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TO ALBERTO CACCIA. 

LET me begin by informing you that this new 
novel does not present the proposed sequel to my 
last work of fiction—‘‘The Fallen Leaves.”? 

The first part of that story has, through cir- 
cumstances connected with the various forms of 
publication adopted thus far, addressed itself 
to a comparatively limited class of readers in 
England. When the book is finally reprinted in 
its cheapest form—then, and then only, it will 
appeal to the great audience of the English 
people. I am waiting for that time, to com- 
plete my design by writing the second part of 
**The Fallen Leaves.” 
Why? 
Your knowledge of English Literature — to 

which I am indebted for the first faithful and 
intelligent translation of my novels into the 
Italian language—has long since informed you, 
that there are certain important social topics 
which are held to be forbidden to the English 

on) 
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novelist (no matter how seriously and how deli- 
cately he may treat them), by a narrow-minded 

minority of readers, and by the critics who flat- 
ter their prejudices. You also know, having 
done me the honor to read my books, that I re- 
spect my art far too sincerely to permit limits 
to be wantonly assigned to it, which are imposed 
in no other civilized country on the face of the 

earth. When my work is undertaken with a 

pure purpose, I claim the same liberty which is 
accorded to a writer in a newspaper, or to a 
clergyman in a pulpit; knowing, by previous 
experience, that the increase of readers and the 
lapse of time will assuredly do me justice, if I 
have only written well enough to deserve it. 

In the prejudiced quarters to which I have 
alluded, one of the characters in ‘‘The Fallen 

Leaves’’ offended susceptibilities of the sort felt 

by Tartuffe, when he took out his handkerchief, 
and requested Dorine to cover her bosom. I not 
only decline to defend myself, under such cir- 
cumstances as these—I say plainly, that I have 
never asserted a truer claim to the best and 

noblest sympathies of Christian readers than in 
presenting to them, in my last novel, the char- 
acter of the innocent victim of infamy, rescued 
and purified from the contamination of the 
streets. I remember what the nasty posterity 
of Tartuffe, in this country, said of ‘‘Basil,”’ of 

’  Armadale,’’ of ‘‘The New Magdalen,’ and I 

know that the wholesome audience of the nation 
at large has done liberal justice to those books. 
For this reason, I wait to write the second part 

ale it i! | 
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of ‘‘The Fallen Leaves” until the first part of 
the story has found its way to the people. 

Turning for a moment to the present novel, 
you will (I hope) find two interesting studies of 
humanity in these pages. 

In the character called ‘“‘Jack Straw,’’ you 
have the exhibition of an enfeebled intellect, ten- 

derly shown under its lightest and happiest aspect, 

and used asa means of relief in some of the dark- 
est scenes of terror and suspense occurring in this 
story. Again, in ‘‘Madame Fontaine,’’ I have 
endeavored to work out the interesting moral 

problem, which takes for its groundwork the 
strongest of all instincts in a woman, the in- 
stinct of maternal love, and traces to its solu- 

tion the restraining and purifying influence of 
this one virtue over an otherwise cruel, false, 

and degraded nature, 
The events in which these two chief personages 

play their parts have been combined with all pos- 
sible care, and have been derived, to the best of 

my ability, from natural and simple causes. In 
view of the distrust which certain readers feel, 

when a novelist builds his fiction on a founda- 
tion of fact, it may not be amiss to mention (be. 
fore I close these lines), that the accessories of 

the scenes in the Deadhouse of Frankfort have 
been studied on the spot. The published rules 
and ground-plans of that famous mortuary‘estab- 
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lishment have also been Jaid on my desk, as aids 
to memory while I was writing the closing pas- 
sages of the story. 

_ With this, I commend ‘‘Jezebel’s Daughter’’ 
to my good friend and brother in the art—who 

will present this last work also to the notice of 
Italian readers. W. Cz 

GLOUCESTER PLACE, LONDON: 

February 9, 1880. 

hy 
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JEZEBEL’S DAUGHTER. 

Part I. 

MR. DAVID GLENNEY CONSULTS HIS MEMORY 
AND OPENS THE STORY. 

CHAPTER I. 

In the matter of Jezebel’s Daughter, my recol- 
lections begin with the deaths of two foreign 
gentlemen, in two different countries, on the 
same day of the same year. 

They were both men of some importance in 
their way, and both strangers to each other. 

Mr. Ephraim Wagner, merchant (formerly of 
Frankfort-on-the-Main), died in London on the 

third day of September, 1828. 
Doctor Fontaine—famous in his time for dis- 

coveries in experimental chemistry —died at 
Wiirzburg on the third day of September, 1828. 

Both the merchant and the doctor left widows. 
The merchant’s widow (an Englishwoman) was 
childless. The doctor’s widow (of a South Ger- 

- man family) had a daughter to console her. 

(9) 
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At that distant time—I am writing these lines 

in the year 1878, and looking back through half 

a century—I was a lad employed in Mr. Wag- 

ner’s office. Being his wife’s nephew, he most 

kindly received me as a member of his house- 

hold. What I am now about to relate I saw 
with my own eyes and heard with my own ears. 

My memory is to be depended on. Like other 

old men, I recollect events which happened at 
the beginning of my career far more clearly than 

events which happened only two or three years 

since. 
Good Mr. Wagner had been ailing for many 

months; but the doctors had no immediate fear 

of his death. He proved the doctors to be mis- 
taken; and took the liberty of dying ata time 

when they all declared that there was every rea- 

sonable hope of his recovery. When this afflic- 
tion fell upon his wife, I was absent from the 

office in London on a business errand to our 
branch establishment at Frankfort-on-the-Main, 

directed by Mr. Wagner’s partners. The day 
of my return happened to be the day after the 
funeral. It was also the occasion chosen for the 
reading of the will. Mr. Wagner, I should add, 
had been a naturalized British citizen, and his 

will was drawn by an English lawyer. 

The fourth, fifth, and sixth clauses of the will 
are the only portions of the document which it is 
necessary to mention in this place. 

The fourth clause left the whole of the testa- 
tor’s property, in lands and in money, absolutely — 
to his widow. In the fifth clause he added a 

> 
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new proof of his implicit confidence in her—he 
appointed her sole executrix of his will. 

The sixth and last clause began in these words: 
“During my long illness, my dear wife has 

acted as my secretary and representative. She 
has made herself so thoroughly well acquainted 
with the system on which I have conducted my 
business, that she is the fittest person to succeed 
me. I not only prove the fullness of my trust in 

her and the sincerity of my gratitude toward her, 
but I really act in the best interests of the firm 
of which I am the head, when I hereby appoint 
my widow as my sole successor in the business, 
with all the powers and privileges appertaining 
thereto.”’ 

The lawyer and I both looked at my aunt. 
She had sunk back in her chair; her face was 
hidden in her handkerchief. We waited respect- 
fully until she might be sufficiently recovered to 
communicate her wishes to us. The expression 
of her husband’s love and respect, contained in 
the last words of the will, had completely over- 
whelmed her. It was only after she had been 

relieved by a burst of tears that she was con- 
scious of our presence and was composed enough 
to speak to us. 

“‘T shall be calmer in a few days’ time,’’ she 
said. ‘‘Come to me at the end of the week. I 
have something important to say to both of 

you.” 
The lawyer ventured on putting a question. 

“Does it relate in any way to the will?’’ he 

inquired. : 
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She shook her head. ‘‘It relates,’’ she an- 

swered, ‘‘to my husband’s last wishes.” 

She bowed to us, and went away to her own 

room. 
The lawyer looked after her gravely and doubt- 

fully as she disappeared. ‘‘My long experience 

in my profession,’’ he said, turning to me, ‘‘has 
taught me many useful lessons. Your aunt has 

just called one of those lessons to my mind.’’ 
**May I ask what it is, sir?’’ 
‘‘Certainly.”? He took my arm and waited 

to repeat the lesson until we had left the house: 

‘‘Always distrust a man’s last wishes on his 

death-bed —unless they are communicated to his 
lawyer, and expressed in his will.” 

At the time, I thought this rather a narrow 
view to take. How could I foresee that coming 

events in the future life of my aunt would prove 

the lawyer to be right? If she had only been 
content to leave her husband’s plans and projects 
where he had left them at his death, and if she 
had never taken that rash journey to our branch 
office at Frankfort—but what is the use of spec- 
ulating on what might or might not have hap- 

pened? My business in these pages is to de- 
scribe what did happen. Let me return to my 
business. 

hy 
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CHAPTER II. 

At the end of the week we found the widow 
waiting to receive us. 

To describe her personally, she was a little 

lady, with a remarkably pretty figure, a clear 

pale complexion, a broad low forehead, and 

large, steady, brightly-intelligent gray eyes. 

Having married a man very much older than 

herself, she was still (after many years of wed- 

ded life) a notably attractive woman. But she 

never seemed to be conscious of her personal ad- 
vantages, or vain of the very remarkable abili- 

ties which she did unquestionably possess. Un- 

der ordinary circumstances, she was a singularly 

gentle, unobtrusive creature. But let the occa- 

sion call for it, and the reserves of resolution in 

her showed themselves instantly. In all my 

experience I have never met with such a firm 

woman, when she was once roused. 

She entered on her business with us, wasting 

no time in preliminary words. Her face showed 
plain signs, poor soul, of a wakeful and tearful 
night. But she claimed no indulgence on that 
account. When she spoke of her dead husband 
—excepting a slight unsteadiness in her voice— 

she controlled herself with a courage which was 
at once pitiable and admirable to see. 
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“You both know,’ she began, “‘that Mr. 

Wagner was a man who thought for himself. 

He had ideas of his duty to his poor and afflicted 

fellow-creatures which are in advance of received 
opinions in the world about us. I love and re- 

vere his memory—and (please God) I mean to 

carry out his ideas.”’ 
The lawyer began to look uneasy. ‘‘Do you 

refer, madam, to Mr. Wagner’s political opin- 

ions?’’ he inquired. 
Fifty years ago, my old master’s political 

opinions were considered to be nothing less than 
revolutionary. In these days—when his opin- 

ions have been sanctioned by Acts of Parlia- 

ment, with the general approval of the nation— 
people would have called him a ‘‘Moderate Lib- 
eral,’? and would have set him down as a dis- 

creetly deliberate man in the march of modern 
progress. 

‘Tt have nothing to say about politics,’? my 
aunt answered. ‘‘I wish to speak to you, in the 
first place, of my husband’s opinions on the em- 
ployment of women.”’ 

Here, again, after a lapse of half a century, 
my master’s heresies of the year 1828 have be- 

come the orthodox principles of the year 1878. 
Thinking the subject over in his own independ- 

ent way, he had arrived at the conclusion that 

there were many employments reserved exclu- 

sively for men, which might, with perfect pro- 
priety, be also thrown open to capable and 
deserving women. To recognize the claims of 
justice was, with a man of Mr. Wagner’s char- 

he 
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acter, to act on his convictions without a mo- 

ment’s needless delay. Enlarging his London 

business at the time, he divided the new employ- 
ments at his disposal impartially between men 

and women alike. The scandal produced in the 

city by this daring innovation is remembered to 
the present day by old men like me. My mas- 

ter’s audacious experiment prospered neverthe- 
less, in spite of scandal. 

“If my husband had lived,’’ my aunt contin- 
ued, ‘‘it was his intention to follow the example, 
which he has already set in London, in our house 

at Frankfort. There also our business is increas- 
ing, and we mean to add to the number of our 

clerks. As soon asI am able to exert myself, I 
shall go to Frankfort, and give German women 
the same opportunities which my husband has 

already given to English women in London. I 
have his notes on the best manner of carrying 
out this reform to guide me. And [I think of 

sending you, David,’’ she added, turning to me, 

“to our partners in Frankfort, Mr. Keller and 
Mr. Engelman, with instructions which will 

keep some of the vacant situations in the office 
open, until I can follow you.’’ She paused, and 
looked at the lawyer. ‘‘Do you see any objec- 

tion to what I propose?”’ she said. 
“‘T see some risks,’’ he answered, cautiously. 
*“What risks?’’ 
“In London, madam, the late Mr. Wagner had 

special means of investigating the characters of 
the women whom he took into his office. It may 

not be so easy for you, in a strange place like 
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Frankfort, to guard against the danger—’’ He 

hesitated, at a loss for the moment to express 

himself with sufficient plainness and sufficient 

delicacy. 
My aunt made no allowances for his embar- 

rassment, 

‘Don’t be afraid to speak out, sir,”’ she said, a 

little coldly. ‘‘What danger are you afraid of?”’ 
‘Yours is a generous nature, madam; and 

generous natures are easily imposed upon. I am 
afraid of women with bad characters, or, worse 

still, of other women—”’ 

-He stopped again. This time there was a 

positive interruption. We heard a knock at the 
door. 

Our head-clerk was the person who presented 
himself at the summons to comein. My aunt 

held up her hand. ‘‘Excuse me, Mr. Hartrey— 

I will attend to you in one moment.’’ She 
turned to the lawyer. ‘‘What other women are 
likely to impose on me?’’ she asked. 

““Women, otherwise worthy of your kindness, 
who may be associated with disreputable connec- 
tions,”’ the. lawyer replied. ‘‘The very women, 
if I know anything of your quick sympathies, 

whom you would be most anxious to help, and 

who might nevertheless be a source of constant 
trouble and anxiety, under pernicious influences 
at home.’’ 

My aunt made no answer. For the moment, 

the lawyer’s objections seemed to annoy her. 
She addressed herself to Mr. Hartrey; asking 
rather abruptly what he had to say to her. * 

hy 
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Our head clerk was a methodical gentleman of 
the old school. He began by confusedly apolo- 
gizing for his intrusion; and ended by producing 
a letter. 

‘“When you are able to attend to business, 
madam, honor me by reading this letter. And, 
in the meantime, will you forgive me for taking 
a liberty in the office, rather than intrude on 
your grief so soon after the death of my dear 
and honored master?’? The phrases were for- 
mal enough; but there was true feeling in the 
man’s voice as he spoke. My aunt gave him her 
hand. He kissed it, with the tears in his eyes. 

‘*Whatever you have done has been well done, 

Tam sure,’’ she said kindly. ‘‘Who is the letter 
from?”’ 

“‘H'rom Mr. Keller, of Frankfort, madam.”’ 

My aunt instantly took the letter from him, 
and read it attentively. It has a very serious 
bearing on passages in the present narrative 
which are yet to come. I accordingly present 
a copy of it in this place: 

“Private and confidential. 

“Dear Mr. HartREY—It is impossible for me 
to address myself to Mrs. Wagner, in the first days 

of the affliction that has fallen on her. Iam 
troubled by a pressing anxiety; and I venture to 

write to you, as the person now in charge at our 

London office. 
‘“My only son Fritz is finishing his education 

at the university of Wurzburg. He has, I re- 

gret to say, formed an attachment to a .young 
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woman, the daughter of a doctor at Wurzburg, 
who has recently died. I believe the girl to be a 
perfectly reputable and virtuous young person. 
But her father has not only left her in poverty, 
he has done worse—he has died in debt. Besides 
this, her mother’s character does not stand high 
in the town. It is said, among other things, 
that her extravagance is mainly answerable for 

her late husband’s debts. Under these circum- 
stances, I wish to break off the connection while 

the two young people are separated for the time 

by the event of the doctor’s recent death. Fritz 
has given up the idea of entering the medical 
profession, and has accepted my proposal that 
he shall succeed me in our business. I have de- 
cided on sending him to London, to learn some- 
thing of commercial affairs, at headquarters, in 

your office. 

‘“‘My son obeys me reluctantly; but he is a 
good and dutiful lad—and he yields to his fa- 
ther’s wishes, You may expect him in a day or 
two after receipt of these lines. Oblige me by 
making a little opening for him in one of your 
official departments, and by keeping him as 

much as possible under your own eye, until I 
can venture on communicating directly with 

Mrs. Wagner--to whom pray convey the ex- 
pression of my most sincere and respectful sym- 
pathy.”’ 

My aunt handed back the letter. ‘‘Has the 
young man arrived yet?’’ she asked. 

‘‘He arrived yesterday, madam.”’ — ~ 

he 
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*‘And have you found some employment for 
him ?”’ 

“I have ventured to place him in our corre- 
sponding departinent,’’ the head-clerk answered. 
‘For the present he will assist in copying let- 

ters; and, after business hours, he will have a 

room (until further orders) in my house. I hope 
you think I have done right, madam?”’ 

“*You have done admirably, Mr. Hartrey. At 
the same time, I will relieve you of some of the 

responsibility. No grief of mine shall interfere 
with my duty to my husband’s partner. I will 
speak to the young man myself. Bring him 
here this evening, after business hours. And 

don’t leave us just yet; I_want to put a ques- 

tion to you relating to my husband’s affairs, in 
which I am deeply interested.”’ Mr. Hartrey 
returned to his chair. After a momentary hesi- 
tation, my aunt put her question in terms which 
took us all three by surprise. 

CHAPTER III. 

‘*My husband was connected with many char- 
itable institutions,’’ the widow began. ‘‘AmI 
right in believing that he was one of the Sie 

_ ernors of Bethlehem Hospital?’’ 
At this reference to the famous asylum for in- 

sane persons, popularly known among the inhab- 
itants-of London as ‘‘Bedlam,’’ I saw the lawyer 

\ 
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start, and exchange a look with the head-clerk. 

Mr. Hartrey answered with evident reluctance; 

he said, ‘‘Quite right, madam’’—and said no 

more. The lawyer, being the bolder man of the 
two, added a word of warning, addressed direct- 

ly to my aunt. 
‘“‘T venture to suggest,’? he said, ‘‘that there 

are circumstances connected with the late Mr. 
Wagner’s position at the Hospital, which make 

it desirable not to pursue the subject any further. 

Mr. Hartrey will confirm what I say, when I tell 
you that Mr. Wagner’s proposals for a reforma- 
tion in the treatment of the patients—”’ 

‘*Were the proposals of a merciful man,”? my 

aunt interposed, ‘‘who abhorred cruelty in all its 
forms, and who held the torturing of the poor 
mad patients by whips and chains to be an out- 
rage on humanity. I entirely agree with him. 

Though 1 am only a woman, I will not let the 
matter drop. I shall go to the Hospital on Mon- 

day morning next—and my business with you 

to-day is to request that you will accompany 
me.” 

‘In what capacity am I to have the honor of 
accompanying you?’’ the lawyer asked, in his 
coldest manner. 

“In your professional capacity,’? my aunt re- 
plied. ‘‘I may have a proposal to address to the 
governors; and I shall look to your experience 
to express it in the proper form.”’ 

The lawyer was not satisfied yet. ‘‘Hxcuse 
me if 1 venture on making another inquiry,”’ he 
persisted. ‘‘Do you propose to visit the mad- 

hy 
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house in consequence of any wish expressed by 
the late Mr. Wagner?”’ 

‘Certainly not! My husband always avoided 
speaking to me on that melancholy subject. As 
you have heard, he even left me in doubt whether 
he was one of the governing body at the asylum. 
No reference to any circumstance in his life 
which might alarm or distress me ever passed 
his lips.’? Her voice failed her as she paid that 
tribute to her husband’s memory. She waited to 

recover herself. ‘‘But, on the night before his 
death,’’ she resumed, ‘‘when he was half waking, 
half dreaming, I heard him talking to himself of 
something that he was anxious to do, if the 
chance of recovery had been still left to him. 
Since that time I have looked at his private 
diary; and I have found entries in it which ex- 
plain to me what I failed to understand clearly 
at his bedside. I know for certain that the ob- 
stinate hostility of his colleagues had determined 
him on trying the effect of patience and kindness 
in the treatment of mad people, at his sole risk 
and expense. There is now in Bethlehem Hos- 
pital a wretched man—a friendless outcast, found 
in the streets—whom my noble husband had cho- 
sen as the first subject of his humane experi- 
ment, and whose release from a life of torment 
he had the hope of effecting through the influ- 
ence of a person in authority in the Royal House- 
hold. You know already that the memory of 
my husband’s plans and wishes is a sacred mem- 
ory tome. Iam resolved to see that poor chained 
creature whom he would have rescued if he had 
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lived; and I will certainly complete his work of 

mercy, if my conscience tells me that a woman 

should do it.”’ 
Hearing this bold announcement—I am almost 

ashamed to confess it, in these enlightened days 
—we all three protested. Modest Mr. Hartrey 
was almost as loud and as eloquent as the law- 
yer, and I was not far behind Mr. Hartrey. It 
is perhaps to be pleaded as an excuse for us that 
some of the highest authorities, in the early part 
of the present century, would have been just as 
prejudiced and just as ignorant as we were. Say 
what we might, however, our remonstrances pro- 

duced no effect on my aunt. We merely roused 
the resolute side of her character to assert itself. 

‘*] won’t detain you any longer,’’ she said to 
the lawyer. ‘‘Take the rest of the day to decide 
what you will do. If you decline to accompany 
me, I shall go by myself. If you accept my pro- 

posal, send me a line this evening to say so.”’ 
In that way the conference came to an end. 

Karly in the evening young Mr. Keller made 
his appearance, and was introduced to my aunt 
and tome. We both took a liking to him from 
the first. He was a handsome young man, with 
light hair and florid complexion, and with a 
frank ingratiating manner—a little sad and sub- 
dued, in consequence, no doubt, of his enforced 

separation from his beloved young lady at Wiirz- 
burg. My aunt, with her customary kindness 
and consideration, offered him a room next to 
mine, in place of his room in Mr. Hartrey’s 
house. ‘‘My nephew David speaks German; 

tal 
_ 

» 



JEZEBEL’S DAUGHTER. 23 

and he will help to make your life among us 
pleasant to you.’”? With those words our good 
mistress left us together. 

Fritz opened the conversation with the easy 
self-confidence of a German student. 

“It is one bond of union between us that you 
speak my language,’’ he began. ‘‘I am good at 
reading and writing English, but I speak badly. 
Have we any other sympathies in common? Is 
it possible that you smoke?’’ 

Poor Mr. Wagner had taught me to smoke. I 
answered by offering my new acquaintance a 
cigar. 

‘*Another bond between us,’ cried Fritz. 
‘““We must be friends from this moment. Give 
me your hand.’’ Weshook hands. He lighted 
his cigar, looked at me very attentively, looked 
away again, and puffed out his first mouthful of 
smoke with a heavy sigh. 

“‘T wonder whether we are united by a third 

bond?” he said, thoughtfully. ‘‘Are you a stiff 
Englishman? Tell me, friend David, may I 
speak to you with the freedom of a supremely 
wretched man?”’ 

‘* As freely as you like,’’ 1 answered. He still 
hesitated. 

“‘] want to be encouraged,’’ he said. ‘‘Be 
familiar with me. Call me Fritz.” 

I called him ‘‘Fritz.’’ He drew his chair close 
to mine, and laid his hand affectionately on my 
shoulder. I began to think I had perhaps en- 
couraged him a little too readily. 
“Are you in love, David?’’ He put the ques- 

? 
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tion just as coolly as if he had asked me what 
o'clock it was. 

I was young enough to blush. Fritz accepted 
the blush as a sufficient answer. ‘‘Every mo- 
ment I pass in your society,’’ he cried with en- 
thusiasm, ‘‘I like you better—I find you more 
eminently sympathetic. You are inlove. One 
word more —are there any obstacles in your 
way?”’ 

There were obstacles in my way. She was 
too old for me, and too poor for me—and it all 
came to nothing in due course of time. I ad- 
mitted the obstacles; abstaining, with an En- 
glishman’s shyness, from entering into details. 
My reply was enough, and more than enough, 
for Fritz. ‘‘Good heavens!’’ heexclaimed; ‘‘our 
destinies exactly resemble each other! We are 
both supremely wretched men. David, I can 
restrain myself no longer; I must positively em- 
brace you!’’ ; 

[ resisted to the best of my ability—but he was 
the stronger man of the two. - His long arms al- 
most strangled me; his bristly mustache scratched 
my cheek. In my first involuntary impulse of 
disgust, I clinched my fist. Young Mr. Keller 
never suspected (my English brethren alone will 
understand) how very near my fist and his head 

_ were to becoming personally and violently ac- 
quainted. Different nations—different customs. 
I can smile as I write about it now. 

Fritz took his seat again. ‘‘My heart is at 
ease; I can pour myself out freely,’? he said. 
‘“‘Never, my friend, was there such an interest- 

hy 
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ing love-story as mine. She is the sweetest girl 
living. Dark, slim, gracious, delightful, desir- 
able, just eighteen. The image, I should sup- 
pose, of what her widowed mother was at her 
age. Hernameis Minna. Daughter and only 
child of Madame Fontaine. Madame Fontaine 

is a truly grand creature, a Roman matron. She 
is the victim of envy and scandal. Would you 
believe it? There are wretches in Wirzburg 
(her husband the doctor was professor of chemis- 
try at the University)—there are wretches, I say, 
who call my Minna’s mother ‘Jezebel,’ and my 
Minna herself ‘Jezebel’s Daughter’! I have fought 
three duels with my fellow-students to avenge 
that one insult. Alas, David, there is another 

person who is influenced by those odious calum- 
nies !—a person sacred to me—the honored author 

of my being. Is it not dreadful? My good fa- 
ther turns tyrant in this one thing; declares I 
shall never marry ‘Jezebel’s Daughter’; exiles 
me, by his paternal commands, to this foreign 
country; and perches me on a high stool to copy 
letters. Ha! he little knows my heart. I am 
my Minna’s and my Minna is mine. In body 
and soul, in time and in eternity, we are one. 
Do you see my tears? Do my tears speak for 
me? The heart’s relief is in crying freely. 
There is a German song to that effect. When 
I recover myself, I will sing it to you. Music 
is a great comforter; music is the friend of love. 
There is another German song to that effect.’ 
He suddenly dried his eyes, and got on his feet; 

some new idea had apparently occurred to him. 
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“*Tt is dreadfully dull here,’’ he said; ‘J am not 
used to evenings at home. Have you any music 
in London? Help me to forget Minna for an 
hour or two. Take me to the music.” 

Having, by this time, heard quite enough of 
his raptures, I was eager on my side for a change 
of any kind. I helped him to forget Minna at 
a Vauxhall Concert. He thought our English 
orchestra wanting in subtlety and spirit. On 
the other hand, he did full justice, afterward, to 
our English bottled beer. When we left the Gar- 
dens, he sang me that German song, ‘‘My heart’s 
relief is crying freely,’? with a fervor of senti- 
ment which must have awakened every light 
sleeper in the neighborhood. 

Retiring to my bed-chamber, 1 found an open 

letter on my toulet-table. It was addressed to 
my aunt by the lawyer; and it announced that 
he had decided on accompanying her to the mad- 
house—without pledging himself to any further 
concession. In leaving the letter for me to read, 
my aunt had written across it a line in pencil: 
‘*You can go with us, David, if you like.’’ 
My curiosity was strongly roused. It is need- 

less to say I decided on being present at the visit 
to Bedlam. 

CHAPTER IV. 

On the appointed Monday we were ready to 
accompany my aunt to the madhouse. 

Whether she distrusted her own unaided judg- _ - 

hy 
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ment, or whether she wished to have as many 
witnesses as possible to the rash action in which 
she was about to engage, Icannot say. Ineither 
case, her first proceeding was to include Mr. Har- 
trey and Fritz Keller in the invitation already ex- 
tended to the lawyer and myself. 

They both declined to accompany us. The 
head-clerk made the affairs of the office serve 
for his apology; it was foreign post day, and 
he could not possibly be absent from his desk. 

Fritz invented no. excuses; he confessed the 

truth, in his own outspoken manner. ‘“‘I have 
a horror of mad people,’ he said, ‘‘they so 
frighten and distress me, that they make me 
feel half mad myself. Don’t ask me to go with 
you—and oh, dear lady, don’t go yourself.”’ 

My aunt smiled sadly—and led the way out. 
We had a special order of admission to the 

Hospital which placed the resident superinten- 
dent himself at our disposal. He received my 

aunt with the utmost politeness, and proposed 
a scheme of his own for conducting us over the 

whole building; with an invitation to take 
luncheon with him afterward at his private 

residence. 
‘At another time, sir, I shall be happy to 

avail myself of your kindness,’? my aunt said, ~ - 
when he had done. ‘‘For the present, my ob- 
ject is to see one person only among the unfortu- 

- nate creatures in this asylum.”’ 
‘“‘One person only?”’ repeated the superinten- 

dent. ‘‘One of our patients of the higher rank, 
I suppose?’’ ; 
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“‘On the contrary,’’ my aunt replied, ‘*I wish 

to see a poor friendless creature, found in the 
streets; known here, as I am informed, by no 
better name than Jack Straw.”’ 

The superintendent looked at her in blank 
amazement. 

‘‘Good heavens, madam!’’ he exclaimed; ‘‘are 

you aware that Jack Straw is one of the most 
dangerous lunatics we have in the house?”’ 

‘“‘T have heard that he bears the character you 
describe,’’ my aunt quietly admitted. 

‘‘And yet you wish to see him?”’ 

‘‘{ am here for that purpose—and no other.’’ 
The superintendent looked round at the lawyer 

and at me, appealing to us silently to explain, if 

we could, this incomprehensible desire to see 
Jack Straw. The lawyer spoke for both of us. 
He reminded the superintendent of the late Mr. 
Wagner’s peculiar opinions on the treatment of 

the insane, and of the interest which he had 

taken in this particular case. To which my aunt 
added: ‘‘And Mr. Wagner’s widow feels the same 
interest, and inherits her late husband’s opin- 
ions.”? Hearing this, the superintendent bowed 

with his best grace, and resigned himself to cir- 
cumstances. ‘‘Pardon me if I keep you waiting 
for a minute or two,’”? he said, and rang a 
bell. 

A man-servant appeared at the door. 
“Are Yarcombe and Foss on duty on the south 

side?”’ the superintendent asked. 
“Yes, sir.”’ 

‘‘Send one of them here directly.” ; 

hy 
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We waited a few minutes—and then a gruff 
voice became audible on the outer side of the 
door. ‘‘Present, sir,’? growled the gruff voice. 

The superintendent courteously offered his arm 
to my aunt. ‘‘Permit me to escort you to Jack 
Straw,’’ he said, with a touch of playful irony 
in his tone. 
We left the room. The lawyer and 1 followed 

my auntand herescort. Aman, whom we found 

posted on the door-mat, brought up the rear. 
Whether he was Yarcombe or whether he was 
Foss, mattered but little. In either case, he was 

a hulking, scowling, hideously ill-looking brute. 
‘One of our assistants,’ we heard the superin- 
tendent explain. ‘‘It is possible, madam, that 
we may want two of them, if we are to make 
things pleasant at your introduction to Jack 
Straw.” 
We ascended some stairs, shut off from the 

lower floor by a massive locked door, and passed 
along some dreary stone passages, protected by 
more doors. Cries of rage and pain, at one time 
distant and at another close by, varied by yelling 
laughter, more terribleeven than the cries, sounded 
on either side of us. We passed through a last 
door, the most solid of all, which shut out these 

dreadful noises, and found ourselves in a little 
circular hall. Here the superintendent stopped, 
and listened for a moment. There was dead si- 
lence. He beckoned to the attendant and pointed 
to a heavily nailed oaken door. 

‘Look in,’’ he said. 
The man drew aside a little shutter in the door, 
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and looked through the bars which guarded the 
opening. 

‘Ts he waking or sleeping?’’ the superinten- 

dent asked. 
‘*Waking, sir.” 
“Ts he at work?” 
**Yes, sir.”’ 

The superintendent turned to my aunt. 
‘*You are fortunate, madam—you will see him 

in his quiet moments. He amuses himself by 
making hats, baskets, and table mats, out of his 
straw. Very neatly put together, I assure you. 
One of our visiting physicians, a man with a 
most remarkable sense of humor, gave him his 
nickname from his work. Shall we open the 

door?”’ 
My aunt had turned very pale; I could see 

that she was struggling with violent agitation. 
“Give mea minute or two first,’’ she said; ‘‘I 

want to compose myself before I see him.”’ 
She sat down on a stone bench outside the 

door. ‘‘Tell me what you know about this poor 
- man?” she said. ‘I don’t ask out of idle curi- 
osity—I have a better motive than that. Is he 
young or old?”’ 

‘Judging by his teeth,’’ the superintendent 
answered, as if he had been speaking of a horse, 
‘the is certainly young. But his complexion is 
completely gone, and his hair has turned gray. 
So far as we have been able to make out (when 
he is willing to speak of himself), these peculiari- 
ties in his personal appearanco are due to a nar- 
row escape from poisoning by accident. But 
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how the accident occurred, and where it oc- 

curred, he either cannot or will not tell us. We 

know nothing about him, except that he is abso- 
lutely friendless. He speaks English—but it is 
with an odd kind of accent—and we don’t know 

whether he is a foreigner or not. You are to 
understand, madam, that he is here on suffer- 

ance. This is a royal institution, and, as a rule, 

we only receive lunatics of the educated class. 
But Jack Straw has had wonderful luck. Being 
too mad, I suppose, to take: care of himself, he 

was run over in one of the streets in our neigh- 
borhood by the carriage of an exalted personage, 

whom it would be an indiscretion on my part 
even to name. The personage (an illustrious 
lady, 1 may inform you) was so distressed by 

the accident—without the slightest need, for the 

man was not seriously hurt—that she actually 
had him brought here in her carriage, and laid 

her commands on us to receive him. Ah, Mrs. 

Wagner, her highness’s heart is worthy of her 
highness’s rank. She occasionally sends to in- 
quire after the lucky lunatic who rolled under 
her horse’s feet. We don’t tell her what a 
trouble and expense he is tous. We have had 

irons specially invented to control him; and, if I 

am not mistaken,’’ said the superintendent, turn- 

ing to the assistant, ‘‘a new whip was required 

only last week.”’ 
The man put his hand into the big pocket of 

his coat, and produced a horrible whip, of many 
lashes. He exhibited this instrument of torture 
with every appearance of pride and pleasure. 
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“This is what keeps him in order, my lady,”’ 
said the brute, cheerfully. ‘‘Just takeit in your 

hand.”’ 
My aunt sprang to her feet. She was so in- 

dignant that I believe she would have laid the 
whip across the man’s shoulders, if his master 
had not pushed him back without ceremony. 

‘‘A zealous servant,’’ said the superintendent, 
smiling pleasantly. ‘‘Please excuse him.”’ 
My aunt pointed to the cell door. 
‘‘Open it,’ she said. ‘‘Let me see anything, 

rather than set eyes on that monster again!’ 

The firmness of her tone evidently surprised 
the superintendent. He knew nothing of the re- 
serves of resolution in her, which the mere sight 
of the whip had called forth. The pallor had 
left her face; she trembled no longer; her fine 

gray eyes were bright and steady. ‘‘That brute 
has roused her,’’ said the lawyer, looking back 
at the assistant, and whispering to me; ‘‘nothing 
will restrain her, David—she will have her way 
now.”’ 

CHAPTER V. 

THE superintendent opened the cell door with 
his own hand. 
We found ourselves in a narrow, lofty prison, 

like an apartment in a tower. High up, in one 
corner, the grim stone walls were pierced, by a 

hy 



JEZEBEL’S DAUGHTER. 33 

grated opening, which let in air and light. 

Seated on the floor, in the angle formed by the 
junction of two walls, we saw the superinten- 
dent’s ‘‘lucky lunatic’? at work with a truss of 

loose straw on either side of him. The slanting 
rays of light from the high window streamed 

down on his prematurely gray hair, and showed 

us the strange yellow pallor of his complexion, 

and the youthful symmetry of his hands, nimbly 

occupied with their work. A heavy chain held 
him to the wall. It was not only fastened round 

his waist, it also fettered his legs between the 

knee and the ankle. At the same time, it was 

long enough to allow him a range of crippled 
movement, within a circle of five or six feet, as 

well as I could calculate at the time. Above his 
head, ready for use if required, hung a small 

chain evidently intended to confine his hands at 

the wrists. Unless I was deceived by his crouch- 

ing attitude, he wassmallinstature. His ragged 
dress barely covered his emaciated form. In 
other and happier days, he must have been a 
well-made little man; his feet and ankles, like 

his hands, were finely and delicately formed. 

He was so absorbed in his employment that he 
had evidently not heard the talking outside his 
cell. It was only when the door was banged to 
by the assistant (who kept behind us, at a sign 

_from the superintendent) that he looked up. 
We now saw his large vacantly-patient brown 

eyes, the haggard outline of his face, and his 

nervously sensitive lips. For a moment, he 
looked from one to the other of the visitors with 
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a quiet childish curiosity. Then his wandering 

glances detected the assistant, waiting behind us 
with the whip still in his hand. 

In an instant the whole expression of the mad- 

man’s face changed. Ferocious hatred glittered 
in his eyes; his lips suddenly retracted, showing 

his teeth like the teeth of a wild beast. My aunt 
perceived the direction in which he was looking, 
and altered her position so as to conceal from 

him the hateful figure with the whip, and to con- 

centrate his attention on herself. With startling 
abruptness the poor creature’s expression changed 
once more. His eyes softened, a faint, sad smile 

trembled on his lips. He dropped the straw 

which he had been plaiting, and lifted his hands 

with a gesture of admiration. ‘‘The pretty lady!’’ 
he whispered to himself. ‘‘ Oh, the pretty 
lady!’ 

He attempted to crawl out from the wall, as 
far as his chain would let him. Ata sign from 
the superintendent he stopped, and sighed bit- 

terly. ‘‘I wouldn’t hurt the lady for the world,”’ 
he said; ‘‘I beg your pardon, mistress, if I have 
frightened you.”’ 

His voice was wonderfully gentle. But there 
was something strange in his accent—and there 
was perhaps a foreign formality in his address- 
ing my aunt as ‘‘Mistress.’’ Englishmen in 
general would have called her ‘‘ma’am.’? — 

We men kept our places at a safe distance from 
his chain. My aunt, with a woman’s impulsive 
contempt of danger when her compassion ig 

strongly moved, stepped forward to him. The 
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superintendent caught her by the arm and 
checked her. ‘*Take care,’’ he said. ‘‘You 

don’t know him as well as we do.” 
Jack’s eyes turned on the superintendent, di- 

lating slowly. His lips began to part again—I 
feared to see the ferocious expression in his face 

once more. I was wrong. In the very moment 

of another outbreak of rage, the unhappy man 
showed that he was still capable, under strong 
internal influence, of restraining himself. He 
seized the chain that held him to the wall in both 
hands, and wrung it with such convulsive en- 

ergy that I almost expected to see the bones of 
his fingers start through the skin. His head 
dropped on his breast, his wasted figure quiv- 
ered. It was only for an instant. When he 
looked up again, his poor vacant brown eyes 
turned on my aunt, dim with tears. She in- 

stantly shook off the superintendent’s hold on 
her arm. Before it was possible to interfere, 

she was bending over Jack Straw, with one of 

her pretty white hands laid gently on his 
head. 

*“How your head burns, poor Jack!’’ she said 
-simply. ‘‘Does my hand cool it?’’ 

Still holding desperately by the chain, he an- - 

swered like a timid child. ‘‘Yes, mistress; your 
hand cools it. Thank you.”’ 

She took up a little straw hat on which he had 
been working when his door was opened. ‘‘This 
is very nicely done, Jack,’’? she went on. ‘‘Tell 
me how you first came to make these pretty 

things with your straw.” 
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He looked up at her with a sudden accession of 

confidence; her interest in the hat had flattered 

him. 
“‘Once,’’ he said, ‘‘there was a time when my 

hands were the maddest things about me. They 

used to turn against me and tear my hair and 
my flesh. An angel in a dream told me how to 
keep them quiet. An angel said, ‘Let them 

work at your straw.’ All day long I plaited 

my straw. I would have gone on all night too, 
if they would only have given mea light. My 
nights are bad, my nights are dreadful. The 

raw air eats into me, the black darkness fright- 

ensme. Shall I tell you what is the greatest 

blessing in the world? Daylight! Daylight!! 
Daylight!!!’ 

At each repetition of the word his voice rose. 
He was on the point of breaking into a scream, 
when he took a tighter turn of his chain and in- 
stantly silenced himself. ‘‘I am quiet, sir,’’ he 
said, before the superintendent could reprove 
him. 

My aunt added a word in his favor. ‘‘Jack 
has promised not to frighten me; and I am sure 
he will keep his word. Have you never had 

parents or friends to be kind to you, my poor 

fellow?”’ she asked, turning to him again. 
He looked up at her. ‘‘Never,’’ he said, ‘‘till 

you came here to see me.’’ As he spoke, there 
was .a flash of intelligence in the bright grati- 

tude of his eyes. ‘‘ Ask me something else,’’ he 
pleaded; ‘‘and see how quietly I can answer 
you.”’ 

% 
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“*Is it true, Jack, that you were once poisoned 
by accident, and nearly killed by it?’’ 

¢ Yes ike > 

‘**Where was it?”’ 

“‘War away in another country. In the doc- 

tor’s big room. In the time when 1 was the 
doctor’s man.”’ 

‘Who was the doctor?’’ 

He put his hand to his head. ‘‘Give me more 

time,’’ he said. ‘‘It hurts me when I try to re- 

member too much. Let me finish my hat first. 

I want to give you my hat when it’sdone. You 

don’t know how clever I am with my fingers and 

thumbs. Just look and see!’’ 
He set to work on the hat; perfectly happy 

while my aunt was looking at him. The lawyer 

was the unlucky person who produced a change 

for the worse. Having hitherto remained pas- 
sive, this worthy gentleman seemed to think it 

was due to his own importance to take a promi- 

nent part in the proceedings. ‘‘My professional 

experience wil) come in well here,’’ he said; ‘‘1 

mean to treat him as an unwilling witness; you 

will see we shall get something out of him in 

that way. Jack!” 
The unwilling witness went on impenetrably 

with his work. The lawyer (keeping well out of 
reach of the range of the chain) raised his voice. 

‘Hullo, there!’’ he cried, ‘‘you’re not deaf, are 

you?”’ 
Jack looked up, with an impish expression of 

mischief in his eyes. A man with a modest 

opinion of himself would have taken warning, 
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and would have said no more. The lawyer 

persisted. 
‘‘Now, my man! let us have a little talk. 

‘Jack Straw’ can’t be your proper name. What 

is your name?”’ 
‘‘Anything you like,” said Jack. ‘*What’s 

yours?” 
‘“Oh, come! that won’t do. You must have 

had a father and mother.’’ 

‘Not that I know of.”’ 
‘‘Where were you born?”’ 

‘*In the gutter.”’ 
‘*How were you brought up?”’ 

‘‘Sometimes with a cuff on the head.”’ 
‘*And at other times?”’ 
‘*At other times with a kick. Do be quiet, 

and let me finish my hat.’’ 
The discomfited lawyer tried a bribe as a last 

resource. He held upa shilling. ‘‘Do’you see 
this?”’ 

‘‘No, I don’t. I see nothing but my hat.’’ 

This reply brought the examination to an end. 

The lawyer looked at the superintendent, and 

said, ‘‘A hopeless case, sir.’”? The superintend- 

ent looked at the lawyer, and answered, ‘‘Per- 
fectly hopeless. ”’ 

Jack finished his hat, and gave it to my aunt. 
‘“*Do you like it, now it’s done?’’ he asked. 

‘I like it very much,’’ she answered; ‘‘and 

one of these days I shall trim it with ribbons, 
and wear it for your sake.”’ 

She appealed to the superintendent, holding 
out the hat to him. 

* 
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**Look,’’ she said. ‘‘There is not a false turn 
anywhere in all this intricate plaiting. Poor 
Jack is sane enough to fix his attention to this 

subtle work. Do you give him up as incurable, 
when he can do that?”’ 

The superintendent waved away the question 

with his hand. ‘‘Purely mechanical,’’ he re- 
plied. ‘‘It means nothing.’’ 

Jack touched my aunt. ‘‘I want to whisper,”’ 

he said. She bent down to him, and listened. 

I saw her smile, and asked, after we had left 

the asylum, what he had said. Jack had stated 

his opinion of the principal officer of Bethlehem 

Hospital in these words: ‘“‘Don’t you listen to 
him, mistress; he’s a poor half-witted creature. 

And short, too—not above six inches taller than 

Jam!’ 

But my aunt had not done with Jack’s enemy 

yet. 

‘*T am sorry to trouble you, sir,’’ she resumed 

—‘T have something more to say before I go, 

and I wish to say it privately. Can you spare 

me a few minutes?”’ 
The amiable superintendent declared that he 

was entirely at her service. She turned to Jack 

to say good-by. The sudden discovery that she 
-was about to leave him was more than he could 

sustain; he lost his self-control. 

“‘Stay with me!’’ cried. the poor wretch, seiz- 
ing her by both hands. ‘‘Oh, be merciful, and 

stay with me!’ 
She preserved her presence of mind—she would 

permit no interference to protect her. Without 
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starting back, without even attempting to re- 
lease herself, she spoke to him quietly. 

“Tet us shake hands for to-day,’’ she said; 

‘you have kept your promise, Jack—you have 

been quiet and good. I must leave you for a 

while. Let me go.’’ 

He obstinately shook his head, and still held 

her. 
**Took at me,’’ she persisted, without showing 

any fear of him. ‘‘I want to tell you something. 
You are no longer a friendless creature, Jack. 

You have a friend in me. Look up.”’ 
Her clear firm tones had their effect on him; 

he looked up. Their eyes met, 

‘*Now, let me go, as I told you.”’ 

He dropped her hand, and threw himself back 
in his corner and burst out crying. 

‘**T shall never see her again,’’ he moaned to 
himself. ‘‘Never, never, never again!’’ 

‘*You shall see me to-morrow,”’ she said. 

_ He looked at her through his tears, and looked 

away again with an abrupt change to distrust. 
‘“‘She doesn’t mean it,’’ he muttered, still speak- 
ing to himself; “‘she only says it to pacify me.”’ 
“You shall see me to-morrow,’’ my aunt reit- 

erated; ‘‘I promise it.’’ 
He was cowed, but not convinced; he crawled 

to the full length of his chain, and lay down at 
her feet like a dog. She considered for a mo- 

ment—and found her way to his confidence at 
last. 

“Shall I leave you something to keep for me 
until I see you again?” : 

ay 
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The idea struck him like a revelation: he lifted 

his head, and eyed her with breathless interest. 

“She gave him a little ornamental handbag, in 
which she was accustomed to carry her handker- 

chief, and purse, and smelling-bottle. 

“T trust it entirely to you, Jack: you shall 
give it back to me when we meet to-morrow.”’ 

Those simple words more than reconciled him 

to her departure—they subtly flattered his self- 
esteem. 

‘You will find your bag torn to pieces, to-mor- 
row,’’ the superintendent whispered, as the door 
was opened for us to go out. 

‘*Pardon me, sir,’? my aunt replied; ‘‘T believe 

I shall find it quite safe.”’ 

The last we saw of poor Jack, before® the door 

closed on him, he was hugging the bag’ in both 

arms, and kissing it. 

CHAPTER VI. 

On our return to home, I found Fritz Keller 

smoking his pipe in the walled garden at the 

back of the house. 
In those days, it may not be amiss to remark 

that merchants of the old-fashioned sort still 

lived over their counting-houses in the city. The 
late Mr. Wagner’s place of business included two 

spacious houses standing together, with internal 

means of communication. One of these build- 

ings was devoted to the offices and warehouses. 



42 WORKS OF WILKIE COLLINS. 

The other (having the garden at the back) was 

the private residence. 
Fritz advanced to meet me, and stopped, with 

a sudden change in his manner. ‘‘Something 
has happened,’’ he said—‘‘I see it in your face! 

Has the madman anything to do with it?”’ 

“Yes. Shall I tell you what has happened, 

Fritz?”’ 
‘‘Not for the world. My ears are closed to all 

dreadful and distressing narratives. I will im- 
agine the madman—let us talk of something 

else.”’ 
‘“You will probably see him, Fritz, in a few 

weeks’ time.”’ 
‘*You don’t mean to tell me he is coming into 

this house?”’ 
‘“‘T am afraid it’s likely, to say the least of it.”’ 
Fritz looked at me like a man thunderstruck. 

‘‘There are some disclosures,’’ he said, in his 

quaint way, ‘‘which are too overwhelming to be 
received on one’s legs. Let us sit down.”’ 

He led the way to a summer-house at the end 
of the garden. On the wooden table, I observed 

a bottle of the English beer which my friend 
prized so highly, with glasses on either side 
of it. 

‘‘T had a presentiment that we should want a 
consoling something of this sort,’ said Fritz. 
‘‘Fill your glass, David, and let out the worst of 

it at once, before we get to the end of the bottle.”’ 
I let out the best of it first—that is to say, I 

told him what I have related in the preceding ~ 
pages. Fritz was deeply interested: full of com- 

ay 
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passion for Jack Straw, but not in the least con- 
verted to my aunt’s confidence in him. 

“Jack is supremely pitiable,’? he remarked; 
“but Jack is also a smoldering voleano—and 
smoldering volcanoes burst into eruption when 
the laws of nature compel them. My only hope 
is in Mr. Superintendent. Surely he will not let 
this madman loose on us, with nobody but your 
aunt to hold the chain? What did she really 
say, when you left Jack, and had your private 

talk in the reception-room? One minute, my 
friend, before you begin,’’ said Fritz, groping 
under the bench upon which we were seated. 
‘‘T had a second presentiment that we might 
want a second bottle—and here itis! Fill your 
glass; and let us establish ourselves in our re- 

spective positions—you to administer, and I to 

sustain, a severe shock to the moral sense. I 

think, David, this second bottle is even more de- 

liciously brisk than the first. Well, and what 

did your aunt say?”’ 
My aunt had said much more than I could 

possibly tell him. : 
In substance it had come to this:—After see-— 

ing the whip, and seeing the chains, and seeing 
the man—she had actually determined to com- 

mit herself to the perilous experiment which her 
husband would have tried, if he had lived! As 

to the means of procuring Jack Straw’s libera- 
tion from the Hospital, the powerful influence 
which had insisted on his being received ky the 
Institution, in defiance of rules, could also insist 

on his release, and could be approached by the 
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intercession of the same official person, whose 

interest in the matter had been aroused by Mr. 
Wagner in the last days of his life. Having set 

forth her plans for the future in these terms, my 
aunt appealed to the lawyer to state the expres- 

sion of her wishes and intentions, in formal writ- 

ing, as a preliminary act of submission toward 
the governors of the asylum. 

‘‘And what did the lawyer say to it?’’ Fritz 
inquired, after I had reported my aunt’s pro- 

ceedings thus far. - 
“‘The lawyer declined, Fritz, to comply with 

her request. He said, ‘It would be inexcusable, 

even in a man, to run such a risk—I don’t be- 
lieve there is another woman in England who 
would think of such a thing.’’ Those were his 
words.”’ 

‘‘Did they have any effect on her?’’ 

*‘Not the least in the world. She apologized 
for having wasted his valuable time, and wished 

him good-morning. ‘If nobody will help me,’ 
she said, quietly, ‘I must help myself.’ Then 
she turned to me. ‘You have seen how care- 

fully and delicately poor Jack can work,’ she 
said: ‘you have seen him tempted to break out, 
and yet capable ot restraining himself in my 
presence. And, more than that, on the one 
occasion when he did lose his self-control, you 
saw how he recovered himself when he was 
calmly and kindly reasoned with. Are you con- 
tent, David, to leave such a man for the rest of 

his life to the chains and the whip?’ What 
could I say? She was too considerate to press 

> 
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me; she only asked me to think of it. I have 
been trying to think of it ever since—and the 
more I try, the more I dread the consequences if 
that madman is brought into the house.”’ 

Fritz shuddered at the prospect. 

**On the day when Jack comes into the house, 

I shall go out of it,’? he said. The social conse- 
quences of my aunt’s contemplated experiment 

suddenly struck him while he spoke. ‘‘What 

will Mrs. Wagner’s friends think?’’ he asked 
piteously. ‘‘They will refuse to visit her—they 
will say she’s mad herself.’’ 

““Don’t let that distress you, gentlemen—I 
shan’t mind what my friends say of me.”’ 

We both started in confusion to our feet. My 
aunt herself was standing at the open door of the 

summer-house with a letter in her hand. 
‘“‘News from Germany, just come for you, 

Fritz.”’ 
With those words she handed him the letter, 

and left us. 
We looked at each other thoroughly ashamed 

of ourselves, if the truth must be told. Fritz 

cast an uneasy glance at the letter, and recog- 

nized the handwriting on the address. ‘‘From 
my father!’ he said. As he opened the en- 
velope a second letter inclosed fell out on the 

floor. He changed color as he picked it up, and 
looked at it. The seal was unbroken—the post- 
mark was Wirzburg. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

Fritz kept the letter from Wiirzbyrg unopened 

in his hand. 
‘“‘Tt’s not from Minna,’ he said; ‘‘the hand- 

writing is strange to me. Perhaps my father 

knows something about it.’? He turned to his 
father’s letter; read it; and handed it to me 

without a word of remark. 
Mr. Keller wrote briefly as follows: 

“The inclosed letter has reached me by post, 
as you perceive, with written instructions to for- 

ward it to my son. The laws of honor guide me 
just as absolutely in my relations with my son 

as in my relations with any other gentleman. I 

forward the letter to you exactly as I have re- 
ceived it. But I cannot avoid noticing the post- 
mark of the city in which the Widow Fontaine 

and her daughter are stillliving. Ifeither Minna 

or her mother be the person who writes to you, 
I must say plainly that I forbid your entering 
into any correspondence with them. The two 
families shall never be connected by marriage 
while I live. Understand, my dear son, that 

this is said in your own best interests, and Said, 

. 2» 
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therefore, from the heart of your father who 
loves you.”’ 

While I was reading these lines Fritz had 

opened the letter from Wiirzburg. ‘‘It’s long 
enough, at any rate,’’ he said, turning over the 
closely-written pages to find the signature at the 
end. 

**Well?”’ I asked. 
‘“‘Well,”’ Fritz repeated, ‘‘it’s an anonymous let- 

ter. The signature is ‘Your Unknown Friend.’ ’’ 
“Perhaps it relates to Miss Minna or to her 

mother,’’ I suggested. Fritz turned back to the 
first page, and looked up at me, red with anger. 
‘‘More abominable slander! More lies about 
Minna’s mother!’ he burst out. ‘‘Come here, 
David. Look atit with me. What do you say? 
1s it the writing of a woman or a man?”’ 

The writing was so carefully disguised that it 

was impossible to answer his question. The let- 
ter (like the rest of the correspondence connected 
with this narrative) has been copied in duplicate 
and placed at my disposal. 1 reproduce it here 

for reasons which will presently explain them- 
selves — altering nothing, not even the vulgar 

familiarity of the address. 

““My good fellow, you once did me a kindness 
along time since. Never mind what it was or 
wholam. I mean todo you a kindness in re- 

turn. Let that be enough. — 
“You are in love with ‘Jezebel’s Daughter.’ 

Now, don’t be angry! I know you believe Jeze- 
bel to be a deeply-injured woman; 1 know you 

. 
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have been foolish enough to fight duels at Wirz- 

burg in defense of her character. 
‘lt is enough for you that she is a fond 

mother, and that her innecent daughter loves 

her dearly. I don’t deny that she is a fond 

mother; but is the maternal instinct enough of 

itself to answer for a woman? Why, Fritz, a 

cat is a fond mother; but a cat scratches and 

swears, for all that! And poor simple little 
Minna, who can see no harm in anybody, who 

can’t discover wickedness when it stares her in 

the face—is she a trustworthy witness to the 

widow’s character? Bah! 

‘*Don’t tear up my letter in a rage; I am not 

going to argue the question with you any further. 

Certain criminal circumstances have come to my 

knowledge, which point straight to this woman. 

I shall plainly relate those circumstances, out of 

my true regard for you, in the fervent hope that 

I may open your eyes to the truth. 

‘‘Let us go back to the death of Doctor-Pro- 

fessor. Fontaine, at his apartments, in the Uni- 

versity of Wiirzburg, on the 3d of September, 
in the present year 1828. 

‘““The poor man died of typhoid fever, as you 

know-—and died in debt, through no extrava- 

gance on his own part, as you also know. He 
had outlived all his own relatives, and had no 

pecuniary hopes or expectations from any one. 

Under these circumstances, he could only leave 
the written expression of his last wishes, in place 
of a will. 

“This document committed his widow and 

ay 
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child to the care of his widow’s relations, in 

terms of respectful entreaty. Speaking next of 

himself, he directed that he should be buried 

with the strictest economy, so that he might cost 
the University as little as possible. Thirdly, . 

and lastly, he appointed one of his brother pro- 
fessors to act as his sole executor, in disposing 
of those contents of his laboratory which were 

his own property at the time of his death. 
**The written instructions to his executor are 

of such serious importance that I feel it my duty 
to copy them for you, word for word. 

‘*Thus they begin: 

***T hereby appoint my dear old friend and 
colleague, Professor Stein —now absent for a 

while at Munich, on University business — to 
act as my sole representative in the disposal of 

the contents of my laboratory, after my death. 

The various objects used in my chemical investi- 

gations, which are my own private property, 

‘will all be found arranged on the long deal-table 
that stands between the two windows. They 
are to be offered for sale to my successor, in the 

first instance. If he declines to purchase them, 
they can then be sent to Munich, to ke sold 
separately by the manufacturer, as occasion may 

offer. The furniture of the laboratory, both 

movable and stationary, belongs entirely to the 
- University, excepting the contents of an iron 

safe built into the south wall of the room. As 
to these, which are my own sole property, I seri- 
ously enjoin my executor and representative to 

follow my instructions to the letter: 
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‘*€*(1) Professor Stein will take care to be 

accompanied by a competent witness, when he 

opens the safe in the wall. 
‘© (2) The witness will take down in writing, 

from the dictation of Professor Stein, an exact 

list of the contents of the safe, These are:— 
Bottles containing drugs, tin cases containing 
powders, and a small medicine-chest, having six 

compartments, each occupied by a labeled bottle, 

holding a liquid preparation. 
‘¢*(3) The written list being complete, I desire 

Professor Stein to empty every one of the bottles 

and cases, including the bottles in the medicine- 

chest, into the laboratory sink, with his own 

hands. He is also to be especially careful to 

destroy the labels on the bottles in the medicine- 
chest. These things done, he will sign the list, 
stating that the work of destruction is accom- 
plished; and the witness present will add his 
signature. The document, thus attested, is to 

be placed in the care of the Secretary to the 
University. 

‘**My object in leaving these instructions is 
simply to prevent the dangerous results which 
might follow any meddling with my chemical 
preparations, after my death. 

“**In almost every instance, these preparations 
_are of a poisonous nature. Having made this 
statement, let me add, in justice to myself, that 
the sole motive for my investigations has been 
the good of my fellow-creatures. 

‘*T have been anxious, in the first place, to 
enlarge the list of curative medicines haying 

fy 
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poison for one of their ingredients. I have at- 
tempted, in the second place, to discover- anti- 
dotes to the deadly action of these poisons, which 
(in cases of crime or accident) might be the 
means of saving life. 

** “If I had been spared for a few years longer, 
I should so far have completed my labors as to 
have ventured on leaving them to be introduced 

to the medical profession by my successor. As 

it is—excepting one instance, in which I ran the 
risk, and was happily enabled to preserve the 
life of a poisoned man—I have not had time so 
completely to verify my theories, by practical 

experiment, as to justify me in revealing my 

discoveries to the scientific world for the benefit 
of mankind. 

“**Under these circumstances, I am resigned 
to the sacrifice of my ambition—I only desire © 
todo noharm. If any of my preparations, and 

more particularly those in the medicine-chest, 
fell into ignorant or wicked hands, I tremble 
when I think of the consequences which might 

follow. My one regret is, that I have not 
strength enough to rise from my bed, and do 
the good work of destruction myself. My friend 
and executor will take my place. 

‘<The key of the laboratory door, and the key 

-of the safe, will be secured this day in the pres- 
ence of my medical attendant, in a small wooden 

box. The box will be sealed (before the same 

witness) with my own seal. I shall keep it un- 
der my pillow, to give it myself to Professor 
Stein, if I live until he returns from Munich. 
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‘¢<Tf I die while my executor is still absent, 

my beloved wife is the one person in the world 

whom 1 can implicitly trust to take charge of 
the sealed box. She will give it to Professor 

Stein, immediately on his return to Wirzburg; 

together with these instructions, which will be 

placed in the box along with the keys.’ 

“There are the instructions, friend Fritz! 

They are no secret now. The Professor has 
felt it his duty to make them public in a court 
of law, in consequence of the events which fol- 

lowed Doctor Fontaine’s death. You are inter- 
ested in those events, and you shall be made ac- 

quainted with them before I close my letter. 
**Professor Stein returned from Munich too 

late to receive the box from the hands of his 

friend and colleague. lt was presented to him — 
by the Widow Fontaine, in accordance with her 
late husband’s wishes. 

‘‘The Professor broke the seal. Having read 
his Instr-etions, he followed them to the letter, 
the same d vy. 

““Accompanied by the Secretary to the Uni- 
versity, as a witness, he opened the laboratory 
door. Leaving the sale of the objects on the table 
to be provided for at a later date, he proceeded 
at once to take the list of the bottles and cases, 

whose contents he was bound to destroy. On 

_ opening the safe, these objects were found as the 
Instructions led him to anticipate: the dust lying 
thick on them vouched for their having been left - 

undisturbed. The list being completed, the con- 
g 
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tents ‘of the bottles and cases were thereupon 
thrown away by the Professor’s own hand. 

“On looking next, however, for the medicine- 
chest, no such thing was to be discovered in the 
safe. The laboratory was searched from end to 

end, on the chance that some mistake had been 
made. Still no medicine-chest was to be found. 

““Upon this the Widow Fontaine was ques- 
tioned. Did she know what had become of the 
medicine-chest? She was not even aware that 
such a thing existed. Had she been careful to 

' keep the sealed box so safely that no other per- 

son could get at it? Certainly! She had kept 
it locked in one of her drawers, and the key in 
her pocket. 

“The lock of the drawer, and the locks of the 

laboratory door and the safe, were examined. 
They showed no sign of having been tampered 
with. Persons employed in the University, who 

‘were certain to know, were asked if duplicate 

keys existed, and all united in answering in the 
negative. The medical attendant was examined, 
and declared that it was physically impossible 
for Doctor Fontaine to have left his bed, and 

visited the laboratory, between the time of writ- 

ing his Instructions and the time of his death. 
‘“While these investigations were proceeding, 

Doctor Fontaine’s senior assistant obtained leave 
to examine through a microscope the sealing-wax 
left on the box which had contained the keys. 

“The result of this examination, and of the 

chemical analysis which followed, proyed that 

two different kinds of sealing-wax (both of the 
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same red color, superficially viewed) had been 
used on the seal of the box—an undermost layer 
of one kind of wax, and an uppermost layer of 

another, mingled with the undermost in certain 
places only. The plain inference followed that 
the Doctor’s sealing-wax had been softened by 

heat so as to allow of the opening of the box, and 
that new sealing-wax had been afterward added, 

and impressed by the Doctor’s seal so that the 

executor might suspect nothing. Here, again, 

the evidence of the medical attendant (present 
at the time) proved that Doctor Fontaine had 
only used one stick of sealing-wax to.secure the 
box. The seal itself was found in the possession 
of the widow; placed carelessly in the china tray 
in which she kept her rings after taking them 
off for the night. 

“The affair is still under judicial investigation. 
I will not trouble you by reporting the further 
proceedings in detail. 

““Of course, Widow Fontaine awaits the re- 

sult of the investigation with the composure of 
conscious innocence. Of course, she has not 

only submitted to an examination of her lodg- 

ings, but has insisted on it. Of course, no red 
sealing-wax and no medicine-chest have been 

found. Of course, some thief unknown, for some 

purpose quite inconceivable, got at the box and 
the seal, between the Doctor’s death and the re- 

turn of the Professor from Munich, and read 

the Instructions and stole the terrible medicine- 
chest. Such is the theory adopted by the de- 

fense. If you can believe it—then I have writ- 
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ten in vain. If, on the other hand, you are the 
sensible young man I take you to be, follow my 
advice. Pity poor little Minna as much as you 

please, but look out for another young lady with 

an unimpeachable mother; and think yourself 
lucky to have two such advisers as your excel- 

lent father, and Your Unknown Friend.’’ 

CHAPTER VIII. 

**T WILL lay any wager you like,”’ said Fritz, 

when we had come to the end of the letter, ‘‘that 

the wretch who has written this is a woman.”’ 
‘*What makes you think so?”’ 
‘Because all the false reports about poor Ma- 

dame Fontaine, when I was at Wiirzburg, were 

traced to women. They envy and hate Minna’s 
mother. She is superior to them in everything; 
handsome, distinguished, dresses to perfection, 
possesses all the accomplishments—a star, | tell 

you, a brilliant star among a set of dowdy do- 

mestic drudges. Isn’t it infamous, without-an 

atom of evidence against her, to take it for 

granted that she is guilty? False to her dead 
husband’s confidence in her, a breaker of seals, 

a stealer of poisons—what an accusation against 
a defenseless woman! Oh, my poor dear Minna! 
how she must feel it; she doesn’t possess her 

mother’s strength of mind. I shall fly to Wiirz- 
burg to comfort her. My father may say what 
he pleases; I can’t leave these two persecuted 
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women without a friend. Suppdse the legal de- ' 
cision goes against the widow? How do I know 

that judgment has not been pronounced already? 

The suspense is intolerable. Do you mean to 

tell me I am bound to obey my father, when his 

conduct is neither just nor reasonable?”’ 

‘‘Gently, Fritz—gently!”’ 
“I tell you, David, I can prove what I say. 

Just listen to this. My father has never even 

seen Minna’s mother; he blindly believes the 

scandals afloat about her—he denies that any 

woman can be generally disliked and distrusted 

among her neighbors without some good reason 

for it. 1 assure you, on my honor, he has no 

better excuse for forbidding me to marry Minna 
than that. Is it just, is it reasonable, to con- 

demn a woman wihout first hearing what she has 

to say in her own defense? Ah, now indeed I ~ 

feel the loss of my own dear mother! If she 

had been alive she would have exerted her infiu- 

ence and have made my father ashamed of his . 
own narrow prejudices. My position is mad- 
dening; my head whirls when I think of it. If 

I go to Wiirzburg, my father will never speak to 

meagain. If Istay here, I shall cut my throat.’’ 

There was still a little beer left in the bottom 
of the second bottle. Fritz poured it out, with 
a gloomy resolution to absorb it to the last drop. 

I took advantage of this momentary pause 
of silence to recommend the virtue of patience 
to the consideration of my friend. News from 
Wiirzburg, I reminded him, might be obtained 
in our immediate neighborhood by consulting a 

thy 
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file of German journals, kept at a foreign coffee- 
house. By way of strengthening the good influ- 

ence of this suggestion, I informed Fritz that I 

expected to be shortly sent to Frankfort, as the 
bearer of a business communication addressed to 
Mr. Keller by my aunt; and I offered privately 

to make inquiries, and (if possible) even to take 

messages to Wtirzburg--if he would only engage 

to wait patiently for the brighter prospects that 

might show themselves in the time to come. 
I had barely succeeded in tranquilizing Fritz, 

when my attention was claimed by the more 

serious and pressing subject of the liberation of 

Jack Straw. My aunt sent to say that she 
wished to see me. 

I found her at her writing-table, with the 

head-clerk established at the desk opposite. 
Mr. Hartrey was quite as strongly opposed as 

the lawyer to any meddling with the treatment 

of mad people on the part of my aunt. Buthe | 
placed his duty to his employer before all other 

consideratoins; and he rendered, under respect- 

ful protest, such services as were required of 

him. He was now engaged in drawing out the 

necessary memorials and statements, under the 
instructions of my aunt. Her object in sending 

for me was to inquire if I objected to making 
fair copies of the rough drafts thus produced. 
In the present stage of the affair, she was un- 
willing to take the clerks at the office into her 
confidence. As a matter of course, I followed 

Mr. Hartrey’s example, and duly subordinated 
my own opinions to my aunt’s convenience. 
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On the next day, she paid her promised visit 

to poor Jack. 
The bag which she had committed to his care 

was returned to her without the slightest injury. 
Naturally enough, she welcomed this circum- 

stance as offering a new encouragement to the 

design that she had in view. Mad Jack could 
not only understand a responsibility, but could 

prove himself worthy of it. The superintendent 

smiled, and said, in his finely ironical way, ‘‘T 

never denied, madam, that Jack was cunning.’’ 

From that date, my aunt’s venturesome enter- 

prise advanced toward completion with a rapid- 
ity that astonished us. 

Applying, in the first instance, to the friend of 
her late husband, holding a position in the Royal 

Household, she was met once more by the inevi- 
table objections to her design. She vainly 
pleaded that her purpose was to try the ex- 

periment modestly in the one pitiable case of 

Jack Straw, and that she would willingly leave 

any further development of her husband’s hu- 

mane project to persons better qualified to en- 
counter dangers and difficulties than herself. 

The only concession that she could obtain was 
an appointment for a second interview, in the 
presence of a gentleman whose opinion it would 
be important to consult. He was one of the 
physicians attached to the Court, and he was 
known to be a man of liberal views in his profes- 
sion. Mrs. Wagner would do well, in her own 
interests, to be guided by his disinterested 
advice. ‘ 

fy 
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Keeping this second appointment, my aunt 
provided herself with a special means of persua- 
sion in the shape of her husband’s diary, con- 
taining his unfinished notes on the treatment of 
insanity by moral influence. 

As she had anticipated, the physician invited 
to advise her was readier to read the notes than 
to listen to her own imperfect explanation of the 
object in view. He was strongly impressed by 
the novelty and good sense of the ideas that her 
husband advocated, and was candid enough 
openly to acknowledge it. But he, too, pro- 

tested against any attempt on the part of a 
woman to carry out any part of the proposed 

reform, even on the smallest scale. Hxasper- 

ated by these new remonstrances, my aunt’s 
patience gave way. Refusing to submit herself 
to the physician’s advice, she argued the ques- 
tion boldly from her own point of view. The 
discussion was at its height, when the door of 

the room was suddenly opened from without. 
A lady in walking-costume appeared, with two 

ladies in attendance on her. The two gentlemen 
started to their feet, and whispered to my aunt, 

‘‘The Princess!’’ 
This was the “exalted personage’? whom the 

superintendent ‘at Bethlehem had been too dis- 

creet to describe more particularly as a daughter 
of George the Third. Passing the door on her 

way to the palace gardens, the princess had 

heard the contending voices, and the name of 

Jack distinctly pronounced in a woman’s tones. 
Inheriting unusually vigorous impulses of curi- 

. 
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osity from her august father, her highness opened 

the door and joined the party without ceremony. 

‘(What are you quarreling about?’’ inquired 

the princess. ‘‘And who is this lady?” 
Mrs. Wagner was presented, to answer for 

herself. She made the best of the golden oppor- 
tunity that had fallen into her hands. The 

princess was first astonished, then interested, 

then converted to my aunt’s view of the case. 

In the monotonous routine of Court life, here 

was a romantic adventure in which even the 

king’s daughter could take some share. Her 

highness quoted Boadicea, Queen Elizabeth, and 
Joan of Arc, as women who had matched the ~ 

men on their own ground—and complimented 

Mrs. Wagner as a heroine of the same type. 
‘*You are a fine creature,’’ said the princess, 

‘fand you may trust to me to help you with all 

my heart. Come to my apartments to-morrow 

at this time—and tell poor Jack that I have not 
forgotten him.”’ 

Assailed by royal influence, all the technical 
obstacles that lawyers, doctors, and governors 

could raise to the liberation of Jack Straw were 
set aside by an ingenious appeal to the letter of 
the law, originating in a suggestion made by the 
princess herself. 

“Tt lies in a nutshell, my dear,” said oe 
highness to my aunt. ‘‘They tell me I broke 
the rules when I insisted on having Jack admit- 

ted to the hospital. Now, your late husband 
was one of the governors; and you are his sole 

executor. Very good. As your husband’s rep- 

hy 



JEZEBEL’S DAUGHTER. 61 

resentative, complain of the violation of the 

rules, and insist on the discharge of Jack. He 

occupies a place which ought to be filled by an 

educated patient in a higher rank of life. Oh, 
never mind me! I shall express my regret for 

disregarding the regulations—and, to prove my 

sincerity, I shall consent to the poor creature’s 
dismissal, and assume the whole responsibility of 
providing for him myself. There is the way out 

of our difficulty. Take it—and you shall have 
Jack whenever you want him.”’ 

In three weeks from that time, the ‘‘dangerous 

lunatic’’ was free (as our friend the lawyer put 
it) to ‘“‘murder Mrs. Wagner, and to burn the 
house down.”’ 
How my aunt’s perilous experiment was con- 

ducted—in what particulars it succeeded and in 

what particulars it failed—I am unable to state 
as an eyewitness, owing to my absence at the 

time. This curious portion of the narrative will 

be found related by Jack himself, on a page still 

to come. In the meanwhile, the course of events 

compels me to revert to the circumstances which 

led to my departure from London. 
While Mrs. Wagner was still in attendance at 

the palace, a letter reached her from Mr. Keller, 
stating the necessity of increasing the number of 

clerks at the Frankfort branch of our business. 
Closely occupied as she then was, she found time 
to provide me with those instructions to her Ger- 
man partners, preparing them for the coming 

employment of women in their office, to which 

she had first alluded when the lawyer and I had’ 
4 
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our interview with her after the reading of the 

will. 
‘The cause of the women,’’ she said to me, 

‘‘must not suffer because I happen to be just 

now devoted to the cause of poor Jack. Go 
at once to Frankfort, David. I have written 

enough to prepare my partners there for a 

change in the administration of the office, and 

to defer for the present the proposed enlargement 

of our staff of clerks. The rest you can yourself 
explain from your own knowledge of the plan that — 

I have in contemplation. Start on your journey 

as soon as possible—and understand that you are 

to say No positively, if Fritz proposes to accom- 
pany you. He is not to leave London without 
the express permission of his father.”’ 

Fritz did propose to accompany me, the mo- 

ment he heard of my journey. I must own that 

I thought the circumstances excused him, 

On the previous evening, we had consulted the 
German newspapers at the coffee-house, and had 
found news from Wirzburg which quite over- 
whelmed my excitable friend. 

Being called upon to deliver their judgment, 
the authorities presiding at the legal inquiry 
into the violation of the seals and the loss of the 
medicine chest failed to agree in opinion, and 
thus brought the investigation to a most unsatis- 

factory end. The moral effect of this division 
among the magistrates was unquestionably to 

cast a slur on the reputation of Widow Fontaine. 
She was not pronounced to be guilty—but she 
was also not declared to be innocent. Feeling, 

ay 
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no doubt, that her position among her neighbors 

had now become unendurable, she and her daugh- 

ter had left Wiirzburg. The newspaper narrative 

added that their departure had been privately ac- 

complished. No information could be obtained 
of the place of their retreat. 

But for this last circumstance, I believe Fritz 

would have insisted on traveling with me. Igno- 
rant in what direction to begin the search for 
Minna and her mother, he consented to leave me 

to look for traces of them in Germany, while he 

remained behind to inquire at the different for- 
eign hotels, on the chance that they might have 

taken refuge in London. 
The next morning I started for Frankfort. 
My spirits were high as I left the shores of 

England. 1 had a young man’s hearty and nat- 

ural enjoyment of change. Besides, it flattered 

my self-esteem to feel that I was my aunt’s busi- 

ness representative; and I was almost equally 

proud to be Fritz’s confidential friend. Never 

could any poor human creature have been a 
more innocent instrument of mischief in the 
hands of Destiny than I was, on that fatal jour- 

ney. The day was dark, when the old weary 

way of traveling brought me at last to Frank- 

fort. The unseen prospect, at the moment when 
I stepped out of the mail post-carriage, was 

darker still. 
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CHAPTER 1X. 

I HAD just given a porter the necessary direc- 

tions for taking my portmanteau to Mr. Keller’s 
house, when I heard a woman’s voice behind me 

asking the way to the Poste Restante—or, in our 
roundabout English phrase, the office of letters 

to be left till called for. 

The voice was delightfully fresh and sweet, 
with an undertone of sadness, which made it ad- 

ditionally interesting. 1 did what most other 

young men in my place would have done—I 

looked round directly. 

Yes! the promise of the voice was abundantly 
kept by the person. She was quite a young girl, 

modest and ladylike; a little pale and careworn, 

poor thing, as if her experience of life had its sad 
side already. Her face was animated by soft 
sensitive eyes—the figure supple and slight, the 

dress of the plainest material, but so neatly made 
and so perfectly worn that I should have doubted 

_ her being a German girl, if I had not heard the 
purely South-German accent in which she put 
her question. It was answered, briefly and civ- 

_ illy, by the conductor of the post-carriage in 

which I had traveled But at that hour, the old 

courtyard of the post-office was thronged with 
people arriving and departing, meeting their 
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friends and posting their letters. The girl was 
evidently not used to crowds. She was nervous 

and confused. After advancing a few steps in 
the direction pointed out to her, she stopped in 

bewilderment, hustled by busy people, and evi- 

dently in doubt already about which way she 

was to turn next. 

If 1 had followed the strict line of duty, I sup- 
pose I should have turned my steps in the direc- 
tion of Mr. Keller’s house. I followed my in- 

stincts instead, and offered my services to the 

young lady. Blame the laws of Nature and the 
attraction between the sexes. Don’t blame me. 

‘‘T heard you asking for the post-office,’’ I 
said. ‘‘Will you allow me to show you the 

way?’ 

She looked at me, and hesitated. I felt that I 

was paying the double penalty of being a young’ 
man, and of being perhaps a little too eager as 

well. 
“‘Forgive me for venturing to speak to you,”’ 

I pleaded. ‘‘It is not very pleasant for a young 

lady to find herself alone in such a crowded place 

_as this. I only ask permission to make myself - 

of some trifling use to you.”’ 
She looked at me again, and altered her first 

opinion. 
‘““You are very kind, sir; I will thankfully 

accept your assistance.”’ 
“May I offer you my arm?”’ 

She declined this proposal—with perfect amia- 
bility, however. ‘‘Thank you, sir, I will follow 

you, if you please.”’ : 
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I pushed my way through the crowd, with the 

charming stranger close at my heels. Arrived 

at the post-office, 1 drew aside to let her make her 

own inquiries. Would she mention her name? 

No; she handed in a passport, and asked if there 

was a letter waiting for the person named in it. 

The letter was found; but was not immediately 

delivered. As well as I could understand, the 

postage has been insufficiently paid, and the cus- 

tomary double-rate was due. The young lady 

searched in the pocket of her dress—a cry of 

alarm escaped her. ‘‘Oh!’’ she exclaimed, ‘‘1 

have lost my purse, and the letter is so im- 

portant !’’ ; 
It occurred to me immediately that she had 

had her pocket picked by some thief in the 
crowd. The clerk thought so too. He looked 

at the clock. ‘‘You must be quick about it if 

you return for the etet 2 he said, ‘‘the onive 

closes in ten minutes.’ 

She clasped her hands in despair. ‘‘It’s more 
than ten minutes’ walk,’’ she said, ‘‘before 1 can 

get home.”’ 

I immediately offered to lend her the money. 
‘Tt is such a very small sum,’’ I reminded her, 
‘‘that it would be absurd to consider yourself 

under any obligation to me.”’ 

Between her eagerness to get possession of the 
letter, and her doubt of the propriety of accept- 
ing my offer, she looked sadly embarrassed, poor 
soul. 

“You are very ood to me,’’ she said con- 
fusedly; ‘“‘but I am afraid it might not be quite 

hy 
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right in me to borrow money of a stranger, how- 

ever little it may be. And, even if I did vent- 

ure, how am I—?”’ She looked at me shyly, 
and shrank from finishing the sentence. 

“‘How are you to pay it back?’’ I suggested, 
TVs rarm.*? 

**Oh, it’s not worth the trouble of paying back. 
Give it to the first poor person you meet with to- 

morrow.’’ I said this, with the intention of rec- 

onciling her to the loan of the money. It had 

exactly the contrary effect on this singularly deli- 

cate and scrupulous girl. She drew back a step 

directly. 

*“No, I couldn’t do that,’’ she said. ‘‘I could 

only accept your kindness, if—’’ She stopped 
again. The clerk looked once more at the clock. 
‘*Make up your mind, miss, before it’s too late.’ 

In her terror of not getting the letter that day, 

she spoke out plainly at last. ‘‘ Will you kindly 
tell me, sir, to what address I can return the 

money when I get home?”’ 

I paid for the letter first, and then answered 
the question. 

‘“<Tf you will be so good as to send it to Mr. 

Keller’s house—’’ 
Before I could add the name of the street, her 

pale face suddenly flushed. ‘‘Oh!’ she ex- 
claimed impulsively, ‘‘do you know Mr. Kel- 

ler?” 
A presentiment of the truth occurred to my 

mind for the first time. 
‘““Yes,”’ I said; ‘‘and his son Fritz too.”’ 
She trembled; the color that had risen in her 
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face left it instantly; she looked away from me 

with a pained, humiliated expression. Doubt 
was no longer possible. The charming stran- 
ger was Fritz’s sweetheart—and ‘‘Jezebel’s 

Daughter.”’ 
My respect for the young lady forbade me to 

attempt any concealment of the discovery that I 
had made. I said at once, ‘‘1 believe I have the 

honor of speaking to Miss Minna Fontaine?”’ 
She looked at me in wonder, not unmixed 

with distrust. 
‘How do you know who I am?”’ she asked. 

“‘T can easily tell you, Miss Minna. I am 

David Glenney, nephew of Mrs. Wagner, of 
London. Fritz is staying in her house, and 

he and I have talked about you by the hour 
together.”’ 

The poor girl’s face, so pale and sad the mo- 
ment before, became radiant with happiness. 

“‘Oh!’ she cried innocently, ‘‘has Fritz not for- 
gotten me?”’ 

Even at this distance of time, my memory re- 

calls her lovely dark eyes riveted in breathless 
interest on my face, as I spoke of Fritz’s love 
and devotion, and told her that she was still the 

one dear image in his thoughts by day, in his 

dreams by night. All her shyness vanished. *She _ 
impulsively gave me her hand. ‘‘How can I be 
grateful enough to the good ‘angel who has brought 
us together?’’ she exclaimed. ‘‘If we were not 

in the street, I do believe, Mr. David, I snould 

go down on my knees to thank you! You have 
made me the happiest girl living.” ‘Her voice 
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suddenly failed her; she drew her veil down. 
*‘Don’t mind me,’’ she said; “‘I can’t help cry- 
ing for joy.”’ 

Shall I confess what my emotions were? For 

the moment I forgot my own little love affair in 

England—and envied Fritz from the bottom of 
my heart. 

The chance-passengers in the street began to 

pause and look at us. I offered Minna my arm, 
_ and asked permission to attend her on the way 
home. 

‘*T should like it,’’ she answered, with a friend- 

ly frankness that charmed me. ‘‘But you are 
expected at Mr. Keller’s—you must go there 
first.’’ 

‘““May I call and see you to-morrow?’’ I per- 
sisted, ‘‘and save you the trouble of sending my 
money to Mr. Keller’s?’’ 

She lifted her veil and smiled at me brightly 

through her tears. ‘‘Yes,’’ she said; ‘‘come to- 

morrow and be introduced to my mother. Oh! 

how glad my dear mother will be to see you, 

when I tell her what has happened! I am a 

selfish wretch; I have not borne my sorrow and 

suspense as I ought; I have made her miserable 

about me, because I was miserable about Fritz. 

It’s all over now. Thank you again and again. 
There is our address on that card. No, no, we 

must say good-by till to-morrow. My mother is 
waiting for her letter; and Mr. Keller is wonder- 
ing what has become of you.”’ She pressed my 

hand warmly, and left me. 
On my way alone to Mr. Keller’s house, I was 
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not quite satisfied with myself. The fear oc- 

curred to me that I might have spoken about 

Fritz a little too freely, and might have excited 

hopes which could never be realized. The con- 

templation of the doubtful future began to op- 
press my mind. Minna might have reason to 

regret that she had ever met with me. 
I was received by Mr. Keller with truly Ger- 

man cordiality. He and his partner, Mr. Engel- 
man—one a widower, the other an old bachelor 

—lived together in the ancient building, in Main 

Street, near the river, which served for house 

and for offices alike. 
The two old gentlemen offered the completest 

personal ‘contrast imaginable. Mr. Keller was 
lean, tall, and wiry—a man of considerable at- 

tainments beyond the limits of his business, cap- 

able (when his hot temper was not excited) of 
speaking sensibly and strongly on any subject 
in which he was interested. Mr. Engelman, 
short and fat, devoted to the office during the 
hours of business, had never read a book in his 

life, and had no aspiration beyond the limits of 
his garden and his pipe. ‘‘In my leisure mo- 
ments,’’ he used to say, ‘‘give me my flowers, 

my pipe, and my peace of mind—and I ask’ no 
more.”? Widely as they differed in character, 
the two partners had the truest regard for one 
another. - Mr. Engelman believed Mr. Keller to 

be the most accomplished and remarkable man 
in Germany. Mr. Keller was as firmly per- 
suaded, on his side, that Mr. Engelman was an 
angel in sweetness of temper, and a model of 
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modest and unassuming good sense. Mr, Engel- 
man listened to Mr. Keller’s learned talk with an 
ignorant admiration which knew no limit. Mr. 
Keller, detesting tobacco in all its forms, and 
taking no sort of interest in horticulture, sub- 
mitted to the fumes of Mr. Engelman’s pipe, and 

passed hours in Mr. Engelman’s garden without 
knowing the names of nine-tenths of the flowers 
that grew in it. There are still such men to be 
found in Germany and in England; but, oh! 
dear me, the older I get the fewer I find there 
are of them. 

The two old friends and partners were wait- 

ing for me to join them at their early German 
supper. Specimens of Mr. Engelman’s flowers 
adorned the table in honor of my arrival. He 
presented me with a rose from the nosegay when 

IT entered the room. ‘‘And how did you leave 
dear Mrs. Wagner?’’ he inquired. 

‘¢ And howis my boy Fritz?’’ asked Mr. Keller. 

Lanswered in terms which satisfied them both, 

and the supper proceeded gayly. But when the 

table was cleared, and Mr. Engelman had lighted 
his pipe, and I had kept him company with a 
cigar, then Mr. Keller put the fatal question. 

‘“*And now tell me, David, do: you come to us 

on business or do you come to us on pleasure?’’ 
Thad no alternative but to produce my instruc- 

tions, and to announce the contemplated invasion 
of the office by a select army of female clerks. 

The effect produced by the disclosure was highly 

characteristic of the widely different tempera- 
ments of the two partners. | ‘ 
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Mild Mr. Engelman laid down his pipe, and 
looked at Mr. Keller in helpless silence. 

Irritable Mr. Keller struck his fist on the table, 

and appealed to Mr. Engelman with fury in his 

looks. 
‘‘What did I tell you,’’ he asked, ‘‘when we 

first heard that Mr. Wagner’s widow was ap- 
pointed head- partner in the business? How 
many opinions of philosophers on the moral 

and physical incapacities of women did I quote? 
Did I, or did I not, begin with the ancient Egyp- 

tians, and end with Doctor Bernastrokius, our 

neighbor in the next street?’’ 

Poor Mr. Engelman looked frightened. ‘‘Don’t 

be angry, my dear friend,’’ he said, softly. 

‘*Anery?”’ repeated Mr. Keller, more furiously 

thanever. ‘‘My good Engelman, you never were 

more absurdly mistaken in your life! I am de- 

lighted. Exactly what I expected, exactly what 
I predicted, has come to pass. Put down your 
pipe! I can bear a great deal—but tobacco- 
smoke is beyond me at such a crisis as this. 
And do for once overcome your constitutional 
indolence. Consult your memory; recall my 

own words when we were first informed that 
we had a woman for head-partner.”’ 

“She was a very pretty woman when I first 
saw her,’’ Mr. Engelman remarked. 

**Pooh!”’ cried Mr. Keller. 
“*T didn’t mean to offend you,’’ said Mr. En- 

gelman. ‘‘Allow me to present you with one of 
my roses as a peace offering.”’ 

‘“‘Will you be quiet, and let me speak?’* 
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**My dear Keller, I am always too glad to hear 
you speak! You put ideas into my poor head, 
and ‘my poor head lets them out, and then you 

put them in again. What noble perseverance! 

If I live a while longer, I do really think you 

will make a clever man of me. Let me put the 

rose in your buttonhole for you. And I say, 

1 wish you would allow me to go on with my 
pipe.’’ 

Mr. Keller made a gesture of resignation, and 
gave up his partner in despair. ‘‘I appeal to 
you, David,’’ he said, and poured the full flow 

of his learning and his indignation into my un- 

lucky ears. 

Mr. Engelman, enveloped in clouds of to- 
bacco-smoke, enjoyed in silence the composing 
influence of his pipe. I said: ‘‘Yes, sir,’’ and 
“No, sir;’’? at the right intervals in the flow of 
Mr. Keller’s eloquence. At this distance of 

time, I cannot pretend to report the long ha- 

rangue of which I was made the victim. In 

substance, Mr. Keller held that there were two 

irremediable vices in the composition of women. 
Their dispositions presented, morally speaking, 
a disastrous mixture of the imitativeness of a 
monkey and the restlessness of a child. Having 
proved this by copious references to the highest 

authorities, Mr. Keller logically claimed my aunt 

as a woman, and, as such, not only incapable of 

“letting well alone,’’ but naturally disposed to 

imitate her husband on the most superficial and 

defective sides of his character. ‘‘I predicted, 
David, that the fatal disturbance of our steady 
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old business was now only a question of time— 
and there, in Mrs. Wagner’s ridiculous instruc- 

tions, is the fulfillment of my prophecy!’’ 

Before we went to bed that night, the partners 
arrived at two resolutions. Mr. Keller resolved 

to address a written remonstrance to my aunt. 

Mr. Engelman resolved to show me his garden 
the first thing in the morning. 

CHAPTER X. 

On the afternoon of the next day, while my 
two good friends were still occupied by the duties 

of the office, I stole out to pay my promised visit 

to Minna and Minna’s mother. 
It was impossible not to arrive at the conclu- 

sion that they were indeed in straitened circum- 

stances. Theirlodgings werein the cheap suburban 
quarter of Frankfort on the left bank of the river. 
Everything was scrupulously neat, and the poor 
furniture was arranged with taste—but no dex- 

terity of management could disguise the squalid 
shabbiness of the sitting-room into which I was 

shown. Icould not help thinking how distressed 
Fritz would feel, if he could have seen his charm-- 

ing Minna in a place so unworthy of her as 

this. 
The rickety door opened, and the ‘‘Jezebel’’ of 

the anonymous letter (followed by her gehen 
entered the room. . 
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There are certain remarkable women in all 
countries who, whatever sphere they may be seen 
in, fill that sphere as completely as a great actor 

fills the stage. Widow Fontaine was one of 
these noteworthy persons. -The wretched little 

room seemed to disappear when she softly glided 

into it; and even the pretty Minna herself re- 

ceded into partial obscurity in her mother’s pres- 
ence. And yet there was nothing in the least 

obtrusive in the manner of Madame Fontaine, 

and nothing remarkable in her stature. Her fig- 

ure, reaching to no more than the middle height, 

was the well-rounded figure of a woman approach- 

ing forty years of age. The influence she exer- 

cised was, in part, attributable, as I suppose, to 

the supple grace of all her movements; in part, 

to the commanding composure of her expression 
and the indescribable witchery of her manner. 

Her dark eyes, never fully opened in my remem- 
brance, looked at me under heavy overhanging 
upper eyelids. Her enemies saw something sen- 

sual in their strange expression. To my mind, 
it was rather something furtively cruel—except 

when she looked at her daughter. Sensuality 
shows itself most plainly in the excessive de- 
velopment of the lower part of the face. Ma- 
dame Fontaine’s lips were thin, and her chin 
was too small. Her profuse black hair was just 
beginning to be streaked with gray. Her com- 

plexion wanted color. In spite of these draw- 
backs, she was still a striking, I might almost 

say a startling, creature, when you first looked 

at her. And, though she only wore the plainest 
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widow’s weeds, I don’t scruple to assert that she 

was the most perfectly dressed woman I ever 

saw. 
Minna made a modest attempt to present me 

in due form. Her mother put her aside play- 

fully, and held out both her long white power- 

ful hands to me as cordially as if we had known 

each other for years. 
‘“‘T wait to prove other people before I accept 

them for my friends,’’? she said. ‘‘Mr. David, 
you have been more than kind to my daughter— 

and you are my friend at our first meeting.”’ 
I believe I repeat the words exactly. I wish 

I could give any adequate idea of the exquisite 
charm of her voice and manner which accom- 

panied them. 
And yet, I was not at my ease with her—l 

was not drawn to her irresistibly, as I had felt 

drawn to her daughter. Those dark, steady, 
heavy-lidded eyes of hers seemed to be looking 

straight into my heart, and surprising all my 
secrets. To say that I actually distrusted and 
disliked her would be far from the truth. Dis- 
trust and dislike would‘ have protected me, in 

some degree at least, from feeling her influence 

as I certainly did feel it. How that influence 
was exerted—whether it was through her eyes, 
or through her manner, or, to speak the jargon 
of these latter days, through some ‘‘magnetic 

emanation”’ from her, which invisibly overpow- 
ered me—is more than I can possibly say. I 
can only report that she contrived by slow de- 

grees to subject the action of my will more and 
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more completely to the action of hers, until I 

found myself answering her most insidious ques- 
tions as unreservedly as if she had been in very 
truth my intimate and trusted friend. 

‘And is this your first visit to Frankfort, Mr. 
David?’’ she began. 

“‘Oh, no, madam! I have been at Frankfort 
on two former occasions.’’ 

“Ah, indeed? And have you always stayed 
with Mr. Keller?’’ 

** Always.”’ 

She looked unaccountably interested when she 
heard that reply, brief as it was. 

“*Then, of course, you are intimate with him,”’ 

she said. ‘‘Intimate enough, perhaps, to ask a 

favor or to introduce a friend?’’ 

I made a futile attempt to answer this cau- 

tiously. 
‘‘As intimate, madam, as a young clerk in 

the business can hope to be with a partner,’’ I 

said. 
‘A clerk in the business?”’ she repeated. ‘‘I 

thought you lived in London, with your aunt.”’ 
Here Minna interposed for the first time. 

‘You forget, mamma, that there are three 

names in the business. The inscription over the 

door in Main Street is Wagner, Keller, and En- 

gelman. Fritz once told me that the office here 
in Frankfort was only the small office—and the 

grand business was Mr. Wagner’s business in 
London. Am 1 right, Mr. David?” 

“Quite right, Miss Minna. But we have no 

such magnificent flower-garden at the, London 
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house as Mr. Engelman’s flower-garden here. 
May I offer you a nosegay which he allowed me 

to gather?”’ 
I had hoped to make the flowers a means of 

turning the conversation to more interesting 
topics. But the widow resumed her questions, 

while Minna was admiring the flowers. 
‘“‘Then you are Mr. Wagner’s clerk?’’ she per- 

sisted. 
‘*] was Mr. Wagner’s clerk. Mr, Wagner is 

dead.”’ 
‘*Ha! And who takes care of the great busi- 

ness now?’ 

Without well knowing why, I felt a certain 

reluctance to speak of my aunt and her affairs. 

But Widow Fontaine’s eyes rested on me with 

a resolute expectation in them which I felt my- 

self compelled to gratify. When she understood 

that Mr. Wagner’s widow was now the chief 

authority in the business, her curiosity to hear 

everything that I could tell her about my aunt 
became all but insatiable. Minna’s interest in 

the subject was, in quite another way, as vivid 
as her mother’s. My aunt’s house was the place 
to which cruel Mr. Keller had banished her 
lover. The inquiries of the mother and daugh- 
ter followed each other in such rapid succession 
that I cannot pretend to remember them now. 
.The last question alone remains vividly im- 

pressed on my memory, in connection with the 
unexpected effect which my answer produced. 
It was put by the widow in these words: 
“Your aunt is interested, of course, in .the 
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affairs of her partners in this place. Is it pos- 
sible, Mr. David, that she may one day take the 
journey to Frankfort?”’ 

“Tt is quite likely, madam, that my aunt may 

be in Frankfort on business before the end of the 
year.”’ 

As I replied in those terms the widow looked 
round slowly at her daughter. Minna was evi- 

dently quite as much at a loss to understand the 

look as I was. Madame Fontaine turned to me 
again, and made an apology. 

‘Pardon me, Mr. David, there is a little do- 

mestic duty that I had forgotten.’’ She crossed 
the room to a small table, on which writing-ma- 

terials were placed, wrote a few lines and handed 

the paper, without inclosing it, to Minna. ‘‘Give 
that, my love, to our good friend downstairs— 

and, while you are in the kitchen, suppose you 

make the tea. You will stay and drink tea 

with us, Mr. David? It is our only luxury, and 

we always make it ourselves.’’ 

My first impulse was to find an excuse for de- 

clining the invitation.. There was something in 

the air of mystery with which Madame Fontaine 
performed her domestic duties that was not at 
all to my taste. But Minna pleaded with me to 
say Yes. ‘‘Do stay with us a little longer,”’ she 
said, in her innocently frank way, ‘‘we have so 

few pleasures in this place.’’ I might, perhaps, 
have even resisted Minna—but her mother liter- 
ally laid hands on me. She seated herself, with 
the air of an empress, on a shabby little sofa in 

the corner of the room, and beckoning to me to 
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take my place by her side, laid her cool firm 

hand persuasively on mine. Her touch filled me 
with a strange sense of disturbance, half pleas- 

urable, half painful—I don’t know how to de- 

scribe it. Let me only record that I yielded, 

and that Minna left us together. 
‘‘T want to tell you the whole truth,”’ said 

Madame Fontaine, as soon as we were alone; 

‘‘and I can only do so in the absence of my 

daughter. You must have seen for yourself that 

we are very poor?’’ 

Her hand pressed mine. gently. I answered 

as delicately as I could—I said I was sorry, but 

not surprised, to hear it. 

‘“‘When you kindly helped Minna to get that 
letter yesterday,’’ she went on, ‘‘you were the 

innocent means of inflicting a disappointment on 

me—one disappointment more, after others that 

had gone before it. I came here to place my 
case before some wealthy relatives of mine in 

this city. They refused to assist me. I wrote 

next to other members of my family, living in 

Brussels. The letter of yesterday contained their 

answer. Another refusal! The landlady of this 

house is an afflicted creature, with every claim 
on my sympathies; she, too, is struggling with 
poverty. If I failed to pay her, it would be too 

cruel. Only yesterday I felt it my hard duty to 
give her notice of our departure in a week more. 

I have just written to recall that notice. The 

reason is, that I see a gleam of hope in the fut- 
ure—and you, Mr. David, are the friend who has 

shown it to me.”’ 

hy 
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Iwas more than surprised at this. ‘May I 
ask how?’ I said. 

She:patted my hand with a playful assumption 
of petulance. 

**A little more patience,’’ she rejoined; ‘‘and 

you shall soon hear. If I had only myself to 

think of, I should not feel the anxieties that now 

trouble me. 1 could take a housekeeper’s place 
to-morrow. Yes! I was brought up among 

surroundings of luxury and refinement; 1 de- 
scended in rank when I married—but for all 

that, I could fill a domestic employment without 

repining at my lot, without losing my self-re- 

spect. Adversity is a hard teacher of sound les- 
sons, David. May I call you David? Andif 
you heard of a housekeeper’s place vacant, would 
you tell me of it?’’ 

T could hardly understand whether she was in 

jest or in earnest. She went on without waiting 
for me to reply. 

‘‘But I have my daughter to think of,’’ she 

resumed, ‘‘and to add to my anxieties my daugh- 

ter has given her heart to Mr. Keller’s son. 
While I and my dear Minna had only our own 

interests to consider, we might have earned our 
daily bread together; we might have faced the 

future with courage. But what might once have 

been the calm course of our lives is now troubled 
by a third person—a rival with me in my daugh- 

ter’s love—and, worse still, a man who is forbid- 

den to marry her. Is it wonderful that I feel 

baffled, disheartened, helpless? Oh, I am not 

exaggerating! I know my child’s nature. She 
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is too delicate, too exquisitely sensitive, for the 
rough world she lives in. When she loves, she 
loves with all her heart and soul. Day by day I 
have seen her pining and fading under her sepa- 

ration from Fritz. You have revived her hopes 
for the moment—but the prospect before her re- 

mains unaltered. If she loses Fritz she will die 

of a broken heart. Oh, God! the one creature I 

love—and how I am to help her and save her I 

don’t know!’’ 

For the first time, I heard the fervor of true 

feeling in her voice. She turned aside from me, 
and hid her face with a wild gesture of despair 

that was really terrible to see. I tried, honestly 
tried, to comfort her. ; 

‘‘Of one thing at least you may be sure,’ I 
said, ‘‘Fritz’s whole heart is given to your 

daughter. He will be true to her, and worthy 
of her, through all trials.”’ 

“‘T don’t doubt it,’’ she answered sadly, ‘‘I 

have nothing to say against my girl’s choice. 
Fritz is good, and Fritz is true, as yousay. But 
you forget his father. Personally, mind, I de- 

spise Mr. Keller.’’? She looked round at me with 
unutterable contempt flashing through the tears 
that filled her eyes. ‘‘A man who listens to 
every lie that scandal can utter against the char- 
acter of a helpless woman-—who gives her no op- 
portunity of defending herself (I have written to 

him, and received no answer)—who declares that 

his son shall never marry my daughter (because 
we are poor, of course); and who uses attacks on 
my reputation which he has never verified, as_ 

hy 
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the excuse for his brutal conduct—can anybody 
respect such a man as that? And yet on this 
despicable creature my child’s happiness and my 

child’s life depend? For her sake, no matter 

what my own feeling may be, I must stoop to 
defend myself. I must make my opportunity of 

combating his cowardly prejudice, and winning 

his good opinion in spite of himself. How am I 

to get a hearing? how am I to approach him? I 
understand that you are not in a position to help 

me. But you have done wonders for me never- 

theless, and God bless you for it!’ 

She lifted my hand to her lips. I foresaw 
what was coming; I tried to speak. But she 
gave me no opportunity; her eloquent enthusi- 

asm rushed into a new flow of words. 

‘*Yes, my best of friends, my wisest of advis- 
ers,’’ she-went on; ‘‘you have suggested the irre- 
sistible interference of a person whose authority 
is supreme. Your excellent aunt is the head of 
the business; Mr. Keller must listen to his charm- 
ing chief. There is my gleamof hope. On that 
chance, 1 will sell the last few valuables I pos- 

sess and wait till Mrs. Wagner arrives at Frank- 
fort. Youstart, David! What is there to alarm 

you? Do you suppose me capable of presuming 
on your aunt’s kindness—of begging for favors 

which it may not be perfectly easy for her to 
grant? Mrs. Wagner knows already from Fritz 

what our situation is. Let her only see my 
Minna; I won’t intrude on her myself. My 
daughter shall plead for me; my daughter shall 

ask for all I want—an interview with Mr., Kel- 
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ler, and permission to speak in my own defense. 

Tell me, honestly, am I expecting too much, if I 

hope that your aunt will persuade Fritz’s father 

to see me?”’ 
It sounded modestly enough in words. But I 

had my own doubts, nevertheless. 
I had left Mr. Keller working hard at his pro- 

test against the employment of women in the 

office, to be sent to my aunt by that day’s post. 

Knowing them both as I did, I thought it at 
least probable that a written controversy might 

be succeeded by a personal estrangement. If 

Mr. Keller proved obstinate, Mrs. Wagner would 
soon show him that she had a will of her own. 

Under those circumstances, no favors could be 

asked, no favors could be granted—and poor 
Minna’s prospects would be darker than ever. 

This was one view of the case. I must own, 

however, that another impression had been pro- 
duced on me. Something in Madame Fontaine’s 

manner suggested that she might not be quite so 

modest in her demands on my aunt, when they 
met at Frankfort, as she had led me to believe. 

I was vexed with myself for having spoken too 
unreservedly, and was quite at a loss to decide 
what I ought to say in answer to the appeal that 
had been made to me. In this state of per- 
plexity 1 was relieved by a welcome interrup- 

tion. Minna’s voice reached us from the land- 
ing outside. ‘‘I have both hands engaged,’’ 
she said; ‘‘please let me in.”’ 

Tran to the door. The widow laid her finger 

on my lips. ‘‘Not a word, mind, to Minna!” 

hy 
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she whispered. ‘‘We understand each other— 

don’t we?”’ 

I said, ‘‘Yes, certainly.” And so the subject 
was dropped for the rest of the evening. 

The charming girl came in carrying the tea- 
tray. She especially directed my attention toa 
cake which she had made that day with her own 

hands. ‘‘I can cook,’’ she said, ‘‘and I can 

make my own dresses—and if Fritz is a poor 
man when he marries me, I can save him the 

expense of a servant.’’ Our talk at the tea-table 
was, I daresay, too trifling to be recorded. I 
only remember that I enjoyed it. Later in the 

evening, Minna sang to me. I heard one of 
those simple German ballads again, not long 

since, and the music brought the tears into my 
eyes. 

The moon rose early that night. When I 
looked at my watch, I found that it was time 
to go. Minna was at the window, admiring the 
moonlight. ‘‘On such a beautiful night,’’ she 
said, ‘‘it seems a shame to stay indoors. Do let 
us walk a part of the way back with Mr. David, 
mamma! Only as far as the bridge, to see the 
moon on the river.”’ 

Her mother consented, and we three left the 

house together. 
Arrived at the bridge, we paused to look at the 

view. But the clouds were rising already, and 
the moonlight only showed itself at intervals. 
Madame Fontaine said she smelled rain in the 
air, and took her daughter’s arm to go home. I 
offered to return with them as far as their own 
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door; but they positively declined to delay me on 

my way back. It was arranged that 1 should 

call on them again in a day or two. 
Just as we were saying good night, the fitful 

moonlight streamed out brightly again through 

a rift in the clouds. At the same moment a 
stout old gentleman, smoking a pipe, sauntered 

past us on the pavement, noticed me as he went 
by, stopped directly, and revealed himself as Mr. 
Engelman. ‘‘Good-night, Mr. David,’’ said the 
widow. The moon shone full on her as she gave 
me her hand; Minna standing behind her in the 

shadow. In amoment more the two ladies had 
left us. 

Mr. Engelman’s eyes followed the smoothly 

gliding figure of the widow, until it was lost to 

view at the end of the bridge. He laid his hand 
eagerly on my arm. ‘‘David!’’ he said, ‘‘who is 
that glorious creature?’’ 

‘“Which of the two ladies do you mean?’ I 
asked, mischievously. 

“The one with the widow’s cap, of course!’’ 
**Do you admire the widow, sir?’’ 

‘‘Admire her!’ repeated Mr. Engelman. 
*‘Look here, David!’ He showed me the. 

long porcelain bowl of his pipe. ‘‘My dear 
boy, she has done what no woman ever did 
with me yet—she has put my pipe out!’’ 

sy 
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CHAPTER XI. 

THERE was something so absurd in the asso- 

ciation of Madame Fontaine’s charms with the 
extinction of Mr. Engelman’s pipe, that I burst 
out laughing. My good old friend looked at me 
in grave surprise. 
‘What is there to laugh at in my forgetting to 

keep my pipe alight?’’ he asked. ‘‘My whole 
mind, David, was absorbed in that magnificent 

woman the instant I set eyesonher. The image 
of her is before me at this moment—an image of 
an angel in moonlight. Am I speaking poetic- 
ally for the first time in my life? I shouldn’t 
wonder. I really don’t know what is the matter 
with me. You are a young man, and perhaps 
you can tell. Have I fallen in love, as the say- 
ing is?’? He took me confidentially by the arm, 
before I could answer this formidabl2 question. 
*‘Pon’t tell friend Keller!’’ he said, with a sud- 

den outburst of alarm. ‘‘Keller is an excellent 
man, but he has no mercy on sinners. I say, 
David! couldn’t you introduce me to her?’’ 

Still haunted by the fear that I had spoken too 
unreservedly during my interview with the wid- 
ow, I was in the right humor to exhibit extraor- 
dinary prudence in my intercourse with Mr. 
Engelman. 

4 
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““T eouldn’t venture to introduce you,”’ I said; 
‘‘the lady is living here in the strictest retire- 

ment.”’ 
‘‘At any rate, you can tell me her name,’”’ 

pleaded Mr. Engelman. ‘“‘I daresay you have 
mentioned it to Keller?”’ 

‘“‘T havo done nothing of the sort. I have rea- 
sons for saying a about the lady to Mr. 

Keller.”’ 
‘Well, you can trust me to keep the secret, 

David. Come! I only want to send her some 
flowers from my garden. She can’t object to 

that. Tell me where I am to send my nosegay, 

that’s a dear fellow.”’ 
I daresay 1 did wrong—indeed, judging by 

later events, I know I did wrong. But I could 
not view the affair seriously enough to hold out 
against Mr. Engelman in the matter of the nose- 
gay. He started when I mentioned the widow’s 
name. 

**Not the mother of the girl whom Fritz wants 
to marry?’’ he exclaimed. 

‘“Yes, the same. Don’t you admire Fritz’s 
taste? Isn’t Miss Minna a charming girl?”’ 

*“‘T can’t say, David. I was a ne had 
no eyes for anybody but her mother. Do you 
think Madame Fontaine noticed me?’’ 

“Oh, yes. I saw her look at you.”’ 
“Turn this way, David. The effect of the 

moonlight on you seems to make you look 
younger. Has it the same effect on me? How 
old should you guess me to be to-night? Fifty 
or sixty?”’ 

hy 
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*‘Somewhere between the two, sir.”’ 

(He was close on seventy. But who could have 
been cruel enough to say so, at that moment?) 
My answer proved to be so encouraging to the 

old gentleman that he ventured on the subject of 
Madame Fontaine’s late husband. ‘‘Was ghe 
very fond of him, David? What sort of man 
was he?”’ 

I informed him that I had never even seen Dr. 
Fontaine; and then, by way of changing the 
topic, inquired if I was too late for the regular 
supper-hour at Main Street. 

“My dear boy, the table was cleared half an 
hour ago. But I persuaded our sour-tempered 
old housekeeper to keep something hot for you. 
You won’t find Keller very amiable to-night, 
David. He was upset, to begin with, by writing 
that remonstrance to your aunt—and then your 
absence annoyed him. ‘This is treating our 
house like a hotel; I won’t allow anybody to 
take such liberties with us.? Yes! that was 
really what he said of you. He was so cross, 
poor fellow, that I left him, and went out for a 

stroll on the bridge. And met my fate,’ added 

poor Mr. Engelman, in the saddest tones I had 
ever heard fall from his lips. 
My reception at the house was a little chilly. 
“T have written my mind plainly to your 

aunt,’’ said Mr. Keller; ‘“‘you will probably be 
recalled to London by return of post. In the 
meantime, on the next occasion when you spend 
the evening out, be so obliging as to leave word 
to that effect with one of the servants.’? The 
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crabbed old housekeeper (known in the domestic 
circle as Mother Barbara) had her fling at me 

next. She set down the dish° which she had 
kept hot for me, with a bang that tried the re- 
sisting capacity of the porcelain severely. ‘‘I’ve 
done it this once,’’ she said. ‘‘Next time you’re 
late, you and the dog can sup together.”’ 

The next day, I wrote to my aunt, and also to 

Fritz, knowing how anxious he must be to hear 
from me. 

To tell him the whole truth would probably 
have been to bring him to Frankfort as fast as 

sailing-vessels and horses could carry him, All 

I could venture to say was, that I had found the 

lost trace of Minna and her mother, and that 1 

had every reason to believe there was no cause 

to feel any present anxiety aboutthem. I added 
that I might be in a position to forward a letter 
secretly, if.it would comfort him to write to his 
sweetheart. 

In making this offer, I was, no doubt, encour- 
aging my friend to disobey the plain commands 
which his father had laid on him. 

But, as the case stood, I had really no other 

alternative. With Fritz’s temperament, it would 
have been simply impossible to induce him to re- 
main in London, unless his patience was sus- 
tained in my absence by a practical concession of 
some kind. In the interests of peace, then—and 
I must own in the interests of the pretty and in- 
teresting Minna as well—I consented to become 

a medium for correspondence, on the purely 
 Jesuitical principle that the end justified the — 

> 
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means. I had promised to let Minna know of 
it when I wrote to Fritz. My time being entire- 
ly at my own disposal, until the vexed question of 
the employment of women was settled between 
Mr. Keller and my aunt, I went to the widow’s 

lodgings, after putting my letters in the post. 
Having made Minna happy in the anticipation 

of hearing from Fritz, 1 had leisure to notice an 

old china punch-bowl on the table, filled to over- 
flowing with magnificent flowers. To any one 

who knew Mr. Engelman as well as 1 did, the 

punch - bowl suggested serious considerations. 

He, who forbade the plucking of a single flower 

on ordinary occasions, must, with his own hands, 

have seriously damaged the appearance of his 

beautiful garden. 

‘‘What splendid flowers!’’ I said, feeling my 

way cautiously. ‘‘Mr. Engelman himself might 
be envious of such a nosegay as that.’’ 

The widow’s heavy eyelids drooped lower for 

a moment, in unconcealed contempt for my sim- 

plicity. 
“Do you really think you can mystify me?’’ 

she asked ironically. ‘‘Mr. Engelman has done 
more than send the flowers—he has written me 

a too-flattering note. And I,’’ she said, glanc- 
ing carelessly at the mantel-piece, on which a 
letter was placed, ‘‘have written the necessary 
acknowledgment. It would be absurd to stand 
on ceremony with the harmless old gentleman 

who met us on the bridge. How fat he is! and 

what a wonderful pipe he carries—almost as fat 

as himself!’’ 
4 
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Alas for Mr. Engelman! I could not resist 

saying a word in his favor—she spoke of him 
with such cruelly sincere contempt. 

‘‘Though he only saw you for a moment,”’ I 

said, ‘‘he is your ardent admirer already.”’ 

‘Ts he, indeed!’’ She was so utterly indiffer- 

ent to Mr. Engelman’s admiration that she could 

hardly take the trouble to make that common- 

place reply. The next moment she dismissed 
the subject. ‘‘So you have written to Fritz?” 

she went on. ‘‘Have you also written to your 

aunt?’’ 
‘Yes, by the same post.”’ 
‘*Mainly on business, no doubt? Is it indis- 

creet to ask if you slipped in a little word about 

the hopes that I associate with Mrs. Wagner’s 
arrival in Frankfort?”’ 

This seemed to give me a good opportunity of 

moderating her ‘‘hopes,’’ in mercy to her daugh- 
ter and to herself. 

‘“‘T thought it undesirable to mention the sub- 
ject —for the present, at least,’? I answered. 
‘‘There is a serious difference of opinion be- 

tween Mrs. Wagner and Mr. Keller, on a sub- 

ject connected with the management of the office 

here. Isay serious, because they are both equally 
firm.in maintaining their convictions. Mr Kel- 
ler has written to my aunt by yesterday’s post; 

and I fear it may end in an angry correspondence 

between them.”’ 
I saw that I had startled her. She suddenly 

drew her chair close to mine. 
‘Do you think the correspondence will delay 

ty 
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your aunt’s departure from England?’’ she 
asked. 

‘On the contrary. My aunt is a very resolute 
person, and it may hasten her departure. But I 

am afraid it will indispose her to ask any favors 
of Mr. Keller, or to associate herself with his 

personal concerns. Any friendly intercourse be- 

tween them will indeed be impossible, if she as- 

serts her authority as head-partner, and forces 
him to submit to a woman in a matter of busi- 
ness.”” 

She sank back in her chair. ‘‘I understand,”’ 

she said, faintly. 

While we had been talking Minna had walked 

to the window and had remained there looking 

out. She suddenly turned round as her mother 

spoke. 

‘‘Mamma! the landlady’s little boy has just 

gone out. Shall I tap at the window and call 
him back?’’ 

The widow roused herself with an effort. 
‘‘What for, my love?’’ she asked, absently. 

Minna pointed to the mantel-piece. ‘‘To take 
your letter to Mr. Engelman, mamma.”’? Ma- 

dame Fontaine looked at the letter—paused for 
a moment—and answered: ‘‘No, my dear; let 

the boy go. It doesn’t matter for the present.’”’ 
She turned to me with an abrupt recovery of 

her customary manner. 
‘“‘T am, fortunately for myself, a sanguine per- 

son,’’ she resumed. ‘‘I always did hope for the 
best; and (feeling the kind motive of what you 
have said to me) I shall hope for the best still. 
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Minna, my darling, Mr. David and 1 have been 

talking on drysubjects until we are tired. Give 

us alittle music.’’ While her daughter obedient- 

ly opened the piano, she looked at the flowers. 
‘¢You are fond of flowers, David?’’ she went on. 
‘Do you understand the subject? I ignorantly 
admire the lovely colors, and enjoy the delicious 

scents—and I can do no more. It was really 
very kind of your old friend Mr. Engelman. 
Does he take any part in this deplorable differ- 

ence of opinion between your aunt and Mr. 
Keller?”’ 

What did that new allusion to Mr, Engelman 
mean? And why had she declined to dispatch 
her letter to him, when the opportunity offered 
of sending it by the boy? 

Troubled by the doubts which these considera- 
tions suggested, 1 committed an act of impru- 
dence—I replied so reservedly that I put her on 
her guard. All I said was that I supposed Mr. 
Engelman agreed with Mr. Keller, but that I 

was not in the confidence of the two partners. 
From that moment she saw through me, and 

was silent on the subject of Mr. Engelman. 
Even Minna’s singing had lost its charm, in 

my present frame of mind. It was a relief to 
me when I could make my excuses and leave 
the house. 

On my way back to Main Street, when I could 

think freely, my doubts began to develop into 
downright suspicion. Madame Fontaine could 

hardly hope, after what I had told her, to ob- 

tain the all-important interview with Mr. Keller, 

hy 
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through my aunt’s intercession. Had she seen 
her way to trying what Mr. Engelman’s influ- 

ence with his partner could do for her? Would 

she destroy her formal acknowledgment of the 
receipt of his flowers, as soon as my kack was 
turned, and send him a second letter, encourag- 
ing him to visit her? And would she cast him 
off, without ceremony, when he had served her 

purpose? 

These were the thoughts that troubled me on 

my return to the house. When we met at sup- 
per, some hours later, my worst anticipations 

were realized. Poor innocent Mr. Engelman was 
dressed with extraordinary smartness, and was 

in the highest good spirits. Mr. Keller asked 
him jestingly if he was going to be married. In 
the intoxication of happiness that possessed him, 
he was quite reckless; he actually retorted by | 
a joke on the sore subject of the employment of 
women! ‘‘Who knows what may happen,’’ he 

cried, gayly, ‘‘when we have young ladies in the 
office for clerks?”’ Mr. Keller was so angry that 

he kept silence through the whole of our meal. 
_ When Mr. Engelman left the room I slipped out 

after him. 
‘**You are going to Madame Fontaine’s?”’ I said. 
He smirked and smiled. ‘‘Just a little even- 

ing visit, David. Aha! you young men are not 

to have it all your own way.” He laid his hand 
tenderly on the left breast-pocket of his coat. 
“Such a delightful letter!’ hesaid. ‘‘It is here, 

over my heart. No—a woman’s sentiments are 

sacred; I mustn’t show it to you.” 
‘ 
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I was on the point of telling him the whole 

truth, when the thought of Minna checked me 

for the time. My interest in preserving Mr. En- 

gelman’s tranquillity was in direct conflict with 

my interest in the speedy marriage of my good 

friend Fritz. Besides, was it likely that any- 
thing I could say would have the slightest effect 

~ on the deluded old man, in the first fervor of his 

infatuation? I thought 1 would give him a gen- 

eral caution, and wait to be guided by events. 

‘‘One word, sir, for your private ear,’’ I said. 

‘*Kiven the finest women have their faults. You 
will find Madame Fontaine perfectly charming; 

but don’t be too ready to believe that she is in 

earnest,”’ 

Mr. Engelman felt infinitely flattered, and 
owned it without the slightest reserve. ‘‘Oh, 
David! David!’ he said, ‘‘are you jealous of 

me already ?”’ 

He put on his hat (with a jaunty twist on one 
side) and swung his stick gayly, and left the 
room. For the first time, in my experience of 

him, he went oui without his pipe; and (a more 
serious symptom still) he really did not appear to 
miss it. 

CHAPTER XII. 

Two days passed, and I perceived another 
change in Mr. Engelman. 

He was now transformed into a serioug and 
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reticent man. Had he committed indiscretions 

which might expose him to ridicule if they were 
known? Or had the widow warned him not to 
be too ready to take me into his confidence? In 

any case, he said not one word to me about Ma- 

dame Fontaine’s reception of him, and he left 

the house secretly when he paid his next visit to 

her. Having no wish to meet him unexpectedly, 

and feeling (if the truth must be told) not quite 

at ease about the future, I kept away from Minna 

and her mother, and waited for events. 

On the third day, an event happened. I re- 
ceived a little note from Minna: 

**DEAR Mr. Davip—If you care to see mamma 

and me, stay at home this evening. Good Mr. 
Engelman has promised to show us his interest- 

ing old house, after business hours.”’ 

There was nothing extraordinary in making an 
exhibition of ‘‘the old house.’’ It was one among 

the many picturesque specimens of the domestic 

architecture of bygone days, for which Frank 

fort is famous; and it had been sketched by 
artists of all nations, both outside andin. At 

the same time, it was noticeable (perhaps only 

as a coincidence) that the evening chosen for 

showing the house to the widow was also the 

evening on which Mr. Keller had an engagement 
with some friends in another part of the city. 

As the hour approached for the arrival of the 

ladies, I saw that Mr. Engelman looked at me 
with an air of embarrassment. 

Violen ae DD 
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‘¢ Are you not going out this evening, David?”’ 

he asked. 
‘¢Am I in the way, sir?’’ I inquired, mischiev- 

ously. 

“‘Oh, no!’ 
“In that case, then, I think I shall stay at 

home.”’ 
He said no more, and walked up and down 

the room with an air of annoyance. The bell of 

the street-door rang. He stopped, and looked at 

me again. 

‘*Visitors?’’ I said. 

He was obliged to answer.me. ‘‘Friends of 

mine, David, who are coming to see the house.”’ 
I was just sufficiently irritated by his persist- 

ence in keeping up the mystery to set him the 
example of speaking plainly. 

‘‘Madame Fontaine and her daughter?’’ I said. 

He turned quickly to answer me, and hesi- 

tated. At the same moment, the door was 

opened by the sour old housekeeper, frowning 

suspiciously at the two elegantly-dressed ladies 
whom she ushered into the room. 

If I had been free to act on my own impulse, 
I should certainly (out of regard for Mr. Engel- 

man) have refrained from accompanying the 
visitors when they were shown over the house. 
But Minna took my arm. I had no choice but 
to follow Mr. Engelman and her mother when 
they left the room. 

Minna spoke to me as confidentially as if I 
had been her brother. ; 

““Do you know,” she whispered, ‘‘that nice 

hy 
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old gentleman and mamma are like old friends 

already. Mamma is generally suspicious of 

strangers. Isn’t it odd? And she actually in- 

vites him to bring his pipe when he comes to see 

us! Hesits puffing smoke, and admiring mamma 
—and mamma does all the talking. Do come 

and see us soon! I have nobody to speak to 

about Fritz. Mamma and Mr. Engelman take 
no more notice of me than if I was a little dog 
in the room.”’ 

As we passed from the ground floor to the 
first floor, Madame Fontaine’s admiration of the 

house rose from one climax of enthusiasm to an- 

other. Among the many subjects that she un- 

derstood, the domestic architecture of the seven- 

teenth century seemed to be one, and the art of 

water-color painting soon proved to be another. 
“Tam not quite contemptible asa lady-artist,”’ 

I heard her say to Mr. Engelman; ‘‘and I should 
so like to make some little studies of these beau- 
tiful old rooms—as memorials to take with me 

when I am far away from Frankfort. But I 

don’t ask it, dear Mr. Engelman. You don’t 
want enthusiastic ladies with sketch-books in 

this bachelor paradise of yours. I hope we are 

not intruding on Mr. Keller. Is he at home?” 
‘‘No,”? said Mr. Engelman; ‘‘he has gone 

out. "2 Naa 

Madame Fohtaine’s flow of eloquence suddenly 
ran dry. She was silent as we ascended from 

the first floor to the second. In this part of the 
house our bedrooms were situated. _ The cham- 

ber in which I slept presented nothing particu-, 
\), ~ 
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larly worthy of notice. But the rooms oc 

cupied by Mr. Keller and Mr. Engelman con- 
tained some of the finest carved woodwork in 

the house. 
It was beginning to get’'dark. Mr. Engelman 

lighted the candles inhisown room. The widow 

took one of them from him, and threw the light 
skillfully on the different objects about her. She 

was still a little subdued; but she showed her 

knowledge of wood-carving by picking out the 

two finest specimens in the room—a wardrobe 

and a toilet-table. 
‘*My poor husband was fond of old carving,”” 

she explained, modestly; ‘‘what I know about 

it, 1 knowfrom him. Dear Mr. Engelman, your 
room isa picture in itself. What glorious colors! 
How simple and how grand! Might we—’’ she 

paused, with a becoming appearance of confu- 

sion. Her voice dropped softly to lower tones. 

‘Might we be pardoned, do you think, if we 

ventured to peep into Mr. Keller’s room?”’ 

She spoke of ‘‘Mr. Keller’s room’’ as if it had 
been ashrine, approachable only by a few favored 

worshipers. ‘‘ Where is it?’’? she inquired, with 
breathless interest. I led the way out into the 

passage, and threw open the door without cere- 
mony. Madame Fontaine looked at me as if I 
had committed an act of sacrilege. 

Mr. Engelman, following us with one of his 
candles, lighted an ancient brass lamp which 
hung from the middle of the ceiling. ‘‘My learned 
partner,’’ he explained, ‘‘does a great deal of his 

reading in his bedroom, and he likes plenty of 
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light. You will have a good view when the 

lamp has burned up. The big chimney-piece is 
considered the finest thing of that sort in Frank- 
fort.”’ 

The widow confronted the chimney-piece, and 

clasped her hands in silent rapture. When she 
was able to speak, she put her arm round Minna’s 
waist. 

“‘Let me teach you, my love, to admire this 
glorious work,’’ she said, and delivered quite a 

little lecture on the merits of the chimney-piece. 
**Oh, if I could but take the merest sketch of it!’’ 

she exclaimed, by way of conclusion. ‘‘But no, 

it is too much to ask.’’ She examined every- 

' thing in the room with the minutest attention. 

Even the plain little table by the bedside, with a 

jug and a glass on it, did not escape her observa- 

tion. ‘‘Is that his drink?’’ she asked, with an 
air of respectful curiosity. ‘‘Do you think I 

might taste it?” 

Mr. Engelman laughed. “‘It’s only barley- 
water, dear lady,’’ he said. ‘‘Our rheumatic 
old housekeeper makes as few,journeys as pos- 

sible up and downstairs. When she sets the _ 
room in order in the. evening, she takes the 

night- kale up with her, and so saves a second 

journey.’ 
‘Taste it, Minna, ” said the widow, handing 

the glass to her daughter. ‘‘How refreshing! 

how pure!”’ 
Mr. Engelman, standing on the other side of 

her, whispered in her ear. I was just behind 
them, and could not help hearing him. ‘You 
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will make me jealous,’ he said; ‘‘you never no- 

ticed my night- drink—TJ have beer.”’ 
The widow answered him by a look; he heaved 

a little sigh of happiness. Poor Mr. Engelman! 

Minna innocently broke in on this mute scene 

of sentiment. 
She was looking at the pictures in the room, 

and asked for explanations of them which Mr. 

Engelman only could afford. It struck me as— 
odd that her mother’s artistic sympathies did 
not appear to be excited by the pictures. In- 
stead of joining her daughter at the other end 

of the room, she stood by the bedside with her 

hand resting on the little table, and her eyes 
fixed on the jug of barley-water, absorbed in 
thought. On a sudden, she started, turned 

quickly, and caught me observing her. I might 

have been deceived by the lamplight; but I 
thought I saw a flash of expression under her 
heavy eyelids, charged with such intensity of 

angry suspicion that it startled me. She was. 
herself again, before I could decide whether to 
trust my own strong impression or not. 

‘“Do I surprise you, David?’’ she asked, in her 
gentlest tones. ‘‘I ought to be looking at the 
pictures, you think? My friend! I can’t always 
control my own sad recollections. They will 
force themselves on me—sometimes when the 

most trifling associations call them up. Dear 

Mr. Engelman understands me. He, no doubt, 

has suffered, too. May I sit down for a mo- 
ment?’’ 

She dropped languidly into a chair, and sat 

he 
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looking at the famous chimney-piece. Her at- 

titude was the perfection of grace. Mr. Engel- 

man hurried through his explanation of the pict- 

ures, and placed himself at her side, and admired 

the chimney-piece with her. 

** Artists think it looks best by lamplight,’’ he 
‘said. ‘‘The big pediment between the windows 
keeps out the light in the daytime.”’ 

Madame Fontaine looked round at him with 
a softly approving smile. ‘‘Hxactly what I 

was thinking myself, when you spoke,’’ she 

said. ‘‘The effect by this light is simply per- 

fect. Why didn’t I bring my sketch-book with 
me? I might have stolen some little memorial 

of it, in Mr. Keller’s absence.’’ She turned to- 

ward me when she said that. 
“Tf you can do without colors,’’ I suggested, 

‘‘we have paper and pencils in the house.”’ 
The clock in the corridor struck the hour. 

Mr. Engelman looked uneasy, and got up 
from his chair. His action suggested that the 

time had passed by us unperceived and that Mr. 

Keller’s return might take place at any moment. 
The same impression was evidently produced on 

Minna. For once in her life, the widow’s quick 
perception seemed to have deserted her. She kept 

her seat as composedly as if she had been at home. 

‘‘T wonder whether I could manage without 
my colors?’’ she said, placidly. ‘‘Perhaps I 

might try.’’ 
Mr. Engelman’s uneasiness increased to down- 

right alarm. Minna perceived the change, as I 
did, and at once interfered. 
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“Tam afraid, mamma, it is too late for sketch- 

ing to-night,’ she said. ‘‘Suppose Mr. Keller 

should come back?”’ 
Madame Fontaine rose instantly, with a look 

of confusion. ‘‘How very stupid of me not to 

think of it!’? she exclaimed. ‘‘Forgive me, Mr. 

Engelman—I was so interested, so absorbed— 
thank you a thousand times for your kindness!’ 

She led the way out, with more apologies and 

more gratitude. Mr. Engelman recovered his 
tranquillity. He looked at her lovingly, and 

gave her his arm to lead her downstairs. 

On this occasion, Minna and I were in front. 

We reached the first landing, and waited there. 

The widow was wonderfully slow in descending 
the stairs. Judging by what we heard, she was 

absorbed in the old balusters now. When she 
at last joined us on the landing, the doors of the 
rooms on the first floor delayed her again: it was 

simply impossible, she said, to pass them with- 
out notice. Once more, Minna and I waited on 

the ground floor. Here, there was another an- 
cient brass lamp which lighted the hall; and, 

therefore, another object of beauty which it was 
impossible to pass over in a hurry. 

‘“‘T never knew mamma behave so oddly be- 
fore,”’ said Minna. - ‘‘If such a thing wasn’t im- 

possible, in our situation, one would really think 

she wanted Mr. Keller to catch us in the house!’’ 
There was not the least doubt in my mind 

(knowing, as I did, how deeply Madame Fon- 
taine was interested in forcing her acquaintance 
on Mr. Keller) that this was exactly what she 
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did want. Fortune is proverbially said to favor 
the bold; and Fortune offered to the widow the 

perilous opportunity of which she had been in 
search. 

While she was still admiring the lamp, the 
grating sound became audible of a key put into 

the street door. 

The door opened, and Mr. Keller walked into 
the hall. 

He stopped instantly at the sight of two ladies 

who were both strangers to him, and looked in- 
terrogatively at his partner. Mr. Engelman 
had no choice but to risk an explanation of some 

kind. Heexplained, without mentioning names. 
*“Friends of mine, Keller,’’ he said, confused- 

ly, ‘‘to whom I have been showing the house.”’ 

Mr. Keller took off his hat, and bowed to the 

widow. With a boldness that amazed me, un- 

der the circumstances, she made a low curtsey to 
him, smiled her sweetest smile, and deliberately 

mentioned her name. 
“‘Tam Madame Fontaine, sir,’’ she said. ‘‘ And 

this is my daughter Minna.”’ 

CHAPTER XIII. 

Mr. KELLER fixed his eyes on the widow in 
stern silence; walked past her to the inner end 
of the hall; and entered a room at the back of 

the house, closing the door behind him. Even 

if he had felt inclined to look at Minna, it would 
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not have been possible for him to see her. After 

one timid glance at him, the poor girl hid her- 

self behind me, trembling piteously. I took her 
hand toencourage her. ‘‘Oh, what hope is there 

for us,’’ she whispered, ‘‘with such a man as 

that?”’ 
Madame Fontaine turned as Mr. Keller passed 

her, and watched his progress along the hall un- 
til he disappeared from view. ‘‘No,’’ she said 

quietly to herself, ‘‘you don’t escape me in that 

way.”’ 
As if moved by asudden impulse, she set forth 

on the way by which Mr. Keller had gone before 

her; walking, as he had walked, to the door at the 

end of the hall. 
I had remained with Minna, and was not in 

a position to see how her mother looked. Mr. 

Engelman’s face, as he stretched out his hands 

entreatingly to stop Madame Fontaine, told me 

that the fierce passions hidden deep in the wo- 
man’s nature had risen to the surface and shown 
themselves. ‘‘Oh, dear lady! dear lady!’ cried 
the simple old man, ‘‘don’t look like that! It’s 
only Keller’s temper—he will soon be himself 
again.”’ 

Without answering him, without looking at 
him, she lifted her hand, and put him back from 

her as if he had been troublesome child. With 
her firm, graceful step, she resumed her progress 
along the hall to the room at the end, and elie 
sharply at the door. 

Mr. Keller’s voice answered from within: 

‘““Who is there?’’ 

hy 
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*‘Madame Fontaine,’? said the widow. ‘I 
wish to speak to you.” 

“I decline to receive Madame Fontaine.”’ 

“‘In that case, Mr. Keller, I will do myself the 
honor of writing to you.”’ 

“*1 refuse to read your letter.”’ 

‘“Take the night to think of it, Mr. Keller, and 
change your mind in the morning.” __ 

She turned away, without waiting for a reply, 
and joined us at the outer end of the hall. 

Minna advanced to meet her, and kissed her 

tenderly. ‘‘Dear, kind mamma, you are doing 

this for my sake,’’ said the grateful girl. - ‘‘I am 
ashamed that you should humble yourself—it is 
so useless !’’ 

‘*Tt shall not be useless,’’ her mother answered. 

“If fifty Mr. Kellers threatened your happiness, 
my child, I would brush the fifty out of your 
way. Oh, my darling, my darling!’’ 

Her voice—as firm as the voice of aman, while 

she declared her resolution—faltered and failed 
her when the last words of endearment fell from 

her lips. She drew Minna to her bosom, and 
- embraced in silent rapture the one creature whom 
she loved. When she raised her head again she 

was, to my mind, more beautiful than I had ever 
yet seen her. The all-ennobling tears of love 

and grief filled her eyes. Knowing the terrible 
story that is still to be told, let me do that miser- 
able woman justice. Hers was not a wholly cor- 
rupted heart. It was always in Minna’s power, 
to lift her above her own wickedness. When 
she held out the hand that had just touched her 
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daughter to*Mr. Engelman, it trembled as if she 
had been the most timid woman living. 

“Good-night, dear friend,’’ she said to him; 

‘“‘T am sorry to have been the innocent cause of 

this little embarrassment.”’ 
Simpie Mr. Engelman put his handkerchief to 

his eyes; never, in all his life, had he been so 

puzzled, so frightened, and so distressed. He 

kissed the widow’s hand. ‘‘Do let me see you 

safe home!’’ he said, in tones of the tenderest 

entreaty. 

‘*Not to-night,’’ she answered. He attempted 
a faint remonstrance. Madame Fontaine knew 
perfectly well how to assert her authority over 

him—she gave him another of those tender looks 

which had already become the charm of his life. 

Mr. Engelman sat down on one of the hall chairs, 

completely overwhelmed. ‘‘Dearand admirable 

woman!’’ I heard him say to himself softly. 
Taking leave of me in my turn, the widow 

dropped my hand, struck, to all appearance, by 
a new idea. 

‘‘T have a favor to ask of you, David,’’ she 

said. ‘‘Do you mind going back with us?’’ 
As a matter of course, 1 took my hat, and 

placed myself at her service. Mr. Engelman 
got on his feet, and lifted his plump hands in 
mute and melancholy protest. ‘‘Don’t be un- 
easy,’? Madame Fontaine said to him, with a 
faint, smile of contempt. ‘‘David doesn’t love 
me!”’ 

I paused for a moment, as I followed her out, 

to console Mr. Engelman. ‘‘She is old enough 
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to be\ my mother, sir,” I whispered; ‘‘and 

this time, at any rate, she has told you the 
truth.”’ 

Hardly a word passed between us on our way 
through the streets and over the bridge. Minna 
was sad and silent, thinking of Fritz; and what- 

ever her mother might have to say to me, was 
evidently to be said in private. Arrived at the 
lodgings, Madame Fontaine requested me to wait 

for her in the shabby little sitting-room, and 
graciously gave me permission to smoke. ‘‘Say 
good-night to David,’’ she continued, turning to 

her daughter. ‘‘Your poor little heart is heavy 
to-night, and mamma means to put you to bed 
as if you were achild again. Ah! me, if those 
days could only come back!’’ 

After a short absence the widow returned to 
me, with a composed manner and a quiet smile. 
The meeting with Mr. Keller seemed to have | 
been completely dismissed from her thoughts, in 
the brief interval since I had seen her last, 

‘“We often hear of parents improving their 
children,’’ she said. ‘‘It is my belief that the 
children quite as often improve the parents. I 

have had some happy minutes with Minna—and 
(would you believe it?) I am already disposed to 
forgive Mr. Keller’s brutality, and to write to 
him in a tone of moderation, which must surely 

have its effect. All Minna’s doing —and my 
sweet girl doesn’t in the least suspect it herself! 

If you ever have children of your own, David, 

you will understand me and feel for me. In the 
meantime, I must not detain you by idle talk— 
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I must say plainly what I want of you.’? She 
opened her writing-desk and took up a pen. “If 
1 write to Mr. Keller under your own eye, do 
you object to take charge of my letter?” 

1 hesitated how to answer. ‘To say the least 
of it, her request embarrassed me, 

“*T don’t expect you to give it to Mr. Keller 
personally,’? she explained. ‘‘1t is of very seri- 

ous importance to me”’ (she laid a marked em- 
phasis on those words) ‘‘to be quite sure that 
my letter has reached him, and that he has really 
had the opportunity of reading it. If you will 
only place it on his desk in the office, with your 
own hand, that is all I ask you to do. For 
Minna’s sake, mind; not for mine!’’ 

For Minna’s sake, I consented. She rose di- 

rectly, and signed to me to take her place at the 
desk. 

‘“*I¢ will save time,’’ she said, ‘‘if you write 

the rough draft of the letter from my dicta- 

tion. I am accustomed to dictate my letters, 
with Minna for secretary. Of course, you shall 
see the fair copy before I seal it.’’ 

She began to walk up and down the little room, 
with her hands crossed behind her in the attitude 

‘ made famous by the great Napoleon. After a 
minute of consideration, she dictated the draft 
as follows: 

bd 

*S1r—I am well aware that scandalous reports 
at Wirzburg have prejudiced you against me. 
Those reports, so far as I know, may be summed 
up under three heads, > 

hy 
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**(First) That my husband died in debt through 
my extravagance. 

‘*(Sedond) That my respectable neighbors re- 
fuse to associate with me, 

*“(Third) That I entrapped your son Fritz 
into asking for my daughter’s hand in mar- 
riage, because I knew his father to be a rich 
man. 

“To the first calumny I reply, that the debts 
are due to expensive chemical experiments in 

which my late husband engaged, and that I 
have satisfied the creditors to the last farthing. 

Grant me an audience, and I will refer you ist 

the creditors themselves. 

‘*To the second calumny I reply, that I re- 
ceived invitations, on my arrival in Wiirzburg 
after my marriage, from every lady of distin- 

guished social position in the town. After expe- 
rience of the society thus offered to me, I own 
to having courteously declined subsequent invi- 

tations, and having devoted myself in retirement 

to my husband, to my infant child, and to such 

studies in literature and art as 1 had time to pur- 

sue. Gossip and scandal, with an eternal ac- 
companiment of knitting, are not to my taste; 

and, while 1 strictly attend to domestic duties, I 

do not consider them as constituting, in connec- 
tion with tea-drinking, the one great interest of 
a woman’s life. I plead guilty to having been 
foolish enough to openly acknowledge these sen- 

timents, and to having made bitter enemies 
everywhere as the necessary consequence. If 
this plain defense of myself fails to satisfy you, 
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grant me an audience, and I will answer your 

questions, whatever they may be. 
“To the third calumny, I reply, that if you 

had been a prince instead of a merchant, I would 

still have done everything in my power to keep 
your son away from my daughter—for this sim- 
ple reason, that the idea of parting with her to 
any man fills me with grief and dismay. I only 
yielded to the marriage engagement when the 
conviction was forced upon me that my poor 

child’s happiness depended on her union with 
your son. It is this consideration alone which 
induces me to write to you, and to humiliate my- | 
self by pleading for a hearing. As for the ques- 

tion of money, if through some unexpected mis- 
fortune you became a bankrupt to-morrow, I 
would entreat you to consent to the marriage 

exactly as I entreat you now. Poverty has no 
terrors for me while I have health towork. But 
I cannot face the idea of my child’s life being 
blighted, because you choose to believe the slan- 
ders that are spoken of her mother. For the 
third time, I ask you to grant me an audience, 
and to hear me in my own defense.’’ 

There she paused, and looked over my shoulder. 
‘Il think that is enough,’’ she said. ‘‘Do you 

see anything objectionable in my letter?’’ 
How could I object to the letter? From be- 

ginning to end, it was strongly, and yet mod- 
erately, expressed. I resigned my place at the 

, desk, and the widow wrote the fair copy, with 
her own hand. She made no change whatever, 

ha 
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except by adding these ominous lines as a post- 
cript: 

*‘T implore you not to drive me to despair. A 
mother who is pleading for her child’s life—-it is 
nothing less, in this case—is a woman who surely 
asserts a sacred claim. Let no wise man deny 
it;?? 

**Do you think it is quite discreet,’’ I ventured 
so ask, ‘‘to add those words?’’ 

She looked at me with a moment’s furtive 
scrutiny, and only answered after she had sealed 
the letter, and placed it in my hands. 

“‘T have my reasons,’’ she replied. ‘‘Let the 
words remain.”’ 

Returning to the house at rather a late hour 
for Frankfort, 1 was surprised to find Mr. Keller 
waiting to see me. 

“*] have had a talk with my partner,’’ he said. 
‘Tt has left (for the time only, I hope) a painful 
impression on both sides—and I must ask you 

to do me a service, in the place of Mr. Engelman 
—who has an engagement to-morrow which pre- 
vents him from leaving Frankfort.”’ 

His tone indicated plainly enough that the 

“engagement”? was with Madame Fontaine. 
Hard words must have passed between the two 
old friends on the sulject of the widow. Even 
Mr. Engelman’s placid temper had, no doubt, 
resented Mr. Keller’s conduct at the meeting in 
the hall. 

‘The service I ask of you,’’ he resumed, ‘‘ will 
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be easily rendered. The proprietor of acommer 
cial estaklishment at Hanau is desirous of enter- 
ing into business-relations with us, and has sent 
references to respectable persons in the town 
and neighborhood, which it is necessary to 
verify. We are so busy in the office that it is 
impossible for me to leave Frankfort itself, or to 
employ our clerks on this errand. I have drawn 

out the necessary instructions—and Hanau, as 
you are aware, is within an easy distance of 

Frankfort. Have you any objection to be the_ 
representative of the house in this matter?”’ 

It is needless to say that I was gratified by 
the confidence that had been placed in me, and 
eager to show that I really deserved it. We ar- 
ranged that I should leave Frankfort by the ear- 
liest conveyance the next morning. 

On our way upstairs to our bed-chambers, Mr. 
Keller detained me for a moment more. 

‘*‘T have no claim to control you in the choice 
of your friends,’’ he said; ‘‘but 1 am old enough 

to give you a word of advice. Don’t associate 
yourself too readily, David, with the woman 
whom I found here to-night.’’ 

He shook hands cordially, and left me. I 
thought of Madame Fontaine’s letter in my 
pocket, and felt a strong conviction that he 
would persist in his refusal to read it. 

The servants were the only persons stirring 
in the house, when I rose the next morning. 
Unobserved by any one, I placed the letter on 
the desk in Mr. Keller’s private room. That 
done, I started on my journey to Hanau. 

he 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THANKS to the instructions confided to me, 

my errand presented no difficulties. There were 

certain persons to whom I was introduced, and 

certain information to be derived from them, 

which it was my duty to submit to Mr. Keller 

on my return. Tidelity was required of me, and 

discretion was required of me—and that was all. 

At the close of my day’s work, the hospitable 

merchant, whose references I had been engaged 
in verifying, refused to permit me to return to 
the hotel: His dinner-hour had been put off ex- 
pressly to suit my convenience. ‘‘You will only 

meet the members of my family,’’ he said, ‘‘and 

a cousin of my wife’s who is here with her daugh- 

ter, on a visit to us—Frau Mayer, of Wiirz- 

burg.”’ 
I accepted the invitation, feeling privately an 

Englishman’s reluctance to confronting an as- 
sembly of strangers, and anticipating nothing 

remarkable in reference to Frau Meyer, although 

she did come from Wiirzburg. Even when I 

was presented to the ladies in due form, as ‘‘the 
honored representative of Mr. Keller of Frank- 

fort,’’? I was too stupid, or too much absorbed in 

the business on which I had been engaged, to be 

much struck by the sudden interest with which 
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Frau Meyer regarded me. She was a fat, florid 
old lady, who looked coarsely clever and resolute; 

and she had a daughter who promised to resem- 
ble her but too faithfully, in due course of time. 
It was a relief to me, at dinner, to find myself 

placed between the merchant’s wife and her eldest 
son. They were far more attractive neighbors 

at table, to my thinking, than Frau Meyer. 
Dinner being over, we withdrew to another 

room to take our coffee. The merchant and his 

son, both ardent musicians in their leisure hours, 

played a sonata for pianoforte and violin. I 

was at the opposite extremity of the room, look- 
ing at some fine proof impressions of prints from 

the old masters, when a voice at my side startled 
me by an unexpected question. 

‘‘May I ask, sir, if you are acquainted with 
Mr. Keller’s son?’’ : 

I looked round, and discovered Frau Meyer. 
‘‘Have you seen him lately?’’ she proceeded, 

when I had acknowledged that I was acquainted 
with Fritz. ‘‘And can you tell me where he is 
now?’’ 

IT answered both these questions. Frau Meyer 

looked thoroughly well satisfied with me. ‘‘Let 
us have a little talk,’’? she said, and seated her- 

self, and signed to me to take a chair near her. 

**T feel a true interest in Fritz,’’ she resumed, 
lowering her voice so as not to be heard by the 
musicians at the other end of the room. ‘‘Until 

_ to-day, I have heard nothing of him since he left 
Wiirzburg. I like to talk about him—he once 
did me a kindness a long time since. I suppose 
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you are in his confidence? Has he told you why 
his father sent him away from the University?” 

My reply to this was, I am afraid, rather ab- 

sently given. The truthis, my mind was running 

on some earlier words which had dropped from 

the old lady’s lips. ‘‘He once did mea kindness 

a long time since.’? When had I last heard that 
commonplace phrase? and why did I remember 

it so readily when I now heard it again? 
‘*Ah, his father did a wise thing in separating 

him from that woman and her daughter!’’? Frau 
Meyer went on. ‘‘Madame Fontaine deliberate- 
ly entrapped the poor boy into the engagement. 
But perhaps you area friend of hers? In that 
case, I retract and apologize.”’ 

**Quite needless,’’ I said. 
‘*You are not a friend of Madame Fontaine?”’ 

she persisted. 
This cool attempt to force an answer from me 

failed in its object. It was like being cross-ex- 
amined in a court of law; and, in our common 

English phrase, ‘‘it set my back up.”’ In the 
strict sense of the word, Madame Fontaine might 
be termed an acquaintance, but certainly not a 
friend, of mine. For once, I took the prudent 
course, and said, No. 

Frau Meyer’sexpansive bosom emitted a hearty 
sigh of relief. ‘‘Ah!’’ she said, ‘‘now I can talk 
freely—in Fritz’s interest, mind. You are a 
young man like himself; he will be disposed to 
listen to you. Do all you can to back his father’s 
influence, and cure him of his infatuation. I tell 

you plainly, his marriage would be his ruin!” 
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*tYou speak very strongly, madam. Do you 
object to the young lady?”’ 

‘“‘Not I; a harmless, insignificant creature— 

nothing more and nothing less. It’s her vile 

mother that I object to.”’ 
‘*As I have heard, Frau Meyer, there are two 

sides to that question. Fritz is persuaded that 
Madame Fontaine is an injured woman. He 

assures me, for instance, that she is the fondest 

of mothers.” 
“Bah! What does that amount to? It’s as 

much a part of a woman’s nature to take to her 
child, when she has got one, as it is to take to 
her dinner when sheishungry. A fond mother? 
What stuff! Why, a cat is a fond mother— 
What’s the matter?’ 

A cat ts a fond mother. Another familiar 
phrase—and this time a phraseremarkable enough 
to lead my memory back in the right direction. 
In an instant I recollected the anonymous letter 
to Fritz. In an instant I felt the conviction that 

. Frau Meyer, in her eagerness to persuade me, 

had unconsciously repeated two of the phrases 
which she had already used, in her eagerness to 
persuade Fritz. No wonder I started in. my 
chair, when I felt that I was face to face with 
the writer of the anonymous letter! 

I made some excuse—I forget what—and hast- 
ened to resume the conversation, The opportu- 
nity of making discoveries which might be in- 
valuable to Fritz (to say nothing of good Mr. 
Engelman) was not an opportunity to be neg- 
lected. 1 persisted in quoting Fritz’s authbdrity; — 
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I repeated his assertion relative to the love of 
scandal at Wirzburg, and the envy of Madame 
Fontaine’s superior attractions felt among the 
ladies. Frau Meyer laughed disdainfully. 

“Poor Fritz!’ said she. ‘‘An excellent dis- 
position—but so easily persuaded, so much too 
amiable. Our being all envious of Widow Fon- 

taine is too ridiculous. It is a mere waste of: 
time to notice.such nonsense. Wait a little, Mr. 

David, and you will see. If you and Mr. Keller 
can only keep Fritz out of the widow’s way for 

a few months longer, his eyes will be opened in 
spite of himself. He may yet come back to us 
with a free heart, and he may choose his future 
wife more wisely next time.”’ 

As she said this her eyes wandered away to 
her daughter, at the other end of the room. Un- 

less her face betrayed her, she had evidently 
planned, at some past time, to possess herself of 
Fritz as a son-in-law, and she had not resigned 
the hope of securing him yet. Madame Fontaine 
might bea deceitful and dangerous woman. But 
what sort of witness against her was this abusive 

old lady, the unscrupulous writer of an anony- 
mous letter? ‘‘You prophesy very confidently 
about what is to come in the future,’’ I ventured 
to say. 

Frau Meyer’s red face turned a shade redder. 
“Does that mean that you don’t believe me?”’ 

she asked. 
“Certainly not, madam. It only means that 

you speak severely of Doctor Fontaine’s widow 
—without mentioning any facts that justify you.”’ 
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‘Oh! you want facts, do you? J’Il soon show 
you whether I know what I am talking about or 
not. Has Fritz mentioned that among Madame 
Fontaine’s other virtues, she has paid her debts? 
I’ll tell you howshe has paid them—as an example, 

young gentleman, that I am not talking at ran- 

dom. Your admirable widow, sir, is great at 

fascinating old men; they are always falling in 

love with her, the idiots! A certain old man at 

Wiirzburg—close to eighty, mind—was one of 

her victims. I had a letter this morning which 

tells me that he was found dead in his bed, two 

days since, and that his nephew is the sole heir 

to all that he leaves behind him. Examination 
of his papers has shown that he paid the widow’s 
creditors, and that he took a promissory note from 

her—ha! ha! ha!—a promissory note from a wo- 
man without a farthing !—in payment of the sum 

that he had advanced. The poor old man would, 
no doubt, have destroyed the note if he had known 

that his end was so near. His sudden death has 
transferred it to the hands of his heir. In money 
matters, the nephew is reported to be one of the 
hardest men living. When that note falls due, 
he will present it for payment. I don’t know 

where Madame Fontaine is now. No matter! 
Sooner or later, she is sure to hear of what has 

happened—and she must find the money or see 

the inside of a debtor’s prison. These are the 
facts that I had in my mind, Mr. David, when 
1 spoke of events opening Fritz’s eyes to the 
truth.”’ 

I submitted with all possible humility to the 

hy 
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lady’s triumph over me. My thoughts were with 
Minna. What a prospect for the innocent, affec- 

tionate girl! Assuming the statement that I had 
just heard to be true, there was surely a chance 
that Madame Fontaine (with time before her) 

might find the money. I put this view of the 
case to Frau Meyer. 

“If I didn’t know Mr. Keller to be a thoroughly 
resolute man,’ she answered, ‘‘I should say she 

might find the money too. She has only to suc- 
ceed in marrying her daughter to Fritz, and Mr. 
Keller would be obliged to pay the money for the 

sake of the family credit. But he is one of the 
few men whom she can’t twist round her finger. 
If you ever fall in with her, take care of your- 
self. She may find your influence with Fritz an 
obstacle in her way—and she may give you rea- 
son to remember that the mystery of her hus- 
band’s lost chest of poisons is not cleared up yet. 
It was all in the German newspapers—you know 

what I mean.”’ : 
This seemed to me to be passing all bounds of 

moderation. ‘‘And you know, madam,”’ I an- 

swered, sharply, ‘‘that there was no evidence 
against her—nothing whatever to associate her 
with the robbery of the medicine-chest.”’ 

‘‘Not even suspicion, Mr. David?”’ 
‘‘Not even suspicion.”’ 

I rose from my chair as I spoke. Minna was 
still in my thoughts; I was not merely unwill- 
ing, I was almost afraid to hear more. ; 

‘“‘One minute,’’ said Frau Meyer. ‘‘ Which of 
the two hotels here are you staying at? J] want 



122 WORKS OF WILKIE COLLINS. 

to send you something to read to night, after 
you have left us.” 

I told her the name of the hotel; and we joined 
our friends at the other end of the room. Not 
long afterward I took my leave. My spirits 
were depressed; a dark cloud of uncertainty 
seemed to hang over the future. Even the pros- 
pect of returning to Frankfort, the next day, be- 
came repellent to me. I was almost inclined to 
hope that my aunt might (as Mr. Keller had 
predicted) recall me to London. 

CHAPTER XV. 

From these reflections I was roused by the 
appearance of a waiter, with a letter for me. 
The envelope contained a slip cut from a Ger- 
man newspaper, and these lines of writing, signed 
by Frau Meyer: 

‘**You are either a very just, or a very obsti- 
nate young man. In either case, it will do you 
no harm to read what I inclose. I am not such 

a scandal-mongering old woman as you seem to 
think. The concealment of the names will not 
puzzle you. Please return the slip. It belongs 
to our excellent host, and forms part of his col- 
lection of literary curiosities.”’ 

Such was the introduction to my reading. I 
translate it from the German newspaper into 
English as literally as I can. - 

“of 
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The editor’s few prefatory words were at the 
top of the column, bearing the date of Septem- 
ber, 1828. 

‘*We have received, in strictest confidence, ex- 

tracts from letters written by a lady to a once- 
beloved friend. The extracts are dated and num- 
bered, and are literally presented in this column 
—excepting the obviously necessary precaution 
of suppressing names, places, and days of the 
month. Taken in connection with a certain in- 
quiry which is now occupying the public mind, 
these fragments may throw some faint glimmer 

of light on events which are at present involved 
in darkness.” 

Number I. 1809.—‘‘Yes, dearest Julie, I have 
run the grand risk. Only yesterday, I was mar- 
ried to Doctor ——. The people at the church 
were our only witnesses. 

‘*My father declares that I have degraded his 
noble blood by marrying a medical man. He 
forbade my mother to attend the ceremony. Poor 
simple soul! she asked me if I loved my young 
doctor, and was quite satisfied when I said Yes. 
As for my father’s objections, my husband is a 
man of high promise in his profession. In his 
country—lI think I told you in my last letter that 
he was a Frenchman—a famous physician is en- 
nobled by the State. I shall leave no stone un- 
turned, my dear, to push my husband forward. 
And when he is made a Baron, we shall see 
what my father will say to us then.” 
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Number II. 1810.—‘‘We have removed, my 
Julie, to this detestably dull old German town, 
for no earthly reason but that the University is 
famous as a medical school. 
‘My husband informs me, in his sweetest man- 

ner, that he will hesitate at no sacrifice of our 

ordinary comforts to increase his professional 
knowledge. If you could see how the ladies 

dress in this lost hole of a place, if you could 

hear the twaddle they talk, you would pity me. 

I have but one consolation—a lovely baby, Julie, 

.a girl: I had almost said an angel. Were you 
as fond of your first child, I wonder, as I am of 
mine? And did you utterly forget your hus- 
band, when the little darling was first put into 
your arms? Write and tell me.’’ 

Number FII, 1811.—‘‘I have hardly patience 
to take up my pen. But I shall do something 
desperate, if I don’t relieve my overburdened 
mind in some way. 

‘After I wrote to you last year, I succeeded 
in getting my husband away from the detestable 
University. But he persisted in hanging about 

Germany, and conferring with mouldy old doc- 
tors (whom he calls ‘‘Princes of Science!’’) in- 
stead of returning to Paris, taking a handsome 
house, and making his way to the top of the tree 

with my help. I am the very woman to give 
brilliant parties, and to push my husband’s in- 
terests with powerful people of all degrees. No; 
I really must not dwell on it. When I think of 
what has happened since, it will drive me’mad. 

‘* 
~ 
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“Six weeks ago, a sort of medical congress 
was announced to be held at the University. 

Something in the proposed discussion was to be 
made the subject of a prize-essay. The doctor’s 

professional interest in this matter decided him 
on trying for the prize—and the result is 
our return to the hateful old town and _ its 
society. 

*‘Of course, my husband resumes his profes- 
sional studies; of course, I am thrown once more 

among the dowdy gossiping women. But that 
is far from being the worst of it. Among the 
people in the School of Chemistry here, there is 
a new man, who entered the University shortly 
after we left it last year. This devil—it is the 
only right word for him—has bewitched my 
weak husband; and, for all I can see to the con- 

trary, has ruined our prospects in life. 
‘‘He isa Hungarian. Small, dirty, lean asa 

skeleton, with hands like claws, eyes like a wild 

beast’s, and the most hideously false smile you 

ever saw in a human face. What his history is, 
nobody knows. The people at the medical school 
call him the most extraordinary experimental 

chemist living. His ideas astonish the profes- 
sors themselves. The students have named him 
‘The new Paracelsus.’ . 

“‘T ventured toask him, one day, if he believed 

he could make gold. He looked at me with his 
frightful grin, and said: ‘Yes, and diamonds too, 
with time and money to help me.’ He not only 
believes in The Philosopher’s Stone; he says he 
is on the trace of some explosive compound so 
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terrifically destructive in its effect, that it will 
make war impossible. He declares that he will 
annihilate time and space by means of electricity ; 

and that he will develop steam as a motive power, 
until travelers can rush over the whole habitable 
globe at the rate of a mile in a minute. 
‘‘Why do I trouble you with these ravings? 

My dear, this boastful adventurer has made him- 
self master of my husband, has talked him out 
of his senses, has reduced my influence over him 

to nothing. Do you think Iam exaggerating? 
Hear how it has ended. My busband absolutely 
refuses to leave this place. He cares no longer 
even to try for the prize. The idea of medical 

practice has become distasteful to him, and he 
has decided on devoting his life to discovery in 
chemical science. 

‘‘And this is the man whom I married with 
the sincerest belief in the brilliant social career 
that was before him! For this contemptible 
creature I have sacrificed my position in the 
world, and alienated my father from me forever. 

I may look forward to being the wife of a poor 
professor, who shows experiments to stupid lads 
inaschool. And the friends in Paris, who, to 
my certain knowledge, are waiting to give him 
introductions to the Imperial Court itself, may 
transfer their services to some other man. 

*“No words can tell you what I feel at this 
complete collapse of allmy hopes and plans. The - 
one consideration of my child is all that restrains 
me from leaving my husband, never to see him 
again. As it is, I must live a life of deceit, and 
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feign respect and regard for a man whom I de- 
spise with my whole heart. 

**Power—oh, if I had the power to make the 
fury that consumes me felt! The curse of our 

sex is its helplessness. Every day, Julie, the 
conviction grows on me that I shall end badly. 
Who among us knows the capacity for wicked- 

ness that lies dormant in our natures, until the 

fatal event comes and calls it forth? 
“No! I am letting you see too much of my 

tortured soul. Let me close my letter and play 
with my child.”’ 

Number IV. 1812.—**My heartfelt congratula- 
tions, dearest, on your return to Germany, after 

your pleasant visit to the United States. And 
more congratulations yet on the large addition to 
your income, due to your husband’s intelligence 
and spirit of enterprise on American ground, 
Ah, you have married a Man! Happy woman! 
I am married to a Machine. 
*“Why have I left your kind letters from 

- America without reply? My Julie, I have con- 
stantly thought of you; but the life I lead is 
slowly crushing my energies. Over and over 
again, 1 have taken up my pen; and over and 

over again, I have laid it aside, recoiling from 

the thought of myself and my existence; too 
miserable (perhaps too proud) to tell you what a 
wretched creature I am, and what thoughts come 
to me sometimes in the wakeful hours of the night. 

‘After this confession, you esi perhaps, 
why I write to you now. 
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“T really believe it is because I have been 
threatened with legal proceedings by my credi- 

tors, and have just come victoriously out of a 

hard struggle to appease them for the time. This 

little fight has roused me from my apathy; it has 
rallied my spirits, and made me feel like my old 
self again. J am no longer content with silently 

loving my dearest friend; I open my heart and 

write to her. 
***Oh, dear, how sad that she should be in 

debt!’ 1 can hear you say this, and sigh to 
yourself—you who have never known what it 
was to be in want of money since you were born. 

Shall I tell you what my husband earns at the 

University? No: I feel the blood rushing into 
my face at the bare idea of revealing it. 

‘“Let me do the professor justice. My Ani- 
mated Mummy has reached the height of his am- 

bition at last—he is Professor of Chemistry, and 
is perfectly happy for the rest of his life. My 

dear, he is as lean, and almost as dirty, as the 
wretch who first perverted him. Do you remem- 

ber my once writing to you about a mysterious 
Hungarian, whom we found in the University? 
A few years since, this man died by suicide, as 
mysteriously as he had lived. They found him 
in the laboratory, with a strange inscription 
traced in chalk on the wall by which he lay 
dead. These were the words: ‘After giving it 
a fair trial, 1 find that life is not worth living 
for. I have decided to destroy myself with a 
poison of my own discovery. My chemical 
papers and preparations are hereby bequeathed 
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to my friend Doctor ——, and my body is pre- 
sented as a free gift to the anatomy school. Let 

a committee of surgeons and analysts examine 

my remains. I defy them to discover a trace of 

the drug that has killed me.’ And they did try, 
Julie—and discovered nothing. I wonder whether 

the suicide has left the receipt for that poison, 

among ms other precious legacies, to his ‘friend 
Dr. ——.’ 

““Why do I trouble you with ee nauseous 
details? Because they are in no small degree 

answerable for my debts. My husband devotes 
all his leisure hours to continuing the detestable 

experiments begun by the Hungarian; and my 
yearly dress-money for myself and my child has 
been reduced one-half, to pay the chemical ex-- 

penses. 
“Ought I, in this hard case, to have dimin- 

ished my expenditure to the level of my reduced 

income? 

“If you say Yes, I answer that human endur- 

ance has its limits. 1 can support the martyr- 
dom of my life; the loss of my dearest illusions 

and hopes; the mean enmity of our neighbors; 

the foul-mouthed jealousy of the women; and, 

more than all, the exasperating patience of a 

husband who never resents the hardest things 
I can say to him, and who persists in loving and 

* admiring me as if we were only married last 
week. But I cannot see my child in a stuff 
frock, on promenade days in the Palace Gardens, 
when other people’s children are wearing silk. 
And plain as my own dress may be, I must and 
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will have the best material that is made. When 

the wife of the military commandant (a woman 

sprung from the people) goes out in an Indian 

shawl with Brussels lace in her bonnet, am I to 

meet her and return her bow, in a camelet cloak 

and a beaver hat? No! When I lose my self- 
respect let me lose my life too. My husband 
may sink as low as he pleases. I always have 
stood above him, and I always will! 

**Andsol amin debt, and my creditors threaten 

me. Whatdoesitmatter? Ihave pacified them, 
for the time, with some small installments of 

money, and a large expenditure of smiles. 
“‘T wish you could see my darling little Minna; 

she is the loveliest and sweetest child in the world 
—my pride, at all times, and my salvation in my 

desperate moods. There are moments when I 
feel inclined to set fire to the hateful University, 
and destroy all the mouldy old creatures who in- | 

habit-it. I take Minna out and buy her a little 
present, and see her eyes sparkle and her color 
rise, and feel her innocent kisses, and become, 

for a while, quite a good woman again. Yester- 
day, her father—no, I shall work myself up into 
afury if I tell you about it. Let me only say 
that Minna saved me as usual. I took her to the 
jeweler’s and bought her a pair of pearl earrings. 
If you could have heard her, if you could have 
seen her, when the little angel first looked at her- 
self in the glass! I wonder when I shall pay for 
the earrings? 

‘Ah, Julie, if I only had such an income as 
yours, I would make my power felt in this place. 
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The insolent women should fawn on me and fear 
me. I would have my own house and establish- 

ment in the country, to purify me after the at- 
mosphere of the professor’s drugs. I would— 

well! well! never mind what else I would have. 
‘Talking of power, have you read the account 

of the execution last year of that wonderful crimi- 

nal, Anna Maria Zwanziger? Wherever she 
went, the path of this terrific woman is strewed 

with the dead whom she has poisoned. She ap- 
pears to have lived to destroy her fellow-creat- 
ures, and to have met her doom with the most 
undaunted courage. What a career! and what 

an end !* 
‘‘The foolish people in Wiirzburg are at a loss 

to find motives for some of the murders she com- 
mitted, and try to get out of the difficulty by 
declaring that she must have been a homicidal 

maniac. This is not my explanation. -I can 
understand the murderess becoming morally in- 

toxicated with the sense of her own tremendous 
power. A mere human creature—only a wo- 
man, Julie!—armed with the means of secretly 
dealing death around her, wherever she goes— 
meeting with strangers who displease her, look- 

ing at them quietly, and saying to herself, ‘I 

doom you to die, before you are a day older’— 

is there no explanation, here, of some of Zwan- 

* The terrible career of Anna Maria Zwanziger, sen- 
tenced to death at Bamberg in the year 1811, will be 

found related in Lady Duff-Gordon’s translation of Feuer- 

bach’s ‘‘ Criminal Trials.” ‘ 
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ziger’s poisonings which are incomprehensible to 

commonplace minds? 

“‘T put this view, in talking of the trial, to the 

military commandant a few days since. His 
vulgar wife answered me before he could speak. 
‘Madame Fontaine,’ said this spitfire, ‘my hus- 
band and I don’t feel your sympathy with poi- 

soners!’ Take that as a specimen of the ladies 

of Wirzburg—and let me close this unmercifully 

long letter. I think you will acknowledge, my 
dear, when I do write, 1 place a flattering trust 
in my friend’s patient remembrance of me.”’ 

There the newspaper extracts came to an end. 
As a picture of a perverted*mind, struggling 

between good and evil, and slowly losing ground 
under the stealthy influence of temptation, the 

letters certainly possessed a melancholy interest 

for any thoughtful reader. But (not being a 
spiteful woman) I failed to see, in these extracts, 

the connection which Frau Meyer had attempted 
to establish between the wickedness of Madame 
Fontaine and the disappearance of her husband’s 
medicine chest. 

At the same time, 1 must acknowledge that a 
vague impression of distrust was left on my mind 

by what 1 had read. I felt a certain sense of 
embarrassment at the prospect of renewing my 

relations with the widow, on my return to Frank- 
fort; and I was also conscious of a decided in- 

crease of anxiety to hear what had been Mr. 
Keller’s reception of Madame Fontaine’s letter. 

Add to this, that my brotherly interest in Minna 
\ 7 
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was sensibly strengthened—and the effect on me 
of the extracts in the newspaper is truly stated, 

so far as I can remember it at this distant time. 

On the evening of the next day, I was back 
again at Frankfort. 

CHAPTER XVI. 

Mr. KELLER and Mr. Engelman were both 
waiting to receive me. They looked over my 

written report of my inquiries at Hanau, and 

expressed the warmest approval of it. So far, 

all was well. 
~But, when we afterward sat down to our sup- 

per, [ noticed a change in the two partners, which 

it was impossible to see without regret. On the © 
surface they were as friendly toward each other 

as ever. But a certain constraint of look and 
manner, a palpable effort, on either side, to speak 
with the old unsought ease and gayety, showed 
that the disastrous discovery of Madame Fon- 
taine in the hall had left its evil results behind. 

it. Mr. Keller retired, when the meal was over, 

to examine my report minutely in all its details. 
When we were alone, Mr. Engelman lighted 

his pipe. He spoke to me once more with the 
friendly familiarity of past days—before he met 

_ the too-fascinating widow on the bridge. 
‘My dear boy, tell me frankly, do you : notice 

any change in Keller?”’ 
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‘“*T see a change in both of you,’’ I answered; 
‘you are not such pleasant companions as you 

used to be.” 
Mr. Engelman blew out a mouthful of smoke, 

and followed it by a heavy sigh. 
“‘Keller has become so bitter,’’ he said. ‘‘His 

hasty temper I never complained of, as you know. 
But in these later days he is hard—hard as 
stone. Do you know what he did with dear 
Madame Fontaine’s letter? A downright insult, 
David—he sent it back to her!’’ 

‘‘Without explanation or apology?’’ I asec 

‘*With a line on the envelope. ‘I warned you 
that I should refuse toread your letter. You see 
that Iam aman of my word.” What a message 
to send to a poor mother, who only asks leave to 
plead for her child’s happiness! You saw the 
letter. Enough to melt the heart of any man, 

as I should have thought. 1 spoke to Keller on 
the subject; I really couldn’t help it.’’ 

*“Wasn’t that rather indiscreet, Mr. Engel- 
man?”’ 

“J said nothing that could reasonably offend 
him. ‘Do you know of some discreditable ac- 
tion on the part of Madame Fontaine, which has 

not been found out by any oneelse?’ Tasked. ‘I 
know the character she bears in Wirzburg,’ he 

said; ‘and the other night I saw her face. That 
is all I know, friend Hngelman, and that is 
enough for me.’ With those sour words, he 
walked out oftheroom. What lamentable preju- 
dice! What an unchristian way of thinking! 
The name of Madame Fontaine will never be 
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mentioned between us again. When that much- 
injured lady honors me with another visit, 1 can 

only receive her where she will be protected from 
insult, in a house of my own.”’ 

“‘Surely you are not going to separate yourself 
from Mr. Keller?’’ J said. 

*‘Not for the present. I will wait till your 
aunt comes here, and brings that restless reform- 

ing spirit of hers into the business. Changes 
are sure to follow—and my change of residence 
may pass as one of them.’’ 

He got up to leave the room, and stopped at 
the door. 

‘I wish you would come with me, David, to 
Madame Fontaine’s. She is very anxious to see 

you.’ Feeling no such anxiety on my side, I 
attempted to excuse myself; but he went on with- 
out giving me time to speak—‘‘Nice little Miss 
Minnais very dull, poor child. She hasno friend 
of her own age here at Frankfort, excepting 
yourself. And she has asked me more than 
once when Mr. David would return from 
Hanau.” 
My excuses failed me when I heard this. Mr. 

Engelman and I left the house together. 
As we approached the door of Madame Fon-_ 

taine’s lodgings, it was opened from within by 
the landlady, and a stranger stepped out into the 
street. He was sufficiently well-dressed to pass 
for a gentleman—but there were obstacles in his 
face and manner toa successful personation of 

_the character. He cast a peculiarly furtive look 
at us both, as we ascended the house-steps. I 
’ 
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thought he was a police spy. Mr. Engelman set 
him down a degree lower in the social scale. 

‘“‘T hope you are not in debt, ma’am,”’ he said 

to the landlady; ‘‘that man looks to me like a 

bailiff in disguise.”’ 
“‘T manage to pay my way, sir, though it is a 

hard struggle,’? the woman replied. ‘‘As for 
the gentleman who has just gone out, I know no 
more of him than you do.”’ 

‘“May 1 ask what he wanted here?”’ 
‘‘He wanted to know when Madame Fontaine 

was likely to quit my apartments. I told him 
my lodger had not appointed any time for leav- 

ing me yet.”’ 
‘**Did he mention Madame Fontaine’s name?”’ 
SVS. SIT aa 

‘‘How did he know that she lived here?”’ 
**He didn’t say.” 
**And you didn’t think of asking him?”’ 
“It was very stupid of me, sir—I only asked 

him how he came to know that I let apartments. 

He said, ‘Never mind, now; I am well recom- 
mended, and I'll call again, and tell you about 
it.’ And then I opened the door for him, as you 
saw.”’ 

‘‘Did he ask to see Madame Fontaine?”’ 
SIN Os BIT,” 

“Very odd!’’ said Mr. Engelman, as we went 
upstairs. ‘‘Do you think we ought to mention 
ities . 

I thought not. There was nothing at all un- 
common in the stranger’s inquiries, taken by 
themselves. We had no right, that I could see, 
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to alarm the widow, because we happened to 

attach purely fanciful suspicions to a man of 
whom we knew nothing. I expressed this opin- 
ion to Mr. Engelman; and he agreed with me. 

The same subdued tone which had struck me 

in the little household in Main Street, was again 
visible in the welcome which I received in Ma- 
dame Fontaine’s lodgings. Minna looked weary 
of waiting for the long expected letter from Fritz. 

Minna’s mother pressed my hand in silence, with 
a melancholy smile. Her reception of my com- 
panion struck me as showing some constraint. 

After what had happened on the night of her 

visit to the house, she could no longer expect him 
to help her to an interview with Mr. Keller. 
Was she merely keeping up appearances, on the 

chance that he might yet be useful to her, in 
some other way? The trifling change which I 
observed did not appear to present itself to Mr. 
Engelman. I turned. away to Minna. Know- 
ing what I knew, it grieved me tosee that the 
poor old man was fonder of the widow, and 
prouder of her than ever. 

It was no very hard task to revive the natural 

hopefulness of Minna’s nature. Calculating the 
question of time in the days before railroads, I 

was able to predict the arrival of Fritz’s letter in 

two, or at most three days more. This bright 

prospect was instantly reflected in the girl’s in- 
nocent face. Her interest in the little world 

about her revived. When her mother joined us, 

in our corner of the room, I was telling her all 

that could be safely related of my visit to Hanau. 
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Madame Fontaine seemed to be quite as attentive 
as her daughter to the progress of my trivial nar- 

rative—to Mr. Engelman’s evident surprise. 
‘‘Did you go further than Hanau?”’ the widow 

asked. 
‘*No further.”’ 
‘‘Were there any guests to meet you at the 

dinner-party?”’ 
‘‘Only the members of the family.” 
‘*T lived so long, David, in dull old Wiirzburg, 

that I can’t help feeling a certain interest in the 
town. Did the subject turn up? Did you hear 
of anything that was going on there?”’ 

I answered this as. cautiously as I had an- 
swered the questions that had gone before it. 
Frau Meyer had, I fear, partially succeeded in 

- perverting my sense of justice. Before my jour- 
ney to Hanau, I might have attributed the widow’s 
inquiries to mere curiosity. 1 believed suspicion 
to be the ruling motive with her, now. 

Before any more questions could be asked, Mr. 
Engelman changed the topic to a subject of 
greater interest to himself. ‘‘I have told David, 
dear lady, of Mr. Keller’s inhuman reception of 
your letter.”’ 

‘Don’t say ‘inhuman,’’? Madame Fontaine 
‘answered, gently; ‘‘it is I alone who am to 
blame. I have been a cause of estrangement 

between you and your partner, and I have de- 
stroyed whatever little chance I might once have 
had of setting myself right in Mr. Keller’s esti- 
mation. All due to my rashness in mentioning 
my name. If I had been less fond of my little 
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girl here, and less eager to seize the first opportu- 

nity of pleading for her, I should never have 
committed that fatal mistake.’’ 

So far, this was sensibly said—and, as an ex- 

planation of her own imprudence, was unques- 
tionably no more than the truth. 

I was less favorably impressed by what fol- 
lowed, when she went on: 

‘*Pray understand, David, that I don’t com- 
plain. I feel no ill-will toward Mr. Keller. If 
chance placed the opportunity of doing him a 
service in my hands, I should be ready and will- 
ing to make use of it—I should be only too glad 
to repair the mischief that I have so innocently 
done.”’ 

She raised her handkerchief to her eyes. Mr. 
Engelman raised his handkerchief to his eyes. 
Minna took her mother’s hand. TI alone sat un- ~ 
demonstrative, with my sympathies in a state of 
repose. Frau Meyer again! Nothing but the 

influence of Frau Meyer could have hardened 
me in this way! 

‘“‘T have entreated our sweet friend not to leave 
Frankfort in despair,’’ Mr. Engelman explained, 
in faltering tones. ‘‘ Although my influence with 

Keller is, for the present, a lost influence in this 
matter, I am more than willing—I am eager— 
to speak to Mrs. Wagner on Madame Fontaine’s 

' behalf. My advice is, Wait for Mrs. Wagner’s 

arrival, and trust to my zeal and my position in 

the firm. When both his partners summon him 
to do justice to an injured woman, even Keller 
must submit!’’ 
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The widow’s eyes were still hidden behind her 
handkerchief. But the lower part of her face 
was visible. Unless I completely misinterpreted 

the mute language of her lips, she had not the 

faintest belief in the fulfillment of Mr. Engelman’s 
prediction. Whatever reason she might have for 
remaining in Frankfort, after the definite rejec- 
tion of her too-contident appeal to Mr. Keller’s 
sympathies, was thus far undoubtedly a reason 

known only to herself. That very night, after 

we had left her, an incident occurred which sug- 

gested that she had some motive for ingratiating 
herself with one of the servants in Mr. Keller’s 
house. 

Our domestic establishment indoors consisted 
of the sour-tempered old housekeeper (who was 
perfectly unapproachable); of a little kitchen- 

maid (too unimportant a person to be worth con- 

ciliating); and of the footman Joseph, who per- 
formed the usual duties of waiting on us at table 
and answering the door. This last was a foolish 

young man, excessively vain of his personal ap- 
pearance—but a passably good servant, making 
allowance for these defects. 

Having occasion to ring for Joseph, to do me 
some little service, I noticed that the loose ends 

of his necktie were connected by a smart new 
pin, presenting a circle of malachite set in silver. 
‘Have you had a present lately,’’ 1 asked, ‘‘or 

are you extravagant enough to spend your money 
on buying jewelry?”’ 

Joseph simpered in undisguised satisfaction 
with himself. ‘It’s a present, sir, from Ma- — 
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dame Fontaine. I take her flowers almost every 
day from Mr. Engelman, and I have done one 

or two trifling errands for her in the town. She 

was pleased with my attention to her wishes. ‘I 
have very little money, Mr. Joseph,’ she said; 

‘oblige me by accepting this pin in return for the 

trouble I have given you.’ And she took the 
pin out of the beautiful white lace round her 
neck, and made me a present of it with her own 
hand. A most liberal lady, isn’t she, sir?’’ 

‘*Liberal indeed, Joseph, considering the small 

services which you seem to have rendered to her. 
Are you quite sure that she doesn’t expect some 
thing more of you?’’ 

*‘Oh, quite sure, sir.”” He blushed as he said 
that—and rather hurriedly left the room. How 
would Frau Meyer have interpreted Joseph’s 
blushes, and the widow’s liberality? I went to 

bed without caring to pursue that question. 

A lapse of two days more brought with it two 
interesting events: the opening night of a travel- 

ing opera company on a visit to Frankfort, and 
the arrival by a late post of our ue expected 

letters from London. 
The partners (both of them ae, lovers of 

music) had taken a box for the short season, and, 

with their usual kindness, had placed a seat at 
my disposal. We were all three drinking our 
coffee before going to the theater, and Joseph. 

was waiting on us, when the rheumatic old 

housekeeper brought in the letters, and handed 

them to me, as the person who sat nearest to the 
door. . 
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‘Why, my good creature, what has made you 
climb the stairs, when you might have rung for 

Joseph?’ asked kind-hearted Mr. Engelman. 
‘‘Because I have got something to ask of my 

masters,’? answered crabbed Mother Barbara. 

‘‘There are your letters, to begin with. Is it 
true that you are, all three of you, going to the 

theater to-night?”’ 
She never used any of the ordinary terms of 

respect. Ifshe had been their mother, instead 
of their housekeeper, she could not have spoken 
more familiarly to the two old gentlemen who 

employed her. 
‘*Well,’? she went on, ‘‘my daughter is in 

trouble about her baby, and wants my advice. 
Teething and convulsions and that sort of thing, 

As you are all going out for the evening, you 

don’t want me, after | have put your bedrooms 

tidy. I can goto my daughter for an hour or 
two, I suppose—and Joseph (who isn’t of much 
use, Heaven knows) can take care of the 
house.”’ 

Mr. Keller, refreshing his memory of the opera 
of the night (Gluck’s ‘‘ Armida’’) by consulting 
the book, nodded, and went on with his reading. 

Mr. Engelman said, ‘‘Certainly, my good soul; 
give my best wishes to your daughter for the 
baby’s health.’? Mother Barbara grunted, and 
hobbled out of the room. ‘ 

I looked at the letters. Two were for me— 

from my aunt and Fritz. One was for Mr. Kel- 

ler—addressed also in the handwriting of my 

aunt, When I handed it to him across the table, 
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he dropped ‘‘Armida’’ the moment he looked at 
the envelope. It was the answer to his remon- 

strance on the subject of the employment of 
women. 

For Minna’s sake, I opened Fritz’s letter first. 
It contained the long-expected lines to his sweet- 
heart. I went out at once, and, inclosing the 

letter in an envelope, sent Joseph away with it 

to the widow’s lodgings before Mother Barbara’s 
departure made it necessary for him to remain in 
the house. 

Fritz’s letter to me was very unsatisfactory. 
In my absence, London was unendurably dull to 

him, and Minna was more necessary to the hap- 

piness of his life than ever. He desired to be in- 
formed, by return of post, of the present place of 

residence of Madame Fontaine and her daughter. 
If I refused to comply with this request, he could 

not undertake to control himself, and he thought 

it quite likely that he might ‘‘follow his heart’s 
dearest aspirations,’’ and set forth on the jour- 
ney to Frankfort in search of Minna. 

My aunt’s letter was full of the subject of Jack 

Straw. 
In the first place, she had discovered, while 

arranging her late husband’s library, a book 
which had evidently suggested his ideas of refor- 

mation in the treatment of the insane. It was 
called ‘‘Description of the Retreat, an institution 
near York for insane persons of the Society of 
Friends. Written by Samuel Tuke.’’ She had 
communicated with the institution; had received 

the most invaluable help; and would bring the 
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book with her to Frankfort, to be translated into 

German, in the interests of humanity.* 

As for her merciful experiment with poor Jack 

Straw, it had proved to be completely successful 

—with one serious drawback. So long as he 
was under her eye, and in daily communication 

‘ with her, a more grateful, affectionate, and per- 

fectly harmless creature never breathed the breath 

of life. Even Mr. Hartrey and the lawyer had 

been obliged to confess that they had been in the 

wrong throughout, in the view they had taken 
of the matter. But, when she happened to be 

absent from the house, for any length of time, it 

was not to be denied that Jack relapsed. He did 
nothing that was violent or alarming—he merely 
laid himself down on the mat before the door of 

her room, and refused to eat, drink, speak, or 

move. until she returned. He heard her outside 

the door, before any one else was aware that she 

was near the house; and his joy burst out in a 

scream which did certainly recall Bedlam. That 

was the drawback, and the only drawback; and 

how she was to take the journey to Frankfort, 
which Mr. Keller’s absurd remonstrance had ren- 
dered absolutely necessary, was more than my 
aunt’s utmost ingenuity could thus far discover. 
Setting aside the difficulty of disposing of Jack, 
there was another difficulty, represented by Fritz. 

It was in the last degree doubtful if he could 

*Tuke’s Description of the Retreat near York is re- 
viewed by Sydney Smith in a number of the “Edinburgh 
Review,” for 1814, ‘ 
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be trusted to remain in London in her absence. 
“But I shall manage it,’’ the resolute woman 

concluded. ‘‘I never yet despaired of PSUS 
—and I don’t despair now.’’ 

Returning to the sitting-room, when it was 

time to go to the theater, I found Mr. Keller with 
his temper ina flame, and Mr. Engelman silently 
smoking as usual. 

“‘Read that!’? cried Mr. Keller, tossing my 

aunt’s reply to him across the table. ‘‘It won’t 
take long.”’ 

It was literally a letter of four lines! ‘‘I have 
received your remonstrance. Itis useless for two 

people who disagree as widely as we do, to write 
to each other. Please wait for my answer, until 
LT arrive at Frankfort.’’ 

“‘Let’s go to the music!’’ cried Mr. Keller. 
‘God knows, I want a composing influence of 
some kind.”’ 

At the end of the first act of the opera, a new 
trouble exhausted his small stock of patience. 
He had been too irritated, on leaving the house, 

to remember his opera-glass; and he was suffi- 
ciently near-sighted to feel the want of it. It is 
needless to say that I left the theater at once to 

bring back the glass in time for the next act. 
My instructions informed me that I should find 

it on his bedroom-table. 
1 thought Joseph looked confused when he 

opened the house-door tome. As I ran upstairs 
he followed me, saying something. I was in too 
great a hurry to pay any attention to him. 

Reaching the second floor by two stairs at a 
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time, I burst into Mr. Keller’s bedroom, and 

found myself face to face with—Madame Fon- 

taine! 
— 

CHAPTER XVII. 

THE widow was alone in the room; standing 
by the bedside table on which Mr. Keller’s night- 
drink was placed. Iwas so completely taken by 
surprise that I stood stockstill like a fool, and 
stared at Madame Fontaine in silence. 

On her side she was, as I believe, equally as- 
tonished and equally confounded, but better able 
to conceal it. For the moment, and only for the 

moment, she too had nothing to say. Then she 

lifted her left hand from under her shawl. ‘‘You. 
have caught me, Mr. David!’’ she said—and held 
up a drawing-book as she spoke, 

‘‘What are you doing here?”’ I asked. 

She pointed with the book to the famous carved 
mantel-piece. 

‘“You know how I longed to make a study of 
that glorious work,’’ she answered. ‘‘Don’t be 
hard on a poor artist who takes her opportunity 
when she finds it.”’ 

““May I ask how you came to know of the op- 
portunity, Madame Fontaine?’’ 

“Entirely through your kind sympathy, my 
friend,’’? was the cool reply. 

*“My sympathy? What do you mean?” 
‘“Was it not you, David, who considerately 

thought of Minna when the post came in? , And 
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did you not send the man-servant to us, with her 
letter from Fritz?’’ 

The blubbering voice of Joseph, trembling for 
his situation, on the landing outside, interrupted 
me before I could speak again. 

‘‘1’m sure I meant no harm, sir. I only said 

I was in a hurry to get back, because you had 
all gone to the theater, and I was left (with no- 
body but the kitchen girl) to take care of the 
house. When the lady came, and showed me 
her drawing-book—’’ 

‘*That will do, friend Joseph,’’ said the widow, 
signing to him to go downstairs in her easy self- 

possessed way. ‘‘Mr. David is too sensible to 
take notice of trifles. There! there! go down.’’ 
She turned to me, with an expression of playful 
surprise. ‘‘How very serious you look!’’ she 
said, gayly. 

‘Tt might have been serious for you, Madame 
- Fontaine, if Mr. Keller had returned to the house 

to fetch his opera-glass himself.’’ 

‘*Ah! he has left his opera-glass behind him? 
Let me help you to look for it. I have done my 
sketch; I am quite at your service.’’ She fore- 

stalled me in finding the opera-glass. ‘‘I really 
had no other chance of making a study of the 

chimney-piece,’”’ she went on, as she handed the 
- glass to me. ‘‘Impossible to ask Mr. Engelman 
to let me in again, after what happened on the 

last occasion. And, if I must confess it, there 
is another motive besides admiration for the 
chimney-piece. You know how poor we are. 
The man who keeps the picture-shop in the Zeil 
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is willing to employ me. He can always sell 
these memorials of old Frankfort to English 

travelers. Even the few florins he gives me will 

find two half -starved women in housekeeping 

money for a week.”’ 
It was all very plausible; and perhaps (in 

my innocent days before I met with Frau Meyer) 
I might have thought it quite likely to be true. 
In my present frame of mind, I only asked the 
widow if I might see her sketch. 

She shook her head, and sheltered the draw- 

ing-book again under her shawl. 

‘It is little better than a memorandum at pres- 
ent,’ she explained. ‘‘ Wait till I have touched 
it up, and made it salable—and I will show it to 
you with pleasure. You will not make mischief, 

Mr, David, by mentioning my act of artistic in- 

vasion to either of the old gentlemen? It shall 

not be repeated—I give you my word of honor. 

There is poor Joseph, too. You don’t want to 
ruin a well-meaning lad, by getting him turned 
out of his place? Of course not! We part as 
friends who understand each other, don’t we? 

Minna would have sent her love and thanks, if 

she had known I was to meet you. Good-night.”’ 
She ran downstairs, humming a little tune to 

herself, as blithe as a young girl. I heard a 
momentary whispering with Joseph in the hall. . 

Then the house-door closed—and there was an 
end of Madame Fontaine for that time. 

After no very long reflection, I decided that 
my best course would be to severely caution 

Joseph, and to say nothing to the partners of — 
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what had happened—for the present at least. I 
should certainly do mischief, by setting the two 
old friends at variance again on the subject of 

- the widow, if I spoke; to say nothing (as another 
result) of the likelihood of Joseph’s dismissal by 

Mr. Keller. . Actuated by these reasonable con- 
siderations, I am bound frankly to add that I 

must have felt some vague misgivings as well. 

Otherwise, why did I carefully examine Mr. 
Keller’s room (before I returned to the theater), 

without any distinct idea of any conceivable dis- 
covery that I might make? Not the vestige of a 

suspicious appearance rewarded my search. The 
room was in its customary state of order, from 
the razors and brushes on the toilet-table to the 
regular night-drink of barley-water, ready as 
usual in the jug by the bedside. 

Tleft the bed-chamber at last. Why was [I still 
not at my ease? Why was I rude enough, when 

I thought of the widow, to say to myself, ‘‘Damn 
her!’ Why did I find Gluck’s magnificent music 
grow wearisome from want of melody as it went 
on? Let the learned in such things realize my 

position, and honor me by answering those ques- 

tions for themselves. 
We were quite gay at supper; the visit to the 

theater had roused the spirits of the two part- 
ners, by means of a wholesome break in the 
monotony of their lives. I had seldom seen Mr. 

Keller so easy and so cheerful. Always an ab- 
stemious man, he exercised his usual modera- 
tion in eating and drinking; and he was the first 

- to go to bed. But, while he was with us, he 
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was, in the best sense of the word, a delightful 

companion; and he looked forward to the next 

opera night with the glee of a schoolboy looking 

forward to a holiday. 

CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE breakfast-room proved to be empty when 
I entered it the next morning. It was the first 

time in my experience that I had failed to find 

Mr. Keller established at the table. He had 
hitherto set the example of early rising to his 

partner and to myself. I had barely noticed his 
absence, when Mr. Engelman followed me into 
the room wtih a grave and anxious face, which 
proclaimed that something was amiss. 

‘*Where is Mr. Keller?’’ I asked. 
“In bed, David.’ 

‘Not ill, I hope?”’ 
**T don’t know what is the matter with him, 

my dear boy. He says he has passed a bad 
night, and he can’t leave his bed and attend to 
business as usual. Is it the close air of the 
theater, do you think?” 

‘‘Suppose 1 make him a comfortable English 
cup of tea?’’ I suggested. ; 

“Yes, yes! And take it up yourself. Ishould 
like to know what you think of him.’’ 

Mr. Keller alarmed me in the first moment 
when I looked at him. A dreadful apathy had 
possessed itself of this naturally restless and éner- 
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getic man. He lay quite motionless, except an 
intermittent trembling of his hands as they rested 
on the counterpane. His eyes opened for a mo- 
ment when I spoke to him—then closed again as 

if the effort of looking at anything wearied him. 
He feebly shook his head when I offered him the 
cup of tea, and said in a fretful whisper, ‘‘Let 
me be!”’ I looked at his night-drink. The jug 
and glass were both completely empty. ‘‘Were - 
you thirsty in the night?’’ In the same fretful 
whisper he answered, ‘‘Horribly!’’ ‘‘Are you 
not thirsty now?’’ He only repeated the words 
he had first spoken—‘‘Let me be!’’ There he 
lay, wanting nothing, caring for nothing; his 

face looking pinched and wan already, and the 

intermittent trembling still at regular intervals 
shaking his helpless hands. 
We sent at once for the physician who had at- 

tended him in trifling illnesses at former dates. 
The doctor who is not honest enough to con- 

fess it when he is puzzled, is a well-known mem- 
ber of the medical profession in all countries. 

Our present physician was one of that sort. He 
pronounced the patient to be suffering from low 
(or nervous) fever—but it struck Mr. Engelman, 
‘as it struck me, that he found himself obliged to 
say something, and said it without feeling sure 
of the correctness of his own statement. He pre- 

scribed, and promised to pay us a second visit 
later in the day. Mother Barbara, the house- 

keeper, was already installed as nurse. Always 
a domestic despot, she made her tyranny felt even 
in the sickroom. She declared that she would 
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leave the house if any other woman presumed 

to enter it as nurse., ‘‘ When my master is ill,”’ 

said Mother Barbara, ‘‘my master is my prop- 
erty.’’ It was plainly impossible that a woman, 
at her advanced age, could keep watch at the 

bedside by day and night together. In the in- 
terests of peace we decided on waiting until the 

next day. If Mr. Keller showed no signs of im- 

provement by that time, I undertook to inquire 
at the hospital for a qualified nurse. 

Later in the day, our doubts of the doctor were 

confirmed. He betrayed his own perplexity in 
arriving at a true ‘‘diagnosis’’ of the patient’s 
case, by bringing with him, at his second visit, 
a brother-physician, whom he introduced as Doc- 

tor Dormann, and with whom he asked leave to 
consult at the bedside. 

The new doctor was the younger, and evidently 

the firmer person of the two. 
His examination of the sick man was patient 

and careful in the extreme. He questioned us 
minutely about the period at which’ the illness 
had begun; the state of Mr. Keller’s health im- 

mediately before it; the first symptoms noticed; 
what he had eaten, and what he had drunk; and 

so on. Next, he desired to see all the inmates 

of the house who had access to the bed-chamber; 

looking with steady scrutiny at the housekeeper, 
the footman, and the maid, as they followed each 

other into the room—and dismissing them again 
without remark. Lastly, he astounded his old 
collegaue by proposing to administer an emetic. 
There was no prevailing on him to give his rea- 

hy 
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sons. “‘If I prove to be right, you shall hear my 

reasons. If I prove to be wrong, I have only to 
say so, and no reasons will be required. Clear 

the room, administer the emetic, and keep the 

door locked till I come back.’’ 

With those parting directions he hurried out 
of the house. 
“What can he mean?’ said Mr. Engelman, 

» leading the way out of the bed-chamber. 
The elder doctor left in charge heard the 

words, and answered them, addressing himself, 

not to Mr. Engelman, but to me. He caught 
me by the arm, as I was leaving the room in my 

turn. 

"*Poison!? the doctor whispered in my ear. 
**Keep it a secret; that’s what he means.”’ 

IT ran to my own bed-chamber and bolted my- 

self in.- At that one word, ‘‘Poison,’’ the atro- 

cious suggestion of Frau Meyer, when she had 

referred to Doctor Fontaine’s lost medicine- 
chest, instantly associated itself in my memory 

with Madame Fontaine’s suspicious intrusion 
into Mr. Keller’s room. Good God! had I not 
‘surprised her standing close by the table on 
which the night-drink was set? and had I not 

heard Doctor Dormann say, ‘‘That’s unlucky,’’ 

when he was told that the barley-water had been 

all drunk by the patient, and the jug and glass. 

washed as usual? For the first few moments, I 
really think I must have been beside myself, so 
completely was I overpowered by the horror of 

my own suspicions. I had just sense enough to 

keep out of Mr. Engelman’s way until I felt my 
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mind restored in some degree to its customary 
balance. 

Recovering the power of thinking connectedly, 

I began to feel ashamed of the panic which had 

seized on me. 
What conceivable object had the widow to 

gain by Mr. Keller’s death? Her whole interest 
in her daughter’s future centered, on the con- 

trary, in his living long enough to be made 

ashamed of his prejudices, and to give his con- 

sent to the marriage. To kill him for the pur- 
pose of removing Fritz from the influence of his 

father’s authority would be so atrocious an act 

in itself, and would so certainly separate Minna 

and Fritz forever, in the perfectly possible event 

of a discovery, that 1 really recoiled from the 
contemplation of this contingency as I might 
have recoiled from deliberately disgracing my- 
self. Doctor Dormann had rashly rushed at a 
false conclusion—that was the one comforting 
reflection that occurred to me. I threw open my 
door again in a frenzy of impatience to hear the 
decision, whichever way it might turn. 

The experiment had been tried in my absence. 
Mr. Keller had fallen into a broken slumber. 

Doctor Dormann was just closing the little bag 
in which he had brought his testing apparatus 
from his own house. Even now there was no 

prevailing on him to state his suspicions plainly. 
“It’s curious,’’ he said, ‘‘to see how all mortal 

speculations on events, generally resolve them- 

selves into threes. Have we given the emetic 

too late? Are my tests insufficient? Or hAve I 

Dade nek 
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made a complete mistake??? He turned to his 
elder colleague. ‘‘My dear doctor, I see you 
want a positive answer. No need to leave the 
room, Mr. Engelman! You and the young En- 

glish gentleman, your friend, must not be de- 

ceived for a single moment so far as I am 
concerned, I see in the patient a mysterious 
wasting of the vital powers, which is not accom- 

panied by the symptoms of any disease known to 

me to which I can point as a cause. In plain 
words, I tell you I don’t understand Mr. Keller’s 
illness.”’ 

It was perhaps through a motive of delicacy 
that he persisted in making a needless mystery 
of his suspicions. In any case he was evidently 

a man who despised all quackery from the bot- 
tom of his heart. The old doctor looked at him 
with a frown of disapproval, as if his frank con- 

fession had violated the unwritten laws of medi- 
cal etiquette. 

“Tf you will allow me to watch the case,’’ he 
resumed, ‘‘under the superintendence of my re- 
spected colleague, I shall be happy to submit to 
approval any palliative treatment which may 

occur to me. My respected colleague knows 
that I am always ready to learn.’ 

His respected colleague made a formal bow, 

looked at his watch, and hastened away to an- 
other patient. Doctor Dormann, taking up his 

hat, stopped to look at Mother Barbara, fast 

asleep in her easy-chair by the bedside. 
“T must find you a competent nurse to-mor- 

row,” he said. ‘‘No, not one of the hospital 
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women—we want some one with finer feelings 
and tenderer hands than theirs. In the meantime, 

one of you must sit up with Mr. Keller to-night. 
If I am not wanted before, I will be with you 

to-morrow morning.’’ 
I volunteered to keep watch; promising to call 

Mr. Engelman if any alarming symptoms showed 

themselves. The old housekeeper, waking after 

her first sleep, characteristically insisted on send- 
ing me to bed, and taking my place. I was too 

anxious and uneasy (if I may say it of myself) 
to be as compliant as usual. Mother Barbara, 
for once, found that she had a resolute person to 

deal with. At a less distressing time, there 

would have been something irresistibly comical 
in her rage and astonishment, when I settled the 
dispute by locking her out of the room. 

Soon afterward Joseph came in with a mes- 
sage. If there were no immediate necessity for 
his presence in the bed-chamber, Mr. Engelman 
would go out to get a breath of fresh air, before 

he retired for the night. There was no necessity 
for his presence; and I sent a message down- 
stairs to that effect. 

An hour later Mr. Engelman came in to see 

his old friend, and to say good-night. After an 
interval of restlessness, the sufferer had become 

composed, and was dozing again under the influ- 
ence of his medicine. Making all allowances for 

the sorrow and anxiety which Mr. Engelman 

must necessarily feel under the circumstances, I 

thought his manner strangely absent and con- 

fused. He looked like a man with some burden 
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on his mind which he was afraid to reveal and 
unable to throw off. 

“Somebody must be found, David, who does 

understand the case,’’ he said, looking at the 

helpless figure on the bed. 

**Who can we find?”’ I asked. 

He bade me good-night without answering. 

It is no exaggeration to say that I passed my 

night at the bedside in a miserable state of inde- 

cision and suspense. The doctor’s experiment 

had failed to prove absolutely that the doctor’s 

doubts were without foundation. In this state 
of things, was it my bounden duty to tell the - 

medical men what I had seen, when I went back 

to the house to look for Mr. Keller’s opera-glass. 
The more I thought of it, the more I recoiled 
from the idea of throwing a frightful suspicion 

on Minna’s mother which would overshadow an 
innocent woman for the rest of her life. What 

proof had I that she had lied to me about the 
sketch andsthe mantel-piece? And, without 

proof, how could I, how dare I, open my lips? 

I succeeded in deciding firmly enough for the 

alternative of silence, during the intervals when 

my attendance on the sick man was not required. 

But, when he wanted his medicine, when his 

pillows needed a little arrangement, when I saw 
his poor eyes open, and look at me vacantly— 

then my resolution failed me; my indecision re- 
turned; the horrid necessity of speaking showed 

_ itself again, and shook me to the soul. Never 
in the trials of later life have I passed such a 
night as that night at Mr. Keller’s bedside. 
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When the light of the new day shone in at the 
window, it was but too plainly visible that the 

symptoms had altered for the worse. 
The apathy was more profound, the wan 

pinched look of the face had increased, the in- 

tervals between the attacks of nervous trembling 
had grown shorter and shorter. Come what 
might of it, when Dr. Dormann paid his prom- 

ised visit, I felt I was now bound to inform him 

that another person besides the servants and our- 

selves had obtained access secretly to Mr. Kel- 

ler’s room. 
I was so completely worn out by agitation and 

want of sleep—and 1 showed it, I suppose, so 

plainly—that good Mr. Engelman insisted on 

my leaving him in charge, and retiring to rest. 
I lay down on my bed, with the door of my 
room ajar, resolved to listen for the doctor’s 
footsteps on the stairs, and to speak to him pri- 
vately after he had seen the patient. 

If I had been twenty years older, I might 

have succeeded in carrying out my intention. 

But, with the young, sleep is a paramount ne- 

cessity, and nature insists on obedience to its 
merciful law. I remember feeling drowsy; 
starting up from the bed, and walking about 

my room, to keep myself awake; then lying 
down again from sheer fatigue; and after that 

—total oblivion! When I woke, and looked at 

my watch, I found that I had been fast asleep 
for no less than six hours. 

Bewildered and ashamed of myself—afraid to 
think of what might have happened in that long 

hy 
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interval—I hurried to Mr. Keller’s room, and 
softly knocked at the door. 

A woman’s voice answered me, ‘‘Come in!’’ 

I paused with my hand on the door—the voice 
was familiar to me. I had a moment’s doubt 

whether 1 was mad or dreaming. The voice 

softly repeated, ‘‘Come in!’ I entered the 
room. 

There she was, seated at the bedside, smiling 

quietly and lifting her finger to her lips! As 

certainly as I saw the familiar objects in the 

room, and the prostrate figure on the bed, 1 saw 
—Madame Fontaine! : 

‘Speak low,’’ she said. ‘‘He sleeps very 
lightly; he must not be disturbed.”’ 

I approached the bed and looked at him. 

There was a faint tinge of color in his face; 

there was moisture on his forehead; his hands 

lay as still on the counterpane, in the blessed 
repose that possessed him, as the hands of a 
sleeping child. I looked round at Madame 
Fontaine. 

She smiled again; my utter bewilderment 
seemed to amuse her. ‘‘He is left entirely to 
me, David,’’ she said, locking tenderly at her 

patient. ‘‘Go downstairs and see Mr. Engel- 
man. There must be no talking here.”’ 

She lightly wiped the perspiration from his 

forehead; lightly laid her fingers on his pulse— 
then reclined in the easy-chair, with her eyes 
fixed in silent interest on the sleeping man. She 
was the very ideal of the nurse with fine feelings 
and tender hands, contemplated by Doctor Dor- 
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mann when I had last seen him. Any stranger 
looking into the room at that moment would 

have said, ‘‘What a charming picture! What a 

devoted wife!’’ 

CHAPTER XIX. 

‘A TUMBLER of the old Marcobrunner, David, 

and a slice of the game pie—before I say one 
word about what we owe to that angel upstairs. 

Off with the wine, my eo boy; you look as 

pale as death!”’ 
With those words Mr. mere lighted his 

pipe, and waited in silence until the good eating 

and drinking had done their good work. 
‘*Now carry your mind back to last night,’’ he 

began. ‘*You remember my going out to get a 
breath of fresh air. Can you guess what that 

meant?’’ . 

I guessed of course that it meant a visit to 
Madame Fontaine, 

“Quite right, David. I promised to call on 
her earlier in the day; but poor Keller’s illness 

made that impossible. She wrote to me under 

the impression that something serious must have 
happened to prevent me, for the first time, from 
keeping an appointment that 1 had made with 
her. When I left you I went to answer her note 

personally. She was not only distressed to hear 
of Mr. Koller’s illness, she was interested enough 
in my sad news to ask particularly in what form _ 
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the illness declared itself. When I mentioned 
what the symptoms were, she showed an agita- 

tion which took me quite by surprise. ‘Do the 
doctors understand what is the matter with 

him?’ she asked. I told her that one of the 
doctors was evidently puzzled, and that the other 

had acknowledged that the malady was so far 

incomprehensible to him. She clasped her hands 
in despair—she said, ‘Oh, if my poor husband 

had been alive!’ 1 naturally asked what she 

meant. I wish I could give her explanation, 
David, in her own delightful words. It came in 

substance to this. Some person in her husband’s 
employment at the University of Wiirzburg had 
been attacked by a malady presenting exactly 

the same symptoms from which Mr. Keller was 

suffering. The medical men had been just as 
much ata loss what to do as our medical men. 
Alone among them Doctor Fontaine understood 
the case. He made up the medicine that he ad- 
ministered with his own hand. Madame Fon- 

taine, under her husband’s instructions, assisted 
in nursing the sick man, and in giving the nour- 

ishment prescribed when he was able to eat. 
His extraordinary recovery is remembered in 

the University to this day.”’ 
I interrupted Mr. Engelman at that point. 

‘‘Of course you asked her for the prescription?”’ 
Isaid. ‘‘I begin to understand it now.”’ 

“‘No, David; you don’t understand it yet. I 

certainly asked her for the prescription. No 
such thing was known to be in existence—she 
reminded me that her husband had made up the 

Vou..27 FF 
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medicine himself. But she remembered that the 
results had exceeded his anticipations, and that 

only a part of the remedy had been used. The 
bottle might still perhaps be found at Wiirzburg. 
Or it might be in a small portmanteau belonging 
to her husband, which she had found in his bed- 

room, and had brought away with her, to be ex- 

amined at some future time. ‘I have not had 
the heart to open it yet,’ she said; ‘but for Mr. 
Keller’s sake, I will look it over before you go 
away.’ There is a Christian woman, David, if 
ever there was one yet! After the manner in 

which poor Keller had treated her, she was as 
eager to help him as if he had been her dearest 
friend. Minna offered to take her place. ‘Why 

should you distress yourself, mamma?’ she said. 

‘Tell me what the bottle is like, and let me try 

if Ican find it.’ No! It was quite enough for 
Madame Fontaine that there was an act of mercy 

to be done. At any sacrifice of her owmr feelings, 
she was prepared to do it.”’ 

T interrupted him again, eager to hear the end. 
‘*And she found the bottle?’’ I said. 
‘She found the bottle,’? Mr. Engelman re- 

sumed. ‘‘I can showit to you, if youlike. She 
has herself requested me to keep it under lock 
and key, so long as it is wanted in this house.’’ 

He opened an old cabinet, and took out a long 
narrow bottle of dark-blue glass. In form, it 
was quaintly and remarkably unlike any modern 

bottle that I had ever seen. The glass stopper 
was carefully secured by a piece of leather, for 

the better preservation, I suppose, of the liquid. 

ha 
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inside. Down one side of the bottle ran a nar- 

row strip of paper, notched at regular intervals 

to indicate the dose that was to be given. No 

label appeared on it; but, examining the surface 

of the glass carefully, I found certain faintly- 

marked stains, which suggested that the label 

might have been removed, and that some traces 
of the paste or gum by which it had been se- 
cured had not been completely washed away. I 
held the bottle up to the light, and found that it 
was still nearly half full. Mr. Engelman for- 

bade me to remove the stopper. It was very 

important, he said, that no air should be admit- 

ted to the bottle, except when there was an act- 

ual necessity for administering the remedy. 

‘*T took it away with me the same night,’’ he 

went on. ‘‘And a wretched state of mind I was 

in, between my anxiety to give the medicine to 

poor dear Keller immediately, and my fear of 

taking such a serious responsibility entirely on 

myself. Madame Fortaine, always just in her 
views, said: ‘You had better wait and consult 

the doctors.” She made but one condition (the 
generous creature!) relating to herself. ‘If the 

remedy is tried,’ she said, ‘I must ask you to 
give it a fair chance by permitting me to act as 

nurse; the treatment of the patient when he be- 

gins to feel the benefit of the medicine is of seri- 
ous importance. I know this from my hus- 
band’s instructions, and it is due to his memory 

(to say nothing of what is due to Mr. Keller) 
that I should be at the bedside.’ It is needless 

to say that I joyfully accepted the offered help. 
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So the night passed. The next morning, soon 
after you fell asleep, the doctors came. You 

may imagine what they thought of poor Keller, 

when I tell you that they recommended me to 
write instantly to Fritz in London summoning 
him to his father’s bedside. I was just in time 

to catch the special mail which left this morning. 

Don’t blame me, David. I could not feel abso- 

lutely sure of the new medicine; and, with time 

of such terrible importance, and London so far 

off, I was really afraid to miss a post.”’ 
I was far from blaming him—and | said so. 

In his place I should have done what he did. 
We arranged that I should write to Fritz by that 
night’s mail, on the chance that my announce- 
ment of the better news might reach him before 
he left London. 

‘‘My letter dispatched,’? Mr. Engelman con- 
tinued, ‘‘I begged both the doctors to speak with 

me before they went away, in my private room. 
There I told them, in the plainest words I could 
find, exactly what I have told you. Doctor Dor- 

mann behaved like a gentleman. He said, ‘Let 

me see the lady, and speak to her myself, before 
the new remedy is tried.” As for the other, what 

do you think he did? Walked out of the house 
(the old brute!) and declined any further attend- 

ance on the patient. And who do you think 

followed him out of the house, David, when I 
sent for Madame Fontaine? Another old brute 
—Mother Barbara!’’ 

After what I had seen myself of the house- 

keeper’s temper on the previous evening, this last. 

he 
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piece of news failed to surprise me. To be stripped 
of her authority as nurse in favor of a stranger, 
and that stranger a handsome lady, was an ag- 
gravation of the wrong which Mother Barbara 
had contemplated, when she threatened us with 
the alternative of leaving the house. 

““Well,’’ Mr. Engelman resumed, ‘‘ Doctor Dor- 

mann asked his questions, and smelled and tasted 

the medicine, and with Madame Fontaine’s full 

approval took away a little of it to be analyzed. 
That came to nothing! The medicine kept its 

own secret. All the ingredients but two set 
analysis at defiance! In the meantime, we gave 

the first dose. Half an hour since we tried the 
second. You have seen the result with your own 
eyes. She has saved his life, David, and we 

have you to thank for it. But for you we might 
never have known Madame Fontaine.’’ 

The door opened as he spoke, and I found my- 
self confronted by a second surprise. Minna 
‘came in, wearing a cook’s apron, and asked if 

her mother had rung for her yet. Under the 
widow’s instructions, she was preparing the 
peculiar vegetable diet which had been pre- 
scribed by Doctor Fontaine as part of the cure. 
The good girl was eager to make herself useful 
to us in any domestic capacity. What a charm- 
ing substitute for the crabbed old housekeeper 

who had just left us! 

So here were Madame Fontaine and Minna 

actually established as inmates under the same 

roof with Mr. Keller! What would Fritz think, 

when he knew of it? What would Mr, Keller 
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say when he recognized his nurse, and when he 
heard that she had saved his life? ‘‘AIl’s well 
that ends well’’ is a good proverb. But we had 
not got as far as that yet. The question in our 

case was, How will it end? 

CHAPTER XX. 

WHEN, late that night, I entered my bedroom 
again, how I blessed the lucky accident of my 

six hours’ sleep, after a night’s watching at Mr. 

Keller’s bedside! ' 
If I had spoken to Doctor Dormann as I had 

positively resolved to speak, he would, beyond 
all doubt, have forbidden the employment of 

Madame Fontaine’s remedy; Mr. Keller would 
have died; and the innocent woman who had 

saved his life would have been suspected, per- 
haps even tried, on a charge of murdering him. 
I really trembled when I looked back on the ter- 
rible consequences which must have followed, if 

I had succeeded that morning in keeping myself 
awake. ; 

The next day, the doses of the wonderful medi- 
cine were renewed at the regular intervals; and 
the prescribed vegetable diet was carefuly ad- 

ministered. On the day after, the patient was 
so far advanced on the way to recovery, that the 
stopper of the dark-blue bottle was permanently 
secured again under its leather guard. Mr. En- 
gelman told me that nearly two doses of it,were _ 
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still left at the bottom. He also mentioned, on 
my asking to look at it again, that the widow 
had relieved him of the care of the bottle, and 

had carefully locked it up in her own room. 
Late on this day also, the patient being well 

enough to leave his bed and to occupy the arm- 

chair in his room, the inevitable disclosure took 

place; and Madame Fontaine stood revealed in 
the character of the Good Samaritan who had 
saved Mr. Keller’s life. _ 
By Doctor Dormann’s advice, those persons 

only were permitted to enter the bedroom whose. 
presence was absolutely necessary. Besides Ma- 

_dame Fontaine and the doctor himself, Mr. En- 

gelman and Minna were the other witnesses of 
the scene. Mr. Engelman had his claim to be 
present as an old friend; and Minna was to be 
made useful, at her mother’s suggestion, as a 

means of gently preparing Mr. Keller’s mind for 
the revelation that was to come. Under these 

circumstances, I can only describe what took 

place, by repeating the little narrative with which 

Minna favored me, after she had left the room. 

‘We arranged that I should wait downstairs,”’ 
she said, ‘‘until I heard the bedroom bell ring— 
and then I myself was to take up Mr. Keller’s 
dinner of lentils and cream, and put it on his 
table without saying a word.”’ 

‘“‘Hixactly like a servant!’’ I exclaimed. 
Gentle, sweet-tempered Minna answered my 

foolish interruption with her customary simplic- 
ity and good sense. 
‘Why not?’’ she asked. ‘‘Fritz’s father may 
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one day be my father; and I am happy to be of 
the smallest use to him, whenever he wants me. 

Well, when I went in, I found him in his chair, 

with the light let into the room, and with plenty of ~ 
pillows to support him. Mr. Engelman and the 
doctor were on either side of him; and poor dear 
mamma was standing back in a corner behind 

the bed, where he could not see her. He looked 

up at me, when 1 came in with my tray. ‘Who’s 
this!’ he asked of Mr. Engelman—‘is she a new 
servant?? Mr. Engelman, humoring him, an- 
swered ‘Yes.’ ‘A nice-looking girl,’ he said; 
‘but what does Mother Barbara say to her?’ 
Upon this, Mr. Engelman told him how the 
housekeeper had left her place and why. As 
soon as he had recovered his surprise, he looked 
at me again. ‘But who has been my nurse?’ 
he inquired: ‘surely not this young girl?’ ‘No, 
no; the young girl’s mother has nursed you,’ 
said Mr. Engelman. He looked at the doctor as 
he spoke; and the doctor interfered for the first 
time. ‘She has not only nursed you, sir,’ he 
said: ‘I can certify medically that she has saved 
your life. Don’texcite yourself. You shall hear 
exactly how it happened.’ In two minutes, he 
told the whole story, so clearly and beautifully 
that it was quite a pleasure to hear him. One 
thing only he concealed—the name. ‘Who is 
she?’ Mr. Keller cried out. ‘Why am I not al- 
lowed to express my gratitude? Why isn’t she 
here?’ ‘She is afraid to approach you, sir,’ said 
the doctor; ‘you have a very bad opinion of her.’ 
‘A bad opinion,’ Mr. Keller repeated, ‘of a wo- 

hy 
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man I don’t know? Who is the slanderer who 
has said that of me?’ The doctor signed to Mr. 
Engelman to answer. ‘Speak plainly,’ he whis- 

pered, behind the chair. Mr. Engelman did 
speak plainly. ‘Pardon me, my dear Keller, 
there is no slanderer in this matter. Your own 

action has spoken for you. A short time since 

—try if you cannot remember it yourself—a lady 

sent a letter to you; and you sent the letter back 

to her, refusing to read it. Do you know how 
she has returned the insult? That noble creat- 
ure is the woman to whom you owe your life.’ 

When he had said those words, the doctor 

crossed the room, and returned again to Mr. 
Keller, leading my mother by the hand.’’ 

Minna’s voice faltered; she stopped at the most 

interesting part of her narrative. 
‘““What did Mr. Keller say?’’ I asked. 

‘“‘There was silence in the room,’’ Minna an- 

swered, softly. ‘‘I heard nothing except the 

ticking of the clock.”’ 

‘*But you must have seen something?”’ 
“‘No, David. I couldn’t help it—I was cry- 

ing. After a while, my mother put her arm 
round me and led me to Mr. Keller. I dried my 
eyes as well as I could and saw him again. His 
head was bent down on his breast—his hands 

hung helpless over the arms of the chair—it was 
dreadful to see him so overwhelmed by shame 
and sorrow! ‘What can I do?’ he groaned to 
himself.. ‘God help me, what can1do?? Mamma 
spoke to him—so sweetly and so prettily—‘You 
can give this poor girl of mine a kiss, sir; the 
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new servant who has waited on you is my daugh- 

ter Minna.’ He looked up quickly, and drew 

metohim. ‘I can make but one atonement, my 

dear,’ he said—and then he kissed me, and whis- 

pered, ‘Send for Fritz.’ Oh, don’t ask me to tell 
you any more, David; I shall only begin crying 

again-—and I am so happy!”’ 
She left me to write to Fritz by that night’s 

post. I tried vainly to induce her to wait a lit- 
tle. We had no electric telegraphs at our dis- 
posal, and we were reduced to guessing at events. 

But there was certainly a strong probability that 

Fritz might have left London immediately on the 

receipt of Mr. Engelman’s letter, announcing that 
his father was dangerously ill. In this case, my 

letter, dispatched by the next mail to relieve his 
anxiety, would be left unopened in London; and 
Fritz might be expected to arrive (if he trav- 
eled without stopping) in the course of the next 
day or two. I put this reasonable view of the 

-matter to Minna, and received a thoroughly ir- 
rational and womanly reply. 

“‘T don’t care, David; I shall write to him, for 
all that.’’ 
‘Why?’ 

‘*Because I like writing to him.’ 

‘“What! whether he receives your letter or 
not?’’ 

“Whether he receives it or not,’’ she answered, 
saucily, ‘‘] shall have the pleasure of writing to 
him—that is all I want.” 

She covered four pages of note-paper, and in- 
sisted on posting them herself. ; 
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The next morning Mr. Keller was able, with 

my help and Mr. Engelman’s, to get downstairs 
to the sitting-room. We were both with him, 

when Madame Fontaine came in. 
‘‘Well,”? he asked, “have you brought it with 

you?”’ 

She handed to him a sealed envelope, and then 
turned to explain herself to me. 

‘“The letter that you put on Mr. Keller’s desk,”’’ 

she said, pleasantly. ‘‘This time, David, I act 
as my own postman—at Mr. Keller’s request.’’ 

_In her place, I should certainly have torn it 
up. To keep it, on the bare chance ofits prov- 
ing to be of some use in the future, seemed to 
imply either an excessive hopefulness or an ex- 

traordinary foresight, on the widow’s part. 

Without in the least comprehending my own 

state of mind, I felt that she had, in some mys- 
terious way, disappointed me by keeping that 
letter. As a matter of course, I turned to leave 

the room, and Mr. Engelman (from a similar 

motive of delicacy) followed métothedoor. Mr. 
Keller called us both back 

‘‘Wait, if you please,’’ he said, ‘‘until I have 

read it.”’ 
Madaime Fontaine was looking out. of the 

window. It was impossible for us to discover 
whether she approved of our remaining in the 

room or not. 
_ Mr. Keller read the closely written pages with 
the steadiest attention. He signed to the widow 

to approach him, and took her hand when he had 
arrived at the last words. 
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‘“‘T.et_ me ask your pardon,”’ he said, ‘‘in the 

presence of my partner and in the presence of 

David Glenney, who took charge of your letter. 

Madame Fontaine, I speak the plain truth, in 
the plainest words, when I tell ‘you that I am 

ashamed of myself.”’ q 

She dropped on her knees before him, and 

entreated him to say no more. Mr. Engelman 

looked at her, absorbed in admiration. Perhaps 
it was the fault of my English education—I 

thought the widow’s humility a little overdone. 

What Mr. Keller’s opinion might be, he kept to 
himself. He merely insisted on her rising, and 
taking a chair by his side. 

““To say that I believe every word of your let- 

ter,’’? he resumed, ‘‘is only todo you the justice 

which [ have too long delayed. But there is one 
passage which I must feel satisfied that I thorough- 

ly understand, if you will be pleased to give me 
the assurance of it with your own lips. Am TI 
right in concluding, from what is here written 
of your husband’s creditors, that his debts (which 
have now, in honor,.become your debts) have 
been all actually pazd to the last farthing?”’ 

**To the last farthing!’ Madame Fontaine an- 
swered, without a moment’s hesitation. ‘‘I can 

show you the receipts, sir, if you like.’’ 
‘““No, madam! I take your word for it—I re-. 

quire nothing more. Your title to my heartfelt 

respect is now complete. The slanders which I 
have disgraced myself by believing would never 
have found their way to my credulity, if they 

had not first declared you to have ruined your. 
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husband by your debts. I own that I have never 

been able to divest myself of my inbred dislike 

and distrust of people who contract debts which 

they are not able to pay. The light manner in 

which the world is apt to view the relative posi. 
tions of debtor and creditor is abhorrent to me. 
If I promise to pay a man money, and fail to 

keep my promise, I am no better than a liar and 
a cheat. That always has been, and always will 

be, my view.’’ He took her hand again as he 

made that strong declaration. ‘‘There is another 
bond of sympathy between us,’’ he said, warmly; 

‘**you think as I do.”’ 
Good heavens, if Frau Meyer had told me the 

truth, what would happen when Madame Fon- 

taine discovered that her promissory note was 
in the hands of a stranger—a man who would 

inexorably present it for payment on the day 
when it fell due? I tried to persuade myself 
that Frau Meyer had not told me the truth. 
Perhaps I might have succeeded—but for my re. 
membrance of the disreputable-looking stranger 
on the doorstep, who had been so curious to 
know if Madame Fontaine intended to leave her 

lodgings. . 

CHAPTER XXI. 

THE next day, my calculation of possibilities 
in the matter of Fritz turned out to be correct. 

Returning to Main Street, after a short absence 
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from the house, the door was précipitately opened 
tome by Minna. Before she could say a word, 
her face told me the joyful news. Before I could 

congratulate her, Fritz himself burst headlong 
into the hall, and made one of his desperate at- 

tempts at embracing me. This time I succeeded 
(being the shorter man of the two) in slipping 

through his arms in the nick of time. 

“*Do you want to kiss me,”’ I exclaimed, ‘‘when 

Minna is in the house!”’ 
‘“*] have been kissing Minna,”’’ Fritz answered 

with perfect gravity, ‘‘until we are both of us 

outof breath. Ilook upon you asa sort of safety- 

- valve.”’ 
At this, Minna’s charming face became elo- 

quent iv another way. I only waited to ask for . 

news of my aunt before I withdrew. Mrs. Wag- 
ner was already on the road to Frankfort, follow 
ing Fritz by easy stages. 

‘*And where is Jack Straw?’’ I inquired. 
‘‘Traveling with her,’’ said Fritz. 

Having received this last extraordinary piece 
of intelligence, I put off all explanations until a 
fitter opportunity, and left the lovers together 
until dinner-time. 

It was one of the last fine days of the autumn. 

The sunshine tempted me to take a turn in Mr. 
Engelman’s garden. 

A shrubbery of evergreens divided the lawn 
near the house from the flower-beds which occu- 
pied the further extremity of the plot of ground. 

While I was on one side of the shrubbery, I heard 

the voices of Mr. Keller and Madame Fontaine 

hy 
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on the other side. Then, and then only, I re- 
membered that the doctor had suggested a little 
walking exercise for the invalid, while the sun 

was at its warmest in the first hours of the after- 

noon. Madame Fontaine was in attendance, in 

the absence of Mr. Engelman, engaged in the 
duties of the office. 

Thad just turned back again toward the house, 
thinking it better not to disturb them, when I 
heard my name on the widow’s lips. Better men 
than I, under stress of temptation, have been 

known to commit actions unworthy of them. I 
was mean enough to listen; and I paid the pro- 
verbial penalty for gratifying my curiosity—I 
heard no good of myself. 

‘*You have honored me by asking my advice, 
sir,’? I heard Madame Fontaine say. ‘‘With 
regard to young David Glenney, I can speak 
quite impartially. In afew days more, if I can. 
be of no further use to you, I shall have left the 

house.”” 
Mr. Keller interrupted her there. 
‘Pardon me, Madame Fontaine; I can’t let 

you talk of leaving us. Weare without a house- 
keeper, as you know. You will confer a favor 

on me and on Mr. Engelman, if you will kindly 
undertake the direction of our domestic affairs— 
for the present, at least. Besides, your charm- 
ing daughter is the light of our household. What 
will Fritz say, if you take her away just when he 
has come home? No! no! you and Minna must 

stay with us.’’ 
‘You are only too good to me, sir! Perhaps 
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I had better ascertain what Mr. Engelman’s 

wishes are, before we decide?’’ 

Mr. Keller laughed—and, more extraordinary 

still, Mr. Keller made a little joke. 
‘‘My dear madam, if you don’t know what 

Mr. Engelman’s wishes are likely to be, without 

asking him, you are the most unobservant lady 

that ever lived! Speak to him, by all means, if 

you think it formally necessary—and let us re- 

turn to the question of taking David Glenney 

into our office here. A letter which he has late- 

ly received from Mrs. Wagner expresses no in- 

tention of recalling him to London—and he has 
managed so cleverly in a business matter which 

l confided to him, that he would really be an 
acquisition to us. Besides (until the marriage 
takes place), he would be a companion for Fritz.”’ 

‘‘That is exactly where I feel a difficulty,”’ 
Madame Fontaine replied. ‘‘To my mind, sir, 

Mr. David is not at all a desirable companion for 
your son. The admirable candor and simplicity 

of Fritz’s disposition might suffer by association 
with a person of Mr. David’s very peculiar 
character.”’ 

‘“‘May 1 ask, Madame Fontaine, in what you 
think his character peculiar?’ 

*‘T will endeavor to express what I feel, sir. 
You have spoken of his cleverness. I venture 
to say that he is too clever. And I have ob- 

served that he is—for a young man—far too 

easily moved to suspect others. Do I make my- — 
self understood ?’’ 

‘Perfectly. Pray go on.’’ 

hy 
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**] find, Mr. Keller, that there is something of 

the Jesuit about our young friend. He hasa 

way of refining on trifles, and seeing under the 

surface, where nothing is to be seen. Don’t at- 

tach too much importance to what I say! It is 
quite likely that I am influenced by the popular 

prejudice against ‘old heads on young shoul- 

ders.” At the same time, I confess I wouldn’t 

keep him here, if I were in your place. Shall 
we move a little further om?”’ 

Madame Fontaine was, I daresay, perfectly 

right in her estimate of me. Looking back at 
the pages of this narrative, I discover some 
places in which I certainly appear to justify her 

opinion. I even justified it at the time. Before 
she and Mr. Keller were out of my hearing, I be- 
gan ‘‘to see under the surface,’’ and ‘‘to refine”’ 
on what she had said. 
Was it Jesuitical to doubt the disinterestedness 

of her advice? I did doubt it. Was it Jesuiti- 
cal to suspect that she privately distrusted me, 
and had reasons of her own for keeping me out 

of her way, at the safe distance of London? I 
did suspect it. 
And yet she was such a good Christian! And 

yet she had so nobly and so undeniably saved 

Mr. Keller’s life! What right had I to impute 

self-seeking motives to such a woman as this? 
Mean! mean! there was no excuse for me. 

I turned back to the house, with my head feel- 

ing very old on my young shoulders. 
Madame Fontaine’s manner to me was so 

charming, when we all met at the dinner-table, 
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that I fell into a condition of remorseful silence. 
Fortunately, Fritz took most of the talking on 
himself, and the general attention was diverted 

from me. His high spirits, his boisterous non- 

sense, his contempt for all lawful forms and 

ceremonies which placed impediments in the 
way of his speedy marriage, were amusingly 
contrasted by Mr.-Engelman’s courteous sim- 

plicity in trying to argue the question seriously 

with his reckless young friend. 

‘Don’t talk to me about the customary delays 
and the parson’s duty!’ cried Fritz. ‘‘Tell me 
this: does he do his duty without being paid for 
it?”’ 

‘“‘We must all live,’’ pleaded good Mr. Engel- 
man; ‘‘the parson must pay the butcher and the 
baker, like the rest of us.”’ 

“‘That’s shirking the question, my dear sir! 
Will the parson marry Minna and me, without 
being paid for it?”’ 

“Tn all civilized countries, Fritz, there are fees 

for the performance of the marriage ceremony.”’ 
“Very well. Now follow my train of reason- 

ing, Mr. Engelman! On your own showing, the 
whole affair is a matter of money. The parson 
gets his fee for making Minna my wife, after 
the customary delays.’’ 

There Minna modestly interposed. ‘‘Why do 
you object to the customary delays, dear Fritz??’ 

*“*T’ll tell you, my angel, when we are married. 
In the meantime, I resume my train of reason- 
ing, and I entreat Mr. Engelman not to forget 
that this is a matter of money. Make it worth 

hy 
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the parson’s while to marry us, without the cus- 
tomary delays. Double his fee, treble his fee— 
give him ten times his fee. It’s merely a ques- 
tion of what his reverence can resist. My fa- 
ther is a rich man. Favor me with a blank 
check, papa—and I will make Minna Mrs. Keller 
before the end of the week!’ 
The father, hitherto content to listen and be 

amused, checked the son’s flow of nonsense at 
this point. 

‘‘There is a time for everything, Fritz,’’ he 
said. ‘‘We have had laughing enough. When 
you talk of your marriage, I am sorry to observe 

that you entirely pass over the consideration 
‘ which is due to your father’s only surviving 
relative.”’ 
Madame Fontaine laid down her knife and 

fork as if her dinner had come toanend. The 
sudden appearance in the conversation of the 
“surviving relative,’? had evidently taken her 
by surprise. Mr. Keller, observing her, turned 
away from his son, and addressed himself ex- 

clusively to the widow when he spoke next. 
‘‘T referred, Madame Fontaine, to my elder _ 

sister,’ he said. ‘‘She and IJ are the sole sur- 

-vivors of a large family.”’ 
“Does the lady live in this city, sir?’’ the 

widow inquired. 
“‘No, she still lives in our birthplace—Munich.’’ 
“May I ask another question?”’ 
‘Ags many questions, dear madam, as you 

like.”’ 
“Ts your sister married ?”’ 
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‘My sister has never been married.”’ 
‘“‘Not for want of suitors,’’ said courteous Mr. 

Engelman. ‘‘A most majestic person. Witty 

and accomplished. Possessed of an enviable lit- 
tle fortune, entirely at her own disposal.”’ 

Mr. Keller gently reproved this latter allusion 

to the question of money. 
‘“‘My good friend, Madame Fontaine has a 

mind above all mercenary considerations. My 

sister’s place in her esteem and regard will not 

be influenced by my sister’s fortune, when they 
meet (as I hope they will meet) at Fritz’s 
marriage.”” 

At this, Fritz burst into the conversation in 

his usual headlong way. 
**Oh, dear me, papa, have some consideration 

for us! If we wait for my aunt, we shall never 

be married on this side of eternity.”’ 
*Fritz!” 
“Don’t be angry, sir, I meant no harm. I 

was thinking of my aunt’s asthma. At her age, 

she will never take the long journey from Mu- 
nich to Frankfort. Permit me to offer a sug- 

gestion. Let us be married first, and then pay 
her a visit in the honeymoon.”’ 

Mr. Keller passed his son’s suggestion over- 
without notice, and addressed himself once more 
to Madame Fontaine. 

“I propose writing to my sister in a day or 
two,’’ he resumed, ‘‘to inform her of the con- 

templated marriage. She already knows your 

name through Mr. Engelman, who kindly wrote 
to allay her anxiety about my illness.”’ 

hy 
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*“‘And to tell her,’? Mr. Engelman interposed, 

“‘to whose devotion he owes his recovery.’’ 
The widow received this tribute with eyes 

fixed modestly on her plate. Her black dress, 
rising and falling over her bosom, betrayed an 

agitation, which her enemies at Wiirzburg might 

have attributed to the discovery of the rich sister 

at Munich. Mr. Keller went on— 

*“‘T am sure I may trust to your womanly sym- 

pathies to understand the affection which binds 

me to my last living relative. My sister’s pres- 

ence at the marriage will be an inexpressible 

comfort and happiness to me. In spite of what 

my son has sajd (you are sadly given to talking 
at random, Fritz), I believe she will not shrink 

from the journey to Frankfort, if we only make 

it easier to her by consulting her health and con- 

venience. Our young people have all their lives 

before thern—our young people can wait.”’ 

“Certainly, sir.”’ 
She gave that short answer very quietly, with 

her eyes still on her plate. It was impossible to 

discover in what frame of mind she viewed the 
prospect of delay, involved in Mr. Keller’s con- 
sideration for his sister. For the moment, Fritz 

was simply confounded. He looked at Minna— 

recovered himself—and favored his father with 
another suggestion. : 

“T have got it now!”’ he exclaimed. ‘‘Why 
not spare my aunt the fatigue of the journey? 

Let us all start for Bavaria to-morrow, and have 

the marriage at Munich!’’ 
“And leave the business at Frankfort to take 
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care of itself, at the busiest time of the year!’’ 

his father added ironically. ‘‘When you open 

your mouth again, Fritz, put food and drink into 

it—and confine yourself to that.”’ 
With those words the question of the marriage 

was closed for the time. 
When dinner was over, Mr. Keller retired, to 

take some rest in his own room. Fritz and his 
sweetheart left the house together, on an errand 

in which they were both equally interested—the 

purchase of the ring which was to typify Min- 

na’s engagement. Left alone with Mr. Engel- 
man and the widow, I felt that 1 might be an 

obstacle to confidential conversation, and with- 

drew to the office. Though not regularly em- 
ployed as one of the clerks, I had been admitted 
to serve as a volunteer, since my return from 

Hanau. In this way, I improved my experience 

of the details of our business, and I made some 
small return for the hospitable welcome which I 
had received from the two partners. 

Half an hour or more had passed, when some 
papers arrived from the bank, which required the 
signature of the firm. Mr. Engelman being still 

absent, the head-clerk, at my suggestion, pro- 
ceeded to the dining-room with the papers in his 
charge. 

He came back again immediately, looking very 
much alarmed. 

“Pray go into the dining-room!’”’ he said to 
me. “I am afraid something is seriously wrong 
with Mr. Engelman.”’ | 
“Do you mean that he is ill?”’ I asked. * 

ha 
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*‘T can hardly say. His arms are stretched 
out on the table, and his face is hidden on them. 

He paid no attention to me. I am almost afraid 
he was crying.”’ 

Crying? I had left him in excellent spirits, 

casting glances of the tenderest admiration at 

Madame Fontaine. Without waiting to hear 
more, I ran to the dining-room. 

He was alone—in the position described by the 
clerk—and, poor old man, he was indeed weep- 

ing bitterly! I put my hand with all possible 

gentleness on his shoulder, and said, with the 

tenderness that I really felt for him: ‘‘Dear 
Mr. Engelman, what has happened to distress 
you?”’ 

At the sound of my voice he looked up, and 
caught me fervently by the hand. 

‘Stay here with me a little while, David,’’ he 
said. ‘‘I have got my death-blow.”’ 

Isat down by him directly. ‘‘Try and tell me 
what has happened,’’ I went on. ‘‘I left you 
here with Madame Fontaine—”’ 

His tears suddenly ceased; his hand closed 

convulsively on mine. ‘‘Don’t speak of her,’’ he 

cried, with an outburst of anger. ‘‘You were 

right about her, David. She is a false woman.” 
As the words passed his lips, he changed again. , 

His voice faltered; he seemed to be frightened: 

by his own violent language. ‘‘Oh, what am I 
talking about! what right have I to say that of 

her! I am a brute—I am reviling the best of 

women. It was all my fault, David—I have 
acted like a madman, like a fool. Oh, my boy! 
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my boy!—would you believe it?—1 asked her to 

marry me!”’ 
It is needless to say that I wanted no further 

explanation. ‘‘Did she encourage you to ask 

her?’’ I inquired. 
“‘T thought she did, David—I thought I would 

be clever and seize the opportunity. She said 

she wanted to consult me. She said: ‘Mr. Kel- 

ler has asked me to stay here, and keep house for 

you; I have not given my answer yet, I have 

waited to know if you approved it.” Upon 

that, I said the rash words. I asked her to be 

more than our housekeeper—to be my wife. I 

am naturally stupid,’’ said the poor simple gen- 

tleman; ‘‘whenever I try to do anything clever I 

always fail. She was very forbearing with me 
at first; she said No, but she said it considerate- 

ly, as if she felt for me. I presumed on her 
kindness, like a fool; 1 couldn’t help it, David, 
I was so fond of her. I pressed her to say why 
she refused me. I was mad enough to ask if 

there was some other man whom she preferred. 

Oh, she said some hard things to me in her an- 
ger! And, worse still, when I went down on . 
my knees to her, she said, ‘Get up, you old 

fool!’—and laughed—and left me. Take me 
, away somewhere, David; I am too old to get 

over it, if I stay here. I can never see her or 

speak to her again. Take me to England with 
you—and, oh, don’t tell Keller!’’ 

He burst into another fit of tears. It was 
dreadful to see and hear him. 

I tried to think of some consoling words.. Be-_ 

hy 
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fore I could give expression to my thought, the 
door of the room was gently opened; and Ma- 

dame Fontaine herself stood before us. Her 

eyes looked at Mr. Engelman from under their 

heavy lids, with a quiet and scornful compas- 

sion. The poor wretch was of no further use to 

her. Quite needless to be on her best behavior 
with him now! 

‘There is not the least occasion, sir; to disturb 

yourself,’ she said. ‘‘It is my duty to leave the 
house—and I will do it.’’ 

Without waiting to be answered, she turned 

back to the door, and left us. 

CHAPTER XXII. 

‘Hor Heaven’s sake, sir, allow me to go!”’ 

“On no account, Madame Fontaine. If you 
won’t remain here, in justice to yourself, remain 

as a favor to me.”’ 
When I opened my bedroom door the next 

morning, the widow and Mr. Keller were on the 

landing outside, and those were the words ex- 
changed between them. 

Mr. Keller approached, and spoke to me. 
‘“What do you know, David, about the disap- 

pearance of Mr. Engelman?”’ 
“‘Nisappearance?’’ I repeated. ‘‘I was with 

him yesterday one sand I bade him good- 

night in his own room.’ 
‘“‘He must have left the house before the serv- 
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ants were up this morning,’ said Mr. Keller. 
‘Read that.”’ 

He handed me a morsel of paper with writing 

on it in pencil: 

‘‘Worgive me, dear friend and partner, for 

leaving you without saying good-by; also for 

burdening you with the direction of business, 
before you are perhaps strong enough to accept 

the charge. My mind is in such a state of con- 

fusion that I should be worse than useless in the 

office. While I write this, my poor weak head 

burns as if there was fire in it. I cannot face 

her, I cannot face you—I must go, before I lose 

all control over myself. Don’t attempt to trace 

me. If change and absence restore me to my- 
self I will return. If not, a man at my age and 

in my state of mind. is willing to die. Please 

tell Madame Fontaine that I ask her pardon. 
with all my heart. Good-by—and God bless 
and prosper you.”’ 

I was unaffectedly distressed. There was 

something terrible in this sudden break-up of 
poor Engelman’s harmless life—something cruel 
and shocking in the passion of love fixing its re- 
lentless hold on an innocent old man, fast near- 

ing the end of his days. There are hundreds of 
examples of this deplorable anomaly in real life; 

and yet, when we meet with it in our own expe-— 
rience, we are always taken by surprise, and al- 
ways ready to express doubt or derision when we 
hear of it in the experience of others. . 

hy 
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Madame Fontaine behaved admirably. She 
sat down on the window-seat at the end of the 

landing, and wrung her hands with a gesture of 
despair. 

“Oh!” she said, ‘‘if he had asked me for any- 
thing else! 1f I could have made any other sac- 
rifice for him! God knows I never dreamed of 
it; [never gave him the smallest encouragement. 

We might have all been so happy together here 

—and I, who would have gone to the world’s end 
to serve Mr. Keller and Mr. Engelman, 1 am the 
unhappy creature who has broken up the house- 
hold!’ 

Mr. Keller was deeply affected. He sat dow 
on the window-seat by Madame Fontaine. 

‘*My dear, dear lady,’’ he said, ‘“‘you are en- — 

tirely blameless in this matter. Even my un- 

fortunate partner feels it, and asks your pardon. 

If inquiries can discover him, they shall be set 
on foot immediately. In the meantime, let me 
entreat you to compose yourself. Hngelman has 

perhaps done wisely, to leave us fora time. He 
will get over his delusion, and all may be well 

yet.”’ / 
I went downstairs, not caring to hear more. 

All my sympathies, I, confess, were with Mr. 
Engelman—though he was a fat, simple old 
man. Mr. Keller seemed to me (here is more 
of the ‘‘old head on young shoulders!’’) to have 

gone from one extreme to the other. He had be- 
gun by treating the widow with unbecoming in- 
justice; and he was now flattering her with un- 

reasonable partiality. 
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For the next few days there was tranquillity, 

if not happiness, in the house. Mr. Keller wrote 
to his sister at Munich, inviting her to mention 

the earliest date at which it might suit her con- 
venience to be present at the marriage of his son. 

Madame Fontaine assumed the regular manage- 

ment of our domestic affairs. Fritz and Minna 
found sufficient attraction in each other’s society. 

The new week was just beginning, and our in- 

quiries after Mr. Engelman had thus far led to 
no result—when I received a letter containing 
news of the fugitive, confided to me under strict 

reserve. The writer of the letter proved to be a 
married younger brother of Mr. Engelman, re- 

siding at Bingen, on the Rhine. 

‘‘T write to you, dear sir, at my brother’s re- 

quest. My wife and I are doing all that we can 

to relieve and comfort him, but his mind has not 

yet sufficiently recovered to enable him to write 
to you himself. He desires to thank you heart- 
ily for your sympathy, at the most trying period 
of his life; and he trusts to your kindness to let 

him hear, from time to time, of Mr. Keller’s 

progress toward recovery, and of the well-being 
of the business. In addressing your letters to 
me at Bingen, you will be pleased to consider the 

information of my brother’s whereabout herein 

afforded to you as strictly confidential, until you 

hear from me to the contrary. In his present 
frame of mind, it would be in the last degree 
painful to him to be made the subject of inquiries, 
remonstrances, or entreaties to return.”’ 

hy 
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The arrival of this sad news proved to be not 
the only noteworthy event of the day. While I 
was still thinking of poor Mr. Engelman, Fritz 

came into the office with his hat in his hand. 
‘Minna is not in very good spirits this morn- 

ing,” he said. ‘‘l am going to take her out for 

half an hour to look at the shops. Can you 
come with us?”’ 

This invitation rather surprised me. ‘‘Does 
Minna wish it?’’ I asked. 

Fritz dropped his voice so that the clerks in 

the room could not hear his reply. ‘‘Minna has 
sent me to you,’’ he answered. ‘‘She is uneasy 

about her mother. I can make nothing of it— 
and she wants to ask your advice.’’ 

It was impossible for me to leave my desk at 
that moment. We arranged to put off the walk 

until after dinner. During the meal, I observed 
that not Minna only, but her mother also, ap- 

peared to be out of spirits. _ Mr. Keller and Fritz. 
probably noticed the change as I did. ~We were 
all of us more silent than usual. It was a relief 
to find myself with the lovers, out in the cheer- 

ful street. 
Minna seemed to want to be encouraged before 

she could speak tome. I was obliged to ask in 
plain words if anything had happened to annoy 

her mother and herself. 
‘‘T hardly know how to tell you,’’ she said. 

‘‘T am very unhappy about my mother.”’ 
‘Begin at the beginning,”’ Fritz suggested; 

‘tell him where you went, and what happened 

yesterday.”’ 
‘4 
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Minna followed his ‘instructions. ‘‘Mamma 

and I went to our lodgings yesterday,’’ she be- 
gan. ‘‘We had given notice to leave when it 
was settled we were to live in Mr. Keller’s house. 
The time was nearly up; and there were some 

few things still left at the apartments, which we 

could carry away in our hands. Mamma, who 

speaks considerately to everybody, said she hoped 

the landlady would soon let the rooms again. 
The good woman answered: ‘I don’t quite know, 
madam, whether I have not let them already.’ — 
Don’t you think that rather a strange reply?” 

‘It seems to require some explanation, cer- 

tainly. What did the landlady say?’’ 
‘The landlady’s explanation explained noth-- 

ing,’’ Fritz interposed. ‘‘She appears to have 
spoken of a mysterious stranger, who had once 
before inquired if Madame Fontaine was likely 
to leave the lodgings—and who came yesterday 
to inquire again. You tell him the rest of it, 
Minna.”’ 

Before she could speak, I had already recog- 
nized the suspicious-looking personage whom 
Mr. Engelman and I had some time since en- 
countered on the doorstep. JI inquired what the 
man had said when he heard that the lodgings 
were to let. 

‘“There is the suspicious part of it,’’ cried Fritz. 
‘“‘Be very particular, Minna, to leave nothing 
ou ae Za 

Fritz’s interruptions seemed only to confuse 
Minna. I begged him to be silent, and did my 

best to help her to find the lost thread of her story. 

hy 
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**Did the man ask to see the lodgings?” I said. 
©ONio.? 

**Did he talk of taking the lodgings?”’ 
‘*He said he wished to have the refusal of them 

until the evening,’? Minna replied; ‘‘and then 

he asked if Madame Fontaine had left Frankfort. 
When the landlady said No, he had another ques- 

tion ready directly. He wanted to know in what 

part of Frankfort Madame Fontaine was now 
living.”’ 

- ‘‘And the old fool of a landlady actually told 
- him the address,”’ said Fritz, interrupting again. © 

“*And, I am afraid, did some serious mischief 

by her folly,’’ Minna added. ‘I saw mamma 
start and turn pale. She said to the landlady, 
‘How long ago did this happen?’ ‘About half 
an hour ago,’ the Jandlady answered. ‘Which 
way did he turn when he left you—toward Mr. 
Keller’s house or the other way?’ The landlady 
said, ‘Toward Mr. Keller’s house.’ Without an- 
other word, mamma took me by the arm. ‘It’s 

time we were home again,’ she said—and we 

went back at once to the house.”’ 
| “¢You were too late, of course, to find the man 

there?”’ 
*¢Yes, David—but we heard of him. Mamma 

asked Joseph if any one had called while we 
were out. Joseph said a stranger had called, 

and had inquired if Madame Fontaine was at 
home. Hearing that she was out, he had said, 
‘I think I had better write to her. She is here 
for a short time only, I believe?’ And innocent 
Joseph answered, ‘Oh, dear no! Madame Fon- 
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taine is Mr. Keller’s new housekeeper.’ ‘Well,’ 
mamma asked, ‘and what did he say when he 

heard that?’ ‘He said nothing,’ Joseph an- 
swered, ‘and went away directly.’ ”’ 

_ Was that all that passed between your mother 

and Joseph?’’ 
‘*All,’? Minna replied. ‘‘My mother wouldn’t 

even let me speak to her. I only tried to say a 

few words of sympathy—and I was told sharply 

to be silent. ‘Don’t interrupt me,’ she said, ‘I 

want to write a letter.’ ”’ 
‘**Did you see the letter?”’ 

*‘Oh, no! But I was so anxious and uneasy 

that I did peep over her shoulder while she was 
writing the address.”’ 

**Do you remember what it was?’’ 
**T only saw the last word on it. The last 

word was ‘Wiirzburg.’ ”’ | 
*‘Now you know as much as we do,’ Fritz 

resuned. ‘‘How does it strike you, David? 
And what do you advise?”’ 

How could I advise? I could only draw my 
own conclusions privately. Madame Fontaine’s 
movements were watched by somebody; possibly 
in the interests of the stranger who now held the 

promissory note. It was, of course, impossible 

for me to communicate this view of the circum- 
stances to either of my two companions. Icould 

only suggest a patient reliance on time, and the 

preservation of discreet silence on Minna’s part, 
until her mother set the example of returning to 
the subject. 
My vaguely-prudent counsels were, naturally 

hy 
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enough, not to the taste of my young hearers. 
Fritz openly acknowledged that I had disap- 
pointed him; and Minna turned aside her head, 
with a look of reproach. Her quick perception 
had detected, in my look and manner, that I was 

keeping my thoughts to myself. Neither she nor 

Fritz made any objection to my leaving them, 
to return to the office before post-time. I wrote 
to Mr. Engelman before I left my desk that even- 
ing. 

Recalling those memorable days of my early 
life, [remember that a strange and sinister de- 
pression pervaded our little household, from the 

time when Mr. Engelman left us. 

In some mysterious way the bonds of. sym- 

pathy, by which we had hitherto keen more or 
less united, seemed to slacken and fall away. 

We lived on perfectly good terms with one an- 
other; but there was an unrecognized decrease of 

confidence among us, which I for one felt some- 

times almost painfully. An unwholesome atmos- 

phere of distrust enveloped us. Mr. Keller only 
believed, under reserve, that Madame Fontaine’s 

persistent low spirits were really attributable, as 

she said, to nothing more important than nerv- 
ous headaches. Fritz began to doubt whether 
Mr. Keller was really as well satisfied as he pro- 

fessed to be with the choice that his son had 
made of a portionless bride. Minna, observing 
that Fritz was occasionally rather more subdued 

and silent than usual, began to ask herself 
whether she was quite as dear to him, in the 

time of their prosperity, as in the time of their 
VOL. 27 GG 
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adversity. To sum up all, Madame Fontaine 
had her doubts of me—and I had my doubts (al- 
though she had saved Mr. Keller’s life) of Ma- 
dame Fontaine. 
From this degrading condition of dullness and 

distrust we were roused, one morning, by the 
happy arrival of Mrs. Wagner, attended by her 
maid, her courier—and Jack Straw. 

CHAPTER XXIII. 

CrrcUMSTANCES had obliged my aunt to per- 
form the last stage of her journey to Frankfort 

by the night mail. She had only stopped at our 
house on her way to the hotel; being unwilling 
to trespass on the hospitality of her partners, 

while she was accompanied by such a half witted 
fellow as Jack. Mr. Keller, however, refused 

even to hear of the head partner in the business 
being reduced to accept a mercenary welcome at 

a hotel. One whole side of the house, situated 

immediately over the offices, had been already 
put in order in anticipation of Mrs. Wagner’s 

arrival. The luggage was then and there taken 

off the carriage; and my aunt was obliged, by 
all the laws of courtesy and good-fellowship, to 
submit, 

This information was communicated to me by 
Joseph, on my return from an early visit to one 
of our warehouses at the riverside. When I 
asked if I could see my aunt, I was informed 

_ 
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that she had already retired to rest in her room, 
after the fatigue of a seven hours’ journey by 
night. 

**And where is Jack Straw?’’ I asked. 

‘*Playing the devil already, sir, with the rules 

of the house,’’ Joseph answered. 
Fritz’s voice hailed me from the lower regions. 
‘Come down, David; here’s something worth 

seeing !’’ 

I descended at once to the servants’ offices. 
There, crouched up in a corner of the cold stone 

corridor which formed the medium of communi- 
cation between the kitchen and the stairs, I saw 

Jack Straw again—in the very position in which 
Thad found him at Bedlam; excepting the prison, 
the chains, and the straw. 

But for his prematurely gray hair and the 

strange yellow pallor of his complexion, I doubt 
if I should have recognized him again. He 

looked fat and happy; he was neatly and be- 
comingly dressed, with a flower in his button- 
hole and rosettes on his shoes. In one word, so 

far as his costume was concerned he might have 

been taken for a lady’s page, dressed under the 
superintendence of his mistress herself. 

‘“‘There heis!”’ said Fritz, ‘‘and there he means 

to remain, till your aunt wakes and sends for 
him.”’ ‘ 

‘“‘Upsetting the women servants, on their way 
to their work,’’ Joseph added, with an air of su- 
preme disgust—‘‘and freezing in that cold cor- 
ner, when he might be sitting comfortably by the 

kitchen fire!”’ ~ 7 
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Jack listened to this with an ironica: expres- 
sion of approval. ‘‘That’s very wellsaid, Joseph,”’ 

he remarked. ‘‘Come here; I want to speak to 
you. Do you see that bell?’’ He pointed toa 
row of bells running along the upper wall of the 
corridor, and singled out one of them which was 

numbered ten. ‘‘They tell me that’s the bell of 

Mistress’s bedroom,’’ he resumed, still speaking 
of my aunt by the name which he had first given 
to her on the day when they met in the mad- 

house. ‘‘Very well, Joseph! 1 don’t want to 

be in anybody’s way; but no person in the house 

must see that bell ring before me. -Here I stay 

till Mistress rings—and then you will get rid of 
me; I shall move to the mat outside her door, 

and wait till she whistles for me. Now you may 
go. That’sa poor half-witted creature,’’ he said 

as Joseph retired. ‘‘Lord! what alot of them 

there are in this world!”’ Fritz burst out laugh- 
ing. ~‘‘I’m afraid you’re another of them,”’’ said 

Jack, looking at him with an expression of the 
sincerest compassion. 

‘‘Do you remember me?’’ I asked. 

Jack nodded his head in a patronizing way. 
‘‘Oh, yes—Mistress has been talking of you. I 
know you both. You’re David, and he’s Fritz. 
All right! all right!’’ 

““What sort of journey from London have you 
had?’’ I inquired next. 

He stretched out his shapely little arms and 
legs and yawned. ‘‘Oh, a pretty good journey. 
We should have been better without the courier 
and the maid. The courier is a tall man. I 

hy 
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have no opinion of tall men. I am a man my- 
self of five foot—that’s the right height for a 

courier. I could have done all the work, and 

saved Mistress the money. Her maid is another 
tall person; clumsy with her fingers. I could 
dress Mistress’s hair a deal better than the maid, 

if she would only let me. The fact is, I want to 

do everything for her myself. I-shall never be 

quite happy till I’m the only servant she has 

about her.’’ 
“*Ah, yes,’’ said Fritz, good-naturedly sympa- 

thizing with him. ‘‘You’re a grateful little 
man; you ee ee what Mrs. . has 
Fe: for you.’ 

‘“‘“Remember?”’ Jack repeated scornfully. ‘‘I 
say, if you can’t talk more sensibly than that, 

you had better hold your tongue.’’ He turned 
and appealed tome. ‘‘Did you ever hear any- 
thing like Fritz? He seems to think it wonder- 
ful that I remember the day when she took me 

out of Bedlam!’’ 
“‘Ah, Jack, that was a great day in your life, 

wasn’t it?’’ 

“A great day? Oh, ead Lord in Heaven! 
where are there words that are big enough to 

speak about it??? He sprang to his feet, wild 
with the sudden tumult of his own recollections. 
“‘The sun—the warm, golden, glorious, beautiful . 

sun—met us when we came out of the gates, and 
all but drove me stark-staring-mad with the joy 
of it! Forty thousand devils—little straw-col- 

ored, lively, tempting devils—(mind, I counted 
them!)—all crawled over me together. They 
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sat on my shoulders—and they tickled my 

hands—and they scrambled in my hair—and 
they were all in one cry at me like a pack of 

dogs. ‘Now, Jack! we are waiting for you; 
your chains are off, and the sun’s shining, and 

Mistress’s' carriage is at the gate—join us, Jack, 
in a good yell; a fine, tearing, screeching, terri- 

fying, mad yell!’ I dropped on my knees, down 
in the bottom of the carriage; and I held on by 

the skirts of Mistress’s dress. ‘Look at me!’ I 
said; ‘I won’t burst out; I won’t frighten you, 

if I die for it. Only help me with your eyes! 
only look at me!’ And she put me on the front 

seat of the carriage, opposite her, and she never 
took her eyes off me all the way through the 

streets till we got to the house. ‘I believe in 
you, Jack,’ she said. And I wouldn’t even open 
my lips to answer her—I was so determined to 
be quiet. Ha! ha! how you two fellows would 
have yelled, in my place!’ He sat down again 
in his corner, delighted with his own picture of 
the two fellows who would have yelled in his 
place. 

‘**And what did Mistress do with you when she 
brought you home?’’ I asked. 

His gayety suddenly left him. He lifted one 
of his hands, and waved it to and fro gently in 
the air. 
‘You are too loud, David,’’ he said. ‘All 

this part of it must be spoken softly—because all 
this part of it is beautiful, and kind, and good. 
There was a picture, in the room, of angels and 
their harps. I wish I had the angels and the 
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harps to help me tell you about it. Fritz there 
came in with us, and called it a bedroom. I 

knew better than that; I called it heaven. You 

see, I thought of the prison and the darkness 
and the cold and the chains and the straw—and 
Inamed it heaven. You two may say what you 
please; Mistress said I was right.”’ 

He closed his eyes with a luxurious sense of 

self-esteem, and appeared to absorb himself in 
his own thoughts. Fritz unintentionally roused 
him by continuing the story of Jack’s introduc- 
tion to the bedroom. 7 

**Our little friend,’’ Fritz began confidentially, 
‘did the strangest things when he found himself 
in hisnew room. It was acold day; and he in- 

sisted on letting the fire out. Then he looked at 
the bedclothes, and—”’ 

Jack solemnly opened his eyes again, and 
stopped the narrative at that point. 

‘‘You are not the right person to speak of it,”’ 

he said. ‘‘Nobody must speak of it but a person 
who understands me. You shan’t be disap- 
pointed, David. I understand myself—I'U/ tell 

you about it. You saw what sort of place I 
lived in and slept in at the madhouse, didn’t 

you?”’ 
“I saw it, Jack—and I can never forget it.” 
‘‘Now just think of my having a room, to be- 

gin with. And add, if you please, a fire—and a 
_light—and a bed—and blankets and sheets and 
pillows—and clothes, splendid new clothes, for 
me! And then ask yourself if any man could 
bear it, all pouring on him at once (not an hour 
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after he had left Bedlam), without going clean 

out of his senses and screeching for joy? No, 

no. If I have a quality, it’s profound common 
sense. Down I went on my knees before her 

again! ‘If you have any mercy on me, Mis- 

tress, let me have all this by a bit at a time. 

Upon my soul, I can’t swallow it at once!’ She 
understood me. We let the fire out—and sur- 
prised that deficient person, Fritz. A little of 
the Bedlam cold kept me nice and quiet. The 

bed that night if you like—but Heaven defend 
me from the blankets and the sheets and the pil- 
lows till I’m able to bear them! And as to put- 
ting on coat, waistcoat, and breeches, all to- 

gether, the next morning—it was as much as I 
could do, when I saw myself in my breeches, to 

give the word of command in the voice of a gen- 
tleman—‘Away with the rest of them! The 

shirt for to-morrow, the waistcoat for next day, 

and the coat—if I can bear the sight of it with- 
out screaming—the day after!’ A _ gradual 
process, you see, David. And every morning 
Mistress helped me by saying the words she said 

in the carriage, ‘I believe in you, Jack.’ You 
ask her, when she gets up, if I ever once fright- 

ened her, from the day when she took me home.’’ 

He looked again, with undiminished resent- 
ment, at Fritz. ‘‘Now do you understand what 
I did when 1 got into my new room? Is Fritz 
in the business, David? He’ll want a deal of 

looking after if he is. Just step this way—I 
wish to speak to you.”’ 

He got up again, and taking my arm witha 
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look of great importance, led me a few steps 
away—but not far enough to be out of sight of 
my aunt’s bell. 

‘“‘I say,’’ he began, ‘‘I’ve heard they call this 
place Frankfort. Am I right?” 

**Quite right!”’ 

‘* And there’s a business here, like the business 

in London?”’ 
“Certainly.”’ 

‘And Mistress 7s mistress here, like she is in 

London?”’’ 
Wes 99 

‘““Very well, then, I want to know something. 
What about the Keys?’’ 

I looked at him, entirely at a loss to under- 

stand what this last question meant. He 
stamped his foot impatiently. 

‘‘Do you mean to say, David, you have never 

heard what situation I held in the London 
office?”’ 

*“Never, Jack!”’ 

He drew himself up and folded his arms, and 
looked at me from the immeasurable height of 
his own superiority. 

‘*T was Keeper of the Keys in London!’’ he an- 
nounced. ‘‘And what I want to know is—Am 
I to be Keeper of the Keys here?”’ 

It was now plain enough that my aunt—pro- 
ceeding on the wise plan of always cultivating 
the poor creature’s sense of responsibility—had 
given him some keys to take care of, and had 
put him on his honor to be worthy of his little 

trust. I could not doubt that she would find 
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some means of humoring him in the same way 
at Frankfort. 

‘Wait till the bell rings,’’ I answered, ‘‘and 

perhaps you will find the keys waiting for you 

in Mistress’s room.”’ 
He rubbed his hands in delight. ‘*That’s it!’ 

he said. ‘‘Let’s keep watch on the bell.”’ 
As he turned to go back again to his corner, 

Madame Fontaine’s voice reached us from the 
top of the kitchen stairs. She was speaking to 
her daughter. Jack stopped directly and waited, 
looking round at the stairs. 

‘*Where is the other person who came here 
with Mrs. Wagner?’’? the widow asked. ‘‘A 
man with an odd English name. Do you know, 
Minna, if they have found a room for him?’’ 

She reached the lower stair as she spoke—ad- 
vanced along the corridor—and discovered Jack 
Straw. In an instant, her languid indifferent 
manner disappeared. Her eyes opened widely. 
under their heavy lids. She stood motionless, 
like a woman petrified by surprise—perhaps by 
terror. 

‘‘Hans Grimm!’’ I heard her say to herself. 
‘*God in heaven! what brings him here?”’ 

CHAPTER XXIV. 

ALMosT instantaneously Madame Fontaine 
recovered her self-control. 

“I really couldn’t help feeling startled,’’ she 
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said, explaining herself to Fritz and to me. 
*‘The last time I saw this man, he was em- 

ployed in a menial capacity at the University of 
Wiirzburg. He left us one day, nobody knew 
why. And he suddenly appears again, without 
a word of warning, in this house.”’ 

I looked at Jack. A smile of mischievous 
satisfaction was on his face. He apparently en- 
joyed startling Madame Fontaine. His expres- 
sion changed instantly for the better, when 
Minna approached and spoke to him. 

*‘Don’t you remember me, Hans?”’ she said. 
**Oh, yes, missie, I remember you. You are 

a good creature. You take after your papa. 
He was a good creature—except when he had 
his beastly medical bottles in his hand. But I 
say, I mustn’t be called by the name they gave 
me at the University! I was a German then—I 

am an Englishman now. All nations are alike 
tome. But I am particular about my name, be- 
cause it’s the name Mistress knew me by. I 
will never have another. ‘Jack Straw,’ if you 
please. There’s my name, and I am proud of 
it. Lord! what an ugly little hat you have got 

on your head! I’ll soon make you a better one:”’ 

He turned on Madame Fontaine, with a sudden 

change to distrust. 
“‘T don’t like the way you spoke of my leaving 

the University, just now. I hada right to go, 
if I liked—hadn’t I?”’ 

‘Oh, yes, Hans.” 
“Not Hans! Didn’t you hear what Ee men- 

tioned just now? Say Jack.” 
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She said it, with a ready docility which a little 

surprised me. 
“Did I steal anything at the University?” 

Jack proceeded. 
“*Not that I know of.”’ 
“Then speak respectfully of me, next time. 

Say, ‘Mr. Jack retired from the University, 

in the exercise of his discretion.’’’ Having 

stated this formula with an air of great im- 

portance, he addressed himself to me. ‘‘I ap- 
peal to you,’’ he said. ‘‘Suppose you had lost 
your color here’’ (he touched his cheek), ‘‘and 
your color there’’ (he touched his hair); ‘‘and 
suppose it had happened at the University— 
would you’’ (he stood on tiptoe, and whispered 

the next words in my ear) ‘‘would you have 

stopped there, to be poisoned again? No!’’ he 
cried, raising his voice once more, ‘‘you would 

have drifted away like me. From Germany to 
France; from France to England—and so to 
London, and so under the feet of her highness’s 

horses, and so to Bedlam, and so to Mistress. 

Oh, Lord help me, I’m forgetting the bell! good- 
by, all of you. Let me bein my corner till the 
bell rings.’’ 
Madame Fontaine glanced at me compassion- 

ately, and touched her head. 
“‘Come to my sitting-room, Jack,’’ she said, 

“‘and have something to eat and drink, and tell 
me your adventures after you left Wiirzburg.”’ 

She favored him with her sweetest smile, and 

spoke in her most ingratiating tones. That ob- 
jectionable tendency of mine to easily suspect 
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others was, I suppose, excited once more. At 
any rate, I thought the widow showed a very 

remarkable anxiety to conciliate Jack. He was 

proof, however, against all attempts at fascina- 

tion—he shook his head obstinately, and pointed 
to the bell. We went our several ways, and left 

the strange little man crouched up in his corner. 

In the afternoon, I was sent for to see my 
aunt. 

I found Jack at his post; established in a. 
large empty wardrobe, on the landing outside his 
mistress’s door. His fingers were already busy 
with the framework of the new straw hat which 
he had promised to make for Minna. 

‘All right, David!’’ he said, patronizing me 
as indulgently as ever. ‘‘Mistress has had her 
good sleep and her nice breakfast, and she looks 
lovely. Goin, and see her—go in!”’ 

J thought myself that she looked perhaps a lit-. 
tle worn and certainly thinner than when I had 

seen her last. But these were trifles. It is not 
easy to describe the sense of relief and pleasure 
that I felt—after having been accustomed to the 

sleepy eyes and serpentine graces of Madame 
Fontaine—when I looked again at the lithe ac- 
tive figure and the bright well-opened gray eyes 

of my dear little English aunt. 
“‘Tell me, David,’’ she began, as soon as the 

first greetings were over, ‘‘what do you think of 
Jack Straw? Was my poor dear husband not 
right? and have I not done well to prove it?” 

I could, and did, honestly congratulate heron | 

the result of the visit to Bedlam. 
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‘¢And now about the people here,’’ she went 
on. “I find Fritz’s father completely changed 

on the subject of Fritz’s marriage. And when I 

ask what it means, I am told that Madame Fon- 

taine has set everything right, in the most won- 

derful manner, by saving Mr. Keller’s life. Is 

this true?”’ 
“Quite true. What do you think of Madame 

Fontaine?’’ 
‘“*Ask me that, David, to-morrow or the next 

day. My head is muddled by traveling—l have | 
not made up my mind yet.”’ 

‘*Have you seen Minna?”’ 

‘Seen her, and kissed her too! There’s a girl 
after my own heart. I consider our scatter- 

brained friend Fritz to be the luckiest young 
fellow living.’’ 

“If Minna was not going to be married,’ I 
suggested, ‘‘she would just do for one of your 
young-lady clerks, wouldn’t she?’’ 
My aunt laughed. ‘‘Exactly what I thought 

myself, when I saw her. But you are not to 
make a joke of my young-lady clerks. I am 

positively determined to carry out that useful 
reform in the office here. However, as Mr. Kel- 

ler has been so lately ill, and as we are sure to 
have a fight about it, I will act considerately 
toward my opponent—I won’t stir in the matter 
until he is quite himself again. In the mean- 
time, I must find somebody, while I am away, 

to take my place in the London house. The 
business is now under the direction of Mr. Har- 
trey. He is perfectly competent to carry it on; 
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but, as you know, our excellent head-clerk has 
his old-fashioned prejudices. According to strict 
rule, a partner ought always to be in command, 
at the London business—and Hartrey implores 
me (if Mr. Keller is not well enough to take the 
journey) to send Mr. Engelman to London. 
Where 7s Mr. Engelman? How is it that I 
have neither heard nor seen anything of him?’ 

This was a delicate and difficult question to 
answer—at least, to my way of thinking. There 
was little prospect of keeping the poor old gen- 
tleman’s sad secret. It was known to Fritz and 
Minna, as well as to Mr. Keller. Still, I felt an 

unconquerable reluctance to be the first person 
who revealed the disaster that had befallen 
him. 

“Mr. Engelman is not in good health and 
spirits,’’ I said. ‘‘He has gone away for alittle - 
rest and change.”’ 
My aunt looked astonished. 
“Both the partners ill!’ she exclaimed. “I 

remember Mr. Engelman, in the days when I 
was first married. He used to boast of never 
having had a day’s illness in his life. Not at 
all a clever man—but good as gold, and a far 

more sensitive person than most people gave 

him credit for being.. He promised to be fat as 
years grew on him. Has he kept his promise? 
What is the matter with him?”’ 

I hesitated. My aunt eyed me sharply, and 
put another question before I had quite made 

up my mind what to say. 
“If you can’t tell me what is the matter with 
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him, can you tell me where he is? I may want 

to write to him.”’ 
I hesitated again. Mr. Engedman’s address 

had been confidentially communicated to me, for 

reasons which I was bound to respect. ‘‘I’m 
afraid I can’t answer that question either,’ I 

said awkwardly enough. 
‘‘Good heavens!’’ cried my aunt, ‘‘what does 

all this mystery mean? Has Mr. Engelman 
killed a man in a duel? or run away with an 

opera-dancer? or squandered the whole profits 
of the business at the gaming-table? or what?”’ 

As she put these bold views of the case, we heard 
voices outside, followed by a gentle knock at the 

door. Minna entered the room with a message. 
‘‘Mamma has sent me, Mrs. Wagner, to ask 

at what time you would like to dine.”’ 

‘*My dear, I am much obliged to your mother. 
I have only just breakfasted, and I can wait 

quite well till supper-time comes. Stop a min- 
ute! Here is my nephew driving me to the ut- 
most verge of human endurance, by making a 
mystery of Mr. Engelman’s absence from Frank- 
fort. Should I be very indiscreet if I asked— 
Good gracious, how the girl blushes! You are 
evidently in the secret, too, Miss Minna. Js it 
an opera-dancer? Leave us together, David.” 

This made Minna’s position simply unendur- 
able. She looked at me appealingly. I did at 
last, what I ought to have done at first—1 spoke 
out plainly. 

“The fact is, aunt,’’ I said, ‘‘poor Mr. Engel- 

man has left us for a while, sadly mortified and 
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distressed. He began by admiring Madame 
Fontaine; and he ended in making her an offer 
of marriage.”’ 

‘“‘Mamma was indeed truly sorry for him,”’ 

Minna added; ‘‘but she had no other alterna- 

tive than to refuse him, of course.”’ 

*‘Upon my word, child, I see no ‘of course’ in 
the matter!’’ my aunt answered, sharply. 

Minna wasshocked. ‘*Oh, Mrs. Wagner! Mr. 
Engelman is more than twenty years older than 
mamma—and (I am sure I pity him, poor man) 
—and so fat!’’ 

‘*Fat is a matter of taste,’’ my aunt remarked, 
more and more resolute in taking Mr. Engelman’s 
part. ‘‘And as for his being twenty years older 
than your mother, I can tell you, young lady, 
that my dear lost husband was twenty years my 
senior when he married me—and a happier couple 

never lived. I know more of the world than you 
do; and I say Madame Fontaine has made a 
great mistake. She has thrown away an excel- 
lent position in life, and has pained and humili- 
ated one of the kindest-hearted men living. No! 

no! I am not going to argue the matter with you 

now; 1’ll wait till you are married to Fritz. But 
I own I should like to speak to your mother about 
it. Ask her to favor me by stepping this way 
for a few minutes, when she has nothing to do.”’ 

Minna seemed to think this rather a high- 
handed method of proceeding, and entered a 
modest protest accordingly. 
‘‘Mamma is a very sensitive person,’’ she be- 

gan with dignity. 
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My aunt stopped her with a pat on the cheek. 
**Good child! I like you for taking your mother’s 

part. Mammahas another merit,mydear. She 
is old enough to understand me better than you 
do. Go and fetch her.”’ 

Minna left us, with her pretty little head car- 

ried high in the air. ‘‘Mrs. Wagner is a person 
entirely without sentiment!’’? she indignantly 
whispered to me in passing, when I opened the 
door for her. 

‘IT declare that girl is absolute perfection!” 
my aunt exclaimed, with enthusiasm. ‘‘The 
one thing she wanted, as I thought, was spirit 

—and I find she has got it. Ah! she will take 
Fritz in hand, and make something of him. He 

is one of the many men who absolutely need be- 

ing henpecked. I prophesy confidently—their 
marriage will be a happy one.”’ , 

*T don’t doubt it, aunt. But tell me, what 
are you going to say to Madame Fontaine?”’ 

‘*It depends on circumstances. I must know 
first if Mr. Engelman has really set his heart 
on the woman with the snaky movements and the 
sleepy eyes. Can you certify to that?’ 

‘Positively. Her refusal has completely 
crushed him.’’ 

““Very well. Then J] mean to make Madame 
Fontaine marry him—always supposing there is 
no other man in his way.”’ 

*“My dear aunt, how you talk! At Madame 
Fontaine’s age! With a grown-up daughter!” 

‘“‘My dear nephew, you know absolutely noth- 
ing about women. Counting by years, I grant 
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you they grow old. Counting by sensations, 
they remain young to the end of their days. 

Take a word of advice from me. The evidence 
of their gray hair may look indisputable. The 

evidence of their grown-up children may look in- 

disputable. Don’t believeit. There is but one 
period in the women’s lives when you may feel 

quite certain that they have definitely given the 

men their dismissal—the period when they are 
put in their coffins. Hush! What’s that out- 
side? When there is a noisy silk dress and a 

silent foot on the stairs, in this house, I know 

already what it means. Be off with you!”’ 
She was quite right. Madame Fontaine en- 

tered, as I rose to leave the room. 

The widow showed none of her daughter’s 
petulance. She was sweet and patient; she sa- 
luted Mrs. Wagner with a sad smile which seemed 
to say, ‘‘Outrage my most sacred feelings, dear 
madam; they are entirely at your disposal.’’ If 

I had believed that my aunt had the smallest 

chance of carrying her point, I should have felt 
far from easy about Mr. Engelman’s prospects. 

As it was, I left the two ladies to their fruitless 

interview, an! returned composedly to my work. 

7 

CHAPTER XXV. 

WHEN supper was announced, I went upstairs 
again to show my aunt the way to the room in 
which we took our meals. 
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“‘Well?”’ I said. 
‘‘Well,’’ she answered, coolly, ‘‘Madame Fon- 

taine has promised to reconsider it.”’ 

I confess I was staggered. By what possible 

motives could the widow have been animated? 
Even Mr. Engelman’s passive assistance was now 

of no further importance to her. She had gained 
Mr. Keller’s confidence; her daughter’s marriage 
was assured; her employment in the house offered 

her a liberal salary, a respectable position, and 

a comfortable home. Why should she consent 

to reconsider the question of marrying a man, in 

whom she could not be said to feel any sort of 
true interest, in any possible acceptation of the 

words? I began to think that my aunt was 

right, and that I really did know absolutely noth- 
‘ing about women. 

At supper Madame Fontaine and her daughter 
were both unusually silent. Open-hearted Minna 

was not capable of concealing that her mother’s 
concession had been made known to her in some 
way, and that the disclosure had disagreeably — 
surprised her. However, there was no want of 
gayety at the table—thanks to my aunt, and to 
her faithful attendant. ~ 

Jack Straw followed us into the room, without 

waiting to be invited, and placed himself, to 

-Joseph’s disgust, behind Mrs. Wagner’s chair. 
*‘Nobody waits on Mistress at table,’’ he ex- 

plained, ‘‘but me. Sometimes she gives me a 
bit or a drink over her shoulder. Very little 
drink—just a sip, and no more. I quite approve 
of only a sip myself. Oh, I know how to be-— 

hy 
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have. None of your wine-merchant’s fire in my 

head; no Bedlam breaking loose again. Make 
your minds easy. There are no cooler brains 

among you than mine.’’ At this, Fritz burst 
into one of his explosions of laughter. Jack ap- 
pealed to Fritz’s father, with unruffled gravity. 
**Your son, I believe, sir? Ha! what a blessing 
it is there’s plenty of room for improvement in 

that young man. I only throw out a remark. 

If I was afflicted with a son myself, I think I 
should prefer David.’ 

This specimen of Jack’s method of asserting 
himself, and other similar outbreaks-which Fritz 

and I mischievously encouraged, failed apparent- 

ly to afford any amusement to Madame Fontaine. 

Once she roused herself to ask Mr. Keller if his 
sister had written to him from Munich. Hear- 

ing that no reply had been received, she relapsed 
into silence. The old excuse of a nervous head- 
ache was repeated, when Mr. Keller and my 
aunt politely inquired if anything was amiss. . 
When the letters were delivered the next morn- 

ing, two among them were not connected with 
the customary business of the office. One (with 

the postmark of Bingen) was for me. And one 
(with the postmark of Wirzburg) was for Ma- 
dame Fontaine. I sent it upstairs to her imme- 

diately. 
When I opened my own letter, I found sad 

news of poor Mr. Engelman. Time and change 
had failed to improve his spirits. He complained 

of a feeling of fullness and oppression in his head, 
and of hissing noises in his ears, which were an 
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almost constant annoyance to him. On two oc- 
casions he had been cupped, and had derived no 

more-than a temporary benefit from the employ- 

ment of that remedy. His doctor recommended 
strict attention to diet, and regular exercise. He 

submitted willingly to the severest rules at table 

—but there was no rousing him to exert himself 

in any way. For hours together, he would sit 
silent in one place, half sleeping, half waking; 

noticing no one, and caring for nothing but to 
get to bed as soon as possible. 

This statement of the case seemed to me to 
suggest very grave considerations. I could no 
longer hesitate to inform Mr. Keller that I had 
received intelligence of his absent partner, and 
to place my letter in his hands. 

Whatever little disagreements there had been 
between them were instantly forgotten. I had 
never before seen Mr. Keller so distressed and so 
little master of himself. : 

‘“‘T must go to Engelman directly,’’ he said. 
I ventured to submit that there were two seri- 

ous objections to his doing this: In the first place, 
his presence in the office was absolutely neces- 
sary, In the second place, his sudden appear- 

ance at Bingen would prove to be a serious, per- 
haps a fatal, shock to his old friend. 

‘“What is to be done, then?’’ he exclaimed. 

“T think my aunt may be of some use, sir, in 
this emergency.”’ / 
“Your aunt? How can she help us?”? 
I informed him of my aunt’s project; and I 

added that Madame Fontaine had not positivély 

Ly 
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said No. He listened without conviction, frown- 
ing and shaking his head. 

“Mrs. Wagner is a very impetuous person,”’ 
he said. ‘‘She doesn’t understand a complex 
nature like Madame Fontaine’s.”’ 

** At least I may show my aunt the letter from 
Bingen, sir?’’ 

“Yes. It can do no harm, if it does no 
good.”’ ; 

On my way to my aunt’s room, I encountered 
Minna on the stairs. She was crying. I natu- 
rally asked what was the matter. 

**Don’t stop me!’’ was the only answer I re- 
ceived. 

‘**But where are you going, Minna?”’ 
*“T am going to Fritz, to be comforted.’’ 
**Has anybody behaved harshly to you?”’ 
**Yes, mamma has behaved harshly to me. 

For the first time in my life,’’ said the spoiled 
child, with a strong sense of injury, ‘‘she has 
locked the door of her room, and refused to let 

me in.”’ 
“But why?”’ 
‘How can I tell? I believe it has something 

to do with that horrid man I told you of. You 
sent a letter upstairs this morning. I met Joseph 

on the landing, and took the letter to her myself. 
Why shouldn’t I look at the postmark? Where 
was the harm in saying to her, ‘A letter, mamma, 
from Wiirzburg?’ She looked at me as if I had 
mortally offended her—and pointed to the door, 
and locked herself in. I have knocked twice, 

and asked her to forgive me. Not a word of 
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answer either time! I consider myself insulted. 

Let me go to Fritz.”’ 
I made no attempt to detain her. She had 

set those ever-ready suspicions of mine at work 

again. 
Was the letter which I had sent upstairs a re- 

ply to the letter which Minna had seen her mother 
writing? Was the widow now informed that the 
senile old admirer who had advanced the money 

to pay her creditors had been found dead in his 

bed? and that her promissory note had passed 
into the possession of the heir-at-law? If this 
was the right reading of the riddle, no wonder 

she had sent her daughter out of the room—no 

wonder she had locked her door! 
My aunt wasted no time in expressions of grief 

and surprise, when she was informed of Mr. En- 
gelman’s state of health. ‘‘Send the widow here 
directly,’? she said. ‘‘If there is anything like 
a true heart under that splendid silk dress of 

hers, I shall write and relieve poor Engelman by 
to-night’s post.”’ 

To confide my private surmises, even to my 
aunt, would have been an act of inexcusable im- 

prudence, to say the least of it. I could only re- 
ply that Madame Fontaine was not very well, 
and was (as I heard from Minna) shut up in the 
retirement of her own room. 

The resolute little woman got on her feet in- 
stantly. ‘‘Show me where she is, David—and 
leave the rest to me.”’ 

I led her to the door, and was dismissed with 

these words: ‘‘Go and wait in my room till I 
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come back to you.’’ As I retired, I heard a 
smart knock, and my aunt’s voice announcing 
herself outside —‘‘Mrs. Wagner, ma’am, with 

something serious to say to you.’? The reply 
was inaudible. Notso my aunt’s rejoinder: ‘‘Oh, 
very well! Just read that letter, will you? Tl 
push it under the door and wait for an answer.”’ 
1 lingered for a minute longer—and heard the 
door opened and closed again. 

In little more than half an hour, my aunt re- 

turned. She looked serious and thoughtful. I 

at once anticipated that she had failed. Her 

first words informed me that I was wrong. 
*‘T’ve done it,’’ she said. ‘‘I am to write to 

Engelman to-night; and I have the widow’s per- 
mission to tell him that she regrets her hasty de- 
cision. Her own words, mind, when I asked her 

how [ should put it!’’ 
*‘So there zs a true heart under that splendid 

silk dress of hers?’’ I said. 
My aunt walked up and down the room, silent 

and frowning—discontented with me, or discon- 
tented with herself; it was impossible to tell 
which. Ona sudden, she sat down by me, and 

hit me a smart slap on the shoulder. 
‘“‘David!’’ she said, ‘‘I have found out some- 

thing about myself which I never suspected be- 
fore. If you want to see a cold-blooded wretch, 

look at me!”’ 
It was so gravely said, and so perfectly ab- 

surd, that I burst out laughing. She was far 
too seriously perplexed about herself to take the 
smallest notice of my merriment. 



218 WORKS OF WILKIE COLLINS. 

‘Do you know,”’’ she resumed, “‘that I actually 

hesitate to write to Engelman? David! I ought 
to be whipped at the cart’s tail. I don’t believe 

in Madame Fontaine.’’ 
She little knew how that abrupt confession in- 

terested me. ‘‘Tell me why!’’ I said, eagerly. 
“‘That’s the disgraceful part of it,’? she an- 

swered. ~ ‘‘I can’t tell you why. Madame Fon- 
taine spoke charmingly—with perfect taste and 
feeling. And all the time some devilish spirit of 

distrust kept whispering to me, ‘Don’t believe 
her; she has her motive!’ Are you sure, David, 

it is only a little illness that makes her shut her- 
self up in her room, and look so frightfully pale 

and haggard? Do you know anything about her 

affairs? Engelman is rich; Hngelman has a 

position. Has she got into some difficulty since 
she refused him? and could he, by the barest 
possibility, be of any tse in helping her out of 
cr 

I declare solemnly that the idea suggested by 
my aunt never occurred to me until she asked 
those questions. As a rejected suitor, Mr. En- 
gelman could be of no possible use to the widow. 
But suppose he was her accepted husband? and 
suppose the note fell due before Minna was mar- 
ried? In that case, Mr. Engelman might un- 

questionably be of use—he might lend the money. 
My aunt’s sharp eyes were on me. ‘‘Out with 

it, David!’ she cried. ‘‘You don’t believe in 
her, either—and you know why.” 

“T know absolutely nothing,”’ I rejoined; ‘‘I 
am guessing in the dark; and the event may 
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prove that Iam completely at fault. Don’t ask 
me to degrade Madame Fontaine’s character in 

your estimation, without an atom of proof to 
justify what Isay. Ihave something to propose 
which I think will meet the difficulty.”’ 

With a strong effort of self-restraint, my aunt 
resigned herself to listen. ‘‘Let’s hear your pro- 
posal,’? she said. ‘‘Have you any Scotch blood 
in your veins, David? You are wonderfully 
prudent and cautious for so young a man.”’ 

I went straight on with what I had to say. 
**Send the widow’s message to Mr. Engelman, 

by all means,’’ I proceeded; ‘‘but not by post. 
I was with him immediately after his offer of 

marriage had been refused; and it is my belief 
that he is far too deeply wounded by the manner 
in which Madame Fontaine expressed herself 
when she rejected him, to be either able, or will- 

ing, to renew his proposal. I even doubt if he 
will believe in her expression of regret. This 

_view of mine may turn out, of course, to be quite 
wrong; but let us at least put it to the test. I 

can easily get leave of absence for a few days. 
Let me take your letter to Bingen to-morrow, 
and see with my own eyes how it is received.”’ 

At last I was fortunate enough to deserve my 
aunt’s approval. ‘‘An excellent suggestion,” 

she said. ‘‘But—I believe 1 have caught the 
infection of your prudence, David—don’t let us 
tell Madame Fontaine. Let her suppose that 
you have gone to Bingen in consequence of the 

unfavorable news of Engelman’s health.’’ She 

paused, and considered a little. ‘‘Or, better 



220 WORKS OF WILKIE COLLINS. 

still, Bingen is on the way to England. There 

will be nothing extraordinary in your stopping to 

visit Engelman, on your journey to London.”’ 

This took me completely, and far from agree- 

ably, by surprise. I said piteously, ‘‘Must I 

really leave Frankfort?”’ 
‘“My good fellow, I have other interests to con- 

sider besides Engelman’s interests,’? my aunt 
explained. ‘‘Mr. Hartrey is waiting to hear 
from me. There is ‘no hope that HEngelman 

will be able to travel to London, in his present 
state of health, and no possibility of Mr. Keller 
taking his place until something is settled at 

Frankfort. I want you to explain all this to 

Mr. Hartrey, and to help him in the manage- 
ment of the business. There is nobody else here, 
David, whom | can trust, as I trust you. I see 

no alternative but to ask you to go to London.’’ 

On my side, 1 had no alternative but to submit 

—and, what is more (remembering all that I 
owed to my aunt), to submit with my best grace. 
We consulted Mr. Keller; and he entirely agreed 
that I was the fittest person who could be found 

to reconcile Mr. Hartrey to the commercial re- 

sponsibilities that burdened him. After a day’s 
delay at Bingen, to study the condition of Mr. 
Engelman’s health and to write the fullest report 
to Frankfort, the faster I could travel afterward, 

and the sooner I.could reach London, the better. - 

So hard necessity compelled me to leave the 

stage, before the curtain rose on the final acts of 
the drama. The mail-post started at six in the 

morning. I packed up, and took leave of every- 

7 4 
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body, over-night—except Madame Fontaine, who 

still kept her room and who was not well enough 

to see me. The dear kindhearted Minna offered 

me her cheek to kiss, and made me promise to 
return for her marriage. She was strangely de- 

pressed at my departure. ‘‘You first consoled 
me,’’ she said; ‘“‘you have brought me happi- 

ness. I don’t like your leaving us. Oh, David, 
I do wish you were not going away!’’ ‘‘Come! 
come!’ my aunt interposed; ‘‘no crying, young 

lady! Always keep a man’s spirits up when he 

leaves you. Give me a good hug, David—and 
think of the time when you will be a partner in 

_ the business.’’ Ah! what a woman she was! 
Look as you may, my young friends, you will 
not find the like of her now. 

Jack Straw was the one person up and stirring 
when the coach stopped the next morning at the 
door. I expected to be amused—but there was 
no reckoning with Jack. His farewell words 
literally frightened me. 

“‘T say!’ he whispered, as I hurried into the 
hall, ‘‘there’s one thing I want to ask you before 

you go.”’ 
“Be quick about it, Jack.”’ 

“All right, David. I had a talk with Minna 
yesterday, about Mr. Keller’s illness. Is it true 
that he was cured out of the blue-glass bottle?’’ 

‘Perfectly true.”’ 

“Took here, David! I have been thinking of 
it all night. JZ was cured out of the blue-glass 
bottle.’ 

1 suddenly stood still, with my eyes riveted on 
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his face. He stepped close up to me and lowered 

his voice suddenly. 
‘And I was poisoned,’’ he said. ‘‘What I 

want to know is—Who poisoned Mr. Keller?”’ 

Between the Parts. 

MR. DAVID GLENNEY PRODUCES HIS CORRE- 
SPONDENCE, AND THROWS SOME NEW 

LIGHTS ON THE STORY. 

I. 

Be pleased to read the following letter from 
Mr. Lawyer’s-Clerk-Schmuckle to Mr. Town- 

Councilor-Hof: 

‘‘My Honorep Str—I beg to report that you 
may make your mind easy on the subject of Ma- 

dame Fontaine. If she leaves Frankfort, she 

will not slip away privately as she did at Wiirz- 

burg. Wherever she may go now, we need not 

apply again to her relations in this place to help 

us to find her. Henceforth 1 undertake to keep 
her in view until the promissory note falls due. 

‘“‘The lady is at present established as house- 
keeper in the employment of the firm of Wagner, 
Keller & Engelman; and there (barring acci- 

dents, which I shall carefully look after) she is 
likely to remain. 

he 
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“‘T have made a memorandum of the date at 
which her promissory note falls due; viz., the 

31st December in the present year. The note 
being made payable at Wiirzburg, you must 
take care (in the event of its not being honored) 
to have the document protested in that town, 

and to communicate with me by the same day’s 
post. I will myself see that the law takes its 
regular course. 

“‘Permit me most gratefully to thank you for 

the advance on my regular fees which you have 
so graciously transmitted, and believe me your 
obedient humble servant to command.’’ 

Le 

I next submit a copy of a letter addressed by 
the late Chemistry-Professor Fontaine to an hon- 

orable friend and colleague. This gentleman is 

still living; and he makes it a condition of sup- 
plying the copy that his name shall not appear: 

‘‘TLLUSTRIOUS FRIEND AND COLLEAGUE— You 
will be surprised at so soon hearing from me again. 
The truth is, that I have some interesting news 
for you. An alarming accident has enabled me 

to test the value of one of my preparations on a 
living human subject—that subject being a man. 

‘““My last letter informed you that I had re- 
solved on making no further use of the Formula 
for recomposing some of the Borgia Poisons 

(erroneously supposed to be destroyed) left to me 
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on the death of my lamented Hungarian friend 
—my master in chemical science. 

‘‘The motives which have led to this decision 
are, I hope, beyond the reach of blame. 
“You will remember agreeing with me, that 

the two specimens of these resuscitated poisons 
which I have succeeded in producing are capable 

—like the poisons already known to modern 

medical practice—of rendering the utmost bene- 
fit in certain cases of disease, if they are admin- 

istered in carefully regulated doses. Should I 
live to devote them to this good purpose, there 

will still be the danger (common to all poison- 
ous preparations employed in medicine) of their 
doing fatal mischief, when misused by ignorance 
or crime. 

‘‘Bearing this in mind, I conceive it to be my 
duty to provide against dangerous results, by 
devoting myself to the discovery of efficient anti- 
dotes, before I adapt the preparations themselves 
to the capacities of the healing art. I have had 
some previous experience in this branch of what 
I call preservative chemistry, and I have already - 
in some degree succeeded in attaining my object. 

“The Formula in cipher which I now send to 
you, on the slip of paper inclosed, is an antidote 

to that one of the two poisons known to you and 
to me by the fanciful name which you suggested 
for it—‘ Alexander’s Wine.’ 

‘‘With regard to the second of the poisons, 
which (if you remember) I have entitled —in an- 
ticipation of its employment as medicine—‘The 
Looking-Glass Drops,’ I regret to say that I 
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have not yet succeeded in discovering the anti- 
dote in this case. 

“Having now sufficiently explained my pres- 

ent position, I may tell you of the extraordinary 

accident to which I have alluded at the begin- 
ning of my letter. 

“About a fortnight since, I was sent for, just 

as 1 had finished my lecture to the students, to 
see one of my servants. He had been suffering 
from illness for one or two days. I had of 

course offered him my medical services. He 
refused, however, to trouble me; sending word 

that he only wanted rest. Fortunately one of 
my assistants happened to see him, and at once 

felt the necessity of calling in my help. 

‘“‘The man was a poor half-witted friendless 

creature, whom I had employed out of pure pity 

to keep my laboratory clean, and to wash and 

dry my bottles. He had sense enough to per- 

form such small services as these, and no more. 

Judge of my horror when 1 went to his bedside, 
and instantly recognized the symptoms of pois- 
oning by ‘Alexander’s Wine’! 
“Tran back to my laboratory, and unlocked 

the medicine-chest which held the antidote. In 
the next compartment, the poison itself was al- 
ways placed. Looking into the compartment 
now, I found it empty. 

“‘T at once instituted a search, and discovered 

the bottle left out on a shelf. For the first time 
in my life, I had been guilty of inexcusable care- 
lessness. I had not looked round me to see that 
I had left everything safe before quitting the 

Vou. 27 HH 
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room. The poor imbecile wretch had been at- 
tracted by the color of ‘Alexander’s Wine,’ and 

had tasted it (in his own phrase) ‘to see if it was 

nice.’ My inquiries informed me that this had 
happened at least thirty-six hours since! I had 
but one hope of saving him—derived from ex- 

periments of animals, which had shown me the 
very gradual progress of the deadly action of the 

poison. 
‘‘What I felt when I returned to the suffering 

man, I shall not attempt to describe. You will 
understand how completely I was overwhelmed, 

when I tell you that I meanly concealed my own 

disgraceful thoughtlessness from my brethren in 

the University. I was afraid that my experi- 
ments might be prohibited as dangerous, and 
my want of common prudence be made the sub- 
ject of public reprimand by the authorities. The 
medical professors were permitted by me to con- 
clude that it was a case of illness entirely new in 
their experience. . 

‘In administering the antidote, 1 had no previ- 
ous experiments to guide me, except my experi- 

ments with rabbits and dogs. Whether I mis- 

calculated or whether I was deluded by my 
anxiety to save the man’s life, I cannot say. 
This at least is certain, I gave the doses too co- 

piously and at too short intervals. 
“The patient recovered—but it was after sus- 

taining some incomprehensibly deteriorating 
change in the blood, which destroyed his com- 
plexion, and turned his hair gray. I have since 
modified the doses; and in dread of losing the 

hy 
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memorandum, I have attached a piece of notched 
paper to the bottle, so as to render any future 
error of judgmentimpossible. At the same time, 
I have facilitated the future administration of 
the antidote by adding a label to the bottle, stat- 
ing the exact quantity of the poison taken by my 
servant, as calculated by myself. 

**T ought, by the way, to have mentioned in 
the cipher that experience has shown me the 
necessity, if the antidote is to be preserved for 
any length of time, of protecting it in blue glass 
from the influence of light. 

‘Let me also tell you that I found a dragstatlle 
diet of use in perfecting the effect of the treat- 
ment. That mean dread of discovery, which I 
have already acknowledged, induced me to avail 
myself of my wife’s help in nursing the man. 
When he began to talk of what had happened to 
him, I could trust Madame Fontaine to keep the 
secret. When he was well enough to get up, the 
poor harmless creature disappeared. He was 

probably terrified at the prospect of entering the 
laboratory again. In any case, I have never 

seen him or heard of him since. 
“If you have had patience to read ‘as far as 

this, you will understand that I am not sure 
enough yet of my own discoveries to risk com- 
municating them to any other person than your- 
self. Favor me with any chemical suggestions 
which may strike you—and then, in case of ac- 
cidents, destroy the cipher. For the present 

farewell.” 
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Note to Dr. Fontaine’s Letter. 

‘¢ Alexander’s Wine’’ refers to the infamous 
Roderic Borgia, historically celebrated as Pope 
Alexander the Sixth. He was accidentally, and 

most deservedly, killed by drinking one of the 

Borgia poisons, in a kowl of wine which he had 
prepared for another person. 

The formula for ‘‘The Looking-Glass Drops’’ 
is supposed to have been found hidden on re- 
moving the wooden lining at the back of a look- 
ing-glass, which had been used by Lucrezia 
Borgia. Hence the name. 

TTt. 

The third and last letter which I present is 
written by me, and was addressed to Mrs. Wag- 
ner during her stay at Frankfort: 

**T exaggerate nothing, my dear aunt, when 1 
say that I write in great distress. Let me beg 
you to prepare yourself for very sad news. 

‘*It was late yesterday evening before I arrived 
at Bingen. A servant was waiting to take my 
portmanteau, when I got out of the coach. After 
first asking my name, he communicated to me 
the melancholy tidings of dear Mr. Engelman’s 
death. He had sunk under a fit of apoplexy, at 
an early hour that morning. 

‘Medical help was close at hand, and was (so 

YS 
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far as I can hear) carefully and intelligently ex- 
ercised. But he never rallied in the least. The 
fit appears to have killed him, as a bullet might 
have killed him. - 

“‘He had been very dull and heavy on the pre- 
vious day. In the few words that he spoke be- 
fore retiring to rest, my name was on his lips. 
He said, ‘If I get better, I should like to have 

David here, and to go on with him to our house 
in London.’ He was very much flushed, and 

complained of feeling giddy; but he would not 
allow the doctor to be sent for. His brother as- 
sisted him to ascend the stairs to his room, and 

asked him some questions about his affairs. He 
replied impatiently, ‘Keller knows all about it— 
leave it to Keller.’ 

‘*When | think of the good old man’s benevo- 
lent and happy life, and when I remember that 

it was accidentally through me that he first met 

with Madame Fontaine, I feel a bitterness of 

spirit which makes my sense of the loss of him 
more painful than I can describe. I call to mind 
a hundred little instances of his kindness to me 
—and (don’t be offended) I wish you had sent 
some other person than myself to represent you 

at Frankfort. 
‘*He is to be buried here, in two days’ time. 

I hope you will not consider me negligent of 

your interest in accepting his brother’s invita- 

tion to follow him to the grave. I think it will 

put me in a better frame of mind, if 1 can pay 
the last tribute of affection and respect to my old 
friend. When all is over, I will continue the 
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journey to London, without stopping on the road 
night or day. 

‘‘Write to me at London, dear aunt; and give 
my love to Minna and Fritz—and ask them to 
write to me also. I beg my best respects to Mr. 
Keller. Please assure him of my true sympa- 

thy; I know, poor man, how deeply he will be 

grieved.”’ 

Part II. 

MR. DAVID GLENNEY COLLECTS HIS MA- 
TERIALS AND CONTINUES THE 

STORY HISTORICALLY. 

CHAPTER I. 

In the preceding portion of this narrative 1 
spoke as an eye-witness. In the present part of 
it, my absence from Frankfort leaves me de- 
pendent on the documentary evidence of other 
persons. This evidence consists (first) of letters 
addressed to myself; (secondly) of statements 

personally made to me; (thirdly) of extracts 
from a diary discovered after the lifetime of 
the writer. In all three cases the materials thus 
placed at my disposal bear proof of truthfulness 
on the face of them. 

Early in the month of December, Mr. Keller 

hy 
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sent a message to Madame Fontaine, requesting 
to see her on a matter of importance to both of 
them. 

“IT hope you feel better to-day, madam,’’ he 
said, rising to receive the widow when she en- 
tered the room. 

*“You are very good, sir,’? she answered, in 

tones barely audible —with her eyes on the ground. 

**T can’t say that I feel much better.”’ 
**‘T have news for you, which ought to act as 

the best of all restoratives,’? Mr. Keller pro- 

ceeded. ‘‘At last I have heard from my sister 
on the subject of the marriage.’’ 

He stopped, and, suddenly stepping forward, 
caught the widow by thearm. At his last words 
she had started to her feet. Her face suddenly 

turned from pale to red—and then changed again 
to a ghastly whiteness. She would have fallen 
if Mr. Keller- had not held her up. He placed 
her at once in his own easy-chair. ‘‘You must 
really have medical. advice,’’? he said gravely; 
‘‘your nerves are seriously out of order. Can I 
get you anything?”’ 

‘*A glass of water, sir, if you will be so kind 
as to ring for it.”’ 

‘There is no need to ring for it; I have water 
in the next room.”’ 

She laid her hand on his arm, and stopped 
him as he was about to leave her. 

‘‘One word first, sir. You will forgive a wo- 
man’s curiosity on such an interesting subject as 
the marriage of her child. Does you sister pro- 
pose a day for the wedding?’’ 

4 
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“My sister suggests,’’ Mr. Keller answered, 

“‘the thirtieth of this month.”’ 

He left her and opened the door of the next 

room. 
As he disappeared, she rapidly followed out a 

series of calculations on her fingers. Her eyes 

brightened, her energies rallied. ‘‘No matter 

what happens so long as my girl is married first,’’ 

she whispered to herself. ‘‘The wedding on the 

thirtieth, and the money due on the thirty-first. 

Saved by aday. Saved by a day!’’ 

Mr. Keller returned with a glass of water. 

He started as he looked at her. 
‘“You seem to have recovered already—you 

look quite a different woman!’’ he exclaimed. 
She drank the water nevertheless. ‘‘My un- 

lucky nerves play me strange tricks, sir,’’? she 

answered, as she set the empty glass down ona 

table at her side. 

Mr. Keller took a chair and referred to his let- 
ter from Munich. 

‘*My sister hopes to be with us some days be- 
fore the end of the year,’’ he resumed. ‘‘But in 

her uncertain state of health, she suggests the 
thirtieth so as to leave a margin in case of unex- 
pected delays. I presume this will afford plenty 
of time (I speak ignorantly of such things) for 
providing the bride’s outfit?’’ 

Madame Fontaine smiled sadly. ‘‘Far more 
time than we want, sir. My poor little purse ~ 
will leave my girl to rely on her natural attrac- 

tions—with small help from the jeweler and the 
milliner, on her wedding-day.”’ 

he 
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Mr. Keller referred to his letter again, and 
looked up from it with a grim smile. 

““My sister will in one respect at least antici- 
pate the assistance of the jeweler,’’ he said. 
“‘She proposes to bring with her, as a present to 
the bride, an heirloom on the female side of our 

family. It is a pearl necklace (of very great 
value, I am told) presented to my mother by the 

Empress Maria Theresa—in recognition of serv- 
ices rendered to that illustrious person early in 
life. As an expression of my sister’s interest in 
the marriage, I thought an announcement of the 
proposed gift might prove gratifying to you.”’ 
Madame Fontaine clasped her hands, with a 

fervor of feeling which was in this case, at least, 
perfectly sincere. A pearl necklace, the gift of 

an empress, would represent in money value a 
little fortune in itself. ‘‘I can find no words to 
express my sense of gratitude,’’ she said; ‘“‘my 
daughter must speak for herself and for me.”’ 

‘‘And your daughter must hear the good news 
as soon as possible,’’ Mr. Keller added kindly. 
*‘T won’t detain you. I know you must be anx- 
ious to see Minna. One word before you go. 

You will, of course, invite any relatives and 
friends whom you would like to see at the 
wedding.”’- 
Madame Fontaine lifted her sleepy eyes by 

slow gradations to the ceiling, and devoutly 
resigned herself to mention her family circum- 

stances. 
‘“My parents cast me off, sir, when I married,”’ 

she said; ‘‘my other relatives here and in Brus- 
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sels refused to assist me when I stood in need of 
help. As for friends—you, dear Mr. Keller, are 
our only friend. Thank you again and again.”’ 

She lowered her eyes softly to the floor, and 
glided out of the room. The back view of her 

figure was its best view. Even Mr. Keller—con- 
stitutionally inaccessible to exhibitions of female 

grace—followed her with his eyes, and perceived 
that his housekeeper was beautifully made. 

On the stairs she met with the housemaid. 
‘Where is Miss Minna?’’ she asked impa- 

tiently. ‘‘In her room?’’ 
‘In your room, madam. 1 saw Miss Minna 

go in as I passed the door.’’ 
Madame Fontaine hurried up the next flight 

of stairs, and ran along the corridor as lightly as 
a young girl. The door of her room was ajar; 

she saw her daughter through the opening sit- 
ting on the sofa, with some work lying idle on 
her lap. Minna started up when her mother 
appeared. 

‘‘Am IT in the way, mamma? Iam go stupid, 
I can’t get on with this embroidery—”’ 
Madame Fontaine tossed the embroidery to the 

other end of the room, threw her arms round 

Minna, and lifted her joyously from the floor as 
if she had been a little child. 

‘*The day is fixed, my angel!’’-she cried; ‘‘you 
are to be married on the thirtieth!’’ 

She shifted one hand to her daughter’s head, 
_and clasped it with a fierce fondness to her 

bosom. ‘Oh, my darling, you had lovely hair 

even when you were a baby! We won’é have it 

adit be oh 
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dressed at your wedding. It shall flow down 

naturally in all its beauty—and no hand shall 

brush it but mine.’? She pressed her lips on 

Minna’s head, and devoured it with kisses; then, 

driven by some irresistible impulse, pushed the 
girl away from her, and threw herself on the 
sofa with a cry of pain. 

“Why did you start up, as if you were afraid 

of me, when I came in?’”’ she said wildly. 
‘““Why did you ask if you were in the way? 

Oh, Minna! Minna! can’t you forget the day 
when I locked you out of my room? My child! 

I was beside myself—I was mad with my trou- 

bles. Do you think I would behave harshly to 

you? Oh, my own love! when I came to tell 

you of your marriage, why did you ask meif 
you were in the way? My God! am I never to 

know a moment’s pleasure again without some- 
thing to imbitter it? People say you take after 

your father, Minna. Are you as cold-blooded as 
he was! There! there! I don’t mean it; Jama 

little hysterical, I think —don’t notice me. Come 
and be a child again. Sit on my knee, and let 

us talk of your marriage.”’ 
Minna put her arm round her mother’s neck a 

little nervously. ‘‘Dear, sweet mamma, how 
can you think me so hard-hearted and so un- 

grateful? I can’t tell you how I love you! Let 

this tell you.”’ 
With a tender and charming grace, she kissed 

her mother—then drew back a little and looked 
at Madame Fontaine. The subsiding conflict of 
emotions still showed itself with a fiery bright- 
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ness in the widow’s eyes. ‘‘Do you know what 
I am thinking?’ Minna asked, a little timidly. 

‘*What is it, my dear?”’ 
“*T think you are almost too fond of me, mam- 

ma. I shouldn’t like to be the person who stood 
between me and my marriage—if you knew of 

it.”’ 
Madame Fontaine smiled. ‘‘ You foolish child, 

do you take me for a tigress?’’ she said playfully. 

“‘T must have another kiss to reconcile me. to my 

new character.’’ ; 

She bent her head to meet the caress—looked 
by chance at a cupboard fixed in a recess in the 

opposite wall of the room—and suddenly checked 

herself. ‘‘Thisis too selfish of me,’’ she said, ris- 

ing abruptly. ‘‘ All this time I am forgetting the 
bridegroom. His father will leave him to hear 

the good news from you. Do you think I don’t 
know what you are going to do?’? She led 
Minna hurriedly to the door. ‘‘Go, my dear 
one—go and tell Fritz!’’ 

The instant her daughter disappeared, she 
rushed across the room to the cupboard. Her 

eyes had not deceived her. The key was left in 
the lock. 

CHAPTER II. 

MapaME Fontaine dropped into a chair, over- 
whelmed by the discovery. 

She looked at the key left in the cupboard. It 
was of an old-fashioned pattern—but evidently 
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also of the best workmanship of the time. On 
its flat handle it bore engraved the words, ‘‘Pink- 

Room Cupboard’’—so called from the color of the 

curtains and hangings in the bedchamber. 

“Is my brain softening?’’ she said to herself. 

‘What a horrible mistake! What a frightful 
risk to have run!”’ 

She got. on her feet again, and opened the 
cupboard. 

The two lower shelves were occupied by her 

linen, neatly folded and laid out. On the higher 

shelf, nearly on a level with her eyes, stood a 

plain wooden box about two feet in height by one 
foot in breadth. She examined the position of 
this box with breathless interest and care—then 

gently lifted it in both hands and placed it on the 
floor. On a table near the window lay a half- 
finished water-color drawing, with a magnify- 
ing glass by the side of it. Providing herself 
with the glass, she returned to the cupboard, and 

closely investigated the place on which the box 
had stood. The slight layer of dust—so slight 
as to be imperceptible to the unassisted eye— 

which had surrounded the four sides of the box, 

presented its four delicate edges in perfecily un- 
disturbed straightness of line. This mute evi- 

dence conclusively proved that the box had not 

been moved during her quarter of an hour’s ab- 
sence in Mr. Keller’s room. She put it back 

again, and heaved a deep breath of relief. 
But it was a bad sign (she thought) that her 

sense of caution had been completely suspended, 

in the eagerness of her curiosity to know if Mr. 
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Keller’s message of invitation referred to the 
wedding-day. ‘‘I lose my best treasure,’’ she 

said to herself sadly, ‘‘if I am beginning to lose 
my steadiness of mind. If this should happen 
again—’”’ 

She left the expression of the idea uncom- 

pleted; locked the door of the room; and re- 
turned to the place on which she had left the 

box. 

Seating herself, she rested the box on her 
knee and opened it. 

Certain tell-tale indentations, visible where 

the cover fitted into the lock, showed that it 

had once been forced open. The lock had been 
hampered on some former occasion; and the key 
remained so fast fixed in it that it could neither 
be turned nor drawn out. In her newly-aroused 
distrust of her own prudence, she was now con- 

sidering the serious question of emptying the 
box, and sending it to be fitted with a lock and 
key. 

‘‘Have I anything by me,’’ she thought to 
herself, ‘‘in which I can keep the bottles?’’ 

She emptied the box, and placed round her on 
the floor those terrible six bottles which had been 
the special subjects of her husband’s precaution- 
ary instructions on his death-bed. Some of them 
were smaller than others, and were manufactured 

in glass of different colors—the six compart- 
ments in the medicine chest being carefully 
graduated in size, so as to hold them all stead- 
ily. The labels on three of the bottles were un- 
intelligible to Madame Fontaine; the inscriptions 

hy 
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were written in barbarously-abridged Latin 
characters. 

The bottle which was the fourth in order, as 

she took them out one by one, was wrapped in 

a sheet of thick cartridge-paper, covered on its 

inner side with characters written in mysterious 

cipher. But the label pasted on the bottle con- 
tained an inscription in good readable German, 
thus translated : 

“The Looking-Glass Drops. Fatal dose, as 
discovered by experiment on animals, the same 
as in the case of ‘Alexander’s Wine.’ But the 
effect, in producing death, more rapid, and more 
indistinguishable, in respect S presenting traces 
on post-mortem examination.’ 

The lines thus written were partially erased by 

strokes of the pen—drawn through them ‘at a 
later date, judging by the color of the ink. In 
the last blank space left at the foot of the label, 

these words were added —also in ink of a fresher 

color: 
_ ‘After many patient trials, I can discover no 
trustworthy antidote to this infernal poison. 
Under these circumstances, I dare not attempt 
to modify it for medical use. I would throw it 
away—but I don’t like to be beaten. If I livea 
little longer I will try once more, with my mind 
refreshed by other studies.’’ 
Madame Fontaine paused before she wrapped 

the bottle up again in its covering, and looked 
with longing eyes at the ciphers which filled the 

inner side of the sheet of paper. There, perhaps, 

was the announcement of the discovery of the 
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antidote; or possibly, the record of some more 
recent experiment which placed the terrible 

power of the poison in a new light! And there 

also was the cipher defying her to discover its 

secret ! 

The fifth bottle that she took from the chest 

contained ‘‘ Alexander’s Wine.’’ The sixth, and 

last, was of the well-remembered blue glass, 

which had played such an important part in the 

event of Mr. Keller’s recovery. 

David Glenney had rightly conjectured that 

the label had been removed from the blue-glass 

bottle. Madame Fontaine shook it out of the 

empty compartment. The inscription (also in 

the German language) ran as follows: 
**Antidote to Alexander’s Wine. The fatal 

dose, in case of accident, is indicated by the 

notched slip of paper attached to the bottle. 

Two fluid drams of the poison (more than 

enough to produce death) were accidentally 
taken in my experience. So gradual is the 
deadly effect that, after a delay of thirty-six 

hours before my attention was called to the case, 

the administration of the antidote proved suc- 

cessful. The doses are to be repeated every 

three or four hours. Any person watching the 
patient may know that the recovery is certain, 

and that the doses are therefore to be discontin- 
ued, by these signs: the cessation of the trem- 
bling in the hands; the appearance of natural 
perspiration; and the transition from the still- 

ness of apathy to the repose of sleep. For at 

least a week or ten days afterward a vegetable 

he 
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diet, with cream, is necessary as a means of 
completing the cure.”’ 

She laid the label aside, and looked at the two 
bottles—the poison and the antidote—ranged to- 
gether at her feet. 

*““Power!’’ she thought, with a superb smile of 
triumph. ‘‘The power that I have dreamed of 
all my life is mine at last! Alone among mortal 
creatures, I have Life and Death for my serv- 
ants. You were deaf, Mr. Keller, to my rea- 
sons, and deaf to my entreaties. What wonder- 

ful influence brought you to my feet and made 
you the eager benefactor of my child? My serv- 

ant Death, who threatened you in the night; and 
my servant Life, who raised you up in the morn- 
ing. What a position! I stand here, a dweller 
in a populous city—and every creature in it, 
from highest to lowest, is a creature in my 
power!’ 

She looked through the window of her room 
over the houses of Frankfort. At last her sleepy 
eyes opened wide; an infernal beauty irradiated 
her face. For one moment, she stood—a demon 

inhumanform. The next, she suddenly changed 
into a timid woman, shaken in every limb by the 
cold grasp of fear. 
What influence had wrcaght the transforma- 

tion? 
Nothing but a knock at the door. 
‘¢Who’s there?”’ she cried. 
The voice that answered her was the voice of 

Jack Straw. 
“Hullo, there, Mrs. Fontaine! Let me in.” 

4 
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She placed a strong constraint on herself; she 

spoke in friendly tones. ‘‘What do you want, 

Jack?” ; 
*‘T want to show you my keys.”’ 
‘‘What do I care about the crazy wretch’s 

keys?’’—was the thought that passed through 
Madame Fontaine’s mind, when Jack answered 

her from the outer side of the door. But she 
was still careful, when she spoke to him, to dis- 

guise her voice in its friendliest tones. 
‘‘Hxcuse me for keeping you waiting, Jack. 

I can’t let you in yet.”’ 
**Why not?” 

‘*Because I am dressing. Come back in half 
an hour; and I shall be glad-to see you.”’ 

There was no reply to this. Jack’s step was 
so light that it was impossible to hear, through 
the door, whether he had gone away or not. 
After waiting a minute, the widow ventured on 
peeping out. Jack had taken himself off. Not 
a sign of him was to be seen, when she bent over 
the railing of the corridor and looked down on 
the stairs. 

She locked herself in again. ‘‘I hope I haven’t 
offended him!’’ she thought, as she returned to 
the empty medicine-chest. 

The fear that Jack might talk of what had 
happened to him in the laboratory at Wirzburg, 
and that he might allude to his illness in terms 
which could not fail to recall the symptoms of 
Mr. Keller’s illness, was constantly present to 
her mind. She decided on agreeably surprising 
him by a little present, which might help her to 
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win his confidence and to acquire some influence 

over him. As a madman lately released from 
Bedlam, it might perhaps not greatly matter 
what he said. But suspicion was easily excited. 

Though David Glenney had been sent out of the 
way, his aunt remained at Frankfort; and an 

insolent .readiness in distrusting German ladies 
seemed to run in the family. 
Having arrived at these conclusions, she gave 

her mind again to the still unsettled question of 
the new lock to the medicine-chest. 

Measuring the longest of the bottles (the bottle 
containing the antidote), she found that her dress- 
ing-case was not high enough to hold it, while 

the chest was in the locksmith’s workshop. Her 
trunks, on the other hand, were only protected by 
very ordinary locks, and were too large to be re- 
moved to the safe keeping of the cupboard. She 

must either leave the six bottles loose on the 
shelf or abandon the extra security of the new 

lock. 
The one risk of taking the first of these two 

courses, was the risk of leaving the key again in 

the cupboard. Was this likely to occur, after the 
fright she had already suffered? The question 
was not really worth answering. She had al- 
ready placed two of the bottles on the shelf— 
when a fatal objection to trusting the empty box 
out of her own possession suddenly crossed her 
mind. 

Her husband’s colleagues at Wiirzburg and 
some of the elder students were all acquainted 

(externally, at least) with the appearance of the 
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professor’s ugly old medicine-chest. It could be 
easily identified by the initials of his name, in- 

scribed in deeply-burned letters on the lid. Sup- 
pose one of these men happened to be in Frank- 
fort? and ‘suppose he saw the stolen chest in the 
locksmith’s shop? Two such coincidences were 

in the last degree improbable—but it was enough 
that they were possible. Who but a fool, in her 
critical position, would run the risk of even one 
chance in a hundred turning against her? In- 
stead of trusting the chest in a stranger’s hands, 

the wiser course would be to burn it at the first 
safe opportunity, and be content with the secur- 
ity of the cupboard, while she remained in Mr, 
Keller’s house. Arriving at this conclusion, she 
put the chest and its contents back again on the 
shelf—with the one exception of the label de- 
tached from the blue-glass bottle. 

In the preternatural distrust that now possessed 
her, this label assumed the character of a dan- 

gerous witness, if, through some unlucky acci- 

dent, it happened to fall into the hands of any 

person in the house. She picked it up—advanced 

to the fireplace to destroy it—paused—and looked 
at it again. 

Nearly two doses of the antidote were still left. 
Who could say, looking at the future of sucha 
life as hers, that she might not have some need — 

of it yet—after it had already served her so well? 
Could she be sure, if she destroyed it, of remem- 
bering the instructions which specified the inter- 
vals at which the doses were to be given, the 
signs which signified recovery, and the length 
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of time during which the vegetable diet was to 
be administered? 

She read the first sentences again carefully. 
**Antidote to Alexander’s Wine. The fatal 

dose, in case of accident, is indicated by the 

notched slip of paper attached to the bottle. Two 
fluid drachms of the poison (more than enough to 
produce death) were accidentally taken in my 
experience. So gradualis the deadly effect that, 
after a delay of thirty-six hours before my atten- 
tion was called to the case, the administration of 

the antidote proved successful. The doses are to 
be repeated—”’ 

The remaining instructions, beginning with 
this last sentence, were not of a nature to excite 

suspicion. Taken by themselves, they might 
refer to nothing more remarkable than a remedy 
in certain cases of illness. First she thought of 
cutting off the upper part of the label: but the 
lines of the writing were so close together, that 
they would infallibly betray the act of mutilation. 
She opened her dressing-case and took from it a 
common-looking little paper box, purchased at 
the chemist’s, bearing the ambitious printed title 
of ‘‘Macula Exstinctor, or Destroyer of Stains’’ 
—being an ordinary preparation, in powder, for 
removing stains from dresses, ink-stains included. 
The printed directions stated that the powder, 
partially dissolved in water, might also be used 
to erase written characters without in any way 
injuring the paper, otherwise than by leaving a 
slight shine on the surface. By these means, 
Madame Fontaine removed the first four sen- 

a 
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tences on the label, and left the writing on it to 
begin harmlessly with the instructions for repeat- 

ing the doses. 
‘“‘Now I can trust you to refresh my memory 

without telling tales,’’? she said to herself, when 

she put the label back in the chest. As for the 
recorded dose of the poison, she was not likely 
to forget that. It was her medicine-measuring 

glass, filled up to the mark of two drachms. 
Having locked the cupboard, and secured the key 
in her pocket, she was ready for the reception of 
Jack. Her watch told her that the half-hour’s 
interval had more than expired. She opened the 
door of herroom. There was no sign of him out- 
side. She looked over the stairs, and called to 

him softly. There wasno reply; the little man’s 
sensitive dignity had evidently taken offense. 

The one thing to be done (remembering all 
that she had to dread from the wanton exercise 
of Jack’s tongue) was to soothe his ruffled vanity 
without further delay. There would be no diffi- 
culty in discovering him, if he had not gone out. 
Wherever his Mistress might be at the moment, 
there he was sure to be found. 

Trying Mrs. Wagner’s room first, without suc- 
cess, the widow descended to the ground-floor 
and made her way to the offices. In the private 
room, formerly occupied by Mr. Engelman, David 

Glenney’s aunt was working at her desk; and 

Jack Straw was perched on the old-fashioned 
window - seat, putting the finishing - touches to 
Minna’s new straw hat. 
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CHAPTER III. 

In the gloom thrown over the household by 
Mr. Engelman’s death, Mrs. Wagner, with char- 

acteristic energy and good sense, had kept her 

mind closely occupied. During the office hours, 

she studied those details of the business at Frank- 
fort which differed from the details of the busi- 
ness in London; and soon mastered them suffi- 

ciently to be able to fill the vacancy which Mr. 
Engelman had left. The position that he had 
held became, with all its privileges and responsi- 
bilities, Mrs. Wagner’s position—claimed, not in 

virtue of her rank as directress of the London 
house, but in recognition of the knowledge that 
she had specially acquired to fit her for the post. 

Out of office-hours she corresponded with the 
English writer on the treatment of insane per- 
sons, whose work she had discovered in her late 
husband’s library, and assisted him in attracting 
public attention to the humane system which he 
advocated. Even the plan for the employment 
of respectable girls, in suitable departments of 

the office, was not left neglected by this inde- 
fatigable woman. The same friendly considera- 
tion which had induced her to spare Mr. Keller 
any allusion to the subject, while his health was 
not yet completely restored, still kept her silent 
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until time had reconciled him to the calamity of 
his partner’s death. Privately, however, she 
had caused inquiries to be made in Frankfort, 
which would assist her in choosing worthy can- 

didates for employment, when the favorable time 

came—probably after the celebration of Fritz’s 
marriage—for acting in the interests of the pro- 

posed reform. 
‘“‘Pray send me away, if I interrupt you,” 

said Madame Fontaine, pausing modestly on the 
threshold before she entered the room. She spoke 
English admirably, and made a point of ignoring 
Mrs. Wagner’s equally perfect knowledge of Ger- 

man, by addressing her always in the English 
language. 

‘*Come in by all means,’’ Mrs. Wagner an- 
swered. ‘‘I am only writing to David Glenney, 
to tell him (at Minna’s request) that the wed- 
ding-day is fixed.” 

‘‘Give your nephew my kind regards, Mrs. 
Wagner. He will be one of the party at the 
wedding, of course?”’ 

‘*Yes—if he can be spared from his duties in 
London. Is there anything I can do for you, 
Madame Fontaine?”’ 

‘Nothing, thank you—except to excuse my 
intrusion. lam afraid I have offended our little 
friend there, with the pretty straw hat in his 
hand, and 1 want to make my peace with him.”’ 

Jack looked up from his work with an air of 
_ lofty disdain. ‘‘Oh, dear me, it doesn’t matter,”’ 
he said, in his most magnificent manner. 

“IT was dressing when he knocked at my door,” 

hy 
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pursued Madame Fontaine; ‘‘and I asked him 
to come back, and show me his keys in half an 

hour. Why didn’t you return, Jack? Won’t 

you show me the keys now??”’ 

“*You see it’s a matter of business,’’ Jack re- 

plied as loftily asever. ‘‘I am in the business— 
Keeper of the Keys. Mistress isin the business; 
Mr. Keller is in the business. Yow are not in 
the business. Itdoesn’t matter. Upon my soul, 

it doesn’t matter.”’ 
Mrs. Wagner held up her forefinger reproving- 

ly. ‘‘Jack! don’t forget you are speaking to a 
lady.”’ 

Jack audaciously put his hand to his head, as 

if this was an effort of memory which was a lit- 
tle too much to expect of him. 

‘‘Anything to please you, Mistress,’’ he said. 
**7’1l show her the bag.”’ 

He exhibited to Madame Fontaine a leather 
bag, with a strap fastened round it. ‘‘The keys 
are inside,’’ he explained. ‘‘I wore them loose 

this morning: and they made afinejingle. Quite 
musical to my ear. But Mistress thought the 
noise likely to be a nuisance in the long run. So 
I strapped them up in a bag to keep them quiet. 

And when I move about, the bag hangs from 
my shoulder, like this, by another strap. When 

the keys are wanted, I open the bag. You don’t 
want, them—you’re notin the business. Besides, 

I’m thinking of going out, and showing myself 
and my bag in the fashionable quarter of the 
town. On such an occasion, I think I ought to 

. present the appearance of a gentleman—I ought 
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to wear gloves. Oh, it doesn’t matter! I needn’t 
detain you any longer. Good-morning.”’ 

He made one of his fantastic bows and waved 
his hand, dismissing Madame Fontaine from 
further attendance on him, Secretly, he was as 
eager as ever to show the keys. But the inordi- 
nate vanity which was still the mad side of him 
and the incurable side of him, shrank from open-. 
ing the leather bag unless the widow first made 
a special request and a special favor of it. Feel- 
ing no sort of interest in the subject, she took the 
shorter way of making her peace with him. She 
took out her purse. 

*‘Let me make you a present of the gloves,”’ 
she said, with her irresistible smile. 

Jack lost all his dignity in an instant. 
He leaped off the window-seat and snatched 

at the money, like a famished animal snatching 
at a piece of meat. Mrs. Wagner caught him 
by the arm, and looked at him. He lifted his 
eyes to hers, then lowered them again as if he 
was ashamed of himself. 

**Oh, to be sure!’’ he said, ‘‘I have forgotten 

my manners, I haven’t said Thank you. A lapse 
of memory, 1 suppose. Thank you, Mrs. House- 
keeper.’’ In a moment more, he and his bag 
were on their way to the fashionable quarter of 
the town. 

‘You will make allowances for my poor little 
Jack, I am sure,”’ said Mrs. Wagner. 

‘‘My dear madam, Jack amuses me!’’ 
Mrs. Wagner winced a little at the tone of the 

widow’s reply. ‘‘I have cured him of all the 

e™.. 
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worst results of his cruel imprisonment inthe mad- 
house,’”? she went on. ‘‘But his harmless vanity 
seems to be inbred; I can do nothing with him 
on that side of his character. He is proud of 
being trusted with anything, especially with 
keys; and he has been kept waiting for them, 
while I had far more important matters to oc- 
cupy me. In a day or two he will be more ac- 
customed to his great responsibility, as he calls 
it.” 

*‘Of course you don’t trust him,’’ said Ma- 
dame Fontaine, ‘“‘with keys that are of any im- 
portance; like the key of your desk there, for 
instance?’’ 

Mrs. Wagner’s steady gray eyes began to 
brighten. ‘‘I can trust him with anything,”’ 
she answered, emphatically. 
Madame Fontaine arched her handsome brows 

in a mutely polite expression of extrerne surprise. 
“‘In my experience of the world,’’? Mrs. Wag 

ner went on, ‘‘I have found that the rarest of 
all human virtues is the virtue of gratitude. In 

a hundred little ways my poor friendless Jack 
has shown me that he is grateful. To my mind, 
that is reason enough for trusting him.”’ 

‘‘With money?’’ the widow inquired. 
“Certainly. In London I trusted him with 

money—with the happiest results. I quieted his 
mind by an appeal to his sense of trust and self- 
respect, which he thoroughly appreciated. As 
yet I have not given him the key of my desk 

here, because I reserve it as a special reward for 

good conduct. In a few days more I have no 
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doubt he will add it to the collection in his 

bag.” 
‘¢ Ah,’ said. Madame Fontaine, with the hu- 

mility which no living woman knew better when 

and how to assume, ‘‘you understand these diffi- 

cult questions—you have your grand national 

common-sense. I am only a poor limited Ger- 
man woman. But, as you sayin England, ‘Live 

and learn.’ You have indescribably interested 

me. Good-morning.”’ 
She left the room. ‘‘Hateful woman!’’ she 

said in her own language, on the outer side of 
the door. 
‘Humbug!’ said Mrs. Wagner, in her lan- 

guage, on the inner side of the door. 

If there had_ been more sympathy between the 

two ladies, or if Madame Fontaine had felt a little 

curiosity on the subject of crazy Jack’s keys, she 

might have taken away with her some valuable 
materials for future consideration. As it was, 

Mrs. Wagner had not troubled her with any de- 
tailed narrative of the manner in which she had 
contrived to fill Jack’s leather bag. 

In London, she had begun cautiously by only 
giving him some of the useless old keys which 

accumulate about a house in course of years. 
When the novelty of merely keeping them had 
worn off, and when he wanted to see them put 
to some positive use, she had added one or two 
keys of her own, and had flattered his pride by 
asking him to open the box or the desk for her, 
as the case might be. Proceeding on the same 
wisely gradual plan at Frankfort, she had asked 
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Mr. Keller to help her, and had been taken by 
him (while Jack was out of the way) to a lum- 

ber-room in the basement of the house, on the 

floor of which several old keys were lying about. 
““Take as many as you like,’ he said; ‘‘they 

have been here, for all I know, ever since the 

house was repaired and refurnished in my grand- 
father’s time, and they might be sold for old 
iron, if there were only enough of them.’’ Mrs. 

Wagner had picked up the first six keys that 
presented themselves, and had made Jack Straw 

the happiest of men. He found no fault with 
them for being rusty. On the contrary, he looked 

forward with delight to the enjoyment of clean- 

ing away the rust. ‘‘They shall be as bright as 
diamonds,’’ he had said to his mistress, ‘‘before 

I have done with them.”’ 
And what did Madame Fontaine lose, by fail- 

ing to inform herself of such trifles as these? 
She never discovered what she had lost. But 
she had not done with Jack Straw yet. 

— 

CHAPTER IV. 

AFTER leaving Mrs. Wagner, the widow con- 
sidered with herself, and then turned away from 

the commercial regions of the house, in search of 

her daughter. 
She opened the dining-room door, and found 

the bagatelle- board on the table. Fritz and 
Minna were playing a game of the desultory 
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sort — with the inevitable interruptions appro- 
priate to courtship. 

‘‘Are you coming to join us, mamma? Fritz 

is playing very badly.” 
“This sort of thing requires mathematical cal- 

culation,’’ Fritz remarked; ‘‘and Minna distracts 

my attention.”’ 
Madame Fontaine listened with a smile of ma- 

ternal indulgence. ‘‘I am on my way back to 
my room,”’ she said. ‘‘If either of you happen 
to see Jack Straw—”’ 

‘‘He has gone out,’ Fritz interposed. ‘‘I saw 
him through the window. He started at a run 
—and then remembered his dignity, and slack- 
ened his pace toa walk. How will he come back, 
1 wonder?”’ 

‘*He will come back with greater dignity than 
ever, Fritz. I have given him the money to buy 
himself a pair of gloves. If you or Minna hap- 

pen to meet with him before 1 do, tell him he 
may come upstairs and show me his new gloves. 
I like to indulge the poor imbecile creature. You 
mustn’t laugh at him—he is to be pitied.”’ 

Expressing these humane sentiments, she left 
the lovers to their game. While Jack was still 
pleasurably excited by the new gift, he would be 
in the right frame of mind to feel her influence. 

Now or never (if the thing could be done) was 
the time to provide against the danger of chance- 
allusions to what had happened at Wirzburg. 

It was well known in the house that Mrs. Wag- 
ner wished to return to London, as soon after the 

marriage as certain important considerations con- 
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nected with the management of the office would 
permit. By Madame Fontaine’s calculations, 
Jack would be happily out of the way of do- 
ing mischief (if she could keep him quiet in the 
meanwhile) in a month or six weeks’ time. 

The game went on in the dining-room—with 
the inevitable intervals. Beyond reproach as a 

lover, Fritz showed no signs of improvement as 
a bagatelle-player. Inalonger pause than usual, 

during which the persons concerned happened to 
have their backs turned to the door, a disagree- 
able interruption occurred. At a moment of 
absolute silence an intruding voice made itself 

heard, inviting immediate attention in these 
words: 

“Tsay, youtwo! If you want tosee the finest 
pair of gloves in Frankfort, just look here.”’ 

There he stood with outstretched hands, ex- 

hibiting a pair of bright green gloves, and stand. 
ing higher in his own estimation than ever. 
“Why do you always come in without knock- 

ing?’’ Fritz asked, with excusable indignation. 
“Why have you always got your arm round 

her waist?’’ Jack retorted. ‘‘Isay, Miss Minna! 

(I only offer a remark) the more he kisses you | 
the more you seem to like it.”’ 

“‘Send him away, for Heaven’s sake!’ Minna 

whispered. 
“Go upstairs!’ cried Fritz. 
‘‘What! do you want to be at itagain?’’ asked 

Jack. 
“Go and show your new gloves to Madame 

Fontaine,’’ said Minna. 
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The girl’s quick wit had discovered the right 

-way to get rid of Jack. He accepted the sug- 

gestion with enthusiasm. ‘‘Ah!’’ he exclaimed, 
“that’s a good idea! It would never have en- 

tered your head, Fritz, would it?’’ 

Before Fritz could reply, Jack was out of his 

reach. 
The widow satin her room, innocently reading 

the newspaper. A cake happened to be on the 
table at her side; and a bottle of sparkling lemon- 

ade, by the merest coincidence, was in the near 

neighborhood of the cake. Jack’s eyes brightened 

as they turned toward the table when he entered 

the room. 
‘‘And those are the gloves!’’ said Madame 

Fontaine, with her head held critically a little 
on one side, as if she was a connoisseur enjoy- 
ing a fine picture. ‘‘How very pretty! And 

what good taste you have!’ 

Jack (with his eyes still on the cake) accepted 
these flattering expressions as no more than his 
due. ‘‘I am pleased with my walk,’’ he re- 
marked. ‘‘I have made a successful appearance 
in public. When the general attention was not 

occupied with my bag of keys, it was absorbed 

in my gloves. I showed a becoming modesty— 
I took no notice of anybody.’’ 

‘Perhaps your walk has given you a little 
appetite?’’ the widow suggested. ‘ 

“What did yousay?”’ cried Jack. ‘‘ Appetite! 
Upon my soul, Icould eat— No, that’s not gen- 
tleman-like. Mistress gave me one of her looks 
when I said ‘Upon my soul’ down in the office. 
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Thank you. Yes; I like cake. Excuse me—I 
hope it has got plums in it?”’ 

**Plums and other fine things besides. Taste!’’ 

Jack tried hard to preserve his good manners, 
and only taste as he was told. But the laws of 

Nature were too much for him. He was as fond 
of sweet things as a child—he gobbled. ‘‘I say, 
you’re uncommonly good to me all of asudden,”’ 

he exclaimed between the bites. ‘‘You didn’t 
make much of me like this at Wirzburg!’’ 

He had given Madame Fontaine her opportu- 
nity. She was not the woman to let it slip. 
“Oh, Jack!’ she said, in tones of gentle re- 
proach, ‘‘didn’t I nurse you at Wiirzburg?”’ 

““Well,’? Jack admitted, ‘‘you did something 
of the sort.”’ 

‘‘What do you mean?’’ 

He had finished his first slice of cake; his po- 
liteness began to show signs of wearing out. 

““You did what my master the Doctor told you 

to do,’? he said. ‘‘But I don’t believe you cared 
whether I lived or died. When you had to tuck 
me up in bed, for instance, you did it with the 

grossest indifference. Ha! you have improved 
since that time. Give me some more cake. 
Never mind cutting it thick. Is that bottle of 
lemonade for me?”’ 
‘You hardly deserve it, Jack, after the way 

you have spoken of me. Don’t you remember,”’ 
she added, cautiously leading him back to the 
point, ‘‘I used to make your lemonade when you 

were ill?”’ 
Jack persisted in wandering away from the 
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point. ‘‘You are so hungry for compliments,” 
he objected. ‘‘Haven’tI told you that you have 

improved? Only goonas you are going on now 

and I daresay I shall put you next to Mistress 

in my estimation, one of these days. Let the 

cork go out witha pop; I like noises of all kinds. 
Your good health! Is it manners to smack one’s 
lips after lemonade?—it 7s such good stuff, and 
there’s such pleasure in feeling it sting one’s 

throat as it goes down. You didn’t give me 
such lemonade as this when I was ill—Oh! that 
reminds me.”’ 

‘‘Reminds you of something that happened at 

Wirzburg?’’?’ Madame Fontaine inquired. 

“Yes. Wait a bit. I am going to try how 
the cake tastes dipped in lemonade. Ha! ha! 
how it fizzes as I stir it round! Yes, something 
that happened at Wiirzburg,asyousay. I asked 
David aboutit, the morning he went away. But 
the coach was waiting for him; and he ran off 
without saying a word. I call that rude.”’ 

He was still stirring his lemonade with his bit 
of cake—or he might have seen something in the 
widow’s face that would have startled him. He 
did look up, when she spoke to him. His sense 

of hearing was his quickest sense; and he was 
struck by the sudden change in her voice. 

**What did you ask David?” —was all ssa ven- 
tured to say. 

Jack still looked at her. Pi Nivethinks the mat 
ter with you?’’ he inquired. 

‘Nothing What did you ask David?’’ 
‘‘Something I wanted to know.”’ 

ay 
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**Perhaps J can tell you what you want to 
know?”’ 

*‘T shouldn’t wonder. No: dipping the cake 

in lemonade doesn’t improve it, and it leaves 

crumbs in the drink.’’ 

‘**Throw away that bit of cake, Jack, and have 

some imore.”’ 

**May I help myself?’’ 

“Certainly. But you haven’t told me yet 
what you want to know.”’ 

At last he answered directly.. ‘‘ What I want 
to know is this,’’ he aid, ‘*Who poisoned Mr. 
Keller?’’ 

He was cutting the cake as he spoke, and ex- 
tracted a piece of candied orange-peel with the 

point of the knife. Once more, the widow’s 

face had escaped observation. She turned away 
quickly and occupied herself in mending the fire. 
In this position, her back was turned toward the 

table—she could trust herself to speak. 
‘*You are talking nonsense!’’ she said. 

Jack stopped—with the cake half-way to his 
mouth. Here wasadirect attack on his dignity, 

and he was not disposed to put up with it. ‘‘I 
never talk nonsense,’’ he answered, sharply. 

“*You do,’’ Madame Fontaine rejoined, just as 
sharply on her side. ‘‘Mr. Keller fell ill, as any 
one else migut fall ill. Nobody poisoned him.’’ 

Jack got on his legs. For the moment he act- 
ually forgot the cake. ‘‘Nobody?’’ he repeated. 
“Tell me this, if you please: Wasn’t Mr. Keller 
cured out of the blue-glass bottle—like me?”’ 
(Who had told him this? Joseph might have 
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- told him; Minna might have told him. It was 
no time for inquiry; the one thing needful was 

to eradicate the idea from his mind. She an- 

swered, boldly: ‘‘Quite right, so far’? — and 
waited to see what came of it.) 

‘“‘Very well,’’ said Jack, ‘‘Mr. Keller was cured 

out of the blue-glass bottle, like me. And I was 

poisoned. Now?’’ 
She flatly contradicted him again. ‘You 

were not poisoned!’’ 
Jack crossed the room, with a flash of the old 

Bedlam light in his eyes, and confronted her at 

the fireplace. ‘‘The devil is the father of lies,”’ 

he said, lifting his hand solemnly. ‘‘No lies! I 
heard my master the Doctor say I was poisoned.’’ 

She was ready with her answer. ‘‘ Your mas- 

ter the Doctor said that to frighten you. He 
didn’t want you to taste his medicines in his ab- 

sence again. You drank double what any per- 
son ought to have drunk, you greedy Jack, when 
you tasted that pretty violet-colored medicine in 

your master’s workshop. And you had yourself 
to thank—not poison, when you fell ill.” 

Jack looked hard at her. He could reason so 
far as that he and Mr. Keller must have taken 
the same poison, because he and Mr. Keller had 

been cured out of the same bottle. But to premise 
that he had been made ill by an overdose of medi- 

cine, and that Mr. Keller had been made ill in 

some other way, and then to ask, how two different 

illnesses could both have been cured by the same 

remedy—was an effort utterly beyond him. He 
hung his head sadly, and went back to the table. 

~. 
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**T wish I hadn’t asked you about it,’’ he said. 

‘**You puzzle me horribly.’’ But for that unen- 

durable sense of perplexity, he would still have 

doubted and distrusted her as resolutely as ever. 

As it was, his bewildered mind unconsciously 

took its refuge in belief. ‘‘If it was medi- 

cine,’’ asked the poor creature vacantly, ‘‘what 

is the medicine good for?’’ 

At those words, an idea of the devil’ S own 

prompting entered Madame Fontaine’s mind. 

Still standing at the fireplace, she turned her 
head slowly and looked at the cupboard. 

‘‘Tt’s a better remedy even than the blue-gldss 
bottle,’’ she said; ‘‘it cures you so soon when 

you are tired, or troubled in your mind, that 1 

have brought it away with me from Wiirzburg, 

to use it for myself.”’ : 
Jack’s face brightened with a new interest. 

“*Oh,”’ he said, eagerly, ‘‘do let me see it again!’ 
She put her hand in her pocket, took out the 

key, and hesitated at the last moment. 
‘*¢ Just one look at it,’? Jack pleaded, ‘‘to see if 

it’s the same.”’ 
She unlocked the cupboard 

CHAPTER V. 

_ Jack attempted to follow her, and look in._ 
She waved him back with her hand. 

‘¢Wait at the window,”’ she said, ‘‘where you 

can see the medicine in the light.’’ She took 
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the bottle of ‘*Alexander’s Wine’’ from the chest, 

and having locked the cupboard again, replaced 
the key in her pocket. ‘‘Do you remember it?” 

she asked, showing him the bottle. 
He shuddered as he recognized the color. 

‘‘Medicine?’’ he said to himself—troubled anew 
by doubts which he was not able to realize. “‘I 

don’t remember how much I took when I tasted 
it. Do you?”’ 

‘‘T have told you already. You took twice the 

proper dose.”’ 
“‘Did my master the Doctor say that?”’ 
s6V es 3? 

‘*And did he tell you what the proper dose 
was?”’ 

fe Yegr? 
Jack was not able to resist this. ‘‘I should 

like to see it!’ he said, eagerly. ‘‘My master 

was a wonderful man—my master knew every- 
thing.’’ 

Madame Fontaine looked at him. He waited 
to see his request granted, like a child waiting 
to see a promised toy. ‘‘Shall I measure it out 

and show you?”’ she said. ‘‘I suppose you don’t 
know what two drachms mean?’’ 

“No, no! Let me see it.’’ 

She looked at him again and hesitated. With 
a certain reluctance of manner she opened her 
dressing-case. As she took out a medicine-meas- 

_uring-glass, her hand began to tremble. A faint 
perspiration showed itself on her forehead. She 
put the glass on the table, and spoke to Jack. — 

**What makes you so curious to see what the 
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dose is??? she said. ‘‘Do you think you are like- 
ly to want some of it yourself?’’ 

His eyes looked longingly at the poison. ‘‘It 

cures you when you are tired or troubled in your 
mind,’’ he answered, repeating her own words. 

“Tam but a little fellow—and I’m more easily 
tired sometimes than you would think.’’ 

She passed her handkerchief over her forehead. 
“‘The fire makes the room rather warm,’’ she 

said. 

Jack took no notice of the remark; he had not 

done yet with the confession of his little infirmi- 
ties. He went on proving his claim to be favored 
with some of the wonderful remedy. 

“‘And as for being troubled in my mind,’’ he 

said, ‘‘you haven’t a notion how bad I am some- 
times. If I’m kept away from Mistress for a 
whole day—when I say or do something wrong, 
you know—I tell you this, I’m fit to hang my- 
self! Ifyou were tosee me, I do think your heart 
would be touched; I do indeed!’’ 

Instead of answering him, she rose abruptly 
and hurried to the door. 

‘Surely there’s somebody outside,’’ she ex- 
claimed—‘‘somebody wanting to speak to me!’’ 

“‘T don’t hear it,’’ said Jack; ‘‘and mine are 

the quickest ears in the house.”’ 
‘¢Wait a minute, and let me see.”’ 

She opened the door: closed it again behind 

her, and hurried along the lonely corridor. 
Throwing up the window at the end, she put ~ 

b] 

_ her bead out into the keen wintry air, with a 
wild sense of relief. She was almost beside her- 
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self, without knowing why. Poor Jack’s inno- 
cent attempts to persuade her to his destruction 

had, in their pitiable simplicity, laid a hold on 

that complex and terrible nature which shook it 
to its center. The woman stood face to face with 
her own contemplated crime, and trembled at 

the diabolical treachery of it. ‘‘What’s the mat- 

ter with me?’’ she wondered inwardly. **T feel 

as if I could sees) every poison in the chest 
with my own hands.’ 

Slowly she returned along the eoitiade to her 
room. The refreshing air had strung up her 

nerves again! she began to recover herself. The 

strengthened body reacted on the wavering mind. 

She smiled as she recalled her own weakness, 
looking at the bottle of poison which she had 
mechanically kept in her hand. ‘‘That feeble 

little creature might do some serious mischief, 

between this and the wedding-day,’’ she thought; 
‘fand yet—and yet—’’ 

‘‘Well, was there anybody outside??? Jack 
asked. 

‘‘Nothing to matter,’’ she said. The answer 
was spoken mechanically. Something in him or 

something in herself, it was impossible to say 
which, had suddenly set her thinking of the day 

when her husband had dragged him out of the 
jaws of death. It seemed strange that the mem- 

ory of the dead Doctor should come between them 
in that way, and at that time. 

Jack recalled her to the passing moment. He 
offered her the medicine measuring-glass left on - 

the table. ‘‘It frightens me, when I think of 
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what I did,”? he said. ‘‘And yet it’s such a 
pretty color—I want to see it again.”’ 

In silence, she took the glass; in silence, she 
measured out the fatal two drachms of the poison, 
and showed it to him. 
‘Do put it in something,’’ he pleaded, ‘‘and 

let me have it to keep: I know I shall want it.’’ 
Still in silence, she turned to the table, and 

searching again in her dressing-case, found a 
little empty bottle. She filled it and carefully 
fitted in the glass stopper. Jack held out his 
-hand. She suddenly drew her own hand back. 

‘*No,”? she said. ‘*On second thoughts, I won’t 
let you have it.’’ 

‘Why not?’’ 

**Because you can’t govern your tongue, and 
can’t keep anything to yourself. You will tell 
everybody in the house that I have given you my 
wonderful medicine. They will all be wanting 

' some—and I shall have none left for myself.”’ 
‘‘Isn’t that rather selfish?’’ said Jack. ‘‘I 

suppose it’s natural, though. Never mind, I'll 
do anything to please you; I’ll keep it in my 
pocket and not say a word to anybody. Now?’’ 

Once more, he held out his hand. Once more 
Madame Fontaine checked herself in the act of 
yielding to him. Her dead husband had got be- 
tween them again. The wild words he had spo- 
ken to her, in the first horror of the discovery 
that his poor imbecile servant had found and 
tasted the fatal drug, came back to her memory 
—‘‘If he dies I shall not survive him. And I 
firmly believe I shall not rest in my grave.” 
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She had never been, like her husband, a believer 
in ghosts: superstitions of all sorts were to her 
mind unworthy of a reasonable being. And yet 
at that moment, she was so completely unnerved. 

that shé looked round the old Gothic room, with 

a nameless fear throbbing at her heart. 
It was enough—though nothing appeared; it 

was enough—though superstitions of all sorts 
were unworthy of a reasonable being—to shake 
her fell purpose, for the time. Nothing that 
Jack could say had the least effect on her. Hay- 
ing arrived at a determination, she was mistress 
of herself again. ‘‘Not yet,’ she resolved; 

‘‘there may be consequences that 1] haven’t cal- 
culated on. I'll take the night to think of it.’’ 
Jack tried a last entreaty as she put her hand 
into her pocket, searching for the cupboard key, 

and tried it in vain. ‘‘No,’’ she said; ‘‘I will 

keep it for you. Come to me when you are real- 
ly ill, and want it.’ 

Her pocket proved to be entangled for the mo- 
ment in the skirt of her dress. In irritably try- 
ing to disengage it, she threw out the key on the 
floor. Jack picked the key up and noticed the 
inscription on the handle. ‘‘Pink-Room Cup- 
board,’’ he read. ‘*Why do they call it by that 
name?”’ 

In her overwrought state of mind, she had even 
felt the small irritating influence of an entangled 
pocket. She was in no temper to endure simple 
questions patiently. ‘‘Look at the pink curtains, 
you fool!”’ she said—and snatched the key out fe 
his hand. 
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Jack instantly resented the language and the 
‘action. ‘‘I didn’t come here to be insulted,’ he 
declared in his loftiest manner. 
Madame Fontaine secured the poison in the 

cupboard without noticing him, and made him 
more angry than ever. 

‘“Take back your new gloves,’”’ he cried, ‘‘I 
don’t want them!’ He rolled up his gloves and 
threw them at her. ‘‘I wish 1 could throw all 
the cake I've eaten after them!’’ he burst out 
fervently. 

He delivered this aspiration with an emphatic 
stamp of his foot. The hysterical excitement in 

Madame Fontaine forced its way outward under 
a new form. She burst into a frantic fit of 
laughter. ‘‘You curious little creature,’’ she 
said; ‘‘I didn’t mean to offend you. Don’t you 
know that women will lose their patience some- 

times? There! Shake hands and make. it up. 
And take away the rest of the cake, if you like 
it.”? Jack looked at her in speechless surprise. 
‘‘Leave me to myself!’’ she cried relapsing into 
irritability. ‘‘Do you hear? Go! go! gol’’ 

Jack left the room without a word of protest. 
The rapid changes in her, the bewildering diver- 
sity of looks and tones that accompanied them, 
completely cowed him. It was only when he 
was safe outside in the corridor, that he suffi- 

ciently recovered himself to put his own inter- | 
pretation on what had happened. He looked 
back at the door of Madame Fontaine’s room, 
and shook his little gray head solemnly. 

‘“‘Now I understand it,’’ he thought to him- 
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self; ‘‘Mrs. Housekeapor ia mad. Oh, dear, dear 
me—Bedlam is the only place for her!’ 

He descended the first flight of stairs, and 
stopped again to draw the moral suggested by 
his own clever discovery. ‘‘I must speak to 
Mistress about this,’? he concluded. ‘‘The 

sooner we are back in London, the safer I 

shall feel.’’ 

CHAPTER VIL 

Mrs. WAGNER was still hard at work at her 
desk, when Jack Straw made his appearance 
again in the private office. 
‘Where have you been all this time?’ she 

asked. ‘‘And what have you done with your 
new gloves?”’ 

‘*] threw them at Madame Fontaine,’’ Jack 
answered, ‘‘Don’talarm yourself. I didn’t hit 
her.” 

Mrs. Wagner laid down her pen; smiling. 
‘Even business must give way to such an ex- 
traordinary event as this,’? she said. ‘‘What 
has gone wrong between you and Madame Fon- 
taine?”’ 

Jack entered into a long rambling narrative of 
what he had heard on the subject of the wonder- 
ful remedy, and of the capricious manner in 
which a supply of it had been first offered to 
him, and then taken away again. ‘Turn it 
over in your own mind,”’ he said grandly, ‘‘and 

tell me what your opinion is, so far.’’ 
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**T think you had better let Madame Fontaine 
keep her medicine in the cupboard,’’ Mrs. Wag- 
ner answered; “‘and when you want anything of 
that sort, mention it to me.’? The piece >f cake 
which Jack had brought away with him at- 
tracted her attention, as she spoke. Had he 
bought it himself? or had he carried it off from 
the housekeeper’s room? ‘‘Does that belong to 
you, or to Madame Fontaine?’’ she asked. 
*‘Anything that belongs to Madame Fontaine 
must be taken back to her.”’ 

*“Do you think I would condescend to take 
anything that didn’t belong to me?”’ said Jack 
indignantly. He entered into another confused 
narrative, which brought him, in due course of 

time, to the dropping of the key and the picking 

of it up. ‘‘I happened to read ‘Pink-Room Cup- 
board’ on the handle,’’ he proceeded; ‘‘and when 
I asked what it meant she called me a fool, and 
snatched the key out of my hand. Do you sup- 

pose I was going to wear her gloves after that? 

‘No! Iam as capable of self-sacrifice as any of 
you—lI acted nobly—I threw them at her. Wait 
a bit! You may laugh at that, but there’s some- 

thing terrible to come. What do you think of a 
furious person who insults me, suddenly turning 
into a funny person who shakes hands with me 
and bursts out laughing? She did that. On 

the honor of a gentleman, she did that. Follow 
my wise example; keep-out of her way—and 

let’s get back to London as soon as we can. Oh, 

LT have got a reason for what I say. Just let me 

look through the keyhole before I mention it. 
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All right; there’s nobody at the keyhole; I may 
say it safely. It’s a dreadful secret to reveal— 
Mrs. Housekeeper is mad! No, no; there can 

be no possible mistake about it. If there’s a 
creature living who thoroughly understands 

madness when he sees it—by Heaven, I’m 

that man!’’ 
Watching Jack attentively while he was 

speaking, Mrs. Wagner beckoned to him to 

come nearer, and took him by the hand. 

‘*No more now,”’ she said quietly; ‘‘you are 
beginning to get a little excited.” i 

‘‘Who says that?’’ cried Jack. 
‘“Your eyes say it. Come here to your place.”’ 
She rose, and led him to his customary seat in 

the recess of the old-fashioned window. ‘‘Sit 
down,”’ she said. 

“T don’t want to sit down.” 
“Not if I ask you?” 
He instantly sat down. Mrs. Wagner pro- 

duced her pocketbook, and made a mark in it 
with her pencil. ‘‘One good-conduct mark al-~ 
ready for Jack,’’ she said. ‘‘Now I must go on 
with my work; and you must occupy yourself 

quietly, in some way that will amuse you. What 
will you do?”’ 

Jack, steadily restraining himself under the 
firm kind eyes that rested on him, was not in 
the right frame of mind for discovering a suita- 
ble employment. ‘‘You tell me,’’ hé said. 

Mrs. Wagner pointed to the bag of keys, hang- 
ing over his shoulder. ‘‘Have you cleaned them 
yet?’’ she asked. 

Ly 
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His attention was instantly diverted to the 
keys; he was astonished at having forgotten 
them. Mrs. Wagner rang the bell, and supplied 
him with sand-paper, leather, and whiting. 

‘‘Now then,’’ she said, pointing to the clock, 
‘*‘for another hour at least—silence and work!’’ 

She returned to her desk; and Jack opened his 
bag. 

He spread out the rusty keys in a row, on the 
seat at his side. Looking from one to the other 
before he began the cleansing operations, he 
started, picked out one key, and held it up to 
the light. There was something inscribed on 
the handle, under a layer of rust and dirt. He 

snatched up his materials, and set to work with 

such good will that the inscription became visi- 
ble in a few minutes. He could read it plainly 
—‘Pink-Room Cupboard.’? A word followed 
which was not quite so intelligible to him—the 

word ‘‘Duplicate.’? But he had no need to 
trouble himself about this. ‘‘Pink-Room Cup- 
board,’’ on a second key, told him all he wanted 
to know. | 

His eyes sparkled—he opened his lips—looked 

at Mrs. Wagner, busily engaged with her pen— 
and restrained himself within the hard limits of 
silence. ‘‘Aha! I can take Mrs. Housekeeper’s 
medicine whenever I like,’’ he thought slyly. 

His faith in the remedy was not at all shaken 
by his conviction that Madame Fontaine was 
mad. It was the Doctor who had made the rem- 
edy—and the Doctor could not commit a mistake. 
‘‘She’s not fit to have the keeping of such a pre- 
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cious thing,’’ he concluded. ‘‘I’ll take the whole 
of it under my own charge. Shall I tell Mis- 

tress when we have done work?”’ 
He considered this question, cleaning his keys, 

and looking furtively from time to time at Mrs. 
Wagner. The cunning which is almost invaria- 
bly well developed in a feeble intelligence, de- 
cided him on keeping his discovery to himself. 

_ “Anything that belongs to Madame Fontaine 

~ rnust be taken back to her’’—was what the Mis- 
tress had just said to him. He would certainly 

be ordered to give up the duplicate key (which 
meant giving up the wonderful remedy) if he 
took Mrs. Wagner into his confidence. ‘‘When 
I have got what I want,’’ he thought, ‘‘I can 
throw away the key—and there will be an end 
Of its” 

The minutes followed each other, the quarters 
struck—and still the two strangely associated 
companions went on silently with their strangely 
dissimilar work. It was close on the time for 
the striking of the hour, when a third person in- 
terrupted the proceedings—that person being no 
other than Madame Fontaine again. 

“‘A thousand pardons, Mrs. Wagner! At 
what time can I say two words to you in 
confidence?”’ 

‘You could not have chosen your time better, 
Madame Fontaine. My work is done for to- 
day.’’ She paused, and looked at Jack, osten- 
tatiously busy with his keys. The wisest course 
would be, to leave him in the window-seat, harm- 

lessly employed. ‘‘Shall we step into the din- 

lag 
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ing-room?’’ she suggested, leading the way out. 
*“Wait there, Jack, till I return; I may have an- 
other good mark to put in my pocketbook.”’ 

The two ladies held their conference, with 

closed doors, in the empty dining-room. 

‘My only excuse for troubling you, madam,”’ 
the widow began, ‘‘is that I speak in the interest 

of that poor little Jack, whom we have just left 
in the office. May I ask if you have lately ob- 
served any signs of excitement in him?”’ 

‘Certainly!’ Mrs. Wagner answered, with 
her customary frankness of reply; ‘‘I found it 
necessary to compose him, when he came to me 

about an hour ago—and you have just seen that 
he is as quiet again as a man can be. Jam 
afraid you have had reason to complain of his 
conduct yourself?”’ 

Madame Fontaine lifted her hands in gently- 
expressed protest. ‘‘Oh, dear, no—not to com- 
plain! To pity our afflicted Jack, and to feel, 
perhaps, that your irresistible influence over him 

might be required—no more.”’ 
‘*You are very good,’’ said Mrs. Wagner dry- 

ly. ‘‘At the same time, I beg you to accept my 
excuses—not only-for Jack, but for myself. I 
found him as well behaved, and so capable of re- 
straining himself in London, that 1 thought I 
was running no risk in bringing him with me to 

Frankfort.”’ 
‘Pray, say no more, dear madam—you really 

confuse me. Iam the innocent cause of his little 
outbreak. I most unfortunately reminded him 
of the time when he lived with us at Wirzburg 
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—and in that way 1 revived one of his old delu- 

sions, which even your admirable treatment has 

failed to remove from his mind.” 
‘May I ask what the delusion is, Madame 

Fontaine?”’ 
‘‘One of the commonest delusions among in- 

sane persons, Mrs. Wagner—the delusion that 
he has been pomanes: Has he ever betrayed it 
in your presence?”’ 

‘*T heard something of it,”’ Mrs. Wagner an- 
swered, ‘‘from the superintendent at the mad- 
house in London.”’ 

‘*Ah, indeed? The superintendent merely re- 
peated, I suppose, what Jack had told him?”’ 

‘Exactly. Iwas careful not to excite him, by 
referring to it myself, when I took him under 
my charge. At the same time, it is impossible 

to look at his hair and his complexion, without 
seeing that some serious accident must have be- 
fallen him.”’ 

‘Most unquestionably! He is the victim, 
poor creature—not of poison—but of his own 
foolish curiosity, in my husband's surgery, and 

you see the result. Alas! I cannot give you the 
scientific reasons for it.”? - 

‘**] shouldn’t understand them, Madame Fon- 
taine, if you could.”’ 

. “Ah, dear lady, you kindly say so, because 
you are unwilling to humiliate me. Is there 
anything Jack may have said to you about me, 

which seems to require an explanation—if I can 
give it?”’ 

She slipped in this question, concealing per- 
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fectly the anxiety that suggested it, so far as her 
voice and her eyes were concerned. But the 

‘inner agitation rose to the surface in a moment- 
ary trembling of her lips. 

Slight as it was, that sign of self-betrayal did 
’ not escape Mrs. Wagner’s keen observation. 
She made a cautious reply. ‘‘On the contrary,”’ 
she said, ‘‘from what Jack had told me, the con- 
clusion is plain that you have really done him a 
service. You have succeeded in curing that de- 

lusion you spoke of—and I applaud your good 
sense in refusing to trust him with the medi- 
cine.”’ 

Madame Fontaine made a low curtsey. “I 
shall remember those kind words among the 
happy events of my life,’’ she said, with her 
best grace. ‘‘Permit me to take your hand.” 
She pressed Mrs. Wagner’s hand gratefully— 
and made an exit which was a triumph of art. 
Even a French actress might have envied the 

manner in which she left the room. 
But, when she ascended the stairs, with no 

further necessity for keeping up appearances, 
her step was as slow and as weary as the step of 
an old woman. ‘Oh, my child,’’ she thought 
sadly, with her mind dwelling again on Minna, 
‘shall I see the end of all these sacrifices, when 

your wedding-day comes with the end of the 
year?”’ She sat down by the fire in her room, 

and for the first time in her life, the harmless 

existence of one of those domestic drudges whom 

she despised began to seem enviable to her. 
There were merits visible now, in the narrow 
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social horizon that is bounded by gossip, knit- 

ting, and tea. 

Left by herself in the dining room, Mrs. Wag- 
ner took a turn up and down, with a mind bent 

on penetrating Madame Fontaine’s motives. 
There were difficulties in her way. It was 

easy to arrive at the conclusion that there was 
something under the surface; but the obstacles 
to advancing beyond this point of discovery 
seemed to defy removal. To distrust the grace- 
ful widow more resolutely than ever, and to la- 

ment that she had not got wise David Glenney 

to consult with, were the principal results of 
Mrs. Wagner’s reflections when she returned to 

the office. 

There was Jack—-in the nursery phrase, as 

good as gold—still in his place on the window- 
seat, devoted to his keys. His first words re- 
lated entirely to himself. 

“If this isn’t good ,conduct,’’? he said, ‘‘I 

should like to know what is. Give me my 
other mark.”’ 

Mrs. Wagner took out her pocketbook and 
made the new mark. 

“Thank you,’”? said Jack. ‘‘Now I want 
something else. J want to know what Mrs. 
Housekeeper has been saying. J have been 
seriously alarmed about you.”’ 
“Why, Jack?’’. 

‘‘She hasn’t bitten you, has she? Oh, they do_ 
it sometimes! What lies has she been telling 
you of me? Oh, they lie in the most abominable 

manner! What? She has been talking of me 
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in the kindest terms? Then why did she want 
to get out of my hearing? Ah, they’re so infer- 
nally deceitful! I do hate mad people.’’ 
' Mrs. Wagner produced her pocketbook again. 

_ “T shall scratch cut your mark,” she said stern- 

ly, ‘‘if I hear any more talk of that sort.’’ 
Jack gathered his keys together with a strong 

sense of injury, and put them back in his leather 

bag. ‘‘You’re a little hard on me,’’ he said, 

‘“‘when I’m only warning you for your own 

good. I don’t know why it is, you’re not as 
kind to me here, as you used to be in London. 

And I feel it, Ido!’ He laid himself down on 

the window-seat, and began to cry. 

Mrs. Wagner was not the woman to resist this 

expression of the poor little man’s feeling. Ina 

moment she was at the window comforting him 
and drying his eyes, as if he had been a child. 

And, like a child, Jack took advantage of the 

impression he had made. ‘‘Look at your desk,”’ 

he said piteously; ‘‘there’s another proof how 
hard you are on me. Iused to keep the key of 
your desk in London. You won’t trust it to me 

here.’’ ; 
Mrs. Wagner went to the desk, locked it, and 

returned to Jack. Few people know how im- 

mensely an act of kindness gains in effect, by 

being performed in silence. Mrs. Wagner was 
one of the few. Without a word, she opened the 
leather bag and dropped the key into it. Jack’s 
gratitude rushed innocently to an extreme which 
‘it had never reached yet. ‘‘Oh!” he cried, 
“‘would you mind letting me kiss you?”’ 
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Mrs. Wagner drew back, and held up a warn- 
ing hand. Before she could express herself in 
words, Jack’s quick ear caught the sound of 

footsteps approaching the door. ‘‘Is she coming 

back?’ he cried, still suspicious of, Madame 
Fontaine. Mrs. Wagner instantly opened the 

door, and found herself face to face with Joseph 

the footman. 
‘*“Do you know, ma’am, when Mr. Keller will 

be back?”’ he asked. 
‘“*T didn’t even know that he was out, Joseph. 

Who wants him?’’ 
‘“‘A gentleman, ma’am, who says he comes 

from Munich.”’ 

CHAPTER VII. 

On further inquiry, it turned out that ‘‘the 
gentleman from Munich’’ had no time to spare. 
In the absence of Mr. Keller, he had asked if he 

could see ‘fone of the other partners.’’ This 
seemed to imply that commercial interests were 

in some way connected with the stranger’s visit 

—in which case, Mrs. Wagner was perfectly 
competent to hear what he had to say. 

‘*Where is the gentleman?’’ she asked. 

‘*In the drawing-room,’’ Joseph answered. 

Mrs. Wagner at once left the office. She 
found herself in the presence of a dignified 
elderly gentleman, dressed entirely in black, 
and having the ribbon of some order of merit 
attached to the buttonhole of his long frockcoat. 

His eyes opened wide in surprise, behind his 
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gold spectacles, when he found himself face to 
face with a lady. ‘“‘I fear there is some mis- 

take,’’ he said, in the smoothest of voices, and 

with the politest of bows; ‘‘I asked to see one 
of the partners.”’ 

Mrs. Wagner added largely to his amazement, 

by informing him of the position she held in the 

firm. ‘‘If you come on a inatter of business,’’ 

she proceeded, ‘“‘you may trust me to under- 
stand you, sir, though I am only a woman. If 

your visit relates to private affairs, I beg to sug- 

gest that you should write to Mr. Keller—I will 
take care that he receives your letter the moment 
he returns.”’ 

‘There is not the least necessity for my troub- 
ling you,”’ the stranger replied. ‘‘I am a physi- 

cian; and I have been summoned to Frankfort to 

consult with my colleagues here, on a serious 

ease of illness. Mr. Keller’s sister is one of my 
patients in Munich. I thought I would take the 
present opportunity of speaking to ae about the 
state of her health.’’ 
He had just introduced himself in those STN 

when Mr. Keller entered the room. The mer- 
chant and the physician shook nea like old 
friends. 

‘“‘No alarming news of my deta I hope?”’ 

said Mr. Keller. 
“Only the old trouble, my good friend. An- 

other attack of asthma.”’ 
Mrs. Wagner rose to leave the room. Mr. 

Keller stopped her. ‘‘There is not the least ne- 

cessity for you to leave us,’’ he said. ‘‘Unless 
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my presentiments deceive me, we may even have 
occasion to. ask your advice. Is there any hope, 

doctor, of her being well enough to leave Mu- 
nich toward the end of the month?’ 

‘‘T am sorry to say it,’? answered the physi- 
cian—‘‘having heard of the interesting occasion 
on which she had engaged to be one of your 
guests—but, at her age, I must ask for a little 
more time.”’ 

‘In other words, it is impossible for my sister 
to be with us, on the day of my son’s marriage?”’ 

‘*Quite impossible. She has so few pleasures, 

poor soul, and she is so bitterly disappointed, 
that I volunteered to take advantage of my pro- 
fessional errand here, to make a very bold re- — 

quest. Let me first do your excellent sister jus- 
tice. She will not hear of the young people being 
disappointed by any postponement of the wed- 

ding, on her account. And here is the famous 
necklace, committed to my care, to prove that 
she is sincere.”’ ; 

He took his little traveling-bag from the chair 
on which he had placed it, and produced the case 

containing the necklace. No woman—not even 
a head-partner in a great house of business— 

could have looked at those pearls, and preserved 
her composure.. Mrs. Wagner burst out with a 
ery of admiration. 

Mr. Keller passed the necklace over without 
notice; his sister was the one object of interest 
to him. ‘‘Would she be fit to travel,’’ he asked, 

“if we put off the marriage for a month?”’ 
“She shall be fit to travel, barring accidents,”’ 
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said the physician, ‘‘if you can put off the mar- 
riage for a fortnight. I start this evening on 

my return to Munich, and not a day shall pass 
without my seeing her.”’ 

Mr. Keller appealed to Mrs. Wagner. ‘‘Sure- 
ly, we might make this trifling sacrifice?’ he 
said. ‘‘The pleasure of seeing her nephew mar- 

ried is likely to be the last pleasure of my sister’s 
life.”” 

**In your place,’’ said Mrs. Wagner, ‘‘1 should 
not hesitate for an instant to grant the fort- 
night’s delay. But the bride and bridegroom 
must be consulted, of course.”’ 

‘“‘And the bride’s parents,’’ suggested the 
discreet physician, ‘‘if they are still living.”’ 

‘*There is only her mother living,’’ said Mr. 

Keller. ‘‘She is too high-minded a person to 
raise any objection, I am sure.’’ He paused, 
and reflected for a while. ‘‘Fritz counts for 
nothing,”? he went on. ‘“‘I think we ought to 
put the question, in the first instance, to the 

bride.”? He rang the bell, and then took the 

necklace out of Mrs. Wagner’s hands. ‘‘T have 

a very high opinion of little Minna,’’ he re- 

sumed. ‘‘We will see what the child’s own 
kind heart says—undisturbed by the influence 
of the pearls, and without any prompting on the 
part of her mother.”’ 

He closed the jewel-case, and put it into a 
cabinet that stood near him. Joseph was sent 
upstairs, with the necessary message. **Don’t 

make any mistake,’’ said his master; ‘‘l wish to 

see Miss Minna alone.”’ 
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The physician took a pinch of snuff while they 

were waiting. ‘‘The test is hardly conclusive,”’ 

he remarked slyly; ‘‘women are always capable 

of sacrificing themselves. What will the bride- 

groom say?”’ 
“My good sir,’? Mr. Keller rejoined a little 

impatiently. ‘‘l have mentioned already that 

Fritz counts for nothing.”’ 
Minna came in. Her color rose when she 

found herself unexpectedly in the presence of a 
dignified and decorated stranger. The physician 

tapped his snuff-box, with the air of a man who 
thoroughly understood young women. ‘‘Charm- 

ing indeed!’’ he said confidentially to Mrs. Wag- 

ner; ‘‘I am young enough (at heart, madam) to 

wish I was Fritz.’’ 
Mr. Keller advanced to meet Minna, and took 

her hand. 
‘“My dear,’’ he said, ‘‘what would you think 

of me, if I requested you to put off your mar- 
riage for two whole weeks—and all on account 
of an old woman?’’ 

‘‘T should think you had surely some reason, 
sir, for asking me to do that,’’ Minna replied; 
‘fand I confess I should be curious to know who 

’ the old woman was.”’ 
In the fewest and plainest words, Mr. Keller 

repeated what the physician had told him. 
“Take your own time to think of it,’’ he added; 
‘‘and consult your mother first, if you like.”’ 

Minna’s sweet face looked lovelier than ever, 

glowing with the heavenly light of true and 
generous feeling. ‘‘Oh, Mr. Keller!’? she ex- 
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claimed, “‘do you really suppose 1 am cold- 
hearted enough to want time to think of: it? 

I am sure I may speak for my mother, as well 

as for myself. Fraulein Keller’s time shall be 

our time. Please tell her so, with my duty—or, 

may I be bold enough tv say abroad with my 
love?’’ 

Mr. Keller kissed her forehead with a fervor 
of feeling that was rare with him. ‘‘You are 

well worthy of my sister’s bridal gift,’’ he said 

—and took the necklace out of the cabinet, and 

gave it to her. 

For some moments Minna stood looking at 
the magnificent pearls, in a state of speechless 

enchantment. When she did speak, her first 

delightful ardor of admiration had cooled under 
the chilling perception of a want of proper har- 

mony between her pearls and herself. ‘‘They 
are too grand for me,”’ she said sadly; ‘‘1 ought 

to be a great lady, with a wardrobe full of mag- 

nificent dresses, to wear such pearls as these!’’ 
She looked at them again, with the natural long- 

ing of her sex and age. ‘‘May I| take the neck- 
lace upstairs,’’ she asked, with the most charm- 
ing inconsistency, ‘‘and see haw it looks when I 

put it on?” 
Mr. Keller smiled and waved his hand. ‘You 

ean do what you like with your own necklace, 

my dear,’’ he said. ‘‘When I have written a 
line to my sister, perhaps I may follow you, 
and admire my daughter-in-law in all her 

grandeur.’’ 
The physician looked at his wateh, “Tf you 
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can write your letter in five minutes,’ he sug- 
gested, ‘‘I can take it with me to Munich.”’ 

Mrs. Wagner and Minna left the room to- 

gether. ‘‘Come and see how it looks,” said 
Minna; ‘‘I should so like to have your 

opinion.”’ 
‘‘T will follow you directly, my dear. There 

is something I have forgotten in the office.”’ 
The events of the day had ended in making 

Jack drowsy; he was half-asleep on the window- 
seat. Mrs. Wagner effectually roused him. 

‘‘Mr. Keeper of the Keys,’’ she said, ‘‘I want 

my desk opened.’’ 

Jack was on his legs in an instant. ‘‘Ha, 
Mistress, it’s jolly to hear you say that—it’s like 
being in London again.”’ 

The desk was of the spacious commercial sort, 

with a heavy mahogany lid. Everything inside 

was in the most perfect order. A row of ‘‘pig- 
eon-holes’’ at the back had their contents speci- 
fied by printed tickets. ‘Abstracts of corre- 

_ spondence, A to Z;’’? ‘“‘Terms for commission 
agency ;’’ ‘‘Key of the iron safe;’’ ‘‘Key of the 

private ledger’’—and so on. The ledger—a 
stout volume with a brass lock, like a private 
diary-—was placed near the pigeon-holes. On 
the top of it rested a small book, of the pocket- 
size, entitled ‘‘Private Accounts.’’ Mrs. Wag- 
ner laid both books open before her, at the pages 

containing the most recent entries, and compared 
them. ‘‘I felt sure I had forgotten it!’’? she said 
to herself—and transferred an entry in the ledger 
to the private account-book. After replacing the 

et 
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ledger, she locked the desk and returned the key 
to Jack. 

‘*Remember,”’ she said, ‘‘the rule in London is 

the rule here. My desk is never to be opened, 
except when I ask you to doit. And if you 

allow the key to pass out of your own possession, 
you cease to be keeper.”’ 

“Did I ever do either of those two things in 
London?’’ Jack asked. 

“Never.” 

““Then don’t be afraid of my doing them here. 
I say! you haven’t put back the little book.’’ 
He produced the key again, and put it into the 

lock—while Mrs. Wagner was occupied in plac- 
ing her account-book in her pocket. 

“*Tts proper place is not in the desk,’’ she ex- 

plained; ‘“‘I usually keep it about me.”’ 

Jack’s ready suspicion was excited. ‘‘Ah,”’ 
he cried, with an outburst of indignation, ‘‘you 

won’t trust it to me!”’ 
“‘Take care I don’t set a bad-conduct mark 

against you!”’ said Mrs. Wagner. ‘‘ You foolish 
fellow, the little book is a copy of what is in the 

big book—and I trust you with the big book.”’ 
She knew Jack thoroughly well. His irritable 

dignity was at once appeased when he heard 

that the biggest of the duplicate books was in 
his keeping. He took the key out of the lock 
again. At the same moment, Mr. Keller en- 
tered the office. Jack possessed the dog’s envia- 

ble faculty of distinguishing correctly between — 
the people who are, and the people who are not, 
their true friends. Mr. Keller privately disliked 
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the idea of having a person about him who had 
come out of a madhouse. Jack’s instincts 
warned him to leave-a room when Mr. Keller 

entered it. He left the office now. 

‘“‘Ts it possible that you trust that crazy crea- 
ture with the key of your desk?’’ said Mr. Kel- 
ler. ‘‘Even your bitterest enemy, Mrs. Wagner, 

would not believe you could be guilty of such an 

act of rashness.”’ 
‘*Pardon me, sir, it is you who are guilty of 

an act of rashness in forming your judgment. 

‘Fancy a woman in her senses trusting her keys 
to a man who was once in Bedlam!’ Every- 
body said that of me, when I put Jack to the 
proof in my own house.”’ 

‘‘ Aha! there are other people then who agree 
with me?’ said Mr. Keller. 

‘*There are other people, sir (I say it with all 

needful respect), who kuow no more of the sub- 
ject than you do. The most certain curative 

influence that can be exercised over the poor mar- 
tyrs of the madhouse, is to appeal to their self- 

respect. From first to last, Jack has never been 
unworthy of the trust that I have placed in him. 

Do you think my friends owned they had been 
mistaken? No more than you will ownit! Make 

your mind easy. I will be personally answerable 

for anything that is lost, while I am rash enough 
to trust my crazy creature with my key.”’ 

Mr. Keller’s opinion was not in the least 
shaken; he merely checked. any further expres- 

sion of it, in deference to an angry lady. ‘‘I 
daresay you know best,’’? he remarked politely. 
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‘Tet me mention the little matter that has 
brought me here. David Glenney is, no doubt, 
closely occupied in London. He ought to know 
at once that the wedding-day is deferred. Will 

you write to him, or shall I?’’ 

Mrs. Wagner began to recover her temper. 
*“‘T will write with pleasure, Mr. Keller. We 

have half an hour yet before post-time. I have 

promised Minna to see how the wonderful neck- 
lace looks on her. Will you excuse me for a few 
minutes? Or will you go upstairs with me?—I 

think you said something about it in the draw- 
ing-room ”” 

**Certainly,’’ said Mr. Keller, ‘‘if the ladies 
will let me in.”’ 

They ascended the stairs together. On the - 
landing outside the drawing-room, they encoun- 

tered Fritz and Minna—one out of temper, and 
the other in tears. 

‘““What’s wrong now?’ Mr. Keller asked, 

sharply. ‘‘Fritz! what does that sulky face © 
mean ?”’ 

“TI consider myself very badly used,’’ Fritz 
answered. ‘‘I say there’s a great want of proper 

consideration for me, in putting off our marriage. 

And Madame Fontaine agrees with me.”’ 
‘“Madame Fontaine?’? He looked at Minna, 

as he repeated the name. ‘“‘Is this really true?”’ 
Minna trembled at the bare recollection of what 

had passed. ‘‘Oh, don’t ask me!’’ she pleaded, 
piteously; ‘‘I can’t tell what has come to my 

-mother—she is so changed, she frightens me. 

And as for Fritz,’’ she said, rousing herself, ‘‘if 
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he is to be a selfish tyrant, I can tell him this— 

T won’t marry him at all!” 
Mr. Keller turned to Fritz, and pointed con- 

temptuously down the stairs. 
‘Leave us!’ he said. Fritz opened his lips 

to protest. Mr. Keller interposed, with a protest 

of his own. ‘‘One of these days,’’ he went on, 
‘‘you may possibly have a son. You will not 

find his society agreeable to you, when he hap- 

pens to have made a fool of himself.’’ He pointed 
down the stairs for the second time. Fritz re- 
tired, frowning portentously. His father ad- 
dressed Minna with marked gentleness of man- 

ner. ‘‘Rest and recover yourself, my child. I 

_will see your mother, and set things right.” 

‘*Don’t go away by yourself, my dear,’’ Mrs. 

Wagner added, kindly; ‘‘come with me to my 

room.’ ; 

Mr. Keller entered the drawing-room, and sent 

Joseph with another message. ‘‘Go up to Ma- 
dame Fontaine, and say I wish to see her here 
immediately.”’ 

CHAPTER VIII. 

THE widow presented herself, with a dogged 
resignation singularly unlike her customary man- 

ner. Her eyes had a set look of hardness; her 
lips were fast closed; her usually colorless com- 

plexion had faded toastrange grayish pallor. If 
her dead husband could have risen from the 

grave, and warned Mr. Keller, he would have 
>, 
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said, ‘‘Once or twice in my life I have seen her 
like that—mind what you are about!”’ 

She puzzled Mr. Keller. He tried to gain time 
—he bowed and pointed to a chair. Madame 

Fontaine took the chair in silence. Her hard 

eyes looked straight at thé master of the house, 
“overhung more heavily than usual by their droop-. 

inglids. Herthinlipsneveropened. The whole 

expression of the woman said plainly, ‘‘ You speak 
first !”’ 

Mr. Keller spoke. His kindly instinct warned 
him not to refer to Minna, in alluding to the per- 
sons from whom he had derived his information. 
*‘T hear from my son,”’ he said, ‘‘that you do 

not approve of our putting off the wedding-day, 
though it is only fora fortnight. Are you aware 

of the circumstances?”’ 
“‘T am aware of the circumstances.”’ 
“Your daughter informed you of my sister’s 

illness, I suppose?’ 
At that first reference to Minna, some inner 

agitation faintly stirred the still surface of Ma- 

dame Fontaine’s face. 
“*Yes,’’? she said. ‘‘My thoughtless daughter 

informed me.”’ : 
The epithet applied to Minna, aggravated by 

the deliberate emphasis laid on it, jarred on Mr. 

Keller’s sense of justice. ‘‘It appears to me,”’ 
he said, ‘‘that your daughter acted in this mat- 

ter, not only with the truest kindness, but with 
the utmost good sense. Mrs. Wagner and my 
sister’s physician were both present at the time, 
and both agreed with me in admiring her con- 

Von. 27 Jie 
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duct. What has she done to deserve that you 

should call her thoughtless?’’ 

“She ought to have remembered her duty to 
her mother. She ought to have consulted me, 

before she presumed to decide for herself.”’ 
‘‘In that case, Madame Fontaine, would you 

have objected to change the day of the mar- 

riage?”’ 
“‘T am well aware, sir, that your sister has 

honored my daughter by making her a magnifi- 

cent present—’”’ 
Mr. Keller’s face began to harden. ‘‘May 1 

beg you to be so good as to answer my question 

plainly?’’ he said, in tones which were peremp- 

tory for the first time. ‘‘Would you have ob- 
jected to grant the fortnighi’s delay?” — 

She answered him, on the bare chance that a 

strong expression of her opinion, as the bride’s 

mother, might, even now, induce him to revert 

to the date originally chosen for the wedding. 

“TY should certainly have objected,’’ she said, 
firmly. 

‘‘What difference could it possibly make to 
you??? There was suspicion in his manner, as 

well as surprise, when he put that question. 

‘For what reason would you have objected?”’ 
“Ts my objection as Minna’s mother not 

worthy of some consideration, sir, without any 
needless inquiry into motives?’’ 

“Your daughter’s objection—as the bride— 
would have been a final objection, to my mind,” 

Mr. Keller answered. ‘‘But your objection is 
simply unaccountable; and I press you for your 

vr 
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motives, having this good reason for doing so on 

my side. If Iam to disappoint my sister—cruelly 
to disappoint her—it must be for some better 
cause than a mere caprice.”’ 

It was strongly put, and not easily answered. 

Madame Fontaine made a last effort—she in- 
vented the likeliest motives she could think of. 

**T object, sir, in the first place, to putting off 
the most important event in my daughter’s life, 

and in my life, as if it was some trifling engage- 

ment. Besides, how do I know that some other 

unlucky circumstance may not cause more de- 

lays; and perhaps prevent the marriage from 
taking place at all?”’ 

- Mr. Keller rose from his chair. Whatever her 
true motives might be, it was now perfectly plain 
that she was concealing them from him. ‘“‘If 

you have any more serious reasons to give me 

than these,’’ he said, quietly and coldly, ‘‘let me 

hear them between this and post-time to-mor- 

row. In the meanwhile, I need not detain you 

any longer.”’ 
Madame Fontaine rose also—but she was not 

quite defeated yet. 
‘* As things are, then,’’ she resumed, ‘‘I am to 

understand, sir, that the marriage is put off to 
the thirteenth of January next?’’ 

‘“Yes, with your daughter’s consent.”” 
‘Suppose my daughter changes her mind in 

the interval?’’ 
‘‘Under your influence?”’ 
‘*Mr. Keller! you insult me.”’ 
“T should insult your daughter, Madame Fon- 
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taine—after what she said in this room before 
me and before other witnesses—if I supposed her 

capable of changing her mind, except under your 

influence.”’ 
‘‘Good-evening, sir.”’ 
‘‘Good-evening, madam.”’ 
She went back to her room. 
The vacant spaces on the walls were prettily 

filled.up with prints and water-color drawings. 

Among these last was a litle portrait of Mr. 
Keller, in a glazed frame. She approached it— 

looked at it—and, suddenly tearing it from the 
wall, threw it on the floor. It happened to fall 

with the glass uppermost. She stamped on it, 
in a perfect frenzy of rage; not only crushing 

the glass, but even breaking the frame, and com- 
pletely destroying the portrait as a work of art. 

“There! that has done me good,’ she said to 

herself—and kicked the fragments into a corner 
of the room. 

She was now able to take a chair at the fire- 
side, and shape out for herself the course which 
it was safest to follow. . 

Minna was first in her thoughts. She could 

bend the girl to her will, and send her to Mr. 
Keller. But he would certainly ask, under what 

influence she was acting, in terms which would 

place the alternative between a downright false- 
hood, or a truthful answer. Minna was truth 

itself; in her younger days, she had been one of 

those rare children who never take their easy 

refuge inalie. What influence would be most 

likely to persuade her to deceive Fritz’s father? © 
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The widow gave.up the idea in the moment when 
it occurred toher. Once again ‘‘Jezebel’s Daugh- 

ter’? unconsciously touched Jezebel’s heart with 

the light of her: purity and her goodness. The 

mother shrank from deliberately degrading the 
nature of her. own child. 

The horrid question of the money followed. 

On the thirty-first of the month, the promissory 
note would be presented for payment. Where 
was the money to be found? 

Some little time since, having the prospect of 
Minna’s marriage on the thirtieth of December 
before her, she had boldly resolved on referring 
the holder of the note to Mr. Keller. Did it mat- 
ter to her what the sordid old merchant said or 
thought after Minna had become his son’s wife? 
She would coolly say to him, ‘‘The general body 
of the creditors harassed me. I preferred having 

one creditor to deal with, who had no objection 
to grant me time. His debt has fallen due; and 
I have no money to pay it. Choose between pay- 

ing it yourself, and the disgrace of letting your 
son’s mother-in-law be publicly arrested in Frank- 
fort for debt.”’ 

Soshe might have spoken, if her daughter had 
been a member of Mr. Keller’s family. . With, 

floods of tears, with eloquent protestations, with 
threats even of self-destruction, could she venture 

on making the confession now? 
She remembered how solemnly she had assured 

Mr. Keller that her debts were really and truly 
paid. She remembered the inhuman scorn with 

which he had spoken of persons who failed to 
a 
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meet their pecuniary engagements honestly. 

Even if he forgave her for deceiving him— 

which was in the last degree improbable—he 

was the sort of man who would suspect her of 

other deceptions. He would inquire if she had 

been quite disinterested in attending at his bed- 
side, and saving her life. He might take coun- 
sel privately with his only surviving partner, 

Mrs. Wagner. Mrs. Wagner might recall the 

interview in the drawing-room, and the con- 

versation about Jack; and might see her way 

to consulting Jack’s recollections of his illness 

at Wiirzburg. The risk to herself of encounter- 

ing these dangers was trifling. But the risk to 

Minna involved nothing less than the breaking 

off of the marriage. She decided on keeping up 

appearances, at any sacrifice, until the marriage 

released her from the necessities of disguise. 

So it came back again to the question of how 
the money was to be found. 

Had she any reasonable hope of success, if 
she asked for a few days’ leave of absence, and 

went to Wiirzburg? Would the holder of the 
bill allow her to renew it for a fortnight? 

She got up, and consulted her glass—and turned 

-away from it again with a sigh. ‘‘If I was only 
ten years younger!’’ she thought. 

The letter which she received from Wiirzburg 
had informed her that the present holder of the 
bill was ‘‘a middle-aged man.’’ If he had been 
very young, or very old, she would have trusted 

in the autumn of her beauty, backed by her ready 

wit. But experience had taught her that the 
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fascinations of a middle-aged woman are, in the 

vast majority of cases, fascinations thrown away 

on a middle-aged man. Even if she could hope 

to be one of the exceptions that prove the rule, 

the middle-aged man was an especially inacces- 

sible person, in this case. He had lost money by 
her already—money either paid, or owing, to the 

spy whom he had set to watch her. Was this 
the sort of man who would postpone the payment 

of his just dues? 

She opened one of the drawers in the toilet- 

table, and took out the pearl necklace. ‘‘I 
thought it would come to this,’’ she said quietly. 
**Tnstead of paying the promissory note, Mr. Keller 

will have to take the necklace out of pledge.”’ 
The early evening darkness of winter had set 

in. She dressed herself for going out, and left 
her room, with the necklace in its case, concealed 

under-her shawl. 

Poor puzzled Minna was waiting timidly to 
speak to her in the corridor. ‘‘Oh, mamma, do 
forgive me! I meant it for the best.’’ 

The widow put one arm (the other was not at 
liberty) round her daughter’s waist. ‘‘You fool- 
ish child,’’ she said, ‘‘will you never understand 

that your mother is getting old and irritable? I 

may think you have made a great mistake, in 

sacrificing yourself to the infirmities of an asth- 

matic stranger at Munich; but as to being really 

angry with you—! Kiss me, my love; I never 
was fonder of you thanIamnow. Lift my veil. 
Oh, my darling, I don’t like giving you to any- 
body, even to Fritz.’’ 
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Minna changed the subject—a sure sign that 

she and Fritz were friends again. ‘‘How thick 

and heavy your veil is!’’ she said. 
“It is cold out of doors, my child, to-night. ’ 
‘‘But why are you going out?”’ 

“‘T don’t feel very well, Minna. A brisk walk 

in the frosty air will do me good.”’ 
‘“‘Mamma, do let me go with you!’’ 

“No, my dear. You are nota hard old wo- 
man like me—and you shall not run the risk of 

catching cold. Go into my room, and keep the 
fire up. 1 shall be back in half an hour.”’ 

‘‘Where is my necklace, mamma?’’ 

‘My dear, the bride’s mother keeps the bride’s 

necklace—and, when we do try it on, we will see 
how it looks by daylight.’’ 

In a minute more, Madame Fontaine was out 

in the street on her way to the nearest jeweler. 

CHAPTER IX. 

THE widow stopped at a jeweler’s window in 
the famous street called the Zeil. The only per- 
son in the shop was a simple-looking old man, 

sitting behind the counter, reading the newspaper. 

She went in. ‘‘I have something to show you, 
sir,’’ she said, in her softest and sweetest tones. 

The simple old man first looked at her thick veil, 
and then at the necklace. He lifted his hands 
inamazement and admiration. ‘‘May Iexamine 

these glorious pearls?”’ he asked—and looked at 
.. 
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them through a magnifying-glass, and weighed 
them inhis hand. ‘‘I wonder you are not afraid 

to walk out alone in the dark, with such a neck- 

lace as this,’’ he said. ‘‘May I send to my fore- 
man, and let him see it?”’ 

Madame Fontaine granted his request. He 
rang the bell which communicated with’ the 

workrooms. Being now satisfied that she was 

speaking to the proprietor of the shop, she risked 
her first inquiry. 

*‘Have you any necklace of imitation pearls 
which resembles my necklace?’’ she asked. 3 

The old man started, and looked harder than 

ever at the impenetrable veil. ‘‘Good heavens 
—no!’’ he exclaimed. ‘‘There is no such thing 

in all Frankfort.”’ 
“‘Could an imitation be made, sir?’’ 

The foreman entered the shop—a sullen, self- 

concentrated man. ‘‘Fit for a queen!’’ he re- 

marked, with calm appreciation of the splendid 
pearls. His master repeated to him Madame 
Fontaine’s last question. ‘‘They might do it in 

Paris,’’ he answered, briefly. ‘‘ What time could 

you give them, madam?”’ ; 

“‘T should want the imitation sent here before 

the thirteenth of next month.”’ 
The master, humanely pitying the lady’s igno- 

rance, smiled and said nothing. The foreman’s 

decision was rough and ready. ‘‘Nothing like 
time enough; quite out of the question.”’ 
Madame Fontaine had no choice but to resign 

herself to circumstances. She had entered the 
shop with the idea of exhibiting the false neck- 
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lace on the wedding-day, while the genuine 

pearls were pledged for the money of which she 

stood in need. With the necklace in pawn, and 

with no substitute to present in its place, what 
would Minna say, what would Mr. Keller think? 

It was useless to pursue those questions—some 

plausible excuse must be found. No matter 
what suspicions might be excited, the marriage 

would still take place. The necklace was no 
essential part of the ceremony which made Fritz 

and Minna man and wife—and the money must 

be had. 
‘“‘T suppose, sir, you grant loans on valuable 

security—such as this necklace?’’ she said. 
‘Certainly, madam.”’ - 

‘*Provided you have the lady’s name and 

address,’’ the disagreeable foreman suggested, 
turning to his master. 

The old man cordially agreed. ‘‘Quite true! 

quite true! And a reference besides—some sub- 
stantial person, madam, well known in this city. 

The responsibility is serious with such pearls as 
these.”’ 

‘‘Is the reference absolutely necessary?’’ Ma- 
dame Fontaine asked. 

The foreman privately touched his master be- 
hind the counter.. Understanding the signal, 
the simple old gentleman closed the jewel-case 
and handed it back. ‘‘Absolutely necessary,”’ 
he answered. 

Madame Fontaine went out’ again into the 
street. ‘‘A substantial reference’? meant a per- 
son of some wealth and position in Frankfort— 

hy 
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a person like Mr. Keller, for example. Where 
was she to find such a reference? Her relatives 
in the city had deliberately turned their backs 

on her. Out of Mr. Keller’s house, they were 
literally the only ‘‘substantial’’ people whom she 

knew. ‘The one chance left seemed to be to try 
a pawnbroker. 

At this second attempt, she was encountered 

by a smart young man. The moment he saw 
the necklace, he uttered a devout ejaculation of 

surprise and blew a whistle. The pawnbroker 
himself appeared—looked at the pearls—looked 
at the veiled lady—and answered as the jeweler 
had answered, but less civilly. ‘‘I’m not going © 
to get myself into a scrape,’’ said the pawn-~ 
broker; ‘‘I must have a good reference.”’ 

Madame Fontaine was not a woman easily 
discouraged. She turned her steps toward the 

noble medizeval street called the Judengasse— 

then thickly inhabited; now a spectacle of de- 
crepit architectural old age, to be soon succeeded 
by a new street. 

By twos and threes at a time, the Jews in this . 
quaint quarter of the town clamorously offered 
their services to the lady who had come among 
them. When the individual Israelite to whom 
she applied saw the pearls, he appeared to take 
leave of his senses. He screamed; he clapped 
his hands, he called upon his wife, his children, 

his sisters, his lodgers, to come and feast their 

eyes on such a necklace as had never been seen 

since Solomon received the Queen of Sheba. 
The first excitement having worn itself out, a 
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perfect volley of questions followed. What was 
the lady’s name? Where did she live? How 

had she got the necklace? Had it been given to 

her? and, if so, who had given it? Where had 

it been made? Why had she brought it to the 
Judengasse? Did she want to sell it? or to bor- 

row money on it? Aha! To borrow money on 

it. Very good, very good indeed; but—and 
then the detestable invitation to produce the 

reference made itself heard once more. 

Madame Fontaine’s answer was well con 

ceived. ‘‘I will pay you good interest, in 

place of a reference,’? she said. Upon this, 

the Jewish excitablity, vibrating between the 
desire of gain and the terror of consequences, 
assumed a new form. Some of them groaned; 

some of them twisted their fingers frantically in 
their hair; some of them called on the Deity 

worshiped by their fathers to bear witness how 
they had suffered, by dispensing with references 
in other cases of precious deposits; one supreme- 
ly aged and dirty Jew actually suggested plac- 
_ing an embargo on the lady and her necklace, 

and sending information to the city authorities 
at the Town Hall. In the case of a timid wo- 
man, this sage’s advice might actually have 
been followed. Madame Fontaine preserved her 

presence of mind, and left the Judengasse as 
freely as she had entered it. ‘‘1 can borrow the 
money elsewhere,’’? she said haughtily at part- 
ing. ‘‘Yes,’’ cried a chorus of voices, answer- 
ing, ‘‘you can borrow of a receiver of stolen 
goods.”” 

% ‘i 
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It was only too true! The extraordinary value 
of the pearls demanded, on that account, extra- 

ordinary precautions on the part of money-lend- 

ers of every degree. Madame Fontaine put back 

the necklace in the drawer of her toilet-table. 
The very splendor of Minna’s bridal gift made it 

useless as a means of privately raising money 
among strangers. 

And yet, the money must be found—at any 

risk, under any circumstances, no matter how 
degrading or how dangerous they might be. 

With that desperate resolution, she went to 

her bed. Hour after hour she heard the clock 

strike. The faint cold light of the new day 

found her still waking and thinking, and still 

unprepared with a safe plan for meeting the de- 
mand on her, when the note became due. As to 

resources of her own, the value of the few jewels 
and dresses that she possessed did not represent 
half the amount of her debt. 

It was a busy day atthe office. The work 

went on until far into the evening. 

Even when the household assembled at the 
supper-table, there was an interruption. A 

messenger called with a pressing letter, which 

made it immediately necessary to refer to the 

past correspondence of the firm. Mr. Keller 
rose from the table. ‘‘The Abstracts will take 
up less time to examine,’’ he said to Mrs. Wag- 
ner; ‘‘you have them in your desk, I think?’’ 
She at once turned to Jack, and ordered him to 

produce the key. He took it from his bag, un- 
der the watchful eyes of Madame Fontaine, ob- 
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serving him from the opposite side of the table. 
‘“‘T should have preferred opening the desk my- 

self,’? Jack remarked when Mr. Keller had left 

the room; ‘‘but I suppose I must give way to 

the master. Besides, he hates me.’’ 

The widow was quite startled by this strong 

assertion. ‘‘How can you say so?’’ she ex- 
claimed. ‘‘We all like you, Jack. Come and 

have a little wine, out of my glass.”’ 
Jack refused this proposal. ‘‘l don’t want 

wine,’’ he said; ‘‘I am sleepy and cold—I want 
to go to bed.”’ 

Madame Fontaine was too hospitably inclined 
to take No for an answer. ‘‘Only a little drop,”’ 
she pleaded. ‘‘You look so cold.”’ 

‘Surely you forget what I told you?”’? Mrs. 
Wagner interposed. ‘‘Wine first excites, and 
then stupefies him. The last time I tried it, he 
was as dull and heavy as if I had given him 
laudanum, I thought I mentioned it to you.”’ 
She turned to Jack. ‘‘You look sadly tired, my 
poor little man. Go to bed at once.”’ 

“Without the key?” cried Jack indignantly. 
‘‘T hope I know my duty better than that.” 

Mr. Keller returned, perfectly satisfied with 
the result of his investigation. _ “T knew it,”’ he 

said. ‘‘The mistake is on the side of our clients; 

I have sent them the proof of it.’’ 

He handed back the key to Mrs. Wagner. 
She at once transferred it to Jack. Mr. Keller 
shook his head in obstinate disapproval. ‘‘ Would 
you run such a risk as that?’’ he said to Ma- 

dame Fontaine, speaking in French, “I should 

— 
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be afraid,’ she replied in the same language. 
Jack secured the key in his bag, kissed his mis- 

tress’s hand, and approached the door on his 

way to bed. ‘‘Won’t you wish me good-night?’’ 
said the amiable widow. ‘‘I didn’t know whether 
German or English would do for you,”’ Jack . 
answered; ‘‘and I can’t speak your unknown 
tongue.”’ 

‘He made one of his fantastic bows, and left 

the room. ‘*‘Does he understand French?’’ 

Madame Fontaine asked. ‘‘No,’’ said Mrs. 

Wagner; ‘‘he only understood that you and Mr. 

Keller had something to conceal from him.’’ 

_ In due course of time the little party at the 

supper-table rose, and retired to their rooms. 
The first part of the night passed as tranquilly 

as usual. But, between one and two in the 

morning, Mrs. Wagner was alarmed by a vio- 

lent beating against her door and a shrill scream- 

ing in Jack’s voice. ‘‘Let me in! I want a 
light—I’ve lost the keys!”” 

She called out to him to be quiet, while she 

put on her dressing- gown, and struck a light. 

They were fortunately on the side of the house 
occupied by the offices, the other inhabited bed- 
chambers being far enough off to be approached 

by a different staircase. Still, in the silence of 
the night, Jack’s reiterated cries of terror and 
beatings at the door might possibly reach the 
ears of a light sleeper. She pulled him into the 
room and closed the door again, with an impetu- 
osity that utterly confounded him. ‘‘Sit down 
there, and compose yourself!’’ she said sternly. 

/ 
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‘IT won’t give you the light until you are per- 
fectly quiet. You disgrace me if you disturb 

the house.”’ 
Between cold and terror, Jack shuddered from 

head to foot. ‘‘May I whisper?’”’ he asked, 

with a look of piteous submission. 
Mrs. Wagner pointed to the last living embers 

in the fireplace. She knew by experience the 

tranquilizing influence of giving him something 
todo. ‘‘Rake the fire together,’’ she said; ‘‘and 

warm yourself first.’ 
He obeyed, and then laid himself down in his 

doglike way on the rug. A quarter of an hour, 

at least, passed before his mistress considered 

him to be in a fit state to tell his story. There 

was little or nothing to relate. He had put his 
bag under his pillow as usual; and (after a long 
sleep) he had woke with a horrid fear that some- 
thing had happened to the keys, He had felt in 

vain for them under the pillow, and all over the 

bed, and all over the floor. ‘‘After that,’’ he 
said, ‘‘the horrors got hold of me; and I am 
afraid I went actually mad, for a little while. 
I’m all right now, if you please. See! I’m as 
quiet as a bird with its head under its wing.’’ 

Mrs. Wagner took the light, and led the way 

to his little room, close by her own bedchamber. 

She lifted the pillow—and there lay the leather 
bag, exactly where he had placed it when he 
went to bed.” 

Jack’s face, when this discovery revealed it- 
self, would have pleaded for mercy with a far 
less generous woman than Mrs. Wagner. She 
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took his hand. ‘‘Get into bed again,’’ she said 
kindly; “and the next time you dream, try not 
to make a noise about it.’’ 

No! Jack refused to get into bed again until 
he had been heard in his own defense. He 
dropped on his knees, and held up his clasped 
hands, as if he was praying. 

““When you first taught me to say my pray- 

ers,’’ he answered, ‘‘you said God would hear 

me. As God hears me now, Mistress, I was 

wide awake when I put my hand under the pil- 
low—and the bag was not there. Do you be- 
lieve me?”’ ; 

Mrs. Wagner was strongly impressed by the 
simple fervor of this declaration. It was no 
mere pretense, when she answered that she did 
believe him. At her suggestion, the bag was 

unstrapped and examined. Not only the unim- 
portant keys (with another one added to their 
number) but the smaller key which opened her 
desk were found safe inside. ‘‘We will talk 
‘about it to-morrow,”’ she said. Having wished 

him good-night, she paused in the act of opening 
the door and looked at the lock. There was no 
key in it, but there was another protection in the 
shape of a bolt underneath. ‘‘Did you blot your 
door when you went to bed?”’ she asked. 

“¢No.”? 

The obvious suspicion, suggested by this nega- 
tive answer, crossed her mind. 
‘What has become of the key of your door?” 

she inquired next. 
Jack hung his head. ‘‘I put it along with the 
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other keys,’’ he confessed, ‘‘to make the bag 
look bigger.”’ 

Alone again in her own room, Mrs. Wagner 

stood by the re-animated fire, thinking. 
While Jack was asleep, any person, with a 

soft step and a delicate hand, might have ap- 
proached his bedside, when the house was quiet 

for the night, and have taken his bag. And, 

again, any person within hearing of the alarm 

that he had raised, some hours afterward, might 

have put the bag back, while he was recovering 

himself in Mrs. Wagner’s room. Who could 
have been near enough to hear the alarm? 

Somebody in the empty bedrooms above? Or 

somebody in the solitary offices below? If a 

theft had really been committed, the one likely 
object of it would be the key of the desk. This 

pointed to the probability that the alarm had 
reached the ears of the thief in the offices. Was 
there any person in the house, from the honest 
servants upward, whom it would be reasonably 

possible to suspect of theft? Mrs. Wagner re- 
turned to her bed. She was not a woman to be 
daunted by trifles—but on this occasion her cour- 

age failed her when she was confronted by her 
own questions. 

CHAPTER X. 

THE office-hours, in the winter-time, began at 
nine o’clock. From the head-clerk to the mes- 

senger, not one of the persons employed slept in 

™~. 
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the house: it was Mr. Keller’s wish that they 
should all be absolutely free to do what they 
liked with their leisure time in the evening: ‘‘I 
know that I can trust them, from the oldest to 

the youngest man in my service,’’ he used to 
say; ‘‘and I like to show it.’’ 

Under these circumstances, Mrs. Wagner had 
only to rise earlier than usual to be sure of hav- 
ing the whole range of the offices entirely to her- 

self. At eight o’clock, with Jack in attendance, 

she was seated at her desk, carefully examining 
the different objects that it contained. 

Nothing was missing; nothing had been 

moved out of its customary place. No money 
was kept in the desk. But her valuable watch, 
which had stopped on the previous day, had 

been put there, to remind her that it. must be 
sent to be cleaned. The watch, like everything 
else, was found in its place. If some person had 

_ really opened her desk in the night, no common 
thief had been concerned, and no common object 
had been in view. 

She took the key of the iron safe from its pig- 
eon-hole, and opened the door. Her knowledge 
of the contents of this repository was far from 

being accurate. The partners each possessed a 

key, but Mr. Keller had many more occasions 
than Mrs. Wagner for visiting the safe. And 
to make a trustworthy examination more diffi- 

cult still, the mist of the early morning was fast 
turning into a dense white fog. 

Of one thing, however, Mrs. Wagner was well 

aware—a certain sum of money, in notes and 
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securities, was always kept in this safe as a re- 
serve fund. She took the tin box in which the 
paper money was placed close to the light, and 

counted its contents. Then, replacing it in the 

safe, she opened the private ledger next, to com- 

pare the result of her counting with the entry 

relating to the Fund. 
Being unwilling to cause surprise, perhaps to 

excite suspicion, by calling for a candle before 

the office hours had begun, she carried the ledger 
also to the window. There was just light 
enough to see the sum total in figures. To her 
infinite relief, it exactly corresponded with the 

result of her counting. She secured everything 

again in its proper place; and, after finally 

locking the desk, handed the key to Jack. 
He shook his head, and refused to take it. 

More extraordinary still, he placed his bag, 
with all the other keys in it, on the desk, and 

said, ‘‘Please keep it for me; 1’m afraid to keep | 
it myself.”’ 

Mrs. Wagner looked at him with a first feel- 
ing of alarm, which changed instantly to com- 
passion, The tears were in his eyes; his sen- 
sitive vanity was cruelly wounded. ‘‘My poor 
boy,’’ she said gently, ‘‘what is it that troubles 
you?”’ 

The tears rolled down Jack’s face. “I’m a 
wretched creature,’’ he said; ‘‘I’m not fit to 

keep the keys, after letting a thief steal them 
last night. Take them back, Mistress—I’m — 
quite broken-hearted. Please try me again, in 
London.”’ 

ay " 
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**A thief?”? Mrs. Wagner repeated. ‘‘Haven’t 
you seen me examine everything? And mind, if 

there had been any dishonest person about the 
house last night, the key of my desk is the only 
key that a thief would have thought worth steal- 

ing. Ihappen tobe sure of that. Come! come! 

don’t be down-hearted. You know I never de- 

ceive you—and I say you are quite wrong in sus- 
pecting that your bag was stolen last night.”’ 

Jack solemnly lifted his hand, as his custom 

was in the great emergencies of his life. ‘‘And 
I say,’’ he reiterated, ‘‘there is a thief in the 

house. And you will find it out before long. 
When we are back in London again, 1 will be 
Keeper of the Keys. Never, never, never more, 

here!’ 
Jt was useless to contend with him; the one 
wise course was to wait until his humor changed. 
Mrs. Wagner locked up his bag and put the key 
of the desk back in her pocket. She was not — 

very willing to own it even to herself—Jack’s 
intense earnestness had a little shaken her. 

After breakfast that morning, Minna lingered 

at the table, instead of following her mother up- 
stairs as usual. When Mr. Keller also had left 
the room, she addressed a little request of her 

own to Mrs. Wagner. 
“T have got a very difficult letter to write,’’ 

she said, ‘‘and Fritz thought you might be kind 

enough to help me.”’ 
‘‘With the greatest pleasure, my dear. Does 

your mother know of this letter?’ 
“Yes; it was mamma who said I ought to 

no) 



310 WORKS OF WILKIE COLLINS. 

write it. But she is going out this morning; 

and when I asked for a word of advice, she shook 

her head. ‘They will think it comes from me,’ 

she said, ‘and the whole effect of it will be 

spoiled.’ It’s a letter, Mrs. Wagner, announcing 
my marriage to mamma’s relations here, who 

have behaved so badly to her—and she says they 
may do something for me, if I write to them as 

if I had done it all out of my own head. I don’t 

know whether I make myself understood?’’ 

‘*‘Perfectly, Minna. Come to my writing- 

room, and we will see what we can do to- 

gether.”’ 
Mrs. Wagner led the way out. As she opened 

the door, Madame Fontaine passed her in the 
hall, in walking costume, with a small paper- 
packet in her hand. 

‘There is a pen, Minna. Sit down by me, and 
write what I tell you.”’ 

The ink-bottle had been replenished by the per- 

son charged with that duty, and he had filled it 
a little too full. In a hurry to write the first 

words dictated, Minna dipped her pen too deeply 
in the bottle. On withdrawing it, she not only 
blotted the paper, but scattered some of the gsu- 
perfluous ink over the sleeve of Mrs. Wagner’s 
dress. ‘‘Oh, how awkward I am!’’ she ex- 

claimed. ‘‘Hxcuse me for one minute. Mamma 
has got something in her dressing-case which will 
take out the marks directly.”’ 

She ran upstairs and returned with the powder 
which her mother had used in erasing the first 
sentences on the label attached to the blue-glass 
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bottle. Mrs. Wagner looked at the printed in- 
structions on the little paper box, when the stains 
had been removed from her dress, with some cu- 

riosity. ‘‘Macula Exstinctor,’’ she read, ‘‘or 
Destroyer of Stains. Partially dissolve the pow- 
der in a teaspoonful of water; rub it well over 

the place, and the stain will disappear, without 
taking out the color of the dress. This extraordi- 
nary specific may also be used for erasing writ- 

ten characters without in any way injuring the 

paper, otherwise than by leaving a slight shine 
on the surface.”’ 

*‘Ts this to be got in Frankfort?’’ asked Mrs. 
Wagner. ‘‘I only know lemon-juice asa remedy 

against ink-marks, when I get them on my dress 
or my fingers.”’ 

‘*Keep it, dear Mrs. Wagner. I can easily buy 
another box for mamma where we got this one, 
at a chemist’s in the Zeil. See how easily I can 
take off the blot that I dropped on the paper! 
Unless you look very close, you can hardly see 
the shine —and the ink has completely disap- 
peared.”’ 
“Thank you, my dear. But your mother might 

meet with some little accident, and might want 

your wonderful powder when I am out of the 
way. Take it back when we have done our let- 
ter. And we will go to the chemist’s together — 
and buy another box in a day or two.”’ 

On the thirtieth of December, after dinner, Mr. 
Keller proposed a toast—‘“‘Success to the ad- 

journed wedding-day!’’ There was a general 
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effort to be cheerful, which was not rewarded 

by success. Nobody knew why; but the fact 

remained that nobody was really merry. 
On the thirty-first there was more hard work 

at the office. The last day of the old year was 

the day on which the balance was struck. 

Toward noon, Mr. Keller appeared in Mrs. 

Wagner’s office, and opened the safe. 

““We must see about the Reserve Fund,” he 

said; ‘‘I will count the money, if you will open ~ 

the ledger and see that the entry is right. I 
don’t know what you think, but my idea is that 

we keep too much money lying idle in these pros- 

perous times. What do you say to using half of 

the customary fund for investment? By-the- 
by, our day for dividing the profits is not your 

day in London. When my father founded this 
business, the sixth of January was the chosen 
date—being one way, among others, of celebrat- 

ing his birthday. We have kept to the old cus- 

tom, out of regard for his memory; and your 

worthy husband entirely approved of our conduct. 
I am sure you agree with him?”’ 

““With all my heart,’ said Mrs. Wagner. 
“Whatever my good husband thought, I think.”’ 

Mr. Keller proceeded to count the Fund. ‘‘Fif- 
teen thousand florins,’’ he announced. ‘‘I thought 
it had been more than that. If poor dear Engel- 
man had been here—Never mind! What does 
the ledger say?”’ 

‘Fifteen thousand florins,’? Mrs. Wagner an- 
swered. 

‘““Ah, very well, my memory must have de- 
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ceived me. This used to be Engelman’s busi- 
ness; and you are as careful as he was—I can 
say no more.’’ 

Mr. Keller replaced the money in the safe and 
hastened back to his own office. 

Mrs. Wagner raised one side of the ledger off 
the desk to close the book—stopped to think— 
and laid it back again. 

The extraordinary accuracy of Mr. Keller’s 
memory was proverbial in the office. Remem- 

bering the compliment which he had paid to her 
sense of responsibility as Mr. Engelman’s suc- 

cessor, Mrs. Wagner was not quite satisfied to 

take it for granted that he had made a mistake 
—even on the plain evidence of the ledger. A 

reference to the duplicate entry, in her private 

account-book, would at once remove even the 

shadow of a doubt. 
The last day of the old year was bright and 

frosty; the clear midday light fell on the open 
page before her. She looked again at the entry, 
thus recorded in figures-—‘‘15,000 florins’? —and 

observed a trifling circumstance which had pre- 
viously escaped her. 

The strokes which represented the figures ‘‘15”’ 

were unquestionably a little, a very little, thicker 
than the strokes which represented the three zeros 
or ‘“‘noughts’”’ that followed. Had a hair got 
into the pen of the head-clerk, who had made the 
entry? or was there some trifling defect in the 
paper, at that particular part of the page? 

She once more raised one side of the ledger so 
that the light fell at an angle on the writing. 
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There was a difference between that part of the 
paper on which the figures ‘‘15’’ were written 
and the rest of the page—and the difference con- 

sisted in a slight shine on the surface. 

The side of the ledger dropped from her hand 

on the desk. She left the office and ran upstairs 

to herown room. Her private account-book had 
not been wanted lately—it was locked up in her 

dressing-case. She took it out and referred to 
it. There was the entry as she had copied it, 
and compared it with theledger—‘‘ 20,000 florins.”’ 

‘Madame Fontaine!’’ she said to herself in a 
whisper. 

CHAPTER XI. 

Tue New Year had come. 

On the morning of the second of January, Mrs. 
Wagner (on her way to the office at her custom; 
ary hour) was stopped at the lower flight of stairs 

by Madame Fontaine—evidently waiting with a 
purpose. ! 

‘Pardon me,”’ said the widow, ‘‘I must speak 
to you.”’ 

‘“These are business hours, madam; I have no 
time to spare.”’ | 

Without paying the slightest heed to this reply 
—impenetrable, in the petrifying despair that 

possessed her, to all that looks, tones, and words 

could say—Madame Fontaine stood her ground, 
and obstinately repeated, ‘‘1 must speak to you.” 

Mrs. Wagner once more refused. ‘All that 

eons 
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need be said between us has been said,’’? she an- 

swered. ‘‘Have you replaced the money?”’ 

**That is what I want to speak about.”’ 
‘*Have you replaced the money?”’ 
‘Don’t drive me mad, Mrs. Wagner! As you 

hope for mercy yourself, at the hour of your 
death, show mercy to the miserable woman who 
implores you to listen to her! Return with me 
as far as the drawing-room. At this time of day, 
nobody will disturb us there. Give me five min- 
utes!’ 

Mrs. Wagner looked at her watch. 
**T will give you five minutes. And mind, I 

mean five minutes. Even in trifles, I speak the 
truth.”’ 

They returned up the stairs, Mrs. Wagner lead- 
ing the way. 

There were two doors of entrance to the draw- 

ing-room—one, which opened from the landing, 

and a smaller door, situated at the further end 

of the corridor. This second entrance communi- 
cated with a sort of alcove, in which a piano was 
placed, and which was only separated by curtains 

from the spacious room beyond. Mrs. Wagner 
entered by the main door, and paused, standing 

near the fireplace. Madame Fontaine, following 
her, turned aside to the curtains, and looked 

through. Having assured herself that no person 
was in the recess, she approached the fireplace 

and said her first words. 
' Vou told me just now, madam, that you 
spoke the truth. Does that imply a doubt of the 
voluntary confession—’’ 
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“You made no voluntary confession,’? Mrs. 
Wagner interposed. ‘‘I had positive proof of 
the theft that you have committed, when I en- 
tered your room. I showed you my private 
account-book, and when you attempted to defend 
yourself, I pointed to the means of falsifying the 

figures in the ledger which lay before me in your 

own dressing-case. What do you mean by talk- 

ing of a voluntary confession, after that?’’ 
‘“*You mistake me, madam. I was speaking of 

the confession of my motives—the motives which, 

in my dreadful position, forced me to take the 
money, or to sacrifice the future of my daugh- 

ter’s life. I declare that I have concealed noth- 

ing from you. As you are a Christian woman, 
don’t be hard on-me!’’ 

Mrs. Wagner drew back, and eyed her with 
an expression of contemptuous surprise. 

‘*Hfard on you?’’ sherepeated. ‘*‘Do you know 
what you are saying? Have you forgotten al- 

ready how I have consented to degrade myself? 
Must I once more remind you of my position? I 

am bound to tell Mr. Keller that his money and 
mine has been stolen; I am bound to tell him 

that he has taken into his house, and has re- 

spected and trusted, a thief. There is my plain 
duty—and I have consented to trifle with it. 
Are you lost to all sense of decency? Have you 
no idea of the shame that an honest woman must 
feel, when she knows that her unworthy silence 

makes her—for the time at least—the accomplice 
of your crime? Do you think it was for your 
sake—not to be hard on You—that I have con- 
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sented to this intolerable sacrifice? In the in- 
stant when I discovered you I would have sent 

for Mr Keller, but for the sweet girl whose mis- 

fortune it is to be your child. Once for all, have 
you anything to say which it is absolutely neces- 

sary that I should hear? Have you, or have 

you not, complied with the conditions on which 
I consented—God help me!—to be what I am?”’ 

Her voice faltered. She turned away proudly 
to compose herself. The look that flashed out 
at her from the widow’s eyes, the suppressed fury 
struggling to force its way in words through the 

widow’s lips, escaped her notice. It was the 
first, and last, warning of what was to come— 

and she missed it. 
‘*T wished to speak to you of your conditions,”’ 

Madame Fontaine resumed, after a pause. 
‘*Your conditions are impossibilities. I entreat 
you, in Minna’s interests—oh! not in mine!—to 

modify them.’’ 
The tone in which those words fell from her 

lips was so unnaturally quiet that Mrs. Wagner 
suddenly turned again with a start, and faced 

her. 
‘What do you mean by impossibilities? Hx- 

plain yourself.”’ 
“Vou are an honest woman, and I am a thief,”’ 

Madame Fontaine answered, with the same omi- 

nous composure. ‘‘How can explanations pass 
between you and me? Have I not spoken plain- 

ly enough already? In my position, I say again, 
your conditions are impossibilities—especially the 
first of them.”’ 
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There was something in the bitterly ironical 
manner which accompanied this reply that was 

almost insolent. Mrs. Wagner’s color began to 

rise for the first time. ‘‘Honest conditions are 
always possible conditions to honest people,’’ she 

said. 
Perfectly unmoved by the reproof implied in 

those words, Madame Fontaine persisted in press- 
ing her request. ‘‘I only ask you to modify your 

terms,’’ she explained. ‘‘Let us understand each 

other. Do you still insist on my replacing what 
I have taken, by the morning of the sixth of this 
month ?”’ 

*‘T still insist.”’ 
**Do you still expect me to resign my position 

here as director of the household, on the day 
when Fritz and Minna have become man and 
wife?”’ 

**T still expect that.”’ 
‘‘Permit me to set the second condition aside 

for a while. Suppose I fail to replace the five 
thousand florins in your reserve fund ?’’ 

“Tf you fail, I shall do my duty to Mr. Keller, 
when we divide profits on the sixth of the month.”’ 

**And you will expose me in this way, know- 
ing that you make the marriage impossible— 
knowing that you doom my daughter to shame 
and misery for the rest of her life?’’ 

**] shall expose you, knowing that I have kept 
your guilty secret to the last moment—and know- 

ing what I owe to my partner and to myself. 

You have still four days to spare. Make the 
most of your time.”’ 

hy 3 eet ees 
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**T can do absolutely nothing in the time.” 
‘**Have, you tried?’’ 

The suppressed fury in Madame Fontaine be- 
gan to get beyond her control. 

“Do you think I should have exposed myself 
to the insults that you have heaped upon me if 
I had not tried?’’ she asked. ‘‘Can I get the 
money back from the man to whom it was paid 

at Wiirzburg, when my note fell due on the last 
day of the old year? Do I know anybody who 

will lend me five thousand florins? Will my 

father do it? His house has been closed to me 
for twenty years—and my mother, who might 

have interceded for me, is dead. Can I appeal 
to the sympathy and compassion (once already 

refused in the hardest terms) of my merciless rel- 
-atives in this city? Ihave appealed! I forced 
my way to them yesterday—I owned that I owed 
a sum of money which was more, far more, than 
I could pay. I drank the bitter cup of humilia- 

tion to the dregs—I even offered my daughter’s 

necklace as security for a loan. Do you want to 
know what reply I received? The master of the 
house turned his back on me; the mistress told 

me to my face that she believed I had stolen the 
necklace. Was the punishment of my offense 

severe enough, when I heard those words? Sure- 
ly I have asserted some claim to your pity, at 
last? I only want more time. With a few 
months before me—with my salary as house- 

keeper, and the sale of my little valuables, and 

the proceeds of my work for the picture-dealers 
—I can, and will, replace the money. You are 
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rich. What is a loan of five thousand florins to 

you?_ Help me to pass through the terrible or- 

deal of your day of reckoning on the sixth of the 
month! Help me to see Minna married and 

happy! And if you still doubt my word, take 
the pearl necklace as security that you will suffer 

no loss.”’ 
Struck speechless by the outrageous audacity 

of this- proposal, Mrs. Wagner answered by a 
look, and advanced to the door. Madame Fon- 

taine instantly stopped her. 
‘‘Wait!’’ cried the desperate creature. ‘‘Think 

—before you refuse me!’’ 

Mrs. Wagner’s indignation found its way at 

last into words. ‘‘I deserved this,’’ she said, 

‘‘when I allowed you to speak tome. Let me 
pass, if you please.’’ 

Madame Fontaine made a last effort—she fell 
on her knees. ‘‘Your hard words have roused 
my pride,’’ she said; ‘‘I have forgotten that I 

am a disgraced woman; I have not spoken hum- 
»bly enough. See! I am humbled now—I im- 
plore your mercy on my knees. This is not only 
my last chance; itis Minna’s last chance. Don’t 
blight my poor girl’s life, for my fault!’’ 

‘For the second time, Madame Fontaine, I 
request you to let me pass.’’ 

‘*Without an answer to my entreaties? Am I 
not even worthy of an answer?’’ 

‘‘Your entreaties are an insult. I forgive you 
the insult.’’ 

Madame Fontaine rose to her feet. Every 
trace of agitation disappeared from her face and 

hy 
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her manner. ‘‘Yes,’’ she said, with the unnat- 

ural composure that was so strangely out of har- 

mony with the terrible position in which she 

stood—‘‘ Yes, from your point of view, I can’t 

deny that it may seem like an insult. Whena 

thief, who has already robbed a person of money, 

asks that same person to lend her more money, 
by way of atoning for the theft, there is some- 

thing very audacious (on the surface) in such a 

request. I can’t fairly expect you to understand 

the despair which wears such an insolent look. 
Accept my apologies, madam; I didn’t see it at 
first in that light. I must do what I can, while 
your merciful silence still protects me from dis- 

covery—I must do what I can between this and 

the sixth of the month. Permit me to open the 
door for you.’’ She opened the drawing-room 

door, and waited. 

Mrs. Wagner’s heart suddenly quickened its 

beat. 
~ Under what influence? Could it be fear? 
She was-indignant with herself at the bare sus- 

-picion of it. Her face flushed deeply, under the 

momentary apprehension that some outward 

change might betray her. She left the room, 
without evea trusting herself to look at the wo- 

man who stood by the open door, and bowed to 

her with an impenetrable assumption of respect 

as she passed out. 
Madame Fontaine remained in the drawing- 

room. 
She violently closed the door with a stroke of 

her hand—staggered across the room to a sofa--~ 
VoL. 27 KK 
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and dropped-on it. A hoarse cry of rage and 
despair burst from her, now that she was alone. 
In the fear that some one might hear her, she 
forced her handkerchief into her mouth, and 

fastened her teeth in it. The paroxysm passed, 

she sat up on the sofa, and wiped the perspira- 

tion from her face, and smiled to herself. ‘‘It 

was well I stopped here,’’ she thought; ‘‘I might 

have met some one on the stairs.”’ 
As she rose to leave the drawing-room, Fritz’s 

voice reached her from the far end of the corridor. 

‘*You are out of spirits, Minna. Come in, and 

let us try what a little music will do for you.”’ 
The door leading into the recess was opened. 

Minna’s voice became audible next, on the inner 

side of the curtains. 

‘‘T am afraid I can’t sing to-day, Fritz. Iam 

very unhappy about mamma. She looks so anx- 
ious and so ill; and when Lask what is troubling 
her, she puts me off with an excuse.”’ 

The melody of those fresh young tones, the 

faithful love and sympathy which the few sim- 

ple words expressed, seerned to wring with an 
unendurable pain the whole being of the mother 
who heard them. She lifted her hands above 
her head, and clinched them in the agony which 
could only venture to seek that silent means of 

relief. With swift steps, as if the sound of her 

daughter’s voice was unendurable to her, she 
made for the door. But her movements, on ordi- 

nary occasions the perfection of easy grace, felt 

the disturbing influence of the agitation that pos- 

sessed her. In avoiding a table on one side, as 

.. 
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she passed it, she struck against a chair on the 
other. 

Fritz instantly opened the curtains, and looked 

through. ‘‘Why, here is mamma!’’ he ex- 
claimed, in his hearty boyish way. 

Minna instantly closed the piano and hastened 

to her mother. When Madame Fontaine looked 

at her, she paused, with an expression of alarm. 

*‘Oh, how dreadfully pale: and ill you Jook!’’ 
She advanced again, and tried to throw her 
arms round her mother and kiss her. Gently, 
very gently, Madame Fontaine signed to her to 
draw back. 
‘Mamma! what have I done to offend you?’’ 
**Nothing, my dear.”’ 
**Then why won’t you let me come to you?’’ 

‘‘No time now, Minna. I have something to 
do. Wait till I have done it.”’ 

‘Not even one little kiss, mamma?’’ 

Madame Fontaine hurried out of the room 
without answering, and ran up the stairs with- 

out looking back. Minna’s eyes filled with tears. 
Fritz stood at the open door, bewildered. 
“‘T wouldn’t have believed it, if anybody had 

told me,’’ he said; ‘‘your mother seems to be 
afraid to let you touch her.”’ 

Fritz had made many mistaken guesses in his 

time—but, for once, he had guessed right. She 

was afraid. 
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CHAPTER X11. 

As the presiding genius of the household, Ma- 
dame Fontaine was always first in the room when 

the table was laid for the early German dinner. 

A knife with a speck on the blade, a plate with 
a suspicion of dirt on it, never once succeeded in 

escaping her observation. If Joseph folded a 

napkin carelessly, Joseph not only heard of it, 

but suffered the indignity of seeing his work 

performed for him to perfection by the house- 
keeper’s dexterous hands. 

On the second day of the New Year, she was 

at her post as usual, and Joseph stood convicted 
of being wasteful in the matter of wine. 

He had put one bottle of Ohligsberger on the 
table, at the place occupied by Madame Fon- 

taine. The wine had already been used at the 
dinner and the supper of the previous day. At 
least two-thirds of it had been drunk. Joseph 
set down a second bottle on the opposite side of 
the table, and produced his corkscrew. Ma: 
dame Fontaine took it out of his hand. 
‘*Why do you open that bottle, before you are 

sure it will be wanted?’”’? she asked sharply. 
**You know that Mr. Keller and his son prefer 
beer.”’ 
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“‘There is so little left in the other bottle,” 

Joseph pleaded; ‘‘not a full tumbler altogether.’’ 

“It may be enough, little as it is, for Mrs, 

Wagner and for me.’? With that reply she 
pointed to the door. Joseph retired, leaving 

her alone at the table, until the dinner was 

ready to be brought into the room. 
In five minutes more, the family assembled at 

their meal. 

Joseph performed his customary duties sulkily, 

resenting the housekeeper’s reproof. When the 

time came for filling the glasses, he had the sat: 
isfaction of hearing Madame Fontaine herself 

give him orders to draw the cork of a new bot- 
tle, after all. 

Mrs. Wagner turned to Jack, standing behind 
her chair as usual, and asked for some wine. 

Madame Fontaine instantly took up the nearly 
empty bottle by her side, and, half-filling a 
glass, handed it with grave politeness across the 

table. ‘‘If you have no objection,’’ she said, 

“‘we will finish one bottle, before we open 
another.”’ 

Mrs. Wagner drank her small portion of wine 
at a draught. ‘‘It doesn’t seem to keep well, 
after it has once been opened,”’ she remarked, as 

she set down her glass. ‘‘The wine has quite 

lost the good flavor it had yesterday.”’ 

“Tt ought to keep well,’ said Mr. Keller, 
speaking from his place at the top of the table. 

“‘Tt’s old wine, and good wine. Let me taste 

what is left.’’ 
Joseph advanced to carry the remains of the 
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wine to his master. But Madame Fontaine was 

beforehand with him. ‘‘Open the other bottle, 

directly,’’ she said—and rose so hurriedly to take 
the wine herself to Mr. Keller that she caught 

her foot in her dress. In saving herself from 

falling, she lost her hold of the bottle. It broke 
in two pieces, and the little wine left in it ran 

out on the floor. 

‘‘Pray forgive me,’’ she said, smiling faintly. 

‘*It is the first I have broken since 1 have been 

in the house.”’ 
The wine from the new bottle was offered to 

Mrs. Wagner. She declined to take any; and 
she left her dinner unfinished on her plate. ‘‘My 
appetite is very easily spoiled,’’ she said. ‘‘I 
dare say there might have been something I 

didn’t notice in the glass—or perhaps my taste 
may be out of order.”’ 

‘Very likely,’’ said Mr. Keller. ‘‘You didn’t 

find anything wrong with the wine yesterday. 
And there is certainly nothing to complain of in 

the new bottle,’’ he added, after tasting it. ‘‘ Let 

us have. your opinion, Madame Fontaine.’’ 

‘He filled the nqneekepor's glass. ‘‘l am a 
poor judge of wine,’’ she remarked humbly. 
“It seems to me to be delicious.”’ 

She put her glass down, and poieat that 
Jack’s eyes were fixed on her, with a solemn and 

scrutinizing attention. ‘‘Do you see anything 
remarkable in me?’’ she asked lightly. 

‘*‘T was thinking,’’ Jack answered. 
**Thinking of what?”’ 

*‘This is the first time I ever saw you in dan- 

. 



JEZEBEL’S DAUGHTER. 827 

ger of tumbling down. It used to be a remark 
of mine, at Wiirzburg, that you were as sure- 
footed as a cat. That’s all.’’ 

“Don’t you know that there are exceptions to 
all rules?’’? said Madame Fontaine, as amiably 
asever. ‘“‘I notice an exception in You,’’ she 

continued, suddenly changing the subject. 

‘“What has become of your leather bag? May 

I ask if you have taken away his keys, Mrs. 
Wagner?’’ 

She had noticed Jack’s pride in his character 

as ‘‘Keeper of the Keys.’? There would be no 
fear of his returning to the subject of what he 

had remarked at Wiirzburg, if she stung him in 

that tender place. The result did not fail to 
justify her anticipations. In fierce excitement, 

Jack jumped up on the hind rail of his mis- 
tress’s chair, eager for the most commanding 

position that he could obtain, and opened his 

lips to tell the story of the night alarm. Before 
he could utter a word, Mrs. Wagner stopped 
him, with a very unusual irritability of look 
and manner. ‘‘The question was put to me,”’ 

she said. ‘‘I am taking care of the keys, Ma- 
dame Fontaine, at Jack’s request. He can have 

them back again, whenever he chooses to ask for 

them.”’ 
‘Tell her about the thief,’? Jack whispered. 

**Be quiet!”’ ; 
Jack was silenced at last. He retired to a 

corner. When he followed Mrs. Wagner as 

usual, on her return to her duties in the office, 

_ he struck his favorite place on the window-seat 
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with his clinched fist. ‘‘The devil take Frank- 

fort!’ he said. 
‘“What do you mean?”’ ; 

‘‘T hate Frankfort. You were always kind to 

mein London. You do nothing but lose your 
temper with me here. It’s really too cruel. 
Why shouldn’t I have told Mrs. Housekeeper 
how I lost my keys in the night? Now I come 

to think of it, I believe she was the thief.”’ 

‘‘Hush! hush! you mustn’t say that. Come 

and shake hands, Jack, and make it up. Ido 

feel irritable—I don’t know what’s the matter 
with me. Remember, Mr. Keller doesn’t like 

your joining in the talk at dinner-time—he 

thinks it is taking a liberty. That was one 

reason why I stopped you. And you might have 

said something to offend Madame Fontaine— 

that was another. It will not be long before we 

go back to our dear old London. Now, be a 
good boy, and leave me to my work.”’ 

_ Jack was not quite satisfied; but he was quiet 
again. 

For a while he sat watching Mrs. Wagner at 
her work. His thoughts went back to the sub- 

ject of the keys. Other people—the younger 

clerks and the servants, for example—might 
have observed that he was without his bag, 
and might have injuriously supposed that the 
keys had been taken away from him. Little by 
little, he reached the conclusion that he had been 

in too great a hurry perhaps to give up the bag. 

Why not prove himself to be worthier of it than 
ever, by asking to have it back again, and tak- 

+. 
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ing care always to lock the door of his bedroom 
at night? He looked at Mrs. Wagner, to see if 
she paused over her work, so as to give him an. 
opportunity of speaking to her. 

She was not at work; she was not pausing 
over it. Her head hung down over her breast; 

her hands and arms lay helpless on the desk. 

He got up and crossed the room on tiptoe, to 
look at her, 

She was not asleep. 
Slowly and silently, she turned her head. Her 

eyes stared at him awfully. Her mouth was a 

little crooked. There was a horrid gray paleness 
all over her face. 

He dropped terrified on his knees and clasped 

her dress in both hands. ‘‘Oh, Mistress, Mis- 

tress, you are ill! What can I do for you?”’ 
She tried to reassure him by a smile. Her 

mouth became more crooked still. ‘‘’m not 
well,’’? she said, speaking thickly and slowly, 
with an effort. ‘‘Help me down. Bed. Bed.’’ 

He held out his hands. With another effort, 

she lifted her arms from the desk and turned to 
him on the high office stool. 

‘“‘Take hold of me,’’ she said. 

“‘T have got hold of you, Mistress! 1 have got 
_ your hands in my hands. Don’t you feel it?”’ 

‘¢Press me harder.’’ 

He closed his hands on hers with all his 

strength. Did she feel it now? 

Yes; she could just feel it now. 
Leaning heavily upon him, she set her feet on 

the floor. She felt with them as if she was feel- 



330 WORKS OF WILKIE COLLINS. 

ing the floor, without quite understanding that 
she stood on it. The next moment, she reeled 

against the desk. ‘‘Giddy,’’ she said, faintly 

and thickly. ‘‘My head.’? Her eyes looked at 

him, cold and big and staring. They maddened 
the poor affectionate creature with terror. The 

frightful shrillness of the past days in Bedlam 

was in his voice, as he screamed for help. 
Mr. Keller rushed into the room from his 

office, followed by the clerks. 
. Fetch the doctor, one of you,’’ he cried. 
**Stop.”’ 

He mastered himself directly, and called to 
mind what he had heard of the two physicians 

who had attended him, during his own illness. 
*““Not the old man,’’ he said. ‘‘Fetch Doctor 

Dormann. Joseph will show you where he 
lives.’”?’ He turned to another of the clerks, 

supporting Mrs. Wagner in his arms while he 
spoke. ‘‘Ring the bell in the hall—the upstairs 

' ' bell for Madame Fontaine!” 

CHAPTER XIII. 

MADAME FONTAINE instantly left her room. 
Alarmed by the violent ringing of the bell, 

Minna followed her mother downstairs. The 

door of the office was open; they both saw what 

had happened as soon as they reached the hall. 

In sending for Madame Fontaine, Mr. Keller 
had placed a natural reliance on the experience 

a re 
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and presence of mind of a woman of her age and 
character. To his surprise, she seemed to be as 

little able to control herself as her daughter. He 

was obliged to summon the assistance of the elder 
of the female servants, in carrying Mrs. Wagner 
to her room. Jack went with them, holding one 
of his mistress’s helpless hands. 

His first paroxysm of terror had passed away 

with the appearance of Mr. Keller and the clerk, 
and had left his weak mind stunned by the shock 

that had fallen on it. He looked about him va- 

cantly. Once or twice, on the slow sad progress 
up the stairs, they heard him whispering to him- 

self, ‘“She won’t die—no, no, no; she won’t die.” 

His only consolation seemed to be in that help- 
less confession of faith. When they laid her on 

the bed, he was close at the side of the pillow. 
With an effort, her eyes turned on him. With 

an effort she whispered, ‘‘The Key!’ 
He understood her—the desk downstairs had 

been left unlocked. ‘‘l’ll take care of the key, 
Mistress; I’ll take care of them all,’’ he said. 

As he left the room, he repeated his comforting 
words, ‘‘She won’t die—no, no, no; she won’t 

die.’? He locked the desk and placed the key 
with the rest in his bag. 

Leaving the office with the bag slung over his 

shoulder, he stopped at the door of the dining- 

room, on the opposite side of the hall. His head 
felt strangely dull. A sudden suspicion that the 

feeling might show itself in his face made him 
change his mind and pause before he ascended 
the stairs. There was a looking-glass in the 
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dining-room. He went straight to the. glass, 
and stood before it, studying the reflection of his 
face with breathless anxiety. ‘‘Do1 look stupid- 
mad?’’ he asked himself. ‘*They won’t let me 
be with her; they’ll send me away, if 1 look 

stupid-mad.”’ 
He turned from the glass, and dropped on his 

knees before the nearest chair. ‘‘Perhaps God 
will keep me quiet,’’ he thought, “‘if I say my 

prayers.”’ 
Repeating his few simple words, the poor creat- 

ure’s memory vaguely recalled to him the happy 
time when his good mistress had first taught him 

his prayers. The one best relief that could come 
to him, came—the relief of tears. Mr. Keller, 

descending to the hall in his impatience for the 

arrival of the doctor, found himself unexpectedly 
confronted by. Mrs. Wagner’s crazy attendant. 

‘*May I go upstairs to Mistress?’’ Jack asked, 
humbly. ‘‘I’ve said my prayers, sir, and l’ve 

had a good cry—and my head’s easier now.”’ 

Mr. Keller spoke to him more gently than usual. 
‘*You had better not disturb your mistress before 

. the doctor comes.”’ 

‘May I wait outside her door, sir? 1 promise 
to be very quiet.’’ 

Mr. Keller consented bya sign. Jack took off 
his shoes, and noiselessly ascended the stairs. 
Before he reached the first landing, he turned 
and looked back into the hall. ‘‘Mind this!’ he 
announced, very earnestly; ‘‘l say she won’t die 
—I say that!’’ 

He went on up the stairs. For the first time 

hy 
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Mr, Keller began to pity the harmless little man 

whom he had hitherto disliked. ‘‘Poor wretch!’’ 

he said to himself, as he paced up and down the 

hall, ‘‘what will become of him, if she does die?”’ 

In ten minutes more, Doctor Dormann arrived 

at the house. 

His face showed that he thought badly of the 

case, as soon as he looked at Mrs. Wagner. He 

examined her, and made all the necessary in- 

quires, with the unremitting attention to details 
which was part of his professional character. 

One of his questions could only be answered 
generally. Having declared his opinion that the 
malady was paralysis, and that some of the symp- 

toms were far from being common in his medical 

experience, he inquired if Mrs. Wagner had suf- 

fered from any previous attack of the disease. 
Mr. Keller could only reply that he had known 
her from the time of her marriage, and that he 

had never (in the course of a long and intimate 
correspondence with her husband) heard of her 
having suffered from serious illness of any kind. 

Doctor Dormann looked at his patient narrowly, 
and looked back again at Mr. Keller with uncon- 

cealed surprise. 
“‘At her age,’’ he said, ‘‘I have never seen 

any first attack of paralysis so complicated and 

so serious as this.”’ 
“Ts there danger?’? Mr. Keller asked in a 

whisper. 

“She is not an old woman,”’ the doctor an- 

swered; ‘‘there is always hope. The practice in 
these cases generally is to bleed. In this case, 
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the surface of the body iscold; the heart’s action 

is feeble—I don’t like to try bleeding, if I can 

possibly avoid it.’ 
After some further consideration, he directed 

a system of treatment which, in some respects, 
anticipated the practice of a later and wiser time. 
Having looked at the women assembled round 

the bed—and especially at Madame Fontaine— 

he said he would provide a competent nurse, and 

would return to see the effect of the remedies in 

two hours. 

Looking at Madame Fontaine, after the doctor 
had gone away, Mr. Keller felt more perplexed 
than ever. She presented the appearance of a 

woman who was completely unnerved. ‘‘I am 

afraid you are far from-well yourself,’’ he said. 

‘‘T have not felt well, sir, for some time past,”’ 

she answered, without looking at him. 
‘*You had better try what rest and quiet will 

do for you,’’ he suggested. 

“Yes, [think so.’? With that reply—not even 
offering, for the sake of appearances, to attend 

on Mrs. Wagner until the nurse arrived—she 

took her daughter’s arm, and went out. 

The woman-servant was fortunately a discreet 
person. Sheremembered the medical instructions, 
and she undertook all needful duties, until the 

nurse relieved her. Jack (who had followed the 

doctor into the room, and had watched him at- 

tentively) was sent away again for the time. 
He would go no further than the outer side of 
the door. Mr. Keller passed him, crouched up 
on the mat, biting his nails. He was apparently 

he 
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thinking of the doctor. He said to himself, ‘‘That 
man looked puzzled; that man knows nothing 
about.it.”’ 

In the meantime, Madame Fontaine reached 
her room. . 

*‘Where is Fritz?’’? she asked, dropping her 
daughter’s arm. 

““He has gone out, mamma. Don’t send me 
‘away! You seem to be almost as illas poor Mrs. 
Wagner—I want to be with you.”’ 

Madame Fontaine hesitated. ‘‘Do you love 

me with all your heart and soul?’’ she asked, 

suddenly. ‘‘Are you worthy of any sacrifice that 
a mother can make for her child?”’ 

Before the girl could answer, she spoke more 
strangely still. 

‘‘ Are you just as fond of Fritz as ever? would 
it break your heart if you lost him?’’ 

Minna placed her mother’s hand on her bosom. 
‘‘Feel it, mamma,’’ she said,. quietly. Ma- 

dame Fontaine took her chair by the fireside— 
seating herself with her back to the light. She 
beckoned to her daughter to sit by her. After 
an interval, Minna ventured to break the si- 

lence. 
“‘T am very sorry for Mrs. Wagner, mamma; 

she has always been sq kind to me. Do you 
think she will die?’? Resting her elbows on her 
knees, staring into the fire, the widow lifted her 
head—looked round—and looked back again at 

the fire. 
<¢ Ack the doctor,’ shesaid. ‘‘Don’t ask me.”’ 
There was another long interval of silence. 
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Minna’s eyes were fixed anxiously on her mother. 
Madame Fontaine remained immovable, still 

looking into the fire. 
Afraid to speak again, Minna sought refuge 

from the oppressive stillness in a little act of at- 

tention. She took a fire-screen from the chim- 
ney-piece, and tried to place it gently in her 

mother’s hand. 
At that light touch, Madame Fontaine sprang 

to her feet as if she had felt the point of a knife. 
Had she seen some frightful thing? had she heard 
some dreadful sound? ‘‘I can’t bear it!’’ she 
cried—<‘‘I can’t bear it any longer!”’ 

‘“‘Are you in pain, mamma? Will you lie 

down on the bed?’’ Her mother only looked at 

her. She drew back trembling, and said no 
more. 
Madame Fontaine crossed the room to the 

wardrobe. When she spoke next, she was out- 
wardly quite calm again, ‘‘I am going out for 
a walk,’ she said. 

‘‘A walk, mamma? It’s getting dark already.’’ 
‘*Dark or light, my nerves are all on edge—1 

must have air and exercise.”’ 
‘*Let me go with you?”’ 

She paced backward and forward restlessly, 

before she answered. ‘‘The room isn’t half large 

enough!’’ she burst out. ‘‘I feel suffocated in 

these four walls. Space! space! I must have 
space to breathe in! Did you say you wished 
to go out with me?- I want acompanion, Minna. 
Don’t you mind the cold?”’ 

‘IT don’t even feel it, in my fur cloak.”’ 

hy 
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“Get ready, then, directly.’’ 
In ten minutes more, the mother and daughter 

were out of the house. 

CHAPTER XIV. 

Doctor DORMANN was punctual to his ap- 
pointment. He was accompanied by a stranger, 
whom he introduced asa surgeon. As before, 

Jack slipped into the room, and waited in a cor- 
ner, listening and watching attentively. 

Instead of improving under the administration 

of the remedies, the state of the patient had sen- 
sibly deteriorated. On the rare occasions when 

she attempted to speak, it was almost impossible 

to understand her. The sense of touch seemed 
to be completely lost—the poor woman could no 

longer feel the pressure of afriendly hand. And 
more orainous still, a new symptom had appeared ; 

it was with evident difficulty that she performed 

the act of swallowing. Doctor Dormann turned 
resignedly to the surgeon. 

‘‘There is no other alternative,’’ he said; ‘‘you 

must bleed her.”’ 
At the sight of the lancet and the bandage, 

Jack started out of his corner. His teeth were 
fast set; his eyes glared with rage. Before he 

could approach the surgeon Mr. Keller took him 

sternly by the arm, and pointed to the door. 

He shook himself free—he saw the point of the 
lancet touch the vein. As the blood followed the 
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incision, a cry of horror burst from him: he ran 
out of the room. 

‘‘Wretches! Tigers! How dare they take 

her blood from her! Oh, why am I only a lit- 
tle man? why am I not strong enough to fling 
the brutes out of the window? Mistress! Mis- 

tress! is there nothing I can do to help you?”’ 
These wild words poured from his lips in the 

solitude of his little bedchamber. In the agony 
that he suffered, as the sense of Mrs. Wagner’s 

danger now forced itself on him, he rolled on the 

floor and struck himself with his clinched fists. 
And, again and again, hecried out to her, ‘‘Mis- 
tress! Mistress! is there nothing I can do to help 
you?”’ : 

Thestrap thatsecured his keys became loosened, 
as his frantic movements. beat the leather bag, 
now on one side, and now on the other, upon the 

floor. The jingling of the keys rang in his ears. 

For a moment, he lay quite still. Then, he sat 
up on the floor. Hetriedtothinkcalmly. There 
was no candlein the room. The nearest light 
came from alamp on the landing below. He 
got up, and went softly down the stairs. Alone 

on the landing, he held up the bag and looked at 
it. ‘*There’s something in my mind, trying to 

speak to me,’’ he said to himself. ‘‘Perhaps I 
shall find it in here!’’ 
He knelt down under the light, and shook out 

the keys on the landing. 
One by one he arranged them in a row, with 

a single exception. The key of the desk hap- 
pened to be the first that he took up. He kissed 
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it—it was her key—and put it back in the bag. 
Placing the others before him, the duplicate eye 
was the last in the line. The inscription caught 

his eye. He held it to the light and read ‘‘Pink- 
Room Cupboard.”’ 

The lost recollection now came back to him in 
intelligible form. The ‘‘remedy’’ that Madame 

Fontaine had locked up—the precious ‘‘remedy”’ 
made by the wonderful master who knew every- 

thing—was at his disposal. He had only to open 
the cupboard, and to have it in his own posses- 
sion. 

He threw the other keys back into the bag. 
They rattled as he ran down the lower flight of 
stairs. Opposite to the offices, he stopped’and 

buckled them tight with the strap. No noise! 
Nothing toalarm Mrs. Housekeeper! Heascended 
the stairs in the other wing of the house, and 

paused. again when he epproached Madame Fon- 
taine’s room. _ By this time, he was in the peril- 
ous fever of excitement, which was still well 

remembered among the authorities of Bedlam. 

Suppose the widow happened to be in her room? 
Suppose she refused to let him have the ‘‘remedy’’? 

He looked at the outstretched fingers of his 

right hand. ‘‘I am strong enough to throttle a 
woman,’’ he said, ‘‘and I’ll do it.”’ 

He opened the door without knocking, without 
stopping to listen outside. Not a creature was 

in the room. 
In another moment the fatal dose of ‘‘ Alexan- 

der’s Wine,’’ which he innocently believed to be 

a beneficent remedy, was in his possession. 
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As he put it into the breast-pocket of his coat, 
the wooden chest caught his eye. He reached it 

down and tried the lid.. The lid opened in his 
hand, and disclosed the compartments and the 

bottles placed in them. One of the bottles rose 
higher by an inch or two than any of the others. 

He drew that one out first to look at it, and 

discovered—the ‘‘blue-glass bottle.”’ 
From that moment all idea of trying the effect 

on Mrs. Wagner of the treacherous ‘‘remedy”’ in 

his pocket vanished from his mind. He had 
secured the inestimable treasure known to him 
by his own experience. Here was the heavenly 
bottle that had poured life down his throat, when 

he lay dying at Wiirzburg! This was the true 

and only doctor who had saved Mr. Keller’s life, 
when the poor helpless fools about his bed had 
given him up for lost! The Mistress, the dear 
Mistress, was as good as cured already. Nota 

drop more of her precious blood should be shed 
by the miscreant who had opened his knife and 

wounded her. Oh, of all the colors in the world, 

there’s no color like blue! Of all the friends in 
the world, there never was such a good friend as 

this! He kissed and hugged the bottle as if it had 
been a living thing. He jumped up and danced 
about the room with it in his arms. Ha! what 
music there was in the inner gurgling and splash- 
ing of the shaken liquid, which told him that 
there was still some left for the Mistress! The 
striking of the clock on the mantel-piece sobered 
him at the height of his ecstasy. It told him that 
time was passing. Minute by minute, Death 

, | 
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might be getting nearer and nearer to her; and 
there he was, with Life in his possession, wast- 

ing the time, far from her bedside. 
On his way to the door, he stopped. His eyes 

turned slowly toward the inner part of the room. 

They rested on the open cupboard—and- then 

they looked at the wooden chest, left on the 
floor. 

Suppose the housekeeper should return, and 
see the key in the cupboard, and the chest with 
one of the bottles missing? 

Eis only counselor at that critical moment was 
his cunning; stimulated into action by the closely 

related motive powers of his inbred vanity, and 
his devotion to the benefactress whom he 
loved. 

The chance of being discovered by Madame 
Fontaine never entered into his calculations. 
He eared nothing whether she discovered him 
or not—he had got the bottle, and woe to her 
if she tried to take it away from him! What he 
really dreaded was that the housekeeper might 
deprive him of the glory of saving Mrs. Wag- 

ner’s life, if she found out what had happened. 
She might follow him to the bedside; she might 
claim the blue‘glass bottle as her property; she 
might say, ‘“‘I saved Mr. Keller; and now I have 
saved Mrs. Wagner. This little man is only the 
servant who gave the dose, which any other hand 
might have poured out in his place.”’ 

Until these considerations occurred to him, his 

purpose had been to announce his wonderful dis- 
covery publicly at Mrs. Wagner’s bedside. This 
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intention he now abandoned, without hesitation. 

He saw a far more inviting prospect before him. 
What a glorious position for him it would be, if 

he watched his opportunity of administering the 

life- giving liquid privately —if he waited till 
everybody was astonished at the speedy recovery 

of the suffering woman—and then stood up be- 
fore them all, and proclaimed himself as the man 

who had restored her to health! 
He replaced the chest and locked the cupboard; 

taking the key away with him. Returning to 

the door, he listened intently to make sure that 

nobody was outside, and kept the blue-glass bot- 

tle hidden under his coat when he ventured at 
last to leave the room. He reached the other 
wing of the house, and ascended the second flight 
of stairs, without interruption of any kind. Safe 

again in his own room, he watched through the 
half-opened door. 

Before long, Doctor Dormann and the surgeon 
appeared, followed by Mr. Keller. The three 

went downstairs, together. On the way, the 
Doctor mentioned that he had secured a nurse 
for the night. , 

Still keeping the bottle concealed, Jack knocked 
softly at the door, and entered Mrs. Wagner’s 
room. 

He first looked at the bed. She lay still and 
helpless, noticing nothing; to all appearance, 
poor soul, a dying woman. The servant was 

engaged in warming something over the fire. 

She shook her head gloomily, when Jack in: 
quired if any favorable change had taken place 

a 
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in his absence. He sat down, vainly trying to 
discover how he might find the safe opportunity 
of which he was in search. 

The slow minutes followed each other. After 
a little while the woman-servant looked at the 
clock. ‘‘It’s time Mrs. Wagner had her medi- 
cine,’’ she remarked, still occupied with her em- 
ployment at the fire. 

Jack saw his opportunity in those words. 
‘*Please let me give the medicine,’ he said. 

‘‘Bring it here,’? she answered; ‘‘I mustn’t 

trust anybody to measure it out.’ 

‘Surely I can give it to her, now it’s ready?’’ 
Jack persisted. 

The woman hanéed the glass tohim. ‘‘1 can’t 
very well leave what I am about,’’ she said. 
**Mind you are careful not to spill any of. it. 
She’s as patient as a lamb, poor creature. If 
she can only swallow it, she won’t give you any 
trouble.”’ 

Jack carried the glass round to the further side 
_of the bed, so as to keep the curtains as a screen 
between himself and the fireplace. He softly 
dropped out the contents of the glass on the car- 
pet, and filled it again from the bottle concealed 
under his coat. Waiting a moment after that, 
he looked toward the door. What if the house- 
keeper came in, and saw the blue-glass bottle? 
He snatched it up—an empty bottle now—and 
put it in the side-pocket of his coat, and ar- 
ranged his handkerchief so as to hide that part of 
it which the pocket was not deep enough to con- 

ceal. ‘‘Now!’’ he thought to himself, ‘‘now 1 
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may venture!’ He gently put his arm round 
Mrs. Wagner, and raised her on the pillow. 

‘‘Your medicine, dear Mistress,’’ he whispered. 

‘You will take it from poor Jack, won’t you?”’ 
The sense of hearing still remained. Her va- 

cant eyes turned toward him by slow degrees. 

No outward expression answered to her thought; 
she could show him that she submitted, and she 
could do no more. 

He dashed away the tears that blinded him. 
Supported by the firm belief that he was saving 

her life, he took the glass from the bedside table 

and put it to her lips. 
With painful efforts, with many intervals of 

struggling breath, she swallowed the contents of 
the glass, by a few drops at a time. He held it 

up under the shadowed lamplight, and saw that 

it was empty. 
As he laid her head back on the pillows, he 

ventured to touch her cold cheek with his lips. 
‘‘Has she taken it??? the woman asked. He 
was just able to answer ‘‘Yes’’—just able to 
look once more at the dear face on the pillow. 
The tumult of contending emotions, against 
which he had struggled thus far, overpowered 
his utmost resistance. He ran to hide the hys- 
terical passion in him, forcing its way to relief 
in sobs and cries, on the landing outside. 

In the calmer moments that followed, the fear 

still haunted him that Madame Fontaine might 
discover the empty compartment in the medicine- 
chest—might search every room in the house for 
the lost bottle—and might find it empty. Even 

an 
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if he broke it, and threw the fragments into the 
dust-hole, the fragments might be remarked for 
their beautiful blue color, and the discovery 
might follow. Where could he hide it? 

While he was still trying to answer that ques- 

tion, the hours of business came to an end, and 

the clerks were leaving the offices below. He 
heard them talking about the hard frost as they 
went out. One of them said there were blocks 
of ice floating down the river already. The 

_ river! Jt was within a few minutes’ walk of 
the house. Why not throw the bottle into the 

’ river? 

He waited until there was perfect silence be- 
low, and then stole downstairs. As he opened 

the door, a strange man met him, ascending the 
housesteps, with a little traveling bag in his 
hand. 

‘‘Ts this Mr. Keller’s?’”’ asked the strange man. 

He was a jolly-looking old fellow with twink- 
ling black eyes and a big red nose. His breath 
was redolent of the smell of wine, and his thick 

lips expanded into a broad grin, when he looked 

at Jack. : 
‘“My name’s Schwartz,”’ he said; ‘‘and here in 

this bag are my sister’s things for the night.”’ 
‘‘Who is your sister?”’ Jack inquired. 
Schwartz laughed. ‘‘Quite right, little man, 

how should you know who she is? My sister’s 
the nurse. She’s hired by Dr. Dormann, and 
she’ll be here in an hour’s time. 1 say! that’s a 
pretty bottle you’re hiding there under your 
coat. Is there any wine in it?” 
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Jack began to tremble. He had been discov: 
ered by a stranger. Even the river might not 
be deep enough to keep his secret now! 

‘‘The cold has got into my inside,’’ proceeded 
the jolly old man. ‘‘Be a good little fellow— 
and give us a drop!”’ 

“‘T haven’t got any wine in it,’’ Jack answered. 
Schwartz laid his forefinger confidentially along 

the side of his big red nose. ‘‘I understand,’’ he 

said, “‘you were just going out to get some.’’ 
He put his sister’s bag on one of the chairs in 
the hall, and took Jack’s arm in the friendliest 
manner. ‘‘Suppose you come along with me?’’ 
he suggested. ‘‘I am the man to help you to the 
best tap of wine in Frankfort. Bless your heart! 
you needn’t feel ashamed of being in my com- 
pany. My sister’s a most respectable woman. 

And what do you think Jam? I’m one of the 

city officers. Ho! ho! just think of that! I’m 
not joking, mind. The regular Night Watch- 
man at the Deadhouse is ill in bed, and they’re 
obliged to find somebody to take his place till he 
gets well again. I’m the Somebody. They 
tried two other men—but the Deadhouse gave 
them the horrors. My respectable sister spoke 

for me, you know. ‘The regular watchman will 

be well in a week,’ she says; ‘try him for a 
week.’ And they tried me. I’m not proud, 
though I am a city officer. Come along-—and 
let me carry the bottle.”’ 

‘The bottle’? again! And just as this intru- 
sive person spoke of it, Joseph’s voice was audi- 
ble below, and Joseph’s footsteps gave notice 
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that he was ascending the kitchen stairs. In 
the utter bewilderment of the moment, Jack ran 

out, with the one idea of escaping the terrible 
possibilities of discovery in the hall. He heard 
the door closed behind him—then heavy boots 
thumping the pavement at a quick trot. Before 
he had got twenty yards from the house, the 
vinous breath of Schwartz puffed over his 
shoulder, and the arm of the deputy-night- 
watchman took possession of him again. 

**Not too fast—I’m nimble on my legs for a 
man of my age—but not too fast,’’ said his new 

friend. ‘‘You’re just the sort of little man I 
like. My sister will tell you I take sudden fan- 
cies to people of your complexion. My sister’sa 
most respectable woman. What’s your name?— 
Jack? A capital name! Short, with a smack 
in it like the crack of a whip. Do give me the 
bottle!’ He took it this time, without waiting 
to have it given to him. ‘‘There! might drop 
it, you knew,” he said. ‘‘It’s safe in my friend- 
ly hands. Where are you going to? You don’t 
deal, I hope, at the public-house up that way? 
A word in your ear—the infernal scoundrel wa- 
ters his wine. Here’s the turning where the 
honest publican lives. I have the truest affec- 
tion for him. I have the truest affection for 
you. Would you like to see the Deadhouse, 
some night? It’s against the rules; but that 
don’t matter. The cemetery overseer is a deal 
too fond of his bed to turn out these cold nights 
and look after the watchman. It’s just the right 
place forme. There’s nothing to do but to drink, 

¢ 
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when you have got the liquor; and to sleep, when 
you hayven’t. The Dead who come our way, my 

little friend, have one great merit. We are sup- - 

posed to help them, if they’re perverse enough to 

come to life again before they’re buried. There 
they lie in our house, with one end of the line 
tied to their fingers, and the other end at the 

spring of the alarm-bell. And they have never 

rung the bell yet—never once, bless their hearts, 

since the Deadhouse was built! Come and see 
me in the course of the week, and we’ll drink a 

health to our quiet neighbors.”’ 
They arrived at the door of the public-house. 
‘““You’ve got some money about you, I sup- 

pose?”’ said Schwartz. 
Madame Fontaine’s generosity, when she gave 

Jack the money to buy a pair of gloves, had left 
a small surplus in his pocket. He made a last 
effort to escape from the deputy-watchman. 
‘“There’s the money,’’. he said. ‘‘Give me back 
the bottle, and go and drink by yourself.” 

Schwartz took him by the shoulder, and sur- 
veyed him from head to foot by the light of the 

public-house lamp. ‘‘Drink by myself?’’ he re- 
peated. ‘“‘Am I a jolly fellow, or am I not? 
Yes, or No?’’ ; 

““Yes,’’ said Jack, trying hard to release 
himself. 

Schwartz tightened his hold. ‘*Did you ever 
hear of a jolly fellow, who left his friend at the 
public-house door?’ he asked. 

“Tf you please, sir, I don’t drink,’? Jack 
pleaded. ° 
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Schwartz burst into a great roar of laughter, 

and kicked open the door of the public-house. 
““That’s the best joke 1 ever heard in my life,”’ 
he said. ‘‘We’ve got money enough to fill the . 

bottle, and to have a glass apiece besides. Come 
along!’ 

He dragged Jack into the house. The bottle 
was.filled; the glasses were filled. ‘‘My sister’s 
health! Long life and prosperity to my respect- 
able sister! You can’t refuse to drink the toast.’’ 

With those words, he put the fatal glass into his 

companion’s hand. 

Jack tasted the wine. It was cool; it was 

good. Perhaps it was not so strong as Mr. Kel- 

ler’s wine? He tried it again—and emptied the 
glass. 

An hour later, there was a ring at the door of 
Mr. Keller’s house. 

Joseph opened the door, and discovered a red- 

nosed old man, holding up another man who 

seemed to be three parts asleep, and who was 
quite unable to stand on his legs without assist- 
ance. The light of the hall-lamp fell on this 
helpless creature’s face; and revealed —Jack. 

‘““Put him to bed,’’ said the red-nosed stran- 

ger. ‘‘And, look here, take charge of the bottle 
for him, or he’ll break it. Somehow, the wine 

has all leaked out. Where’s my sister’s bag?’’ 

‘‘Do you mean the nurse?”’ 
“‘Of course Ido! I defy the world to siedads 

the nurse’s equal. Has she come?’’ 
Joseph held up his hand with a gesture of 

grave reproof. 
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“‘Not so loud,’’ he said. ‘‘The nurse has come 

too late.’’ 
‘*Has the lady got well again?”’ 

‘The lady is dead.” 

CHAPTER XV. 

Doctor DoRMANN had behaved very strangely. 
He was the first person who made the terrible 

discovery of the death. When he came to the 
house, on his evening visit to his patient, Mr. 

Keller was in the room. Half an hour before, 

Mrs. Wagner had spoken to him. Seeing a 
slight movement of her lips, he had bent over 
her, and had just succeeded in hearing her last 

few words, ‘‘Be kind to Jack.’? Her eyelids 
dropped wearily, after the struggle to speak. 
Mr. Keller and the servant in attendance both 
supposed that she had fallen asleep. The doc- 
tor’s examination was not only prolonged be- 
yond all customary limits of time in such cases 
—it was the examination (judging by certain 
expressions which escaped him) of a man who 
seemed to be unwilling to trust his own experi- 
ence. The new nurse arrived, before he had 

definitely expressed his opinion; and the serv- 
ant was instructed to keep her waiting down- 
stairs. In expectation of the doctor’s report, 
Mr. Keller remained in the bedroom. Doctor 
Dormann might not have noticed this circum- 
stance, or might not have cared to conceal what 

a™. 
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was passing in his mind. In either case, when 
he spoke at last he expressed himself in these 
extraordinary terms: 

‘“‘The second suspicious illness in this house! 

And the second incomprehensible end to it!’’ 
Mr. Keller at once stepped forward, and 

showed himself. 

‘‘Did you mean me to hear what you have 

just said?’’ he asked. 
The doctor looked at him gravely and sadly. 

‘‘T must speak to you privately, Mr. Keller. 
Before we leave the room, permit me to send 
for the nurse. You may safely trust her to per- 

form the last sad duties.”’ 
Mr. Keller started. ‘‘Good God!’’ he ex- 

claimed, ‘‘is Mrs. Wagner dead?”’ 
‘*To my astonishment, she is dead.’? He laid 

a strong emphasis on the first part of his reply. 
The nurse having received her instructions, 

Mr. Keller led the way to his private room. ‘‘In 
my responsible position,’’? he said, ‘‘I may not 
unreasonably expect that you will explain your- 

self without reserve.”’ 
‘On such a serious matter as this,’? Doctor 

Dormann answered, ‘‘it is my duty to speak 

without reserve. The person whom you em- 

ploy to direct the funeral will ask you for the 
customary certificate. I refuse to give it.’’ 

This startling declaration roused a feeling of 

anger, rather than of alarm, in a man of Mr, 

Keller’s resolute character. ‘‘For what reason 
do you refuse?’’? he asked sternly. 

‘‘l] am not satisfied, sir, that Mrs. Wagner has 
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died a natural death. My experience entirely 

fails to account for the suddenly fatal termina- 

tion of the disease, in the case of a patient of her 

healthy constitution, and at her comparatively 

early age.”’ 
‘Doctor Dormann, do you suspect there is a 

poisoner in my house?”’ 
‘*In plain words, I do.”’ 
‘‘In plain words on my side, I ask why?”’ 
‘“‘T have already given you my reason.”’ 

‘Is your experience infallible? Have you 

never made a mistake?” 
‘‘T made a mistake, Mr. Keller (as it appeared 

at the time), in regard to your own illness.”’ 
‘“‘What! you suspected foul play in my case 

too?”’ 
‘“Yes; and, by way of giving you another rea- 

son, I will own that the suspicion is still in my 

mind. After what I have seen this evening— 
and only after that, observe—Il say the circum- 

stances of your recovery are suspicious circum- 

stances in themselves. Remember, if you please, 
that neither I nor my colleague really understood 
what was the matter with you; and that you 
were cured by a remedy not prescribed by either 

of us. You were rapidly sinking; and your reg- 

ular physician had left you. I had to choose be- 
tween the certainty of your death, and the risk 
of letting you try a remedy with the nature of 

which (though I did my best to analyze it) I was 
imperfectly acquainted. I ran the risk. The 
result has justified me—and up to this day, I 
have kept my misgivings to myself. 1 now find 

* 
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them renewed by Mrs. Wagner’s death—and I 

speak.”’ 

Mr. Keller’s manner began to change. His 
tone was sensibly subdued. He understood the 

respect which was due to the doctor’s motives at 
last. 

“‘May I ask if the symptoms of my illness 
resembled the symptoms of Mrs. Wagner’s ill- 
ness?’’ he said. 

““Harfromit. Excepting the nervous derange- 

ment, in both cases, there was no other resem- 

blance in the symptoms. The conclusion, to my 

mind, is not altered by this circumstance It 
simply leads me to the inference that more than 
one poison may have been used. I don’t at- 
tempt to solve the mystery. I have no idea why 

your life has been saved, and Mrs. Wagner’s life 
sacrificed—or what motives have been at work 

in the dark. Ask yourself—don’t ask me—in 

what direction suspicion points. 1 refuse to sign 

the certificate of death; and I have told you 

why.”’ 
‘“‘Give me a moment,’’ said Mr. Keller, ‘‘I 

don’t shrink from my responsibility; I only ask 
for time to compose myself.’’ 

It was the pride of his life to lean on nobody 

for help. He walked to the window; hiding all 
outward betrayal of the consternation that shook 

him to the soul. When he returned to his chair, 

he scrupulously avoided even the appearance of 

asking Doctor Dormann for advice. 
‘““My course is plain,’ he said quietly. “I 

must communicate your decision to the authori- 

VOL. 27 LL 
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ties; and I-must afford every assistance In my 

power to the investigation that will follow. It 
shall be done, when the magistrates meet to- 

morrow morning.”’ 

‘““We will go together to the town-hall, Mr. 
Keller. It is my duty to inform the burgomas- 

ter that this is a case for the special safeguards 

sanctioned by the city regulations. I must also 
guarantee that there is no danger to the public 
health, in the removal of the body from your 

house. ”’ 
‘‘The immediate removal?’’? Mr. Keller asked. 
‘No! The removal twenty-four hours after 

death.”’ 
**To what place?”’ 
**To the Deadhouse.”’ 

CHAPTER XVI. 

ACTING on the doctor’s information, the burgo- 
master issued his order. At eight o’clock in the 
evening, on the third of January, the remains of 

Mrs. Wagner were to be removed to the ceme- 

tery - building, outside the Friedberg Gate of 
Frankfort. 
Long before the present century, the dread of 

premature interment—excited by traditions of 

persons accidentally buried alive—was a widely- 
spread feeling among the people of Germany. — 

In other cities besides Frankfort, the municipal 

4 
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authorities devised laws, the object of which was 

to make this frightful catastrophe impossible. 
In the early part of the present century, these 
laws were re-enacted and revised by the City of 
Frankfort. The Deadhouse was attached to the 
cemetery, witha double purpose. First, to afford 

a decent resting-place for the corpse, when death 

occurred among the crowded residences of the 

poorer class of the population. Secondly, to pro- 
vide as perfect a safeguard as possible against 
the chances of premature burial. The use of the 
Deadhouse (strictly confined to the Christian por- 
tion of the inhabitants) was left to the free choice 

of surviving relatives or representatives—except: 

ing only those cases in which a doctor’s certifi- 

cate justified the magistrate in pronouncing an 

absolute decision. Even in the event of valid ob- 
jections to the Deadhouse, as a last resting-place 

on the way to the grave, the doctor in attendance 
on the deceased person was subjected to certain 

restrictions in issuing his certificate. He was 

allowed to certify the death informally, for the 

purpose of facilitating the funeral arrangements. 

But he was absolutely forbidden to give his writ- 
ten authority for the burial, before the expiration 

of three nights from the time of the death; and 
he was further bound to certify that the signs of 
‘decomposition had actually begun to show them- 
selves. Have these multiplied precautions, pa- 
tiently applied in many German cities, through 
a long lapse of years, ever yet detected a case in 
which Death has failed to complete its unintelli- 
gible work? Let the answer be found in the cells 
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of the dead. Pass, with the mourners, through 
' the iron gates—hear and see! 

On the evening of the third, as the time ap- 
proached for the arrival of the hearse, the melan- 
choly stillness in the house was only broken by 

Mr. Keller’s servants, below stairs. Collecting 

together in one room, they talked confidentially 

in low voices. An instinctive horror of silence, 

in moments of domestic distress, is, in all civil- 

ized nations, one of the marked characteristics of 

their class. 
‘*TIn ten minutes,’’ said Joseph, ‘‘the men from 

the cemetery will be here to take her away. It 
will be no easy matter to carry her downstairs 

on the couch.”’ 
‘Why is she not put in her coffin, like other 

dead people?’’ the housemaid asked. 

‘‘Because the crazy creature she brought with 
her from London is allowed to have his own way 

in the house,’’ Joseph answered, irritably. ‘‘If 

I had been brought to the door drunk last night, 

I should have been sent away this morning. If 
‘I had been mad enough to screech out, ‘She isn’t 
dead; not one of you shall put her in a coffin!?— 
I should have richly deserved a place in the town 
asylum, and I should have got my deserts. Noth- 
ing of the sort for Master Jack. Mr. Keller only 
tells him to be quiet, and looks distressed. The 
doctor takes him away, and speaks to him in an- 
other room—and actually comes back converted 
to Jack’s opinion!”’ 
“You don’t mean to tell us,’ exclaimed the 

cook, ‘‘that the doctor said she wasn’t dead?’’. 



JEZEBEL’S DAUGHTER. 3857 

*“‘Of course not. It was he who first found out 
that she was dead—I only mean that he let Jack 

have his ownway. He asked me for afoot rule, 

and he measured the little couch in the bedroom, 

‘It’s no longer than the coffin’ (he says); ‘and I 

see no objection to the body being laid on it, till 

the time comes for the burial.’ Those were his 

own words; and when the nurse objected to it, 

what do you think he said?—‘ Hold your tongue! 

A couch is a pleasanter thing all the world over 
than a coffin.’ ”’ 

‘‘Blasphemous!”’ said the cook—‘‘that’s what 
T call it.”’ 

**Ah, well, well!’ the housemaid remarked, 

*‘couch or coffin, she looks beautiful, poor soul, 

in her black velvet robe, with the winter flowers 

in her pretty white hands. Who got the flowers? 

Madame Fontaine, do you think?” 
‘Bah! Madame Fontaine, indeed! Little 

Crazybrains went out (instead of eating the 
good dinner I cooked for him), and got the 

flowers. He wouldn’t let anybody put them 

into her hands but himself —at least, so the 
nurse said. Has anybody seen Madame House- 
keeper? Was she downstairs at dinner to-day, 

Joseph?”’ é ‘ 
“Not she! You mark my words!’ said 

Joseph, ‘‘there’s some very serious reason for 
- her keeping her room, on pretense of being ill.”’ 

“Can you give any guess what it is?”’ 
“You shall judge for yourself,’ Joseph an- 

swered. ‘Did I tell you what happened yester- 

day evening, before Jack was brought home by 
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the nurse’s brother? I answered a ring at the 
door-bell—and there was Mr. Fritz in a towering 
passion, with Miss Minna, on his arm looking 
ready to drop with fatigue. They rang for some 

wine; and I heard what he said to his father. 

It seems that Madame Fontaine had gone out 
walking in the dark and the cold (and her daugh- 

ter with her), without rhyme or reason. Mr. 

Fritz met them, and insisted on taking Miss 
Minna home. Her mother didn’t seem to care 

what he said or did. She went on walking by 
herself, as hard as she could lay her feet to the 
ground. And what do you suppose her excuse 
was? Hernerves were outoforder! Mr. Fritz’s 

notion is that there is something weighing on her 
mind. An hour afterward she came back to the 

house—and I found reason to agree with Mr. 
Fritz.”’ 

‘Tell us all about it, Joseph! What did she 
do?”’ 

**You shall hear. It happened just after I had 
seen crazy Jack safe in his bed. When I heard 
the bell, I was on my way downstairs, with a cer- 

tain bottle in my hand. One of you saw the 
nurse’s brother give it to me, I think? How he 

and Crazybrains came into possession of it, mind 
you, is more than I know.”’ 

‘Tt looked just like the big medicine-bottle 
that cured Mr. Keller,’ said the cook. 

“Tt was the bottle; and, what is more, it 

smelled of wine, instead of medicine, and it was 
empty. Well, I opened the door to Madame 
Housekeeper, with the bottle in my hand. The 

>. 
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instant she set eyes on it, she snatched it away 
from me. She looked—I give you.imy word of 

honor, she looked as if she could have cut my 

throat. ‘You wretch!’—nice language to use to 
a respectable servant, eh?—‘You wretch’ (she 
says) ‘how did you come by this?’ I made her 

alow bow. I said, ‘Civility costs nothing, ma’am; 
and sometimes buys a great deal’ (severe, eh?). 

I told her exactly what had happened, and ex- 
actly what Schwartz had said. And then I ended 
with another hard hit. ‘The next time anything 
of yours is put into my hands,’ I said, ‘I shall 
leave it to take care of itself.’ I don’t know 
whether she heard me; she was holding the bot- 
tle up to the light. When she saw it was empty 
—well! I can’t tell you, of course, what was 

passing in her mind. But this I can swear; 
she shivered and shuddered as if she had got 
a fit of the ague; and pale as she was when 
I let her into the house, I do assure you she 
turned paler still. I thought I should have 
to take her upstairs next. My good creatures, 
she’s made of iron! Upstairs she went. I fol- 
lowed her as far as the first landing, and saw 

Mr. Keller waiting—to tell her the news of Mrs. 
Wagner’s death, I suppose. What passed be- 
tween them I can’t say. Mr. Fritz tells me she 
has never left her room since; and his father has 
not even sent a message to know how she is.: 

What do you think of that?”’ 
“‘T think Mr. Fritz was mistaken, when he told 

you she had never left her room,’’ said the house- 

maid. ‘‘I am next to certain I heard her whis- 
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pering, early this morning, with crazy Jack. 
Do you think she will follow the hearse to the 

Deadhouse, with Mr. Keller and the doctor?’’ 

‘‘Hush!’? said Joseph. As he spoke, the heavy 

wheels of the hearse were heard in the street. 
He led the way to the top of the kitchen stairs. 
‘‘Wait here,’’ he whispered, ‘‘while I answer the 

door—and you will see.”’ 

Upstairs, in the drawing-room, Fritz and 
Minna were alone. Madame Fontaine’s door, 

closed to every one, was a closed door even to 

her daughter. 

Fritz had refused to let Minna ask a second 
time to be let in. ‘‘It will soon be your hus-: 

band’s privilege, my darling, to take care of you 

and comfort you,’’ he said. ‘‘At this dreadful 

time, Se must be no pene. between you 
and me.’ 

His arm was round her; her head rested on 
his shoulder. She looked up at him timidly. 

*‘Are you not going with them to the ceme- 
tery?’’ she asked. 

*‘T am going to stay with you, Minna.’’ 

‘““You were angry yesterday, Fritz, when you 
met me with my mother. Don’t think the worse 
of her, because she is ill and troubled in her mind. 

You will make allowances for her as I do—won’t 
you?”’ 

‘‘My sweet girl, there is nothing I won’t do 
to please you! Kissme, Minna. Again! again!’’ 

On the higher floor of the house, Mr. Keller 

hy 
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and the doctor were waiting in the chamber of 
death. 

Jack kept his silent watch by the side of the 
couch, on which the one human creature who 

had befriended him lay hushed in the last earth- 

ly repose. Still, from time to time, he whispered 

to himself the sad, senseless words, ‘‘No, no, no 

—not dead, Mistress! Not dead yet!’’ 

There was a soft knock at the door. The doc- 

tor opened it. Madame Fontaine stood before — 
him. She spoke in dull, monotonous tones— 
standing in the doorway; refusing, when she 

was invited by a gesture, to enter the room. 

*“‘The hearse has stopped at the door,’’ she 

said. ‘‘The men wish to ask if they can come 
ame? 

lt was Joseph’s duty to make this announce- 
ment. Her motive for forestalling him showed 
itself dimly in her eyes. They were not on Mr. 

Keller; not on the doctor; not on the couch. 

From the moment when the door had been opened 
to her, she fixed her steady look on Jack. It 
never moved until the bearers of the dead hid 
him from her when they entered the room. 

The procession passed out. Jack, at Mr. Kel-— 
ler’s command, followed last. Standing back at 
the doorway, Madame Fontaine caught him by 
the arm as he came out. 
“You were half asleep this morning,’’ she 

whispered. ‘‘You are not half asleep now. 

How did you get the blue-glass bottle? 1 in- 

sist on knowing.”’ 

“‘T won’t tell you!”’ 
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Madame Fontaine altered her tone. 
‘*Will you tell me who emptied the bottle? I 

have always been kind to you—it isn’t much to 

ask. Who emptied it?” 
His variable temper changed; he lifted his 

head proudly. Absolutely sure of his mistress’s 
recovery, he now claimed the merit that was his 

due. 
“*T emptied it!”’ 
‘‘How did you empty it?’’ she asked, faintly. 

“Did you throw away what was in it? Did 
you give it to anybody?’’ 

He seized her in his turn—and dragged her to 
the railing of the corridor. ‘‘Look there!’ he 
cried, pointing to the bearers, slowly carrying 

their burden down the stairs. ‘‘Do you see her, 

resting on her little sofa till she recovers? I 
gave it to her!’’ 

He left her, and descended the stairs. She 

staggered back against the wall of the corridor. 
Her sight seemed to be affected. She groped for 
the stair-rail, and held by it. The air was wafted 

up through the open street-door. 1t helped her 
to rally her energies. She went down steadily, 

step by step, to the first landing—paused, and 
went down again. Arrived in the hall, she ad- 
vanced to Mr. Keller, and spoke to him. 

‘‘Are you going to sse the body laid in the 
Deadhouse?”’ 

CONES sd 

‘Is there any objection to my seeing it, too?”’ 
‘The authorities have no objection to admit- 

ting friends of the deceased person,’ Mr. Keller 
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answered. He looked at her searchingly, and 
added, ‘‘Do you go as a friend?”’ 

It was rashly said; and he knew it. The 

magistrates had decided that the first inquiries 
should be conducted with the greatest secrecy. 

For that day, at least, the inmates of the house 

were to enjoy their usual liberty of action (under 

private superintendence), so that no suspicion 

might be excited in the mind of the guilty per- , 

son. Conscious of having trifled with the seri- 
ous necessity of keeping a guard over his tongue, 
Mr. Keller waited anxiously for Madame Fon- 
taine’s reply. 

Not a word fell from her lips. There was a 
slight hardening of her face, and no more. In 
ominous silence, she turned about and ascended 

the stairs again. é 

CHAPTER XVII. 

THE departure from the house was interrupted 
by an unforeseen cause of delay. 

Jack refused to follow the hearse, with Doctor 

Dormann and Mr. Keller. ‘‘I won’t lose sight 
of her!’ he cried—‘‘no! not fora moment! Of 
all living creatures, I must be the first to see her 

when she wakes.”’ ; 
Mr. Keller turned to the doctor. ae does 

he mean?’’ 
The doctor, standing back in the shadow of 

the house, seemed to have some reason for not 

answering otherwise than by gesture. He touched 
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his forehead significantly; and, stepping out into 
the road, took Jack by the hand. The canopy of 
the hearse, closed at the sides, was open at either 

end. From the driver’s seat, the couch became 

easily visible on looking round. With inexhaus- 

tible patience the doctor quieted the rising excite- 
ment in Jack, and gained him permission to take 
his place by the driver’s side. Always grateful 

for kindness, he thanked Doctor Dormann, with 

the tears falling fast over his cheeks. ‘‘I’m not 

crying for her,’’ said the poor little man; ‘‘she 
will soon be herself again. But it’s so dreadful, 
sir, to go out driving with her in such a carriage 

-as this!’’ 

The hearse moved away. 

Doctor Dormann, walking with Mr. Keller, 

“felt his arm touched, and, looking round, saw 

the dimly-outlined figure of a woman beckoning 
to him. He drew back, after a word of apology 
to his companion, who continued to follow the 

hearse. The woman met him half way. He 
recognized Madame Fontaine. 

‘“You are a learned man,’’ she began, abrupt- 
ly. ‘*Do you understand writing in cipher?”’ 

‘*Sometimes.”’ 
‘Tf you have half an hour to spare this even- 

ing, look at that—and do me the favor of telling 
me what it means.”’ 

She offered something to him, which appeared 
in the dim light to be only asheet of paper. He 
hesitated to take it from her. She tried to press 
it on him. 

**T found it among my husband’s papers,’’ she 

. ae 
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said. ‘‘He wasa great chemist, as you know. 
It might be interesting to you.”’ 

He still hesitated. 

“Are you acquainted with chemical science?”’ 
he asked. 

“T am perfectly ignorant of chemical sci- 
ence.”” 

‘“‘Then what interest can you have in interpret- 
ing the cipher?”’ 

“‘I have a very serious interest. There may 

be something dangerous in it, if it fell into un- 
scrupulous hands. I want to know if I ought to 
destroy it.”’ 

He suddenly took the paper from her. It felt 
stiff, like a sheet of cartridge-paper. 

‘*You shall hear,’’ hesaid. ‘‘In case of neces- 

sity, I will destroy it myself. Anything more?’’ 
*‘One thing more. Does Jack go to the ceme- 

tery with you and Mr. Keller?”’ 
cONage 

Walking away rapidly to overtake Mr. Keller, 
he looked behind him once or twice.~ The street 

was dimly lighted, in those days, by a few oil 
lamps. He might be mistaken—but he thought 
that Madame Fontaine was following him. 

On leaving the city, the lanterns were lighted 

to guide the hearse along the road that led to the 

cemetery. The overseer met the bearers at the 
gates. 

They passed, under a Doric portico, into a 
central hall. At its right-hand extremity, an 
open door revealed a room for the accommoda- 
tion of mourners. Beyond this there was a 



366 WORKS OF WILKIE COLLINS. 

courtyard; and, further still, the range of apart- 
ments devoted to the residence of the cemetery- 

overseer. Turning from the right-hand division 

of the building, the bearers led the way to the 

opposite extremity of the hall; passed through a 

second room for mourners; crossed a second 

courtyard beyond it; and, turning into a nar- 

row passage, knocked at a closed door. 

The door was opened by a watchman. He 

admitted them into a long room, situated be- 

tween the courtyard at one end, and the ceme- 

tery at the other, and having ten side recesses 
which opened out of it. The long room was the 

Watchman’s Chamber. The recesses were the 
cells which held the dead. 

The couch was set down in the Watchman’s 
Chamber. It was a novelty in the Deadhouse; 

and the overseer asked for an explanation. Doc- 

tor Dormann informed him that the change had 
been made, with his full approval, to satisfy a 

surviving friend, and that the coffin would be 

provided before the certificate was granted for 
the burial. 

While the persons present were all gathered 
round the doctor and the overseer, Madame 

Fontaine softly pushed open the door from the 
courtyard. After a look at the recesses—situ- 
ated, five on either side of the length of the 
room, and closed by black curtains—she parted 
the curtains of the nearest recess to her, on her 

left hand; and stepped in without being noticed 
by any one. 

‘“You take the responsibility of the couch, doc- 

hy 
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tor, if the authorities raise any objection?” said 
the overseer. 

This condition being complied with, he ad- 
dressed himself to the watchman. ‘‘The cells 
are all empty to-night, Duntzer, are they not?’’ 

ee Vee, Bina 

‘Are you off duty early or late this evening?”’ 
“‘T am off duty in half an hour, sir.’’ 

The overseer pointed to the couch. ‘‘You can 
attend to this,’’ he said. ‘‘Take the cell that is 

the nearest to you, where the watchman’s chair 

is placed—Number Five.” ; 
He referred to the fifth recess, at the upper 

end of the room on the right, counting from the 
courtyard door. The watchman looped up the 
black curtains, while the bearers placed the 

couch in the cell. This done, the bearers were 

dismissed. 
Doctor Dormann pointed through the parted 

curtains to the lofty cell, ventilated from the top, 

and warmed (like the Watchman’s Chamber) by 

an apparatus under the flooring. In the middle 
of the cell was a stand, placed there to support 
the coffin. Above the stand a horizontal bar 

projected, which was fixed over the doorway. 
It was furnished with a pulley, through which 
passed a long thin string hanging loosely down- 

ward at one end, and attached at the other toa 

small alarm-bell, placed over the door on the 
outer side—that is to say, on the side of the 

Watchman’s Chamber. 
‘¢ All the cells are equal in size,’’ said the doc- 

tor to Mr. Keller, ‘‘and are equally clean, and 
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well warmed. The hot bath, in another room, 

is always ready; and a cabinet, filled with 

restorative applications, is close by. Now look 

at the watchman, and mark the care that is 

taken—in the event, for instance, of a cataleptic 
trance, and of a revival following it.”’ 

Duntzer led the way into the cell. He took 

the loose end of the string, hanging from above, 

and attached to it two shorter and lighter strings, 
each of which terminated in five loose ends. 

From these ends hung ten little thimble-shaped 
objects, made of brass. 

First slightly altering the position of the couch 

on the stand, Duntzer lifted the dead hands— 

fitted the ten brass thimbles to the fingers and 

the thumbs—and gently laid the hands back on 
the breast of the corpse. When he had looked 

up, and had satisfied himself of the exact con- 
nection between the hands and the line commu- 

nicating with the alarm-bell outside, his duty 
was done. He left the cell; and, seating him- 
self in his chair, waited the arrival of the night- 
watchman who was to relieve him. 

Mr. Keller came out into the chamber, and 
spoke to the overseer. 

‘*Ts all done now?”’ 
‘* All is done.”” 

‘I should like, while I am here, to Bpeaks to 
you about the grave.”’ 

The overseer bowed. ‘‘You can see the eh 
of the cemetery,”’ he said, ‘tin my office on the 
other side of the building.”’ 

Mr. Keller looked back into the cell. Jack 

b, ss 
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had taken his place in it, when the couch had 

been carried in; and Doctor Dormann was quiet- 
ly observing him.\ Mr. Keller beckoned to Jack. 
“T am waiting for you,’? he said. ‘‘Come!”’ 

*‘And leave Mistress??? Jack answered. 
‘*Never!”’ 

Mr. Keller was on the point of stepping into 
the cell, when Doctor Dormann took his arm, 
and led him away out of hearing 

**T want to ask you a question,’”’ said the doc- 
tor. ‘‘Was that poor creature’s madness violent 

madness, when Mrs. Wagner took him out of 
the.London asylum?’’ 

**T have heard her say so.’” 

“Be careful what you do with him. Mrs. 
Wagner’s death has tried his weak brain seri- 
ously. Jam afraid of a relapse into that violent 
madness—leave him to me.”’ 

Mr. Keller left the room with the overseer. 
Doctor Dormann returned to the cell. 

‘Listen to me, Jack,’’ he said. ‘‘If your 

mistress revives (as you think), I want you to 

see for yourself how she will tell it to the man 

who is on the watch.’’ He turned and spoke to 
Duntzer. ‘‘Is the alarm-bell set?”’ 

‘* Yes, sir.’’ ‘ 
The doctor addressed himself once more to 

Jack. ; 
‘‘Now look, and listen!’’ he said. 
He delicately touched one of the brass thim- 

bles, fitted to the fingers of the corpse. The bell 
rang instantly in the Watchman’s Chamber. 

‘“‘The moment the man hears that,’’ he re 
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sumed, ‘‘he will make the signal, which calls 
the overseer and the nurses to help your mistress 

back to life. At the same time, a messenger 
will -e sent to Mr. Keller’s house to tell you 

what has happened. You see how well she is 
taken care of—and you will behave sensibly, I 
am sure? lam going away. Come with me.”’ 

Jack answered as he had answered Mr. Keller. 
**Never!’’ he said. 
He flung himself on the floor, and clasped his 

arms round one of the pillars supporting the 
stand on which the couch was placed. ‘‘Tear 

my arms out of their sockets,’? he cried—‘you 
won’t get me away till you’ve done that!”’ 

Before the doctor could answer, footsteps were 
heard in the Watchman’s Chamber. A _ jolly 
voice asked a question. ‘‘Any report for the 
night, Duntzer?’’ 

Jack seemed to recognize the voice. He looked 
round eagerly. 

‘‘A corpse in Number Five,’’? Duntzer an- 
swered. ‘‘And strangers in the cell. Contrary 
to the order for the night, as you know. I have 

reported them; it’s your duty to send them away. 
Good-night.”’ 

- A red-nosed old man looked in at the doorway 
of the cell. Jack started to his feet. ‘‘Here’s 
Schwartz!’ he cried—‘‘leave me with Schwartz!”’ 

a 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE discovery of Jack. agreeably surprised 
Schwartz, without in the least perplexing him. 

Tis little friend (as he reasoned) had, no doubt, 
remembered the invitation to the Deadhouse, and 

had obtained admission through the interference 
_of the strange gentleman who was with him. 
But who was the gentleman? The deputy night- 
watchman (though he might carry messages for 

his relative the nurse) was not personally ac- 

quainted with his sister’s medical patrons in 
Frankfort. He looked at the doctor with an 
expression of considerable doubt. 

**T beg your pardon, sir,’’ he ventured to say, 
‘‘you’re not a member of the city council, are 
you?”’ 

_ *T have nothing to do with the city council.”’ 
‘*And nothing to do with managing the Dead- 

house?”? 
‘‘Nothing. I am Doctor Dormann.”’ 
Schwartz snapped his clumsy fingers, as an 

appropriate expression of relief. ‘‘ All right, sir! 
Leave the little man with me—I’ll take care of 
him.”’ 

‘Do you know this person?’’ asked the doctor, 

turning to Jack. 
“Yes! yes! leave me here with him,” Jack 
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answered. eagerly. ‘‘Good-night, sir—good- 
night!’’ 

Doctor Dormann looked again at Jack’s friend. 
‘“‘T thought strangers were not allowed here at 

night,’’ he said. 
“Tt’s against the rules,’? Schwartz admitted. 

“‘But, Lord love you, sir, think of the dullness 
of this place! Besides, I’m only a deputy. In 
three nights more the regular man will come on 
duty again. It’s an awful job, doctor, watching 
alone here, all night. One of the men actually 
went mad, and hanged himself. To be sure he 
was a poet in his way, which makes it less re- 
markable. I’m not a poet myself—I’m only a 
sociable creature. Leave little Jack with me! 
I’ll send him home safe and sound—I feel like a 
father to him.”’ 

The doctor hesitated. What was he to do? 
Jack had already returned to the cell in which 
his mistress lay. To remove him by the brutal 
exercise of main force was a proceeding from 
which Doctor Dormann’s delicacy of feeling 
naturally recoiled—to say nothing of the danger 
of provoking that outbreak of madness against 
which the doctor had himself warned Mr. Kel- 
ler. Persuasion he had already tried in vain. 
Delegated authority to control Jack had not been 
conferred on him. There seemed to be no other 
course than to yield. 

‘*If you persist in your obstinacy,’’ he said to 
Jack, ‘‘IJ must return alone to Mr. Keller’s 

house, and tell him that 1 have left you here 
with your friend.’’ 
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Jack was already absorbed in his own 
thoughts. He only repeated vacantly, ‘‘Good- 
night.’ 

Doctor Dormann left the room. Schwartz 
looked in at his guest. ‘‘Wait there for the 
present,’” he said. ‘‘The porter will be here 
directly: I don’t want him to see you.’’ 

The porter came in after an interval. ‘All 
right for the night?’’ he asked. 

‘‘All right,’? Schwartz answered. 
The porter withdrew in silence. The night- 

watchman’s reply was his authority for closing 

the gates of the Deadhouse until the next 
morning. 

Schwartz returned to Jack—still watching pa- 
tiently by the side of the couch. ‘‘Was she a 
relation of yours?’’ he asked. 

‘* All the relations in the world to me!’’ Jack 
burst out passionately. ‘‘Father and mother— 
and brother and sister and wife.”’ 

‘‘Ay, ay? Five relations in one is what I 

call an economical family,’? said Schwartz. 
*“‘Come out here, to the table. You stood treat 

last time—my turn now. I’ve got the wine 
handy. Yes, yes—she was a fine woman in 

her time, I daresay. Why haven’t you put 
her into a coffin like other people?”’ 
“Why?” Jack repeated indignantly. ‘‘l 

couldn’t prevent them from bringing her here; 

but I would have burned the house down over 
their heads, if they had dared> to put her into a 
coffin! Are you stupid enough to suppose that 

Mistress is dead? Don’t you know that I’m 
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watching and waiting here till she wakes? Ah! 
1 beg your pardon—you don’t know. The rest 

of them would have let her die. I saved her 

life. Come here, and I’ll tell you how.”’ 
He dragged Schwartz into the cell. As the 

watchman disappeared from view, the wild white 
face of Madame Fontaine appeared between the 
curtains of her hiding-place, listening to Jack’s 

narrative of the opening of the cupboard, and 
the discovery that had followed. 

Schwartz humored his little friend (evidently, 

as he now concluded, his crazy little friend), by 

listening in respectful silence. Instead of mak- 

ing any remark at the end, he mentioned once 

more that the wine was handy. ‘‘Come!’’ he 

reiterated; ‘‘come to the table!’’ 

Madame Fontaine drew back again behind the 
curtains. Jack remained obstinately in the cell. 
*‘T mean to see it,’’ he said, ‘‘the moment she 

moves.’” 
“Do you think your eyes will tell you?’ 

Schwartz remonstrated. ‘‘You look dead-beat 
already; your eyes will get tired. Trust the 

bell here, over the door. Brass and steel don’t 
get tired; brass and steel don’t fall asleep; brass 

and steel will ring, and call you to her. Take a 
rest and a drink.”’ 

These words reminded Jack of the doctor’s 
experiment with the alarm-bell. He could not 
disguise from himself the stealthily-growing 
sense of fatigue in his head and his limbs. 
“‘1’m afraid you’re right,’’ he said sadly. ‘I 
wish 1 was a stronger man.’’ He joined 

a. 
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Schwartz at the table, and dropped Nice 
into the watchman’s chair. 

His head sank on his breast, his eyes closed. 

He started up again. ‘‘She may want help 

when she wakes!’’ he cried, with a look of ter- 

ror. ‘What must we do? Can we carry her 
home between us? Oh! Schwartz, I was so 

confident in myself a little while since—and it 
seems all to have left me now!”’ 

**Don’t worry that weary little head of yours 

about nothing,’’ Schwartz answered, with rough 

good-nature. ‘‘Come along with me, and I’ll 

show you where help’s to be got when help’s 
wanted. No! no! you won’t be out of hearing of 
the bell—if it rings. We’ll leave the door open. 
It’s only on the other side of the passage here.’’ 

He lighted a lantern, and led Jack out. 

Leaving the courtyard and the waiting-room 

on their left hand, he advanced along the right- 
hand side of the passage, and opened the door of 
a bed-chamber, always kept ready for use. A 
second door in the bed-chamber led to a bath- 
room. Here, opposite the bath, stood the cabi 

net in which the restorative applications were 
kept, under the care of the overseer. - 

When the two men had gone out, Madame 

Fontaine ventured into the Watchman’s Cham- 
ber. Her eyes turned toward the one terrible 

cell, at the further end of the row of black cur- 
tains. She advanced toward it; and stopped, 
lifting her hands to her head in the desperate 
effort to compose herself. 
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The terror of impending discovery had never 
Jeft her, since Jack had owned the use to which 

he had put the contents of the blue-glass bottle. 
Animated by that all-mastering dread, she had 

thrown away every poison in the medicine-chest 

—had broken the bottles into fragments—and 

had taken those fragments out with her, when 

she left the house to follow Doctor Dormann. 
On the way to the cemetery, she had scattered 

the morsels of broken glass and torn paper on 

the dark road outside the city gate. Nothing 
now remained but the empty medicine-chest, and 

the writing in cipher, once rolled round the poi- 
son called the ‘‘Looking-Glass Drops.”’ 

Under these altered circumstances, she had 

risked asking Doctor Dormann to interpret the 

mysterious characters, on the bare chance of 

their containing some warning by which she 

might profit, in her present ignorance of the re- 
sults which Jack’s ignorant interference might 
produce, = 5 

Acting under the same vague terror of that 
possible revival, to which Jack looked forward 
with such certain hope, she had followed him to 
the Deadhouse, and had waited, hidden in the 

cells, to hear what dangerous confidences he 
might repose in the doctor or in Mr. Keller, and 
to combat on the spot the suspicion which he 
might ignorantly rouse in their minds. Still in 

the same agony of doubt, she now stood, with 

her eyes on the cell, trying to summon the rego- 

lution to judge for herself. One look at the dead 

woman, while the solitude in the room gave her 
v. 

hy 
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the chance—one look might assure her of the 

livid pallor of death, or warn her of the terrible 

possibilities of awakening life. She hurried 
headlong over the intervening space, and looked 
in. 

There, grand and still, lay her murderous 

work! There, ghostly white on the ground of 

the black robe, were the rigid hands, topped by 

the hideous machinery which was to betray 

them, if they trembled under the mysterious 
return of life! 

In the instant when she saw it, the sight over- 

whelmed her with horror. Sheturned distracted- 
ly, and fled through the open door. She crossed 
the courtyard, like a deeper shadow creeping 

swiftly through the darkness of the winter night. 

On the threshold of the solitary waiting-room, 

exhausted nature claimed its rest. She wavered 
—groped with her hands at the empty air—and 

sank insensible on the floor. 

In the meantime, Schwartz revealed the pine 
pose of his visit to the bathroom. 

The glass doors which protected the upper 

division of the cabinet were locked; the key be- 
ing in the possession of the overseer. The cup- 

board in the lower division, containing towels 
and flannel wrappers, was left unsecured. Open- 

ing the door, the watchman drew out a bottle 
and an old traveling flask, concealed behind the 
bath-linen. ‘I call this my cellar,’’ he ex- 
plained. ‘‘Cheer up, Jacky; we’ll have a jolly 
night of it yet.”’ 
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‘“‘T don’t want to see your cellar!’’ said Jack 
impatiently. ‘‘I want to be of use to Mistress— 
show me the place where we call for help.”’ 

“‘Call?’’ repeated Schwartz, with a roar of 

laughter. ‘‘Do you think they can hear us at 

the overseer’s, through a courtyard, and a wait- 

ing-room, and a grand hall, and another court- 

yard, and another waiting-room beyond? Not 

if we were twenty men all bawling together till 

we were hoarse! I’ll show you how we can 

make the master hear us—if that miraculous re- 

vival of yours happens,’’ he added facetiously in 

a whisper to himself. 

He led the way back into the passage, and 

held up his lantern so as to show the cornice. A 
row of fire-buckets was suspended there by 

hooks. Midway between them, a stout rope 
-hung through a metal-lined hole in the roof. 

‘‘Do you see that?’’? said Schwartz. ‘‘You 
have only to pull, and there’s an iron tongue in 

the belfry above that will speak loud enough to 

be heard at the city gate. The overseer will 

come tumbling in, with his bunch of keys, as if 
the devil was at his heels, and the two women- 

servants after him—old and ugly, Jack!—they 
attend to the bath, you know, when a woman 

wants it. Waita bit! Take the light into the 

bedroom, and get a chair for yourself—we 
haven’t much accommodation for evening visi- 

tors. Got it! that’s right. Would you like to 
see where the mad watchman hung himself? 
On the last hook at the end of the row there. 
We’ve got a song he made about the Deadhouse. 

o>. 
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I think it’s in the drawer of the table. A gen- 
tleman had it printed and sold, for the benefit of 

the widow and children. Wait till we are well 

warmed with our liquor, and I’ll tell you what 
Pll do—Pll sing you the mad watchman’s song; 
and Jacky, my man, you shall sing the cho- 

_tus! Tow-row-rub-a-dub-boom—that’s the tune. 

Pretty, isn’t it? Come along back to our snug- 
gery.”? He led the way to the Watchman’s 
Chamber. 

CHAPTER XIX. 

J ACK looked eagerly into the cell again. There 
was no change—not a sign of that happy wak- 
ing in which he so firmly believed. 

Schwartz opened the drawer of the table. To- 
bacco and pipes; two or three small drinking- 
glasses; a dirty pack of playing cards; the mad 
watchman’s song, with a woodcut illustration of 

the suicide—all lay huddled together. He took 
from the drawer the song, and two of the drink- 

ing-glasses, and called to his little guest to come 

out of the cell. 
‘‘There,’’ he said, filling the glasses, ‘‘you 

never tasted such wine as that in all your life. 

Off with it!’’ 
Jack turned away with a look of disgust. 

‘What did you say of wine, when I drank with 
you the other night?’’ he asked reproachfully. 
“‘You said it would warm my heart, and make 
aman of me, And what did itdo? I couldn’t 

stand on my legs. I couldn’t hold up my head 

% ! 
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—I was so sleepy and stupid that Joseph had to 
take me upstairs to bed. I hate your wine! 

Your wine’s a liar, who promises and doesn’t 
perform! I’m weary enough, and wretched 
enough in my mind, as it is. No more wine 

for me!”’ 
‘Wrong!’ remarked Schwartz, emptying his 

glass, and smacking his lips after it. ‘‘You 

made a serious mistake the other night—you 

didn’t drink half enough. Give the good liquor a 

fair chance, my son. No, you won’t? Must 1 

try a little gentle persuasion before you will 

come back to your chair?’’ Suiting the action 

to the word, he put his arm round Jack. ‘‘What’s 

this I feel under my hand?’’ he asked. ‘‘A bot- 

tle???’ He took it out of Jack’s breast-pocket. 
“‘Lord help us!’’ he exclaimed; ‘‘it looks like 
physic!’’ 

Jack snatched it away from him, with a cry 

of delight. ‘‘The very thing for me—and I 
never thought of it!’’ 

It was the phial which Madame Fontaine had 
repentantly kept to herself, after having express- 

ly filled it for him with the fatal dose of ‘‘ Alex- 
ander’s Wine’’—the phial which he had found, 
when he first opened the ‘‘Pink-Room Cup- 
board.’? In the astonishment and delight of 
finding the blue-glass bottle immediately after- 

ward, he had entirely forgotten it. Nothing had 
since happened to remind him that it was in his 
pocket, until Schwartz had stumbled on the 
discovery. 

“Tt cures you when you are tired or troubled 
>. 
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in your mind,’’ Jack announced in his grand- 
est manner, repeating Madame Fontaine’s own 

words. ‘‘Is there any water here?” 

*“Not a drop, thank Heaven!’’ said Schwartz, 

devoutly. 

‘‘Give me my glass, then. 1 once tried the 

remedy by itself, and it stung me as it went 
down. The wine won’t hurt me, with this 

splendid stuff in it. I'll take it in the wine.’’ 

‘*Who told you to take it?’’ Schwartz asked, 

holding back the glass. 

‘*Mrs. Housekeeper told me.”’ 

**A woman!’ growled Schwartz, in a tone of 

sovereign contempt. ‘‘How dare you let a wo 

man physic you, when you’ve got me for a doc- 

tor? Jack! I’m ashamed of you.”’ 

Jack defended his manhood. ‘‘Oh, I don’t 

care what she says! I despise her—she’s mad. 
You don’t suppose she made this? I wouldn’t 

touch it, if she had. No, no; her husband made 

it—a wonderful man! the greatest’ man in 

Germany !”’ 
He reached across the table and secured his 

glass of wine. Before it was possible to inter: 
fere, he had emptied the contents of the phial 
into it, and had raised it to his lips. At that 

moment, Schwartz’s restraining hand found its 

way to his wrist. The deputy watchman had 
far too sincere a regard for good wine to permit 
it to be drunk, in combination with physic, at 

his own table. 
“Put it down!’ he said gruffly. ‘‘You’re my 

visitor, ain’t you? Do you think I’m going to 
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let housekeeper’s cat-lap be drunk at my table? 

Look here!’’ 
He held up his traveling-flask, with the metal 

drinking-cup taken off, so as to show the liquor 
through the glass. The rich amber color of it 

fascinated Jack. He put his wineglass back on 
the table. ‘‘ What is it?’’ he asked eagerly. 

‘‘Drinkable gold, Jack! My physic. Brandy!’’ 
He poured out a dram into the metal cup. 

“Try that,’? he said, ‘‘and don’t let me hear 
any more about the housekeeper’s physic.”’ 

Jack tasted it. The water came into his eyes 
—he put his hands on his throat. ‘‘Fire!’’ he 
gasped faintly. 

‘“Wait!’’ said Schwartz. 
Jack waited. The fiery grip of the brandy 

relaxed; the genial warmth of it was wafted 

through him persuasively from head to foot. 

He took another sip. His eyes began to glitter. 
‘‘What divine being made this?’’ he asked. 

Without waiting to be answered, he tried it 

again, and emptied the cup. ‘‘More!’’ he cried. 
“I never felt so big, I never felt so strong, I 
never felt so clever, as I feel now!’’ 

Schwartz, drinking freely from his own bottle, 
recovered, and more than recovered, his Bac- 

chanalian good humor. He clapped Jack on 
the shoulder. ‘‘Who’s the right doctor now?’’ 
he asked cheerfully. ‘‘A drab of a housekeeper? 
or Father Schwartz? Your health, my jolly 
boy! When the bottle’s empty, I'll help you 
to finish the flask. Drink away! and the devil 
take all heel-taps!’’ 
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The next dose of brandy fired Jack’s excitable 

brain with a new idea. He fell on his knees at 
the table, and clasped his hands in a sudden fer- 

vor of devotion. ‘‘Silence!’’ he commanded 
sternly. ‘‘Your wine’s only a poor devil. Your 
drinkable gold is a god. Take your cap off, 
Schwartz—I’m worshipping drinkable gold!’ 

Schwartz, highly diverted, threw his cap up to 
the ceiling. ‘‘Drinkable gold, ora pro nobis!’’ 

he shouted, profanely adapting himself to Jack’s 
humor. ‘‘You shall be Pope, my boy—and I'll 
be the Pope’s butler. Allow me to help your 
sacred majesty back to your chair.”’ 

Jack’s answer betrayed another change in 
him. His tones were lofty; his manner was 
distant. ‘‘I prefer the floor,’’ he said; ‘‘hand 
me down my mug.”’ As he reached up to take 

it, the alarm bell over the door caught his eye. 
Debased as he was by the fiery strength of the 

drink, his ineradicable love for his mistress 
made its noble influence felt through the coarse 

fumes that were mounting to his brain. ‘‘Stop!’’ 
he cried. ‘‘I must be where 1 can see the bell 
—I must be ready for her, the instant it 

rings.” 
He crawled across the floor, and seated him- 

self with his back against the wall of one of the 
empty cells, on the left-hand side of the room. 
Schwartz, shaking his fat sides with laughter, 

‘handed down the cup to his guest. Jack took 

no notice of it. His eyes, reddened already by 
the brandy, were fixed on the bell opposite to 
him. ‘‘I want to know about it,’’ he said. 
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‘‘What’s that steel thing there, under the brass 

cover?”’ 
‘‘What’s the use of asking?’? Schwartz re- 

plied, returning to his bottle. 
“*T want to know!’’ 
‘‘Patience, Jack—patience. Follow my fore 

finger. My hand seems to shake a little; but 

it’s as honest a hand as ever was. ‘That steel 

thing there, is the bell hammer, you know. 

And, bless your heart, the hammer’s every- 

thing. Cost, Lord knows how much. Another 

toast, my son, Good luck to the bell!’’ 

Jack changed again; he began tocry. ‘‘She’s 

sleeping too long on that sofa, in there,’’ he said 
sadly. ‘‘I want her to speak to me; I want to 
hear her scold me for drinking in this horrid 

place. My heart’s all cold again. Where’s the 

mug?’”? He found it, as he spoke; the fire of 

the brandy went down his throat once more, 

and lashed him into frantic high spirits. ‘‘I’m 
up in the clouds!’’ he shouted; ‘‘I’m riding on 

a whirlwind. Sing, Schwartz! Ha! there are 
the stars twinkling through the skylight! Sing 

the stars down from heaven!”’ : 
Schwartz emptied his bottle, without the cere- 

mony of using the glass. ‘‘Now we are primed!”’ 

he said—‘‘now for the mad watchman’s song.’’ 

He snatched up the paper from the table, and 
roared out hoarsely the first verse: 

“The moon was shining, cold and bright, 
In the Frankfort Deadhouse, on New Year’s night, 
And I was the watchman, left alone, 

While the rest to feast and dance were gone; 
T envied their lot, and cursed my own— 

Poor me!’’ ¥ 
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**Chorus, Jack! ‘I envied their lot, and cursed 
my own—’ ”’ 

The last words of the verse were lost in a yeil 

of drunken terror. Schwartz started out of his 

chair, and pointed, panic-stricken, to the lower 

end of the room. 

‘*A ghost!’’ he screamed. ‘‘A ghost in black, 
at the door!”’ 

Jack looked round, and burst out laughing. 

“Sit down again, you old fool,’ he said. ‘‘It’s 
only Mrs. Housekeeper. We are singing, Mrs. 
Housekeeper! You haven’t heard my voice yet 

—I’m the finest singer in Germany.”’ 
Madame Fontaine approached him humbly. 

**You have a kind heart, Jack—I am sure you 

will help me,’’ she said. ‘‘Show me how to get 
out of this frightful place.’’ 

‘*The devil take you!’”’ growled Schwartz, re- 

covering himself. ‘*‘How did you get in?”’ 

‘*She’s a witch!’’ shouted Jack. ‘‘She rode 
in on a broomstick—she crept in through the 

keyhole. Where’s the fire? Let’s take her 
downstairs, and burn her!”’ 

- Schwartz applied himself to the brandy-flask, 
and began to laugh again. ‘‘There never was 
such good company as Jack,’’ he said, in his 
oiliest tones. ‘‘You can’t get out to-night, Mrs. 
Witch. The gates are locked—and they don’t 

trust me with the key. Walkin, ma’am. Plenty 
of accommodation for you, on that side of the 
room where Jack sits. Weare slack of guests 
for the grave to-night. Walk in.”’ 

She renewed her entreaties. ‘‘I’ll give you ali 
= Vou: 27 MM 
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the money I have about me! Who can I go to 
for the key? Jack! Jack! speak for me!”’ 

‘‘Go on with the song!’’ cried Jack. 
She appealed again in her despair to Schwartz. 

“‘Oh, sir, have mercy on me! I fainted, out 

there—and, when I came to myself, I tried to 

open the gates—and 1 called, and called, and 

nobody heard me.’’ 
Schwartz’s sense of humor was tickled by this. 

“If you could bellow like a bull,’’ he said, ‘‘no- 

body would hear you. Take a seat, ma’am.”’ 
“Go on with the song!’ Jack reiterated. 

‘I’m tired of waiting.’’ 
Madame Fontaine looked wildly from one to 

the other of them. ‘‘Oh, God, I’m locked in 

with an idiot and a drunkard!’’ The thought of 

it maddened her as it crossed her mind. Once 
more, she fled from the room. Again, and 

again, in the outer darkness, she shrieked for 

help. 

Schwartz advanced staggering toward the 

door, with Jack’s empty chair in his hand. 

‘*Perhaps you’ll be able to pipe a little higher, 
ma’am, if you come back and sit down? Now 
for the song, Jack!’’ 

He burst out with the second verse: 

“Backward and forward, with silent tread, 

I walked on my watch by the doors of the dead. 
And I said, It’s hard, on this New Year, 

While the rest are dancing to leave me here, 

Alone with death and cold and fear— 

Poor me!”’ 

‘Chorus, Jack! Chorus, Mrs. Housekeeper! 

bay 
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Ho! ho! look at her! She can’t resist the music 
—she has come back to us already. What can 

we do for you, ma’am? The flask’s not quite 
drained yet. Come and have a drink.” 

She had returned, recoiling from the outer 

darkness and silence, giddy with the sickening 
sense of faintness which was creeping over her 

again. When Schwartz spoke she advanced with 
tottering steps. ‘‘Water!’’ she exclaimed, gasp- 
ing for breath. ‘‘I’m faint—water! water!’’ 

‘‘Not a drop in the place, ma’am! Brandy, if 
you like?”’ 

**T forbid it!’ cried Jack, with a peremptory — 
sign of the hand. ‘‘Drinkable gold is for us— 
not for her!’’ 

The glass of wine which Schwartz had pre- 
vented him from drinking caught his notice. To 

give Madame Fontaine her own ‘‘remedy,”’ sto- 
len from her own room, was just the sort of trick 

to please Jack in his present humor. He pointed 
to the glass and winked at the watchman. After 
a momentary hesitation, Schwartz’s muddled 
brain absorbed the new idea. ‘‘Here’s a drop 
of wine left, ma’am. Suppose you try it?”’ 

She leaned one hand on the table to support 
herself. Her heart sank lower and lower; a 
cold perspiration bedewed her face. ‘‘Quick! 

quick!’’ she murmured faintly. She seized the 
glass and emptied it eagerly to the last drop. 

Schwartz and Jack eyed her with malicious 
curiosity. The idea of getting away was still in 

her mind. ‘I think I can walk now,”’ she 

said. ‘‘For God’s sake, let me out!”’ 
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‘*Haven’t I told you already? I can’t get out 

myself.”’ 
At that brutal answer, she shrank back. Slow- 

ly and feebly she made her way to the chair, and 

dropped on it. 
‘“‘Cheer up, ma’am!’’ said Schwartz. ‘‘You 

shall have more music to help you—you shall 

hear how the mad watchman lost his wits. An- 
other drop of the drinkable gold, Jack. A dram 

for you, and a dram for me—and here goes!”’ 
He roared out the last verses of the song: 

‘““Any company’s better than none, I said: 

If I can’t have the living, I’d like the dead. 

In one terrific moment more, 

_ The corpse-bell rang at each cell door, 
The moonlight shivered on the floor — 

Poor me! 

“The curtains gaped; there stood a ghost, 

On every threshold, as white as frost, 

You called us, they shrieked, and we gathered soon; 

Dance with your guests by the New Year’s moon! 

I danced till I dropped in a deadly swoon— 

Poor me! 

“And since that night I’ve lost my wits, 
And I shake with ceaseless ague-fits : 

For the ghosts they turned me cold as stone, 

On that New Year’s night when the white moon 

shone, ‘ 

And I walked on my watch, all, all alone— 

Poor me! 

“‘And, oh, when I lie in my coffin-bed, 

Heap thick the earth above my head! 

Or I shall come back, and dance once more, 

With frantic feet on the Deadhouse floor, 

And a ghost for a partner at every door— 

Poor me!’’ 

hy 
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The night had cleared. While Schwartz was 
singing, the moon shone in at the skylight. At 
the last verse of the song, a ray of the cold yel- 

low light streamed across Jack’s face. The fire 
of the brandy leaped into flame—the madness 

broke out in him, with a burst of its by-gone 
fury. He sprang, screaming, to his feet. 

‘The moon!’’ he shouted—‘‘the mad watch- 
man’s moon! The mad watchman himself is 

coming back. There he is, sliding down on 
the slanting light! Do you see the brown earth 
of the grave dropping from him, and the rope 
round his neck? Ha! how he skips, and twists, 

and twirls! He’s dancing again with the dead 
ones. Make way there! I mean to dance with 

them, too. Come on, mad watchman—come on! 

I’m as mad as you are!”’ 

He whirled round and round with the fancied 

ghost for a partner in the dance. The coarse — 
laughter of Schwartz burst out again at the ter- 
rible sight. He called, with drunken triumph, 

to Madame Fontaine. ‘‘Look at Jacky, ma’am. 
There’s a dancer for you! There’s good com- 
pany for a dull winter night!’’ She neither 

looked nor moved—she sat crouched on the chair, 

spell-bound with terror. Jack threw up his arms, 
turned giddily once or twice, and sank exhausted 
on the floor. ‘‘The cold of him creeps up my 
hands,’’ he said, still possessed by the vision of 

the watchman. ‘‘He cools my eyes, he calms 
my heart, he stuns my head. 1’m dying, dying, 
dying—going back with him to the grave. Poor 
me! poor me!”’ 
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He lay hushed in a strange repose; his eyes 

wide open, staring up at the moon. Schwartz 
drained the last drop of brandy out of the flask. 

‘“‘Jack’s name ought to be Solomon,’’ he pro- 
nounced, with drowsy solemnity; ‘‘Solomon was 
wise; and Jack’swise. Jack goes tosleep, when 

the liquor’s done. Take away the bottle, before 

the overseer comes in. If any man says I am 

not sober, that man lies. The Rhine wine has a 

way of humming in one’s head. That’s all, Mr. 
Overseer—that’s all. Dol see the sun rising, up 
there in the skylight? I wish you good-night; 
I wish—you—good—night.”’ 

He laid his heavy arms on the table; his head 
dropped on them—he slept. 

The time passed. No sound broke the silence 
but the lumpish snoring of Schwartz. No change 
appeared in Jack; there he lay, staring up at the 
moon. 

. Somewhere in the building (unheard thus far 
in the uproar) a clock struck the first hour of the 
morning. 

Madame Fontaine started. The sound shook 
her with a new fear—a fear that expressed itself 

in a-furtive look at the cell in which the dead 
woman lay. If the corpse-bell rang, would the 

stroke of it be like the single stroke of the clock? 
‘‘Jack!’’ she whispered. ‘‘Do you hear the 

clock? Oh, Jack, the stillness is dreadful—speak 
to me.”’ 

He slowly raised himself. Perhaps the strik- 
ing of the clock—perhaps some inner prompting 
—had roused him. He neither answered Ma 
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dame Fontaine, nor looked at her. With his 
arms clasped round his knees, he sat on the 

floor in the attitude of a savage. His eyes, 
which had stared at the moon, now stared with 

the same rigid, glassy look at the alarm-bell over 
the cell-door. 

The time went on. Again the oppression of 

silence became more than Madame Fontaine could 
endure. Again she tried to make Jack speak to 
her. f 

“What are you looking at?’’ she asked. 
‘‘What are you waiting for? Is it—?’? The 
rest of the sentence died away on her lips: the 
words that would finish it were words too terrible 

to be spoken. 

The sound of her voice produced no visible im- 
pression on Jack. Had it influenced him, in 

some unseen way? Something did certainly dis- 

turb the strange torpor that held him. Hespoke. 

The tones were slow and mechanical—the tones 

of a man searching his memory with pain and 

difficulty ; repeating his recollections, one by one, 

as he recovered them, to himself. 

_ **When she moves,’’ he muttered, ‘‘her hands 

pull the string. Her hands send a message up: 

up and up to the bell.’” He paused, and pointed 

to the cell-door. 
The action had a horrible suggestiveness to the 

guilty wretch who was watching him. 
‘“Don’tdothat!’’ shecried. ‘‘Don’t point there!’ 

_ His hand never moved; he pursued his newly- 

found recollections of what the doctor had shown 

to him. 
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‘‘Up and up to the bell,’’ he repeated. ‘‘And 
the bell feels it. The steel thing moves. The 
bell speaks. Good bell! Faithful bell!’’ 

The clock struck the half-hour past one. Ma- 

dame Fontaine shrieked at the sound—her senses 

knew no distinction between the clock and the 

bell. 
She saw his pointing hand drop back, and 

clasp itself with the other hand, round his knees. 

He spoke—softly and tenderly now—he was 

speaking to the dead. ‘‘Rise, Mistress, rise! 
Dear soul, the time is long; and poor Jack is 

waiting for you!”’ 
She thought the closed curtains moved: the 

delusion was reality to her. She tried to rouse 
Schwartz. 
‘*Watchman! watchman! Wake up!’’ 
He slept on as heavily as ever. 

She half rose from her chair. She was almost 
on her feet—when she sank back again. Jack 

-had moved. He got up on his knees. ‘‘Mis- 
tress hears me!’’ he said. The light of vivid 
expression showed itself in his eyes. Their va- 

cancy was gone: they looked longingly at the 
door of the cell. He got on his feet—he pressed 
both hands over his bosom. ‘‘Come,”’ he said. 
**Oh, Mistress, come!’’ 

There was a sound—a faint, premonitory, rust- 
ling sound—over the door. 

The steel hammer moved—rose—struck the 
metal globe. The bell rang. 

He stood rooted to the floor, sobbing hysteri- 
cally. The iron grasp of suspense held him. 
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Not a cry, not a movement escaped Madame 

Fontaine. The life seemed to have been struck 

out of her by the stroke of the bell. It woke 
Schwartz. Except that he looked up, he too 
never moved: he too was like a living creature 
turned to stone. 
A minute passed. 
The curtains swayed gently. Tremulous fin- 

gers rept out, parting them. Slowly, over the 

black surface of the curtain, a fair naked arm 

showed itself, widening the gap. 
The figure appeared, in its velvet pall. On 

the pale face the stillness of repose was barely 
ruffled yet. The eyes alone were conscious of 

returning life. They looked out on the room, 
softly surprised and perplexed—no more. They 
looked downward: the lips trembled sweetly into 

a smile. She saw Jack, kneeling in ecstasy at 
her feet. 

And now again there was stillness in the 

room. Unutterable happiness rejoiced, unutter- 

able dread suffered, in the same silence. 

The first sound heard came suddenly from the 

lonely outer hall. Hurrying footsteps swept over 
the courtyard. The flash of lights flew along the 
dark passage. Voices of men and women, min- 
gled together, poured into the Watchman’s Cham- 

ber. 



394 WORKS OF WILKIE COLLINS. 

Postscript. 

MR. DAVID GLENNEY RETURNS TO FRANK- 
FORT, AND CLOSES THE STORY. 

I. 

On the twelfth of December, I received a letter 
from Mrs. Wagner, informing me that the mar- 

riage of Fritz and Minna had been deferred until 
the thirteenth of January. Shortly afterward I 
left London, on my way to Frankfort. 

My departure was hurried, to afford me time 
to transact business with some of our correspond- 
ents in France and in Northern Germany. Our 
head-clerk, Mr. Hartrey (directing the London 
house in Mrs. Wagner’s absence), had his own 

old-fashioned notions of doing nothing ina hurry. 
He insisted on allowing me a far larger margin 
of time, for treating with our correspondents, 

than I was likely to require. The good man lit- ~ 
tle suspected to what motive my ready submis- 
sion to him was due. I was eager to see my 
aunt and the charming Minnaoncemore. With- 
out neglecting any of my duties (and with the 

oceasional sacrifice of traveling by night), I con- 
trived to reach Frankfort a week before I was 
expected—that is to say, in the forenoon of the 
fourth of January. 
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Il. 

Joseph’s face, when he opened the door, at 
once informed me that something extraordinary 
was going on in the house. 

** Anything wrong?”’ I asked. 
Joseph looked at me in astate of bewilder- 

ment. ‘‘You had better speak to the -doctor,”’ 
he said. 

“The doctor! Who is ill? My aunt? Mr. 
Keller? Who isit?’’? In my impatience, I took 
him by the collar of his coat and shook him. I 

shook out nothing but the former answer, a little 
abridged : 

“*Speak to the doctor.’’ 
_ The office door was close by me. I asked one 

of the clerks if Mr. Keller was in his room. The 
clerk informed me that Mr. Keller was upstairs 
with the doctor. In the extremity of my sus- 
pense, I inquired again if my aunt was ill. The 
man opened his eyes. ‘‘Isit possible you haven’t 

heard?’’ he said. 
‘*Ts she dead or alive?”’ I burst out, losing all 

patience. 
- Both,’ answered the clerk. 

I began—not unnaturally, I think—to wonder 
whether I was in Mr. Keller’s house, or in an 

asylum for idiots. Returning to the hall, I col- 
lared Joseph for the second time. ‘‘Take me up 
to the doctor instantly!’ I said.. 

Joseph led the way upstairs—not on my aunt’s 

side of the house, to my infinite relief. On the 
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first landing, he made a mysterious communica- 

tion. ‘*Mr. David, I have given notice to leave,”’ 

he said. ‘‘There are some things that no serv- 

ant can put up with. While a person lives, I 
expect a person to live. When a person dies, 
I expect a person todie. There must be no con- 
fusion on such a serious subject as life and death. 
1 blame nobody—I understand nothing—I mere- 
ly go. Follow me, if you please, sir.” 
Had he been drinking? He led the way up 

the next flight of stairs, steadily and quietly. 

He knocked discreetly at Madame Fontaine’s 

door. ‘‘Mr. David Glenney,’’ he announced, 

**to see Doctor Dormann.”’ 
Mr. Keller came out first, closing the door 

behind him. He embraced me, with a demon- 

strative affection far from characteristic of him 
at other times. His face was disturbed; his 

voice faltered, as he spoke his first words to me. 
‘*Welcome back, David—more welcome than 

ever !’’ 

‘“My aunt is well, I hope?” 
He clasped his hands fervently. ‘‘God is 

merciful,’’ he said. ‘*‘Thank God!’’ 

“Is Madame Fontaine ill?”’ 
Before he could answer, the door was opened 

again. Doctor Dormann came out. 
‘“‘The very man I want!’’ he exclaimed. ‘*You 

could not possibly have arrived at a better time.”’ 

He turned to Mr. Keller. ‘‘Where can I find 
writing materials? Inthe drawing-room? Come 
down, Mr. Glenney. Come down, Mr. Keller.”’ 

In the drawing-room, he wrote a few lines 
.. 

hy 
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rapidly. ‘‘Seeussign our names,’’ he said. He 
handed the pen to Mr. Keller after he had signed 
himseif—and then gave me the paper to read. 

To my unspeakable amazement, the writing 

certified that ‘‘the suspended vital forces in Mrs. 

Wagner had recovered their action in the Dead- 
house of Frankfort, at half-past one o’clock on 

the morning of the fourth of January; that he 

had professionally superintended the restoration 

to life; and that he thereby relieved the magis- 

trates from any further necessity for pursuing a 

private inquiry, the motive for which no longer 
existed.’’ To this statement there was a line 

added, declaring that Mr. Keller withdrew his 

application to the magistrates; authenticated by 

Mr. Keller’s signature. 
I stood with the paper in my hand, looking 

from one to the other of them, as completely be- 

wildered as Joseph himself. 
“T can’t leave Madame Fontaine,’’ said the 

doctor; ‘‘I am professionally interested in watch- 

ing the case. Otherwise, I would have mademy 

statement in person. Mr. Keller has been ter- 
ribly shaken, and stands in urgent need of rest 

and quiet. You will do us both a service if you 

will take that paper to the town-hall, and declare 
before the magistrates that you know us person- 
ally, and have seen us sign our names. On your 

return, you shall have every explanation that I 
can give; and you shall seo for yourself that you 
need feel no uneasiness on the subject of your 

aunt.”’ 
Having arrived at the town-hall, I made the 
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personal statement to which the doctor had re- 

ferred. Among the questions put to me, I was 
asked if I had any direct interest in the matter 

—either as regarded Mrs. Wagner or any other 

person. Having answered that I was Mrs. Wag- 

ner’s nephew, I was instructed to declare in writ- - 

ing, that I approved (as Mrs. Wagner’s repre- 

sentative) of the doctor’s statement and of Mr. 

Keller’s withdrawal of his application. 
With this, the formal proceedings terminated, 

and I was free to return to the house. 

III. 

Joseph had his orders this time. He spoke 
like a reasonable being—he said the doctor was 

waiting for me, in Madame Fontaine’s room. 
The place of the appointment rather surprised 

me. 
The doctor opened the door—but paused before 

he admitted me. 
‘“‘{ think you were the first person,’’ he said, 

‘‘who saw Mr. Keller, on the morning when he 
was taken ill?’’ 

‘*After the late Mr. Kngelman,’’ I answered, 
“*T was the first person.’’ 

“Come in, then. I want you to look at Ma- 
dame Fontaine.”’ 

He led me to the bedside. The instant I looked 
at her, I saw Mr. Keller’s illness reproduced, 

in every symptom. There she lay, in the same 

apathy; with the same wan look on her face, 
and the same intermittent trembling of her hands. 
When I recovered the first shock of the discovery, 

ha 
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I was able to notice poor Minna, kneeling at the 

opposite side of the bed, weeping bitterly. ‘Oh, 

my dear one!’’ she cried, in a passion of grief, 

‘‘look at me! speak to me!”’ 

The mother opened her eyes for a moment— _ 

. looked at Minna—and closed them again wearily. 

“‘Leave me quiet,’’ she said, in tones of fretful 
entreaty. Minna rose, and bent over the pillow 

tenderly. ‘‘ Your poor lips look so parched,”’’ she 

said; ‘‘let me give you some lemonade?”’ Ma: 

dame Fontaine only repeated the words, ‘‘ Leave 

me quiet.’” The same reluctance to raise her 
heavy eyelids, the same entreaty to be left un- 

disturbed, which had alarmed me on the mem- 

orable morning when I[ had entered Mr, Keller’s 

room! 

Doctor Dormann signed to me to follow him 

out, As -he opened the door, the nurse inquired 

if he had any further instructions forher. ‘‘Send 

for me, the moment you see a change,’’ he an- 

-swered; ‘‘I shall bein the drawing-room, with 

Mr. Glenney.’’ I silently pressed poor Minna’s 
hand, before I left her. Who could have pre- 

sumed, at that moment, to express sympathy in 

words? 
The doctor and I descended the stairs together. 

‘‘Does her illness remind you of anything?’’ he 

asked. 
“‘Of Mr. Keller’s illness,’’ I answered, ‘‘exactly 

as I remember it.”’ 
He made no further remark. We entered the 

drawing-room. I inquired if I could see my 

aunt. 
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“You must wait a little,’ he said. “Mrs. 

Wagner is asleep. The longer she sleeps the 

more complete her recovery will be. My main 

anxiety is about Jack. He is quiet enough now, 
keeping watch outside her door; but he has given 

me some trouble. I wish I knew more of his 

early history. From all I can learn, he was only 

what is called ‘half-witted,’ when they received 
him at the asylumin London. The cruel repres- 

sive treatment in that place aggravated his im- 
becility into violent madness—and such madness 

has a tendency to recur. Mrs. Wagner’s influ- 

ence, which has already done so much, is my 

main hope for the future. Sit down, and let me 

explain the strange position in which you find 

us here, as well as I can.”’ 

LY; 

**Do you remember how Mr. Keller’s illness 
was cured?’’ the doctor began. 

Those words instantly rerninded me, not only 
of Doctor Dormann’s mysterious suspicions at 
the time of the illness, but of Jack’s extraordi- 

nary question to me, on the morning when I left 
Frankfort. The doctor saw that I answered him 
with some little embarrassment. ; 

‘‘Let us open our minds to each other, without 
reserve,’’ he said. ‘‘1 have set you thinking of 
something. What is it?’’ 

I replied, concealing nothing. Doctor Dor- 
mann was equally candid on his side. He spoke 
to me exactly as he is reported to have spoken to 

Mr. Keller, in the Second Part of this narrative. 

hey: 
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*“You now know,’’ he proceeded, ‘‘what I 
thought of Mr. Keller’s extraordinary recovery, 
and what I feared when I found Mrs. Wagner 
(as I then firmly believed) dead. My suspicions 
of poisoning pointed to the poisoner. Madame 
Fontaine’s wonderful cure of Mr. Keller, by 
means of her own mysterious remedy, made me 

suspect Madame Fontaine. My motive, in re- 
fusing to give the burial certificate, was to pro- 

voke the legal inquiry, which I knew that Mr. 

Keller would institute, on the mere expression 

of a doubt, on my part, whether your aunt had 

died a natural death. At that time, I had not 

the slightest anticipation of the event that has 
actually occurred. Before, however, we had re- 

moved the remains to the Deadhouse, I must own 

I was alittle startled—prepare yourself for a sur- 

prise—by a private communication, addressed to 
me by Jack.’ 

He repeated Jack’s narrative of the opening 
of the Pink-Room cupboard, and the administra- 
tion of the antidote to Mrs. Wagner. 

‘*You will understand,’’ he went on, ‘‘that 1 

was too well aware of the marked difference be- 
tween Mr. Keller’s illness and Mrs. Wagner’s ill- 
ness to suppose for a moment that the same poison 
had been given to both of them. I was, there- 

fore, far from sharing Jack’s blind confidence in 

the efficacy of the blue-glass bottle, in the case 
of his mistress. But I tell you, honestly, my 
mind was disturbed about it. Toward night, 
my thoughts were again directed to the subject, 
under mysterious circumstances. Mr. Keller and 
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I accompanied the hearse to the Deadhouse. On 
our way through the streets, I was followed and 

stopped by Madame Fontaine. She had some- 

thing to give me. Here it is.”’ 
He laid on the table a sheet of thick paper, 

closely covered with writing in cipher. 

Ws 

‘*Whose writing is this?’’ I asked. 
“‘The writing of Madame Fontaine’s late hus- 

band.”’ 
‘* And she put it into your hands?” 
‘“Yes—and asked me to interpret the cipher 

for her.”’ 
‘It’s simply incomprehensible.”’ 
‘*Not in the least. She knew the use to which 

Jack had put her antidote, and (in her ignorance 

of chemistry) she was eager to be prepared for 

any consequences which might follow. Can you 

guess on what chance I calculated, when I con- 
sented to interpret the cipher?’’ 

*‘On the chance that it might tell you what 
poison she had given to Mrs. Wagner?’’ 

‘*Well guessed, Mr. Glenney!’’ 
*‘And you have actually discovered the mean- 

ing of these hieroglyphics?”’ 
He laid a second sheet of paper on the table. 
‘‘There is but one cipher that defies interpre- 

tation,’’? he said. ‘‘If you and your correspon- 
dent privately arrange to consult the same edi- 
tion of the same book, and if your cipher, or his, 

refers to a given page and to certain lines on that 

ty 
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page, no ingenuity can discover you, unaided by 

a previous discovery of the book. Allotherciphers, 
so far as I know, are at the mercy of skill and 

patience. In this case, I began (to save time 
and trouble) by trying the rule for interpreting 

the most simplé, and most elementary, of all 

ciphers—that is to say, the use of the ordinary 
language of correspondence, concealed under arbi- 

trary signs. The right way to read these signs 
can be described in two words. On examination 
of the cipher, you will find that some signs will 

be more often repeated than others. Count the 

separate signs, and ascertain, by simple addi- 
tion, which especial sign occurs oftenest—which 
follows next in point of number—and go on. 

These comparisons established, ask yourself what 
vowel occurs oftenest, and what consonant oc- 

curs oftenest, in the language in which you sup- 

pose the cipher to be written. The result is mere- 
ly a question of time and patience.”’ 

‘*And this is the result?’’ I said, pointing to 

the second sheet of paper. 
‘*Read it,’’ heanswered; ‘‘and judge for your- 

self.”’ 
The opening sentence of the interpreted cipher 

appeared to be intended by Doctor Fontaine to 
serve the purpose of a memorandum; repeating 

privately the instructions already attached by 

labels to the poison called ‘‘Alexander’s Wine,”’ 

and to its antidote. 

The paragraphs that followed were of a far 

more interesting kind, They alluded to the sec- 
ond poison, called ‘‘The Looking-Glass Drops;”’ 
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and they related the result of one of the profes- 
sor’s most remarkable experiments in the follow- 

ing words: 
VI. 

“The Looking-Glass Drops. Fatal Dose, as 
discovered by experiments on animals, the same 

as in the case of Alexander’s Wine. But the 
effect, in producing death, more rapid, and more 
indistinguishable, in respect of presenting traces 

on post-mortem examination. 

‘‘After many patient trials, I can discover no 
trustworthy antidote to this infernal poison. 

Under these circumstances, I dare not attempt 

to modify it for medical use. I would throw it 

away—but I don’t like to be beaten. If I livea 
little longer, I will try once more, with my mind 

refreshed by other studies. 

‘*A month after writing these lines (which lL 
have repeated in plain characters, on the bottle, 
for fear of accidents), I tried again—and failed 

again. Annoyed by this new disappointment, I 
did something unworthy of meas a scientific man. 

‘* After first poisoning an animal with the Look-. 
ing-Glass Drops, I administered a dose from the 
blue bottle, containing the antidote to Alexan- 
der’s Wine—knowing perfectly well the differ- 
ent nature of the two poisons; expecting nothing 
of any scientific importance to follow; and yet 
trusting stupidly to chance to help me. 

“The result was startling in the last degree. 
It was nothing less than the complete suspension 
of all the signs of life (as we know them) for a 

day, and a night, and part of another day. I 

hy 
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only knew that the animal was not really dead, 
by observing, on the morning of the second day, 

that no signs of decomposition had set in—the 
season being summer, and the laboratory badly 
ventilated. 

_ “An hour after the first symptoms of revival 
had astonished me, the creature was as lively 
again as usual, and ate with a good appetite. 
After a lapse of ten days, it is still in perfect 
health. This extraordinary example of the ac- 
tion and reaction of the ingredients of the poison 
and the ingredients of the antidote on each other, 
and on the sources of life, deserves, and shall 

have, the most careful investigation. May I 

live to carry the inquiry through to some good 

use, and to record it on another page!’’ 

There was no other page, and no further rec- 

ord. The professor’s last scientific aspiration 
had not been fulfilled. 

vill 

“If was past midnight,’? said the doctor, 
‘“‘when I made the discovery, with which you 
are now acquainted. I went at once to Mr. Kel- 

ler. He had fortunately not gone to bed; and 
he accompanied me to the Deadhouse. Knowing 
the overseer’s private door, at the side of the 
building, I was able to rouse him with very lit- 
tle delay. In the excitement that possessed me, 

I spoke of the revival as a possible thing in the 

hearing of the servants. The whole household 

accompanied us to the Deadhouse, at the opposite 

extremity of the building. What we saw there, 
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Iam utterly incapable of describing to you. 1_ 
was in time to take the necessary measures for 
keeping Mrs. Wagner composed, and for remov- 
ing her without injury to Mr. Keller’s house. 
Having successfully accomplished this, I pre- 

sumed that my anxieties were at an end. I was 

completely mistaken. 
‘“You refer to Madame Fontaine, I suppose?’’ 
‘‘No; IrefertoJack. The poor wretch’s igno- 

rant faith had unquestionably saved his mistress’s 

life- I should never have ventured (even if I 

had been acquainted with the result of the Pro- 
fessor’s experiment, at an earlier hour) to run 
the desperate risk, which Jack confronted with- 

out hesitation. The events of the night (aggra- 
vated by the brandy that Schwartz had given to 
him) had completely overthrown the balance of 

his feeble brain. He was as mad, for the time 

being, as ever he could have been in Bedlam. 
With some difficulty, I prevailed on him to take 

a composing mixture. He objected irritably to 
trust me; and, even when the mixture had be- 

gun to quiet him, he was ungrateful enough to 

speak contemptuously of what I had done for 

him. ‘I had a much better remedy than yours,’ 
he said, ‘made by a man who was worth a hun- 
dred of you. Schwartz and I were fools enough 
to give it to Mrs. Housekeeper, last night.’ 1 
thought nothing of this—it was one of the eccen- 
tricities which were to be expected from him, in 
his condition. I left him quietly asleep; and } 
was about to go home, and get a little rest 

myself—when Mr. Keller’s son stopped me ir — 

hy 
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the hall. ‘Do go and see Madame Fontaine,’ 
he said; ‘Minna is alarmed about her mother.’ 

I went upstairs again directly.” 
*‘Had you noticed anything remarkable in Ma- 

dame Fontaine,” I asked, ‘‘before Fritz spoke to 
you?”’ 

**T noticed, at the Deadhouse, that she looked 

frightened out of her senses; and I was a little 

surprised —holding the opinion I did of her—that 
such a woman should show so much sensibility. 

Mr. Keller took charge of her, on our way back 
to the house. I was quite unprepared for what 
I saw afterward, when I went to her room at 
Fritz’s request.”’ 

“‘Did you discover the resemblance to Mr. 
Keller’s illness?’’ 

‘‘No—not till afterward. Shesent her daugh- 
ter out of the room; and IJ thought she looked at 
me strangely, when we were alone. ‘I want the 
paper that I gave you in the street last night,’ 

she said. I asked her why she wanted it. She 
seemed not to know how to reply; she became 
excited and confused. ‘To destroy it, to be sure!’ 
she burst out suddenly. ‘Every bottle my hus- 
band left is destroyed-——strewed here, there, and 
everywhere, from the Gate to the Deadhouse. 
Oh, I know what you think of me—I defy you!’ 
She seemed to forget what she had said, the mo- 
ment she had said it—she turned away, and 
opened a drawer, and took out a book closed by 
metal clasps. My presence in the room appeared. 
to be a lost perception in her mind. ‘The clasps 

of the book, as well as I could make it out, opened 
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by touching some spring. I noticed that her 
hands trembled as they tried to find the spring. 
I attributed the trembling to the terrors of the 

night, and offered to help her. ‘Let my secrets 
alone,’ she said—and pushed the book under the 

pillow of her-bed. It was my professional duty 
to assist her, if I could. Though I attached no 

sort of importance to what Jack had said, I 
thought it desirable, before I prescribed for her, 
to discover whether she had really taken some 

medicine of her own or not. She staggered back 

from me, on my repeating what I had heard from 

Jack, as if I had terrified her. ‘What remedy 
does he mean? I drank nothing but a glass of 
wine. Send for him directly—I must and will 

speak tohim!’ I told her this was impossible; I 
could not permit his sleep to be disturbed. ‘The 
watchman!’ she cried; ‘the drunken brute! send 

for him.’ By this time I began to conclude that 

there was really something wrong. I called in 

her daughter to look after her while I was away, 
and then left the room to consult with Fritz. The 
only hope of finding Schwartz (the night-watch 
at the Deadhouse being over by that time) was 
to apply to his sister the nurse. I knew where 
she lived; and Fritz most kindly offered to go 
to her. By the time Schwartz was found, and 
brought to the house, Madame Fontaine was 
just able to understand what he said, and no 
more. I began to recognize the symptoms of 
Mr. Keller’s illness. The apathy which you re- 
member was showing itself already. ‘Leave me 
to die,’ she said, quietly; ‘I deserve it.? The 

he 
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last effort of the distracted mind, rousing for a 
moment the sinking body, was made almost im- 

mediately afterward. She raised herself on the 
pillow, and seized my arm. ‘Mind!’ she said, 
‘Minna is to be married on the thirteenth!’ Her 

eyes rested steadily on me, while she spoke. At 
the last word, she sank back, and relapsed into 

the condition in which you have just seen 
her.”’ 

‘‘Can you do nothing for her?”’ 
‘‘Nothing. Our modern science is absolutely 

ignorant of the poisons which Professor Fon- 
taine’s fatal ingenuity revived. Slow poisoning 
by reiterated doses in small quantities we under- 
stand. But slow poisoning by one dose is so 
entirely beyond our experience that medical men 

in general refuse to believe in it.”’ 

‘*Are you sure that she is poisoned?’’ I asked. 
**After what Jack told me this morning when 

he woke, I have no doubt she is poisoned by 
‘ Alexander’s Wine.’ She appears to have treach- 

erously offered it to him as a remedy—and to 

have hesitated, at the last moment, to let him 

have it. As a remedy, Jack’s ignorant faith 

gave it to her by the hands of Schwartz. When 
we have more time before us, you shall hear the 

_ details. In the meanwhile, I can only tell you 
that the retribution is complete. Madame Fon- 
taine might even now be saved, if Jack had not 

given all that remained of the antidote to Mrs. 

_ Wagner.”’ 
‘“‘Ts there any objection to my asking Jack for 

the particulars?” 
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‘The strongest possible objection. It is of the 
utmost importance to discourage him from touch- 
ing on the subject, inthe future. He has already 
told Mrs. Wagner that he has saved her life; 
and, just before you came in, I found him com- 
forting Minna. ‘Your mamma has taken her 
own good medicine, missy; she will soon get 
well.’ I have been obliged—God forgive me!— 
to tell your aunt and Minna that he is misled by 
insane delusions, and that they are not to believe 
one word of what he has said to them.”’ 

‘*No doubt your motive justifies you,’’ I said— 
not penetrating his motive at the moment. 

‘*You will understand me directly,’ he an- 
swered. ‘‘I trust to your honor under any cir- 
cumstances. Why have I taken you into my 
confidence, under these circumstances? For a 
very serious reason, Mr. David. You are likely 
to be closely associated, in the time to come, 
with your aunt and Minna—and I look to you to 
help the good work which I have begun. Mrs. 
-Wagner’s future life must not be darkened by a 
horrible recollection. That sweet girl must en- 
joy the happy years that are in store for her, 
unimbittered by the knowledge of her mother’s 
guilt. Do you understand, now, why I am 
compelled to speak unjustly of poor Jack?’’ 
Asa proof that I understood him, I promised 

the secrecy which he had every right to expect 
from me. 

The entrance of the nurse closed our confer- 
ence. She reported Madame Fontaine’s malady 
to be already altering for the worse. 

The doctor watched the case. At intervals, I 
too saw her again. 
Athough it happened long ago, I cannot pre- 

vail upon myself to dwell on the deliberate prog- 
ress of the hellish Borgia poison, in undermin- 
ing the forces of life. The nervous shudderings 
reached their climax, and then declined as grad- 

ky 
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ually as they had arisen. For hours afterward, 
she lay in a state of complete prostration. Not 
a last word, not a last look, rewarded the de- 
voted girl, watching faithfully at the bedside. 
No more of it—no more! Late in the afternoon 
of the next day, Doctor Dormann, gently, most 
gently, removed Minna from the room. Mr. 
Keller and I looked at each other in silence. 
We knew that Madame Fontaine was dead. 

VIII. 

T had not forgotten the clasped book that sho 
had tried vainly to open, in Doctor Dormann’s 
presence. Taking it myself from under the pil- 
low, I left Mr. Keller and the doctor to say if I 
should give it, unopened, to Minna. 

‘“‘Certainly not!’’ said the doctor. 
*“Why not?’’ 
‘*Because it will tell her what she must never 

know. I believe that book to bea Diary. Open 
it, and see.’’ 

I found the spring and opened the clasps. It 
was a Diary. 

‘*You judged, I suppose, from the appearance 
of the book?’’ I said. 
. *Notatall. 1 judged from my own experi- 
ence, at the time when I was Medical Officer at 
the prison here. An educated criminal is almost 
invariably an inveterate egotist. We are all in- 
teresting to ourselves—but the more vile we are, 
the more intensely we are absorbed in ourselves. 
The very people who: have, logically speaking, 
the most indisputable interest in concealing their 
crimes, are also the very people who, almost 
without exception, yield to the temptation of 
looking at themselves in the pages of a Diary.”’ 

“IT don’t doubt your experience, doctor. But 
your results puzzle me.”’ 

“Think a little, Mr. David, and you will not 
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find the riddle so very hard to read. The better 
we are, the more unselfishly we are interested in 
others. The worse we are, the more inveterately 
our interest is concentrated on ourselves. Look 
at your aunt as an example of whatI say. This 
morning there were some letters waiting for her, 
on the subject of those reforms in the treatment 
of mad people, which she is as resolute as ever 
to promote—in this country as well as in Eng- 
land. It was with the greatest difficulty that I 
prevailed on her not to answer those letters just 
yet: in other words, not to excite her brain and 
nervous system, after such an ordeal as she has 
just passed through. Do you think a wicked 
woman—with letters relating merely to the inter- 
ests of other people waiting for her—would have 
stood in any need of my interference? Not she! 
The wicked woman would have thought only of 
herself, and would have been far too much in- 
terested in her own recovery to run the risk of a 
relapse. Open that book of Madame Fontaine’s 
at any of the later entries You will find the 
miserable woman self-betrayed in every page.’’ 

It was true! Every record of Madame F'on 
taine’s most secret moments, presented in this 
narrative, was first found in her Diary. 

As an example: Her Diary records, in the 
fullest detail, the infernal ingenuity of the strat- 
agem by which she usurped her title to Mr. Kel- 
ler’s confidence, as the preserver of his life. ‘‘I 
have only to give him the Alexander’s Wine,’’ she 
writes, ‘‘to make sure, by means of the antidote, 
of curing the illness which I have myself pro- 
duced. After that Minna’s mother becomes Mr. 

' Keller’s guardian angel, and Minna’s marriage 
is a certainty.’ 

On a later page, she is similarly self-described 
—in Mrs. Wagner’s case—as acting from an ex- 
actly opposite motive, in choosing the Looking- 
Glass Drops. ‘‘They not only kill soonest, and 

ty 
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most surely defy detection,’’ she proceeds, ‘‘but 
I have it on the authority of the label that my 
husband has tried to find the antidote to these 
Drops, and has tried in vain. If my heart fails 
me, when the deed is done, there can be no re- 
prieve for the woman whose tongue I must si- 
lence forever—or, after all I have sacrificed, my 
child’s future is ruined.”’ 

There is little doubt that she intended to de- 
stroy these compromising pages, on her return to 
Mr. Keller’s house—and that she would have 
carried out her intention, but for those first 
symptoms of the poison, which showed them- 
selves in the wandering of her mind, and the 
helpless trembling of her hands. 

The ‘inal entry in the Diary has an interest of 
its own, which I think justifies the presentation 
of it in this place. It shows the purifying influ- 
ence of the maternal instinct in a wicked nature, 
surviving to the last. Kven Madame Fontaine’s 
nature preserved, in this way, a softer side. On 
the memorable occasion of her meeting with Mr. 
Keller in the hall, she had acted as imprudently 
as if she had been the most foolish woman liv- 
ing, in her eagerness to plead Minna’s cause with 
the man on whom Minna’s marriage depended. 
She had shrunk from poisoning harmless Jack, 
even for her own protection. She would not 
even seduce Minna into telling a lie, when a lie 
would have served them both at the most critical 
moment of their lives. 

Are such redeeming features unnatural in an 
otherwise wicked woman? Think of your own 
‘“inconsistencies.’? Read these last words of a 
sinner—and thank God-that you were not 
tempted as she was: 

«“,.. . Sent Minna out of my room, and 
hurt my sensitive girl cruelly. I am afraid of 
her! This last crime seems to separate me from 
that pure creature—all the more, because it has 
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teen committed in her dearest interests, and for 
her sweet sake. Every time she looks at me, I 
am afraid she may see what I have done for her, 
in my face! Oh, how I long to take her in my 
arms, and devour her with kisses! I daren’t do 
it—I daren’t do it.”’ 

Lord, have mercy on her—miserable sinner! 

IX. 

The night is getting on; and the lampI am 
writing by grows dim. 
My mind wanders away from Frankfort, and 

from all that once happened there. The picture 
now in my memory presents an English scene. 

I am at the house of business in London. 
Two friends are waiting for me. One of them 
is Fritz. The other is the most popular person 
in the neighborhood; a happy, harmless crea- 
ture, known to every one by the undignified 
nickname of Jack Straw. Thanks to my aunt’s 
influence, and to the change of scene, no return 
of the relapse at Frankfort has shown itself. We 
are easy about the future of our little friend. 

As to the past, we have made no romantic dis- 
coveries, relating to the earlier years of Jack’s 
life. Who were his parents; whether they died 
or whether they deserted him; how he lived, and 
what he suffered before he drifted into the serv- 
ice of the chemistry- professor at Wirzburg— 
these, and other questions like them, remain un- 
answered. Jack himself feels no sort of interest 
in our inquiries. He either will not or cannot 
rouse his feeble memory to help us. ‘*‘ What does 
it matter now?’’ he says. ‘‘I began to live 
when Mistress first came to see me. I don’t 
remember, and won’t remember, anything be- 
fore that.’’ 

So the memoirs of Jack remain unwritten, for 
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want of materials—like the memoirs of many 
another foundling, in real life. 

While I am speaking of Jack, I am keeping 
my two friends waiting in the reception-room. 
I dress myself in my best clothes and join them. 
Fritz is silent and nervous; unreasonably impa- 
tient for the arrival of the carriage at the door. 
Jack promenades the room, with a superb nose- 
gay in the buttonhole of a glorious blue coat. 
He has a watch; he carries a cane; he wears 
white gloves, and tight nankeen pantaloons. He 
struts out before us, when the carriage comes at 
last. ‘‘I don’t deny that Fritz is a figure in the 
festival,’’ he says, when we drive away; ‘‘but I 
positively assert that the thing is not complete 
without Me. If my dress fails in any respect to 
do me justice, for Heaven’s sake mention it, one 
of you, before we pass the tailor’s door!”’ I an- 
swer Jack, by telling him that he is in all re- 
spects perfect. And Jack answers me, ‘‘ David, 
you have your faults; but your taste is invaria- 
bly correct. Give mea little more room; 1 can’t 
face Mistress with crumpled coat-tails.’’ 
We reach a little village in the neighborhood of 

London, and stop at the gate of the old church. 
We walk up to tbe altar-rails, and wait there. 

All the women in the place are waiting also. 
They merely glance at Fritz and at me—their 
whole attention is concentrated on Jack. They 
take him for the bridegroom. Jack discovers 
it; and is better pleased with himself than ever. 

The organist plays a wedding-march. The 
bride, simply and unpretendingly dressed, just 
fluttered enough to make her eyes irresistible, 
and her complexion lovely, enters the church, 
leaning on Mr. Keller’s arm. 

Our good partner looks younger than usual. 
At his own earnest request, the business in 
Frankfort has been sold; the head-partner first 
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stipulating for the employment of a given num- 
ber of reputable young women in the office. Re- 
moved from associations which are inexpressibly 
repellent to him, Mr. Keller is building a house, 
near Mrs. Wagner’s pretty cottage, on the hill 
above thé village. Here he proposes to pass the 
rest of his days peacefully, with his two married 
children. 

On their way to the altar, Mr. Keller and 
Minna are followed by Dr. Dormann (taking his 
annual holiday, this year, in England). The 
doctor gives his arm to the woman of all women 
whom Jack worships and loves. My kind and 
dear aunt—with the old bright charm in her 
face; the firm friend of all friendless creatures— 
why does my calmness desert me, when I try to 
draw my little portrait of her; Minna’s second 
mother, standing by Minna’s side, on the great- 
est day of her life? 

I can’t even see the paper. Nearly fifty years 
have passed, since that wedding-day. Oh, my 
coevals, who have outlived your dearest friends, 
like me, you know what is the matter with my 
eyes! I must take out my handkerchief, and 
put down my pen—and leave some of you 
younger ones to finish the story of the mar- 
riage for yourself. 

END OF VOLUME TWENTY-SEVEN. 
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