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CHAPTER XXV

MORE GF MY OUSTINACY,

Ariel wak down stalrs in the shadowy hall,
Ll asleep, Wil awake, walilng to seo the visit-
ors clent of the house,  Without spenking to uy,
without Inoking at us, she led the way down the |
dark garden walk, and locked the gate bebind ;
s, o Goad Bighit, Ariel,” T ealled ont ta hier over
the patiog,  Nothing nnswered me bot the
trawip of her heavy Motuteps retursing to the
house, sid the dull thamp, & moment after-
wards, of thie olosing doar,

The Lotinan bad thoughifully Mt the carringe
Inmps,  Carrying oneof them o serve as 4 lan-
tern, he dghted ug over the wilds of the brick-
deser], wnt Ianded us safely on the path by the
high remul,

COAWCH T gabt my niother-in-law, whien we
waers eomfortuhiy seated in the carrlage aguln,
A You have seen Miserrimus  Dexter; and 1
hspe o are srtistied T 1 will do hlin the Justies
te deetire thay T pever, tn all iy experience,
*aw hitn mare completely erazy than he was
to-tifutits. What Ja yewway 27

o1 dan't presmise to dispute your opinlon,”
I answered,  « Bot, speaking for myself, I am
nat gutte sure that he I8 mad,”

s Nob o mmd ! eried Mrs, Maenllan, o after
thome franiie performances 1 his chajr? Not
mad, niter the exbibition he made of his unfor.
tunate cotstn ® Not nsswel, 1fter the somz that he
suny i vour honour, und the falling asleep by
of eopclusion 2 Gh, Videria! Valerin !
W rabd (he wisdom of our aneestora—there |
ate vane g0 hiind as those who woo't sce!™

shardan me, deasr Moo Maecailin--1  saw
everything that you mention; utet I never feit
mere surprised, or more eonfonnded, 1o my We.
Hu! neww T have recovered from iy amazemaent,
aed can think over it qai: tly, I oast stfif ven-
ture (o Jeatht whetlery this stoange man §s roal.
v omad, it the true meaning of the word, It
seess fa me that he gpenis oXprosses.—1 admit ¢
A very reeklass and bolsterons way-—thoughts
and feodngs which most of us are asbamel of |
ak weakoess amnd ahich we keep 1o onrselves
aeeondingiy, I eonfexs I imve ofteu fuoejed my-
s transformed (nta some otlier person, and
huave f-ita cortaln pleasute (o secane myself in
Wy new eharaeter. Onue of our GrsL antusements |
A ehibdren (2 we hsve any imagtoation ot aly
R to gnt gut of our own characters, nud to try |
the echinraeters of other personages as a change
=t b fadeles, o be queats, 10 e anything ia
shiert Lut wihat we readiy are. Mre Dexter lets
aut U seeret, fust as the eblldren do—and (0
thiat 15 wmadness, e In certsinly mad, Buat |
notice! thal when his Duagination cooled down i
he bBeoame Miserrimus  Dexter agalo--he no i
mare Believed Bhinsalf, than we belloved him,
to be Napoleon or Shakspere.  HBeshdes, some
silowanes s surely 1o Le made for the sotitary,
sedentary e that be leads, 1 am not fearned
eunogh Lo Wace the influence of that iife in
making i whil heds, But 1 think I ean Ree
the resull tn an over-exeited tmagination: and 1
furey T ean trace his exhibiting Bis power over,
thy 3aeor cotste, and bis singing of that wonders
£ sz, 10 oy i ore formidable enase than fnor,
dinnte selfccunceit. 1 hope the confession will
net lower moe seripusly in your gond opinton -
but 1 must say [ have enjoyed my visit]. and,
worse stiil, Miserrhmus Doxter reatly fnterests
met”

o Tryer this learned di-cour«o on Dexler menn
thnt you nre goiug o see hWim sgaln ?'' asked
Mrs, Moealinn, )

41 don’t know how T may feel abont it to-
morrow morniag,™ I aald o BRal my lmpalse at
this snoment is decidedly ta seo hlm, again, 1
haed oo iittle (el with him, while you werg away
at the other and of the room ; nod 1 belleve be
rerdiy ean be of use 10 e m—-"

w00 use to you, th what ?" jaterposed my
mothier<in-lnw,

“Win the one objeet which 1 have in vlew—~
the objoet, dear Mre, Maeattan, which T regret to
sy you do not spprove,.”

o Amb you are going to ake him into your
cantidence T (o open. Your whole »nind to guch
a map ax the man we have just left e " i

VY asedt T ihinkoof 1t toamorrow, as [ ibink §
of 1L toe.nighits - 1 dare say 1t 38 & risk; bat 1
must ran risks. . 1 know Trm not pradent § bug
prodence won't help. a woman inmy position,
with my end (o gatn”

o Mrxe Macailan made
trance, o words, 8lip opened a eapactons pockat
tn frant of the ecarrtage, and took from it a box
of matches wnd o radlway reading-lamp,

Yo provoke me,"” aid tho old lady, ¢ Into
rhiowing you what your husband thinks. of this-
now whing of yours. 1 have got his Jetter with
me—-hix Jast Jotter from Spam. You shall judge
for \mmwlf you pour deluded  young . ereatnre,
whether my son is worthy of the sacritico, ma
wseless atud - bopeless: sacrifice, which you are
bant on’ making ol‘ yourselfy for his ﬁllk(!. Strike
i dight 1Y

'willingly ohoyed hor.  1aver ‘sinec she had
informed me of Bastaco's depacture to Spain, 1
hidl: been onger for  more news of . hime—=for
something to susuin . my spirits, after ro much

. B 2 . .

10 further remons.’

i sald bat tttie, on her stda.

Ushe suids
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that had disappointed and depressed me.  Thus
far, T did not even know whether my husband
thought of me sometimes in his self-imposed
exile,  As Lo his regretting nirendy the rash act
which had separated ws, {6 was still 100 soon to
begin haping for that,

The lamp having been 1t and fixed in s
place between the two front windows of the
earringe, Mra. Macallan preduced her son's letter,
There is no folly ke the folly of love. It cost
me A hard struggln to restrain myself (rom
kissing the yaper on swhich tbe dear hand had
roested.,

“There ! suld my mother-in-law, '« Begin
on the second page; the page devoled 10 you.
Rewd strajght down to the last lue at the bot.
tom—and, In God's name, come buck to your
genses, chilld, before §L {s 100 late 1Y

1 followed 1y instroctions, and read these
wornilx ¢

v Can I trust myselfl to write of Valaria? |
must write: of hier $ Tell e how she fs, how she
Woks, what she §s doing. T am always thinking
of her,  Not aday passes but I mourn tha Joss
of hee,  Oh, If ghe had only been contented to
et matiers rest as they were ! Oh, If she had
pever discovered the miserabin trath !

“She spoke of reading the Trial, when 1 gaw
hor last, Has she persisted tn dolng s0? I be-
Heve~—TI suy this seriously, mother-—1 belleve

ought to have Inferfered and enlightened you,
even at the sad sacrifice of making an enemy
of my own son, I hoaestly thought 1 did my -
duty in expressing my disapproval, and in refos-
fng to be present’ at the marriage.
emlly eatlaftied 7 I is too late to ask,
I trouble you with an old wonian’s valn misgliv-

It is this uneasy state of mind which sets me
writing, with nothing to say that can interest
you. Dot go 1o Daxter!
pursulng me all night (et your golug to Dexter |}
wlil end badly.  Write him an excuse.

to that hoase”

Wius ever a woman more plainly warned,

more carefully advised, than 1?  And yet,
warning amd advice were both thrown away |
on el

Let me '-'Ay for myself that I was really
touched by the kindness of my mother-in.law's
letter—ihough I was pot shaken by it in the

serrimas Dexter confide to me his ideas on the
| subject of Mre. Fustace Macailan's death, To
i those tdeas T lonked as my guiding stars along
the dark way on which I was going. 1 wrote
brnck to Mrs, Macallan, as [ really felt, grate.

the shame amd the horror of it would have been
the death of me, i [ hadd met her fuce to faes,

fully and penitently. And then I went out to
i thhe chafse,

when she fint knew of the lynominy that [

bave sullered, of the infamons suspicion of
which I have been publiely made the subjeet,

Think of those ptire eyes looking at  man who !

his been necused (ind never wholly observed)
of the foulest and e vilestof all murders—and
then think of whing that man must feel, If he has
any heart and nny sensg of shame 1.=n in him
I slcken ns 1 write of i,

o Proos shie st meditate that bopeless project l

~—-the aifsprivg, poor angel, ot ber artless un.

thinking woneroiity 7 Does she still fancy that
it ix 10 Rer power Lo assert my innocenee belore
the world 7 Ob, mothor (i she does) use your :
uttanst fufivence 1o make her give ap the idea !

RBpare ber the humiltntion, the disappointment, |
the insali parhaps, o which she may innocently ‘;
For her sake, for my sake, loave §
po means untried (o sttain this rightoous, this

exprse herself

metriful ond,

b send her no roesshge.—1 dare not do it

{Bay netlitnz, when you see her, wideh ean reeald

me o her moemory,
1 forget 1ne as soon ns possible,  The kiodest
shing I ean do-—the one atoncment I can make
1o hir—is G deop out of her ife”

With those wretched words 3ended, 1 hundml :
She !

his letter back 1o hls mother In silence,

G s dousn’t discourage you,” she remark.
ed, slowiy folding up the letter, “ nothing witl
Lot us leave it there, and say no mars,’

1 made me answer—1 was eryiug behind my
vatl, My domestic prospect ooked so drenry ;
my unfortunate busband was <9 hopelsssiy
misgulded, so pitiably wrong ! The one chance
far both of ug, and the one coansolaticn for poor
Me, was to hold Loy desparate resolution more
fgrnly than ever. - 11 1 hadd wanted anything to
conflem e in this view, and tosrm me sagainst
the romonstrances of every one of Yy friends,
Eustace's letter would have proved more than
suflicient to answer the porpose. At least. ho
had not Jorgoatiten me: he thought ol me, and he
mourned the loss of me, every day of his Hfe,
That was eneoauragement ennugh——for the pre.
sopt. I Ariel ealls for' me in the pony-
chalxe to-morrow,” 1 thought to myself, @ with-
Arie!l T pon”

Mrs. Macallan set mwe down at Benjamin's
doar,

I mentioned to her, at. parting—I stood sufll.
clently In awe of her to put it off till the last
moment.—that Migerrimuas Dexter had arranged
to semd Uls cousin and his pamy-chaise to her
restdence, on the uvest day; and 1 inquired
thereapon whetlier my mother-in-lnw would
permit me to call at her house o wall for the
appearmnce of the cousty, or whether she would
prefer. sending the chalse on W Baolamin’s
eottage, 1 fully expected an explosion of nuger
to follow this bold avowal of ‘may plans for the
next day. The old lndy agreeably surprised me.
She pmved that. she had really taken n liking
to met she kept her temper,

oo Bt oyou gersist fu going back u) I\e‘lor, you
sertainly sball not -go to him from .ty door,
Bt T hope you will nof persist,
1 hope you will wukuu wiser woman lo-morrmv
morniog.”

The morning enme, N\ llnlo before noon, the
arrival of the pony-chiafse was nnnounced atthe
door, aud & lettor was l:mu;,m tn to mae from
Mrs, Macallnn,

w1 have norightio mnlm} your-novements,”
my motlier-in-law weote, 1 &end the chalse
to Mr, Benjumin’s house; and 1 sinosrely trust
that you will not take your piace in-itc I wish
1 eould persamde you, Valerly, bow truly T am
your friend, - 1 have been thinking about you
anxlousiy lu the wakeful hours of the night,
Ifow anxlousty, you will understan, when 1 teli
yeu that I now reproach myself for not having
done morg than 1 did to proveyt your unhappy
marriage. - Amloyet, what .mora: 1. eould have
“doue Idon't veally know, My son admitted to
ma that he was courting you wader an issumoed
name--hitt ho never  told ma what the name
way, or who you: were, or whero - your friends
Aiveslo Perbaps Vought io have takon mensures
to nud this cut, - Perhaps i 1 had sueceeded 1

CHAPTER XXVII.

MR, DEXTER AT HOME,

I found ail the idle Lors in the neighbourhond
: collected round the pony-chalse, expressing, in
s the oveult language of slany, their high enjoy-

» o Arel™ In her man's jacket and hat. The pony
. was fidgetty—he elt the intivence of the popular
b uproar. His driver saf, whip in hand, magnifi-
. cently impenetrable tojibes and jests that were
fiying round her. I said < Good morning,” on
watting into the enalse.  Artel only saldl o Gee
up !—and started the pony,

I mavle up my mind o perform the journey
to the distant northern suburb in stlence.

fand experfonce

informed me that I need not

companion, Experience, however, is ot alway
Sinfallible,  After driving for haif-anhoar in
Paiolhd sllence, Ariel astounsied me by suddenly
| bursting into spaech.

Do you Koow what we are comiug tn?” she
usked, Keeplug her eyes straight between the
Lpony's ears,

I wNo Fanswered,  # I don't know the road.
! What are we comiinz {o?

«We are coming to a canal”

AR I

Wil I T have haif a mind to upset you iu !
the canal,” CT

Tils formidable aunouncement appearad tn
me to require some oxplanation, I took the |
liberty of nskiog for in

s Why should you upset me 7" 1 foquiresd.

o Beeanse [ hate you,” was the cool and candid
reply.

“ What have 1 done tooffend you?” I asked
next.

v What do you want with The Master?
asked, o her torn,

Do you mean Mr, Doxter 27

[ F R )

4 1 want to have some talk with Mr, Dexter.”

“ Youdon't! You want to tiake my placa.
You want to brush his halr and ofl his beurd,
instead of me. - You wretch !

I now hogan to nunderstand. . The idea which
Miserrimus Doaxter had jestingly put into her
head, 11 exhibiting her to us on the pravious
pight, badl been ripening slowily in that dull
brajn, and had fouund Hs way outwands {oto
words, about fifteen hours afterwards, under
the trritating inmluence of my presence ! ’

« 1 don't want to toueh his bairor his beard,”
1 snld. ¢ 1 leavo that entively to you™

She looked round at me; her fat face tlnshing
ber dult eyes . dlinting, with the unaccustomed
efturt to express herself in speech, and to under-
stand what was said to ber in return.

Ray that aguin,” she burst out. « And say it
stower this time.™

I'said it again, and I sald it slower.
CeSwenr it 1" she cried, getting more avd more
excited. ) '

Topreserved my gravity (the. canal was just
visible in the distanece), and swore {4,

w Are you satistitnd now 2 # I asked.

There wns no answer,  Her last. resouroes. of
speech ware exhausted. The strange creature
looked back agaln straight between the pony's
ears ;- emitted - hoarsely a grant of relief: and
never more looked at e, never more . spoke to
me, for the rest of the journey.  Weodrove past
the banvks of the cannd; and [ esciped fmmer.
ston,  We rattled, In our jingling little vehiele;
through (heo streets and across the waste patehes
of grouud, which I dimiy romembered in the
Qarkness, awd which' looked mure. squattdand

]

Ariel

The ehaulse turned down i lane, (00 narvow for
tho passage of any Inrger vehicle;, and stopped
at a walland a gate thal were new objects to
me. - Opening the gate with ber kRey, and lead.
Ang ‘the pouy, Aviel Introdaced me (o the back
gardan and yard of Miserrimus Daxter's rotten
and rambling old house,

Was I ton
Why do :

Ings and regrets ? My child, {f you comae to any ;
harin, I shall feei (indirectly) responsibic for it. |
The fear has heen !

Valerlat:
I firmly belleve you will repent it if you return ;

smallest degree, As long as’l Hved, moved, and
thought, my one parpose now was to make Mi. |

ment and appreciation of the appearance of |

Ttwas |
Cevidently useless Tor me to attempl to speak | |

pexpeetde lear o word full from the lips of my
Onthie contrary, help her :

more hideous than evar fn the broad dayiight.

Tho pony walked of
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independently to his stable, with the chalse be.
hind him. My slient companion led me through
a bleak and barren kitchen, and along a stone
passage. Opening a door at the end, she admitt.
ed me to the back of the hall into which Mrs,
Macallan and I had penetrated by the front en-
P tranes to the house, Here, Ariel lifted a whistle
which hung round her neck, and blew the shrill
i trilling notes, with the sound of which | wasg
;:xlr:‘:ax!y famiiar as the means of communica.
! tlon between Miserrimus Dexter and his slave,
The whistling over, the slave's unwiiling Hps
i strugeled into speech, for the last time,

“Wait til! you hear The Master's whistle”
she said.  «Tuen go upstalrs.”
¢ Soll was to be whistled for ilke a dog,  And
; worse stili, there was no help for jt but 1o sab-
i mit like a dog. Had Ariel any excuse to make?
{ Nothing of the sort! She turned her shapeless
back oo me, and vanished into the kitehen
region of the house,

After waiting for 1 minate or two, and hear-
ting no signal from the floor above, T advanced
s into the broader and brighter part of the hall,
to look Ly daylight at the pictures which I had
ouly tmperfectly diseovered in the darkness of
the niziit, A painted inscription in many co-
lours, just under the cornice of the celling, in-
formed me that the works on the walis were
the production of the all-accomplizbed Dexter
hlmseif,  Not satlsfisl with being poet aod
camposer, he was palnter as weil,  Onone wall
the subjects were deseribad as ¢ Ilustrations of
the Passions ;™ on the other, as ¢ Eplsodes in
the Life of the Wandering Jew.” Chauce spect-
ators like myself were gravely warael,
means of the tnseription, to view ihe piciores
eflorts of pure imacination, « Persons who lo
for mere Nature in works of Art?” (tha insesip-
tion announced) sare persons to whom  Mr
Daxter does not address himsell with the brush,
Herellex entlrely on his fmagination. Nature
puts him out.”

Takingdue ecara to dismiss atl tdeas of Nature
from my mind, to begin with, 1 lonked at the
pictures which represented the Passions, arst.

Litlle ss [ knew eritiealiy of Art, I coulid see
that Miserrimus Dexter knew still less of the
rules of drawing, colour, and composition.  His
plotures swers, in the strictest meaning of that
s expresstee word—Daubs. - The diseased and
{ riotous delighe of the padoter in representing
Horrors was (with eertadn exceptions tio be here-
wter meuntioned) the one remarkable quality
that I eould discover in the series of bis worss.

The first of the Passion-pieinres flustrated
) Revenga, A corpse, in faney costume, luy on

the bank of & toaminyg river, under the shade of

a giant tree.  Au infuriated man, also in funey

costume, stoal astride over the dead body, with.

i his sword  lified o the lowering sky, and

| watchad, with n horrid expression of delight,’

! the bl(ml of the man whaom be bad Just kiiled,

: dripping slowly in a procession of big red: drops
Cdown the bhroad blade of bis weapon., The next
i pletare astrated Cruehy, tn many compart-
i ments; - In one, I saw a disembowelled horse

i savagels spurred on by bis rides at a ball fight,

i 1n another, an aged philosopher was disseeting

1 a Hving eay and glosting over his work.. In a

; third, two Pazans politely - congratulated esach

other on the torture ofLwo salnts; onedaint was

roasting on a gridiron ; the other, hungup toa
tree by his heals, had been Just skinned, noad was

1 pot qulte dead yolo - Feellng no-great desire,

after these specimaens, to look at any more of

the iHustrated Passions, 1 warnéd (o the oppo-
stte wall to ba {nstrueted  in the caresr of the

Waundering Jew. Here, a secoud inseription

lnformed - ma that the painter . considered

the Dying Dutehman ta be uo other than

! the Wandering Jew, pursaing his interminable

jouruey hy-sea. The murine ndventures of this

mysterious  personage  were the adventures
chosen for representation by Dexter’s brush.

The first picture. snowed me.a harbour on a

rocky coast. A vessob was at anchor, with the

helmsman singing on the deck. . Toe sea in the
ofling was hinck and rolling; thunder.clonds lay
low on the horizon split by broad flashes of
lightning, In the glare of the lightning, hesiv.
fop and pliching, appeared the misty form. of
the Phautom blnp approaching the shore, In
this work, badly as it was painted, there were
really slgas of a powerful imagination, and even’
of a'"poetical feeling for the superaatural, The
next pieture showed the Phantom Ship, moored

(to the horror and astonishment of the helins

man) behind the earthly vessei in the barbour,

The Jew had stepped on shore. His boat was

on-the beach.,  His'crew—little men with stony

white fices, dressed 1o funereal blick—sat .in
silent rows ou the-seats-of the boat, with their
oars in their lean long hands, - The Jaw, alsolu

black, stoxd with his oyes and hauds ralsed im.

ploringly to the thunderous heaven. . The. wild

creatures of land and sea—the tiger, the rhtno-
ceros, the crocodile ;. the sea.serpent, the shark,
and the devil. ﬁﬂh, stirronnded the aceunrsed

Wanderer in a myctic circle, daunted and fas.

cinated at the sight of him, - Tha lighining was

gone,  The sky and sea had darkened to n wreat -
black blank., -\ faint and lurid Yght Ut the
seene, alling downward  from - & toved, brand-
ishied by an avenging Spirit that hovered over

tho Jew on outspread valitre-wings. - Wild as E

the plotura might be fn its ‘soneeption, - there .

was i suggestive power in it which I confess .

strongly Impressed nie. The mysterious stlence

f0 the house;, and my. strange posttion. at the’
moment, 1o doabi-had thetr offect on my miod.

While 1 was still looking at the ghastly compo-




