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FIRST SCENE.

AT SEA.





The night had come to an end. The new­
born day waited for its quickening light in the 
silence that is never known on land—the silence 
before sunrise, in a calm at sea.

Not a breath came from the dead air. Not a 
ripple stirred on the motionless water. Nothing 
changed, but the softly-growing light; nothing 
moved but the lazy mist, curling up to meet the 
sun, its master, on the eastward sea. By fine 
gradations, the airy veil of morning thinned in 
substance as it rose—thinned, till there dawned 
through it in the first rays of sunlight the tall 
white sails of a Schooner Yacht.

From stem to stern silence possessed the vessel 
—as silence possessed the sea.

But one living creature was on deck—the 
man at the helm, dozing peaceably with his arm
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over the useless tiller. Minute by minute the 
light grew, and the heat grew with it; and still 
the helmsman slumbered, the heavy sails hung 
noiseless, the quiet water lay sleeping against the 
vessel’s sides. The whole orb of the sun was 
visible above the water-line, when the first sound 
pierced its way through the morning silence. 
From far off over the shining white ocean the 
cry of a seabird reached the yacht on a sudden 
out of the last airy circles of the waning mist.

The sleeper at the helm woke, looked up at 
the idle sails, and yawned in sympathy with them; 
looked out at the sea on either side of him, and 
shook his head obstinately at the superior ob­
stinacy of the calm.

“Blow, my little breeze!” said the man, whis­
tling the sailor’s invocation to the wind softly be­
tween his teeth. “Blow, my little breeze!”

“How’s her head?” cried a bold and brassy 
voice, hailing the deck from the cabin stair­
case.

“Anywhere you like, master, all round the
compass.
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The voice was followed by the man. The 
owner of the yacht appeared on deck.

Behold Richard Turlington, Esq., of the great 
Levant firm of Pizzituti, Turlington, and Branca! 
Aged eight and thirty. Standing stiffly and 
sturdily at a height of not more than five feet 
six, Mr. Turlington presented to the view of his 
fellow creatures a face of the perpendicular order 
of human architecture. His forehead was a straight 
line, his upper lip was another, his. chin was the 
straightest and the longest line of all. As he tinned 
his swarthy countenance eastward, and shaded 
his light grey eyes from the sun, his knotty hand 
plainly revealed that it had got him his living by 
its own labour at one time or another in his life. 
Taken on the whole, this was a man whom it 
might be easy to respect, but whom it would be 
hard to love. Better company at the official desk 
than at the social table. Morally and physically 
—if the expression may be permitted—a man 
without a bend in him.

‘•A calm yesterday,” grumbled Richard Tur­
lington, looking with stubborn deliberation all
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around him. “And a calm to-day. Ha! next 
season, I’ll have the vessel fitted with engines. I 
hate this!”

“Think of the filthy coals, and the infernal 
vibration, and leave your beautiful schooner as 
she is. We are out for a holiday. Let the wind 
and the sea take a holiday too.”

Pronouncing those words of remonstrance, a 
slim, nimble, curly-headed young gentleman joined 
Richard Turlington on deck, with his clothes 
under his arm, his towels in his hand, and no­
thing on him but the nightgown in which he had 
stepped out of his bed.

“Launcelot Linzie, you have been received on 
board my vessel in the capacity of medical at­
tendant on Miss Natalie Graybrooke, at her 
father’s request. Keep your place, if you please. 
When I want your advice, I’ll ask you for it.” 
Answering in those terms, the elder man fixed 
his colourless grey eyes on the younger with an 
expression which added plainly: “There won’t be 
room enough in this schooner much longer for 
me and for you.”
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Launcelot Linzie had his reasons (apparently) 
for declining to let his host offend him, on any 
terms whatever.

“Thank you!” he rejoined, in a tone of sa­
tirical good-humour. “It isn’t easy to keep my 
place on board your vessel. I can’t help pre­
suming to enjoy myself as if I was the owner. 
The life is such a new one—to z»e/ It’s so de­
lightfully easy, for instance, to wash yourself here. 
On shore it’s a complicated question of jugs and 
basins and tubs; one is always in danger of 
breaking something or spoiling something. Here 
you have only to jump out of bed, to run up on 
deck, and to do this!”

He turned, and scampered to the bows of 
the vessel. In one instant he was out of his 
nightgown, in another he was on the bulwark, in 
a third he was gambolling luxuriously in sixty 
fathoms of salt water.

Turlington’s eyes followed him with a reluc­
tant uneasy attention as he swam round the vessel, 
the only moving object in view. Turlington’s 
mind, steady and slow in all its operations, set

Miss or Mrs. ? 2
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him as a problem to be solved, on given condi­
tions, as follows:

“Launcelot Linzie is fifteen years younger 
than I am. Add to that, Launcelot Linzie is 
Natalie Graybrooke’s cousin. Given those two 
advantages — Query: Has he taken Natalie’s 
fancy?”

Turning that question slowly over and over 
in his mind, Richard Turlington seated himself 
in a corner at the stern of the vessel. He was 
still at work on the problem, when the young 
surgeon returned to his cabin to put the finishing 
touches to his toilet. He had not reached the 
solution when the steward appeared an hour later 
and said, “Breakfast is ready, sir!”

They were a party of five round the cabin 
table.

First, Sir Joseph Graybrooke. Inheritor of a 
handsome fortune made by his father and his 
grandfather in trade. Mayor, twice elected, of a 
thriving provincial town. Officially privileged, 
while holding that dignity, to hand a silver trowel 
to a royal personage condescending to lay a first
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stone of a charitable edifice. Knighted accord­
ingly, in honour of the occasion. Worthy of the 
honour and worthy of the occasion. A type of 
his eminently respectable class. Possessed of an 
amiable rosy face, and soft silky white hair. 
Sound in his principles; tidy in his dress; blest 
with moderate politics and a good digestion—a 
harmless, healthy, spruce, speckless, weak-minded 
old man.

Secondly, Miss Lavinia Graybrooke, Sir Jo­
seph’s maiden sister. Personally, Sir Joseph in 
petticoats. If you knew one you knew the 
other.

Thirdly, Miss Natalie Graybrooke — Sir Jo­
seph’s only child.

She had inherited the personal appearance and 
the temperament of her mother—dead many years 
since. There had been a mixture of Negro blood 
and French blood in the late Lady Graybrooke’s 
family, settled originally in Martinique. Natalie 
had her mother’s warm dusky colour, her mother’s 
superb black hair, and her mother’s melting lazy

2*
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lovely brown eyes. At fifteen years of age (dating 
from her last birthday), she possessed the develop­
ment of the bosom and the limbs, which in England 
is rarely attained before twenty. Everything about 
the girl—except her little rosy ears—was on a 
grand Amazonian scale. Her shapely hand was 
long and large; her supple waist was the waist of 
a woman. The indolent grace of all her move­
ments had its motive power in an almost mas­
culine firmness of action, and profusion of physical 
resource. This remarkable bodily development 
was far from being accompanied by any cor­
responding development of character. Natalie’s 
manner was the gentle, innocent manner of a 
young girl. She had her father’s sweet temper 
engrafted on her mother’s variable Southern 
nature. She moved like a goddess, and she 
laughed like a child. Signs of maturing too 
rapidly—of outgrowing her strength, as the phrase 
went—had made their appearance in Sir Joseph’s 
daughter during the spring. The family doctor 
had suggested a sea voyage, as a wise manner of 
employing the fine summer months. Richard
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Turlington’s yacht was placed at her disposal— 
with Richard Turlington himself included as one 
of the fixtures of the vessel. With her father and 
her aunt to keep up round her the atmosphere 
of home—with cousin Launcelot (more commonly 
known as “Launce”) to carry out, if necessary, 
the medical treatment prescribed by superior 
authority on shore—the lovely invalid embarked 
on her summer cruise, and sprang up into a new 
existence in the life-giving breezes of the sea. 
After two happy months of lazy coasting round 
the shores of England, all that remained of Na­
talie’s illness was represented by a delicious 
languor in her eyes, and an utter inability to 
devote herself to anything which took the shape 
of a serious occupation. As she sat at the cabin 
breakfast-table that morning, in her quaintly- 
made sailing dress of old-fashioned nankeen— 
her inbred childishness of manner contrasting 
delightfully with the blooming maturity of her 
form—the man must have been trebly armed 
indeed in the modern philosophy who could have 
denied that the first of a woman’s rights is the
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right of being beautiful; and the foremost of a 
woman’s merits, the merit of being young!

The other two persons present at the table, 
were the two gentlemen who have already ap­
peared on the deck of the yacht.

“Not a breath of wind stirring!” said Richard 
Turlington. “The weather has got a grudge 
against us. We have drifted about four or five 
miles in the last eight and forty hours. You will 
never take another cruise with me—you must be 
longing to get on shore.”

He addressed himself to Natalie: plainly eager 
to make himself agreeable to the young lady— 
and plainly unsuccessful in producing any im­
pression on her. She made a civil answer; and 
looked at her tea-cup, instead of looking at 
Richard Turlington.

“You might fancy yourself on shore at this 
moment,” said Launce. “The vessel is as steady 
as a house; and the swing-table we are eating 
our breakfast on, is as even as your dining-room 
table at home.”
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He too addressed himself to Natalie—but 
without betraying the anxiety to please her which 
had been shown by the other. For all that, he 
diverted the girl’s attention from her tea-cup; and 
his idea instantly awakened a responsive idea in 
Natalie’s mind.

“It will be so strange on shore,” she said, “to 
find myself in a room that never turns on one 
side, and to sit at a table that never tilts down 
to my knees at one time, or rises up to my chin 
at another. How I shall miss the wash of the 
water at my ear, and the ring of the bell on 
deck, when I am awake at night on land! No 
interest there in how the wind blows, or how the 
sails are set. No asking your way of the sun, 
when you are lost, with a little brass instrument 
and a morsel of pencil and paper. No delightful 
wandering wherever the wind takes you, without 
the worry of planning beforehand where you are 
to go. Oh, how I shall miss the dear changeable 
inconstant sea! And how sorry I am I’m not a 
man and a sailor!”

This to the guest, admitted on board on suf-
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ferance—and not one word of it addressed, even 
by chance, to the owner of the yacht!

Richard Turlington’s heavy eyebrows con­
tracted with an unmistakable expression of pain.

“If this calm weather holds,” he went on, ad­
dressing himself to Sir Joseph, “I am afraid, 
Graybrooke, I shall not be able to bring you 
back to the port we sailed from, by the end of 
the week.”

“Whenever you like, Richard,” answered the 
old gentleman, resignedly. “Any time will do 
for me.”

“Any time within reasonable limits, Joseph,” 
said Miss Lavinia—evidently feeling that her 
brother was conceding too much. She spoke with 
Sir Joseph’s amiable smile and Sir Joseph’s softly- 
pitched voice. Two twin babies could hardly 
have been more like one another.

While these few words were being exchanged 
among the elders, a private communication was 
in course of progress between the two young 
people, under the cabin table. Natalie’s smartly-
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slippered foot felt its way cautiously inch by 
inch over the carpet till it touched Launce’s boot. 
Launce, devouring his breakfast, instantly looked 
up from his plate,—and then, at a second touch 
from Natalie, looked down again in a violent 
hurry. After pausing to make sure that she was 
not noticed, Natalie took up her knife. Under a 
perfectly-acted pretence of toying with it absently, 
in the character of a young lady absorbed in 
thought, she began dividing a morsel of ham left 
on the edge of her plate, into six tiny pieces. 
Launce’s eye looked in sidelong expectation at 
the divided and subdivided ham. He was evi­
dently waiting to see the collection of morsels 
put to some telegraphic use, previously deter­
mined on between his neighbour and himself.

In the meanwhile the talk proceeded among 
the other persons at the breakfast-table. Miss 
Lavinia addressed herself to Launce.

“Do you know, you careless boy, you gave 
me a fright this morning? I was sleeping with 
my cabin-window open, and I was awoke by an 
awful splash in the water. I called for the
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stewardess. I declare I thought somebody had 
fallen overboard!”

Sir Joseph looked up briskly; his sister had 
accidentally touched on an old association.

“Talking of falling overboard,” he began, 
“reminds me of an extraordinary adventure------”

There Launce broke in, making his apologies.
“It shan’t occur again, Miss Lavinia,” he said. 

“To-morrow morning, I’ll oil myself all over, and 
slip into the water as silently as a seal.”

“Of an extraordinary adventure,” persisted 
Sir Joseph, “which happened to me many years 
ago, when I was a young man. Lavinia?”

He stopped, and looked interrogatively at his 
sister. Miss Graybrooke nodded her head re­
sponsively, and settled herself in her chair, as if 
summoning her attention in anticipation of a 
coming demand on it. To persons well acquainted 
with the brother and sister these proceedings 
were ominous of an impending narrative, pro­
tracted to a formidable length. The two always 
told a story in couples, and always differed with 
each other about the facts; the sister politely
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contradicting the brother when it was Sir Joseph’s 
story, and the brother politely contradicting the 
sister when it was Miss Lavinia’s story. Sepa­
rated one from the other, and thus relieved of 
their own habitual interchange of contradiction, 
neither of them had ever been known to attempt 
the relation of the simplest series of events, with­
out breaking down.

“It was five years before I knew you, Richard,” 
proceeded Sir Joseph.

“Six years,” said Miss Graybrooke.

“Excuse me, Lavinia.”

“No, Joseph, I have it down in my diary.” 
“Let us waive the point.” (Sir Joseph in­

variably used this formula as a means of at once 
conciliating his sister, and getting a fresh start 
for his story.) “I was cruising off the Mersey in 
a Liverpool pilot-boat. I had hired the boat in 
company with a friend of mine, formerly notori­
ous in London society, under the nickname 
(derived from the peculiar brown colour of his 
whiskers) of ‘Mahogany Dobbs.’”
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“The colour of his liveries, Joseph, not the 
colour of his whiskers.”

“My dear Lavinia, you are thinking of ‘Sea- 
green Shaw,’ so called from the extraordinary 
liveries he adopted for his servants in the year 
when he was sheriff.”

“I think not, Joseph.”
“I beg your pardon, Lavinia.”
Richard Turlington’s knotty fingers drummed 

impatiently on the table. He looked towards 
Natalie. She was idly arranging her little morsels 
of ham in a pattern on her plate. Launcelot 
Linzie, still more idly, was looking at the pattern. 
Seeing what he saw now, Richard solved the 
problem which had puzzled him on deck. It 
was simply impossible that Natalie’s fancy could 
be really taken by such an empty-headed fool as 
that.

Sir Joseph went on with his story.
“We were some ten or a dozen miles off the 

mouth of the Mersey------”
“Nautical miles, Joseph.”
“It doesn’t matter, Lavinia.”
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“Excuse me, brother, the late great and good 
Doctor Johnson said accuracy ought always to be 
studied even in the most trifling things.”

“'['hey were common miles, Lavinia.”

“They were nautical miles, Joseph.”

“Let us waive the point. Mahogany Dobbs 
and 1 happened to be below in the cabin, oc­
cupied------”

Here Sir Joseph paused (with his amiable 
smile) to consult his memory. Miss Lavinia 
waited (with her amiable smile) for the coming 
opportunity of setting her brother right. At the 
same moment Natalie laid down her knife and 
softly touched Launce under the table. When 
she thus claimed his attention the six pieces of 
ham were arranged as follows in her plate:— 
Two pieces were placed opposite each other, 
and four pieces were ranged perpendicularly 
under them. Launce looked, and twice touched 
Natalie under the table. Interpreted by the 
Code agreed on between the two, the signal in 
the plate meant, “I must see you in private.”
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And Launce’s double touch answered, “After 
breakfast.”

Sir Joseph proceeded with his story. Natalie 
took up her knife again. Another signal coming!

“We were both down in the cabin, occupied 
in finishing our dinner------”

“Just sitting down to lunch, Joseph.”
“My dear! I ought to know.”
“I only repeat what I heard, brother. The 

last time you told the story, you and your friend 
were sitting down to lunch.”

“We won’t particularise, Lavinia. Suppose 
we say occupied over a meal?”

“If it is of no more importance than that, 
Joseph, it would be surely better to leave it out 
altogether?”

“Let us waive the point. Well, we were sud­
denly alarmed by a shout on deck, ‘Man over­
board!’ We both rushed up the cabin stairs, 
naturally under the impression that one of our 
crew had fallen into the sea: an impression 
shared, I ought to add, by the man at the helm, 
who had given the alarm.”
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Sir Joseph paused again. He was approach­
ing one of the great dramatic points in his story, 
and was naturally anxious to present it as im­
pressively as possible. He considered with him­
self, with his head a little on one side. Miss 
Lavinia considered with herself, with her head a 
little on one side. Natalie laid down her knife 
again, and again touched Launce under the table. 
This time there were five pieces of ham ranged 
longitudinally on the plate, with one piece im­
mediately under them at the centre of the line. 
Interpreted by the Code, this signal indicated 
two ominous words, “Bad news.” Launce looked 
significantly at the owner of the yacht (meaning 
of the look, “Is he at the bottom of it?”). Natalie 
frowned in reply (meaning of the frown, “Yes, 
he is”). Launce looked down again into the 
plate. Natalie instantly pushed all the pieces of 
ham together in a little heap (meaning of the 
heap, “No more to say”). '

“Well?” said Richard Turlington, turning 
sharply on Sir Joseph. “Get on with your story. 
What next?”
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Thus far he had not troubled himself to show 
even a decent pretence of interest in his old 
friend’s perpetually-interrupted narrative. It was 
only when Sir Joseph had reached his last 
sentence—intimating that the man overboard 
might turn out in course of time not to be a 
man of the pilot-boat’s crew—it was only then 
that Turlington sat up in his chair, and showed 
signs of suddenly feeling a strong interest in the 
progress of the story.

Sir Joseph went on.

“As soon as we got on deck, we saw the 
man in the water, astern. Our vessel was hove 
up in the wind, and the boat was lowered. The 
master and one of the men took the oars. All 
told, our crew were seven in number. Two away 
in the boat, a third g.t the helm, and, to my 
amazement, when I looked round, the other four 
behind me, making our number complete. At 
the same moment Mahogany Dobbs, who was 
looking through a telescope, called out, ‘Who 
the devil can he be? The man is floating on a
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hen-coop, and we have got nothing of the sort 
on board this pilot-boat’”

The one person present who happened to 
notice Richard Turlington’s face when those 
words were pronounced was Launcelot Linzie. 
He—and he alone—saw the Levant trader’s 
swarthy complexion fade slowly to a livid ashen 
gray; his eyes the while fixing themselves on Sir 
Joseph Graybrooke with a furtive glare in them 
like the glare in the eyes of a wild beast. Ap­
parently conscious that Launce was looking at 
him—though he never turned his head Launce’s 
way—he laid his elbow on the table, lifted his 
arm, and so rested his face on his hand, while 
the story went on, as to screen it effectually from 
the young surgeon’s view.

“The man was brought on board,” proceeded 
Sir Joseph, “sure enough with a hen-coop—on 
which he had been found floating. The poor 
wretch was blue with terror and exposure in the 
water; he fainted when we lifted him on deck. 
When he came to himself he told us a horrible 
story. He was a sick and destitute foreign sea-

Miss or Mrs. ? 3
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man; and he had hidden himself in the hold of 
an English vessel (bound to a port in his native 
country) which had sailed from Liverpool that 
morning. He had been discovered, and brought 
before the captain. The captain, a monster in 
human form, if ever there was one yet------”

Before the next word of the sentence could 
pass Sir Joseph’s lips, Turlington startled the 
little party in the cabin by springing suddenly to 
his feet.

“The breeze!” he cried; “the breeze at 
last!”

As he spoke, he wheeled round to the cabin 
door so as to turn his back on his guests, and 
hailed the deck.

“Which way is the wind?”

“There is not a breath of wind, sir.”

Not the slightest movement in the vessel had 
been perceptible in the cabin; not a sound had 
been audible indicating the rising of the breeze. 
The owner of the yacht—accustomed to the sea; 
capable, if necessary, of sailing his own vessel—



AT SEA. 35

had surely committed a strange mistake! He 
turned again to his friends, and made his apo­
logies with an excess of polite regret, far from 
characteristic of him at other times, and under 
other circumstances.

“Go on,” he said to Sir Joseph, when he had 
got to the end of his excuses; “I never heard 
such an interesting story in my life. Pray go 
on!”

The request was not an easy one to comply 
with. Sir Joseph’s ideas had been thrown into 
confusion. Miss Lavinia’s contradictions (held in 
reserve) had been scattered beyond recall. Both 
brother and sister were, moreover, additionally 
hindered in recovering the control of their own 
resources by the look and manner of their host. 
He alarmed, instead of encouraging the two 
harmless old people, by fronting them almost 
fiercely, with his elbows squared on the table, 
and his face expressive of a dogged resolution to 
sit there and listen, if need be, for the rest of his 
life. Launce was the person who set Sir Joseph
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going again. After first looking attentively at 
Richard, he took his uncle straight back to the 
story by means of a question thus:—

“You don’t mean to say that the captain of 
the ship threw the man overboard?”

“That is just what he did, Launce. The poor 
wretch was too ill to work his passage. The 
captain declared he would have no idle foreign 
vagabond in his ship to eat up the provisions of 
Englishmen who worked. With his own hands 
he cast the hen-coop into the water, and (assisted 
by one of his sailors) he threw the man after it, 
and told him to float back to Liverpool with the 
evening tide.”

“A lie!” cried Turlington, addressing himself, 
not to Sir Joseph, but to Launce.

“Are you acquainted with the circumstances?” 
asked Launce, quietly.

“I know nothing about the circumstances. I 
say, from my own experience, that foreign sailors 
are even greater blackguards than English sailors. 
The man had met with an accident, no doubt.
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The rest of his story was a lie—and the object 
of it was to open Sir Joseph’s purse.”

Sir Joseph mildly shook his head.
“No lie, Richard. Witnesses proved that the

man had spoken the truth.”
“Witnesses? Pooh! More liars, you mean.”
“I went to the owners of the vessel,” pursued

Sir Joseph. “I got from them the names of the 
officers and the crew; and I waited, leaving the 
case in the hands of the Liverpool police. The 
ship was wrecked at the mouth of the Amazon. 
But the crew and the cargo were saved. The 
men belonging to Liverpool came back. They 
were a bad set, I grant you. But they were 
examined separately about the treatment of the 
foreign sailor, and they all told the same story. 
They could give no account of their captain, nor 
of the sailor who had been his accomplice in the 
crime, except that they had not embarked in the 
ship which brought the rest of the crew to Eng­
land. Whatever may have become of the captain 
since, he certainly never returned to Liverpool.”

“Did you find out his name?”
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The question was asked by Turlington. Even 
Sir Joseph, the least observant of men, noticed 
that it was put with a perfectly unaccountable 
irritability of manner.

“Don’t be angry, Richard,” said the old 
gentleman. “What is there to be angry about?”

“I don’t know what you mean. I’m not 
angry—I’m only curious. Did you find out who 
he was?”

“I did. His name was Goward. He was 
well-known at Liverpool as a very clever and a 
very dangerous man. Quite young at the time I 
am speaking of, and a first-rate sailor: famous 
for taking command of unseaworthy ships and 
vagabond crews. Report described him to me 
as having made considerable sums of money in 
that way for a man in his position; serving firms, 
you know, with a bad name, and running all 
sorts of desperate risks. A sad ruffian, Richard! 
More than once in trouble, on both sides of the 
Atlantic, for acts of violence and cruelty. Dead, 
I dare say, long since.”

“Or possibly,” said Launce, “alive, under an-
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other name, and thriving in a new way of life, 
with more desperate risks in it, of some other 
sort.”

“Are you acquainted with the circumstances?” 
asked Turlington; retorting Launce’s question on 
him, with a harsh ring of defiance in his brassy 
voice.

“What became of the poor foreign sailor, 
papa?” said Natalie; purposely interrupting 
Launce before he could meet the question 
angrily asked of him, by an angry reply.

“We made a subscription, and spoke to his 
consul, my dear. He went back to his country, 
poor fellow, comfortably enough.”

“And there is an end of Sir Joseph’s story,” 
said Turlington, rising noisily from his chair. 
“It’s a pity we haven’t got a literary man on 
board, he would make a novel of it.” He looked 
up at the skylight as he got on his feet. “Here 
is the breeze,-this time,” he exclaimed, “and no 
mistake!”

It was true. At last the breeze had come. 
The sails flapped, the main boom swung over
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with a thump, and the stagnant water, stirred at 
last, bubbled merrily past the vessel’s sides.

“Come on deck, Natalie, and get some fresh 
air,” said Miss Lavinia, leading the way to the 
cabin-door.

Natalie held up the skirt of her nankeen 
dress, and exhibited the purple trimming torn 
away over an extent of some yards.

“Give me half an hour first, aunt, in my 
cabin,” she said, “to mend this.”

Miss Lavinia elevated her venerable eyebrows 
in amazement.

“You have done nothing but tear your 
dresses, my dear, since you have been in Mr. 
Turlington’s yacht. Most extraordinary! I have 
tom none of mine during the whole cruise.”

Natalie’s dark colour deepened a shade. She 
laughed a little uneasily. “I am so awkward on 
board ship,” she replied, and turned away, and 
shut herself up in her cabin.

Richard Turlington produced his case of 
cigars.

“Now is the time,” he said to Sir Joseph,
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“for the best cigar of the day—the cigar after 
breakfast. Come on deck.”

“You will join us, Launce?” said Sir 
Joseph.

“Give me half an hour first, over my books,” 
Launce replied. “I mustn’t let my medical 
knowledge get musty at sea, and I might not feel 
inclined to study later in the day.”

“Quite right, my dear boy, quite right.”
Sir Joseph patted his nephew approvingly on 

the shoulder. Launce turned away on his side, 
and shut himself up in his cabin.

The other three ascended together to the 
deck. .





SECOND SCENE.

THE STOREROOM.





Persons possessed of sluggish livers and 
tender hearts find two serious drawbacks to the 
enjoyment of a cruise at sea. It is exceedingly 
difficult to get enough walking exercise; and it 
is next to impossible (where secrecy is an object) 
to make love without being found out. Reverting 
for the moment to the latter difficulty only, life 
within the narrow and populous limits of a vessel 
may be defined as essentially life in public. 
From morning to night you are in your neigh­
bour’s way, or your neighbour is in your way. 
As a necessary result of these conditions, the 
rarest of existing men may be defined as the 
man who is capable of stealing a kiss at sea 
without discovery. An inbred capacity for 
stratagem of the finest sort; inexhaustible in-
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ventive resources; patience which can flourish 
under superhuman trials; presence of mind which 
can keep its balance victoriously under every 
possible stress of emergency—these are some of 
the qualifications which must accompany Love 
on a cruise, when Love embarks in the character 
of a contraband commodity not duly entered on 
the papers of the ship.

Having established a Code of Signals which 
enabled them to communicate privately, while 
the eyes and ears of others were wide open on 
every side of them, Natalie and Launce were 
next confronted by the more serious difficulty of 
finding a means of meeting together at stolen 
interviews on board the yacht. Possessing none 
of those precious moral qualifications already 
enumerated as the qualifications of an ac­
complished lover at sea, Launce had proved un­
equal to grapple with the obstacles in his way. 
Left to her own inventive resources, Natalie had 
first suggested the young surgeon’s medical 
studies as Launce’s unanswerable excuse for 
shutting himself up at intervals in the lower re-
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gions—and had then hit on the happy idea of 
tearing her trimmings, and condemning herself 
to repair her own carelessness, as the all-sufficient 
reason for similar acts of self-seclusion on her 
side. In this way the lovers contrived, while the 
innocent ruling authorities were on deck, to meet 
privately below them, on the neutral ground of 
the main cabin—and there, by previous arrange­
ment at the breakfast-table, they were about to 
meet privately now.

Natalie’s door was, as usual on these occa­
sions, the first that opened; for this sound rea­
son, that Natalie’s quickness was the quickness to 
be depended on in case of accident.

She looked up at the skylight. There were 
the legs of the two gentlemen and the skirts of 
her aunt visible (and stationary) on the lee side 
of the deck. She advanced a few steps and 
listened. There was a pause in the murmur of 
the voices above. She looked up again. One 
pair of legs (not her father’s) had disappeared. 
Without an instant’s hesitation Natalie darted 
back to her own door, just in time to escape

47
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Richard Turlington descending the cabin stairs. 
All he did was to go to one of the drawers 
under the main-cabin book-case, and to take out 
a map, ascending again immediately to the deck. 
Natalie’s guilty conscience rushed instantly, 
nevertheless, to the conclusion that Richard sus­
pected her. When she showed herself for the 
second time, instead of venturing into the cabin, 
she called across it in a whisper,

“Launce!”
Launce appeared at his door. He was per­

emptorily checked before he could cross the 
threshold.

“Dont stir a step! Richard has been down 
in the cabin! Richard suspects us!”

“Nonsense! Come out.”
“Nothing will induce me, unless you can find 

some other place than the cabin.”
Some other place1? How easy to find it on 

land! How apparently impossible at sea! There 
was the forecastle (full of men) at one end of 
the vessel. There was the sail-room (full of sails) 
at the other. There was the ladies’ cabin (used
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as the ladies’ dressing-room; inaccessible, in that 
capacity, to every male human being on board). 
Was there any disposable enclosed space to be 
found amidships1? On one side there were the 
sleeping-berths of the sailing master and his 
mate (impossible to borrow them). On the other 
side was the steward’s storeroom. Launce con­
sidered for a moment. The steward’s storeroom 
was just the thing!

“Where are you going?” asked Natalie, as 
her lover made straight for a closed door at the 
lower extremity of the main-cabin.

“To speak to the steward, darling. Wait one 
moment, and you will see me again.”

Launce opened the storeroom door, and dis­
covered, not the steward, but his wife, who oc­
cupied the situation of stewardess on board the 
vessel. The accident was, in this case, a lucky 
one. Having stolen several kisses at sea, and 
having been discovered (in every case) either by 
the steward or his wife, Launce felt no difficulty 
in prefacing his request to be allowed the use of 
the room by the plainest allusion to his relations 

4Miss or Mrs. ?
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with Natalie. He could count on the silence of 
the sympathising authorities in this region of the 
vessel, having wisely secured them as accomplices 
by the usual persuasion of the pecuniary sort. 
Of the two, however, the stewardess, as a wo­
man, was the more likely to lend a ready ear to 
Launce’s entreaties in his present emergency. 
After a faint show of resistance, she consented, 
not only to leave the room, but to keep her hus­
band out of it, on the understanding that it was 
not to be occupied for more than ten minutes. 
Launce made the signal to Natalie at one door, 
while the stewardess went out by the other. In 
a moment more the lovers were united in a 
private room. Is it necessary to say in what 
language the proceedings were opened? Surely 
not! There is an inarticulate language of the 
lips in use on these occasions in which we are 
all proficient, though we sometimes forget it in 
later life. Natalie seated herself on a locker. 
The tea, sugar, and spices were at her back, a 
side of bacon swung over her head, and a net 
full of lemons dangled before her face. It might
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not be roomy, but it was snug and comfort­
able.

“Suppose they call for the steward?” she sug­
gested. (“Don’t, Launce!”)

“Never mind. We shall be safe enough if 
they do. The steward has only to show himself 
on deck, and they will suspect nothing.”

“Do be quiet, Launce! I have got dreadful 
news to tell you. And, besides, my aunt will 
expect to see me with my braid sewn on 
again.”

She had brought her needle and thread with 
her. Whipping up the skirt of her dress on her 
knee, she bent forward over it, and set herself 
industriously to the repair of the tom trimming. 
In this position her lithe figure showed charm­
ingly its firm yet easy line. The needle, in her 
dexterous brown fingers, flew through its work. 
The locker was a broad one; Launce was able to 
seat himself partially behind her. In this posi­
tion who could have resisted the temptation to 
lift up her great knot of broadly-plaited black 
hair, and to let the warm, dusky nape of her

4*
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neck disclose itself to view? Who, looking at it, 
could fail to revile the senseless modern fashion 
of dressing the hair, which hides the double 
beauty of form and colour that nestles at the 
back of a woman’s neck? From time to time, as 
the interview proceeded, Launce’s lips emphasised 
the more important words occurring in his share 
of the conversation on the soft fragrant skin 
which the lifted hair let him see at intervals. 
In Launce’s place, sir, you would have done it 
too.

“Now, Natalie, what is the news?”
“He has spoken to papa, Launce.”
“Richard Turlington?”

“Yes.”
“Damn him!”
Natalie started. A curse addressed to the 

back of your neck, instantly followed by a bless­
ing in the shape of a kiss, is a little trying when 
you are not prepared for it.

“Don’t do that again, Launce! It was while 
you were on deck, smoking, and when I was sup-
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posed to be fast asleep. I opened the ventilator 
in my cabin door, dear, and I heard every word 
they said. He waited till my aunt was out of 
the way, and he had got papa all to himself, and 
then he began it in that horrible, downright voice 
of his. ‘Graybrooke! how much longer am I to 
wait?’”

“Did he say that?”
“No more swearing, Launce! Those were the 

words. Papa didn’t understand them. He only 
said (poor dear!)—‘Bless my soul, Richard, what 
do you want?’ Richard soon explained himself. 
‘Who could he be waiting for—but Me?’ Papa 
said something about my being so young. 
Richard stopped his mouth directly. ‘Girls were 
like fruit; some ripened soon, and some ripened 
late. Some were women at twenty, and some 
were women at sixteen. It was impossible to 
look at me, and not see that I was like a new 
being after my two months at sea,’ and so on 
and so on. Papa behaved like an angel. He 
still tried to put it off. ‘Plenty of time, Richard, 
plenty of time.’ ‘Plenty of time for her' (was the



54 MISS OR MRS.?

wretch’s answer to that); ‘but not for me. Think 
of all I have to offer her’ (as if I cared for his 
money!); ‘think how long I have looked upon 
her as growing up to be my wife’ (growing up 
for him—monstrous!), ‘and don’t keep me in a 
state of uncertainty, which it gets harder and 
harder for a man in my position to endure?’ He 
was really quite eloquent. His voice trembled. 
There is no doubt, dear, that he is very, very 
fond of me.”

“And you feel flattered by it, of course?” 
“Don’t talk nonsense. I feel a little frightened

at it, I can tell you.”
“Frightened? Did you notice him this 

morning?”
“I? When?”
“When your father was telling that story 

about the man overboard.”
“No. What did he do? Tell me, Launce.” 
“I’ll tell you directly. How did it all end

last night? Did your father make any sort of 
promise?”
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“You know Richard’s way; Richard left him 
no other choice. Papa had to promise before he 
was allowed to go to bed.”

“To let Turlington marry you?”
“Yes; the week after my next birthday.”
“The week after next Christmas Day?”
“Yes. Papa is to speak to me as soon as we 

are at home again, and my married life is to be­
gin with the New Year.”

“Are you in earnest, Natalie? Do you really 
mean to say it has gone as far as that?”

“They have settled everything. The splendid 
establishment we are to set up, the great income 
we are to have. I heard papa tell Richard that 
half his fortune should go to me on my wedding- 
day. It was sickening to hear how much they 
made of Money, and how little they thought of 
Love. What am I to do, Launce?”

“That’s easily answered, my darling. In the 
first place-you are to make up your mind not to 
marry Richard Turlington—”

“Do talk reasonably. You know I have done 
all I could. I have told papa that I can think of
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Richard as a friend, but not as a husband. He 
only laughs at me, and says, ‘Wait a little, and 
you will alter your opinion, my dear.’ You see 
Richard is everything to him; Richard has always 
managed his affairs, and has saved him from 
losing by bad speculations; Richard has known me 
from the time when I was a child; Richard has a 
splendid business, and quantities of money. Papa 
can’t even imagine that I can resist Richard. I 
have tried my aunt; I have told her he is too old 
for me. All she says is, ‘Look at your father, he 
was much older than your mother, and what a 
happy marriage theirs was.’ Even if I said in so 
many words, ‘I won’t marry Richard’; what good 
would it do to us? Papa is the best and dearest 
old man in the world; but, oh, he is so fond of 
money! He believes in nothing else. He would 
be furious—yes, kind as he is, he would be 
furious—if I even hinted that I was fond of you. 
Any man who proposed to marry me—if he 
couldn’t match the fortune that I should bring 
him by a fortune of his own—would be a lunatic 
in papa’s eyes. He wouldn’t think it necessary to
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answer him; he would ring the bell, and have 
him shown out of the house. I am exaggerating 
nothing, Launce; you know I am speaking the 
truth. There is no hope in the future—that I 
can see—for either of us.”

“Have you done, Natalie? I have something 
to say on my side if you have.”

“What is it?”
“If things go on as they are going on now, 

shall I tell you how it will end? It will end in 
your being Turlington’s wife.”

“Never!”
“So you say now; but you don’t know what 

may happen between this and Christmas Day. Na­
talie! there is only one way of making sure that 
you will never marry Richard. Marry me.”

“Without papa’s consent?”
“Without saying a word to anybody till it’s 

done.”
“Oh, Launce! Launce!”
“My darling, every word you have said proves 

there is no other way. Think of it, Natalie, think 
of it.”
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There was a pause. Natalie dropped her 
needle and thread, and hid her face in her 
hands. “If my poor mother was only alive,” she 
said; “if I only had an elder sister to advise me, 
and to take my part.”

She was evidently hesitating. Launce took a 
man’s advantage of her indecision. He pressed 
her without mercy.

“Do you love me?” he whispered, with his 
lips close at her ear.

“You know I do dearly.”
“Put it out of Richard’s power to part us, 

Natalie.”
“Part us? We are cousins: we have known 

each other since we were both children. Even if 
he proposed parting us, papa wouldn’t allow it.”

“Mark my words, he zvill propose it. As for 
your father, Richard has only to lift his finger 
and your father obeys him. My love, the hap­
piness of both our lives is at stake.” He wound 
his arm round her, and gently drew her head 
back on his bosom. “Other girls have done it, 
darling,” he pleaded, “why shouldn’t you?”
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The effort to answer him was too much for 
her. She gave it up. A low sigh fluttered through 
her lips. She nestled closer to him, and faintly 
closed her eyes. The next instant she started 
up, trembling from head to foot, and looked 
at the skylight. Richard Turlington’s voice was 
suddenly audible on deck exactly above them.

“Graybrooke, I want to say a word to you 
about Launcelot Linzie.”

Natalie’s first impulse was to fly to the door. 
Hearing Launce’s name on Richard’s lips she 
checked herself. Something in Richard’s tone 
roused in her the curiosity which suspends fear. 
She waited, with her hand in Launce’s hand.

“If you remember,” the brassy voice went on, 
“I doubted the wisdom of taking him with us 
on this cruise. You didn’t agree with me, and, 
at your express request, I gave way. I did 
wrong. Launcelot Linzie is a very presuming 
young man.”

Sir Joseph’s answer was accompanied by Sir 
Joseph’s mellow laugh.
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“My dear Richard! Surely you are a little hard 
on Launce?”

“You are not an observant man, Graybrooke. 
I am. I see signs of his presuming with all of 
us, and especially with Natalie. I don’t like the 
manner in which he speaks to her, and looks at 
her. He is unduly familiar; he is insolently con­
fidential. There must be a stop put to it. In 
my position, my feelings ought to be regarded. 
I request you to check the intimacy when we get 
on shore.”

Sir Joseph’s next words were spoken more 
seriously. He expressed his surprise.

“My dear Richard, they are cousins, they have 
been playmates from childhood. How can you 
think of attaching the slightest importance to 
anything that is said or done by poor Launce?”

There was a good-humoured contempt in Sir 
Joseph’s reference to “poor Launce” which jarred 
on his daughter. He might almost have been 
alluding to some harmless domestic animal. Nata­
lie’s colour deepened. Her hand pressed Launce’s 
hand gently.
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Turlington still persisted.
“I must once more request—seriously request

—that you will check this growing intimacy. I 
don’t object to your asking him to the house 
when you ask other friends. I only wish you 
(and expect you) to stop his ‘dropping in,’ as it 
is called, at any hour of the day or evening when 
he may have nothing to do. Is that understood 
between us?”

“If you make a point of it, Richard, of course 
it’s understood between us.”

Launce looked at Na&lie, as weak Sir Joseph 
consented in those words.

“What did I tell you?” he whispered.
Natalie hung her head in silence. There

was a pause in the conversation on deck. The 
two gentlemen walked away slowly towards the 
forward part of the vessel.

Launce pursued his advantage.
“Your father leaves us no alternative,” he

said. “The door will be closed against me as 
soon as we get on shore. If I lose you, Natalie,
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I don’t care what becomes of me. My profession 
may go to the devil. I have nothing left worth 
living for.”

“Hush! hush! don’t talk in that way!”

Launce tried the soothing influence of per­
suasion once more.

“Hundreds and hundreds of people in our 
situation have married privately—and have been 
forgiven afterwards,” he went on. “I won’t ask 
you to do anything in a hurry. I will be guided 
entirely by your wishes. All I want to quiet my 
mind is to know that you are mine. Do, do, do 
make me feel sure that Richard Turlington can’t 
take you away from me.”

“Don’t press me, Launce.” She dropped on 
the locker. “See!” she said. “It makes me 
tremble only to think of it!”

“Who are you afraid of, darling? Not your 
father, surely?”

“Poor Papa! I wonder whether he would be 
hard on me for the first time in his life?” She 
stopped; her moistening eyes looked up implor-
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ingly in Launce’s face. “Don’t press me!” she 
repeated faintly. “You know it’s wrong. We 
should have to confess it—and then what would 
happen?” She paused again. Her eyes wandered 
nervously to the deck. Her voice dropped to its 
lowest tones. “Think of Richard!” she said, and 
shuddered at the terrors which that name con­
jured up. Before it was possible to say a quieting 
word to her, she was again on her feet. Richard’s 
name had suddenly recalled to her memory 
Launce’s mysterious allusion, at the outset of the 
interview, to the owner of the yacht. “What was 
that you said about Richard just now?” she 
asked. “You saw something (or heard something) 
strange while papa was telling his story. What 
was it?”

“I noticed Richard’s face, Natalie, when your 
father told us that the man overboard was not 
one of the pilot boat’s crew. He turned ghastly 
pale. He looked guilty—”

“Guilty? Of what?”

“He was present—I am certain of it—when
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the sailor was thrown into the sea. For all I 
know, he may have been the man who did it.”

Natalie started back in horror.

“Oh, Launce! Launce! that is too bad. You 
may not like Richard—you may treat Richard as 
your enemy. But to say such a horrible thing of 
him as that——! It’s not generous. It’s not like 
you.”

“If you had seen him, you would have said 
it too. I mean to make inquiries—in your father’s 
interests as well as in ours. My brother knows 
one of the Commissioners of Police; and my 
brother can get it done for me. Turlington has 
not always been in the Levant trade—I know that 
already.”

“For shame, Launce! For shame!”

The footsteps on deck were audible, coming 
back. Natalie sprang to the door leading into 
the cabin. Launce stopped her, as she laid her 
hand on the lock. The footsteps went straight 
on towards the stern of the vessel. Launce clasped 
both arms round her. Natalie gave way.
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“Don’t drive me to despair!” he said. “This 
is my last opportunity. I don’t ask you to say at 
once that you will marry me—I only ask you to 
think of it. My darling! my angel! will you think 
of it?”

As he put the question, they might have 
heard (if they had not been too completely en­
grossed in each other to listen) the footsteps 
returning—one pair of footsteps only, this time. 
Natalie’s prolonged absence had begun to sur­
prise her aunt, and had roused a certain vague 
distrust in Richard’s mind. He walked back 
again along the deck by himself. He looked ab­
sently into the main-cabin as he passed it. The 
store-room skylight came next. In his present 
frame of mind would he look absently into the 
store-room too?

“Let me go?” said Natalie.
Launce only answered, “Say yes,” and held 

her as if he would never let her go again.
At the same moment, Miss Lavinia’s voice 

rose shrill from the deck, calling for Natalie. 
There was but one way of getting free from him.

5Miss or Mrs. ?
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She said, “I’ll think of it.” Upon that, he kissed 
her and let her go.

The door had barely closed on her when the 
lowering face of Richard Turlington appeared on 
a level with the side of the skylight—looking 
down into the store-room at Launce.

“Hallo!” he called out roughly. “What are 
you doing in the steward’s room?”

Launce took up a box of matches on the 
dresser. “I’m getting a light,” he answered 
readily.

“I allow nobody below, forward of the main- 
cabin, without my leave. The steward has per­
mitted a breach of discipline on board my vessel. 
The steward will leave my service.”

“The steward is not to blame.”

“I am the judge of that. Not you.”

Launce opened his lips to reply. An out­
break between the two men appeared to be in­
evitable—when the sailing-master of the yacht 
joined his employer on deck, and directed Tur­
lington s attention to a question which is never
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to be trifled with at sea, the question of wind and 
tide.

The yacht was then in the Bristol Channel, at 
the entrance to Bideford Bay. The breeze, fast 
freshening, was also fast changing the direction 
from which it blew. The favourable tide had 
barely three hours more to run.

“The wind’s shifting, sir,” said the sailing- 
master. “I’m afraid we shan’t get round the 
point this tide, unless we lay her off on the other 
tack.”

Turlington shook his head.
“There are letters waiting for me at Bide­

ford,” he said. “We have lost two days in the 
calm. I must send ashore to the post-office, 
whether we lose the tide or not.”

The vessel held on her course. Off the port 
of Bideford, the boat was sent ashore to the post- 
office; the yacht standing off and on, waiting the 
appearance of the letters. In the shortest time in 
which it was possible to bring them on board, 
the letters were in Turlington’s hands.

The men were hauling the boat up to the 
5*
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davits, the yacht was already heading off from 
the land, when Turlington startled everybody by 
one peremptory word—“Stop!”

He had thrust all his letters but one into the 
pocket of his -sailing jacket, without reading 
them. The one letter which he had opened, he 
held in his closed hand. Rage was in his staring 
eyes; consternation was on his pale lips.

“Lower the boat!” he shouted; “I must get 
to London to-night.” He stopped Sir Joseph, 
approaching him with open mouth. “There’s 
no time for questions and answers. I must- 
get back.” He swung himself over the side of 
the yacht, and addressed the sailing-master from 
the boat. “Save the tide if you can; if you 
can’t, put them ashore to-morrow, at Minehead, 
or Watchet—wherever they like.” He beckoned 
to Sir Joseph to lean over the bulwark, and 
hear something he had to say in private. “Re­
member what I told you about Launcelot 
Linzie!” he whispered fiercely. His parting look 
was for Natalie. He spoke to her with a strong 
constraint on himself, as gently as he could.
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“Don’t be alarmed; I shall see you in London.” 
He seated himself in the boat, and took the 
tiller. The last words they heard him say were 
words urging the men at the oars to lose no 
time. He was invariably brutal with the men: 
“Pull,” he exclaimed, with an oath, “Pull for 
your lives!”





THIRD SCENE.

THE MONEY MARKET.





Let us be serious.—Business!
The new scene plunges us head-foremost into 

the affairs of the Levant trading-house of Pizzi- 
tuti, Turlington, and Branca. What on .earth do 
we know about the Levant Trade? Courage! 
If we have ever known what it is to want money, 
we are perfectly familiar with the subject at 
starting. The Levant Trade does occasionally 
get into difficulties.—Turlington wanted money.

The letter which had been handed to him on 
board the yacht, was from his third partner, Mr. 
Branca, and was thus expressed.

“A crisis in the trade. All right, so far 
except our business with the small foreign firms. 
Bills to meet from those quarters (say), forty 
thousand pounds—and, I fear, no remittances to
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cover them. Particulars stated in another letter 
addressed to you at post-office, Ilfracombe. I 
am quite broken down with anxiety, and con­
fined to my bed. Pizzituti is still detained at 
Smyrna. Come back at once.”

The same evening, Turlington was at his 
office in Austin Friars, investigating the state of 
affairs, with his head clerk to help him.

Stated briefly, the business of the firm was of 
the widely miscellaneous sort. They plied a 
brisk trade, in a vast variety of commodities. 
Nothing came amiss to them, from Manchester 
cotton manufactures to Smyrna figs. They had 
branch houses at Alexandria and Odessa; and 
correspondents, here, there, and everywhere, 
along the shores of the Mediterranean, and in 
the ports of the East. These correspondents were 
the persons alluded to in Mr. Branca’s letter, as 
“small foreign firms;” and they had produced 
the serious financial crisis in the affairs of the 
great house in Austin Friars, which had hurried 
Turlington up to London.

Every one of these minor firms claimed, and



THE MONEY MARKET. 75

received, the privilege of drawing bills on Pizzi- 
tuti, Turlington, and Branca, for amounts varying 
from four to six thousand pounds—on no better 
security than a verbal understanding that the 
money to pay the bills should be forwarded be­
fore they fell due. Competition, it is needless to 
say, was at the bottom of this insanely reckless 
system of trading. The native firms laid it down 
as a rule, that they would decline to transact 
business with any house in the trade which re­
fused to grant them their privilege. In the case 
of Turlington’s house, the foreign merchants had 
drawn their bills on him for sums, large in the 
aggregate, if not large in themselves; had, long 
since, turned those bills into cash in their own 
markets, for their own necessities; and had now left 
the money which their paper represented, to be 
paid by their London correspondents as it fell 
due. In some instances, they had sent nothing 
but promises and excuses. In others, they had 
forwarded drafts on firms which had failed al­
ready, or which were about to fail, in the crisis. 
After first exhausting his resources in ready
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money, Mr. Branca had provided for the more 
pressing necessities, by pledging the credit of the 
house, so far as he could pledge it, without ex­
citing suspicion of the truth. This done, there 
were actually left between that time and Christ­
mas, liabilities to be met to the extent of forty 
thousand pounds, without a farthing in hand to 
pay that formidable debt.

After working through the night, this was the 
conclusion at which Richard Turlington arrived, 
when the rising sun looked in at him through 
the windows of his private room.

The whole force of the blow had fallen on him. 
The share of his partners in the business, was of 
the most trifling nature. The capital was his; 
the risk was his. Personally and privately, he had 
to find the money, or to confront the one other 
alternative—ruin.

How was the money to be found?
With his position in the City, he had only to 

go to the famous money-lending and discounting 
house of Bulpit Brothers — reported to “turn 
over” millions in their business every year—and
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to supply himself at once with the necessary 
funds. Forty thousand pounds was a trifling 
transaction to Bulpit Brothers.

Having got the money, how, in the present 
state of his trade, was the loan to be paid 
back?

His thoughts reverted to his marriage with 
Natalie.

“Curious!” he said to himself, recalling his 
conversation with Sir Joseph on board the yacht. 
“Graybrooke told me he would give his daughter 
half his fortune on her marriage. Half Gray- 
brooke’s fortune happens to be just forty thou­
sand pounds!” He took a turn in the room. 
No! It was impossible to apply to Sir Joseph. 
Once shake Sir Joseph’s conviction of his com­
mercial solidity, and the marriage would be cer­
tainly deferred—if not absolutely broken off. 
Sir Joseph’s fortune could be made available, 
in the present emergency, in but one way—he 
might use it to repay his debt. He had only 
to make the date at which the loan expired coin­
cide with the date of his marriage, and there
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was his father-in-law’s money at his disposal, or 
at his wife’s disposal—which meant the same 
thing. “It’s well I pressed Graybrooke about 
the marriage when I did!” he thought. “I can 
borrow the money at a short date. In three 
months from this, Natalie will be my wife.”

He drove to his club, to get breakfast, with 
his mind cleared, for the time being, of all its 
anxieties but one.

Knowing where he could procure the loan, he 
was by no means equally sure of being able to 
find the security on which he could borrow the 
money. Living up to his income; having no ex­
pectations from any living creature; possessing in 
landed property only some thirty or forty acres 
in Somersetshire, with a quaint little dwelling, 
half-farmhouse, half-cottage, attached—he was in­
capable of providing the needful security from 
his own personal resources. To appeal to wealthy 
friends in the City, would be to let those friends 
into the secret of his embarrassments, and to put 
his credit in peril. He finished his breakfast, and 
went back to Austin Friars—failing entirely, so
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far, to see how he was to remove the last obstacle 
now left in his way.

The doors were open to the public; business 
had begun. He had not been ten minutes in his 
room before the shipping-clerk knocked at the 
door and interrupted him, still absorbed in his 
own anxious thoughts.

“What is it?” he asked, irritably.
“Duplicate Bills of Lading, sir,” answered 

the clerk, placing the documents on his master’s 
table.

Found! There was the security on his writing- 
desk, stirring him in the face! He dismissed the 
clerk and examined the papers.

They contained an account of goods shipped 
to the London house, on board vessels sailing 
from Smyrna and Odessa, and they were signed 
by the masters of the ships, who thereby acknow­
ledged the receipt of the goods, and undertook 
to deliver them safely to the persons owning 
them, as directed. First copies of these papers 
had already been placed in the possession of the 
London house. The duplicates had now followed,
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in case of accident. Richard Turlington instantly 
determined to make the duplicates serve as hisz
security, keeping the first copies privately under 
lock and key, to be used in obtaining possession 
of the goods at the customary time. The fraud 
was a fraud in appearance only. The security 
was a pure formality. His marriage would supply 
him with the funds needed for repaying the 
money, and the profits of his business would 
provide, in course of time, for restoring the dowry 
of his wife. It was simply a question of preserv­
ing his credit by means which were legitimately 
at his disposal. Within the lax limits of mercan­
tile morality, Richard Turlington had a con­
science. He put on his hat and took his false 
security to the money-lenders, without feeling at 
all lowered in his own estimation as an honest
man.

Bulpit Brothers, long desirous of having such 
a name as his on their books, received him with 
open arms. The security (covering the amount 
borrowed) was accepted as a matter of course. 
The money was lent, for three months, with a
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stroke of the pen. Turlington stepped out again 
into the street, and confronted the City of London 
in the character of the noblest work of mercantile 
creation—a solvent man.*

The Fallen Angel, walking invisibly behind, 
in Richard’s shadow, flapped his crippled wings 
in triumph. From that moment the Fallen Angel 
had got him.

* It may not be amiss to remind the incredulous reader 
that a famous firm in the City accepted precisely the same 
security as that here accepted by Bulpit Brothers, with the 
same sublime indifference to troubling themselves by making 
any inquiry about it.

J/zji or Mrs. ' 6
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FOURTH SCENE.

MUSWELL HILL.

6





The next day Turlington drove to the suburbs, 
on the chance of finding the Graybrookes at 
home again. Sir Joseph disliked London, and 
could not prevail on himself to live any nearer to 
the metropolis than Muswell Hill. When Natalie 
wanted a change, and languished for balls, 
theatres, flower-shows, and the like, she had a 
room especially reserved for her in the house of 
Sir Joseph’s married sister, Mrs. Sancroft, living 
in that central deep of the fashionable whirlpool, 
known among mortals as Berkeley Square.

On his way through the streets, Turlington 
encountered a plain proof that the Graybrookes 
must have returned. He was passed by Launce, 
driving, in company with a gentleman, in a cab. 
The gentleman was Launce’s brother, and the
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two were on their way to the Commissioner of 
Police to make the necessary arrangements for 
instituting an inquiry into Turlington’s early life.

Arrived at the gate of the villa, the informa­
tion received only partially fulfilled the visitor’s 
expectations. The family had returned on the 
previous evening. Sir Joseph and his sister were 
at home, but Natalie was away again already. 
She had driven into town to lunch with her aunt.

Turlington went into the house.
“Have you lost any money?” Those were the 

first words uttered by Sir Joseph when he and 
Richard met again, after the parting on board 
the yacht.

“Not a farthing. I might have lost seriously, 
if I had not got back in time to set things 
straight. Stupidity on the part of my people left 
in charge—nothing more. It’s all right now.”

Sir Joseph lifted his eyes, with heartfelt devo­
tion, to the ceiling. “Thank God, Richard,” he 
said, in tones of the deepest feeling. He rang 
the bell. “Tell Miss Graybrooke Mr. Turlington 
is here.” He turned again to Richard. “Lavinia
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is like me—Lavinia has been so anxious about 
you. We have both of us passed a sleepless 
night.” Miss Lavinia came in. Sir Joseph hurried 
to meet her, and took her affectionately by both 
hands. “My dear! the best of all good news, 
Richard has not lost a farthing.” Miss Lavinia 
lifted her eyes to the ceiling with heartfelt devo­
tion, and said, “Thank God, Richard!”—like the 
echo of her brother’s voice; a little late, perhaps, 
for its reputation as an echo, but accurate to half 
a note in its perfect repetition of sound.

Turlington asked the question which it had 
been his one object to put in paying his visit to 
Muswell Hill.

“Have you spoken to Natalie?”
“This morning,” replied Sir Joseph. “An 

opportunity offered itself after breakfast. 1 took 
advantage of it, Richard—you shall hear how.”

He settled himself in his chair for one of his 
interminable stories; he began his opening sen­
tence—and stopped, struck dumb at the first 
word. There was an unexpected obstacle in the 
way—his sister was not attending to him; his
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sister had silenced him at starting. The story 
touching, this time, on the question of marriage, 
Miss Lavinia had her woman’s interest in seeing 
full justice done to the subject. She seized on 
her brother’s narrative as on property in her own 
right.

“Joseph should have told you,” she began, 
addressing herself to Turlington, “that our dear 
girl was unusually depressed in spirits this morn­
ing. Quite in the right frame of mind for a little 
serious talk about her future life. She ate 
nothing at breakfast, poor child, but a morsel of 
dry toast.”

“And marmalade,” said Sir Joseph, striking in 
at the first opportunity. The story, on this occa­
sion, being Miss Lavinia’s story, the polite con­
tradictions necessary to its successful progress, 
were naturally transferred from the sister to the 
brother, and became contradictions on Sir Jo­
seph’s side.

“No,” said Miss Lavinia, gently, “if you will 
have it, Joseph—jam.”



MÜSWELL HILL. 89

“I beg your pardon,” persisted Sir Joseph, 
“marmalade.”

“What does it matter, brother?”
“Sister! the late great and good Doctor John­

son said accuracy ought always to be studied 
even in the most trifling things.”

“You will have your way, Joseph”—(this was 
the formula—answering to Sir Joseph’s “Let us 
waive the point”—which Miss Lavinia used, as 
a means of conciliating her brother, and getting 
a fresh start for her story). “Well, we took dear 
Natalie out between us, after breakfast, for a 
little walk in the grounds. My brother opened 
the subject with infinite delicacy and tact. ‘Cir­
cumstances,’ he said, ‘into which it was not then 
necessary to enter, made it very desirable, young 
as she was, to begin to think of her establish­
ment in life.’ And then he referred, Richard (so 
nicely) to your faithful and devoted attach­
ment------”

“Excuse me, Lavinia, I began with Richard’s 
attachment, and then I got on to her establish­
ment in life.”
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“Excuse me, Joseph. You managed it much 
more delicately than you suppose. You didn’t 
drag Richard in by the head and shoulders in 
that way.”

“Lavinia! I began with Richard.”
“Joseph! Your memory deceives you.”
Turlington’s impatience broke through all 

restraint.
“How did it end?” he asked. “Did you pro­

pose to her that we should be married in the first 
week of the New Year?”

“Yes?” said Miss Lavinia.
“No!” said Sir Joseph.
The sister looked at the brother, with an ex­

pression of affectionate surprise. The brother 
looked at the sister with a fund of amiable con­
tradiction, expressed in a low bow.

“Do you really mean to deny, Joseph, that 
you told Natalie we had decided on the first 
week in the New Year.”

“I deny the New Year, Lavinia. I said early 
in January.”

“You will have your way, Joseph! We were
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walking in the shrubbery at the time. I had our 
dear girl’s arm in mine, and I felt it tremble. She 
suddenly stopped. ‘Oh,’ she said, ‘not so soon!’
I said, ‘My dear, consider Richard!’ She turned 
to her father. She said, ‘Don’t, pray don’t press 
it so soon, papa! I respect Richard; I like Richard 
as your true and faithful friend; but I don t love 
him as I ought to love him if I am to be his wife.’ 
Imagine her talking in that way! What could 
she possibly know about it? Of course, we both 
laughed------”

“You laughed, Lavinia.”

“You laughed, Joseph.”

“Get on, for God’s sake!” cried Turlington, 
striking his hand passionately on the table by 
which he was sitting. “Don’t madden me by 
contradicting each other! Did she give way or 
not?”

Miss Lavinia turned to her brother. “Con­
tradicting each other, Joseph?” she exclaimed, 
lifting her hands in blank amazement.

“Contradicting each other!” repeated Sir Jo-
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seph, equally astonished on his side. “My dear 
Richard, what can you be thinking of? I contra­
dict my sister! We never disagreed in our lives.”

“I contradict my brother! We have never had 
a cross word between us from the time when we 
were children.”

Turlington internally cursed his own irritable 
temper.

“I beg your pardon—both of you,” he said. 
“I didn’t know what I was saying. Make some 
allowance for me. All my hopes in life are 
centered in Natalie; and you have just told me 
(in her own words, Miss Lavinia) that she doesn’t 
love me. You don’t mean any harm, I dare say; 
but you cut me to the heart.”

This confession, and the look that accom­
panied it, touched the ready sympathies of the 
two old people in the right place. The remainder 
of the story dropped between them by common 
consent. They vied with each other in saying 
the comforting words which would allay their 
dear Richard’s anxiety. How little he knew of 
young girls. How could he be so foolish, poor

92
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fellow, as to attach any serious importance to 
what Natalie had said. As if a young creature 
in her teens knew the state of her own heart! 
Protestations and entreaties were matters of course, 
in such cases. Tears even might be confidently 
expected from a right-minded girl. It had all 
ended exactly as Richard would have wished it 
to end. Sir Joseph had said, “My child! this is 
a matter of experience; love will come when you 
are married.” And Miss Lavinia had added “Dear 
Natalie, if you remembered your poor mother as I 
remember her, you would know that your father’s 
experience is to be relied on.” In that way they 
had put it to her; and she had hung her head, 
and had given—all that maiden modesty could 
be expected to give—a silent consent. The 
wedding day was fixed for the first week in the 
New Year. (No, Joseph; not January—the New 
Year.) And God bless you, Richard! and may 
your married life be a long and happy one.”

So the average ignorance of human nature, 
and the average belief in conventional sentiment, 
complacently contemplated the sacrifice of one
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more victim on the all-devouring altar of Mar­
riage! So Sir Joseph and his sister provided 
Launcelot Linzie with the one argument which 
he wanted to convince Natalie: “Choose between 
making the misery of your life by marrying him, 
and making the happiness of your life by marry­
ing me.”

“When shall I see her?” asked Turlington, 
with Miss Lavinia (in tears which did her credit) 
in possession of one of his hands, and Sir Joseph 
(in tears which did him credit) in possession of 
the other.

“She will be back to dinner, dear Richard. 
Stay and dine.”

“Thank you. I must go into the City first. 
I will come back and dine.”

With that arrangement in prospect, he left 
them.

An hour later, a telegram arrived from Natalie. 
She had consented to dine, as well as lunch, in 
Berkeley Square—sleeping there that night, and 
returning the next morning. Her father instantly 
telegraphed back by the messenger, insisting on
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Natalie’s return to Muswell Hill that evening, in 
time to meet Richard Turlington at dinner.

“Quite right, Joseph!” said Miss Lavinia, 
looking over her brother’s shoulder, while he wrote 
the telegram.

“She is showing a disposition to coquet with 
Richard,” rejoined Sir Joseph, with the air of a 
man who knew female human nature in its re­
motest corners. “My telegram, Lavinia, will have 
its effect”

Sir Joseph was quite right. His telegram had 
its effect. It not only brought his daughter back 
to dinner, it produced another result which his 
prophetic faculty had altogether failed to foresee.

The message reached Berkeley Square at five 
o’clock in the afternoon. Let us follow the
message.





FIFTH SCENE.

THE SQUARE.





Between four and five in the afternoon— 
when the women of the western regions are in 
their carriages, and the men are at their clubs— 
London presents few places more conveniently 
adapted for purposes of private talk than the 
solitary garden enclosure of a Square.

On the day when Richard Turlington paid his 
visit to Muswell Hill, two ladies (with a secret 
between them) unlocked the gate of the railed 
garden in Berkeley Square. They shut the gate, 
after entering the enclosure, but carefully forbore 
to lock it as well, and carefully restricted their 
walk to the westward side of the garden. One 
of them was Natalie Graybrooke. The other was 
Mrs. Sancroffs eldest daughter. A certain tem­
porary interest attached, in the estimation of

7*
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society, to this young lady. She had sold well in 
the marriage market. In other words, she had 
recently been raised to the position of Lord Win- 
wood’s second wife; his lordship conferring on 
the bride not only the honours of the peerage, 
but the additional distinction of being stepmother 
to his three single daughters, all older than her­
self. In person, Lady Winwood was little and 
fair. In character, she was dashing and resolute 
—a complete contrast to Natalie, and (on that 
very account) Natalie’s bosom friend.

“My dear, one ambitious marriage in the 
family is quite enough! I have made up my mind 
that you shall marry the man you love. Don’t 
tell me your courage is failing you—the excuse 
is contemptible; I decline to receive it. Natalie! 
the men have a phrase which exactly describes 
your character. You want back-bone!”

The bonnet of the lady who expressed herself 
in these peremptory terms barely reached the 
height of Natalie’s shoulder. Natalie might have 
blown the little airy, light-haired, unsubstantial 
creature over the railings of the garden if she



THE SQUARE. IOI

had taken a good long breath and stooped low 
enough. But who eyer met with a tall woman 
who had a will of her own? Natalies superb 
black eyes looked softly down in submissiv e atten­
tion from an elevation of five feet seven. Lady 
Winwood’s brisk blue eyes looked brightly up in 
despotic command from an elevation of four feet 

eleven (in her shoes).
“You are trifling with Mr. Linzie, my dear. 

Mr. Linzie is a nice fellow. I like him. I won't 
have that.”

“Louisa!”
“Mr. Turlington has nothing to recommend 

him. He is not a well-bred old gentleman of 
exalted rank. He is only an odious brute who 
happens to have made money. You shall nol 
marry Mr. Turlington. And you shall marry 
Launcelot Linzie.”

“Will you let me speak, Louisa?”
“I will let you answer—nothing more. Didn’t 

you come crying to me this morning? Didn’t 
you say, ‘Louisa, they have pronounced sentence 
on me! I am to be married in the first week of
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the New Year. Help me out of it, for Heaven’s 
sake!’ You said all that, and more. And what 
did I do when I had heard your story?”

“Oh, you were so kind——!”
“Kind doesn’t half express it. I have com­

mitted crimes on your account. I have deceived 
my husband and my mother. For your sake I 
got mamma to ask Mr. Linzie to lunch (as my 
friend!). For your sake I have banished my un­
offending husband, not an hour since, to his club. 
You wretched girl, who arranged a private con­
ference in the library? Who sent Mr. Linzie off 
to consult his friend in the Temple on the law 
of clandestine marriage? Who suggested your 
telegraphing home, and stopping’ here for the 
night? Who made an appointment to meet your 
young man privately in this detestable place in 
ten minutes’ time? I did! I did! I did! All in 
your interests. All to prevent you from doing 
what I have done—marrying to please your 
family instead of to please yourself. (I don’t 
complain, mind, of Lord Winwood, or of 
his daughters. He is charming; his daughters I
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shall tame in course of time. You are different. 
And Mr. Turlington, as I observed before, is a 
brute.) Very well. Now what do you owe me 
on your side? You owe it to me at least to 
know your own mind. You don’t know it. You 
coolly inform me that you daren’t run the risk 
after all, and that you can’t face the consequences 
on second thoughts. I’ll tell you what! You 
don’t deserve that nice fellow who worships the 
very ground you tread on. You are a bread- 
and-butter miss. I don’t believe you are fond of 
him!”

“Not fond of him!” Natalie stopped, and 
clasped her hands in despair of finding language 
strong enough for the occasion. At the same 
moment the sound of a closing gate caught her 
ear. She looked round. Launce had kept his 
appointment before his time. Launce was in the 
garden, rapidly approaching them.

“Now for the law of Clandestine Marriage,” 
said Lady Winwood. “Mr. Linzie, we will take 
it sitting.” She led the way to one of the benches 
in the garden, and placed Launce between Natalie



104 MISS OR MRS.?

and herself. “Well, Chief Conspirator, have you 
got the License? No? Does it cost too much? 
Can I lend you the money?”

“It costs perjury, Lady Winwood, in my case,” 
said Launce. “Natalie is not of age. I can only 
get a Incense by taking my oath that I marry her 
with her father’s consent.” He turned piteously 
to Natalie. “I couldn’t very well do that,” he 
said, in the tone of a man who feels bound to 
make an apology, “could I?” Natalie shuddered; 
Lady Winwood shrugged her shoulders.

“In your place a woman wouldn’t have hesi­
tated,” her ladyship remarked. “But men are 
so selfish. Well? I suppose there is some other 
way?”

“Yes, there is another way,” said Launce. 
“But there is a horrid condition attached to 
it------”

“Something worse than perjury, Mr. Linzie? 
Murder?”

“I’ll tell you directly, Lady Winwood. The 
marriage comes first. The condition follows.
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There is only one chance for us. We must be 
married by Banns.”

“Banns!” cried Natalie. “Why banns are 
publicly proclaimed in Church!”

“They needn’t be proclaimed in your church, 
you goose,” said Lady Win wood. “And, even 
if they were, nobody would be the wiser. You 
may trust implicitly, my dear, in the elocution of 
an English clergyman!”

“That’s just what my friend said,” cried 
Launce. “‘Take a lodging near a large parish 
church, in a remote part of London,’—(this is 
my friend’s advice)—‘Go to the clerk, tell him 
you want to be married by Banns, and say you 
belong to that parish. As for the lady, in your place 
I should simplify it. I should say she belonged to the 
parish too. Give an address, and have someone 
there to answer questions. How is the clerk to 
know ? He isn’t likely to be over-anxious about it— 
his fee is eighteen-pence. The clerk makes his profit 
out of you, after you are married. The same 
rule applies to the parson. He will have your
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names supplied to him on a strip of paper, with 
dozens of other names; and he will read them 
all out together in one inarticulate jumble in 
church. You will stand at the altar when your 
time comes, with Brown and Jones, Nokes and 
Styles, Jack and Gill. All that you will have to 
do is, to take care that your young lady doesn’t 
fall to Jack, and you to Gill, by mistake—and 
there you are, married by Banns.’ My friend’s 
opinion; stated in his own words.”

Natalie sighed, and wrung her hands in her 
lap. “We shall never get through it,” she said, 
despondingly.

Lady Winwood took a more cheerful view.

“I see nothing very formidable, as yet, my 
dear. But we have still to hear the end of 
it. You mentioned a condition just now, Mr. 
Linzie.”

“I am coming to the condition, Lady Win- 
wood. You naturally suppose, as I did, that I 
put Natalie into a cab, and run away with her 
from the church-door?”
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“Certainly. And I throw an old shoe after 
you for luck, and go home again.”

Launce shook his head ominously.
“Natalie must go home again as well as 

you!”
Lady Winwood started. “Is that the condi­

tion you mentioned just now?” she asked.
“That is the condition. I may marry her 

without anything serious coming of it. But, if I 
run away with her afterwards, and if you are 
there, aiding and abetting me, we are guilty of 
Abduction, and we may stand, side by side, at 
the bar of the Old Bailey to answer for it!”

Natalie sprang to her feet in horror. Lady 
Winwood held up one finger warningly, signing 
to her to let Launce go on.

“Natalie is not yet sixteen years old,” 
Launce proceeded. “She must go straight back 
to her father’s house from the church, and I must 
wait to run away with her till her next birthday. 
When she’s turned sixteen, she’s ripe for elope­
ment—not an hour before. There is the law of
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Abduction! Despotism in a free country—that’s 
what I call it!”

Natalie sat down again with an air of re­
lief.

“It’s a very comforting law, I think,” she 
said. “It doesn’t force one to take the dreadful 
step of running away from home all at once. It 
gives one time to consider, and plan, and make 
up one’s mind. I can tell you this, Launce, if I 
am to be persuaded into marrying you, the law of 
abduction is the only thing that will induce me 
to do it. You ought to thank the law, instead of 
abusing it.”

Launce listened—without conviction.

“It’s a pleasant prospect,” he said, “to part at 
the church-door, and to 'treat my own wife on 
the footing of a young lady who is engaged to 
marry another gentleman.”

“Is it any pleasanter for me,” retorted Natalie, 
“to have Richard Turlington courting me, when 
I am all the time your wife? I shall never 
be able to do it. I wish I was dead!”
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“Come! come!” interposed Lady Winwood. 
“It’s time to be serious. Natalie’s birthday, Mr.
Linzie, is next Christmas Day. She will be six-

«
teen—”

“At seven in the morning,” said Launce, “I 
got that out of Sir Joseph. At one minute past 
seven, Greenwich mean-time, we may be off to­
gether. I got that out of the lawyer.”

“And it isn’t an eternity to wait from now 
till Christmas Day. You get that, by way of 
completing the list of your acquisitions, out of 
me. In the meantime, can you, or can you not, 
manage to meet the difficulties in the way of the 
marriage?”

“I have settled everything,” Launce an­
swered confidently. “There is not a single dif­
ficulty left.”

He turned to Natalie, listening to him in 
amazement; and explained himself. It had struck 
him that he might appeal—with his purse in his 
hand, of course—to the interest felt in his love 
affairs by the stewardess of the yacht. That ex­
cellent woman had volunteered to do all that
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she could to help him. Her husband had ob­
tained situations for his wife and himself on 
board another yacht—and they were both eager 
to assist in any conspiracy in which their late 
merciless master was destined to play the part of 
victim. When on shore, they lived in a popu­
lous London parish, far away from the fashion­
able district of Berkeley Square, and farther yet 
from the respectable suburb of Muswell Hill. A 
room in the house could be nominally engaged 
for Natalie, in the assumed character of the 
stewardess’s niece—the stewardess undertaking to 
answer any purely formal questions which might 
be put by the Church authorities, and to be pre­
sent at the marriage ceremony. As for Launce, 
he would actually, as well as nominally, live in 
the district close by; and the steward, if needful, 
would answer for him. Natalie might call at her 
parochial residence occasionally, under the wing 
of Lady Winwood; gaining leave of absence from 
Muswell Hill, on the plea of paying one of her 
customary visits at her aunt’s house. The con­
spiracy, in brief, was arranged in all its details.
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Nothing was now wanting but the consent of the 
young lady; obtaining which, Launce would go 
to the parish church and give the necessary 
notice of a marriage by banns on the next 
day. There was the plot. What did the ladies 
think of it?

Lady Winwood thought it perfect.
Natalie was not so easily satisfied.
“My father has always been so kind to me!” 

she said. “The one thing I can’t get over, 
Launce, is distressing papa. If he had been 
hard on me—as some fathers are—I shouldn’t 
mind.” She suddenly brightened, as if she saw 
her position in a new light. “Why should you 
hurry me?” she asked. “I am going to dine at 
my aunt’s to-day, and you are coming in the 
evening. Give me time! Wait till to-night.”

Launce instantly entered his protest against 
wasting a moment longer. Lady Winwood 
opened her lips to support him. They were both 
silenced at the same moment by the appearance 
of one of Mrs. Sancroffs servants, opening the 
gate of the square.
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Lady Winwood went forward to meet the 
man. A suspicion crossed her mind that he 
might be bringing bad news.

“What do you want?” she asked.

“I beg your pardon, my lady—the house­
keeper said you were walking here with 
Miss Graybrooke. A telegram for Miss Gray­
brooke.”

Lady Winwood took the telegram from the 
man’s hand; dismissed him, and went back with 
it to Natalie. Natalie opened it nervously. She 
read the message—and instantly changed. Her 
cheeks flushed deep; her eyes flashed with in­
dignation. “Even papa can be hard on me, it 
seems, when Richard asks him!” she exclaimed. 
She handed the telegram to Launce. Her eyes 
suddenly filled with tears. “Low love me,” she 
said gently—and stopped. “Marry me!” she 
added, with a sudden burst of resolution. “I’ll 
risk it!”

As she spoke those words, Lady Winwood 
read the telegram. It ran thus:—
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“Sir Joseph Graybrooke, Muswell Hill. To 
Miss Natalie Graybrooke, Berkeley Square. Come 
back immediately. You are engaged to dine 
here with Richard Turlington.”
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SIXTH SCENE.

THE CHURCH.

8





The time is morning; the date is early in the 
month of November. The place is a church, in 
a poor and populous parish in the undiscovered 
regions of London, eastward of the Tower, and 
hard by the riverside.

A marriage procession of five approaches the 
altar. The bridegroom is pale, and the bride 
is frightened. The bride’s friend (a resolute­
looking little lady) encourages her in whispers. 
The two respectable persons, apparently man 
and wife, who complete the procession, seem 
to be not quite clear as to the position which 
they occupy at the ceremony. The beadle, 
as he marshals them before the altar, sees
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something under the surface in this wedding- 
party. Marriages in the lower ranks of life are 
the only marriages celebrated here. Is this a 
runaway match? The beadle anticipates some­
thing out of the common, in the shape of 
a fee.

The clergyman (the junior curate) appears 
from the vestry in his robes. The clerk takes his 
place. The clergyman’s eye rests with a sudden 
interest and curiosity on the bride and bride­
groom, and on the bride’s friend; notices the 
absence of elderly relatives; remarks in the two 
ladies especially, evidences of refinement and 
breeding, entirely unparalleled in his professional 
experience of brides and brides’ friends stand­
ing before the altar of that church; ques­
tions, silently and quickly, the eye of the 
clerk, occupied also in observing the strangers 
with interest. “Jenkinson” (the clergyman’s
look asks), “is this all right?” “Sir” (the 
clerk’s look answers), “a marriage by banns; 
all the formalities have been observed.” The 
clergyman opens his book. The formalities have
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been observed; his duty lies plainly before him. 
Attention, Launcelot! Courage, Natalie! The 
service begins.

Launce casts a last furtive look round the 
church. Will Sir Joseph Graybrooke start up 
and stop it from one of the empty pews? Is 
Richard Turlington lurking in the organ loft, and 
only waiting till the words of the service appeal 
to him to prohibit the marriage, or “else here­
after for ever to hold his peace?” No. The 
clergyman proceeds steadily, and nothing hap­
pens. Natalie’s charming face grows paler and 
paler, Natalie’s heart throbs faster and faster, as 
the time comes nearer for reading the words 
which unite them for life. Lady Winwood her­
self feels an unaccustomed fluttering in the region 
of the bosom. Her ladyship’s thoughts revert, 
not altogether pleasantly, to her own marriage: 
Ah, me! what was I thinking of when I was in 
this position? Of the bride’s beautiful dress, 
and of Lady Winwood’s coming presentation at 
Court!

The service advances to the words in which

119
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they plight their troth. Launce has put the Ring 
on her finger. Launce has repeated the words 
after the clergyman. Launce has married her! 
Done! Come what may of it, done!

The service ends. Bridegroom, bride, and 
witnesses go into the vestry to sign the book. 
The signing, like the service, is serious. No 
trifling with the truth is possible here. When it 
comes to Lady Winwood’s turn, Lady Winwood 
must write her name. She does it, but without 
her usual grace and decision. She drops her 
handkerchief. The clerk picks it up for her, 
and notices that a coronet is embroidered in one 
corner.

The fees are paid. They leave the vestry. 
Other couples, when it is over, are talkative and 
happy. These two are more silent and more 
embarrassed than ever. Stranger still, while other 
couples go off with relatives and friends, all 
socially united in honour of the occasion, these 
two and their friends part at the church door. 
The respectable man and his wife go their way 
on foot. The little lady with the coronet on her
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handkerchief puts the bride into a cab, gets in 
herself, and directs the driver to close the door, 
while the bridegroom is standing on the church 
steps! The bridegroom’s face is clouded, as well 
it may be. He puts his head in at the window 
of the cab; he possesses himself of the bride’s 
hand; he speaks in a whisper; he is apparently 
not to be shaken off. The little lady exerts her 
authority, separates the clasped hands, pushes the 
bridegroom away, and cries peremptorily to the 
driver to go on. The cab starts; the deserted 
husband drifts desolately anyhow down the 
street. The clerk who has seen it all goes 
back to the vestry, and reports what has hap­
pened.

The rector (with his wife on his arm) has just 
dropped in to the vestry on business in passing. 
He and the curate are talking about the strange 
marriage. The rector, gravely bent on ascertain­
ing that no blame rests with the Church, inter­
rogates, and is satisfied. The rector’s wife is not 
so easy to deal with. She has looked at the 
signatures in the book. One of the names is
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familiar to her. She cross-examines the clerk as 
soon as her husband has done with him. When 
she hears of the coronet on the handkerchief she 
points to the signature of “Louisa Winwood,” 
and says to the rector, “I know who it is! Lord 
Winwood’s second wife. I went to school with 
his lordship’s daughters by his first marriage. We 
occasionally meet at the Sacred Concerts (on the 
‘Ladies’ Committee’); I shall find an opportunity 
of speaking to them. One moment, Mr. Jenkin- 
son, I will write down the names before you put 
away the book. ‘Launcelot Linzie,’ ‘Natalie 
Graybrooke.’ Very pretty names; quite ro­
mantic. I do delight in a romance. Good 
morning.”

She gives the curate a parting smile, and the 
clerk a parting nod, and sails out of the vestry. 
Natalie, silently returning in Lady Winwood’s 
company to Muswell Hill; Launce, cursing the 
law of abduction as he roams the streets—little 
think that the ground is already mined under 
their feet. Richard Turlington may hear of it 
now, or may hear of it later. The discovery
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of the marriage depends entirely on a chance 
meeting between the lord’s daughters and the 
rector’s wife.





SEVENTH SCENE.

THE EVENING PARTY





Mr. Turlington,
Lady Winwood Ai Home.

Wednesday, December \$th.— Ten o'clock.

“Dearest Natalie,—As the brute insists, the 
brute must have the invitation which I enclose. 
Never mind, my child. You and Launce are 
coming to dinner, and I will see that you have 
your little private opportunities of retirement 
afterwards. All I expect of you in return is, not 
to look (when you come back) as if your hus­
band had been kissing you. You will certainly 
let out the secret of those stolen kisses, if you 
don’t take care. At mamma’s dinner yesterday,
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your colour (when you came out of the conser­
vatory) was a sight to see. Even your shoulders 
were red! They are charming shoulders, I know, 
and men take the strangest fancies sometimes. 
But, my dear, suppose you wear a chemisette 
next time, if you haven’t authority enough over 
him to prevent his doing it again!—Your af­
fectionate Louisa.”

The private history of the days that had 
passed since the marriage was written in that 
letter. An additional chapter—of some import­
ance in its bearing on the future—was contri­
buted by the progress of events at Lady Win- 
wood’s party.

By previous arrangement with Natalie, the 
Graybrookes (invited to dinner) arrived early. 
Leaving her husband and her stepdaughters to 
entertain Sir Joseph and Miss Lavinia, Lady 
Winwood took Natalie into her own boudoir, 
which communicated by a curtained opening 
with the drawing-room.
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“My dear! you are looking positively hag­
gard this evening. Has anything happened?”

“I am nearly worn out, Louisa. The life I am 
leading is so unendurable that, if Launce pressed 
me, I believe I should consent to run away 
with him when we leave your house to­
night.”

“You will do nothing of the sort, if you 
please. Wait till you are sixteen. I delight in 
novelty, but the novelty of appearing at the Old 
Bailey is beyond my ambition. Is the brute 
coming to-night?”

“Of course. He insists on following me 
wherever I go. He lunched at Muswell Hill to­
day. More complaints of my incomprehensible 
coldness to him. Another scolding from papa. 
A furious letter from Launce. If I let Richard 
kiss my hand again in his presence, Launce 
warns me he will knock him down. Oh, the 
meanness and the guiltiness of the life I am 
leading now! I am in the falsest of all false po­
sitions, Louisa, and you encouraged me to do it.

Miss or Mrs. ? g
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I believe Richard Turlington suspects us. The 
last two times Launce and I tried to get a 
minute together at my aunt’s, he contrived to 
put himself in our way. There he was, my dear, 
with his scowling face, looking as if he longed to 
kill Launce. Can you do anything for us to­
night? Not on my account. But Launce is so 
impatient. If he can’t say two words to me 
alone this evening, he declares he will come 
to Muswell Hill, and catch me in the garden to­
morrow.”

“Compose yourself, my dear; he shall say his 
two words to-night.”

“How?”

Lady Winwood pointed through the curtained 
entrance of the boudoir to the door of the draw­
ing-room. Beyond the door was the staircase 
landing. And beyond the landing was a second 
drawing-room, the smallest of the two.

“There are only three or four people coming 
to dinner,” her ladyship proceeded; “and a few 
more in the evening. Being a small party, the
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small drawing-room will do for us. This draw­
ing-room will not be lit, and there will be only 
my reading-lamp here in the boudoir. I shall 
give the signal for leaving the dining-room earlier 
than usual. Launce will join us before the even­
ing-party begins. The moment he appears, send 
him in here—boldly before your aunt and all 
of us.” •

“For what?”

“For your fan. Leave it there under the 
sofa-cushion before we go down to dinner. You 
will sit next to Launce, and you will give him 
private instructions not to find the fan. You will 
get impatient—you will go to find it yourself— 
and there you are. Take care of your shoul­
ders, Mrs. Linzie! I have nothing more to 
say.”

The guests asked to dinner began to arrive. 
Lady Winwood was recalled to her duties as 
mistress of the house.

It was a pleasant little dinner—with one 
drawback. It began too late. The ladies only

9*
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reached the small drawing-room at ten minutes 
to ten. Launce was only able to join them as 
the clock struck.

“Too late!” whispered Natalie. “He will be 
here directly.”

“Nobody comes punctually to an evening 
party” said Launce. “Don’t let us lose a moment. 
Send me for your fan.”

Natalie opened her lips to say the necessary 
words. Before she could speak, the servant an­
nounced—“Mr. Turlington.”

He came in, with his stiffly-upright shirt col­
lar and his loosely-fitting glossy black clothes. 
He made his sullen and clumsy bow to Lady 
Winwood. And then, he did, what he had done 
dozens of times already—he caught Natalie, with 
her eyes still bright and her face still animated 
(after talking to Launce)—a striking contrast to 
the cold and unimpulsive young lady whom he 
was accustomed to see while Natalie was talking 
to him.

Lord Winwood’s daughters were persons of
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some celebrity in the world of amateur music. 
Noticing the look that Turlington, cast at Launce, 
Lady Winwood whispered to Miss Lavinia—who 
instantly asked the young ladies to sing. Launce, 
in obedience to a sign from Natalie, volunteered 
to find the music-books. It is needless to add 
that he pitched on the wrong volume at starting. 
As he lifted it from the piano to take it back to 
the stand, there dropped out from between the 
leaves, a printed letter, looking like a circular. 
One of the young ladies took it up, and ran her 
eye over it, with a start.

“The Sacred Concerts!” she exclaimed.

Her two sisters, standing by, looked at each 
other guiltily: “What will the Committee say 
to us? We entirely forgot the meeting last 
month.”

“Is there a meeting this month?”

They all looked anxiously at the printed 
letter.

“Yes! The twenty-third of December. Put it 
down in your book, Amelia.” Amelia, then
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and there, put it down among the engage­
ments for the latter end of the. month. And 
Natalie’s unacknowledged husband placidly 
looked on.

So did the merciless irony of circumstances 
make Launce the innocent means of exposing 
his own secret to discovery. Thanks to his suc­
cess in laying his hand on the wrong music- 
book, there would now be a meeting—two good 
days before the elopement could take place— 
between the lord’s daughters and the rector’s 
wife!

The guests of the evening began to appear by 
twos and threes. The gentlemen below-stairs left 
'the dinner-table, and joined them.

The small drawing-room was pleasantly filled, 
and no more. Sir Joseph Graybrooke, taking 
Turlington’s hand, led him eagerly to their host. 
The talk in the dining-room had turned on finance. 
Lord Winwood was not quite satisfied with some 
of his foreign investments; and Sir Joseph’s “dear 
Richard,” was the very man to give him a little
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sound advice. The three laid their heads to­
gether in a corner. Launce (watching them) slily 
pressed Natalie’s hand. A renowned “virtuoso” 
had arrived, and was thundering on the piano. 
The attention of the guests generally was 
absorbed in the performance. A fairer chance 
of sending Launce for the fan could not 
possibly have offered itself. While the financial 
discussion was still proceeding, the married 
lovers were ensconced together, alone in the 
boudoir.

Lady Winwood (privately observant of their 
absence), kept her eye on the corner, watching 
Richard Turlington.

He was talking earnestly—with his back to­
wards the company. He neither moved nor looked 
round. It came to Lord Winwood’s turn to speak. 
He preserved the same position, listening. Sir 
Joseph took up the conversation next. Then his 
attention wandered—he knew beforehand what 
Sir Joseph would say. His eyes turned anxiously 
towards the place in which he had left Natalie.
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Lord Winwood said a word. His head turned 
back again towards the corner. Sir Joseph put 
an objection. He glanced once more over his 
shoulder—this time, at the place in which Launce 
had been standing. The next moment his host 
recalled his attention, and made it impossible for 
him to continue his scrutiny of the room. At the 
same time, two among the evening-guests, bound 
for another party, approached to take leave of the 
lady of.the house. Lady Winwood was obliged 
to rise, and attend to them. They had something 
to say to her before they left, and they said it at 
terrible length; standing so as to intercept her 
view of the proceedings of the enemy. When 
she had got rid of them at last, she looked—and 
behold Lord Winwood and Sir Joseph were the
only occupants of the corner!

Delaying one moment, to set the “virtuoso”
thundering once more, Lady Winwood slipped 
out of the room, and crossed the landing. At the 
entrance to the empty drawing-room she heard 
Turlington’s voice, low and threatening, in the 
boudoir. Jealousy has a Second Sight of its own.
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He had looked in the right place at starting— 
and, oh heavens! he had caught them.

Her ladyship’s courage was beyond dispute; 
but she turned pale, as she approached the en­
trance to the boudoir.

There stood Natalie—at once angry and afraid 
—between the man to whom she was ostensibly 
engaged, and the man to whom she was actually 
married. Turlington’s rugged face expressed a 
martyrdom of suppressed fury. Launce—in the 
act of offering Natalie her fan—smiled, with the 
cool superiority of a man who knew that he had 
won his advantage, and who triumphed in know­
ing it.

“I forbid you to take your fan from that 
man’s hands,” said Turlington, speaking to Natalie, 
and pointing to Launce.

“Isn’t it rather too soon to begin ‘forbidding?’” 
asked Lady Winwood, good-humouredly.

“Exactly what I say!” exclaimed Launce. “It 
seems necessary to remind Mr. Turlington that he 
is not married to Natalie yet!”
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Those last words were spoken in a tone which 
made both the women tremble inwardly for re­
sults. Lady Winwood took the fan from Launce 
with one hand, and took Natalie’s arm with the 
other.

“There is your fan, my dear,” she said, in her 
easy, off-hand manner. “Why do you allow these 
two barbarous men to keep you here while the 
great’Bootmann is playing the Nightmare Sonata 
in the next room? Launce! Mr. Turlington! 
follow me, and learn to be musical directly! You 
have only to shut your eyes, and you will fancy 
you hear four modern German composers playing, 
instead of one, and not the ghost of a melody 
among all the four.” She led the way out with 
Natalie, and whispered, “Did he catch you?” 
Natalie whispered back. “I heard him in time. 
He only caught us looking for the fan.” The two 
men waited behind to have two words together, 
alone in the boudoir.

“This doesn’t end here, Mr. Linzie!”

Launce smiled satirically. “For once, I agree
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with you,” he answered. “It doesn’t end here, as 
you say.”

Lady Winwood stopped, and looked back at 
them from the drawing-room door. They were 
keeping her waiting—they had no choice but to 
follow the mistress of the house.

Arrived in the next room, both Turlington 
and Launce resumed their places among the guests 
with the same object in view. As a necessary re­
sult of the scene in the boudoir, each had his 
own special remonstrance to address to Sir Joseph. 
Even here, Launce was beforehand with Turling­
ton. He was the first to get possession of Sir 
Joseph’s private ear. His complaint took the form 
of a protest against Turlington’s jealousy, and an 
appeal for a reconsideration of the sentence which 
excluded him from Muswell Hill. Watching them 
from a distance, Turlington’s suspicious eye de­
tected the appearance of something unduly con­
fidential in the colloquy between the two. Under 
cover of the company, he stole behind them and 
listened.
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The great Bootmann had arrived at that part 
of the Nightmare Sonata in which musical sound, 
produced principally with the left hand, is made 
to describe, beyond all possibility of mistake, the 
rising of the moon in a country churchyard, and 
a dance of Vampires round a maiden’s grave. Sir 
Joseph, having no chance against the Vampires 
in a whisper, was obliged to raise his voice to 
make himself audible in answering and comfort­
ing Launce. “I sincerely sympathise with you,” 
Turlington heard him say; “and Natalie feels 
about it as I do. But Richard is an obstacle in 
our way. We must look to the consequences, my 
dear boy, supposing Richard found us out.” He 
nodded kindly to his nephew; and, declining to 
pursue the subject, moved away to another part 
of the room.

Turlington’s jealous distrust, wrought to the 
highest pitch of irritability for weeks past, in­
stantly associated the words that he had just heard 
with the words spoken by Launce in the boudoir, 
which had reminded him that he was not married 
to Natalie yet. Was there treachery at work under
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the surface? and was the object to persuade weak 
Sir Joseph to reconsider his daughter’s contem­
plated marriage in a sense favourable to Launce? 
Turlington’s blind suspicion overleapt at a bound 
all the manifest improbabilities which forbade 
such a conclusion as this. After an instant’s con­
sideration with himself, he decided on keeping 
his own counsel, and on putting Sir Joseph’s good 
faith then and there to a test which he could rely 
on as certain to take Natalie’s father by sur­
prise.

“ Graybrooke!”

Sir Joseph started at the sight of his future 
son-in-law’s face.

“My dear Richard, you are looking very 
strangely! Is the heat of the room too much for 
you?”

“Never mind the heat! I have seen enough 
to-night to justify me in insisting that your daughter 
and Launcelot Linzie shall meet no more between 
this and the day of my marriage.” Sir Joseph 
attempted to speak. Turlington declined to give

141
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him the opportunity. “Yes! yes! your opinion of 
Linzie isn’t mine, I know. I saw you as thick as 
thieves together just now.” Sir Joseph once more 
attempted to make himself heard. Wearied by 
Turlington’s perpetual complaints of his daughter 
and his nephew, he was sufficiently irritated by 
this time to have reported what Launce had ac­
tually said to him if he had been allowed the 
chance. But Turlington persisted in going on. 
“I cannot prevent Linzie from being received in 
this house, and at your sister’s,” he said; “but I 
can keep him out of z;zy house in the country, 
and to the country let us go. I propose a change 
in the arrangements. Have you any engagement 
for the Christmas holidays?”

He paused, and fixed his eyes attentively on 
Sir Joseph. Sir Joseph, looking a little surprised, 
replied briefly that he had no engagement.

“In that case,” resumed Turlington, “I invite 
you all to Somersetshire, and I propose that the 
marriage shall take place from my house, and not 
from yours. Do you refuse?”
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“It is contrary to the usual course of pro­
ceeding in such cases, Richard,” Sir Joseph 
began.

“Do you refuse?” reiterated Turlington. “I 
tell you plainly, I shall place a construction of 
my own upon your motive if you do.”

“No, Richard,” said Sir Joseph quietly. “I 
accept.”

Turlington drew back a step in silence. Sir 
Joseph had turned the tables on him, and had 
taken him by surprise.

“It will upset several plans, and cause some 
inconvenience to the ladies,” proceeded the old 
gentleman. “But if nothing less will satisfy you, 
I say, Yes! I shall have occasion when we meet 
to-morrow at Muswell Hill to appeal to your in­
dulgence under circumstances which may greatly 
astonish you. The least I can do in the mean­
time is to set an example of friendly sympathy 
and forbearance on my side. No more now, 
Richard. Hush! the music!”

It was impossible to make him explain himself
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further that night. Turlington was left to interpret 
Sir Joseph’s mysterious communication with such 
doubtful aid to success as his own unassisted in­
genuity might afford.

The meeting of the next day at Muswell Hill 
had for its object—as Turlington had already 
been informed—the drawing of Natalie’s marriage 
settlement. Was the question of money at the 
bottom of Sir Joseph’s contemplated appeal to his 
indulgence? He thought of his commercial posi­
tion. The depression in the Levant trade still 
continued. Never had his business at any previous 
time required such constant attention, and repaid 
that attention with so little profit. The Bills of 
Lading had been already used by the firm, in the 
ordinary course of trade, to obtain possession of 
the goods. The duplicates in the hands of Bulpit 
Brothers were literally waste paper. Repayment 
of the loan of forty thousand pounds (with in­
terest) was due in less than a month’s time. There 
was his commercial position! Was it possible 
that money-loving Sir Joseph had any modifica­
tion to propose in the matter of his daughter’s



THE EVENING PARTY. 145

dowry? The bare dread that it might be so, struck 
him cold. He quitted the house—and forgot to 
wish Natalie good-night.

Meanwhile, Launce had left the evening party 
before him—and Launce also found matter for 
serious reflection presented to his mind before he 
slept that night. In other words he found, on 
reaching his lodgings, a letter from his brother, 
marked “private.” Had the inquiry into the 
secrets of Turlington’s early life—now pro­
longed over some weeks—led to positive re­
sults at last? Launce eagerly opened the letter. 
It contained a Report and a Summary. He 
passed at once to the Summary, and read these 
words:

“If you only want moral evidence to satisfy 
your own mind, your end is gained. There is, 
morally, no doubt that Turlington and the sea 
captain who cast the foreign sailor overboard to 
drown, are one and the same man. Legally, the 
matter is beset by difficulties; Turlington having 
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destroyed all provable connection between his 
present self and his past life. There is only one 
chance for us. A sailor on board the ship (who 
was in his master’s secrets) is supposed to be still 
living (under his master’s protection). All the 
black deeds of Turlington’s early life are known 
to this man. He can prove the facts, if we can 
find him, and make it worth his while to speak. 
Under what alias he is hidden we do not know. 
His own name is Thomas Wildfang. If we are 
to make the attempt to find him, not a moment 
is to be lost. The expenses may be serious. Let 
me know whether we are to go on, or whether 
enough has been done to attain the end you have 
in view.”

Enough had been done—not only to satisfy 
Launce, but to produce the right effect on Sir 
Joseph’s mind if Sir Joseph proved obdurate when 
the secret of the marriage was revealed. Launce 
wrote a line directing the stoppage of the pro­
ceedings at the point which they had now reached. 
“Here is a reason for her not marrying Turling­
ton,” he said to himself, as he placed the papers
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under lock and key. “And if she doesn’t marry 
Turlington,” he added, with a lover’s logic, “why 
shouldn’t she marry Me?”

10*
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The next day Sir Joseph Graybrooke; Sir 
Joseph’s lawyer, Mr. Dicas (highly respectable and 
immensely rich); and Richard Turlington were 
assembled in the library at Muswell Hill to dis­
cuss the question of Natalie’s marriage settle­
ment.

After the usual preliminary phrases had been 
exchanged, Sir Joseph showed some hesitation in 
openly approaching the question which the little 
party of three had met to debate. He avoided 
his lawyer’s eye; and he looked at Turlington 
rather uneasily.

“Richard,” he began at last, “when I spoke 
to you about your marriage, on board the yacht, 
I said I would give my daughter------” Either
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his courage or his breath failed him at that point. 
He was obliged to wait a moment before he could 
go on.

“I said I would give my daughter half my 
fortune on her marriage,” he resumed. “Forgive 
me, Richard. I can’t do it!”

Mr. Dicas, waiting for his instructions, laid 
down his pen, and looked at Sir Joseph’s son-in- 
law elect. What would Mr. Turlington say?

He said nothing. Sitting opposite the window, 
he rose when Sir Joseph spoke, and placed him­
self at the other side of the table, with his back 
to the light.

“My eyes are weak this morning,” he said, in 
an unnaturally low tone of voice. “The light 
hurts them.”

He could find no more plausible excuse than 
that for concealing his face in shadow from the 
scrutiny of the two men on either side of him. 
The continuous moral irritation of his unhappy 
courtship—a courtship which had never advanced 
beyond the frigid familiarity of kissing Natalie’s
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hand in the presence of other persons—had phy­
sically deteriorated him. Even his hardy nerves 
began to feel the long strain of suspicion that 
had been laid unremittingly on them for weeks 
past. His power of self-control—he knew it him­
self—was not to be relied on. He could hide his 
face: he could no longer command it.

“Did you hear what I said, Richard?”

“I heard. Go on.”

Sir Joseph proceeded, gathering confidence as 
he advanced.

“Half my fortune!” he repeated. “It’s parting 
with half my life; it’s saying good-bye for ever to 
my dearest friend! My money has been such a 
comfort to me, Richard; such a pleasant occupa­
tion for my mind. I know no reading so interest­
ing and so instructive as the reading of one’s 
Banker’s Book. To watch the outgoings on one 
side,” said Sir Joseph, with a gentle and pathetic 
solemnity, “and the incomings on the other—the 
sad lessening of the balance at one time, and the 
cheering and delightful growth of it at another.
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What absorbing reading! The best novel that 
ever was written isn’t to be mentioned in a breath 
with it. I cannot, Richard, I really can not, see 
my nice round balance shrink up to half the 
figure that I have been used to for a life-time. It 
may be weak of me,” proceeded Sir Joseph, 
evidently feeling that it was not weak of him at 
all, “but we all have our tender place, and my 
Banker’s Book is mine. Besides, it isn’t as if you
wanted it. If you wanted it, of course------But
you don’t want it. You are a rich man; you are 
marrying my dear Natalie for love, not for money. 
You and she and my grandchildren will have it 
all at my death. It can make no difference to 
you to wait a few years till the old man’s chair 
at the fireside is empty. Will you say the fourth 
part, Richard, instead of the half? Twenty thou­
sand,” pleaded Sir Joseph, piteously. “I can bear 
twenty thousand off. For God’s sake don’t ask 
me for more!”

The lips of the lawyer twisted themselves 
sourly into an ironical smile. He was quite as 
fond of his money as Sir Joseph. He ought to
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have felt for his client; but rich men have no 
sympathy with one another. Mr. Dicas openly 
despised Sir Joseph.

There was a pause. The robin-redbreasts in 
the shrubbery outside must have had prodigious 
balances at their bankers; they hopped up on the 
window-sill so fearlessly; they looked in with so 
little respect at the two rich men.

“Don’t keep me in suspense, Richard,” pleaded 
Sir Joseph, “Speak out. Is it yes or no?”

Turlington struck his hand excitedly on the 
table, and burst out on a sudden with the answer 
which had been so strangely delayed.

“Twenty thousand with all my heart!” he 
said. “On this condition, Graybrooke, that every 
farthing of it is settled on Natalie, and on her 
children after her. Not a halfpenny to me!” he 
cried magnanimously, in his brassiest tones. “Not 
a halfpenny to me!”

Let no man say the rich are heartless. Sir 
Joseph seized his son-in-law’s hand in silence, and 
burst into tears.
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Mr. Dicas, habitually a silent man, uttered 
the first two words that had escaped him since 
the business began. “Highly creditable,” he 
said, and took a note of his instructions on the 
spot.

From that point the business of the settlement 
flowed smoothly on to its destined end. Sir Joseph 
explained his views at the fullest length, and the 
lawyer’s pen kept pace with him. Turlington, 
remaining in his place at the window, restricted 
himself to a purely passive part in the proceed­
ings. He answered briefly when it was absolutely 
necessary to speak, and he agreed with the two 
elders in everything. A man has no attention to 
place at the disposal of other people when he 
stands at a crisis in his life. Turlington stood at 
that crisis, at the trying moment when Sir Joseph’s 
unexpected proposal pressed instantly for a reply. 
Two merciless alternatives confronted him. Either 
he must repay the borrowed forty thousand 
pounds on the day when repayment was due, or 
he must ask Bulpit Brothers to grant him an ex­
tension of time, and so inevitably provoke an
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examination into the fraudulent security deposited 
with that firm, which could end but in one way. 
His last, literally his last, chance, after Sir Joseph 
had shamelessly diminished the promised dowry 
by one half, was to adopt the high-minded tone 
which became his position, and to conceal the 
truth until he could reveal it to his father-in- 
law in the privileged character of Natalie’s hus­
band. “I owe forty thousand pounds, sir, in a 
fortnight’s time, and I have not got a farthing of 
my own. Pay for me, or you will see your son- 
in-law’s name in the Bankrupt’s List.” For his 
daughter’s sake—who could doubt it?—Sir Joseph 
would produce the money. The one thing need­
ful was to be married in time. If either by ac­
cident or treachery Sir Joseph was led into de­
ferring the appointed day, by so much as a fort­
night only, the fatal “call” would come, and the 
firm of Pizzituti, Turlington, and Branca, would 
appear in the Gazette.

So he reasoned, standing on the brink of the 
terrible discovery which was soon to reveal to him 
that Natalie was the wife of another man.
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“Richard!”

“Mr. Turlington!”

He started, and roused his attention to 
present things. Sir Joseph on one side, and 
the lawyer on the other, were both appealing 
to him, and both regarding him with looks of 
amazement.

“Have you done with the settlements?” he 
asked.

“My dear Richard, we have done with them 
long since,” replied Sir Joseph. “Have you really 
not heard what I have been saying for the last 
quarter of an hour to good Mr. Dicas here? What 
can you havfe been thinking of?”

Turlington did not attempt to answer the 
question. “Am I interested,” he asked, “in what 
you have been saying to Mr. Dicas?”

“You shall judge for yourself,” answered Sir 
Joseph, mysteriously; “I have been giving Mr. 
Dicas his instructions for making my Will. I wish 
the Will and the Marriage Settlement to be exe-
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cuted at the same time. Read the instructions, 
Mr. Dicas.”

Sir Joseph’s contemplated Will proved to have 
two merits—it was simple and it was short. Ex­
cepting one or two trifling legacies to distant 
relatives, he had no one to think of (Miss Lavinia 
being already provided for) but his daughter and 
the children who might be born of her marriage. 
In its various provisions, made with these two 
main objects in view, the Will followed the pre­
cedents established in such cases. It differed in 
no important respect from the tens of thousands 
of other wills made under similar circumstances. 
Sir Joseph’s motive in claiming special attention 
for it still remained unexplained, when Mr. Dicas 
reached the clause devoted to the appointment of 
executors and trustees; and announced that this 
portion of the document was left in blank.

“Sir Joseph Graybrooke, are you prepared to 
name the persons whom you appoint?” asked the 
lawyer.

Sir Joseph rose, apparently for the purpose of
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giving special importance to the terms in which 
he answered his lawyer’s question.

“I appoint,” he said, “as sole executor and 
trustee—Richard Turlington.”

It was no easy matter to astonish Mr. Dicas. 
Sir Joseph’s reply absolutely confounded him. 
He looked across the table at his client and de­
livered himself on this special occasion of as 
many as three words.

“Are you mad?” he asked.

Sir Joseph’s healthy complexion slightly red­
dened. “I never was in more complete posses­
sion of myself, Mr. Dicas, than at this moment.”

Mr. Dicas was not to be silenced in that way.

“Are you aware of what you do,” persisted 
the lawyer, “if you appoint Mr. Turlington as 
sole executor and trustee? You put it in the 
power of your daughter's husband, sir, to make 
away with every farthing of your money after 
your death.”

Turlington had hitherto listened with an ap-
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pearance of interest in the proceedings, which he 
assumed as an act of politeness. To his view, 
the future was limited to the date at which Bulpit 
Brothers had a right to claim the repayment of 
their loan. The Will was a matter of no earthly 
importance to him, by comparison with the in­
finitely superior interest of the Marriage. It was 
only when the lawyer’s brutally plain language 
forced his attention to it, that the question of his 
pecuniary interest in his father-in-law’s death as­
sumed its fit position in his mind.

His colour rose; and he too showed that 
he was offended by what Mr. Dicas had just 
said.

“Not a word, Richard! Let me speak for you 
as well as for myself,” said Sir Joseph. “For 
seven years past,” he continued, turning to the 
lawyer, “I have been accustomed to place the 
most unlimited trust in Richard Turlington. His 
disinterested advice has enabled me largely to in­
crease my income, without placing a farthing of 
the principal in jeopardy. On more than one 
occasion, I have entreated him to make use of
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my money in his business. He has invariably 
refused to do so. Even his bitterest enemies, sir, 
have been obliged to acknowledge that my in­
terests were safe when committed to his care. 
Am I to begin distrusting him, now that I am 
about to give him my daughter in marriage? Am 
I to leave it on record that I doubt him for the 
first time — when my Will is opened after my 
death! No! I can confide the management of 
the fortune which my child will inherit after me, 
to no more competent or more honourable hands 
than the hands of the man who is to marry her. 
I maintain my appointment, Mr. Dicas! I persist 
in placing the whole responsibility under my Will 
in my son-in-law’s care.”

Turlington attempted to speak. The lawyer 
attempted to speak. Sir Joseph—with a certain 
simple dignity which had its effect on both of 
them—declined to hear a word on either side. 
“No, Richard! as long as I am alive this is my 
business, not yours. No, Mr. Dicas! I understand 
that it is your business to protest professionally. 
You have protested. Fill in the blank space as
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I have told you. Or leave the instructions on 
the table, and I will send for the nearest solicitor 
to complete them in your place.”

Those words placed the lawyer’s position 
plainly before him. He had no choice but to do 
as he was bid, or to lose a good client. He did 
as he was bid, and grimly left the room.

Sir Joseph, with old-fashioned politeness, fol­
lowed him as far as the hall. Returning to the 
library to say a few friendly words, before finally 
dismissing the subject of the Will, he found him­
self seized by the arm, and dragged without 
ceremony, in Turlington’s powerful grasp, to the 
window.

“Richard!” he exclaimed, “what does this 
mean?”

“Look!” cried the other, pointing through the 
window to a grassy walk in the grounds, bounded 
on either side by shrubberies, and situated at a 
little distance from the house. “Who is that 
man?—quick! before we lose sight of him—the 
man crossing there from one shrubbery to the

11
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other?” Sir Joseph failed to recognise the figure 
before it disappeared. Turlington whispered 
fiercely, close to his ear—“Launcelot Linzie!”

In perfect good faith Sir Joseph declared that 
the man could not possibly have been Launce. 
Turlington’s frenzy of jealous suspicion was not 
to be so easily calmed. He asked significantly 
for Natalie. She was reported to be walking in 
the grounds. “I knew it!” he said, with an oath 
—and hurried out into the grounds to discover 
the truth for himself.

Some little time elapsed before he came back 
to the house. He had discovered Natalie—alone. 
Not a sign of Launce had rewarded his search. 
For the hundredth time he had offended Natalie. 
For the hundredth time he was compelled to ap­
peal to the indulgence of her father and her aunt. 
“It won’t happen again,” he said, sullenly peni­
tent. “You will find me quite another man when 
I have got you all at my house in the country. 
Mind!” he burst out, with a furtive look, which 
expressed his inveterate distrust of Natalie and of 
every one about her. “Mind! it’s settled that you
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all come to me in Somersetshire, on Monday- 
next.” Sir Joseph answered rather drily that it 
was settled. Turlington turned to leave the room 
—and suddenly came back. “It’s understood,” 
he went on, addressing Miss Lavinia, “that the 
seventh of next month is the date fixed for the 
marriage. Not a day later!” Miss Lavinia re­
plied rather drily, on her side, “Of course, Richard; 
not a day later.” He muttered, “All right”—and 
hurriedly left them.

Half an hour afterwards Natalie came in, look­
ing a little confused.

“Has he gone?” she asked, whispering to her 
aunt.

Relieved on this point, she made straight for 
the library—a room which she rarely entered, at 
that, or any other period of the day. Miss Lavinia 
followed her, curious to know what it meant. 
Natalie hurried to the window, and waved her 
handkerchief—evidently making a signal to some 
one outside. Miss Lavinia instantly joined her, 
and took her sharply by the hand.
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“Is it possible, Natalie?” she asked. “Has 
Launcelot Linzie really been here, unknown to 
your father or to me?”

“Where is the harm if he has?” answered 
Natalie, with a sudden outbreak of temper. “Am 
I never to see my cousin again, because Mr. Tur­
lington happens to be jealous of him?”

She suddenly turned away her head. The 
rich colour flowed over her face and neck. Miss 
Lavinia, proceeding sternly with the administra­
tion of the necessary reproof, was silenced mid­
way by a new change in her niece’s variable 
temper. Natalie burst into tears. Satisfied with 
this appearance of sincere contrition, the old lady 
consented to overlook what had happened; and, 
for this occasion only, to keep her niece’s secret. 
They would all be in Somersetshire, she remarked, 
before any more breaches of discipline could be 
committed. Richard had fortunately made no 
discoveries; and the matter might safely be trusted, 
all things considered, to rest where it was.

Miss Lavinia might possibly have taken a less
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hopeful view of the circumstances, if she had 
known that one of the men-servants at Muswell 
Hill was in Richard Turlington’s pay—and that 
this servant had seen Launce leave the grounds 
by the back garden gate.
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“Amelia!”
“Say something.”
“Ask him to sit down.”
Thus addressing one another in whispers, the 

three step-daughters of Lady Winwood stood be­
wildered in their own drawing-room; helplessly 
confronting an object which appeared before them 
on the threshold of the door. t

The date was the 23rd of December. The 
time was between two and three in the afternoon. 
The occasion was the return of the three sisters 
from the Committee meeting of the Sacred Con­
certs’ Society. And the object was Richard Tur­
lington.

He stood hat in hand at the door, amazed by
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his reception. “I have come up this morning 
from Somersetshire,” he said. “Haven’t you heard? 
A matter of business at the office has forced me 
to leave my guests at my house in the country. 
I return to them to-morrow. When I say my 
guests, I mean the Graybrookes. Don’t you 
know they are staying with me? Sir Joseph and 
Miss Lavinia and Natalie—?” On the utterance 
of Natalie’s name, the sisters roused themselves. 
They turned about and regarded each other with 
looks of dismay. Turlington’s patience began to 
fail him. “Will you be so good as to tell me 
what all this means?” he said, a little sharply. 
“Miss Lavinia asked me to call here when she 
heard I was coming to town. I was to take 
charge of a pattern for a dress, which she said 
you would give me. You ought to have re­
ceived a telegram explaining it all, hours since. 
Has the message not reached you?”

The leading spirit of the three sisters was 
Miss Amelia. She was the first who summoned 
presence of mind enough to give a plain answer 
to Turlington’s plain question.
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“We received the telegram this morning,” she 
said. “Something has happened since which has 
shocked and surprised us. We beg your pardon.” 
She turned to one of her sisters. “Sophia, the 
pattern is ready in the drawer of that table be­
hind you. Give it to Mr. Turlington.”

Sophia produced the packet. Before she 
handed it to the visitor, she looked at her sister. 
“Ought we to let Mr. Turlington go,” she asked, 
“as if nothing had happened?”

Amelia considered silently with herself. Do­
rothea, the third sister (who had not spoken yet), 
came forward with a suggestion. She proposed, 
before proceeding further, to inquire whether 
Lady Winwcod was in the house. The idea was 
instantly adopted. Sophia rang the bell. Amelia 
put the questions when the servant appeared.

Lady Winwood had left the house for a drive 
immediately after luncheon. Lord Winwood— 
inquired for next—had accompanied her lady­
ship. No message had been left indicating the 
hour of their return.
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The sisters looked at Turlington uncertain 
what to say or do next. Miss Amelia addressed 
him as soon as the servant had left the room.

“Is it possible for you to remain here until 
either my father or Lady Winwood return?” she 
asked.

“It is quite impossible. Minutes are of im­
portance to me to-day.”

“Will you give us one of your minutes? We 
want to consider something which we may have 
to say to you before you go.”

Turlington, wondering, took a chair. Miss 
Amelia put the case before her sisters from the 
sternly conscientious point of view, at the op­
posite end of the room.

“We have not found out this abominable de­
ception by any underhand means,” she said. 
“The discovery has been forced upon us, and 
we stand pledged to nobody to keep the secret. 
Knowing as we do how cruelly this gentleman 
has been used, it seems to me that we are bound 
in honour to open his eyes to the truth. If we
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remain silent we make ourselves Lady Winwood’s 
accomplices. I, for one—I don’t care what may 
come of it—refuse to do that.”

Her sisters agreed with her. The first chance 
their clever stepmother had given them of assert­
ing their importance against hers was now in 
their hands. Their jealous hatred of Lady Win- 
wood assumed the mask of Duty—duty towards 
an outraged and deceived fellow-creature. Could 
any earthly motive be purer than that? “Tell 
him, Amelia?” cried the two young ladies, with 
the headlong recklessness of the sex which only 
stops to think when the time for reflection has 
gone by.

A vague sense of something wrong began to 
stir uneasily in Turlington’s mind.

“Don’t let me hurry you,” he said, “but if 
you really have anything to tell me—?”

Miss Amelia summoned her courage, and 
began.

“We have something very dreadful to tell 
you,” she said, interrupting him. “You have been
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presented in this house, Mr. Turlington, as a 
gentleman engaged to marry Lady Winwood’s 
cousin, Miss Natalie Graybrooke.” She paused 
there—at the outset of the disclosure. A sudden 
change of expression passed over Turlington’s 
face, which daunted her for the moment. “We 
have hitherto understood,” she went on, “that 
you were to be married to that young lady early 
in next month.”

“Well?”

He could say that one word. Looking at 
their pale faces, and their eager eyes, he could 
say no more.

“Take care!” whispered Dorothea, in her 
sister’s ear. “Look at him, Amelia! Not too 
soon.”

Amelia went on more carefully.

“We have just returned from a musical meet­
ing,” she said. “One of the ladies there was an 
acquaintance, a former school-fellow of ours. She 
is the wife of the Rector of St. Columb Major—
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a large church, far from this—at the East-end of 
London.”

“I know nothing about the woman or the 
church,” interposed Turlington, sternly.

“I must beg you to wait a little. I can’t tell 
you what I want to tell you unless I refer to the 
Rector’s wife. She knows Lady Winwood by 
name. And she heard of Lady Winwood re­
cently under very strange circumstances. Cir­
cumstances connected with a signature in one of 
the books of the church.”

Turlington lost his self-control. “You have 
got something against my Natalie,” he burst out; 
“I know it by your whispering, I see it in your 
looks! Say it at once in plain words.”

There was no trifling with him now. In plain 
words Amelia said it.

******

There was silence in the room. They could 
hear the sound of passing footsteps in the street.
He stood perfectly still on the spot where they 
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had struck him dumb by the disclosure, support­
ing himself with his right hand laid on the head 
of a sofa near him. The sisters drew back hor­
ror-struck into the farthest corner of the room. 
His face turned them cold. Through the mute 
misery which it had expressed at first, there ap­
peared, slowly forcing its way to view, a look of 
deadly vengeance which froze them to the soul. 
They whispered feverishly one to the other, with­
out knowing what they were talking of, without 
hearing their own voices. One of them said, 
“Ring the bell!” Another said, “Offer him 
something, he will faint.” The third shuddered, 
and repeated, over and over again, “Why did we 
do it? Why did we do it?”

He silenced them on the instant by speaking 
on his side. He came on slowly, by a step at a 
time, with the big drops of agony falling slowly 
over his rugged face. He said, in a hoarse 
whisper, “Write me down the name of the church 
—there.” He held out his open pocketbook to 
Amelia, while he spoke. She steadied herself, 
and wrote the address. She tried to say a word
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to soften him. The word died on her lips. There 
was a light in his eyes as they looked at her, 
which transfigured his face to something super­
human and devilish. She turned away from him, 
shuddering.

He put the book back in his pocket, and 
passed his handkerchief over his face. After a 
moment of indecision, he suddenly and swiftly 
stole out of the room, as if he was afraid of their 
calling somebody in, and stopping him. At the 
door he turned round for a moment, and said, 
“You will hear how this ends. I wish you good 
morning.”

The door closed on him. Left by themselves, 
they began to realise it. They thought of the 
consequences when his back was turned and it 
was too late.

The Graybrookes! Now he knew it, what 
would become of the Graybrookes? What would 
he do when he got back? Even at ordinary times 
—when he was on his best behaviour—he was 
a rough man. What would happen? Oh, good

12
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God! what would happen when he and Natalie 
next stood face to face? It was a lonely house 
—Natalie had told them about it—no neighbours 
near; nobody by to interfere but the weak old 
father and the maiden aunt. Something ought 
to be done. Some steps ought to be taken to 
warn them. Advice—who could give advice? 
Who was the first person who ought to be told 
of what had happened? Lady Winwood? No! 
even at that crisis the sisters still shrank from 
their stepmother—still hated her with the old 
hatred! Not a word to her! They owed no duty 
to her! Who else could they appeal to? To their 
father? Yes! There was the person to advise 
them. In the meanwhile, silence towards their 
stepmother—silence towards everyone till their 
father came back!

They waited and waited. One after another 
the precious hours, pregnant with the issues of 
life and death, followed each other on the dial. 
Lady Winwood returned alone. She had left her 
husband at the House of Lords. Dinner-time 
came, and brought with it a note from his lord-
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ship. There was a Debate at the House. Lady 
Winwood and his daughters were not to wait 
dinner for him.



«



TENTH SCENE.

GREEN ANCHOR LANE.





An hour later than the time at which he had 
been expected, Richard Turlington appeared at 
his office in the City.

He met beforehand all the inquiries which 
the marked change on him must otherwise have 
provoked, by announcing that he was ill. Before 
he proceeded to business, he asked if anybody 
was waiting to see him. One of the servants 
from Muswell Hill was waiting with another parcel 
for Miss Lavinia, ordered by telegram from the 
country that morning. Turlington (after ascertain­
ing the servants name) received the man in his 
private room. He there heard, for the first time, 
that Launcelot Linzie had been lurking in the 
grounds (exactly as he had supposed) on the "day
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when the lawyer took his instructions for the 
Settlement and the Will.

In two hours more Turlington’s work was 
completed. On leaving the office—as soon as 
he was out of sight of the door—he turned east­
ward, instead of taking the way that led to his 
own house in town. Pursuing his course, he 
entered the labyrinth of streets which led, in that 
quarter of East London, to the unsavoury neigh­
bourhood of the river side.

By this time his mind was made up. The 
forecast shadow of meditated crime travelled be­
fore him already as he threaded his way among 
his fellow men.

He had been to the vestry of St. Columb 
Major, and had satisfied himself that he was mis­
led by no false report. There was the entry in 
the Marriage Register. The one unexplained 
mystery was the mystery of Launce’s conduct in 
permitting his wife to return to her father’s house. 
Utterly unable to account for this proceeding, 
Turlington could only accept facts as they were,
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and determine to make the most of his time, 
while the woman who had deceived him was still 
under his roof. A hideous expression crossed 
his face as he realised the idea that he had got 
her (unprotected by her husband) in his house. 
“When Launcelot Linzie does come to claim her,” 
he said to himself, “he shall find I have been 
even with him.” He looked at his watch. Was 
it possible to save the last train and get back 
that night? No—the last train had gone. Would 
she take advantage of his absence to escape? He 
had little fear of it. She would never have al­
lowed her aunt to send him to Lord Winwood’s 
house, if she had felt the slightest suspicion of 
his discovering the truth in that quarter. Return­
ing by the first train the next morning, he might 
feel sure of getting back in time. Meanwhile, 
he had the hours of the night before him. He 
could give his mind to the serious question that 
must be settled before he left London—the ques­
tion of repaying the forty thousand pounds.
There was but one way of getting the money 
now. Sir Joseph had executed his Will; Sir
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Joseph’s death would leave his sole executor and 
trustee (the lawyer had said it!) master of his 
fortune. Turlington determined to be master of 
it in four and twenty hours—striking the blow, 
without risk to himself, by means of another hand. 
In the face of the probabilities, in the face of the 
facts, he had now firmly persuaded himself that 
Sir Joseph was privy to the fraud that had been 
practised on him. The Marriage Settlement, the 
Will, the presence of the family at his country 
house—all these he believed to be so many 
stratagems invented to keep him deceived until 
the last moment. The truth was in those words 
which he had overheard between Sir Joseph and 
Launce—and in Launce’s presence (privately en­
couraged, no doubt) at Muswell Hill. “Her 
father shall pay me for it doubly: with his purse 
and with his life.” With that thought in his 
heart, Richard Turlington wound his way through 
the streets by the river side, and stopped at a 
blind alley called Green Anchor Lane, infamous 
to this day as the chosen resort of the most
abandoned wretches whom London can produce.
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The policeman at the corner cautioned him as 
he turned into the alley. “They won’t hurt vie!" 

he answered, and walked on to a public house at 
the bottom of the lane.

The landlord at the door silently recognised 
him, and led the way in. They crossed a room 
filled with sailors of all nations drinking; ascended 
a staircase at the back of the house, and stopped 
at the door of a room on the second floor. There, 
the landlord spoke for the first time. “He has 
outrun his allowance, sir, as usual. You will 
find him with hardly a rag on his back. I doubt 
if he will last much longer. He had another 
fit of the horrors last night, and the doctor 
thinks badly of him.” With that introduction 
he opened the door, and Turlington entered the 
room.

On the miserable bed lay a grey-headed old 
man, of gigantic stature, with nothing on him but 
a ragged shirt and a pair of patched filthy 
trousers. At the side of the bed, with a bottle 
of gin on the ricketty table between them, sat

189
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two hideous, leering, painted monsters, wearing 
the dress of women. The smell of opium was in 
the room, as well as the smell of spirits. At 
Turlington’s appearance the old man rose on the 
bed and welcomed him with greedy eyes and out­
stretched hand.

“Money, master!” he called out hoarsely. “A 
crown piece in advance, for the sake of old 
times!”

Turlington turned to the women without an­
swering, purse in hand.

“His clothes are at the pawnbroker’s, of course. 
How much?”

“Thirty shillings.”

“Bring them here, and be quick about it. 
You will find it worth your while when you 
come back.”

The women took the pawnbroker’s tickets from 
the pockets of the man’s trousers, and hurried 
out.

Turlington closed the door, and seated him-
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self by the bedside. He laid his hand familiarly 
on the giant’s mighty shoulder; looked him full 
in the face; and said in a whisper:—

“Thomas Wildfang!”

The man started, and drew his huge hairy 
hand across his eyes, as if in doubt whether 
he was waking or sleeping. “It’s better than 
ten years, master, since you called me by 
my name. If I am Thomas Wildfang, what are 
You?”

“Your captain, once more.”

Thomas Wildfang sat up on the side of the 
bed, and spoke his next words cautiously in Tur­
lington’s ear.

“Another man in the way?”

“Yes.”

The giant shook his bald bestial head dole­
fully. “Too late. I’m past the job. Look 
here.”

He held up his hand, and showed it trem­
bling incessantly. “I’m an old man,” he said, and
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let his hand drop heavily again on the bed beside 
him.

Turlington looked at the door, and whispered 
back—

“The man is as old as you are. And the 
money is worth having.”

“How much?”

“A hundred pounds.”

The eyes of Thomas Wildfang fastened greedily 
on Turlington’s face. “Let’s hear,” he said. “Softly, 
captain. Let’s hear.”

*****

When the women came back with the clothes, 
Turlington had left the room. Their promised 
reward lay waiting for them on the table, and 
Thomas Wildfang was eager to dress himself and 
be gone. They could get but one answer from 
him to every question they put. He had business 
in hand, which was not to be delayed. They 
would see him again in a day or two, with 
money in his purse. With that assurance he took
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his cudgel from the corner of the room, and stalked 
out swiftly by the back door of the house into the 
night.

Miss or Mrs. ? 13





ELEVENTH SCENE.

OUTSIDE THE HOUSE.

n*





The evening was chilly, but not cold for the 
time of year. There was no moon. The stars 
were out, and the wind was quiet. Upon the 
whole, the inhabitants of the little Somersetshire 
village of Baxdale agreed that it was as fine a 
Christmas Eve as they could remember for some 
years past.

' Towards eight in the evening the one small 
street of the village was empty, except at that 
part of it which was occupied by the public- 
house. For the most part people gathered round 
their firesides, with an eye to their suppers, and 
watched the process of cooking comfortably in­
doors. The old bare grey church, situated at 
some little distance from the village, looked a
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lonelier object than usual in the dim starlight. 
The vicarage, nestling close under the shadow of 
the church tower, threw no illumination of fire­
light or candlelight on the dreary scene. The 
clergyman’s shutters fitted well, and the clergy­
man’s curtains were closely drawn. The one ray 
of light that cheered the wintry darkness streamed 
from the unguarded window of a lonely house, 
separated from the vicarage by the whole length 
of the churchyard. A man stood at the window, 
holding back the shutter, and looking out at­
tentively over the dim void of the burial ground. 
The man was Richard Turlington. The room in 
which he was watching was a room in his own 
house.

A momentary spark of light flashed up, as 
from a kindled match, in the burial ground. 
Turlington instantly left the empty room in which 
he had been watching. Passing down the back 
garden of the house, and crossing a narrow lane 
at the bottom of it, he opened a gate in a low 
stone wall beyond, and entered the churchyard. 
The shadowy figure of a man of great stature,
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lurking among the graves, advanced to meet him. 
Midway in the dark and lonely place, the two 
stopped and consulted together in whispers. 
Turlington spoke first.

“Have you taken up your quarters at the 
public-house in the village?”

“Yes, master.”
“Did you find your way, while the daylight 

lasted, to the deserted malthousc behind my 
orchard wall?”

“Yes, master.”
“Now listen—we have no time to lose. Hide 

there, behind that monument. Before nine o’clock 
to-night you will see me cross the churchyard, as 
far as this place, with the man you are to wait 
for. He is going to spend an hour with the 
vicar, at the house yonder. I shall stop short 
here, and say to him, ‘You can’t miss your way 
in the dark now—I will go back.’ When I am 
far enough away from him, I shall blow a call on 
my whistle. The moment you hear the call, fol­
low the man, and drop him before he gets out of 
the churchyard. Have you got your cudgel?”
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Thomas Wildfang held up his cudgel. Tur­
lington took him by the arm, and felt it suspi­
ciously.

“You have had an attack of the horrors al­
ready ” he said. “'What does this trembling 
mean?”

He took a spirit-flask from his pocket as he 
spoke. Thomas Wildfang snatched it out of his 
hand, and emptied it at a draught. “All right 
now, master,” he said. Turlington felt his arm 
once more. It was steadier already. Wildfang 
brandished his cudgel, and struck a heavy blow 
with it on one of the turf-mounds near them. 
“Will that drop him, captain?” he asked.

Turlington went on with his instructions.
“Rob him when you have dropped him. 

Take his money and his jewellery. I want to 
have the killing of him attributed to robbery as 
the motive. Make sure before you leave him 
that he is dead. Then go to the malthouse. 
There is no fear of your being seen; all the 
people will be indoors, keeping Christmas Eve. 
You will find a change of clothes hidden in the



OUTSIDE THE HOUSE. 201

malthouse, and an old cauldron full of quicklime. 
Destroy the clothes you have got on, and dress 
yourself in the other clothes that you find. Fol­
low the cross-road, and when it brings you into 
the high road, turn to the left; a four-mile walk 
will take you to the town of Harminster. Sleep 
there to-night, and travel to London by the train 
in the morning. The next day, go to my office, 
see the head clerk, and say, ‘I have come to 
sign my receipt.’ Sign it in your own name, 
and you will receive your hundred pounds. 
There are your instructions. Do you understand 
them?”

Wildfang nodded his head in silent token that 
he understood — and disappeared again among 
the graves. Turlington went back to the house.

He had advanced midway across the garden, 
when he was startled by the sound of footsteps 
in the lane—at that part of it which skirted one 
of the corners of the house. Hastening forward, 
he placed himself behind a projection in the wall, 
so as to see the person pass across the stream of 
light from the uncovered window of the room
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that he had left. The stranger was walking 
rapidly. All Turlington could see, as he crossed 
the field of light, was that his hat was pulled 
over his eyes, and that he had a thick beard and 
moustachio. Describing the man to the servant 
on entering the house, he was informed that a 
stranger with a large beard had been seen about 
the neighbourhood for some days past. The ac­
count he had given of himself stated that he was 
a surveyor, engaged in taking measurements for 
a new map of that part of the country, shortly to 
be published.

The guilty mind of Turlington was far from 
feeling satisfied with the meagre description of 
the stranger thus rendered. He could not be 
engaged in surveying in the dark. What could 
he want in the desolate neighbourhood of the 
house and churchyard, at that time of night?

The man wanted—what the man found a 
little lower down the lane, hidden in a dis­
mantled part of the churchyard wall—a letter 
from a young lady. Read by the light of the 
pocket lantern which he carried with him, the
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letter first congratulated this person on the com­
plete success of his disguise—and then promised 
that the writer would be ready at her bedroom 
window for flight the next morning, before the 
house was astir. The signature was “Natalie,” 
and the person addressed was “Dearest Launce.”

In the meanwhile, Turlington barred the win­
dow-shutters of the room, and looked at his 
watch. It wanted only a quarter to nine o’clock. 
He took his dog-whistle from the chimney-piece, 
and turned his steps at once in the direction of 
the drawing-room, in which his guests were pass­
ing the evening.





TWELFTH SCENE.

INSIDE THE HOUSE.





The scene in the drawing-room represented 
the ideal of domestic comfort. The fire of wood 
and coal mixed, burnt brightly; the lamps shed a 
soft glow of light; the solid shutters and the 
thick red curtains kept the cold night air on the 
outer side of two long windows, which opened 
on the back garden. Snug arm chairs were 
placed in every part of the room. In one of 
them, Sir Joseph reclined fast asleep; in another, 
Miss Lavinia sat knitting; a third chair, apart 
from the rest, near a round table in one corner 
of the room, was occupied by Natalie. Her head 
was resting on her hand; an unread book lay 
open on her lap. She looked pale and harassed; 
anxiety and suspense had worn her down to the
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shadow of her former self. On entering the room, 
Turlington purposely closed the door with a bang. 
Natalie started. Miss Lavinia looked up reproach­
fully. The object was achieved. Sir Joseph was 
roused from his sleep.

“If you are going to the vicar’s to-night, Gray- 
brooke,” said Turlington, “it’s time you were off, 
isn’t it?”

Sir Joseph rubbed his eyes, and looked at the 
clock on the mantlepiece. “Yes, yes, Richard,” 
he answered drowsily, “I suppose I must go. 
Where is my hat?”

His sister and his daughter both joined in 
trying to persuade him to send an excuse instead 
of groping his way to the vicarage in the dark. 
Sir Joseph hesitated as usual. He and the vicar 
had run up a sudden friendship on the strength 
of their common enthusiasm for the old-fashioned 
game of backgammon. Victorious over his op­
ponent on the previous evening at Turlington’s 
house, Sir Joseph had promised to pass that 
evening at the vicarage, and give the vicar his 
revenge. Observing his indecision, Turlington
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cunningly irritated him by affecting to believe 
that he was really unwilling to venture out in the 
dark. “I’ll see you safe across the churchyard,” 
he said; “and the vicar’s servant will see you 
safe back.” The tone in which he spoke in­
stantly roused Sir Joseph. “I am not in my 
second childhood yet, Richard,” he replied, testily. 
“I can find my way by myself.” He kissed his 
daughter on the forehead. “No fear, Natalie. I 
shall be back in time for the mulled claret. No, 
Richard, I won’t trouble you.” He kissed his 
hand to his sister, and went out into the hall for 
his hat; Turlington following with a rough apo­
logy, and asking as a favour to be permitted to 
accompany him part of the way only. The ladies, 
left behind in the drawing-room, heard the apology 
accepted by kind-hearted Sir Joseph. The two
went out together.

“Have you noticed Richard since his return?” 
asked MissLavinia. “I fancy he must have heard 
bad news in London. He looks as if he had 
something on his mind.”

“I haven’t remarked it, aunt.”
Miss or Mrs. ? 14
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For the time, no more was said. Miss Lavinia 
went monotonously on with her knitting. Natalie 
pursued her own anxious thoughts over the un­
read pages of the book in her lap. Suddenly the 
deep silence out of doors and in was broken by 
a shrill whistle, sounding from the direction of 
the churchyard. Natalie started with a faint cry 
of alarm. Miss Lavinia looked up from her knit­
ting.

“My dear child! your nerves must be sadly 
out of order. What is there to be frightened 
at?”

“I’m not very well, aunt. It is so still here 
at night, the slightest noises startle me.”

There was another interval of silence. It was 
past nine o’clock when they heard the back door 
opened and closed again. Turlington came hur­
riedly into the drawing-room, as if he had some 
reason for wishing to rejoin the two ladies as 
soon as possible. To the surprise of both of 
them, he sat down abruptly in a corner, with 
his face to the wall, and took up the news-



INSIDE THE HOUSE. 2 I I

paper, without casting a look at them or uttering 
a word.

“Is Joseph safe at the vicarage?” asked Miss 
Lavinia.

“All right.” He gave the answer in a short, 
surly tone, still without looking round.

Miss Lavinia tried him again. “Did you hear 
a whistle while you were out? It quite startled 
Natalie in the stillness of this place.”

He turned half way round. “My shepherd, I 
suppose,” he said, after a pause—“whistling for 
his dog.” He turned back again and immersed 
himself in his newspaper.

Miss Lavinia beckoned to her niece and 
pointed significantly to Turlington. After one re­
luctant look at him Natalie laid her head wearily 
on her aunt’s shoulder. “Sleepy, my dear?” 
whispered the old lady. “Uneasy, aunt—I don’t 
know why,” Natalie whispered back. “I would 
give the world to be in London, and to hear the 
carriages going by, and the people talking in the 
street.”

Turlington suddenly dropped his newspaper.
14*
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“What’s the secret between you two?” he 
called out roughly. “What are you whispering 
about?”

“We wish not to disturb you over your read­
ing, that is all,” said Miss Lavinia, coldly. “Has 
anything happened to vex you, Richard?”

“What the devil makes you think that?”
The old lady was offended, and showed it by 

saying nothing more. Natalie nestled closer to 
her aunt. One after another the clock ticked off 
the minutes with painful distinctness in the still­
ness of the room. Turlington suddenly threw 
aside the newspaper and left his corner. “Let’s 
be good friends!” he burst out, with a clumsy 
assumption of gaiety. “This isn’t keeping Christ­
mas Eve. Let’s talk and be sociable. Dearest 
Natalie!” He threw his arm roughly round 
Natalie, and drew her by main force away from 
her aunt. She turned deadly pale, and struggled 
to release herself. “I am suffering—I am ill— 
let me go!” He was deaf to her entreaties. 
“What! your husband that is to be, treated in 
this way? Mustn’t I have a kiss?—I will!” He
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held her close with one hand, and, seizing her 
head with the other, tried to turn her lips to 
him. She resisted with the inbred nervous 
strength which the weakest woman living has in 
reserve when she is outraged. Half indignant, 
half terrified at Turlington’s roughness, Miss 
Lavinia rose to interfere. In a moment more he 
would have had two women to overpower instead 
of one, when a noise outside the windows sud­
denly suspended the ignoble struggle.

There was a sound of footsteps on the 
gravel walk which ran between the house-wall 
and the garden-lawn. It was followed by a tap 
a single faint tap, no more—on one of the panes 
of glass.

They all three stood still. For a moment 
more, nothing was audible. Then there was a 
heavy shock, as of something falling outside. Then 
a groan, then another interval of silence—a long 
silence, interrupted no more.

Turlington’s arm dropped from Natalie. She 
drew back to her aunt. Looking at him in­
stinctively, in the natural expectation that he
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would take the lead in penetrating the mystery 
of what had happened outside the window, the 
two women were thunderstruck to see that he 
was, to all appearance, even more startled and 
more helpless than they were. “Richard/’ said 
Miss Lavinia, pointing to the window, “there is 
something wrong out there. See what it is. ’ He 
stood motionless, as if he had not heard her, 
his eyes fixed on the window, his face livid with 
terror.

The silence outside was broken once more; 
this time by a call for help.

A cry of horror burst from Natalie, T. he 
voice outside—rising wildly, then suddenly dying 
away again—was not entirely strange to her ears. 
She tore aside the curtain. With voice and hand 
she roused her aunt to help her. The two lifted 
the heavy bar from its socket; they opened the 
shutters and the window. The cheerful light of 
the room flowed out over the body of a prostrate 
man, lying on his face. They turned the man over. 
Natalie lifted his head.

Her father!
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His face was bedabbled with blood. A wound, 
a frightful wound, was visible on the side of his 
bare head, high above the ear. He looked at 
her; his eyes recognised her, before he fainted 
again in her arms. His hands and his clothes 
were covered with earth stains. He must have 
traversed some distance. In that dreadful con­
dition he must have faltered and fallen more 
than once before he reached the house. His 
sister wiped the blood from his face. His 
daughter called on him frantically to forgive 
her before he died—the harmless, gentle, kind- 
hearted father, who had never said a hard 
word to her! The father whom she had de­
ceived!

The terrified servants hurried into the room. 
Their appearance roused their master from the 
extraordinary stupor that had seized him. He 
was at the window before the footman could get 
there. The two lifted Sir Joseph into the room, 
and laid him on the sofa. Natalie knelt by him, 
supporting his head. Miss Lavinia staunched the 
flowing blood with her handkerchief. The women-
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servants brought linen and cold water. The man 
hurried away for the doctor, who lived on the 
other side of the village. Left alone again with 
Turlington, Natalie noticed that his eyes were 
fixed in immovable scrutiny on her father’s head. 
He never said a word. He looked, looked, looked 
at the wound.

The doctor arrived. Before either the daugh­
ter or the sister of the injured man could,put 
the question, Turlington put it—“Will he live or 
die?”

The doctor’s careful finger probed the 
wound.

“Make your minds easy. A little lower 
down, or in front, the blow might have been 
serious. As it is, there is no harm done. Keep 
him quiet and he will be all right again in two 
or three days.”

Hearing those welcome words, Natalie and 
her aunt sank on their knees in silent gratitude. 
After dressing the wound, the doctor looked 
round for the master of the house. Turlington, 
who had been so breathlessly eager but a few
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minutes since, seemed to have lost all interest in 
the case now. He stood apart, at the window, 
looking out towards the churchyard, thinking. 
The questions which it was the doctor’s duty to 
ask, were answered by the ladies. The servants 
assisted in examining the injured man’s clothes: 
they discovered that his watch and purse were 
both missing. When it became necessary to 
carry him upstairs it was the footman who as­
sisted the doctor. The footman’s master, with­
out a word of explanation, walked out bare­
headed into the back garden—on the search, as 
the doctor and the servants supposed, for some 
trace of the robber who had attempted Sir Joseph’s 
life.

His absence was hardly noticed at the time. 
The difficulty of conveying the wounded man to 
his room absorbed the attention of all the persons 
present.

Sir Joseph partially recovered his senses while 
they were taking him up the steep and narrow 
stairs. Carefully as they carried the patient the 
motion wrung a groan from him before they reached
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the top. The bed-room corridor, in the rambling 
irregularly built house, rose and fell on different 
levels. At the door of the first bed-chamber the 
doctor asked a little anxiously if that was the 
room. No; there were three more stairs to go 
down, and a corner to turn, before they could 
reach it. The first room was Natalie’s. She in­
stantly offered it for her father’s use. The doctor 
(seeing that it was the airiest as well as the nearest 
room) accepted the proposal. Sir Joseph had 
been laid comfortably in his daughter’s bed; the 
doctor had just left them, with renewed assurances 
that they need feel no anxiety—when they heard 
a heavy step below stairs. Turlington had re­
entered the house.

(He had been looking, as they had supposed, 
for the ruffian who had attacked Sir Joseph; with 
a motive, however, for the search, at which it was 
impossible for other persons to guess. His own 
safety was now bound up in the safety of Thomas 
AVildfang. As soon as he was out of sight in the 
darkness, he made straight for the malthouse. 
The change of clothes was there untouched; not
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a trace of his accomplice was to be seen. Where 
else to look for him it was impossible to tell. 
Turlington had no alternative but to go back to 
the house, and ascertain if suspicion had been 
aroused in his absence.)

He had only to ascend the stairs, and to see, 
through the open door, that Sir Joseph had been 
placed in his daughter’s room.

“What does this mean?” he asked roughly.
Before it was possible to answer him the foot­

man appeared with a message. The doctor had 
come back to the door to say that he would take 
on himself the necessary duty of informing the 
constable of what had happened, on his return to 
the village. Turlington started and changed 
colour. If Wildfang was found by others, and 
questioned in his employer’s absence, serious con­
sequences might follow. “The constable is my 
business,” said Turlington, hurriedly descending 
the stairs, “I’ll go with the doctor.” They heard 
him open the door below, then close it again (as 
if some sudden thought had struck him) and call 
to the footman. The house was badly provided
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with servants’ bed-rooms. The women-servants 
only slept indoors. The footman occupied a 
room over the stables. Natalie and her aunt 
heard Turlington dismiss the man for the night, 
an hour earlier than usual at least. His next 
proceeding was stranger still. Looking cautiously 
over the stairs, Natalie saw him lock all the doors 
on the ground floor and take out the keys. When 
he went away she heard him lock the front door 
behind him. Incredible as it seemed, there could 
be no doubt of the fact—the inmates of the house 
were imprisoned till he came back. What did it 
mean?

(It meant that Turlington’s vengeance still 
remained to be wreaked on the woman who had 
deceived him. It meant that Sir Joseph’s life still 
stood between the man who had compassed his 
death, and the money which the man was resolved 
to have. It meant that Richard Turlington was 
driven to bay, and that the horror and the peril 
of the night were not at an end yet.)

Natalie and her aunt looked at each other 
across the bed on which Sir Joseph lay. He had
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fallen into a kind of doze; no enlightenment could 
come to them from him. They could only ask 
each other, with beating hearts and baffled minds, 
what Richard’s conduct meant—they could only 
feel instinctively that some dreadful discovery 
was hanging over them. The aunt was the calmer 
of the two—there was no secret weighing heavily 
on her conscience. She could feel the consola­
tions of religion. “Our dear one is spared to us, 
my love,” said the old lady gently. “God has 
been good to us. We are in His hands. If we 
know that, we know enough.”

As she spoke there was a loud ring at the 
door bell. The women-servants crowded into the 
bedroom in alarm. Strong in numbers, and en­
couraged by Natalie—who roused herself, and 
led the way—they confronted the risk of opening 
the window and of venturing out on the balcony 
which extended along that side of the house. A 
man was dimly visible below. He called to them 
in thick unsteady accents. The servants recog­
nised him: he was the telegraphic messenger from 
the railway. They went down to speak to him—
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and returned with a telegram which had been 
pushed in under the door. The distance from 
the station was considerable; the messenger had 
been “Keeping Christmas” in more than one 
beershop on his way to the house; and the de­
livery of the telegram had been delayed for some 
hours. It was addressed to Natalie. She opened 
it—looked at it—dropped it—and stood speech­
less; her lips parted in horror, her eyes staring 
vacantly straight before her.

Miss Lavinia took the telegram from the floor; 
and read these lines:—

“Lady Win wood, Hertford Street, London. 
To Natalie Graybrooke, Church Meadows, Bax- 
dale, Somersetshire. Dreadfid news. R. T. has 
discovered your marriage to Launce. The truth 
has been kept from me till to-day (24th). Instant 
flight with your husband is your only chance. I 
would have communicated with Launce, but I do 
not know his address. You will receive this, I 
hope and believe, before R. T. can return to 
Somersetshire. Telegraph back, I entreat you, to
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say that you are safe. I shall follow my message 
if I do not hear from you in reasonable time.”

Miss Lavinia lifted her grey head, and looked 
at her niece. “Is this true?” she said—and 
pointed to the venerable face laid back, white, 
on the white pillows of the bed. Natalie sank 
forward as her eyes met the eyes of her aunt. 
Miss Lavinia saved her from falling insensible on 
the floor.

*******

The confession had been made. The words 
of penitence and the words of pardon had been 
spoken. The peaceful face of the father still lay 
hushed in rest. One by one, the minutes suc­
ceeded each other uneventfully in the deep tran­
quillity of the night. It was almost a relief when 
the silence was disturbed once more by another 
sound outside of the house. A pebble was thrown 
up at the window, and a voice called out cautiously 
“Miss Lavinia.”

They recognised the voice of the man-servant; 
and at once opened the window.

He had something to say to the ladies in
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private. How could he say it? A domestic cir­
cumstance which had been marked by Launce, 
as favourable to the contemplated elopement, was 
now noticed by the servant as lending itself 
readily to effecting the necessary communication 
with the ladies. The lock of the gardener’s tool- 
house (in the shrubbery close by) was under 
repair; and the gardener’s ladder was accessible 
to anyone who wanted it. At the short height of 
the balcony from the ground, the ladder was 
more than long enough for the purpose required. 
In a few minutes the servant had mounted to the 
balcony, and could speak to Natalie and her aunt 
at the window.

“I can’t rest quiet,” said the man. “I’m going 
on the sly to see what’s doing down in the village. 
It’s hard on ladies like you to be locked in here. 
Is there anything I can do for either of you?”

Natalie took up Lady Winwood’s telegram. 
“Launce ought to see this,” she said to her aunt. 
“He will be here at day-break,” she added, in a 
whisper, “if I don’t tell him what has happened.”

Miss Lavinia turned pale. “If he and Richard
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meet—!” she began. “Tell him!” she added 
hurriedly—“tell him, before it is too late!”

Natalie wrote a few lines (addressed to Launce 
in his assumed name at his lodgings in the village) 
enclosing Lady Winwood’s telegram, and entreat­
ing him to do nothing rash. When the servant 
had disappeared with the letter, there was one 
hope in her mind and in her aunt’s mind, which 
each was ashamed to acknowledge to the other 
—the hope that Launce would face the very 
danger that they dreaded for him, and come to 
the house!

They had not been long alone again, when 
Sir Joseph drowsily opened his eyes and asked 
what they were doing in his room. They told 
him gently that he was ill. He put his hand up 
to his head, and said they w’ere right; and so 
dropped off again into slumber. Worn out by 
the emotions through which they had passed, the 
two women silently waited for the march of events. 
The same stupor of resignation possessed them 
both. They had secured the door and the window. 
They had prayed together. They had kissed the

Miss or Mrs. ? I -
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quiet face on the pillow. They had said to each 
other, “We will live with him or die with him as 
God pleases.” Miss Lavinia sat by the bedside. 
Natalie was on a stool at her feet—with her eyes 
closed, and her head on her aunt’s knee.

Time went on. The clock in the hall had 
struck—ten or eleven, they were not sure which 
—when they heard the signal which warned them 
of the servant’s return from the village. He 
brought news, and more than news, he brought a 
letter from Launce.

Natalie read these lines:—
“I shall be with you, dearest, almost as soon 

as you receive this. The bearer will tell you 
what has happened in the village—your note 
throws a new light on it all. I only remain be­
hind to go to the vicar (who is also the magistrate 
here), and declare myself your husband. All dis­
guise must be at an end now. My place is with 
you and yours. It is even worse than your worst 
fears. Turlington is at the bottom of the attack 
on your father. Judge if you have not need of 
your husband’s protection after that!—L.”
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Natalie handed the letter to her aunt, and 
pointed to the sentence which asserted Turlington’s 
guilty knowledge of the attempt on Sir Joseph’s 
life. In silent horror the two women looked at 
each other, recalling what had happened earlier 
in the evening, and understanding it now. The 
servant roused them to a sense of present things, 
by entering on the narrative of his discoveries in 
the village.

The place was all astir when he reached it. 
An old man—a stranger in Baxdale—had been 
found lying in the road, close to the church, in a 
fit; and the person who had discovered him had 
been no other than Launce himself. He had, 
literally, stumbled over the body of Thomas 
Wildfang in the dark, on his way back to his 
lodgings in the village.

“The gentleman gave the alarm, Miss,” said 
the servant, describing the event, as it had been 
related to him, “and the man—a huge big old 
man—was carried to the inn. The landlord 
identified him; he had taken lodgings at the inn

15*
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that day, and the constable found valuable pro­
perty on him—a purse of money and a gold 
watch and chain. There was nothing to show 
who the money and the watch belonged to. It 
was only when my master and the doctor got to 
the inn that it was known whom he had robbed 
and tried to murder. All he let out in his wan­
derings before they came, was that some person 
had set him on to do it. He called the person 
‘Captain,’ and sometimes ‘Captain Goward.’ It 
was thought—if you could trust the ravings of a 
madman—that the fit took him while he was 
putting his hand on Sir Joseph’s heart to feel if 
it had stopped beating. A sort of a vision (as I 
understand it) must have overpowered him at the 
moment. They tell me he raved about the sea 
bursting into the churchyard, and a drowning 
sailor floating by on a hen-coop; a sailor who 
dragged him down to hell by the hair of his 
head, and such like horrible nonsense, Miss. He 
was still screeching, at the worst of the fit, when 
my master and the doctor came into the room. 
At sight of one or other of them—it is thought
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of Mr. Turlington, seeing that he came first—he 
held his peace on a sudden, and then fell back 
in convulsions in the arms of the men who were 
holding him. The doctor gave it a learned name, 
signifying drink-madness, and said the case was 
hopeless. However, he ordered the room to be 
cleared of the crowd to see what he could do. 
My master was reported to be still with the doctor, 
waiting to see whether the man lived or died, 
when I left the village, Miss, with the gentleman’s 
answer to your note. I didn’t dare stay to hear 
how it ended, for fear of Mr. Turlington’s finding 
me out.”

Having reached the end of his narrative, the 
man looked round restlessly towards the window. 
It was impossible to say when his master might 
not return, and it might be as much as his life 
was worth to be caught in the house after he had 
been locked out of it. He begged permission to 
open the window, and make his escape back to 
the stables while there was still time. As he un­
barred the shutter they were startled by a voice 
hailing them from below. It was Launce’s voice,
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calling to Natalie. The servant disappeared— 
and Natalie was in Launce’s arms before she 
could breathe again.

For one delicious moment she let her head 
lie on his breast: then she suddenly pushed him 
away from her. “ Why do you come here? He 
will kill you if he finds you in the house. Where 
is he?”

Launce knew even less of Turlington’s move­
ments than the servant. “Wherever he is, thank 
God, I am here before him!” That was all the 
answer he could give.

Natalie and her aunt heard him in silent dis­
may. Sir Joseph woke and recognised Launce 
before a word more could be said. “Ah, my 
dear boy!” he murmured faintly. “It’s pleasant 
to see you again. How do you come here?” 
He was quite satisfied with the first excuse that 
suggested itself. “We’ll talk about it to-morrow,” 
he said, and composed himself to rest again.

Natalie made a second attempt to persuade 
Launce to leave the house.

“We don’t know what may have happened,”
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she said. “He may have followed you on your 
way here. He may have purposely let you enter 
his house. Leave us while you have the chance.”

Miss Lavinia added her persuasions. They 
were useless. Launce quietly closed the heavy 
window-shutters, lined with iron, and put up the 
bar. Natalie wrung her hands in despair.

“Have you been to the magistrate?” she asked. 
“Tell us, at least, are you here by his advice? 
Is he coming to help us?”

Launce hesitated. If he had told the truth 
he must have acknowledged that he was there in 
direct opposition to the magistrate’s advice. He 
answered evasively, “If the vicar doesn’t come, 
the doctor will. I have told him Sir Joseph must 
be moved. Cheer up, Natalie! The doctor will 
be here as soon as Turlington.”

As the name passed his lips—without a sound 
outside to prepare them for what was coming— 
the voice of Turlington himself suddenly penetrated 
into the room, speaking close behind the window, 
on the outer side.
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“You have broken into my house in the night,” 
said the voice. “And you don’t escape this way.”

Miss Lavinia sank on her krft/es. Natalie flew 
to her father. His eyes were wide open in terror; 
he moaned, feebly recognising the voice. The 
next sound that was heard was the sound made 
by the removal of the ladder from the balcony. 
Turlington, having descended by it, had taken it 
away. Natalie had but too accurately guessed 
what would happen. The death of the villain’s 
accomplice had freed him from all apprehension 
in that quarter. He had deliberately dogged 
Launce’s steps, and had deliberately allowed him 
to put himself in the wrong by effecting a secret 
entrance into the house.

There was an interval—a horrible interval— 
and then they heard the front door opened. With­
out stopping (judging by the absence of sound) 
to close it again, Turlington ascended the stairs 
and tried the locked door.

“Come out, and give yourself up!” he called 
through the door. “I have got my revolver with 
me, and I have a right to fire on a man who has

232
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broken into my house. If the door isn’t opened 
before I count three, your blood be on your own 
head. One'”

Launce was armed with nothing but his stick. 
He advanced, without an instant’s hesitation, to 
give himself up. Natalie threw her arms round 
him -and clasped him fast before he could reach 
the door.

“Two!” cried the voice outside, as Launce 
struggled to force her from him. At the same 
moment his eye turned towards the bed. It was 
exactly opposite the door—it was straight in the 
line of fire! Sir Joseph’s life (as Turlington had 
deliberately calculated) was actually in greater 
danger than Launce’s life. He tore himself free, 
rushed to the bed, and took the old man in his 
arms to lift him out.

“Three!”
The crash of the report sounded. The bullet 

came through the door, grazed Launce’s left arm, 
and buried itself in the pillow, at the very place 
on which Sir Joseph’s head had rested the moment 
before. Launce had saved his father-in-law’s life.



234 MISS OR MRS.?

Turlington had fired his first shot for the money, 
and had not got it yet.

They were safe in the corner of the room, on 
the same side as the door—Sir Joseph, helpless 
as a child, in Launce’s arms; the women pale, 
but admirably calm. They were safe for the 
moment, when the second bullet (fired at an angle) 
tore its way through the wall on their right hand.

“I hear you,” cried the voice of the miscreant 
on the other side of the door. “I’ll have you yet 
—through the wall.”

There was a pause. They heard hi^ hand 
sounding the wall, to find out where there was 
solid wood in the material of which it was built, 
and where there was plaster only. At that dread­
ful moment Launce’s composure never left him. 
He laid Sir Joseph softly on the floor, and signed 
to Natalie and her aunt to lie down by him in 
silence. Their lives depended now on neither 
their voices nor their movements telling the 
murderer where to fire. He chose his place. 
The barrel of the revolver grated as he laid it 
against the wall. He touched the hair-trigger.
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A faint click was the only sound that followed. 
The third barrel had missed fire.

They heard him ask himself with an oath, 
“What’s wrong with it now?”

There was a pause of silence.
Was he examining the weapon?
Before they could ask themselves the question 

the report of the exploding charge burst on their 
ears. It was instantly followed by a heavy fall. 
They looked at the opposite wall of the room. 
No sign of a bullet there or anywhere.

Launce signed to them not to move yet. 
They waited, and listened. Nothing stirred on 
the landing outside.

Suddenly there was a disturbance of the silence 
in the lower regions—a clamour of many voices 
at the open house door. Had the firing of the 
revolver been heard at the vicarage? Yes! They 
recognised the vicar’s voice among the others. 
A moment more, and they heard a general ex­
clamation of horror on the stairs. Launce opened 
the door of the room. He instantly closed it 
again before Natalie could follow him.
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The dead body of Turlington lay on the 
landing outside. The charge in the fourth barrel 
of the revolver had exploded while he was looking 
at it. The bullet had entered his mouth and 
had killed him on the spot.
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IN CONCLUSION.
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FIRST HINT.

{Derived from Lady Winwood’s Card-Rack)

“Sir Joseph Graybrooke and Miss Graybrooke 
request the honour of Lord and Lady Winwood’s 
company to dinner, on Wednesday, February io, 
at half-past seven o’clock. To meet Mr. and Mrs. 
Launcelot Linzie on their return.”

SECOND HINT.

( Derived from a recent money article in a morning 
newspaper)

are requested to give the fullest con­
tradiction to unfavourable rumours lately in cir­
culation respecting the firm of Pizzituti, Turling-



240 DOCUMENTARY HINTS, IN CONCLUSION.

ton, and Branca. Some temporary derangement 
in the machinery of the business was undoubtedly 
produced in consequence of the sudden death of 
the lamented managing partner, Mr. Turlington, 
by the accidental discharge of a revolver which 
he was examining. Whatever temporary obstacles 
may have existed are now overcome. We are 
informed, on authority, that the well-known house 
of Messrs. Bulpit Brothers has an interest in the 
business, and will carry it on until further notice.’’
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rence, Yeoman 2 v. Ought we 
to Visit her? 2 v. A Vagabond 
Heroine 1 v.

Mrs. Elliot:
Diary of an Idle Woman in Italy 
2 v.

1______________

George Eliot:
Scenes of Clerical Life 2 v. Adam 
Bede 2 v. The Mill on the Floss 
2 v. Silas Mamer 1 v. Romola 
2 v. Felix Holt 2 v.

Essays and Reviews 1 v.
Estelle Russell 2 v.

Expiated 2 v. 
Fielding:

The History of Tom Jones 2 v.
Five Centuries 

of the English Language and 
Literature 1 v.

A. Forbes:
My Experiences of the War be­
tween France and Germany 2 v. 
Soldiering and Scribbling 1 v.

John Forster:
Life of Chas. Dickens v. x -4. Life 
& Times of Oliver Goldsmith v. I. 
“Found Dead,” Author of— 
Found Dead 1 v. Gwendoline’s 
Harvest I v. LikeFather, like Son 
2 v. Not Wooed, but Won 2 v. 
Cecil’sTryst 1 v. AWoman’sVen- 
geance 2v. Murphy’s Master iv.

Frank Fairlegh 2 v. 
Edward A. Freeman: 

The Growth of the English Con­
stitution 1 v. Select Historical
Essays x v.

Lady G. Fullerton: 
Ellen Middleton 1 v. Grantley 
Manor 2 v. Lady Bird 2 v. Too 
Strange not to be True 2 v. Con­
stance Sherwood 2 v. A stormy 
Life2 v. Mrs. Gerald’s Niece 2 v.

The ft ice of each volume is % Thaler — 2 Francs.
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Mrs. Gaskell:
Marj’ Barton I v. Ruth 2 v. 
North and South I v. Lizzie 
Leigh i v. The Life of Charlotte 
Bronte 2 v. Lois the Witch i v. 
Sylvia’s Lovers 2 v. A Dark 
Night’s Work I v. Wives and 
Daughters 3 v. Cranford I v. 
Cousin Phillis, and otherTales i v. 

Goldsmith:
Select Works: The Vicar of 
Wakefield; Poems; Dramas (w. 
portrait) I v.

Mrs. Gore:
Castles in the Air i v. The 
Dean’s Daughter 2 v. Progress 
and Prejudice 2 v. Mammon 
2 v. A Life’s Lessons 2 v. The 
two Aristocracies 2 v. Hecking- 
ton 2 v.

“Guy Livingstone,”
Author of—

Guy Livingstone i v. Sword and 
Gown I v. Barren Honour i v. 
Border and Bastille I v. Maurice 
Dering I v. Sans Merci 2 v. 
Breaking a Butterfly 2 v. An- 
teros 2 v.

Mrs. S. C. Hall:
Can Wrong be Right? I v.

Bret Harte:
Prose and Poetry 2 v.

Sir H. Havelock,
by the Rev. W. Brock, i v.

Nathaniel Hawthorne: 
The Scarlet Letter I v. Trans­
formation 2 v. Passages from 
the English Note-Books 2v.

Sir Arthur Helps:
Friends in Council 2 v.

Mrs. Hemans:
The Select Poetical Works i v.

Kirs. Cashel Hoey:
A Golden Sorrow 2 v.

Household Words 
conducted by Ch. Dickens. 1851- 
56.36 V. Novels and Tales 
reprinted from IIouseholds Words 
by Ch. Dickens. X856-59. iiv.

Thos. Hughes:
Tom Brown’s School Days 1 v.

Jean Ingelow:
Off the Skelligs 3 v.

Washington Irving:
The Sketch Book (w. portrait)
1 v. TheLifeofMahomet 1 v. Suc­
cessors of Mahomet 1 v. Oliver 
Goldsmith I v. Chronicles of 
Wolfert’s Roost I v. Life of 
George Washington 5 v.

G. P. R. James:
Morley Emstein (w. portrait)
1 v. Forest Days 1 v. The 
False Heir I v. Arabella Stuart
1 v. Rose d’Albret I v. Arrah i 
Neil x v. Agincourt 1 v. The 
Smuggler 1 v. The Step-Mother
2 v. Beauchamp I v. Heidel­
berg 1 v. The Gipsy 1 v. The 
Castle of Ehrenstein 1 v. Darnley
1 v. Russell 2 v. The Convict
2 v. Sir Theodore Broughton 2 v.

J. Cordy Jeaffreson:
A Book about Doctors 2 v. A 
Woman in Spite of herself 2 v.

The price of each volume is Thaler = 2 Francs.
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Mrs. Jenkin:
“Who Breaks — Pays” I v. 
Skirmishing I v. Once and 
Again 2 v. Two French Mar­
riages 2 v. Within an Ace i v.

Edward Jenkins:
Ginx’s Baby ; Lord Bantam 2 v.

Douglas Jerrold:
The History of St. Giles and St. 
James 2v. Men of Character 2v.

Johnson:
The Lives of the English Poets 2 v.

Miss Kavanagh: 
Nathalie 2 v. Daisy Bums 2 v. 
Grace Lee 2 v. Rachel Gray I v. 
Adèle 3 v. A Summer and Winter 
in the Two Sicilies 2 v. Seven 
Years 2 v. French Women of 
Letters i v. English Women 
of Letters i v. Queen Mab 2 v. 
Beatrice 2 v. Sybil’s Second Love 
2 v. Dora 2 v. Silvia 2 v. Bessie 2 v.

R. B. Kimball:
Saint Leger x v. Romance of 
Student Life abroad I v. Under­
currents I v. Was he Successful?
1 v. To-Day in New-York i v.

A. W. Kinglake: 
Eotlien i v. The Invasion of 
the Crimea v. i-S.

Charles Kingsley:
Yeast I v. Westward ho! 2 v. 
Two Years ago 2 v. Hypatia
2 v. Alton Locke i v. Here- 
ward the Wake 2 v. At Last 2v.

Henry Kingsley: 
Ravenshoe 2 v. Austin Elliot i v. 
The Recollections of Geoffry 
Hamlyn 2 v. The Hillyars and the

Burtons 2 v. Leighton Court iv. 
Valentin iv. Oakshott Castle I v.

Charles Lamb:
The Essays of Elia and Eliana I v.

Mary Langdon:
Ida May I vol.
“Last of the Cavaliers,”

Author of—
The Last of the Cavaliers 2 v. 
The Gain of a Loss 2 v.

S. Le Fanu:
Uncle Silas 2 v. Guy Deverell2v.

Mark Lemon:
Wait for the End 2 v. Loved at 
Last 2 v. Falkner Lyle 2 v. Ley- 
ton Hall 2 v. Golden Fetters 2 v.

Charles Lever: 
TheO'Donoghue iv. The Knight 
ofGwynne3v. Arthur O’Leaiy 2 v. 
The Confessions of Plarry Lorre- 
quer 2 v. Charles O’Malley 3 v. 
Tom Burke of “Ours” 3 v. Jack 
Hinton 2 v. The Daltons 4 v. 
The Dodd Family abroad 3 v. 
The Martins of Cro’Martin 3 v. 
The Fortunes of G1 encore 2 v. 
Roland Cashel 3 v. Davenport 
Dunn 3 v. Con Cregan 2 v. 
One of Them 2 v. Maurice Tier- 
nay 2 v. Sir Jasper Carew 2 v. 
Barrington 2 v. A Day’s Ride: 
a Life's Romance 2 v. Luttrell 
of Arran 2 v. Tony Butler 2 v. 
Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 v. The 
Bramleighs of Bishop’s Folly 2v. 
A Rent in a Cloud X v. That Boy 
of Norcott’s 1 v. St. Patrick’s 
Eve ; Paul Gosslett’s Confessions
1 v. Lord Kilgobbin 2 v.

7he price of each volume is '/2 Thaler = 2 Francs.
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G. H. Lewes:
Ranthorpe 1 v. The Physiology 
of Common Life 2 v.

Longfellow:
Poetical Works (w. portrait) 
3 v. The Divine Comedy of 
Dante Alighieri 3 v. The New- 
England Tragedies 1 v. The 
Divine Tragedy 1 v.

Lutfullah:
Autobiography of Lutfullah, by 
Eastwick 1 v.

Lord Macaulay: 
History of England (w. portrait) 
10 v. Critical and Historical 
Essays 5 v. Lays of Ancient Rome 
1 v. Speeches 2 v. Biographical 
Essays 1 v. William Pitt, Atter­
bury 1 v.

George MacDonald: 
Alec Forbes of Howglen 2 v. 
Annals of a Quiet Neighbour­
hood 2 v. David Elginbrod 2 v. 
The Vicar’s Daughter 2 v.

Mrs. Mackarness: 
Sunbeam Stories 1 v. A Peerless 
Wife 2 v. A Mingled Yam 2 v.

Norman Macleod:
The old Lieutenant and his Son 
1 v.

Mrs. Macquoid:
Patty 2v. Miriam’s Marriage 2 v. 
Pictures across the Channel 2 v.

“Mademoiselle Mori,”
Author of—

Mademoiselle Mori 2 v. Denise 
iv. Madame Fontenoy I v. On 
the Edge of the Storm I v.

Lord Mahon : vide Stanhope.
R. Blachford Mansfield:

The Log of the Water Lily 1 v.

Capt. Marryat:
Jacob Faithful (w. portrait) 1 v. 
Percival Keene 1 v. Peter Simple 
iv. Japhetiv. Monsieur Violet 
1 v. The Settlers 1 v. The Mission 
1 v. The Privateer’s-Man 1 v. 
The Children of the New-Forest
1 v. Valerie 1 v. Mr. Midshipman 
Easy I v. The King’s Own 1 v.

Florence Marryat 
(Mrs. Ross-Church) :

Love’s Conflict 2 v. For Ever 
and Ever 2 v. The Confessions of 
Gerald Estcourt 2 v. Nelly Brooke
2 v. Véronique 2 v. Petronel 
2.v. Her Lord and Master 2 v. 
The Prey of the Gods 1 v. Life 
of Captain Marryat 1 v.

Mrs. Marsh:
Ravensclifle 2 v. Emilia Wynd­
ham 2 v. Castle Avon 2 v. j 
Aubrey 2 v. The Heiress of j 
Haughton 2 v. Evelyn Marston j 
2 v. The Rose of Ashurst 2 v. |

Whyte Melville:
Kate Coventry 1 v. Holmby - 
House 2v. Digby Grand 1 v. Good j 
for Nothing 2 v. The Queen’s ! 
Maries 2 v. The Gladiatois 2 v. [ 
The Brookes of Bridlemere 2 v. 
Cerise 2 v. The Interpreter 2 v. , 
The White Rose 2 v. M. or N. 1 
1 v. Contraband; or A Losing 
Hazard 1 v. Sarchedon 2 v.

The price of each volume is '/2 Thaler — 2 Francs.
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Meredith (Hon. R.Lytton):
Poems 2 v.

Milton:
Poetical Works I v.
Miss Florence Montgomery: 
Misunderstood i v. Thrown To­
gether 2 v.

Moore:
Poetical Works (w. portrait) 5 v.

Lady Morgan’s
Memoirs 3 v.

My little Lady 2 v.
New Testament [v. 1000.]

Mrs. Newby:
Common Sense 2 v.

Dr. J. H. Newman:
Callista 1 v.

“No Church,” Author of—r
No Church 2v. Owen:—a Waif 
2 v.

Hon. Mrs. Norton:
Stuart of Dunleath 2 v. Lost and 
Saved 2 v. Old Sir Douglas 2 v. 

Not Easily Jealous 2 v.
Mrs. Oliphant:

Passages in the Life of Mrs. 
Margaret Maitland of Sunnyside
1 v. The Last of the Mortimers
2 v. Agnes 2 v. Madonna Mary 
2v. The Minister’s Wife 2 v. The 
Rector, and the Doctor’s Family 
1 v. Salem Chapel 2 v. The Per­
petual Curate 2 v. MissMaijori- 
banks 2 v. Ombra 2 v. Memoir 
of Count de Montalembert 2 v. 
May 2 v.

Ossian:
Poems 1 v.

Ouida:
Idalia 2 v. Tricotrin2v. Puck 2v. 
Chandos 2 v. Strathmore 2 v. 
Under two Flags 2 v. Folle- 
Farine 2 v. A Leaf in the Storm; 
A Dog of Flanders & other Stories 
I v. Cecil Castlemaine’s Gage 
1 v. Madame la Marquise 1 v. 
Pascarel 2 v.

Miss Parr 
(Holme Lee):

Basil Godfrey’s Caprice 2 v. 
For Richer, for Poorer 2 v. The 
Beautiful Miss Barrington 2 v. 
HerTitle of Honour 1 v. Echoes 
of a Famous Year 1 v. Kathe­
rine’s Trial 1 v. •

Mrs. Parr:
Dorothy Fox 1 v.

“Paul Ferro 11,” Author of—
Paul Ferroll 1 v. Year after 
Year 1 v. Why Paul Ferroll 
killed his Wife 1 v.

Miss Fr. M. Peard:
One Year 2 v. The Rose-Garden 
1 v. Unawares 1 v.

Bishop Percy:
Reliques of Ancient English 
Poetry 3 v.

Pope:
Select Poetical Works (w. por­
trait) 1 v.

The Prince Consort’s
Speeches and Addresses 1 v.

The price of each -volume is % Thaler — 2 Francs.
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Charles Reade:
“It is never too late to mend” 
2 v. “Love me little, love me 
long” I v. The Cloister and the 
Hearth 2 v. Hard Cash 3 v. Put 
Yourself in his Place 2 v. A 
Terrible Temptation 2 v. Peg 
Woffington I v. Christie John­
stone 1 v.

Recommended to Mercy:
Author of—

Recommended to Mercy 2 v. 
Zoe’s ‘Brand’ 2 v.

Richardson:
Clarissa Harlowe 4 v.

Rev. W. Robertson:
Sermons 4 v.

Charles H. Ross:
The Pretty Widow 1 v. A London 
Romance 2 v.

J. Ruffini:
Lavinia 2 v. Doctor Antonio 1 v. 
Lorenzo Benoni 1 v. Vincenzo 
2 v. A Quiet Nook 1 v. The 
Paragreens on a Visit to Paris I v. 
Carlino and other Stories I v.

G. A. Saia:
The Seven Sons of Mammon 2 v.

Katherine Saunders: 
Joan Merryweather and other 
Tales 1 v. Gideon’s Rock 1 v.

Sir Walter Scott: 
Waverley (w. portrait) 1 v. The 
Antiquary 1 v. Ivanhoe I v. 
Kenilworth I v. Quentin Dur- 
ward 1 v. Old Mortality I v. 
Guy Mannering I v. Rob Roy 1 v.

The Pirate 1 v. The Fortunes 
of Nigel I v. The Black Dwarf; 
A Legend of Montrose 1 v. The 
Bride of Lammermoor 1 v. The 
Heart of Mid-Lothian 2 v. The 
Monastery r v. The Abbot 1 v. 
Peveril of the Peak 2 v. The 
Poetical Works 2 v. Woodstock 
1 v. The Fair Maid of Perth 1 v. 
Anne of Geierstein 1 v.

Miss Sewell:
Amy Herbert 2 v. Ursula 2 v. 
A Glimpse of the World 2 v. The 
Journal of a Home Life 2 v. After 
Life 2 v.

Shakespeare:
Plays and Poems (w. portrait) 
compL 7v. (Second Edition.) 

Shakespeare's Plays may also be 
had in 37 numbers, at J/io Thlr. 
each number.

Doubtful Plays 1 v.

Shelley:
A Selection from his Poems 1 v.

Nathan Sheppard:
Shut up in Paris I v.

Sheridan:
Dramatic Works 1 v.

Smollett:
The Adventures of Roderick Ran­
dom 1 v. The Expedition of Hum - 
phry Clinker I v. The Adven­
tures of Peregrine Pickle 2 v.

Earl Stanhope:
History of England 7 v. The 
Reign of Queen Anne 2 v.

The price of each volume is X Thaler — 2 Francs.
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Sterne:
The Life and Opinions of Tristram 
Shandy i v. A Sentimental Jour- 
ney i v.

“Still Waters,” Author of—
Still Waters i v. Dorothy i v. 
De Cressy i v. Uncle Ralph i v. 
Maiden Sisters iv. Martha Brown
1 v.

Mrs. H. Beecher Stowe:
Uncle Tom’s Cabin (w. portrait)
2 v. A Key to Uncle Tom’s 
Cabin 2 v. Dred 2 v. The 
Minister’s Wooing 1 v. Oldtown 
Folks 2 v.

Swift:
Gulliver’s Travels 1 v.

Baroness Tautphoeus:
Cyrilla 2 v. The Initials 2 v. 
Quits 2 v. At Odds 2 v.

Colonel Meadows Taylor:
Tara: a Mahratta Tale 3 v.

H. Templeton:
Diary and Notes 1 v.

Tennyson:
Poetical Works 7 v.

W. M. Thackeray:
Vanity Fair 3 v. The History of 
Pendennis 3 v. Miscellanies 8 v. 
The History of Henry Esmond 
2 v. The English Humourists 1 v. 
The Newcomes 4 v. The Vir­
ginians 4V. The Four Georges; 
Lovel the Widower 1 v. The 
Adventures of Philip 2 v. Denis 
Duval i v, Roundabout Papers 
2 v. Catherine 1 v. The Irish

Sketch Book 2 v. The Paris 
Sketch Book (w. portrait) 2 v.

Miss Thackeray:
The Story of Elizabeth I v. The 
Village on the Cliff I v. Old 
Kensington 2 v.

A. Thomas:
Denis Donne 2 v. On Guard 2 v. 
Walter Goring 2 v. Played out 
2 v. Called to Account 2 v. 
Only Herself 2 v.

Thomson:
Poetical Works (w. portrait) 1 v.

F. G. Trafford 
(Mrs. Riddell):

George Geith of Fen Court 2 v. 
Maxwell Drewitt 2 v. The Race 
for Wealth 2 v. Far above Rubies
2 v.

Trois-Etoiles:
The Member for Paris 2 v.

Anthony Trollope: 
Doctor Thorne 2 v. The Bertrams 
2v. The Warden iv. Barchester 
Towers 2 v. Castle Richmond 2 v. 
The West Indies 1 v. Framley 
Parsonage 2 v. North America
3 v. OrleyFarm 3 v. Rachel Ray
2 v. The Small House at Ailing- 
ton 3 v. Can you forgive her?
3 v. The Belton Estate 2 v. The 
Last Chronicle of Barset 3 v. The 
Claverings2 v. Phineas Finn 3 V. 
He knew he was Right 3 v. The 
Vicar of Bullhampton 2 v. Sir 
Harry Hotspur of Humble- 
thwaite 1 v. Ralph the Heir 2 v. 
The Golden Lion ofGranpere 1 v. 
Australia and New Zealand 3 v.

The price of each -volume is X Thaler = 2 Francs.
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T. Adolphus Trollope: 
TheGarstangs ofGarstang Grange 
2 v. A Siren 2 v.

The Two Cosmos 1 v.
“Vera,”

Author of—
Vera 1 v. The Hotel du Petit 
St. Jean 1 v.

Eliot Warburton:
The Crescent and the Cross 2 v. 
Darien 2 v.

S. Warren:
Passages from the Diary of a late 
Physician 2 v. Ten Thousand 
a-Year 3 v. Now and Then x v. 
The Lily and the Bee 1 v. 

Waterdale Neighbours 2 v.
Miss Wetherell:

The wide, wide World I v. 
Queechy 2 v. The Hills of the 
Shatemuc 2 v. Say and S eal 2 v. 
The Old Helmet 2 v.

A Whim
and its Consequences 1 v.

Mrs. Henry Wood:
East Lynne 3 v. The Channings 
2v. Mrs. Halliburton’s Troubles 
2 v. Vemer’s Pride 3 v. The 
SliadowOfAshlydyat3v. Trevlyn 
Hold2 v. LordOakburn’sDaugh­
ters 2 v. Oswald Cray 2 v. Mildred 
Arkell 2 v. St. Martin’s Eve 2 v.

’ Elster’sFolly2v. Lady Adelaide’s 
I Oath 2 v. Orville College 1 v. A
1 Life’s Secret 1 v. The Red Court 

Farm 2 v. Anne Hereford 2 v. 
Roland Yorke 2 v. George Canter­
bury’s Will 2 v. Bessy Rane 2 v. 
Dene Hollow 2 v. The Foggy 
Night at Offord etc. I v. Within 
the Maze 2 v.

Wordsworth:
Select Poetical Works 2 v.

Lascelles Wraxall:
Wild Oats 1 v.

Edm. Yates:
Land at Last 2 v. Broken to 
Harness 2 v. The Forlorn Hope
2 v. Black Sheep 2 v. The Rock 
Ahead 2 v. Wrecked in Port 2 v. 
Dr. Wainwright’s Patient2 v. No­
body’s Fortune 2 v. Castaway 2 v.
A Waiting Race 2 v. The Yellow 
Flag 2 v.

Miss Yonge:
TheHeirof Redclyffe2v. Hearts­
ease 2 v. The Daisy Chain 2 v. 
Dynevor Terrace 2 v. Hopes and 
Fears 2 v. The Young Step- 
Mother 2 v. The Trial 2 v. The 
Clever Woman of the Family 2 v. 
The Dove in the Eagle’s Nest 2 v. 

i The Danvers Papers; the Prince 
! and the Page I v. The Chaplet 
! of Pearls 2 v. The two Guardians 

1 v. The Caged Lion 2 v. The 
i Pillars of the House 4 v.

The price of each volume is J4 Thaler — 2 Francs.
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Series for the Young.
Kenneth; or, the Rear-Guard of 

the Grand Army. Yey Miss Yonge 
(Author of “the Heir of Red- 
clyffe”). With Frontispiece, iv.

Ruth and her Friends. A Story 
for Girls. With Frontispiece,
I v.

Our Year: A Child’s Book, in 
Prose and Verse. By the Author 
of “John Halifax, Gentleman. ” 
Illustrated by Clarence Dobell,
I v.

Ministering Children. A Tale de­
dicated to Childhood. By Maria 
Louisa Charleyworth. "With 
Frontispiece, I v.

The Little Duke. Ben Sylvester’s 
Word. By Miss Yonge (Author 
of “the Heir of Redclyffe”). 
With a Frontispiece by B. 
Plockhorst, i v.

The Stokesley Secret. By Miss 
Yonge (Author of “the Heir of 
Redclyffe”). With a Frontis­
piece by B. Plockhorst, I v.

Tales from Shakspeare. By 
Charles and Mary Lamb. With 
the Portrait of Shakspeare i v.

Countess Kate. By Miss Yonge 
(Author of “the Pleir of Red­
clyffe”). With Frontispiece, iv.

Three Tales for Boys. By the 
Author of “John Halifax, Gen­
tleman.” With a Frontispiece 
by B. Plockhorst, I v.

A Book of Golden Deeds. By 
Miss Yonge (Author of “the 
Heir of Redclyffe”). With a 
Frontispiece by B. Plockhorst, 
2 v.

Moral Tales. By Maria Edge- 
worth. With a Frontispiece by 
B. Plockhorst, I v.

Friarswood Post-Office. By Miss 
Yonge (Author of “the Heir 
of Redclyffe ”). With Frontis­
piece, I v.

Cousin Trix and her welcome 
Tales. By Miss Georgiana 
Craik. With a Frontispiece by 
B. Plockhorst, I v.

Three Tales for Girls. By the 
Author of “John Halifax, Gen­
tleman.” With a Frontispiece 
by B. Plockhorst, I v.

Henrietta’s Wish; or, Domineer­
ing. A Tale. By Miss Yonge 
(Author of “the Heir of Red­
clyffe”). With a Frontispiece 
by B. Plockhorst, I v.

Kings of England: A History for 
the Young. By Miss Yonge 
(Author of “the Heir of Red­
clyffe”). With Frontispiece, I v.

Popular Tales. By Maria Edge- 
worth. With a Frontispiece by 
B. Plockhorst, 2 v.

The Lances of Lynwood; the 
Pigeon Pie. By Miss Yonge 
(Author of “the Heir of Red­
clyffe”). With Frontispiece, I v.

The price of each volume is % Thaler — 2 Francs.
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Collection of German Authors.
On the Heights. By B. Auerbach. 

Translated by F. E. Bunnett. 
Second Authorized Edition, 
thoroughly revised. 3 v.

In the Year ’13: By Fritz Reuter. 
Translated from the Platt- 
Deutsch by Charles Lee Lewes, 
I v.

Faust. By Goethe. From the Ger­
man by John Anster, LL. D. 1 v.

Undine, Sintram and otherTales. 
By Fouque. Translated by 
F. E. Bunnett, 1 v.

L’Arrabiata and other Tales. By 
Paul Heyse. From the Ger­
man by M. Wilson, 1 v.

The Princess of Brunswick-Wol- 
fenbiittel and other Tales. By 
H. Zschokke. From the Ger­
man by M. A. Faber, 1 v.

Nathan the Wise and Emilia Ga- 
lottL By G. E. Lessing. The 
former translated by W. Taylor, 
thelatter by Charles Lee Lewes, 
I v.

Behind the Counter [Handel und 
Wandel], By A. IK Hackldn- 
der. From the German by 
Mary Howitt, 1 v.

Three Tales by IV. Llauff. From 
the German by M. A. Faber, 
1 v.

Joachim von Karnem and Diary 
of a poor young Lady. By 
Maria Nathusius. From the

German by Miss Thompson, 
1 v.

Poems from the German of 
Ferdinand Freiligrath. Edited 
by his Daughter. Second 
Copyright Edition, enlarged.
1 v.

Gabriel. A Story of the Jews in 
Prague. By 6". Kohn. From 
the German by Arthur Milman, 
M.A., I V.

The Dead Lake and other Tales. 
By Paul Ileyse. From the Ger­
man by Mary Wilson. I v.

Through Night to Light. By Karl 
Gutzkozu. From the German 
by M. A. Faber, 1 v.

An Egyptian Princess. By Georg 
Ebers. Translated by E. Grove,
2 V.

Flower, Fruit and Thom Pieces: 
or the Married Life, Death, and 
Wedding of the Advocate of 
the Poor, Firmian Stanislaus 
Siebenkas. By Jean Paul 
Friederich Richter. Translated 
from the German by E. IL 
Noel, 2 v.

Ekkeliard. A Tale of the tenth 
Century. By J. K. Scheffel. 
Translated from the German 
by Sofie Delfis, 2 v.

The Princess of the Moor 
[das Haideprinzesschen]. By 
E. Mar litty St v.

The price of each volume is Thaler — 2 Francs.
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Dictionaries.
Dictionary of the English and German languages 

for general use. Compiled with especial regard to the elucida­
tion of modem literature, the Pronunciation and Accentuation 
after the principles of Walker and Ileinsius. By W. Janies. 
Twenty-third Stereotype Edition, thoroughly revised and greatly 
enlarged. 8vo sewed Thlr.

Dictionary of the English and French languages 
for general use with the Accentuation and a literal Pronunciation 
of every word in both languages. Compiled from the best and 
most approved English and French authorities. By W. James 
and A. Mott. Eleventh Stereotype Edition. 8vo sewed 2 Thlr.

Dictionary of the English and Italian languages 
for general uge with the Italian Pronunciation and the Accentua­
tion of every word in both languages and the terms of Science 
and Art, of Mechanics, Railways, Marine &c. Compiledfrom 
the best and most recent English and Italian Dictionaries.
By W. James and Gins. Grassi. Seventh Stereotype Edition.
8vo sewed I Thlr.

New Pocket Dictionary of the English and German 
languages. By J. E. Wessely. Fourth Stereotype Edition. 
i6mo sewed Thlr. bound Thlr.

New Pocket Dictionary of the English and French 
languages. By J. E. Wessely. Fifth Stereotype Edition. 
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