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DA C A P O.

CIIAPTER I.

COLONEL BAXTER’S RETROSPECTIONS.

It is a curious experience to come back in after 
years to an old mood and to find it all changed and 
swept and garnished; emotionless, orderly now;— 
are the devils of indifference and selfish preoccupa- 
tion those against which we are warned in the par- 
able? Perhaps it is some old once-read and re-read 
letter which has brought it all back to you; perhaps 
it is some person quietly walking in, followed by a 
whole train of associations. Who has not answered to 
the cali of an old tune breaking the dream of to- 
day? Is the past, past, if such trifles can recall it 
all vividly again, or only not-present?

One day Colonel Baxter, an officer lately returned 
from abroad, came up to the door of an old house 
in Sussex, and stopped for an instant before he 
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rang the beli. The not-present suddenly swept away 
all the fabric of the last few years. He stopped, 
looking for a little phantom of five years before that 
he could still conjure up, coming flitting along the 
terrace, gentle, capricious, lovely Felicia Marlow, as 
he remembered her at eighteen, and not so happy 
as eighteen should be. The little phantom had once 
appealed to him for help, and it had needed all 
Colonel Baxter’s years of service, all his standing in 
the army, all the courage of a self-reliant man, and 
all the energies of his Victoria Cross and many 
clasps to help him to withstand the innocent entreaty 
of those two wild grey eyes which had said “Help 
me, help me!” The story was simple enough, and 
one which has been told before, of a foolish little 
creature who had scarcely been beyond the iron 
scrolls of the gates of Harpington Court, who had 
been promised to her cousin, the only man she had 
ever seen, and who suddenly finding a world beyond 
her own, had realised the possibility of a love that 
was not her cousin James’s old familiar everyday, 
ever-since-she-could-remember, mood.

Colonel Baxter had seen the world and travelled 
far beyond Harpington, but nevertheless he, too, 
had been carried away by the touching vehemence 
of this poor little victim to circumstances, and felt 
that he could give his whole life to make her morę 
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happy. Only somehow it was not for him to make 
her happy. That right then belonged to James 
Marlow, who was Baxter’s friend, and one of the 
best and most loyal of men.

Baxter walked up to the gates and stopped to 
look round, as I have said, before he rang. The 
place was changed. A new spirit seemed to have 
come over»the periwinkle avenue. There were bright 
flowers in tubs at intervals along the road; a couple 
of gardeners were at work in the sunshine, chipping, 
chopping, binding up all the drifts and wreaths, 
carefully nipping away all the desolate sweetness 
and carrying it off in wheelbarrows. Gay striped 
blinds were sprouting from the old diamond Win­
dows; Minton china twinkled ontheterrace; thestone 
steps had been repaired and smartened up some­
how; a green trellis had been nailed against the 
walls. It was scarcely possible to see in which of 
these trifling signs the difference lay, but it was un- 
mistakable. Once morę an old feeling seemed to 
come over the man as he tramped along the gravel 
walks with long even strides; a feeling of hopeless 
separation, of utter and insurmountable distance: 
all this orderly comfort seemed to come only to divide 
them. In the old days of her forlorn negligence and 
trouble Felicia had seemed nearer, far nearer than 
now. When he had come back after James’s death, 
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he had thought it wrong to obtrude his personal 
feelings. He was then under orders to rejom his 
regiment. Before he went to India, he had written 
an ambiguous little message to Felicia Marlow, to 
which no answer had come; he had been too proud 
to write again; and now that he was home once 
morę, an impulse had brought him back to her door. 
And he had listened to the advice of a wołnan whom 
he had always trusted, and who told him that he 
had been wrong and proud, and that he had almost 
deserved to lose the woman he loved.

A very pert housemaid with a mob-cap opened 
the door; and to Colonel Baxter’s enquiry replied 
that Miss Marlow was abroad, travelling with friends, 
Mr. and Mrs. Bracy and Mr. Jasper Bracy from Bray- 
field. She was not expected? O dear no; all letters 
were to be sent on to the hotel at Berne. “Here is 
the foreign address,” says the housemaid, going to a 
table and coming back with a piece of paper.

A minutę ago it had been on Baxter’s lips to ask 
her to give him back a letter which he had posted 
himself only the day before, addressed to Miss Mar­
low, at Harpington, not to the Falcon Hotel, at Berne. 
But the sight of her writing, of a little flourish to 
the F, touched him oddly. When the lively house­
maid went on to say that a packet was just a-going, 
and Baxter saw his own letter lying on the hall 
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table, he gave the maid a card and asked her to 
put it in as well, and thoughtfully turned on his 
heel and walked away. Then he stopped, walked 
back a few steps once morę along the terrace to a 
side window that he remembered, and he stood for 
an instant trying to recall a vision of that starry dim 
evening when the iron gates were first closed and 
he had waited, while Felicia flitted in through that 
shuttered window. He still heard her childish sweet 
voice; he could remember the pain with which he 
left her then; and now—what was there between 
them? Nothing. Baxter thought as he walked away 
that Felicia had been morę really present this time 
in remembrance than the last time when he had 
really seen her, touched her hand, and found her at 
home indeed, but preoccupied, surrounded by adu- 
lating sympathisers, dressed in crape, excited, unlike 
herself, and passionately sobbing for James’s death. 
Yes, she had once loved him better than that. It 
was not Felicia whom he had really seen that last 
time. He must see her again, her herself. She would 
get his letter; but what good was a letter? It had a 
voice perhaps, but no eyes, no ears. The Hotel 
du Faucon at Berne was not a very long way off. 
Before he left the terrace, Baxter had madę up his 
mind to go there.

I wrote this little story down many years ago 
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now. The people interested me at the time, for 
they were all well-meaning folks, moving in a some- 
what morbid atmosphere, but doing the best they 
could under difficult circumstances. There was the 
young couple, who had been engaged from child- 
hood without, as I have said, much knowledge of 
anything outside the dreary old home in which Fate 
had enclosed their lives. There was an old couple, 
whose experience might lrave taught them better 
than to try and twine hymeneal garlands out of dead 
men’s shoes, strips of parchment, twigs and dried 
leaves off their genealogical tree, with a little gold 
tinsel for sunshine. The saving clause in it all was 
that James Marlow truły loved his cousin Felicia; 
but this the old folks scarcely took into account; 
and it was for quite different reasons that they de- 
creed the two should be one. And then came human 
naturę in the shape of a very inoffending and un- 
conscious soldier, a widower with one child, a soldier 
of fortunę without a fortunę, as he called himself, 
whereas James Marlow, the hero of this little tragedy 
(for it was a tragedy of some sort), was the heir to 
the estate, and a good man, and tenderly attached 
to his cousin. But, nevertheless, the little heroine’s 
heart went away from mousy old Harpington, and 
flashed something for itself which neither grandmo- 
ther nor grandfather had intended, and which Felicia 
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herself did not quite understand. James Marlow, 
perhaps, of them all was the person who most clearly 
realised the facts which concerned these complicated 
experiences.

Felicia found out her own secret in time, in 
shame and remorse; and James, who had found it 
out, kept silence, for he too had a secret, and knew 
that for him a very short time must break the so- 
lemnest engagements. He did fuli justice to Feli- 
cia’s impulsive, vivid-hearted naturę; to the honesty 
of the man she preferred to himself.

The three • had parted under peculiar circum- 
stances. James had been sent abroad by the doctors 
as his last chance for life, and before he went he 
had said something to Felicia, and Baxter not one 
word. The Captain, as he was then, was faithfully 
attached to James; he went abroad with his friend, and 
remained with him while he lived and tended him 
in those journeys, and administered those delusive 
prescriptions which were to have cured him. The 
air was so life-giving, the doctors spoke so confidently, 
James himself was almost deceived at one time.

His was a wise heart, and a just one, conse- 
quently; if he had lived he would have done his 
part to make those he loved happy, even though 
their own dream of happiness should not include 
his own. But he had no chance from the first, ex- 
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cept, indeed, that of being a good man, and know- 
ing the meaning of a few commonplace words, such 
as duty, love, friendship. From a child he was al- 
ways ailing and sensitive. When he found that his 
happiness (it had been christened Felicia some eigh- 
teen years before) was gone from him, it madę him 
languid, indifierent, his pulse ebbed away, not even 
African sun could warm him, he would have lived 
if he could, but he was not sorry to die; and when 
he found he was dying, he sent a message home to 
“his sweet happiness,” so he spoke of her.

Baxter had come back to England, with his heart 
sore for his friend’s loss, and neither he nor Felicia, 
who had been wearying and pining to see him again, 
could find one word, except words of grief. In 
those days it had seemed to them both that it would 
be wronging James’s memory to speak of their own 
preoccupations at such a time; so little do people 
with the best hearts and intentions trust each other, 
or those who have loved them most. Baxter had 
not come to Harpington, but to London, where Fe­
licia was staying with her aunt in Queen’s Square. 
The old butler showed him up the old staircase, 
looked round, and then went to the window and 
said, “Miss Felicia, you are wanted. Here is Co- 
lonel Baxter.”

She had come into the room to speak to him, 
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stepping across the window-sill from the balcony, 
where she had been sitting. How well lie remem- 
bered it, and the last time they had been there to- 
gether. That was in the evening, and Jem had been 
alive. Now it was moming, and Felicia wore her 
black dress; a burning autumn morning, striking 
across the withered parks in broad lines of dusky 
light. Thćy flooded through the awnings, making 
the very crape and blackness twinkle. But Felicia’s 
face somehow put out the light; it was pale, and 
set, and wan. There was no appeal in it now. She 
frightened Baxter for a moment; then, when he saw 
her hands tremble, a great longing came to him to 
hołd them fast, to be her help and comforter once 
morę and to befriend this forlorn though much-loved 
woman. He talked on ąuickly to hide his emotion. 
He gave her the few details she wanted.

“Jem told me to come and see you,” he con- 
cluded. “He thought I might perhaps be your 
friend, Felicia,” said Baxter, “and he sent you his 
love.”

Baxter turned pale, and his voice faltered; he 
hardly knew how to give the remainder of James’s 
message, which was to tell Felicia that she must let 
Baxter take care of her now. James sent them both 
his blessing. Perhaps he might have said the words, 
but the door opened, and another Miss Marlow 
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came bustling in; Aunt Mary Annę, a stout, beam- 
ing, good-natured, and fussy lady, with many bugles 
and ornaments and earrings, and a jet-bespangled 
bonnet rather awry, and two fat black kid hands 
put out.

“Here he is! Here is our Captain. How is he? 
They told me you were here; how glad I am to see 
you. You two poor dears have been having a sad 
talk, I daresay. Weil, it is a good thing got over. 
It’s no use dwelling on what can’t be helped. You 
don’t look well, Baxter; you must come and let us 
nurse you up.” And then, as she grasped Colonel 
Baxter’s hands, “We must make the best of what is 
left us. Eh, Felicia?” said the fat lady, who hated 
anything in the shape of grief, and only tolerated 
its bugles and lighter ornaments. “No, we won’t 
speak of the past—better not—but tell us how long 
you can stay.” And the old aunt, who took things 
so easy, began to wink and nod at the poor little 
passionate-hearted girl, to whom all this seemed 
like some horrible mockery—like ribald talk in a 
sacred place. Felicia and Baxter both began to 
shrink before the old lady’s incantations. Felicia 
had wiped her tears, and stood silent and duli. 
Baxter was cold, vexed, and ajar. He saw Felicia’s 
averted looks; his own face grew dark. He could 
not remain in London; he said he had not yet been
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to his own home. His little girl was at Brighton, 
with his cousin Emily. And while Miss Marlow the 
elder, disappointed in her well-meant efforts to cheer 
up the young people, was remonstrating, and scold- 
ing, and threatening to appeal to Flora Bracy, who- 
ever she might be, Baxter stood, looking abstractedly 
at Felicia, and Felicia drew herself away farther and 
farther.

“Perhaps you will let me hear from you, when 
you can see me again,” said Baxter, taking leave 
with some sudden change of manner.

“Yes, yes; you shall hear from us,” cried Miss 
Marlow the elder, giving him a friendly tap on the 
shoulder; young Miss Marlow dropped her eyes, 
with a sigh, and did not speak. And so he had 
walked away and out into the Street, disappointed. 
It had not been the meeting he had hoped; it had 
not been the meeting Felicia hoped. They had 
neither of them madę a sign to the other. Baxter 
thought of Felicia day after day, Felicia thought of 
Baxter. “You sly thing; I know you will write to 
him as soon as you get back, though you won’t let 
me write now,” her aunt used to say; and Felicia 
would shake her head.

“ It seems to me that, for dear James’s sake, 
you ought to show him some attention,” persists the 
old lady.

Da Capo, etc. 2

r
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Was it indeed for James’s sake ordy, or for her 
own, that Felicia wished to see Baxter? This was 
a ąuestion she could never answer. She went back 
to Harpington, and day after day Felicia put off 
writing; and Baxter was too proud to go unsum- 
moned. And then a thousand chances and less 
generous feelings intervened, and time went on, and 
on, and on; and James might have never lived for 
all the good his self-sacrifice had brought about to 
the two people he held most dear.
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CHAPTER II. 

felicia’s retrospections.

In the first part of my story I have described 
how Felicia lived at Harpington with her grand- 
mother, old Mrs. Marlow, the original match-maker 
—h strange and somewhat stony-faced old lady, who 
did not seem always quite in her right mind. Her 
presence frightened people away. She seemed to 
have been years before frozen by some sudden 
catastrophe, and to be utterly indifferent to every- 
thing that happened now. She had no love for 
Felicia. It was almost as if she resented the poor 
child’s very existence. Felicia’s betters were gone; 
her grandfather, her father, her mother, her young 
aunts and uncles, a whole blooming company had 
passed away. What business had Felicia to live on, 
to gather in her one little hand all the possessions 
which for years past had been amassed for others?

Sorrow for the dead seemed to take the shape 
of some duli resentment against the living in this 
bitter woman’s mind. All Felicia’s grace and loving 
readiness failed to touch her. Fay did her best 

2
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and kept to her duty, as well as she knew how. It 
was a silent duty, monotonous, ungrateful; it seemed 
like gathering figs off thorns, or grapes off thistles, 
to try and brighten up this gloomy woman. Felicia 
knew there was one person who would gladly, at a 
sign from her, respond to the faintest cali; but, as I 
have said, some not unnatural scruple withheld her 
from sending for him. She hoped he would come 
to her, but she would move no finger, say no word, 
to bring him. She kept the thought of him as she 
had done all these years, shyly in the secret re- 
cesses of her heart. She was so young that the 
futurę was still everything—the present mattered 
little. Young people seem to have some curious 
trust in their futurę consciences, as older ones look 
back with sympathy to their past selves.

After all, it was not very long before Felicia saw 
Aurelius again; but not in the way she had hoped 
to see him. She had ridden into L----- - on some 
commission for her grandmother—I think it was a 
sleeping draught that the old lady fancied. It was 
a lovely autumn afternoon; old Caspar snuffed the 
fresh air; young Felicia sprang into her saddle with 
morę life and spirit than she had felt sińce their 
trouble had fallen upon them. Old George was 
there to folio w in his battered blue livery. He 
opened the gates when Felicia had not jumped down 
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before him. The two jogged along the country lanes 
together, old George’s blear eyes faithfully fixed on 
Caspar’s ragged taił. The road was delightful, white 
drifting wreaths of briony seemed to lie like foam 
upon the branches, ivies crept green along the 
ditches, where the very weeds were turning into 
gold and silver, while the branches of the trees over- 
head were also aglow in the autumnal lights. It 
was a sweet triumphant way. The girl’s spirit rosę 
as she cantered along between the garlands that 
spread on either side of it. There is one place 
where the road from Harpington crosses the road to 
L----- , just where an old mili stands by a stream 
with its garden and farm buildings. The fence was 
Iow, and as Felicia peeped over she could see a 
garden fuli of sweet clustering things mingling with 
vegetables, white feathery bushes, and bowers of 
purple clematis, and here and there crimson fiery 
tongues, darting from their stems along the box- 
lined paths and yellow roses against the walls. The 
place was well cared for, and seemed fuli of life 
and rest too. She could hear a sound of horses, 
and of voices calling and dogs barking in the mill- 
yard beyond the garden. The flowers seemed all 
the sweeter for the busy people at work. Felicia 
began to build up one of her old fancy-pieces as she 
lingered for a moment by the hedge; perhaps some 
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day they might walk there together, and he would look 
down into her face and say the time has come, the time 
has come. Then she started, blushed up, tightened 
old Caspar’s rein again, and set off once morę rid- 
ing ąuickly past the old sign-post that pointed to 
Harpington with one weather-beaten finger, and to 
L——, whither she was going. There was a third 
road leading to the downs-—it was only a continua- 
tion of the Harpington lane.

The mili was near an hour’s ride from L-, 
that pretty old country town, with its bustle of new 
things cheerfully mixing up with the old—its many 
children at play and its many busy people stirring 
among the old gables and archways, and its flocks 
making confusion in the market.

Felicia left old Caspar to be cared for at the 
inn, while she went off upon her shopping, being, 
girl-like, delighted with the life and bustle of the 
place. She herself was perhaps not the least plea- 
sant sight there, as she darted in and out of the 
old doorways and corners, holding up her long skirt, 
and looking out beneath the broad brim of her dark 
beaver hat. It was late before she had done. The 
town clocks were striking six as they turned their 
horses’ heads towards Harpington. There is a long 
level stretch of road at the foot of the hill, with 
poplars growing on either side, and tranąuil horizons 
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between the poplar stems. Felicia trotted on ahead; 
old George jogged after her, pondering upon his crops 
and the price of wheat, which he had been discuss- 
ing in the bar of the Red Lion.

Evening was falling: the oxen looked purple in 
the light, as they stood staring across the fences at 
the road and the horses, and slowly tossing their 
white horns. The shadows under the trees were 
turning blue, the evening birds were flying across 
the sky—a tranąuil dappled sky, with clouds passing 
in fleecy banks, while the west spread its crimson 
wings. Ali the people were Crossing and recrossing 
the paths to the villages beyond the fields; in one 
place Felicia could see the boats gliding along the 
narrow river. Then they came to the old mili at 
the cross-roads. The garden was resplendent with 
elear evening light: the great cabbages seemed dilat- 
ing and showing every vein; each tendril of the 
vines, wreathed along the wooden palings, stood out 
vivid and defined. As Felicia advanced, urging old 
Caspar along, she saw a figurę also on horseback 
coming along the road from Harpington. It was 
but for a moment, but in that moment Felicia 
seemed to recognise the rider: his square shoulders, 
the slouch of his broad hat. He crossed the high- 
way, and took the lane leading to the downs: he 
did not look to the right or to the left. Felicia’s 
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heart gave a throb. She suddenly slashed old 
Caspar into a canter, and reached the corner where 
she thought she had just seen Baxter pass. She 
looked up and down. “Did not somebody go by, 
George?” Felicia said, turning round to the old gar- 
dener. “I can see no one in the lane. It must a’ 
been a goast,” said old George, staring, “or maybe 
it wer’ a man that leapt the fence onto yon field: 
there’ll be a short cut along by that thar way,” says 
George, who had followed his master, the late Squire, 
along many a short cut and long road. Felicia said 
no morę; she turned Caspar’s head towards home, 
and the old horse stepped out, knowing his way 
back. To Felicia the way seemed suddenly very 
long. The road was dusty and bare; the garlands 
seemed to have lost their fragrant bloom. Her 
grandmother was up when she got back. Tea was 
laid in the parlour, and the Windows were open on 
to the terrace.

“There has been someone to see us,” said Mrs. 
Marlow. “That Baxter was here. He is going 
away again to India. Have you got me my sleep­
ing draught.”

“Did he leave no message for me; nothing?” 
said Felicia.

“He left his card,” said the old lady. “Take 
care, don’t shake the bottle; what are you about! I 
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want a good night’s rest. That man talked about 
James, he upset me. I had to send him away. He 
would have kept me awake at night if I had let 
him talk on any longer.” And then Mrs. Marlow 
hobbled off to her old four-post bed, crumpling up 
Baxter’s card in her fingers. “I must see you once 
morę,” he had written upon it; “send me one linę.” 
Mrs. Marlow threw the card into her fire-place. 
Felicia never saw the pencil words. She was left 
alone—quite alone she said to herself bitterly. He 
had left her no word, he was gone without a thought 
of her, and everything seemed forlom once morę.

Old Mrs. Marlow survived her grandson for a 
year; half imbecile, never quite relenting to the 
poor little granddaughter, and then she too passed 
away, and Felicia inherited the old house and the 
broad stubble-fields and the farm-yards and hay- 
cocks, among which she and her cousin James had 
both grown up together. And now Felicia belonged 
to that sad company of heiresses, with friends and 
a bankeFs account, and consideration and liberty, in 
place of home and loving interest and life multiplied 
by others.

She came; she went; she travelled abroad. She 
was abroad when Baxter came to Harpington for the 
second time in vain. He had been in India hard 
at work, and little Felicia had been leading her own 
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life for the last three years. Everything seemed to 
be hers except the things which might have madę 
everything dear to her. She had scarcely been con- 
scious of any want; she was never alone—never 
neglected. Events came by every post, twopenny 
pleasures, sixpenny friendships, smali favours asked 
and cheap thanks returned. Ali this had not im- 
proved her, and yet she was the same Felicia after 
all that Baxter remembered so fondly, as he walked 
away from the door.
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CHAPTER III.

ON THE TERRACE AT BERNE.

There is a stone basin fuli of water in an old 
city in Switzerland, over which a shady stream of 
foliage waves against the sun. The city arms are 
emblazoned upon the stone, and the flood of green 
overflows its margin. In the autumn the leaves glow, 
gleam, change into flame or ashes, tendrils hang 
illumined over the brimming fountain, which reflects 
the saffron and the crimson overhead. The towns- 
women come and fili their brazen pans and walk 
away leisurely, swinging their load and splashing the 
footway. The sloping Street leads to a cathedral, 
of which the bells come at stated hours, suddenly 
breaking the habitual silence, and echoing from 
gable to gable.

A young English lady passing by one autumn 
day went and stood for an instant by the fountain, 
leaning over its side. The naiads, in their Sunday 
boddices and well-starched linen, who were already 
there filling their brazen cans, watched her with 
some interest, and looked curiously at the stranger’s 
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bright startled eyes, her soft grey felts and feathers, 
and her quick all-pervading looks. They themselves 
were of the placid broad-faced, broad-shouldered 
race of naiads who people Switzerland, who haunt 
the fountains; who emerge from chalets and caves 
with sparkling cups in their hands; who invite you 
to admire their fresh water-courses through kaleido- 
scopes of various tints.

There is a certain sameness, but an undeniable 
charm about Swiss maidens, especially on Sundays, 
when they put on their pretty silver omaments, plait 
their shining tails of hair, while their fresh and 
blooming faces certainly do credit to their waters. 
Felicia had been standing interested and absorbed 
for some minutes. She was watching the stream 
flow on; wondering whether life hard won in the 
Bernese valleys would not be morę satisfying on the 
whole than it seemed to her day by day, flowing, 
unheeded, in her own lonely and Iuxurious home. 
Presently she caught a whispered comment from one 
nymph to another, “She is not alone; here is the 
company coming from the Falcon to find her.” Then 
Miss Marlow started, looked up, hastily turned away, 
and began walking determinedly away along the 
Street. She had come out to avoid her company, 
that was the truth. For a week she had been 
travelling with them and glad to be in their society,
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but that morning a letter had reached her from 
home which. had strung her to some other key, and 
which madę her want to be alone for a little to 
realise her own mind, to hear her own voice, and to 
listen to that of an old friend speaking across five 
years. Was Baxter right when he thought that a 
letter was nothing? his letter certainly had a voice 
for Felicia. They had never had one word of ex- 
planation before or sińce they parted. There had 
been no promise given on either side; and yet she 
had considered herself in some implied way bound 
to this absent person whom she had not seen twenty 
times before James Marlow died, and who had not 
come back to her, except once with a shy, cruel, 
stiff message.

Felicia flitted away, as preoccupied as Baxter 
himself had been with certain events of former years. 
The houses on either side of the Street stood upon 
their arches, the broad roofs cast their shadows, the 
ąuaint turrets turned to daily domestic use protruded 
from the corners, pigeons flew whirring across her 
footsteps. The Street was called the Street of the 
Preachers. Felicia spelt it out, written high against 
a gable, and as she read the words all the cathedral 
chimes began preaching overhead, sounding, vibrat- 
ing, swinging through the air; the sunlight broke 
out morę brightly, doors opened and figures passed 
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out on. their way to the Cathedral, from whence a 
little procession came slowly to meet her. It was 
headed by a sleeping baby lying peacefully frilled 
and pinned on to a huge lace pillow, with a wreath 
of silver flowers round its little head. On its placid 
little breast a paper was laid with a newly bestowed 
name carefully written out, with many simple-minded 
flourishes. . . .

A little farther on a closed house opened, and a 
tali and solemn-looking personage issued forth, some 
ąuaint ghost of a past century, with a short Geneva 
gown, and a huge starched ruffle round his chin, 
walking with a deliberate step. The apparition 
crossed the piazza, passed under the statuę (it seemed 
to be brandishing a bronze sword in its country’s 
defence, against the scattered and mutilated wreaths 
that lay on the steps at the horse’s feet); then the 
cathedral doors opened wide to receive this quaint 
ghost of another time and faith. It passed on with 
one or two people who had been standing round about. 
The bells gave a last leap of welcome, and then were 
silent, and the doors closed with a solemn bang. . . . 
Felicia noted it all, interested in spite of herself, and 
her own abstractions. Sometimes in our perplexities 
the lives of other people seem to come to reassure us. 
Have they not too been anxious, happy, died, lived, 
walked from house to house, stood outside and in- 
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side cathedral porches, as little Felicia stood now, 
staring at the saints over the doorway? It was a 
whole generation of ornamental sanctities, all in 
beatitude no doubt, and independent of circum- 
stances: some were placidly holding their heads in 
their hands, some contemplating their racks, others 
kneeling on perilous ledges. Felicia was no saintly 
character, but she had gone through a certain gentle 
martyrdom in her life, short as it was. Now she 
took a letter out of her pocket, and looked at it 
thoughtfully, and read it once again. It had been 
sent on to her from her own house, and had been 
waiting for her at the hotel when she arrived that 
morning, with a pile of bills, invitations, demisemi- 
quavers of notes, in the midst of all of which this 
chord suddenly sounded:—

“My dear Miss Marlow—I have thought it pos- 
sible that you have understood the reason which has 
prevented me from troubling you all this long time, 
and which madę me wish for some sign from you, 
before I again asked to see you. Before I left Eng- 
land it seemed to me morę and morę difficult to see 
you or to come unasked to Harpington without pro- 
bable misconstruction. In India one report reached 
me after another; and some not unnatural feeling 
preyented a proud man from wishing to appear to 



34 DA CAPO.

business of their microscopic life seemed scarcely so 
important as the children’s gamę on the cathedral 
terrace—they were shouting as they ran, and picking 
up dry leaves and brown shining chestnuts that fell 
from the trees.

Felicia was standing against the terrace wali, 
still reading her letter, still thinking over the mean- 
ing of its somewhat abrupt sentences. They were 
not unlike Baxter’s own way of speaking, stiff, ab­
rupt, melting now and then for an instant, and then 
repelling again. The girl covered her eyes with her 
hand, trying to recall the vivid past morę vividly. 
She was changed, this she knew, sińce those child- 
ish days when her whole heart’s emotion had over- 
powered her so easily, and she had appealed in 
vain against her cruel condemning fate; she wanted 
something morę now than she had wanted then; 
she had learned to mistrust her own impulses as 
well as those of the people she lived with. She 
wanted to trust, as well as to feel; she wanted proof 
as well as the expression of good-will. Poor little 
Felicia, it was not for nothing that she had been an 
heiress all this while, warned, flattered, surrounded, 
educated by cruel experience. All that was past 
now in her short life seemed suddenly in existence 
again, came as a wave in between her and the man 
she had loved; it seemed to float them asunder as 
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she conjured up his image; and so it happened, by 
some curious chance, that they met. As she wiped 
her eyes, her heart seemed to cease beating for an 
instant. What extraordinary realisation was this?-— 
who was this coming across the shadow of the 
chestnut tree? Felicia, looking up with a start, 
found herself face to face with a tali man who had 
slowly followed her all this time; the hand that had 
written the letter was held out to her, and the letter 
seemed to take voice and life, and to say, “It is I; 
don’t look frightened.” The strangest things cease to be 
strange after a moment. Miss Marlow was accustomed 
to face possibilities, and as for Colonel Baxter, had 
he not followed her all the way from the fountain?

“It is really you!” she said, looking morę lovely 
than he had ever seen her look before.

Colonel Baxter smiled admiringly, and held out 
his hand. Miss Marlow flushed crimson, and looked 
up into his face an instant before she took it. He 
was altogether unaltered; he did not look older, he 
did not look gladder. He was moved, but less so 
than she was; his dark face seemed pale somehow, 
and thin; she could not see very clearly, she was 
too much troubled and excited.

First meetings are curious things, all the long 
habit of separation seems still to be there; all the 
long days that have come to divide, the very anxie- 
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ties and preoccupations that have madę the time so 
heavy, now seem to thrust themselves in between 
those who have yearned for each other’s presence, 
and the absent are come home at last, but as people 
are not all gone when they first depart, so they are 
not always quite come when they meet after long 
separation.

“I have just been reading your letter, Colonel 
Baxter,” said Felicia quietly, and regaining her com- 
posure.

“I heard you were abroad from your house- 
keeper,” said Colonel Baxter, “and I thought that— 
that I might as well follow my letter,” he said, with 
an odd expression. All this time he had been so 
afraid of what Felicia might think; and now she was 
there before him, morę charming, morę beautiful 
even than he had remembered her. His scruples 
were all forgotten; they seemed unkind, almost cruel. 
Her eyes fell beneath his look, her face changed, a 
dazzle of sunlight came before his eyes, it may have 
been the falling leaves, the wind stirring among the 
branches, it may have been his own long pent emo- 
tion, but it seemed to him suddenly as if he could 
read what was passing in her mind, as if some vibra- 
tion had swept away all outward conventional signs. 
He was a silent man usually, not given to much ex- 
pression, but at this moment the feeling that had 
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long been in his heart overmastered everything else. 
What was her money to him at that instant, or his 
own disadvantages? He even tried to remember 
them, but he could not recall one single impediment 
between them.

“You do not know what a struggle it has been 
to me to keep away! Can you forgive me?” he said; 
going straight to the point—ignoring all he had 
meant to say—to explain—to withhold.

“I do not quite forgive you,” said Felicia, smil- 
ing with tears, and once morę responding to this 
new never-forgotten affection, by some instinct against 
which she could not struggle. As they stood there 
a swift western gale began to blow, the leaves 
showered from the trees, the chestnuts dropped 
over the terrace and beyond the wali, the children 
scampered through the changing lights. What had 
not happened in this moment’s meeting. “No, I 
can’t quite forgive you,” repeated Miss Marlow. 
“Where have you been all this time? What have 
you been doing? What were you thinking of?”

He could scarcely answer for a minutę, though 
he looked so calm. He was morę really overcome 
perhaps than she was; he was blaming himself un- 
sparingly, wondering at his pride, the infatuation 
which had kept them apart, wondering at her out- 
coming pardoning sweetness and welcome. Baxter, 
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who had been embittered by various mischances; 
Felicia Marlow, whose pretty little head had been 
somewhat turned of late by the dazzling compli- 
ments and adulations which she had met with, had 
both forgotten everything in the present, and met 
each other with their best and truest selves; sur- 
prised by the chance which seemed at last to have 
favoured them. Details did not exist for either of 
them. At that minutę Felicia felt that the futurę 
was there facing her with the serious and tender 
looks. Baxter also thought that at last, leaving all 
others, she had come straight to him, confiding with 
perfect trust. With a silent triumph, almost painful 
in its intensity, he held her hand close in his.

“Nothing shall ever come between us again,” he 
said. “Nothing—no one.” Was Fate displeased by 
his presumption? As he spoke a cheerful chorus 
reached them from behind, a barking of dogs, a 
chatter of voices. Felicia blushing, drew her hand 
away from Baxter. A scraping of feet, and in one 
instant the couple seem surrounded—ladies, gentle- 
men, parasols, a pugdog. “Here you are, we saw 
you from the place; why did you run away?” cries 
a voice. Felicia, with gentle confusion, began to 
name everybody: “Mrs. Bracy, Mr. Jasper, Mr. Bracy, 
Miss Harrow. Dear Mrs. Bracy, you remember our 
James’s friend, Colonel Baxter.”
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“We have met in Queen’s Sąuare,” said Mrs. 
Bracy, with her most graciously concealed vexation. 
Had she not brought Felicia abroad expressly to 
avoid Colonels of any sort?
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CHAPTER IV.

BE ARS IN THEIR DENS.

Baxter found it almost impossible to adjust him- 
self suddenly to these unexpected circumstances, to 
these utter strangers, complacently dispersing his very 
heart’s desire-—so it seemed to him.

The results seemed so very smali, compared to 
the intolerable annoyance inflicted upon himself. 
His was not the best nor the most patient of tem- 
pers, and he would gladly have dropped Mr. and 
Mrs. Bracy, Mr. Jasper, and Miss Harrow too over 
the terrace at a sign from Felicia. But she gave no 
sign, she seemed, could it be, almost relieved by 
their coming. In one instant all his brief dream, 
his shelter of hope seemed shaken, dispersed: not 
one of these people but came in between him and 
her; they did it on purpose. Couldn’t they see that 
they were in the way? I am not surę that Mrs. 
Bracy did not do it on purpose. She took the 
Colonel in at a comprehensive glance. Cold, elear, 
that look seemed to him to be a wali of well-polished 
plate-glass, let down between him and Felicia, who 
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had in some confusion accepted Mr. Bracy’s arm, 
and was already walking away and leaving Baxter 
to his fate. “We are going to the Bears,” cried 
Mr. Bracy, over his shoulder. “Flora, are you equal 
to the walk, my love? Jasper, take care of your 
aunt. What are you looking at?”

Jasper started at this address. He had been 
standing motionless, gazing up at the sky, and he 
now turned round. He was a young man about five 
or six and twenty, peculiar in appearance, and curi- 
ously dressed; his hair was frizzed out something in 
the same fashion as his aunt’s own locks. He wore 
an orange cravat, a blue linen shirt, rings upon his 
fore-fingers, buckles to his shoes, a silver pin was 
fastened to his wide felt hat. He was handsome, 
with one of those silly expressions which come from 
too much intelligent detail.

“I beg pardon,” said he. “That amber cloud 
floating in ultra-marine called me irresistibly;” and 
he pointed and stood quite still for an instant, as 
actors do at the play, who have, of course, to em- 
phasise their movements as well as their words. 
Felicia had no great sense of humour, and to her 
Jasper Bracy’s performance was most serious and 
important. Baxter could hardly help laughing, at 
least he might have laughed if he had been less 
disturbed.



42 DA CAPO.

Mrs. Bracy was a lady of about fifty, she must 
have been handsome once. Her dark hair was nearly 
black, her features still retained a somewhat regal 
dignity of hook and arch, her brow was shiny 
and of the same classic proportions as her conver- 
sation.

“Do you wish to see the bears? Do you not 
agree with me, Colonel Baxter, that it is a cruelty 
to keep such noble animals in durance vile?” said 
Flora, turning to Aurelius, who looked very black 
and brown, and likely to growl himself.

“What do you say to a study from the life, my 
dear aunt?” said Jasper, joining in. Some friends 
of minę are going to Poland bear-shooting, next 
month. I should be glad to join them and to make 
a few sketches from the dead carcase.”

“Jasper, do not talk of such horrible necessities,” 
said his aunt. “My husband must show you some 
lines I wrote upon ‘Living Force restrained by the 
Inert,’” continued she, with a roli of her glossy 
eyes, “which bear upon the Stern necessities of Fate. 
Colonel Baxter, you do not seem to catch my mean- 
ing.”

Felicia, who was a few steps ahead, turned at 
this moment, hearing Mrs. Bracy’s remonstrances; 
and the kind grey eyes beamed some little friendly 
signal to the poor disconcerted Colonel, who tried 
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to overmaster his ill-humour, and to attend to the 
authoress’s ąuotations, and ahruptly asked what was 
meant by “the inert.”

“Bars, bars,” said Flora, “those bars of circum- 
stances that weigh upon us all; upon you, I dare 
say—upon myself. What is ihis but a bar, through 
which no woman can pass?” and she held up her 
fat finger, with the wedding-ring which Mr. Bracy 
had doubtless placed there.

While Mrs. Bracy, now well launched in metaphor, 
reveled on from sentence to sentence, Baxter’s atten- 
tion wandered; he was watching the slight graceful 
figurę ahead flitting over the Stones by Mr. Bracy’s 
dumpy little form, only he listened when Felicia’s 
friend began to speak of Felicia. They had left the 
terrace by this time, and were walking down a shady 
side Street. “Dear child,” Mrs. Bracy was saying, 
and she pointed to Felicia with her parasol, “those 
who have her welfare at heart must often wonder 
what fate has in storę for one so strangely gifted. 
You may think what an anxious charge it is for me, 
who am aware of all Felicia’s exquisite refinement 
and sensitiveness of disposition. I have known her 
from childhood, although circumstances at one time 
divided us” (the circumstances being that until three 
years before Mrs. Bracy had never taken the slightest 
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notice of little Felicia). “There are many persons 
who, from a subtle admixture of feelings, are attracted 
by our sweet heiress,” continued the lady. “I will 
not cali them interested, and yet in my heart I 
cannot but doubt their motives. You, Colonel Bax- 
ter, will, I am surę, agree with me in despising the 
mercenary advances of these—shall I cali them?— 
soldiers of fortunę.” Aurelius could hardly force 
himself to listen to the end of Mrs. Bracy’s tirade, 
and gave her one black angry look, then suddenly 
strode on two or three steps, joined Felicia, and 
resolutely kept by her side. She looked up, hearing 
his step, but though she smiled she continued silent. 
She would not, indeed, she could not, talk to Baxter 
about indifferent subjects. Just at that moment she 
wanted to breathe, to collect her nerves and her 
mind. One vivid impression after another seemed 
to overcome her, Aurelius attracted and frightened 
her too; he seemed to have seized upon her, and 
half-willingly, half-reluctantly, she had let herself be 
carried away. It was a new Aurelius, a new Felicia, 
sińce that moment upon the terrace. Mr. Bracy 
rattled on with his usual good-humoured inconse- 
sequence. Mrs. Bracy caught them up at every 
opportunity. Jasper, who prided himself upon his 
good breeding, showed no sign of the annoyance he 
may perhaps have felt at the unexpected advent of 
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this formidable arrival, for it was to charm Felicia 
that these strange attitudes and ornaments were 
assumed, and that Jasper sang his song. By degrees 
Felicia’s composure returned. She was able to talk 
and be interested as the others were, to look at the 
dresses of the peasant people, at the little children 
in their go-carts, at the streams above the bridge 
and below it, at the green river rushing between 
the terraces and the balconies; she was able to 
throw buns to the bears, and to laugh when they 
rolled over on their brown woolly backs, with crim- 
son jaws wide stretched; she was still a child in 
some things, and when she caught sight of the 
Colonel’s face she almost resented his vexed look. 
Why didn’t he laugh at the bears’ antics. Poor 
fellow; Mrs. Bracy’s conversation might well account 
for any depression on his part. She seemed to 
scintillate with allusions.

Fortune hunters? Felicia’s rare delicacies of 
feeling, and her own deep sympathies, which en- 
abled her and her only to know what would be 
suited to that young creature’s reąuirements; she 
seemed to have taken such complete stock of the 
poor little thing, that Aurelius wondered what would 
be left for any other human being. He knew it was 
absurd to be so sensitive. He might have trusted 
the woman who had loved him for years and years, 
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but at this moment Mrs. Bracy’s monotonous voice 
was ringing in his brain.

It seemed to him, notwithstanding all his expe- 
rience and long habit of life and trust in Felicia, 
that he had been a fool. Was he to subject himself 
to this suspicion for any woman’s sake? Had he 
placed his hopes upon some one utterly and en- 
tirely beyond his reach? Was not that the refrain 
of it all? Did Felicia mean him to bear alone? She 
did not seem to interfere; she avoided him; and yet, 
surely, they had understood each other when they 
had met only a few minutes ago. He could endure 
it no longer. He came up to Miss Marlow, and 
said abruptly: “I am going back to the hotel now; 
will you come with me?”

“We are all coming,” said Felicia, looking eagerly 
around; “don’t leave us.”

“I cannot stand your friend’s conversation any 
longer,” said Aurelius, not caring who heard him. 
“She is the most intolerable woman.”

Felicia seemed to be gazing attentively at the 
bears, as she bent far over the railing. “You should 
not speak like that,” she said, very much annoyed. 
“They are all so kind to me. What do you 
want?”

“I want to see you,” he said, standing beside 
her, “I want to talk to you; and I wonder you 
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don’t see how cruelly you are behaving, keeping me 
in this horrible suspensę.”

“One morę sugarplum, my Felicia, to give your 
four-footed friends,” here says a voice just behind 
them, and a fat hand is thrust between them with 
a peppermint between the finger and thumb.

Baxter turned angrily away. “This is unbear- 
able,” he muttered.

Felicia looked after him reproachfully; he walked 
straight off; he crossed the place, he never looked 
back; he left her, feeding the bears with sugar- 
plums; left her to Mrs. Bracy, pointing out the ad- 
vantages of national liberty, and the tints of the 
mountains, to Felicia, to Miss Harrow, to anyone 
who would listen. Jasper, his aunt knew by expe- 
rience, was not a good listener; he would compose 
himself into an attitude of profound attention, but 
his eye always wandered before long.

I suppose Felicia wanted a little time to think 
it all over, and to understand what had happened, 
and that was why she took no decisive step concern- 
ing her new lover. A curious feeling—surprise and 
confidence and quiet expectancy—seemed to have 
come over her. Baxter’s impatient words had 
startled her. It was something she was unprepared 
for. Was this love, this sudden unaccustomed rule? 
■—was she in futurę to be at another person’s cali?
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She had not taken the Colonel’s character into ac- 
count; she had never thought about his character, to 
tell the truth, only that he had come, that the story 
of her youth had begun again. He had come as she 
knew he would, and she had all but promised to be 
his wife. She did not want to go back from her 
word; but she wanted to wait a little bit, to put off 
facing this terrible definite fact a little longer, now 
that it had come so near. She had got into a habit 
of waiting. He ought to be happy: what morę could 
he want her to say? And she wanted to be happy 
also, to rest and enjoy her happiness, and not to 
be carried breathless away by his impatient strength 
of will.
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CHARTER V.

THE FALCON HOTEL.

The Falcon, at Berne, is a quiet old-fashioned 
place, very silent and restful, and reached by flights 
of white stone steps. There are eclioes, panels, gal- 
leries, round an old court, and a kitchen which is 
raised high above the ground. You can see the 
cook’s white caps through a gable window, and taste 
the cook’s good cheer in a paneled dining-room, at 
the end of a long empty table.

Now and then you hear a piano’s distant 
flourishes, and if you go to the Windows you see a 
sleepy old piazza, and the serious people sauntering 
by, and your bedroom Windows across the Street.

Aurelius, who was moodily passing the deserted 
dining-room, was seized upon by Mr. Bracy, who 
had come in to order some refreshments. “Do you 
dine with us at the iable-d,h6iet‘” said the little gen­
tleman, “there is no one else. My wife finds that 
absolute quiet is necessary to her. The afflatus is 
easily startled—easily startled away. I have known 
Flora lose some of her finest ideas through the im 
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opportune entrance of a waiter or the creaking of a 
door. I myself one night thoughtlessly attempted to 
whistle that chorus out of Faust—(after all who is 
there like Gounod in these days?)—but the result 
was distressing in the extreme. I shall never forget 
watching the subseąuent wandering about the room 
in a vain attempt to recall the interrupted thoughts.”

“Do you live in this part of the house?” inter­
rupted Aurelius.

“Come and see our rooms, we are opposite: the 
ladies are gone up to the top of the house to watch 
the sunset,” said the friendly little man. “Charm- 
ing girl, your friend Miss Marlow; so is Georgina 
Harrow, a person of rare amiability of disposition. 
Ah! here is the waiter. At quel heur table-cPh6te 
to-day?”

Aurelius left Mr. Bracy absorbed in the various 
merits of private and public refections, and crossed 
the Street, and went in at the arched door opposite, 
and walked up the stone flights of the opposite 
house, now darkening with all the shadows of even- 
ing. He climbed straight up with steady footsteps 
to the upper storey; and there through an open door 
he saw, as he had hoped, some heads crowding to- 
gether, and looking through an open window at a 
faint azure sky and all its dying day-lights; Mrs. 
Bracy was busily pointing out each tint in turn.
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Jasper was criticising the colours, and comparing 
them with various bits of blue and red rag which 
he produced from his pockets. Miss Harrow was 
listening in admiration.

One person had heard Baxter’s footsteps, and 
Felicia, guessing by some instinct that it was Aure- 
lius, slipped unnoticed out of her corner and turned 
ąuietly to meet him, with all the evening’s soft 
radiance shining in her eyes. Her sweet truthful 
look of welcome touched him and reassured him not 
a little; he forgot his irritation; for the moment he 
did not speak, neither did she, he could not waste 
this happy minutę in reproach, and indeed he knew 
as she did that the whole company would surround 
them at the first spoken word. As they stood side 
by side, silent, leaning against the wali, the shadows 
came deeper, the little room was fuli of peace, and 
a sort of tranąuillising evening benediction seemed 
to fali upon their hearts; he could hear her quick 
gentle breath, though her head was turned away. It 
was no idle fancy, no vague hope taking shape in 
her imagination. Felicia was there, and she did 
not repulse him, and met him with a welcome of 
her own.

“Why, Colonel Baxter, have you been here all 
this time?” criesMrs. Bracy, suddenly wheeling round 
and facing the two as they stood in the dusky corner.

4*
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Felicia came to dinner that day looking prettier 
than ever, and happier than they had seen her yet, 
although the young heiress was on the whole a 
cheerful traveller. At home she might be silent and 
oppressed; but abroad the change, the different daily 
colours and words, the new and altered ways and 
things, all amused her and distracted the somewhat 
hypochondriacal phantoms which had haunted her 
lonely house—home it could scarcely be called. 
Baxter might have been happy too had he so chosen, 
if he had accepted the good things as they came to 
him with patience and moderation, and not wished 
to hurry and to frighten his happiness away. But 
although that five minutes’ unexpressed understand- 
ing in the garret had soothed his impatient soul, the 
constant society of Mr. and Mrs. Bracy, the artistic 
powers of Mr. Jasper, the cultivated observation of 
Miss Harrow, all seemed to exasperate his not very 
easy temper. He was very much in earnest, he felt 
that his whole happiness was at stake. And to be 
treated to a few sugarplums when he was asking for 
daily bread, was not a system calculated to soothe a 
man of Aurelius’ temper. Felicia was kind, gay in 
her most childish mood that evening. Jasper, who 
seemed to be on the most excellent terms with her, 
kept up an artistic conversation about the poignant 
painters of the present age, as opposed to the subtle 
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school of philosophic submission, while Mrs. Bracy 
on the other side asked the colonel many ąuestions 
about the Vedas, and the dreamy Orient, and the 
morał cultivation of the Zenanas.

The only other people at the table were some 
Germans, one of whom was recounting to the others 
a colossal walk he contemplated across his piąte of 
cutlets and brown potatoes. The little Scheidegg, 
the waterfall of Lauterbrunnen, the dizzy height of 
Milrren to be reached that same evening. “It is a 
colossal expedition,” says the athlete, with a glance 
at the company. “Pfui, Pfui!” ery the others, with 
a sort of admiring whistle.

Mrs. Bracy was preparing to take a parting leave 
of the colonel that evening; but as Felicia said good- 
night Baxter held her hand and said ąuite simply 
before them all, “Is this good-bye, Felicia; may I 
not come to Interlaken with you?”

“Why not,” said Felicia, demurely, “if you have 
time to spare; we are going by the early train. They 
say the lakę of Thun is lovely.”

“I am surę Colonel Baxter will prove a delight- 
ful and most unexpected addition to our party,” 
cried Mrs. Bracy, not without asperity. “Interlaken 
is a charming place; it is morę suited for invalids 
like myself, who cannot attempt real mountain ex- 
peditions than for preux cheualiers, but if your friend 
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will be content, dearest Felicia, to potter with my 
old husband—forgive me, Egbert—we will escort 
him to the various pavilions round about the hotel.”

“I have no doubt I shall be well looked after,” 
said Colonel Baxter, with a somewhat ambiguous 
gratitude, as he bowed good-night, and walked off 
with a candle. Felicia’s consent had madę his heart 
leap with silent gladness; he no longer minded 
Mrs. Bracy’s jibes. His bedroom was in the same 
house as the Bracys’ apartments. It was on the 
ground floor, and the Windows opened on a rustling 
and beshadowed garden, where lilac trees waved 
upon the starry sky, and striving poplars started 
ghostlike and dim; close shrouds of ivy veiled the 
walls. Felicia’s window was lighted up; and as 
Baxter paced the walks smoking his cigar, and 
watching the smoke mounting straight into the air, 
he caught her voice from time to time, and the 
mellifluous accompaniment of Mrs. Bracy’s contralto 
notes: he could not hear their conversation, but a 
word or two reached him now and then, as he 
walked along. Presently something madę him wince, 
alone though he was, dark and solitary as the gar­
den might be; he ceased to puff at the cigar, for an 
instant he listened. “My money, my money,” Felicia 
was repeating; “I know that people think I am 
rich;” and then the steps Felicia also had been 
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listening to, and which someliow she had identified 
with Baxter, the steps went away and came no 
morę; and the garden was left quite solitary and 
dark, with its thick shrubs and silent lilac trees, and 
strange night-dreams.

“Good-night, dear Mrs. Bracy,” says the girl, 
starting from her seat. “How shall I thank you for 
all your kindness to me. Don’t be anxious; I am 
surę no one here ever thinks about my fortunę, or 
about anything but being good to me.” But alas! 
Baxter was not there to hear her.
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CHARTER VI.

EN VOYAGE.

Pringle, Felicia’s maid, did not cali her mistress 
next morning till a very short time before the 
omnibus was starting for the station; and Felicia, 
who had lain awake half the night, jumped tp 
half asleep, and proceeded to dress as ąuickly as 
she could. They were only just in time. Mr. Bracy 
was impatiently stamping on the pavement in an 
agony of punctuality. Jasper had walked on, they 
said. His luggage was there — three large bags, 
red, blue, and yellow, with which he habitually 
travelled. The intelligent Georgina, calm, brown, 
composed, was sitting in her corner, looking per- 
fectly unmoved. Mrs. Bracy was also installed, 
checking over the various umbrellas and parcels. 
She was evidently ruffled: with poetic natures cross- 
ness verges on tragedy, and becomes very alarming 
at times.

“Tm so sorry,” said Felicia; and she looked 
yaguely round, and to her surprise, and disappoint- 
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ment too, discovered no sign of Colonel Baxter. 
“Where is Colonel Baxter?” she said.

“My dear, how can I tell you?” said Mrs. Bracy, 
who was in devout hopes that he had been left be- 
hind; and Flora stared at Felicia as if in some sur- 
prise at her ąuestion.

Felicia flushed up; this was not what she had 
intended. “Mrs. Bracy, we must go back,” said 
the young lady very much agitated. “I promised 
that he should come with us. What will he think?”

“What is there to prevent Colonel Baxter from 
coming with us, if he chooses,” said the elder lady 
with freezing politeness. “Certainly, if you wish it, 
I will desire the omnibus to return.”

Felicia was just preparing to say that at all 
events Pringle should remain with a message, when 
the object of all this discussion stood up at a Street 
corner to let them pass.

His luggage was also piled on the top of the 
omnibus, with Jasper’s rainbow bags, and he had 
walked the short distance from the hotel to the 
railway station.

Felicia, seeing him, was satisfied at once; her 
sudden energy of opposition passed away; and when 
tłiey all met at the station she greeted him smiling 
and composed, gave him her hand and her hand- 
bag with its many silver flagons.
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Baxter could not find a place in the same car- 
riage with Felicia; he climbed up upon the roof, 
where he sat smoking his cigar, and thinking over a 
short journey they had once taken together, six 
years before. Then it was Fate that had separated 
them, honour, every feeling of affection and gra- 
titude; now, only her will and the interference of a 
foolish woman kept them apart. From where he 
sat he looked down upon Jasper, who stood outside 
the carriage door upon a sort of platform with a 
raił; the artist was hatless, he wished his hair to 
stream upon the wind.

“Take care, Jasper. Come in here,” cries Mrs. 
Bracy, who had just sent off the Colonel, and dę­
ci ared she must have space for her two fat feet 
upon the opposite seat, and that there was no room 
for anyone else in the carriage.

But Jasper said he preferred the rhythm of 
motion as it thrilled him where he stood.

A pretty little railway runs between the smiling 
valleys that lead from Berne to Interlaken.

Felicia looked out of the window well pleased 
by the pleasant sights and aspect of the road.

The railway meets a steamer waiting by a cer- 
tain smiling green landing-place; and all the pas- 
sengers issue from the train and go on board, and 
look over the sides of the boat into deep sweet 
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waters lapping the shore, and calmly flowing in 
long silver ripples across the lakę. On either side 
the green banks are fuli and overflowing. White 
pensions stand in gardens; people come down to 
the steps to see the steamer pass. Everything tells 
of peace, of a placid, prosperous comfort.

Baxter found Felicia a place by an American 
lady who was pointing out the various scenes of 
interest with an alpenstock, and the help of a 
Baedeker, to two young ladies her charges.

“Oh, Miss Cott, is this the page?” enąuire her 
pupils. “What is the exact distance per raił from 
Berne to the steamer?”

“Page 47,” says Miss Cott, rapidly tuming over 
the leaves.

The steamer started off; all the people clustering 
on board flapped their wings, and hummed their 
song in the sunshine as it streamed above the 
awning. The Swiss ladies accepted a respectful 
share of their husbands’ conversation; the American 
ladies, on the contrary, took the lead. There was 
one stout and helpless personage, covered with 
rings and many plaits of false hair, to whom Felicia 
had taken a great dislike, until a little brown-faced 
girl with earrings ran up and began to kiss the 
ugly cheeks and to smoothe the woman’s tumbled 
locks.
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“Look at that child,” said Felicia; “how fond 
she seems to be of the horrid old woman! I am 
surę I never could tolerate such a mother.”

“And yet you care for her” said Baxter, looking 
with no friendly glances at Mrs. Bracy advancing 
to join them. “Oh, Felicia! won’t you tell her that 
you are going to belong to me, not to her? You 
must choose between us, you see,” he said with a 
smile.

“How can you speak so absurdly?” she said, 
turning away hurt; “how mistrustful, how unkind 
you are!”

She did not make allowances for his diffidence, 
for his boundless admiration, for his natural wish 
for certainty now that the die was cast. The 
Colonel, who had less life before him than Felicia, 
morę experience of its chances and disappointments, 
morę intensity of feeling to urge him on, might 
well be morę impatient. He had kept her waiting; 
did the malicious little creature mean him to feel 
her power now and to take her wilful vengeance? 
Her cousin James had spoilt her so utterly that she 
imagined that all lovers were like James, and would 
submit to her quick caprices, her sudden flights. 
Little she knew Aurelius, who now, with black, bent 
brows, excited, uncompromising, prepared to show 
her what he felt.
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Felicia wanted everybody, not Aurelius only, 
but others, to be liappy and satisfied. It seemed 
to her to be almost wicked to sacrifice old and tried 
friends to the fancies of this new comer.

He had played a part in her life, indeed, but it 
had been a shadowy part hitherto. Suddenly that 
shadow had become alive: it spoke for itself; it had 
a bearing which she could no longer sway at her 
fancy now. She hardly knew what she felt, or 
what 'she wanted. Time seemed to her the chief 
thing that was to explain and harmonise it all, to 
accustom her to it all. It would be very nice to 
have him there always, she thought. They might 
take walks together, and read books together, and 
little by little he would learn to appreciate her dear, 
kind Bracys, and they would learn to know him. 
Suddenly a thought struck her. Could it be Emily 
Flower who had influenced him against her friends? 
It was not like him to be so unkind.

Baxter, meanwhile, who had thought that all 
was explained and elear between them, could not 
understand these recurring doubts and hesitations. 
He had madę up his mind to come to an issue of 
some sort; and as he stood behind Felicia’s bench 
he let his fancy drift, as hers had sometimes done 
—imagined a little scene between them which was 
to take place in a very few minutes; he was to 
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speak plainly to her; to the woman who had all 
but promised to be his wife; he meant to tell her 
how truły he loved her, how unendurable this 
present State of suspensę had suddenly become.

His whole heart went out to her in tenderness, 
and protection. He felt so much and so deeply, 
surely she would understand him.

The steamer paddled on its way, the hills floated 
past, the people came on board, and struggled off 
to shore. . . .
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CHARTER VII.

NO ANSWER.

Presently, a special peaceful hour of sun and 
calm content seemed to fali on the travellers: the 
talk became silenced, the waters deepened, the 
banks shone morę green. Aurelius, looking up, 
saw that his enemy had allowed herself to be over- 
come by the stillness, by the tranąuil rocking of the 
boat. She was leaning her head on Miss Harrow’s 
shoulder. Mr. Bracy was at the other end of the 
boat, claiming acąuaintance with a bench fuli of 
English people. Jasper was drowsily balancing him- 
self against the bulwark, with both arms widely 
extended. A swan came sailing out from shore; 
and then Aurelius began his sentence, and in plain 
words, not without feeling and honest diffidence, he 
spoke in a Iow voice, of which Felicia heard every 
syllable.

“I have been thinking that I perhaps took you 
by surprise yesterday,” he said. “If it is so you 
must tell me; you must not be afraid of giving me 
pain. Anything is better than want of confidence; 
but this State of indecision is really morę than I 
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can bear. It was not without painful uncertainty as 
to what your answer might be that I came; and yet 
you know that my heart is yours, and has been 
yours only for all these years. Now whatever your 
answer may be, I will abide by it.”

Felicia was touched; but she was silent, tapping 
her foot against the wooden deck.

“If I had come long ago, perhaps I might have 
had morę chance,” Aurelius went on, frightened by 
her silence. “Perhaps you think me presumptuous. 
Some one in whom I trust encouraged me to come.”

“Emily Flower, I suppose, told you to come,” 
said Felicia.

“Yes,” stupid Aurelius answered, slowly. “She 
told me to come.”

Felicia looked away; she did not care to meet 
his honest eyes. So he had not come of himself, 
but only because his cousin had sent him; only 
come because he thought she expected it of him. 
Her cheek burned with indignant fire.

The little heiress was an autocrat in her way— 
in that gentle, vehement, kind-hearted way of hers. 
She was an unreasonable autocrat as she sat there 
motionless, with her head turned away; her eyes 
flashed angrily, but then tears came to put out the 
fire. Was no one to be trusted? Did not even 
Aurelius love her enough to come straight home to 
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her. He too, must needs consult, and hesitate, and 
calculate. James would not have left her all this 
long time. The steamer paddled on while the two 
waited in their many voiced silence, but when at 
last Felicia looked up, the glance that met her own 
was so sad that she had not the heart to speak the 
jealous words that had been upon her lips, the 
crimson died out of her cheeks, her eyes softened. 
Aurelius took it all so humbly with a sudden hope- 
lessness that surprised Miss Marlow, who, as I have 
said, for all her innocent vanities and whimsicalities, 
did not realise in what estimation Baxter held her. 
Something touched her. Suddenly her face changed 
to the old kind face again, she put out her little 
hand with its soft grey glove.

“We must have our talk another day,” she said; 
“to-morrow, not now. This is not the time.”

“No, indeed,” said Aurelius, not without em- 
phasis; for as he spoke Mrs. Bracy was awakening 
with a wild start and an appealing smile to the 
company such as reviving sleepers are apt to give. 
In a minutę morę she had joined Felicia. Baxter 
walked away to where Jasper, at his end of the 
boat, had shifted his spread eagle attitude into one 
of skewerlike rigidity; while little Mr. Bracy came 
trotting up panting and bubbling over with Informa­
tion: “The Alpes, the Alpes,” says he; “I’m told

Da Ca^o, etc. 5 
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that is the place to go to, Flora; good table d’hóte, 
a magnificent view; the divine for you my love, for 
us the creature comforts. That family you see sit- 
ting near the wheel are going there; the gentleman 
strongly recommends the place—a very pleasant, 
well-informed person: he was on board the steamer 
we crossed in to Calais. I think you would like 
him, but of course one can’t be surę.”

“Edgar,” said his wife emphatically, “make what 
acąuaintances you like, but pray do not introduce 
them to me. Our party is much too large as it is. 
It was a mistake bringing Georgina,” she added, as 
Felicia looked up at her with a quick glance.

“You did it out of kindness, my love. The poor 
girl is thoroughly enjoying herself,” cries the little 
man, anxiously.

Then all the little bustlings and distractions of 
the road come to divert everybody’s mind from per- 
sonalities.

The travellers by water were turned into pas- 
sengers by steam, and then again into wretched 
fares, wedged side by side in a light red velvet 
omnibus, with gilt-looking glasses to reflect their wry 
faces. Jasper had morę than enough to do grappling 
with his parti-coloured bags. Aurelius shouldered 
his own smali portmanteau and Felicia’s dressing- 
case, leaying Mr. Bracy, with the help of the amiable
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Miss Harrow, to collect the many possessions of his 
Flora—her writing book (carried loose with her pen 
and her inkstand), her cushions and sunshades, her 
luncheon in its basket.

Mrs. Bracy’s poet naturę invariably reąuired a 
luncheon basket, the one arm-chair, the most com- 
fortable bed-room, the wing of the chicken, the shady 
corner in the garden.

The spirit being imprisoned in mortal coil, Flora 
was wont to say it reąuired absolute freedom from 
mere temporary discomfort, in order to have fuli 
scope to soar.

“So I have observed,” says Baxter, dryly, mak- 
ing room for himself among Mrs. Bracy’s parasols.

“Ah!” Mrs. Bracy answers, dimly dissatisfied; 
“you notice everything.” I hope my footrest is not 
in your way.

“For comfort,” says Jasper, joining in from the 
opposite corner of the omnibus, and with a glance 
at the other passengers, “give me cats to stroke. I 
thought of bringing a couple abroad, but my uncle 
dissuaded me.”

“Cats!” says Baxter, eying Jasper as if he was 
a maniac.

But here the omnibus stops at the doors of the hotel; 
the porters, waiters, majordomos, rush forward breath- 
less, to grip the elbows of the descending travellers.

5*
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CHARTER VIII.

BY A FOUNTAIN.

It is very hot and sultry in the hotel garden. 
The fountain and the piano from the saloon are 
playing a duett. The fountain itself must be boiling 
after the morning’s glare, but the sound of the water 
is not the less delightful to parched ears. An old 
man sits on a bench by a charming and handsome 
young woman; a grandchild is playing at his feet. 
The old man’s is a world-known name; he has 
swayed nations and armies in his life, but he is 
ąuietly stirring his coffee in the shadow of the chest- 
nut tree. Presently, obseąuiosity in thread gloves, 
with a newspaper in its hand, comes up, bows Iow, 
and takes a respectful chair at the old diplomat’s 
invitation. Felicia is sitting in a little arbour close 
by, leaning back half asleep, and swinging her little 
feet. She has taken off her felt hat, and pushed 
back the two plaits that usually make a sort of 
coronet about her pretty head. The diamond orna­
ment at her throat glistens like the radiating lights 
of the fountain; the folds of her China silk dress 
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shine with tints that come and go. She is in a 
peaceful, expectant State of mind, drowsy, prepared 
for happiness to come to her; it is much too sultry 
weather to go in search of it. “How can Georgina 
go on practising as she does through the heat of the 
day?” Meanwhile, Miss Harrow, the musician, leaves 
off for an instant, looks hp at the approach of Colonel 
Baxter, or answers when he asks her whether she 
has seen Miss Marlow, “Yes, Colonel Baxter, you 
will find her by the fountain;” and then she begins 
again with fresh spirit, and some vague and re- 
animating sense of an audience. The dry knobbly 
fingers rattle on, her bony head nods in time, her 
skinny kid feet beat upon the pedał with careful 
attention. It would be difficult to say of what use 
Georgina’s monotonous musie is to herself, or to art, 
or to the world in generał; but she does her best, 
while Felicia by the fountain shrugs her pretty 
shoulders. Miss Marlow is still sleepily watching 
the old diplomat and his coffee-pot under the tree, 
and then her soft, heavy eyes travel on to the end 
of the terrace, where she can see the linę of the 
mountains. Everything to-day is sleepy, and heaped 
with shadows and tranąuil languor. The blue is 
kindling beyond the linę of crests, the lovely azure 
flows from peak to peak, from pass and glacier to 
rocky summit; the sky seems to catch fire as Felicia 
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looks, and a wbite something leaps to meet it. The 
bushes about are all in flower; a whole parterre of 
olive-green and starry constellations is scenting the 
air. How hot, how still it is! how straight the paths 
look, just crossed here and there by some faint 
shadow! One’s life seems passed, Fay thinks, in 
straggling from shadow into sunshine, and from 
sunshine into shadow again. Outside the Iow wali 
the people go passing—the prim young German 
ladies with their tight waists, slightly lamę from their 
clumsy high heels; the little fat Englishman, con- 
scious of his puggaree; the Swiss family, in drab, 
with hand-bags to match, each shaded by a dome 
of grey calico. Then Felicia vacantly stares at the 
shining bali upon its stick, growing in front of the 
hotel, and which reflects the sun and the human 
beings coming and going upon the face of the earth, 
all gradually curved: and while she is still looking 
—the figures issue from the bali, they turn into 
well-known faces and forms; one sits down beside 
her on the bench, another holds out with both hands 
a china piąte, which breaks into a star. Felicia’s 
little head falls gently back upon a branch of myrtle. 
She is asleep, and peacefully slumbering in the 
valley of ease, with a sweet childish face, breathing 
softly; and Aurelius, black and determined, who has 
come to reproach her, to insist upon an explanation, 
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stands watching her slumbers for a moment. As he 
watches his face softens and melts, and then he 
walks away very ąuietly. When Felicia awoke with 
a start about an hour later, she found a soft knitted 
shawl thrown over her. Baxter did not appear 
again till dinner time, and during dinner he said 
nothing particular, looked nothing remarkable. He 
sat next Felicia, attended to her wants, and talked 
very pleasantly in the intervals.

The Bracys were bent upon enjoying the various 
pleasures of the place; and Mr. Bracy, having learned 
from the head waiter next day that a band played 
in the gardens of the establishment from four to 
five, urged his ladies to attend the entertainment. 
They consented somewhat łaziły, for, as I have said, 
the weather was hot, and exertion seemed un- 
welcome, but once they were there it was pleasant 
enough— a little breeze came rustling over their 
heads; the company sat chattering, turning over 
newspapers, eating ices; the tunes were dinning gaiły; 
cigars were puffing; friends were greeting. Felicia 
was sitting between Mr. Bracy and Miss Harrow, 
under the shade of an awning, Mrs. Bracy was tak- 
ing a turn on Jasper’s indigo arm, when Mr. Bracy 
suddenly started up to greet some of his numerous 
steam-boat acąuaintances, and at the same minutę 
somebody came striding over a Iow iron fence at 
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the back of Felicia’s chair, and sat down beside her, 
in Mr. Bracy’s vacant place. I need not say that 
this was Baxter, who had chosen his time.

“We can have our talk now, Felicia. You gave 
me no chance last night. Miss Harrow, would you 
kindly leave us for a few minutes?” (Georgina 
instantly vanished in discreet alarm, notwithstanding 
Felicia’s imploring glances), and then Baxter went 
on very ąuietly, but with increasing emphasis: “You 
must face the truth, Felicia; you must give me my 
answer. Ask no one else to advise you—tell me 
what you wish from yourself! This much I have a 
right to ask. I have kept out of your way all to-day 
on purpose; now you must let me speak plainly. 
All night long I lay awake wondering what you 
would decide. I know,” he added, that as far as 
the world goes I am about as bad a match as you 
could make, but I don’t think anyone could ever 
love you better.”

She heard his voice break a little as he spoke, 
and then he waited for the last time in renewed 
emotion for the answer that was to decide both 
their fates. He was really not asking too much. 
As he said, he had a right to an answer. Was it 
some evil demon that prompted Felicia? She meant 
to spare him, as she thought, to gain time for her- 
self.
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“Why are you always thinking of my money?” 
she said. “Mrs. Bracy tells me it can all be tied 
up if I marry; it need not concern you.”

Her words somehow jarred upon Baxter; indeed, 
they jarred upon Felicia herself as she spoke them. 
He was over-wrought, perhaps unreasonable, in his 
excitement.

“It is you and Mrs. Bracy, not I, who are always 
thinking about money,” he cried. “If you can 
suspect me of such unworthy motives, you are not 
the woman I took you for. Felicia, trust me—make 
no conditions----- ”

She laid her hand upon his arm to quiet him, 
but he went on all the morę vehemently. “You let 
their flatteries poison your true self. I will agree to 
nonę of their bargains. If you love me, marry me 
with your heart and with all that you have. If you 
do not care for me, send me away, and I will 
certainly trouble you no longer. Oh, Felicia! you 
should not use me so.”

He spoke in a voice which frightened her, with 
a sort of reproachful despotism that startled and 
terrified Miss Marlow far morę than he had any idea 
of. When she answered, it was to a sudden scrap- 
ing of fiddles, to which she unconsciously raised her 
tones.

“I cannot see what you have to complain of,” 
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she said, trembling. “If you insist upon only marry- 
ing me with my money, I certainly cannot agree to 
the bargain. As I told Mrs. Bracy, I do not grudge 
you the money; if you wanted some I would give 
you some, but not myself with it. You------”

“Felicia!” He started up, and spoke in a cold 
rasping voice. “You need not have insulted me. 
You are ruined by your miserable fortunę. My 
truths don’t suit you—their lies please you better. 
Good-bye; be happy your own way with the com- 
panions you prefer.” You have given me my 
answer.

“Colonel Baxter!” cried Felicia, starting up too, 
as he turned. “Don’t go, you know you promised 
to come with us to-morrow.”

Aurelius looked her hard in the face, with his 
dark reproachful angry eyes. “I could only have 
come in one way,” he said; “that is over for ever.”

“For—for ever,” Felicia faltered, dropping back 
into her chair again, for he was gone. The musicians 
had ended, the whole place seemed suddenly empty 
and astir, a crowd seemed to surround her, she 
thought once that Baxter had returned, but it was 
only Jasper standing beside her. “I came back to 
look for you,” said he. “Aunt Flora is gone to the 
hotel. What is this?” and he suddenly stooped and 
picked up a dirty little bit of yellow rag that was 
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hanging to one of the railings. “See what quality! 
What exquisite modulations of tonę!” cries Jasper, 
holding his prize up in the air.

“Exquisite,” said Felicia, mechanically—she knew 
not to what, nor did she look at the precious rag. 
At the first opportunity she escaped from him, and 
ran upstairs and along the passage that led to her 
own room. Once there, she locked the door, still in 
a sort of maze. She sat stupidly upon the red 
velvet sofa, staring through the window at the great 
white Jungfrau, which seemed to stare back at her. 
What had she done? Had she been wise—had she 
been acting with sense and judgment and sincerity? 
There are passes in life where it is scarcely possible 
to realise very clearly the names of the various im- 
pulses by which we are driven. Every moment 
brings a fresh impression, a fresh aspect of things. 
Each impression is true but partial, each aspect is 
sincere but incomplete. Perhaps at such times the 
only clue is the dim sense of a whole to be com- 
pleted, the craving for morę time, for distance that 
defines, and cancels the less important facts, and 
reveals the truth. Felicia had followed her impulse 
and let Aurelius go, though in her heart she would 
fain have called him back to her again. Baxter 
had set the estimation of others beyond his own 
conviction. Instead of thinking only of Felicia, he 
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had thought of his shortcomings; and she, instead 
of thinking of Baxter, had talked about him to 
Flora Bracy. It had all been so short that she 
could scarcely realise it. If her happiness had been 
vague, her unhappiness was still morę intangible. 
What had these two days brought about? A pos- 
sibility. Aurelius had reproached her, she had an- 
swered angrily; but it was all over. “For ever,” he 
had said. She sat there till the loud dinner-bell 
began to din through the house, and raps at the 
door reminded her that Pringle was outside, the 
others were waiting. Could she bear to tell them? 
Some feeling in her heart shrank from their com- 
ments. She felt that it would be best to try and 
behave as if nothing had happened. She bathed 
her aching head, let Pringle smooth her hair and 
then hurried down stairs.
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CHAPTER IX.

TABLE D’HOTE.

All the doors were opening and the tenants 
coming out of their rooms, with various appetites 
and attempts at adornment. Mrs. Bracy was ar- 
rayed in her most gorgeous hues, with an Indian 
scarf wound about her ample shoulders; but even 
Mrs. Bracy’s colours faded before some of the 
amazing rainbows that appeared balanced on their 
high heels, puffed, frizzed, stuffed out with horse- 
hair, tied in by strings, and dabbed with red and 
yellow, as, małe and female, they descended the 
great staircase and took their places at the long 
table. Felicia’s place was, as usual, by Jasper and 
Mrs. Bracy. Miss Harrow sat opposite with Mr. 
Bracy. The day before Baxter had been at Felicia’s 
right hand, and all dinner time they had chatted 
comfortably together. To-day she looked round at 
his empty place; it was filled by a well-worn foreign 
edition of Miss Harrow, a little haggard woman, with 
an anxious glance and appetite, who seemed to eat 
not because she was hungry, but because she had 
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paid for her dinner, and was determined to have 
her money’s worth. She looked at Miss Marlow 
once or twice. “They will give you ice if you 
demand them,” she said, in tolerable English, to 
Felicia; “and you have a right to a wing of the 
chick. Some people have left sińce yesterday; you 
have been moved up by Mr. Franz. You are not 
such a large party as you were. I am all alone! 
yes, I am always travelling alone. Where is that 
gentleman who was travelling with you yesterday?”

Felicia felt her cheeks blush up suddenly, and 
then she blushed again with vexation.

“Interlaken is a duli place for gentlemen who 
can valk. Ah! here comes the salad,” said the little 
woman, who saw it all, but pretended to be looking 
at her piąte. “Do not pass it over. Mr. Franz 
makes such good salad. I tell the lady what good 
salad you make,” said she to the head waiter; and 
then the little ghost-like woman began to devour 
the green lettuce, in a curious hurried way, as if she 
feared that her food might be taken away from her. 
“It is sad to be all alone in places like these,” she 
went on, with a quick look at Felicia. “I make 
friends, but people go away, and it is all to begin 
again;” and she flirted out a great green fan, and 
began to whisk it backwards and forwards.

The great hall grew hotter and hotter, the voices 
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śeemed to rise, the clatter to increase, the waiters 
were flying about, a moraine of smoking dishes, of 
plates, and scraps of comestibles seemed hurled by 
some invisible means across the great counter at the 
far end of the room. Felicia’s spirits sank lower 
and lower. All alone! Something in the woman’s 
voice seemed to ronse a dismal echo in her own 
mind; the sight of that thin nervous hand, flickering, 
darting at the salt, flying at the dishes, in the place 
of Aurelius’s tranąuil neighbourhood, seemed to play 
upon every nerve. Where was he? What was he 
thinking? Would that poor woman never keep 
quiet? She had a longing to seize the skinny hand 
and tie it down. If Felicia disliked her unknown 
companion’s eager movements, the firm grasp of Mrs. 
Bracy’s fat familiar fingers was almost as trying.

“Do not talk so much to that horrid woman,” 
said the poetess. “She wants to join on to our 
party. I will not have her impose upon us.”

“Hush—she will hear you,” says Felicia; for she 
saw the little bat-like lady’s eyes fixed upon Mrs. 
Bracy’s lips.

“My dear child, these people have no conscience,” 
said Flora, crossly. “Edgar,” bending forward, “what 
do you say?”

“We shall have Fine Weather for our Expedition 
To-morrow!” shouts Mr. Bracy, across the table.
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“This gentleman,” pointing to a very red face and 
a flannel shirt, “has come just from Mtlrren, by the 
Scheideck. He tells me the mountains are looking 
remarkable fine just now. Who knows what inspira- 
tions, eh, Flora, my love?” and Mr. Bracy suddenly 
began something confidentially, in an undertone, to 
his new-found friend, and Felicia could tell from 
the expression of the little man’s eyebrows that he 
was speaking of the Poems. Then her thoughts 
travelled away from the clatter of the present to the 
mountains of to-morrow. She impatiently longed to 
get to them, to breathe their silent pure air, to 
escape this stifling valley, which had suddenly lost 
all interest for her, all vitality. Her heart sank, and 
sank into some depth, where pain began and no 
happiness could reach. What was Jasper saying? 
did she feel faint? would she come out? A sort of 
mist fell between her and her neighbours.

“Take my fan,” says the strange lady.
Mrs. Bracy looked at her young companion, and 

thought of proposing to leave the table with her, 
but the ices were coming round at that moment; 
they looked so refreshing in their pink pyramids 
that, on second thoughts, she helped herself largely. 
“This will do you good, dear Felicia,” she said; but 
Felicia jumped up ąuickly, and escaped through a 
door which happened to be behind her chair. They 
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found her sitting ąuietly on the balcony outside their 
sitting-room, when they rejoined her. She looked 
very pale; she was watching the floating snow-range 
in its evening dream of light and silver and faint 
azalea tints. Others had come out to see the won- 
ders of that sunset.

The tongues of fire fell that night upon the 
company assembled in the garden of the Hotel des 
Alpes at Interlaken—Parthians, with many glances 
and chignons; clergymen and Jews and infidels taking 
their hard-earned holidays together; the light fell 
upon them all, and they all spoke in words of won- 
dering praise.

The very children seemed impressed. The fire 
leapt from snów to snów, dazzling in tender might. 
The mountain seemed to put out great wings, to 
tremble with a mysterious life; the snow-fields hung 
mid-air, the radiance of their summits seemed to 
spread into space. People came out from the long 
tables where they had been dining, streaming out 
into the garden where the miracle was to be seen. 
Voices changed, people changed; for a few moments 
one impulse seemed to touch all these human beings, 
calling them to something most mysterious and 
beyond them, utterly beyond expression or remem- 
brance. Such a mood coming from without, im-
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posed by inanimate things upon the living, seems to 
be like some ancient history of revelation realised 
once again. The faces shone as they tumed to- 
wards the mountains all burning in their light.

Upon a balcony of the hotel our Poetess had 
appeared shrouded in a long gauze veil. She stood, 
tablets in hand, and pausing for inspiration. Mrs. 
Bracy hated people to talk when she was taking 
notes. She desired some one, who exclaimed in the 
room within, to be silent now, and presently her 
own voice was the only one to be heard upraised 
in shrill approbation of the solemn beauty of the 
evening.

One or two people had left the garden and the 
crowd, and crossed the road and sat ąuietly upon 
the Iow parapet opposite, watching. The Swiss 
women, who seem hired at so much a day to walk 
slowly up and down the avenue, in starched sleeves, 
with go-carts, ceased to drag for a moment and 
stopped to look. So did the sentimental German 
ladies with their hand-bags, and the eager English 
tourists, and the Swiss students in spectacles, with 
their arms fuli of books, and the Russian and 
American travellers in their well-fitting clothes.

The glory passed on by degrees; an awful shadow 
rosę from the valley and mounted upward, rapid, 
remorseless, The beautiful flames of a moment sank 
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away; the pinnacles still dominated with their fiery 
points—an instant morę and all was over in that 
wonder-world, and the oil-lamps resumed the reign 
upon earth.

The old diplomat on his terrace went back to 
his evening paper; two young girls at a window 
clasped each other’s hands in youthful enthusiasm 
and regret; the lady in the balcony continued her 
remarks.

“Did you not observe the marvellous effect of 
that last, last tint, succumbing as it were to the 
great------”

“It is a passion of atmospheric word painting,” 
interrupted Jasper, who had been hastily making a 
sketch with some yellow ochrę and carmine.

There was a sudden burst of voices from the 
garden below. “Sugar, absolutely like sugar!” cried 
a young Russian lady to her partner of the night 
before.

“Sugar!” exclaims Mrs. Bracy in a sepulchral 
voice; “do they liken that noble mass to sugar—that 
livid, living, loving------ ”

“My dear Flora, do see after Miss Marlow!” said 
little Mr. Bracy, anxiously.

“It is nothing, nothing,” Felicia whispers, tiying 
in vain to hush her sobs. Suddenly the poor little 
thing had burst into tears, and all the gold stoppers
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out of her travelling-bag were produced in vain to 
soothe her troubles. Some remembrance of the 
night before had come over her, some sudden realisa- 
tion of her lonely State, and yet Baxter was only ten 
miles off, toiling up the mountain road to Grindel- 
wald, as it lies on the mountain side, at the foot of 
the Eiger, and of the great Wetterhorn, with its 
crown of floating mist.

It had been so sudden, she could scarcely be- 
lieve in it. Baxter was gone—no one but herself 
seemed to miss him. Why was he not there to see 
the beautiful sunset? If her brief happiness had 
been vague, her present unhappiness seemed still 
morę intangible. Aurelius had been unkind, un- 
reasonable; she had answered unkindly—that was 
all, and everything was changed somehow, and why 
was she so miserable?

Mrs. Bracy may have had her suspicions, but 
she bided her time, and kept her words to herself. 
Felicia was petted, sent to bed, to all sorts of vague 
agitated dreams of parting and desolate places, to 
dreary startings and remorseful awakenings, as the 
night spęd on with stars without, to the murmurs, 
and muffled cries from the valley.

And then, after the long night came morning, 
as it comes, with a sort of surprise; day breaking 
once morę after the darkness of many hours; the 
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sweet irresistible light reaching everywhere —• into 
every corner—spreading across the valleys as they 
lie dimly in their dreams. It starts along the 
mountain side, the shadows melt, disperse. Crisp 
ridges come into streaming relief; then the snów 
fields are gained, and lo! mysterious, simultaneous, 
behold the lights break forth on every side, and the 
dazzling white Jungfrau floats dominant once morę.
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CHAPTER X.

AN OFFER OF MARRIAGE.

They set off for Grindelwald next day in two 
quick trotting carriages. The horses were hung with 
cheerful little bells, and seemed well able to face 
the steep pass. “How delicious!” cried Felicia, as 
the wheels of her einspanner rolled across the re- 
sounding boards of a wooden bridge. The young 
lady leant forward eagerly, and the cool breeze from 
the torrent came blowing into her blushing face. 
She looked down with bright-eyed wonder at the 
foaming water rushing underneath.

“Look! mem,” said Pringle; “what a picture!” 
And so it was, for the snow-capped mountain-heads 
uprose at the turn of the winding road; the grey 
river was eddying on its way, and the charcoal- 
burners had lit a fire that flamed down among the 
boulders by the running stream.

It was almost evening when they reached their 
journey’s end; coming up through the yillage Street, 
with its busy little shops lighting up, and the friendly 
clusters of peasant folk gossiping after their day’s 
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work. The great mountains actually overhung the 
little village; huge rocks reared their mighty sides, 
all lined and seamed with the intricate net-work of 
delicate shadow; the pale white crests clustered be- 
yond the rocks. Felicia was almost overpowered 
by the pomp and stately splendour of this mighty 
Court, to which she was not yet accustomed. She 
could hardly tear herself away from the terrace in 
front of the Windows.

“Dinner, ladies, dinner!” cried Mr. Bracy, calling 
from the dining-room of the hotel. As they came 
in, he madę them take their places, talking as usual, 
while he saw to everybody’s reąuirements. He had 
just seen their friend Colonel Baxter’s name in the 
book. “He slept here last night, and has gone on 
to the upper glacier,” says Mr. Bracy, sharpening his 
knife.

Jasper had also seen the ColoneFs departure, not 
without satisfaction. He had been cross-questioning 
Georgina in the einspanner coming up.

“There was something,” Georgina owned con- 
fidentially. “They had a long, long conversation. I 
think she is angry.”

“She wants a protector,” said Jasper thoughtfully, 
twirling the silver ring upon his first finger.

I think the same evil imp which so maliciously 
prompted Felicia now involved the unfortunate 
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painter in his toils, and began to whisper to him 
that Aurelius being gone, JaspeFs own hour had 
come. It was for him to make Felicia forget the 
faithless Colonel. No one knew for certain what 
had happened; only that Felicia was changed and 
preoccupied was evident to them all. Jasper ate his 
dinner as usual, but ostentatiously drank a great 
deal of winę. He began to turn sentimental; from 
sentimental art to artistic sentiment the step is but 
short.

The next day was Sunday. The beli of the 
village church had been going for an hour before 
Felicia arose; as she dressed she had peeped out of 
her window at the figures passing up the Street, 
quiet and collected, in their smart Sunday coiffes 
and beavers. As for the English, they also put on 
their best bonnets, and assembled in the dining-room 
of the hotel where in those days the English service 
was held once a week. The tables were rolled out 
of the way, the plates were put inside the wooden 
dresser, the chairs were set out in three rows, the 
blinds drawn half-way down, and a few straggling 
travellers came into the room where the usual traffic 
was for a time suspended.

But it was impossible not to feel the incongruity 
of the form in which much had been expressed that 
seemed almost incompatible with the associations of 
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the place and its appurtenances. As the congrega- 
tion left the room, the waiters began clattering their 
knives and forks and spreading the dinner tables 
once morę; and Felicia walked away, glad to escape 
up the village Street towards the little churchyard, 
across which came the strain of a hymn sung by 
many voices.

Felicia went to the door and looked into the 
quiet old building, where she saw a great number 
of the villagers assembled, each in their places. The 
brown-coated men were on one side, and the women 
were sitting in rows along the other aisle; the old 
ones in their coiffes, the young ones with their pretty 
brown braids tied with velvet, displaying clean white 
sleeves and black bodices. The preacher was as- 
cending his pulpit. It was all very quiet and de- 
corous. The very bareness of the old church seemed 
to be morę impressive than any tawdry ornament. 
She listened, but she could scarcely follow the 
German of the preacher, and so she walked on a 
little way, turning one thing and another over in 
her mind. She came presently to a narrow bridge 
across a stream, and she stood looking thoughtfully 
down at the rushing water. Where was she travel- 
ling to? Among what past and present things was 
she living? She started hearing a step. No; it was 
only Jasper in his indigo suit.
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It was Jasper, who came up to her, and suddenly, 
to Felicia’s dismay, began a long and desultory 
speech in which figured gem-like flames of twin 
lives, rosy raptures of love-greeting, and double stars 
encircling their own progression. Miss Marlow might 
not have understood a word he said, or that he 
intended this as a serious proposal, had not the un- 
lucky youth seized her by the hand and suddenly 
attempted to thrust the large silver ring which he 
usually wore on to her finger. Felicia fairly lost 
her temper, and snatched her hand away. The ring- 
flashed into the stream. What! she had parted from 
the only man she had ever cared for in order to be 
insulted by this absurd and ridiculous mockery! It 
seemed like a judgment upon her, a mockery of 
fate. “The companions you have chosen!” she 
seemed to hear Aurelius’ voice saying. What would 
he say if he were there now? She seemed to see 
the reproachful look of his eyes there before her.

“How dare you ask me to marry you?” she 
cried to poor astonished Jasper, “when you know 
you do not care for me one bit? Do you know I 
might have married someone who has loved me for 
years if I had not been ill advised, if I had not 
been a fool and thrown away my best chance? And 
do you suppose I should think of marrying you,” 
cried Felicia, “who do not care for me, and for 
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whom I do not care?” and she turned and began 
hurrying back through a shower of rain towards the 
hotel. Jasper must have been possessed; he fol- 
lowed her step by step, protesting in the language 
of a troubadour rather than that of a reasonable 
being. They had reached the churchyard by this 
time. “Do leave me,” cried Felicia, stopping short. 
“Don’t you see I want you to go?” and as she spoke 
she stamped her foot in a fit of most unladylike 
passion, then as suddenly burst into tears. The 
good old preacher’s voice had been droning on 
peaceably all this while inside the church, and 
Felicia’s explanations might have been continued 
even morę fully if the sermon had not suddenly 
come to an end, and the congregation issued forth, 
opening its umbrellas, walking off with short sturdy 
legs, tucking up its ample petticoats and trousers. 
The men, in their brown coats and clumsy boots, 
looked like good-natured bears trotting down the 
wet road; the women, with their kind faces, and 
ąuaint lace snoods, were like figures out of some 
long-forgotten dream. They passed on, ąuietly 
streaming down the Street; some took to the fields, 
but morę of them were going straight from the 
service to their Sunday gathering at the tavern by 
the bridge. Disconcerted Jasper marched off with 
the crowd, leaving Felicia to get home as best she 
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could. She found him, however, waiting for her at 
the entrance of the hotel.

“I’m afraid I carried off the umbrella,” he said, 
with an uneasy laugh. “I’ve waited to tell you that 
—er,” here he looked very red and foolish, “you 
quite misunderstood me, Miss Marlow. You didn’t 
do me justice, indeed you didn’t. This shall make 
no difference on my part, and I hope you will keep 
a fellow’s confidence sacred.”

“I have certainly no wish to repeat what has 
happened,” said Felicia, still unrelenting.

“I shall start early to-morrow,” said Jasper, 
irritated. “After a day alone in the mountains I 
shall know how to master my feelings. Perhaps if 
I meet Colonel Baxter,” he added, “you would like 
me to send him down.”

This was said with a mixture of feminine spite 
and masculine jealousy. He felt he had revenged 
himself on Miss Marlow. Felicia did not answer; 
she looked Jasper fuli in the face, and swept past 
him haughtily to her own room. Poor Felicia! she 
began to find her circumstances somewhat trying. 
Mrs. Bracy was especially snappish that evening; 
Georgina looked tearful and reproachful. Miss Marlow 
wondered whether Jasper had kept his own sacred 
confidence, It was quite a relief when kind little 
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Mr. Bracy bustled in. with a guide and a programme 
for the following day.

“What do you say to seeing something of the 
environs? We might all start off to meet our artist 
to-morrow on his return? We can lunch at the 
chalet at the entrance to the upper glacier—ex- 
cellent cookery, I am told; fine view of the moun­
tains. Suit you? eh, Flora, my love?”

Flora answered severely that she certainly should 
not go, she needed repose. Then she added, with 
intention: “Probably Felicia would also wish to re- 
main behihd?”

Nothing was farther from Felicia’s wish. She 
merely said she would like to see the upper 
glacier. Three mules were accordingly ordered, 
with three guides to match. The mules were in the 
stables, the guides were spinning like teetotums with 
their mountain maidens in the ball-room.
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CHAPTER XI.

CLIMBING UP.

They were all somewhat late in their start next 
morning. At last they got off, the ladies in their 
improvised skirts, Mr. Bracy trotting faithfully by 
their side in knickerbockers, and with an ice-axe 
which he had borrowed, but which he found some 
difficulty in managing. After passing the church 
and the village, and Crossing the stream of provok- 
ing associations, the way led up a narrow ledge cut 
along the side of the rock. The path rosę abruptly, 
and the great plain seemed to sink away at their 
feet. The mules stumbled on steadily; and, after 
some half-hour’s arid climb, the path, with a sudden 
turn, led into a burst of gentle green and shade and 
sweetness. Mosses overflowed the huge granite 
Stones; streams rippled; the flowers which were over 
down below still starred white among the rocks; 
ferns started from the cracks in the huge fallen 
masses; the path wound and straggled on across 
meadows into woods of fragrant pine, flowing green 
and flowering light, until at last the travellers reached
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a wide green alp, covered with herds of browsing 
cattle, open to the clouds, and clothed with exquisite 
verdure and silence.

There is a little erection built at the summit of 
the great alp for travellers to rest, and to eat wild 
strawberries if they will, provided by the villagers, 
while they admire the noble prospect. Felicia dis- 
mounted here, and went on a little way a-head into 
a wood of mountain ash and birch and chestnut. It 
seemed enchanted to her; so were the tree stems, 
and so was the emerald turf, still sparkling with the 
heavy morning dew. Every leaf seemed quivering 
with life. This sweet abundance lay on every side, 
tender little stems, bearing their burden of seed or 
flower; leaves veined and gilt and bronzed. The 
eyebright, with its gentle velvet marks, sparkled 
among the roots of the trees; moneywort flung its 
golden flowers; grass of parnassus lit its silver stars. 
Everything was delicate and tender in fragrant 
beauty. A little higher up Felicia could see the 
crimson berries, growing among grey Stones and 
hairy mosses and pine roots. The leaves were like 
gold, the fruit glowing like rubies. A little peasant 
girl was climbing down the bank with a bunch of 
late wood strawberries. The child’s little fingers 
seemed the only ones that should pluck such faiiy 
work, Felicia took the bunch of crimson fruit, and 
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gave the little girl not money but a little chain of 
beads she happened to wear on her wrist. The 
child clapped her hands and ran away as hard as 
her little legs could carry her. Then came the 
mules and the guides, climbing up the road from 
the chalet, and the cavalcade set forth once morę.

High up at the end of a long winding mountain 
pass stands a little chalet, where cutlets are grilling, 
guides sit sipping their winę and cracking their 
jokes in the kitchen. The parlour, with its wooden 
walls, wooden tables and benches, is filled by cara- 
vans of travellers; some are on their way to the 
glacier, others are returning home; everybody is 
morę or less excited, exhausted, hungry, discursive. 
The wooden hut echoes with voices, with the clatter 
of Steel upon earthenware. Sometimes, as the kitchen 
door swings upon its hinges, the guides begin a sort 
of jodelling chorus; sometimes an impatient horse 
strikes up a snorting and pawing on the platform 
outside. From the terrace itself you may look across 
a great icy abyss to the mountains rising silent and 
supreme; but the chalet is a little commonplace 
noisy human oasis, hanging among the great natural 
solemnities all about, mighty rocks striking their 
shadows age after age, deserted seas that seem to 
have been frozen as they tossed their unąuiet waves 
in vast curves against the summer sky; a wide valley 
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blinked at by our wondering eyes, as we try to 
name this or that glittering point. Someone fires 
off an old blunderbuss, and the echo bangs down 
among the rocky clefts, striking and reverberating; 
and then perhaps the host comes out courteously to 
announce that our portion of bread and cheese is 
served, and hungry travellers forget echoes, fatigue, 
and wonder in the absorbing process of luncheon. 
The German party were enjoying potato soup, and 
shouting over their dish as the ladies entered.

“Here is our table,” says Mr. Bracy. “Kalb- 
flesh, hey! I hope you ladies are not tired of veal 
cutlets.” Then, lowering his voice, “Our friend 
from Berne. I knew him at once—very much 
altered, poor man—sadly bumt by the sun. Has 
been through a great deal of fatigue sińce we last 
saw him.”

Felicia looked, and could scarcely recognise 
their fellow-traveller, so scorched and seamed, so 
ripped and hacked was he. His lips were swelled, 
his eyes were crimson, his wild tumbled hair hung 
limp about his face, his neat tight-fitting clothes 
were torn and soiled, and burst out at knees and 
elbows; his enamelled shirt-collar alone remained 
intact, except that a glittering crack in one place 
showed the Steel; a morę forlorn object it would be 
difficult to imagine. He himself, however, seemed 
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well satisfied with his appearance, and with adven- 
tures, even morę colossal. than he had hoped for. 
He had lost his way up among the rocks the even- 
ing before, having scrambled up to see the sunset. 
Then came the darkness. He had been able to 
descend only by the most desperate heroism.

“He was a madman to put himself into such a 
situation,” said the host, confidentially, to Miss Mar- 
low, as he dusted her piąte and wiped a glass which 
he set before her. “I discovered him by chance; 
half an hour later, it would have been too late—we 
could have done nothing. I sent our man off to 
help him across the glacier. The Herr saw him 
coming, and called out, ‘Have you food?’ Peter, 
our man, said, ‘Yes; I have veal you can eat, and 
gain strength to return.’ He came back quite ex- 
hausted, and has been drinking all day to refresh 
himself. Travellers should not go into such places 
without guides; they get themselves into trouble, 
and we are blamed. Only this morning two gen- 
tlemen set out alone; one had spent the night here, 
an English colonel. The other arrived from Grindel- 
wald. I said to him, ‘Take Peter to show you the way 
to the upper glacier.’ Not he. But it is not safe.”

“Which way did they go?” said Felicia, putting 
down her knife and fork, and looking up into the 
host’s weather-beaten face.
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“How can I tell?” said he, “or where they may 
be now!”

“It couldn’t be Jasper,” said Mr. Bracy, rather 
anxiously; “he wouldn’t have done anything rash. 
Just ask the man what sort of traveller it was, my 
dear.”

“One was black and somewhat silent,” said the 
host; “military bear-like.”

“That couldn’t have been Jasper,” said Mr. 
Bracy, relieved.

“And the other?” said Miss Harrow.
“The second,” said the man doubtfully, “he was 

strangely dressed; he wore a feather, and seemed 
somewhat out of the common, an actor, perhaps, 
large ears, like Peter’s yonder.”

Felicia hoped that Mr. Bracy did not under- 
stand, and hastily asked whether they had not 
written their names in the travellers’ book; and surę 
enough, there upon the long page were the two 
signatures, JaspeFs curling J’s and Baxter’s close 
writing. “Jasper is surę to be back,” said Mr. 
Bracy, slightly disąuieted still; “he is very careful 
about keeping people waiting, his aunt has taught 
him punctuality. He has gone sketching somewhere, 
or forgotten the time. Of course I don’t know any­
thing about the Colonel. Very odd of him, wasn’t 
it, to leave us as he did without a word?”

7*
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“Very odd,” said Felicia, faltering a little. They 
sat over luncheon as long as they could, and then 
ordered up coffee to pass the time; and then Felicia 
left the other two, and went in front and stood gaz- 
ing at the great hopeless wali of mountains.

“You don’t mind waiting a little for him?” said 
little Mr. Bracy, fussing up presently. “It is getting 
rather late, but Tm afraid my wife might be anxious 
if we went back without the boy. There’s a nice 
bench this way and an excellent telescope, one of 
Casella’s, if you wish to look through; excellent 
maker, you know.” Felicia eagerly accepted Mr. 
Bracy’s suggestion. Was it some faint hope that 
Baxter might return? Was it anxiety for Jasper that 
madę her so reluctant to leave the place? Not long 
after Mr. Bracy disappeared, again to reappear in 
excellent spirits. A party had just arrived—two 
American gentlemen and their guide. They brought 
news of Jasper. They had passed an artist sketch- 
ing the crevasses under an umbrella, not very far 
off, at the entrance of the glacier.

“It must have been Jasper,” says Mr. Bracy; 
“poor dear fellow, how bard he works. I must say 
I wish he would come down. I have a great mind 
to go a little way to look for him, if you two girls 
don’t mind being left.” Felicia assured Mr. Bracy 
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that she had no objection whatever to being left, 
and in truth drew a great breath of relief when she 
found herself at last alone. But it was only for a 
minutę; then the host came up and asked her to 
look through his glass, and Felicia, not liking to 
refuse, did as he directed and peeped through the 
long brass tubę. At first everything looked blurred 
and indistinct, but a good deal of shifting and turn- 
ing dispelled the clouds by degrees, then clearer 
and well-defined images grew out of the confused 
fioating visions that had bewildered her at first. 
Then little by little she became absorbed in this 
new wonder-world into which she had come as by a 
miracle; she forgot the stage on which she stood; 
she heeded not the confusion of sounds round about 
her as she gazed, every moment morę and morę ab­
sorbed, into the spirit of that awful silence and 
snowy vastness which seemed to spread before her. 
She seemed carried away on unknown wings into 
vast regions undreamt of hitherto, past snowy cavities, 
by interminable gorges haunted by terrible shrouded 
figures trailing their stiff grave clothes, and bending 
in an awful procession. Then came great fields of 
glittering virgin snów blazing in the sun, then per- 
haps a narrow track stitched by human footsteps, 
curiously discernible. Felicia could follow the linę 
for a while, then she lost it, and again it would 
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reappear ever ascending, to the foot of a great 
gulley where all traces seemed lost. . . .

“How absorbed you are!” said Georgina’s voice 
at her ear. “Can you make anything out? May I 
have a look?” Felicia did not answer. She was 
trembling convulsively; then she suddenly seized the 
other woman’s wrist in a tight clutch. “I see some- 
thing. Oh Georgina, for heaven’s sake look, and 
tell me what you see.” But Georgina looking shifted 
the great glass and could not adjust it again. Felicia, 
wildly wringing her hands, began to cali for a guide, 
for anyone who knew. “I saw a man hanging to a 
rock, a tremendous rock,” she said. The guides 
and the host all came up in some excitement, and 
eye after eye was applied. “You see the track, 
follow the track lower down, lower down,” cried 
Miss Marlow. “Do you see nothing?” and then 
when nonę could find the place, she pushed the last 
comer away and with trembling hands followed 
again the tiny thread she had discovered, recalling 
each jutting peak and form, and there was the great 
rock shining in the sun, but the man was there no 
longer. “I saw him, I tell you,” she cried, “he is 
killed, he has fallen. Oh Georgina, it may have 
been Colonel Baxter!” and she stamped in an agony 
of terror. Georgina with pale lips faltered some- 
thing. The guides tried to reassure the ladies. It
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may have been fancy, people often were mistaken. 
“I tell you I saw him slip,” cried Felicia, and old 
Johann, an experienced guide, looked, paused, and 
looked again. “It is a nasty place,” said he, look- 
ing puzzled. “It was close by there that we met 
the Englishman with his paint-box. That is our 
track the lady has been following, but there is an- 
other beside it. I cannot venture to say she is mis­
taken.” Felicia’s conviction seemed to have spread 
to the guides. They examined the track again and 
again, and began talking the matter over. Two of 
them presently came forward, looking grave, and 
proposed that they should go off then and there, 
and see if there was anything to be done. “It is 
like last night’s experience over again,” said the 
host; “the sun will be setting in a couple of hours; 
you must take lanterns if you go, for you won’t be 
back by daylight, and what can you do, if so be 
the man has fallen? What did I say about people’s 
foolhardiness?” he continued, turning to Georgina. 
“Your papa has taken Peter our man with him, that 
is something reasonable. If this is one of the Eng­
lish travellers I told you of who went off alone, it 
will show you that I do not speak without think- 
ing.”

Poor Mr. Bracy came back with Peter in another 
hour to share the generał consternation. His first
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words were to enąuire if Jasper had returned, and 
then he was told what had occurred. He kept up 
with great courage before the girls, declaring all 
would be well, but his looks belied his words. His 
face was pale and drawn; the poor little man stood 
with one helpless eye applied to the telescope long 
after the darkness had fallen, and it was impossible 
to distinguish any object at three yards’ distance.

Felicia’s secret fears were for Baxter, though the 
others maintained that it must have been Jasper she 
had seen. As the hours went on and the painter 
did not return, it seemed morę and morę likely that 
they were right. Baxter was safe enough, if she had 
but known it. He had not even been alone. He 
had been all day with the guide whom he had ap- 
pointed to meet him. It was indeed poor Jasper 
whose peril had been revealed in that horrible 
minutę.

Baxter was ąuietly returning with his friend Mel­
chior, the guide, from a long day’s walk in the 
snów, when he happened to see Jasper sitting at his 
easel perched on a rock, and sketching the surround- 
ing abyss.

“There is a man I wish to avoid,” said the Co- 
lonel to his guide, and the man laughed, and pro- 
posed that they should make a short circuit and 
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come back to the track just below the place where 
the painter was at work.

Jasper had not retumed to luncheon on purpose; 
he happened to have sandwiches in his pocket, and 
he wished to cause some slight anxiety. Now that 
the light was beginning to fail, he began to feel the 
want of his dinner; but a fancy seized him to climb 
a huge rock that rosę abruptly behind him, and to 
get one last view of the surrounding country before 
going down. He had left his easel but a few yards 
behind him, he climbed a steep crag with great 
agility, and with some exertion he got round a sharp 
protruding błock, which led, as he thought, to a 
little rocky platform, when suddenly his foot slipped. 
He had fallen but a little way, he righted himself 
with difficulty, and then slipped again. Jasper was 
frightened and completely sobered, perhaps for the 
first time in his life.

There was no one looking on. There were a 
few rocks and pine trees down below; overhead the 
great crags were fading from moment to moment 
into morę terrible impassivity. He could scarcely 
imagine how he had ever reached his present peril- 
ous position. Was it he himself, Jasper Bracy, who 
was here alone and clinging desperately—was it for 
life—to the face of this granite boulder? What would 
they all say at home if they knew of his position?
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He could not face the thought, for he had a heart 
for all his vagaries. He seemed to realise it all so 
suddenly—his aunt’s exclamations, his uncle’s wist- 
ful face came before him. “And poor Georgina,” 
thought Jasper.

All this did not take long to pass through his 
mind as he clung desperately to the ledge on to 
which he had come; even to an experienced moun- 
taineer it would have been an ugly pass. The rocks 
were hard as iron, worn smooth by a glacier; there 
seemed neither foot nor cranny to get on to; the 
evening was fast approaching: there was no chance 
of anyone descrying him from the distant chalet.

Jasper tried to say his prayers, poor boy; but he 
could not think of anything but the burning pain in 
his hands and back, the choking breath which seemed 
so terrible: his head swam, he knew that the end 
was at hand, he could hołd on no longer. Perhaps 
five minutes had passed sińce he fell, but what a 
five minutes, blotting out the whole of the many 
many days and years of his life. He looked his last 
at the rock shining relentless; he closed his eyes. 
... I think it was at this moment that Felicia was 
screaming for assistance. If only she had kept her 
place a moment longer she would have seen help at 
hand.

Something struck his face. A voice, not far off, 
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said, very ąuietly, “Be careful. Can you get at the 
ropę? We will puli you up. One! two! three!” 
Hope gave him renewed strength, and with a clutch 
he raised his left hand and caught the saving ropę. 
For three seconds he was drawn upwards, scraping 
the rock as he went: happily its hard smoothness 
now was in his favour. Bleeding, fainting, he found 
himself drawn up to a ledge overhead. His senses 
failed.

When he came to himself, Baxter was pouring 
brandy down his throat, and the Swiss guide was 
loosening his clothes. They had seen him in the 
distance. The guide had suddenly stopped short, 
and exclaimed,

“Good heavens! that man must be mad. Where 
is he going to?” and pointed out Jasper’s peril to 
the Colonel.

“We must go back,” said the Colonel, hastily.......
“I think I owe you my life,” said Jasper, hoarsely, 

but ąuite naturally, looking up with bloodshot eyes 
at Aurelius.

“Nonsense!” said the Colonel, kindly, “it was 
Melchior here who spied you on your perch.”
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CHAPTER XII.

DA CAPO.

While the travellers delay, the rocks are lighting 
up to bronze, to gold, to purple. The Wetterhorn is 
burning crimson-limned; the Mettelberg rocks are 
tuming to splendid hue, the Vieschhorns answer like 
flaming beacons, and the great Eiger is on fire. But 
the hills to the east are shadowy mist upon palest 
ether, and a faint cloud like a sigh drifts along their 
ridge. So night comes on with solemn steps. Now 
the Wetterhorn is dying, the Vieschhorn pales to 
chillest white, though its summits are still flashing, 
rose-colour, flame-like, delicate. The people look up 
on their way, figures in the valley stand gazing at 
the wondrous peace overhead, they gazę and drink 
their fili of the evening, and then the lingering 
benediction is gone with a breath. The rocks are 
cold and dead, the ether is changed from incandes- 
cence to veiled dimness. Nothing seems left but the 
sound of the stream, which before was hardly heard, 
but which now takes up the tale, rushing through 
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the ravine fresh and incessant. A star appears, the 
washerwoman’s window lights up in the valley.

“Will you tea in the balcony?” the waiter asks, 
coming up with a lamp, which he sets on the little 
table by Flora’s elbow.

“Nong,” says the lady, “dedang;” and she looks 
at her watch and wonders why they are all so late. 
Then again she reflects with some satisfaction that 
Mr. Bracy and the two girls are not likely to get 
into much mischief alone, and that Colonel is safe 
out of the way. Mrs. Bracy begins to grow hungry 
and impatient for her family’s return. They are 
quite absorbed in their own arrangements; they for- 
get everything else. As usual, the spirit suffered 
from the matter’s delay, and the temper also being 
frail and troublesome, seemed to trouble our poetess. 
When Pringle, Felicia’s maid, came into the salle, to 
ask, a little anxiously, at what hour Mrs. Bracy was 
expecting them home, Flora snubbed Pringle as that 
personage was not accustomed to be snubbed, and 
sent her off in high dudgeon. A minutę after, the 
woman returned, quite changed, with a curious 
scared face.

“Oh, ma’am!” she said, “come out here; there’s 
a boy from the shalley. He says—he says—I can’t 
understand. The cook is talking to him. Oh, 
ma’am! ”
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Flora jumped up, with morę activity than she 
usually showed, and hurried out into the passage, 
where, surely enough, a crowd stood round a boy, 
dressed in common peasant’s clothes, who was em- 
phatically describing something—a fali—a scream. 
Poor Mrs. Bracy turned very cold, and forgot to 
analyse her emotions as she pushed her way through 
the guides and waiters.

“What, what?” she said. “Speak English, can’t 
you? What does he say?”

“Your gentlemen ’ave met with accident,” said 
one of the waiters. “De young lady she see him— 
cali for guide to help; dis young man come down 
to tell you.”

Then the young man said something in an 
undertone.

Poor Mrs. Bracy, almost beside herself now, 
asked with a sort of scream, “Who was hurt? Was 
it her husband? was it Jasper?”

The boy didn’t know, the waiter explained. “He 
could tell nothing, only that it was a gentleman who 
had fallen a long way from the Kulm Hotel. Would 
Madame please give a trinkgeld; he had run all the 
way with the news?”

For the next two hours the poor old poetess, 
brought back to everyday anxiety and natural feel- 
ing, suffered a purgatory sufficient to wipe out many 
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and many an hour of selfish ease and hallucination. 
She ordered guides, brandy, chaise-H-porleurs, for 
herself and Pringle. No porters were to be had at 
that hour, not at least in sufficient numbers to carry 
so heavy a lady over the dark and uneven roads. 
Horses then. Two tired steeds were at length led 
up to the door, upon one of which the poor lady 
was hoisted, Pringle devotedly following. So they 
set forth heroically, with two guides apiece, with 
brandy, with lanterns, and blankets, which Mrs. Bracy 
insisted on taking.

I cannot find it in my heart to describe that 
long, black, jolting terrifying progress, the bumps 
and slips, the horrors, the brawling streams, the 
crumbling mountain ways along which they climbed.

“Fear nothing,” said the guides; but, as they 
spoke, Pringle’s horse came down on its knees, and 
Pringle gave a wild shriek. So they toiled on, over 
resounding bridges, up slippery paths, under dark 
thickets, coming out into a great open alp. Sud- 
denly two huge black forms seemed to rise up, and 
bear slowly down upon them.

The guides only laughed rudely. “Kiihe, Kiihe,” 
said' they, and then by degrees horns loomed out, 
and a heavy snuffling breath came through the 
darkness. The poor women were somewhat reas- 
sured. I do not know whether they ever would have 
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reached the top of the long weary pass, which 
mounted in a long rocky ladder before them. Mrs. 
Bracy’s horse had in its turn come down, and was 
scarcely roused by many an oath, as it stood trem- 
bling beneath its quavering burden. One lantern 
had gone out, and could not be lighted again. 
Pringle was crying—when suddenly there was a 
pause—one of the porters said “Hist!” The second 
ceased swearing at the horse, to listen.

“What is it?” says Mrs. Bracy. “Quoi?” 
“People coming this way,” said the man.
“I hear ’em talking, mem,” says Pringle, hysteri- 

cally.
Every moment the sound came clearer and 

nearer. At a turn of the path a light appeared 
overhead, then another and another; the tramp of 
feet, the sound of men talking, and then could it 
be?—a laugh coming out of the darkness—a real 
hearty laugh.

Poor old Flora threw up her arms as she re- 
cognised her husband’s voice, and burst into hearty, 
unaffected tears of relief, excitement, and fatigue. 
All must be well, or Mr. Bracy would not have burst 
out laughing in the dark, at such an hour, on sucli 
a road.

A minutę morę, it was a scene of greeting, ex- 
clamations, embraces, a snorting of horses, a waving 
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of lanterns. Mr. Bracy was ahead, running downhill, 
supported on either side by a porter. He was much 
overcome, and filled with admiration by his wife’s 
devotion. There was something peculiar in his 
manner.

“Noble woman!” said he. “What exertion! You 
should have some champagne, Flora, my love,” he 
said; “it will revive you—quite revived by it myself. 
Have you brought any with you? Baxter, do you 
happen to have another bottle?”

Baxter! Poor Mrs. Bracy turned in horror and 
bewilderment, and by the lantern’s light descried 
only too plainly Baxter and Felicia, arm-in-arm, 
coming down the steep path together, preceded by 
a guide with a lantern.

Shall I attempt to describe the descriptions, or 
to explain the explanations. Some seemed to be of 
so extraordinary a character, that Flora Bracy had 
to exercise all her self-command to listen to them in 
silence. But JaspeFs safety had softened the poetic 
heart, and she was unaffectedly grateful to the 
Colonel for the rescue. Of course, as Baxter said, 
anyone would have done as much, but not the less 
there do happily exist certain unreasonable emotions 
of gratitude in human naturę which influence it out 
of the balance of exact debtor and creditor account.

“Fact was, my dear,” said Mr. Bracy, looking 
Da Capo, etc. 8 
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round and dropping his voice, “the poor dear girl 
had been so anxious and worked up on Jasper’s 
account, that when they all came suddenly on to 
the platform, just as we had almost given them up, 
she and Georgina both shrieked, and Felicia, I be- 
lieve, rushed fainting into somebody’s arms. The 
ColoneFs, I believe. It was all a confusion. I was 
myself rather overcome. I was certainly concerned 
when Jasper afterwards told me the guides had been 
talking about Felicia and Baxter. If you had been 
there it would have been most desirable: however, 
Felicia soon recovered; we gave her champagne— 
that champagne was really excellent, considering the 
circumstances. Curious thing, Flora, my love, the 
corks come out at a touch up in those high places. 
It might interest you to see------ ”

“Do, Edgar, keep to the important subject in 
question,” said Flora, piteously, she was too com- 
pletely crushed to be severe.

“You mean about—hum—hum—” says Mr. Bracy, 
getting rather breathless. “Jasper first gave me a 
hint, and then the fact is, Baxter himself came up 
in the most gentlemanly manner, and told us both 
it was an old affair, that until now he had never had 
any certainty of his affection being returned.”

“And you, Edgar, placed in this most responsible 
situation, what did you say?” asked his wife.
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“I said, ‘Colonel, 1’11 only ask you one ąuestion, 
which of the girls is it?’ for I heard them both 
scream;” here Mr. Bracy stopped. A detachment 
from the rear joined them, Miss Bracy walking (she 
was too nervous to ride), and Jasper himself com- 
fortably jogging down upon Georgina’s mule.

The lovers meanwhile straggled off with their 
guide by some short by-road. They seemed to have 
wings, some sudden power that madę them forget 
fatigue, darkness, length of way, that borę them safe 
over Stones and briars, from step to step along the steep 
and slippery road; little Felicia felt no weariness, no 
loneliness: she had reached home at last. They 
reached the little bridge some ten minutes before 
the rest of the company, and there they stopped for 
a moment; while Melchior walked on to announce 
the safe return of the whole party. It was a wonder- 
ful minutę, silent and shadowy, and fragrant with 
stars streaming in the dark sky overhead; the water 
was rushing into the night; as it flowed it seemed to 
flash with the dazzling lights of heaven, and to carry 
the stars upon its stream. The night breeze came 
across the plain and fanned their faces; they were 
alone, and a blessing of silent and unspeakable 
gratitude was theirs. And so, after all this long 
doubt, Aurelius and Felicia had come to the best 
certainty that exists in this perplexing world, the 
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sacred conviction of love—that belongs to all 
estates and conditions of men, not only to the mar- 
ried, not only to the unmarried, but to all those 
who have grateful hearts.

end of “da CAPO.”
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SOME PASSAGES FROM AN OLD DIARY OF 
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April 30.

The child has a sweet inquisitive little face, and 
a pathetic voice. She looks hard at me when we 
meet on the stairs. Last Sunday I heard a crackling 
at my door, and, looking round, I saw my smali 
fellow-lodger peeping in. “ Come in,” said I, making 
the first advances. “How do you do?” The little 
girl advanced shyly, looking about. I saw her look­
ing at the china-pot fuli of roses, at me, at my 
pictures. But she did not appear quite satisfied. 
“Why do you live so high up?” she said. “You 
can’t walk out in the garden as mamma does.”

Fina—so they cali her—lives on the ground 
floor, with her father and mother. The drawing- 
room floor is let to a fashionable barrister, who is 
out all day, and who only comes home to dress in 
splendour and white ties, and to drive off again in 
hansom cabs. I am only the second floor, and yet 
this seemed a very paradise of lodgings when I ac- 
cidentally stumbled upon it one day on my way to 
Old Palace-square. A paradise with neither moth 
nor rust to corrupt, nor grasping landlady to peep 
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through and steal. I think it was the sight of little 
Fina’s face at the parlour window which attracted 
me. The housekeeper looked friendly, the house 
was clean and old-fashioned. I thankfully climbed 
my two flights, unpacked my possessions, and settled 
down. Elsewhere I am a governess, and go my 
rounds; but here everyday as I come back a trans- 
formation takes place. I hang up my waterproof, 
drop my claws and my instructive manner, tuck 
away my horns under my cap, and become a quiet, 
respectable, independent old lady, with cherry jam 
and seed-cake in my cupboard, an evening paper, 
and a comfortable arm-chair; but all these ad- 
vantages do not seem to impress little Fina.

“Shouldn’t you like to walk in the garden,” 
persists the child; “come here, Fina, and look out 
of my window,” I reply; “you see I have my garden 
up here.”

This little Street of ours runs from the main 
road into Old Palace-sąuare, and my sitting-room 
Windows open to the Street, but my bed-room over- 
looks the gardens of the square, the many green 
lawns and flower-beds. This little corner is almost 
like the country. A thrush sings in the chestnut-tree 
beyond the wali, and awakens with the dawn; little 
Fina stands on the wooden bench at the end of our 
narrow inclosure and wistfully peeps over the bricks, 
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at the children 'at play in the big garden next to 
ours. These big gardens act the part of benevolent 
protectors to us, their humbler neighbours. They 
send us whiffs of apple-blossom and lilac, notes of 
birds, and stray sprigs of green.

The garden of the house to which I go every 
day is the one next to ours. It is the corner house 
of Old Palace-square, and has been let for the season 
to an old lady and her son and her grandchildren. 
There is an air of prosperity about its well-cleaned 
Windows and brightly-scrubbed brasswork, and its 
respectable, over-fed butler. Mrs. Ellis, in her Indian 
shawls, is all in keeping with the place; she is a 
friend of my old friend Lady Z., who recommended 
me to apply for the situation. I had been afraid 
my inability to teach musie might have stood in my 
way, but in this case musie was not wanted. The 
Colonel did not wish his daughters to' learn 
musie, I was told. It seemed to me a curious 
fancy. I was a little late this morning; and, as I 
was hurrying down stairs, on my way to my pupils, 
I met my little girl again. I am fond of most 
children, but this one interests me specially. The 
parlour door was open as I passed, and Fina’s 
father was coming out. The child darted away from 
my side to meet him, and began dancing and swing- 
ing by his hand. “Take care, little Fina; take care, 
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you imp!” he cried; “you will make me drop my 
violin.” He was carrying a violin-case under one 
arm. He was a big man, burly, and near six foot 
high, with an honest, somewhat careworn face, and 
a grizzled, shock head of hair. I believe he is the 
Francis Arnheim whose name I have seen in big 
letters outside the Albert Hall and elsewhere. Big 
as he is, his little girl seems at her ease with him. 
She paid no attention to her father’s remonstrances, 
and went on with her wild gymnastics. “Mamma, 
come and take this little demon!” cried Arnheim; 
and then the mother came, smiling, to the rescue, 
and put her arms round the child and carried her 
off. I could not help thinking of this little scene five 
minutes later, as I stood on the doorstep of my em- 
ployer’s house in Old Palace-sąuare.

The Colonel himself was going out for a ride, 
and impatiently waiting to be off. The poor chil- 
dren had come up with a shout from the garden of 
the square. Edgar, the boy, a handsome little fellow 
about eight years old, rushed across the road and, 
in his excitement, tumbled over the ColoneFs shiny 
boots. “Here comes Grasshopper, here she comes 
—Papa, do, do let me have one ride,” says little 
Edgar.

“I can’t have this noise in the Street,” says the 
Colonel. “You should have been at your lessons 
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long before this.” With this rebuke, which applied 
to the dilatory governess as well as to the pupils, 
the Colonel sprang upon his horse, never looking 
back, and caracoled erectly down the sąuare to the 
admiration of the young ladies’ school opposite, the 
baker’s boy at the area gate, and the old mother at 
the drawing-room window. His friendly little audience 
of children meanwhile retreated somewhat discon- 
certed to the schoolroom.

There was not much in all this—not much, only 
everything. The musician’s voice had seemed to 
me that of a father, but this was no father’s voice. 
The little shabby lodging where Fina dwelt seemed 
to me a real home, the big house, with its stair- 
rodś and buckram and well-trained servants, a sort 
of lodging-house only. The old grandmother half 
asleep in her Indian shawls—a soft old lady like an 
owi—was the one bit of home to me in the big 
house. She was, what she looked, a lady of the 
old easy-going school—well bred, well born. At 
times she seemed rather afraid of her son and her 
eldest daughter. There was a second daughter I 
had not yet seen, who was coming home, the chil­
dren told me.

“Aunt Josephine is such a dear,” said little 
Edgar, confidentially; “isn’t she, Josie? She will let 
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us come to tea with you. Don’t ask Aunt Bessie, 
she always says no.”

I could quite imagine this. Miss Ellis was a 
second edition of the Colonel—high heels, tight 
straps, stifflinen, sharp voice included.

Aunt Josephine, the younger sister, took after 
her mother. The very first morning she was at 
home she looked into the school-room with a friendly 
face to see what we were all about. She was hospi- 
tably welcomed by the young people. Mary, the 
eldest girl, pushed up a chair, Edgar gave it a 
thump to make it comfortable, little Josie thrust a 
lesson-book into her aunt’s hand. “You stop and 
do lessons, too,” said she.

“Yery well,” said Aunt Josephine. And after 
this she got into the way of coming every day.

One morning she was reading by the window 
while we were at work when we heard the Colonel’s 
voice outside calling hastily for Miss Ellis; then the 
door opened and he looked in: he was red, odd, 
excited. “Bessie is out; I want you, Josephine,” he 
said. He appeared to be in great perturbation: he 
left the door open, and we heard his heels on the 
oil-cloth in the -hall as he walked up and down, 
talking emphatically.

“He is here; I saw him myself. We shall łiave 
him here.” Then a sort of burst from Aunt Jo- 
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sephine—“Oh! perhaps she is with him. I must 
tell mamma—indeed I must.”

The three children had all left off their sums 
and were listening with the deepest attention. “You 
had better shut the door, Edgar,” said I; and Edgar 
obeyed very slowly.

“It’s about Aunt Mary,” said little Josie, nodding 
her head. “Aunt Josephine always cries when it is 
about Aunt Mary.”

“Hush, Josie!” said little Mary; and as she 
spoke we heard a sob from Aunt Josie in the hall. 
It was a curious little family scene, but it did not 
concern me. I forbade all talking, and did my best 
to keep my little pupils quiet and attentiye to their 
lessons. They were good, lovable children, and 
flourished upon somewhat arid soil, as one has seen 
little flowers upspringing in rocky, unlikely places. 
Although I forbade discussion, I found myself puz- 
zling over it all that evening as I sat alone with my 
lamp, and wondering why Aunt Mary was not to be 
mentioned. Had she disgraced herself? What crime 
had she committed? Then came a something to 
distract me from these fruitless digressions, and to 
carry me far, far away from my lonely corner—a 
lovely voice, Mendelssohn’s voice, ćalling, singing of 
many a familiar home strain to me. Fina’s father 
was playing down below on his violin, and some- 
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how, irresistibly drawn and attracted, I presently 
found myself standing at the foot of the stairs in 
the moonlight, listening, absorbed, to his musie. 
There also stood the landlady, raised from her kit- 
chen.. “Aint it beautiful, mem?” said she. We 
were both rather foolishly disconcerted when the 
back parlour door suddenly opened upon us. The 
room was fuli of harmony and light; the floor 
seemed scattered over with music-books. Someone 
was standing by a music-stand playing the violin. 
Many candles were burning. Out of all this radiance 
little Fina came darting, and calling out, “Mamma, 
here is my lady!” And then the mother, with a 
very sweet, gentle face and manner, came out and 
invited me in.

After this it became a usual thing for me to go 
down when Mr. Arnheim was at home. As soon as 
his practice began little Fina used to come running 
up to my room to summon me. I am not surę that 
the musie was the best thing to be found in that 
shabby back parlour; the peace, the moderation, the 
mutual trust and confidence of that little family 
touched me as much as the wonderful strains of 
Arnheim’s violin. His playing was uneąual, but 
there was a certain qu ality ab out it which I can 
scarcely describe—a suggestion beyond the musie. 
I used to think Mrs. Arnheim had caught that some-
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thing in her face—in her lovable eyes. I could not 
think who it was she reminded me of at times. 
Meanwhile I sit pe'acefully listening and watching 
her as she turns over her husband’s leaves. The 
back Windows are open to the garden, where little 
Fina is hopping about in the dusk. Mendelssohn 
speaks, and we are all silent and spell-bound.

May I.

My friend Lady Z. has written to offer me her 
carriage for to-morrow, and I think it will add to 
the interest of my long-promised party if we drive 
down first to Roehampton, as she suggests, lunch in 
her garden, and fili our baskets with rhododendrons. 
Kind Aunt Josephine has asked leave for the chil- 
dren to come; and my friend Fina and her mother 
are to join the little expedition. Last night, as I 
was going up to my room, I met Fina blushing and 
with entreating looks. The landlady’s little boy was 
at home for the holidays. He was such a good little 
boy, and helped his mother with the knives and 
boots. Might he come for the drive on the box?

Fina’s eyes danced with delight when I agreed 
to this arrangement. My preparations of cold chicken 
and salad are all madę, and nicely packed by the 
landlady, whose little son Dan is also, I do believe, 
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to be parboiled for the occasion, brushed, and 
scrubbed, and trussed.

May 2.

Is there anything so sweet, so hopefid as an early 
spring morning without cold wind or spite in the air 
■ -only a gentle awakening to sunshine and cheerful 
sounds? The birds have been singing sińce the dawn; 
the trees and green plants have come out with a new 
flood of colour; London puts on its loveliest spring 
veils and lights, and tosses its blue sky with floating 
clouds; the parks are a burst of perfume and May 
essence; the shrubs glow with white and crimson; the 
very streets are abloom! Just now, when I looked out 
from my window, I saw two ragged figures dragging 
a flower-cart—a creaking load of gold and dazzling 
colour—at which everyone turned to look. These 
were only itinerant flower-dealers; but Titania her­
self could not have conjured up a morę lovely rain- 
bow. The passers-by stopped to look; the little girl 
from below ran out and changed her coppers for 
lovely new lamps of white narcissus—of pale blue 
hyacinth. I saw a bunch in Mrs. Arnheim’s waist- 
band when she came out all ready for our start. 
She also was dressed in muślin, with a pretty straw 
hat tied under her chin, and a look of youth and 
enjoyment in her gentle grey eyes which I had 
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scarcely ever seen before. She sprang into the car- 
riage almost as eagerly as little Fina herself. The 
coachman pulled my hamper up beside him on the 
box; Dan followed the hamper; the horses, with a 
great deal of clattering and jumping, set off, the sun 
madę merry all along the way as we drove by the 
pleasant old roads that lead from London to the 
river and beyond it. I specially remember two red 
cows eating dazzling green grass under a staring 
pink apple-tree. “Look at the flower-tree,” said little 
Josie, pointing. She was the youngest of the party, 
and chattered unceasingly for us all.

“What a funny name Fina is,” said she. “Have 
you a real name too?”

“My name is Josephine,” said Fina; “but papa 
always calls me Fina.”

“Why, my name is Josephine,” said Josie, “and 
so is grandmamma’s.” And all the children ex- 
claimed.

As the children talked, I looked up and caught 
a strange, eager, half-hopeful, half-frightened expres- 
sion in Mrs. Arnheim’s face; and all of a sudden I 
knew who it was she reminded me of at times—who 
but my sleepy old lady in Old Palace-square?

“What is your name, Mrs. Arnheim?” I asked, 
with some odd certainty ofwhat her answer would be.

Da Cafo, etc. 9
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“Mary,” she said, simply; and as she spoke her 
eyes filled with tears.

After luncheon the children played away to their 
hearts’ content in lady Z.’s pretty old park. Mrs. 
Arnheim and I kept to the beaten paths and zinc 
benches; the children held a happy little woodland 
court in the shade of the trees, with musie of birds 
overhead and childish laughter, with many orders 
and decorations of daisy and of primrose. Josie 
was enthroned on the branch of an old tree, the 
others gathered round. Little Dan was allowed to 
join the sports and meanwhile Mrs. Arnheim was 
asking me question after ąuestion — who was the 
little girl called Josephine, who was her grandmother; 
and as I answered she tried to speak—she faltered, 
then burst into tears, “Don’t you guess it all, she 
sobbed. Yes, she is my mother, my own mother, 
and I did not even know we were at her very door. 
Oh! MissWilliamson, she must relent, she must take 
me to her heart once morę. If it were not for my 
brother she would have done so long, long ago. 
When I go there they will not admit me. When I 
write they send me back my letters. This time, 
when we came to England I could make no morę 
advances. I had been too bitterly wounded.”

It is difficult to understand how some people can 
have the courage to be unforgiving, day after day, 
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week after week. They go to sleep, they wake up 
again; they hear the birds sing; they see the sun 
shine upon the just and the unjust; a thousand 
blessings are theirs; but still they hołd out and re- 
fuse their own blessing to the offenders. They hear 
of sorrows that can never be healed; they hear of 
joys befalling their fellow-men; they realise life and 
death, and it does not occur to them that there is 
no death like that of coldness and estrangement. 
Against the inevitable, warm hearts can hołd their 
own; but the avoidable, the self-inflicted pangs of 
life, what is there to be said for them? This kind 
old lady, Mrs. Ellis by name, who was good to the 
poor, thoughtful for her dependants, affectionate to 
her friends, showed a Stern and unforgiving spirit 
towards one person which seemed utterly at variance 
with her whole life and naturę. This one person 
was the daughter she had loved best of all her 
children, who had left her home one day and mar- 
ried without her mother’s consent. Arnheim had 
been Mary’s musie master. The family could not 
forget it.

All the way home I sat turning over one scheme 
and another in my mind for bringing the mother 
and daughter together without any chance of inter- 
ference from the Colonel or Miss Ellis. Miss Jo- 
sephine I knew would help me, but she was young

9’ 
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and timid, and it seemed to me safest to act on my 
own responsibility.

Mrs. Arnheim had lent me her parlour for tea. 
It was pleasanter than minę, and opened on the 
garden; and as we were all eating our bread-and- 
butter and strawberries Arnheim looked in. I saw 
him give a quick, anxious look at his wife, who sat 
silent and with a drooping head.

“Here is papa,” cries Fina; “now he will play to 
us. Papa, they do want to hear some musie. Please, 
play, and we will dance mulberry-bush in the gar­
den, and Dan shall come too.”

“I want Dan to go for a message for me first,” 
said I, a vision of the ColoneFs wrath rising before 
my eyes if Dan were allowed to dance in the ring 
with the other children.

“Dear Mrs. Ellis,” I wrote, “would you be so 
very good and kind as to come in for five minutes, 
and see my happy little party. Yours sincerely,

Mary Williamson.”

After a time the children became riotous over 
their mulberry-bush gamę, and Arnheim began to 
play another measure, and then by degrees they 
quieted down and came to the window to listem 
Dan and Edgar exchanged a few euffs in the twi- 
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light; the little girls listened; and I sat wondering 
what was to come of my notę.

Presently there was a ring at the door, and I 
thought I could recognise the soft, lagging step of 
the old lady from the sąuare.

“See who it is,” I whispered to Mrs. Arnheim, 
who looked surprised, but got up ąuietly and went to 
the door. I followed her. The passage was dark, 
but the garden door was open, and the old lady had 
passed on to the garden door.

Then I heard a little ery from one or from the 
other—I know not which it was; their two voices 
sounded so alike.

“Oh, Mother!” said Mrs. Arnheim, springing for- 
ward, with both hands wildly put out.

“Mary! You! My child!” said the aged woman, 
surprised and overcome; and the two women were 
locked together in a long, close embrace. And then 
the two hearts so cruelly parted were beating to­
gether once morę. . .

Neither the Colonel nor Miss Ellis could keep 
them asunder now. Tighter and closer the mother 
clasped her daughter; those fast enclosing arms 
clung to the truth, to the reality of life, to the love 
of past years. Mrs. Ellis was near the end of her 
long journey. Was she to let her child go now that 
she had found her again?
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Arnheim, meanwhile, went on playing, quite un- 
conscious of the scene just outside the door. He 
ąuietly travelled to the end of his melody. His 
beautiful musie seemed singing in measure to that 
best and holiest strain of peace and reconciliation.

END OF “FINA.”
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CHAPTER I.

OLD MSS.

Not long ago tlie children opened a drawer in 
my writing-table and found a little roli of dusty 
manuscript which I myself had written many years 
ago. It was a story in which some true things were 
told with others that were not true, all blended 
together in that same curious way in which, when 
we are asleep, we dream out allegories, and remem- 
brances, and indications that we scarcely recognise 
when we are awake. Story-telling is, in truth, a 
sort of dreaming, from which the writer only quite 
awakes when the last proof is corrected. These 
visions seem to haunt one, and to contend with 
realities, and at times to flash into definite shape, 
and voice, and motion, and to hołd their own 
almost independently of our will, and to impress us, 
as real voices and impulses do in everyday exis- 
tence.

When the children, who take a faithful interest 
jn my performances, brought me this dusty packet 
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I read it through, and once morę found myself in a 
little village in France, which I had scarcely thought 
of for years and years. There it stood among its 
plains, sunning itself in the autumn rays; all the 
people who used to live there with us came march- 
ing out of the drawer, bringing fruit in their hands, 
rolling barrows piled with golden pumpkins, carry- 
ing great baskets of purple plums, or sweet green- 
gages oozing golden juice, great jugs of milk, and 
wheaten loaves baked in the country ovens. Not 
only people, but the bygone animals came too out 
of this ark. A black retrieyer making for the water, 
the turkey-cocks perching on our doorsteps, the 
little black hen with the crooked bill; the poor 
tortoiseshell cat, who died of hunger, shut up in the 
cellar below the kitchen. We had a cook—a hate- 
ful woman—who had once tried to poison the poor 
creature, and who laughed at our dismay when we 
learnt its ultimate fate. No one else had heard its 
cries. The rambling old place seemed madę for 
some such tragedy, piled together with dark corners, 
hidden passages, stone flights, and heavy masonry. 
The walls were of thickest stone. There was a sort 
of dungeon under the flight of steps that led to the 
house-door, and the dining-room had two hiding- 
places opening on either side of the jam cupboard. 
All round the drawing-room a secret passage ran 
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between the wali and the wooden panelling. This 
passage was lighted by a narrow window, all hidden 
by leaves of the vine-tree. The drawing-room 
Windows opened into a sweet garden fuli of flowers 
and straggling greenery. At the end of the walk by 
the vine wali stood a little pavilion, with a pointed 
roof and a twirling weathercock, with casements 
north, east, and west. This little pavilion seemed 
to guard the entrance of the village. People said 
that the old farm had once been a hunting-lodge 
built by Henry IV., who came here with his Court. 
I could imagine any one of the old pictures I had 
seen in the Louvre and elsewhere madę alive, the 
gay cavalcade sounding and galloping away, disap- 
pearing along the highway; horses prancing, sąuires 
following, horns sounding, and scarfs flying in the 
air. Sometimes the King ruled at the Chateau de 
Visy, so the legend ran; but the chateau was the 
Queen’s and the hunting-lodge was the King’s, and 
the little pavilion where we girls all did our lessons 
together, and blotted our German exercises, had 
been built for some aigretted lady of the Court.

Visy le Roi is a village not far from Corbeil, a 
well-known country town in France. It is a district 
where the sun sets across miles of fiat spreading 
fields that are crossed and recrossed in every direc- 
tion by narrow canals, of which the sluggish waters 
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reflect the willows planted along their course. These 
streams are darkened by the colour of the banks on 
either side. The earth is nearly black; the water is 
stained by strange tints. The country is sombre 
with peat-fields, and here and there are peat-manu- 
factories, standing lonely against the sky. When 
the light blazes it is reflected on the waters as they 
flow with a certain sluggish persistent tide. Every 
here and there at crossways are deep pools where 
lilies and green tangles are floating on the brown 
eddies. Sometimes of an evening, when the sun 
sets over the black fields, long-drawn chords of light 
strike against the stems of the poplar-trees, and then 
their ąuaint mop heads seem on fire, while the 
flames roli down from the West with vapour and 
with murky splendour. The figures passing along 
the roads on the way homewards, the blue blouses, 
the country-women carrying their baskets on their 
arms or their faggots on their backs, are strangely 
illumined by these last beams of daylight. Some of 
Millet’s sketches at Paris a year ago brought a 
remembrance to my mind of the roads and country 
places that I had haunted in my early youth. Few 
painters have drawn such wide fields as he; plains 
stretching so far—hours so long, as I remember 
them in those days, when they passed with strangely 
slow and heavy footsteps. The hours are shorter 
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now. The plains are sooner crossed; horizons close 
in. Hope is less, and less deferred.

The inhabitants of Visy le Roi might be bakers 
or grocers in public; in private, after business hours, 
and at the backs of their houses, they were com- 
fortable people, with pleasant gardens—in which 
they spent much of their time, among an abundance 
of pumpkins, of vine wreaths, of reflecting glass 
globes on wooden stems, and blue lupins. Some of 
the people in the village, finding the gardens at the 
back of their houses insufficient for their reąuire- 
ments, cultivated ąuadrangles outside the village, 
where they would water their rose-trees ąuietly of 
summer evenings.

The Maire of Visy le Roi was very proud of his 
garden, which was neatly spread out in front of his 
stone house, and ornamented by two large black 
balls reflecting each other and the Street, and our 
opposite gateway, and our dining-room Windows, 
and his tidy plots of marigolds and scarlet-runners, 
which were our admiration. He used to be specially 
active on summer evenings, and might be seen 
clipping, and chopping, and brushing away insects. 
He was not married in those days; he settled in 
Normandy after his first marriage, and sold his 
property at Visy. In fact, circumstances had madę 



142 ACROSS THE PEAT-FIELDS.

the place distasteful to him. He was a sensitive, 
kind-hearted man, although a somewhat absurd one. 
One of our party, a young French lady, who has 
sińce madę a name for herself, was a good musician, 
and evening after evening I have sat listening to the 
flow of her musie and the scrapings of M. Fontaine’s 
violin. I madę bold to put them into a book long 
after, but here they are in the catgut. How plainly 
these strains still sound coming out of the darkened 
room, with the figures sitting round; the Windows 
are open to the dim garden, and I can still hear the 
dinning accompaniment of the grasshoppers outside 
whistling their evening song to the rising stars.

My granduncle, who was of an ingenious turn of 
mind, had come to Visy to try a machinę he had 
invented, and to make experiments in the manu- 
facture of peat-fuel. It is certain that with his 
machinę, and the help of an old woman and a boy, 
he could produce as many little square blocks of 
firing in a day as M. Merard, the rival manufacturer, 
in three, with all his Staff, including his cook and 
his carter’s son. The carter himself, a surly fellow, 
had refused to assist in the factory. It is true that 
our machinę cost about 300Z. to start with, and that 
it was constantly getting out of order and reąuiring 
the doctoring of a Paris engineer; but, setting that 
aside, as Monsieur Fontaine proved to us after an 
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elaborate calculation, it was elear that a saving of 
35 per cent, was effected by our process.

The engineer from Paris having failed us on two 
occasions, I believe that my granduncle had at one 
time serious thoughts of constructing a mechanical 
engineer, who was to keep the whole thing in order, 
and only to reąuire an occasional poke himself to 
continue going. I remember once seeing a wooden 
foot wrapped up in cotton wool in a box in our 
workshop, but I believe this being went no further. 
The old woman’s wages, with the boy’s, were fifteen 
franes a week, amounting to about seven pounds for 
the three months we were at Visy. The Franken­
stein^ foot alone cost twelve pounds, so that it is 
easy to reckon how other morę complicated organs 
would have run up the bill. I asked my uncle 
once whether the creature when complete would be 
content to live in the shed, or insist on coming 
home of an evening and joining the family circle. 
“Who can tell?” said my granduncle, laughing; 
“perhaps it may turn out an agreeable member of 
society, and Fontaine himself will be cut out in his 
attentions to Mademoiselle Merard.”

Old Merard was the rival manufacturer. He 
came down in his slippers one day to inspect our 
designs; he did not think much of them, and de- 
clined to purchase the patent. He and Madame 
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Merard, and Mademoiselle Leonie, were, so he told 
us, starting for their estate in Normandy. Madame 
Merard and her daughter never missed the bathing 
season, and preferred being accompanied by him; 
he was a tidy-looking old fellow, Madame was a 
dark and forbidding-looking person—a brunette, my 
polite old uncle called her, when I complained that 
she frightened me with her moustache and gleaming 
white teeth. Madame Merard had a strange effect 
upon people’s nerves. I always felt as if she was 
going to bite me. As for Mademoiselle Leonie, she 
was a washed-out, vapid, plaintive personage, in grey 
alpaca and plaid ribbons. She embroidered, she 
sang out of tune, she shuddered at the mention of 
a Protestant. She would have been a nonentity but 
for her ill temper, which fascinated Fontaine. I 
never could otherwise account for the attraction 
which our friend seemed to find in her society.



ACROSS THE PEAT-FIELDS. 145

CHAPTER II.

BLACK CANALS AND YELLOW PUMPKINS.

After the Merards’ departure for Petit-port, we 
saw a great deal of M. le Maire. He was a sociable 
creature, and consoled himself for his Leonie’s 
absence by various gentle flirtations in the village. 
Our life would have been monotonous but for his 
cheerful visits and friendly introductions. All our 
acąuaintance in the place we owed to him. He in- 
troduced us to the new-made Lords of the Manor, 
the Fourniers at the Castle (he brouglit us a message 
from Madame Fournier requesting us to cali there 
any day our religion might permit), the Merards, the 
fascinating Madame Valmy, Captain Thompson, our 
compatriot; upon all these persons we called at 
Fontaine’s suggestion, and escorted by him. But we 
did not greatly care for society. Some of us were 
too old, some of us were too young, to need much 
company beside our own. We young ones lived in 
good society. Poets sang to us in the mornings 
under the shady vine trellis, and of evenings by 
lamplight and by moonlight; we had the company
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of philosophers too, and of romancers, charming in 
those days with an art which I can remember with 
a sort of wonder. So we rosę betimes, worked and 
rested, studying in barns and trellised bowers, ex- 
ploring the farms and farmyards round about. When 
we had written our exercises, practised our fingers 
upon the piano, closed our lesson-books, agricultural 
arts awaited us. Muślin bags had to be madę for 
the sweet heavy bunches of ripening grapes. The 
pumpkins had to be met, counted, disposed of. I 
remember one dewy morning when the first pumpkin 
opened fire, if I may so describe its advent. Next 
day there were twenty large golden disks, and then 
from every side they upheaved, growing upon us 
hour by hour, multiplying, rolling in, in irresistible 
numbers; hanging from the tops of the walls. From 
every corner these monstrous creatures encircled us. 
Poor Fontaine was in despair; it was a plague of 
pumpkins. “There are those who like pumpkin 
soup,” said he, doubtfully. Here we all cried out, 
protesting we had had pumpkin soup every day for 
a week; we did not like it all. But my cousin, 
Mary Williamson, the housekeeper, declared that it 
was absolutely necessary, and so the remainder of 
our stay was embittered to us by the tides of this 
milky, seedy, curd-like mixture.

Our visit to the Fourniers was a very solemn 
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event. From the very first Monsieur Fontaine had 
been anxious that we should realise the glories of 
the Castle.

“You will see — pure Henri Quatre—Monsieur 
Fournier bought it direct from the Mesnils, and has 
not yet refurnished the reception-rooms. The Mesnils 
had owned it for years, but the late Count ruined 
the family, and they were forced to sell at his death. 
Madame la Comtesse signed the papers before me 
as well as her son. She was in a fury, poor woman! 
I tried to soothe her; she flung the pen into my 
face; her son, Monsieur Maurice, apologised. ‘My 
dear friend,’ I said to him, ‘ do not mention it.’ ”

Monsieur Fontaine came to fetch us on the ap- 
pointed day. My cousins could not join us, but my 
uncle put on his short round cloak, and we set off 
together. On the way along the village Street, Mon­
sieur Fontaine gave us Information about the various 
inhabitants. “Ah! there goes the doctor; that good 
Poujac; he is the most amiable character. Monsieur 
le Cure says he never had a morę devout parishioner, 
and yet if I were seriously ill, I should send to 
Corbeil, I think, for further advice. Madame Valmy 
has the greatest confidence in him. He nursed her 
husband in his last illness. It was most alarming 
for her—it was cholera. Poor Yalmy died within 
twenty-four hours; she is only now out of mourning.

10
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She has passed the winter at Paris—I should like to 
pass the winter at Paris,” sighed Fontaine, “but my 
duties keep me here, and when my vacation comes,” 
he said consciously, “I am to remain a fortnight 
with my friends, the Merards, at Petit-port, for the 
bathing season. Mademoiselle Leonie’s health re- 
quires sea-bathing; she has not the physiąue of Ma­
demoiselle Pauline at the Castle.”

As he spoke, we had a vision of Mademoiselle 
Pauline herself in the distance, actively trudging 
alongside the canal. Monsieur Fontaine became 
very much excited as he pointed her out to us. She 
was followed by a maid-servant carrying a basket, 
and walking ąuietly, with long country footsteps, and 
wearing a white coiffe, a handkerchief across her 
shoulders, and a big apron with pockets. Her young 
mistress, unconscious of Fontaine’s signals, some- 
times hurried ahead, sometimes lagged behind to 
gather dock-leaves, branches of green, and marsh- 
mallows, of which she had madę a sort of wreath, 
bound together by broad blades of grass. I could 
see the two heads passing between the willow stumps; 
some bird wheeled round overhead, and returned to 
its nest in a willow tree; some water-rat splashed 
from its hole at the root of an alder. The young 
person walking ahead hearing this splashing, stopped 
short and went down on her knees among the 
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grasses; the maid-servant, who had long sińce out- 
grown the age of weasels and water-rats, and had 
matured to domestic interests, went on her way.

What a strange feeling it gives to write of all 
this that happened so long ago, vividly flashing be­
fore one’s mind like the splash of the water-rat. I 
remember how the willows stood at intervals with 
their black stumpy stems, how all the purples and 
golds of the evening were reflected in the peat- 
stained water, shining in the green foliage and on 
the bricks of the old walls of the park.

“Mademoiselle!” said the Maire, politely stepping 
forward.

Pauline, still upon her knees, looked round into 
our faces while the Maire introduced us, and the 
water-rat darted away. She scrambled up; her dress 
was all dabbled with water, smeared with black 
earth, and also on fire with the evening light; so 
was her hair, which was oddly dressed in two twisted 
horns in the fashion of those days. There was 
something rude and honest about Mademoiselle 
Pauline which attracted me to her. She had a 
thick waist, country shoes; she wore a blue ribbon 
with a medal round her neck. She had pudgy red 
hands. She acknowledged Fontaine’s elaborate in- 
troduction by sąuaring her elbows, with an awkward 
bob of the head which she had copied from her 
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father. Then she turned and said to my uncle in 
tolerable English, “My papa and mama are at the 
house; will you come to see them?” and then she 
led the way without another word. There was a 
Iow door in the wali at which Pauline stopped, 
pushing with her shoulder and giving a violent 
jerk.

“Allow me, mademoiselle. You will hurt your- 
self,” exclaimed Fontaine, quite shocked.

“Take care, my dear young lady,” said uncle 
Joseph; “a smali wedge inserted into the opening—”

But Pauline had burst open the door, and there 
was no morę to be said. We all walked into the 
park, which was darkly overgrown, as French parks 
are apt to be, but not without a certain dim charm 
of its own. Long vistas glimmered, and narrow 
avenues of trees ran in every direction. The great 
gates at the entrance of the chief avenue were half 
sunk into the earth; the ivies were clinging to the 
rusty hinges. The Court and its gay company had 
passed away, leaving it all to silence. For those 
who were to come after only a sign remained from 
the past generation to that which was to come—a 
stone with a herald’s mark for us to notę as we go 
by—some symbol of glories that are not quite over 
yet for impressionable people. And then we in turn 
hang up our trophies, names, and records, dumbly 
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appealing for goodwill and sympatliy to those who 
are to corne after, and so we pass on our way. The 
maid walked first, then came Pauline swinging her 
arms, then followed my uncle and Fontaine of the 
springing step. The park led to an open space in 
front of the old house, and a terrace, upon which M. 
and Madame Fournier were seated enjoying the 
evening air. They had coffee-cups on the little green 
table between them. M. Fournier was in his shirt- 
sleeves, Madame Fournier’s hair was neatly combed 
and arranged with many pins. She did not wear a 
cap, as do English matrons. She was like her 
daughter in appearance; but, although prettier, she 
had less expression. Neither she nor her husband 
troubled themselves about Henry IV. and his hunt. 
They put a large billiard table in the hall, set a 
maid to darń stockings in a window, placed a green- 
baize-covered piano exactly in the centre of the 
drawing-room, saw that the floor was polished, so 
that Pauline could slide from one end to the other 
in her chaussons, and prepared to enjoy the fruits 
of their many years’ labour in peace. But there was 
still something to be done. Pauline, notwithstanding 
her short frocks, her scrambles, her tails of plaited 
hair, was eighteen, and of an age to marry. “His 
daughter’s establishment occupies Fournier very 
anxiously,” the Maire had already explained; “se- 
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veral propositions have been madę, but he has his 
own ideas. Mademoiselle Pauline herself as yet 
only thinks of running wild. Hers is a wonderful 
activity!”

“She inherits it from her papa,” Madame Four- 
ńier used to say. She was fat and lazy herself, and 
took her exercise chiefly in nodding from her chair; 
she would gladly have seen her daughter morę like 
other girls, and used to protest placidly from the 
chimney-corner, “Would you believe it, Monsieur 
Fontaine, my daughter drags the roller unassisted 
for an hour a day! It is inconceivable.”

“Excellent gymnastics, mama,” says papa Four- 
nier, cheerfully. “Don’t you interfere with my course 
of hygiene.”

Next time I walked up to the Chateau. I was 
amused to meet Pauline actively occupied, as her 
mother had described, dragging a huge roller over 
the grass. The young lady stopped on seeing me 
coming, wiped her brow, and sent a gardener for a 
glass of beer, which she tossed off at a draught. 
Her manners were not attractive at first sight, but 
one got used to them by degrees, and veiy soon 
Pauline and I had struck up a girlish intimacy.

She was a kind and warm-hearted girl, gentle 
enough in reality, although she seemed so abrupt 
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and determined at first. She was dogmatic and 
conceited; she had a habit of telling long and prosy 
stories all about her own exploits and wonderful 
penetration, but this was only want of habit of the 
world. Her confidence in others madę her a borę, 
perhaps, but it madę one love her too. She had 
plenty of sympathy and intelligence. She had never 
read any books, or known anybody outside the walls 
of her home. It was a lonely life that she had lived, 
with the garden-roller and her dogs for playfellows, 
roaming within the gloomy gates of the park, or 
among the black fields and creeping waters that 
surrounded it. But she was happy enough; she was 
free to come and go as she liked. The tranąuil 
commonplace of home was madę dear to her by her 
father’s trusting love; even her mother’s placid jeal- 
ousy was part of it all.

“Before my brother died,” she said one day, 
“mama did not mind little things as she does now. 
That was years ago—before I can remember. I am 
the only child,” she said, with a sigh, “and all their 
fortunę is for me, they say. They have bought this 
big house for me; it is part of my dot; it was the 
de Mesnils’ once.” Then she shrugged her broad 
shoulders. “I shall be a great deal richer and in a 
much better position than Claudie de Mesnil, and 
yet I assure you Madame la Comtesse would scarcely 
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allow her daughter to speak to me. She thinks 
people who are not noble are scarcely human beings. 
I am a good bourgeoise, and I am not ashamed of 
it. I might like aristocrats better if they were morę 
like Monsieur Maurice,” said Pauline. “That day 
his mother was rude, and sent her daughter away 
from me when I spoke to her, he looked really sorry, 
and came up to mama to try and make up. I was 
nearly crying, but I would not let them see it. We 
had gone to offer that detestable woman the Chateau 
for the summer. She would not take it, so we left 
it shut up. Another year you might have it if you 
liked, and you must come and stay with me next 
week when your uncle goes back to Paris. You 
don’t know me yet; but I know you, and I am surę 
we shall be good friends. Shake hands,” and she 
held out her hand. It was very red and broad, 
but its grasp was cordial. “I will come and see 
you to-morrow after breakfast. Is it true that Pro- 
testants fast every day but Sunday? I should not 
like that,” says Pauline, making a horrible face. “I 
did not like the English till I knew you.” Here, I 
suppose, I flushed up.

“Good morning,” I said, very stiffly. “I might 
say just the contrary. I did like the French until——”

“Nonsense. You like me very much,” said Pau- 
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linę. “I shall come and see you to-morrow, after 
our breakfast.”

I took my way along the canal, and she walked 
off under the trees, whistling and swinging her arms.
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CHAPTER III.

AN INVENTORY.

I afterwards discovered that Pauline did these 
things a little out of bravado. She was not really 
vulgar, though she did vulgar things, and would 
swing her arms, rub her eyes, yawn in one’s face in 
the most provoking manner at times. I have heard 
her exclaim, “Ah! bah!” just as the peasants did 
down in the village. This was what she said when 
her father told her one day that an uncle of M. de 
Mesnil, an old bachelor living in Paris, had, upon 
sorne generał expression of Monsieur Fournier’s 
goodwill towards the young dispossessed proprietor 
of the Chateau, asked him pointblank what he would 
say in the event of Maurice de Mesnil coming for- 
ward as a suitor for the hand of Mademoiselle 
Fournier.

“There! that is just like you,” cried Madame 
Fournier, strangely flustered for her. “You tell one 
this when it is too late; you never consult me, never 
say one word till the whole thing has blown over. 
Pauline, I don’t know whether you or your father is 
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the most childish and incapable. I have no doubt, 
M. Fournier, you never gave any answer at all!”

“I gave an answer,” said Fournier, gravely.
“Weil!” said Madame Fournier, “what did you 

say?”
Fournier shrugged his shoulders. “It was ab­

surd,” said he; “that was what I said. If they had 
not been so unfortunate, I might have told them 
that their suggestion seemed an impertinence.”

“An impertinence, papa,” said Pauline. “M. 
Maurice never would be impertinent. He knew no­
thing about it. I could not have believed you to be 
so prejudiced,” and she suddenly leaped over a little 
raił that happened to be in her way, and walked off. 
Madame Fournier looked after her. When Fournier 
spoke again, his wife answered him so sharply for 
her, that I thought it morę discreet to leave the 
worthy couple to themselyes. I could not find 
Pauline anywhere in the park, but on my way back 
to the house I met Fournier walking thoughtfully 
along with his hands in his pockets.

“Have you not found Pauline?” he asked. “Has 
she run off? Are you not great friends, you two? 
My little Pauline,” he went on, speaking to himself; 
“she is a treasure. Whoever wins her will have 
found a treasure. Her mother would have her 
different—a fine lady; not so would I. She is true 
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and innocent and courageous, and tender to those 
who belong to her home. I am thankful to have so 
good a child.” And so he walked on.

Presently someone came up from behind and 
caught me round the neck with a sudden pair of 
arms.

“You never saw me, you little blind creature,” 
cries Pauline. “I have been peeping at you from 
behind the bushes. You looked so nice there! 
Come—papa shall take us in the punt; that is a 
good bourgeois way of getting about. I saw him 
just now waiting down by the waterside.” And 
there surely enough stood Monsieur Fournier, looking 
abstractedly across the canal at the willow stumps 
opposite.

It was in the punt, as we were sliding along the 
waters, with the lovely autumn gold lighting the 
dark banks, with the green leaves floating on the 
water and insects droning sleepily, and a sweet 
fragrance in the air, and a faint aroma of distant 
peat-fields, that M. Fournier said to his daughter, 
“Tell me, Pauline, is your mother right? Would you 
like me to think seriously of young de Mesnil for 
your husband?”

“I like him very much, papa,” said Pauline, very 
composedly. “I would not wish to influence you or 
my mother, as I am surę you can judge far better
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than I can. But if you ask me my wishes, I should 
certainly be glad that you should consider M. de 
MesniPs proposition.”

I opened my eyes in amazement. Was this— 
was this the way in which a maiden yielded her 
heart? Were they serious? They were quite serious, 
and went on discussing the subject until the boat 
ran aground. Then we had to clamber up the 
banks and run home in the twilight, under the trees.

When Pauline asked me to spend a fortnight 
with her after my uncle’s return to Paris, I had 
gladly consented, for I was sincerely interested by 
my new friend. From some hints of Monsieur Fon- 
taine’s, I had imagined that under the circumstances 
my presence might be thought out of place, but they 
assured me that I was welcome, and Madame 
Foumier kindly insisted.

“We are glad, miss,” she said, “that our Pauline 
should be cheered and distracted by the presence of 
one of her own age. You young people understand 
one another.” When it was thus decided that I 
should stay on with Pauline Fournier, the respite 
was very welcome to me. We had all been very 
happy in the little village, and not one of us but 
felt sony that the time was come to leave it.

The good farmers’ wives had welcomed us hos- 
pitably, the labouring women had grunted a greeting 
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as they trudged home with their loads, so did their 
little children along the road; Jacąues from the mili, 
Jean from the farm, were all our acquaintances—the 
Laitiere at her door, the friendly old grocers oppo- 
site the church.

I remember that one day a travelling organ came 
round to Visy, and was for half the day in the 
market-place grinding its tunes. The people inside 
the church could hear it. The old grocer’s little 
granddaughters stood in the shop-door dancing and 
practising their steps; they were pretty little pension- 
naires from the convent, with blue ribbons and 
medals like Pauline’s tied round their necks. The 
old couple looked on, nodding their heads in timę 
to the children.

“They are beginning early,” said the old lady, 
proudly; “they will be ready for the St. Come.” 
The St. Come was an annual dance at Estournelles 
hard by, to which the whole village was looking for- 
ward. . .

Our lease had come to an end, and the house 
had to be given up to Madame Valmy, its rightful 
owner. A very grim-looking maid-servant came to 
receive the keys, and to take possession. All our 
own boxes and parcels were carried out through the 
garden, and placed ready in the road for the little 
omnibus. It ran daily past our gate at ten o’clock, 
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and caught the early train to Paris from Corbeil. 
My luggage, however, was kept distinct from the 
family penates, and was piled up on a wheelbarrow, 
for the gardener to convey to the Chateau in the 
course of the morning.

I do not think I have described the Pavilion, as 
our house was called, now standing empty in the 
sunshine awaiting the return of its owner. Madame 
Valmy had put up at the little inn for the night, 
and was not to come in till the following day; but 
this maid-servant, Julienne, as they called her, had 
appeared early in the morning to go over the in- 
ventory, and to receive the keys from me, the only 
survivor of our cheerful colony. Julienne was not a 
pleasant person to have to do with. She was stout 
and pale, with a heavy sulky face. She seemed con- 
stantly suspecting me of some sinister purpose as 
she walked over the house, counted the inventory, 
and asked for the rent. Monsieur Fontaine had the 
rent. He had promised to get change for a cheąue 
and to bring the amount, but Julienne did not seem 
to believe me when I told her so. The house stood 
at right angles between a garden and a courtyard; 
the drawing-room Windows opened into the garden, 
the door of the house led to the courtyard; the 
courtyard opened into a side Street of the village, so 
that there were two distinct entrances to the house.

Da Capot etc. 11
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People calling generally came through the court 
where the beli hung under a little tiled roof all to 
itself; but it was quite easy to open the garden gate 
if you knew the trick of the latch, and to come in 
by the drawing-room Windows. An iron gateway, 
and wreathed by a vine, divided the courtyard from 
the garden. This door was always locked, besides 
which the vine had travelled on and on and bound 
the hinges and the iron scrolls together. I was 
standing in the courtyard that morning still talking 
to Julienne and trying to divert her many suspicions, 
when some shadow fell upon me, and turning round 
I saw that someone was looking at me through the 
grating. It was the figurę of a slim woman in a 
pink dress, with a very bright complexion. In one 
hand she held a green parasol. She laid her white 
fingers upon the lock. “Madame, you know very 
well that there is no getting through that way,” said 
Julienne. The woman’s voice was singularly rough 
and yet distinct. As she spoke the figurę disap- 
peared. I don’t know what it was that impressed 
me so disagreeably in both maid and mistress. It 
is difficult not to believe in some atmosphere which 
strangers coming into a place often feel, although 
they may not always understand it. Meanwhile 
Julienne went on with her investigations. “Where 
are the chests off the landing?” said she. “We put 
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them out of the way,” I answered. “You will find 
them in the little cellar off the dining-room.” The 
housekeeper was not satisfied until she had lighted 
a candle, descended the three stone steps that led 
to the cellar, and examined the locks, to make surę 
they had not been tampered with. “There is an- 
other cellar beyond,” said she, “but it is fuli of good 
winę, and we did not give you the key.”

I was not sorry when Pauline interrupted our 
tete-d.-tele; she had goodnaturedly come off to fetch 
me. “Here you are, miss,” she said. “I have been 
to the station with papa. I saw your uncle and your 
cousins go off, and now you belong to me for ever 
so long;” and she took my hands in hers and shook 
them cordially. Her eyes looked very bright, and 
her hair very curly. “Well, have you nearly done? 
can you come with me? How are you? How is 
your mistress, Julienne, and when is the wedding 
to be?”

Julienne answered drily that she never asked 
ąuestions, and that if people were curious they had 
better enąuire for themselves. Pauline turned away 
with the family shrug. “The longer it is put off the 
better pleased I shall be,” she said. “I can’t imagine 
how she can think of him. The English are so 
ridiculous. I wouldn’t many an Englishman.”

I was little morę than a schoolgirl, and my 
u
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temper was already roused. “I think it is very rude, 
and unkind, and inhospitable of you, if you are my 
friend, to talk in this dreadful way,” I cried, almost 
with tears in my eyes. “The English are not ridi- 
culous, they are a noble----- ”

“Do you really mind what I say,” said Pauline, 
taking my hand. “Please, my dear friend, forgive 
me,” and she looked at me fuli of concern, so that I 
was obliged to laugh.

Then, as soon as she had madę surę I had for- 
given her she walked out of the house. Pauline did 
not look round to see whether I had followed her 
out, pushed open the door of the courtyard, and 
marched out into the Street. She was very rude at 
times, and madę me morę angry than anybody else, 
but she was so kind and feeling too that I always 
forgave her. My own cousins were gay, gentle, 
friendly in manner; she was either quite silent, or 
she would talk by the hour. She was alternately 
duli and indifferent and boisterous in her mirth; she 
was by way of hating affectation, and of thinking 
everybody affected; in order to show how sincere 
she was, she seemed to go out of her way to invent 
rudenesses. She was not even pretty. She might 
have had a good complexion but for her freckles; a 
pretty smile and white teeth seemed to be her only 
attraction. As I have said, she generally wore an 
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ill-made green frock, country shoes, and coarse 
knitted stockings. Till she was sixteen she had 
persisted in keeping her petticoats half up to her 
knees, with black stuff trousers, such as girls wore in 
those days, and a black stuff apron and sleeves to 
match.

“No,” said Pauline, again, “I cannot think how 
my pretty delightful Madame Valmy can think of 
marrying your Capitaine Thomsonne, or how she can 
keep that horrid Julienne in her service.”

As she spoke we were passing Fontaine’s house, 
and his head appeared for one instant in a window; 
the next minutę he had hurried into the road to 
greet us. “Are you aware that Madame Valmy is 
come?” he said, in great excitement. “I have just 
seen Le Capitaine, who seems a little suffering. But 
our fine air will set him up. I am immediately 
starting to pay my respects to Madame. I hope, 
Mademoiselle Pauline, with your leave, that our 
musical evenings at the Chateau will now recom- 
mence, the prima donna being among us once morę. 
To-morrow I am engaged upon business for my 
friend Monsieur Merard, but Thursday we might all 
combine perhaps.”

“I will let you know,” said Pauline. “We may 
be busy.” She spoke with some constraint. The 
Maire gave one rapid glance.
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It is strange what a part in life the things play 
which never happen. We think of them and live for 
them, and they form a portion of our history, and 
while we are still absorbed in these imaginary dreams 
the realities of our lives meet us on the way, and we 
suddenly awaken to the truth at last. Pauline thought 
that her fate was being decided, and that by Thurs- 
day all secret destinies were to be unravelled; no 
wonder that she was silent as we walked along.
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CHAPTER IV.

MADEMOISELLE PAULINE^ MARRIAGE PORTION.

When the Comte de Mesnil fell into that hope- 
less condition from which he never rallied, but sank 
after some months of illness, it was found that his 
affairs were in utter confusion. He had kept his 
difficulties secret even from his wife. It was im- 
possible to tell whether this impending ruin had 
produced the mental disturbance from which he was 
suffering, or whether the ruin had not been partly 
owing to some secret want of balancing power; for 
his extravagance had been almost without a limit. 
The Countess had tried in the first years of their 
marriage to interfere; but for long past had forborne 
to blame her husband or to enąuire into his affairs. 
She herself had drawn largely upon his resources. 
To do him justice, the Count was indifferent to 
money for its own sake, and had only been anxious 
that everyone should be as comfortable as circum- 
stances might admit. Unfortunately one day came 
when circumstances no longer admitted of any com- 
fort for anybody. The Count’s creditors seized his 
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great house in Paris; the sherifPs officers were in 
possession; the whole magnificent apparatus of 
damask, and crystal, and china was to be disposed 
of by public auction. And the unfortunate Countess, 
who was morę difficult to dispose of, was sitting, 
silent, resentful, and offended beyond words or the 
power of words, in a temporary lodging which her 
son had taken for her use. She had a daughter also, 
an amiable and gentle girl, who tried in vain to con- 
sole her, for Madame de Mesnil looked upon all 
attempts at consolation as insults. We have seen 
how she treated M. Fontaine. Maurice her son, now 
Comte de Mesnil in his own right, had suggested 
their all going into the country, and trying to live as 
economically as might be upon what might remain 
to them; but even this moderate scheme was not to 
be carried out. The estate at Visy remained, but 
there was scarcely anything left besides, and the only 
thing to be done was to sell that too and to live 
upon the proceeds of the sale. The one piece of 
good fortunę which befell this unfortunate family was 
the advent of a purchaser for the estate. This was 
our friend Fournier, who was willing to pay a fair 
price for the land and the old house upon it. He 
produced certain sums of money representing a great 
deal of good sense, hard work, and self-denial, and 
receiyed in return the estate which the late Count’s 
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folly and self-indulgence had thrown into the 
market.

Maurice had several interviews with the old 
manufacturer—ventured to make one or two sug- 
gestions about the management of the property, 
which had been very ill received by his late father, 
but which nevertheless were, in Fournier’s opinion, 
worth considering. Something in the young Count’s 
manner, his courtesy and simplicity of bearing, im- 
pressed the old man in his favour. Fournier thought 
himself no bad judge of character, and after that 
little talk with Pauline he madę up his mind. He 
cared less for money than people usually do who 
have not earned it. It seemed to him that there 
were other things wanting besides money to make 
his girl happy in her marriage. “This young fellow 
is clear-headed, modest, ready to occupy himself in- 
telligently; he will make an excellent landlord. My 
wife has a fancy to see a countess’s coronet on her 
daughter’s pocket-handkerchief. Pauline might do 
worse,” he said to Fontaine. “I am going to Paris 
to-morrow to speak to the Baron. That is an old 
fox if you like, but I like the young man.”

“I have known Maurice from his childhood,” said 
Fontaine, solemnly (so he told me afterwards); “he 
is a gallant man, incapable of a dishonourable action. 
I will answer for him with my word and------”
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“Good, good, good,” says Fournier, who hated 
phrases. “I daresay he is very like other people; it 
will be a good business for him. My Pauline, and 
my rent-roll, and my share in the factory—it is not 
a bad bargain he will make.”

It was the very day I went up to stay at the 
house that Fournier came back from Paris, having 
concluded this solemn affair.

We had been walking in the park, in silence, for 
Pauline seemed absent, and for once she did not 
care to go on with her usual somewhat long-winded 
histories. There is a little mound near the terrace 
from whence one can see the road winding between 
its poplars, the great fields lying one beyond the 
other, some golden with corn, others black with peat 
and with smoking heaps, of which the vapours drifted 
along the horizon. “There is my father coming,” 
cried Pauline suddenly, and she started running 
along the avenue, and came up to M. Fournier just 
at the entrance gate by the poplar-trees, of which all 
the shadows seemed to invite the passing wayfarers 
to come in and rest. I followed, running too, be- 
cause Pauline ran. I am afraid it showed smali dis- 
cretion on my part.

“Weil, Pauline,” said her father kindly, stopping 
to breathe. Then he turned to me. “How do you 
do, miss? I am glad to see you.”
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“Where have you been, papa; what have you 
been about?” Pauline said, after a minutę of 
silence.

“I have had a hard day’s work in your service,” 
he answered. “I have been to cali upon M. le Baron 
de Beaulieu, upon Madame la Comtesse de Mesnil,” 
said the father, stroking her cheek with his finger. 
“I have been working for you, mademoiselle. I hope 
it is all for the best,” he repeated, with a sigh. 
“Mr. Maurice seems a fine young fellow. I do not 
like the mother.”

“Don’t you, papa?” said Pauline, absently; and 
she stooped and pulled up a handful of grass, which 
she then blew away into the air.

“To be Madame la Comtesse is smali comfort 
where hearts are cold, and the home an empty lonely 
place,” said Fournier. “Weil, well, the young man 
is coming here as you wish. You must see him and 
make up your mind. I don’t think he can ever leam 
how to love you, my child, as well as your old father 
does.” Fournier was very gentle and sad, and he 
went on swinging his stick, and said no morę. I 
lingered behind and watched the father and daughter 
walk away together, up the avenue towards the house, 
trudging along side by side, looking strangely alike. 
When I came in Pauline was not to be seen. 
M. Fournier was sitting reading the paper in his 
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usual corner. Madame Fournier met me on the 
stairs; I think she had been crying. She stopped 
me. “Do not go to Pauline just yet,” she said; “she 
is agitated, dear child—she------we------ . Monsieur 
Fournier has decided. I have been very happy 'my- 
self,” she added, with a tender look in her flushed 
red face; “I should like my child to know such 
happiness. M. de Mesnil is coming here to-morrow.”

They were good and worthy people. I was glad 
to be with them.

I was happy enough up at the Chateau, but I 
could imagine that for a young man it might seem 
rather monotonous at times. Maurice used to think 
it almost unbearably so in his father’s time, and 
secretly hated the place. One cannot reason out 
every motive which prompts each human action. 
Sufficient be it if the sum, on the whole, drives the 
impulse rightly. Perhaps it had been no great sacri- 
fice to the young man to hear that the cruel fates 
had exiled him from this dreary, familiar, wearisome 
old home, and that he was to return thither no morę. 
Long after he confessed everything to Pauline; and 
the dismay he felt when his mother sent for him, 
and with happy agitation told him of the wonderful 
chance by which, if he was so inclined, the old home 
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might return to its ancient possessors, to the owners 
whose right she still considered greater than that of 
mere purchase. As Maurice heard for the first time 
of his uncle’s suggestion and Fournier’s acquiescence, 
his heart only sank lower and lower; his mother’s 
delight and eager exclamations sounded like a knell 
to his hopes. “And now, now,” cried the poor lady, 
exulting, “I shall not die with the bitter pang in my 
heart that your father’s was the hand which exiled 
my son from the home to which he had a right; 
now,” she said, “my life will close peacefully, reas- 
sured for my children’s fate. My daughter need not 
fear the futurę. Your home will be hers at my death. 
I have not deserved so much; it makes up to me for 
my life of anxious sorrow,” said the poor lady, 
bursting into tears, and covering her face with her 
hands. Poor Maurice knew not how to answer. His 
heart went on sinking and sinking; it had leapt up 
at the prospect of liberty, of hard work, of change, 
of independence. He had behaved very well; but 
he had been doing as he liked for the first time in 
all his life, and now morę firmly than ever did the 
fetters seem rivetted which were to bind him down 
to Visy. The black canals seemed to rise and rise 
and choke him; the dreary old gables seemed to 
weigh upon his very soul. For a few moments he 
stood silent, making up his mind. He was trying to 
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frame the scentence by which to explain to his 
mother what he felt.

“There is much to be considered,” he was be­
ginning. Then she raised her head; her entreating 
eyes met his, she put up her thin hands.

“Oh, my son!” she said. “Do you think I sacri- 
fice nothing when I give you up to strangers, that 
my mother’s pride does not sufler at the thought of 
this cruel necessity? My Maurice, you have been my 
consolation and my courage; and oh, believe me, my 
son, you will never regret the impulse which makes 
you yield to your mother’s prayer. Think what my 
life has been, think of the sorrows I have hidden 
from my children. Ah! do not condemn me to that 
renewed penance; I have no morę strength for it.” 
She put her arms round his neck with tender per- 
sistence. Her wasted looks, her tears, and above all 
her tenderness, which he had so often longed for as 
a child, and which had been so rarely expressed, 
overcame the poor kind-hearted young fellow’s faint 
effbrt at resistance. He turned very pale, his lips 
seemed quite dry and parched, and something 
seemed to impede his speech as he said, “Very well. 
Since you wish it, I will consent. The sooner it is 
all settled the better, I suppose.” He shook off little 
Claudine, who came coaxing up to him with innocent 
congratulations. He scarcely answered his uncle’s 
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long speech.es and elaborations, when the Baron 
arrived in his black satin stock, prepared to under- 
take any negotiations. Three days later, Maurice 
went down to Visy. From a French point of view, 
the whole thing was a highly desirable and honour- 
able proceeding. M. le Comte de Mesnil arriyed in 
a dogged and determined State of mind, prepared to 
go through with the dreary farce.

speech.es
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CHAPTER V.

MADEMOISELLE PAULINE’S INTENDED HUSBAND.

It must have seemed like a sort of mockery to 
poor Maurice to see the familiar chairs in the hall, 
to hear the well-known tick of the old clock in the 
great salon, and to be solemnly announced to the 
company assembled at the Chateau—M. Fournier, 
Madame Fournier, Pauline with her Sunday frock, 
and Fontaine the friend of the family, who had been 
invited to break the formality of this first introduction. 
M. de Mesnil was a youth of the usual type, with 
honest grey eyes, not unlike Pauline’s. He was pale, 
slight, distinguished in manner and appearance—a 
contrast to the worthy master of the house, in which 
M. Fournier certainly seemed to me very much out 
of place. Pauline looked very pale, too, very clumsy, 
but noble, somehow, notwithstanding her plaid frock 
and her twists. Maurice was perfectly quiet and 
conventional, bowed with his hat in his hand, ex- 
pressed his gratitude for the invitation he had re- 
ceived, sat down in a company attitude upon the old 
armchair against which he had so often knocked his 
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nose as a child. He took Madame Fournier into 
dinner, Pauline sat on his other hand. They had a 
melon, soup, sweetbreads, a gigot, with a plated 
handle to carve it by; a round tart, cream-cheese, 
and champagne for dessert. “The dinner was ex- 
cellent, but Maurice certainly did not distinguish 
himself,” the Maire observed. “I did my best, but 
conversation languished.”

For the first few days M. de Mesnil was busy 
with his father-in-law going over the estate and the 
business connected with it, and while he had work 
to do, Maurice seemed comparatively resigned; but 
when, on the third morning, M. Fournier told him 
to go in and make himself agreeable to his wife 
and daughter, Maurice felt the old dismay return 
tenfold. He had little in common with the ladies. 
He might respect Pauline, but he was certainly 
afraid of her; and as for making himself agreeable, 
nothing seemed left for him to do but wander vapidly 
about from one room to another, or to saunter along 
the terrace with Pauline and with Madame Fournier, 
who conscientiously and laboriously chaperoned the 
couple. One day I found him yawning in the hall, 
and watching the darning of stockings. Another 
day he assisted Pauline with the garden-roller. 
Pauline was a curiously determined person. She 
would not give up one of her pursuits for any num-

Da Capo, etc. 12 
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ber of aspirants. “Let them come, too,” said she, 
“if they want to see me.” Some horrible dulness 
overpowered Maurice; a nightmare seemed to be 
upon the place, and Pauline was only a part of it, 
and so was everything else. Formerly he used to 
have schemes for benefiting the tenants, now he no 
longer wished to benefit anybody. Once it seemed 
to him want of funds which prevented his efforts— 
now it was some strange inability to do and care 
and to interest himself which had come over him: 
they had taken his liberty away, condemned him 
to a life he was weary of. He did not care what 
happened.

He took us out in a punt one day; and I re- 
member when we ran aground it was Pauline, not 
Maurice, who sprang into the water and pushed 
us off.

Madame Fournier screamed. M. Fournier only 
laughed. Pauline, shaking her wet clothes', said it 
was nothing. However, she conceded something to 
de MesniFs well-bred concern, and went back to the 
house to change her wet things. Maurice would 
have accompanied her, but his father-in-law called 
him back.

“Let her be, let her be! She will be ąuicker 
without you. We shall meet her at the little bridge.” 
Then we went on our way again in the punt, rather
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a silent party. The banks slide by, so do the stumps, 
and the willow rods starting from among the up- 
springing weeds, and grasses and water-plants stream 
upon the waters. How dark and blue the sky 
looked overhead, studding the pale green of the 
willow-trees!

“That naughty child!” said Madame Fournier. 
“She will get some frightful illness one day if she 
is not morę careful. I am glad you persuaded her 
to change her wet things, M. Maurice. She would 
not have done it for me.”

“In my time,” said old Fournier, “it was the 
young men, not the young women, who jumped into 
the water. You have certainly not brought your 
daughter up to think of the biensiances, Louise.”

“It is not my doing, Monsieur Fournier,” said 
his wife, reddening. “You would never allow me 
to hołd her back. How many times have I 
not------ ”

“Good, good, good!” cries M. Fournier, in his 
irritated voice. “This is the hundredth time you 
tell me all this.”

I saw Maurice bite his lip while this discussion 
was going on. He did not speak; he continued to 
work the long pole by which we were shoved along; 
the boat steadily progressed, rounded the point, 
came out into a sudden glow of light, air, sunshine.

12
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There was the bridge, there was a sight of the old 
house with its many Windows. Three figures were 
standing by the bridge. Pauline herself, still in her 
wet clothes, a short little gentleman with a mous- 
tache, and a tali lady waving a green parasol.

“Who is it?” says Fournier, blinking.
“Why, here is Madame Valmy!” cried Madame 

Fournier, quite pleased, and bristling up with con- 
scious maternal excitement at the news she had 
to give. “And Pauline——”

Mademoiselle Fournier turned and nodded to us. 
She was wet, soiled, splashed from head to foot. 
She was talking eagerly to the friends she had en- 
countered, to the flourishing little gentleman, to the 
elegant lady, curled, trimmed, cool, in perfect order, 
who seemed to me to give a sarcastic little glance 
every now and then at poor Pauline’s drenched 
garments. Fournier called out very angrily again, 
why had she waited, why had she not-gone home?

“I am going, papa. They did not know the 
way,” shouted Pauline. And she set off, running 
and swinging her arms as she went along. Then 
Fournier, rather reluctantly I thought, greeted his 
guests. Madame Valmy was invited into the punt 
by Madame Fournier.

“Get in, if you like,” said Fournier. “There 
will be room enough. You can take my place. I
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will show the captain my new hydraulic pump, if 
he will walk across with me to the stables.”

It was a curious change of atmosphere when, 
with a rustle and a gentle half-toned laugh, Madame 
Valmy stepped into the broad boat, and settled her- 
self down beside me. I saw Maurice looking at 
her with some surprise. She was smiling. To-day 
she wore a blue gown, and falling muślin sleeves 
and ruffles. She held her ivory parasol daintily in 
one mittened hand; she laughed, talkęd, seemed at 
once to become one with us all. It was certainly a 
great relief to the poor young Count to meet this 
fascinating, agreeable, fashionable person in his 
somewhat wearisome Arcadia. His eyes brightened, 
some change came over him; and Madame Sidonie 
herself, as she liked to be called, appeared greatly 
interested by the melancholy, pale, romantic looks 
of M. de Mesnil. She opened her eyes, seemed to 
understand everything in a minutę, and I could read 
her amused surprise that Pauline, of all people in 
the world, should have discovered such a husband. 
Nothing would content Madame Fournier but that 
Madame Valmy should return to the Chateau with 
us. The two gentlemen were pacing the terrace 
and tranquilly discussing pumps. Pauline came to 
meet us along the avenue, and all the fragrant dark- 
ness seemed to me like a tide rising among the 
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stems of the trees. The house-door was open wide. 
The hall was lighted with two oil lamps; a tray 
with various cordials and glasses stood on the 
billiard-table.

“Come in and rest,” said Pauline. “Won’t you 
have some beer, instead of all this?”

Madame Valmy laughed and shrank back; 
Pauline tossed off a glass; and Fontaine now ap- 
peared from within; he had been tuning his fiddle 
in the drawing-room, and the candles were already 
lighted on the piano.

Although Madame Valmy refused the beer, she 
accepted a glass of chartreuse, and then consented 
to open the concert, and to sit down at the piano, 
and to sing a romance which madę Maurice thrill 
again. It was something about—

Je suis triste—je voudrais mou-ri-re, 
Car j’ai perdue—ue, mon ami, 

La la la la li-re.

When she had finished, M. le Maire accompanied 
Mademoiselle Fournier on his violin all through an 
immensely long piece of musie, so difficult that he 
declared no amateur would ever be able to master 
it, and during the performance of which the Intended 
was busy paying compliments and whispering re- 
marks to the songstress. My attention wandered 
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away to the two as they sat on the big couch by 
the window, while the Maire went on from one 
agonising passage to another, beating time with his 
foot, running frantic scales, and poor Pauline, with 
her elbows sąuared, was banging away at the piano, 
and rumbling in the bass so as to imitate thunder. 
She had put on a dress, with two frills sticking up 
on the shoulders. Her mouth was open, her eyes 
fixed on her musie, her tight bronze shoes hard at 
work at the pedals. Madame Fournier was in her 
chair delightedly nodding time. M. Fournier in the 
distance reading the paper by the light of a lamp 
with a green shade. M. de Mesnil looked away 
from his bride and her surroundings to the charm- 
ing lady who was glancing so archly at him over 
her waving fan. No wonder if he sighed and 
thought, perhaps, that honest Pauline was not exactly 
the idea which a young man would dream of at his 
start in life—the sympathetic being who, &c. &c. &c. 
But meanwhile squeak-eak goes the fiddle, bang, 
rumbie, bang goes Pauline, and Sidonie Valmy’s 
deep eyes are glancing, her glittering fan waves 
faintly, her silence says a thousand things, her smiles 
sing siren songs, and the foolish young man is sink- 
ing, sinking, head over ears in the deep water.
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CHAPTER VI.

MADAME VALMY.

After all these romances and minor chords, my 
conversation with Madame Valmy that night before 
she went home seemed rather a come down to 
commonplace again. She came up very graciously 
to speak to me as I sat in my corner. She seemed 
in high spirits, with pink cheeks blushing.

“I am now at home, and I have to thank your 
uncle for the rent which he left with M. Fontaine,” 
she said. “My maid, Julienne, who is very difficult 
to please, tells me that your servants have left every- 
thing in excellent condition. She begged me to 
ask,” said Madame, with a charming smile, “if you 
happened to know anything of the key of the door 
to the recess in the dining-room. We keep our 
provisions there, the place is so cool and dark—I 
am giving so much trouble, but Therese is dread- 
fully particular . . .

De Mesnil prepared to walk home with our 
visitors across the park. Pauline said she should 
also like to accompany them. It was quite dark, 
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but she came back alone whistling and calling to 
her dog.

“I sent him on to the village, mama,” she said, 
in answer to Madame Fournier’s glance. “Mary is 
coming with me for another stroił.” She took my 
hand and held it tight in hers. As we walked out 
into the evening once morę everything looked weird 
and shadowy, but the last twilight gleam was still 
in the sky. Pauline did not look up; she was think- 
ing of other things, her heart was fuli and she 
wanted to speak; she suddenly began in a Iow 
moved voice. “Ah!” she said, “what a great re- 
sponsibility is another person’s happiness! How do 
I know that I can make him happy? Of what use 
would it be to me to be Madame la Comtesse? Of 
what use would the park, and all the trees, and the 
houses and furniture, and all my money, be to M. 
Maurice if he was not happy? I am foolish,” she 
said. “I don’t know what I want. Mama had only 
seen my father once when she agreed to marry him. 
Maurice is so different. His habits are not like 
minę. Oh! I think I could not, could not bear it, 
if I thought he was unhappy with me. But my 
father and mother must know better than I can do. 
They have judged wisely for me in their tender 
affection, and I can abide by their decision.”

We had come to the gate in the wali; it had 
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been left wide open; I passed out and looked out 
across the fields.

“Do you see him coming?” said Pauline. “Shall 
we wait here a little bit?”

We waited a very long time, but Maurice did 
not come. It was not till I was undressed that I 
heard the hall-door unbarred, and M. Fournier’s 
voice as he let the young man in.

It was a hot sultry night, and I could not sleep. 
I went to the window of my room, which looked out 
at the back of the house into the park. A sort of 
almost supernatural sweetness seemed brooding from 
the vaguely illumined sky, where one great dewy 
planet hung sparkling. The other stars were dimmed 
by this wonderful radiance. The cattle were out in 
the dark fields beyond the trees, and from time to 
time I heard them lowing. The sound came dis- 
tinct, and sounded melodious, somehow, and reassur- 
ing. Everything was still and very hot. Strange 
vaporous things whirled past me in the darkness. 
Moths beat their gauzy sails. Was it a bat’s wing 
that flapped across the beautiful star, as I leant from 
the window, breathing in the fragrant perfume of 
some creeper that was nailed against the wali? I 
could see a linę of light from Pauline’s window, 
shooting out into the darkness. Then I saw, vaguely 
at first, and then morę distinctly, some shadowy 
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movement among the flower-beds at the end of the 
paved terrace. Then the shadow seemed to gain in 
substance and form, and the sound of slow falling 
footsteps reached me. I was only a girl, and super- 
stitious still in those days, and for a moment my 
heart beat fast. But almost immediately I recognised 
something familiar in the movement which told me 
that it was the very substantial figurę of M. Fournier 
that was wandering in and out and round and about 
the little flower-beds. It seemed to me a strange 
proceeding on his part, for it was not the beauty of 
the night which attracted him. As he passed my 
window, he seemed to me muttering angrily to him- 
self. “Que diable!” I heard him say. Then I went 
to sleep, and awoke with a start, still listening to 
the wandering footsteps. After all his talk about 
early hours, here was M. Fournier himself restlessly 
pacing the night away.

Captain Thompson was very much occupied just 
about this time. He was winding up some affairs 
connected with another peat factory which he had 
started at Estournelles. He used to be absent all 
day, and only came in late in time for dinner. He 
was not there to turn over Madame Valmy’s pages 
as she sat at her piano on the hot autumnal after- 
noons, but somehow de Mesnil was always ready to 
do her errands, or to wait her orders. Pauline was 



188 ACROSS THE PEAT-FIELDS.

not a severe taskmistress, and never attempted to 
keep him by her side when he wished to go.

Monsieur Fontaine, who did not deny having 
been himself very much attracted by the lovely 
widów, shook his head solemnly, and disapproved 
exceedingly of her flirtation with Maurice de Mesnil. 
Rarer and rarer were the accompaniments his fiddle 
scraped to Madame Valmy’s love ditties, but the 
songstress somehow thrilled on. Day after day de 
Mesnil would come sauntering down the Street, and 
stop and go in at the gateway of the Pavilion, and 
the performance would presently begin, and the 
musie would come floating across the court.

Pauline herself was an odd mixture of simplicity 
and shrewdness, and she went about loudly pro- 
fessing her admiration for the son-in-law her father 
had chosen. De Mesnil’s refinement, his gentleness, 
impressed the brusąue young bourgeoise with a cer- 
tain shy admiring respect. She declared that he 
was too good for her, that he was throwing himself 
away; that she expected some obstacle must inter- 
vene. She was a girl of singular frankness—she 
never said a word that was not truth itself. She 
hated exaggeration; she had no sense of humour; 
her frankness was sometimes objectionable, her re- 
marks stupid and ill-timed, and yet, in common 
with all conscientious persons, there was a certain 
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force of character about her which impressed those 
who came in contact with her. Her mother always 
ended by succumbing; her father, from whom she 
inherited this turn of mind, generally ended by giv- 
ing in to her wishes.

It was not to be supposed that if Fontaine’s eyes 
were open hers were closed, and that if the Maire 
had commented upon what was passing she too did 
not sufler some natural pangs of jealousy.

Fontaine thought it his duty to speak to M. 
Fournier on the subject—so he told me confiden- 
tially; but the retired manufacturer stopped him at 
once.

“I have promised Pauline not to interfere for 
the present,” said he; “I can trust her good sense. 
You will be helping me most efiectually by saying 
no morę on this subject to me or to anyone else.”

“Of course I can only respect his wishes,” said 
Fontaine; and so I told Mademoiselle Pauline, and 
so M. Fontaine told me whenever an opportunity 
occurred.

The key which Madame Yalmy had asked me 
for was not to be found. My cousin wrote, and 
Pauline and I went one day to the village lock- 
smith, and ordered another in its place.

“Madame Yalm/s Julienne has already been 
here to tell me to make one,” said Leroux, the 
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were open hers were closed, and that if the Maire 
had commented upon what was passing she too did 
not sufler some natural pangs of jealousy.

Fontaine thought it his duty to speak to M. 
Fournier on the subject—so he told me confiden- 
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“I have promised Pauline not to interfere for 
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Fontaine; and so I told Mademoiselle Pauline, and 
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for was not to be found. My cousin wrote, and 
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“Madame Valmy’s Julienne has already been 
here to tell me to make one,” said Leroux, the 



igo ACROSS THE PEAT-FIELDS.

locksmith. “She desired me to send you the ac- 
count.”

Madame Coąueau, the locksmith’s mother-in-law, 
who was the village newsmonger, here chimed in. 
“The Captain’s cider and champagne had arrived,” 
she said; “no wonder they were in want of a key; 
and that Julienne, for all her grim airs, was as fond 
of a bottle of good winę as others with half her pre- 
tensions.”

Madame Coąueau evidently shared my dislike 
to Julienne. Pauline and I said good-bye to Ma­
dame Coąueau, good-day to the Cure, whom we 
passed. We were walking lrome leisurely up the 
Street, chattering and looking about; I had just 
asked where the Captain was living, when we passed 
a Iow white house, covered with a trellis.

“This is his house,” said Pauline, “and that is 
the Doctor’s opposite.”

Then we came to the gates of the Pavilion, 
which were open, for Captain Thompson was Cross­
ing the courtyard from the house. He was look­
ing very smiling and trim as usual. He took off 
his hat when he saw us, stopped, and came up to 
Pauline, saying—■

“I was just going in search of a good-natured 
person, mademoiselle. Would you consent to do 
me a favour? Fongtaine has been drawing up a 
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paper for me. Sidonie can’t sign, because she is 
interested. We want someone to witness my signa- 
ture, and if you young ladies would be so kind as 
to come in for one minutę, everything would be en 
reggel. This is very good of you,” as he stood by 
to let us pass. We went up the steps and past the 
kitchen. Julienne was standing at the door with a 
saucepan in her hand. Pauline said “Good morn- 
ing,” but Julienne did not answer. She looked as 
if she would have liked to throw her saucepan at 
our heads. I could not imagine what we had done 
to vex her.

“You must not mind her,” said Captain Thomp­
son, as we came into the dining-room. “She is in 
one of her ill-humours. Only Sidonie, who is 
sweetness itself, would put up with her. She is 
rude to everyone. She positively refused to wit­
ness for us just now, and that is why I have to 
trouble you, ladies.” Then he opened the drawing- 
room door and ushered us in. Sidonie, in her 
sweetest temper and blue trimmings, was installed 
in her big soft chair by the window. She seemed 
unprepared for our appearance, but her embarass- 
ment did not last.

“Weil, Sid! here are some witnesses,” said the 
Captain; “now we shall get the business settled.”

A huge foolscap lay on the table, emblazoned 
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in Gothic letters with “Will of Captain J. Beauvoir 
Thompson, of Amphlett Hall, Lancaster.” M. Fon- 
taine was writing something at a side-table. He 
waved his hand to us and went on.

Captain Thompson went up and read over Fon- 
taine’s shoulder, while I looked round in some sur- 
prise. Was this the room we had lived in for so 
many months? It seemed transformed into some 
strange place. The furniture was differently ar- 
ranged, dark blinds had been put up in the Win­
dows, mirrors hung from the walls; bonbon boxes, 
footstools were scattered all about, huge japan pots 
stood on the chimney; some sense of enclosure had 
come over the place; there was a faint scent of 
patchouli, a log was smouldering in the grate. The 
homely country fragrance of the vines and the garden- 
beds had pleased me better on the whole.

“There,” said the Captain, as Fontaine finished. 
“Thank you, Fongtaine, and now, in case of any- 
thing happening to me between this and the wed- 
din’, I shall feel surę that you won’t be put 
upon, my poor little woman. I know I’m absurd, 
but----- ” he walked across to where Madame Valmy 
was sitting.

She did not notice him at first. “Why do you 
persist in dwelling upon such dreadful thoughts?” 
said she, starting up suddenly with a glance at 
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Pauline; “why trouble yourself about me; I should 
manage somehow, anyhow, as I did before I knew 
you. What should I want else if I had not my 
foolish, foolish------”

Here she pulled out her handkerchief.
“There, there, don’t ery, dear; it is all non- 

sense,” said he. “You get anxious, you silly child,” 
and his voice softened. “Why, it was something 
you said yourself last night which put it all into 
my head. It is only a fancy, I shan’t die any 
the sooner for writing my name upon a piece of 
paper.”

As he walked back to the table, the door opened 
and Julienne looked in. He was deliberately writ­
ing his name with a flourish; Madame Valmy was 
watching him, and I, looking up, saw Julienne’s 
strange eyes reflected in the glass. Then Pauline 
witnessed the signature; and as she, too, suddenly 
met this strange fixed glance she turned pale.

“What is it, Julienne?” said she. “Why do you 
look at me like that?”

Julienne gave no answer, but walked away.
Madame Valmy began to laugh, rather hysterically. 

“I don’t know what is the matter with Julienne,” 
said she; “she seems to have a horror of business. 
I myself am rather interested in it.”

“Business! Sid thinks she understands about
Da Capo, etc. IJ 
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business!” said the Captain, fondly. “Shall I tell 
Fongtaine what a confusion you had got into, poor 
child, when you first consulted me? Think of her 
trying to speculate at the Bourse.”

Madame Valmy, with burning cheeks, was evi- 
dently vexed by the conversation, and the good 
Captain saw this and became serious at once.

“Thank’ee, thank’ee,” he said, folding up the slips 
and putting them neatly away in his despatch-box.

The incident was slight enough, but it madę an 
impression on me. I remembered his kind look 
afterwards.

“You English,” said Fontaine, gathering up his 
hat and gloves; “you are a generous, impulsive 
race. I am surę, M. le Capitaine, that Madame 
Valmy must be touched by your care for her.”

“Nonsense, nonsense,” said the Captain. “Sid 
makes a great deal out of nothing. Now then, 
Julienne and I are going to put by the cider. I 
believe that is the real secret of her impatience this 
morning. Good-bye, thank you,” he repeated.

Madame also accompanied us to the door, wav- 
ing farewells. She embraced Pauline, who seemed 
to me less demonstrative than she had usually been 
to her friend. She did not say a single word as 
we walked away. At the end of the village Street, 
by the church, we met Maurice walking down.
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“Were you coming to meet us?” Pauline asked, 
brightening up when she saw him.

He looked at her gravely, and said, “No, I 
was not, but I will walk back with you if you will 
allow me.”

He and Pauline went first; I followed. I could 
not help, as I went along, speculating about Ma­
dame Valmy and her feeling for the Captain. It 
seemed to me that it was Fontaine who had been 
touched by the Captain’s affection for Madame 
Valmy, far morę than that lady herself, for she cer- 
tainly was not crying when she pulled out her hand- 
kerchief.

>3
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CHAPTER VII.

COFFEE.

English Parisians are a curious race of willing 
exiles from their own country. I remember how I 
and my companions as girls used to feel an odd 
isolation at times and shame for our expatriation. 
We used to hang up our youthful harps by the 
waters of Babylon and lament our captivity, and 
think with longing of the green pastures and still 
waters of our native land. Older people feel things 
differently. Captain Thompson for one was never so 
well pleased as when anybody mistook him and his 
paddings and his blue boots for a Frenchman. He 
was respected in his own country; he was the master 
of a pretty home there and a comfortable estate; 
but his dream was to live abroad, and to be ordered 
about by the widów. He would have changed his 
name, and his nationality, if he could, as he did his 
clothes, and all his habits, soon after making Ma­
dame Valmy’s acąuaintance. After he knew her 
time and space were not, except indeed so far as 
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they concerned her and her wishes. For two years 
he had lived in her presence; he had taught himself 
French, which he spoke with wonderful fluency and 
an inaccuracy which was almost heroic. Madame 
Valmy used to stop her pretty little ears at times; 
the Captain would blush, try to correct himself good- 
humouredly, and go on again, after gallantly kissing 
her fair hand by way of making peace. Of his 
devotion to her there was little doubt; her feelings 
for him used often to puzzle me. She seemed to 
avoid his company, to be bored by him; to accept 
his devotion, his care, his romance, with weariness 
and impatience. I have seen a doubtful look in his 
honest round face at times, and then at a word from 
her, some friendly little sign, he would brighten up 
again.

Little girls who are not yet of an age to be 
engrossed in conversation or in their own affairs are 
morę observant than people imagine, and although 
Pauline praised Madame Valmy from morning to 
night, I never heartily responded. She was white, 
she was pink, she was exquisitely dressed, she was 
kind, her eyes were blue under her thick fair eye- 
brows; but it seemed to me that her kindness, her 
grace, her soft colours, were not the spontaneous 
outcomings of a gentle heart, but the deliberate 
exertion of her wish to please, to seem charming to 
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certain persons for purposes of her own. It seemed 
to me that she was stupid, and with all her clever- 
ness devoid of imagination. I remember once seeing 
her push a toddling child out of her way into the 
gutter; the little thing fell and began to ery; Ma­
dame Valmy walked ąuietly on, scarcely glancing to 
see whether the baby was hurt. It was Monsieur 
Fontaine, who happened to be on his doorstep, who 
came down, picked the child up, and gave it a sugar- 
plum, and wiped its face with his bandanna hand- 
kerchief.

Madame Valmy had been spoiled all her life, by 
fortunę, by misfortune, by trouble of every kind. 
She had married to escape a miserable home, but 
she married a rough and jealous and brutal man, 
whom she had never loved, and his cruelty roused 
all that was worst in her naturę. Madame Valmy 
seemed to be utterly without the gift of conscience. 
Some people are said not to have souls—at least 
that is the only way in which I can account for 
events which came to my knowledge afterwards, and 
which never seemed to me ąuite satisfactorily ex- 
plained away. Sometimes I believe for a minutę 
some vague vision of better things than her own 
warmth and ease and greed and need for admiration 
would come before her, but these visions were only 
passing ones; at the first nip of cold, the first effort 
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of self-restraint, this weak, stubborn, reckless creature 
forgot everything but her own grasping wishes—to 
be first, to be rich, envied, admired, to dazzle and 
eclipse all other women, to fascinate every man 
within her reach, to go to heaven charming M. le 
Cure and M. le Vicaire by the way—I can hardly 
tell what she hoped and what she did not hope. 
She was not grateful, for she took everything as her 
due, while she had the bitter resentments of a per­
son who over-estimates her own conseąuence; but 
with all this her manner was so charming, so gentle 
and sprightly, her laughter was so sympathetic, her 
allusions to her past sufferings so natural and so 
simple, that most people were utterly convinced by 
her. Madame Fournier and Pauline both thought 
there was no one like their pretty, poor, ill-used 
Madame Valmy. Fournier mistrusted her, but Fon­
taine would have gone to the farthest end of his 
Commune for her, and as for our compatriot Captain 
Thompson, he was head and ears in love with her, 
and considered himself engaged to the sweetest 
angel in the world.

He had first known her at Visy in her husband’s 
lifetime; it was from Valmy that he had bought his 
land and the little house in the village which he 
inhabited. Captain Thompson never spoke of those 
days. I have seen him turn quite pale when Fon- 
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tain^made any allusion to the time when. they first 
met. Fontaine was less sensitive, and used to give 
us dark hints of Madame Valmy’s history. I remem- 
ber one evening, as we were all strolling across the 
fields in the sunset, that Fontaine was discoursing 
about the Valmy menage and stove in his dining- 
room.

“It is six years sińce it was put up,” said he. 
“I remember that the only civility the late M. Valmy 
ever showed me was at that time. He came to 
see it fixed and gave me several very useful 
hints.”

“M. Valmy! You knew him then. What sort of 
man was he?” said Madame Fournier.

“That would not be very easy to tell you,” said 
Fontaine. “He was a man of military carriage, 
bronze complexion, a black, penetrating eye, a 
taciturn disposition. You may have heard how he 
locked himself up, and his wife too for the matter 
of that. They say he once kept her for a whole 
month in one of those little cells out of the dining- 
room.”

“Who says so?” cried a voice at our shoul- 
der. What a horror! It was Pauline who had 
joined us.

“Ah, Mademoiselle!” said Fontaine; “excuse my 
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starting—in reply to your ąuestion,” and he lowered 
his voice, “Madame Picard mentioned the circum- 
stance to me. She lived next door, and she heard 
it from a servant who was soon afterwards dis- 
missed.”

“I don’t believe it,” said Pauline. “M. Fontaine, 
you should not repeat such things.” All the same I 
saw Pauline watching Madame Valmy that evening 
with strange looks of pity. Weil, her troubles were 
over. Captain Thompson seemed to be of quite a 
different temperament from his predecessor, and his 
one regret was that there were not morę families in 
the neighbourhood with whom there was any possi- 
bility of intimacy. The retired pastrycook in the 
house near the church was scarcely an associate for 
educated people; the doctor was a stupid little 
being, born in the village, and with but two ideas 
in his head. One was that Madame Picard should 
look kindly on his suit, and join her fortunę and 
her cows to his practice; the other idea was 
that an ‘infusion de the’ was a specific for every 
malady.

On this particular evening, as we walked through 
the village, Madame Valmy began to ask us all in, 
to drink coffee in her garden.

“It is absurd,” said she, “of me to invite you 
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down from your pleasant terrace to my little par- 
terre, but, as you are here, if you will come in, the 
Captain shall make the coffee. Nobody understands 
the art so well as he does. Even Julienne admits 
his superiority.”

As she spoke she led the way and we all followed 
one by one. We came in across the court-yard, 
passed through the house and out into the garden 
again, where a table was ready laid, and some 
chairs were set out. Julienne, looking as black as 
usual, and not prepared to admit anybody’s supe­
riority, came and went with coffee-cups and plates 
of biscuit and cakes, clanking her wooden shoes. 
The sky was ablaze, and so were the Michaelmas 
daisies in Madame Valmy’s flower-beds. They seemed 
burning with most sweet and dazzling colour. A 
glow of autumn spread over the walls and the vines, 
and out beyond the grated door that looked upon 
the road and the stubble-fields.

As I sat there I looked back into the comfortable 
house through the drawing-room Windows. M. Fon- 
taine’s dark inuendoes seemed utterly out of place 
amid so much elegant comfort. How impossible 
crime and sorrow seem when the skies are peacefully 
burning, when the evil and the good are alike rest- 
ing and enjoying the moment of tranąuil ease! The 
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Captain may have been enjoying himself, but he 
was not resting. He came and went, puffing and 
hospitable, with a huge coffee-pot, from which he 
filled our cups.

“Prengar, mon filie,” he said to the maid-servant, 
over whom he nearly tumbled once, coffee-pot and 
all, in his eagerness to serve us. Pauline put out 
her hand—one of the smali tables went over; 
Madame Valmy gave a little scream of annoy- 
ance, the hot milk was spilt over her pale azure 
dress.

“Sidonie! my dear Sidonie, are you hurt?” cried 
he.

She laughed, but it was an angry laugh. “I am 
not in the least hurt, it is nothing,” she said. “You 
have only spoilt my dress, you or whoever it was,” 
and the gleam of her blue eyes seemed to say, Pau­
line, you have done it on purpose. “Here, Julienne! 
bring a handkerchief,” she said; “there is one in my 
work-basket.”

“I know, I saw it there,” cried Maurice, eagerly 
jumping and running into the house.

I thought Pauline looked a little surprised that 
Maurice should be so much at home at the Pavilion 
as to know the contents of Madame Valmy’s work- 
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basket. She said nothing. Madame Fournier stared 
at the young man when he came back, and if Fon­
taine had not started some discussion about the 
length of time that coffee should be allowed to boil, 
I think we should nonę of us have spoken. Pre- 
sently Fournier put his untasted cup down on the 
table, and looked up at the evening star which was 
twinkling over the garden wali.

“It is getting cold,” he said. “My rheumatism 
will not let me sit still here any longer. Pauline, 
will you come for another walk?” said he, “so long 
as it is not in the direction of Etournelles; they have 
got their dance for the St. Come.”

“Papa!” cried Pauline, “that is exactly where I 
want to go.”

“Etournelles, is that where they are dancing?” 
said Maurice; “why should we not go? The Captain 
shall dance, and so will I, and here is our agile 
friend Fontaine,” he added, laughing.

“I would go four miles to get out of their way,” 
said Monsieur Fournier, impatiently.

It is all very well for people who have danced 
for years and years to all manner of tunes and jigs 
until they are tired, to walk away ąuietly. Pauline 
and I were young enough to feel our hearts beat 
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morę ąuickly when we heard the scraping of fiddle- 
strings; our limbs seemed to keep some secret time 
to the cali of these homely Instruments (how many 
measures are there not to which one would fain 
keep time while life endures!). Some melancholy 
strain had been sounding in Pauline’s ears as she 
sat among Madame Valmy’s gay flower-beds. The 
thought of the peasants’ dance at Etournelles came 
to her, I could plainly see, as a distraction, a means 
of escape from oppressing thoughts.

“Dear papa,” said she, “let us go; take mamma 
home. Maurice is here, he and Monsieur Fontaine 
will see us back.”

“And I may be allowed surely to chaperone the 
young ladies. They would enjoy the dance of all 
things,” said Madame Valmy, recovering her temper.

But Madame Fournier objected, as any properly- 
educated French mother would be surę to do. Pau­
line must not be seen in public without her. What 
was Madame Valmy thinking of? To everybody’s 
amazement Madame Fournier actually proposed to 
walk another mile to the dancing place. “M. Four­
nier, thou wilt send back the carriage to fetch us,” 
said she, decisively. “Tell Jean to wait for us at 
the corner of the road by the Captain’s new shed.”

“Ah, yes, the machinę is not working at this 
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hour,” said Fontaine, “or else it is hardly the 
place where I would recommend a carriage to 
wait.”

It was settled. Fournier marched off to his 
evening paper; we started in couples and triples 
across the fields. I was surprised to notice Madame 
Valmy’s childish excitement. She was nodding and 
wriggling in a sort of exaggeration of her usual 
ways. Pauline plodded alongside. Monsieur Fon­
taine had offered his arm to Madame Fournier, who 
had tied her handkerchief under her chin.

Allow me to compliment you upon this ex- 
tremely becoming toilette,” I heard the Maire say- 
ing to her. “Sprigs upon a white ground are always 
in good taste.”

Captain Thompson was still ruminating upon 
the accident. “Spilt milk. There’s a proverb about 
spilt milk. It was a mercy her arm wasn’t burnt, 
she would not have been able to come this evening. 
I don’t know if you young ladies mean to dance. 
I think I would take a turn myself if I could find 
any one to take pity on me. You may well look 
surprised, Miss Mary. But I don’t know how it is,” 
said the little man, “everything seems so happy, and 
though I’m a middle-aged man, yet I feel as if I 
were a boy again. I have been very fortunate, I 
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have had better Inek than I deserve all my life, and 
now this sweet angel has taken pity on me and con- 
sents to take me under her wing. No wonder I feel 
young.”
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CHAPTER VIII.

A COUNTRY DANCE.

A peasants’ dance is always a pretty, half-merry, 
half melancholy festivity to persons looking on. The 
open air, the rustle of trees, the mingled daylight 
and darkness, the freshness, the roughness, the odd 
jingling of the country musie, the rustic rhythm of 
the dancers; the country people coming across fields 
and skirting the high-roads; some feeling of the long 
years of hard work before them, of their daily toil 
intermitted; the echoes sounding across the darken- 
ing landscape—all these things touch one with some 
strange feeling of sympathy and compassion for the 
merrymakers. We were bound to a certain open 
green at Etournelles where the villagers used to meet 
and dance on Sundays after church, while the elders 
looked on, smoked their pipes, and madę their com- 
ments to the merry jigging and jingling of their 
children’s pleasures. The refreshments were simple 
enough, and consisted of a little beer, a few cakes, 
or pears, baked in the country ovens, and set upon 
a wooden board under a tree. The musie was madę 
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by a boy blowing on a pipę, an old man scraping a 
fiddle, sometimes on grand occasions such as this a 
second fiddle was forthcoming, with an occasional 
chorus of voices from the people dancing. When 
the grand ladies and gentlemen from the houses all 
round about came to look on, the voices would be 
shy and hushed for a time. But soon the restraint 
would wear off; the dancers, carried away by the 
motion and the exhilaration of all this bouncing and 
swinging, would burst out anew; sometimes the fine 
people themselves would be seized with some sudden 
fancy to foot it with the rest. The grand gentlemen 
would ask the village maidens to dance, or lead for- 
ward one of their own blushing ladies, half shy, 
half bold.

Pauline was shy to-night, and when Maurice 
invited her, as he was in duty bound to do, she 
hung back a little ashamed, and yet, as I could 
see, she was only wanting a few words from him 
to give her courage. Her eyes looked so kind, 
her smile was so humble and yet so sweet for an 
instant. She blushed. “Won’t you come?” said he 
gaiły.

“Don’t you see that the child is timid,” said 
Madame Valmy, hastily. “I will begin! I am an 
old woman, I have faced morę terrible things than 

Da Ca/o, etc. 14 
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a village dance. Will you hołd my fan, M. Fontaine, 
and my shawl?”

Maurice could only offer his arm with ready 
alacrity.

Fontaine bowed and took the fan. Pauline’s 
happy eyes seem to grow dim. The country people 
looked on, they had whispered a little to each other, 
hung back for a few minutes, and then again they 
seemed to be caught up by the wave, and to forget 
our presence. The tree rustled over our heads, and 
some birds awakened by the musie chirped a notę 
or two. The fields lay darkling round us, a great 
round pale moon slowly ascended from beyond the 
distant willow-trees. Its faint rays lit up the dark 
fields beyond, and the canal gleamed; so did the 
tiled roof of the new machine-house as it glittered in 
the light of this cold river of light.

Madame Fournier found a seat on a bench 
under a tree, Pauline and I stood beside her; 
our gentlemen came and went. There was a paper 
lantern hanging from a branch just over Madame 
Fournier’s head, so that she seemed a sort of 
beacon to return to at intervals. Captain Thomp­
son, seeing that Sidonie was dancing, invited 
me. We did not join the generał circle, but 
chose a modest corner in the shade, where he and
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I danced a little polka to the musie on our own 
account.

When he brought me back to Madame Four­
nier, Madame Valmy with a lively sign of the 
head was just going off a second time with M. le 
Comte.

“Ah! Capitaine,” said Fontaine, who was stand- 
ing by, “we are admiring Madame Valmy’s grace- 
ful talent. Yes, from out yonder you will see 
them better.” “Admirable man!” said the Maire, 
looking after him. “There he goes! Times are 
changed sińce I first knew Madame Valmy. Look 
at her, what grace, what gaiety. Ah! here is our 
good doctor. How do you do, Jobard? What are 
you doing here?”

“I have been to see Madelon at the mili,” 
said Jobard, with a professional air. “She sleeps, 
eats, the symptoms are good; I feared cholera, 
but there is no danger whatever. I am glad to 
see Madame Valmy enjoying herself so much. 
She too has been indisposed. She sent for me 
only yesterday; my medicine has done her good. 
How she goes round! Look at her! round and 
round!”

“Madame Valmy indisposed!” said Fontaine;
“she never complained to me!”

“Oh!” said Jobard (he was a little, high-
14* 
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shouldered, shuffling man), “it has been a mere no­
thing—malaise! migraine! want of sleep, want of 
sleep! She could not close her eyes for the rats 
in that garret. I know them. I lived in the house 
that winter after poor M. Valmy died. There was 
noise enough to wake a regiment, wind in the 
chimney, rats and mice racing in the wainscot, and 
that tree outside creaking and swaying. Along with 
Madame Valmy’s medicine, I sent some physic for 
messieurs the rats, which I found very efficacious 
when I was there. Those old houses, they are all 
alike. I infinitely prefer my present domicile.” And 
Jobard, seeing a patient, walked on with a bow to 
Madame Fournier.

“Excellent man!” said Fontaine aloud, as Jo­
bard walked off through the crowd, then he con- 
tinued, lowering his voice: “He may well complain 
of the noises in that house; there are those who 
assure me that rats can hardly account for the 
extraordinary noises which are heard in the Pavilion 
at times. Those who believe in the supernatural 
declare that—but we will not talk of it. La Mere 
Coąueau, you know her—her daughter married 
Leroux, the blacksmith—once ventured to ask 
Mademoiselle Julienne her impression. She says 
she shall never forget the look in the woman’s 
face.”
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“Madame Coąueau is an old gossip,” said 
Pauline impatiently. “Why are you always ąuoting 
her, M. Fontaine?”

“She has played her role,” said Fontaine, slightly 
offended. “I do not wish to bring her again upon 
the scene.” Pauline, however, was not listening to 
the Maire, but to the musie, and her eyes were fol- 
lowing Maurice and Madame Maimy twirling in time 
to it. The two fiddles were answering each other 
with some fresh sudden spirit, and the whole com­
pany seemed stamping in, time to the measure. 
A little wind came blowing from across the 
fields.

Madame Fournier, who liked anything in the 
shape of a medical disąuisition, now began asking 
with some interest how M. Valmy died. “It was an 
unhealthy season,” said Fontaine with his eloąuent 
finger. “He had caught some chill out in his peat- 
fields, and he sent for Dr. Jobard. He seemed re- 
covering, they talked of moving to Paris next day, 
when in the evening he was suddenly attacked with 
stornach cramp. Jobard was again sent for—I 
fetched him myself. He did everything that could 
be done, applied cataplasms of bran, prescribed in- 
fusions of tea, and of violets. I called to inąuire 
the first thing in the morning. Madame Maimy was 
most unremitting in her attentions; she allowed 
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no one else to come near him, gave him every 
medicine, watched him night and day; nothing 
was neglected; it was all in vain; he died, poor 
man, and so much the better for everybody. You 
would not recognise Madame Valmy now if you 
had seen her then. Have you ever remarked 
a blue scar upon her throat?” said Fontaine, 
in a whisper, for Maurice and his partner were 
dancing past us at that moment. “Shall I tell 
you—”

“I have no curiosity for such details,” inter- 
rupted Pauline coldly. “She has evidently forgotten 
her troubles, whatever they may have been.”

“But this cholera is alarming,” said Madame 
Fournier, with placid persistence.

“A man and an old woman died at Etournelles 
last year,” said Fontaine, “and you know what ter­
rible mortality we have had in Paris.”

“So it was cholera,” said Pauline.
“Dr. Jobard had no doubt whatever on the sub- 

ject,” replied the Maire.
“I never pay the slightest attention to anything 

that Dr. Jobard says,” cried Pauline.
“Pardon me, Mademoiselle” (in a reproving tonę). 

“Our excellent doctor has had great experience both 
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with cattle and human subjects. He described the 
theory of cholera to me only the other day; it is 
proved to be some subtle poison which penetrates 
the system. Valmy, predisposed to absorb the 
miasma, fell a victim to its fatal influence...........  
Mademoiselle,” said the Maire, interrupting himself 
suddenly, “they are playing a country dance; will 
you not honour me?” The fiddlers had changed 
their key.

Madame Valmy came gaiły up, sliding her feet, 
leaning back on her partner’s arm. She looked into 
Pauline’s face with her sparkling blue eyes. “Dear 
Pauline,” she said, “you must spare M. Maurice to 
me for this one morę dance; I am positively a child 
where dancing is concerned. I could go on for 
hours.”

It certainly occurred to me that Pauline and I 
were a great deal younger than she was, and not 
less inclined to dance. Pauline, however, refused 
Fontaine’s invitation, although I heard Madame 
Fournier nervously urging her to take a turn. The 
girl was very pale, very determined. She wished. to 
remain by her mother, she said.

It was at her suggestion that Fontaine offered me 
his arm, and we set off together, but Pauline’s looks 
haunted me, and I thought that my partner also was 
pre-occupied.
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your interesting fiancee—excuse the frankness of an 
old friend.”

Pauline stopped short, shrinking back. “Oh, 
mamma!” she said, breathing ąuickly. “Is this 
true? Everybody talking. Oh, come away. Oh! 
what shall we do?”

Madame Fournier, with some motherly presence 
of mind, only shrugged her shoulders. “My dear 
child, if we listened to all the advice people give, 
do you think anybody would ever have a moment’s 
peace? Fontaine is a chatterer, who likes to make 
gossip where it does not exist.”

“Ladies, you are going!” cried the Maire, spring- 
ing forward as he heard his name. “M. le Comte! 
Mesdames Fournier are going. I will cali their car- 
riage,” he continued, talking on to hide his embar- 
rassment.

The musie had begun again. Maurice, looking 
very black and very stiff, came up to the carriage- 
door.

“Are you coming with us?” said Madame Four­
nier, very coldly.

“No, no; remain and dance your dance out,” 
said Pauline, not unkindly, but in a chill, sad voice 
that .seemed to come from a heavy heart. Maurice 



ACROSS THE PEAT-FIELDS. 2lg

bowed, and we drove away without him, and reached 
home in silence.

“Weil, have you enjoyed your dance?” said 
Fournier, when he let us in.
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CHA PT ER IX.

AN EXPLANATION.

When I saw Madame Fournier again next day, 
her eyes were red, her face was pale; she looked as 
if she had not slept, and Fournier himself did not 
seem to me in much better condition. It was a 
melancholy morning. The old couple kept together. 
Fournier avoided De Mesnil; Madame Fournier 
treated him with ceremonious politeness. Pauline, 
I think, must have guessed what was coming; she 
stayed in her room all the morning, and sat over 
her embroidery, stitching and stitching as women do 
who are anxious, and who cannot trust themselves 
to cease from work. De Mesnil did not appear at 
luncheon.

M. Fournier had pulled his little black velvet 
skullcap over his eyes, he had tucked his afternoon 
newspaper, unopened, under his arm; he was walking 
up and down the hall, Crossing and recrossing the 
great sąuare of light by the open door; his coffee 
was standing on a table, cooling and untasted; his 
brows were bent, his steps were hurried and heavy.



ACROSS THE PEAT-FIELDS. 221

Fontaine’s remarks, as repeated by Madame Four­
nier, had madę a great impression upon him. It 
was all the morę vivid because the Maire had 
seemed to him to speak his own impressions. It 
does not matter whether impressions are real or 
imaginary, the fact of another person unexpectedly 
speaking out what we have secretly felt seems to 
give a sudden life to our silence. The feeling be- 
comes a part of real things, it gains speech and 
action; it is life itself, and ceases to be a criticism. 
Fournier’s idea that Maurice was trifling with his 
daughter, and not behaving well by her, now seemed 
to take consistency and shape, voice and action; all 
his deep tenderness for Pauline turned to indigna- 
tion against Maurice. But I don’t imagine that 
Fournier, good father as he was, quite understood 
what it was he was asking of his daughter when 
he expected her to give up suddenly and immedi- 
ately the wonderful, new, irresistible interest which 
had come into her existence. All her life Pauline 
had wanted affection, and though she had known 
Maurice only for a few weeks, the instinct to love 
and to devote herself had been there long before. 
She had been told that he was the person with 
whom the rest of her life was to be spent, she had 
felt that it was to him that her heart went out un- 
hesitatingly; it seemed so natural to love him, so 
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unnatural not to love him. Her affection for him 
seemed to her something quite independent of his 
affection for her—in the same way as a mother’s 
affection for her child does not depend upon that 
child’s feeling for her. When her father called, 
Pauline came hurrying up to ask what he wanted. 
What was it he was saying as he marched up and 
down? He told her that he could allow this trifling 
no longer, that she must take courage and face the 
truth, and acknowledge it to herself; that De Mesnil 
was playing with her, acting dishonourably; it was 
as if some one had suddenly struck a heavy blow 
upon her heart.

“What do you mean, papa?” said Pauline, 
leaning back against the billiard-table. “Why do 
you say this?” she asked, speaking with dry, 
parched lips. She had known what was coming, 
but she had put it away all that day.

The old man was so unhappy at what he had 
to say that he answered sharply, from pain of the 
pain he was giving.

“You know what it means as well as I do, 
Pauline,” he said. “I am not a patient man; 
I cannot wait in silence, and see my daughter in- 
sulted, while I, her father, am outraged, defied. 
Look; can you not see for yourself? Have you no 
dignity, my child?”
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“I hope not,” says Pauline. ‘What has dignity 
got to do with what one feels in one’s heart? 
Dignity is for outside things.”

“Hush, Pauline; don’t talk such nonsense!” 
cried Fournier, exasperated; and indeed I could 
understand it.

By some unlucky chance, at this very minutę 
our usual visitors came along the terrace, the 
Captain and the Maire and Madame Valmy, and 
Maurice, who had been walking up and down an 
hour past and who had seen them coming, and 
gone to meet them. The Captain was a little 
ahead, talking to Fontaine. The two gentlemen 
did not enter the house at once, but turned up the 
path that leads to the stables.

Maurice had stopped short, unconscious of the 
eyes that were fixed upon them. He was gazing up 
into Sidonie’s face. She was half turning away, 
half accepting his homage.

“To-morrow,” cries Fournier, furious, “he goes 
back to his garret! That devil of a woman may 
follow him if she chooses. My daughter and I 
wash our hands of him. Such conduct is not to 
be entertained by honest people. Do you hear, 
Pauline?”

“I hear you, papa,” says Pauline. “It is enough 
to break my marriage, without breaking my ears as 
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well;” and then she changed; somehow a great 
blush came into her face, and she said, “One thing 
I ask, which is, that you do not condemn Maurice 
unheard. I shall never care for any one else; 
never, papa, never; remember that. I shall not 
forget, even though he may forget me.”

“Is this the way you speak? you, a modest girl 
brought up at your mother’s side,” cries Fournier, 
furious, bothered, and affected.

“Weil, then, I am not modest,” cries Pauline. 
“And the thing that I am most grateful to you for 
is that you have brought me up to think for myself. 
I am not like Marie des Ormes in her blue and 
white. I am not a gentle, obedient, young girl. 
I respect my parents; I will not act against their 
wishes. But, oh! that it should be you, of all the 
people in the world, to make me so unhappy,” 
cried Pauline, with a great burst of tears, throwing 
herself into her father’s arms. “And, oh! I love 
him, father, with all my heart I love Maurice.”

“My child,” cried poor Fournier, “it is not I who 
make you unhappy. Don’t, my dear one, I beseech 
you, do not ery. It is that imbecile out yonder. 
Look at him, he has forgotten your very existence. 
May the devil take that woman! The day will come 
when you will thank your old father.”

“Let Maurice come and explain for himself,” 
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cried Pauline, very loud and not caring who heard 
her. “Maurice! Maurice!” she called, going to the 
door. Maurice he^rd Pauline’s voice calling across 
the terrace. I saw him turn, sąy something hastily 
to his companion, and come hurrying towards the 
house. His face looked so pale and scared, his eyes 
so bright and wild, that it seemed to me that he was 
at least no heartless, indifferent actor in the play that 
was being played out.

Pauline was still standing at the door when 
Maurice came up. She went up to him and put out 
her hand, but he did not take it. She began at 
once without any preamble.

“I called you; I want to hear the truth from 
yourself. Do you know what my father is telling 
me?” she said. “Ple says that all that has passed be- 
tween us must come to an end; that you must go back 
to Paris, and that I must stay here and marry some- 
body else. What do you say to his plan? What do 
you say to it?” she repeated shrilly, with her eyes 
fixed upon his face.

For a minutę Maurice was silent.
“What does he say? Who cares what he says?” 

cried Monsieur Fournier, almost brutally. “All he 
has got to do now is to hołd his tongue. I don’t 
suppose he wishes for any explanations from me. If

Da Capo, etc. 15
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he does, he may chance to hear things which may 
not please him.”

“You cannot tell me anything I do not already 
know, that I have not already told myself,” said the 
young man, speaking in a Iow, thrilling voice, 
ąuickly and distinctly. “You may say to me any­
thing you please, it is only what I deserve to hear. 
The deep respect and gratitude I feel for all your 
daughter’s goodness and------”

“Be silent!” shouts Fournier, in a ragę. “Do 
you suppose that any one here wants your fine 
speeches? Take them where they are in reąuest, but 
do not insult my daughter by sucli professions after 
your conduct.”

“He does not insult me, papa,” Pauline said; “I 
believe him.” There was something touching in the 
girl’s honest accent. “I believe him and so do you,” 
—and she took her father’s hand in both hers as 
she spoke—“I am not going to marry him. I could 
not if it is true that he feels as you think. I do not 
wonder at it.” Her voice faltered. “But you see I 
can understand it all, and I daresay I should do the 
same as he, and be ready to leave the people who 
cared the most for me for those I felt I loved the 
best.”

Her steady voice failed; she could scarcely finish 
her sentence, and she turned from us and ran ąuickly 
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upstairs to her room, passing Madame Fournier, who 
was leisurely creaking down from her afternoon nap 
to wakeful life again. Madame Valmy also appeared 
at the same instant smiling in the doorway. I won- 
dered she had the courage to walk up as usual. 
With an impatient exclamation Fournier moved away.

“This is intolerable. Come in here. I have to 
speak to you in private,” he said to the Comte. 
And he walked to his study followed by the young 
man.

“What is it, mon ami?” asked Madame Fournier, 
trotting in after them.

“What is happening?” says Madame Valmy, 
looking round. “Why has everybody run away?” and 
she settledher laces and gently flirtedher fan. “Here 
you are; have you been to the stables?” she said, 
as the Captain and Fontaine now joined us. “All 
the Fournier family are shut up in there,” said she, 
pointing.

“They seem engaged on some very mysterious 
business,” says Madame Valmy, sinking back for a 
moment in a big chair.

We could hear voices rising and falling behind 
the closed door, and morę than one angry burst 
from Fournier. I think Madame Valmy might 
have guessed what it was all about had she tried to 
do so.

i5*
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“I am privileged, I will ascertain,” said Fontaine, 
walking with precaution across the hall and knock- 
ing carefully at the door.

“Who is there?” shouts Fournier from within.
Fontaine opens the panel a little way, slides in 

—the door ^s again shut. Madame Valmy shrugs 
her shoulders and begins to walk about the room.

“That is a pretty print,” says she, looking at a 
framed plan of Sebastopol which' was hanging on the 
wali. Then with a slight yawn, “I am tired,” she 
said. “I think I should like to go home, if Made­
moiselle Mary will make my excuses to Madame 
Fournier when the mysterious business is over. Take 
me home, Beauvoir.”

Captain Thompson started up delighted. It was 
not often that his lovely intended would consent to 
come away under his exclusive escort.

“Yes, you are tired; you should rest,” he said. 
“Yes, let us go at once. You are not strong, Si- 
donie; you never śpare yourself.” In this he was 
quite mistaken, poor man; but if Sidonie had wished 
to spare herself a scene she was too late, for at this 
moment Pauline, still looking very pale, but quite 
composed, came down the stairs again, and as Ma­
dame Yalmy was going, she called to her to stop.

“Is Maurice already gone down to the village?”
Pauline asked.
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“Are you going?”
“Why do you ask me?” said Madame Valmy. 

“He is still here, I believe; but I am not his keeper. 
It is not me he is obliged to marry;” and she turned 
with a curious feminine dart, and took Captain 
Thompson^ arm.

“Come, Beauvoir,” she said; “Mademoiselle 
Fournier will be best without us.”

“No, I want to speak to you,” said Pauline, 
gravely; “stay for a minutę.”

“I will go outside!” cried Captain Thompson, 
still quite unconscious. “I will smoke my cigar, and 
when you young ladies have had your confab, cali 
me back, Sid, for you ought to get home.”

He walked away. Madame Valmy was, I think, 
curious to know what Pauline had to say. She let 
him go, after a momenfs hesitation, and came to 
meet the girl with an odd smile.

“Have you had a quarrel?” she asked; “do you 
want me to help you to make it up? Pm afraid it 
was very naughty of him to dance with me all last 
night; but I have got him into good training for you, 
and you ought to be grateful,” she said, with a 
laugh.

Sidonie was not used to simple outspoken natures 
such as Pauline, and she did not calculate upon the 
consequences of her ill-timed joke.
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“Listen,” said Pauline, in her dogmatic way; “do 
not think that I do not blame you because I am 
silent? Why did you come in our way? I could 
have madę him happy, I think, if it had not been 
for you. You say you are not going to marry him. 
Do you think it is any comfort to me that he is to 
be madę unhappy too? Are you acting honestly by 
us all?”

As Pauline spoke, a sort of light came into her 
eyes and a tonę into her voice. She looked far 
handsomer at that moment than Madame Valmy, as 
she stood her ground, sincere, indignant, alive, utter- 
ing her protest against wrong.

Madame Valmy seemed to me to grow pale, then 
grey; all the beautiful colour died out of her cheeks, 
all the glitter out of her hair; she laughed a nasty 
little shrill whistling laugh. “What a dear impetuous 
child you are,” she said, “and what foolish, foolish 
things you take into your silly little head! What 
have I to do with all this? M. de Mesnil comes to 
see me. I gave him a lesson in dancing last night. 
I have a great regard for him, and am only too glad 
to make him welcome; but, my dear child, do you 
imagine for one instant that I wish to interfere with 
your claims upon his attention? You should be morę 
careful before you make such unfounded assertions;” 
and Madame Yalmy drew herself up; she had found 
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her part, so it seemed to me. At first, taken by 
surprise, she had really not known what to say or 
what attitude to take. It was one thing to be secretly 
enjoying Pauline’s mortification and her own sense 
of power and Maurice’s unconcealed devotion, and 
another to be called to account by her outspoken 
rival; questioned, rebuked, and desired to marry him 
on the spot. This seemed the strangest complica- 
tion of all, and I could quite understand Madame 
Valmy’s objections to pledge herself to any definite 
course.

“Do you mean that, notwithstanding all that has 
passed, you are not surę of your feelings?” said 
Pauline.

At this moment the hall-door opened, and 
Thompson’s head was put in. “Nearly ready?” said he.

“ Of this I feel surę, that Captain Thompson will 
protect me, and that you have strangely forgotten your- 
self, Pauline, in the way in which you have been speak- 
ing!” cried Madame Valmy, greatly relieved by the 
interruption. “Tell her, Beauvoir,” she said, twirling 
swiftly round, “that you will not see me insulted by 
cruel suspicion,” and, as chance would have it, as 
she pointed to Pauline, with a sob, the study-door 
opened, and Maurice, of the pale face, came out. 
The wretched woman now turned towards him, still 
holding by Captain Thompson’s arm. “M. Maurice,” 
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she said, “I will not, cannot believe that you are 
aware of the things which have been said to me. 
Oh, it is too dreadful!” and she buried her face in 
her hands for an instant.

Poor Maurice looked from one to the other. He 
had himself only just escaped from an agitating 
scene, in which Mr. Fournier had certainly not 
spared Madame Valmy; and for a moment it seemed 
to him as if all the blame at which he had been 
chafing had been poured out upon her head. She 
looked at him with such appealing eyes, she was so 
pale, so trembling. Thompson was stepping forward, 
also prepared to do battle for his Sidonie, but not 
quite knowing whom to attack, nor what to complain 
of. Pauline stood defiant, with flashes of sullen dis- 
pleasure. She blushed crimson when Maurice looked 
at her reproachfully. It seemed to him at the time 
that her looks accused her, poor child.

“I need scarcely tell you that I am not account- 
able for what may have been said to pain you,” he 
said, in a Iow, indignant voice. “I can only beg 
you, madame, who are generous, to forgive those 
who may have been wanting in generosity.”

“Forgive, forgive,” said the Captain; “that is not 
the ąuestion. Of course, one forgives real injuries; 
but people should be careful before giving way to 
their silly tempers, and remember that they give a 
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great deal of unnecessary pain and annoyance. I 
am surę Mademoiselle Fournier -will be the first to 
regret this to-morrow morning. Come along, Sid, it 
is time we got home.”

He pulled Madame Valmy’s arm through his, 
and the two walked away together. Maurice was 
already gone; poor Pauline stood silent, self-reproach- 
ful, overwhelmed; it suddenly seemed to her that 
she had been ridiculous, unkind, unreasonable; she 
turned pale, hard, stupid; she stood in the centre of 
the hall; all the fire was gone out of her eyes.

Was it so, had she been ungenerous? Maurice 
said so, and his look of reproach had pierced her 
morę than his words.

We were all silent in the study that evening; 
the green lamp was trimmed; books and newspapers 
lay upon the table, the servants had lighted a wood 
fire, which was comfortably crackling. Pauline 
added some logs, and sat down on a Iow stool be­
fore the flame, resting her chin against her hands. 
Madame Fournier watched her with an anxious face 
for a time, then settled herself for a nap in the big 
ann-chair. Fontaine, who had remained at Four- 
nier’s reąuest, sat down to a gamę of ecarte by the 
light of the green lamp. There was something 
homely and tranąuil in this interior: the peaceful 
crackling of the fire, the even glow of the lamp, the 
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ąuiet slumbers of the old woman in her chimney- 
corner—all diffused a certain sense of peace and of 
repose, only all the room seemed to me somehow 
fuli of the pain in poor Pauline’s sad and aching 
eyes.

The window was uncurtained. The clouds were 
drifting across the sky, and the moon was on the 
wane. Once I thought I heard a ery coming faintly 
from a long way off. Fontaine put down his cards 
for an instant.

“It is only some bird or animal,” said he.
Pauline started from her dream, and presently 

went to the window and looked out for a minutę, 
and soon after left the room. She did not come 
back any morę that night. For the first time in her 
young life, she had been met and overwhelmed by 
one of those invisible currents of feeling which carry 
people, and boundaries, and stationary things all 
before them, until little by little the stormy stream 
subsides. Pauline, who had been so confident, so 
intolerant for others, was strangely humbled and 
overcome by the force of her own emotions. She 
had despised people who “gave way.” What was 
this strange new power that had laid its relentless 
hand upon her? She hated herself, but all the 
same she could not help the suspicions, the self- 
reproaches, the emotions, which distracted her so 
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cruelly. When generous and well-meaning people 
suspect others of wrong, it is an almost intolerable 
pain and humiliation. The thought recurs, it cannot 
be put away, but it spoils all peace of mind, all 
tranąuil enjoyment of life. Mistrust of oneself is 
perhaps the worst form of this phase of feeling, and 
Pauline had suddenly lost confidence in her own in- 
fallibility.
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CHAPTER X.

THE LODGE IN THE GARDEN OF CUCUMBERS.

When I awoke next morning, she was standing 
by my bedside. She looked pale and haggard. She 
had not been able to sleep all night, she told me.

“I want you to do something for me,” she said. 
“I want you to dress ąuickly and to come with me 
to the village. Madame Valmy is going. I know it 
—never mind how I know it. I think my mind 
would be morę at ease if I could see her once morę. 
Perhaps I was hard upon her yesterday. Am I 
jealous? Is fhat what ails me?” She pushed back 
the curtain from the window and threw it open. 
All the sweet autumnal light came floating in from 
the garden without, and a golden withered leaf from 
the creeper overhanging the balcony dropped on to 
the wooden floor. The fragrant breath of morning 
seemed to fili the room. For a minutę Pauline 
stood leaning against the window raił, looking out 
across the park and the fields beyond, towards the 
thatched village with its belfry and enclosing poplar- 
trees. Then she turned, smiling with a sweet look 
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in her face, something like the autumnal sunshine, 
at once troubled and sincere. She signed to me to 
lose no time, and left the room.

The house was scarcely awake when we left it, 
hurrying down by the little side-path leading to the 
canal. I remember the look of that early morning 
so well! The delicate fragrant perfume from the 
burnt leaves, the stir in the foliage, through which 
the stems were beginning to show, the tranąuil faint 
tones of the sky, and the wheeling flight of a great 
company of birds high oyerhead. At the turn of 
the road we met the postman, in his blue linen 
smock, with dusty boots. He had a letter for me, 
he said, and one for M. Fournier, which sent a 
sudden glow into Pauline’s pale cheek, for she re- 
cognised M. de MesniFs writing. I opened my letter 
as I walked along. It was heavily weighted, and 
contained the long-missing key for which I had 
written, and a letter in verse from my kind old 
uncle, who sometimes amused himself by this style 
of composition: “Pocket and lock it,” “easy and 
Visy,” and so on. I would have read it to Pauline, 
but she would not listen, and only hurried faster 
and faster along the road. She would not tell me 
at first how it was that she knew of Madame 
Valmy’s plans, but after a while she suddenly said, 
“I do not know why I do not tell you at once.
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Maurice came up last night. I saw him coming 
when I was at the window, and I went to meet him, 
and he told me of this. He told me other things,” 
she said with a strange sort of burst. “It all seems 
so miserable, so strange! Will you be silent if I 
trust you? He adores her. She has promised to 
marry him in a year. Why did he tell me? Why 
did he tell me?”

“Why, indeed!” said I. “Pauline, he is a 
miserable creature.” But Pauline would not let me 
blame him.

“It was to exonerate her, he told me,” she said. 
“He asked me to think morę kindly of her. And 
now,” said Pauline, “I do not know whether or not 
I think morę kindly of her.”

“But is she not going to tell the Captain?” I 
asked. “Is she going on deceiving him? Are you 
not going to tell him, Pauline?”

“I!” cried the girl, with a sort of laugh. “Do 
you think it my place? The worst part is to come,” 
she said, in a dry, matter-of-fact voice. “Madame 
Valmy has assured Maurice that the Captain is ill— 
that he has not a year to live, and that is why she 
keeps silence. It might kill him, she says, to know 
the truth. For my part, I had rather die of a truth 
,than live upon a lie, I think. But Madame Valmy 
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likes to arrange her life to her circumstances,” and 
Pauline broke off; a burning blush came over her 
face.

“I think you should speak to your father,” I 
said.

“I want to see her first,” said Pauline, now quite 
piteous. “She might say something to undo all this 
horrible doubt. Maurice believes in her. For his 
sake I try and believe in her too.”

When we came to the Pavilion the great gates 
were open; the chickens were pecking in the court­
yard; there seemed to be not a soul about the 
place.

“They went at seven o’clock, driving with the 
luggage. Madame Coąueau is to come and keep 
the house,” said little Jeanne Picard, who was peep- 
ing in at the gate. “She has not yet arrived; she 
is gone to see to the cows.”

Pauline did not answer. She stood still for an 
instant — then she walked in, crossed the yard, 
mounted the stone steps, and marched straight into 
the drawing-room, where all the chairs and tables 
were pushed about just as they had been left the 
night before. The newspaper lay on the floor; one 
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of the Captain’s gloves had been. forgotten in a 
chair; the shutters were half-closed, the daylight 
came freshly shining in and reflected from the flower- 
glasses and the pretty ornaments all about the room. 
On a sofa a little piece of work was lying. It was 
a cigar-case, of embroidered canvas, with an ela- 
borate M interwoven with coronets. Pauline took it 
up, looked at it for an instant, flung it down once 
morę, and then suddenly dropping into the corner 
of the sofa, hid her face away, and I could see that 
she was crying. I was obliged to rouse her almost 
immediately, for I heard some one coming. As 
usual it was Fontaine. He had seen us pass by, 
and now entered the room with an exclamation— 
fresh from his morning toilet.

Pauline madę an effbrt, choked down her tears, 
and met him ąuietly. As I think of it all it seems 
like a vague sort of dream; so disjointed, so sudden 
and tragical were the events which followed.

“You are too late,” said the Maire, cheerfully. 
“Our good friends are gone! They have stolen a 
march upon us. The Captain drove Madame Valmy 
to the station early this morning; they were to take 
the train at Etournelles: he told me he wanted to 
leave some directions with his manager there. His 
man was to take the luggage to Corbeil and rejoin 
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them there. Mademoiselle Julienne was not with 
her mistress. I don’t know how she went,” said 
Fontaine, thoughtfully. “Possibly she started last 
night. I don’t know what called the Captain away. 
I think he was anxious, and wished to consult a 
physician.”

“For his health?” said Pauline, ąuickly.

“For her health,” said Fontaine. “He told me 
himself that she was strange—hysterical; that he 
was not easy, and did not trust Jobard entirely,” 
said the Maire, lightly.

“Madame Valmy not well!” said Pauline, vehe- 
mently. “Monsieur Fontaine, is it only Madame 
Valmy you have been anxious about? Tell me, do 
you believe what she tells people in confidence, that 
he is suffering from a mortal disease?”

She had spoken at last, and Monsieur Fontaine 
seemed taken aback.

“A mortal disease,” he repeated. “Pray explain 
yourself, Mademoiselle. I really cannot follow you.”

“How can I explain myself?” cried Pauline, all 
excited. “Is it my business? Am I a spy set to 
watch other people? I am a wicked, suspicious 
girl, Monsieur Fontaine. I came here to confess to 
her, but she is gone, and I don’t know—I don’t
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know what I mean.” And she burst out crying 
once morę and hid her face in her lrands.

“My dear lady, you are ill—out of sorts. No 
wonder, after all that has occurred. Come away, 
come home with me. Let us consult Jobard; that 
good fellow will give you some soothing mixture,” 
cried the Maire, very kind, fuli of concern. “What 
is it? do not be alarmed. Yes. I too hear some- 
thing. What can it be?” said he, seeing me look- 
ing about. “Wait here—pray wait here; I will 
return,” he cried, divided between his concern for 
Pauline and his intelligent interest in everything 
going on.

What was it? I had heard it for some time. It 
seemed a duli muffled knocking, and now and then, 
so I thought, came the echo of a human voice 
calling out, so faintly that one might well mistake 
it. “It is not in the village,” I said.

“It is something in the hóuse,” said Pauline, 
decidedly, listening with all her might.

“Can it be the little Picards at their play?” said 
the Maire, doubtfully.

“No. I think it is in the garret,” said Made- 
moiselle Fournier, suddenly hurrying out of the 
room. The Pavilion, as indeed all the houses in 
the yillage, had empty garrets under the roof where 
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people hung their clothes to dry, and kept their 
lumber and their apples from one year’s end to 
another. I followed her as she ran up the wooden 
staircase and climbed the flight which led to the 
topmost garret, of which she threw the door wide 
open.

'All was silent here. The place was empty. The 
light was streaming in through the sashless Windows; 
a few white clothes were still hanging upon a linę; 
the rats and mice were safe in their holes.

“There is nothing here,” said Pauline. “Come 
down—it must be from below.”

Fontaine was standing, looking very pale, at the 
foot of the stairs as we came down.

“The sound comes from the cellar out of the 
dining-room,” said he. “There is something shut 
up in there.”

I knew the ways of the house—having lived 
there—better than they did, and I could now tell 
them which was the way.

“This is the door which leads to the outer 
cellaf,” said I. “Here is a key that fits it,” and I 
pulled minę out from my pocket.

“Effectively there is no key in the door,” said 
Fontaine. “How do you come by this one?”

16*
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“It is not wanted, the door is only bolted,” said 
Pauline, who had taken the key from my hand, and 
drawn back the massive iron bolt as she spoke. 
When she opened the heavy door a damp breath of 
vault-like atmosphere seemed to meet us. The knock- 
ing became louder and morę distinct; and the voice 
—shall I ever forget the strange terror of that 
despairing voice?—seemed to be coming out of the 
darkness, and calling and calling.

“Take care; there are steps within,” I whispered, 
too frightened to speak out.

Pauline, however, walked in unhesitatingly. She 
swept against some bottle, and it fell with a crash 
upon the ground. Suddenly the knocking ceased— 
it seemed as if the person within was listening too. 
Fontaine, who had left us, came back with a light 
almost immediately, and then we could see the dark 
damp vault and the flight of steps before us. I had 
often fetched the winę out of this outer cellar, and 
peeped down the black flight which led to the inner 
vault, where Madame Valmy kept her best cider, so 
I had been told. Now as the light flashed I saw it 
all in its usual order. There were the bottles; the 
one Pauline knocked over Fontaine picked up and 
put back in its place. There stood the two chests 
that we had put away; there was the dark flight 
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leading to the mildewy door of the lower cellar. It 
was fast closed with bars and rusty-lieaded nails.

“Open, open, open, madame!” screamed the 
voice; and somehow in one moment we all recognised 
it as that of Julienne. “If you do not open I will 
knock the house down and denounce you. Open, 
open—I know you are there; I hear your silk dress 
on the Stones. Speak—why don’t you speak?—for 
pity speak. Have you spared him? Mercy for us 
both—-mercy, mercy. Valmy was a monster, but 
this one is a good man. Spare him—spare me. 
Have I ever said one word? I will be silent. Only 
spare me. Oh, Madame, I entreat you, have 
pity.”

“Julienne, is it you?” said Pauline, falteringly. 
But Fontaine signed to her to be silent, and put his 
hand on his mouth.

“What do you say?” cried the voice; and the 
hands within began to thump and bang again. “If 
you do not let me out I will live, I will escape to 
denounce you. Let me out—let me out.”

“I am not Madame Valmy; I am Pauline Four- 
nier,” said Pauline, speaking very loud. “Do not be 
afraid, Julienne. We will open the door and let 
you out.”

There came a half-suppressed scream of horror 
from within—then silence.
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“Perhaps our outer key would fit this door too,” 
said I.

“No,” said Pauline, “I have tried it. It will not 
go in.”

“This is horrible. We must get the locksmith 
at once,” said Fontaine. “Will you ladies wait here 
and tranąuillise the poor thing if you can? She is 
half out of her mind.”

“Yes,” said Pauline. And then, as soon as he 
was gone, still calling through the door, she tried to 
reassure the wild creature within.

“Is it you, Mademoiselle? Don’t leave me—don’t 
leave me!” shrieked Julienne once morę. “I am 
mad—quite mad! Oh, do not heed what I say.” 
Then suddenly she seemed to remember herself. 
“Oh, what have I done? Leave me. Lose no time 
—follow them—warn her. Tell her you know all. 
And oh, for pity, Mademoiselle, spare us—do not 
betray her. Oh, for pity’s sake do not betray 
her.”

I own that I was trembling in every limb—the 
time seemed endless.

“M. Fontaine is a long time,” said Pauline. 
“Should you mind going to see if any one is coming. 
Oh, please do go,” she said, “go to Leroux and tell 
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him to come at once and open the door for us. 
There is no time to lose.”

“Shan’t you be frightened,” I said, “here alone?”
“No,” said Pauline, impatiently. “Only go, 

please go.”
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CHAPTER XI.

FAREWELL TO VISY.

My strength seemed to return with the fresh air. 
It seemed strange to come out alive, and breathing 
and unhurt, into the commonplace Street. I had 
not far to go. The locksmith lived at the end of 
the village, by the church. As I hurried along I 
met the Cure, who looked at me and seemed about 
to speak, but I passed him ąuickly. Even then I 
noticed a little group in a doorway. It seemed to 
me that they also looked up, broke off, and then 
began to speak again. I was too much excited and 
preoccupied to pay much attention to stray looks 
and words, but in my horrible agitation and ex- 
citement it already seemed to me that our secret 
had spread, and that people were suspecting and 
discussing the trutli in hurried whispers. Had Fon­
taine been wasting time making confidences all 
along the road? I did him injustice. The lock- 
smith’s door was closed, and for some minutes I 
knocked and thumped in vain. At last I heard slow 
steps, and when the door was opened, Leroux’s 
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aged mother appeared on. the threshold, with a child 
in her arms.

“Be quiet,” said she. “My daughter-in-law is 
ill. What do you want?”

“I want your son,” said I, breathless. “M. Fon­
taine wants him at once—it is of importance that 
he should come at once.”

“He can’t come,” said the old woman, shaking 
her head. “tle was fetched—have not you heard of 
what has happened? There has been an accident 
to a carriage.” Here the child began to ery, and 
its grandmother to hush it on her shoulder. “Eh! 
yes; an accident,” said the old woman, slowly. “The 
Captain’s horse took fright down by the peat-fields. 
The carriage-wheels are off. My son has gone to 
see if he can fix them on again, to bring back the 
unfortunate wounded.”

“The wounded!—who is wounded?” I asked, all 
dazed.

“No one knows for certain,” said the old woman, 
still hushing the wailing child. “Some say it is the 
lady, some say it is the Captain who is killed.”

Then a voice called from within. She went 
back, still hushing the child, and abruptly closed the 
door. It was all very miserable. I turned very 
faint. I felt it a great relief at that minutę to see 
Fournier turning the corner by the church. Fontaine 
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was with him. The two were walking rapidly, and 
Fontaine was carrying some tools in his hands. I 
ran to meet them. They were speaking excitedly. 
Fournier ąuickly broke off to ask me why I had left 
Pauline alone.

“She sent me,” said I. “The time seemed so 
long. Do not wait for me now. Please go to her.”

“You had better wait outside and rest,” said 
Fournier. “Poor child! all this has been too much 
for you.”

“And there is morę to come,” cried Fontaine. 
“Ah! Mademoiselle, have you heard of this terrible 
accident? There is hope for the Captain, M. Four­
nier tells me. It is too much—it is all too terrible!” 
and he hurried after Fournier, who was walking with 
his longest strides.

I confess that I could hardly stand; the sunny 
Street, the voices, the horrible events of that morn- 
ing seemed crowding down upon me in dizzy circles. 
I think a child came up and said something, but I 
could not answer. When I reached the Pavilion, I 
sank down upon the stone steps, for I could not 
stand, and for a minutę I waited to collect my 
thoughts. As I sat there I could hear the voices in- 
side the house exclaiming, the sound of the crowbar 
forcing open the lock, and the quiet strokes of the 
church clock striking nine, followed by the rumbie 
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,of distant wheels. And then something happened 
which seemed to me, perhaps, the most strange and 
unexpected event of all. The kitchen door slowly 
opened, and Julienne came ąuietly out in her big 
black cloak. She had on her usual tidy cap tied 
under her chin, and a basket on her arm. She 
looked at me, but did not speak, brushed past me, 
and walked ąuickly. I was so startled, I only 
watched her go across the court. At the gate she 
met the omnibus just starting for the station at 
Corbeil. She signed to it to stop, got in, and before 
I could recover from my surprise, she was gone. 
Next minutę I heard a finał crash within, and loud 
exclamations, and then as I ran in to tell of my 
strange impression, a dream, a reality, I scarcely 
knew which, I met Fournier with his daughter cling- 
ing to him in tears, followed by the Maire in his 
shirt-sleeves, in a most extraordinary agitation.

“Was there ever anything so utterly unbe- 
lievable! Mademoiselle, could you not have sworn 
to her voice? There is nothing, absolutely no one 
in the cellars. Do you understand me? No one— 
Julienne was not there.”

“Julienne passed me a minutę ago,” I said. “She 
went across the court. She went off in the diligence 
to Corbeil.” And as I spoke I looked at Pauline, 
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who still stood silent and sobbing by her father’s 
side.

“Oh! Mademoiselle,” said Fontaine, turning 
upon Pauline. “How could you play me this trick? 
Then it was you who let her out! But are you both 
demented? You let this witness escape you!” He 
could not finish for agitation and excitement. Pau­
line looked imploringly at her father through her 
tears.

“Weil, Paule!” saidhe, quietly assuming the fact; 
“speak—why did you let her out, or rather why did 
you not tell us that you had done so?”

Pauline tried to answer, but she turned pale and 
very faint for a minutę, and could only cling to her 
father’s arm.

The hot sun came pouring down into the little 
courtyard as we all stood there. The shadows were 
striking, black and herce. Pauline waited silent by 
her father’s side, apparently sullen or downcast, and 
tired out; Fontaine, perfectly bewildered, and still 
in his shirt-sleeves, stood looking from her to me. 
The ducks, missing their accustomed meal, came 
straggling up to be fed, and presently one and an- 
other neighbour came in with scared looks and 
hushed voices. Fournier took his daughter upon his 
arm and drew her a little aside; he wanted to 
ąuestion her in private, and he also had miserable 
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news to tell; she burst into piteous sobs, and he led 
her away through the crowd of children and peasant 
people. I followed with kind Madame Bougie from 
the grocer’s shop, not a little grateful for her friendly 
exclamations and sympathies. Fournier left us in 
the shop while he went back to fetch the pony- 
carriage, for poor Pauline was quite spent and could 
scarcely stand. Madame Bougie took us into the 
back parlour with the glass door that opened to the 
garden. She brought us glasses of orange-flower 
water, that panacea of French emotions, and her 
little boy ran in with a nosegay from the garden. 
She would let in no one else until Fournier’s return. 
Fontaine came to the door, but she drove him off. 
I was glad of it, for Pauline began to shiver nervously 
when she heard his voice. I thought it might be a 
relief to her to speak, and I asked her how it hap- 
pened that she let Julienne out after I left.

Pauline looked at me hard. “Was it wrong?” 
said she. Then she started up, and went to the 
window and looked out; then came back to me. “I 
tried the key a second time and found it fitted. 
When you first gave it to me I had turned it wrong. 
She came out looking all wild,” said Pauline. “Oh, 
she looked so terrible. She had hurt her hands; 
they were bleeding when she held them up, and 
she implored me and implored me to let her go.
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She told me she had seen Valmy’s face in the dark- 
ness close beside her, reproaching her for the past; 
that she knew he would liave been still alive if they 
had cared for him when he was ill; that he died of 
their neglect. That is what Julienne said, and she 
had let him die without remorse, and Madame Valmy 
knew it.”

“Oh! how horrible it all is! Oh! what have I 
done?” cried poor Pauline. She was so agitated I 
did not like to ask any morę ąuestions, it seemed 
best to leave her to herself.

Pauline was still very much upset when Fournier 
returned. She told him the whole story, with not a 
little agitation. He listened without a word.

“Oh, papa,” she said, “I will confess to you that 
I have been half beside myself with such miserable 
suspicions that I can scarcely bear to think of them. 
I have not known what to do or how to bear it all. 
When I heard that Madame Valmy said the poor 
little Captain must die, some horrible dread came 
over me which haunted me like an evil spirit; and 
then when Julienne implored me to let her go, I still 
believed—I thought if she warned her mistress, it 
might yet be time to prevent I knew not what evil. 
Oh, papa, as I think it over, it seems to me like a 
crime that I have committed. To think a cruel thing 
is such a hopeless wrong, and now, now it is too
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late to repent. Oli, what shall I do, what shall 
I do?”

Poor Pauline was ąuite overcome by the events 
of the last few hours which had madę elear so much 
unhappiness. She was trembling in every limb. 
Fournier did not attempt to comfort her.

“We are all liable to mistake,” he said; “all 
ready to judge our neighbours harshly at times. 
You and I have, perhaps, been hard upon that poor 
woman, Pauline, and we must bear our punishment. 
There is poor Thompson, he has done no wrong, he 
is dreadfully stricken. It is fortunate that they 
brought him to your mother to nurse, it was the 
nearest house.”

Then he went on to tell us that the horse had 
taken fright at the sudden working of the poor Cap- 
tain’s machinę, and galloped across the field. Ma­
dame Yalmy had been thrown against a stone and 
killed upon the spot; the Captain had fallen under 
the carriage, and the wheel had passed over him as 
he lay. It was thought at first that he too was 
hopelessly hurt, but the accounts were now morę 
reassuring.

How well I remember our drive back to the 
chiteau through the pretty autumnal avenues, over 
the bright brown carpet of leaves that had fallen the 
night before. Pauline was sitting with her head 
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upon her father’s shoulder, quite silent and scared. 
I too felt utterly stupefied and bewildered until kind 
Madame Fournier met us on the terrace and put 
her arms about us. I shall never forget her good- 
ness and motherly tenderness during all the days 
that immediately followed the disaster. The poor 
Captain lay between life and death; Pauline too, 
was ill, and requiring the tenderest care; Madame 
FourniePs motherly looks seemed to fali with com- 
fort on one and on another. She undertook to 
enlighten Fontaine as to the real events of that 
morning.

There is not very much morę to tell of these sad 
things which happened during my visit to my 
friends. Jobard, when cross-questioned by Fournier 
and the Maire, solemnly affirmed that the cause of 
Valmy’s death was cholera. The symptoms were 
unmistakable, the patient had rallied, and seemed 
recovering, when he suddenly sank from exhaustion. 
Jobard himself was present at the time, and had 
been administering stimulants. Fournier consulted 
with Fontaine and came to the conclusion that there 
was no reason to doubt Jobard’s professional opinion 
deliberately given. One little fact is worth men- 
tioning which went far to remove some of our vague 
suspicions, and to ease our minds. One day the 
Captain began to speak of the events of that fatal 
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morning, and told Fontaine with a sigh that he be- 
lieved the accident had turned upon the merest 
chance. “Just as we were starting,” he said, “I 
went back and saw that the cellar-door had not 
been closed. . . . Why does one remember such 
thing? I used to think poor Julienne had a weak- 
ness for wine-bottles. “Look there,” said he very 
sadly, holding up his right hand. “I believe that 
terrible accident came of my turning that key. I 
sprained my hand against the door, and I was hold­
ing the whip and the reins in my left hand when 
the horse took fright.”

One of my cousins was taken ill, and I was sent 
for home long before the Captain was sufficiently 
recovered to leave his room. It was perhaps best 
for him to lie there ąuietly with the good, kind, 
worthy Fourniers to keep watch over him, and to 
prevent the many rumours and suspicions from with- 
out from wounding him afresh as he lay upon his 
bed of sickness.

I have not been to Visy sińce the day when 
Pauline kissed me and said farewell by the old gate- 
way; but I can still see her before me, as she was 
then, when I looked my last at her honest kind face, 
and at her home with all its friendly doors and 
Windows open to the autumn sunshine. The Cap­
tain waved a thin hand from'the balcony where they
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had carried him. Monsieur Fournier was waiting 
to drive me to the station. I remember the scent of 
the clematis about the terrace; the sound of the 
cheerful country servants’ voices calling, the glisten- 
ing of the water as we crossed the little bridge over 
the canal.

There is one morę fact I have to relate concern- 
ing my friends at Visy. One day, about a twelve- 
month later, I received a printed form directed in 
Captain Thompson’s handwriting, which gave me no 
little surprise. It was the formal announcement by 
M. and Madame Fournier of the Chateau of Visy le 
Roy, and by Miss Mariannę and Miss Eliza Thomp­
son of Lancaster, of a marriage contracted according 
to the Catholic and the Protestant rites, between 
their daughter Miss Pauline Hermance Louise Me­
lanie Fournier and their nephew Captain John 
Beauvoir Thompson, of Amphlett House, near Lan­
caster.

THE END OF “ACROSS THE PEAT-FIELDS.”
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I.

I was walking home one evening along an 
autumnal road, and hurrying, for I was a little be- 
lated, when I thought I heard a step following minę. 
I stopped, the step also stopped. I looked back, 
there was no one to be seen; but when I set off 
again I once morę heard the monotonous footfall. 
Sometimes it seemed to miss a beat; sometimes it 
seemed to strike upon dead leaves, and then to 
hurry on again. This unseen march or progress 
was no echo of my own, for it kept an independent 
measure. The road was duli; twilight was closing 
in; the weather was dark and fitful; overhead the 
flying clouds were drifting across a lowering sky. 
All round about me the fogs and evening damps 
were rising. I thought of the warm fireside at Rock 
Villa I had left behind me; to be walking alone by 
this gloomy road was in itself depressing to spirits 
not very eąuable at the best of times, and this 
monotonous accompaniment jarred upon my neires.
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On one side of the road was a high hedge; on the 
other, a rusty iron railing with a ploughed field be- 
yond it. A little farther away stood a lodge by two 
closed gates. The whole place had been long sińce 
deserted and left to ruin—one streak in the sky 
seemed to give light enough to show the forlornness 
which a morę friendly darkness might have hidden. 
It is difficult to describe the peculiar impression of 
desolation and abandonment this place produced 
upon people passing along the high road. The 
place was called “The Folly” by the neighbours, 
and the story ran that long years ago some Scotch- 
man had meant to build a pałace there for his bride; 
but the bride proved false; the man was ruined. 
The house for which such elaborate plans had been 
designed was never built, although the gates and 
the lodge stood waiting for it year after year.

The lodge had been originally built upon some 
fancy Italian model, but the terrace was falling in, 
the pillars were cracked and weather-stained, the 
closed gates were rust-eaten; the long railings, which 
were meant to enclose gardens and pleasure-grounds, 
were dropping unheeded. In the centre of the field, 
a great heap showed the place where the founda- 
tions of the house had been begun, and on the 
mound stood a signpost, round which the mists were 
gathering.
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Meanwhile I hurried along, trying to reason 
away my superstitious fears. The steps were real 
steps, I told myself; perhaps there was some one 
behind the hedge to whose footsteps I was listening. 
I thought of the old Ingoldsby story of the little 
donkey and the frightened ghost-seer. I scolded 
myself, but in vain; a curious feeling of helplessness 
had overcome me. I could not even summon up 
courage to cross the road and look. I felt convinced 
that I should see nothing to account for the step 
which still haunted me, and I did not want to be 
thrown into terrified intangible speculations, which 
have always had only too great a reality for me. I 
was still in this confusion of mind, when I heard a 
sound of voices cheerfully breaking the silence and 
dispelling its suggestions, a roli of wheels, the cheer- 
ful patter of a pony’s feet upon the road. . . . I 
turned in relief, and recognised the lamps of my 
aunt’s little pony carriage coming up from the sta- 
tion. As it caught me up, I saw my aunt herself 
and a guest snugly tucked up beside her, with a 
portmanteau on the opposite seat.

The carriage stopped, to exclaim, to scold, to 
order me in. After a short delay the portmanteau 
was hauled up on the box to make room; Mr. Geral- 
dine, the arriving guest, gave up his seat to me. I 
did not like to tell them how grateful I was for this 
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opportune lift, or for the good company in which I 
found myself. The pony was not yet going at its 
fuli speed when we passed the lodge.

“Why, that place must be inhabited at last! 
there is a light in the window,” said my Aunt Mary, 
leaning forward as we passed the lodge.

As she spoke, a figurę came out to the closed 
gate, and stood looking through the bars at the car- 
riage. It was that of a short, broad-set man, with 
a wide-awake slouched over his eyes, and a rough 
pea-jacket huddled across his shoulders. He seemed 
to be scanning the carriage; but when the lamps 
flashed in his face he drew back from the light. I 
just caught sight of a duli, sullen countenance; and 
as the carriage drove on, and I looked back, I saw 
that the solitary man was still staring after us, stand- 
ing alone in the field where the streak of light was 
dying in the horizon, and the vapour rising from the 
ground.

“That is not a cheerful spot to choose for a 
residence,” said Mr. Geraldine, deliberately. “What 
can induce anybody to live there?”

“Something, probably, which induces a great 
many people to do very strange things,” said Aunt 
Mary, smiling: “poverty, Mr. Geraldine.”

“That is an experience fortunately unknown to
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Ine,” said Mr. Geraldine, tucking the rug round his 
legs.

Rock Lodge is at some distance from a railway; 
the garden is not pierced by flying shrieks and 
throbs; it flowers silently amid outlying fields, with 
tali elm-trees to mark their boundaries. The road 
thither leads across fiat country; it skirts a forest in 
one place, and passes morę than one brick-baked 
village, with houses labelled, for the convenience of 
passers-by: Villa, Post Office, Schools, Surgery, and 
so on. We saw Dr. Evans’s head peeping over his 
wire blind as we passed through Rockberry, and then 
five minutes morę brought us to the gates of Rock 
Villa, where my aunt has lived for many years.

My cousins came out to greet the new comer. 
“Aunt Mary’s bachelor,” they used to cali him in 
private; in public, he was “Uncle Charles.” The 
two little boys, my aunt’s grandsons, appeared from 
their nursery. There was a great deal of friendly 
exclaiming. The luggage was handed up and down. 
Little Dick seized Mr. Geraldine’s travelling-bag, 
and nearly upset all its silver bottles on to the 
carpet. My aunt, Mrs. Rock, began introducing her 
old friend.

“You see, we have Nora and her boys, and Lucy 
and her husband,” said she, cheerfully ushering him 
in, “and my niece Mary you know, and Miss Morier 
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I think you also know; she is in the drawing-room.” 
And then Mr. Geraldine was hospitably escorted into 
a big room, with lights, and fire, and tea, and arm- 
chairs, and conversation, and flowers, and a lady in 
a shawl by the fire, and all the usual concomitants 
of five o’clock.
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II.

We had all been staying for some days at Rock 
Villa, and enjoying the last roses of summer from 
its warm chimney-corners. It is a comfortable, un- 
pretending house standing in a pretty garden, which 
somehow seems to make part of the living-rooms, 
for there are many Windows, and the parterres al- 
most mingle with the chintzes; the drawing-room 
opens into a conservatory; there is also a bow win­
dow with a cushioned seat, and a tali French glass 
door leading into the garden. The conservatory di- 
vides the drawing-room from the young ladies’ room 
or study, which again opens into the hall. The 
dining-room is on the opposite side and the Windows 
face the entrance gates. Inside the house, as I have 
said, the fires burnt bright in the pretty sitting-rooms; 
outside, the glories of October were kindling in the 
garden before winter came to put them all out. The 
plants were still green and spreading luxuriantly, 
stretching their long necks to the executioner; a 
golden mint of fairy leaves lay thickly scattered on 
the grass; from every branch the foliage still hung, 
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painting trees with russet and with amber. On the 
stable wali a spray of Gloire de Dijon roses started 
shell-like, pink against the sky. The guelder-rose 
tree by the hall door was crimson, the chestnuts 
were blazing gold.

The days passed very ąuietly; all the people in 
the house were very intimately connected with one 
another; married sisters are proverbially good com­
pany. The outside world was almost forgotten for 
a time in family meetings and greetings and per- 
sonalities; Nora’s husband, the colonel, was in India; 
Lucy’s husband, the clergyman, came up and down 
from London twice a week; Clarissa, the only un- 
married daughter of the family, madę musie for us, 
for Mr. Geraldine especially, who delighted in good 
musie; Miss Morier was also a very welcome yisitor 
in my aunt’s house. For many years she had been 
too ill and too poor to leave her own home; but her 
health had improved of late, and a smali inherit- 
ance had enabled her to mix with her friends again. 
She was a peculiar-looking woman, with dilating 
eyes under marked brows; she may have been pretty 
once, but illness had destroyed every tracę of good 
looks. She was very delicate still, and on her way 
to the South for the winter; she was well educated, 
well mannered, and fuli of ready sympathy; gold 
and silyer had she not in great abundance, but what 
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she had to bestow upon others was the ease and 
help of heart which real kindness and understanding 
can always give. I could not help contrasting her 
in my mind with Mr. Geraldine, who was also un- 
married, and in his way fuli of friendly interest in 
us all; but then it was in his way. He was easily 
put out of it, easily vexed; punctual and, alas! often 
kept waiting; he liked to lead the conversation, and 
it rambled away from him; he was impatient of 
bores and they madę up to him; he didn’t like ugly 
people or invalids; he detested Miss Morier, and her 
place was always by his at table.

Notwithstanding these peculiarities we are all 
fond of him, and grateful too. Colonel Fox is sup- 
posed to owe his appointment to Mr. Geraldine’s in­
fluence. Lucy’s husband, the curate, declares that 
half his parish is warmed and beflannelled with 
Uncle Charles’s Christmas cheąue; there is no end 
to his practical kindness and liberality. The intan- 
gible charities of life are less in our old friend’s 
way, perhaps. As we were all sitting round the fire 
that evening after dinner, the conversation was turned 
upon our meeting in the road.

“Were you frightened, Mary?” said my aunt; 
“you were walking very fast.”

“I was never morę glad to see you, Aunt Maiy,” 
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said I, gaining courage to speak of my alarm, and I 
told them my story.

“One has all sorts of curious impressions when 
one is alone,” said my aunt, hastily. “You mustn’t 
go out by yourself so late, my dear. It must have 
been fancy, for we should have seen any one follow- 
ing you.”

“Footsteps?—how very curious!” said the curate. 
“Do you remember, Lucy, the other day I thought 
we were followed.”

“Clarissa, will you play us something?” inter- 
rupted my aunt, rather uneasily; “and it is time 
for tea.”

“You need not be afraid of my nerves,” said 
Miss Morier, smiling. “I have quite got over my 
old troubles, dear Mrs. Rock, and I can hear people 
discuss hobgoblins of every sort with perfect equa- 
nimity.”

My aunt evidently disliked the subject very 
much. She did not answer Miss Morier, and again 
said something about tea-time; but Nora, with some 
curiosity, exclaimed:—

“What was it, dear Miss Morier, that you used 
to see? I never liked to ask you; but I have always 
heard that you were troubled by some curious im­
pressions.”

“I don’t mind telling you,” said Miss Morier, 
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turning a little pale as if she had somewhat over- 
rated her own strength of nerve. “I used to see the 
figurę of a man, a common-place looking man in a 
wig, and muffled in some sort of cloak: you will 
laugh, but you cannot imagine what misery it caused 
me. At times I saw the whole figurę advancing to- 
wards me; sometimes it was retreating; sometimes 
only the head appeared. I found out at last that 
by a strong effort of will I could dispel the phan- 
tom. When I was once convinced that it was some 
effect upon my nerves brought on by physical weak- 
ness, I was able to overcome it. The apparition was 
always accompanied by a peculiar sensation which I 
can hardly describe; a sort of suspensę and loss of 
will, which came over me suddenly at all sorts of 
times and in different places.”

“I have been reading some of those accounts 
of Shelley’s yisions, in that series of Morley’s,” 
said Mr. Geraldine, rather scornfully; “and the 
mysterious attacks upon him, and the apparition 
of the child coming out of the sea. He was a 
yegetarian, and he only drank water, which morę 
than accounts for such cases of brain affection,” 
said he, with a glance at poor Miss Morier, who was 
a teetotaller.

“I can’t agree with you in thinking it alto- 
gether physical,” said the curate grayely. “If all 
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the tens of thousands of alleged phenomena wit- 
nessed in all parts of the world, and attested by 
experienced observers, be illusions, the fact would 
be morę marvellous than the greatest marvel among 
them.”

“But surely,” said my aunt, impatiently, “the 
morę common such things are, William, the morę 
it also proves that it is a recognised affection de- 
pending on certain States of health not fully under- 
stood.”

“All I can tell you,” said I, “is that I heard the 
steps quite plainly.” I spoke rather crossly, for they 
did not seem to give me credit for common sense. 
My aunt cut it short by saying I must not walk out 
alone again; and then came tea, musie, bedroom 
candlesticks, good-nights. The curate went off with 
a pipę to some spot where tobacco was recognised 
at Rock Villa; Mr. Geraldine selected a book and 
a paper-cutter, and also disappeared; Clarissa, my 
youngest cousin, carried me off to her own room 
for a long midnight conversation. It lasted till 
the smali hours, and I was creeping down to bed, 
carefully creaking through the sleeping house, 
when I thought I heard a faint ery. As I passed 
Miss Morier’s door, I again heard it—a sort of 
agonised sigh.

I stopped short, and without further hesitation 
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opened the door, which was not locked, and walked 
in. . . .

The room was fuli of moonlight; there was 
no candle, only a dim nightlight burning near 
the bed; the blinds were undrawn. In the middle 
of the room stood Miss Morier, in her white dress- 
ing-gown, with her long grey curls falling over her 
shoulders. She looked very pale in the moonlight; 
she gave a sort of gasp when she saw me.

“Who is it? What was it?” she said wildly. 
“Have you also seen? Oh, tell me! Thank you 
for coming.” And then she caught me by the 
arm, and burst out crying. “You will think me so 
foolish,” she sobbed, still clinging to me. “I thought 
I was cured; my old trouble has come upon me 
again to-night. I should not have talked of it. I 
saw him there,” she said, pointing to the window 
and looking away.

I went to the window and saw nothing but the 
broad moonlight upon the lawn and the shadows 
of the bushes. There was a high elear frosty sky, 
a few cold stars were shining above the trees, one 
branch glistened and seemed to shake in the dark- 
ness.

Miss Morier recovered herself after a minutę. 
She drank some water, grew calmer, again thanked 
me for coming, begged me to say nothing to any

Da Capo^ etc. 18
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one of her fright, and gratefully accepted my pro- 
posal that we should unlock the door between our 
rooms. Her alarm did not affect me, though I was 
very sorry for her, and after this night a certain 
slight barrier which had divided us hitherto seemed 
to be completely done away. I kept her secret as 
she desired. The subject was never mentioned be­
tween us. I could understand that the less she 
dwelt upon such nervous affections, the better it 
must be for herself and for every one else.
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III.

But, perhaps, silence is not after all the best re- 
ceipt for morbid impressions. I used to find my- 
self watching Miss Morier, wondering whether her 
ghostly yisitor was present to her; if she turned, if 
she looked about the room, as she had a way of 
doing, I used to imagine unseen visitants among us, 
or peeping over our shoulders. One day, in the 
garden, I thought I heard some one coming up to 
join me, and when I turned there was no one to be 
seen; then a curious uncomfortable sensation of 
being watched came over me, of something near 
and yet unrecognisable, of some one haunting my 
steps. One day Miss Morier came in from the 
fields and sat down impatiently by the fire. “Can 
you imagine what it is,” she said, “never to be 
able to shake off the feeling of being followed? 
I never seem to be alone. I cannot bear it, I must 
get away. I think, perhaps, change of scene may 
help me.”

I hardly knew how to answer her. This I knew, 
that I too had felt the same sensations. If we 

18* 
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walked in the garden, there would be odd rustlings 
among the trees and bushes; sometimes of an even- 
ing it seemed to me that eyes were looking at us 
through the uncurtained Windows; a sense of an 
invisible presence used to come over me suddenly 
as I sat busied with my own affairs; looking up, I 
might see nothing, but it would seem to me as if 
something had been there.

That very afternoon, after she left me, I remained 
alone in the drawing-room, reading by the fire and 
absorbed in my book, when this peculiar sensation of 
being watched madę me tum round suddenly. This 
time I did see something which seemed to me 
morę tangible than a ghost should be. It was 
a dark figurę, starting from a corner of the room 
and vanishing into the conservatory. I saw it dis- 
tinctly cross the window. I jumped up and followed, 
knocking over a table and a vase of flowers on my 
way; only, when I reached the conservatory, there 
was no one to be seen. The door was open to the 
garden and a chill wind was blowing in. Mr. 
Geraldine, hearing me cali, came out from the 
study where he had been writing. I asked him if 
he had seen any one pass by, and he began some 
joking answer.

“It is no joking matter,” I cried. “Pray do cali 
some one.”
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We called everybody and looked everywhere, 
and searched the grounds, but nothing was dis- 
covered.

My younger cousins had also been in the study, 
and had seen nothing, heard nothing but the crash 
of the table. Mr. Geraldine continued his gibes, 
and I could see that the others only half believed 
me. The servants were desired to be careful about 
closing doors and Windows. It was impossible to 
be really nervous in so large and cheerful a house- 
hold, and by degrees the subject was dropped. 
Nevertheless, Miss Morier went on hurrying the pre- 
parations for her departure; she engaged a maid, 
packed her boxes; she was to start at the beginning 
of the week. She seemed in a fever to be off.

“Maria was always an excitable person,” said 
my aunt, who was vexed by this sudden departure. 
“Once she gets a thing into her head, there is no 
changing her mind; she has always been fanciful 
sińce her trouble.”

“What were her troubles?” said my cousin Nora. 
Then my aunt told us something of her friend’s 
early life. She was to have been married to a young 
officer, who was killed in India, and she never really 
got over the shock, although she was once engaged 
to some one else. “It was her mother’s doing, for 
the man was supposed to be rich; but it was a 
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miserable business,” said my aunt. “Maria nearly 
died of the strain. She seemed to hate the man, 
though he had obtained some strange power over 
her too. He was desperately in love with her, 
people blamed her for breaking it all off, but I al- 
ways advised her to do so.” My aunt ceased ab- 
ruptly, for as she was speaking the door opened, 
and Miss Morier came in ready dressed for a walk.

“Is it prudent of you to go out?” said my aunt. 
“I don’t trust these afternoon gleams.”

“Oh, yes,” cried Miss Morier, eagerly. “The 
day is fine, and I feel so well, and it is quite early 
yet.” And then, as she seemed to wish for a com- 
panion, I offered to go with her.

We had paid our visit, and we were half-way 
home, when the fine sunshine suddenly vanished. It 
was gone, and then the clouds gathered overhead, 
and in a few minutes great chill drops began to fali 
in our faces. We had nearly half a mile to walk, 
and I felt not a little uneasy about my companion, 
who was very delicate, and not well able to bear 
sudden changes of temperaturę. We were walking 
along that straight high-road, of which I have al­
ready madę mention, when the storm broke into a 
great downpour of rain and hail falling straight from 
the sky overhead. My companion was hurrying 
along by my side with flushed cheeks and panting 
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breath. We were very wet by the time we reached 
the lodge, which looked morę dismal than ever, pre- 
senting its Italian columns to the rain; but some 
shelter was to be found in the portico, and there we 
waited till the violence of the rain should abate. It 
was a dreary refuge enough; the field looked black, 
and the mist was creeping along the ground, the 
railings were dripping. It was early in the after- 
noon, but the evening seemed suddenly to be clos- 
ing in. Maria Morier shivered and drew close to 
the door, and then immediately we heard a creak- 
ing. The lodge door opened—two shaking hands 
held it back for us.

“You can come in,” said a voice; “the door is 
open.” Maria started, shrunk back, and then with 
a strange fixed look, said faintly, “We must go in, 
it is too late,” and she walked into the lodge.

It consisted only of one room, big and dark and 
duli, and scarcely furnished. There were two narrow 
Windows looking different ways, with lattice panes. 
There was a big divan in a sort of recess. In the 
centre of the place stood a round table with a velvet 
table-cloth half pulled aside, and all stained and 
dirty; the walls had once been papered with some 
red flock paper, it was falling here and there in dis- 
coloured strips. There was a medicine-bottle on 
one of the window-ledges, with a pair of shabby old 
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boots covered with mud, and a candle stuck into a 
bent and once gilt candlestick. As my eyes be- 
came morę accustomed, I recognised the man I had 
seen watching us through the gates. “You can wait 
a bit,” he said, but his voice frightened me, it was 
so harsh and so hollow. His face looked pale and 
sullen, but his eyes were burning. An old wig was 
pulled over his forehead. He stood holding on by 
the back of a chair.
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IV.

The rain was still beating and pouring upon the 
roof and against the Windows. The old man had 
sunk into the chair from which he must have risen 
to admit us; he sat staring at Maria with a curious 
watchful inąuiring look. He put me in mind of 
some animal caged away and dazed by long ćon- 
finement. A sort of mist came creeping from be- 
neath the door. They both looked so strangely that 
I thought it best to try and speak, I could not un- 
derstand their curious fixed looks.

“It is very kind of you to let us in,” said I. 
“My friend is not strong, and might be seriously ill 
if we were out in the rain. It is very good of you 
to give us shelter.”

“Shelter!” said the old man. “Don’t you see 
that this is the gate-keeper’s house—gates to no- 
thing. I’m my own keeper.”

He spoke with a sneer, and sank back with the 
effort. Then he began again, still staring at Maria 
Morier.

“I knew you were coming. You did not think 
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who it was that was about to give you shelter, or 
you would have stood out drenching in the rain 
sooner than come in.”

He said all this a little wildly. I could not un- 
derstand him. Miss Morier looked morę and morę 
frightened, and I too began to be alarmed. We 
had sat down upon the only conyenient seat—the 
divan in the recess. I took Maria’s hand, it was icy 
cold. The man sat frońting us, with his back to 
the door. He did not speak like a gentleman, nor 
as if he was a common man. Poor wretch! what a 
miserable life he must have led for days past in this 
lonely place. He began muttering to himself after 
a while.

“There she sits,” I heard him say. “She is an 
old woman now. Who says people change? I do,” 
he shouted suddenly, starting to his feet; “they 
change—they lie—they forget, d------ their false 
hearts,” and he dashed his hand to his head.

I was so startled by his sudden fury that I, too, 
started to my feet, still holding my friend’s hand.

“Does she look like a woman you might trust?” 
he cried. “Smooth-spoken and bland, she fools us 
all; poor fools and idiots, ruined for her sake. Ay, 
ruined body and soul!”

By this time I was fairly terrified. Miss Morier, 
strange to say, seemed less frightened than at first.
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She looked at the door expressively, and we tried to 
get nearer to it; but he was too quick, and put him- 
self in our way.

“You may go,” he said, very excitedly, pointing 
to me. “I’ve taken you for her morę than once, 
and nearly come upon you unawares, but to-day 
there is no mistake. I have waited for her all this 
time, and she can stay a bit now she has con- 
descended to come to me. This might have been 
her lodge-gate once, all new and furnished up. It’s 
not fit for my lady to bidę in for an hour; but good 
enough for me to die in like a dog, alone.”

It was a most miserable, terrifying scene. Miss 
Morier spoke very calmly, though I could see what 
a great effort she was making.

“I shall be glad to stay till the rain is over,” 
she said; “and then, perhaps, you will show us the 
way back.”

Her words, civil as they were, seemed to ex- 
asperate him.

“So you speak,” he said, in a shrill sort of voice. 
“Mighty civil is my lady, but she shall not escape 
for all her silver tongue. I have followed you all 
these days,— followed your steps, waited your Corn­
ing; and now you are come to me, and you shall 
not leave me, you shall not leave me!” he cried, in 
a sort of shriek, and I saw something gleam in his 
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hand. He had got a knife, which he flourished 
wildly over her head. “Yes, you are come,” he 
cried, “though you have forgotten the past, and 
David Fraser, the ruined man.”

Miss Morier, who had been shaking like an 
aspen, suddenly forgot all her terror in her surprise 
and spontaneous sympathy. 11 You David! David 
Fraser! Oh! my poor David!” she said, stepping 
forward with the kindest, gentlest pity in her tones, 
and only thinking of him and his miserable condi- 
tion, and forgetting all fears for herself.

I don’t know whether it was her very kindness 
that overcame him. As she spoke, he threw up his 
arms and let them fali at his side, dropping the 
knife upon the floor. He seemed to catch for 
breath, and then, before we could either of us catch 
him, he had fallen gasping and choking at our feet. 
We could not raise him up, but Maria lifted his 
head on to her knee, while I loosened his shirt and 
looked about for water. There was no water, nothing 
in the place, and I could only soak my handkerchief 
011 the wet flags outside, and lay it on his head. 
The rain was stopping; a boy was passing down the 
road, and I called to him, and urged him to hurry 
for help—to the doctor’s first, and then to my aunt’s 
house. I hastily wrote a pencil linę upon the card 
for him to show, and he set off running. Then I 
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went back into the house; it was absolutely bare, 
neither firing nor food could I find. There was a 
candle and there were some lucifers, which I struck, 
for the twilight was falling. “Some one will soon 
be here,” I said to Miss Morier.

“Rub his hands,” she said in a whisper; and we 
chafed the poor cold hands. The man presently 
came to himself, and began muttering again. As I 
looked at the poor patient, I could hardly believe 
this was the same man we had been so alarmed by. 
His wig had fallen off, and we could see the real 
lines of his head. He was deadly pale, but a very 
sweet expression had come into the sullen face. His 
talk went rambling on in some strange way. He 
seemed to know Miss Morier, for he kept calling her 
by her name. Then he appeared to imagine him­
self at some great feast or entertainment.

“Welcome to my house, Maria,” he said; “wel­
come to the Towers. Tell the musicians to play 
louder; scatter flowers; bring morę lights, it is dark; 
we want morę lights.”

As he spoke a curious bright reflection came 
shining through the window that looked towards the 
field.

“Is some one coming?” said Maria, trying to 
raise the helpless figurę. “Oh, go to the door.”

I went to the door and flung it open, and then
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I stood transfixed. It was not the help we longed 
for. I cannot explain what I saw—I can only simply 
describe it. The light which had been shining 
through the window came from across the field: 
from a stately house standing among the mists, and 
with many lighted Windows. I could see the doors, 
the casements all alight. I could even tracę the 
shadows of the balconies, the architectural mouldings. 
The house was a great sąuare house, with wings on 
either side, and a tali roof with decorated gables. 
There were weathercocks and ornaments, and many 
shining points and decorations. It seemed to me 
that, from time to time, some dreamy faint sound of 
musie was in the air. It was all very cold; I shivered 
as I stood there, and all the while I heard the poor 
voice rambling on—calling to guests, to musicians. 
“ Welcome to my house,” he said, over and over again. 
“I built it for her, and she has come to live in it.”

This may have lasted some minutes; then I 
heard Maria calling, and as I turned away suddenly 
the whole thing vanished. “Oh, come!” she said. 
Some gleam of recognition had dawned into the 
sick man’s eyes. He looked up at her, smiled very 
peacefully, and fell back. “It is all over,” she said, 
bursting into a flood of tears. A minutę after, there 
came a knocking at the door—it was the doctor, but 
he was too late.
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I cannot account for my story. I have told it as 
it occurred. When the doctor came, and I opened 
the door to him, the field was dark, the black shadows 
were creeping all about it, the signpost stood upon 
the mound.

I asked the doctor afterwards if he had seen 
anything coming along, but he said “No;” and when 
I told my story, he tried to persuade me it was 
some effect of the mists on the marshy ground; but 
it was something morę than that. Perhaps a 
scientific name will be found some day for the 
strange influence of one mind upon another.

THE END.
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Veronique 2 v. Petronel 2 v. 
Her Lord and Master 2 v. The 
Prey of the Gods I v. Life of 
Captain Marryat I v. Mad Du- 
maresq 2 v. No Intentions 2 v. 
Fighting the Air 2 v. A Star and 
a Heart I v. The Poison of Asps 
I v. A Lucky Disappointment I v. 
My own Child 2 v. Her Father’s 
Name 2 v. A Harvest of Wild 
Oats 2 v. A Little Stepson i v. 
Written inFire av. Her World against 
a Lie a v. A Broken Blossom 2 v.

Mrs.Marsh: Ravenscliffe2v. 
Emilia Wyndham 2 v. Castle 
Avon2v. Aubrey2v. TheHeiress 
ofHaughton2v. EvelynMarston 
2 v. The Rosę of Ashurst 2 v.

Helen Mathers: “Cherry 
Ripe !” 2 v. “ Land o* the Leal" 1 v. 
My Lady Green Sleeves 2 v.

Whyte Melville: Kate Cov- 
entry 1 v. Holmby House 2 v. 
Digby Grand 1 v. Good for No- 
thing 2 v. The Queen’s Maries 2 v. 
The Gladiators 2 v. The Brookes 
ofBridlemere 2 v. Cerise2v. The 
Interpreter 2 v. The White Rosę 
2v. M. orN. Iv. Contraband; or 
ALosing Hazard lv. Sarchedon 
2 v. Unclejohn2v. Katerfelto 
iv. SisterLouise 1 v. Rosineiv. 
Roy’sWife2v. Black but Comely 
2 v. Riding Recollections 1 v.

George Meredith: The Or- 
deal of Feverel 2 v. Beauchamp’s 
Career 2 v.

Owen Meredith: vide Robert 
Lord Lytton.

Milton: Poetical Works 1 v.
MissFlorenceMontgomery: 

Misunderstood i v. Thrown Together 
2 v. Thwarted i v. Wild Mikę i v. 
Seaforth 2 v.

Molly Bawn 2 n.
Moore: Poetical Works (w. 

portrait) 5 v.
Lady Morgan’s Memoirs 3 v.
E. C. Grenville: Murray: The 

Member for Paris 2 v. Young Brown 
2 v. The Boudoir Cabal 3 v. French 
Pictures in English Chalk (ist Series) 
2 v. The Russians of To-day 1 v. 
French Pictures in English Chalk 
(2nd Series) 2 v. Strange Tales 1 v. 
That Artful Vicar 2 v.

“ My little Lady,” Author of— 
My little Lady 2 v. Ersilia 2 V.

New Testament [v. 1000.]
Mrs.Newby: Common Sense 

2 V.
Dr.J.H.Newman:Callistaiv.
Nina Balatka i v.
“No Church,” Author of— 

NoChurch2v. Owen:—a Waif 
2 v.

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

Novels andTales mdeHouse- 
hold Words.

Not Easily Jealous 2 v.
Mrs. Oliphant: Passages in 

the Life of Mrs. Margaret Mait- 
land of Sunnyside I v. The Last 
of the Mortimers 2 v. Agnes 2 v.

Theprice of each wolume is i Mark 6o Pfennige.
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Madonna Mary 2 v. The Minis- 
ter’s Wife 2 v. The Rector, and 
the Doctor’s Family I v. Salem 
Chapel 2 v. The Perpetual Cu- 
rate 2 v. Miss Magoribanks 2 v. 
Ombra 2 v. Memoir of Count 
de Montalembert 2 v. May 2 v. 
Innocent 2 v. For Love and Life 2 v. 
A Rosę injuneir. The Story ofYalen- 
tine and his Brother 2 v. Whiteladies 
2 v. The Curate in Charge 1 v. Phcebe, 
Junior 2 v. Mrs. Arthur 2 v. Carith. 2 v. 
Young Musgrave 2 v. The Primrose 
Path 2 v. Within the Precincts 3 v.

Ossian: Poems i v.
Ouida: Idalia2v. Tricotrin2v.

Puck 2v. Chandos2 v. Strathmore 
2V. UndertwoFlags 2v. Folle- 
Farine2v. A Leaf in theStorm; 
ADog of Flanders&otherStories 
I v. Cecil Castlemaine’s Gage I v. 
Madame la Marguise lv. Pascarel 
2 v. Held in Bondage 2 v. Two 
little Wooden Shoes I v. Signa 
(w. portrait) 3 v. In a Winter 
City I v. Ariadnę 2 v. Friend- 
ship 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 I v. Echoes 
of a Famous Year I v. Kathe- 
rine’s Trial 1 v. Bessie Fairfax 
2 v. Ben Milner’s Wooing 1 v. 
Straightforward 2 v.

Mrs. Parr: Dorothy Fox 1 v. 
The Prescotts of Pamphillon 2 v. 
Gosau Smithy 1 v.

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

James Payn: Found Dead

I v. Gwendoline’s Harvest I v. 
Like Father, like Son 2 v. Not 
Wooed, but Won. 2 v. Cecil’s 
Trystiv. A Woman’sVengeance 
2 v. Murphy’s Master I v. In the 
Heart of a Hill I v. At Her Mercy 
2 v. The Best of Husbands 2 v. 
Walter’s Word 2 v. Halves 2 v. 
Fallen Fortunes 2 v. What He 
cost Her 2 v. By P roxy 2 v. Less 
Black than we’re Painted 2 v. 
Under one Roof 2 v. High 
Spirits I v.

MissFr.M.Peard: One Year 
2v. TheRose-Garden 1 v. Un- 
awares I n. Thorpe Regis I v. A 
Winter Story I v. AMadrigallv. 
Cartouche 1 n.

Bishop Percy: Religues of 
Ancient English Poetry 3 v.

Pope: Select Poetical Works 
(w. portrait) I v.

Mrs. E. Prentiss: Stepping 
Heavenward 1 v.

The Prince Consort’s 
Speeches and Addresses I v.

W. F. Rae: Westward by 
Raił 1 v.

Charles Reade: “It is never 
too late to mend” 2 v. “Love me 
little, love me long” 1 v. The 
Cloister and the Hearth 2 v. 
Hard Cash 3 v. Put Yourself in 
Iris Place 2 v. A Terrible Temp- 
tation 2 v. Peg Woffington 1 v. 
ChristieJohnstone 1 v. A Simple- 
ton2v. TheWanderingHeiriv.

“Recommended to Mercy,” 
Author of—Recommended to 
Mercy 2 v. Zoe’s ‘Brand’ 2 v.

Richardson: Clarissa Har­
fowe 4 v.

The price of each wolume is 1 Mark 60 Pfennige.
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Mrs.Riddell(F.G.Trafford): I 
George Geith of Fen Court 2 v. 
Maxwell Drewitt 2 v. The Race 
forWealth2v. Far aboyeRubies 
2 v. The Earl’s Promise 2 v. 
Mortomley’s Estate 2 v.

Rev. W. Robertson; Ser- 
mons 4 v.

Charles H. Ross: The Pretty 
Widów iv. A London Romance 2 v.

Dante Gabriel Rossetti: 
Poems 1 v.

J.Ruffini: Lavinia2v. Doctor 
Antonio lv. LorenzoBenoni lv. 
Vincenzo 2 v. A QuietNook i v. 
TheParagreenson aVisittoParis 
I v. Carlino and other Stories I v.

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

John Saunders: Israel Mort, 
Overman 2 v. The Shipowner’s 
Daughter 2 v.

Katherine Saunders: Joan 
Merryweather and other Tales 
i v. Gideon’s Rock i n. The 
High Mills 2 v. Sebastian I v.

Sir Walter Scott: Waverley 
(w. portrait) I v. TheAntiquary 
I v. Ivanhoe I v. Kenilworth 
I v. Quentin Durward I v. Old 
Mortality i v. Guy Mannering 
I v. Rob Roy I v. The Pirate I v. 
The Fortunes of Nigel I v. The 
Black Dwarf; A Legend ofMont- 
rose I v. The Bride of Lammer- 
moor r v. The Heart of Mid- 
Lothian 2 v. TheMonastery I v. 
The Abbot I v. Peveril of the 
Peak 2 v. The Poetical Works 
a v. Woodstock z v. The Fair Maid 
of Perth z v. Annę of Geierstein z v.

Professor Seeley: Life and 
Times of Stein 4 vols.

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. The 
Experience ofLife; or, Aunt Sarah 2 v.

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

Shakespeare'  s Plays may also be 
had in 37 numbers, at M. 0,30. 
each number.

Doubtful Plays I v.
Shelley: A Selection from his 

Poems 1 v.
Nathan Sheppard: Shut up 

in Paris (Second Edition, en- 
larged) 1 v.

Sheridan:DramaticWorks 1 v.
Smollett: The Adventures of 

Roderick Random I v. The Ex- 
pedition of Humphry Clinker 1 v. 
The Adventures of Peregrine 
Piekle 2 v.

Earl Stanhope (Lord Mahoń): 
History of England 7 n. The 
Reign of Queen Annę 2 v.

Sterne: The Life andOpinions 
ofTristramShandy I v. A Senti- 
mental Joumey (w. portrait) 1 v.

“Still Waters,” Author of— 
Still Waters I v. Dorothy 1 v. 
De Cressy 1 v. Uncle Ralph 1 v. 
MaidenSistersly. MarthaBrown 
I v. Vanessa 1 v.

M. C. Stirling: Two Tales of 
MarriedLife av. Vol. II, ATrueMan, 
Vol. I. sśk G. M. Craik.

“The Story of Elizabeth,” 
Author of—za Miss Thackeray.

Ehefrice of cack wokime is 1 Mark 60 Pfennige.
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Mrs. H. Beecher Stowe: 
Uncle Tom’s Cabin (w. portrait) 
2v. AKeytoUncle Tom’sCabin 
2 v. Dred 2 n. The Minister’s 
Wooing I v. OldtownFolks 2 v.

“Sunbeam Stories,” Author 
of— vide Mackarness.

Swift: Gulliver’s Travels I v.
Baroness Tautphoeus: Cy- 

rilla 2 v. The Initials 2 v. Quits 
2 v. At Odds 2 v.

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

Templeton: Diary&Notes 1 v.
Tennyson: PoeticalWorks 7v. 

Queen Mary I v. Harold 1 v.
W. M. Thackeray: Vanity 

Fair 3 v. The History of Pen- 
dennis 3 v. Miscellanies 8 v. The 
History of Henry Esmond 2 v. 
The English Humourists i v. The New- 
comes 4 v. The Virginians 4 v. The 
FourGeorges; Lovel theWidower xv. 
The Adventures of Philip 2 v. Denis 
Duval 1 v. Roundabout Papers 2 v. 
Catherine 1 v. The Irish Sketch Book 
2 v. The Paris Sketch Book (w. por­
trait) 2 v.

Miss Thackeray: The Story of 
Elizabeth I v. The Village on the 
Cliffiv.OldKensington2v. Blue- 
beard’sKeys 1 v. FiveOldFriends 
1 v. Miss Angel i v. Out of the 
World I v. Fulham Lawn I v. 
From an Island i v.

Thomas a Kempis: The 
Imitation of Christ I v.

A. Thomas: Denis Donnę 2 v. 
On Guard 2 v. Walter Goring 2 v. 
Playedout2v. Called to Account 
2 v. Only Herself 2 v. A nar- 
row Escape 2 v.

Thomson: Poetical Works 
(with portrait) I v.

F. G. Trafford: vido Mrs. 
Riddell.

G. O. Trevelyan: The Life 
and Letters of Lord Macaulay 
(w. portrait) 4 v. Selections from 
the W ritings of LordMacaulay 2v.

Trois-Etoiles: mde Murray.
Anthony Trollope: Doctor 

Thorne 2 v. The Bertrams 
2 v. TheWarden I v. Barchester 
Towers2v. CastleRichmond2v. 
The West Indies 1 v. Framley 
Parsonage 2 v. North America 
3 v. OrleyFarm3v. Rachel Ray 
2v. The Smali House at Alling- 
ton 3 v. Can you forgive her? 
3 v. The Belton Estate 2 v. The 
Last Chronicie of Barset 3 v. The 
Claverings 2 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. 
TheGoldenLion ofGranpere IV. 
Australia and New Zealand 3 v. 
Lady Anna 2 v. Harry Heath- 
cote of Gangoil 1 v. The Way we 
live now 4v. The Prime Minister 
4 v. The American Senator 3 v. 
ŚouthAfrica2 v. Is hePopenjoy? 
3 v. An Eye for an Eye I v. John 
Caldigate 3v. Cousin Henry I v.

T. Adolphus Trollope: The 
Garstangs of Garstang Grange 
2 v. A Siren 2 v.

Mark Twain: The Adven- 
tures of Tom Sawyer I v. The 
Innocents abroad; or, the New 
Pilgrims’ Progress 2 v.

The Two Cosmos I V.

Theprice of eack volume is I Mark 60 Pfennige.



Collection of British Authors Tauchnitz Edition. 13

“Vera,” Authorof—Vera 1 v. 
The Hotel du Petit St. Jean I v. 
Blue Roses 2 v.

Yirginia 1 v.
L.B.Walford: Mr. Smith2v.

Pauline 2 v. Cousins 2 v.
Mackenzie Wallace: Russia 

3 v
EliotWarburton: TheCres- 

cent and the Cross 2 v. Darien2v.
S. Warren: Passages fromthe 

DiaryofalatePhysician2v. Ten 
Thousand a-Year 3 v. Now and 
Then i v. The Lily and the Bee i v.

“Waterdale Neighbours,” 
Author of— vide J. McCarthy.

Miss Wetherell: The wide, 
wideWorldlv. Queechy2v. The 
Hills of the Shatemuc 2 v. Say 
and Seal 2 v. TheOIdHelmet2v,

A Whim and its Consequences

“Who Breaks—Pays,” Au­
thor of— vide Mrs. Jenkin.

Mrs. Henry Wood: East 
Lynne 3 v. The Channings 
2v. Mrs. Halliburton’s Troubles 
2 v. Verner’s Pride 3 v. The 
ShadowofAshlydyat3v. Trevlyn 
Hold2v. LordOakburn’s Daugh- 
ters2v. Oswald Cray 2 v. Mildred 
Arkell 2 v. St. Martin’s Eve 2 v. 
Elster’sFolly2v. LadyAdelaide’s 
Oath 2 v. Orville College 1 v. A 

Life’s Secretl v. TheRedCourt 
Farm 2 v. Annę Hereford 2 v. 
Roland Yorke 2 v. GeorgeCanter- 
bury’sWill 2 v. Bessy Ranę 2 v. 
Dene Hollow 2 v. The Foggy 
Night at Offord etc. I v. Within 
the Maze 2 v. The Master of 
Greylands z v. Told in the Twilight 
2 v. Adam Grainger i v. Edina 2 v. 
Pomeroy Abbey 2 v.

Wordsworth: Select Poetical 
Works 2 v.

Lascelles Wraxall: Wild 
Oats 1 v.

Edm. Yates: Land at Last 
2 v. Broken to Hamess 2 v. 
The Forlom Hope 2 v. Black 
Sheep 2 v. The Rock Ahead 
2 v. Wrecked in Port 2 v. Dr. 
Wainwrighfs Patient 2 v. No- 
body’s Fortune 2 v. Castaway 2 v. 
AWaiting Race 2v. The Yellow Flag 
2v. The Impending Sword 2v. Two, 
by Tricks 1 v. A Silent Witness 2 v.

Miss Yonge: The Heir of 
Redclyffe 2 v. Heartsease 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. 
The Danvers Papers; the Prince and 
the Page 1 v. The Chaplet of Pearls 
2 v. The two Guardians i v. The 
Caged Lion 2 v. The Pillars of the 
House 5 v. Lady H ester 1 v. My 
Young Alcides 2 v. The Three Brides 
2 v. Womankind 2 v.

The price of each wolume is i Mark óo Pfennige.
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Collection of German Authors.
B.Auerbach: OntheHeights.

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

G. Ebers: An Egyptian Prin- 
cess. Translated byE. Grove, 2 v. 
Uarda. From the German by Bell, 
2v. Homo Sum. From the Ger­
man by Bell, 2 v. The Sisters. 
From the German by Bell, 2 v.

Fouque: Undine, Sintram 
and other Tales. Translated by 
F. E. Bunnett, 1 v.

F.Freiligrath: Poems. From 
the German oiFerdinandFreilig- 
rath. Edited by his Daughter. 
Second Copyright Edition, en- 
larged. 1 v.

W.Gorlach: Prince Bismarck 
(with Portrait). From the Ger­
man by Miss M. E. vonGlehn, iv.

Goethe: Faust. Fromthe Ger­
man by John Anster, LL.D. iv. 
Wilhelm Meister’s Apprentice- 
ship. From the German by 
Eleanor Grove, 2 v.

K. Gutzkow: Through Night 
to Light. From the German by 
M. A. Faber, 1 v.

F. W. Hacklander: Behind 
the Counter[Handel u.Wandel]. 
From the German by Howitt, IV,

W.Hauff: ThreeTales. From 
the German by M. A. Faber, I v.

P. Heyse: L’Arrabiata and 
other Tales. From the German 
by M. Wilson, I v. The Dead 
Lakę and other Tales. From the 
German by Mary Wilson, 1 v. 
Barbarossa and other Tales. From 
the German by L. C. S., I v. I

Wilhelminę von Hillem: 
The Vulture Maiden [die Geier- 
Wally], From the German by 
C. BeU and E. F. Poynter, I v. 
The Hour will come. From the 
German by Clara Bell, 2 v.

S. Kohn: Gabriel. A Story 
of the Jews in Prague. From the 
German by A. Milman, M.A., I v.

G. E. Lessing: Nathan the 
Wise and Emilia Galotti. The 
former transl. by W. Taylor, the 
latter by Chas. Lee Lewes, 1 v.

E.Marlitt: ThePrincessofthe 
Moor [das Haideprinzesschen], 
2 v.

Maria Nathasius: Joachim 
von Kamem and Diary of a poor 
young Lady. From the German 
by Miss Thompson, 1 v.

FritzReuter: In the Year’13: 
Transl. from the Platt-Deutsch 
by Chas. Lee Lewes, 1 v. An 
old Story of my Farming Days 
[Ut minę Stromtid], From the 
German by M. W. Macdowall, 3v.

Jean Paul Friedr. Richter: 
Flower, Fruit and Thorn Pieces: 
or the Married Life, Death, and 
Wedding of the Advocate of the 
Poor, Firmian Stanislaus Sieben- 
kas. Translated from the Ger­
man by E. H. Noel, 2 v.

J. V. Scheffel: Ekkehard. A 
TaleofthetenthCentmy. Trans­
lated from the German by Sofie 
Delffs, 2 v.

H. Żschokke: The Princess of 
Brunswick-Wolfenbiittel and 
other Tales. From the German 
by M. A. Faber, 1 v.

Thefrice of each volunie is 1 Mark 60 Pfennige.
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Series for the Young.
Lady Barker: Stories About. 

With Frontispiece, I v.
Louisa Charlesworth: Mi- 

nistering Children. WithFrontis- 
piece, i v.

Mrs. Craik (Miss Mulock): 
Our Year. Iliustrated by C. 
Dobell, I v. Three Tales for 
Boys. With a Frontispiece by 
B. Plockhorst, I v. Three Tales 
for Girls. With a Frontispiece 
by B. Plockhorst, I v.

Miss G. M. Craik: Cousin 
Trix. With a Frontispiece by 
B. Plockhorst, I v.

Maria Edgeworth: Morał 
Tales. With a Frontispiece by 
B. Plockhorst, I v. Popular 
Tales. With a Frontispiece by 
B. Plockhorst, 2v.

“Heir ofRedclyffe,” Author 
of— vide Miss Yonge.

“John Halifax,” Author of— 
wide Mrs. Craik.

Bridget & Julia Kavanagh: 
ThePearlFountain. WithaFron- 
tispiece by B. Plockhorst, i v.

Charles and Mary Lamb: 
Tales from Shakspeare. With 
the Portrait of Shakspeare, I v.

Captain Marryat: Master- 
man Ready; or, the Wreck of the 
Pacific. With Frontispiece, I v.

—Each volume 1 Marle 60 Pf.
Florence Montgomery: The 

Town-Crier; to which is added: 
The Children with the Indian- 
Rubber Bali, I v.

Ruth andherFriends. A Story 
for Girls. With Frontispiece, lv.

Mrs. Henry Wood: William 
Allair; or, Running away to Sea. 
Frontispiece from a Drawing by 
F. Gilbert, I v.

Miss Yonge: Kenneth; or, 
the Rear-Guard of the Grand 
Army. With Frontispiece, 1 v. 
The Little Duke. Ben Sylvester’s 
Word. With a Frontispiece by 
B. Plockhorst, I v. The Stokesley 
Secret. With a Frontispiece by 
B. Plockhorst, 1 v. Countess 
Kate. With Frontispiece, I v. 
A Book of Golden Deeds. With 
a Frontispiece by B. Plockhorst, 
2v. FriarswoodPost-Office. With 
Frontispiece, I v. Henrietta’s 
Wish;or, Domineering. A Tale. 
With a Frontispiece by B. Plock­
horst, I v. Kings of England: 
A History for the Young. With 
Frontispiece, I v. The Lances of 
Lynwood; the Pigeon Pie. With 
Frontispiece, I v. P’s and Q’s. 
With Frontispiece, 1 v. Aunt 
Charlotte’s Stories of English 
History. With Frontispiece, I v.

Tauchnitz Manuals of Conversation.
Each bound JC. 2,25.

Neues Handbuch der Englischen Conversationssprache 
von A. SMessing. gebunden 2,25.

A new Manuał of the German language of Conyersation 
by A. Schlessing. bound .X 2,25.



Tauchnitz Dictionaries.
A complete Dictionary of the English and German 

languages for generał use. By W. James. Twenty-seventh 
Stereotype Edition. crown 8vo sewed Mark 4,50.

A complete Dictionary of the English and French 
languages for generał use. By W. James and A. Mole. 
Twelfth Stereotype Edition. crown 8vo sewed Mark 6,00.

A complete Dictionary of the English and Italian 
languages for generał use. By 1E James and Gius. Grassi. 
Eighth Stereotype Edition. crown 8vo sewed Mark 5,00.

A New Pocket Dictionary of the English and German 
■ languages. By J. E. Wessely. Eighth Stereotype Edition. 

lómo sewed Mark 1,50. bound Mark 2,25.
A New Pocket Dictionary of the English and French 

languages. By J. E. Wessely. Tenth Stereotype Edition. 
lómo sewed Mark 1,50. bound Mark 2,25.

A New Pocket Dictionary of the English and Italian 
languages. By J. E. Wessely. Sixth Stereotype Edition. 
i6mo sewed Mark 1,50. bound Mark 2,25.

A New Pocket Dictionary of the English and Spanish 
languages. By J. E. Wessely and A. Girones. Fifth Stereo­
type Edition. lómo sewed Mark 1,50. bound Mark 2,25.

A New Pocket Dictionary of the French and German 
languages. By J. E. Wessely. Second Stereotype Edition. 
lómo sewed Mark 1,50. bound Mark 2,25.

A New Pocket Dictionary of the Italian and German lan­
guages. By G. Locella. Second Stereotype Edition. lómo 
sewed Mark 1,50. bound Mark 2,25.

A New Dictionary of the Latin and English languages. 
Second Stereotype Edition. lómo sewed Mark 1,50. 
bound Mark 2,25.

Technological Dictionary in the French, English and 
German languages, containing about 90,000 technical terms em- 
ployed in morę than 250 departments of industry, by A. Tolhau- 
sen, of the Patent Office, London. Revised and augmented by Z. Tol- 
hausen, French Consul atLeipzig. Complete in three Parts, crown 
8vo sewed Mark 24,00. Each Part (French, German, English 
[Second Edition]—English, German, French [SecondEdition] — 
German, English, F rench), sold separately at the ratę of Mark 8,00.

A Hebrew and Chaldee Lexicon to the Old Testament. 
By Dr. Julius Fiirst. Fourth Edition. Translated from the 
German by Samuel Damdson. Royal 8vo sewed Mark 19,00.

BERNHARD TAUCHNITZ, LEIPZIG;
AND SOLD BY ALL BOOKSBLLKRS.




