can see them, at this moment, as clear as noonday 
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in my own mind. But there is a mist over what went before, and, 

for the matter of that, a mist likewise over much that came after 

—and it’s not very likely to lift at my time of life, is it? 
Well, in eighteen hundred and eighteen, or nineteen, when 

there was peace in our part of the world—and not before it was 
wanted, you will say—there was fighting, of a certain scamper- 
ing, scrambling kind, going on in that old battlefield, which we 
seafaring men know by the name of the Spanish Main. 

The possessions that belonged to the Spaniards in South 
America had broken into open mutiny and declared for them- 
selves years before. There was plenty of bloodshed between the 
new government and the old; but the new had got the best of it, 
for the most part, under one General Bolivar—a famous man 
in his time, though he seems to have dropped out of people’s 
memories now. Englishmen and Irishmen with a turn for fight- 
ing, and nothing particular to do at home, joined the General as 
volunteers; and some of our merchants here found it a good 
venture to send supplies across the ocean to the popular side. 
There was risk enough, of course, in doing this; but where one 

speculation of the kind succeeded, it made up for two, at the 
least, that failed. And that’s the true principle of trade, wherever 
I have met with it, all the world over. 

Among the Englishmen who were concerned in this Spanish- 
American business, I, your humble servant, happened in a small 

way to be one. 
I was then mate of a brig belonging to a certain firm in the 

City, which drove a sort of general trade, mostly in queer out- 
of-the-way places, as far from home as possible; and which 
freighted the brig, in the year I am speaking of, with a cargo of 
gunpowder for General Bolivar and his volunteers. Nobody 
knew anything about our instructions, when we sailed, except 

the captain; and he didn’t half seem to like them. I can’t rightly 
say how many barrels of powder we had on board, or how much 
each barrel held—I only know we had no other cargo. The name 
of the brig was the Good Intent—a queer name enough, you will 
tell me, for a vessel laden with gunpowder, and sent to help a 

revolution. And as far as this particular voyage was concerned, 
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so it was. I mean that for a joke, and I hope you will encourage 
me by laughing at it. 

The Good Intent was the craziest old tub of a vessel I ever 
went to sea in, and the worst found in all respects. She was two 
hundred and thirty, or two hundred and eighty tons burden, 
I forget which; and she had a crew of eight, all told—nothing 
like as many as we ought by rights to have had to work the brig. 
However, we were well and honestly paid our wages; and we 
had to set that against the chance of foundering at sea, and, on 
this occasion, likewise, the chance of being blown up into the 
bargain. 

In consideration of the nature of our cargo, we were harassed 

with new regulations which we didn’t at all like, relative to 
smoking our pipes and lighting our lanterns; and, as usual in 
such cases, the captain who made the regulations, preached what 
he didn’t practice. Not a man of us was allowed to have a bit 
of lighted candle in his hand when he went below—except the 
skipper; and he used his light, when he turned in, or when he 

looked over his charts on the cabin table, just as usual. 
This light was a common kitchen candle or ‘dip’, and it stood 

in an old battered flat candlestick, with all the japan worn and 
melted off, and all the tin showing through. It would have been 
more seamanlike and suitable in every respect if he had had a 
lamp or a lantern; but he stuck to his old candlestick; and that 
same old candlestick has ever afterwards stuck to me. That’s 
another joke, if you please, and a better one than the first, in my 
opinion. 

Well (I said ‘well’ before, but it’s a word that helps a man on 

like), we sailed in the brig, and shaped our course, first, for the 
Virgin Islands, in the West Indies; and, after sighting them, we 

made for the Leeward Islands next; and then stood on due 

south, till the look-out at the mast-head hailed the deck, and 

said he saw land. That land was the coast of South America. 
We had had a wonderful voyage so far. We had lost none of our 
spars or sails, and not a man of us had been harassed to death 
at the pumps. It wasn’t often the Good Intent made such a voyage 
as that, I can tell you. 
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I was sent aloft to make sure about the land, and I did make 

sure of it. 
When I reported the same to the skipper, he went below, and 

had a look at his letter of instructions and the chart. When he 
came on deck again, he altered our course a trifle to the east- 
ward—I forget the point on the compass, but that don’t matter. 
What I do remember is, that it was dark before we closed in with 

the land. We kept the lead going, and hove the brig to in from 
four to five fathoms water, or it might be six—I can’t say for 
certain. I kept a sharp eye to the drift of the vessel, none of us 
knowing how the currents ran on that coast. We all wondered 
why the skipper didn’t anchor; but he said, No, he must first 
show a light at the foretop mast-head, and wait for an answering 
light on shore. We did wait, and nothing of the sort appeared. 
It was starlight and calm. What little wind there was came in 
puffs off the land. I suppose we waited, drifting a little to the 
westward, as I made it out, best part of an hour before anything 
happened—and then, instead of seeing the light on shore, we 
saw a boat coming towards us, rowed by two men only. 
We hailed them, and they answered ‘Friends!’ and hailed us 

by our name. They came on board. One of them was an Irish- 
man, and the other was a coffee-coloured native pilot, who 
jabbered a little English. 

The Irishman handed a note to our skipper, who showed it to 
me. It informed us that the part of the coast we were off was 
not over safe for discharging our cargo, seeing that spies of the 
enemy (that is to say, of the old government) had been taken 
and shot in the neighbourhood the day before. We might trust 
the brig to the native pilot; and he had his instructions to take 
us to another part of the coast. The note was signed by the 
proper parties; so we let the Irishman go back alone in the boat, 
and allowed the pilot to exercise his lawful authority over the 
brig. He kept us stretching off from the land till noon the next 
day—his instructions, seemingly, ordering him to keep us well 
out of sight of the shore. We only altered our course, in the 
afternoon, so as to close in with the land again a little before 
midnight. 
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This same pilot was about as ill-looking a vagabond as ever 
I saw; a skinny, cowardly, quarrelsome mongrel, who swore at 
the men, in the vilest broken English, till they were every one 
of them ready to pitch him overboard. The skipper kept them 
quiet, and I kept them quiet, for the pilot being given us by our 
instructions, we were bound to make the best of him. Near 

nightfall, however, with the best will in the world to avoid it, 
I was unlucky enough to quarrel with him. 

He wanted to go below with his pipe, and I stopped him, of 
course, because it was contrary to orders. Upon that, he tried to 
hustle by me, and I put him away with my hand. I never meant 
to push him down; but, somehow, I did. He picked himself up 
as quick as lightning, and pulled out his knife. I snatched it out 
of his hand, slapped his murderous face for him, and threw his 
weapon overboard. He gave me one ugly look, and walked aft. 
I didn’t think much of the look then; but I remembered it a little 

too well afterwards. 
We were close in with the land again, just as the wind failed 

us, between eleven and twelve that night; and dropped our 
anchor by the pilot’s directions. 

It was pitch dark, and a dead airless calm. The skipper was on 
deck with two of our best men for watch. The rest were below, 

except the pilot, who coiled himself up, more like a snake than 

a man, on the forecastle. It was not my watch till four in the 
morning. But I didn’t like the look of the night, or the pilot, or 
the state of things generally, and I shook myself down on deck 
to get my nap there, and be ready for anything at a moment’s 
notice. The last I remember was the skipper whispering to me 
that he didn’t like the look of things either, and that he would 
go below and consult his instructions again. That is the last 
I remember, before the slow, heavy, regular roll of the old brig 
on the ground swell rocked me off to sleep. 

I was awoke by a scuffle on the forecastle, and a gag in my 
mouth. There was a man on my breast, and a man on my legs; 
and I was bound hand and foot in half a minute. 

The brig was in the hands of the Spaniards. They were swarm- 
ing all over her. I heard six heavy splashes in the water, one 
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after another. I saw the captain stabbed to the heart as he came 
running up the companion—and I heard a seventh splash in the 
water. Except myself, every soul of us on board had been 
murdered and thrown into the sea. Why I was left, I couldn’t 
think, till I saw the pilot stoop over me with a lantern, and look, 

to make sure of who I was. There was a devilish grin on his face, 
and he nodded his head at me, as much as to say, You were the 

man who hustled me down and slapped my face, and I mean 
to play the game of cat and mouse with you in return for it! 

I could neither move nor speak; but I could see the Spaniards 
take off the main hatch and rig the purchases for getting up the 
cargo. A quarter of an hour afterwards, I heard the sweeps of 
a schooner, or other small vessel, in the water. The strange craft 

was laid alongside of us; and the Spaniards set to work to dis- 
charge our cargo into her. They all worked hard except the pilot; 
and he came, from time to time, with his lantern, to have another 

look at me, and to grin and nod always in the same devilish way. 
I am old enough now not to be ashamed of confessing the truth; 
and I don’t mind acknowledging that the pilot frightened me. 

The fright, and the bonds, and the gag, and the not being 
able to stir hand or foot, had pretty nigh worn me out, by the 
time the Spaniards gave over work. This was just as the dawn 
broke. They had shifted good part of our cargo on board their 
vessel, but nothing like all of it; and they were sharp enough 
to be off with what they had got, before daylight. 

I need hardly say that I had made up my mind, by this time, 
to the worst I could think of. The pilot, it was clear enough, was 
one of the spies of the enemy, who had wormed himself into the 
confidence of our consignees without being suspected. He, or 
more likely his employers, had got knowledge enough of us to 
suspect what our cargo was; we had been anchored for the night 
in the safest berth for them to surprise us in; and we had paid 
the penalty of having a small crew, and consequently an in- 
sufficient watch. All this was clear enough—but what did the 
pilot mean to do with me? 

On the word of a man, it makes my flesh creep, now, only to 

tell you what he did with me. 
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After all the rest of them were out of the brig, except the pilot 
and two Spanish seamen, these last took me up, bound and 
gagged, as I was, lowered me into the hold of the vessel, and 

laid me along on the floor; lashing me to it with ropes’ ends, 

so that I could just turn from one side to the other, but could 
not roll myself fairly over, so as to change my place. They then 
left me. Both of them were the worse for liquor: but the devil 
of a pilot was sober—mind that!—as sober as I am at the 
present moment. 

I lay in the dark for a little while, with my heart thumping 
as if it was going to jump out of me. I lay about five minutes 
or so, when the pilot came down into the hold, alone. 

He had the captain’s cursed flat candlestick and a carpenter’s 
awl in one hand, and a long thin twist of cotton yarn, well oiled, 

in the other. He put the candlestick, with a new ‘dip’ candle 
lighted in it, down on the floor, about two feet from my face, 

and close against the side of the vessel. The light was feeble 
enough; but it was sufficient to show a dozen barrels of gun- 
powder or more, left all round me in the hold of the brig. I 
began to suspect what he was after, the moment I noticed the 
barrels. The horrors laid hold of me from head to foot; and the 

sweat poured off my face like water. 
I saw him go, next, to one of the barrels of powder standing 

against the side of the vessel, in a line with the candle, and about 

three feet, or rather better, away from it. He bored a hole in 

the side of the barrel with his awl; and the horrid powder came 
trickling out, as black as hell, and dripped into the hollow of his 
hand, which he held to catch it. When he had got a good 
handful, he stopped up the hole by jamming one end of his 
oiled twist of cotton-yarn fast into it; and he then rubbed the 
powder into the whole length of the yarn, till he had blackened 
every hairsbreadth of it. 

The next thing he did—as true as I sit here, as true as the 
heaven above us all—the next thing he did was to carry the free 
end of his long, lean, black, frightful slow-match to the lighted 
candle alongside my face. He tied it (the bloody-minded villain!) 
in several folds, round the tallow dip, about a third of the 
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distance down, measuring from the flame of the wick to the lip 

of the candlestick. He did that; he looked to see that my lashings 
were all safe; and then he put his face down close to mine, and 
whispered in my ear, ‘Blow up with the brig!’ 

He was on deck again the moment after; and he and the two 
others shoved the hatch on over me. At the farthest end from 
where I lay, they had not fitted it down quite true, and I saw 
a blink of daylight glimmering in when I looked in that direc- 
tion. I heard the sweeps of the schooner fall into the water— 
splash! splash! fainter and fainter, as they swept the vessel out 
in the dead calm, to be ready for the wind in the offing. Fainter 
and fainter, splash! splash! for a quarter of an hour or more. 

While those sounds were in my ears, my eyes were fixed on the 
candle. 

It had been freshly lit—if left to itself it would burn for 
between six and seven hours. The slow-match was twisted round 
it about a third of the way down; and therefore the flame would 

be about two hours reaching it. There I lay, gagged, bound, 
lashed to the floor; seeing my own life burning down with the 
candle by my side—there I lay, alone on the sea, doomed to be 
blown to atoms, and to see that doom drawing on, nearer and 
nearer with every fresh second of time, through nigh on two 
hours to come; powerless to help myself and speechless to call 
for help to others. The wonder to me is that I didn’t cheat the 
flame, the slow-match, and the powder, and die of the horror of 

my situation before my first half-hour was out in the hold of 
the brig. 

I can’t exactly say how long I kept the command of my senses 
after I had ceased to hear the splash of the schooner’s sweeps in 
the water. I can trace back everything I did and everything I 
thought, up to a certain point; but, once past that, I get all 
abroad, and lose myself in my memory now, much as I lost 
myself in my own feelings at the time. 

The moment the hatch was covered over me, I began, as every 

other man would have begun in my place, with a frantic effort to 
free my hands. In the mad panic I was in, I cut my flesh with the 
lashings as if they had been knife-blades; but I never stirred 
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them. There was less chance still of freeing my legs, or of tearing 
myself from the fastenings that held me to the floor. I gave in, 
when I was all but suffocated for want of breath. The gag, you 
will please to remember, was a terrible enemy to me; I could 

only breathe freely through my nose—and that is but a poor 
vent when a man is straining his strength as far as ever it will go. 

I gave in, and lay quiet, and got my breath again; my eyes 
glaring and straining at the candle all the time. 

While I was staring at it, the notion struck me of trying to 
blow out the flame by pumping a long breath at it suddenly 
through my nostrils. It was too high above me, and too far 
away from me, to be reached in that fashion. I tried, and tried, 

and tried—and then I gave in again and lay quiet again; always 
with my eyes glaring at the candle, and the candle glaring at 
me. The splash of the schooner’s sweeps was very faint by this 
time. I could only just hear them in the morning stillness. 
Splash! splash!—fainter and fainter—splash! splash! 

Without exactly feeling my mind going, I began to feel it 
getting queer, as early as this. The snuff of the candle was grow- 
ing taller and taller, and the length of tallow between the flame 
and the slow-match, which was the length of my life, was getting 
shorter and shorter. I calculated that I had rather less than an 
hour and a half to live. 
An hour and a half! Was there a chance, in that time, of a 

boat pulling off to the brig from shore? Whether the land near 
which the vessel was anchored was in possession of our side, 
or in possession of the enemy’s side, I made out that they must, 
sooner or later, send to hail the brig, merely because she was 
a stranger in those parts. The question for me was, how soon? 
The sun had not risen yet, as I could tell by looking through the 
chink in the hatch. There was no coast village near us, as we 
all knew, before the brig was seized, by seeing no lights on shore. 
There was no wind, as I could tell by listening, to bring any 
strange vessel near. If I had had six hours to live, there might 
have been a chance for me, reckoning from sunrise to noon. 
But with an hour and a half, which had dwindled to an hour and 

a quarter by this time—or, in other words, with the earliness of 
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the morning, the uninhabited coast, and the dead calm all 

against me—there was not the ghost of a chance. As I felt that, 

I had another struggle—the last—with my bonds; and only cut 

myself the deeper for my pains. 
I gave in once more, and lay quiet, and listened for the splash 

of the sweeps. 
Gone! Not a sound could I hear but the blowing of a fish, 

now and then, on the surface of the sea, and the creak of the 

brig’s crazy old spars, as she rolled gently from side to side with 
the little swell there was on the quiet water. 
An hour and a quarter. The wick grew terribly, as the quarter 

slipped away; and the charred top of it began to thicken and 
spread out mushroom-shape. It would fall off soon. Would it 
fall off red-hot, and would the swing of the brig cant it over the 
side of the candle, and let it down on the slow-match? If it 

would, I had about ten minutes to live instead of an hour. 

This discovery set my mind for a minute on a new tack 
altogether. I began to ponder with myself what sort of a death 
blowing-up might be. Painful? Well, it would be, surely, too 
sudden for that. Perhaps just one crash, inside me, or outside 
me, or both, and nothing more? Perhaps not even a crash; that 

and death and the scattering of this living body of mine into 
millions of fiery sparks, might all happen in the same instant? 
I couldn’t make it out; I couldn’t settle how it would be. The 

minute of calmness in my mind left it, before I had half done 
thinking; and I got all abroad again. 
When I came back to my thoughts, or when they came back 

to me (I can’t say which), the wick was awfully tall, the flame 
was burning with a smoke above it, the charred top was broad 
and red, and heavily spreading out to its fall. 
My despair and horror at seeing it, took me in a new way, 

which was good and right, at any rate, for my poor soul. I tried 
to pray; in my own heart, you will understand, for the gag put 
all lip-praying out of my power. I tried, but the candle seemed to 
burn it up in me. I struggled hard to force my eyes from the 
slow, murdering flame, and to look up through the chink in the 
hatch at the blessed daylight. I tried once, tried twice; and gave 
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it up. I tried next only to shut my eyes, and keep them shut— 
once—twice—and the second time I did it. ‘God bless old 
mother, and sister Lizzie; God keep them both, and forgive me.’ 

That was all I had time to say, in my own heart, before my eyes 
opened again, in spite of me, and the flame of the candle flew 
into them, flew all over me, and burnt up the rest of my thoughts 
In an instant. 

I couldn’t hear the fish blowing now; I couldn’t hear the creak 
of the spars; I couldn’t think; I couldn’t feel the sweat of my 

own death agony on my face—I could only look at the heavy 
charred top of the wick. It swelled, tottered, bent over to one 

side, dropped—red hot at the moment of its fall—black and 
harmless, even before the swing of the brig had canted it over 
into the bottom of the candlestick. 

I caught myself laughing. 
Yes! laughing at the safe fall of the bit of wick. But for the 

gag I should have screamed with laughing. As it was, I shook 
with it inside me—shook till the blood was in my head, and I 
was all but suffocated for want of breath. I had just sense 
enough left to feel that my own horrid laughter, at that awful 
moment, was a sign of my brain going at last. I had just sense 
enough left to make another struggle before my mind broke 
loose like a frightened horse, and ran away with me. 

One comforting look at the blink of daylight through the 
hatch was what I tried for once more. The fight to force my eyes 
from the candle and to get that one look at the daylight, was the 
hardest I had had yet; and [ lost the fight. The flame had hold of 
my eyes as fast as the lashings had hold of my hands. I couldn’t 
look away from it. I couldn’t even shut my eyes, when I tried 
that next, for the second time. There was the wick, growing tall 

once more. There was the space of unburnt candle between the 
light and the slow-match shortened to an inch or less. 
How much life did that inch leave me? Three-quarters of an 

hour? Half an hour? Fifty minutes? Twenty minutes? Steady! an 
inch of tallow candle would burn longer than twenty minutes. 
An inch of tallow! the notion of a man’s body and soul being 
kept together by an inch of tallow! Wonderful! Why, the greatest 
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king that sits on a throne can’t keep a man’s body and soul 
together; and here’s an inch of tallow that can do what the king 
can’t! There’s something to tell mother, when I get home, which 
will surprise her more than all the rest of my voyages put 
together. I laughed inwardly, again, at the thought of that; and 
shook and swelled and suffocated myself, till the light of the 
candle leaped in through my eyes, and licked up the laughter, 
and burnt it out of me, and made me all empty, and cold, and 

quiet once more. 
Mother and Lizzie. I don’t know when they came back; but 

they did come back—not, as it seemed to me, into my mind this 
time; but right down bodily before me, in the hold of the brig. 

Yes: sure enough, there was Lizzie, just as light-hearted as 
usual, laughing at me. Laughing! Well, why not? Who is to 
blame Lizzie for thinking ’'m lying on my back, drunk in the 
cellar, with the beer barrels all round me? Steady! she’s crying 
now—spinning round and round in a fiery mist, wringing her 
hands, screeching out for help—fainter and fainter, like the 

splash of the schooner’s sweeps. Gone!—burnt up in the fiery 
mist. Mist? fire? no: neither one nor the other. It’s mother makes 
the light—mother knitting, with ten flaming points at the ends 
of her fingers and thumbs, and slow-matches hanging in bunches 
all round her face instead of her own grey hair. Mother in her 
old armchair, and the pilot’s long skinny hands hanging over 
the back of the chair, dripping with gunpowder. No! no gun- 
powder, no chair, no mother—nothing but the pilot’s face, shin- 
ing red hot, like a sun, in the fiery mist; turning upside down in 
the fiery mist; running backwards and forwards along the slow- 
match, in the fiery mist; spinning millions of miles in a minute, 
in the fiery mist—spinning itself smaller and smaller into one 
tiny point, and that point darting on a sudden straight into my 
head—and then, all fire and all mist—no hearing, no seeing, no 

thinking, no feeling—the brig, the sea, my own self, the whole 

world, all gone together! 

After what I’ve just told you, I know nothing and remember 
nothing, till I woke up (as it seemed to me) in a comfortable 



‘BLOW UP WITH THE BRIG!’ 155 

bed, with two rough and ready men like myself sitting on each 
side of my pillow, and a gentleman standing watching me at the 
foot of the bed. It was about seven in the morning. My sleep (or 
what seemed like my sleep to me) had lasted better than eight 
months—I was among my own countrymen in the island of 
Trinidad—the men at each side of my pillow were my keepers, 
turn and turn about—and the gentleman standing at the foot of 
the bed was the doctor. What I said and did in those eight 
months, I never have known and never shall. I woke out of it 

as if it had been one long sleep—that’s all I know. 
It was another two months or more before the doctor thought 

it safe to answer the questions I asked him. 
The brig had been anchored, just as I had supposed, off a 

part of the coast which was lonely enough to make the Spaniards 
pretty sure of no interruption, so long as they managed their 
murderous work quietly under cover of night. 
My life had not been saved from the shore, but from the sea. 

An American vessel, becalmed in the offing, had made out the 

brig as the sun rose; and the captain having his time on his 
hands in consequence of the calm, and seeing a vessel anchored 
where no vessel had any reason to be, had manned one of his 
boats and sent his mate with it, to look a little closer into the 

matter, and bring back a report of what he saw. 

What he saw, when he and his men found the brig deserted 
and boarded her, was a gleam of candlelight through the chink 
in the hatchway. The flame was within about a thread’s breath 
of the slow-match, when he lowered himself into the hold; and 

if he had not had the sense and coolness to cut the match in 
two with his knife, before he touched the candle, he and his 

men might have been blown up along with the brig, as well as 
me. The match caught and turned into sputtering red fire, in the 
very act of putting the candle out; and if the communication 
with the powder barrel had not been cut off, the Lord only 
knows what might have happened. 
What became of the Spanish schooner and the pilot I have 

never heard from that day to this. 
As for the brig, the Yankees took her, as they took me, to 
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Trinidad, and claimed their salvage, and got it, I hope, for their 
own sakes. I was landed just in the same state as when they 
rescued me from the brig, that is to say, clean out of my senses. 
But, please to remember it was a long time ago; and, take my 
word for it, I was discharged cured, as I have told you. Bless 
your hearts, ’m all right now, as you may see. I’m a little 
shaken by telling the story, as is only natural—a little shaken, 
my good friends, that’s all. 



MR LEPEL AND 

THE HOUSEKEEPER 





FIRST EPOCH 

fn lal Italians are born actors. 

At this conclusion I arrived, sitting ina Roman theatre—now 
many years since. My friend and travelling companion, Rothsay, 
cordially agreed with me. Experience had given us some claim to 
form an opinion. We had visited, at that time, nearly every city 
in Italy. Wherever a theatre was open, we had attended the 
performances of the companies which travel from place to place; 
and we had never seen bad acting from first to last. Men and 
women, whose names are absolutely unknown in England, 
played (in modern comedy and drama for the most part) with a 
general level of dramatic ability which I have never seen equalled 
in the theatres of other nations. Incapable Italian actors there 
must be, no doubt. For my own part I have only discovered 
them, by ones and twos, in England; appearing among the 
persons engaged to support Salvini and Ristori before the 
audiences of London. 

On the occasion of which I am now writing, the night’s per- 
formances consisted of two plays. An accident, to be presently 
related, prevented us from seeing more than the introductory 
part of the second piece. That one act—in respect of the 
influence which the remembrance of it afterwards exercised over 
Rothsay and myself—claims a place of its own in the opening 
pages of the present narrative. 

The scene of the story was laid in one of the principalities of 
Italy, in the bygone days of the Carbonaro conspiracies. The 
chief persons were two young noblemen, friends affectionately 
attached to each other, and a beautiful girl born in the lower 
ranks of life. 

On the rising of the curtain, the scene before us was the court- 
yard of a prison. We found the beautiful girl (called Celia as 
well as I can recollect) in great distress; confiding her sorrows 
to the gaoler’s daughter. Her father was pining in the prison, 
charged with an offence of which he was innocent; and she 
herself was suffering the tortures of hopeless love. She was on the 
point of confiding her secret to her friend, when the appearance 
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of the young nobleman closed her lips. The girls at once with- 
drew; and the two friends—whom I now only remember as the 
Marquis and the Count—began the dialogue which prepared us 
for the story of the play. 

The Marquis had been tried for conspiracy against the reign- 
ing Prince and his government; had been found guilty, and is 
condemned to be shot that evening. He accepts his sentence with 
the resignation of a man who is weary of his life. Young as he is, 
he has tried the round of pleasures without enjoyment; he has no 
interests, no aspirations, no hopes; he looks on death as a 

welcome release. His friend the Count, admitted to a farewell 

interview, has invented a stratagem by which the prisoner may 
escape and take to flight. The Marquis expresses a grateful sense 
of obligation, and prefers being shot. ‘I don’t value my life,’ he 
says; ‘I am not a happy man like you.’ Upon this the Count 
mentions circumstances which he has hitherto kept secret. He 
loves the charming Celia, and loves in vain. Her reputation is 
unsullied; she possesses every good quality that a man can desire 
in a wife—but the Count’s social position forbids him to marry 
a woman of low birth. He is heartbroken; and he too finds life 

without hope a burden that is not to be borne. The Marquis at 
once sees a way of devoting himself to his friend’s interests. He 
is rich; his money is at his own disposal; he will bequeath a 
marriage portion to Celia which will make her one of the richest 
women in Italy. The Count receives this proposal with a sigh. 
“No money,’ he says, ‘will remove the obstacle that still remains. 
My father’s fatal objection to Celia is her rank in life.’ The 
Marquis walks apart—considers a little—consults his watch— 
and returns with a new idea. ‘I have nearly two hours of life still 
left,’ he says. ‘Send for Celia: she was here just now, and she is 
probably in her father’s cell.’ The Count is at a loss to under- 
stand what this proposal means. The Marquis explains himself. 
‘I ask your permission,’ he resumes, ‘to offer marriage to Celia 

—for your sake. The chaplain of the prison will perform the 
ceremony. Before dark, the girl you love will be my widow. My 
widow is a lady of title—a fit wife for the greatest nobleman in 
the land.’ The Count protests and refuses in vain. The gaoler is 



MR. LEPEL AND THE HOUSEKEEPER 161 

sent to find Celia. She appears. Unable to endure the scene, the 
Count rushes out in horror. The Marquis takes the girl into his 
confidence, and makes his excuses. If she becomes a widow of 

rank, she may not only marry the Count, but will be in a 
position to procure the liberty of the innocent old man, whose 
strength is failing him under the rigours of imprisonment. Celia 
hesitates. After a struggle with herself, filial love prevails, and 
she consents. The gaoler announces that the chaplain is waiting; 
the bride and bridegroom withdraw to the prison chapel. Left 
on the stage, the gaoler hears a distant sound in the city, which 
he is at a loss to understand. It sinks, increases again, travels 

nearer to the prison, and now betrays itself as the sound of 
multitudinous voices in a state of furious uproar. Has the con- 

_ Spiracy broken out again? Yes! The whole population has risen; 
the soldiers have refused to fire on the people; the terrified 
Prince has dismissed his ministers and promises a constitution. 
The Marquis, returning from the ceremony which has just made 
Celia his wife, is presented with a free pardon, and with the 
offer of a high place in the reformed ministry. A new life is 
opening before him—and he has innocently ruined his 
friend’s prospects! On this striking situation the drop-curtain 
falls. 

While we were still applauding the first act, Rothsay alarmed 
me: he dropped from his seat at my side, like a man struck dead. 
The stifling heat in the theatre had proved too much for him. 
We carried him out at once into the fresh air. When he came to 
his senses, my friend entreated me to leave him, and see the end 

of the play. To my mind, he looked as if he might faint again. I 
insisted on going back with him to our hotel. 

On the next day I went to the theatre, to ascertain if the play 
would be repeated. The box-office was closed. The dramatic 
company had left Rome. 
My interest in discovering how the story ended led me next 

to the booksellers’ shops—in the hope of buying the play. 
Nobody knew anything about it. Nobody could tell me whether 
it was the original work of an Italian writer, or whether it had 

been stolen (and probably disfigured) from the French. As a 
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fragment I had seen it. As a fragment it has remained from that 

time to this. 

SECOND EPOCH 

©)... of my objects in writing these lines is to vindicate the 
character of an innocent woman (formerly in my service as 
housekeeper) who has been cruelly slandered. Absorbed in the 
pursuit of my purpose, it has only now occurred to me that 
strangers may desire to know something more than they know 
now of myself and my friend. “Give us some idea,’ they may say, 
‘of what sort of persons you are, if you wish to interest us at the 
outset of your story.’ 
A most reasonable suggestion, I admit. Unfortunately, I am 

not the right man to comply with it. 
In the first place, I cannot pretend to pronounce judgement on 

my own character. In the second place, I am incapable of writing 
impartially of my friend. At the imminent risk of his own life, 
Rothsay rescued me from a dreadful death by accident, when 
we were at college together. Who can expect me to speak of his 
faults? I am not even capable of seeing them. 

Under these embarrassing circumstances—and not forgetting, 
at the same time, that a servant’s opinion of his master and his 
master’s friends may generally be trusted not to err on the 
favourable side—I am tempted to call my valet as a witness to 
character. 

I slept badly on our first night at Rome; and I happened to be 
awake while the man was talking of us confidentially in the 
courtyard of the hotel—just under my bedroom window. Here, 
to the best of my recollection, is a faithful report of what he said 
to some friend among the servants who understood English: 

‘My master’s well connected, you must know—though he’s 
only plain Mr. Lepel. His uncle’s the great lawyer, Lord Lepel; 
and his late father was a banker. Rich, did you say. I should 
think he was rich—and be hanged to him! No! not married, and 
not likely to be. Owns he was forty last birthday; a regular old 
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bachelor. Not a bad sort, taking him altogether. The worst of 
him is, he is one of the most indiscreet persons I ever met with. 
Does the queerest things, when the whim takes him, and doesn’t 
care what other people think of it. They say the Lepels have all 
got a slate loose in the upper story. Oh, no; not a very old 
family—I mean, nothing compared to the family of his friend, 
young Rothsay. They count back, as I have heard, to the ancient 
Kings of Scotland. Between ourselves, the ancient Kings haven’t 
left the Rothsays much money. They would be glad, I’ll be 
bound, to get my rich master for one of their daughters. Poor 
as Job, I tell you. This young fellow, travelling with us, has 
never had a spare five-pound note since he was born. Plenty of 
brains in his head, I grant you; and a little too apt sometimes 

to be suspicious of other people. But liberal—oh, give him his 
due—liberal in a small way. Tips me with a sovereign now and 
then. I take it—Lord bless you, I take it. What do you say? 
Has he got any employment? Not he! Dabbles in chemistry 
(experiments, and that sort of thing) by way of amusing himself; 
and tells the most infernal lies about it. The other day he 
showed me a bottle about as big as a thimble, with what looked 
like water in it, and said it was enough to poison everybody in 
the hotel. What rot! Isn’t that the clock striking again? Near 
about bedtime, I should say. Wish you good night.’ 

There are our characters—drawn on the principle of justice 
without mercy, by an impudent rascal who is the best valet in 
England. Now you know what sort of persons we are; and now 
we may go on again. 

Rothsay and I parted, soon after our night at the theatre. He 
went to Civita Vecchia to join a friend’s yacht, waiting for him 
in the harbour. I turned homeward, travelling at a leisurely rate 
through the Tyrol and Germany. 

After my arrival in England certain events in my life occurred, 
which did not appear to have any connexion at the time. They 
led nevertheless to consequences which seriously altered the 
relations of happy past years between Rothsay and myself. 

The first event took place on my return to my house in 
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London. I found among the letters waiting for me, an invitation 
from Lord Lepel to spend a few weeks with him at his country 
seat in Sussex. 

I had made so many excuses, in past years, when I received 
invitations from my uncle, that I was really ashamed to plead 
engagements in London again. There was no unfriendly feeling 
between us. My only motive for keeping away from him took its 
rise in dislike of the ordinary modes of life in an English country- 
house. A man who feels no interest in politics, who cares nothing 
for field sports, who is impatient of amateur music and incap- 
able of small talk, is a man out of his element in country society. 
This was my unlucky case. I went to Lord Lepel’s house sorely 
against my will; longing already for the day when it would be 
time to say good-bye. 

The routine of my uncle’s establishment had remained un- 
altered since my last experience of it. 

I found my lord expressing the same pride in his collection of 
old masters, and telling the same story of the wonderful escape 
of his picture-gallery from fire—I renewed my acquaintance with 
the same members of Parliament among the guests, all on the 
same side in politics—I joined in the same dreary amusements— 
I saluted the same resident priest (the Lepels are all born and 
bred Roman Catholics)—I submitted to the same rigidly early 
breakfast hour; and inwardly cursed the same peremptory bell, 
ringing as a means of reminding us of our meals. The one change 
that presented itself was a change out of the house. Death had 
removed the lodge-keeper at the park-gate. His widow and 
daughter (Mrs. Rymer and little Susan) remained in their pretty 
cottage. They had been allowed by my lord’s kindness to take 
charge of the gate. 

Out walking, on the morning after my arrival, I was caught 
in a shower on my way back to the park, and took shelter in the 
lodge. 

In the bygone days, I had respected Mrs. Rymer’s husband as 
a thoroughly worthy man—but Mrs. Rymer herself was no 
great favourite of mine. She had married beneath her, as the 
phrase is, and she was a little too conscious of it. A woman with 
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a sharp eye to her own interests; selfishly discontented with her 
position in life, and not very scrupulous in her choice of means 
when she had an end in view: that is how I describe Mrs. 
Rymer. Her daughter, whom I only remembered as a weakly 
child, astonished me when I saw her again after the interval that 
had elapsed. The backward flower had bloomed into perfect 
health. Susan was now a lovely little modest girl of seventeen— 
with a natural delicacy and refinement of manner, which marked 
her to my mind as one of Nature’s gentlewomen. When I 
entered the lodge she was writing at a table in a corner, having 
some books on it, and rose to withdraw. I begged that she 
would proceed with her employment, and asked if I might know 
what it was. She answered me with a blush, and a pretty 
brightening of her clear blue eyes. ‘I am trying, sir, to teach 
myself French,’ she said. The weather showed no signs of im- 

proving—I volunteered to help her, and found her such an 
attentive and intelligent pupil that I looked in at the lodge from 
time to time afterwards, and continued my instructions. The 
younger men among my uncle’s guests set their own stupid con- 
struction on my attentions ‘to the girl at the gate’, as they called 
her—rather too familiarly, according to my notions of pro- 
priety. I contrived to remind them that I was old enough to be 
Susan’s father, in a manner which put an end to their jokes; and 
I was pleased to hear, when I next went to the lodge, that Mrs. 

Rymer had been wise enough to keep these facetious gentlemen 
at their proper distance. 

The day of my departure arrived. Lord Lepel took leave of me 
kindly, and asked for news of Rothsay. ‘Let me know when your 
friend returns,’ my uncle said; ‘he belongs to a good old stock. 
Put me in mind of him when I next invite you to come to my 
house.’ 

On my way to the train I stopped of course at the lodge to say 
good-bye. Mrs. Rymer came out alone. I asked for Susan. 

‘My daughter is not very well to-day.’ 
‘Is she confined to her room?’ 
‘She is in the parlour.’ 
I might have been mistaken, but I thought Mrs. Rymer 
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answered me in no very friendly way. Resolved to judge for my- 
self, Ientered the lodge, and found my poor little pupil sitting 
in acorner, crying. When I asked her what was the matter, the 

excuse of a ‘bad headache’ was the only reply that I received. 
The natures of young girls are a hopeless puzzle to me. Susan 
seemed, for some reason which it was impossible to understand, 

to be afraid to look at me. 
‘Have you and your mother been quarrelling?’ I asked. 
‘Oh, no!’ 

She denied it with such evident sincerity that I could not fora 
moment suspect her of deceiving me. Whatever the cause of her 
distress might be, it was plain that she had her own reasons for 
keeping it a secret. 

Her French books were on the table. I tried a little allusion to 
her lessons. 

‘T hope you will go on regularly with your studies,’ I said. 
‘T will do my best, sir—without you to help me.’ 
She said it so sadly that I proposed—purely from the wish to 

encourage her—a continuation of our lessons through the post. 
‘Send your exercises to me once a week,’ I suggested; ‘and I 

will return them corrected.’ 
She thanked me in low tones, with a shyness of manner which 

I had never noticed in her before. I had done my best to cheer 
her—and I was conscious, as we shook hands at parting, that I 

had failed. A feeling of disappointment overcomes me when I see 
young people out of spirits. I was sorry for Susan. 

THIRD EPOCH 

©)... of my faults (which has not been included in the list set 

forth by my valet) is a disinclination to occupy myself with my 
own domestic affairs. The proceedings of my footman, while I 
had been away from home, left me no alterative but to dismiss 
him on my return. With this exertion of authority my inter- 
ference as chief of the household came to an end. I left it to my 
excellent housekeeper, Mrs. Mozeen, to find a sober successor 
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to the drunken vagabond who had been sent away. She dis- 
covered a respectable young man—tall, plump, and rosy— 
whose name was Joseph, and whose character was beyond 
reproach. I have but one excuse for noticing such a trifling 
event as this. It took its place, at a later period, in the chain 
which was slowly winding itself round me. 
My uncle had asked me to prolong my visit; and I should 

probably have consented, but for anxiety on the subject of a 
near and dear relative—my sister. Her health had been failing 
since the death of her husband, to whom she was tenderly 
attached. I heard news of. her while I was in Sussex, which 

hurried me back to town. In a month more, her death deprived 
me of my last living relation. She left no children; and my two 
brothers had both died unmarried while they were still young 
men. 

This affliction placed me in a position of serious embarrass- 
ment, in regard to the disposal of my property after my death. 

Thad hitherto made no will; being well aware that my fortune 
(which was entirely in money) would go in due course of law 
to the person of all others who would employ it to the best 
purpose—that is to say, to my sister as my nearest of kin. As I 
was now situated, my property would revert to my uncle if I 
died intestate. He was a richer man than I was. Of his two 
children, both sons, the eldest would inherit his estates: the 

youngest had already succeeded to his mother’s ample fortune. 
Having literally no family claims on me, I felt bound to recog- 
nize the wider demands of poverty and misfortune, and to 
devote my superfluous wealth to increasing the revenues of 
charitable institutions. As to minor legacies, I owed it to my 
good housekeeper, Mrs. Mozeen, not to forget the faithful 
services of past years. Need I add—if I had been free to act as 
I pleased—that I should have gladly made Rothsay the object 
of a handsome bequest? But this was not to be. My friend was 
a man morbidly sensitive on the subject of money. In the early 
days of our intercourse, we had been for the first and only time 

on the verge of a quarrel, when I had asked (as a favour to 
myself) to be allowed to provide for him in my will. 
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‘It is because I am poor,’ he explained, ‘that I refuse to profit 
by your kindness—though I feel it gratefully.’ 

I failed to understand him—and said so plainly. 
‘You will understand this,’ he resumed; ‘I should never 

recover my sense of degradation, if a mercenary motive on my 
side was associated with our friendship. Don’t say it’s im- 
possible! You know as well as I do that appearances would be 
against me, in the eyes of the world. Besides, I don’t want 
money; my own small income is enough for me. Make me your 
executor if you like, and leave me the customary present of 
five hundred pounds. If you exceed that sum I declare on my 
word of honour that I will not touch one farthing of it.’ He took 
my hand, and pressed it fervently. ‘Do me a favour,’ he said. 
‘Never let us speak of this again!” 

I understood that I must yield—or lose my friend. 
In now making my will, I accordingly appointed Rothsay one 

of my executors, on the terms that he had prescribed. The minor 
legacies having been next duly reduced to writing, I left the bulk 
of my fortune to public charities. 
My lawyer laid the fair copy of the will on my table. 
‘A dreary disposition of property for a man of your age,’ he 

said. ‘I hope to receive a new set of instructions before you are 
a year older.’ 

‘What instructions?’ I asked. 
‘To provide for your wife and children,’ he answered. 
My wife and children! The idea seemed to be so absurd that I 

burst out laughing. It never occurred to me that there could be 
any absurdity from my own point of view. 

I was sitting alone, after my legal adviser had taken his leave, 
looking absently at the newly-engrossed will, when I heard a 
sharp knock at the house-door which I thought I recognized. In 
another minute Rothsay’s bright face enlivened my dull room. 
He had returned from the Mediterranean that morning. 

“Am I interrupting you?’ he asked, pointing to the leaves of 
manuscript before me. ‘Are you writing a book?’ 

‘Tam making my will.’ 
His manner changed; he looked at me seriously. 
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‘Do you remember what I said, when we once talked of your 
will?’ he asked. I set his doubts at rest immediately—but he was 
not quite satisfied yet. ‘Can’t you put your will away?’ he sug- 
gested. ‘I hate the sight of anything that reminds me of death.’ 

‘Give me a minute to sign it,’ I said—and rang to summon the 

witnesses. 
Mrs. Mozeen answered the bell. Rothsay looked at her, as if 

he wished to have my housekeeper put away as well as my will. 
From the first moment when he had seen her, he conceived a 

great dislike to that good creature. There was nothing, I am sure, 
personally repellent about her. She was a little slim quiet 
woman, with a pale complexion and bright brown eyes. Her 
movements were gentle; her voice was low; her decent grey 
dress was adapted to her age. Why Rothsay should dislike her 
was more than he could explain himself. He turned his unreason- 
able prejudice into a joke—and said he hated a woman who 
wore slate-coloured cap-ribbons! 

I explained to Mrs. Mozeen that I wanted witnesses to the 
signature of my will. Naturally enough—being in the room at 
the time—she asked if she could be one of them. 

I was obliged to say No; and not to mortify her, I gave the 
reason. 

‘My will recognizes what I owe to your good services,’ I said. 
‘If you are one of the witnesses, you will lose your legacy. Send 
up the menservants.’ 

With her customary tact, Mrs. Mozeen expressed her grati- 
tude silently, by a look—and left the room. 

‘Why couldn’t you tell that woman to send the servants, with- 
out mentioning her legacy?’ Rothsay asked. ‘My friend Lepel, 
you have done a very foolish thing.’ 

‘In what way?’ 
‘You have given Mrs. Mozeen an interest in your death.’ 
It was impossible to make a serious reply to this ridiculous 

exhibition of Rothsay’s prejudice against poor Mrs. Mozeen. 
‘When am I to be murdered?’ I asked. ‘And how is it to be 

done? Poison?’ 
‘T’m not joking,’ Rothsay answered. ‘You are infatuated 
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about your housekeeper. When you spoke of her legacy, did you 
notice her eyes?’ 

‘Yes.’ 
‘Did nothing strike you?’ 
‘It struck me that they were unusually well-preserved eyes for 

a woman of her age.’ 
The appearance of the valet and the footman put an end to 

this idle talk. The will was executed, and locked up. Our con- 
versation turned on Rothsay’s travels by sea. The cruise had 
been in every way successful. The matchless shores of the 
Mediterranean defied description; the sailing of the famous yacht 
had proved to be worthy of her reputation; and, to crown all, 

Rothsay had come back to England, in a fair way, for the first 
time in his life, of making money. 

‘I have discovered a treasure,’ he announced. 

“What is it?’ 
‘It was a dirty little modern picture, picked up in a by-street 

at Palermo. It is a Virgin and Child, by Guido.’ 
On further explanation it appeared that the picture exposed 

for sale was painted on copper. Noticing the contrast between 
the rare material and the wretchedly bad painting that covered 
it, Rothsay had called to mind some of the well-known stories of 
valuable works of art that had been painted over for purposes of 
disguise. The price asked for the picture amounted to little more 
than the value of the metal. Rothsay bought it. His knowledge 
of chemistry enabled him to put his suspicion successfully to the 
test; and one of the guests on board the yacht—a famous French 
artist—had declared his conviction that the picture now revealed 
to view was a genuine work by Guido. Such an opinion as this 
convinced me that it would be worth while to submit my friend’s 
discovery to the judgement of other experts. Consulted in- 
dependently, these critics confirmed the view taken by the cele- 
brated personage who had first seen the work. This result having 
been obtained, Rothsay asked my advice next on the question of 
selling his picture. I at once thought of my uncle. An undoubted 
work by Guido would surely be an acquisition to his gallery. I 
had only (in accordance with his own request) to let him know 
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that my friend had returned to England. We might take the 
picture with us, when we received our invitation to Lord Lepel’s 
house. 

FOURTH EPOCH 

WL Y uncle’s answer arrived by return of post. Other engage- 
ments obliged him to defer receiving us for a month. At the end 
of that time, we were cordially invited to visit him, and to stay 

as long as we liked. 
In the interval that now passed, other events occurred—still of 

the trifling kind. 
One afternoon, just as I was thinking of taking my customary 

ride in the park, the servant appeared charged with a basket of 
flowers, and with a message from Mrs. Rymer, requesting me to 
honour her by accepting a little offering from her daughter. 
Hearing that she was then waiting in the hall, [ told the man to 
show her in. Susan (as I ought to have already mentioned) had 
sent her exercises to me regularly every week. In returning them 
corrected, I had once or twice added a word of well-deserved 

approval. The offering of flowers was evidently intended to 
express my pupil’s grateful sense of the interest taken in her by 
her teacher. 

Thad no reason, this time, to suppose that Mrs. Rymer enter- 
tained an unfriendly feeling towards me. At the first words of 
greeting that passed between us I perceived a change in her 
manner, which ran into the opposite extreme. She overwhelmed 
me with the most elaborate demonstrations of politeness and 
respect; dwelling on her gratitude for my kindness in receiving 
her, and on her pride at seeing her daughter’s flowers on my 
table, until I made a resolute effort to stop her by asking (as if 
it was actually a matter of importance to me!) whether she was 
in London on business or on pleasure. 

‘Oh, on business, sir! My poor husband invested his little 
savings in bank stock, and I have just been drawing my divi- 
dend. I do hope you don’t think my girl over-bold in venturing 
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to send you a few flowers. She wouldn’t allow me to interfere. 
I do assure you she would gather and arrange them with her 
own hands. In themselves I know they are hardly worth accept- 
ing; but if you will allow the motive to plead—— 

I made another effort to stop Mrs. Rymer; I said her daughter 
could not have sent me a prettier present. 

The inexhaustible woman only went on more fluently than 
ever. 

‘She is so grateful, sir, and so proud of your goodness in look- 
ing at her exercises. The difficulties of the French language seem 
as nothing to her, now her motive is to please you. She is so 
devoted to her studies that I find it difficult to induce her to take 
the exercise necessary to her health; and, as you may perhaps 
remember, Susan was always rather weakly as a child. She 
inherits her father’s constitution, Mr. Lepel—not mine.’ 

Here, to my infinite relief, the servant appeared, announcing 
that my horse was at the door. 

Mrs. Rymer opened her mouth. I saw a coming flood of 
apologies on the point of pouring out—and seized my hat on 
the spot. I declared I had an appointment; I sent kind remem- 
brances to Susan (pitying her for having such a mother with my 
whole heart); I said I hoped to return to my uncle’s house soon, 
and to continue the French lessons. The one thing more that I 
remember was finding myself safe in the saddle, and out of the 

reach of Mrs. Rymer’s tongue. 
Reflecting on what had passed, it was plain to me that this 

woman had some private end in view, and that my abrupt 
departure had prevented her from finding the way to it. What 
motive could she possibly have for that obstinate persistence in 
presenting poor Susan under a favourable aspect, to a man who 
had already shown that he was honestly interested in her pretty 
modest daughter? I tried hard to penetrate the mystery—and 
gave it up in despair. 

Three days before the date at which Rothsay and I were to 
pay our visit to Lord Lepel, I found myself compelled to 
undergo one of the minor miseries of human life. In other words, 
I became one of the guests at a large dinner-party. It was a rainy 
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day in October. My position at the table placed me between a 
window that was open, and a door that was hardly ever shut. 
I went to bed shivering; and woke the next morning with a head- 
ache and a difficulty in breathing. On consulting the doctor, I 
found that I was suffering from an attack of bronchitis. There 
was no reason to be alarmed. If I remained indoors, and sub- 

mitted to the necessary treatment, I might hope to keep my 
engagement with my uncle in ten days or a fortnight. 

There was no alternative but to submit. I accordingly 
arranged with Rothsay that he should present himself at Lord 
Lepel’s house (taking the picture with him), on the date 
appointed for our visit, and that I should follow as soon as I 
was well enough to travel. 

On the day when he was to leave London, my friend kindly 
came to keep me company for awhile. He was followed into my 
room by Mrs. Mozeen, with a bottle of medicine in her hand. 
This worthy creature, finding that the doctor’s directions occa- 
sionally escaped my memory, devoted herself to the duty of 
administering the remedies at the prescribed intervals of time. 
When she left the room, having performed her duties as usual, 

I saw Rothsay’s eyes follow her to the door with an expression 
of sardonic curiosity. He put a strange question to me as soon as 
we were alone. 

“Who engaged that new servant of yours?’ he asked. ‘I mean 
the fat fellow, with the curly flaxen hair.’ 

‘Hiring servants,’ I replied, ‘is not much in my way. I left the 
engagement of the new man to Mrs. Mozeen.’ 

Rothsay walked gravely up to my bedside. 
‘Lepel,’ he said, ‘your respectable housekeeper is in love with 

the fat young footman.’ 
It is not easy to amuse a man suffering from bronchitis. But 

this new outbreak of absurdity was more than I could resist, 
even with a mustard-plaster on my chest. 

‘I thought I should raise your spirits,’ Rothsay proceeded. 
‘When I came to your house this morning, the valet opened the 
door to me. I expressed my surprise at his condescending to take 
that trouble. He informed me that Joseph was otherwise 
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engaged. “With anybody in particular?” I asked, humouring the 
joke. “Yes, sir, with the housekeeper. She’s teaching him how 
to brush his hair, so as to show off his good looks to the best 
advantage.” Make up your mind, my friend, to lose Mrs. 
Mozeen—especially if she happens to have any money.’ 

‘Nonsense, Rothsay! The poor woman is old enough to be 
Joseph’s mother.’ 

‘My good fellow, that won’t make any differences to Joseph. 
In the days when we were rich enough to keep a manservant, our 
footman—as handsome a fellow as ever you saw, and no older 
than I am—married a witch with a lame leg. When I asked him 
why he had made such a fool of himself he looked quite in- 
dignant, and said, “Sir! she has got six hundred pounds.” He 
and the witch keep a public-house. What will you bet me that 
we don’t see your housekeeper drawing beer at the bar, and 
Joseph getting drunk in the parlour, before we are a year 
older?’ 

I was not well enough to prolong my enjoyment of Rothsay’s 
boyish humour. Besides, exaggeration to be really amusing must 
have some relation, no matter how slender it may be, to the 

truth. My housekeeper belonged to a respectable family, and 
was essentially a person accustomed to respect herself. Her 
brother occupied a position of responsibility in the establish- 
ment of a firm of chemists whom I had employed for years past. 
Her late husband had farmed his own land, and had owed his 

ruin to calamities for which he was in no way responsible. 
Kind-hearted Mrs. Mozeen was just the woman to take a 
motherly interest in a well-disposed lad like Joseph; and it was 
equally characteristic of my valet—especially when Rothsay was 
thoughtless enough to encourage him—to pervert an innocent 
action for the sake of indulging in a stupid jest. I took advantage 
of my privilege as an invalid, and changed the subject. 
A week passed. I had expected to hear from Rothsay. To my 

surprise and disappointment no letter arrived. 
Susan was more considerate. She wrote, very modestly and 

prettily, to say that she and her mother had heard of my illness 
from Mr. Rothsay, and to express the hope that I should soon be 



MR. LEPEL AND THE HOUSEKEEPER 175 

restored to health. A few days later, Mrs. Rymer’s politeness 
carried her to the length of taking the journey to London, to 
make inquiries at my door. I did not see her, of course. She left 

word that she would have the honour of calling again. 
The second week followed. I had by that time perfectly re- 

covered from my attack of bronchitis—and yet I was too ill to 
leave the house. 

The doctor himself seemed to be at a loss to understand the 
symptoms that now presented themselves. A vile sensation of 
nausea tried my endurance, and an incomprehensible prostra- 
tion of strength depressed my spirits. I felt such a strange reluct- 
ance to exert myself, that I actually left it to Mrs. Mozeen to 
write to my uncle in my name, and say that I was not yet well 
enough to visit him. My medical adviser tried various methods 
of treatment; my housekeeper administered the prescribed medi- 
cine with unremitting care; but nothing came of it. A physician 
of great authority was called into consultation. Being completely 
puzzled, he retreated to the last refuge of bewildered doctors. 
I asked him what was the matter with me. And he answered: 

‘Suppressed gout.’ 

FIFTH EPOCH 

ME owavin the third week, my uncle wrote to me as follows: 

‘I have been obliged to request your friend Rothsay to bring 
his visit to a conclusion. Although he refuses to confess it, I have 
reason to believe that he has committed the folly of falling 
seriously in love with the young girl at my lodge gate. I have 
tried remonstrance in vain; and I write to his father at the same 

time that I write to you. There is much more that I might say. 
I reserve it for the time when I hope to have the pleasure of see- 
ing you, restored to health.’ 

Two days after the receipt of this alarming letter, Rothsay 
returned to me. 

Ill as I was, I forgot my sufferings the moment I looked at 
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him. Wild, and haggard, he stared at me with bloodshot eyes 
like a man demented. 

‘Do you think I am mad? I dare say I am. I can’t live without 
her.’ Those were the first words he said when we shook hands. 

But I had more influence over him than any other person; and, 
weak as I was, I exerted it. Little by little, he became more 
reasonable; he began to speak like his old self again. 

To have expressed any surprise, on my part, at what had 
happened, would have been not only imprudent, but unworthy 
of him and of me. My first inquiry was suggested by the fear that 
he might have been hurried into openly confessing his passion to 
Susan—although his position forbade him to offer marriage. I 
had done him an injustice. His honourable nature had shrunk 
from the cruelty of raising hopes, which, for all he knew to the 
contrary, might never be realized. At the same time, he had his 
reasons for believing that he was at least personally acceptable 
to her. 

‘She was always glad to see me,’ said poor Rothsay. “We con- 
stantly talked of you. She spoke of your kindness so prettily and 
so gratefully. Oh, Lepel, it is not her beauty only that has won 
my heart! Her nature is the nature of an angel.’ 

His voice failed him. For the first time in my remembrance of 
our long companionship, he burst into tears. 

I was so shocked and distressed that I had the greatest diffi- 
culty in preserving my own self-control. In the effort to comfort 
him, I asked if he had ventured to confide in his father. 

“You are the favourite son,’ I reminded him. ‘Is there no gleam 
of hope in the future?’ 

He had written to his father. In silence he gave me the letter 
in reply. 

It was expressed with a moderation which I had hardly dared 
to expect. Mr. Rothsay the elder admitted that he had himself 
married for love, and that his wife’s rank in the social scale 

(although higher than Susan’s) had not been equal to his own. 

‘In such a family as ours,’ he wrote—perhaps with pardonable 
pride—‘we raise our wives to our own degree. But this young 
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person labours under a double disadvantage. She is obscure, and 
she is poor. What have you to offer her? Nothing. And what 
have I to give you? Nothing.’ 

This meant, as I interpreted it, that the main obstacle in the 

way was Susan’s poverty. And I was rich! In the excitement that 
possessed me, I followed the impulse of the moment headlong, 
like a child. 

‘While you were away from me,’ I said to Rothsay, ‘did you 
never once think of your old friend? Must I remind you that 
I can make Susan your wife with one stroke of my pen?’ He 
looked at me in silent surprise. I took my cheque-book from 
the drawer of the table, and placed the inkstand within reach. 
‘Susan’s marriage portion,’ I said, ‘is a matter of a line of 

writing, with my name at the end of it.’ 
He burst out with an exclamation that stopped me, just as my 

pen touched the paper. 
“Good heavens!’ he cried, ‘you are thinking of that play we 

saw at Rome! Are we on the stage? Are you performing the part 
of the Marquis—and am I the Count?’ 

I was so startled by this wild allusion to the past—I recognized 
with such astonishment the reproduction of one of the dramatic 
situations in the play, at a crisis in his life and mine—that the 
use of the pen remained suspended in my hand. For the first 
time in my life, I was conscious of a sensation which resembled 
superstitious dread. 

Rothsay recovered himself first. He misinterpreted what was 
passing in my mind. 

‘Don’t think me ungrateful,’ he said. “You dear, kind, good 

fellow, consider for a moment, and you will see that it can’t be. 
What would be said of her and of me, if you made Susan rich 
with your money, and if I married her? The poor innocent would 
be called your cast-off mistress. People would say, “He has 
behaved liberally to her, and his needy friend has taken advan- 
tage of it.” ’ 

The point of view which I had failed to see was put with 
terrible directness of expression: the conviction that I was wrong 

N 
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was literally forced on me. What reply could I make? Rothsay 

evidently felt for me. 
‘You are ill,’ he said gently; ‘let me leave you to rest.’ 
He held out his hand to say good-bye. I insisted on his taking 

up his abode with me, for the present at least. Ordinary per- 
suasion failed to induce him to yield. I put it on selfish grounds 
next. 

‘You have noticed that I am ill,’ I said; ‘I want you to keep me 
company.’ 

He gave way directly. 
Through the wakeful night, I tried to consider what moral 

remedies might be within our reach. The one useful conclusion 
at which I could arrive was to induce Rothsay to try what 
absence and change might do to compose his mind. To advise 
him to travel alone was out of the question. I wrote to his one 
other old friend besides myself—the friend who had taken him 
on a cruise in the Mediterranean. 

The owner of the yacht had that very day given directions to 
have his vessel laid up for the winter season. He at once counter- 
manded the order by telegraph. ‘I am an idle man,’ he said, 
‘and I am as fond of Rothsay as you are. I will take him 
wherever he likes to go.’ It was not easy to persuade the object 
of these kind intentions to profit by them. Nothing that I could 
say roused him. I spoke to him of his picture. He had left it at 
my uncle’s house, and neither knew nor cared to know whether 
it had been sold or not. The one consideration which ultimately 
influenced Rothsay was presented by the doctor; speaking as 
follows (to quote his own explanation) in the interests of my 
health:— 

‘I warned your friend,’ he said, ‘that his conduct was causing 

anxiety which you were not strong enough to bear. On hearing 
this he at once promised to follow the advice which you had 
given to him, and to join the yacht. As you know, he has kept 
his word. May I ask if he has ever followed the medical 
profession?’ 

Replying in the negative, I begged the doctor to tell me why he 
had put his question. 
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He answered, ‘Mr. Rothsay requested me to tell him all that 
I knew about your illness. I complied, of course; mentioning 
that I had lately adopted a new method of treatment, and that I 
had every reason to feel confident of the results. He was so 
interested in the symptoms of your illness, and in the remedies 
being tried, that he took notes in his pocket-book of what I had 
said. When he paid me that compliment, I thought it possible 
that I might be speaking to a colleague.’ 

I was pleased to hear of my friend’s anxiety for my recovery. 
If I had been in better health, I might have asked myself what 
reason he could have had for making those entries in his pocket- 
book. 

Three days later, another proof reached me of Rothsay’s 
anxiety for my welfare. 

The owner of the yacht wrote to beg that I would send him 
a report of my health, addressed to a port on the south coast of 
England, to which they were then bound. ‘If we don’t hear good 
news,’ he added, ‘I have reason to fear that Rothsay will over- 

throw our plans for the recovery of his peace of mind by leaving 
the vessel, and making his own inquiries at your bedside.’ 

With no small difficulty I roused myself sufficiently to write a 
few words with my own hand. They were words that lied—for 
my poor friend’s sake. In a postscript, I begged my correspond- 
ent to let me hear if the effect produced on Rothsay had 
answered to our hopes and expectations. 

SIXTH EPOCH 

a weary days followed each other—and time failed to 
justify the doctor’s confidence in his new remedies. I grew 
weaker and weaker. 
My uncle came to see me. He was so alarmed that he insisted 

on a consultation being held with his own physician. Another 
great authority was called in, at the same time, by the urgent 
request of my own medical man. These distinguished persons 
held more than one privy council, before they would consent to 
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give a positive opinion. It was an evasive opinion (encumbered 
with hard words of Greek and Roman origin) when it was at 
last pronounced. I waited until they had taken their leave, and 
then appealed to my own doctor. ‘What do those men really 
think?’ I asked. ‘Shall I live, or die?’ 

The doctor answered for himself as well as for his illustrious 
colleagues. ‘We have great faith in the new prescriptions,’ he 
said. 

I understood what that meant. They were afraid to tell me the 
truth. I insisted on the truth. 

‘How long shall I live?’ I said. ‘Till the end of the year?’ 
The reply followed in one terrible word: 
‘Perhaps.’ 
It was then the first week in December. I understood that I 

might reckon—at the utmost—on three weeks of life. What I 
felt, on arriving at this conclusion, I shall not say. It is the one 

secret I keep from the readers of these lines. 
The next day, Mrs. Rymer called once more to make inquiries. 

Not satisfied with the servant’s report, she entreated that 1 
would consent to see her. My housekeeper, with her customary 
kindness, undertook to convey the message. If she had been a 
wicked woman, would she have acted in this way? ‘Mrs. Rymer 
seems to be sadly distressed,’ she pleaded. ‘As I understand, sir, 

she is suffering under some domestic anxiety which can only be 
mentioned to yourself.’ 

Did this anxiety relate to Susan? The bare doubt of it decided 
me. I consented to see Mrs. Rymer. Feeling it necessary to 
control her in the use of her tongue, I spoke the moment the 
door was opened. 

‘Tam suffering from illness; and I must ask you to spare meas 
much as possible. What do you wish to say to me?’ 

The tone in which I addressed Mrs. Rymer would have 
offended a more sensitive woman. The truth is, she had chosen 

an unfortunate time for her visit. There were fluctuations in the 
progress of my malady: there were days when I felt better, and 
days when I felt worse—and this was a bad day. Moreover, my 
uncle had tried my temper that morning. He had called to see 
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me, on his way to winter in the south of France by his physician’s 
advice; and he recommended a trial of change of air in my case 
also. His country house (only thirty miles from London) was 
entirely at my disposal; and the railway supplied beds for in- 
valids. It was useless to answer that I was not equal to the effort. 
He reminded me that I had exerted myself to leave my bed- 
chamber for my armchair in the next room, and that a little 
additional resolution would enable me to follow his advice. We 
parted in a state of irritation on either side which, so far as I was 

concerned, had not subsided yet. 
‘I wish to speak to you, sir, about my daughter,’ Mrs. Rymer 

answered. 
The mere allusion to Susan had its composing effect on me. I 

said kindly that I hoped she was well. 
“Well in body,’ Mrs. Rymer announced. ‘Far from it, sir, in 

mind.’ 
Before I could ask what this meant, we were interrupted by 

the appearance of the servant, bringing the letters which had 
arrived for me by the afternoon post. I told the man, impatiently, 
to put them on the table at my side. 

“What is distressing Susan?’ I inquired, without stopping to 
look at the letters. 

‘She is fretting, sir, about your illness. Oh, Mr. Lepel, if you 

would only try the sweet country air! If you only had my good 
little Susan to nurse you!’ 

She too taking my uncle’s view! And talking of Susan as my 
nurse! 

“What are you thinking of?’ I asked her. ‘A young girl like 
your daughter nursing Me! You ought to have more regard for 
Susan’s good name!’ 

‘I know what you ought to do!’ She made that strange reply 
with a furtive look at me; half in anger, half in alarm. 

‘Go on,’ I said. 

‘Will you turn me out of your house for my impudence?’ she 
asked. 

‘T will hear what you have to say to me. What ought I to do?’ 
*Marry Susan.’ 
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I heard the woman plainly—and yet, I declare I doubted the 
evidence of my senses. 

‘She’s breaking her heart for you,’ Mrs. Rymer burst out. 
‘She’s been in love with you, since you first darkened our doors 
—and it will end in the neighbours finding it out. I did my duty 
to her; I tried to stop it; I tried to prevent you from seeing her, 

when you went away. Too late; the mischief was done. When I 
see my girl fading day by day—crying about you in secret, talk- 
ing about you in her dreams—I can’t stand it; I must speak out. 
Oh, yes, I know how far beneath you she is—the daughter of 
your uncle’s servant. But she’s your equal, sir, in the sight of 
Heaven. My lord’s priest converted her only last year—and my 
Susan is as good a Papist as yourself.’ 
How could I let this go on? I felt that I ought to have stopped 

it before. 
‘It’s possible,’ I said, ‘that you may not be deliberately deceiv- 

ing me. If you are yourself deceived, I am bound to tell you the 
truth. Mr. Rothsay loves your daughter, and, what is more, 

Mr. Rothsay has reason to know that Susan——’ 
‘That Susan loves him?’ she interposed, with a mocking laugh. 

‘Oh, Mr. Lepel, is it possible that a clever man like you can’t 
see clearer than that? My girl in love with Mr. Rothsay! She 
wouldn’t have looked at him a second time if he hadn’t talked 
to her about you. When I complained privately to my lord of Mr. 
Rothsay hanging about the lodge, do you think she turned as 
pale as ashes, and cried when he passed through the gate, and 
said goodbye?’ 

She had complained of Rothsay to Lord Lepel—I understood 
her at last! She knew that my friend and all his family were poor. 
She had put her own construction on the innocent interest that 
I had taken in her daughter. Careless of the difference in rank, 
blind to the malady that was killing me, she was now bent on 
separating Rothsay and Susan, by throwing the girl into the 
arms of a rich husband like myself! 

“You are wasting your breath,’ I told her; ‘I don’t believe one 
word you say to me.’ 

‘Believe Susan, then!’ cried the reckless woman. ‘Let me bring 
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her here. If she’s too shamefaced to own the truth, look at her— 
that’s all I ask—look at her, and judge for yourself!’ 

This was intolerable. In justice to Susan, in justice to Rothsay, 
Linsisted on silence. “No more of it!’ I said. ‘Take care how you 
provoke me. Don’t you see that I am ill? don’t you see that you 
are irritating me to no purpose?’ 

She altered her tone. ‘I'll wait,’ she said quietly, ‘while you 
compose yourself.’ 

With those words, she walked to the window, and stood there 

with her back towards me. Was the wretch taking advantage of 
my helpless condition? I stretched out my hand to ring the bell, 
and have her sent away—and hesitated to degrade Susan’s 
mother, for Susan’s sake. In my state of prostration, how could 
I arrive at a decision? My mind was dreadfully disturbed; I felt 
the imperative necessity of turning my thoughts to some other 
subject. Looking about me, the letters on the table attracted my 
attention. Mechanically, I took them up; mechanically I put 
them down again. Two of them slipped from my trembling 
fingers; my eyes fell on the uppermost of the two. The address 
was in the handwriting of the good friend with whom Rothsay 
was Sailing. 

Just as I had been speaking of Rothsay, here was the news of 
him for which I had been waiting. 

I opened the letter and read these words: 

‘There is, I fear, but little hope for our friend—unless this girl 

on whom he has set his heart can (by some lucky change of 
circumstances) become his wife. He has tried to master his 
weakness; but his own infatuation is too much for him. He is 

really and truly in a state of despair. Two evenings since—to 
give you a melancholy example of what I mean—I was in my 
cabin, when I heard the alarm of a man overboard. The man 

was Rothsay. My sailing-master, seeing that he was unable to 
swim, jumped into the sea and rescued him, as I got on deck. 
Rothsay declares it to have been an accident; and everybody 
believes him but myself. I know the state of his mind. Don’t be 
alarmed; I will have him well looked after; and I won’t give 
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him up just yet. We are still bound southward, with a fair wind. 

If the new scenes which I hope to show him prove to be of no 

avail, I must reluctantly take him back to England. In that case, 

which I don’t like to contemplate, you may see him again— 
perhaps in a month’s time.’ 

He might return in a month’s time—return to hear of the 
death of the one friend, on whose power and will to help him he 
might have relied. If I failed to employ in his interests the short 
interval of life still left to me, could I doubt (after what I had 
just read) what the end would be? How could I help him? Oh, 
God! how could I help him? 

Mrs. Rymer left the window, and returned to the chair which 
she had occupied when I first received her. 

‘Are you quieter in your mind now?’ she asked. 
I neither answered her nor looked at her. 
Still determined to reach her end, she tried again to force her 

unhappy daughter on me. ‘Will you consent,’ she persisted, ‘to 
see Susan?’ 

If she had been a little nearer to me, Iam afraid I should have 

struck her. “You wretch!’ I said, ‘do you know that I am a dying 
man?’ 

“While there’s life there’s hope,’ Mrs. Rymer remarked. 
I ought to have controlled myself; but it was not to be done. 

‘Hope of your daughter being my rich widow?’ I asked. 
Her bitter answer followed instantly. 
‘Even then,’ she said, ‘Susan wouldn’t marry Rothsay.’ 
A lie! If circumstances favoured her, I knew, on Rothsay’s 

authority, what Susan would do. 
The thought burst on my mind, like light bursting on the eyes 

of a man restored to sight. If Susan agreed to go through the 
form of marriage with a dying bridegroom, my rich widow could 
(and would) become Rothsay’s wife. Once more, the remem- 
brance of the play at Rome returned, and set the last embers of 
resolution, which sickness and suffering had left to me, in a 
flame. The devoted friend of that imaginary story had counted 
on death to complete his generous purpose in vain: he had been 
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condemned by the tribunal of man, and had been reprieved. 
I—in his place, and with his self-sacrifice in my mind—might 
found a firmer trust in the future; for I had been condemned by 
the tribunal of God. 

Encouraged by my silence, the obstinate woman persisted. 
“Won’t you even send a message to Susan?’ she asked. 

‘Rashly, madly, without an instant’s hesitation, I answered: 

‘Go back to Susan, and say I leave it to her.’ 
Mrs. Rymer started to her feet. “You leave it to Susan to be 

your wife, if she likes?’ 
don 
‘And if she consents?’ 
‘I consent.’ 

In two weeks and a day from that time, the deed was done. 
When Rothsay returned to England, he would ask for Susan— 
and he would find my virgin-widow rich and free. 

SEVENTH EPOCH 

; » rca may be thought of my conduct, let me say 
this in justice to myself—I was resolved that Susan should not be 
deceived. 

Half an hour after Mrs. Rymer had left my house, I wrote to 
her daughter, plainly revealing the motive which led me to offer 
marriage, solely in the future interest of Rothsay and herself. 

‘If you refuse,’ I said, in conclusion, ‘you may depend on my 
understanding you and feeling for you. But, if you consent— 
then I have a favour to ask. Never let us speak to one another of 
the profanation that we have agreed to commit, for your faithful 
lover’s sake.’ 

I had formed a high opinion of Susan—too high an opinion 
as it seemed. Her reply surprised and disappointed me. In other 
words, she gave her consent. 

I stipulated that the marriage should be kept strictly secret, 
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for a certain period. In my own mind I decided that the interval 
should be held to expire, either on the day of my death, or on the 
day when Rothsay returned. 
My next proceeding was to write in confidence to the priest 

whom I have already mentioned, in an earlier part of these 
pages. He has reasons of his own for not permitting me to dis- 
close the motive which induced him to celebrate my marriage 
privately in the chapel at Lord Lepel’s house. My uncle’s desire 
that I should try change of air, as offering a last chance of 
recovery, was known to my medical attendant, and served as a 

sufficient reason (although he protested against the risk) for my 
removal to the country. I was carried to the station, and placed 
on a bed—slung by ropes to the ceiling of a saloon carriage, so 
as to prevent me from feeling the vibration when the train was in 
motion. Faithful Mrs. Mozeen entreated to be allowed to accom- 
pany me. I was reluctantly compelled to refuse compliance with 
this request, in justice to the claims of my lord’s housekeeper; 
who had been accustomed to exercise undivided authority in 
the household, and who had made every preparation for my 
comfort. With her own hands, Mrs. Mozeen packed every- 
thing that I required, including the medicines prescribed for 
the occasion. She was deeply affected, poor soul, when we 

parted. 
I bore the journey—happily for me, it was a short one—better 

than had been anticipated. For the first few days that followed, 
the purer air of the country seemed, in some degree, to revive 
me. But the deadly sense of weakness, the slow sinking of the 
vital power in me, returned as the time drew near for the 
marriage. The ceremony was performed at night. Only Susan 
and her mother were present. No persons in the house but our- 
selves had the faintest suspicion of what had happened. 

I signed my new will (the priest and Mrs. Rymer being the 
witnesses) in my bed that night. It left everything that I possessed 
excepting a legacy to Mrs. Mozeen, to my wife. 

Obliged, it is needless to say, to preserve appearances, Susan 
remained at the lodge as usual. But it was impossible to resist 
her entreaty to be allowed to attend on me, for a few hours daily, 
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as assistant to the regular nurse. When she was alone with me, 
and had no inquisitive eyes to dread, the poor girl showed a 
depth of feeling, which I was unable to reconcile with the 
motives that could alone have induced her (as I then supposed) 
to consent to the mockery of our marriage. On occasions when 
I was so far able to resist the languor that oppressed me as to 
observe what was passing at my bedside—I saw Susan look at 
me, as if there were thoughts in her pressing for utterance which 
she hesitated to express. Once, she herself acknowledged this. 
‘I have so much to say to you,’ she owned, ‘when you are 

stronger and fitter to hear me.’ At other times, her nerves seemed 

to be shaken by the spectacle of my sufferings. Her kind hands 
trembled and made mistakes, when they had any nursing duties 
to perform near me. The servants, noticing her, used to say, 

‘That pretty girl seems to be the most awkward person in the 
house.’ On the day that followed the ceremony in the chapel, 
this want of self-control brought about an accident which led 
to serious results. 

In removing the small chest which held my medicines from the 
shelf on which it was placed, Susan let it drop on the floor. The 
two full bottles still left were so completely shattered that not 
even a tea-spoonful of the contents was saved. 

Shocked at what she had done, the poor girl volunteered to 
go herself to my chemist in London by the first train. I refused to 
allow it. What did it matter to me now, if my death from exhaus- 
tion was hastened by a day or two? Why need my life be pro- 
longed artificially by drugs, when I had nothing left to live for? 
An excuse for me which would satisfy others was easily found. 
I said that I had been long weary of physic, and that the accident 
had decided me on refusing to take more. 

That night I did not wake quite so often as usual. When she 
came to me the next day, Susan noticed that I looked better. The 
day after, the other nurse made the same observation. At the end 
of the week I was able to leave my bed, and sit by the fireside, 

_ while Susan read to me. Some mysterious change in my health 
had completely falsified the prediction of the medical men. I sent 
to London for my doctor—and told him that the improvement 
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in me had begun on the day when I left off taking his remedies. 
‘Can you explain it?’ I asked. 

He answered that no such ‘resurrection from the dead’ (as he 
called it) had ever happened in his long experience. On leaving 
me, he asked for the latest prescriptions that had been written. 
I inquired what he was going to do with them. ‘I mean to go to 
the chemist,’ he replied, ‘and to satisfy myself that your medi- 
cines have been properly made up.’ 

I owed it to Mrs. Mozeen’s true interest in me, to tell her what 

had happened. The same day I wrote to her. I also mentioned 
what the doctor had said, and asked her to call on him, and 

ascertain if the prescriptions had been shown to the chemist, and 
if any mistake had been made. 
A more innocently intended letter than this never was written. 

And yet there are people who have declared that it was inspired 
by suspicion of Mrs. Mozeen! 

EIGHTH EPOCH 

Vee I was so weakened by illness as to be incapable 
of giving my mind to more than one subject for reflection at a 
time (that subject being now the extraordinary recovery of my 
health)—or whether I was preoccupied by the effort, which I 
was in honour bound to make, to resist the growing attraction 

to me of Susan’s society—I cannot presume to say. This only 
I know: when the discovery of the terrible position towards 
Rothsay in which I now stood suddenly overwhelmed me, an 
interval of some days had passed. I cannot account for it. I can 
only say—so it was. 

Susan was in the room. I was wholly unable to hide from her 
the sudden change of colour which betrayed the horror that had 
overpowered me. She said anxiously: ‘What has frightened you?” 

I don’t think I heard her. The play was in my memory again— 
the fatal play, which had wound itself into the texture of 
Rothsay’s life and mine. In vivid remembrance, I saw once 
more the dramatic situation of the first act, and shrank from the 
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reflection of it in the disaster which had fallen on my friend and 
myself. 

‘What has frightened you?’ Susan repeated. 
I answered in one word—I whispered his name: ‘Rothsay!’ 
She looked at me in innocent surprise. ‘Has he met with some 

misfortune?’ she asked quietly. 
‘Misfortune’—did she call it? Had I not said enough to disturb 

her tranquillity in mentioning Rothsay’s name? ‘I am living!’ I 
said. ‘Living—and likely to live!’ 

Her answer expressed fervent gratitude. “Thank God for it!’ 
I looked at her, astonished as she had been astonished when 

she looked at me. 
‘Susan, Susan,’ I cried—‘must I own it? I love you!’ 
She came nearer to me with timid pleasure in her eyes—with 

the first faint light of a smile playing round her lips. 
“You say it very strangely,’ she murmured. ‘Surely, my dear 

one, you ought to love me? Since the first day when, you gave me 
my French lesson—haven’t I loved You?’ 

‘You love me?’ I repeated. ‘Have you read——?’ My voice 
failed me; I could say no more. 

She turned pale. ‘Read—what?’ she asked. 
‘My letter.’ 
“What letter?’ 
‘The letter I wrote to you before we were married.’ 

Am I a coward? The bare recollection of what followed that 
reply makes me tremble. Time has passed. I am a new man now; 
my health is restored; my happiness is assured: I ought to be able 
to write on. No: it is not to be done. How can I think coolly? 
how force myself to record the suffering that I innocently, most 
innocently, inflicted on the sweetest and truest of women? 
Nothing saved us from a parting as absolute as the parting that 
follows death, but the confession that had been rung from me 
at a time when my motive spoke for itself. The artless avowal of 
her affection had been justified, had been honoured, by the 
words which laid my heart at her feet when I said ‘I love 
you.’ 
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She had risen to leave me. In a last look, we had silently 
resigned ourselves to wait, apart from each other, for the day of 
reckoning that must follow Rothsay’s return, when we heard the 
sound of carriage-wheels on the drive that led to the house. In a 
minute more, the man himself entered the room. 

He looked first at Susan—then at me. In both of us he saw the 
traces that told of agitation endured, but not yet composed. 
Worn and weary he waited, hesitating, near the door. 

‘Am I intruding?’ he asked. 
‘We were thinking of you, and speaking of you,’ I replied, 

‘just before you came in.’ 
‘We?’ he repeated, turning towards Susan once more. After a 

pause, he offered me his hand—and drew it back. 

‘You don’t shake hands with me,’ he said. 

‘Lam waiting, Rothsay, until I know that we are the same firm 
friends as ever.’ 

For the third time he looked at Susan. 
‘Will you shake hands?’ he asked. 
She gave him her hand cordially. ‘May I stay here?’ she said, 

addressing herself to me. 
In my situation at that moment, I understood the generous 

purpose that animated her. But she had suffered enough already 
—I led her gently to the door. ‘It will be better,’ I whispered, ‘if 
you will wait downstairs in the library.’ 

She hesitated. ‘What will they say in the house?’ she objected, 
thinking of the servants, and of the humble position which she 
was still supposed to occupy. 

‘It matters nothing what they say, now,’ I told her. She left us. 
‘There seems to be some private understanding between you,’ 

Rothsay said, when we were alone. 
“You shall hear what it is,’ I answered. “But I must beg you to 

excuse me if I speak first of myself.’ 
‘Are you alluding to your health?’ 
SYess 

‘Quite needless, Lepel. I met your doctor this morning. I 
know that a council of physicians decided you would die before 
the year was out.’ 
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He paused there. 
‘And they proved to be wrong,’ I added. 
‘They might have proved to be right,’ Rothsay rejoined, ‘but 

for the accident which spilt your medicine, and the despair of 
yourself which decided you on taking no more.’ 

I could hardly believe that I understood him. ‘Do you assert,’ 
I said, ‘that my medicine would have killed me, if I had taken 
the rest of it?’ 

‘I have no doubt that it would.’ 
“Will you explain what you mean?’ 
‘Let me have your explanation first. I was not prepared to find 

Susan in your room. I was surprised to see traces of tears in her 
face. Something has happened in my absence. Am I concerned 
in it?” 

“You are.’ 
I said it quietly—in full possession of myself. The trial of 

fortitude through which I had already passed seemed to have 
blunted my customary sense of feeling. I approached the dis- 
closure which I was now bound to make with steady resolution, 

resigned to the worst that could happen when the truth was 
known. 

‘Do you remember the time,’ I resumed, ‘when I was so eager 
to serve you that I proposed to make Susan your wife by making 
her rich?’ 

Yes.’ 
‘Do you remember asking me if I was thinking of the play we 

saw together at Rome? Is the story as present to your mind now, 
as it was then?’ 

‘Quite as present.’ 
“You asked if I was performing the part of the Marquis—and 

if you were the Count. Rothsay! the devotion of that ideal char- 
acter to his friend has been my devotion; his conviction that his 
death would justify what he had done for his friend’s sake, has 
been my conviction; and as it ended with him, so it has ended 

with me—his terrible position is my terrible position towards 
you, at this moment.’ 

‘Are you mad?’ Rothsay asked sternly. 
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I passed over that first outbreak of his anger in silence. 
‘Do you mean to tell me you have married Susan?’ he 

went on. 
‘Bear this in mind,’ I said. ‘When I married her, I was doomed 

to death. Nay, more. In your interests—as God is my witness— 
I welcomed death.’ 
He stepped up to me, in silence, and raised his hand with a 

threatening gesture. 
That action at once deprived me of my self-possession. I spoke 

with the ungovernable rashness of a boy. 
‘Carry out your intention,’ I said. ‘Insult me.’ 
His hand dropped. 
‘Insult me,’ I repeated; ‘it is one way out of the unendurable 

situation in which we are placed. You may trust me to challenge 
you. Duels are still fought on the Continent; I will follow you 
abroad; I will choose pistols; I will take care that we fight on the 
fatal foreign system; and I will purposely miss you. Make her 
what I intended her to be—my rich widow.’ 

He looked at me attentively. 
‘Is that your refuge?’ he asked scornfully. “No! I won’t help 

you to commit suicide.’ 
God forgive me! I was possessed by a spirit of reckless des- 

pair; I did my best to provoke him. 
“Reconsider your decision,’ I said; ‘and remember—you tried 

to commit suicide yourself.’ 
He turned quickly to the door, as if he distrusted his own 

powers of self-control. 
‘I wish to speak to Susan,’ he said, keeping his back turned on 

me. 
“You will find her in the library.’ 
He left me. 
I went to the window. I opened it, and let the cold wintry air 

blow over my burning head. I don’t know how long I sat at the 
window. There came a time when I saw Rothsay on the house 
steps. He walked rapidly towards the park gate. His head was 
down; he never once looked back at the room in which he had 
left me. 
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As he passed out of my sight, I felt a hand laid gently on my 
shoulder. Susan had returned to me. 

‘He will not come back,’ she said. ‘Try still to remember him 
as your old friend. He asks you to forgive and forget.’ 

She had made the peace between us. I was deeply touched; my 
eyes filled with tears as I looked at her. She kissed me on the 
forehead and went out. I afterwards asked what had passed 
between them when Rothsay spoke with her in the library. She 
never has told me what they said to each other; and she never 
will. She is right. 

Later in the day, I was told that Mrs. Rymer had called, and 

wished to ‘pay her respects’. 
I refused to see her. Whatever claim she might have otherwise 

had on my consideration had been forfeited by the infamy of her 
conduct, when she intercepted my letter to Susan. Her sense of 
injury, on receiving my message, was expressed in writing, and 
was sent to me the same evening. The last sentence in her letter 
was characteristic of the woman. 

‘However your pride may despise me,’ she wrote, ‘I am in- 
debted to you for the rise in life that I have always desired. You 
may refuse to see me—but you can’t prevent my being the 
mother-in-law of a gentleman.’ 

Soon afterwards, I received a visit which I had hardly 
ventured to expect. Busy as he was in London, my doctor came 
to see me. He was not in his usual good spirits. 

‘I hope you don’t bring me any bad news,’ I said. 
‘You shall judge for yourself,’ he replied. ‘I come from Mr. 

Rothsay, to say for him what he is not able to say for himself.’ 
“Where is he?’ 
‘He has left England.’ 
‘For any purpose that you know of?” 
‘Yes. He has sailed to join the expedition of rescue—I ought 

rather to call it the forlorn hope—which is to search for the lost 
explorers in Central Australia.’ 

In other words, he had gone to seek death in the fatal foot- 
steps of Burke and Wills. I could not trust myself to speak. 
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The doctor saw that there was a reason for my silence, and 

that he would do well not to notice it. He changed the subject. 

‘May L ask,’ he said, ‘if you have heard from the servants left 

in charge at your house in London?’ 
‘Has anything happened?’ 
‘Something has happened which they are evidently afraid to 

tell you; knowing the high opinion which you have of Mrs. 
Mozeen. She has suddenly quitted your service, and has gone, 
nobody knows where. I have taken charge of a letter which she 
left for you.’ 

He handed me the letter. As soon as I had recovered myself, 
I looked at it. 

There was this inscription on the address: ‘For my good 
master, to wait until he returns home.’ 

The few lines in the letter itself ran thus: 

‘Distressing circumstances oblige me to leave you, sir, and do 
not permit me to enter into particulars. In asking your pardon, 
I offer my sincere thanks for your kindness, and my fervent 
prayers for your welfare.’ 

That was all. The date had a special interest for me. Mrs. 
Mozeen had written on the day when she must have received my 
letter—the letter which has already appeared in these pages. 

‘Is there really nothing known of the poor woman’s motives?’ 
I asked. 

‘There are two explanations suggested,’ the doctor informed 
me. ‘One of them, which is offered by your female servants, 
seems to me absurd. They declare that Mrs. Mozeen, at her 
mature age, was in love with the young man who is your foot- 
man! It is even asserted that she tried to recommend herself to 
him, by speaking of the money which she expected to bring to 
the man who would make her his wife. The footman’s reply, 
informing her that he was already engaged to be married, is 
alleged to be the cause which has driven her from your house.’ 

I begged that the doctor would not trouble himself to repeat 
more of what my women servants had said. 
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‘If the other explanation,’ I added, ‘is equally unworthy of 
notice——— 

‘The other explanation,’ the doctor interposed, ‘comes from 

Mr. Rothsay, and is of a very serious kind.’ 
Rothsay’s opinion demanded my respect. 
“What view does he take?’ I inquired. 
‘A view that startles me,’ the doctor said. ‘You remember my 

telling you of the interest he took in your symptoms, and in the 
remedies I had employed? Well! Mr. Rothsay accounts for the 
incomprehensible recovery of your health by asserting that 
poison—probably administered in small quantities, and inter- 
mitted at intervals in fear of discovery—has been mixed with 
your medicine; and he asserts that the guilty person is Mrs. 
Mozeen.’ 

It was impossible that I could openly express the indignation 
that I felt on hearing this. My position towards Rothsay forced 
me to restrain myself. 

‘May Lask,’ the doctor continued, ‘if Mrs. Mozeen was aware 

that she had a legacy to expect at your death?’ 
‘Certainly.’ 
‘Has she a brother who is one of the dispensers employed by 

your chemists?’ 
BY 6S.” 
‘Did she know that I doubted if my prescriptions had been 

properly prepared, and that I intended to make inquiries?’ 
‘I wrote to her myself on the subject.’ 
‘Do you think her brother told her that I was referred to him, 

when I went to the chemists?’ 
‘I have no means of knowing what her retier did.’ 
‘Can you at least tell me when she received your letter?’ 
‘She must have received it on the day when she left my house.’ 
The doctor rose with a grave face. 
‘These are rather extraordinary coincidences,’ he remarked. 
I merely replied, ‘Mrs. Mozeen is as incapable of poisoning as 

I am.’ 
The doctor wished me good morning. 
I repeat here my conviction of my housekeeper’s innocence. 
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I protest against the cruelty which accuses her. And, whatever 
may have been her motive in suddenly leaving my service, I 
declare that she still possesses my sympathy and esteem, and I 
invite her to return to me if she ever sees these lines. 

I have only to add, by way of postscript, that we have heard of 
the safe return of the expedition of rescue. Time, as my wife and 
I both hope, may yet convince Rothsay that he will not be wrong 
in counting on Susan’s love—the love of a sister. 

In the meanwhile, we possess a memorial of our absent friend. 
We have bought his picture. 



MISS BERTHA 

AND THE YANKEE 





PRELIMINARY STATEMENTS 

OF WITNESSES FOR THE DEFENCE 

u @Miss BERTHALAROCHE OF NETTLEGROVEHALL 
TESTIFIES AND SAYS: 

Towards the middle of June, in the year 1817, I went to take 
the waters at Maplesworth, in Derbyshire, accompanied by my 
nearest living relative—my aunt. 
{am an only child; and I was twenty-one years old at my last 

birthday. On coming of age I inherited a house and lands in 
Derbyshire, together with a fortune in money of one hundred 
thousand pounds. The only education which I have received has 
been obtained within the last two or three years of my life; and I 
have thus far seen nothing of Society, in England or in any other 
civilized part of the world. I can be a competent witness, it seems, 
in spite of these disadvantages. Anyhow, I mean to tell the truth. 
My father was a French colonist in the island of Saint Dom- 

ingo. He died while I was very young; leaving to my mother and 
to me just enough to live on, in the remote part of the island 
in which our little property was situated. My mother was an 
Englishwoman. Her delicate health made it necessary for her to 
leave me, for many hours of the day, under the care of our house- 
hold slaves. I can riever forget their kindness to me; but, unfor- 

tunately, their ignorance equalled their kindness. If we had been 
rich enough to send to France or England for a competent 
governess we might have done very well. But we were not rich 
enough. I am ashamed to say that I was nearly thirteen years 
old before I had learnt to read and write correctly. 

Four more years passed—and then there came a wonderful 
event in our lives, which was nothing less than the change from 
Saint Domingo to England. 
My mother was distantly related to an ancient and wealthy 

English family. She seriously offended those proud people by 
marrying an obscure foreigner, who had nothing to live on but 
his morsel of land in the West Indies. Having no expectations 
from her relatives, my mother preferred happiness with the man 
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she loved to every other consideration; and I, for one, think she 

was right. From that moment she was cast off by the head of the 
family. For eighteen years of her life, as wife, mother, and 
widow, no letters came to her from her English home. We had 
just celebrated my seventeenth birthday when the first letter 
came. It informed my mother that no less than three lives, 
which stood between her and the inheritance of certain portions 
of the family property, had been swept away by death. Theestate 
and the fortune which I have already mentioned had fallen to 
her in due course of law, and her surviving relatives were mag- 
nanimously ready to forgive her at last! 
We wound up our affairs at Saint Domingo, and we went to 

England to take possession of our new wealth. 
At first, the return to her native air seemed to have a beneficial 

effect on my mother’s health. But it was a temporary improve- 
ment only. Her constitution had been fatally injured by the West 
Indian climate, and just as we had engaged a competent person 
to look after my neglected education, my constant attendance 
was needed at my mother’s bedside. We loved each other dearly, 
and we wanted no strange nurses to come between us. My aunt 

(my mother’s sister) relieved me of my cares in the intervals 
when I wanted rest. 

For seven sad months our dear sufferer lingered. I have only 
one remembrance to comfort me; my mother’s last kiss was 

mine—she died peacefully with her head on my bosom. 
I was nearly nineteen years old before I had sufficiently rallied 

my courage to be able to think seriously of myself and my 
prospects. 

At that age one does not willingly submit one’s self for the 
first time to the authority of a governess. Having my aunt for a 
companion and protectress, I proposed to engage my own 
masters and to superintend my own education. 
My plans failed to meet with the approval of the head of the 

family. He declared (most unjustly, as the event proved) that my 
aunt was not a fit person to take care of me. She had passed all 
the later years of her life in retirement. A good creature, he 
admitted, in her own way, but she had no knowledge of the 
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world, and no firmness of character. The right person to act 
as my chaperon, and to superintend my education, was the high- 
minded and accomplished woman who had taught his own 
daughters. 

I declined, with all needful gratitude and respect, to take his 
advice. The bare idea of living with a stranger so soon after my 
mother’s death revolted me. Besides, I liked my aunt, and my 
aunt liked me. Being made acquainted with my decision, the 
head of the family cast me off, exactly as he had cast off my 
mother before me. 

So I lived in retirement with my good aunt, and studied in- 
dustriously to improve my mind until my twenty-first birthday 
came. I was now an heiress, privileged to think and act for 
myself. My aunt kissed me tenderly. We talked of my poor 
mother, and we cried in each other’s arms on the memorable 

day that made a wealthy woman of me. In a little time more, 
other troubles than vain regrets for the dead were to try me, 
and other tears were to fill my eyes than the tears which I had 
given to the memory of my mother. 

I may now return to my visit, in June, 1817, to the healing 
springs at Maplesworth. 

This famous inland watering-place was only between nine and 
ten miles from my new home called Nettlegrove Hall. [had been 
feeling weak and out of spirits for some months, and our medical 
adviser recommended change of scene and a trial of the waters at 
Maplesworth. My aunt and I established ourselves in comfort- 
able apartments, with a letter of introduction to the chief doctor 
in the place. This otherwise harmless and worthy man proved, 
strangely enough, to be the innocent cause of the trials and 
troubles which beset me at the outset of my new life. 

The day after we had presented our letter of introduction, we 
met the doctor on the public walk. He was accompanied by two 
strangers, both young men, and both (so far as my ignorant 
opinion went) persons of some distinction, judging by their dress 
and manners. The doctor said a few kind words to us, and 
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rejoined his two companions. Both the gentlemen looked at 
me, and both took off their hats as my aunt and I proceeded on 
our walk. 

I own I thought occasionally of the well-bred strangers during 
the rest of the day, especially of the shortest of the two, who was 
also the handsomest of the two to my thinking. If this confession 
seems rather a bold one, remember, if you please, that I had 

never been taught to conceal my feelings at Saint Domingo, and 
that the events which followed our arrival in England had kept 
me completely secluded from the society of other young ladies of 
my age. 

The next day, while I was drinking my glass of healing water 
(extremely nasty water, by the way), the doctor joined us. 

While he was asking me about my health, the two strangers 
made their appearance again, and took off their hats again. 
They both looked expectantly at the doctor, and the doctor (in 
performance of a promise which he had already made, as I 
privately suspected) formally introduced them to my aunt and 
to me. First (I put the handsomest man first) Captain Arthur 
Stanwick, of the army, home from India on leave, and staying 

at Maplesworth to take the waters; secondly, Mr. Lionel Var- 
leigh, of Boston, in America, visiting England, after travelling 
all over Europe, and stopping at Maplesworth to keep company 
with his friend the Captain. 
On their introduction, the two gentlemen, observing, no 

doubt, that I was a little shy, forbore delicately from pressing 
their society on us. 

Captain Stanwick, with a beautiful smile, and with teeth 
worthy of the smile, stroked his whiskers, and asked me if I 

had found any benefit from taking the waters. He afterwards 
spoke in great praise of the charming scenery in the neighbour- 
hood of Maplesworth, and then turning away, addressed his 
next words to my aunt. Mr. Varleigh took his place. Speaking 
with perfect gravity, and with no whiskers to stroke, he said: 

‘I have once tried the waters here out of curiosity. I can sym- 
pathize, miss, with the expression which I observed on your 
face when you emptied your glass just now. Permit me to offer 
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you something nice to take the taste of the waters out of your 
mouth.’ He produced from his pocket a beautiful little box filled 
with sugar-plums. ‘I bought it in Paris,’ he explained. ‘Having 
lived a good deal in France, I have got into a habit of making 
little presents of this sort to ladies and children. I wouldn’t let 
the doctor see it, miss, if I were you. He has the usual medical 

prejudice against sugar-plums.” With that quaint warning he, 
too, made his bow and discreetly withdrew. 

Thinking it over afterwards, I acknowledged to myself that 
the English Captain—although he was the handsomest man of 
the two, and possessed the smoothest manners—had failed, 

nevertheless, to overcome my shyness. The American traveller’s 
unaffected sincerity and good-humour, on the other hand, set 
me quite at my ease. I could look at him and thank him, and 
feel amused at his sympathy with the grimace I had made, after 
swallowing the ill-flavoured waters. And yet, while I lay awake 
at night, wondering whether we should meet our new acquaint- 
ances on the next day, it was the English Captain that I most 
wanted to see again, and not the American traveller! At the 
time, I set this down to nothing more important than my own 
perversity. Ah, dear! dear! I know better than that now. 

The next morning brought the doctor to our hotel on a 
special visit to my aunt. He invented a pretext for sending me 
into the next room, which was so plainly a clumsy excuse, that 
my curiosity was aroused. I gratified my curiosity. Must I make 
my confession plainer still? Must I acknowledge that I was 
mean enough to listen on the other side of the door? 

I heard my dear innocent old aunt say, ‘Doctor! I hope you 
don’t see anything alarming in the state of Bertha’s health.’ 

The doctor burst out laughing. ‘My dear madam! there is 
nothing in the state of the young lady’s health which need cause 
the smallest anxiety to you or to me. The object of my visit is to 
justify myself for presenting those two gentlemen to you yester- 
day. They are both greatly struck by Miss Bertha’s beauty, and 
they both urgently entreated me to introduce them. Such intro- 
ductions, I need hardly say, are marked exceptions to my general 
tule. In ninety-nine cases out of a hundred I should have said 



204 WILKIE COLLINS 

No. In the cases of Captain Stanwick and Mr. Varleigh, how- 
ever, I saw no reason to hesitate. Permit me to assure you that 
I am not intruding on your notice two fortune-hunting adven- 
turers. They are both men of position and men of property. 
The family of the Stanwicks has been well known to me for 
years; and Mr. Varleigh brought me a letter from my oldest 
living friend, answering for him as a gentlemen in the highest 
sense of the word. He is the wealthiest man of the two; and it 

speaks volumes for him, in my opinion, that he has preserved 
his simplicity of character after a long residence in such places 
as Paris and Vienna. Captain Stanwick has more polish and 
ease of manner, but, looking under the surface, I rather fancy 

there may be something a little impetuous and domineering in 
his temper. However, we all have our faults. I can only say, for 
both these young friends of mine, that you need feel no scruple 
about admitting them to your intimacy, if they happen to please 
you—and your niece. Having now, I hope, removed any doubts 
which may have troubled you, pray recall Miss Bertha. I am 
afraid I have interrupted you in discussing your plans for the 
day.’ 

The smoothly eloquent doctor paused for the moment; and I 
darted away from the door. 

Our plans for the day included a drive through the famous 
scenery near the town. My two admirers met us on horseback. 
Here, again, the Captain had the advantage over his friend. His 
seat in the saddle and his riding-dress were both perfect things in 
their way. The Englishman rode on one side of the carriage and 
the American on the other. They both talked well, but Mr. 
Varleigh had seen more of the world in general than Captain 
Stanwick, and he made himself certainly the most interesting 
and most amusing companion of the two. 

On our way back my admiration was excited by a thick wood, 
beautifully situated on rising ground at a little distance from the 
high-road. ‘Oh, dear,’ I said, ‘how I should like to take a walk in 

that wood!’ Idle thoughtless words; but, oh, what remembrances 

crowd on me as I think of them now! 
Captain Stanwick and Mr. Varleigh at once dismounted and 
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offered themselves as my escort. The coachman warned them to 
be careful; people had often lost themselves, he said, in that 

wood. I asked the name of it. The name was Herne Wood. My 
aunt was not very willing to leave her comfortable seat in the 
carriage, but it ended in her going with us. 

Before we entered the wood, Mr. Varleigh noted the position 
of the high-road by his pocket-compass. Captain Stanwick 
laughed at him, and offered me his arm. Ignorant as I was of 
the ways of the world and the rules of coquetry, my instinct 
(I suppose) warned me not to distinguish one of the gentlemen 
too readily at the expense of the other. I took my aunt’s arm and 
settled it in that way. 
A winding path led us into the wood. 
On a nearer view, the place disappointed me; the farther we 

advanced, the more horribly gloomy it grew. The thickly-grow- 
ing trees shut out the light; the damp stole over me little by little 
until I shivered; the undergrowth of bushes and thickets rustled at 
intervals mysteriously, as some invisible creeping creature passed 
through it. At a turn in the path we reached a sort of clearing, 
and saw the sky and the sunshine once more. But, even here, 

a disagreeable incident occurred. A snake wound his undulating 
way across the open space, passing close by me, and I was fool 
enough to scream. The Captain killed the creature with his 
riding-cane, taking a pleasure in doing it which I did not like 
to see. 
We left the clearing and tried another path, and then another. 

And still the horrid wood preyed on my spirits. Lagreed with my 
aunt that we should do well to return to the carriage. On our way 
back we missed the right path, and lost ourselves for the moment. 
Mr. Varleigh consulted his compass, and pointed in one direc- 
tion. Captain Stanwick consulting nothing but his own jealous 
humour, pointed in the other. We followed Mr. Varleigh’s guid- 
ance, and got back to the clearing. He turned to the Captain, 
and said good-humouredly, “You see the compass was right.’ 
Captain Stanwick answered sharply, “There are more ways than 
one out of an English wood; you talk as if we were in one of 
your American forests.’ 
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Mr. Varleigh seemed to be at a loss to understand his rude- 
ness: there was a pause. The two men looked at each other, 
standing face to face on the brown earth of the clearing— 
the Englishman’s ruddy countenance, light auburn hair and 
whiskers, and well-opened bold blue eyes, contrasting with the 
pale complexion, the keenly-observant look, the dark closely-cut 
hair, and the delicately-lined face of the American. It was only 
for a moment: I had barely time to feel uneasy before they con- 
trolled themselves and led us back to the carriage, talking as 
pleasantly as if nothing had happened. For days afterwards, 
nevertheless, that scene in the clearing—the faces and figures of 
the two men, the dark line of trees hemming them in on all sides, 

the brown circular patch of ground on which they stood— 
haunted my memory, and got in the way of my brighter and 
happier thoughts. When my aunt inquired if I had enjoyed the 
day, I surprised her by saying, No. And when she asked why, 
I could only answer, ‘It was all spoilt by Herne Wood.’ 

Three weeks passed. 
The terror of those dreadful days creeps over me again when 

I think of them. I mean to tell the truth without shrinking; but I 
may at least consult my own feelings by dwelling on certain 
particulars as briefly as I can. I shall describe my conduct 
towards the two men who courted me, in the plainest terms, if I 

say that I distinguished neither of them. Innocently and stupidly 
I encouraged them both. 

In books, women are generally represented as knowing their 
own minds in matters which relate to love and marriage. This is 
not my experience of myself. Day followed day; and, ridiculous 
as it may appear, I could not decide which of my two admirers I 
liked best! 

Captain Stanwick was, at first, the man of my choice. While 
he kept his temper under control, he charmed me. But when he 
let it escape him, he sometimes disappointed, sometimes irritated 
me. In that frame of mind I turned for relief to Lionel Varleigh, 
feeling that he was the more gentle and the more worthy man of 
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the two, and honestly believing, at such times, that I preferred 
him to his rival. For the first few days after our visit to Herne 
Wood I had excellent opportunities of comparing them. They 
paid their visits to us together, and they divided their attentions 
carefully between me and my aunt. At the end of the week, how- 
ever, they began to present themselves separately. If I had 
possessed any experience of the natures of men, I might have 
known what this meant, and might have seen the future possi- 
bility of some more serious estrangement between the two 
friends, of which I might be the unfortunate cause. As it was, I 

never once troubled my head about what might be passing out 
of my presence. Whether they came together, or whether they 
came separately, their visits were always agreeable to me, and 
I thought of nothing and cared for nothing more. 

But the time that was to enlighten me was not far off. 
One day Captain Stanwick called much earlier than usual. My 

aunt had not yet returned from her morning walk. The Captain 
made some excuse for presenting himself under these circum- 
stances which I have now forgotten. 

Without actually committing himself to a proposal of mar- 
riage, he spoke with such tender feeling, he managed his hold on 
my inexperience so delicately, that he entrapped me into saying 
some words, on my side, which I remembered with a certain 
dismay as soon as I was left alone again. In half an hour more, 
Mr. Lionel Varleigh was announced as my next visitor. I at once 
noticed a certain disturbance in his look and manner which was 
quite new in my experience of him. I offered him a chair. To my 
surprise he declined to take it. 

‘I must trust to your indulgence to permit me to put an 
embarrassing question to you,’ he began. ‘It rests with you, Miss 
Laroche, to decide whether I shall remain here, or whether I 

shall relieve you of my presence by leaving the room.’ 
‘What can you possibly mean?’ I asked. 
‘Is it your wish,’ he went on, ‘that I should pay you no more 

visits except in Captain Stanwick’s company, or by Captain 
Stanwick’s express permission?’ 
My astonishment deprived me for the moment of the power of 
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answering him. ‘Do you really mean that Captain Stanwick has 
forbidden you to call on me?’ I asked as soon as I could speak. 

‘I have exactly repeated what Captain Stanwick said to me 
half an hour since,’ Lionel Varleigh answered. 

In my indignation at hearing this, I entirely forgot the rash 
words of encouragement which the Captain had entrapped me 
into speaking to him. When I think of it now, Iam ashamed to 
repeat the language in which I resented this man’s presumptuous 
assertion of authority over me. Having committed one act of 
indiscretion already, my anxiety to assert my freedom of action 
hurried me into committing another. I bade Mr. Varleigh 
welcome whenever he chose to visit me, in terms which made his 

face flush under the emotions of pleasure and surprise which I 
had aroused in him. My wounded vanity acknowledged no 
restraints. I signed to him to take a seat on the sofa at my side; 
I engaged to go to his lodgings the next day, with my aunt, and 
see the collection of curiosities which he had amassed in the 
course of his travels. I almost believe, if he had tried to kiss me, 

that I was angry enough with the Captain to have let him do it! 
Remember what my life had been—remember how ignorantly 

I had passed the precious days of my youth, how insidiously a 
sudden accession of wealth and importance had encouraged my 
folly and my pride—and try, like good Christians, to make some 
allowance for me! 
My aunt came in from her walk before Mr. Varleigh’s visit 

had ended. She received him rather coldly, and he perceived it. 
After reminding me of our appointment for the next day, he 
took his leave. 

“What appointment does Mr. Varleigh mean?’ my aunt asked, 
as soon as we were alone. ‘Is it wise, under the circumstances, to 

make appointments with Mr. Varleigh?’ she said, when I had 
answered her question. I naturally inquired what she meant. 
My aunt replied, “I have met Captain Stanwick while I was out 
walking. He has told me something which I am quite at a loss to 
understand. Is it possible, Bertha, that you have received a 
proposal of marriage from him favourably, without saying one 
word about your intentions to me?’ 
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I instantly denied it. However rashly I might have spoken, I 
had certainly said nothing to justify Captain Stanwick in claim- 
ing me as his promised wife. In his mean fear of a fair rivalry 
with Mr. Varleigh, he had deliberately misinterpreted me. ‘If I 
marry either of the two,’ I said, ‘it will be Mr. Varleigh!’ 
My aunt shook her head. ‘These two gentlemen seem to be 

both in love with you, Bertha. It is a trying position for you 
between them, and I am afraid you have acted with some in- 
discretion. Captain Stanwick tells me that he and his friend have 
come to a separation already. I fear you are the cause of it. Mr. 
Varleigh has left the hotel at which he was staying with the 
Captain, in consequence of a disagreement between them this 
morning. You were not aware of that when you accepted his 
invitation. Shall I write an excuse for you? We must, at least, 

put off the visit, my dear, until you have set yourself right with 
Captain Stanwick.’ 

I began to feel a little alarmed, but I was too obstinate to yield 
without a struggle. “Give me time to think over it,’ I said. ‘To 
write an excuse seems like acknowledging the Captain’s author- 
ity. Let us wait till to-morrow morning.’ 

The morning brought with it another visit from Captain 
Stanwick. This time my aunt was present. He looked at her 
without speaking, and turned to me, with his fiery temper show- 
ing itself already in his eyes. 

‘I have a word to say to you in private,’ he began. 
‘I have no secrets from my aunt,’ I answered. ‘Whatever you 

have to say, Captain Stanwick, may be said here.’ 
He opened his lips to reply, and suddenly checked himself. He 

was controlling his anger by so violent an effort that it turned his 
ruddy face pale. For the moment he conquered his temper—he 
addressed himself to me with the outward appearance of respect 
at least. 

‘Has that man Varleigh lied?’ he asked; ‘or have you given 
him hopes too—after what you said to me yesterday?’ 

‘I said nothing to you yesterday which gives you any right to 
P 
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put that question to me,’ I rejoined. “You have entirely mis- 
understood me if you think so.’ 
My aunt attempted to say a few temperate words, in the hope 

of soothing him. He waved his hand, refusing to listen to her, 

and advanced closer to me. 
‘You have misunderstood me,’ he said, ‘if you think I am a 

man to be made a plaything of in the hands of a coquette!’ 
My aunt interposed once more, with a resolution which I had 

not expected from her. 
‘Captain Stanwick,’ she said, “you are forgetting yourself.’ 
He paid no heed to her; he persisted in speaking to me. ‘It is 

my misfortune to love you,’ he burst out. ‘My whole heart is set 
on you. I mean to be your husband, and no other man living 
shall stand in my way. After what you said to me yesterday, I 
have a right to consider that you have favoured my addresses. 
This is not a mere flirtation. Don’t think it! I say it’s the passion 
of a life! Do you hear? It’s the passion of a man’s whole life! 
I am not to be trifled with. I have had a night of sleepless misery 
about you—I have suffered enough for you—and you’re not 
worth it. Don’t laugh! This is no laughing matter. Take care, 
Bertha! Take care!’ 
My aunt rose from her chair. She astonished me. On all 

ordinary occasions the most retiring, the most feminine of 

women, she now walked up to Captain Stanwick and looked 
him full in the face, without flinching for an instant. 

“You appear to have forgotten that you are speaking in the 
presence of two ladies,’ she said. ‘Alter your tone, sir, or I shall 

be obliged to take my niece out of the room.’ 
Half angry, half frightened, I tried to speak in my turn. My 

aunt signed to me to be silent. The Captain drew back a step as 
if he felt her reproof. But his eyes, still fixed on me, were as 
fiercely bright as ever. There the gentleman’s superficial good- 
breeding failed to hide the natural man beneath. 

‘T will leave you in undisturbed possession of the room,’ he 
said to my aunt with bitter politeness. ‘Before I go, permit me to 
give your niece an opportunity of reconsidering her conduct 
before it is too late.’ My aunt drew back, leaving him free to 
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speak to me. After considering for a moment, he laid his hand 
firmly, but not roughly, on my arm. “You have accepted Lionel 
Varleigh’s invitation to visit him,’ he said, ‘under pretence of 
seeing his curiosities. Think again before you decide on keeping 
that engagement. If you go to Varleigh to-morrow, you will 
repent it to the last day of your life.’ Saying those words, in a 
tone which made me tremble in spite of myself, he walked to the 

door. As he laid his hand on the lock, he turned towards me for 

the last time. ‘I forbid you to go to Varleigh’s lodgings,’ he said, 
very distinctly and quietly. ‘Understand what I tell you. I forbid 
it.’ 

With those words he left us. 
My aunt sat down by me and took my hand kindly. ‘There is 

only one thing to be done,’ she said; ‘we must return at once to 
Nettlegrove. If Captain Stanwick attempts to annoy you in your 
own house, we have neighbours who will protect us, and we have 
Mr. Loring, our Rector, to appeal to for advice. As for Mr. 
Varleigh, I will write our excuses myself before we go away.’ 

She put out her hand to ring the bell and order the carriage. I 
stopped her. My childish pride urged me to assert myself in 
some way, after the passive position that I had been forced to 
occupy during the interview with Captain Stanwick. 

‘No,’ I said, ‘it is not acting fairly towards Mr. Varleigh to 
break our engagement with him. Let us return to Nettlegrove by 
all means, but let us first call on Mr. Varleigh and take our leave. 
Are we to behave rudely to a gentleman who has always treated 
us with the utmost consideration, because Captain Stanwick has 

tried to frighten us by cowardly threats? The commonest feeling 
of self-respect forbids it.’ 
My aunt protested against this outbreak of folly with perfect 

temper and good sense. But my obstinacy (my firmness as I 
thought it!) was immovable. I left her to choose between going 
with me to Mr. Varleigh, or letting me go to him by myself. 
Finding it useless to resist, she decided, it is needless to say, on 

going with me. 
We found Mr. Varleigh very courteous, but more than usually 

grave and quiet. Our visit only lasted for a few minutes; my 
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aunt using the influence of her age and her position to shorten it. 
She mentioned family affairs as the motive which recalled us to 
Nettlegrove. I took it on myself to invite Mr. Varleigh to visit me 
at my own house. He bowed and thanked me, without engaging 
himself to accept the invitation. When I offered him my hand 
at parting, he raised it to his lips, and kissed it with a fervour 

that agitated me. His eyes looked into mine with a sorrowful 
admiration, with a lingering regret, as if they were taking their 
leave of me for a long while. ‘Don’t forget me!’ he whispered, as 
he stood at the door, while I followed my aunt out. ‘Come to 

Nettlegrove,’ I whispered back. His eyes dropped to the ground; 
he let me go without a word more. 

This, I declare solemnly, was all that passed at our visit. By 
some unexpressed consent among us, no allusion whatever was 
made to Captain Stanwick; not even his name was mentioned. I 
never knew that the two men had met, just before we called on 
Mr. Varleigh. Nothing was said which could suggest to me the 
slightest suspicion of any arrangement for another meeting 
between them later in the day. Beyond the vague threats which 
had escaped Captain Stanwick’s lips—threats which I own I 
was rash enough to despise—I had no warning whatever of the 
dreadful events which happened at Maplesworth on the day 
after our return to Nettlegrove Hall. 

I can only add that I am ready to submit to any questions that 
may be put to me. Pray don’t think me a heartless woman. My 
worst fault was ignorance. In those days, I knew nothing of the 
false pretences under which men hide what is selfish and savage 
in their natures from the women whom it is their interest to 
deceive. 

2 Q@ JULIUS BENDER, FENCING-MASTER, TESTIFIES 
AND SAYS: 
Tam of German nationality; established in England as teacher 

of the use of the sword and the pistol since the beginning of the 
present year. 
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Finding business slack in London, it unfortunately occurred 
to me to try what I could do in the country. I had heard of 
Maplesworth as a place largely frequented by visitors on account 
of the scenery, as well as by invalids in need of taking the waters; 

and I opened a gallery there at the beginning of the season of 
1817, for fencing and pistol practice. About the visitors I had 
not been deceived; there were plenty of idle young gentlemen 
among them who might have been expected to patronize my 
establishment. They showed the most barbarous indifference to 
the noble art of attack and defence—came by twos and threes, 
looked at my gallery, and never returned. My small means 
began to fail me. After paying my expenses, I was really at 
my wits’ end to find a few pounds to go on with, in the hope of 
better days. 

One gentleman, I remember, who came to see me, and who 

behaved most liberally. 
He described himself as an American, and said he had 

travelled a great deal. As my ill luck would have it, he stood 
in no need of my instructions. On the two or three occasions 
when he amused himself with my foils and my pistols, he proved 
to be one of the most expert swordsmen and one of the finest 
shots that I ever met with. It was not wonderful: he had by 
nature cool nerves and a quick eye; and he had been taught by 
the masters of the art in Vienna and Paris. 

Early in July—the 9th or 10th of the month, I think—I was 
sitting alone in my gallery, looking ruefully enough at the last 
two sovereigns in my purse, when a gentleman was announced 
who wanted a lesson. ‘A private lesson,’ he said with emphasis, 
looking at the man who cleaned and took care of my weapons. 

[I sent the man out of the room. The stranger (an Englishman, 
and, as I fancied, judging by outward appearances, a military 
man as well) took from his pocket-book a fifty-pound bank-note 
and held it up before me. ‘I have a heavy wager depending on a 
fencing match,’ he said, ‘and I have no time to improve myself. 
Teach me a trick which will make me a match for a man skilled 
in the use of the foil, and keep the secret—and there are fifty 
pounds for you.’ 
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I hesitated. I did indeed hesitate, poor as I was. But this devil 
of a man held his bank-note before me whichever way I looked, 
and I had only two pounds left in the world! 

‘Are you going to fight a duel?’ I asked. 
‘I have already told you what I am going to do,’ he answered. 
I waited a little. The infernal bank-note still tempted me. In 

spite of myself, I tried him again. 
‘If I teach you the trick,’ I persisted, ‘will you undertake to 

make no bad use of your lesson?’ 
‘Yes,’ he said, impatiently enough. 
I was not quite satisfied yet. 
‘Will you promise it, on your word of honour?’ I asked. 
‘Of course I will,’ he answered. ‘Take the money, and don’t 

keep me waiting any longer!’ 
I took the moriey, and I taught him the trick—and I regretted 

it almost as soon as it was done. Not that I knew, mind, 

of any serious consequences that followed; for I returned to 
London the next morning. My sentiments were those of a man 
of honour, who felt that he had degraded his art, and who 

could not be quite sure that he might not have armed the hand 
of an assassin as well. I have no more to say. 

3 @ THOMAS OUTWATER, SERVANT TO CAPTAIN 
STANWICK, TESTIFIES AND SAYS: 

If I did not firmly believe my master to be out of his senses, no 
punishment that I could receive would prevail upon me to tell of 
him what I am going to tell now. 

But I say he is mad, and therefore not accountable for what he 
has done—mad for love of a young woman. If I could have my 
way, I should like to twist her neck, though she is a lady, and a 

great heiress into the bargain. Before she came between them, 
my master and Mr. Varleigh were more like brothers than any- 
thing else. She set them at variance, and whether she meant to do 
it or not is all the same to me. I own I took a dislike to her when 
I first saw her. She was one of the light-haired, blue-eyed sort, 
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with an innocent look and a snaky waist—not at all to be 
depended on, as I have found them. 

I hear I am not expected to give an account of the disagree- 
ment between the two gentlemen, of which this lady was the 
cause. I am to state what I did in Maplesworth, and what I saw 
afterwards in Herne Wood. Poor as I am, I would give a five- 
pound note to anybody who could do it for me. Unfortunately, 
I must do it for myself. 

On the 10th of July, in the evening, my master went, for the 
second time that day, to Mr. Varleigh’s lodgings. 

I am certain of the date, because it was the day of publication 
of the town newspaper, and there was a law report in it which 
set everybody talking. There had been a duel with pistols, a day 
or two before, between a resident in the town and a visitor, 

caused by some dispute about horses. Nothing very serious came 
of the meeting. One of the men only was hurt, and the wound 
proved to be of no great importance. The awkward part of the 
matter was that the constables appeared on the ground, before 
the wounded man had been removed. He and his two seconds 
were caught, and the prisoners were committed for trial. Duel- 
ling (the magistrates said) was an inhuman and unchristian 
practice, and they were determined to put the law in force and 
stop it. This sentence made a great stir in the town, and fixed the 
date, as I have just said, in my mind. 

Having been accidentally within hearing of some of the dis- 
putes concerning Miss Laroche between my master and Mr. 
Varleigh, I had my misgivings about the Captain’s second visit 
to the friend with whom he had quarrelled already. A gentleman 
called on him, soon after he had gone out, on important busi- 
ness. This gave me an excuse for following him to Mr. Varleigh’s 
rooms with the visitor’s card, and I took the opportunity. 

I heard them at high words on my way upstairs, and waited a 
little on the landing. The Captain was in one of his furious 
rages; Mr. Varleigh was firm and cool as usual. After listening 
for a minute or so, I heard enough (in my opinion) to justify me 
in entering the room. I caught my master in the act of lifting his 
cane—threatening to strike Mr. Varleigh. He instantly dropped 
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his hand, and turned on me ina fury at my intrusion. Taking no 
notice of this outbreak of temper, I gave him his friend’s card, 

and went out. A talk followed in voices too low for me to hear 
outside the room, and then the Captain approached the door. I 
got out of his way, feeling very uneasy about what was to come 
next. I could not presume to question Mr. Varleigh. The only 
thing I could think of was to tell the young lady’s aunt what I 
had seen and heard, and to plead with Miss Laroche herself to 
make peace between them. When I inquired for the ladies at 
their lodgings, I was told that they had left Maplesworth. 

I saw no more of the Captain that night. 
The next morning he seemed to be quite himself again. He 

said to me, ‘Thomas, I am going sketching in Herne Wood. Take 
the paint-box and the rest of it, and put this into the carriage.’ 

He handed me a packet as thick as my arm, and about three 

feet long, done up in many folds of canvas. I made bold to ask 
what it was. He answered that it was an artist’s sketching 
umbrella, packed for travelling. 

In an hour’s time, the carriage stopped on the road below 
Herne Wood. My master said he would carry his sketching 
things himself, and I was to wait with the carriage. In giving 
him the so-called umbrella, I took the occasion of his eye being 
off me for the moment to pass my hand over it carefully; and 
I felt, through the canvas, the hilt of a sword. As an old soldier, 

I could not be mistaken—the hilt of a sword. — 
What I thought, on making this discovery, does not much 

matter. What I did was to watch the Captain into the wood, and 
then to follow him. 

I tracked him along the path to where there was a clearing in 
the midst of the trees. There he stopped, and I got behind a tree. 
He undid the canvas, and produced two swords concealed in the 
packet. If I had felt any doubts before, I was certain of what was 
coming now. A duel without seconds or witnesses, by way of 
keeping the town magistrates in the dark—a duel between my 
master and Mr. Varleigh! As his name came into my mind, the 
man himself appeared, making his way into the clearing from 
the other side of the wood. 
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What could I do to stop it? No human creature was in sight. 
The nearest village was a mile away, reckoning from the farther 
side of the wood. The coachman was a stupid old man, quite 
useless in a difficulty, even if I had had time enough to go back 
to the road and summon him to help me. While I was thinking 
about it, the Captain and Mr. Varleigh had stripped to their 
shirts and trousers. When they crossed their swords, I could 
stand it no longer—I burst in on them. ‘For God Almighty’s 
sake, gentlemen,’ I cried out, ‘don’t fight without seconds!’ My 

master turned on me like the madman he was, and threatened 

me with the point of his sword. Mr. Varleigh pulled me back 
out of harm’s way. ‘Don’t be afraid,’ he whispered, as he led 

me back to the verge of the clearing; ‘I have chosen the sword 
instead of the pistol expressly to spare his life.’ 

Those noble words (spoken by as brave and true a man as 
ever breathed) quieted me. I knew Mr. Varleigh had earned the 
repute of being one of the finest swordsmen in Europe. 

The duel began. I was placed behind my master, and was 
consequently opposite to his antagonist. The Captain stood on 
his defence, waiting for the other to attack. Mr. Varleigh made a 
pass. I was opposite the point of his sword; I saw it touch the 
Captain’s left shoulder. In the same instant of time my master 
struck up his opponent’s sword with his own weapon, seized 
Mr. Varleigh’s right wrist in his left hand, and passed his sword 
clean through Mr. Varleigh’s breast. He fell, the victim of a 
murderous trick—fell without a word or a cry. 

The Captain turned slowly, and faced me with his bloody 
sword in his hand. I can’t tell you how he looked; I can only say 
that the sight of him turned me faint with terror. I was at 
Waterloo—I am no coward. But I tell you the cold sweat poured 
down my face like water. I should have dropped if I had not held 
by the branch of a tree. 
My master waited until I had in a measure recovered myself. 

‘Feel if his heart beats,’ he said, pointing to the man on the 

ground. 
I obeyed. He was dead—the heart was still; the beat of the 

pulse was gone. I said, “You have killed him!’ 
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The Captain made no answer. He packed up the two swords 
again in the canvas, and put them under his arm. Then he told 
me to follow him with the sketching materials. I drew back from 
him without speaking; there was a horrid hollow sound in his 
voice that I did not like. ‘Do as I tell you,’ he said, ‘you have 

yourself to thank for it if I refuse to lose sight of you now.’ I 
managed to say that he might trust me to say nothing. He 
refused to trust me; he put his hand to take hold of me. I could 
not stand that. ‘I’ll go with you,’ I said; ‘don’t touch me!’ We 
reached the carriage and returned to Maplesworth. The same 
day we travelled by post to London. 

In London I contrived to give the Captain the slip. By the first 
coach the next morning I went back to Maplesworth, eager to 
hear what had happened, and if the body had been found. Nota 
word of news reached me; nothing seemed to be known of the 
duel in Herne Wood. 

I went to the wood—on foot, fearing that I might be traced 
if I hired a carriage. The country round was as solitary as usual. 
Not a creature was near when I entered the wood; not a creature 

was near when I looked into the clearing. 
There was nothing on the ground. The body was gone. 

4\. THE REVEREND ALFRED LORING, RECTOR OF 

NETTLEGROVE, TESTIFIES AND SAYS: 
Early in the month of October, 1817, I was informed that 

Miss Bertha Laroche had called at my house, and wished to see 
me in private. 

I had first been presented to Miss Laroche on her arrival, with 
her aunt, to take possession of her property at Nettlegrove Hall. 
My opportunities of improving my acquaintance with her had 
not been so numerous as I could have desired, and I sincerely 
regretted it. She had produced a very favourable impression on 
me. Singularly inexperienced and impulsive—with an odd mix- 
ture of shyness and vivacity in her manner, and subject now and 
then to outbursts of vanity and petulance which she was divert- 
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ingly incapable of concealing—I could detect, nevertheless, 
under the surface the signs which told of a true and generous 
nature, of a simple and pure heart. Her personal appearance, I 
should add, was attractive in a remarkable degree. There was 
something in it so peculiar, and at the same time so fascinating, 
that I am conscious it may have prejudiced me in her favour. 
For fear of this acknowledgment being misunderstood, I think 
it right to add that I am old enough to be her grandfather, and 
that I am also a married man. 

I told the servant to show Miss Laroche into my study. 
The moment she entered the room, her appearance alarmed 

me: she looked literally panic-stricken. I offered to send for my 
wife; she refused the proposal. I entreated her to take time at 
least to compose herself. It was not in her impulsive nature to do 
this. She said, “Give me your hand to encourage me, and let me 
speak while I can.’ I gave her my hand, poor soul. I said, ‘Speak 
to me, my dear, as if I were your father.’ 

So far as I could understand the incoherent statement which 
she addressed to me, she had been the object of admiration 
(while visiting Maplesworth) to two gentlemen, who both 
desired to marry her. Hesitating between them, and perfectly in- 
experienced in such matters, she had been the unfortunate cause 
of enmity between the rivals, and had returned to Nettlegrove, 

at her aunt’s suggestion, as the best means of extricating herself 
from a very embarrassing position. The removal failing to 
alleviate her distressing recollections of what had happened, she 
and her aunt had tried a further change by making a tour of 
two months on the Continent. She had returned in a more quiet 
frame of mind. To her great surprise, she had heard nothing 
of either of her two suitors, from the day when she left Maples- 
worth to the day when she presented herself at my rectory. 

Early that morning she was walking, after breakfast, in the 
park at Nettlegrove when she heard footsteps behind her. She 
turned and found herself face to face with one of her suitors at 
Maplesworth. I am informed that there is no necessity now 
for my suppressing the name. The gentleman was Captain 

Stanwick, 
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He was fearfully changed for the worse that she hardly knew 
him again. 

After his first glance at her, he held his hand over his blood- 
shot eyes as if the sunlight hurt them. Without a word to prepare 
her for the disclosure, he confessed that he had killed Mr. 

Varleigh in a duel. His remorse (he declared) had unsettled his 

reason: only a few days had passed since he had been released 
from confinement in an asylum. 

‘You are the cause of it,’ he said wildly. ‘It is for love of you. 
I have but one hope left to live for—my hope in you. If you cast 
me off, my mind is made up. I will give my life for the life that 
I have taken; I will die by my own hand. Look at me, and you 
will see that I am in earnest. My future as a living man depends 
on your decision. Think of it to-day, and meet me here to- 
morrow. Not at this time; the horrid daylight feels like fire in 
my eyes, and goes like fire to my brain. Wait till sunset—you 
will find me here.’ 

He left her as suddenly as he had appeared. When she had 
sufficiently recovered herself to be able to think, she decided on 
saying nothing of what had happened to her aunt. She took her 
way to the rectory, to seek my advice. 

It is needless to encumber my narrative by any statement of 
the questions which I felt it my duty to put to her, under these 
circumstances. 
My inquiries informed me that Captain Stanwick had, in the 

first instance, produced a favourable impression on her. The less 
showy qualities of Mr. Varleigh had afterwards grown on her 
liking; aided greatly by the repelling effect on her mind of the 
Captain’s violent language and conduct when he had reason to 
suspect that his rival was being preferred to him. When she 
knew the horrible news of Mr. Varleigh’s death, she ‘knew her 
own heart’ (to repeat her exact words to me) by the shock that 
she felt. Towards Captain Stanwick the only feeling of which 
she was now conscious was, naturally, a feeling of the strongest 
aversion. 
My own course in this difficult and painful matter appeared to 

me to be clear. 
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‘It is your duty as a Christian to see this miserable man again,’ 
I said. ‘And it is my duty, as your friend and pastor, to sustain 
you under the trial. I will go with you to-morrow to the place of 
meeting.’ 

The next evening we found Captain Stanwick waiting for us in 
the park. 

He drew back on seeing me. I explained to him, temperately 
and firmly, what my position was. With sullen looks he resigned 
himself to endure my presence. By degrees I won his confidence. 
My first impression of him remains unshaken—the man’s reason 
was unsettled. I suspected that the assertion of his release was a 
falsehood, and that he had really escaped from the asylum. It 
was impossible to lure him into telling me where the place was. 
He was too cunning to do this—too cunning to say anything 
about his relations, when I tried to turn the talk that way next. 

On the other hand, he spoke with a revolting readiness of the 
crime that he had committed, and of his settled resolution to 
destroy himself if Miss Laroche refused to be his wife. ‘I have 
nothing else to live for; I am alone in the world,’ he said. ‘Even 

my servant has deserted me. He knows how I killed Lionel Var- 
leigh.’ He paused, and spoke his next words ina whisper to me. 
‘I killed him by a trick—he was the best swordsman of the two.’ 

This confession was so horrible that I could only attribute it 
to an insane delusion. On pressing my inquiries, I found that the 
same idea must have occurred to the poor wretch’s relations, 

and to the doctors who signed the certificates for placing him 
under medical care. This conclusion (as I afterwards heard) was 
greatly strengthened by the fact that Mr. Varleigh’s body had 
not been found on the reported scene of the duel. As to the 
servant, he had deserted his master in London, and had never 

reappeared. So far as my poor judgement went, the question 
before me was not of delivering a self-accused murderer to 
justice (with no corpse to testify against him), but of restoring 
an insane man to the care of the persons who had been 
appointed to restrain him. 
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I tried to test the strength of his delusion in an interval when 
he was not urging his shocking entreaties on Miss Laroche. 

‘How do you know that you killed Mr. Varleigh?’ I 
said. 
He looked at me with a wild terror in his eyes. Suddenly he 

lifted his right hand, and shook it in the air, with a moaning 

cry, which was unmistakably a cry of pain. ‘Should I see his 
ghost,’ he asked, ‘if I had not killed him? I know it, by the pain 
that wrings me in the hand that stabbed him. Always in my right 
hand! always the same pain at the moment when I see him!’ He 
stopped, and ground his teeth in the agony and reality of his 
delusion. ‘Look!’ he cried. ‘Look between the two trees behind 
you. There he is—with his dark hair, and his shaven face, and 

his steady look! There he is, standing before me as he stood in 
the wood, with his eyes on my eyes, and his sword feeling mine!’ 
He turned to Miss Laroche. ‘Do you see him too?’ he asked 
eagerly. “Tell me the truth. My whole life depends on your 
telling me the truth.’ 

She controlled herself with a wonderful courage. ‘I don’t see 
him,’ she answered. 

He took out his handkerchief, and passed it over his face with 
a gasp of relief. “There is my last chance!’ he said. ‘If she will 
be true to me—if she will be always near me, morning, noon, 

and night, I shall be released from the sight of him. See! he is 
fading away already. Gone!’ he cried, with a scream of exulta- 
tion. He fell on his knees, and looked at Miss Laroche like a 

savage adoring his idol. ‘Will you cast me off now?’ he asked 
humbly. “Lionel was fond of you in his lifetime. His spirit is a 
merciful spirit. He shrinks from frightening you; he has left me 
for your sake; he will release me for your sake. Pity me, take 
me to live with you—and I shall never see him again!’ 

It was dreadful to hear him. I saw that the poor girl could 
endure no more. “Leave us,’ I whispered to her; ‘I will join you 
at he house.’ 

He heard me, and instantly placed himself between us. ‘Let 
her promise, or she shan’t go.’ 

She felt, as I felt, the imperative necessity of saying anything 
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that might soothe him. At a sign from me she gave him her 
promise to return. 

He was satisfied—he insisted on kissing her hand, and then he 
let her go. I had by this time succeeded in inducing him to trust 
me. He proposed, of his own accord, that I should accompany 
him to the inn in the village at which he had been staying. The 
landlord (naturally enough distrusting his wretched guest) had 
warned him that morning to find some other place of shelter. 
I engaged to use my influence with the man to make him change 
his purpose, and I succeeded in effecting the necessary arrange- 
ments for having the poor wretch properly looked after. On my 
return to my own house, I wrote to a brother magistrate living 
near me, and to the superintendent of our county asylum, re- 
questing them to consult with me on the best means of lawfully 
restraining Captain Stanwick until we could communicate with 
his relations. Could I have done more than this? The event of 
the next morning answered that question—answered it at once 
and for ever. 

Presenting myself at Nettlegrove Hall towards sunset, to take 
charge of Miss Laroche, I was met by an obstacle in the shape of 
a protest from her aunt. 

This good lady had been informed of the appearance of Cap- 
tain Stanwick in the park, and she strongly disapproved of 
encouraging any further communication with him on the part 
of her niece. She also considered that I had failed in my duty 
in still leaving the Captain at liberty. I told her that I was only 
waiting to act on the advice of competent persons, who would 
arrive the next day to consult with me; and I did my best to 
persuade her of the wisdom of the course that I had taken in the 
meantime. Miss Laroche, on her side, was resolved to be true to 

the promise that she had given. Between us, we induced her 
aunt to yield on certain conditions. 

‘I know the part of the park in which the meeting is to take 
place,’ the old lady said; ‘it is my niece’s favourite walk. If she 

is not brought back to me in half an hour’s time, I shall send the 
men-servants to protect her.’ 
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The twilight was falling when we reached the appointed place. 
We found Captain Stanwick angry and suspicious; it was not 
easy to pacify him on the subject of our delay. His insanity 
seemed to me to be now more marked than ever. He had seen, 

or dreamed of seeing, the ghost during the past night. For the 
first time (he said) the apparition of the dead man had spoken to 
him. In solemn words it had condemned him to expiate his 
crime by giving his life for the life that he had taken. It had 
warned him not to insist on marriage with Bertha Laroche: 
‘She shall share your punishment if she shares your life. And 
you shall know it by this sign—She shall see me as you see me.’ 

I tried to compose him. He shook his head in immovable 
despair, ‘No,’ he answered; ‘if she sees him when I see him, 

there ends the one hope of release that holds me to life. It will be 
good-bye between us, and good-bye for ever!’ 
We had walked on, while we were speaking, to a part of the 

park through which there flowed a rivulet of clear water. On the 
farther bank the open ground led down into a wooded valley. 
On our side of the stream rose a thick plantation of fir-trees, 
intersected by a winding path. Captain Stanwick stopped as we 
reached the place. His eyes rested, in the darkening twilight, on 
the narrow space pierced by the path among the trees. On a 
sudden he lifted his right hand, with the same cry of pain which 
we had heard before: with his left hand he took Miss Laroche 
by the arm. ‘There!’ he said. ‘Look where I look! Do you see 
him there?’ 

As the words passed his lips, a dimly-visible figure appeared, 
advancing towards us along the path. 

Was it the figure of a living man? or was it the creation of my 
own excited fancy? Before I could ask myself the question, the 
man advanced a step nearer to us. A last gleam of the dying 
light fell on his face through an opening in the trees. At the same 
instant Miss Laroche started back from Captain Stanwick with 
a scream of terror. She would have fallen if I had not been near 
enough to support her. The Captain was instantly at her side 
again. ‘Speak!’ he cried. “Do you see it too?’ 

She was just able to say ‘Yes,’ before she fainted in my arms. 
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He stooped over her, and touched her cold cheek with his lips. 
‘Good-bye!’ he said, in tones suddenly and strangely changed to 
the most exquisite tenderness. “Good-bye, for ever!’ 

He leapt the rivulet; he crossed the open ground; he was lost to 
sight in the valley beyond. 

As he disappeared, the visionary man among the fir-trees 
advanced; passed in silence; crossed the rivulet at a bound; and 

vanished as the figure of the Captain had vanished before him. 
I was left alone with the swooning woman. Not a sound, far 

or near, broke the stillness of the coming night. 

S OQ Mr. FREDERIC DARNEL, MEMBER OF THE 
COLLEGE OF SURGEONS, TESTIFIES AND SAYS: 

In the intervals of my professional duty I am accustomed to 
occupy myself in studying Botany, assisted by a friend and 
neighbour, whose tastes in this respect resemble my own. When 
I can spare an hour or two from my patients, we go out together 
searching for specimens. Our favourite place is Herne Wood. It 
is rich in material for the botanist, and it is only a mile distant 
from the village in which I live. 

Early in July, my friend and I made a discovery in the wood 
of a very alarming and unexpected kind. We found a man in 
the clearing, prostrated by a dangerous wound, and to all 
appearance dead. 
We carried him to the gamekeeper’s cottage, on the outskirts 

of the wood, and on the side of it nearest to our village. He and 
his boy were out, but the light cart in which he makes his rounds, 

in the remoter part of his master’s property, was in the out- 
house. While my friend was putting the horse to, I examined the 
stranger’s wound. It had been quite recently inflicted, and I 
doubted whether it had (as yet, at any rate) really killed him. I 
did what I could with the linen and cold water which the game- 
keeper’s wife offered to me, and then my friend and I removed 
him carefully to my house in the cart. I applied the necessary 
restoratives, and I had the pleasure of satisfying myself that the 

Q 
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vital powers had revived. He was perfectly unconscious, of 
course, but the action of the heart became distinctly perceptible, 
and I had hopes. 

In a few days more I felt fairly sure of him. Then the usual 
fever set in. I was obliged, in justice to his friends, to search his 

clothes in presence of a witness. We found his handkerchief, his 
purse, and his cigar-case, and nothing more. No letters or visit- 
ing cards; nothing marked on his clothes but initials. There was 
no help for it but to wait to identify him until he could speak. 
When that time came, he acknowledged to me that he had 

divested himself purposely of any clue to his identity, in the fear 
(if some mischance happened to him) of the news of it reaching 
his father and mother abruptly, by means of the newspapers. 
He had sent a letter to his bankers in London, to be forwarded 

to his parents, if the bankers neither saw him nor heard from 
him in a month’s time. His first act was to withdraw this letter. 
The other particulars which he communicated to me are, I am 
told, already known. I need only add that I willingly kept his 
secret, simply speaking of him in the neighbourhood as a 
traveller from foreign parts who had met with an accident. 

His convalescence was a long one. It was the beginning of 
October before he was completely restored to health. When he 
left us he went to London. He behaved most liberally to me; and 
we parted with sincere good wishes on either side. 

G Q Mr. LIONEL VARLEIGH, OF BosTon, U.S.A., 

TESTIFIES AND SAYS: 
My first proceeding, on my recovery, was to go to the re- 

lations of Captain Stanwick in London, for the purpose of 
making inquiries about him. 

I do not wish to justify myself at the expense of that miserable 
man. It is true that I loved Miss Laroche too dearly to yield her 
to any rival except at her own wish. It is also true that Captain 
Stanwick more than once insulted me, and that I endured it. He 
had suffered from sunstroke in India, and in his angry moments 
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he was hardly a responsible being. It was only when he threat- 
ened me with personal chastisement that my patience gave way. 
We met sword in hand. In my mind was the resolution to spare 
his life. In his mind was the resolution to kill me. I have forgiven 
him. I will say no more. 

His relations informed me of the symptoms of insane delusion 
which he had shown after the duel; of his escape from the 
asylum in which he had been confined; and of the failure to find 
him again. 

The moment I heard this news the dread crossed my mind that 
Stanwick had found his way to Miss Laroche. In an hour more 
I was travelling to Nettlegrove Hall. 

I arrived late in the evening, and found Miss Laroche’s aunt 
in great alarm about her niece’s safety. The young lady was at 
that very moment speaking to Stanwick in the park, with only 
an old man (the Rector) to protect her. I volunteered to go at 
once, and assist in taking care of her. A servant accompanied 

me to show me the place of meeting. We heard voices indis- 
tinctly, but saw no one. The servant pointed to a path through 
the fir-trees. I went on quickly by myself, leaving the man within 
call. In a few minutes I came upon them suddenly, at a little 

distance from me, on the bank of a stream. 

The fear of seriously alarming Miss Laroche, if I showed 
myself too suddenly, deprived me for a moment of my presence 
of mind. Pausing to consider what it might be best to do, I was 
less completely protected from discovery by the trees than I had 
supposed. She had seen me; I heard her cry of alarm. The 
instant afterwards I saw Stanwick leap over the rivulet and take 
to flight. That action roused me. Without stopping for a word 
of explanation, I pursued him. 

Unhappily, I missed my footing in the obscure light, and fell 
on the open ground beyond the stream. When I had gained my 
feet once more, Stanwick had disappeared among the trees 
which marked the boundary of the park beyond me. I could see 
nothing of him, and I could hear nothing of him, when I came 

out on the high-road. There I met with a labouring man who 
showed me the way to the village. From the inn I sent a letter 
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to Miss Laroche’s aunt, explaining what had happened, and 
asking leave to call at the Hall on the next day. 

Early in the morning the Rector came to me at the inn. He 
brought sad news. Miss Laroche was suffering from a nervous 
attack, and my visit to the Hall must be deferred. Speaking next 
of the missing man, I heard all that Mr. Loring could tell me. 
My intimate knowledge of Stanwick enabled me to draw my 
own conclusion from the facts. The thought instantly crossed 
my mind that the poor wretch might have committed his 
expiatory suicide at the very spot on which he had attempted to 
kill me. Leaving the Rector to institute the necessary inquiries, 
I took post-horses to Maplesworth on my way to Herne Wood. 

Advancing from the high-road to the wood, I saw two persons 
at a little distance from me—a man in the dress of a gamekeeper, 

and a lad. I was too much agitated to take any special notice of 
them; I hurried along the path which led to the clearing. My 
presentiment had not misled me. There he lay, dead on the scene 
of the duel, with a blood-stained razor by his side! I fell on my 
knees by the corpse; I took his cold hand in mine; and I 
thanked God that I had forgiven him in the first days of my 
recovery. 

I was still kneeling, when I felt myself seized from behind. I 

struggled to my feet, and confronted the gamekeeper. He had 
noticed my hurry in entering the wood; his suspicions had been 
aroused, and he and the lad had followed me. There was blood 

on my clothes, there was horror in my face. Appearances were 
plainly against me; I had no choice but to accompany the game- 
keeper to the nearest magistrate. 
My instructions to my solicitor forbade him to vindicate my 

innocence by taking any technical legal objections to the action 
of the magistrate or of the coroner. I insisted on my witnesses 
being summoned to the lawyer’s office, and allowed to state, in 
their own way, what they could truly declare on my behalf; 
and I left my defence to be founded upon the materials thus 
obtained. In the meanwhile I was detained in custody, as a 
matter of course. 

With this event the tragedy of the duel reached its culminating 
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point. I was accused of murdering the man who had attempted 
to take my life! 

This last incident having been related, all that is worth notic- 

ing in my contribution to the present narrative comes to an end. 
I was tried in due course of law. The evidence taken at my 
solicitor’s office was necessarily altered in form, though not in 
substance, by the examination to which the witnesses were 
subjected in a court of justice. So thoroughly did our defence 
satisfy the jury, that they became restless towards the close of 
the proceedings, and returned their verdict of Not Guilty 
without quitting the box. 
When I was a free man again, it is surely needless to dwell on 

the first use that I made of my honourable acquittal. Whether 
I deserved the enviable place that I occupied in Bertha’s 
estimation, it is not for me to say. Let me leave the decision to 

the lady who has ceased to be Miss Laroche—I mean the lady 
who has been good enough to become my wife. 
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A FIRST WORD FOR MYSELF 

D 

De the doctor left me one evening, I asked him how 
much longer I was likely to live. He answered: ‘It’s not easy to 
say; you may die before I can get back to you in the morning, or 
you may live to the end of the month.’ 

I was alive enough on the next morning to think of the needs 
of my soul, and (being a member of the Roman Catholic 
Church) to send for the priest. 

The history of my sins, related in confession, included blame- 
worthy neglect of a duty which I owed to the laws of my country. 
In the priest’s opinion—and I agreed with him—I was bound to 
make public acknowledgment of my fault, as an act of penance 
becoming to a Catholic Englishman. We concluded, thereupon, 
to try a division of labour. I related the circumstances, while his 
reverence took the pen, and put the matter into shape. 

Here follows what came of it: 

u Q When I was a young man of five-and-twenty, I became a 
member of the London police force. After nearly two year’s 
ordinary experience of the responsible and ill-paid duties of that 
vocation, I found myself employed on my first serious and 
terrible case of official inquiry—relating to nothing less than the 
crime of Murder. 

The circumstances were these: 
I was then attached to a station in the northern district of 

London—which I beg permission not to mention more par- 
ticularly. On a certain Monday in the week, I took my turn of 
night duty. Up to four in the morning, nothing occurred at the 
station-house out of the ordinary way. It was then spring time, 
and, between the gas and the fire, the room became rather hot. 
I went to the door to get a breath of fresh air—much to the 
surprise of our Inspector on duty, who was constitutionally a 
chilly man. There was a fine rain falling; and a nasty damp in the 
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air sent me back to the fireside. I don’t suppose I had sat down 
for more than a minute when the swinging-door was violently 
pushed open. A frantic woman ran in with a scream, and said: 

‘Is this the station-house?’ 
Our Inspector (otherwise an excellent officer) had, by some 

perversity of nature, a hot temper in his chilly constitution. 
‘Why, bless the woman, can’t you see it is?’ he says. “What’s the 
matter now?’ 

‘Murder’s the matter!’ she burst out. ‘For God’s sake come 
back with me. It’s at Mrs. Crosscapel’s lodging-house, number 
14, Lehigh Street. A young woman has murdered her husband in 
the night! With a knife, sir. She says she thinks she did it in her 
sleep.’ 

I confess I was startled by this; and the third man on duty (a 
sergeant) seemed to feel it too. She was a nice-looking young 
woman, even in her terrified condition, just out of bed, with her 

clothes huddled on anyhow. I was partial in those days to a tall 
figure—and she was, as they say, my style. I put a chair for her; 
and the sergeant poked the fire. As for the Inspector, nothing 
ever upset him. He questioned her as coolly as if it had been a 
case of petty larceny. 

“Have you seen the murdered man?’ he asked. 
‘No, sir.’ 

“Or the wife?’ 
‘No, sir. I didn’t dare go into the room; I only heard about it!’ 
‘Oh? And who are You? One of the lodgers?’ 
‘No, sir. I’m the cook.’ 

‘Isn’t there a master in the house?’ 
‘Yes, sir. He’s frightened out of his wits. And the housemaid’s 

gone for the doctor. It all falls on the poor servants, of course. 
Oh, why did I ever set foot in that horrible house?’ 

The poor soul burst out crying, and shivered from head to 
foot. The Inspector made a note of her statement, and then 
asked her to read it, and sign it with her name. The object of this 
proceeding was to get her to come near enough to give him the 
opportunity of smelling her breath. ‘When people make extra- 
ordinary statements,” he afterwards said to me, ‘it sometimes 
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saves trouble to satisfy yourself that they are not drunk. I’ve 
known them to be mad—but not often. You will generally find 
that in their eyes.’ 

She roused herself, and signed her name—‘Priscilla Thurlby’. 
The Inspector’s own test proved her to be sober; and her eyes—a 
nice light blue colour, mild and pleasant, no doubt, when they 

were not staring with fear, and red with crying—satisfied him 
(as I supposed) that she was not mad. He turned the case over 
to me, in the first instance. I saw that he didn’t believe in it, 

even yet. 

‘Go back with her to the house,’ he says. “This may be a stupid 
hoax, or a quarrel exaggerated. See to it yourself, and hear what 
the doctor says. If it is serious, send word back here directly, and 
let nobody enter the place or leave it till we come. Stop! You 
know the form if any statement is volunteered?’ 

“Yes, sir. I am to caution the persons that whatever they say 
will be taken down, and may be used against them.’ 

‘Quite right. You’ll be an Inspector yourself one of these 
days. Now, miss!’ With that he dismissed her, under my care. 

Lehigh Street was not very far off—about twenty minutes’ 
walk from the station. I confess I thought the Inspector had 
been rather hard on Priscilla. She was herself naturally angry 
with him. ‘What does he mean,’ she says, ‘by talking of a hoax? 
I wish he was as frightened as I am. This is the first time I have 
been out at service, sir—and I did think I had found a respect- 
able place.’ 

I said very little to her—feeling, if the truth must be told, 
rather anxious about the duty committed to me. On reaching the 
house the door was opened from within, before I could knock. 
A gentleman stepped out, who proved to be the doctor. He 
stopped the moment he saw me. 

‘You must be careful policeman,’ he says. ‘I found the man, 

lying on his back, in bed, dead—with the knife that had killed 

him left sticking in the wound.’ 
Hearing this, I felt the necessity of sending at once to the 

station. Where could I find a trustworthy messenger? I took the 
liberty of asking the doctor if he would repeat to the police what 
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he had already said to me. The station was not much out of his 
way home. He kindly granted my request. 

The ladylady (Mrs. Crosscapel) joined us while we were talk- 
ing. She was still a young woman; not easily frightened, as far 
as I could see, even by a murder in the house. Her husband was 
in the passage behind her. He looked old enough to be her 
father; and he so trembled with terror that some people might 
have taken him for the guilty person. I removed the key from 
the street door, after locking it; and I said to the landlady: 
‘Nobody must leave the house, or enter the house, till the 
Inspector comes. I must examine the premises to see if anyone 
has broken in.’ 

‘There is the key of the area gate,’ she said, in answer to me. 

‘It’s always kept locked. Come downstairs, and see for yourself.’ 
Priscilla went with us. Her mistress set her to work to light the 
kitchen fire. “Some of us,’ says Mrs. Crosscapel, ‘may be the 
better for a cup of tea.’ I remarked that she took things easy, 
under the circumstances. She answered that the landlady of a 
London lodging-house could not afford to lose her wits, no 
matter what might happen. 

I found the gate locked, and the shutters of the kitchen 
window fastened. The back kitchen and back door were secured 
in the same way. No person was concealed anywhere. Returning 
upstairs, I examined the front parlour window. There again, the 
barred shutters answered for the security of that room. A 
cracked voice spoke through the door of the back parlour. ‘The 
policeman can come in,’ it said, ‘if he will promise not to look at 
me.’ I turned to the landlady for information. ‘It’s my parlour 
lodger, Miss Mybus,’ she said, ‘a most respectable lady.’ Going 
into the room, I saw something rolled up perpendicularly in the 
bed curtains. Miss Mybus had made herself modestly invisible 
in that way. Having now satisfied my mind about the security 
of the lower part of the house, and having the keys safe in my 
pocket, I was ready to go upstairs. 
On our way to the upper regions I asked if there had been any 

visitors on the previous day. There had been only two visitors, 
friends of the lodgers—and Mrs. Crosscapel herself had let them 
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both out. My next inquiry related to the lodgers themselves. On 
the ground floor there was Miss Mybus. On the first floor 
(occupying both rooms) Mr. Barfield, an old bachelor, employed 
in a merchant’s office. On the second floor, in the front room, 

Mr. John Zebedee, the murdered man, and his wife. In the back 

room, Mr. Deluc; described as a cigar agent, and supposed to be 
a Creole gentleman from Martinique. In the front garret, Mr. 
and Mrs. Crosscapel. In the back garret, the cook and the 
housemaid. These were the inhabitants, regularly accounted for. 
I asked about the servants. ‘Both excellent characters,’ says the 
landlady, ‘or they would not be in my service.’ 
We reached the second floor, and found the housemaid on the 

watch outside the door of the front room. Not as nice a woman, 

personally, as the cook, and sadly frightened of course. Her mis- 
tress had posted her, to give the alarm in the case of an outbreak 
on the part of Mrs. Zebedee, kept locked up in the room. My 
arrival relieved the housemaid of further responsibility. She ran 
downstairs to her fellow-servant in the kitchen. 

I asked Mrs. Crosscapel how and when the alarm of the 
murder had been given. 

‘Soon after three this morning,’ says she, ‘I was woke by the 
screams of Mrs. Zebedee. I found her out here on the landing, 
and Mr. Deluc, in great alarm, trying to quiet her. Sleeping in 
the next room, he had only to open his door, when her screams 
woke him. ‘““My dear John’s murdered! I am the miserable 
wretch—I did it in my sleep!’”’ She repeated those frantic words 
over and over again, until she dropped in a swoon. Mr. Deluc 
and I carried her back into the bedroom. We both thought the 
poor creature had been driven distracted by some dreadful 
dream. But when we got to the bedside—don’t ask me what we 
saw; the Doctor has told you about it already. I was once a 
nurse in a hospital, and accustomed, as such, to horrid sights. It 

turned me cold and giddy, notwithstanding. As for Mr. Deluc, 
I thought he would have had a fainting fit next.’ 

Hearing this, I inquired if Mrs. Zebedee had said or done any 
strange things since she had been Mrs. Crosscapel’s lodger. 

‘You think she’s mad?’ says the landlady. ‘And anybody 
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would be of your mind, when a woman accuses herself of 

murdering her husband in her sleep. All I can say is that, up to 

this morning, a more quiet, sensible, well-behaved little person 

than Mrs. Zebedee I never met with. Only just married, mind, 

and as fond of her unfortunate husband as a woman could be. 
I should have called them a pattern couple, in their own line of 
life.’ 

There was no more to be said on the landing. We unlocked the 
door and went into the room. 

2 @ He layin bed on his back as the doctor had described him. 
On the left side of his nightgown, just over his heart, the blood 
on the linen told its terrible tale. As well as one could judge, 
looking unwillingly at a dead face, he must have been a hand- 
some young man in his life-time. It was a sight to sadden any- 
body—but I think the most painful sensation was when my eyes 
fell next on his miserable wife. 

She was down on the floor, crouched up in a corner—a dark 
little woman, smartly dressed in gay colours. Her black hair and 
her big brown eyes made the horrid paleness of her face look 
even more deadly white than perhaps it really was. She stared 
straight at us without appearing to see us. We spoke to her, and 
she never answered a word. She might have been dead—like her 
husband—except that she perpetually picked at her fingers, and 
shuddered every now and then as if she was cold. I went to her 
and tried to lift her up. She shrank back with a cry that wellnigh 
frightened me—not because it was loud, but because it was more 
like the cry of some animal than of a human being. However 
quietly she might have behaved in the landlady’s previous ex- 
perience of her, she was beside herself now. I might have been 
moved by a natural pity for her, or I might have been completely 
upset in my mind—I only know this, I could not persuade 
myself that she was guilty. I even said to Mrs. Crosscapel, ‘I 
don’t believe she did it.’ 

While I spoke, there was a knock at the door. I went down- 
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stairs at once, and admitted (to my great relief) the Inspector, 
_accompanied by one of our men. 

He waited downstairs to hear my report, and he approved of 
what I had done. ‘It looks as if the murder had been committed 
by somebody in the house.’ Saying this, he left the man below, 
and went up with me to the second floor. 

Before he had been a minute in the room, he discovered an 

object which had escaped my observation. 
It was the knife that had done the deed. 
The doctor had found it left in the body—had withdrawn it to 

probe the wound—and had laid it on the bedside table. It was 
one of those useful knives which contain a saw, a corkscrew, and 

other like implements. The big blade fastened back, when open, 
with a spring. Except where the blood was on it, it was as bright 
as when it had been purchased. A small metal plate was fastened 
to the horn handle, containing an inscription, only partly 
engraved, which ran thus: ‘To John Zebedee, from——’ There 

it stopped, strangely enough. 
Who or what had interrupted the engraver’s work? It was 

impossible even to guess. Nevertheless, the Inspector was 
encouraged. 

‘This ought to help us,’ he said—and then he gave an attentive 
ear (looking all the while at the poor creature in the corner) to 
what Mrs. Crosscapel had to tell him. 

The landlady having done, he said he must now see the lodger 
who slept in the next bedchamber. 

Mr. Deluc made his appearance, standing at the door of the 
room, and turning away his head with horror from the sight 
inside. 

He was wrapped in a splendid blue dressing-gown, with a 
golden girdle and trimmings. His scanty brownish hair curled 
(whether artificially or not, Iam unable to say) in little ringlets. 
His complexion was yellow; his greenish-brown eyes were of the 
sort called ‘goggle’—they looked as if they might drop out of his 
face, if you held a spoon under them. His moustache and goat’s 
beard were beautifully oiled; and, to complete his equipment, 
he had a long black cigar in his mouth. 
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‘It isn’t insensibility to this terrible tragedy,’ he explained. 
“My nerves have been shattered, Mr. Policeman, and I can only 

repair the mischief in this way. Be pleased to excuse and feel for 
me.’ 

The Inspector questioned this witness sharply and closely. He 
was not a man to be misled by appearances; but I could see that 
he was far from liking, or even trusting, Mr. Deluc. Nothing 
came of the examination, except what Mrs. Crosscapel had in 
substance already mentioned to me. Mr. Deluc returned to his 
room. 

‘How long has he been lodging with you?’ the Inspector asked 
as soon as his back was turned. 

‘Nearly a year,’ the landlady answered. 
‘Did he give you a reference?’ 
‘As good a reference as I could wish for.’ Thereupon, she 

mentioned the names of a well-known firm of cigar merchants in 
the City. The Inspector noted the information in his pocket- 
book. 

I would rather not relate in detail what happened next: it is 
too distressing to be dwelt on. Let me only say that the poor 
demented woman was taken away in a cab to the station-house. 
The Inspector possessed himself of the knife, and of a book 
found on the floor, called The World of Sleep. The portmanteau 
containing the luggage was locked—and then the door of the 
room was secured, the keys in both cases being left in my charge. 
My instructions were to remain in the house, and allow nobody 
to leave it, until I heard again shortly from the Inspector. 

8 The coroner’s inquest was adjourned; and the examina- 
tion before the magistrate ended in a remand—Mrs. Zebedee 
being in no condition to understand the proceedings in either 
case. The surgeon reported her to be completely prostrated by a 
terrible nervous shock. When he was asked if he considered her 
to have been a sane woman before the murder took place, he 
refused to answer positively at that time. 
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A week passed. The murdered man was buried; his old father 
attending the funeral. I occasionally saw Mrs. Crosscapel, and 
the two servants, for the purpose of getting such further in- 
formation as was thought desirable. Both the cook and the 
housemaid had given their month’s notice to quit; declining, in 
the interest of their characters, to remain in a house which had 

been the scene of a murder. Mr. Deluc’s nerves led also to his 
removal; his rest was now disturbed by frightful dreams. He 
paid the necessary forfeit-money, and left without notice. The 
first-floor lodger, Mr. Barfield, kept his rooms, but obtained 

leave of absence from his employers, and took refuge with some 
friends in the country. Miss Mybus alone remained in the 
parlours. ‘When I am comfortable,’ the old lady said, ‘nothing 
moves me, at my age. A murder up two pairs of stairs is nearly 
the same thing as a murder in the next house. Distance, you see, 

makes all the difference.’ 
It mattered little to the police what the lodgers did. We had 

men in plain clothes watching the house night and day. Every- 
body who went away was privately followed; and the police in 
the district to which they retired were warned to keep an eye on 
them, after that. As long as we failed to put Mrs. Zebedee’s 
extraordinary statement to any sort of test—to say nothing of 
having proved unsuccessful, thus far, in tracing the knife to its 
purchaser—we were bound to let no person living under Mr. 
Crosscapel’s roof, on the night of the murder, slip through our 
fingers. 

4\. In a fortnight more, Mrs. Zebedee had sufficiently re- 
covered to make the necessary statement—after the preliminary 
caution addressed to persons in such cases. The surgeon had 
no hesitation, now, in reporting her to be a sane woman. 

Her station in life had been domestic service. She had lived for 
four years in her last place as lady’s-maid, with a family residing 
in Dorsetshire. The one objection to her had been the occasional 
infirmity of sleep-walking, which made it necessary that one of 

R 
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the other female servants should sleep in the same room, with 

the door locked and the key under her pillow. In all other 
respects the lady’s-maid was described by her mistress as ‘a 
perfect treasure’. 

In the last six months of her service, a young man named John 
Zebedee entered the house (with a written character) as a foot- 
man. He soon fell in love with the nice little lady’s-maid, and she 
heartily returned the feeling. They might have waited for years 
before they were in a pecuniary position to marry, but for the 
death of Zebedee’s uncle, who left him a little fortune of two 

thousand pounds. They were now, for persons in their station, 
rich enough to please themselves; and they were married from 
the house in which they had served together, the little daughters 
of the family showing their affection for Mrs. Zebedee, by acting 
as her bridesmaids. 

The young husband was a careful man. He decided to employ 
his small capital to the best advantage, by sheep-farming in 
Australia. His wife made no objection; she was ready to go 
wherever John went. 

Accordingly they spent their short honeymoon in London, so 
as to see for themselves the vessel in which their passage was to 
be taken. They went to Mrs. Crosscapel’s lodging-house because 
Zebedee’s uncle had always stayed there when in London. Ten 
days were to pass before the day of embarkation arrived. This 
gave the young couple a welcome holiday, and a prospect of 
amusing themselves to their hearts’ content among the sights 
and shows of the great city. 

On their first evening in London they went to the theatre. 
They were both accustomed to the fresh air of the country, and 
they felt half stifled by the heat and the gas. However, they were 
so pleased with an amusement which was new to them that they 
went to another theatre on the next evening. On this second 
occasion, John Zebedee found the heat unendurable. They left 
the theatre, and got back to their lodgings towards ten o’clock. 

Let the rest be told in the words used by Mrs. Zebedee herself. 
She said: 

“We sat talking for a little while in our room, and John’s head- 
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ache got worse and worse. I persuaded him to go to bed, and I 
put out the candle (the fire giving sufficient light to undress by), 
so that he might the sooner fall asleep. But he was too restless to 
sleep. He asked me to read him something. Books always made 
him drowsy at the best of times. 

‘I had not myself begun to undress. So I lit the candle again, 
and I opened the only book I had. John had noticed it at the 
railway bookstall by the name of The World of Sleep. He used 
to joke with me about my being a sleep-walker; and he said, 
“Here’s something that’s sure to interest you’’—and he made 
me a present of the book. 

“Before I had read to him for more than half an hour he was 
fast asleep. Not feeling that way inclined, I went on reading to 
myself. 

‘The book did indeed interest me. There was one terrible story 
which took a hold on my mind—the story of a man who stabbed 
his own wife in a sleep-walking dream. I thought of putting 
down my book after that, and then changed my mind again and 
went on. The next chapters were not so interesting; they were 
full of learned accounts of why we fall asleep, and what our 
brains do in that state, and such like. It ended in my falling 
asleep, too, in my armchair by the fireside. 

‘I don’t know what o’clock it was when I went to sleep. I 
don’t know how long I slept, or whether I dreamed or not. The 
candle and the fire had both burned out, and it was pitch dark 

when I woke. I can’t even say why I woke—unless it was the 
coldness of the room. 

‘There was a spare candle on the chimney-piece. I found the 
match-box, and got a light. Then for the first time, I turned 
round towards the bed; and I saw——’ 

She had seen the dead body of her husband, murdered while 
she was unconsciously at his side—and she fainted, poor 
creature, at the bare remembrance of it. 

The proceedings were adjourned. She received every possible 
care and attention; the chaplain looking after her welfare as well 
as the surgeon. 

I have said nothing of the evidence of the landlady and 
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servants. It was taken as a mere formality. What little they knew 
proved nothing against Mrs. Zebedee. The police made no dis- 
coveries that supported her first frantic accusation of herself. 
Her master and mistress, where she had been last in service, 

spoke of her in the highest terms. We were at a complete 
deadlock. 

It had been thought best not to surprise Mr. Deluc, as yet, by 
citing him as a witness. The action of the law was, however, 
hurried in this case by a private communication received from 
the chaplain. 

After twice seeing, and speaking with, Mrs. Zebedee, the 

reverend gentleman was persuaded that she had no more to do 
than himself with the murder of her husband. He did not con- 
sider that he was justified in repeating a confidential communica- 
tion—he would only recommend that Mr. Deluc should be 
summoned to appear at the next examination. This advice was 
followed. 

The police had no evidence against Mrs. Zebedee when the 
inquiry was resumed. To assist the ends of justice she was now 
put into the witness-box. The discovery of her murdered hus- 
band, when she woke in the small hours of the morning was 
passed over as rapidly as possible. Only three questions of 
importance were put to her. 

First, the knife was produced. Had she ever seen it in her 
husband’s possession? Never. Did she know anything about it. 
Nothing whatever. 

Secondly: Did she, or did her husband, lock the bedroom 

door when they returned from the theatre? No. Did she after- 
wards lock the door herself? No. 

Thirdly: Had she any sort of reason to give for supposing that 
she had murdered her husband in a sleep-walking dream? No 
reason, except that she was beside herself at the time, and the 
book put the thought into her head. 

After this the other witnesses were sent out of court. The 
motive for the chaplain’s communication now appeared. Mrs. 
Zebedee was asked if anything unpleasant had occurred between 
Mr. Deluc and herself. 
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Yes. He had caught her alone on the stairs at the lodging- 
house; had presumed to make love to her; and had carried the 

insult still further by attempting to kiss her. She had slapped his 
face, and had declared that her husband should know of it, if 

his misconduct was repeated. He was in a furious rage at having 
his face slapped; and he said to her: ‘Madam, you may live to 
regret this.’ 

After consultation, and at the request of our Inspector, it 

was decided to keep Mr. Deluc in ignorance of Mrs. Zebedee’s 
statement for the present. When the witnesses were recalled, he 
gave the same evidence which he had already given to the 
Inspector—and he was then asked if he knew anything of the 
knife. He looked at it without any guilty signs in his face, and 
swore that he had never seen it until that moment. The resumed 
inquiry ended, and still nothing had been discovered. 

But we kept an eye on Mr. Deluc. Our next effort was 
to try if we could associate him with the purchase of the 
knife. 

Here again (there really did seem to be a sort of fatality in this 
_ case) we reached no useful result. It was easy enough to find out 
the wholesale cutlers, who had manufactured the knife at 

Sheffield, by the mark on the blade. But they made tens of 
thousands of such knives, and disposed of them to retail dealers 
all over Great Britain—to say nothing of foreign parts. As to 
finding out the person who had engraved the imperfect inscrip- 
tion (without knowing where, or by whom, the knife had been 

purchased) we might as well have looked for the proverbial 
needle in the bundle of hay. Our last resource was to have the 
knife photographed, with the inscribed side uppermost, and to 
send copies to every police-station in the kingdom. 

At the same time we reckoned up Mr. Deluc—I mean that we 
made investigations into his past life—on the chance that he 
and the murdered man might have known each other, and might 
have had a quarrel, or a rivalry about a woman, on some former 

occasion. No such discovery rewarded us. 
We found Deluc to have led a dissipated life, and to have 

mixed with very bad company. But he had kept out of reach of 
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the law. A man may be a profligate vagabond; may insult a 
lady; may say threatening things to her, in the first stinging 
sensation of having his face slapped—but it doesn’t follow from 
these blots on his character that he has murdered her husband in 
the dead of the night. 

Once more, then, when we were called upon to report our- 

selves, we had no evidence to produce. The photographs failed 
to discover the owner of the knife, and to explain its interrupted 
inscription. Poor Mrs. Zebedee was allowed to go back to her 
friends, on entering into her own recognizance to appear again 
if called upon. Articles in the newspapers began to inquire how 
many more murderers would succeed in baffling the police. 
The authorities at the Treasury offered a reward of a hundred 
pounds for the necessary information. And the weeks passed, 
and nobody claimed the reward. 

Our Inspector was not a man to be easily beaten. More in- 
quiries and examinations followed. It is needless to say anything 
about them. We were defeated—and there, so far as the police 
and the public were concerned, was an end of it. 

The assassination of the poor young husband soon passed out 
of notice, like other undiscovered murders. One obscure person 
only was foolish enough, in his leisure hours, to persist in trying 
to solve the problem of Who Killed Zebedee? He felt that he 
might rise to the highest position in the police-force if he suc- 
ceeded where his elders and betters had failed—and he held to 
his own little ambition, though everybody laughed at him. In 
plain English, I was the man. 

5) Q Without meaning it, I have told my story ungratefully. 
There were two persons who saw nothing ridiculous in my 

resolution to continue the investigation, single-handed. One of 
them was Miss Mybus; and the other was the cook, Priscilla 
Thurlby. 

Mentioning the lady first, Miss Mybus was indignant at the 
resigned manner in which the police accepted their defeat. She 
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was a little bright-eyed wiry woman; and she spoke her mind 
freely. 

‘This comes home to me,’ she said. ‘Just look back for a year 

or two. I can call to mind two cases of persons found murdered 
in London—and the assassins have never been traced. I am a 
person, too; and I ask myself if my turn is not coming next. 
You're a nice-looking fellow—and I like your pluck and per- 
severance. Come here as often as you think right; and say you 
are my visitor, if they make any difficulty about letting you in. 
One thing more! I have nothing particular to do, and I am no 
fool. Here, in the parlours, I see everybody who comes into the 
house or goes out of the house. Leave me your address—I may 
get some information for you yet.’ 

With the best intentions, Miss Mybus found no opportunity 
of helping me. Of the two, Priscilla Thurlby seemed more likely 
to be of use. 

In the first place, she was sharp and active, and (not having 
succeeded in getting another situation as yet) was mistress of her 
own movements. 

In the second place, she was a woman I could trust. Before she 

had left home to try domestic service in London, the parson 
of her native parish gave her a written testimonial, of which I 
append a copy. Thus it ran: 

I gladly recommend Priscilla Thurlby for any respectable 
employment which she may be competent to undertake. Her 
father and mother are infirm old people, who have lately suffered 
a diminution of their income; and they have a younger daughter 
to maintain. Rather than be a burden on her parents, Priscilla 
goes to London to find domestic employment, and to devote her 
earnings to the assistance of her father and mother. This circum- 
stance speaks for itself. I have known the family many years; 
and I only regret that I have no vacant place in my own house- 
hold which I can offer to this good girl. 

(Signed) HENRY DERRINGTON, Rector of Roth 

After reading those words, I could safely ask Priscilla to 
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help me in reopening the mysterious murder case to some good 

purpose. 
My notion was that the proceedings of the persons in Mrs. 

Crosscapel’s house, had not been closely enough inquired into 

yet. By way of continuing the investigation, I asked Priscilla if 
she could tell me anything which associated the housemaid with 
Mr. Deluc. She was unwilling to answer. ‘I may be casting 
suspicion on an innocent person,’ she said. ‘Besides, I was for so 
short a time the housemaid’s fellow servant——’ 

‘You slept in the same room with her,’ I remarked; ‘and you 

had opportunities of observing her conduct towards the lodgers. 
If they had asked you, at the examination, what I now ask, you 
would have answered as an honest woman.’ 

To this argument she yielded. I heard from her certain particu- 
lars which threw a new light on Mr. Deluc, and on the case 
generally. On that information I acted. It was slow work, 
owing to the claims on me of my regular duties; but with 
Priscilla’s help, I steadily advanced towards the end I had in 
view. 

Besides this, I owed another obligation to Mrs. Crosscapel’s 
nice-looking cook. The confession must be made sooner or later 
—and I may as well make it now. I first knew what love was, 
thanks to Priscilla. I had delicious kisses, thanks to Priscilla. 

And, when I asked if she would marry me, she didn’t say No. 
She looked, I must own, a little sadly, and she said: ‘How can 

two such poor people as we are ever hope to marry?’ To this 
I answered: ‘It won’t be long before I lay my hand on the clue 
which my Inspector has failed to find. I shall be in a position to 
marry you, my dear, when that time comes.’ 

At our next meeting we spoke of her parents. I was now her 
promised husband. Judging by what I had heard of the proceed- 
ings of other people in my position, it seemed to be only right 
that I should be made known to her father and mother. She 
entirely agreed with me; and she wrote home that day to tell 
them to expect us at the end of the week. 

I took my turn of night-duty, and so gained my liberty for the 
greater part of the next day. I dressed myself in plain clothes 
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and we took our tickets on the railway for Yateland, being the 
nearest station to the village in which Priscilla’s parents lived. 

@ The train stopped, as usual, at the big town of Waterbank. 
Supporting herself by her needle, while she was still unprovided 
with a situation, Priscilla had been at work late in the night— 
she was tired and thirsty. I left the carriage to get her some soda- 
water. The stupid girl in the refreshment room failed to pull the 
cork out of the bottle, and refused to let me help her. She took 
a corkscrew, and used it crookedly. I lost all patience, and 
snatched the bottle out of her hand. Just as I drew the cork, the 

bell rang on the platform. I only waited to pour the soda-water 
into a glass—but the train was moving as I left the refreshment- 
room. The porters stopped me when I tried to jump on to the 
step of the carriage. I was left behind. 

As soon as I had recovered my temper, I looked at the time- 
table. We had reached Waterbank at five minutes past one. By 
good luck, the next train was due at forty-four minutes past one, 
and arrived at Yateland (the next station) ten minutes after- 
wards. I could only hope that Priscilla would look at the time- 
table too, and wait for me. If I had attempted to walk the dis- 
tance between the two places, I should have lost time instead 
of saving it. The interval before me was not very long; I occupied 
it in looking over the town. 

Speaking with all due respect to the inhabitants, Waterbank 
(to other people) is a dull place. I went up one street and down 
another—and stopped to look at a shop which struck me; not 
from anything in itself, but because it was the only shop in the 
street with the shutters closed. 
A bill was posted on the shutters, announcing that the place 

was to let. The out-going tradesman’s name and business, an- 
nounced in the customary painted letters, ran thus:—James 
Wycomb, Cutler, etc. 

For the first time, it occurred to me that we had forgotten an 
obstacle in our way, when we distributed our photographs of the 
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knife. We had none of us remembered that a certain proportion 

of cutlers might be placed, by circumstances, out of our reach— 

either by retiring from business or by becoming bankrupt. I 

always carried a copy of the photograph about me; and I 
thought to myself, “Here is the ghost of a chance of tracing the 

knife to Mr. Deluc!’ 
The shop door was opened, after I had twice rung the bell, by 

an old man, very dirty and very deaf. He said: ‘You had better 
go upstairs and speak to Mr. Scorrier—top of the house.’ 

I put my lips to the old fellow’s ear-trumpet, and asked who 
Mr. Scorrier was. 

‘Brother-in-law to Mr. Wycomb. Mr. Wycomb’s dead. If you 
want to buy the business apply to Mr. Scorrier.’ 

Receiving that reply, I went upstairs, and found Mr. Scorrier 
engaged in engraving a brass door-plate. He was a middle-aged 
man, with a cadaverous face and dim eyes. After the necessary 
apologies, I produced my photograph. 

‘May I[ask, sir, if you know anything of the inscription on that 
knife?’ I said. 

He took his magnifying glass to look at it. 
‘This is curious,’ he remarked quietly. “I remember the queer 

name—Zebedee. Yes, sir; I did the engraving, as far as it goes. 
I wonder what prevented me from finishing it?’ 

The name of Zebedee, and the unfinished inscription on the 
knife had appeared in every English newspaper. He took the 
matter so coolly, that I was doubtful how to interpret his 
answer. Was it possible that he had not seen the account of 
the murder? Or was he an accomplice with prodigious powers of 
self-control? 

‘Excuse me,’ I said, “do you read the newspapers?’ 
“Never! My eyesight is failing me. I abstain from reading, in 

the interests of my occupation.’ 
‘Have you not heard the name of Zebedee mentioned—par- 

ticularly by people who do read the newspapers?’ 
‘Very likely; but I didn’t attend to it. When the day’s work is 

done, I take my walk. Then I have my supper, my drop of grog, 
and my pipe. Then I go to bed: A dull existence you think I . 
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dare say! I had a miserable life, sir, when I was young. A bare 
subsistence, and a little rest, before the last perfect rest in the 
grave—that is all I want. The world has gone by me long ago. 
So much the better.’ 

The poor man spoke honestly. I was ashamed of having 
doubted him. I returned to the subject of the knife. 

‘Do you know where it was purchased, and by whom?’ I 
asked. 

‘My memory is not so good as it was,’ he said; ‘but I have got 
something by me that helps it.’ 

He took from a cupboard a dirty old scrap-book. Strips of 
paper, with writing on them, were pasted on the pages, as well 
as I could see. He turned to an index or table of contents, and, 

opened a page. Something like a flash of life showed itself on his 
dismal face. 

‘Ha! now I remember,’ he said. “The knife was bought of my 
late brother-in-law, in the shop downstairs. It all comes back to 

me, sir. A person in a state of frenzy burst into this very room, 

and snatched the knife away from me, when I was only half-way 
through the inscription!’ 

I felt that I was now close on discovery. ‘May I see what it is 
that has assisted your memory?’ I asked. 

“Oh yes. You must know, sir, I live by engraving inscriptions 
and addresses, and I paste in this book the manuscript instruc- 
tions which I receive, with marks of my own on the margin. For 
one thing, they serve as a reference to new customers. And for 
another thing, they do certainly help my memory.’ 

He turned the book towards me, and pointed to a slip of paper 
which occupied the lower half of a page. 

I read the complete inscription, intended for the knife that 
killed Zebedee, and written as follows: 

‘To John Zebedee. From Priscilla Thurlby.’ 

og Q I declare that it is impossible for me to describe what 
_I felt when Priscilla’s name confronted me like a written 
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confession of guilt. How long it was before I recovered myself 
in some degree, I cannot say. The only thing I can clearly call 
to mind is, that I frightened the poor engraver. 

My first desire was to get possession of the manuscript inscrip- 
tion. I told him I was a policeman, and summoned him to assist 
me in the discovery of a crime. I even offered him money. He 
drew back from my hand. ‘You shall have it for nothing,’ he 
said, ‘if you will only go away and never come back here again.’ 
He tried to cut it out of the page—but his trembling hands were 
helpless. I cut it out myself, and attempted to thank him. He 
wouldn’t hear me. ‘Go away!’ he said, ‘I don’t like the look of 
ou.’ 

/ It may be here objected that I ought not to have felt so sure as 
I did of the woman’s guilt, until I had got more evidence against 
her. The knife might have been stolen from her, supposing she 
was the person who had snatched it out of the engraver’s hands, 
and might have been afterwards used by the thief to commit the 
murder. All very true. But I never had a moment’s doubt in my 
own mind, from the time when I read the damnable line in the 

engraver’s book. 
I went back to the railway without any plan in my head. The 

train by which I had proposed to follow her had left Waterbank. 
The next train that arrived was for London. I took my place in it 
—still without any plan in my head. 

At Charing Cross a friend met me. He said, “You're looking 
miserably ill. Come and have a drink.’ 

I went with him. The liquor was what I really wanted; it 
strung me up, and cleared my head. He went his way, and I went 
mine. In a little while more, I determined what I would do. 

In the first place, I decided to resign my situation in the police, 
from a motive which will presently appear. In the second place, 
I took a bed at a public-house. She would no doubt return to 
London, and she would go to my lodgings to find out why I had 
broken my appointment. To bring to justice the one woman 
whom I had dearly loved was too cruel a duty for a poor 
creature like me. I preferred leaving the police force. On the 
other hand, if she and I met before time had helped me 
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to control myself, I had a horrid fear that I might turn murderer 
next, and kill her then and there. The wretch had not only all but 
misled me into marrying her, but also into charging the innocent 
housemaid with being concerned in the murder. 

The same night I hit on a way of clearing up such doubts as 
still harassed my mind. I wrote to the rector of Roth, informing 
him that I was engaged to marry her, and asking if he would tell 
me (in consideration of my position) what her former relations 
might have been with the person named John Zebedee. 
By return of post I got this reply: 

S1r,—Under the circumstances, I think I am bound to tell 

you confidentially what the friends and well-wishers of Priscilla 
have kept secret, for her sake. 

Zebedee was in service in this neighbourhood. I am sorry to 
say it, of a man who has come to such a miserable end—but his 
behaviour to Priscilla proves him to have been a vicious and 
heartless wretch. They were engaged—and, I add with indigna- 
tion, he tried to seduce her under a promise of marriage. Her 
virtue resisted him, and he pretended to be ashamed of himself. 
The banns were published in my church. On the next day 
Zebedee disappeared, and cruelly deserted her. He was a capable 
servant; and I believe he got another place. I leave you to imagine 
what the poor girl suffered under the outrage inflicted on her. 
Going to London, with my recommendation, she answered the 

first advertisement that she saw, and was unfortunate enough 
to begin her career in domestic service in the very lodging-house, 
to which (as I gather from the newspaper report of the murder) 
the man Zebedee took the person whom he married, after desert- 
ing Priscilla. Be assured that you are about to unite yourself to 
an excellent girl, and accept my best wishes for your happiness. 

It was plain from this that neither the rector nor the parents 
and friends knew anything of the purchase of the knife. The one 
miserable man who knew the truth was the man who had asked 
her to be his wife. 

I owed it to myself—at least so it seemed to me—not to let it 
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be supposed that I, too, had meanly deserted her. Dreadful as 
the prospect was, I felt that I must see her once more, and for 
the last time. 

She was at work when I went into her room. As I opened the 
door she started to her feet. Her cheeks reddened, and her eyes 
flashed with anger. I stepped forward—and she saw my face. My 
face silenced her. 

I spoke in the fewest words I could find. 
‘I have been to the cutler’s shop at Waterbank,.’ I said. ‘There 

is the unfinished inscription on the knife, completely in your 
handwriting. I could hang you by a word. God forgive me—I 
can’t say the word.’ 

Her bright complexion turned to a dreadful clay-colour. Her 
eyes were fixed and staring, like the eyes of a person in a fit. She 
stood before me, still and silent. Without saying more, I dropped 
the inscription into the fire. Without saying more, I left her. 

I never saw her again. 

bow) 

3 Q But I heard from her a few days later. 
The letter has long since burnt. I wish I could have forgotten 

it as well. It sticks to my memory. If I die with my senses about 
me, Priscilla’s letter will be my last recollection on earth. 

In substance it repeated what the rector had already told me. 
Further, it informed me that she had bought the knife as a keep- 
sake for Zebedee, in place of a similar knife which he had lost. 
On the Saturday, she made the purchase, and left it to be 

engraved. On the Sunday, the banns were put up. On the 
Monday, she was deserted; and she snatched the knife from the 
table while the engraver was at work. 

She only knew that Zebedee had added a new sting to the 
insult inflicted on her, when he arrived at the lodgings with his 
wife. Her duties as cook kept her in the kitchen—and Zebedee 
never discovered that she was in the house. I still remember the 
last lines of her confession: 
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‘The devil entered into me when I tried their door, on my way 

up to bed, and found it unlocked, and listened awhile, and 

peeped in. I saw them by the dying light of the candle—one 
asleep on the bed, the other asleep by the fireside. I had the 
knife in my hand, and the thought came to me to do it, so that 
they might hang her for the murder. I couldn’t take the knife 
out again, when I had done it. Mind this! I did really like you— 
I didn’t say Yes, because you could hardly hang your own wife, 
if you found out who killed Zebedee.’ 

Since the past time I have never heard again of Priscilla 
Thurlby; I don’t know whether she is living or dead. Many 
people may think I deserve to be hanged myself for not having 
given her up to the gallows. They may, perhaps, be disappointed 

_ when they see this confession, and hear that I have died decently 
in my bed. I don’t blame them. I am a penitent sinner. I wish all 
merciful Christians good-bye for ever. 
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