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THE FALLEN LEAVES.

ibe prologue.

I.

I
HE resistless influences which are one day to reign supreme

over our poor hearts, and to shape the sad short course

of our lives, are sometimes of mysteriously remote ori-

gin, and find their devious ways to us through the hearts and
the lives of strangers.

While the young man whose troubled career it is here pro-

posed to follow was wearing his first jacket, and bowling his

first hoop, a domestic misfortune, falling on a household of

strangers, was destined nevertheless to have its ultimate influ-

ence over his happiness, and to shape the whole aftercourse of

his life.

For this reason, some First Words must precede the Story,

and must present the brief narrative of what happened in the

household of strangers. By what devious ways the event here

related affected the chief personage of these pages, as he grew
to manhood, it will be the business of the story to trace, over

land and sea, among men and women, in bright days and dull

days alike, until the end is reached and the pen (God willing)

is put back in the desk.

II.

Old Benjamin Ronald (of the Stationers' Company) took a
young wife at the ripe age of fifty, and carried with him into

the holy state of matrimony some of the habits of his bachelor

life.

As a bachelor, he hid never willingly left his shop (situated

in that exclusively commercial region of London which is called

2



6 THE FALLEN LEAVES.

' the City ') from one year's end to another. As a married man,
he persisted in following the same monotonous course ; with

this one difference, that he now had a woman to follow it with

him. ' Travelling by railway,' he explained to his wife, * will

make your head ache—it makes my head ache. Travelling by
sea will make you sick— it makes me sick. If you want change

of air, every sort is to be found in the City. If you admire
the beauties of Nature, there is Finsbury-square with the

beauties of Nature carefully selected and arranged. When we
are in London, you (and I) are all right : and when we are out

of London, you (and I) are all wrong.' As surely as the

autumn holiday season set in, so surely Old Ronald resisted his

wife's petition for a change of scene in that form of words. A
man habitually fortified behind his oAvn inbred obstinacy and
selfishness is for the most part an irresistible power within the

limits of his domestic circle. As a rule, patient Mrs. Ro-
nald yielded, and her husband stood revealed to his neigh-

bours in the glorious character of a married man who had his

own way.
But in the autumn of 1856, the retribution which sooner or

later descends on despotisms, great and small, overtook the iron

rule of Old Ronald, and defeated the domestic tyrant on the

battlefield of his own fireside.

The children born of the marriage, two in number, were both
daughters. The elder had mortally offended her father by
marrying imprudently in a pecuniary sense. He had declared

that she should never enter his house again ; and he had mer-
cilessly kept his word. The younger daughter (now eighteen

years of age) proved to be also a source of parental inquietude,

in another way. She was the passive cause of the revolt which
set her father's authority at defiance. For some little time past

she had been out of health. After many ineffectual trials of

the mild influence of persuasion, her mother's patience at last

gave way. Mrs. Ronald insisted—yes, actually insisted—on
taking Miss Emma to the seaside.

< What's the matter with you 1 ' Old Ronald asked ; detect-

ing something that perplexed him in his wife's look and manner,
on the memorable occasion when she asserted a will of her own
for the first time in her life.
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A man of finer observation would have discovered the signs

of no ordinary anxiety and alarm, struggling to show them-

selves openly in the poor woman's face. Her husband only

saw a change that puzzled him. ' Send for Emma,' he said,

his natural cunning inspiring him with the idea of confronting

the mother and daughter, and of seeing what came of thit.

Emma appeared, plump and short, with large blue eyes, and
full pouting lips, and splendid yellow hair ; otherwise miser-

ably pale, languid in her movements, careless in her dress, sul-

len in her manner. Out of health as her mother said, and as

her father saw.
' You can see for yourself,' said Mrs. Ronald, * that the girl

is pining for fresh air. I have heard Eamsgate recommended.*
Old Ronald looked at his daughter. She represented the one

tender place in his nature. It was not a large place ; but it

did exist. And the proof of it is, that he began to yield—with
the worst possible grace.

* Well, we will see about it,' he said.

* There is no time to be lost,' Mrs. Ronald persisted. ' I

mean to take her to Eamsgate to-morrow.'

Mr. Ronald looked at his wife as a dog looks at the mad-
dened sheep that turns on him. ' You Tjean % ' repeated the

stationer. * Upon my soul—what next ! You mean? Where is

the money to come from % Answer me thist.*

Mrs. Ronald declined to be drawn into a conjugal dispute, in

the presence of her daughter. She took Emma's arm, and led

her to the door. There she stopped and spoke. * I have al-

ready told you that the girl is ill,' she said to her husband.
* And I now tell you again she must have the sea air. For
God's sake, don't let us quarrel ! I have enough to try me
without that.' She closed the door on herself and her daugh-
ter, and left her lord and master standing face to face with the

wreck of his own outraged authority.

What further progress was made by the domestic revolt,

when the bed-room candles were lit, and the hour of retire-

ment had arrived with the night, is naturally involved in mys-
tery. This alone is certain : On the next morning, the luggage

was packed, and the cab was called to the door. Mrs. Ronald
spoke her parting words to her husband in private.
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• 1 hope 1 havo not cxprossed myself too strongly about
taking Emma to the sea-sido,' she saul in gentle pleatling tones.
* I am anxious about otir girl's health, if' I have offunded you
—without meaning it, God knows I—say you forgive me be-

fore I go. I have tried honestly, dear, to be a good wife to

you. And you have always trusted me, haven't you 1 Atid

you trust me still—I am sure you trust me still.'

She took his lean, cold hand, and pnjssed it fervently : her

eyes rested on him with a strange mixture of timidity and
anxiety. Still in the prime of her life, she preserved the

personal attractions—the fair, calm, refined face, the natural

grace of look and movement—which had made her marriage to

a man old enough to be her father a cause of angry astonish-

ment among all her friends. In the agitation that now pos-

sessed her, her colour rose, her eyes brightened ; she looked

for the moment almost young enough to bo Emma's sister.

Her husband opened his h.ard old eyes in surly bewilderment.
* Why need you make this fuss V he asked. * I don't under-

stand you.' Mrs. Ronald shrank at those words as if he had
struck her. She kissed him in silence, and joined her < aughter

in the cab,

For the rest of the day, the persons in the stationer's em-
ployment had a hard time of it with their master in the shop.

Something had upset Old Ronald. He ordered the shutters to

be put up earlier that evening than usual. Instead of going to

his club (at the tavern round the corner), he took a long walk
in the lonely and lifeless streets of the city by night. There
was no disguising it from himself; his wife's behaviour at part-

ing had made him uneasy. He naturally swore at her for taking

that liberty, while he lay awake alone in his bed. ' Damn the

woman ! What does she mean V The cry of the soul utters

itself in various forms of expression. That was the cry of Old
Ronald's soul, literally translated.

I

III.

The li^xt morning brought him a letter from Ramsgate.
* I write immediately to tell you of our safe arrival. We

have found comfortable lodgings (as the address at the head of
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this lotter will inform you) in Albion place. I thank you, and

Kmina di'siros to tiiank you also, for your kindness in provid-

ing us with ample means for taking our little trip. It is beau-

tit'id weatlh'r to-day ; the sea is culm, and the pleasure boats

are out. We do not, of course, expect to see you here. But

if you do, by any chance, overcome your objection to moving
out of London, I have a little request to make. IMease let mo
hear of your visit beforehand—so that I may not omit all need-

ful preparations. I know you dislike being troubled with letters

(except ou business), so I will not write too frequently. Be
so good as to take no news as good news, in tne intervals.

When you have a few minutes to spare, you will write, I hope,

and tell me how you and the shop are going on. Emma sends

her love, in which I beg to join.' So the letter was expressed,

antl so it ended.

'They needn't be afraid of my troubling them. Calm seas

and pleasure-boats ! Stuff and nonsense !
' Such was t' e first

impression which his wife's report of herself produced on Old
Ronald's m!.4d. After awhile, he looked at the letter again

—

and frowned and reflected. * Please let me hear of your visit

beforehand,' he repeated to himself, as if the request had
been, in some incomprehensible way, offensive to him. He
opened the drawer of his desk, and threw the letter into it.

When business was over for the day, he went to his club at the

tavern, and made himself unusually disagreeable to every-

body.

A week passed. In the interval, he wrote briefly to his wife.

' I'm all right, and the shop goes on as usual.* He also for-

warded one or two letters which came for Mrs. Ronald. No
more news reached him from Ramsgate. * I suppose they're

enjoying themselves,* he reflected. 'The house looks queer
without them ; I'll go to the club.'

He stayed later than usual, and drank more than usual, that

night. It was nearly one in the morning, when he let himself

in with his latch-key, and went up-stairs to bed.

Approaching the toilet-table, he found a letter lying on it,

addressed to * Mr. Ronald—private.' It was not in his wife's

handwriting; not in any handwriting known to him. The
characters sloped the wrong way, and the envelope bore no post-
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mark. He eyed it over and over suspiciously. At last he
opened it, and read these lines :

' You are advised by a true friend to lose no time in looking

after your wife. There are strange doings at the soa-side. If

you don't believe me, ask Mrs. Turner, ]No. 1, Slain's-row,

Eamsgato.'
No address, no date, no signature—an anonymous letter, the

first ne had ever received in the long course of his life.

Iiis hard brain was in no way affected by the liquor that he

had drunk. He sat down on his bed, riechanicaliy folding and
refolding the letter. The reference to • Mrs. Turner ' produced
no impression on him of any sort : no person of that name,
common as it was, happened to be numbered on the list of his

friends or his customers. But for one circumstance, he would
have thrown the letter aside, in contempt. His memory re-

verted to his wife's incomprehensible behaviour at parting.

Addressing him through that remembrance, the anonymous
warning assumed a certain importance to his mind. He went
down to his desk, in the back office, and took his wife's letter

out of the drawer, and read it through slowly. * Ha !' he said,

pausing as he came across the sentence which requested

him to write beforehand, in the unlikely event of his deciding

to go to Ramsgate. He thought again of the strangely persis-

tent way in which his wife had dwelt on his trusting her ; he

recalled her anxious looks, her deepening colour, her agitation

at one moment, and then her sudden silence and sudden re-

treat to the cab. Fed by these irritating influences, the inbred

suspicion of his nature began to take fire slowly. She might
be innocent enough in asking him to give her notice before he
joined her at the sea-side—she might naturally be anxious to

omit no needful preparation for his comfort. Still, he didn't

like it ; no, he didn't like it. An appearance as of a slow col-

lapse passed little by little over his rugged wrinkled face. He
looked many years oldr r than his age, as he sat at the desk,

with the flaring candlelight close in front of him, thinking.

The anonymous letter lay before him, side by side with his

wife's letter. On a sudden, he lifted his grey head, and
clenched his fist, and struck the venomous written warning as

if it had been a living thing that could feel. ' Whoever you
are,' he said, ' I'll take your advice.'

mi
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TIo n«?ver even made tho attempt to j^o to lusd that night.

His pipe lu'lpud him through th»! conifoitUiss and dreary hours.

Once or twice he thought of hiH daugliter. Why had her

mother been so aijxious aVjout her ? Why luid \wv mother
taken her to Raningate ? Perliaps, as a Wind—ali, yes, perhaps

as a hlind ! More for the sake of sonietidng to (h) than for any
other reason, ho packed a handbag with a few necessaries. As
soon as tlie servant was stirring, he ordered her to niakt! him a

cup of strong coffee. After that, it was time to show himself

as usual, on the opening of the shop. To his astonishment,

he found his clerk taking down the shutters, in place of the

porter.

* What dot>s this mean 1
' he asked. * Where is Farnaby ?

'

The clerk looked at his master, and paused aghast, with a

shutter in his hands. 'Good Lord! what has come to you,'

he cried. * Are you ill 1

'

Old Ronald angrily repeated his question :
* Where is Far-

naby ?

'

' I don't know,' was the answer.
* You don't know ? Have you been up to his bedroom ?

'

'Yes.'

'Welir
* Well, he isn't in his bedroom. And, what's more, his bed

hasn't been slept in last night. Farnaby's off, sir—nobody
knows where.'

Old Ronald dropped heavily into the nearest cliair. This
second mystery, following on the mystery of the anonymous
letter, staggered him. But his business instincts were still in

good working order. He held out his keys to the clerk. * Get
the petty cash-book,* he said, * and see if the mcney is all

right.'

The clerk received the keys under protest. * That's not the
right reading of the riddle,' he remarked.

* Do as I tell you !

'

The clerk opened the money-drawer under the counter

;

counted the pounds, shillings and pence paid by chance cus-

tomers up to the closing of the shop on the previous evening

;

compared the result with the petty cash-book, and answered,
* Right to a halfpenny.'
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Satisfied so far, Old Eonald condescended to approach the

speculative side of the subject, with the assistance of his subor-

dinate. * If what you said just now means anything,* he re-

sumed, ' it means that you suspect the reason why Farnaby
has left my service. Let's hear it.'

' You know that I never liked John Farnaby,' the clerk be-

gan. ' An active young fellow and a clever young fellow, I

grant you. But a bad servant for all that. False, Mr. Ronald
—false to the marrow of his bones.'

Mr. Ronald's patience began to give way. ' Come to the

facts,' he growled .
' Why has Farnaby gone off without a word

to anybody 1 Do you know that 1

'

' I know no more than you do,* the clerk answered coolly.

' Don't fly into a passion. I have got some facts for you, if

you will only give me time. Turn them over in your own
mind, and see what they 3ome to. Three days ago I was short

of postage stamps, and I went to the office. Farnaby was
there, waiting at; the desk where they pay the post office

orders. There must have been ten or a dozen people with let-

ters, orders, and what not between him and me. I got behind

him quietly
J
and looked over his shoulder. I saw the clerk

give him the money for his post office order. Five pounds in

gold, which I reckoned as they lay on the counter, and a bank-
note besides, which he crumpled up in his hand. I can't tell

you how much it was for ; I only know it was a bank-note.

Just ask yourself how a porter on twenty shillings a week (with

a mother who takes in washing, and a father who takes in drink)

comes to have a correspondent who sends him an order for five

sovereigns—and a bank-note, value unknown. Say he's turned

betting-man in secret. Very good. There*s the post office order,

in that case, to show that he's got a run of luck. If he has got

a run of luck, tell me this—why does he leave his place like a

thief in the night ? He's not a slave ; he's not even an appren-

tice. When he thinks he can better himself, he has no earthly

need to keep it a secret that he means to leave your service.

He may have met with an accident, to be sure. But that's not

my belief. I say he's up to some mischief. And now comes
the question : What are we to do ?

'

Mr. Ronald, listening with his head down, and without in-

11

ill I
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terposing a word on his own part, made an extraordinary an-

swer. ' Leave it,' he said. Leave it till to-morrow.'
' Why 1

' the clerk asked, without ceremony.
Mr. Ronald made another extraordinary answer. ' Because

I am obliged to go out of town for the day. Look after the

business. The ironmonger's man over the way will help you
to put up the shutters at night. If anybody inquires for me,
say I shall be back to-morrow.' With those parting directions,

heedless of the effect that he had produced on the clerk, he
looked at his watch and left the shop.

IV.

The bell which gave five minutes' notice of the starting of

the Ramsgate train had just rung.

While the other travellers were hastening to the platform,

two persons stood passively apart as if they had not even yet

decided on taking their places in the train. One of the two
was a smart young man in a cheap travelling suit ; mainly no-

ticeable by his florid complexion, his restless dark eyes, and
his profusely curling black hair. The other was a middle-aged

woman in frowsy garments ; tall and stout, sly and sullen. The
smart young man stood behind the uncongenial-looking person

with whom he had associated himself, using her as a screen to

hide him while he watched the travellers on their way to the

train. As the bell rang, the woman suddenly faced her com-
panion, and pointed to the railway clock.

* Are you waiting to make up your mind till the train has

she asked.

The young man frowned impatiently. ' I am waiting for a

person whom I expect to see,' he answered. * If the person

travels by this train, we shall travel by it. If not, we shall

come back here, and look out for the next train, and so on till

nighttime conies, if i^^'s necessary.'

The woman fixed her small scowling grey eyes on the man
as he replied in those terms. * Look here,' she broke out. * I

like to see my way before me. You're a stranger, young Mis-

ter ; and it's as likely as not you've given me a false name and
address. That don't matter, False names are commoner than

gone ?
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true ones, in my line of life. But mind this ! I don't stir a
step farther till I've got haK the money in my hand, and my
return ticket there and back.'

' Hold your toi gue !
' the man suddenly interposed in a

whisper. • It's all right. I'll get the tickets.'

He looked while he spoke at an elderly traveller, hastening

by with his head down, deep in thought, noticing nobody.
The traveller was Mr. Ronald. The young man, who had that

moment recognised him, was his runaway porter, John Far-

naby.

Returning with the tickets, the porter took his repellent tra-

velling companion by the arm, and hurried her along the plat-

form to the train. * The money !
' she whispered, as they took

their places. Farnaby handed it to her, ready wrapped up in

a morsel of paper. She opened the paper, satisfied herself that

no trick had been played her, and leaned back in her corner

to go to sleep. The train started. Old Ronald travelled by
the second class ; his porter and his porter's companion accom-
panied him secretly by the third.

^il V.

!i

1;'

It was still early in the afternoon when Mr. Ronald de-

scended the narrow street which leads from the high land of

the South-Eastern Railv/ay Station to the port of Ramsgate.

Asking his way of the first policeman whom he met, he turned

to the left, and reached the cliff on which the houses in Albion-

place are situated. Farnaby followed him at a discreet dis-

tance ; and the woman followed Farnaby.

Arrived in sight of the lodging-house, Mr. Ronald paused

—

partly to recover his breath, partly to compose himself. He
was consious of a change of feeling as he looked up at the win-

dows ; his errand suddenly assumed a contemptible aspect in his

own eyes. He almost felt ashamed of himself. After nineteen

years of undisturbed married life, was it possible that he had
doubted his wife—and that at the instigation of a stranger

whose name even was unknown to him 1 * If she was to step

out in the balcony, and see me down here,' he thought, * what

^ fool I should look !
' He felt half inclined, at the moment

W

ilH'
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when he lifted the knocker of the door, to put it back again

quietly, and return to London. No ! it was too late. The
maid-servant was hanging up her bird cage in the area of the

house ; the maidservant had seen him.
' Does Mrs. Ronald lodge here ?

' he asked.

The girl lifted her eyebrows and opened her mouth—stared

at him in speechless confusion—and disappeared in the kitchen

regions. This strange reception of his inquiry irritated him
unreasonably. He knocked with the absurd violence of a man
who vents his anger on the first convenient thing that he can

find. The landlady opened the door, and looked at him in

stern and silent surprise.

' Does Mrs. Ronald lodge here 1
' he repeated.

The landlady answered with some appearance of effort—the

effort of a person who was carefully considering her words be-

fore she permitted them to puss her lips.

* Mrs. Ronald has taken rooms here. But she has not occu-

pied them yet.'

* Not occupied them yet.' The words bewildered him as if

they had been spoken in an unknown tongue. He stood stu-

pidly silent on the door-step. His anger was gone ; an all-

mastering fear throbbed heavily at his heart. The landlady
looked at him, and said to her secret self: 'Just what I ex-

pected ; there is something wrong !

'

' Perhaps I have not sufficiently explained myself, sir,* she

resumed with grave politeness. * Mrs. Ronald told me that she

was staying at Ramsgate with friends. She would move into

my house, she said, when her friends left—but they had not
quite settled the day yet. She calls here for letters. Indeed,

she was here early this morning, to pay the second week's rent.

T asked when she thought of moving in. She didn't seem to

know ; her friends (as I understood) had not made up their

minds. I must say I thoiight it a little odd. Would you like

to leave any message %
'

Ke recovered himself sufficiently to speak. * Can you tell

me where her friends live ?
' he said.

The landlady shook her head. * No, indeed. I offered to

csave Mrs. Ronald the trouble of calling here, by sending letters

or cards to her present residence. She declined the offer—and
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she has never mentioned the address. Would you like to come
in and rest, sir ! I will see that your card is taken care of, if

you wish to leave it.*

' Thank you, ma'am—it doesn't matter—good morning.*

The landlady looked after him as he descended the house-

steps. * It's the husband, Peggy,' she said to the servant,

waiting inquisitively behind her. * Poor old gentleman I And
such a respectable-looking-woman, too !

'

Mr. Ronald walked mechanically to the end of the row of

houses, and met the wide grand view of sea and sky. There
were some seats behind the railing which fenced the edge of the

cliff. He sat down, perfectly stupified and helpless, on the

nearest bench.

At the close of life, the loss of a man's customary nourish-

ment extends its debilitating influence rapidly from his body to

his mind. Mr. Ronald had tasted nothing but his cup of coffee

since the previous night. His mind began to wander strangely;

he was not angry or frightened or distressed. Instead of think-

ing of what had just happened, he was thinking of his young
days when he had been a cricket player. One special game re-

vived in his memory, at which he had been struck on the head
by the ball. ' Just the same feeling,' he reflected vacantly,

with his hat off, and his hand on his forehead. 'Dazed and giddy

—just the same feeling !

'

He leaned back on the bench, and fixed his eyes on the sea,

and wondered languidly what had come to him. Farnaby and
the woman, still following, waited round the corner where they

could just keep him in view.

The blue lustre of the sky was without a cloud ; the sunny
sea leapt under the fresh westerly breeze. From the beach, the

cries of children at play, the shouts of donkey-boys drivin^^

their poor beasts, the distant notes of brass instruments play-

ing a waltz, and the mellow music of the small waves breaking

on the sand, rose joyously togt;ther on the fragrant air. On the

next bench, a dirty old boatman was prosing to a stupid old

visitor. Mr. Ronald listened, with a sense of vacant content

in the mere act of listening. The boatman's words found their

way to his ears like the other sounds that were abroad in the

air. * Yes ; them's the Goodwin Sands, where you see the

Hi ;
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light-ship. And that steamer there, towing a vessel into the

harbour, that's the Ramsgate Tug. Do you know what I should

like to see 1 I should like to see the Ramsgate Tug blow up.

Why 1 I'll tell you why. I belong to Broadstairs ; I don't be-

long to Ramsgate. Very well. I'm idling here, as you may
without one copper piece in my pocket to rub against an-see

don't belong to noother. What trade do I belong to ? I

trade ; I belong to a boat. The bout's rotting at Broadstairs,

for want of work. And all along of what 1 All along of the

Tug. The Tug has took the bread out of our mouths ; me and
my mates. What did a ship do in the good old times, when
she got on them sands : Goodwin Sands. Went to pieces, if it

come on to blow ; or got sucked down little by little when it

was fair weather. Now I'm coming to it. What did We do
(in the good old times, mind you) when we happened to see

that ship in distress 1 Out with our boat, blow high or blow
low, out with our boat. And saved the lives of the crew, did

you say 1 Well, yes ; saving the crew was part of the day's

work, to be sure ; the part we didn't get paid for. We saved

the cargo, master ! and got salvage i ! Hundreds of pounds, I

tell you, divided amongst us by law ! ! ! Ah, those times are

gone ! A parcel of sneaks get together, and subscribe to build

a Steam-Tug. When a ship gets on the sands now, out goes

the Tug, by night and by day alike, and brings her safe into the

harbour, and takes the bread out of our mouths. Shameful

—

that's what I call it—shameful.'

The last words of the boatman's lament fell lower, lower,

lower on Mr. Ronald's ears—he lost them altogether—he lost

the view of the sea—he lost the sense of the wind blowing over

him. Suddenly, he was roused as if from a deep sleep. On
one side, the man from Broadstairs was shaking him by the

collar. ' I say. Master, cheer up ; what's come to you 1
' On

the other side, a compassionate lady was offering her smelling-

bottle, 'lam afraid, s'.r, you have fainted.' He struggled to

his feet, and vacantly 'hanked the lady. The man from Broad-
stairs—with an eye to tlie salvage—took charge of the human
wreck, and towed him to the nearest public-house. * A chop
and a glass of brandy-and-water,' said this good Samaritan of

the nineteenth century. ' That's what you want, I'm peckish

myself and I'll keep you company.'
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He was perfectly passive in the hands ofany one who would
take charge of him ; he submitted as if he had been the boat-

man's dog, and iiad heard the whistle.

It couUl only be truly said that he had come to himself, when
there had been time enough for him to feel the reaniinating

influence of the food and drink. Then, he got on his feet, and
looked with incredulous wonder at the companion of his meal.

The man from Broadstairs opened his greasy lips, and was
silenced by tlie sudden appearance of a gold coin between Mr.

Ronald's finger and thumb. * Don't speak to me
;
pay the bill,

and bring me the change outside.' When the boatman joined

him, he was reading a letter ; walking to and fro, and speaking

at intervals to himself. * God help me, have I lost my senses 1

I don't know what to do next.' He referred to the letter again :

• If you don't believe me, asked Mrs. Turner, Number I,

Slain's-row, Ramsgate.' He put the letter back in his pocket,

and rallied suddenly. * Slain's-row,' he said, turning to the

boatman. * Take me there directly, and keep the change for

yourself.'

The boatman's gratitude was (apparently) beyond expres-

sion in words. He slapped his pocket cheerfully, and that was
al: Leading the way inland, he went down hill, and uphill

again—then turned aside towards the eastern extremity of the

town

.

Farnaby, still following, with the woman behind him, stopped

when the boatman diverged towards the east, and looked up
at the name of the streeet. * I've got my instructions,' he said

;

' I know where he's going. Step out ! We'll get there before

him, by another way.'

Mr. Ronald and his guide reached a row of poor little houses,

with poor little gardens in front of them and behind them.

The back windows looked out on downs and fields lying on
either side of the road to Broadstairs. It was a lost and lonely

spot. The guide stopped, and put a question with inquisitive

respect. * What number, sir ?
' Mr. Ronald had sufficiently

recovered himself to keep his own counsel. ' That will do,'

he said. ' You can leave me.' The boatman waited a moment.
Mr. Ronald looked at him. The boatman was slow to under-

stand that his leadership had gone from him. * You're sure
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you don't want me any more ?
' he "?aid. * Quite sure,' Mr.

Ronald answered. The man from Broadstairs retired— with

his salvage to comfort him.

Number 1 was at the farther extremity of the row of houses.

When Mr. Roiiaid rang the bell, the spies were already posted.

The woman loitered on the road, within view of the door.

Farnaby was out of sight, round the corner, watching the house

over the low wooden palings of the back garden.

A lazy-looking man in his shirt sleeves, opened the door.

' Mrs. Turner at home ]
' he repeated. * Well, she's at home

;

but she's too busy to see anybody. What's your pleasure 1

'

I Mr. Ronald declined to accept excuses or to answer ques-

1 tions. ' I must see Mrs. Turner directly,' he said, ' on '.mpor-

tant business.' His tone and manner had their effect on the

lazy man. * What name ]
' he asked. Mr. Ronald declined to

mention his name. ' Give my message,' he said. * I won't

detain Mrs. Turner more than a minute.' The man hesitated

—and opened the door of the front parlour. An old woman
was fast asleep on a ragged little sofa. The man gave up the

front parlour, and tried the back parlour next. It was empty.
' Please to wait here,' he said—and went away to deliver his

message.

The parlour was a miserably-furnished room. Through the

open window, the patch of back garden was barely visible under
fluttering rows of linen hanging out on lines to dry. A pack
of dirty cards and some plain needlework, littered the bare little

table. A cheap American clock ticked with stern and steady

activity on the mantel-piece. The smell of onions was in the

air. A torn newspaper, with stains of beer on it, lay on the

floor. There was some sinister influence in the placj which
aff'ected Mr. Ronald painfully. He felt himself trembling, and
sat down on one of the rickety chairs. The minutes followed

one another wearily. He heard a trampling of feet in the room
above—then a door opened and closed—then the rustle of a
woman's dress on the stairs. In a moment more, the handle
of the parlour doo/ was turned. He rose, in anticipation of Mrs.
Turner's appearance. The door opened. He found himself

face to face with his wife.
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VI.

John Farnaby, posted at the garden paling, suddenly lifted

his head and looked towards the open window of the back par-

lour. He reflected for a moment—and then joined his female

companion on the road in front of the house.
* I want you at the back garden,' he said. * Come along !

'

' How much longer am I to be kept kicking my heels in this

wretched hole ?
' the woman asked sulkily.

* As much longer as I please—if you want to go back to

London with the other half of the money.' He showed it to

her as he spoke. She followed him without another word.

Arrived f,v -"he paling, Farnaby pointed to the window, and
to the back garden-door, which was left ajar. * Speak softly,'

he whispered. ' Do you hear voices in the house ?

'

* I don't hear what they're talking about, if that's what you
mean ?

'

* I don't hear either. Now mind what I tell you—1 have

reasons of my own for getting a little nearer to that window.
Sit down under the paling, so that you can't be seen from the

house. If you hear a row, you may take it for granted that I

am found out. In thao case go back to London by the next

train, and meet me at the terminus at two o'clock to-morrow

afternoon. If nothing happens, wait where you are till you
hear from me or sec me again.'

He laid his hand on the low paling and vaulted over it. The
linen hanging up in the garden to dry offered him a means of

concealment (if any one happened to look out of the window)
of which he skilfully availed himself The dust-bin was at the

side of the house, situated at a right angle to the parlour win-

dow. He was safe behind the bin, provided no one appeared

on the path which connected the patch of garden at the back

with the patch in front. Here, running the risk, he waited

and listened.

The first voice that reached his ears was the voice of Mrs.

Ronald. She was speaking with a firmness of tone that aston-

ished him.
* Hear me to the end, Benjamin,' she said. * I have a right

to ask as much as that of my husband, and I do ask it. If I

»i;;'
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There the voice of her husband interposed sternly. ' Calam-

ity ? Say disgrace, everlasting disgrace.'

Mrs. Ronald did not notice the interruption. Sadly and
patiently she went on.

' But I had a harder trial still to face,' she said. ' I had
to save her, in spite of herself, from the wretch who has

brought this infamy on us. He has acted throughout in cold

blood ; it is h' interest to marry her, and from first to last he

has plotted to force the marriage on us. For God's sake don't

speak loud ! She is in the room above us ; if she hears you it

will be the death of her. Don't suppose I am talking at ran-

dom ; I have looked at his letters to her ; I have got the con-

fession of the servant girl. Such a confession ! Emma is his

victim, body and soul. I know it ! I know that she sent him
money (my money) from this place. I know that the servant

(at her instigation) informed him by telegraph of the birth of

the child. Oh, Benjamin, don't curse the poor helpless infant

—such a sweet little girl ! Don't think of it ! don't think of

it ! Show me the letter that brought you here ; I want to see

the letter. Ah, I can tell you who wrote it ! He wrote it. lu
his own interests ; always with his own interests in view. Don't
you see it for yourself? If I succeeded in keeping this shame
and misery a secret from everybody—if I take Emma away, to

some place abroad on pretence of her health—there is an end
of his hope of becoming your son-in-law ; there is an end of

his being taken into the business. Yes, he, the iow-lived vag-

abond who puts up the shop-shutters, he looks forward to being

taken into partnership, and succeeding you when you die !

Isn't his object in writing that letter as plain to you now as the

heaven above us ? His one chance is to set our temper in a
flame, to provoke the scandal of a discovery—and to force the

marriage on us as the only remedy left. Am I wrong in mak-
ing any sacrifice, rather than bind our girl for life, our own
flesh and blood, to such a man as that ? Surely you can feel

for me, and forgive me, now. How could I own the truth to

you, before I left London, knowing you as I do ? How could

3
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I expect you to be patie^'t, to go into hiding, to pass under a

false name—to do all the degrading things that must be don*^,

if we are to keep Euiraa out of this man's way 1 No I I know
no more than you do where Farnaby is to be found. Hush !

there is the door-bell. It's the doctor's time for his visit. I

tell you again I don't know—on my sacred word of honour, I

don't know where Farnaby is. Oh, be quiet ! bo quiet ! there's

the doctor going up stairs ! don't let the doctor hear you !

'

So far, she had succeeded in composing her husband. But

the fury which she had innocently roused in him, in her eager-

ness to justify herself, now broke toyond all control. ' You
lie !

' he cried furiously. * If you know everything else about it,

you know where Farnaby is. I'll be the death of him, if I

swing for it on the gallows. Where is he 1 where is he ?

'

A shriek from the upper room silenced him before Mrs.

Ronald could speak again. His daughter had heard him ; his

daughter had recognised his voice.

A cry of terror from hev mother echoed the cry from above
;

tlic sound of the opening and closing door followed instantly.

Then there was a momentary silence. Mrs. Ronald's voice

was heard from the upper room calling to the nurse, asleep in

the front parlour. The nurse's grulF tones were just audible,

answering from the parlour door. There was another interval

of silence ; broken by another's voice, a stranger's voice

—

speaking at the window, close by.

' Follow me up-stairs, sir, directly,' the voice said in peremp-

tory tones. ' As your daughter's medical attendant, I tell you
in the plainest terms that you have seriously frightened her.

In her critical condition I decline to answer for her life, unless

you make the attempt at least, to undo the mischief you have

done. Whether you mean it or not, soothe her with kind

words ; say you have forgiven her. No ! I have nothing to

do with your domestic troubles ; I have only my patient to

think of. I don't care what she asks of you, you must give

way to her now. If she falls into convulsions she will die

—

and her death will be at your door.'

So, with feebler and feebler interruptions from Mr. Ronald,

the doctor spoke. It ended plainly in his being obeyed. The
departing footsteps of the men were the next sounds to be
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h«'ard. After that, there was a pause of silence—a long pause,

broken by Mrs. Ronald, calling again from the upper regions.

' T.iko the child into the back parlour, nurse, and wait till I

come to you. It's cooler there, at this time of day.*

The Wiiiling of an infant, and the gruff complaining of the

nurse, were the next sounds that reached Farnaby in liis hid-

ing-place. Tlie m\rse was grumbling to herself over the grie-

vance of having been awakened from her sleep. ' After being

up all night, a person wants rest. There's no rest for any-

})ody in tliis house. My head's as heavy as lead, and every

bone in me has got an ache in it.*

Before long, the renewed silence indicated that she had suc-

ceeded in hushing the child to sleep. Farnaby forgot the

restraints of caution for the first time. His face flushed with

excitement ; he ventured nearer to the window, in his eager-

ness to find out what might happen next. After no long

interval, the next sound came—a sound of heavy breathing,

which told him that the drowsy nurse was falling asleep again.

The window sill was within reach of his hards. He waited

until the heavy breathing deepened to snoring. Then he

drew himself up by the window-sill and looked into the

room.

The nurse was fast asleep in an arm-chair ; and the child

was fast asleep on her 'ap.

He dropped softly to the ground again. Taking off his

shoes, and putting them in his pocket, he asceaded the two or

three steps which led to the half-open back garden door. Ar-

rived in the passage, he could just hear them talking up-stairs.

They were no doubt still absorbed in their troubles ; he had
only the servant to dread. The splashing of water in the

kitchen informed him that she was s£ fely occupied in wasliing.

Slowly and softly he opened the back parlour door, and stole

across the room to the nurse*s chair.

One of her hands still rested on the child. The serious risk

was the risk of waking her, if he lost his presence of mind and
hurried it

!

He glanced at the American clock on the mantel-piece. The
result relieved him ; it was not so late as he had feared. He
knelt down to steady himself, as nearly as possible on a level
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with the nurse's knees. By a hairsbreadth at a time, he got

both hands under the child. By a hairsbreadth at a time, he

drew the child away from her ; leaving her hands resting on
her lap by degrees so gradual that the lightest sleeper could

not have felt the change. That done (barring accidents), all

was done. Keeping the child resting easily on his left arm, ho

had his right hand free to shut the door again. Arrived at

the garden steps a slight change passed over the sleeping

infant's face—the delicate little creature shivered as it felt the

full flow of the open air. He softly laid over its face a corner

of the woollen shawl in which it was wrapped. The child

reposed as quietly on his arm as if it had still been on the

nurse's lap.

In a minute more he was at the paling. The woman rose to

receive him with the first smile that had crossed her face since

they had left London.
• So you've got the baby ?

' she said. • Well you are a deep
one !

'

' Take it,' he answered irritably. ' We haven't a moment
to lose.'

Only stopping to put on his shoes, he led the way to the

more central part of the town. The first person he met direc-

ted him to the railway station. It was close by. In five

minutes more, the woman and the baby were safe on the train

to London.
' There's the other half of the money,' he said, handing it to

her through the carriage window.
The woman eyed the child in her arms with a frowning ex-

pression of doubt. * All very well as long as it lasts, ' she said.

* And what after that 1

'

' Of course, I shall call and see you,' he answered.

She looked hard at him, and expressed the whole value she

set on that assurance in four words. * Of course you will
!

'

The train started for London. Farnaby watched it, as it left

the platform, with a look of unfeigned relief. * There !
' he

thought to himself, ' Emma's reputation is safe enough now !

When we are married, we mustn't have a love-child in the way
of our prospects in life.'

Leaving the station he stopped at the refreshment room, and

m \

'"
, aaji



THE FALLEN LEAVES. 25

firank a glass of brandy-and-water. ' Something to screw me
up,' lie thought, 'for what is to come.' What was to como
(after he had got rid of the child) had been carefelly considered

by him, on the journey to Ramsgate. ' Emma's husband-that-

is-to-be '—he had reasoned it out— ' will naturally be the first

person Emma wants to see, when the lo^i of the baby has upset

the house. If Old Konald has a grain of affection left in him,

he must let her marry me after that

!

'

Acting on this view of his position, he took the way that led

back to Slain's-row, and rang the door-bell as became a visitor

who had no rensons for concealment now.
The household was doubtless already disorganised by the

discovery of the child's disappearance. Neither servant nor

landlord was active in answering the bell. Farnaby submitted

to be kept waiting with perfect composure. There are occa-

sions on which a handsome man is bound to put his personal

advantages to their best use. He took out his pocket-comb,

and touched up the arrangement of his whiskers with a skilled

and gentle hand. Approaching footsteps made themselves

heard along the passage at last. Farnaby put back his comb,
and buttoned his coat briskly. * Now for it !' he said, as the

door was opened at last.

THE END OF THE PROLOGUE.
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CHAPTER I.

IXTEEN years after the date of Mr. Ronald's disastrous

discovery at Ramsgate—that is to say, in the year

1872—the steamship Aquila left the port of New York,
bound for Liverpool.

It was the month of September. The passenger-list of the

Aquila had comparatively few names inscribed on it. In the

autumn season, the voyage from America to England, but for

the remunerative value of the cargo, would prove to be for the

most part a profitless voyage to shipowners. The flow of pas-

sengers, at that time of year, sets steadily the other way.
Americans are returning from Europe to their own country.

Tourists have delayed the voyage until the fierce August heat

of the United States has subsided, and the delicious Indian

Summer is ready to welcome them. At bed and board the

passengers by the Aquila on her homeward voyage had plenty

of room, and the choicest morsels for everybody alike on the

well-spread dinner-table.

The wind was favourable, the weather was lovely. Cheer-

fulness and good-humour pervaded the ship from stem to stern.

The courteous captain did the honours of the cabin-table with

the air of a gentleman who was receiving friends in his own
house. The handsome doctor promenaded the deck arm-in-arm

with ladies in course of rapid recovery from the first gastric

consequences oftravelling by sea. The excellent chief-engineer,

musical in his leisure moments to his fingers' ends, played the

fiddle in his cabin, accompanied on the flute by that young
Apollo of the Atlantic trade, the steward's mate. Only on the

third morning of the voyage was the harmony on board the

Aquila disturbed by a passing moment of discord— due to an
unexpected addition to the ranks ofthe passengers, in the shape

of a lost bird !

It was merely a weary little land-bird (blown out of its course,

1 1!
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as the learned in such matters supposed) ; and it perched on one

of tiie yards to rest and recover itself after iis long flight.

The instant the creature was discovered, the insatiate Anglo-

Saxon delight in killing birds, from the majestic eagle to the

contemptible sparrow, displayed itself in its full frenzy. The
crew ran about the decks, the passengers rushed into their

cabins, eager to seize the first gun and to have the first shot.

An old quarter-master of the Aquila was the enviable man, who
first found the means of destruction ready to bis hand. He
lifted the gun to hi; shoulder, he had his finger on the trigger,

when he was suddenly pounced upon by one of the passengers

—a young, slim, sunburnt active man—who snatched away the

gun, discharged it over the side of the vessel, and turned furi-

ously on the quarter-master. ' You wretch ! would you kill

the poor weary bird that trusts our hospitality, and only asks

us to give it a rest ] That little harmless thin? is as much one
of God's creatures as you are. I'm ashamed of you—I'm hor-

rified at you—you've got bird-murder in your face ; I hate the

sight of you !

'

The quarter-master—a large, grave, fat man, slow alike in

his bodily and his mental movements—listened to this extraor-

dinary remonstrance with a fixed stare of amazement, and an
open mouth, from which the unspat tobacco juice trickled in

little brown streams. When the impetuous young gentleman
paused (not for want of words, merely for want of breath), the

quarter-master turned about, and addressed himself to the

audience gathered round. * Gentlemen,' he said, with a Roman
brevity, ' this young fellow is mad.'
The captain's voice checked the general outbreak if laughter.

* That will do, quarter-master. Let it be understood that no-
bor";' is to shoot the bird—and let me suggest to you, sir, that

you might have expressed your humane sentiments quite as

efi^ectually in less violent language.'

Addressed in those terms, the impetuous young man burat

into another fit of excitement. ' You're quite right, sir I I

deserve every word you have said to me ; I feel I have disgraced

myself.' He ran after the quarter-master, and soized him by
both hands. * I beg your pardon ; I beg your pardon with all

my heart. You would have served me right if you had thrown
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excuse

"Let
me overboard after the language I used to you. Pray
my quick temper

;
pray forgive me. What do you say ?

bygones be bygones 1 " That's a capital way of putting it.

You're a thorough good fellow. If I can ever be of the smallest

use to you (there's my card and address in London), iet me know
it. I entreat you, let me know it.' He returned in a violent

hurry to the captain. ' I've made it up with the quarter-master,

sir. He forgives me ; he bears no malice. Allow me to con-

gratulate you on having such a good Christian in your ship. I

wish I was like him ! Excuse me, ladies and gentlemen, for

the disturbance I have made. It sha'n't happen again—I pro-

mise you that.'

The male travellers in general looked at each other, and
seemed to agree with the quarter-master's opinion of their fel-

low-passenger. The women, touched by his evident sincerity,

and charmed with his handsome, blushing, eager face, agreed

that he was quite right to save the poor bird, and that it would
be all the better for the weaker part of creation generally if

other men were more like him. While the various opinions

were still in course of expression, the sound of the luncheon

bell cleared the deck passengers, with two exceptions. One
was the impetuous young man. The other was a middle-aged

traveller, with a grizzled beard and a penetrating eye, who had
silently observed the proceedings, and who now took the oppor-

tunity of introducing himself to the hero of the moment.
' Are you not going to take any luncheon ?

' he asked.
* No, sir. Among the people I have lived with, we don't eat

at intervals of three or four hours, all day long.'

* Will you excuse me,' pursued the other, * if I own I should

like to know what people you have been living with ? My name
is Hethcote ; I was associated, at one time of my life, with a

college devoted to the training of young men. From what I

have seen and heard this morning, I fancy you have not been

educated on any of the recognised systems that are popular at

the present day. Am I right 1
'

The excitable young man suddenly became the picture of

resignation, and answered in a formula of words as if he was
repeating a lesson.

* I am Claude-Amelius-Goldenheart. Aged twenty-one. Son,
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and only child, of the late Claude Goldenheart, of Shedfield

Heath, Bu ^kinghamshire, England. I have been brought up by

the Prir'itive Christian Socialists, at Tadmor Community,

State of Illinois. I have inherited an income of five hundred

a year. And I am now, with the approval of the Community,
going to London to see life.'

Mr. Hethcote received this copious flow of information, in

some doubt whether he had been made the victim of coarse

raillery, or whether he had merely heard a quaint statement of

facts. Claude-Amelius-Goldenheart saw that he had produced

an unfavourable impression, and hastened to set himself right.

* Excuse me, sir,' he said, * I am not making game of you, as

you seem to suppose. We are taught to be courteous to every-

body, in our Community. The truth is, there seems to be some-

thing odd about me (I'm sure I don't know what), which makes
people whom I meet on my travels curious to know who I am.
If you'll please to remember, it's a long way from Illinois to

New York, and curious strangers are not scarce on the journey.

When one is obliged to keep on saying the same thing over and
over again, a form saves a deal of trouble. I have made a form
for myself—which is respectfully at the disposal of any person

who does me the honour to wish for my acquaintance. Will
that do, sir ? Very well, then, shake hands, to show you're sat-

isfied.'

Mr. Hethcote shook hands, more than satisfied. He found
it impossible to resist the bright honest brown eyes, the simple

winning cordial manner of the young fellow with the quaint
formula and the strange name. ' Come, Mr. Goldenheart,' he
said, leading the way to a ieat on deck, ' let us sit down com-
fortably, and have a talk.'

'Anything you like, sir—but don't call me Mr. Goldenheart.'
* Why not ?

'

* Well, it sounds formal. And, besides, you're old enough to

be my father ; it's my duty to call you Mister—or Sir, as we
say to our elders at Tadmor. I have left all my friends behind
me at the Community—and I feel lonely out here on this big
ocean, among strangers. Do me a kindness, sir. Call me by my
Christian name -, and give me a friendly slap on the back if you
find me get along smoothly in the course of the day.'
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' Which of your names shall it be 1' Mr. Hethcote asked,

humouring this odd lad. * Claude ]

'

* No. Not Claude. The Primitive Christians said Claude
was a finicking French name. Call me Amelius, and I shall

begin to feel at home again. If you're in a hurry, cut it down
to three letters (as they did at Tadu:ci'), and call me Mel'

* Very good,' said Mr. Hethcote. ' Now, my friend Amelius
(or Mel), I am going to speak out plainly, as you do. The Pri-

mitive Christian Socialists must have great confidence in their

system of education, to turn you adrift in the world without a

companion to look after you.'
* You've hit it, sir,' Amelius answered coolly. * They have

unlimited confidence in their system of education. And I'm a

proof of it.'

' You have relations in London, I suppose ?
' Mr. Hethcote

proceeded.

For the first time the face of Amelius showed a shadow of

sadness on it.

' I have relations,' he said. * But I have promised never to

claim kindred with them. " They are hard and \7orldly ; and
they will make you hard and worldly, too." That's what my
father said to me on his death-bed.' He took off his hat when
he mentioned his father's death, and came to a sudden pause

—

with his head bent down, like a man absorbed in thought. In
less than a minute he put on his hat again, and looked up with
his bright winning sr^ale. * We say a little prayer for the loved

ones who are gone, when we speak of them,' he explained. * But
we don't say it out loud, for fear of seeming to parade our
religious convictions. We hate cant in our Community.'

'I cordially agree with the Community, Amelius. But, my
good fellow, have you really no friends to welcome you, when
you get to London ?

'

Amelius lifted his hand mysteriously. * W ait a little !
' he said

—and took a letter from the breast-pocket of his coat. Mr. Heth-
cote, watching him, observed that he looked at the address with
an expression of unfeigned pride and pleasure.

* One of our brethren at the C'ommunity has given me this,'

he announced. * It's a letter of introduction, sir, to a remarka-

ble man—a man who is an example to all the rest of us. He
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has risen, by aint of integrity and perseverance, from the posi-

tion of a poor porter in a shop to be one of the most respected

mercantile characters in the City of London.'
With this exordium, Amelias handed his letter to Mr. Heth-

cote. It was addressed as follows :

—

[p. Hethcote

a shadow of

To John Farnahy, Esquire^

Messrs. Ronald and Farnahy,

Stationers,

Aldergate Street, London.

CHAPTER II.

R. HETHCOTE looked at the address on the letter with
an expression of surprise, which did not escape the no-

tice of Amelius. *Do you know Mr. Farnaby ?
' he

asked.

' I have some acquaintance with him,' was the answer, given
with a certain appearance of constraint.

Amelius went ou eagerly with his questions. ' What sort of
a man is he ? Do you think he will be prejudiced against me,
because I have been brought up at Tadmor ?

'

' I must be a little better acquainted, Amelius, with you and
Tadmor, before I can answer your question. Suppose you tell

me how you became one of the Socialists, to begin with 1

'

* I was only a little boy, Mr. Hethcote, at that time.'
* Very good. Even little boys have memories. Is there any

objection to your telling me what you can remember %
'
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Amelius answered rather sadly, with his eyes bent on the

deck. * I remember something happening which threw a gloom
over us, at home in England. I heard that my mother was
concerned in it. When I grew older, 1 never presumed to ask

my father what it was ; and he never offered to tell me. I

only know this : that he forgave her some wrong she had done
him, and let her go on living at home—and that relations and
friends all blamed him, and fell away from him, from that time.

Not long afterwards, while I was at school, my mother died.

I was sent for, to follow her funeral with my father. When
we got back, and were alone together, he took me on his knee

aiid kissed me. " Which will you do, Amelius," he said ;
" stay

in England with your uncle and aunt, or come with me all the

way to America, and never go back to England again 1 Take
time to think of it." I wanted no time to think of it ; I said

" Go with you, papa." He frightened me by bursting out cry-

ing ; it was the first time I had ever seen him in teai^. I can

understand it now. He had been cut to the heart, and had
borne it like a martyr ; and his boy was his one friend left.

Well, by the end of the week we were on board the ship ; and
there we met a benevolent gentleman, with a long grey beard,

who bade my father welcome, and presented me with a cake.

In my ignorance, I thought he was the captain. Nothing of

the sort. He was the first Socialist I had ever seen ; and it

was he who had persuaded my father to leave England.'

Mr. Hethcote's opinions of Socialists began to show them-
selves (a little sourly) in Mr. Hethcote's smile. * And how did

you get on with the benevolent gentleman ?
' he asked. * After

converting your father, did he convert you—with the cake 1

'

Amelius smiled. 'Do him justice, sir; he didn't trust to

the cake. He waited till we were in sight of the American
land—ftnd then he preached me a little sermon, on our arrival,

entirely for ray own use.*

* A sermon ?
' Mr. Hethcote repeated. ' Very little religion

in it, I suspect.'

* Very little indeed, sir,' Amelius answered. * Only as much
religion as there is in the New Testament. I was not qiiite old

enough to understand him easily—so he wrote down his dis-

course on the fly-leaf of a story-book I had with me, and gave

! il
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it to me to read when I was tired of the stories. Stories were

scarce with me in those days ; and, when I had exhausted my
I little stock, rather than read nothing, I read my sermon—read

it so often that I think I can remember every wor<l of it now.
" My dear little boy, the Christian religion, as Cl)rist taught it,

has long ceased to be the religion of the Christian world. A
selfish and cruel Pretence is set up in its place. Your own
father is one example of the truth of this saying of mine. He
has fulfilled the first and foremost duty of a true Christian

—

the duty of forgiving an injury. For this he stands disgraced

in the estimation of all his friends : they have renounced and
abandoned him. He forgives them, and seeks peace and good
company in the New World, among Christians like himself.

You will not repent leaving home with hira
; you will be one

of a loving family, and, when you are old enough, you will be
free to decide for yourself what your future life shall be." That
was all I knew about the Socialists, when we reached Tadraor
after orr long journey.'

Mr. Hethcote's prejudices made their appearance again. * A
barren sort of place,' he said, 'judging by the name.'

' Barren ? What can you be thinking of? A prettier place

1 never saw, and never expect to see again. A clear winding
river, running into a little blue lake. A broad hill-side, all laid

out in flower gardens, anO shaded by splendid trees. On the
top of the hill, the buildings of the Community, some of brick
and some of wood, so covered with creepers and so encircled

with verandahs that I can't tell you to this day what style of
architecture they were built in. More trees behind the houses

—

and, on the other side of the hill, corn-fields, nothing but corn-
fields rolling away and away in great yellow plains, till they
reached the golden sky and the setting sun, and were seen no
more. That was our first view of Tadmor, when the stage-
coach dropped us at the town.'

Mr. Hethcote still held out. ' And what about the people
who live in this earthly paradise 1

' he asked. ' tVlale and female
saints—eh 1

'

* dear no, sir ! The very opposite of saints They eat
and drink like their neighbours. They never t' ak of wearing
dirty horsehair when they can get clean linen. And when they
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are tempted to misconduct themselves, they find a better way
out of it than knotting a cord and thrashing their own backs.

Saints ! They all ran out together to bid ns welcome like a

lot of school children ; the first thing they did was to kiss us,

and the next thing was to give us a mug of wine of their own
making. Saints ! 0, Mr. Hethcote, what will you accuse us

of being next ? I declare your suspicions of the poor Socialists

keep cropping up again as fast as I cut tliem down. May I

make a guess, sir, without offending you ? From one or tM'o

things I have noticed, I strongly suspect you're a British cler-

gyman.'
Mr. Hethcote was conquered at last : he burst out laughing.

' You have discovered me,' he said, * travelling in a coloured

cravat and a shooting jacket ! I confess I should like to know
how !

'

' It's easily explained, sir. Visitor'^ -^f all sorts are welcome
at Tadmor. We have a large experience of them in the tra-

velling season. They all come with their own private suspi-

cion of us lurking about the corners of their eyes. They see

everything we have to show them, and eat and drnk at our

table, and join in our amusements, and get as pleasant and
friendly with us as can be. The time comes to say good-bye

—

and then we find them out. If a guest who has been laughing

and enjoying himself all day, suddenly becomes serious when
he takes his leave, and shows that little lurking devil of sus

picion again about the corners of his eyes—it's ten chances to

one that he's a clergyman. No offence, Mr. Hethcote ! I ac-

knowledge with pleasure that the corners of yonr eyes are clear

again. You are not a very clerical clergyman, sir, after all—

I

don't despair of converting you, yet
!

'

' Go on with your story, Amelius. You are the queerest

fellow I have met with for many a long day past.'

' I'm a little doubtful about going on with my story, sir. I

have told you how I got to Tadmor, and what it looks like,

and what sort of people live in the place. If I am to get on
beyond that, I must jump to the time when I was old enough
to learn the Eules of the Community.'

' Well—and what then ?

'

* Well, Mr. Hethcote, some of the Rules might offend you.'
* Try I

'
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'All right, sir! Don't blaine me; Vm not ashamed of the

Rules. And now, if I am to speak, I must speak seriously on

a serious subject ; I must begin with our religious principles.

We find our Christianity in the spirit of the New Testament

—

not in the letter. We have three good reasons for objecting

to pin our faith on the words alone, in that book. First, be-

cause we are not sure that the English translation is always

to be depended on as accurate and honest. Secondly, because

we know that (since the invention of printing) there is not a

copy of the book in existence which is free from errors of the

press, and that (before the invention of printing) those errors,

in manuscript copies, must as a matter of couise have been far

more serious and far more numerous. Thirdly, because there

is plain internal evidence (to say nothing of discoveries actually

made in the present day) of interpolations and corruptions, in-

troduced into the manuscript copies as they succeeded each

other in ancient times. These drawbacks are of no importance,

however, in our estimation. We find, in the spirit of the book,

the most simple and most perfect system of religion and mo-
rality that humanity has ever received—and with that we are

content. To reverence God ; and to love our neighbour as

ourselves • if we had only those two commandments to guide

us, we should have enough. The whole collection of Doctrines

(as they are called) we reject at once without even stopping to

discuss them. We apply to them the test suggested by Christ

himself :
" by their fruits ye shall know them." The fruits of

Doctrines, in the past (to quote three instances only), have been
the Spanish Inquisition, the Massacre of St. Bartholomew, and
the Thirty Years' War—and the fruits in the present, are dis-

sension, bigotry, and opposition to useful reforms. Away with
Doctrines ! In the interests of Christianity, away with them !

We are to love our enemies ; we are to forgive injuries ; we
are to help the needy ; we are to be pitiful and courteous, slow
to judge others, ashamed to exalt ourselves. That teaching

doesn't lead to tortures, massacres, and wars ; to envy, hatred,

and malice—and for that reason it stands revealed to us as the

teaching that we can trust. There is our religion, sir, as we
find it in the Rules of the Community.'

* Very well, Amelius. I notice, in passing, that the Cora-

t.
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munity is in one respect like the Pope—the Comn. unity is in-

fallible. We won't dwell on that. You have stated your prin-

ciples. As to the application of theui next 1 Nobody has a

right to bo rich amoni^ you, of course 1

'

* Put it the other way, Mr. Hethcote. All men have a right

to be rich—provided they don't make other people poor, as a

part of the process. We don't trouble ourselves much about

money ; that's the truth. We are farmers, carpenters, weavers,

and printers ; and what we earn (ask our neighbours if we don't

earn it honestly) goes into the common funu> A man who
comes to us with money puts it into the fund, and so makes
things easy for the next man who comes with empty pockets.

While they are with us, they all live in the same comfort, and
have their equal share in the same profits—deducting the sum
in reserve for sudden calls and bad times. If they leave us the

manwho has brought money withhim has his undisputed right to

take it away again ; and the man who has brought none bids

us good-bye, all the richer for his equal share in the profits

which he has personally earned. The only fuss at our place

about money that 1 can remember was fthe fuss about my five

hundred a year. I wanted to hand it over to the fund. It

was my own, mind—inherited from my mother's property on
my coming of age. The Elders wouldn't hear of it : the Coun-
cil wouldn't hear of it: the general vot^ of the Community
wouldn't hear of it. " We agreed with his father that he

should decide for himself when he grew to manhood "—that

was how they put it. "Let him go back to the Old World;
and let him be free to choose, by the test of his own experience,

what his future life shall be." How do you think it will end,

Mr. Hethcote 1 Shall I return to the Community 1 Or shall

I stop in London 1

'

Mr. Hethcote answered, without a moment's hesitation,

*You will stop in London.'
* I'll bet you two to one, sir, he goes back to the Commu-

nity.'

In those words, a third voice (speaking in a strong New
England accent) insinuated itself into the conversation from
behind. Amelius and Mr. Hethcote, looking around, dis-

covered a long, lean, grave stranger—with his face over-
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shadowed by a huge felt hat. ' Have you been listening to our

conversation 1
' Mr. Hethcote asked haughtily.

* I have been listening,' answered the grave stranger, * with

considerable interest. This young man, I find, opens a new
chapter to me in the book of humanity. Do you accept my
bet, sir 1 My name is Rufus Dingwell ; and my home is at

Coolspring, Mass. You do not bet 1 I express my regret, and

have the pleasure of taking a seat alongside of you. What is

your name, sir ? Hethcote ? We have one of that name at

Coolspring. He is much respected. Mr. Claude A. Golden-

heart, you are no stranger to me—no, sir. I procured your

name from the steward, when the little difficulty occurred just

now about the bird. Your ntime considerably surprised me.'

* Why 1
' Amelius asked.

' Well, sir—not to say that your surname (being Golden-

heart) reminds one unexpectedly of the Pilgrim's Progress—

I

happen to be already acquainted with you. By reputation.'

Amelius looked puzzled. * By reputation ?
' he said. ' What

does that mean V
' It means, sir, that you occupy a prominent position in a re-

ceni number of our popular journal, entitled The Coolspring

Bemxrat. Tiie late romantic incident which caused the with-

drawal of Miss Mellieent from your Community has produced

a species of social commotion at Coolspring. Among our ladies,

the tone of sentiment, sir, is universally favourable to you.

When I left, I do assure you, you were a popular character

among us. The name of Claude A. Goldenheart was, so to

speak, in everybody's mouth.'

Amelius listened to this, with the colour suddenly deepening
on his face, and with every appeart^nce of heartfelt annoyance
and ^\jLci. 'There is no such thing as keeping a secret in

America,' he said, irritably. ' Some spy must have got among
us ; none of our people would have exposed the poor lady to

public comment. How would you like it, Mr. Dingwell, if the

newspapers published the private sorrows of your wife or your
daughter ?

'

Rufus Dingwell answered with the straightforward sincerity

of feeling which is one of the indisputable virtues of his nation.
* I had not thought of it in that light, sir,' he said. ' You have

4
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been good enough to credit me with a wife or a daughter. I

do not possess either of those ladies ; but your argumt t hits

me, notwithstanding—hits me hard, I tell you. He looked at

Mr. Hethcote, who sat silently and stiffly disapproving of all

this familiarity, and applied himself in perfect innocence and
good faith to making things pleasant in that quarter. * You
are a stranger, sir,' said Rufus ;

' and you would doubtless like

to peruse the article which is the subject of conversation 1
' He

took a newspaper slip from his pocket-book, and offered it to

the astonished Englishman. ' I shall be glad to hear your senti-

ments, sir, on the view propounded by our mutual friend,

Claude A. Goldenheart.'

Before Mr. Hethcote could reply, Amelius interposed in his

own headlong way. * Give it me ! I want to read it first I

*

He snatched at the newspaper slip. Rufus checked him
with grave composure. ' I am of a cool temperament myself,

sir, but that don't prevent me admiring heat in others. Short

of boiling point—mind that !
* With this hint the wise New-

Englander permitted AmeliuS to take possession of the printed

slip.

Mr. Hethcote, finding an opportunity of saying a word at

last, asserted himself a little haughtily. * I beg you will both

of you understand that I decline to read anything which relates

to another person's private affairs.'

Neither the one nor the other of his companions paid the

slightest heed to this announcement. Amelius was reading the

newspaper extract, and placid Rufus was watching him. In

another moment, he crumpled up the slip, and threw it indig-

nantly on the deck. ' It's as full of lies as it can hold
!

' he

burst out.
* It's all over the United States by this time,' Rufus remarked.

* And I don't doubt we shall find the English papers have

copied it, when we get to Liverpool. If you take my advice,

you will cultivate a sagacious insensibility to the comments of

the press.'

' Do you think I care for myself 1
' AmeliuB asked, indig-

nantly. * It's the poor woman I am thinking of. What can I

do to clear her character ]

'

• Well, sir,' suggested Rufus, * in your place, I should have
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notification circulated through the ship, announcing a lecture

)n the subject (weather permitting) in the course of the after-

loon. That's the way we should do it at Coolspring.'

A melius listened without conviction. * It's certainly useless

to make a secret of the matter now/ he said ;
' but I don't see

\y way to make it more public still.' He paused and looked

lat Mr. Hethcote. * It so happened, sir,' he resumed, * that

||this unfortunate affair is an example of some of the Rules of our

"!Jommunity, which I had not had time to speak of when Mr.

Ungwell here joined us. It will bo a relief to me to contra-

lict these abominable falsehoods to somebody ; and I should

like (if you don't mind) to hear what you think of my con-

luct, from your own point of view. It might prepare me,' he
ulded, smiling rather uneasily, ' for what 1 may find in the

English newspapers.'

With these words of introduction he told his sad story

—

jocosely described in the newspaper heading as * Miss Mellicent

ind Goldenheart among the Socialists at Tadmor.'

CHAPTER III.

EARLY six months since,' said Amelius, ' we had notice

by letter of the arrival of an unmarried English lady,

who wished to become a memberof ourCommunity. You
rill understand my motive in keeping her family name a secret

:

^ven the newspaper has grace enough only to mention her by
ler Christian name. I don't want to cheat you out of your
Interest ; so I will own at once that Miss Mellicent was not
3autiful, and not young. When she came to us, she was thirty-

[ight years old, and time and trial had set their marks on her
ice, plainly enough for anybody to see. Notwithstanding this

all thought her an interesting woman. It might have been
le sweetness of her voice ; or perhaps it was something in her
cpression—a sort of patience and kindness that seemed to
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blame nobody and to expect nothing—that took our fancy.

There ! I can't explain it ; I can only say there were young wo-

men and pretty women at Tadraor who failed to win us as Miss

Mellicent di<l. Contradictory enough, isn't it]
*

Mr. Hethcote said he understood the contradiction. Rufus

put an appropriate question :
* Do you possess a photograph of

this lady, sir 1

'

* No,' said Amelius ;
* I wish I did. Well, we received her,

on her arrival, in the Common Room—called so because w^ all

assemble there every evening when the work of the day is done.

Sometimes we have the reading of a poem or a novel ; some-

times music, or dancing, or cards, or billiards, to amuse us.

When a new member arrives, we have the ceremonies of intro-

duction. I was close by the Elder Brother (that's the name
we give to the chief of the Community) when two of the wo-

men led Miss Mellicent in. He's a hearty old fellow, who lived

the first part of his life on his own clearing in one of the Wes-
tern forests. To this day, he can't talk long without showing,

in one way or another, that his old familiarity with the trees

still keeps its place in his memory. He looked hard at Miss

Mellicent, under his shaggy old white eyebrows ; and I heard

him whisper to himself, " Ah, dear me ! Another of the Fallen

Leaves
!

" I knew what he meant. The people who have

drawn blanks in the lottery of life—the people who have toiled

hard after happiness, and have gathered nothing but disappoint-

ment and sorrow ; the friendless and the lonely, the wounded
and the lost—these are the people whom our good Elder Bro-

ther calls The Fallen Leaves. I like the saying myself ; it's a

tender way of speaking of our poor fellow-creatures who are

down in the world.'

He paused for a moment, looking out thoughtfully over the

vast void of sea and sky. A passing shadow of sorrow clouded

his bright young face. The two elder men looked at him in

silence ; feeling (in widely different ways) the same compassion-

ate interest. What was the life that lay before him 1 And

—

God help him !—what would he do with it ?

* Where did I leave off 1' he asked, rousing himself suddenly.
* You left Miss Mellicent, sir, in the Common Room -the

venerable citizen with the white eyebrows being suit4> .ly en-
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gaged in moralizing on her.* In those terms the ever-ready

Rufus set the story going again.
* Quite right,' Amelius resumed. * There she was, poor thing,

a little, thin, timid creature, in a white dress, with a black scarf

over her shoulders, trembling and wondering in a room full of

strangers. The Elder Brother took her by the hand, and kissed

heron the forehead, and bade her heartily welcome in the name
of the Community. Then the women followed his example, and
the men all shook hands with her. And then our chief put

the three questions, which he is bound to address to all new
arrivals when they first join us. " Do you come here of your
own free will ? Do you bring with you a written recommenda-
tion from one of our brethren which satisiies us that we do no
wrong to ourselves or others in receiving you ? Do you under-

stand that you are not bound to us by vows, but are tree to

leave us again if the life here is not agreeable to you ? " Mat-
ters being settled so far, the reading of the Rules, and the Pen-
alties imposed for breaking them, came next. Some of Ithe

Rules you know already ; others of smaller importance I needn't

trouble you with . As for the Penalties, if you incur the lighter

ones, you are subject to public rebuke or to isolation for a time

from the social life of the Community. If you incur the hea-

vier ones, you are either sent out into the world again for a
given period, to return or not as you please ; or you are struck

off the list of members, and expelled for good and all. Sup-
pose these preliminaries agreed to by Miss Mellicent with silent

submission, and let us get on to to the end of the ceremony

—

the reading of the Rules which settle the questions of love and
marriage.*

* Aha !

' said Mr. Hethcote, ' we are coming to the difficulties

of the Community at last 1

'

' Are we also coming to Miss Mellicent, sir 1
' Rufus inquired.

* As a citizen of a free country in which I can love in one State,

marry in another, and be divorced in a third, I am not inter-

ested in your Rules—I am interested in your lady.'

' The twc are inseparable in this case,' Amelius answered
gravely. * If I am to speak of Miss Mellicent, I must speak of

the Rules
;
you will soon see why. Our Community becomes

a despotism, gentlemen, in .dealing with love and marriage.

m
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* She said something that startled us all,' Amelius replied.

* When the Elder Brother began to read the first words relating

to love and marriage in the Book of Rules, she turned deadly

pale ; and rose* up in her place with a sudden burst of courage

or desperation—I don't know which. " Must you read that to

me i
" she asked. ** I have nothing to do, sir, with love or

marriage." The Elder . Brother laid aside his Book of Rules.

"If you are afflicted with an hereditary malady," he said, "the
doctor from the town will examine you, and report to us." She
answered, " I have no hereditary malady." The Elder Brother

took up his book again. " In due course of time, my dear, the

Council will decide for you whether you are to love and marry
or not." And he read the Rules. She sat down again, and hid

her face in her hands, and never moved or spoke until he had
done. The regular questions followed. Had she anything to

say, in the way of objection ? Nothing 1 In that case, would
she sign the Rules 1 Yes ! The time came for supper and
music. She excused herself like a child. " I feel very tired

;

may I go to bed ? " The unmarried women in the same dor-

mitory with her anticipated some romantic confession when she

grew used to her new friends. They proved to be wrong. " My
life has been one long disappointment," was all she said. " You
will do me a kindness if you will take me as I am, and not ask

me to talk about myself." There was nothing sulky or ungra-

cious in the .expression of her wish to keep her own secret. A
kinder or sweeter woman—never thinking of herself, always

considerate of others—never lived. An accidental discovery

made me her chief friend, among the men : it turned out that

her childhood had been passed where my childhood had been
passed, at Shedfield Heath in Buckinghamshire. She was
never weary of consulting my boyish recollections, and compar-
ing them with her own. " I love the place," she used to say ;

" the only happy time of my life was the time passed there."

On my sacred word of honour, this was the sort of talk that

passed between us, for week after week. What other talk

could pass between a man whose one-and-twentieth birthday
was then near at hand, and a woman who was close on forty ?

What could I do, when the poor broken disappointed creature

met me on the hill or by the river, and said, " You are going

:\
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out for a walk ; may I come with you ? " I never attempted
to intrude myself into her confidence ; I never even asked her

why she had joined the Community. You see what is coming,
don't you ? / never saw it. I didn't know wliat it meant,
when some of the younger women, meeting us together, looked

at me (not at her), and smiled maliciously. My stupid eyes

were opened at last by the woman who slept in the next bed to

her in the dormitory—a woman old enough to be my mother,
who took care of me when I was a child at Tadmor. She stop-

ped me one morning, on my way to fish in the river. " Ame-
lius," she said, " don't go to the fishing-house ; Mellicent is

waiting for you." I stared at her in astonishment. She held

up her finger at me :
" Take care, you foolish boy ! You are

drifting into a false position as fast as you can. Have you no
suspicion of what is going on ? " I looked all around me, in

search of what was going on. Nothing out of the common was
to be seen anywhere. '* What can you possibly mean 1 " I

asked. " You will ^.nly laugh at me if I tell you," she said. I

promised not to laugh. She too looked all round her, as if she

was afraid of somebody being near enough to hear us ; and then
she let out the secret. " Amelius, ask for a holiday—and
leave us for a whiL. Mellicent is in love wiih you."

CHAPTER IV.

EELLICENT is in love with you.'

Amelius looked at his companions, in some doubt whe-
ther they would preserve their gravity at this critical

point in his story. They both showed him that his apprehen-

sions were well founded. He was a little hurt—and he in-

stantly revealed it. ' I own to my shame that I burst out laugh-

ing myself,' he said. ' But you two gentlemen are older and
wiser than I am. I didn't expect to find you just as ready to

laugh at
i
oor Miss Mellicent as I was.'

i__iU*.
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Mr. Hethcote declined to be reminded of his duties as a

middle-aged gentleman in this back-handed manner. ' Gently,

Amelius ! Ypu can't expect to persuade us that a laughable

thing is not a thing to be laughed at. A woman close on forty

who falls in love with a young fellow of twenty-one
—

'

' Is a laughable circumstance,' Rufus interposed. ' Whereas

a man of forty who fancies a young woman of twenty-one is all

in the order of Nature. The men have settled it so. But why
the women are to give up so much sooner than the men, is a

question, sir, on which I have long wished to hear the senti-

ments of the women themselves.'

Mr. Hethcote dismissed the sentiments of the women with a

wave of his hand. ' Let us hear the rest of it, Amelius. Of
course you w^nt on to the fishing-house Y And of course you
found Miss Mellicent there 1

'

* She came to the door to meet me, much as usual,' Amelius
resumed— * and suddenly checked herself in the act of shaking

hands with me. I can only suppose she saw something in my
face that startled her. How it happened, I can't say ; but I

felt my good spirits forsake me tue moment I found myself in

her presence. I doubt if she had ever seen me so serious be-

fore. " Have I offended you ? " she asked. Of course I denied

it ; but failed to satisfy her. She began to tremble. " Has
somebody said something against me 1 Are you weary of my
company 1 " Tliose were the next questions. It was useless

to say No. Some perverse distrust of me, or some despair of

herself, overpowered her on a sudden. She sank down on the

floor of the fishing-house, and began to cry—not a good hearty

burst of tears ; a silent miserable resigned sort of crying, as if

she had lost all claim to be pitied, and all right to feel wounded
or hurt. I was so distressed that I thought of nothing but
consoling her. I meant well—and I acted like a fool. A sen-

sible man would have lifted her up, and left her to recover her-

self. I lifted her up and put my ^rm around her waist. She
looked at me as I did it. For just a moment, I declare she

became twenty years younger ! She blushed as I have never
seen a woman blush before or since—the colour flowed all over
her neck as well as her face. Before I could say a word, she

caught hold of my hand, and (of all the confusing things in the

M
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world
! ) kissed it !

" No ! '' she cried, " don't despise me !

Don't laugh at me ! Wait, and hear what my life has been

—

and then you will understand why a little kindness overpow-

ers me." She looked round the corner of the fishing-house

suspiciously. " I don't want anybody else to hear us," she

said ;
*' all the pride isn't beaten out of me yet. Come to the

lake, and row me about in the boat." T took her out in the

boat. Nobody could hear us certainly ; but she forgot and I

forgot, that anybody might see us, and that appearances on

the lake might lead to false conclusions on shore.'

Mr. Hethcote and Rufus exchanged significant looks. They
had not forgotten the llules of the Community, when two of

its members showed a preference to each other's society.

Amelius proceeded. * Well, there we were on the lake. I

paddled with the oars—and she opened her whole heart to me.

Her troubles had begun, in a very common way, with her

mother's death, and her father's second marriage. She had a

brother and a sister—the sister married to a German merchant,

settled in New York ; the brother comfortably established as a

sheep-farmer in Australia. So, you see, she was alone at home,

at the mercy of tlie step-mother. I don't understand these

cases myself ; but people who do, tell me that there are faults

on both sides. To make matters worse, they were a poor

family ; the one rich relative being a sister of the first wife,

who disapproved of the widower marrying again, and never

entered the house afterwards. Well, the step-mother had a

sharp tongue—and Mellicent was the fi;st person to feel the

sting of it. She was reproached with being an encumbrance
on her father, when she ought to be doing something for her-

self. There was no need to repeat those harsh words. The
next day she answered an a Ivertisement. Before the week was

over she was earning her bread as a daily governess.'

Here, Rufus stopped the narrative, having an interesting

question to put. * Might I inquire, sir, what her salary was 1

'

* Thirty pounds a year,' Amelius replied. ' She was out

teaching from nine o'clock to two—and then went home again.'

' There seems to be nothing to complain of in that, as sala-

ries go,' Mr. Hethcote remarked.
* She made no cjmplaiut,' Amelius rejoined. ' She was satis-

i*i
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fied with her salary; but she wasn't satistied with her iit»;.

The meek little woman grew downright angry when she s|)(»ke

of it. " I had no reason to complain of my employers," she

said. " I was treated civilly and punctually paid ; but I never

made friends of them. I tried in make friends of the children
;

and sometimes I thought I had succeeded—-but, doar, when
they were idle, and I was obliged to keep them to their lessons,

I soon found how little hold I had on the love that I wanted
them to give me. We see children in books who are perfect

little angels ; never envious or greedy or sulky or deceitful

;

always the same sweet, pious, tender, grateful, inuocent crea-

tures—and it has been my misfortune never to meet with them,

go where I might ! It is a hard world, Amelius, the world

that I have lived in. I don't think there are such miserable

lives anywhere as the lives led by the poor middle classes in

England. From year's end to year's end, the one dreadful

struggle to keep up appearances, and the heart-breaking mono-
tony of an existence without change. We lived in the back

street of a cheap suburb. I declare to you we had but one
amusement in the whole long weary year—the annual concert

the clergyman got up, in aid of his schools. The rest of the

year it was all teaching for the first half of the day, and needle-

work for the young family for the other half. My father had
religious scruples ; he prohibited theatres, he prohibited danc-

ing and light reading ; he even prohibited looking in at the

shop windows, because we had no money to spare and they

tempted us to buy. He went to business in the morning, and
came back at night, and fell asleep after dinner, and woke up
and read prayers—and next day to business and back, and sleep-

ing and waking and reading prayers—and no break in it, week
after week, month after month, except on Sunday, which was
always the same Sunday, the same church, the service, the same
dinner, the same book of sermons in the evening. Even when
we had a fortnight once a year at the seaside, we always went
to the same place and lodged in the same cheap house. The
few friends we had, led just the same lives, and were beaten

down flat by just the same monotony. All the women seemed
to submit to it contentedly except my miserable self. I wanted
so little ! Only a change now and then ; only a little sympa-

1
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thy when I was weary and sick at heart ; only somebody whom
I could love and serve, and be rewarded with a smile and a

kind word in return. Mothers shook their heads, and daugh-

ters laughed at me. Have we time to be sentimental ? Haven't

we enough to do, darning and mending, and turning our dresses,

and making the joint last as long as possible, and keeping the

children clean, and doing the washing at home—and tea and

sugar rising, and my husband grumbling every week when I

have to ask him for the house-money. 0, no more of it ! no

more of it ! People meant for better things all ground down
to the same sordid and selfish level—is that a pleasant sight to

contemplate 1 I shudder when I think of the last twenty years

of my life ! " That's what she Cv^mplained of, Mr. Hethcote,

in the solitary middle of the lake, with nobody but me to hear

her.'

* In my country, sir,' Rufus remarked, * the Lecture Bureau
would have provided for her amusement, on economical terms.

And I reckon, if a married life would fix her, she might have

tried it among Us by way of a change.'
* That's the saddest part of the story,' said Amelius. * There

came a time, only two years ago, when her prospects changed
for the better. Her rich aunt (her mother's sister) died ; and

—

what do you think 1—left her a legacy of six thousand pounds.

There was a gleam of sunshine in her life ! The poor teacher

was an heiress in a small way, with her fortune at her own dis-

posal. They had something like a festival at home, for the

first time
;
presents to everybody, and kissings and congratu-

lations, and new dresses at last. And, more than that, another

wonderful event happened before long. A gentleman made
his appearance in the family circle, with an intei-esting object

in view—a gentleman who had called at the house in which

she happened to be employed as teacher at the time, and had
seen her occupied with her pupils. He had kept it to himself

to be sure, but he had secretly admired her from that moment
—and now it had come out ! She had never had a lover before;

mind that. And he was a remarkably handsome man ; dressed

beautifully, and sang and played, and was so humble and de-

voted with it all. Do you think it wonderful that she said Yes,

when he proposed to marry her 1 T don't think it wonderful
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at all. For the first few weeks of the courtship the sunshine

was brighter than ever. Then the clouds began to rise. Anony-
mous letters came, describing the handsome gentleman (seen

under his fair surface) as nothing less than a scoundrel. She
tore up the letters indignantly—she was too delicate even to

show them to him. Signed letters came next, addressed to her

father by an uncle and an aunt, both containing one and the

same warning : "If your daughter insists on having him, tell

her to take care of her money." A few days later, a visitor

arrived—a brother, who spoke out more plairdy still. As au
honourable man, he could not hear of wiiat was going on,

without making the painful confession that his brother was
forbidden to enter his house. That said, he washed his hands
of all further responsibility. You, too, know the world, you
will guess how it ended. Quarrels in tiie household ; the poor
middle-aged woman, living in her fool's Paradise, blindly true

to her lover ; convinced that he was foully wronged ; frantic

when he declared that he would not connect himself with a

family which suspected him. Ah, 1 iiave no patience when I

think of it—I almost wish I had never begun to tell the story !

Do you know what he did % She was free, of course, at her

age, to decide for herself ; there was no controlling her. The
wedding day was fixed. Her father had declared he would not

sanctiori it ; and her mother-in-law kept him to iiis word. She
went alone to the church, to meet her promised husband. Ho
never appeared ; he deserted her ; mercilessly deserted her

—

after she had sacrificed her own relations to him—on her wed-
ding-day. She was taken home insensible, and had a brain

fever. The doctors declined to answer for her life. Her father

thougtil it time to look at her banker's pass-book. Out of her
six thousand pounds she had privately given no less than four

thousand to the scoundrel who had deceived and forsaken her !

Not a month afterwards he married a young girl—with a for-

tune, of course. We read of such things in newspapers and
books. But to have them brought home to one, after living

one's own life among honest people—I tell you it stupified me !'

He said no more. Below them in the cabin, voices were
laughing and talking, to a cheerful accompaniment of clattei-

ing knives and forks. Around them spread the exultant glory
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of scti and sky. All that they heard, all that they saw, was
cruelly out of harmony with the miserable story which had
just reached its end. With one accord the three men rose and
paced the deck, feeling physically the same need of some
movement to lighten their spirits. With one accord they

waited a little, before the narrative was resumed.

CHAPTER V.

li. HETHCOTE was the first to speak again.
' I can understand the poor creature's motive in join-

ing your Community,' he said. ' To a person of any sen-

sibility her position, among such relatives as you describe,

must have been simply unendurable after what had happened.

How did she hear of Tadmor and the Socialists ]
*

* She had read one of our books,* Amelius answered ;
* and

she had her married sister at New York to go to. There were
moments, after her recovery (she confessed it to me frankly),

when the thought of suicide was in her mind. Her religious

scruples saved her. She was kindly received by her sister and
her sister's husband. They proposed to keep her with them
to teach their children. No ! the new life offered to her was
too like the old life— she was broken in body and mind ; she

had no courage to face it. We have a resident agent in New
York ; and he arranged for her journey to Tadmor. There is

a gleam of brightness, at any rate, in this part of her story.

She blessed the day, poor soul, when she joined us. Never
before had she found herself among such kind-hearted, unsel-

fish, simple people. Never before
—

' he abruptly checked him-

self, and looked a little confused.

Obliging Rufus finished the sentence for him. * Never be-

fore had she known a young man with such natural gifts of

fascination as C. A. G. Don't you be too modest, sir ; it

doesn't pay, I do assure you, in the nineteenth century.'
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Amelius was not as ready with liis laugh as usual. * I wish

1 could drop it at the ponit we liavo reached now,' he said.

*Uut she has left Tadnior ; and, in justice to her (after the

scandals in the newspaper), I nnist tell you how she left it, and
why. The mischief began when I was helping her out of the

boat. Two of our young women met us on the bank of the

lake, and asked me how I got on with my fishing. They
didn't mean any harm, they were only in their custonmry good
spirits. Still, there was no mistaking their looks and tones

when they put the question. Miss Mellicent, in her confusion,

made matters worse, She coloured up, and snatched her hand
out of mine, and ran back to the house by herself. The girls,

enjoying their own foolish joke, congratulated me on my pros-

pects. I must have been out of sorts in some way—upset,

perhaps, by what I had heard in the boat. Anyhow, I lost my
temper, and / made matters worse, next. I said some angry

words, and left them. The same evening I found a letter in

my room. " For your sake, I must not be seen alone with you
again. It is hard to lose the comfort of your sympathy, but I

must submit. Think of me kindly as I think of you. It has

done me good to open my heart to you." Only those lines,

signed by Mellicent's initials. I was rash enough to keep the

letter instead of destroying it. All might have ended well,

nevertheless, if she had only held to her resolution. But, un-

luckily, my twenty-first birth-day was close at hand ; and there

was talk of keeping it as a festival in the Community. I was
up with the sunrise when the day came ; having some farming-

work to look after, and wanting to get it over in good time.

My shortest way back to breakfast was through a wood. In

the wood 1 met her.'

* Al<vie ?
' Mr. Hethcote asked.

Rufus expressed his opinion of the wisdom of putting this

question with his customary plainness of language. * When
there's a rash thing to be done by a man and a woman toge-

ther, sir, philosophers have remarked that it's always the wo-
man who leads the way. Of course she \vas alone.'

* She had a little present for me on m;, birth-day,' Amelius
explained— ' a purse of her own making. And she was afraid

of the ridicule of the young women, if she gave it to me openly.

5S 'I
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'* You have my heart's clearest wishes for your happiness
;

think of mo sometimes, Amelius, when you open your purse."

If you had been in my place, could you have told her to go

away, when she said that, and put her gift into your hand 1

Not if she had been looking at you at the moment— I'll swear

you couldn't have done it !

*

The long, lean, yellow face of Rufus Dingvvell relaxed lor

the first time into a broad grin. ' There are further particu-

lars, sir, stated in the newspaper,' he said slyly.

* Damn the newspaper,' Amelius answered.

Rufus bowed, serenely courteous, with the air of a man who
accepted a British oath as an unwilling compliment paid by
the old country to the American press. * The newspaper re-

port states, sir, that she kissed you.'
* It's a lie !

' Amelius shouted.
' Perhaps it's an error of the press,' Rufus persisted. * Per-

haps you kissed her ?
*

* Never mind what I did,' said * melius savagely.

Mr. Hethcote felt it necessar interfere. He addressed

Rufus in his most magnificent ...iiner. ' In England, Mr.

Dingwell, a gentleman is not in the habit of disclosing these

—er—these—er, er
—

'

* These kissings in a word 1
' suggested Rufus. * In my

country, sir, we do not regard kissing, in or out of a wood, in

the light of a shameful proceeding. Quite the contrary, I do

assure you.'

Amelius recovered his temper. The discussion was becom-

ing too ridiculous to be endured by the unfortunate person who
was the object of it.

'Don't let us make mountains out of molehills,' he said.

' I did kiss her—there ! A woman pressing the prettiest little

purse you ever saw into your hand, and wishing you many re-

turns of the day with the tears in her eyes ; I should like to

know what else was to be done but to kiss her! Ah, yes,

smooth out your newspaper report, and have another look at

it ! She did rt-^t Iier head on my shoulder, poor soul, and she

did say, " Amelius, I thought my heart was turned to stone

;

feel how you have made it beat
!

'' When I remembered what

she had told me in the boat, I declare to God I almost burst

out crying myself—it was so innocent and so pitiful.'

t't-L
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Kufus held out his hand with true American cordiality. ' I

do assure you, sir, I meant no harm,' he said. ' The right

grit is in you, and no mistake—and there goes the newspaper !'

He rolled up the slip and flung it overboard.

Mr. Hethcote nodded his entire approval of this proceeding.

Amelius went op with his story.

' I'm near the end now,' he said. * If I had known it would
have taken so long to tell—never mind ! We got out of the

wood at last, Mr. Rufus ; and we left it without a suspicion

that we had been watched. I was prudent enough (when it

was too late, you will say) to suggest to her that we had better

be careful for the future. Instead of taking it seriously, she

laughed. " Have you altered your mind, since you wrote to

me!" I asked. "To be sure I have," she said. "When I

wrote to you I forgot the difference between your age and
mine. Nothing that %oe do will be taken seriously. I am
afraid of their laughing at me, Amelius ; but I am afraid of

nothing else." 1 did my best to undeceive her. I told her

plainly that people unequally matched in years—women older

than men, as well as men older than women—were not un-

commonly married among us. The council only looked to their

being well suited in other ways, and declined to trouble itself

about the question of age. I don't think I produced much
effect ; she seemed, for once in her life, poor thing, to be too

happy to look beyond the passing moment. Besides, there

was the birthday festival to keep her mind from dwelling on
doubts and fears that were not agreeable to her. And the

next day there was another event to occupy our attention—the

arrival of the lawyer's letter from London, with the announce-
ment of my inheritance on coming of age. It was settled, as

you know, that I was to go out into the world, and to judge
for myself ; but the date of my departure was not fixed. Two
days later, the storm that had been gathering for weeks past

burst on us—we were cited to appear before the council to

answer for an infraction of the Rules. Everything that I have
confessed to you, and some things besides that I have kept to

myself, lay formally inscribed on a sheet of paper placed on the

council table—and pinned to the sheet of paper was Mellicent's

letter to me, found in my room. I took the whole blame on

in
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myself, and insisted on being confronted with the unknown
person who had informed against us. The council met this by
a question :

—" Is the information, in any particular, false %
"

Neither of us could deny that it was, in every particular, true.

Hearing this, the council decided that there was no need, on
our own showing, to confront us with the informer. From
that day to this, I have never known who the spy was. Nei-

ther Mellicent nor I had an enemy in the Community. The
girls who had seen us on the lake, and some other members
who had met us together, only gave their evidence on compul-
sion—and even then they prevaricated, they were so fond of

us and so sorry for us. After waiting a day, the governing

body pronounced their judgment. Their duty was prescribed

to them by the Rules. We were sentenced t<> six months' ab-

sence from the Community ; to return or not, as we pleased.

A hard sentence, gentlemen—whatever we may think of it—to

homeless and friendless people, to the Fallen Leaves that had
drifted to Tadmor. In my case it had been already arranged

that I was to leave. After what had happened, my departure

was made compulsory in four-and twenty hours ; and I was for-

bidden to return, until the date of my sentence had expired.

In Mellicent's case they were still more strict. They would
not trust her to travel by herself. A female member of the

Community was appointed to accompany her to the house of

her married sister at New York : she was ordered to be ready
for the journey by sunrise the next morning. We bo*<h under-

stood, of course, that the object of this was to prevent our

travelling together. They might have saved them&elves the

trouble of putting obstacles in the way.'
* So far as You were concerned, I suppose 1 ' said Mr. Heth-

cote.

' So far as She was concerned also,' Amelius answered.
' How did she take it, sir ?

' Rufus inquired.
* With a composure that astonished us all,' said Amelius.

* We had anticipated tears and entreaties for mercy. She stood

up perfectly calm, far calmer than I was, with her head turned

towards me, and her eyes resting quietly on my face. If you
can imagine a woman whose whole being was absorbed in look-

ing into the future ; seeing what no mortal creature about her
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saw ; sustained by hopes that no mortal creature about her

could share—you may see her as I did when she heard her

sentence pronounced. The members of the Community, ac-

customed to take leave of an erring brother or sister with loving

and merciful words, were all more or less distressed as they

bade her farewell. Most of the women were in tears as they

kissed her. They said the same kind words to her over and
over again. *• We are heartily sorry for you, dear ; we shall

all be glad to welcome you back." They sang our customary

hymn at parting—and broke down before they got to the end.

It was she who consoled them ! Not once through all that me-
lancholy ceremony, did she lose her strange composure, her

rapt, mysterious look. I was the last to say farewell ; and I

own I couldn't trust myself to speak. She held my hand in

hers. For a moment, her face lighted up softly with a radiant

smile—then the strange preoccupied expression flowed over

her again, like shadow over a light. Her eyes, still looking

into mine, seemed to look beyond me. She spoke low, in sad

steady tones. " Be comforted, Amelius ; the end is not yet."

She put her hands on my head, and drew it down to her. " You
will come back to me," she whispered—and kissed me on the

forehead, before them all. When I looked up again, she was
gone. I have neither seen her nor heard from her since. It's

all told, gentlemen, and some of it has distressed me in the

telling. Let me go away for a minute by myself, and look at

the sea.'

CHAPTER VI.

RUFUS DINGWELL, it is such a rainy day ! And
the London street which I look out on from my hotel

window presents such a dirty and such a miserable

view! Do you know, I hardly feel like the same Amelius who
promised to write to you, when you left the steamer at Queens-

town. My spirits are sinking ; I begin to feel old. Am I in
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the right state of mind to tell you what are my first impres-

sions of London 1 Perhaps I may alter my opinion. At pres-

ent (this is between ourselves), I don't like London or Iiondon

people—excepting two ladies, who, in very different ways, have
interested and charmed me.

Who are the ladies ? I must tell you what I heard about

them from Mr. Hethcote, before I present them to you on my
own responsibility.

After you left us, I found the last day of the voyage to

Liverpool dull enough. Mr. Hethcote did not seem to feel it in

the same way : on the contrary, he grew more familiar and
confidential in his talk with me. He has some of the English

stiffness, you see—and your American pace was a little too fast

for him. On our last night on board, we had some more con-

versation about the Farnabys. You were not interested enough
in the subject to attend to what he said about them while you
were with us—but if you are to be introduced to the ladies

you must be interested now. Let me first inform you that Mr.
and Mrs. Farnaby have no children ; and let me add that they

have adopted the daughter, and orphan child, of Mrs. Farnaby's

sister. This sister, it seems, died mpny years ago, surviving

her husband for a few months only. .'
j complete the story of

the past, death has also taken old Mr. Eonald, the founder of

the stationer's business, and his wife, Mrs. Farnaby's mother.

Dry facts these, I don't deny it—but there is something more
interesting to follow. I have next to tell you how Mr. Heth-

cote first became acquainted with Mrs. Farnaby. Now, Rufus,

we are coming to something romantic at last

!

It is some time since Mr. Hethcote ceased to perform his

clerical duties ; owing to a malady in the throat which made
it painful for him to take his place in the reading-desk or the

pulpit. His last curacy attached him to a church at the west

end of London ; and here, one Sunday evening, after he had
preached the sermon, a lady in trouble came to him in the ves-

try, for spiritual advice and consolation. She was a regular

attendant at the church, and something which he had said in

that evening's sermon had deeply aft'ected her. Mr. Hethcote
spoke with her afterwards, on many occasions, at home. He
felt a sincere interest in her, but he disliked her husband ; and,

^W-\
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when he gave up his curacy, he ceased to pay visits to the

house. As to what Mrs. Farnaby's troubles were, I can tell

you nothing. Mr. Hethcote spoke very gravely and sadly,

when he told me that the subject of his conversation with her

must be kept a secret. ' I doubt whether you and Mr. Far-

naby will get on well together,' he said to me. * But I shall

be astonished if you are not favourably impressed by his wife

and her niece.*

This was all I knew when I presented my letter of introduc

tion to Mr. Farnaby, at his place of business.

It was a grand stone building, with great plate-glass windows
—all renewed and improved, as they told me, since old Mr.
Ronald's time. My letter and my card went into an office at

the back ; and I followed th'em, after a while. A lean hard
middle-sized man, buttoned up tight in a black frock coat,

received me, holding my written introduction open in his hand.

He had a ruddy complexion, nob commonly seen in Londoners,

so far as my experience goes. His iron-gray hair and whiskers

(especially the whiskers) were in wonderfully fine order ; as

carefully oiled and combed as if he had just come out of a bar-

ber's shop. I had been in the morning to the Zoological Gar-

dens ; his eyes, when he lifted them from the letter to me,
reminded me of the eyes of the eagles—glassy and cruel. I

have a fault that I can't cure myself of. I like people or dis-

like them, at tirst sight, without knowing in either case whether
they deserve it or not. In one moment when our eyes first

met, I felt the devil in me. In plain English, I hated Mr. Far-

naby !

* Good morning, sir,' he began, in a loud, haish, rasping

voice ' The letter you bring takes me by surprise.'

* I thought the writer was an old friend of yours,' I said.

' An old friend of r'iC,' Mr. Farnaby answered, 'whose
errors I deplore. When he joined your Community, I looked

upon him as a lost man. I am surprised at his writing to me.'

It is quite likely I was wrong ; knowing nothing of the usages

of Society in England. I thought this reception of me down-
right rude. I had laid my hat on a chair—I took it up in my
hand again, and delivered a parting shot at the brute with the

oily whiskers.

- 1-
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* If I had known what you now tell me,' I said, * I should

not have troubled you by presenting that letter. Good morn-
ing.'

This didn't in the least offend him ; a curious smile broke
out on his face : it widened his eyes, and it twitched up his

mouth at one corner. He held out his hand to stop me. I

waited, in case he felt bound to make an apology. He did

nothing of the sort—he only made a remark.
' You are young and hasty,' he said. * I may lament my

friend's extravagances without failing on that account in what
is due to an old friendship. You are probably not aware that

we have no sympathy in England with Socialists.'

I hit him back again. ' In that case, sir, a little Socialism

in England would do you no harm. We consider it a part of

our duty as Christians to feel sympathy with all men who are

honest in their convictions—no matter how mistaken (in our
opinion) the convictions may be.' I rather thought I had him
there ; and I took up my hat again, to get off with the honours
of victory while I had the chance.

I am sincerely ashamed of myself, Rufus, in telling you all

this. I ought to have given him back the * soft answer that

turneth away wrath *—my conduct was a disgrace to my Com-
munity. What evil influence was at work in me ? Was it the

air of London ? or was it a possession of the devil ?

He stopped me for the second time—not in the least discon-

certed by what I had said to him. His inbred conviction of

his own superiority to a young adventurer like me was really

something magnificent to witness. He did me justice—the

Philistine-Pharisee did me justice ! Will you believe it ? He
made his remarks next on my good points, as if I had been a
young bull at a prize cattle-show.

* Excuse me for noticing it,' he said. * Your manners are

perfectly gentlemanlike, and you speak English without any
accent. And yet, you have been brought up in America.

What does it mean ?

'

I grew worse and worse—I got downright sulky now.
* I suppose it means,' I answered, ' that some of us, in Ame-

rica, cultivate ourselves as well as our land. We have our

books and music, though you seem to think we only have our
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axes and spades. Englishmen don't claim a monopoly of good
manners at Tadmor. We see no difference between an Ameri-

can gentleman and an English gentleman. And, as for speak-

ing English with an accent, the Americans accuse us of doing
that.'

He smiled again. * How very absurd !
* he said, with a

superb compassion for the benighted Americans. By this time

I suspect he began to feel that he had had enough of me. He
got rid of me with an invitation.

* I shall be glad to receive you at my private residence, and
introduce you to my wife and her niece—our adopted daughter.

There is the address. We have a few friends to dinner on
Saturday next, at seven. Will you give us the pleasure of
your company 1

'

We are all aware that there is a distinction between civility

and cordiality ; but I myself never knew how wide that dis-

tinction was, until Mr. Farnaby invited me to dinner. If I

had not been curious (after what Mr. Hethcote had told me)
to see Mrs. Farnaby and her niece, I should certainly have
slipped out of the engagement. As it was 1 promised to dine

with Oily-Whiskers.

He put his hand into mine at parting. It felt as moistly

cold as a dead fish. After gettin^^ out again into the street,

I turned into the first tavern I passed, and ordered a drink.

Shall I tell you what else I did ? I went into the lavato»"y,

and washed Mr. Farnaby off my hand. (N.B.—If I had be-

haved in this way at Tadmor, I should have been punished
with the lighter penalty—taking my meals by myself, and
being forbidden to enter the Common Room for eight-and-

forty hours). I feel I am getting wickeder and wickeder in

London—I have half a mind, Rufus, to join you in Ireland.

What does Tom Moore say of his countrymen—he ought to

know, I suppose 1 * For though they love woman and golden

store. Sir Knight, they love honour and virtue more !
* They

must have been all Socialists in Tom Moore's time. Just
the place for me.

^'''m

I have been obliged to wait a liitlo. A dense fog has des-

cended on us by way of variety. With a stinking coal fire,
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with the gas lit and the curtains drawn at half-past eleven in

the forenoon, I feel that I am in my own country again at

last. Patience my friend—patience ! I am coming to the

ladies.

Entering Mr. Farnaby's private residence, on the appointed

day, I became acquainted with one or more of the innumerable
insincerities of the modern English life. When a man
asks you to dine with him at seven o'clock in other countries,

he means what he says. In England, he means half-past

seven, and sometimes a quarter to eight. At seven o'clock, I

was the only person in Mr. Farnaby's drawing-room. At
ten minutes past seven, Mr. Farnaby made his appearance. I

had a good mind to take his place in the middle of the hearth-

rug, and say, * Farnaby, I am glad to see you.' But I looked
at his whiskers ; and they said to me, as plainly as words could

speak, ' Better not !

'

In five minutes more, Mrs Farnaby joined us.

* I wish I was a practised author—or, no, I would rather,

for the moment be a competent portrait-painter, and send you
Mrs. Farnaby's likeness enclosed. How I am to describe her

in words I really don't know. My dear fellow, she almost
frightened me. I never before saw such a woman ; I never
expect to see such a woman again. There was nothing in her
figure, or in her way of moving, that produced this impr- ssion

on me—she is little and fat, and waiks wit i a firm heavy step,

like the step of a man. Her face is what I want to make you
see as plainly as I saw it myself : it was her face that startled

me.

So far as I can pretend to judge, she must have been pretty,

in a plump and healthy way, when she was young. I declare

I hardly know whether she is not pretty now. She certainly

has no marks or wrinkles ; her hair either has no gray in it,

or is too light to show the gray. She has preserved her fair

complexion
; perhaps with art to assist it—I can't say. As for

her lips—I am not speaking disrespectfully, I am only des-

cribing them truly, when I say that they invite kisses in spice

of her. In two words, though she has been married (as I

know from what one of the guests told me after dinner) for

sixteep years she would be still ^n irresistible littlp wopian, but
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for the one startling drawback of her eyes. Don't mistake me.

In themselves, they are large, well-opened blue eyes, and may
at one time have been the chief attraction in her face. But,

now, there is an expression of suffering in them—long unso-

laced suffering, as I believe—so despairing and so dreadful,

that she really made my heart ache when I looked at her. I

will swear to it, that woman lives in some secret hell of her

own making ; and longs for the release of death ; and is so

inveterately full of bodily life and strength, that she may
carry her burden with her to the utmost verge of life. I am
digging the pen into the paper, I feel this so strongly, and I

am so wretchedly incompetent to express my feeling. Can you
imagine a diseased mind, imprisoned in a healthy body 1 I

don't care what doctors or books may say—it is that, and
nothing else. Nothing else will solve the mystery of the

smooth face, the fleshy figure, the firm step, the muscular grip

of her hand when she gives it to you—and the soul in torment
that looks at you all the while out of her eyes. It is useless

to tell me that such a contradiction as this cannot exist. I

have seen the woman and she does exist.

0, yes ! I can fancy you grinning over my letter—I can

hear you saying to yourself, * Where did he pick up his expe-

rience, I wonder 1
' I have no experience—1 only have some-

thing that serves me instead of it, and I don't know what.

The Elder Brother, at Tadmor, used to say it was sympathy.
But he is a sentimentalist.

Well, Mr. Farnaby presented me to his wife—and then

walked away as if he was sick of us both, and looked out of

the window.
For some reason or other Mrs. Farnaby seemed to be sur-

prised, for the moment, by my personal appearance. Her hus-

band had, very likely, not told her how young I was. She got

over her momentary astonishment, and signing to me to sit by
her on the sofa, said the necessary words of welcome—evidently

thinking of something else all the time. The strange miserable

eyes looked over my shoulder, instead of looking at me.
* Mr. Farnaby tells me you have been living in America.'

The tone in which she spoke was curiously quiet and mono-
tonous. I haye heard such tones in the far West, from lonely

i L t
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settlers without a neij^hbouring soul to speak to. Has Mrs.
Farnaby no neighbouring soul to speak to, except at dinner-

parties ?

* You are an Englishman, arc you not 1* she went on.

I said Yes, and cast about in my mind for something to say
to her. She saved me the trouble by making me the victim of

a complete series of questions. This, as I afterwards discovered,

was her way of finding conversation for strangers. Have you
ever met with absent-minded people to whom it is a relief to

ask questions mechanically, without feeling the slightest in-

terest in the answers ?

She began. * Where did you live in America ]
*

' At Tadmor, in the State of Illinois.'

' What sort of a place is Tadmor ?

'

I described the place as well as I could, under the circum-

stances.

* What made you go to Tadmor ?

'

It was impossible to reply to this, without speaking of the

Community. Feeling that the subject was not in the least

likely to interest her, I spoke as briefly as I could. To my
astonishment, I evidently began to interest her from that mo-
ment. The series of questions went on—but, now, she not only

listened, she v/as eager for the answers.
' Are there any women among you ?

'

* Nearly as many women as men.*

Another change ! Over the weary misery of her eyes there

flashed a bright look of interest which completely transfigured

them. Her articulation even quickened when she put her next
question.

* Are any of the women friendless creatures, who came to

you from England ?
*

' Yes, some of them.'

I thought of Melliccnt as I spoke,

that I had so innocently aroused, an
Her next question only added to my
question proved that my guess had completely failed to hit the

piark.

* Are there any young women among them 1

'

Mr. Farnaby, stauding with bis bapk to us thus far, sucjdeply

Was this new interest

interest in Mellicent 1

perplexity. Her next
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turaed and looked at her, when she inquired if there were
* young ' women among us.

* 0, yes,' I said. ' Mere girls.'

She pressed so near to me that her knees touched mine.
* How old 'J ' she asked eagerly.

Mr. Farnaby left the window, walked up close to the sofa,

and deliberately interrupted us.

' Nasty, muggy weather, isn't it,' he said. ' I suppose the

climate of America—

'

Mrs. Farnaby deliberately interrupted her husband. * How
old ?

' she repeated in a louder tone.

I was bound of course to answer the lady of the house.
' Some girls from eighteen to twenty. And some younger.*

* How much younger ?
*

She grew more and more excited ; she positively laid her

hand on my arm in her eagerness to secure ray attention all to

herself. ' American girls or English 1
' she resumed, her fat firm

fingers closing on me like a vice.

* Shall you be in town in November ?
' said Mr. Farnaby,

purposely interrupting us again. * If you would ? ke to see the

Lord Mayor's Show—

'

Mrs. Farnaby impatiently shook me by the arm. ' American
girls or English ?

' she reiterated, more obstinately than ever.

Mr. Farnaby gave her one look. If he could have put her

on the blazing fire and have bprnt her up in an instant by an
effort of will, I believe he would have made the effort. He saw
that I was observing him, and turned quickly from his wife to

me. His ruddy face was pale with suppressed rage as he spoke

to me. ' Come and see my pictures,' he said.

His wife still held me fast. Whether he liked it or not, I

had again no choice but to answer her. * Some American girls,

ard some English,' I said,

Her eyes r :>ened wider and wider in unutterable expectation.

She suddenlv advanced her face so close to mine that T felt her

hot breath on my cheeks as the next words burst their way
through her lips.

* Born in England 1
'

* No. Born at Tadmor.'

She dropped my arm. The light died out of her eyes in an
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instant ; they wandered away again as if my very presence in

the room had ceased to impress itself on her mind. In some
inconceivable way, I had utterly destroyed some secret expec-

tation that she had fixed on me. She actually left me on the

sofa, and took a chair on the opposite side of the fireplace. Mr.

Farnaby, turning paler and paler, stepped up to her as she

changed her place. I rose to look at the pictures on the wall

nearest to me. You remarked the extraordinary keenness of

my sense of hearing while we were fellow-passengers on the

steamship. When he stooped over her, and whispered in her

ear, I heard him— though nearly the whole breadth of the room
was between us. • You hell cat

!
'—that was what Mr. Farna-

by said to his wife.

The clock on the mantelpiece struck the half hour after

seven. In quick succession, the guests at the dinner now en-

tered the room.

I was so staggered by the extraordinary scene of married

life which I had just witnessed, that the guests produced only

a very faint impression upon me. My mind was absorbed in

trying to find the true meaning of what I had seen and heard.

Was Mrs. Farnaby a little mad ? I dismissed that idea as soon

as it occurred to me ; nothing that I had observed in her justi-

fied it. The truer conclusion appeared to be, that she was
deeply interested in some absent (and possibly lost) young
creature ; whose age, judging by actions and tones which had
sufficiently revealed that part of the secret to me, could not be

more than sixteen or seventeen years. How long had she

cherished the hope of seeing the girl, or hearing of her 1 It

must have been anyhow a hope very deeply rooted- for she

had been very incapable of controlling herself when I had acci-

dentally roused it. As for her husband, there could be no doubt
that the subject was not merely distasteful to him, but so ab-

solutely infuriating that he could not even keep his temp*^r, in

the presence of a third person invited to his house. Had he
injured the girl in any way 1 Was he responsible for her dis.

appearance? Did his wife know it, or only suspect it 1 Who
was the girl ? What was the secret of Mrs. Farnaby's extraor-

dinary interest in her—Mrs. Farnaby, whose marriage was
childless ; whose interest one would have thought should be
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naturally concentrated on her adopted daughter, her sister's

orphan child ? In conjectures such as these, I completely lost

myself. Let me hear what your ingenuity can make of the

puzzle ; and let me return to Mr. Farnaby's dinner, waiting on
Mr. Farnaby's table.

The servant threw open the drawing-room door, and the most
honoured guest present led Mrs. Farnaby to the dining-room.

I roused myself to some observation of what was going on
about me. No ladies had been invited ; and the men were all

of a certain age. I looked in vain for the charming niece.

Was she not well enough to appear at the dinner party ? I

ventured on putting the question to Mr. Farnaby.
* You will find her at the tea-table, when we return to the

drawing-room. Girls are out of place at dinner-parties.* So
he answered me—not very graciously.

As I stepped out on the landing, I looked up ; I don't know
why, unless I was the unconscious object of magnetic attrac-

tion. Anyhow, 1 had my reward. A bright young face peeped

over the balustrades of the upper staircase, and modestly with-

drew itself again in a violent hurry. Everybody but Mr. Far-

naby and myself had disappeared in the dining-room. Was
she having a peep at the young Socialist ?

ir

Another interruption to my letter, caused by another change
in the weather. The fog has vanished ; the waiter is turning

off the gas, and letting in the drab-coloured daylight. I ask
him if it is still raining. He smiles, and rubs his hands, and
says, * It looks like clearing up soon, sir.' This man's head is

gray ; he has been all his life a waiter in London—and he can
still see the cheerful side of things. What a native strength

of mind cast away on a vo(;ation that is unworthy of it

!

Well—and now about the Farnaby dinner. I feel a tight-

ness in the lower part of my waistcoat, Rufus, when I think of

the dinner ; there was such a quantity of it, and Mr. Farnaby
was so tyranically resolute in forcing his luxuries down the

throats of his guests. His eye was upon me if I let my plate

go away before it was empty—his eyes said, * I have paid for

: t
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at

next to me being the only listeners. I had spent the morning
lazily in the smoking-room of tlie hotel, reading tiie clay's

newspapers. And what did T hear now, when the politicians

set in for their discussion ? I heard the leading articles of the

day's newspapers translated into bald chat, and coolly ad-

dressed by one man to another, as if they were his own origi-

nal views on public affairs ! This absurd imposture positively

went the round of the table, received and respected by every-

body with a stolid solemnity of make believe which was down-
right shameful to see. Not a man present said, ' I saw that

to-day in the Times or the Telegraph.' Not a man present had
an opinion of his own ; or, if he had an opinion, ventured to

express it ; or, if he knew nothing on the subject, was honest

enough to say so. One enormous Sham, and everybody in a

^sonspiracy to take it for the real thing : that is an accurate

description of the state of political feeling among the represen-

tative men at Mr. Farnaby's dinner. I am not judging rashly

by one example only ; I have been taken to clubs and public

festivals, only to hear over and over again what I heard in

Mr. Farnaby's dining room. Does it need any great foresight

to see that such a state of things as this cannot last much
longer, in a country which has not done with reforming itself

yet ] The time is coming in England, when the people who
have opinions of their own will be heard, and when Parliament
will be forced to open the door to them.

This is a nice outbreak of republican freedom ! What does

my long suffering friend think of it—waiting all the time to

be presented to Mrs. Barnaby's niece ] Everything in its

place Rufus. The niece followed the politics, at the time ; and
she shall follow them now.

Yon shall hear first what my next neighbour said of her—

a

quaint old fellow, a retired doctor, if I remember correctly.

He seemed to be as weary of the second hand newspaper t<ilk

as I was ; he quite sparkled and cheered up when I introduced

the subject of Miss Regina. Have I mentioned her name yet 1

If not, here it is for you in full :—Miss Regina Mildmay.
* I call her the brown girl,' said the old gentleman. * Brown

hair, brown eyes, and brown skin. No, not a brunette ; not

dark enough for that—a warm delicate brown ; wait till you

Lr

>m

'I

I SI



^»

68 THE FALLEN LEAVES.

see it ! Takes after her father, I should tell you. He was a

fine-looking man in his time ; foreign blood in his veins by his •

mother's side. Miss Regina gets her queer name by being

christened after her mother. Never mind her name ; she's a

charming person. Let's drink her health.'

We drank her health. Remembering that he had called her
* the brown girl,' I said I supposed she was still quite young.

* Better than young,' the doctor answered ; ' in the prime of

life. I call her a girl, by habit ; she's really three or four and
twenty, I forget which. Will that do for you ? Wait till you
see her !

'

' Has she p, good figu»'e, sirl

'

* Ha ! you're like the Turks, are you ] A nice-looking wo-
man doesn't content you—you must have her well-made too.

We can accommodate you, sir ; we are slim and tall, with a

swing of our hips, and we walk like a goddess. Wait and
see how her head is put on her shoulders—I say no more.

Proud % Not she ! A simple, unaffected, kind-hearted, crea-

ture. Always the same ; I never saw her out of temper in my
life ; I never heard her speak ill of anybody. The man who
gets her will be a man to be envied, I can tell you !

'

' Is she engaged to be married ?

'

* No. She ha-s had plenty of offers ; but she doesn't seem to

care for anything of that sort—so far. Devotes herself to Mrs.

Farnaby, and keeps up her schonl-friendships. A splendid

creature, with the vital thermometer at temperate heat—

a

calm, meditative, equable person. Pass me the olives. Only
think ! the man who discovered olives is unknown ; no statue

of him erected in any part of the civilised earth. I know few

more remarkable instances of human ingratitude.'

I risked a bold question—but not on the subject of olives.

* Isn't Miss Regina's life rather a dull one in this house ?

'

The doctor cautiously lowered his voice. *It would be dull

enough to some womon. Regina's early life has been a hard

one. Her mother was Mrs. Ronald's eldest daughter. The
old brute nover forgave her for marrying against his wishes.

Mrs. Ronald did all she could, secretly, to help the young
wife in disgrace. But old Ronald had sole command of the

money, and kept it to himself. From Regina's earliest child-
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hood there was always distress at home. Her father, harrassed

by creditors, trying one scheme after another, and failing in

all ; her mother and herself, half starved—with their very
bed-clothes sometimes at the pawnbroker's. I attended them
in their illnesses, and though they hid their wretchedness from
everybody else (proud as Lucifer, both of them !) they couldn't

hide from me. Fancy the change to this house ! I don't say

that living here in clover is enough for such a person as

Regina ; I only say it has its influence; She is one of those

young women, sir, who delight in sacrificing therasjlves to

others—she is devoted for instance to Mrs. Farnaby. I oiny

hope Mrs. Farnaby is worthy of it ! Not that it natters to

Regina. What she does, she does out of her own sweetness

of dispositi' . She brightens this household, I can tell you !

Farnaby did a wise thing, in his own domestic interests, when
he adopted her as his daughter. She thinks she can never be

grateful enough to him—the good creature !—though she has

repaid him a hundred-fold. He'll find that out, one of these

days, Avhon a husband takes her away. Don't suppose that I

want to disparage our host ; he's an old friend of mine—but

lie's a little too apt to take the good things that f.til to his lot

as if they were nothing but a just recognitio'. of his own
merits. I have told him that to his face, ofte i enough to have
a right to say it of him when he doesn'*^ near me. Do you
smoke ? I wish they would drop their politics and take to

tobacco. I say, Farnaby % 1 want a cigar.'

This broad hint produced an adjournment to the smoking-

room ; the doctor leading the way. I began to wonder how
much longer my introduction to Miss Regina was to be

delayed. It was not to come until I had seen a new side of

my host's character, and had found myself promoted to a place

of my own in M. " \j ^ ^^^nuctuion.

As we rose fron. table, one of the guests spoke to me of a

visit that he had recently paid to that part of Buckingham-
shire which I come from. ' I was shown a remarkably pictu-

resipie old house, on the heath,' he said. ' They told me it

had been inhabited for centuries by the family of the Golden-

hearts. Are you in any way related to them ?
' I answered

that I was very nearly related, having been born in the house

6
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—and there, as I supposed, the matter ended. Being the

youngest man of the party, I waited of course until the rest

of the gentlemen had passed out of the dining-room. Mr.
Farnaby and I were left together. To my astonishment, he
put his arm cordially into mine, and led me out of the dining-

room with the genial familiarity of an old friend !

' I'll give you such a cigar,' he said, * as you can't buy for

money in all London. You have enjoyed yourself, I hope 1

Now we know what wine you like, you won't have to ask the

butler for it next time. Drop in any day, and take pot luck

with us. He came to a stand still in the hall ; his brassy,

rasping voice assumed a new tone—a sort of parody of respect.

'Have you ooen to your family place,' he asked, 'since your
return to England ?

'

He had evidently heard thf few words exchanged between
his friend and myself. It se^'.ned odd that he should take any
interest in a place beloiigmg to people who were strangers to

him. However, his question was easily answered. I had
only to inform him that my father had sold the house when he
left England.

' O, dear, I'm sorry to hear that
!

' he said. ' Those old

family-places ought to be kept up. The greatness of England,

sir, strikes its roots in the old families of England. They may
be rich, or they may be poor—that don't matter. An old

family is an old family ; it's sad to see their hearths and homes
sold to wealthy manufacturers who don't know who their own
grandfathers were. Would you allow me to ask, what is the

family motto of the Goldenhearts ?

'

Shall I own the truth 1 The bottles circulated freely at Mr.
Farnaby's table—I began to wonder whether he was quite

sober. I said I was sorry to disappoint him ; but I really did

not know what my family motto was.

He was shocked. ' I think I saw a ring on your finger,* he

unaffectedly said, as soon as he recovered himself. He lifted

my left hand in his own cold-fishy paw. The one ring I wear
is of plain gold ; it belonged to my father, and it has his in-

itials inscribed on the signet.

* Good gracious, you haven't got your coat-of-arms on your

seal
!

' cried Mr. Farnaby. ' My dear sir, I am old enough to
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be your fatlier, and I must take the freedom of remonstrating

with you. Your coatof-arras and your motto are no doubt at

the Herald's Office—why don't you apply for them ? Shall I

go there for you ? I wiil do it with pleasure. You shouldn't

be careless about these things—you shouldn't indeed.'

I listened in speechless astonishment. Wtis he ironically

expressing his contempt for old families 1 We got into the

smoking-room at last ; and my friend t.he doctor enlightened

me privately in a corner. Every word Mr. Farnaby had said

had been spoken in earnest. This man, who owes his rise from
the lowest social position entirely to himself—who, judging by
his own experience, has every reason to despise the pride of an-

cestry— actually feels a sincerely, servile admiration for the

accident of birth !
* 0, poor human nature !

' as Somebody says.

How cordially I agree with Somebody

!

We went up to the drawing-room ; and I was introduced to
* the brown girl ' at last. What impression did she produce on
me?
Do you know, Rufus, there is some perverse reluctance in

me to go on with this inordinately long letter, just when I

have arrived at the most interesting part of it. J can't account
for my own state of mind ; I only know that it is so. The
difficulty of describing the young lady doesn't perplex me, like

the difficulty of describing Mrs. Farnaby. I can see her now,
as vividly as if she was present in the room. I even remember
(and this is astonishing in a man) the dress that she wore. And
yet, I shrink from writing about her, as if there was something
wrong in it. Do me a kindness, good friend, and let me send
T all these sheets of paper, the idle work of an idle morning,

just as they are. When I write next, I promise to be ashamed
of my own capricious state of mind, and to paint the portrait

of Miss Regina in full length.

In the meanwhile, don't run away with the idea that she has

made a disagreeable impression upon me. Good heavens ! it

is far from that. You have had the old doctor's opinion of

her. Very well. Multiply his opinion by ten, and you have
mine.

[Note :—A strange indorsement appears on this letter, dated

some months after the period at which it was received :
—

* Ah,
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poor Amelius ! He had better have gone hack to Miss Mellicent,

and put up with the little drawback of her age. What a bright

lovedble fellow he was ! Good-bye to GoldenJieart !
'

These lines are not signed. They are known, however, to

of Rufus Dingwell.]be in the handwriting

CHAPTER VII.

Qo
PARTICULARLY want you to come and hinch with us,

dearest Cecilia, the day after to-morrow. Don't say to

yourself, * The Farnaby's house is dull, and Regina is too

slow for me '—and don't think about the long drive forthe horses

from your place to London. This letter has an interest of its

own, my dear—I have got something new for you. What do you
think of a young man, who is clever and handsome and agree-

able—and, wonder of wonders, utterly unlike any other young
man you ever saw in your life ? You are to meet him at

luncheon ; and you are to get used to his strange name before-

hand. For which purpose I enclose his card.

He iiiade his first appearance at our house, at dinner yester-

day evening.

When he was presented to me at the tea-table, he was not

to be put off with a bow—lie insisted on shaking hands.
* Where I have been,' he explained, ' we help a first introduc-

tion with a little cordiality.' He looked into his tea-cup, after

he said that, with the air of a man who could say something

more, if he had a little encouragement. Of course, I encouraged

him. ' I suppose shaking hands is much the same form in

America that bowing is in England ?
' I said as suggestively as

I could.

He looked up directly, and shook hishead .
'We have too many

forms in this country,' he said. * The virtue of hospitality, for

instance, seems to have become a form in England. In America,

when a new acquaintance says, " Come and see me," he m^ans
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it. When he says it here, in nine cases out of ten he looks

unaffectedly astonished if you are fool enough to take him at

his word. I hate insincerity, Miss liegina—and now I have

to return to my own country, I find insincerity one of the es-

tablished institutions of English Society. " Can we do any-

thing for you 1 " Ask them to do something for you—and you
will see what it me^ns. " Thank you for such a pleasant even-

ing !
" Get into the carriage with them when they go home

—

and you will find that it means " What a bore !
" " Ah, Mr.

So-and-so, allow me to congratulate you on your new appoint-

ment." Mr. So and-so passes out of hearing—and yon discover

what the congratulations mean. " Corrupt old brute ! he has

got the price of his vote at the last division." " 0, Mr. Blank,

what a charming book you have written !
" Mr. Blank passes

out of hearing—and you ask what his book is about. " To tell

you the truth, I haven't read it. Hush ; he's received at

Court ', one must say these things." The other day a friend

took me to a grand dinner at the Lord Mayor's. I accom-
panied him first to his club ; many distinguished guests met
there before going to the dinner. Heavens, how they spoke of the

Lord Mayor ! One of them didn't know his name, and didn't

want to know it ; another wasn't certain whether he was a

tallow-chandler or a button-maker ; a third who had met with

him somewhere, described him as a damned ass ; a fourth said,

" 0, don't be hard on him ; he's only a vulgar old cockney,

without an h in his whole composition." A chorus of general

agreement followed, as the dinner-hour approached :
" What a

bore !
" I whispered to my friend, " Why do they go 1" He

anpv/cred, " You see, one must do this sort of thing." And
when we got to the Mansion House, they did that sort of

thing with a vengeance ! When the speech-making set in

these very men, who had been all expressing their profound
contempt for the Lord Mayor behind his back, now flattered

him to his face in such a shamelessly-servile, with such a meanly-

complete insensibility to their own baseness, that I did really

and literally turn sick. I slipped out into the fresh air, and
fumigated myself, after the company I had kept, with a cigar.

No, no ! it's useless to excuse these things (I could quote

dozens of other instances that have come under my own obser-

v\
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vatioii). by saying that they are tiiiies. When iriHcs make
themselves habits of yours or mine, they become a part of your

character or mine. We have an inveterately false and vicious

system of society in England. If you want to trace one of the

causes, look back to the little organized insincerities of English

life.'

Of course you understand, Cecilia, that this was not all said

at one burst, as I have written it here. Some of it came out

in the way of answers to my inquiries; and some of it was

spoken in the intervals of laughing, talking and tea drinking.

But I want to show you how very different this young man
is from the young men whom we are in^ the habit of meeting,

and so I huddle his talk together in one sample, as PapaFarnaby
would call it.

My dear, he is decidedly handsome (I mean our delightful Ame-
lius) ; his face has a bright eager look, indescribably refreshing

as a contrast to the stolid composure of the ordinary young
Englishman. His smile is charming ; he moves as gracefully

—

with as little self-consciousness—as my Italian greyhound.

He has been brought up among the strangest people in

America ; and (would you believe it ?) he is actually a So-

cialist. Don't be alarmed. He shocked us all dreadfully by
declaring that his Socialism was entirely learnt out of the New
Testament. I have looked at the New Testament, since he

mentioned some of his principles to me ; and do you know, I

declare it is true !

0, I forgot—the young Socialist plays and sings ! When we
asked him to go to the piano, he got up and began directly. ' I

don't do it well enough,' he said, ' to want a great deal of pres-

sing.' He sang old English songs with great taste and sweet-

ness. One of the gentlemen of our party, evidently disliking

him, spoke rather rudely, I thought. ' A Socialist who sings

and pla>s,' he said, 'is a harmless Socialist indeed. I begin to

feel that my balance is safe at my banker's, and that London
won't be set on fire with petroleum this time.' He got his an-

swer, I can tell you. ' Why sb.ould we set London on fire ?

London takes a regular percentage of your income from you,

sir, whether you like it or not, on sound Socialist principles.

You are the man who has got the money, and Socialism says:
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You must and shall keep the man who has got none. That is

exactly what your own Poor Law says to you, every time the

collector leaves the paper at your house.' Wasn't it clever ?

—

and it was doubly severe, because it was good-humouredly said.

Between ourselves, Cecilia, I think he is struck with me.

When I walked about the room, his bright eyes foliowed me
everywhere. And, when I took a chair by somebody else, not

feeling it quite right to keep him all to myscilf, he invariably

contrived to find a seat on the other side of me. His voice,

too, had a certain tone, addressed to me, and to no other per-

son in the room. Judge for yourself when you come here ; but
don't jump to conclusions, if you please. O, no—I am not go-

ing to fall in love with him ! It isn't in me to fall in love with
anybody. Do you remember what the last man whom I refused

said of me ? * She has a machine on the left side of her that

pumps blood through her body, but she has no heart.* I pity

the woman who marries tJiat man !

One thing more, my dear. This curious Amelius seems to

notice trifles which escape men in general, just as we do. To-
wards the close of the evening, poor Mamma Farnaby fell into

one of her vacant states ; half asleep and half awake on the

sofa in the back drawing-room. ' Your aunt interests me,' he
whispered. 'She must have suffered some terrible sorrow at some
time past in her life.' Fancy a man seeing that ! He dropped
some hints, which showed that he was puzzling his brains to

discover how I got on with her, and whether I was in her con-

fidence or not : he even went the length of asking what sort of

life I led with the uncle and aunt who have adopted mc My
dear, it was done so delicately, with such irresistible sympathy
and such a charming air of respect, that I was quite startled when
I remembered, in the wakeful hours of the night, how freely I

had spoken to him. Not that 1 have betrayed any secrets ; for,

as you know, I am as ignorant as everybody else of what the

early troubles of my poor dear aunt may have been. But I did

tell him how I came into the house a helpless little orphan girl

;

and how generously these two good relatives adopted me ; and
how happy it made me to find that I could really do something

to cheer their sad childless lives. * I wish I was half as good
as you are,' he said. * I can't understand how you became fond

I

ill



ii'l

76 THE FALLEN LEAVES.

of Mrs. Farnaby. Perhaps it began in sympathy and compas-

sion 1
* Just think of that, from a young Englishman ! He

went on confessing his perplexities, as if we had known one an-

other from childhood. * I am a little surprised to see Mrs.

Farnaby present at parties of this sort; I should have thought

she would have stayed in her own room.' * That's just what
she objects to do,' I answered ; she says, * people will report

that her husband is ashamed of her, or that she is not fit to be

seen in society, if she doesn't appear at the parties—and she is

determined not to be misrepresented in that way.' Can you
understand my talking to him with so little reserve ? It is a

specimen, Cecilia, of th odd manner in which my impulses

carry me away, in this man's company. He is so nice and gentle

—and yet so manly. I shall be curious to see if you can resist

him, with your superior firmness and knowledge of the world.

But the strangest incident of all, I have not told you yet

—

feeling some hesitation about the best way of describing it, so

as to interest you in what has deeply interested me. I must
tell it as plainly as I can, and leave it to speak for itself.

Who do you think has invited Amelius to luncheon ? Not
Papa Farnaby, who only invites him to dinner. Not I, it is

needless to say. Who is it then 1 Mamma Farnaby herself ?

He has actually so interested her that she has been thinking of

him, and dreaming of him, in his absence I

I heard her last night, poor thing, talking and grinding her
teeth in her sleep ; and I went into her roo.ia to try if I could

quiet her, in the usual way, by putting my cool hand on her
forehead and pressing it gently. (The old doctor says it's mag-
netism, which is ridiculous.) Well, it didn't succeed this time;

she went on muttering, and making that dreadful sound with
her teeth. Occasionally a word was spoken clearly enough to

be intelligible. I could make no connected sense of what I

heard; but I couid positively discover this—that she was
dreaming of our guest from America.

I said nothing about it, of course, when I went up stairs

with her cup of tea this morning. What do you think was the

first thing she asked for ? Pen, ink and papei-. Her next re-

quest was that I would write Mr. Goldenheart's address on an
envelope. ' Are you going to write to him ?

' I asked. * Yes,'
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she said, * I want to speak to him while John is out of the way
at business.' ' Secrets ? * I said, turning it off with a laugh.

She answered, speaking gravely and earnestly, * Yes, secrets.'

The letter was written, and sent to his hotel, inviting him to

lunch with us on the first day when he was disengaged. He
has replied, appointing the day after to-morrow. By way of

trying to penetrate the mystery, T inquired if she wished me to

appear at the luncheon. She considered with herself before she

answered that, * I want him to fee amused and put in a good
humour,' she said, ' before I speak to him. You must lunch

with us—and ask Cecilia.' 'Mind one thing,' she went on.
* Your uncle is to know nothing about it. If you tell him, I

will never speak to you again.'

Is this not extraordinary % Whatever her dream may have
been, it has evidently produced a strong impression on her. I

firmly believe she means to take him away with her to her

own room, when the luncheon is over. Dearest Cecilia, you
must help me to stop this I I have never been trusted with
secrets ; they may, for all I know, be innocent secrets enough,
poor soul. But it is surely in the highest degree undesirable

that she should take into her confidence a young man who is

only an acquaintance of ours ; she will either make herself ri-

diculous, or do something worse. If Mr. Farnaby finds it out,

I really tremble for what may happen.

For the sake of old friendship, don't leave me to face this

difficulty by myself. A line, only one line, dearest, to say that

you will not fail me.

i!

f
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CtlAPTER VIII.
\\

'jp T was an afternoon concert ; and modern German music

W was largely represented on the programme. The patient^ English people sat in closely-packed rows, listening to the

portentous instrumental noises which were impudently offered
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to them as a substitute for melody. While these docile victims

of the worst of all quackeries 'musical quackery) were still toil-

ing through their first hour of endurance, a passing ripple of

interest stirred the stagnant surface of the audience, caused by
tlie sudden rising of a lady overcome by the heat. She was
quickly led out of the concert-room (after whispering a word of

explanation to two young ladies seated at her side) by a gen-

tleman who made a fourth member of the party. Left by
themselves, the young ladies looked at each other, whispered
to each other, half rose from their places, became confusedly

conscious that the wandering attention of the audience was
fixed on them, and decided at last on following their compan-
ions out of the hall.

But the lady who had preceded tliem had some reason of

her own for not waiting to recover herself in the vestibule.

When the gentleman in charge of her asked if he should get a

glass of water, she answered sharply, ' Get a cab—and be quick

about it.'

Th< cab was found in a moment ; the gentleman got in after

her, by the lady's invitation. * Are you better now 1 ' he
asked. * I have never had anything the matter with me,' she

replied quietly ;
' tell the man to driv(5 faster.' Having obeyed

his, instructions, the gentleman (otherwise Amelius) began to

look a littlt; puzzled. The lady (Mrs. Farnaby herself) per-

ceived his condition of mind, and favoured him with an ex-

planation.
' I had my own motive f<jr asking you to luncheon to-day,'

she began, in the steady downriglit way of speaking that was
peculiar to her. ' I wanted to have a word with you privately.

My niece Regina—don't be surprised at my calling her my
niece, when you have heard Mr. Farnaby call her his daughter.

She is my niece. Adopting her is a mere phrase. It doesn't

alter facts ; it doesn't make her Mr. Farnaby's child or mine,

does it ?

'

She had ended with a question, but she seemed to want no
answer to it. Her face was turned towards the cab-window,

instead of towards Amelius. He was one of those rare people

who are capable of remaining silent when they have nothing to

say. Mrs. Farnaby went on.
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* My niece Kegina is a good cieaturu in lier way ; but she

suspects people. She has some reason of her own for trying

to prevent me from taking you into my confidence ;
»nd lier

friend Cecilia is helping her. Yes, yes ] the concert was tiie

obstacle which tluy had arranged to pnt in my way. You
wtTc obliged to go, aftc r telliii<j; them you wantea to hear the

music ; and I could/i't complain, because they had got a fourth

ticket for me. I made up my mind what to do ; and I have

dont! it. Nothing wonderful in my l)eing taken ill with the

heat ; nothing wonderful in your dt)ing your duty as a gentle-

man in looking aftt-r me—and what is the consequence ?

Here we are together, on our way to m room, in spite of

tliem. Not so bad for a poor helpless creature like me, is it ?

'

Inwardly wondering what it all meant, what she could pos-

sibly want with him, Amelius suggested that the yoiing ladies

might leave the concert-room, and, not finding him in the ves-

til)ule, might follow them back to the house.

Mrs. Farnaby turned her head from the window, and loo' ^d

liim in the face for the lirst time. ' I have been a match for

them so far,' she said ;
' leave it to me, and you will find I can

be a match for them still.'

After saying that shr watched the puzzled face of Amelius
with a moment's steady scrutiny. Her full lips relaxed into a

faint smile ; her head sank slowly on her bosom. ' I wonder
whether he thinks I am a little crazy 'J ' she said quietly to

herself. * Some women in my place would have gone mad
years ago. Perhaps it might have been better for me?' She
looked up again at Amelius. ' I believe you are a good-tem-

pered fellow,' she went on. ' Are you in your usu.al temper
now 1 Did you enjoy your lunch ] Has the lively company
of the young ladi<'s put you in a good humour with women
generally 1 I want you to be in a particularly good humour
with Me.

She spoke quite gravely. Amelius, a little to his own aston-

ishment, found himself jmswering gravely on his side ; assuring

her in the most conventional terms that he was entirely at her

service. Something in her manner afiected him disagreeably.

If he had followed his impulse, he would have jumped out of

the cab, and have recovered his liberty and his lightheartedness

I • iii
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m
at one and the same moment, by running away at the top of

his speed.

The driver turned into the street in which Mr. Farnaby's

house was situated. Mrs. Farnaby stopped him, and got out

at some little distance from the door. ' You think the young
ones will follow us back,' she said to Amelius. * It doesn't

matter ; the servants will have nothing to tell them if they do.'

She checked him in the act of knocking when they reached

the house-door. * It's tea-time down-stairs,' she whispered,

looking at her watch. * You and I are going into the house,

without letting the servants know anything about it. Now do

you understand ?

'

She produced from her pocket a steel ring, with several keys

attached to it. ' A duplicate of Mr. Farnaby's key,' she ex-

plained, as she chose one, and opened the street-door. * Some-
times, when I find myself waking in the small hours of the

morning, I can't endure my bed ; I must go out and M'alk. My
key lets me in again, just as it lets us in now, without disturb-

ing anybody. You had better say nothing about it to Mr.
Farnaby. Not that it matters much ; for I should refuse to

give up my key if he asked me. But you're a good-natured

fellow —and you don't want to make bad blood between man
and wife, do you ] Step softly, and follow me.'

Amelius hesitated. There was something repellent to him in

entering another man's house under these clandestine condi-

tions. * All right ?
' whispered Mrs. Farnaby, perfectly under-

standing him. * Consult your dignity ; go out again and knock
at the door, and ask if I am at home. I only wanted to prevent

a fuss and an interruption when Kegina comes back. If the

servants don't know we are here, they will tell her we haven't

returned—don't you see 1

'

It would have been absurd to contest the matter, after this.

Amelius followed her submissively to the farther end of the

hall. There, she opened the door of a long narrow room, built

out at the back of the house.
• This is my den,' she said, signing to Amelius to pass in.

* While we are here, nobody will disturb us.' She laid aside

her bonnet and shawl, and pointed to a box of cigars on the

table. ' Take one,' she resumed ;
* I smoke too, when nobody
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sees me. That's one of the reasons, 1 dare say, why Regina
wished to keep you out of my room. I find smoking composes

me. What do you say 1
'

Siuj lit a cigar, and i)iinded the matches to Anielius. Find-

ing tliat he stood fairly committed to the adventure he resigned

himself to circumstances with his customary facility. He too

lit a cigar, and took a chair by the fire, and looked about him
with an impenetrable composure worthy of liufus Dingwell
himself.

The room bore no sort of resemblance to a boudoir. A faded

old Turkey carpet was spread on the floor. The common ma-
hogany table had no covering ; the chintz on the chairs was of

a truly venerable age. Some of the furniture made the place

look like a room occupied by a man. Dumbbells and clubs of

the sort used in athletic exercises liung over the bare mantel-

piece ; a large ugly oaken structure with closed doors, some-

thing between a cabinet and a wardrobe, filled one entire side

of the room; a turning lathe stood against the opposite wall.

Above the lathe were hung in a row four prints, in dingy old

frames of black wood, which especially attracted the attention

of Amelius. Mostly foreign prints, tliey were all discoloured

by time, and they all strangely represented different aspects of

the same subject—infants parted from their parents by deser-

tion or robbery. The young Moses was there, m his ark of

bulrushes, on the river-bank. Good St. Francis appeared next,

roaming the streets, and rescuing forsaken children in the win-

try night. A third print showed the foundling hospital of old

Paris, with the turning cage in the wall, and the bell to ring

when the infant was placed in it. The next and last subject

was the stealing of a child from the lap of its slumbering nurse

by a gipsy-woman. These sadly-suggestive subjects were the

only ornaments on the walls. No traces of books or music was
visible ; no needle work of any sort was to be seen ; no elegant

trifles ; nc china or flowers or delicate lace-work or sparkling

jewellery—nothing, absolutely nothing suggestive of a woman's
presence—appeared in any part of Mrs. Farnaby's room.

' I have got several things to say to you,' she began ;
' but one

thing must be settled first. Give me your sacred word of hon-
our that you will not repeat to any mortal creature what I am

I
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spoke with a savage self-contained resignation in her manner

and in her voice. Amelius forgot his cigar again—and again

she reminded liim of it. He answered \\v.r as iiis own g<!ner-

ous impulsive temperament urged him ; he said, ' T(!ll me no-

thing that causes you a moment's pain ; tell me only how 1 can

help you.' She handed him the box of matches ; she said,

* Your cigar is out again.'

He laid down his cigar. In his brief span of life he had seen

no human misery that expressed itself in this way. ' Excuse

me,' he answered ;
' I won't smoke just now.'

She laid her cigar aside like Amelius, and crossed her arms

over her bosom, and looked at him, with the lirst softening

gleam of tenderness that he had seen in her face. * My friend,'

she said, * yours will be a sad life—I pity you. The world

will wound that sensitive heart of yours ; the world will trample

on that generous nature. One of these days, perhaps, you will

be a wretch like me. No more of that. Get up ; I have some-

thing to show you.'

Rising herself, she led the way to the large oaken press, and
took her bunch of keys out ( ^ her pocket again.

'About this old sorrow r;" mine,' she resumed. 'Do me
justice, Amelius, at the outset. I haven't treated it as some
women treat their sorrows—I haven't nursed it and petted it

and made the most of it to myself and to others. No ! I have

tried ever3'^ means of relief, every possible pursuit that could

occupy my mind. One example of what I say will do as well

as a hundred. See it for yourself.'

She put the key in the lock. It resisted her first efforts to

open it. With a contemptuous burst of impatience and a sud-

den exertion of rare stretigth, she tore open the two doors of

the press. Behind the door on the left appeared a row of open
shelves. The opposite compartment, behind the door on the

right, was filled by drawers with brass handles. She shut the

left door ; angrily banging it to, as if the opening of it had dis-

closed something which she did not wish to be seen. By the

merest chance, Amelius had looked that way first. In the one
instant in which it was possible to see anything he had noticed,

carefully laid out on one of the shelves, a baby's long linen

frock and cap, turned yellow by the lapse of time.

H
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The half-told story of the past was more than half told now.
The treasured relics of the infant threw their little glimmer of

light on the motive which had chosen the subjects of the prints

on the wall. A child deserted and lost ! A child who, by bare

possibility, might be living still !

She tuuied towards Amelias suddenly. 'There is nothing

to interest you on that side,' she said. * Look at the drawers
here; opan them for yourself.' She drew back as she spoke,

and pointed to the uppermost of the row of drawers. A nar-

row slip of paper was pasted on it, bearing this written inscrip-

tion :
—

* Dead Consolations.^

Amelias opened the drawer : it was full of books. ' Look at

them,' she said. Amelius obeying her, discovered dictionaries,

grammars, exercises, poems, novels, and histories—all in the

German language.
* A foreign language tried as a relief,' said Mrs. Farnaby,

speaking quietly behind him. * Month after month of hard

study—all forgotten now. The old sorrow came back in spite

of it. A dead consolation ! Open the next drawer.'

The next drawer revealed water-colours and drawing-mate-

rials huddled together in a corner, and a heap of poor little

conventional landscapes filling up the rest of the space. As
works of art, they were wretched in the last degree ; monu-
ments of iu'lustry and application miserably and completely

thrown away.
' I had no talent for that pursuit, as you see,' said Mrs. Far-

naby. ' But I persevered with it, week after week, mouth
after month. 1 thought to myself, " I hate it so, it costs ma
such dreadful trouble, it so worries and persecutes and humi-
liates me, that this surely must keep my mind occupied and
my thoughts away from myself

!

" No : (/he old sorrow stared

me in the face again on the paper that I was spoiling, through

the colours chat I couldn't learn to use. Another dead conso-

lation, Amelius ! Shut it up.'

She herself opened a third and fourth drawer. Li one there

appeared a copy of Euclid, and a slate with the problems still

traced on it ; the other contained a microscope and the trea-

tises relating to its use. ' Always the same effort,' she said,

shutting the door of the preis as she spoke ;
' and always the
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same result. You have had enough of it ; and so have I. ' She

turned and pointed to the latlie in the corner, and to the clubs

and dumb bells over the mantelpiece. ' 1 can look at tJiem pa-

tiently/ she went on ;
' they give me bodily relief. I work at

the lathe till my back aches ; I swing the clubs till I'm ready

to drop with fatigue. And then I lie down on the rug there,

and sleep it off, and forget myself for an hour or too. Come
back to the fire again. You have seen my dead consolations

;

you TCI -t hear of my living consolation next. In justice to

Mr. Farnaby—ah, how I hate him !'

She spoke those last vehement words to herself, but with

such intense bitterness of contempt that the tones were quite

loud enough to be heard. Amelius looked furtively tc wards

the door. Was there no hope that Regina a nd her friend might

return and interrupt them ? After what he had seen and heard,

could he hope to console Mrs. Farnaby 1 He could only won-

der what object she could possibly have in view in taking him
into her confidence. 'Am I always to be in a mess with

women]' he thought to himself. 'First poor Mellicent, and
now this one. What next ]' He lit his cigar again. The
brotherhood of smokers, and they alone, will understand what
a refuge it was to him at that moment.

' Give me a light,' said Mrs. Farnaby, recalled to the re-

membrance of her own cigar, ' I want to know one thing be-

fore I go on. those

the

bright

me
yes of yours

truth ' You're not

I admire her very

Amelius, I watched

at luncheon-time. Did they tell

in love with my niece, are you V

Amelius took his cigar out of his mouth, and looked at

her.

' Out with it boldly !
' she said.

Amelius let it out, to a certain extent.

much,' he answered.
* Ah,' Mrs. Farnaby remarked, ' you don't know her as well

as i do.'

The disdainful indiff'erence of her tone irritated Amelius.

He was still young enough to believe in the existence of grati-

tude ; and Mrs. Farnaby had spoken ungratefully. Besides, he

was fond enough of Kegina already to feel offended when she

was referred to slightingly.

7
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' I am surprised to hear what you say of her,' he burst jut.

* She is quite devoted to you.
' 0, yes,' said Mrs. Farnaby carelessly. ' She is devoted to

me—she is the living consolation I told you of just now. That
was Mr. Farnaby's notion in adopting her. Mr. Farjiaby

thought to himself, " Here's a ready-made daughter for my
wife— that's all this tiresome woman wants to comfort her

:

now we shall do." Do you know what I call that'? I call it

rea,soning 'ike an idiot. A man may be very clever at his busi-

ness—and may be a contemptible fool in other respects. Ano-
ther woman's child a consolation to Me ! Pah ! it makes one

sick to think of it. I have one merit, Amelius j I don't cant,

iu's my duty to take care of my sister's child ; and I do my
duty willingly. Kegina's a good sort of creature—I don't dis-

pute it. But slie's like all those tall darkish women ; there's

no backbone in her, no dash ; a kind feeble goody-goody sugar-

ish disposition ; and a deal of quiet obstinacy at the bottom of

it, I c n tell you. 0, yes, I do her justice ; I don't deny that

she's t evoted to me, as yor. say. But I am making a clean

breast of it now. And you ought to know, that Mr. Farnaby's

living consolation is no more a consolation to me than the

things you have seen in those drawers. There ! now we've
done with Kegina. No : there's one thing more to be cleared

up. When you say you admire her, what do you mean ] Do
you mean to marry her 1

'

For once in his life Amelius stood on his dignity. ' I have
too much respect for the young lady to answer your question,'

he said loftily.

' Because, if you do,' Mrs. Farnaby proceeded, * I mean to

put every possible obstacle in your way. In short I mean to

prevent it,'

This plain declaration staggered Amelius. He confessed the

truth by implication, in one word. * Why V he a..ked sharply.
' Wait a, little, and recover your temper,' she answered.

There was a pause. They sat, on either side of the fireplace,

and eyed each other attentively.

' Now, are you ready V Mrs. Farnaby resumed. * Here is

my reason. If you marry Regina, or marry anybody, you will

settle down somewhere, and lead a dull life.'
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Well/ said Amelias ; ' and why not, if I like it ?

helor ; here'- }
' Because i want you to remain a rovnig

day and gone to-morrow—travelling all over the world, and
seeing everything and everybody.'

' What good will that do to you, Mrs. Farnaby V
She rose from her own side of the fireplace ; crossed to the

side on which Amelius was sitting ; and, standing before him,

placed her hands heavily on his shoulders. Her eyes grew
radiant with a sudden interest and animation as they looked

down on him, riveted on his face.

' Because I am still waiting for the one living consolation

that may yet come to me,' she said. * And hear this, Amelius

!

After all the years that have passed, You may be the man who
brings it to me.'

In the momentary silence that followed, they heard a double
knock at the house door.

' Regina !' said Mrs, Farnaby.

As the name passed her lips, she sprang to the door of the

room, and turned the key in the lock.

i >i

'I

CHAPTER IX.

§MELIUS rose impulsively from his chair.

Mrs. Farnaby turned at the same moment, and signed

to him to resume his seat. * You have given me your
promise,' she whisperer]. • All 1 ask of you is to be silent.' She
softly drew the key out of the door, and showed it to him.
* You can't get out,' she said— ' unless you take the key from
me by force.'

Whatever Amelius might think of the situation in which he

now found himself, the one thing that he could honourably do
was to say nothing, and submit to it. He remained quietly by
the fire. No imaginable consideration (he mentally resolved)

should induce him to consent to a second confidential interview

in Mrs. Farnaby's room.
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The servant opened the house-door. Kegina's voice was
heard in the hall.

* Has my aunt come in ?
*

* No, miss.'

' Have you h»ard nothing of her 1
'

* Nothing, miss.'

* Has Mr. Goldenheart been here ?

'

' No, miss.*

* Very extraordinary ! What can have become of them,
Cecilia 1

'

The voice of the other lady was heard in answer. ' We have
probably missed them on leaving the concert-room. Don't
alarm yourself, Regina. I must go back, under any circum-

stances ; the carriage will be waiting for me. If I see anything
of your aunt, I will say you are expecting her at home.'

' One moment, Cecilia ! (Thomas, you needn't wait.) Is it

really true that you don't like Mr. Goldenheart ?

'

' What, h'"s it come to that, already ? I'll try to like him,
Regina. Good-bye again !

*

The closing of the street-door told that the ladies had sepa-

rated. The sound was followed, in another moment, by the

opening and closing of the dining-room door. Mrs. Farnaby
returned to her chair at the fire-place.

* Regina has gone into the dining-room to wait for us,' she

said. ' I see you don't like your position here ; and I won't

keep you more than a few minutes longer. Yon are, of course,

at a loss to understand what I was saying to you when the

knock at the door interrupted us. Sit down again for five

minutes ; it adgets me to see you standing there, looking at

your b ots. I told you I had one possible consolation still

left. Judge for yourself what the hope of it is to me, when I

own to you that I should long since have put an end to my life

without it. Don't think I am talking nonsense ; I mean what
I say. It is one of my misfortunes that I have no religious

scruples to restrain me. There was a time when I believed

that religion might comfort me. I once opened my heart to a

clergyman—a worthy person, who did his best to help me. All

useless ! My heart was too hard, I suppose. It doesn't mat-

ter—except to give you one more proof that I am thoroughly
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in earnest. Patience ! patience ! I am coming to the point.

I asked you some odd questions, on the day when you first

dined here. You have forgotten all about them, of course %
'

' I remember them perfectly well,' Amelius answered.
' You remember them ? That looks as if you had thought

about them afterwards. Come ! tell me plainly, what did you
think 1

'

Amelius told her plainly. She became more and more in-

terested, more and more excited, as he went on.

' Quite right
!

' she exclaimed, starting to her feet and walk-

ing swiftly backwards and forwards in the room. 'There is a

lost girl whom 1 want to find ; and she is between sixteen and
seventeen years old, as you thought. Mind ! I have no reason

—not the shaaow of a reason— for believing that she is still a

living creature. I have only my own stupid obstinate convic-

tion ; rooted here,* she pressed both hands fiercely on her heart,
* so that nothing can tear it out of me ! I have lived in that

belief— O, don't ask me how long ! it is so far, so miserably far

to look back.' She stopprd in the middle of the room. Her
breath came and went in quick, heavy gasps ; the first tears

that had softene<i the hard wretchedness in her eyes rose in

them now, and transfigured them with the divine beauty of

maternal love. ' I won't distress you,' she said, stamping on
the floor, as she struggled with the hysterical passion that was
raging in her. * Give me a minute, and I'll force it down
again.'

She dropped into a chair, threw her arms heavily on the

table, and laid her head on them. Amelius thought of the

child's frock and cap hidden in the cabinet. All that was manly
and noble in his nature felt for the unhappy woman, whose
secret was dimly revealed to him now. The little selfish sense

of annoyance at the awkward situation in which she had placed

him, vanished to return no more. He approached her, and
put his hand gently on her shoulder. ' I am truly sorry for

you,' he said. ' Tell me how I can help you, and 1 will do it

with all my heart.'

' Do you really mean that "?
' She roughly daslwd the tears

from her eyes, and rose as she put the question. Holding him
with one hand, she parted the hair back from his forehead with

I
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the other. ' I must see your whole face/ she said
—

' your face

will tell me. Yes
;
you do mean it. The world hasn't spoilt

you yet. Do you believe in dreams ?

'

Amelius looked at her, startled by the sudden transition.

She deliberately repeated her question.
* I ask you seriously,' she said ; * do you believe in dreams 1

'

Amelius answered seriously, on his side. * I can't honestly

say that I do.*

' Ah !
' she exclaimed, ' like me. I don't beheve in dreams,

either—I wish I did ! But it's not in me to believe in super-

stitions
; I'm too hard—and I'm sorry for it. I have seen peo-

ple who were comforted by their superstitions ; happy people,

possessed of faith. Don't you even believe that dreams are

sometimes fulfilled by chance ?

'

' Nobody can deny that,' Amelius replied ;
* the instances of

it are too many. But for one dream fulfilled by a coincidence,

there are
—

'

' A hundred at least that are not fulfilled,' Mrs. Farnaby inter-

posed. ' Very well. I calculate on that. See how little hope
can live on ? There is just the barest possibility that what I

dreamed of you the other night may come to pass—and that

one poor chance has encouraged me to take you into my confi-

dence, and ask you to help me.'

This strange confession—this sad revelation of despair still

unconsciously deceiving itself under the disguise of hope— only

strengthened the compassionate sympathy which Amelius al-

ready felt for her. ' What did you dream about me ?
' he asked

gently.

' It's nothing to tell,' she replied. * I was in a room that was
quite strange to me ; and the door opened, and you came in

leading a young girl by the hand. You said, " Be happy at

last j here she is." My heart knew her instantly, though my
eyes had never seen her since the first days of ner life. And
I woke myself, crying for joy. Wait ! it's not all told yet. I

went to sleep again, and dreamed it again, and woke, and lay

awake for awhile, and slept once more, and dreamed it for the

third time. Ah, if I could only feel some people's confidence in

three times ! No ; it produced an impression on me—and that

was all, I got as far as thinking to myself, There is just a

1! kI
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meet with her, won't

intractable character,

chance ; I haven't a creature in the world to help mo ; T may as

well speak to him. 0, you needn't remind me that there is a ra-

tional explanation ofmy dream. I have read it all up in the Ency-

clopaedia in the library. One of the ideas of wise men is that we
think of something, consciously or unconsciously, in the daytime,

and then reproduce it in a dream. That's my case, I dare say.

When you were first introduced to me, and when I heard where
you had be(Mi brought up, I thought directly that she might
have been ouo among the many forlorn creatures who have
drifted to your comnumity, and that I might find her through
you. Say that thought went tc my bed with me—and we
have the explanation of w\ dream. Never mind ! There
is my one poor ch»»»ce in .i hundred still left. You will

remember me, Ameinus, if you should

you?'
The implied confession of her own

without religious faith to ennoble it, without Gven imagination

to refine it—the unconscious disclosure of the one tiender and
loving instinct in her nature still piteously struggling for exis-

tence, with no sympathy to sustain it, with no light to guide it

—would have touched the heart of any man not incurably

depraved.

Amelius spoke with the fervour of his young enthusi-

asm. ' I would go to the uttermost ends of the earth, if I

thought I could do you any good. But, 0, it sounds so hope-

less 1
'

She shook her hea^l, and smiled faintly.

* Don't say that ! You are free, you h?,ve money, you will

travel about in the world and amuse yourself. In a week you
will see more than stay-at-home people see in a year. How do
we know what the future has in store for us 1 I have lUy own
idea. She may be lost in the labyrinth of London, or she may
be hundreds and thousands of miles away. Amuse yourself,

Amelius—amuse yourself. To-morrow or ten years hence, you
might meet with her !

'

In sheer mercy to the poor creature, Amelius refused to en-

courage her delusion. ' Even supposing such a thing could

happen,' he objected, *ho\v am I to know the lost girl ? You
can't describe her to me

;
you have not seen her since she was q,

'i :'8
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child. Do you know anything of what happened at the time

—

I mean at the time when she was lost?
*

* I know nothing.'
' Ahsolutely nothing 1

'

' Absolutely nothing.'
* Have you never felt a suspicion of how it happened 1

'

Her face changed : she frowned as she looked at him. ' Not
till weeks and months had passed,' she said, * not till it was too

late. I was ill at the time. "When my mind got clear again, I

b(^gan to suspect one particular person—little by little you know;
noticing trifles, and thinking about them afterwards.' She
stopped, evidently restraining herself on the point of saying

more.

Amelius tried to lead her on. * Did you suspect the person
— V he began.

' I suspected him of casting the child helpless on the world !

'

Mrs. Fai naby interposed, with a sudden burst of fury. ' Don't
ask me any more about it, or I shall break out and shock you !'

She clenched her fists as she said the words. * It's well for that

man,' she muttered between her teeth, * that I have never got

beyond suspecting, and never found out the truth ! Why did

you turn my mind that way 1 You shouldn't have done it.

Help me back to what we were saying a minute ago. You made
some objection

;
you said— ?

'

* I said,' Amelius reminded her, ' that, even if I did meet
with the missing girl, I could not possibly know it. And I

must say more than that—I don't see how you yourself could

be sure of recognising her if she stood before you this moment.'
He spoke very gently, fearing to irritate her. She showed

no sign of irritation—she looked at him, and listened to him,

attentively.

* Are you setting a trap for me ?
' she asked. ' No !

' she

cried, before Amelius could answer, * I am not mean enough to

distrust you—I forgot myself. You have innocently said some-
thing that rankles in my mind. I can't leave it where you
have left it ; I don't like to be told that I shouldn't recognise

her. Give me time to think. I must clear this up.'

She consulted her own thoughts, keeping her eyes fixed on
Amelius,
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' I am going to speak plainly,' she announced, with a sudden

api)eitrance of resolution. * Listen to this. When I banged to

the door of that big cup-lxmrd of mine, it was because I didn't

want you to see something on the shelves. Did you see any-

thing in spite of me ?

'

The question was not an easy one to answer. Amelius hesi-

tated. Mrs. Farnaby insisted on a reply.
' Did you see anything 1

' she reiterated.

Amelius owned that he had seen something.

She turned away Irom him, and looked into the fire. Her
fiim full tones sank so low, when she spoke next, that he could

barely hear them.
* Was it something belonging to a child 1

'

*Yeh'
'Was it a baby's frork and cap ? Answer me. We have

gone too \'\v to go back. I don't want apologies or explana-

tions—I want, Yes or No.'

'Yes.'

There was an interval of silence. She never moved ; she

still lool.ed into the fire—looked as if all her past life was pic-

tured There in the burning coals.

' Do you despise me 1
' she asked, at last, very quietly,

* i.s God hears me, I am only sorry for you !
' Amelius an-

swered.

Another woman would have melted into tears. This woman
pcill looked into the fire—and that was all. ' What a good fel-

low !
' she said to herself ;

* what a good fellow he is !

'

There was another pause. She turned towards him again as

abruptly as she turned away.
' I had hoped to spare you, and to spare myself,' she said,

' If the miserable truth has come out, it is thrt ugh no curiosity

of yours, and (God knows
!
) against every wish of mine. I don't

know if you really felt like a friend towards mts before—you
must be my friend now. Don't speak ! I know I can trust

you. One last v/ord, Amelius, about my lost child. You
doubt whether I should recognise her, if she stood before me
now. That might be quite true, if I had only my poor hopes

and anxieties to guide me. But I have something else to

guide me—and, after what has passed between us, you

;i

i|-





o .\>..^'

IMAGE EVALUATION
TEST TARGET (MT-3)

//

,^.^*%

1

1.0 If 1^ 1^= ui 1^ |2.2

IE
1.4 HI 1.6

I.I

1.25
I

VI

w

.<>

^;.

^A^.? /A

/;
'i^

'/ Hiotographic

Sciences
Corporation

23 WEST MAIN STREET

WEBSTER, N.Y. 14SS0

(716) •73-4503

fV

.^\^

^

-^

<>

^°^V ^
'^ 4^

\

V-



w

c^



i
hi

94 THE FALLEN LEAVES.

\ :l

Ml'

know what it is ; it

you. Don't alarm yourself;

this time. How can I explain it % ' she

8i)eaking in some perplexity to herself.

mav as wel

guide

might
it's

even, by accident,

nothing distressing

went on, pausing and
* It would be easier to

show it—and why not ?
' She addressed herself to Amelius

once more. ' I'm a strange creature,' she resumed. ' First, I

worry you about my own affairs—then I puzzle you—then I

make you sorry for me—and now (would you think it V) I am
going to amuse vou \ Amelius, are you an admirer of pretty

feetr
Amelius had heard of men (in books) who had found reason

to doubt whetlier their own ears were not deceiving them. For
the first time, he began to understand those men, and to sym-
pathise with them. He admitted, in a certain bewildered way,

that he was an admirer of pretty feet—and waited for what
was to come next.

' When a woman has a pretty hand,' Mrs. Farnaby proceeded,
* she is ready enough to show it. When she goes out to a ball,

she favours you with a viev,^ of her bosom, and a part of her

back. Now tell ine ! If there is no impropriety in a naked
bosom—where is the impropriety of a naked foot ]

'

Amelius agreed, like a man in a dream. ' Where, indeed !

'

he remarked—and waited again for what was to come next.
* Look out of the window,' said Mrs. Farnaby.

Amelius obeyed. The window had been opened, for a few
inches at the top, no doubt to ventilate the room. The dull

view of the courtyard was varied by the stables, at the farther

end, and by the kitchen skylight rising in the middle of the

open space. As Amelius looked out, he observed that some
person at that moment in the kitchen required apparently a
large supply of fresh air. The swinging window, on the side

of the skylight which was nearest to him, was invisibly and
noiselessly pulled open from below ; the similar window, on
the other side, being already wide open also. Judging by ap-

pearances, thd inhabitants of the kitchen possessed a merit
which is exceedingly rare among domestic servants—they un-
derstood the laws of ventilation, and appreciated the blessings

of fresh air.

* That will do,' said Mrs. Farnaby, * You can turn round now,'

i
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Amelius turned.

on the hearthrug,

Mrs. Farnaby's boots and stockings were

ind one of Mrs. Farnaby's feet was placed

for inspection, on the chair wldch he had just left. * Look at

my right foot first,' she said, speaking gravely and composedly
in her ordinary tone.

It was well worth looking at—a foot equally beautiful in

form and in colour ; the instep arched and Ingh, the ankle at

once delicate and strong, the toes tinged with rose-colour at the

tips. In brief, it was a foot to be photographed, to be cast in

plaster, to be fondled and kissed. Amelius attempted to ex-

press his admiration, but was not allowed to get beyond the

first two or thre« words. * No,' Mrs. Farnaby explained, * this

is not vanity—simply information. You have seen my right

foot ; and you have noticed that there is nothing the matter

with it. Very well. Now look at my left foot.'

She put her left foot up on the chair. ' Look between the

third toe and the fourth,' she said.

Following his instructions, Amelius discovered that the

beauty of the foot was spoiled, in this case, by a singular defect.

The two toes were bound togethor by a flexible web, or mem-
brane, which held them to each other as high as the insertion

of the nail on either side.

* Do you wonder,' Mrs. Farnaby asked, ' why I show you the

fault in my foot 1 Amelius ! my poor darling was born with

my deformity—and T want you to know exactly what it is, be-

cause neither you nor I can say what reason for remembering
it there may not be in the future.' She stopped, as if to give

him an opportunity of speaking. A man shallow and flippant

by nature might have seen the disclosure in a grotesque aspect.

Amelius was sad and silent. ' I like you better and better,*

she went on. * You are not like the common run of men.

Nine out of ten of them would have turned wh.at I have just

told you into a joke—nine out of ten would have said, " Am 1

to ask every girl I meet to show me her left foot !
" You are

above that
;
you understand me. Have I no means of recog-

nising my own child now ?

'

She smiled, and took her foot off the chair—then, after a

moment's thought, she pointed to it again.
* Keep this as strictly secret as you keep everything else,' she
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niece it's all right—andout in spite of me. Go, and tell my
don't be stupid enough to fall in love with a girl who has no
love to give you in return.' She pushed Ameliup into the Hall.

' Here he is, Kegina !
' she called out ;

* I have done with him.'

Before Amelius could speak, she had shut herself into her

room. He advanced along the hall, and met Hegina at the door

of the dining-room.

in I?

CHAPTER X.

(HE young lady spoke first.

* Mr. Goldenheart,' she said, with the coldest possible

politeness, ' perhaps you will be good enough to explain

what this means 1
'

She turned back into the dining-room. Amelius followed her

in silence. ' Here '^- am, in another scrape with a woman !
' he

thought to himself. ' Are men in general as unlucky as I am,
I wonder 1

'

* You needn't close the door,' said Regina maliciously. ' Every-

body in the house is welcome to hear what / have to say to

you.'

Amelius made a mistake at the outset—he tried what a little

humility would do to help him. There is probably no instance

on record in which humility on the part of a man has ever

really found its way to the indulgence of an irritated woman.
The best and worst of them alike have at least one virtue in

common—they secretly despise a man M'ho is not bold enough
to defend himself when they are angry with him.

* I hope I have not offended you ?
' Amelius ventured to

flay.

She tossed her head contemptuously. ' Oh, dear, no. 1 am
not offended. Only a little surprised at your being so very

ready to oblige my aunt.'

In the short experience of her which had fallen to the lot of

Amelius, she had never looked so charmingly as she looked now.

Wm
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The nervous irritability under which she was suffering bright-

ened her face with the animation which was wanting in it at

ordinary times. Her soft brown eyes sparkled ; her smooth
dusky cheeks glowed with a warm red flush ; her tall supple

figure asserted its full dignity, robed in a superb dress of silken

purple and black lace, which set off her personal attractions to

the utmost advantage. She not only roused the admiration of

Amelius—she unconsciously gave him back the self-possession

which he had, for the moment, completely lost. He wa3 man
enough to feel the humiliation of being despised by the one

woman in the world whose love he longed to win ; and he an-

swered with a sudden firmness of tone and look that startled

her.

* You had better speak more plainly still, Miss Regina,' he

said. ' You may as well blame me at once for the misfortune of

being a man.'

She drew back a step. * I don't understand you,' she said.

' Do I owe no forbearance to a woman who asks a favour of

me 1 ' Amelius went on. ' If a man had asked me to steal into

the house on tiptoe, I should have said—well ! I should have

said something I had better not repeat. If a man had stood

between me and the door, when you came back, I should have

taken him by the collar and pulled him out of my way. Could
I do that, if you please, to Mrs. Farnaby 1

'

Regina saw the weak point of this defence with a woman's
quickness of perception. ' I can't offer any opinion,' she said,

* especially when you lay all the blame on my aunt.'

Amelius opened his lips to protest—and thought better of

It. He wisely went straight on with what he had still to say.

* If you will let me finish,' he resumed, * you will understand

me a little better than that. Whatever blame there may be,

Miss Regina, I am quite ready to take on myself I merely

wanted to remind you that I was put in an awkward position,

and that I couldn't civilly find a way out of it. As for your

aunt, I will only say this : I know of hardly any sacrifice that I

would not submit lo if I could be of the smallest service to her.

After what I heard, while I was in her room
'

Regina interrupted him at that point. ' I suppose it's a secret

between you,' she said.
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' Yes, it's a secret,' Amelius proceeded, ' as you say. But one

thing I may tell you, without breaking promise. Mrs. Farnaby

has—well ! has filled me with kindly feeling towards her. She

has a claim, poor soul, to my truest sympathy. And I shall be

fiiithful to what I feel towards her as long as I live !

'

It was not very elegantly expressed ; Vmt the ton<? was the

tone of true feeling: his voice trembled, his colour ros'\ H«'i

stood before her, speaking with perfect simplicity straight from

his heart—and the woman's heart felt it instantly. This was

the man whose ridicule she had dreaded, if her aujit's rash con-

fidence struck him in an absurd light ! She sat down in silence,

witii a grave, sad face ; reproaching herself for the wrong which

her too-reavly distrust had inflicted on him ; longing to ask his

pardon, and yet hesitating to say the simple words.

He approached her chair, and, placing his hand on the back

of it, said gently, ' Do you think a little better of me now 1

'

She had taken off her gloves : she silently folded and refold-

ed them in her lap.

* Your good opinion is very precious to me,' Amelius pleaded,

bending a little nearer to her. * I can't tell you how sorry I

should be ' He stopped, and put it more strongly. * I shall

never have courage to enter the house again, if I have made you
think meanly of me.'

A woman who cared nothing for him would haveeasily an-

swered this. The calm heart of Regina began to flutter : some-
thing warned her not to trust herself to speak. Little as he

suspected it. Amelius had troubled the tranquil temperament
of this woman. He had found his way to those secret reserves

of tenderness—placid and deep—of which she was hardly con-

scious herself, until his influence had enlightened her. She was
afraid to look up at him ; her eyes would have told him the

truth. She lifted her long, finely-shaped, dusky hand, and
offered it to him as the best answer that she could make.

Amelius took it, looked at it, and ventured on his first fami-

liarity with her—he kissed it. She only said, ' Don't
!

' very
faintly.

* The Queen would let me kiss her hand, if I went to Court,'

Amelius reminded her, with a pleasant inner conviction of his

wonderful readiness at finding an excuse.
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She smiled in spite of herself. * Would the Queen let you
hold it 1* she said, gently releasing her hand, and looking at

him as she drew it away. The peace was made, without another

word of explanation. Amelius took a chair at her side. * I am
quite happy, now you have forgiven me,' he said. ' You don't

know how I admire you—and how anxious I am to please you,

if I only knew how !

'

He drew his chair a little nearer j his eyes told her plainly

that his language would soon become warmer still, if she gave

him the smallest encouragement. This was the reason for

changing the subject. But there was another reason, more
cogent still. Her first painful sense of having treated him un-

justly had ceased to make itself keenly felt ; the lower emotions

had their opportunity of asserting themselves. Curiosity, irre-

sistible curiosity, took possession of her mind, and urged her to

penetrate the mystery of the interview between Amelius and
her aunt.

* Will you think me very indiscreet,' she began, slyly, * if I

make a little confession to you 1
'

Amelius was only too eager to hear the confession ; it would
pave the way for something of the same sort on his part.

* I understand my aunt's pretence for taking you out of the

concert-room,' Regina proceeded. * But what astonishes me is

that she sliould have admitted you to her confidence after so

short an acquaintance. You are still—what shall I say ?—you
are still a new friend of ours.'

* How long will it be before I become an old friend ?
' Ame-

lius asked. ' I mean,' he added, with artful emphasis, ' an old

friend of yours ?
'

Regina quietly passed the question over without notice. ' I

am Mrs. Farnaby's adopted daughter,' she proceeded. * I have
been with her since I was a little girl—and yet she has never

told me any of her secrets. Pray don't suppose that I am
tempting you to break faith with my aunt ! I am quite incap-

able of such conduct as that.'

Amelius saw his way to a thoroughly commonplace compli-

ment, which possessed the charm of complete novelty so far as

his experience was concerned. He would actually have told

her that she was incapable of doing anylliitig which was not
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perfectly becoming to a charming person, if she had only given

him time ! She v^as too eager in the pursuit of her own object

to give him time. ' I should like to know,' she went on,
' whether my au^t has been influenced in any way by a dream
she had about you.'

Amelius started. 'Has she told you of her dream 1' he
asked, with some appearance of alarm.

Eegina blushed and hesitated. * My room is next to my
aunt's,' she explained. * We keep the door between us open.

I am often in and out when she is disturbed in her sleep. She
was talking in her sleep, and I heard your name—nothing more.

Perhaps I ought not to have mentioned it 1 Perhaps I ought
not to expect you to answer me 1

'

'There is no harm in my answering you,* said Amelius.
' The dream really had something to do with her trusting me.

You may not think quite so unfavourably of her conduct now
you know that*

' It doew't matter what I think,' Eegina replied, a little con-

strainedly. ' If my aunt's secrets have interested you—what
right have I to object? I am sure /shall say notaing. Though
I am not in my aunt's confidence, or in your confidence, you
will find that I can keep a secret.'

She folded up her gloves for the twentieth time at least, and
gave Amelius his opportunity of retiring by rising from her

chair. He made a last effort to recover the ground he had lost,

without betraying Mrs. Farnaby's trust in him.
' I am sure you can keep a secret,' he said. ' I shnild like i.o

give you one of my secrets to keep—only I mustn't take the

liberty, I suppose, just yet 1
'

She, knew perfectly well what he wanted to say. Her heart

began to quicken its beat. She was at a loss how to answer.

After an awkward silence, she made a polite attempt to dismiss

him. * Don't let me detain you,' she said, * if you have any en-

gagement.'

Amelius silently looked round him for his hat. On a table

behind him a monthly magazine lay open, exhibiting one of

those melancholy modern ' illustrations * which present the

English art of our day in its laziest and lowest state of degrada-

tion. A vacuous young giant, in flowing trousers, stood in a

8
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Amelius submitted to his fate ; there was something in her

eyes whicli warned him that he had ventured far enough for

that day.
' May I call again soon 1

' he asked piteously.

' No !
* answered a voice at the »loor which they both recog-

niseil—the voice of Mrs. Farnaby.
' Yes !

' Regina whispered to him, as her aunt entered the

room. Mrs. Farnaby's interference (following on the earlier

events of the day) had touched the young lady's usually placable

temper in a tender place—and Amelius reaped the benefit of it.

^Irs. Farnaby walked straight up to him, put her hand in his

arm, and led him into the hall.

' I had my suspicions,* she said ;
* and I find they have not

misled me. Twice already, I warned you to let my niece alone.

For the third and last time, I tell you that she is as cold as ice.

She will trifle wit^ you as long as it flatters her vanity ; and
she will throw you over, as she has thrown other men over.

Have your fling, you foolish fellow, before you marry anybody.
Pay no more visits to this house, unless they are visits to me.

I shall expect to hear from you.' She paused, and pointed to

a statue which was one of the ornaments in the hall. ' Look
at that bronae woman with the clock in her hand. That's

Regina. Be off' with you—good-bye !

'

Amelius found himself in the street. Regina was looking out

at the dining-room window. He kissed his hand to her : she

smiled and bowed. Damn the other men !
' Amelius said to

himself. * I'll call on her to-morrow.'

CHAPTER XL

ETURNING to his hotel, he found three letters waiting

for him on the sitting-room table.

The first letter that he opened was from his landlord,

and contained his bill for the past week. As he looked at the

sum-total, Amelius presented to perfection the aspect of a serious
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young man. He took pen, ink, and paper, and made some
elaborate calculations. Money that he had too generously lent,

or too freely given away, a{)peured in his statement of expenses,

as well as money that he had spent on himself. The result

may be plainly stated in his own words :
* Good-bye to the

hotel ; I rust go into lodgings.*

Having arrived at tiiis wise decision, he opened the second

letter. It proved to be written by the hvwyers who had already

communicated with him at Tadmor, on the subject of his in-

heritance. * Dear Sir,—The enclosed, insufficiently addressed

as you will perceive, only reached us this day. We beg to re-

main, &c.'

Amelius opened the letter enclosed, and turned to the signa-

ture for information. The name instantly took him back to

the Community : the writer was Mellicent.

Her letter began abruptly, in these terms

:

* Do you remember what I said to you when we parted at

Tadmor ? I said, ' Be comforted, Amelius, the end is not yet.*

And I said again, " You will come back to me.'*

* I remind you of this, my friend—directing to your lawyers,

whose names I remember when their letter to you was publicly

read in the Common Room, Once or twice a year I shall con-

tinue to remind you of those parting words of mine : there

will be a time perhaps when you will thank me for doing so.

' In the meanwhile, light your pipe with my letters ; my let-

ters don't matter. If I can comfort you, and reconcile you to

your life—years hence, when you too, Amelius, may be one of

the Fallen Leaves like me—then 1 shall not have lived and suf-

fered in vain ; my last days on earth will be the happiest days

that I have ever seen, ^
* Be pleased not to answer these lines, or any other written

words of mine that may folio vi , so long as you are prosperous

and happy. With tluit part of your life I have nothing to do.

You may find friends wherever you go—among the women
especially. Your generous nature shows itself frankly in your
face

;
your manly gentleness and sweetness speak in every tone

of your voice ; we poor women feel drawn towards you by an
attraction which we are not able to resist. Have you fallen

in love already with some beautiful English girl 1 0, be care-
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fill fttid prudent ! Be sure, before you set your heart on her,

that she is worthy of you ! So many women are cruel and deceit-

ful Some of them will make you believe you have won
their love, when you have only flattered their vanity ; and
so.ne are poor weak creatures whose minds are set on their

own interests, and who ma} let bad advisers guide them, when
you are not by. Take care, my friend—take care !

' I am living with my sister, at New York. The days and
weeks glide by me quickly

;
you are in my thoughts and

prayers—I have nothing to complain of. I wait and hope.

When the time of my banishment from the Community has

expired, I shall go back to T^dmor ; and there you will find

me, Amelius, the first to welcome you when your spirits are

sinking under the burden of life, and your heart turns again

to the friends of your early days.

'Good-bye, ray dear—good-bye !

'

Amelius laid the letter aside, touched and saddened by the

artless devotion to him which it (expressed. He was conscious

also of a feeling of uneasy surprise, when he read the lines

which referred to his possible entanglement with some beauti-

ful English girl. Here (with Avidely different motives) was Mrs.

Farnaby's warning repeated, by a stranger writing from another

quarter of the globe ! It was an odd coincidence, to say the

least of it. After thinking for a while, he turned abruptly to

the third letter that was waiting for him. He was not at

ease, his mind felt the need of relief.

The third letter was from Rufus Dingwell ; announcing the

close of ids tour in Ireland, and his intention of shor*^'y joining

Amelius in London. The excellent American expressed, with

his customary absence of reserve, his fervent admiration of

Irish hospitality, Irish beauty, and Irish whisky. 'Green Erin

wants but one thing more,' Rufus predicted, * to be a Paradise

on earth—it wants the day to come when we shall send an
American minister to the Irish Republic' Laughing over this

quaint outbreak, Amelius turned from the first page to the

second. As his eyes fell on the next paragraph, a sudden
change passed over him ; he let the letter drop on the floor.

* One last word ' (the American wrote) ' about that nice long

bright letter of yours. I have read it with strict attention, and
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thought over it considerably afterwards. Don't be riled, friend

Amelius, if I tell you in plain words, that your account of the

Farnabys doesn't make me happy—quite the contrary, I do as-

sure you. My back is set up, sir, against that family. You do
well to drop them ; and, above all things, mind what you are

about with the brown Miss, who has found her way to your
favourable opinion in such an almif,hty hurry. Do me a favour,

my good boy. Just wait till I have seen her, will youl'
Mrs. Farnaby, Mellicent, Rufus—all three strangers to each

other ; and all three agreed nevertheless in trying to part him
from the beautiful young Englishwoman !

* I don't care,' Am-
elius said to himself; * I'll marry Regina, ifshe will have me !

*

CHAPTER XIT.

an interval of no more than three weeks, what events

may not present tliemselves ? what changes may not take

place? Behold Amelius, on the first drizzling day of No-
vember, established in respectable lodgings, at a moderate

weekly rent. He stands before his small fireside, and warms
his back with a.i Englishman's severe sense of enjoyment. The
cheap looking glass on the mantelpiece reflects the head and
shoulders of a new Amelius. His habits are changed ; his social

position is in course of development. Already he is a strict

economist. Before long, he expects to become a married man.
It is good to be economical : it is (perhaps) better still to be

the accepted husband of a handsome young woman. But, for

all that, a man in a state of moral improvement, with prospects

which his less-favoured fellow-creatures may reasonably envy, is

still a man subject to the mischievous mercy of circumstances,

and capable of feeling it keenly. The face of the new Amelius
wore an expression of anxiety, and, more remarkable yet, the

the temper of the new Amelius was out of order.

For the first time in his life, he found fiimself considering
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trivial questions of sixpences, and small favours of discount for

cash payments—an irritating state of things in itself. There
were more serious anxieties, however, to trouble him than these.

He had no reason to complain of the beloved object Lsrself.

Not twelve hours since, he had said to Regina (with a voice

that ftvltered, and a heart that beat wildly), ' Are you fond
enough of me to let me marry you 1

' And she had answered
placidly (with a heart that would have satisfied the most exact-

ing stethoscope in the medical profession), ' Yes, if you like.'

There was a moment of rapture when she submitted for the

first time to be kissed, and when she consented (on being
gently reminded that it was expected of her) to return the kiss

—once, and no more. But there was also an attendant train

of serious considerations, which followed on the heels of Ame-
lius when the kissing was over, and when he had said Good-
bye for the day.

He had two women for enemies, both resolutely against him
in the matter of his marriage.

Regina's correspondent and bosom friend, Cecilia, who had
begun by disliking him (without knowing why), persisted in

maintaining her unfavourable opinion of the new friend of the

Farnabys. She was a young married woman j and she had an
ii^fluence over Regina which promised when the fit opportunity

came, to make itself felt. The second, and by far the more
powerful hostile influence, was the influence of Mrs. Farnaby.

Nothing could exceed the half-sisterly, half-motherly good-will

with which she received Amelius on those rare occasions when
they happened to meet, unembarrassed by the presence of a

third person in the room. Without actually reverting to what
had passed between them during their memorable interview,

Mrs. Farnaby asked questions, plainly showing that the forlorn

hope which she associated with Amelius was a hope still firmly

rooted in her mind. * Ha^c you been much about London
lately ]

'
* Have you met vidth any girls who have taken your

fancy 1
'

' Are you getting tired of staying in the same place,

and are you going to travel soon 1
' Inquiries such as these

she was, sooner or later, sure to make when they were alone.

But, if Regina happened to enter the room, or if Amelius con-

trived to ^nd his way to her in some other part of the house,

i
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Mrs. Farnaby deliberately shortened the interview and silenced

the lovers—still as resolute; as ever to keep Amelias exposed to

the adventurous freedom of a bachelor's life. For the last week,

his only opportunities of speaking to Kegina had bieen obtained

for him secretly by the well rewarded devotion of her maid,

and he had now the prospect before him of asking Mr. Farnaby
for the hand of his adopted daughter, with the certainty of the

influence of two women being used against him—even if he suc-

ceeded in obtaining a favourable reception *6r his proposal from
the master of the house.

Under such circumstances as these—alone, on a rainy Novem-
ber day, in a lodging on the dreary eastward side of Totten-

ham-court-road—even Amelius })ore the aspect of a melancholy
man. He was angry with his cigar because it refused to light

freely. He was angry with the poor deaf servant-of-all-work,

who entered the room, after one thumping knock at the door,

and made, in muflled tones, the barbarous announcement,
* Here somebody a-wantin' to see yer.'

* Who the devil is Somebody ?
' Amelius shouted.

* Somebody is a citizen of the United States,' answered Rufus,

quietly entering the room. * And he's sorry to find Claude A.
Goldenheart's temperature at biling-point already.'

He had not altered in the slightest degree, since he had left

the steamship at Queenstown. Irish hospitality had not fattened

him. The change from sea to land had not suggested to him
the slightest alteration in his dress. He still wore the huge
felt hat in which he had first presented himself to notice on the

deck of the vessel. The maid of-all-work raised her eyes to the

face of the long lean stranger, overshadowed by the broad brim-

med hat, in reverent amazement. * My love to you, miss,' said

Rufus, with his customary grave cordiality. '/'Z/shut the door.*

Having dismissed the maid with that gentle hint, he shook
hands heartily with Amelius. * Well, I call this a juicy morn-
ing,' he said, just as if they had met at the cabin breakfast-table

as usual.

For the moment at least, Amelius brightoned at the sight of

his fellow-traveller. * I am really glad to see you,' he said.

* It's lonely in these new quarters, before one gets used to them.'

Rufus relieved himself of his hat and greatcoat, and silently
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looked about the room. Tm big in the bones,* he remarked, sur-

veying the rickety lodging-house furniture with some suspicion
;

'and I'm a trifle heavier than I look. I shan't break one of these

chairs if I sit down on it, shall 1
1

' Passing round the table

(littered with books and letters) in search of the nearest chair,

he accidentally brushed against a sheet of paper with writing

on it. * Memorandum of friends in London, to be informed of

my change of address,' he read ; looking at the paper as he
picked it up, with the friendly freedom that characterised him.
* You have made pretty good use of your time, my son, since I

took my leave of you in Queenstown harbour. I call this a
reasonable long list of acquaintances made by a young stranger

in London.'
* I have met with an old friend of my family, at the hotel,'

Amelius explained. ' He was a great loss to my poor father,

when he got an appointment in India ; and, now he has re-

turned, he has been equally kind to me. I am indebted to his

introduction for most of the names on that list.'

* Yes 1 * said Rufus in the interrogative tone of a man who
was waiting to hear more. ' I'm listening, though I may not

look like it. Git along.'

Amelius looked at his visitor, wondering in what precise

direction he was to * git along.'
* I'm no friend to partial information,* Rufus proceeded ;

* I

like to round it off complete, as it were, in my own mind.

There are names that you haven't accounted for yet. Who
provided you, sir, with the balance of your new friends ?

'

Amelius answered, not very willingly, * I met them at Mr.
Farnaby's house.'

Rufus looked up from the list with the air of a man sur-

prised by disagreeable information and unwilling to receive it

too readily. * How % ' he exclaimed, using the old English equiv-

alent (ortcii heard in America) for the modern * What 1

'

' I met them at Mr. Farnaby's,' Amelius repeated.
* Did you happen to receive a letter of my writing, dated

Dublin 1
' Rufus asked.

' Yes.'
* Do you set any particular value on my advice 1

'

'Certainly!'

iiil It
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' And you cultivate social relations witli Farnaby and family,

notwithstanding ?

'

' I have motives for being friendly with them, which—which
I haven't had time to explain to you yet.'

Rufus stretched out his long legs on the floor, and fixed his

shrewd grave eyes steadily on Aroelius.
' My friend,* he said quietly, * in respect of personal appear-

ance and pleasing elasticity of spirits, I find you altered for

the worse—I do. It may be Liver or it may be Love. I

reckon, now I think of it, you're too young yet for Liver. It's

the brown Miss—that's what 'tis. I hate that girl, sir, by
instinct.'

* A nice way of talking of a young lady you never saw !

'

Amelius broke out.

Rufus smiled grimly. * Go ahead !
' he said. ' If you can

get vent in quarrelling with me—go ahead, my son.'

He looked around the room again with his hands in his

pockets, whistling. Descending to the table in due course of

time, his quick eye detected a photograph placed on the open
writing-desk which Amelius had been using earlier in the day.

Before it was possible to stop him, the photograph was in his

hand. ' I believe I've got her likeness,' he announced. ' I
do assure you I take pleasure in making her acquaintance in

this sort of way. Well, now, I declare she's a columnar crea-

ture ! Yes, sir ; I do justice to your native product—your
fine fleshy beef-fed English girl. But I tell you this : after a
child or two, that sort runs to fat, and you find you have mar-
ried more of her than you bargained for. To what lengths

may you have proceeded, Amelius, with this splendid and
spanking person ?

"

Amelius was just on the point of taking offence. ' Speak of

her respectfully,' he said, ' if you expect me to answer you.'

Rufus stared in astonishment. ' I'm paying her all manner
of compliments,' he protested, * and you're not satisfied yet.

My friend, I still find something about you, on this occasion,

which reminds me of meat cut against the grain. You're almost

nasty—you are ! The air of London isn't at all the thing for you.

Well, it don't matter to me ; I like you. Afloat or ashore I like

you. Do you want to know what I should do in your place, if I
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found myself steering a little too nigh to the brown Miss? I

should—well, to put it in one word, I should scatter. Wliere's

the harm, I'll ask you, if you'll try another girl or two, before

you make your mind up 1 I shall be proud to introduce you

to our sUm and snaky sort at Coolspring. Yes. I mean what

I say ; and I'll go back with you across the Pond.' Referring

in this disrespectful manner to the Atlantic Ocean, Rufus

offered his hand in token of unalterable devotion and
will.

Who could resist such a man as this ? Amelius (always in

extremes) wrung his hand, with an impetuous sense of shame.
* I've been sulky,* he said, ' I've been rude, I ought to be

ashamed of myself—and I am. There's only one excuse for

me, Rufus. I love her with all my heart and soul ; and I'm

engaged to be married to her. And yet if you understand my
way of putting it, I'm—in short, I'm in a mess.'

With this characteristic preface, be described his position

as exactly as he could ; having due regard to the necessary

reserve on the subject of Mrs. Farnaby. Rufus listened, with

the closest attention from beginning to end ; making no at-

tempt to disguise the unfavourable impression which the an-

nouncement of the marriage had made on him. When he

spoke next, instead of looking at Amelius as usual, he held his

head down, and looked gloomily at his boots.
* Well,* he said, * you've gone ahead this time, and that's a

fact. She didn't raise any difficulties that a man could ride off

on—did she ?

'

* She was all that was sweet and kind !
' Amelius answered,

with enthusiasm.
" She was all that was sweet and kind,' Rufus absently re-

peated, still intent on the solid spectacle of his own boots.

' And how about uncle Farnaby % Perhaps he's sweet and kind

likewise, or perhaps he cuts up rough 1 Possible—is it not,

sir?'

* I don't know j I haven't spoken to him yet.'

Rufus suddenly looked up. A faint gleam of hope irradiated

his long lank face. * Mercy be praised I there's a last chance

for you,* he remarked. ' Uncle Farnaby may say No.'
* It doesn't matter what he says,' Amelius rejoined. * She's

111
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The bare idea of the interview struck Amelius with terror.

' No, no !
' he said. * I'm much obliged to you, Rufus. But, in a

matter of this sort, I shouldn't like to transfer the responsibil-

ity to my friend. I'll speak to Mr. Farnaby in a day or two.'

Rufus was evidently not satisfied with this. * I do suppose,

now,* he suggested, * you're not the only man moving in this

metropolis who fancies Miss Regina. Query, my son : if you
put off Farnaby much longer

—
' He paused and looked at

Amelius. * Ah,' he said, ' 1 reckon I. neeiin't enlarge further :

there is another man. Well, it's the same in my country ; I

don't know what he does, with You : he always turns up, with
Us, just at the time when you least want to see him.'

There was another man—an older and richer man than
Amelius ; equally assiduous in his attentions to the aunt and to

the niece ; submissively polite to his favoured young rival. He
was the sort of person, in age and in temperament, who would
be perfectly capable of advancing his own interests, by means
of the hostile influence of Mrs. Farnaby. Who could say what
the result might be if, by some unlucky accident, he made the

attempt before Amelius had secured for himself the support of

the master of the house '? In his present condition of nervous
irritability, he was ready to believe in any coincidence of the

disastrous sort. The v/ealthy rival was a man of business, a

near city neighbour of Mr. Farnaby. They might be together at

that moment ; and Regina's fidelity to her lover might be put
to a harder test than she was prepared to endure. Amelius
remembered the gentle conciliatory smile (too gentle by half)

with which his placid mistress had received his first kisses—
and, without stopping to weigh conclusions, snatched up his

hat. * Wait here for me, Rufus, like a good fellow—I'm off to

the stationer's shop.' With those parting words, he hurried out

of the room.

Left by himself, Rufus began to rummage the pockets of his

frockcoat—a long, loose, and dingy garment which had become
friendly and comforti^ble to him by dint of ancient use. Pro-

ducing a handful of correspondence, he selected the largest

envelope of all 3 shook out on the table several smaller letters

enclosed
;
picked one out of the number ; and read the conclud-

ing paragraph only, with the closest attention.

r
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* I enclose letters of introduction to the secretaries of literary

institutions in London, and in some of the principal cities of

England. If you feel disposed to lecture yourself, or if you can
persuade friends and citizens known to you to do so, I believe

it may be in your power to advance in this way the interests

of our Bureau. Please take notice that the more advanced
institutions, which are ready to countenance and welcome free

thought in religion, politics, and morals, are marked on the

envelopes with a cross in red ink. The envelopes without a
mark are addressed to platforms, on which the customary
British prejudices remain rampant, and in which the charge for

places reaches a higher figure than can be as yet obtained in the

sanctuaries of free thought.'

Rufus laid down the letter, and, choosing one among the

envelopes marked in red ink, looked at the introduction en-

closed. * If the right sort of invitation reached Amelius from
this institution,' he thought, ' the boy would lecture on Christ-

ian Socialism with all his heart and soul. I wonder what the

brown Miss and her uncle would say to that ?

'

He smiled to himself, and put the letter back in the envel-

ope, and considered the subject for a while. Below the odd
rough surface, he was a man in ten thousand ; no more single

hearted and more aflfectiouate creature ever breathed the breath

of life. He had not been understood in his own little circle ;

there had been a want of sympathy with him, and even a want
of knowledge of him, at home. Amelius, popular with every-

body, had touched the great heart of this man. He perceived

the pearl that lay hidden under the strange and lonely posi-

tion of his fellow-voyager—so innocent in the ways of the

world, so young and so easily impressed. His fondness for

Amelius, it is hardly too much to say, was the fondness of a
father for a son. With a sigh, he shook his head, and gathered

up his letters, and put them back in his pockets. ' No, not

yet,' he decided. ' The poor boy really loves her ; and the

girl may be good enough to make the happiness of his life.*

He got up and walked about the room. Suddenly, he stopped,

struck by a new idea. * Why shouldn't I judge for myself 1
*

he thought. ' I've got the address—I reckon I'll look in on
them, in a friendly way.'
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He sat down at the desk, and wrote a line, in the event of

Amelius being the first to return to the lodgings :
* Dear Boy,

— I don't find her photograph tells me quite as much as I want
to know. I have a mind to see the living original. Being
your friend, you know it's only civil to pay my respects to the

family. Expect ray unbiassed opinion when I come back

—

Yours, RuFUS.'
Having enclosed and addressed these lines, he took up his

greatcoat—and checked himself in the act of putting it on.

The brown Miss was a British Miss. A strange New Eng-
lander had better oe careful of his personal appearance, before

he ventured into her presence. Urged by this cautious motive,

he approached the looking-glass, and surveyed himself criti-

cally.

* I doubt I might be the better,' it occurred to him, * if I

brushed my hair, and smelt a little of perfume. Yes. I'll

make a toilet. Where's the boy's bedroom, I wonder 1

'

He observed a second door in the sitting-room, and opened
it at hazard. Fortune had befriended him so far ; he found
himself in his young friend's bedchamber.
The toilet-table of Amelius, simple as it was, had its mys-

teries for Rufus. He was at a loss among the perfumes. They
were all contained in a modest little dressing-case, without
labels of any sort to describe the contents of the pots and
bottles. He examined them one after another, and stopped at

some recently invented French shaving-cream. * It smell

lovely,' he said, assuming it to be some rare pomatum. ' Just
what I want, it seems, for my head.' He rubbed tho shaving-

cream into his bristly iron-grey hair, until his arms ached.

When he had next sprinkled his handkerchief and himself

profusely, first with rose-water, and then (to make quite sure)

with eau-de-cologne used as a climax, he felt that he was in a
position to appeal agreeably to the senses of the softer sex. In
five minutes more, he was on his way to Mr. Farnaby's private

residence.

|i|,

:»'

i

I
11

I



mm^

116 THE FALLEN LEAVES.

'IEW

i

nil

ill

:.i<i;;

!

CHAPTER XIII.

[HE rain that had begun with the morning still poured on
steadily in the afternoon. After one look out of the

window, Kegina decided on passing the rest of the day
luxuriously, in the company of a novel, by her own fireside.

With iier feet on the fender, and her head on the soft cushion of

her favourite easy-chair, she opened the book. Having read

the first chapter and part of the second, she was just lazily

turning over the leaves in search of a love-scene—when her

languid interest in the novel was suddenly diverted to an in-

cident in real life. The sitting-room door was gently opened,

and her maid appeared in a state of modest confusion.
* If you please, miss, here's a strange gentleman who comes

from Mr. Goldeaheart ; he wishes particularly to say
—

'

She paused and looked behind her. A faint and curious

smell of mingled soap and scent entered the room, followed

closely by a tall, calm, shabbily-dressed man, who laid a wiry
yellow hand on the maid's shoulder, and stopped her eflFectu-

ally before she could say a word more.
' Tnm't you think of troubling yourself to git through with

it, ni.y dear ; I'm here, and I'll finish for you.' Addressing the

maid in these encouraging terms, the stranger advanced to Re-
gina, and actually attempted to shake hands with her ! Regina
rose—and looked at him. It was a look that ought to have
daunted the boldest man living : it produced no sort of effect

on this man. He still held out his hand ; nis lean face broad-

ened with a pleasant smile. ' My name is Rufus Dingwell,' he
said. ' I come from Coolspring, Mass. ; and Amelius is my
introduction to yourself and family.' Regina silently acknow-
ledged this information by a frigid bow, and addressed herself

to the maid, waiting at the door :
—

* Don't leave the room,

Phoebe.' Rufus, inwardly wondering what Phoebe was wanted
for, proceeded to express the cordial sentiments proper to the

occasion. ' I have heard about you, miss ; and I take plea-

sure in making your acquaintance.' The unwritten laws of
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politeness obliged Regina to say something. * I have not heard
Mr. Goldonheart mention your name,' she remarked, * Are
you an old friend of his 1

' Kufus explained with genial ala-

crity. ' We crossed the Pond together, miss. I like the boy
;

he's bright and spry ; he refreshes me—he does. Wo go ahead
with most things in my country ; and friendship's one of them.

How do you find yourself? Won't you shake hands?' He
took her hand, without waiting to be repelled this time, and
shook it with the heartiest good-will. Regina shuddered
faintly : she summoned assistance in case of further familiar-

ity. ' Phcobe, tell my aunt.'

Eufus added a message on his own account ' And say this,

my dear. 1 si'icerely desire to make the acquaintance of Miss
Regina's aunt, and of any other members of the family circle.'

Phosbe left the room, smiling. Such an amusing visitor as

this was a rare person in Mr. Farnaby's house. Rufus looked

after her with unconcealed approval. The maid appeared to be
more to his taste than the mistress. * Well, that's a pretty

creature, I do declare,* he said to Regina. * Reminds me of

our American girls—slim in the waist, and carries her head
nicely. How old may she be, now ?

'

Regina expressed hei opinion of this familiar question by
pointing with silent dignity, to a chair.

* Thank you, miss ; not that one,' said Rufus. * You see I'm
long in the legs, and if I once got down as low as that, I reckon

I should have to restore the balance by putting my feet up on
the grate. And that's not manners in Great Britain—and quite

right too.'

He picked out the highest chair he could find, and admired
the workmanship as he drew it up tc the fireplace. * Most
sumptuous and elegant,' he said. * The style of the Reways-

ance, as they call it.' Regina observed with dismay that he
had not got his hat in his hand like the other visitors. He
had left it no doubt in the hall ; he looked as if he had dropped
in to spend the day, and stay to dinner.

* Well, miss, I have seen your photograph,' he resumed ; ' and
I don't much approve of it, now I see you. My sentiments are

not altogether favourable to that art. I delivered a lecture on
photographic portraiture at Coolspring; and I described it
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briefly as justice without mercy. The audience tooit the idea
;

they larfed, they did. Larfin's reminds rae of Amelius. Do
you object to his being a Christian Socialist, miss 1

'

The young lady's look, when she answered the question, was
not lost on Rufus. He registered it mentally, in case of need.
' Amelius will soon get over all that nonsense,' she said, ' when
he has been a little longer in London.'

* Possible,* Rufus admitted. * The boy is fond of you. Yes :

he loves you. I have noticed him, and I can certify to that.

I may also remark that he wants a deal of love in return. No
doubt, miss, you have observed that circumstance yourself?

'

Regina resented this last inquiry as an outrage on propriety.
* What next will he say ?

' she thought to herself. ' I must
put this presuming man in his pro[)er place.' She darted

another annihilating look at him, as she spoke in her turn.

« May I ask, Mr.—Mr.~?

'

' Dingwell,' said Rufus, prompting her.

' May I ask, Mr. Dingwell, if you have favoured me by call-

ing here at the request of Mr. Goldenheart ?
'

Genial and simple-minded as he was, eagerly as he desired to

appreciate at her full value the young lady who was to be the

wife of Amelius, Rufus felt the tone in which those words were

spoken. It was not easy to stimulate his modest sense of what
was fairly due bo him into asserting itself ; but the cold dis-

trust, the deliberate distance of Regina's manner, exhausted

the long-suffering indulgence of this singularly patient man.
' The Lord, in his mercy, preserve Amelius from marrying you,'

he thought, as he rose from his chair, and advanced with a

certain simple dignity to take leave of her.

* It did not occur to me, miss, to pay my respects to you, till

Amelius and I had parted company,' he said. ' Please to ex-

cuse me. I should have been welcome, in my country, with no
better introduction than being (as I may say) his friend and
well-wisher. If I have made a mistake

—

'

He stopped. Regina had suddenly changed colour. Instead

of looking at him, she was looking over his shoulder, apparently

at something bohind him. He turned to see what it was. A
lady, short and stout, with strange wild sorrowful eyes, had
noiselessly entered the room while he was speaking : she was
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man.

had

waiting, as it ncemod, until he had finished what he iiad to say.

When they confronted each other, she moved to meet him, with

a firm heavy step, and with her hand held out in a token of

welcome.
* You may feel equally sure, sir, of a friendly reception here,'

she said, in her steady self-possessed way. ' I am this young
lady's aunt ; and I am glad to see the friend of Amelius in my
house.' Before Rufus could answer, she turned to Regina. ' I

waited,' she went on, * to give you an opportunity of explain-

ing yourself to this gentleman. I am afraid he has mistaken
your coldness of manner for intentional rudeness.'

The colour rushed back into Regina's face—she vibrated for a

moment between anger and tears. But the better nature in her

broke its way through the constitutional shyness and restraint

which habitually kept it down. ' I meant no harm, sir,' she

said, raising her large beautiful eyes submissively to Rufus j
* I

am not used to receiving strangers. And you did ask me some
very strange questions I ' she added, with a sudden burst of

self-assertion. ' Strangers are not in the habit of saying such
things in England.' She looked at Mrs. Farnaby, listening

with impenetrable composure, and stopped in confusion. Her
aunt would not scruple to speak to the stranger about Amelius
in her presence—there was no knowing what she might have
to endure. She turned again to Rufus. 'Excuse me,' she

said, * if I leave you with my aunt—I have an engagement.'

With this trivial apology, she made her escape from the

room.
* She has no engagement,' Mrs. Farnaby briefly remarked as

the <ioor closed. * Sit down, sir.'

For once, even Rufus was not at his ease. * I can hit it off,

ma'am, with most people,' he said. * I wonder what I've done
to oflFend your niece 1

'

* My niece (with many good qualities) is a narrow-minded
young woman,' Mrs. Farnaby explained. * You are not like

the men she is accustomed to see. She doesn't understand
you—you are not a commonplace gentleman. For instance,

Mrs. Farnaby continued, with the matter-of-fact gravity of a
a woman innately inaccessible to a sense of humour, ' you have
got something strange on your hair. It seems to be melting,.
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and it smells like soap. No : it's no use taking your hand-

kerchief—your handkerchief won't mop it up. I'll get a towel.'

She opened an inner door, which disclosed a little passage, and
a bathroom beyond it. * I'm the strongest person in the house,'

she resumed, returning with a towel in her hand, as gravely as

ever. ' Sit still and don't make apologies. If any of us can
rub you dry, I'm the woman.' She set to work with the

towel, as if she had been Rufus's mother, making him present-

able in the days of his boyhood. Giddy under the violence

of the rubbing ; staggered by the contrast between the cold

reception accorded to him by the niece, and the more than

friendly welcome offered by the aunt, Rufus submitted to cir-

cumstances in docile and silent bewilderment. * There
;
you'll

do till you get home—nobody can laugh at you now,* Mrs.

Farnaby announced. ' You're an absent-minded man, I sup-

pose 1 You wanted to wash your head, and you forgot the

warm water and the towel. Was that how it happened, sir 1
'

* I thank you with all my heart, ma'am—I took it for poma-
tum,' Rufus answered. * Would you object to shaking hands
again ? This hearty welcome reminds me, I do assure you, of

home. Since I left New England, I've never met with the

like of you. I do suppose now it was my hair that set Miss

Regina's back up ? I'm not quite easy in my mind, ma'am,
about your niece. I'm sort of feared of what she may say of

me to Amelius—I meant no harm, Lord knows.'

The secret of Mrs. Farnaby's extraordinary alacrity in the

use of the towel began slowly to show itself now. The tone of

her American guest had already become the friendly and fami-

liar tone which it had been her object to establish. With a

lif^tlc management, he might be made an invaluable ally in the

great work of hindering the marriage of Amelius.
* You are very fond of your young friendf she began quietly.

'That is so, ma'am.'
'And he has told you that he has taken a liking to my

niece 1

'

* And shown me her likeness,' added Rufus.
* And shown you her likeness. And you thought you would

come here, and see for yourself what sort of girl she was 1

'

' Naturally/ Rufus admitted.
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Mrs. Farnaby revealed, without further hesit?.tion, the ob-

ject that she had in view. ' Amelius is little more than a lad,

still,' she said. ' He has got all his life before him. It would
be a sad thing if he married a girl who didn't make him hap-

py.' She turned in her chair, and pointed to the door by
which Regina left them. * Between ourselves,' she resumed,

dropping her voice to a whisper, * do you believe my niece will

make him happy 1

'

Rufus hesitated.
* I'm above family pi'ejudices,' Mrs. Farnaby proceeded.

' You needn't be afraid of offending me. Speak out.'

Itufus would have spoken out to any other woman in the

universe. This woman had preserved him from ridicule

—

this

woman had rubbed his head dry. He prevaricated.
* I don't suppose I understand the ladies in this country,' he

said.

But Mrs. Farnaby was not to be trifled with. ' If Amelius
was your son, and if he asked you to consent to his marriage
with my niece,' she rejoined, * would you say Yes 1

'

This was too much for Rufus. ' Not if he went down on
both his knees to ask me,' he answered.

Mrs. Farnaby was satisfied at last, and owned it without
reserve. * My own ojunion,' she said, * exactly expressed !

Don't be surprised. Didn't I tell you I had no family preju-

dices ] Do you know if he has spoken to my husband yet 1
'

Rufus looked at his watch. * I reckon he's just about done
it by this time.'

Mrs. Farnaby paused, and reflected for a moment. She had
already attempted to prejudice her husband against Amelius,
and had received an answer which Mr. Farnaby considered to

be final. ' Mr. Goldenheart honours us if he seeks our alliance
;

he is the representative of an old English family.' Under these

circumstances, it was quite possible that the proposals of Ame-
lius had been accepted. Mrs. Farnaby was not the less deter-

mined that the marriage should never take place, and not the
less eager to secure the assistance of her new ally. * When
will Amelius tell you about it ?

' she asked.
* When I go back to my lodgings, ma'am.'
' Go back at once-^and bear this in mind as you go. If you

'%i\
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can find out any likely way of parting these two young people

(in their own best interests), depend on one thing—if I can

help you, I will. I'm as fond of Amelias as you are. Ask
him if I haven't done my best to keep him away from my
niece. Ask him if T haven't expressed my opinion that she's

not the right wife for him. Ccme and fiee me again as soon

as you like. I'm fond of Americans. Good morning.'

Bufus attempted to express his sense of gratitude, in his

own briefly eloquent way. He was not allowed a hearing.

With one and the same action, Mrs. Farnaby patted him on the

shoulder, and pushed him out of the room.
' If that woman was an American citizen,' Rufus reflected, on

his way through the streets, ' she'd be the first female Presi-

dent of the United States !
' His admiration of Mrs. Farnaby's

energy and resolution, expressed in these strong terms, acknow-
ledged but one limit. Highly as he approved of her, there

was nevertheless an unfathomable something in^the woman's
eyes that disturbed and daunted him.

CHAPTER XIV.

UFUS found his friend at the lodgings, prostrate on the

sofa, smoking furiously. Before a word had passed be-

tween them, it was plain to the New Englander that

something had gone wrong.
* Well,' he asked ;

* and what does Farnaby say V
' Damn Farnaby !

'

Rufus was secretly conscious of an immense sense of relief.

' I call that a stiflf way of putting it,' he quietly remarked

;

* but the meaning's clear. Farnaby has said No.'

Amelius jumped off" the sofa, and planted himself defiantly

on the hearthrug.
' You're wrong for once,' he said, with a bitter^laugh. * The

exasperating part of it is that Farnaby has said neither Yes
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nor No. The oily-whiskered brute— you haven't seen him yet.

have you ?—Vegan by saying Yes. "A man like me, the heir

of a fine oF English family, honoured him by making pro-

posals j he could wish no more brilliant prospect for his dear

adopted child. She would fill the high position that was offered

to her, and fill it worthily." That was the fawning way in

which he talked to me at first ! He squeezed my hand in his

horrid cold slimy paw till, I give you my word of honour, I

felt as if I was going to be sick. Wait a little
;
you haven't

heard the worst of it yet. He soon altered his tone—it began
with his asking me, if I had " considered the question of set-

tlements." I didn't know what he meant. He had to put it

in plain English ; he wanted to hoar what my property was.
" 0, that's soon settled," I said. " I've got five hundred a
year ; and Regina is welcome to every farthing of it." He
fell back in his chair as if I had shot him ; he turned—it was
worse than pale, he positively turned green. At first he
would'nt believe me ; he declared I must be joking. I set him
right about that immediately. His next change was a change
to impudence, purse-proud impudence. " Have you not ob-

served, sir, in what style Regina is accustomed to live in my
house 1 Five hundred a year 1 Good heavens ! With strict

economy, five hundred a year might pay her milliner's bill and
the keep of her horse and carriage. Who is to pay for every-

thing else— the establishment, the dinner-parties and balls, the

tour abroad, the children, the nurses, the doctor ? I tell you
this, Mr. Goldenheart. I'm willing to make a sacrifice to you,

s a born gentleman, which I would certainly not consent to in

the case of any self-made man. Enlarge your income, sir, to

no more than four times five hundred pounds ; and I guarantee

a yearly allowance to Regina of half as much again, besides

the fortune which she will inherit at ray death. That will

make your income three thousand a year to sjtart with. I know
something of domestic expenses ; and I tell you positively, you
can't do it on a farthing less." That was his language, Rufus.

The insolence of his tone I can't attempt to describe. If I

hadn't thought of Regina, I should have behaved in a manner
unworthy of a Christian—I believe I should have taken my
\valking-cane, and given iiim a sound thrashing.'

^
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Rufus neither expressed surprise nor offered advice. He was
lost in meditation on the wealth of Mr. Farnaby. 'A sta-

tioner's business seems to eventuate in a lively profit, in this

country,' he said.

* A stationer's business ?
' Amelius repeated disdainfully.

' Farnaby has half a dozen irons in the fire beiii-^us that. He's
got a newspaper, and a patent medicine, and a new bank, and
I don't know what else. One of his own friends said to me,
" Nobody knows whether Farnaby is rich or poor ; he is going
to do one of two things—he is going to die worth millions, or

to die bankrupt." 0, if I can only live to see the day when
SociaHsm will put that sort of man in his right place

!

'

* Try a republic, on our model, first,' said Rufus. 'When
Farnaby talks of the style his young woman is accustomed to

live in, what does he mean ?

'

* He means,' Amelius answered smartly, 'a carriage to drive

out in, champagne on the table and a footman to answer the

door'
' Farnaby's ideas, sir, have crossed the water and landed in

New York,' Rufus remarked. * Well, and what did you say to

him, on your side 1
'

* I gave it to him, I can tell you I
" That's all ostentation,"

I said. " Why can't Regina and I begin life modestly 1 What
do we want with a carriage to drive out in, and champagne on
the table, and a footman to answer the door? We want to

love each other and be happy. ^Uere are thousands of as good
gentlemen as I am, in England, with wives and families, who
would ask for nothing better than an income of five hundred a
year. The fact is, Mr. Farnaby, you're positively saturated

with the love of money. Get yourNew Testament and read what
Christ says of rich people." What do you think he did, when
I put it in that unanswerable way ? He held up his hand, and
looked horrified. " I can't allow profanity in my office," says

he. " I have my New Testameut read to me in church, sir,

every Sunday." That's the sort of Christian, Rufus, who is

the average product of modern times ! He was as obstinate

as a mule, he wouldn't give way a single inch. His adopted
daughter, ho said, was accustomed to live in a certain style.

In that same style she should live when she was married, so

i-^ff
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long as he had a voice in the matter. Of course if she chose

to set his wishes and feelings at defiance, in return for all that

he had done for her, she was old enough to take her own way.

In that case, he would tell me aa plainly as he meant to tell

her, that she must not look to a single farthing of his money
to help her, and not expect to find her name down in his will.

He felt the honour of a family alliance with me as sincerely as

ever. But he must abide by the conditions that he had stated.

On those terms, he would be proud to feel that he had done

his duty by his adopted child. I let him go on until he had
run himself out—and then I asked quietly, if he could tell me
the way to increase my income to ^wo,thousand a year. How
do you think he answered me 1

'

* Perhaps he offered to utilise your capital in his business,*

Eufus guessed.
' Not he 1 He considered business quite beneath me ; my

duty to myself, as a gentleman, was to adopt a professsion On
reflection, it turned out that there was but one likely profes-

sion to try, in my case—the Law. I might be called to the

Bar, and (with luck) I might get remunerative work to do, in

eight or ten years* time. That, I declare to you, was the pros-

pect he set before me, if I chose to take his advice. I asked if

he was joking. Certainly not ! I was only one-and-twenty years

old (he reminded me) ; I should still marry young if I married at

thirty. I took up my hat, and gave him a bit of my mind at

parting. " If you really mean anything," I said. " you mean
that Eegina is to pine and fade and be a middle-aged woman,
and that I am to resist the temptations that beset a young
man in London, and lead the life of a monk for the next ten

years—and all for what ! For a carriage to ride out in, cham-
pagne on the table, and a footman to answer the door ! Keep
your money, Mr. Farnaby ; Eegina and I will do without it."

What are you laughing at ? 1 don't think you could have put

it more strongly yourself.*

Eufus suddenly recovered his gravity. ' I tell you this,

Amelius,' he replied ;
' you afford (as we say in my country)

meaty fruit for reflection—you do.'

* What do you mean by that 1

'

* Well, I reckon you remember when we were aboard the
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boat You gave us a narrative of what happened in that Com-
munity of yours, which I can truly characterise as a combination
of native eloquence and chastening good sense. I put the ques-

tion to myself, sir, what has become of that well-informed and
discreet young Christian, now he has changed the sphere to

England and mixed with the Farnabys ? It's not to be denied

that I see him before me in the flesh when I look across the

table here ; but it's equally true that I miss him altogether, in

the spirit.'

Amelius sat down again on the sofa. * In plain words,' he
said, ' you think I have behaved like a fool in this matter ?

'

Rufus crossed his long legs, and nodded his head in silent

approval. Instead of taking ofience, Amelius considered a
little.

* It didn't strike me before,' he said. * But now you mention
it, I can understand that I appear to be a simple sort of fellow

in what is called society here ; and the reason, I suspect, is

that it's not the society in which I have been accustomed to

mix. The Farnabys are new to me, Rufus. When it comes
to a question of my life at Tadmor, of what T saw and learnt

and felt in the Community—then, I can think and speak like

a reasonable being, because I am thinking and speaking of

what I know thoroughly well. Hang it, make some allowance

for the difference of circumstances ! Besides, I'm in love, and
that alters a man— and, I have heard some people say, not al-

ways for the better. Anyhow, I've done it with Farnaby, and
it can't be undone. There will be no peace for me now, till I

have spoken to Begin a. I have read the note left for me. Did
you see her^ when you called at the house ?

'

The quiet tone in which the question was put surprised

Rufus. He had fully expected, after Regina's reception of him,

to be called to account for the liberty he had taken. Amelius
was too completely absorbed by his present anxieties to con-

sider trivial questons of etiquette. Hearing that Rufus had
seen Regina, he never even asked for his friend's opinion of her.

His mind was full of the obstacles that might be interposed to

his seeing her again.
* Farnaby is sure, after what has passed between us, to keep

her out ofmy way if he can,' Amelius said. ' And Mrs. farnaby^

P'i ]''':!!
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to my certain knowledge will help him. They don't suspect

ym. Couldn't you call again—you're old enough to be her

father—and make some excuse to take her out with you for a

walkr
The answer of Hufus to this was Roman in its brevity.

He pointed to the Avindow, and said, ' Look at the rain.'

' Then I must try her maid once more,' said Amelius resign-

edly. He took his hat and umbrella. * Don't leave me, old

fellow,' he resumed as he opened the door. * This is the turn-

ing point of my life. I sadly want a friend.'

' Do you think she will marry you against the will of her

uncle and aunt 1
' Rufus asked.

* I'm certain of it,' Amelius answered. With that he left

the room.

Rufus looked after him sadly. Sympathy and sorrow were

expressed in every line of his rugged face. * My poor boy !

how will he bear it, if she says No % What will become of him,

if she says Yes ? He rubbed his hand irritably across his fore-

head, like a man wliuse own thoughts were repellent to him.

In a moment more, he plunged into his pockets, and drew out

again the letters introducing him to the secretaries of public in-

stitutions. * If there's salvation for Amelius,' he said, * I reckon

I shall find it here.'

nvm
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CHAPTER XV.

'HE medium oi correspondence between Amelius and
Regina's maid was an old woman who kept a shop for

the sale of newspapers and periodicals in a by-street

not far from Mr. Farnaby's house. From this place his letters

were delivered to the maid, under cover of the morning news-

papers—and here he found the answers waiting f c him later

in the day.' * If Rufus could only have taken her out for a

walk, I might have seen Regina, this afternoon,' thought
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Amelius. * As it is, I may have to wait till to-morrow, or later

still. And then, there's the sovereign to Phcebe.' He sighed

as he thought of the fee. Sovereigns were becoming scarce in

our young Socialist's purse.

Arriving in sight of the newsvendor's shop, Amelius noticed

a man leaving it, who walked away towards the farther end of

the street. When he entered the shop himself a minute after-

wards, the woman took up a letter from the counter. * A young
man has just left this for you,' she said.

Amelius recognised the maid's handwriting on the address.

The man whom he had seen leaving the shop was Phoebe's

messenger.

He opened the letter. Her mistress, Phoebe explained, was
too much flurried to be able to write. The master had aston-

ished the whole household by appearing among them at least

three hours before the time at which he was customed to

leave his place of business. He had found ' Mrs. Ormond*
(otherwise Regina's friend and correspondent, Cecilia) paying a

visit to his niece, and had asked to speak with her in private,

before she took leave. The result was an invitation to Regina,

from Mrs. Ormond, to stay for a little while at her house in

the neighbourhood of Harrow. The ladies were to leave Lon-
don together, in Mrs. Ormond's carriage, that afternoon. Under
stress of strong persuasion, on the part of her uncle and aunt

as well .IS of her friend, Regina had ended in giving way. But
she had not forgotten the interests of Amelius. She was willing

to see him privately on the next day, provided he left London
by the train which reached Harrow soon after eleven in the

forenoon. If it happened to rain, then he must put off his

journey until the first fine day, arriving in any case at the same
hour. The place at which he was to wait was described to

him ; and with these instructions the letter ended.

The rapidity with which Mr. Farnaby had carried out his

resolution to separate the lovers placed the weakness ofRegina's

character before Amelius in a new and startling light. Why
had she not stood on her privileges, as a woman who had ar-

rived at years of discretion, and refused to leave London until

she had first heard what her lover had to say ? Amelius had
left his American friend, feeling sure that Regina's decision

4i ';iif
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would be in his favour, when she was called upon to choose

between the man who was ready to marry her, and the man
who was nothing but her uncle by courtesy. For the first time

he now felt that his own confident anticipations might, by bare

possibility, deceive him. He returned to his lodgings, in such

a state of depression, that compassionate Eufus insisted on
taking him out to dinner, and hurried him off afterwards to

the play. Thoroughly prostrated, Amelius submitted to the

genial influence of his friend. He had not even energy enough
to feel surprised when Rufus stopped, on their way to the

tavern, at a dingy building adorned with a Grecian portico,

and left a letter and a card in charge of a servant at the side-

door.

The next day, by a happy interposition of Fortune, proved
to be a day without rain, Amelius followed his instructions

to the letter. A little watery sunshine showed itself as he left

the station at Harrow. His mind was still in such a state of

doubt and disturbance that it drew from superstition a faint

encouragement to hope. He hailed the feeble November sun-

light as a good omen.
Mr. and Mrs. Ormond's place of residence stood aione, sur-

rounded by its own grounds. A wooden fence separated the

property on one side, from a muddy little by-road, leading to a

neighbouring farm-. At a wicket-gate in this fence, giving ad-

mission to a shrubbery situated at some distance from the

house, Amelius now waited for the appearance of the maid.

After a delay of a few minutes only, the faithful Phoebe ap-

proached the gate with a key in her hand. * Where is she ]
*

Amelius asked, as the girl opened the gate for him.
* Waiting for you in the shrubbery. Stop, sir ; I have some-

thing to say to you first.'

Amelius took out his purse, and produced the fee. Even he
had observed that Phoebe was perhaps a little too eager to get

her money !

* Thank you, sir. Please to look at your watch. You mustn't
be with Miss Regina a moment longer than a quarter of an
hour.'

'Why not r
* This is the time, sir, when Mra. Ormond is engaged every
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day with her cook and housekeeper.

hour the orders will bo given—and
Miss Regina for a walk in the grounds. You will be
ruin of rae, sir, if she finds you here.* With that

ing, the maid led the way along the winding paths of the

shrubbery.
* I must thank you for your letter, Phoebe,' said Amelius, as

he followed her. * By-the-bye, who was your messenger 1

'

Phoube's answer was no answer at all. * Only a young man,
sir,' she said.

* In plain words, your sweetheart, I suppose 1

'

Phoebe's expressive silence was her only reply. She turned

a corner, and pointed to her mistress standing alone before the

entrance of a damp and deserted summer-house.
Regina put her handkerchief to her eyes, when the maid had

discreetly retired. * O,' she said softly,' ' 1 am afraid this is

very wrong I

'

Amelius removed the handkerchief by the exercise of a little

gentle force, and administered comfort under the form of a

kiss. Having opened proceedings in this way, he put his first

question, * Why did you come here 1

'

* How could I help it ?
' said Regina feebly. * They were

all against me. What else could I do 1

'

It occurred to Amelius that slie miglit, at her age, have as-

serted a will of her own. He kept his idea, however, to him-

self ; and giving her his arm, led her slowly along the path of

the shrubbery. * You have heardj I suppose, what Mr. Far-

naby expects of me 1
' he said.

'Yes, dear.'

* I call it worse than mercenary—I call it downright brutal.'

* Amelius, don't talk so !

'

Amelius came suddenly to a standstill. ' Does that mean
you agree with him 1

' he asked.
* Don't be angry with me, dear. I only meant there was

some excuse for him.'
* What excuse 1

'

* Well, you see, he has a hia;h idea of your family, and he

thought you were rich people. And—I know you didn't mean
it, Amelius—but, still, you did disappoint him.'

tjl
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Amelius dropped lier arm. This mildly-persisteut defence of

Mr. Farnaby exasperated him.
* Perhaps I have disappointed you ? ' he said.

* O, no, no ! O, how cruel you are !
' The ready tears showed

themselves again in her magnificent eyes—gentle considerate

tears that raised no storm in her bosom, and produced no un-

becoming results in her face. ' Don't be hard on me !
' she said,

appealing to him helplessly, like a charming overgrown child.

Some men might have still resisted her ; but Amelias was
not one of them. He took her hand, and pressed it tenderly.

' Regina,' he said, ' do you love me 1
'

' You know I do !

'

He put his arm around her waist, he concentrated the passion

that was in him into a look, and poured that look into her eyes.

* Do you love me as dearly as I love you 1
' he whispered.

She felt it with all the little passion that was in her. After a

moment of hesitation, she put one arm timidly round his neck,

and, bending her grand head, laid it on his bosom. Her finely-

rounded, supple,, muscular figure trembled, as if she had been

the weakest woman living. * Dear Amelius !
' she murmured

almost inaudibly. He tried to speak to her—his voice failed

him. She had, in perfect innocence, fired his young blood. He
drew her closer and closer to him : he lifted her head, with a

masterful resolution which she was not able to resist, and pressed

his kisses in hot and breathless succession on her lips. His
vehemence frightened her. She tore herself out of his arms
with 3 sudden exertion of strength that took him completely by
surprise. * I didn't think you would have been rude to me !

'

With that mild reproach, she turned away, and took the path
which led from the shrubbery to the house. Amelius followed

her, entreating that she would accept his excuses and grant him
a fc dilutes more. He modestly laid all the blame on her

beauty—he lamented that he had not resolution enough to re-

sist the charm of it. When did that commonplace compliment
ever fail to produce its effect ? Regina smiled with the weakly
complacent good-nature, which was only saved from being con-

temptible by its association with her personal attractions.

* Will you promise to behave 1
' she stipulated. And Amelius,

not very eagerly, promised.
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we have a right to bo married whenever we like.' Ameliua
pronounced this last oracular sentence with his head held high,

and a pleasant inner persuasion of the convincing manner in

which he had stated his case.

' Without my uncle to give me away !

' Regina exclaimeJ.
* Without my aunt ! With no bridesmaids, and no friends, and
no wedding-breakfast ! Amelias, what can you be thinking

of ]
' She drew back a step and looked at him in helpless

consternation.

For the moment, and the moment only, Amelius lost aU
patience with her. ' If you really loved me,' he said bitterly,

' you wouldn't think of the bridesmaids and the breakfast 1

'

Regina had her answer ready in her pocket—she took out her

handkerchief. Before she could lift it to her eyes, Amelius re-

covered himself. ' No, no,' he said, * I didn't mean that—1 am
sure you love me—take my arm again. Do you know, Regina,

I doubt whether your uncle has told you everything that passed

between us. Are you really aware of the hard terms that he
insists on % He expects nie to increase my five hundred a year

to two thousand, before he will sanction our marriage.'
* Yes, dear, he told me that.'

' I have as much chance of earning fifteen hundred a year,

Regina, as I have of being made King of England. Did he tell

you that 1
'

* He doesn't agree with you, dear—he thinks you might earn
it (with your abilities) in ten years.'

This time it was the turn ofAmelious to look at Regina in help-

less consternation. * Ten years ]
' he repeated. * Do you coolly

contemplate waiting ten years before we are married 1
' Good

heavens'? is it possible that you are thinking of the moi:ey1

that you can't live without carriages and footmen, and ostenta-

tion and grandeur— %

'

He stopped. For once, even Regina showed that she had
spirit enough to be angry. ' You ought to be ashamed of your-

self to speak to me in that way I
' she broke out indignantly.

* If you have no better opinion of me than that, I won't marry
you at all—no, not if you had fifty thousand a year, sir, to-

morrow ! Am I to have no sense of duty to my uncle—to the

good man who has been a second father to me 1 Do you think
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I am ungrateful enough to set his wishes at defiance 1 0, yes,

I know you don't like him ! I know that a great many people

don't like him. That doesn't make any difference to Me. But

for dear uncle Farnaby, 1 might have gone to the workhouse, I

might have been a starving needlewoman, a poor persecuted

maid-of-all-work. Am I to forget that, because you have no

patience, and only think of yourself 1 0, I wish I had never

met with you I I wish I had never been fool enough to be so

fond of you as I am !
' With that confession, she turned her

back on him, and took refuge in her handkerchief once more.

Amelius stood looking at her in silent despair. After the

tone in which she had spoken of her obligations to her uncle,

it was useless to anticipate any satisfactory result from the ex-

ertion of his influence over Regina. Recalling what he had
seen and heard in Mrs. Farnaby's room, Amelius could not

doubt that the motive of pacifying his wife was the motive

which had first led Farnaby to receive Regina into his house.

Was it unreasonable or unjust to infer that tiie orphan child

must have been mainly indebted to Mrs. Farnaby's sense of

duty to the memory of her sister for the parental protection

afforded to her from that time forth ] It would have been use-

loss, and worse than useless, to place before Regina such con-

siderations as these. Her exaggerated idea of the gratitude

r^hat she owed to her uncle was beyond the limited reach of

reason. Nothing was to be gained by opposition ; and no sen-

sible course was left but to say some peace-making words and
subniit

* I beg your pardon, Regina, if I have ofiended you. You
have sadly disappointed me. I haven't deliberately misjudged

you ; I can say no more.'

She turned round quickly, and looked at him. There was
an ominous change to resignation in his voice, there was a

dogged submission in his manner, that alarmed her. She had
never yet seen him under the perilously-patient aspect in

which he now presented himself, after his apology had been
made.

' I forgive you, Amelius, with all my heart,' she said—and
timidly held out her hand.

He took it, raised it silently to his lips, and dropped it again.

;
}
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She suddenly turned pale. All the love that she had in her

to give to a man, she had given to Amelias. Her heart sank
;

she asked herself, in blank terror, if she had lost him.
' 1 am aiiaid it is / who have offended you,' she said. * Don't

be angry with me, Amelius ! don't make me more unhappy
than 1 am.'

*I am not in the least angry,' he answered, still in tlie quiet

subdued way that terrified her. * You can't expect me, Regina,.

to contemplate a ten years' engagement cheerfully.'

She took his hand, and held it in both her own hands—held
it, as if his love for her was there and she was determined not
to let it go.

* If you will only leave it to me,' she pleaded, ' the engage-
ment sha'n't be so long as that. Try my uncle with a little

kindness and respect, Amelius, instead of saying hard words to

him. Or let me try him, if you are too proud to give way. May
I say that you had no intention of offejiding him, and that you
are willing to leave the future to me ?

'

' Certainly,' said Amelius, ' if you think it will l)e of the

slightest use. ' Kis tone added more ; his tone said plainly, ' I

don't believe in him, mind, as you do.'

She still persisted. ' It will be of the greatest use,' sli*^ went
on. * He will let me go home again, and he will not object to

your coming to see me. He doesn't like to be despised and
set at defiance—who does ? Be patient, Amelius ; and I will

persuade him to expect less money from you—only what you
can earn, dear, with your talents, long before ten years have
passed.* She. waited for a word of reply which might show
that she had encouraged him a little. He only smiled. ' Vou
talk of loving me,' she saiil, drawing back from him with a

look of reproach ;
* and you don't even believe what I say to

you.' She stopped, and looked behind her with a faint cry of

alarm. Hurried footsteps were audible on the other side of the

evergreens that screened them. Amelius stepped back to a

turn in the path, and discovered Phoebe.
* Don't stay a moment longer, sir I

' cried the girl. ' I've

been to the house—and Mrs. Ormond isn't there- -and no-

body knows where she is. Get out by the gate, sir, while you
have the chance.'
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Amelias returned to Regina. ' I mustn't get the girl into a

scrape/ he said. * You know where to write to me. Good-
bye.'

Regina made a sign to the maid to retire. Amelius had
never taken leave of her as he was taking leave of her now. She
forgot the fervent embrace and the daring kiss—she was des-

perate at the bare idea of losing him. * Amelius, don't doubt

that I love you ! Say you believe I love you I Kiss me before

you go !
' He kissed her—but, ah, not as he had kissed her

before. He said the words she wanted him to say—but only to

please her, not with all his heart. She let him go ; reproaches

would be wasted at that moment. Phoebe found her pale and
immovable, rooted to the spot on which they had parted. 'Dear,

dear me, miss, what's gone wrong ?
' And her mistress answered

wildly, in words that had never before passed her placid lips.

' Phoebe, I wish I was dead !

'

t iji
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CHAPTER XVI.

UCH was the impression left on the mind of Regina by
the interview in the shrubbery.

The impression left on the mind of Amelius was stated

in equally strong language, later in the day. Hii American
friend asked innocently for news, and was ansnovtrd in these

terms

:

' Find something to occupy my mind, Rufus, or 1 , .'la'l throw

the whole thing over and go to the devil.'

Tlie wise man from New England was too wise to trouble

Amelius with questions, under these circumstances. ' Is that

so %
' was all he said. Then he put his hand in his pocket, and,

producing a letter, laid it quietly on the table.

* For me ?
' Amelius asked.

* You wanted something to occupy your mind,* the wily

Rufus answered. ' There 'tis.'
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Amelius read the letter. It was dated, * Hampden Institu-

tion.' The secretary invited Amelius, in highly complimentary

terms, to lecture, in the hall of the Institution, on Christian

Socialism as taught and practised in the Community at Tadmor.
He was offered two-thirds of the profits derived from the sale

of places, and was left free to appoint his own evening (at a

Week's notice) and to issue his own advertisements. Minor
details were reserved to bo discussed with the secretary, when
the lecturer had consented to the arrangement proposed to him.

Having finished the letter, Amelius looked at his friend,
* This is your doing,' he said.

Rufus admitted it, with his customary candour. He had a

letter of introduction to the secretary, and he had called by
appointment that morning. The Institution wanted something
new to attract the members and the public. Having no present

intention of lecturing himself, he had thought of Amelius, and
had spoken his thought. * I mentioned,' Rufus added slyly,

' that I didn't reckon you would mount the platform. But he's

a sanguine creature, that secretarj»—and he said he'd try.*

'Why should I say No]' Amelius asked, a little irritably.

* The secretary pays me a compliment, and offers me an oppor-

tunity of spreading our principles. Perhaps,' he added, more
quietly, after a moment's reflection, ' you thought I might not

be equal to the occasion—and, in that case, I don't say you
were wrong.'

Rufus shook his head. * If you had passed your life in this

decrepid little island,' he replied, * I might have doubted you,

likely enough. But Tadmor's situated in < he United States. If

they don't practise the boys in the art of orating, don't you tell

me there's an American citizen with a voice in that society.

Guess again, my son. You won't 1 Well, then, 'twas uncle

Farnaby I had in my mind. I said to myself—not to the secre-

tary—Amelius is bound to consider uncle Farnaby. 0, my,
what would uncle Farnaby say %

'

The hot temper of Amelius took fire instantly. * What tlie

devil do I care for Farnaby 's opinions?' he burst out. *If

there's a man in England who wants the principles of Christian

Socialism beaten into his thick head, it's Farnaby. Are you
going to see the secretary again 1

'
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'I might look in,' liiifiis answered, 'in the course of the

evening.'
' Tell him I'll give the lecture—with my compl'iments and

tlianks. If I can only succeed,' pursued Amelius, heating him-

self with the new idea, I may make a name as a lecturer, and a

name means money, and money means beating Farnaby with

his own weapons. It's an opening for me, Rufus, at this crisis

of my life.'

' That is so,' Rufus admitted. ' I may as well look up the se-

cretary.'

' Why shouldn't I go with you"?' Amelius suggested.
* Why not ?

' Rufus agreed.

They left the house together.

Late that night Amelius sat alone in his room, making notes

fur the lecture which he had now formally engaged himself to

<leliver in a week's time.

Thanks to his American education (as Rufus had supposed),

he had not been without ]»ractiee in the art of public speaking,

lie had learnt to face Ins ftjlow-creatures in the act of oratory,

and to hear the sound of his own voice in a silent assembly

without trembling from head to foot. English newspapers

were regularly sent to Tadmor, and English politics were fre-

quently discussed in the little parliament of the Community.
The prospect of addressing a new audience, with their sympa-
thies probably against him at the outset, had itc terrors un-

doubtedly. But the more formidable consideration, to the mind
of Amelius, was presented by the limits imposed on him in the

matter of time. The lecture was to be succeeded (at the re-

quest of a clerical member of the Institution) by a ])ublic dis-

cussion ; and the secretary's expeiience suggested that the lec-

turer would do well to reduce his address within the compass
of an hour. * Socialism is a large subject to be squeezed into

that small space,' Amelius had objected. And the secretary

fcighed, and answered, * They won't listen any longer.'

Making notes, from time to time, of the points on which it

was most desirable to insist, and on the relative positions which
they should occupy in his lecture, the memory of Amelius be-

came more and absorbed in recalling the scenes in which his

his early life had been passed.
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He laid down his pen, as tlie clock of the nearest church

struck the fiist dark hour of the morning, and let his thoughts

take him back again, without interruption or restraint, to the

hills and vales of Tadmor. Once more the kind old Elder

Brother taught him the noble lessons of Christianity as they

came from the inspired Teacher's own lips ; once more he took

his turn of healthy work in the garden and ^.he field ; once

more the voices of his companions joined with him in the even-

ing songs, and the timid little figure of Mellicent stood at his

side, content to hold the music-book and listen. How poor,

how corrupt, did the life look that he was leading now, by com-

parison with the lifo. that he had led in those earlier and hap-

pier .-"ays ! How shamefully he had forgotten the simple pre-

cepts of Chrstian humility. Christian sympathy, and Christian

self-restraint, in which his teachers had trusted as the safeguards

that were to preserve him from the foul contact of the world !

Within the last two days only, he had refused to make merci-

ful allowance for the errors of a man, whose life had been
wasted in the sordid struggle upward from poverty to wealth
—and, worse yes, he had cruelly distressed the poor girl who
loved him, at the prompting of those 3elfi.:h passions which it

was his first and foremost duty to restrain. The bare remem-
brance of it was unendurable to him, in his present frame of

mind. With his customary impetuosity, he snatched up the

pen, to make atonement before he went to rest that night. He
wrote in few words to Mr. Farnaby, declaring that he regretted

having spoken impatiently and contemptuously at the interview

between them and expressing the hope that their experience of

each other, in the time to come, might perhaps lead to accepta-

ble concessions on either side. His letter to Regina was writ-

ten, it is needless to say, in warmer terms and at much greater

length : it was the honest outpouring of his love and his peni-

tence. When the letters were safe in their envelopes he was
not satisfied, even yet. No matter what the hour might be,

there was no ease of mind for Amelius, until he had actually

posted his letters. He stole down-stairs, and softly unbolted
the door, and hurried away to the nearest letter-box. When
)je let himself in again with his latch-key, his mind was relieved

'
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at last. * Now,' he thought as he lit his bedroom candle, * I can

go to sleep !

'

A visit from Rufus was the first event of the day.

The two set to work together to draw out the necessary ad-

vertisement of the lecture. It was well calculated to attract

attention in certain quarters. The announcement addressed

itself, in capital letters, to all honest people who were poor and
discontented. * Come, and hear the remedy which Christian

Socialism provides for your troubles, explained to you by a

friend and a brother ; and pay no more than sixpence for the

place that you occupy.' The necessary information as to time

and place followed this appeal ; including the offer of reserved

seats at higher prices. By advice of the secretary, the adver-

tisement was not sent to any journal having its circulation

among the wealthier classes of society. It appeared promi-

nently in one daily paper and in two weekly papers ; the three

possessing an aggregate sale of four hundred thousand copies.

* Assume only five readers to each copy,' cried sanguine Amelius,
* and we appeal to an audience of two millions. What a mag-
nificent publicity !

*

There was one inevitable result of magnificent publicity

which Amelius failed to consider. His advertisements were
certain to bring people together, who might otherwise never

have met in the great world of London, under one roof. All

over England, Scotland, and Irelaiid, he invited unknown
guests to pass the evening with him. In such circumstances,

recognitions may take place between persons who have lost

sight of each other for years ; conversations may be held, which
might otherwise never have been exchanged ; and results may
follow, for which the hero of the evening may be innocently

responsible, because two or three among his audience happen
to be sitting to hear him on the same bench. A man who opens

his doors and invites the public indiscriminately to come in

runs the risk of playing with inflammable materials, and can

never be sure at what time or in what direction they may ex-

plode.

Rufus himself took the fair copies of the advertisement to

the nearest agent. Amelius stayed at home to think over his

lecture.

He was interrupted by the arrival of Mr. Farnaby's answer
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to his letter. The man of the oily whiskers wrote courteously

and guardedly. He was evidently flattered and pleased by
the advance that had been made to him ; and he was quite

willing, ' under the circumstances,' to give the lovers opportu-

nities of meeting at his house. At the same time, he limited

the number of the opportunities. ' Once a week, for the pre-

sent, my dear sir. Kegina will doubtless write to you, when
she returns to London.'

Regina wrote, by return of post. The next morning Ame-
lius received a letter from her which enchanted him. She had
never loved him as she loved him now ; she longed to see him
again ; she had prevailed on Mrs. Ormond to let her shorten

her visit, and to intercede for her with the authorities at

home. They were to return together to London on the after-

noen of the next day. Amelius would be sure to find her, if

he arranged to call in time for five-o'clock tea.

Towards four o'clock on the next day, while Amelius was
putting the finishing touches to his dress, he was informed that
' a young person wished to see him,* The visitor proved to

be Phoebe, with her handkerchief to her eyes ; indulging in

grief, in humble imitation of her young mistress's gentle method
of proceeding on similar occasions.

* Good God !
' cried Amelius, ' has anything happened to

Regina 1

'

' No, sir,' Phoebe murmured behind the handkerchief.
* Miss Regina is at home, and well.'

* Then wbat are you crying about 1

'

Phoebe forgot her mistress's gentle method. She answered,

with an explosion of sobs, ' I'm ruined, sir !

'

' What do you mean by being ruined ?
' Who's done it 1

'

' You've done it, sir !

*

Amelius started. His relations with Phoebe had been purely

and entirely of the pecuniary sort. She v,ras a showy pretty

girl, with a smart little figure—but with some undeniably bad
lines, which only observant physiognomists remarked, about

her eyebrows and her mouth. Amelius was not a physiogno-

mist ; but he was in love with Regina, which at his age came
to the same thing. It is only men over forty who can court

the mistress, with reserves of admiration to spare for the piaid,
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* Sit tlovvn,' said Amelius ;
* and tell rae in two words what

you moan.*

Phoebe sat down, and dried her eyes. ' 1 have been infa-

mously treated, sir, by Mr.s. Farnaby,' she began—and stopped,

overpowered by the bare, remembrance of her wrongs. She

was angry enough, at that moment, to be off her guard. The
vindictive nature that was in the girl found its way outward,

and showed itself in her face. Amelius perceived the change,

and began to doubt wliether Phoebe was quite worthy of the

place which she had hitherto held in his estimfition,,

' Surely there must be some mistake,' he said. * What op-

portunity has Mrs. Farnaby had of ill-treating you ] You
have only just got back to London.'

' I beg your pardon, sir, we got back sooner than we expected.

Mrs. Ormond had business in town ; and she left Miss Regina

at her own door, nearly two hours since.'

'Welir.
' Well, sir, I had hardly taken off my bonnet and shawl,

when I was sent for by Mrs. Farnaby. " Have you unpacked

your box yet 1 " says she. I told her I hadn't had time to do

so. "You needn't trouble yourself to unpack," says she,

" You are no longer in Miss Regina's service. There are your

wages—with a month's wages besides, in place of the custo-

mary warning." I'm only a poor girl, sir, but I up and spoke

to her as plain as she spoke to me. " 1 want to know," I says,

"why I am sent away in this uncivil manner?" I couldn't

possibly repeat what she said. My blood boils when I think

of it!' Phoebe declared, with melodramatic vehemence.

'Somebody has found us out, sir. Somebody has told Mrs.

Farnaby of your private meeting with Miss Regina in the

shrubbery, and the money you kindly gave me. I believe

Mrs. Ormond is at tlie bottom of it
;
you remember nobody

knew where she was, when I thought she was in the house

speaking to the cook. That's guess-work, I allow, so far.

What is certain is, that I have been spoken to as if I was

the lowest creature that walks the streets. Mrs. Farnaby
refuses to give me a character, sir. She actually said she

would call in the police, if I didn't leave the house in half

an hour, How am I to get another place, without a charac-
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ter? I'm a ruined girl, that's what 1 am—and all through

You.'

Threatened at this point with an illnstrativw onthurst of

sobhing, Amelius was simple enough to try the consoling influ-

ence of a sovereign. ' Why don't you speak to Miss Regina]'

he asked. * You know she will help you.'
' She has done all she can, sir. I have nothing to say against

Miss Regina -she's a good creature. She came into the room,

and begged, and prayed, and took all the blame on herself.

Mrs. Farnaby wouldn't hear a word. " I'm mistress here,"

she says ;
" you had better go back to your room." Ah,

Mr. Amelius, I can tell you Mrs. Farnaby is your enemy as

well as mine ! you'll never marry her niece if she can stop it.

I\Iark my words, sir, that's the secret of the vile manner in

which she has used me. My conscience is clear, thank Grd.

I've tried to serve the cause of true love—and I'm not ashamed
of it. Never mind ! my turn is to come. I'm only a poor

servant, sent adrift in the world without a character. Wait a

little ! you see if I am not even (and better than even) with

Mrs. Farnaby, before long ! / know, ichat I know. I am not

going to say any more than that. She shall rue the day,' cried

Phoebe, relapsing into melodrama again, ' when she turned me
out of the house like a thief ?

'

'Come! come!' said Amelius, sharply, * you mustn't speak

in that way.'

Phoebe, had got her money : she could afford to be inde-

pendent. She rose from her chair. The insolence which is the

almost invariable accompaniment of a sense of injury among
Englishwomen of her class expressed itself in her answer to

Amehns. * I speak as I think, sir. I have some spirit in me ;

1 am not a woman to be trodden underfoot—and so Mrs. Far-

naby shall find, befo:*e she is many days older.'

' Phcebe ! Phoebe ! you are talking like a heathen. If Mrs.

Farnaby has behaved to you with unjust severity, set her an

example of moderation on your side. It's your duty as a

Christian to forgive injuries.'

Phoebe burst out laughing. ' He-hee-hee I Thank you, sir,

for a sermon as well as a sovereign. You have been most kind,

indeed !
' She changed suddenly from irony to anger. * I
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never was called a heathen before ! Considering what I have
done for you, I think you might at least have been civil. Good
afternoon, sir.' She lifted her saucy little snub-nose, and
walked with dignity out of the room.

For the moment, Amelius was amused. As he heard the

house-door closed, he turned laughing to the window, for a last

look at Phoebe in the character of an injured Christian. In an
instant the smile left his lips—he changed colour, and drew
back from the window with a start.

A man had been waiting for Phcebe, in the street. At the

moment when Amelius looked out, she had just taken his arm.

He glanced back at the house, as they walked away together.

Amelius immediately recognised, in Phoebe's companion (and

sweetheart), a vagabond Irishman, nick-named Jervy, whose
face he had seen at Tadmor. Employed as one of the agents

of the Community in transacting their business with the neigh-

bouring town, he had been dismissed for misconduct, and had
been unwisely taken back again, at the intercession of a respect-

able person who believed in his promises of amendment.
Amelius had suspected this man of being the spy who officiously

informed against Mellicent and himself; but having discovered

no evidence to justify his suspicions, he had remained silent on
the subject. It was now quite plain to him that Jervy's ap-

pearance in London could only be attributed to a second

dismissal from the service of the Community, for some offence

suflficiently serious to oblige him to take refuge in England. A
more disreputable person it was hardly possible for Phoebe to

have become acquainted with. In her present vindictive mood,
he would be emphatically a dangerous companion and counsel-

lor. Amelius felt this so strongly, that he determined to follow

them, on the chance of finding out where Jervy lived. Un-
happily, he had only arrived at this resolution after a lapse

of a minute or two. He ran into the street—but it was too

late ; not a trace of them was to be discovered. Pursuing his

way to Mr. Farnaby's house, he decided on mentioning what
had happened to Regina. Her aunt had not acted wisely in

refusing to let the maid refer to her for a character. She would
do well to set herself right with Phcebe, in this particular,

before it was too late.

lii ? X \\
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CHAPTER XVII.
'I

RS. FARNABY stood at the door of her own room, and
looked at her niece with an air of contemptuous curi-

osity.

* Well 1 You and your lover have had a fine time of it

together, I suppose ] What do you want here ?

'

* Amelius wishes particularly to speak to you, aunt.'
* Tell him to save himself the trouble. He may reconcile

your uncle to his mi rriaye —he won't reconcile Me.'
' It's not about thi.t, aunt ; it's about Phoebe.'
* Does he want me to take Phoebe back again 1

'

At that moment Amelius appeared in the hall, and answered

the question himself. * L want to give you a word of warning,'

he said.

Mrs. Farnaby smiled grimly. ' That excites my curiosity,'

she replied. * Come in. I don't want you,' she added, dismiss-

ing her niece at the door. ' So you're willing to wait ten years

for Regina ?
' she continued, when Amelius was alone with her.

' I'm disappointed in you
)
you're a poor weak creature, after

all. What about that young hussy, Phoebe?

'

Amelius told her unreservedly all that had passed between
the discarded maid and himself; not forgetting before he con-

cluded, to caution her on the subject of the maid's companion,
' 1 don't know what that man may not do to mislead Phoebe,'

he said. * If I were you, I wouldn't drive her into a corner.'

Mrs. Farnaby eyed him scornfully from head to foot. ' You
used to have the spirit of a man in you,' she answered. ' Keep-
ing company with Regina has made you a milksop already. If

you want to know what I think of Phoebe and her sweetheart—
' she stopped, and snapped her fingers. ' There !

' she said,

* that's what I think ! Now go back to Regina. I can tell you
one thing— she will never be your wife.'

Amelius looked at her in quiet surprise. ' It seems odd,' he
remarked, ' that you should treat me as you do, after what
you said to me, the last time I was in this room. You expect

me to help you in the dearest wish of your life—and you do
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everythiii«5 y*"^ <^'*" ^'^ thwart tlu? dearest wish of mij life. A
man can't keep his tcMiipt^- uikUu* contiimal provocaLiuii. Sup-

pose I refuse to lu'lp you I

'

Mrs. l'arrial)y h)oit(Ml at hiia with the most (exasperating

composure. * 1 defy you to do it,' slie answered.
' You defy uie to do it

!

' Amelias exclaimed.
* Do you take me for a fool f Mrs. b'aruaby wtmt on. ' Do you

think I don't know you l)etter than you know yourself] ' She
stepped up close to him; her voice sank suddenly to low and
tender tones. * If that last unlikely chance should turn out in

my favour,' she went on ;
* if you really did meet with my poor

girl, one of these days, and knew that you had met with her

—

do you mean to say you could bc^ cruel enough, no matter how
badly I behaved to you, to tell m»? nothing about it 1 Is Dud
the heart I can feel beating under my hand { Is that the

Christianity you learnt at Tadmor I Pooh, pooh, you foolish

boy ! (jto back to Regina ; and tell her you have tried to

frighten me, and you lind it won't do.'

The luixt day was Saturday. T'"e advertisement of the lec-

ture appeared m the newspapers. tus confessed that he had
been extravagant enough, in ti .v*se of the two weekly

journals, to occupy half a page. * The public,' he explained,
' have got a nasty way of overlooking adver^twments of a

modest and retiring cliaracter. Hit 'em in the eyes when
they open the paper, or you don't hit 'em at all.*

Among the members of the public attracted by the new an-

nouncement, Mrs. Farnaby was one. She honoured Amelius
with a visit at his lodgings. * 1 called you a poor weak creature

yesterday ' (these were her first words on entering the room)

;

' 1 talked like a fool. You're a splendid fellow ; I respect your

courage, and I shall attend your lecture. Never mind what
Mr. Farnaby and Kegina say. Kegina's poor little conventional

soul is shaken, I daresay
;
you needn't expect to have my

niece among your audience. But Farnaby is a humbug, as

usual. He affects to be horrified ; he talks big about breaking

off the match. In his own self, he's bursting with curiosity to

know how you v'll get through with it. I tell you this—he

will sneak into the hall and stand at the back where no-

body can see him. I shall go with him ; and, when you're on
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)u're on

tlio jiliitforni, I'll hold up my hjindkorchicif liku this. Tin-n

you'll know lui's thtirc. Hit him hard, Arnrlius—hit him hard !

When! is your Iriond, Rufus \ Junt j^oim; away ] 1 like that

AmjM'ican. (»iv»! him my love, and tell him to comvi and sec

me,' She left the room as abruptly an blie had enticed it.

Amelius l(j(jk(!d after her in amazement. Mrs. Farnaby was
not like herself; Mrs. Farnaby was in j^ood spirits!

Kegina's opini(>n of the lecture arrived by post.

Every other word in her hotter was urnhirlined ; half the

sentences began M-ith ' Oh !

'; Kegina was shocked, astonished,

ashamed, alarmed. What would Amelius <lo next] Why had

he deceived her, and left her to finu it out in the papers ] He
had undone all the good effect of those charming letters to her

father and herself. Ho had no idea of the disgust ami abhor-

rence which respectable people would feel at his odious Social-

ism. Was she never to know another happy moment ] and was
Amelius to b(! the cause of if? and so on, and so on.

Mr. Farnabv's protest followed, delivered by Mr. Farnaby
himself. He kept his gloves on when he called ; he was solemn

and pathetic ; he remonstrated, in the character of one of the

ancestors of Amelius ; he pitied the ancient family ' mouldering
in the sileut grave;' he would abstain from deciding in a hurry,

but his daughter's feelings were outraged, and he feared it

would be his duty to break off the match. Amelius, with

perfect good temper, offered him a free admission, and asked

him to hear the lecture and decide for himself whether there

was any harm in it. Mr. Farnaby turned his head away from
the ticket as if it was something indecent. * Sad ! sad !

* That
was his only farewell to the gentleman-socialist.

On the Sunday (being the only day in London on which a

man can use his brains without being interrupted by street

music), Amelius rehearsed his lecture. On the Monday, he paid

his weekly visit to Kegina.

She was reported—whether truly or not it was impossible

for him to discover—to have gone out in the carriage with Mrs.

Ormond. Amelius wrote to her in soothing and affectionate

terms, suggesting, as he had' suggested to her father, that she

should wait to hear the lecture before she condemned it. In

the mean time, he entreated her to remember that they had
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promised to be true to on*^ another, in time and eternity

—

Socialism notwithstanding.

The answer caine back by private messenger. The tone was
serious. Regina's principles forbade her to attend a Socialist

lecture. She hoped Amelius was in earnest in writing as he

did about time and eternity. The subject was very awful to a

rightly-constituted mind. On the next page, some mitigation

of this severity followed in a postscript. Regiua would wait

at home to see Amelius, the day after his ' regrettable appear-

ance in public'

The evening of Tuesday was the evening of the lecture.

Itufus posted himself at the ticket-taker's office, in the inter-

ests of Amelius. ' Even sixpences do sometimes stick to a

man's fingers, on their way from the public to the money-box,'
he remarked. The sixpences did indeed flo v in rapidly ; the

advertisements had, so far, produced their effect. But the

reserved seats sold very slowly. The members of the Institu-

tion, who were admitted for nothing, arrived in large numbers,
and secured the best places. Towards eight o'clock (the hour
at which tlie lecture was to begin), the sixpenny audience was
still pouring in. Kufus recognised Phoebe among the late ar-

rivals, escorted by a person in the dress of a gentleman, v/ho

was palpably a blackguard nevertheless. A short stout lady

followed, who warmly shook hands with Rufus, and said ' Let
me introduce you to Mr. Farnaby.' Mr. Farnaby's mouth and
chin were shrouded in a wrapper ; his hat was over his eye-

brows. Rufus observed that he looked as if he was ashamed of

himself. A gaunt dirty savage old woman, miserably dressed,

offered her sixpence io the money-taker, while the two gentle-

men were shaking hands ; the example, it is needless to say,

being set by Rufus. The old woman looked attentively at all

tliat was visible of Mr. Farnaby—-that is to say, at his eyes and
whiskers—by the gas-lamp hanging in the corridor. She in-

stantly drew back, though she had got her ticket ; waited uniil

Mr. Farnaby had paid for his wife and himself ; and then fol-

lowed close behind them, into the hall.

And why not i The advertisements addressed thip wretched

old creature as one of the poor and discontented public. Six-

teen years r.go, John Farnaby had put his own child into that
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woman's hands at Ramsgate, and had never seen either of them
since.

Entering the hall, Mr. Farnaby discovered without difficulty

tlio position of modest retirement of which he was in search.

The cheap seats were situated, as usual, on that part of the

floor of the building which was farthest from the platform. A
gallery at this end of the hall threw its shadow over the hin-

dermost benches and the gangway by which they were ap-

proached. In the sheltering obscurity thus produced, Mr.
Farnaby took his place ; standing in the corner formed by
the angle at which the two walls of the building met, with his

dutiful wife at his side. Still following them, unnoticed in the

crowd, the old woman stopped at the extremity of the hinder-

most bench, looked close at a smartly-dressed young man who
occupied the last seat at the end, and who paid marked atten-

tion to a pretty girl sitting by him ; and whispered in his ear,

* Now then, Jervy ! can't you make room for Mother Sowler ?

'

The man started and looked round. * You here !
' he ex-

claimed with an oath.

Before he could say more, Phoebe whispered to him on the

other side, * What a horrid old creature ! How did you ever

come to know her ?
' At the same moment, Mrs. Sowler reit-

erated her request in more peremptory language. ' Do you
hear, Jervy—do you hear? Sit a little closer.'

Jorvy apparently had his reasons for treating the expression

of Mrs. Sowler's wishes with deference, shabby as she was.

Making abundant apologies, he asked his neighbours to favour

him by sitting a little nearer to each other, and so contrived to

leave a morsel of vacant space at the edge of the bench. Phoebe,

making room under protest, began to whisper again. * What
does she mean by calling you Jervy 1 She looks like a beggar.

Tell her your name is Jervis.' The reply she received did not
encourage her to say more. ' Hold your tongue ; I have rea-

sons for being civil to her—you be civil too.'

He turned to Mrs. Sowler, with the readiest submission to

ciroutnstances. Under the surface of his showy looks and his

vulgar facility of manner, there lay hidden a substance of callous

villany and impenetrable cunning. He had in him the materials

out of which the clever murderers are made, who baffle the po-
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lice. If he could have done it with impunity, he would have

destroyed without remorse the squalid old creature who sat by

him, and who knew enough of his past career in England to

send him to penal servitude for life. As it was, he spoke to

her with a spurious condescension and good humour. ' Why it

must be ten years, Mrs. Sowler, since I last saw you ! What
have you been doing 1

'

The woman frowned at him as she answered. ' Can't you
look at me, and see 1 Starving !

' She eyed his gaudy watch

and chain greedily. ' Money don't seem to be scarce with you.

Have you made your fortune in America ]
*

He laid his hand on her arm, and pressed it warningly.
' Hush !

' he said under his breath. * We'll talk about that,

after the lecture.' His bright, shifty black eyes turned furtively

towards PhoBbe—and Mrs. Sowler noticed it. The girl's sav-

ings in service had paid for his jewellery and fine clothes. She
silently resented his rudeness in telling her to 'hold her tongue ;'

sitting, sullen, with her impudent little nose in the air. Jervy

tried to include her indirectly in his conversation with his

shabby old friend. ' This young lady,' he said, * knows Mr.

Goldenheart. She feels sure he'll break down ; and we've come
here to see the fun. I don't hold with Socialism myself—I am
for, what my favourite newspaper ca^io, the altar and throne.

In short, my politics are Conservative.' ' Your politics are in

your girl's pocket,' muttered Mrs. Sowler ;
' how long will her

money last 1
' Jervy tuned a deaf ear to the interruption.

* And what has brought you here 't
' he went on, in his most in-

gratiating way. * Did you see the advertisement in the papers ?

'

Mrs. Sowler answered loud enough to be heard above the hum
of talking in the sixpenny places. * I was having a drop of

gin, and I saw the paper at the public-house. I'm one of the

discontented poor. I hate rich people ; and I'm ready to pay

my sixpence to hear them abused.' * Hear, hear !
' said a man

near, who looked like a shoemaker. * I hope he'll give it to

the aristocracy 1 * added one of the sY oemaker's neighbours, ap-

parently a groom out of place. * I'm sick of the aristocracy,'

cried a woman with a fiery face and a crushed bonnet ;
* it's

them as swallows up the money ; what business have they with

their palaces and their parks, when my husband's out of work,
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and my children hungry at home ?
' The acquiescent shoemaker

listened with admiration. ' Very well put,' he said ;
* very well

put.'

These expressions of popular feeling reached the respectable

ears of Mr. Farnaby. ' Do you hear those wretches ]
' he said

to his wife.

Mrs. Farnaby seized the welcome opportunity of irritating

him. * Poor things !
* she answered. ' In their place, we should

talk as they do.'

' You had better go into the reserved seats,' rejoiMcd her hus-

band, turning from her with a look of disgust. * There's plenty

of room. Why do you stop here ?

'

* I could not think of leaving you, my dear ! How do you
like my American friend 1

'

* I am astonished at your taking the liberty of introducing

him to me. You knew perfectly well that I was here incognito.

What do I care about a wandering American 1
'

Mrs. Farnaby persisted as maliciously as ever. * Ah, but you
see, I like him. The wandering American is my ally.'

* Your ally ! Wnat do you mean 1
'

' Good heavens, how dull you are ! Don't you know that I

object to my niece's marriage engagement 1 I was quite de-

lighted when I heard of this lecture, because it's an obstacle in

the way. It disgusts Regina, and it disgusts You—and my
dear American is the man who first brought it about. Hush !

here's Amelius. How well he looks ! So graceful and so gen-

tlemanlike,' cried Mrs. Farnaby, signalling with her hand-
kerchief to show Amelius their position in ttie hall. 'I declare

I'm ready to become a Socialist before he opens bis lips !

'
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CHAPTER XVIII.

HE personal appearance of Amelius took the audience

completely by surprise. A man who is young and hand-

some is not the order of man who is habitually associated

rm



i i it!

^1 1^.

i.r

I 'i:

'(;

152 THE FALLEN LEAVES.

in the popular mind with the idea of a lecture. After a mo-
ment of silence, there was a spontaneous burst of applause. It

was renewed when Amelius, first placing on his table a little

book, announced his intention of delivering the lecture extem-

pore. The absence of the inevitable manuscript was in itself

an act of mercy that cheered the public at starting.

The orator of the evening began.

'Ladiesand gentlemen, thoughtful people accustomed to watch
the signs of the times in this country, and among the other na-

tions of Europe, are (so far as I know) agreed in the conclusion,

that serious changes are likely to take place in present forms of

government, and in existing systems of society, before the cen-

tury, in which we live, has reached its end. In plain words, the

next revolution is not so unlikely, and not so far off, as it pleases

the higher and wealthier classes among European populations

to suppose. I am one of those who believe that the coming
convulsions will take the form, this time, of a Social revolu-

tion, and that the man at the head of it will not be a military

or a political man—but a Great Citizen, sprung from the peo-

ple, and devoted heart and soul to the people's cause. Within
the limits assigned to me to-night, it is impossible that I should

speak to you of government and society among other nations,

even if I possessed the necessary knowledge and experience to

venture on so vast a subject. All that I can now attempt to

do is (first) to point out some of the causes which are paving

the way for a coming change in the social and political condi-

tion of this country ; a.id (secondly) to satisfy you that the

only trustworthy remedy for existing abuses is to be found in

the system which Christian Socialism extracts from this little

book on my table—the book which you all know under the

name of The New Testament. Before, however, I enter on ray

task, I feel it a duty to say one preliminary word on the sub-

ject of my claim to address you, such as it is. I am most un-

willing to speak of myself—but my position here forces me to

do so. I am a stranger to all of you ; and I am a very young
man. Let me tell you then, briefly, what my life has been, and
where I have been brought up—and then decide for yourselves

whether it is worth your while to favour me with your atten-

tion, or not.'
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' A very good opening,' remarked the shoemaker.
' A nice looking fellow,' said the fiery-faced woman. * I should

like to kiss him.'
* He's too civil by half,' grumbled Mrs. Sowler ;

* I wish I

had my sixpence back in my pocket.'

* Give him time,' whispered Jervy, * and he'll warm up. I

say, Phoebe, he doesn't begin like a man who is going to break

down. I don't expect there will be much to laugh at to-night.

* What an admirable speaker
!

' said Mrs, Farnaby to her

husband. * Fancy such a man as that, being married to sncii

an idiot as Regina !

'

* There's always a chi>nce for him,' returned Mr. Farnaby
savagely, *as long as he's not married to such a woman as You !'

In the mean time, Amelius had claimed national kindred

with his audience as an Englishman, and had rapidly sketched

his life at Tadmor, in its most noteworthy points. This done,

he put the question whether they would hear him. His frank-

ness and freshness had already won the public ; they answered
by a general shout of applause.

'Very well,' Amelius proceeded, * now let us get on. Sup-
pose we take a glance (we have no time to do more) at the pre*

sent state of our religious system, first. What is the public

aspect of the thing called Christianity, in the England of our

day ? A hundred different sects aii at variance with each other.

An established church, rent in every direction by incessant

wrangling—disputes about black gowns or white ; about 'lav-

ing candle-sticks on tables, or off tables, about bowing to the

east or bowing to the west ; about which doctrine collects the

most respectable support and possesses the largest sum of

money, the doctrine in my church, or the doctrine in your
church, or the doctrine in the church over the way. Look up,

if you like, from this multitudinous and incessant squabbling,

among the rank and file, to the high regions in which the right

reverend representatives of state religion sit apart. Are tliey

Christians ? If they are show me the Bishop who dares assert

his Christianity in the House of Lords, when the ministry of

the day happens to see its advantage in engaging in a war !

Where is that Bishop, and how many supporters does he count
among his own order ? Do you blame me for using intemper-
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ate language—language which I cannot justify 1 Take a fair

test, and try me by that. The result of the Christianity of

the New Testament is to. make men true, humane, gentle,

modest, strictly scrupulous, ard strictly considerate in their

<lealings with their neighbours. Does the Christianity of the

churches and the sects produce these results among us 1 Look
at the staple of the country, at the occupation which employs
the largest number of Englishmen of all degrees—Look at our

Commerce. What is its social aspect, judged by the morality

which is in this book in my hand 'i Let those organised sys-

tems of imposture, masquerading under the disguise of banks
and companies, answer the question—there is no need for me
to answer it. You know what respectable names are associated,

year after year, with the shameless falsification of accounts,

and the merciless ruin of thousands on thousands of victims.

You know how our poor Indian customer finds his cotton-print

dress a sham that falls to pieces ; how the savage who deals

honestly with us for his weapon finds his gun a delusion that

bursts
; how the half-starved needlewoman who buys her reel

of thread finds printed on the label a false statement of the

number of yards that she buys
;
you know that in the markets

of Europe, foreign goods are fast taking the place of English

goods, because the foreigner is the most honest manufacturer
of the two—and, lastly, you know, what is worse than all, that

these cruel and Vvicked deceptions, and a any more like them,
are regarded, on the highest commercial authority as " forms
of competition " and justifiable proceedings in trade. Do you
believe in tne honourable accumulation of wealth by men who
hold such opinions and pepetrate such impostures as these 1 I

don't ! Do you find any brighter and purer prospect when you
look down from the man who deceives you and me on the great

scale to the man who deceives us on the small ? I don't ?

Everything we eat, drink, and wear is a more or less adulter-

ated commodity ; and that very adulteration is sold to us by
the tradesmen at such outrageous prices, that we are obliged

to protect ourselves on the Socialist principle, by setting up co-

operative shops of our own. Wait ! and hear me out, before

you applaud. Don't mistake the plain purpose of what I am
saying to you ; and don't suppose that I am blind to the
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brighter side of the dark picture that I have drawn. Look
within the limits of private life, and you will find true Chris-

tians, thank God, among clergymen and laymen alike
;
you

will find men and women who deserve to be called, in the high-

est sense of the word, c'isciples of Christ. But my business is

not with private life—my business is with the present public

aspect of the religion, morals, and politics of tliis country ; and,

again I say it, that aspect presents one wide field of corruption

and abuse, and reveals a callous and shocking insensibility on
the part of the nation at large to the spectacle of its own de-

moralisation and disgrace.'

There Amelius paused, and took his first drink of water.

Reserved seats at public performances seem, by some curious

affinity, to be occupied by reserved persons. The select public,

seated nearest to the orator, preserved discreet silence. But
the hearty applause from the sixpenny places made ample
amends. There was enough of the lecturer's own vehemence
and impetuosity in this opening attack— sustained as it unde-
niably was by a sound foundation of truth—to appeal strongly

to the majority of his audience. Mrs. Sowler began to think

that her sixpence had been well laid out, after all ; ami Mrs.

Farnaby pointed the direct application to her husband of all

the hardest hits at commerce, by nodding her head at him as

they were delivered.

Amelius went on.
' The next thing we have to discover is this :—Will our pre-

sent system of Government supply us with peaceable means
for the reform of the abuses which I have already noticed 1 not

forgetting that other enormous abuse represented by our
intolerable national expenditure, increasing with every year.

Unless you insist on it, I do not propose to waste our precious

time by saying anything about the House of Lords, for three

good reasons. In the first place, that assembly is not elected

by the people, and it has therefore no right of existence in a

really free country. In the second place, out of its four hun-

dred and eighty-five members, no less than one hundred and
eighty-four directly profit by the expenditure of the public

money; being in the annual receipt, under one pretence or

another, of more than half a million sterling. In the third
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These bold words produced an out-break of disapprobation

from the audience, wliich, for the moment, completely over-

powered the speaker's voice. They wen; prepared to listen

with inexhaustible patience to the enumeration of their virtues

and their wrongs—but they had not paid sixpence each to be

informed of the vicious and contemptible part which they play

in modern politics. They yelled and groaned and hissed—and
felt that their handsome young lecturer had insulted them !

Amelius waited quietly until the disturbance had worn it-

self out.

* I am sorry I have made you angry with me,' he said, smil-

ing. * The blame for this little disturbance really rests with

the public speakers who are afraid of you and who flatter you
—especially if you belong to the working classes. You are not

accustomed to have the truth told you to your faces. Whv,
my good friends, the people in this country, who are unwort) y
of the great trust which the wise and generous English consti-

tution places in their hands, are so numerous that they can be

divided into distinct classes ! There is the highly educated

class which despairs, and holds aloof. There is the cluss be-

neath— without self-respect, and therefore withou*^ public spirit

—which can be bribed indirectly, by the gift of a place, by the

concession of a lease, even by an invitation to a party at a

great house, which includes the wives and daughters. And
there is the lower class still—njercenary, corrupt, shameless to

the marrow of its bones—wMch sells itself and its liberties for

money and drink. When 1 began this discourse, and adverted

to great changes that are to come, I spoke of them as revolu-

tionary changes. Am I an alarmist ? Do I unjustly ignore

the capacity for peaceable reformation which has preserved

modern England from revolutions, thus far ? God forbid that

I should deny the truth, or that I should alarm you without

n'^ed ! But history tells me, if I look no farther back than the

first F/ench "'{evolution, that there are social and political cor-

ruptions, vhich strike their roots in a nation so widely and so

deeply, that no force short of the force of a revolutionary con-

vulsion can tear them up and cast them away. And I do per-

sonally fear (and older and wiser men than I agree with me),

that the corruptions at which I have only been able to hint, in

1
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this brief address, are fast extending k^hemselves—in England,

as well as in Europe generally—beyond the reach of that law-

ful and bloodless reform which has served us so well in past

years. Whether I am mistaken in this view (and I hope with

al! my heart it may be so), or whether events yet in the future

will prove that I am right, the remedy in either case, the one
sure foundation on which a permanent, complete, and worthy
reformation can be built— whether it prevents a convulsion or

whether it follows a convulsion—is only to be found within

the covers of this book. Do not, 1 entreat you, suffer your-

selves to be persuaded by those purblind philosophers who as-

sert that the divine virtue of Christianity is a virtue which is

wearing out with the lapse of time. It is the abuse and cor-

ruption of Christianity that is wearing out—as all falsities and
all impostures must and do wear out. Never, since Christ and
His apostles first showed men the way to be better and happier,

have the nations stood in sorer need of a return to that teaching,

in its pristine purity and simplicity,than now ! Never, more
certainly than at this critical time, was it the interest as well

as the duty of mankind to turn a deaf ear to the turmoil of

false teachers, and to trust in that all-wise and all-mercifui

Voice which only ceased to exalt, console and purify humanity,
when it expired in darkness under the torture of the cross !

Are these the wild words of an enthusiast ] Is this the dream
of an earthly Paradise in which it is sheer folly to believe ? I

can tell you of one existing community (one among others)

which numbers some hundreds of persons; and which has

found prosperity and happiness, by reducing the whole art and
mystery of government to the simple solution set forth in The
New Testament—fear God, and love thy neighbour as thyself.'

By these gradations Amelius arrived at the second of the two
parts into which he had divided his address.

He now repeated, at greater length and with a more careful

choice of language, the statement of the religious and social

principles of the Community at Tadmor, which he had already

addressed to his two fellow-travellers on the voyage to England.

While he confined himself to plain narrative, describing a mode
of life which was entirely new to his hearers, he held the at-

tention of the audience. But when he began to argue the ques-
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tion of applying Christian Socialism to the government of large

populations as well as small—when he inquired logically whe-

ther what he had proved to be good for some hundreds of per-

sons was not also good for some thousands, and, conceding,

that, for some hundreds of thousands, and so on until he had
arrived, by dint of sheer argument, at the conclusion that

what had succeeded at Tadmor must necessarily succeed on a

fair trial in London—tlien the public interest began to flag.

People remembered their coughs and colds, and talked in whis-

pers, and looked about them with a vague feeling of relief in

staring at each other, Mrs. Sowler, hitherto content witlt

furtively glancing at Mr. Farnaby, from time to time, now
began to look at him more boldly, as he stood in his corner

with his eyes fixed sternly on the platform at the other end of

the hall. He too began to feel that the lecture was changing
its tone. It was no longer the daring outbreak wiiich he had
come to hear, as his sufficient justification (if necessary) for

forbidding Amelius to enter his house. *I have enough of it,'

he said, suddenly turning to his wife, * let us go.'

If Mrs. Farnaby could have been forewarned that she was
standing in that assembly of strangers, not as one of tliemselves,

but as awtinan with a formidable danger hanging over her

head—or if she had only happened to look towards Phct^be,

and hud felt a passing reluctance to submit herself to the possibly

insolent notice of a discharged servant—she might liave gone
out with her husband, and might have so escaped the peril that

had been lying in wait for her, from the fatal moment when
she first entered the hall. As it was, she refused to move.
'You forget the public discussion,' she said. 'Wait and see

what sort of fight Amelius mukes of it when the lecture is over.'

She spoke loud enough to be heard by some of the people
seated nearest to her. Phoebe, critically examining the dresses

of the few ladies in the reserved seats, twisted round on the
benches, and noticed for the first time the presence of Mr. and
Mrs. Farnaby in their dim corner. 'Look!' she whispered to

Jervy, 'there's the wretch who turned me out of her house
without a character, and her husband with her.'

Jervy looked round, in his turn, a little doubtful of the ac-

curacy of his sweetheart's information. ' Surely they wouldn't
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come to the sixpenny places,' he said. ' Are you certain it's

Mr. and Mrs. Fiirnabyl'

He spoke in cautiously-lovven^d tones ; hut Mrs. Sowler had
seen him look back at the lady and gentleman in the corner,

and was listening attentively to catch the first words that fell

from his lips.

* Which is Mr. Farnaby 1
' she asked.

*The man in the corner there, with the white-silk wrapper
over his mouth, and his hat down to his eyebrows.*

Mrs. Sowler looked round for a moment—to make sure that

Jervy's man and her man were one and the same.
* Fainaby ]' she muttered to herself, in the tone of a person

who heard the name for the first time. She considered a little,

and leaning across Jervy, addressed hciself to his companion.

*My dear/ she whispered, 'did that gentleman ever go by the

name of Morgan, and have his letters addressed to the George
and Dragon, in Tooley-street 1

' Phcebe lifted her eyebrows with

a look of contemptuous surprise, which was an answer in itself.

' Fancy the great Mr. Farnaby going by an assumed name, and

having his letters addressed to a public-house !
' she said to

Jervy. Mrs. Sowler asked no more questions. She relapsed

into muttering to herself, under her breath. * His whiskers

have turned gray, to be sure—but I know his eyes again ; I'll

take my oath to it, there's no mistaking his eyes !
' She suddenly

appealed to Jervy. ' Is he rich ?
' she asked. ' Rolling in riches !

'

was th.: answer. * Where does he live 1 ' Jervy was cautious

how he replied to that ; he consulted Phoebe. ' Shall I tell her 1
'

Phcebe answered petulantly, ' I'm turned out of the house ; I

don't care what you tell her !
' Jervy again addressed the old

woman, still keeping his informatidn in reserve. ' Why do you
want to know where he lives ]

'
' He owes me money,' said Mrs.

Sowler. Jervy looked hanl at her, and emitted a long low
whistle, expressive of blank amazement. The persons near,

annoyed by the incessant whispering, looked round irritably,

and insisted on silence. Jervy ventured nevertheless on a last

interruption. * You seem to be tired of this,' he remarked to

Phoebe; ' let's, go and get some oysters.' She rose directly.

Jervy tapped Mrs. Sowler on the shoulder, as they passed her.

* Come and have some supper,' he said; * I'll stand treat.'

11
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The three were necessarily noticed by their neighbours as

they passed out. Mrs. Farnaby discovered Phoebe—when it

was too late. Mr. Farnaby happened to look tirst at the old

woman. Sixteen years of squalid poverty effectually disguised

her, in that dim liglit. He only looked away again, and saitl

to ins wife impatiently, 'Let us go, tool' >lrs. Farnaby
was still obstinate. ' You can go, if you like,* she said; ' I shall

stay here.'

'!t

I I

CHAPTER XIX.

|HREE dozen oysters, bread-and-butter, and bottled stout;

a private room and a good fire.' Issuing these instruc-

tions, on his arrival at the tavern, Jervy was surprised

by a sudden act of interference on the part of his venerable

guest. Mrs. Sowler actually took it on herself to order her

own supper

!

' Nothing cold to eat or drink for me,' she said. ' Morning
and night, waking and sleeping, I can't keep myself warm.
See for yourself, Jervy, how I've lost flesh since ^ou first knew
me ! A steak, broiling hot from the gridiron, and gin-and-

water, hotter still—that's the supper for me.'
' Take the order, waiter,' said Jervy resignedly ;

' and let us

see the private room.'

The tavern was of the old-fashioned English sort, which
scorns to learn a lesson of brightness and elegance from France.

The private room can only be described as a museum for the

exhibition of dirt in all its varieties. Behind the bars of the

rusty little grate a dying fire was drawing its last breath. Mrs.

Sowler clamoured for wood and coals ; revived the fire with her

own hands ; and seated herself shivering as close to the fender

as the chair would go. After a while, the composing effect of

the heat began to make its influence felt ; the head of the half-

starved wretch sank ; a species of stupor overcame her—half

faintness, and half sleep.
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* Did you hear what Mrs. Sowler said to me, just before we
left the lecture ]

' he asked.

•No, dear.'

' You remember that she asked rae to tell her Farnaby's ad-

dress ?

'

' 0, yes ! And she wanted to know if he had ever gone by
the name of Morgan. Ridiculous—wasn't it 1

'

* I'm not so sure of that, my dear. She told me, in so many
words, that Farnaby owed her money. He didn't make his

fortune all at once, I suppose. How do we know what lie

might have done in his young days, or how he might have hum-
bugged a feeble woman. Wait till our friend there at the fii>!

has warmed her old bones with some hot grog—and I'll find

out something more about Farnaby's debt.'

' Why, d( ? What is it to you T
Jervy reflected for a moment, and decided that the time had

come to speak more plainly.

* In the first place,' he said, * it would only be an act of com-
mon humanity, on my part, to help Mrs. Sowler to get her

money. You see that, don't you 'i Very well. Now, I am no
Socialist, as you are aware

;
quite the contrary. At the same

time, I am a remarkably just man ; and 1 own I vas struck by
what Mr, Goldenheart said about the uses to vajicli wealthy
people are put, by the Kules of Tadmor. ' The man who
has got the money is bound, by the exr^ess law of Chris-

tian morality, to use it in assisting the man who has got none."

Those are his words as nearly as 1 can remember them. He
put it s^^ill more strongly afterwards ; he said, " A man who
hoards up a large fortune, from a purely selfish motive—either

because he is a miser, or because he looks only to the aggran-

disement of his own family after his death—is, in either case,

an essentially unchristian person, who stands in manifest need
of enlightenmei. ' ,j Ji.ristian law." And then, if

you remember, some of the people murmured ; and Mr. Golden-
heart stopped them by reading a line from the New Testament,
which said exactly what he had been saying—only in fewer
words. Now, my dear girl, Farnaby seems to be one of the

many people pointed at in this young gentleman's lecture.

Judging by looks, I should say he wac a hard man.'

'.lis

c

nM

jlii
lb ''-ki

mfi:



164 THE FALLEN LEAVES.

:>!'

;;iil

' That's just what he is—hard as iron. Looks at his servants

as if they weie dirt under his feet ; and never speaks a kind
word to tliem from one year's end to the other.'

* Suppose I guess again ] He's not particularly free-handed

with his money—is he '?

'

* He ! He will spend anything o'.i himself and his grandeur
;

but he never gave away a halfpenny in his life.'

Jervy pointed to the fireplace, with a burst of virtuous in-

dignation. ' And there's that poor old soul starving for want
of the money he owes her ! Damn it, I agree with the Socialists

;

it's a virtue to make that sort of man bleed. Look at you and
me ! We are the very people he ought to help—we might be

marrieii .-^t once, if we only knew where to Hnd a little money.
I've seen a deal of the worh, Phcebe ; and my experience tells

me there's something about t. at debt of Farnaby's which he

doesn't want to have known. Why shouldn't we screw a few
five pound notes for ourselves or o of the rich miser's fears V

Phoebe was cautious. ' It's igainst the law—ain't it 1
' she

said.

* Trust me to keep clear of the law,' Jervy answered. 'I

won't stir in the matter till I know for certain that he daren't

take the police into his confidence. It will be all easy enough
when we are once sure of that. You have been long enough
in the family to find out Farnaby's weak side. Would it do, if

we got at him, to begin with, through his wife 1
'

Phoebe suddenly reddened to the roots of her hair. ' Don't

talk to me about his wife !
' she broke out fiercely ;

' I've got a

day of reckoning to come with that lady
—

' She looked at

Jervy and checked herself. He was watching her with an eager

curiosity, which not even his ready cunning was quick enough
to conceal.

'I wouldn't intrude on your little secrets, darling, for the

world !

' he said, in his most persuasive tones. * But, if

you want advice, you know that [ am heart ;',nd soul at your
service.'

Phoebe looked across the room at Mrs. Sowler, still nodding
over the fire.

* Never mind now,' she said ;
' I don't think it's a matter for

a man to advise about—it's between Mrs. Fiirnaby and me.
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Do what you like with her husband ; I don't care ; he's a brute,

and I hate him. But there's one thing I insist on—I won't

have Miss Regina frightened or annoyed ; mind that ! She's

a good creature. There, read the letter she wrote to me yes-

terday ; and judge for yourself.'

Jervy looked at the letter. It" was not very long. He re-

signedly took upon himself the burden of reading it.

* Dear Phoebe,—Don't be downhearted. I am your friend

always, and I will help you to get another place. I am sorry

to say that it was indeed Mrs. Ormond who found us out that

day. She had her suspicions, and she watched us and told ray

aunt. This she owned to me with her own lips. She said, " I

would do anything, my dear, to save you from an ill-assorted

marriage." I am very wretched about it, because I can never

look on her as my friend again. My aunt, as you know, is of

Mrs. Ormond's way of thinking. You must make allowance

for her hot temper. Remember, out of your kindness towards

me, you had been secretly helping forward the very thing which
she was most eager to prevent. That made her very angry

—

but, never fear, she will come round in time. If you don't

want to spend your little savings, while you are waiting for

another situation, let me know. A share of my pocket-money
is always ac your service.—Your friend, Regina.'

* Very nice indeed,' said Jervy, handing the letter back, and
yawning as he did it. * And convenient, too, if we run short

of money. Ah, here's the waiter with the supper, at last

!

^^ow, Mrs. Sowler, there's a time for everything—it's time to

wake up.'

He lifted the old woman oiF her chair, and settled her before

the table, like a child. The sight of the hot food and drink
roused her to a tigerish activity. She devoured the meat with
her eyes as well as with her teeth ; she drank the hot gin-and-

water in fierce gulps, and set down the glase with audible gasps

of relief. * i^ nother one,' she cried, * and I shall begin to feel

warm again !

'

Jervy. watching her from the opposite side of the table,

with Phcebe close by him as usual, had his own motives for

12
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encouraging her to talk, by the easy means of encouraging her

to drink. He sent for another glass of the hot grog. Phoebe,

daintily picking up her oysters with her fork, affected to be

shocked at Mrs. Sowler's coarse method of eating and drinking.

She kept her eyes on her plate, and only consented to taste

malt liquor under modest protest. When Jervy lit a cigar,

r fter finishing his supper, she reminded him, in an impressively

genteel manner, of the consideration which he owed to the

presence of an elderly lady. * I like it myself, dear,' she said

mincingly ;
' but perhaps Mrs. Sowler objects to the smell 1

'

Mrs. Sowler burst into a hoarse laugh. ' Do I look as if I

was likely to be squeamish about smells ?
' she asked, with the

savage contempt for her own poverty, which w as one of the

dangerous elements in her character. * See the place I live in,

young woman, and then talk about smells if you like !

'

This was indelicate. Phoebe picked a last oyster out of its

shell, and kept her eyes modestly fixed on her plate. Observ-

ing that the second glass of gin-and-water was fast becoming
empty, Jervy risked the first advances, on his way to Mrs.

Sowler's confidence.
' About that debt of Farnaby's 1

' he began. ' Js it a debt of

long standing ?
*

Mrs. Sowler was on her guard. In other words, Mrs. Sow-
ler's head was only assailable by hot grog, when hot grog was
administered in large quantities. She said it was a debt of

long standing, and she said no more.
* Has it been standing seven years 1

'

Mrs. Sowler emptied her glass, and looked hard at Jervy
across the table. ' My memory isn't good for much, at my
time of life.' She gave him that answer, and she gave him no

more.

Jervy yielded with his best grace. ' Try a third glass,' he

said ; 'there's luck, you know in odd numbers.'

Mrs. Sovrler met this advance in the spirit in which it was
made. She was obliging enough to consult her memory, even
before the third glass made its appearance. ' Seven years, did

you say ?
' she repeated. * More than twice seven years, Jervy !

What do you think of that ?

'

Jervy wasted no time in thinking. He went on with his

questions.
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* Are you quite sure that the man I pointed out to you, at

the lecture, is the same man who went by the name of Morgan,
and had his letters addressed to the public-house \

'

* Quite sure. I'd swear to him anywhere—only by his

eyes.'

* And have you never yet asked him to pay the <lebt 1

'

' How could I ask him, when I never knew what his name
was till you told me ti night 1

*

* What a'nount of money does he owe you 1

'

Whether Mrs. Sowler had her mind prophetically fixed on a

foiirtii glass of grog, or whether she thought it time to begin

asking questions on her own account, is not easy to say. What-
ever her motive might bo, she slyly shook her head, and winked
at Jervy. ' The money's my business,' she remarked. * You
tell me where he lives—and I'll make him pay me.'

Jervy was equal to the occasion. ' You won't do anything
of the sort,' he said.

Mrs. Sowler laughed defiantly. 'So you think, my fine

fellow 1'

' I don't think at all, old lady—I'm certain. In the first

place, Farnaby don't owe you the debt by law, after seven
years. In the second place, just look at yourself in the glass

there. Do you think the servants will let you in, when you
knock at Farnaby's door ? You want a clever fellow to help

you—or you'll never recover that debt.'

Mrs. Sowler was accessible to reason (even half way through
her third glass of grog), when reason was presented to her in

convincing terms. She came to the point at once. * How much
do you want ?

' she asked.
' Nothing,' Jervy answered ;

' I don't look to you to pay my
commission,'

Mrs. Sowler reflected a little—and understood him. ' Say
that again,' she insisted, * in the presence of your young wo-
man as witness,'

Jervy touched his young woman's hand under the table,

warning her to make no objection, and to leave it to him.
Having declared for the second time that he would not take a
farthing from Mrs. Sowler, he went on with his inquiries.

* I'm acting in your interests, Mother Sowler,' he said ]
* and

PI
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you'll be the loser, if you don't answer my questions patiently,

and tell me the truth. I want to go back to *^he debt. What
is it for ?

'

'For six weeks' keep of a child, at ten shillings a week.'

Phcebe looked up from her plate.

* Whose child ?
' Jervy asked, noticing the sudden movement.

' Morgan's child—the same man you said was Farnaby.'
* Do you know who the mother was V
' I wish I did ! I should have got the money out of her long ago.

Jervy stole a look at Phcebe. She had turned pale ; she was
listening, with her eyes riveted on Mrs. Sowler's ugly face.

* How long ago was it ?
' Jervy went on.

* Better than sixteen years.'

* Did Farnaby himself give you the child 1

'

' With his own hands, over the garden-paling of a house at

Ramsgate. He saw me and the child into the train for London.
1 had ten pounds from him, and no more. He promised to

see me, and settle everything, in a month's time. I have never

set eyes on him from that day, till I saw him paying his money
this evening at the door of the hall.'

Jervy stole another look at Phcebe. She was still perfectly

unconscious that he was observing her. Her attention was
completely absorbed by Mrs. Sowler's replies. Speculating on

the possible result, Jervy abandoned the question of the debt,

and devoted his next inquiries to the subject of the child.

* I promiseyou every farthing of your money, Mother Sowler,'

he said, 'with interest added to it. How old was the child

when Farnaby gave it to you 1
*

*01d] Not a week old, I should say!'

'Not a week old 1 ' Jervy repeated, with his eye on Phoebe.
* Dear, dear me, a new-born baby, one may say!

'

The girl's exitement was fast getting beyond control. She
leaned across the table, in her eagerness to hear more.

' And how long was this poor child under your care 1 * Jervy

went on.

' How can I tell you, at this distance of time 1 For some
months, I should say. This I'm certain of—I kept it for six

good weeks, after the ten pounds he gave me were spent. And
then
—

' she stopped, and looked at Phcebe.

'And then you got rid of it ?

'
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Mrs. Sowler felt for Jervy's foot under the table, and gave it

a significant kick. *I have done nothing to be ashamed of,

miss,' she said, addressing her answer defiantly to Phoebe.
' Being too poor to keep the little dear myself, I placed it under
the care of a good lady, who adopted it.

'

Phoebe could restrain herself no longer. She burst out with
the next question, before Jervy could open his lips.

'Do you know where the lady is now?*
* No,' said Mrs. Sowler shortly; *I don't.'

' Do you know where to find the child 1

'

Mrs. Sowler slowly stirred up the remains of her grog. * I

know no more than you do. Any more questions, miss?

'

Phoebe's excitement completely blinded her to the evident

signs of a change in Mrs. Sowler's temper for the worse. She
went on headlong.

* Have you never seen the child since yougave her to the lady?

Mrs. Sowler set down her glass, just as she was raising it to

her lips. Jervy paused, thunderstruck, in the act of lighting

a second cigar.

' IlerV Mrs. Sowler repeated slowly; her eyes fixed on Phoebe
with a lowering expression of suspicion and surprise. ' Her ?

*

She turned to Jervy. ' Did you ask me if the child was a girl

or a boy ?

'

* I never even thought of it,' Jervy replied.

'Did I happen to say it myself, without being asked ?'

Jervy deliberately abandoned Phoebe to the implacable old
wretch, before whom she had betrayed herself. It was the one
likely way of forcing the girl to confess everything. 'No, he
answered

; 'you never said it without being asked.*

Mrs. Sowler turned once more to Phoebe. 'How do you
know the child was a girl ?

' she inquired.

Phoebe trembled, and said nothing. She sat with her head
down, and her hands, fast clasped together, resting on her lap.

' Might I ask, if you please,' Mrs. Sowler proceeded, with a
ferocious assumption of courtesy, ' how old you are, miss ? You're
young enough and pretty enough not to mind answering to

your age, Fm sure.'

Even Jervy's villanous experience of the world failed to
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forewarn him of what was coming. Phoebe, it is needless to

say, instantly fell into the trap.

'Twenty-four,' she replied, *next birthday.,
* And the child was put into my hands, sixteen years ago,'

said Mrs. Sowler. ' Take sixteen from twenty-four and eight

remains. I'm more surprised than ever, miss, at you knowing
it to be a girl. It couldn't have been your child—could it V

Phoebe started to her feet, in a state of fury. * Do you hear

that ?
' she cried, appealing to Jervy. ' How dare you bring me

here to be insulted by that drunken wretch ?

'

Mrs. Sowler rose, on her side. The old isavage snatched up

her empty glass— intending to throw it at Plioebe. At tlie

same moment, the r dy Jervy caught her by the arm ; dragged

her out of the room; and shut the door behind them.
There was a bench on the landing outside. He pushed Mrs.

Sowler down on the bench with one hand, and took Phoebe s

purse out of his pocket with the other. * Here's a pound,' he said,

•towards the recovery of that debt of yours. Go home quietly,

and meet me at the door of this house to morrow evening at six.'

Mrs. Sowler, opening her lips to protest, suddenly closed

them again, fascinated by the sight of the gold. She clutched

the coin, and became friendly and familiar in a moment. ' Help
me down-stairs, deary,' she said, ' and put me into a cab. I'm

afraid of the night air.'

'One word more, before I put you into the cab,* said Jervy.

•What did you really do with tlie child ?'

Mrs. Sowler grinned hideously, and whispered her reply, in

the strictest confidence.
• Sold her to Mol) Davis, for five-and sixpence.'
• Who was Moll Davis 1

'

* A cadger.*
* And youreally know nothingnow of Moll Davis or the child V
• Should I want you to help me if I did ?

' Mrs. Sowler asked
contemptuousl 7. * They may be both dead and buried, for all

I know to the contrary.'

Jervy put her into the cab, without further delay. • Now
for the other one !

' he said to himself, as he hurried back to

the private room.
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CHAPTER XX.

OME men would have found it no easy task to console

Phoebe, under the circumstances. Jervy had the im-

mense advantage of not feeling the slightest sympathy
for her ; he was in full command of his large resources of fluent

assurance and ready flattery. In less than five minutes, Phoebe's

tears were dried, and her lover had his arm round her waist

again, in the character of a cherished and forgiven man.
* Now, my angel

!

' he said (Phoebe sighed tenderly ; he had
never called her his angel before), ' tell me all about it, in con-

fidence. Only let me know the facts—and I shall see my way
to protecting you against any annoyance from Mrs. Sowler in

the future. You have made a very extraordinary discovery.

Come closer to me, my dear girl. How did it happen ?

'

* I heard it in the kitchen,' said Phoebe.

Jervy started. * Did any one else hear it 1
' he asked.

' No. They were all in the housekeeper's room, looking at

the Indian curiosities which her son in Canada had sent to

her. I had left my bird on the dresser—and I ran into the

kitchen to put the cage in a safer place, being afraid of the cat.

One of the swinging windows in the skylight was open ; and I

heard voices in the back room above, which is Mrs. Farnaby's
room.'

* Whose voices did you hear 1

'

* Mrs. Farnaby's voice, and Mr. Goldenheart'a'
* Mrs. Farnaby ?

' Jervy repeated, in surprise. * Are you
sure it was Mrs. ?

'

* Of course I am ! Do you think I don't know that horrid
woman's voice 1 She was saying a most extraordinary thing
when I first heard her—she was asking if there was anything
wrong in showing her naked foot. And a man answered, and
the voice was Mr. Goldenheart's. You would have felt curious
to hear more, if you had been in my place, wouldn't you ? I

opened the second window in the kitchen, so as to make sure

of not missing anything. And what do you think J. heard her
say ]'

' You mean Mrs. Farnaby ?

'

i 1
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* Yes. T heard her say, " Look at my right foot—you sec

there's nothing the matter with it." And then, after a while,

she said, " Look at my left foot—look between the third too

and the fourth." Did you ever hear of such an audacious thing

for a married women to say to a young man 'i

'

* Go on ! go on ! What did he say ?

'

' Nothing ; I suppose he was looking at her foot.'

' Her left foot ?

'

* Yes. Her left foot was nothing to be proud of, I can tell

you ! By her own account, she had some horrid deformity in

it, between the third toe and the fourth. No ; I didn't hear her

say what the deformity was, I only heard her call it so—and
she said her *' poor darling" was born with the same fault,

and that was her defence against being imposed upon by rogues

—I remember the very words— ** in the past days when I em-
ployed people to find her." Yes ! slie said "her." I heard it

plainly. And she talked afterwards of her " poor lost daugh-

ter," who might be still living somewhere, and wondering who
her motho' was. Naturally enough, when I heard that hateful

old f'runk.ad talking about a child given to her by Mr. Farna-

by, I put two and two together—Dear me how strangely you
look ! What's wrong with you 1

'

' I'm only very much interested— that's all. But there's one

thing I don't understand. What had Mr. Goldenheart to do
with all this ?

'

' Didn^t I tell you ?

'

'No.'
* Well, then, I tell you now. Mrs. Farnaby is not only a

heartless wretch, who turns a poor girl out of her situation, and
refuses to give her a character—she's a fool besides. That
precious exhibition of her nasty foot was to inform Mr. Golden-

heart of something she wanted him to know. If he happened
to meet with a girl, in his walks or his travels, and if he found

that she had the same deformity in the same foot, then he

might know for certain
—

'

' All right ! I understand. But why Mr. Goldenheart ?

'

* Because she had a dream that Mr. Goldenheart had found

the lost girl, and because she thought there was one chance in

a hundred that her dream might come true ! Did you ever
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hear of such a fool before ] From what I amid make out, I

beheve she actually cried about it. And tli« .sanie women turns

me into the street to be ruined, for all she knows or cares.

Mind this ! I would have kept her secret—it was no busincKS

of mine, after all—if she had behaved decently to m . As it

is, I mean to bo even with her ; and what I heard down in the

kitchen is more than enough to help me to it. I'U expose her

somehow—I don't quite know how ; but that will come with

time. You will keep the secret, dear, I'm sure. We am soon

to have all our secrets in common, when we are man and wife,

ain't we 1 Why, you're not listening to me ! What is the

matter with you ?

'

Jervy suddenly looked up. His soft in. nuating manner had

vannished ; he spoke roughly and impatiently.

' I want to know something. Has Farnaby's wife got money
of her own.'

Phcebe'rf mind was still disturbed by the change in her lover.

* You speak as if you were angry with me,' she said.

Jervy recovered his insinuating tones, with some difl&culty.

* My dear girl, I h ve you ! How can I bo angry with you ?

You've set me thinki.ig—and it bothers me a little, that's all.

Do you happen to know if Mrs. Farnaby has got money of her

own 1
'

Phoebe answered this time. ' I've heard Miss Regina say

that Mrs. Farnaby's father was a rich man,' she said.

' What was his name 1

'

' Ronald.'
' Do you know when he died ?

'

' No.'

Jervy fell into thought again, biting his nails in great per-

plexity. After a moment or two, an idea came to him. ' 'The

tombstone will tell me !
* he exclaimed, speaking to himself.

He turned to Phabe, before she could express her surprise,

and asked her if she knew where V- . IJonald was buried.

* Yes,' said Phoebe, I've heard that. In Highgate cemetery.

But why do you want to know 1
'

Jervy looked at his watch. * I'ts getting late,' he said ;
' I'll

see you safe home.'
' But I want to know—

'

' Put on your bonnet, and wait till we are out in the street.'

•! 'dl
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Jervy paid the bill, with all needful remembrance of the

waiter. He was generous, he was polite ; but he was appa-

rently in no hurry to favour Phoebe with the explanation that

he had promised. They had left the tavern for some minutes

—and he was still rude enough to remain absorbed in his own
reflections. Phoebe's patience gave way.

* I have told you everything,' she said reproachfully ;
* I don't

call it fair dealing to keep me in the dark after that.'

He roused himself directly. * My dear girl, you entirely

mistake me !

'

The reply was as ready as usual ; but it was spoken rather

absently. Only that moment, he had decided on inform-

ing Phoebe (to some extent, at least) of the purpose which
he was then meditating. He would infinitely have pn ferred

using Mrs. Sowler as his sole accomplice. But he knew the

girl too well to run that risk. If he refused to satisfy her

curiosity, she would be deterred by no scruples of delicacy

from privately watching him ; and she might say something
(either by word of mouth or by writing) to the kind young
mistress who was in correspondnce with her, which might
lead to disastrous results. It was of the last importance to

him, so far to associate PI oebe with his projected enterprise,

as to give her an interest of her own in keeping his secrets.

' I have not the least wish,* he resumed, * to conceal any-

thing from you. So far as I can see my way at present, you
shall see it too.' Reserving in this dexterous manner the free-

dom of lying, whenever he found it necessary to depart from
the truth, he smiled encouragingly, and waited to be questioned.

Phoebe repeated the inquiry she had made at the tavern.

* Why do you want to know where Mr. Ronald is buried 1
'

she asked bluntly.

* Mr. Ronald's tombstone, my dear, will tell me the date of

Mr. Ronald's death,' Jervy rejoined. * When I have got the

date, I shall go to a place near St. Paul's, called Doctors' Com-
mons ; 1 shall pay a shilling fee ; and I shall have the privi-

lege of looking at Mr. Ronald's will.'

' And what good will that do you ?

'

' Very properly put, Phoebe ! Even shillings are not to be

wasted, in our position. But my shilling will buy two sixpenny-r
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worths of information. I shall find out what sum of money
Mr. Ronald has left to his daughter ; and I shall know for cer-

tain whether Mrs. Farnaby's husband has any power over it

or not.'

* Well ?
' said Phoebe, not much interested so far

—
* and

what then 1

'

Jervy looked about him. They were in a crowded thorough-

fare at the time. Ho preserved a discreet silence, until they

had arrived at the first turning which led down a quiet street.

* What I have to tell you,' he said, * must not be accidentally

heard by anybody. Here, my dear, we are all but out of tiie

world—and here I can speak to you safely. I promise you
two good things. You shall bring Mrs. Farnaby to that day
of reckoning ; and we will find money enough to marry on

comfortably as soon as you like.'

Piioebe's languid interest in the subject began to revive : she

insisted on having a clearer explanation than this. * Do you

mean to get the money out of Mr. Farnaby 1
' she inquired.

* I will have nothing to do with Mr. Farnaby—unless I find

that his wife's money is not at her own disposal. What
you heard in the kitchen has altered all my plans. Wait a

minute—and you will see what I am driving at. How much
do you think Mrs. Farnaby would give me, if I found that lost

daughter of hers
!

'

Plioebe suddenly stood still, and looked at the sordid scoun-

drel who was tempting her in blank amazement.
* But nobody knows where the daughter is,' she objected.
* You and I know that the daughter has a deformity in her

left foot,' Jervy replied ;
* and you and I know exactly in what

part of the foot it is. There's not only money to be made out

of that knowledge— but money made easily, without the slight-

est risk. Suppose I manage the matter by correspondence,

without appearing in it personally ? Don't you think Mrs.

Farnaby would open her purse beforehand, if I mentioned the

exact position of that little deformity, as a proof that I was to

be depended onl'

Phoebe was unable, or unwilling, to draw the obvious con

elusion, even now.

'
I
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* But, what would you do/ she said, ' when Mrs. Farnaby
insisted on seeing her daughter ?

'

There was something in the girl's tone—half-fearful, half-sus-

picious—which warned Jervy that he was treading on danger-

ous ground. He knew perfectly well what he proposed to do,

in the case that had been so plainly put to him. It was the

simplest thing in the world. He had only to make an appoint-

ment with Mrs. Farnaby for a meeting on a future day, and to

take to flight in the interval ; leaving a polite note behind him
to say that it was all a mistake, and that he regretted being

too poor to return the money. Thus far, the truth had flowed

from him in an uninterrupted stream. The time had evidently

come to check the flow. Phcebe was vain, Phoebe was vindic-

tive ; and, more promising still, Phcebe was a fool. But she

was not yet capable of consenting to an act of the vilest infamy,

in cold blood. Jervy looked at her—and saw that the foreseen

necessity for lying had come at last.

' That's just the difficulty,' he said; * that's where I don't see

my way plainly yet. Can you advise me ?

'

Phoebe started and drew back from him. * / advise vou !

'

she exclaimed. * It frightens me to think of it. If you make
her believe she is going to see her daughter, and if she finds

out that you have robbed and deceived her, I can tell you this

—with her furious temper—you would drive her mad.'

Jervy's reply was a model of well-acted indignation. ' Don't

talk of anything so horrible,' he exclaimed. * If you believe

me capable of such cruelty as that, go to Mrs. Farnaby and
w;-rn her at once !

'

' It's too bad to speak to me in that way !' Phoebe rejoined,

with the frank impetuosity of an offended woman. ' You know
I v.'^oiiid die, rather than get you into trouble. Peg my pardon
directly—or I won t '«/alk another step with you !

'

Jervy made the necessary apologies, with all po& iible humility.

He had gained his end—he could now postpone any further

discussion of the subject, without arousing Phoebe's distrust.

* Let us say no more about it, for the present,' he suggested
;

* we will think it over, and talk of pleasanter things in the

meantime. Kiss me, my dear girl, there's nobody looking.'

So he made peace with his sweetheart, and secured to liim-
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self, at the same time, the full liberty of future action of

which he stood in need. If Phoebe asked him any more
questions, the necessary answer was obvious to the mean-
est capacity. He had merely to say, * The matter is beset

with difl&culties which I didn't see at first—I have given it up.'

Their nearest way back to Phoebe's lodgings took them
through the street which led to the Hampden Institution.

Passing along the opposite side of the way, they saw the pri-

vate door opened. Two men stepped out. A. third man, in-

side, called after one of them, ' Mr. Goldenheart ! you have
left the statement of receipts in the waiting room.' 'Never
mind/ Amelius answered ;

' the night's receipts are so small

that I would rather not be reminded of them again.' * In my
country,' a third voice remarked, * if he had lectured as he has
lectured to-night, I reckon I'd have given him three hundred
dollars, gold (sixty pounds, English currency), and have made
my own profit by the transaction. The British nation has lost

its taste, sir, for intellectual recreation. I wish you good-
evening.'

Jervy hurried Phoebe out of the way, just as the two gentle-

men were crossing the strr^t. He had not forgotten events at

Tadmor—and he was by •/ means eager to renew his former
acquaintance with Amelius.

in the

CHAPTER XXI.

UFUS and his young friend walked together silently as

far as a large Square. Here they stopped, having
reached the point at which it was necessary to take

different directions, on their way home.
'I've a word of advice, my son, for your private ear,' said

the New Englander. * The barometer behind your waistcoat
points to a downhearted state of the moral atmosphere. Come
along to home with me—you want a whiskey cocktail badly.'

f;'-M!l
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* No, thank yon, my dear fellow,' Amelina answered a little

siidly. ' I own I'm (lownheartod as you .say. You see, I ex-

pected this lecture to be a new openinu; for me. Personally,

as you know, I don't care two straws about money. But !ny

marriage depem's on my adding to my income ; and the lirst

attempt I've m-uie to do that has ended in a total failure. I'm

all abroad aga n, when I look to the future—and I'm afrai<l I'm

fool eiu)ugh to let it weigh on my spirits. No, the cocktail

isn't the right remedy for me. 1 don't get the exercise and
fresh air, here, that I used to get at Tadmor. My head burns

after all that talking to-nigli6. A good long walk will put mo
right, and nothing else will.'

Rufus at once offered to accompany him, Amelius shook

his head. 'Did you ever walk a mile in your life, when you
could ride 1

' he asked good-humouredly. ' 1 mean to be on

my legs for four or five hours ; 1 should only have to send you
home in a cab. Thank you, old fellow, for the brotherly in-

terest you take in me. I'll breakfast with you to-raorrow, at

your hotel. Good-night.'

Some curious prevision of evil seemed to trouble the rr^'wA

of the good New Englander. He held A.melius fast by the

hand : he said, very earnestly, * It goes against the grit with

me to see you wandering off by yourself at this time of night

—it does, I tell you ! Do me a favour for once my bright boy

—go right away to bed.'

Amelius laughed, and rele.ised his hand. * I shouldn't sleep, if

I did go to bed. Breakfast to-morrow, at ten o'clock. Good-
night again !

'

He started on his walk, at a pace which set pursuit on the

part of Rufus at defiance. The American stood watching him,

until I'C was lost to sight in the darkness. * What a grip that

young fellow has got on me, in no more than a few months !

'

Rufus thought, as he slowly turned away in the direction of

his hotel. * Lord send the poor boy may keep clear of mischief

this night !

'

Meanwhile, Amelius walked on swiftly, straight before him,

careless in what direction he turned his steps, so long as he

felt the cool air and kept moving.

His thoughts were not at first occupied with the doubtful

n
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(jiu'stion of his m;irria<j;('. Tlio lectiin; was still the iippcrinosl

subject in his niirKl. il<' had rosorved tor the conohisioii of his

a(hlross tlie justification of his view of tluj future, affoitled hy

the wide-spread and frightful poverty among the millions of

the population of London alone. On this melancholy th»^me

ho had spoken with the elo([uence of tnu; feeling, and had pro-

duced a strong impression, even on thosi^ members of the audi-

ence who were most resoluttdy o})posed to the opinions which

he adv 'ated. Without any undue exercise of self esteem, he

could look back on the close of his address with the conviction

that he had really done justice to himself and to his cause.

The retrospect of tlie pul)lic discussion that had follo'ved failed

to give him the same phiasure. His warm temper, his vehe-

mently sincere belief in the truth of his own convictions, place<l

him at a serious disadvantage towards the more self-restrainecl

speakers (all older than himself) who rose, one after another, to

combat his views. More than once, he had lost his t(;mj)er,

and had been obliged to make his apologies. More than once,

he had been indebted to the ready help of Kufus, who had

taken part in the battle of words, with the generous i)ur[)ose of

covering his retreat. * No !
' he thought to himself, with bit-

ter humility, * I'm not fit for public discussions. If they put

me into Parliament to-morrow, I should only get called to or-

der, and do nothing.'

He reached the bank of the Thames, at the eastward end of

the Strand.

Walking straight on, as absently as ever, he crossed Water
loo 13ritlge, and followed the broad street that lay before him
on the other side He was thinking of the future again ; liegnia

was in his mind now. The one prospect that he ct.uld see of a

tranquil and happy life-r—with duties as well as pleasures ; du-

ties that might rouse him to find the vocation for which he was
fit—was the prospect of his marriage. V/hat was the obstacle

that stood in his way ? The vile obstacle money ; the con-

temptible spirit of ostentation which forbade him to live hum-
bly on his own sufficient little income, and insisted that he

should purchase domestic happiness at the price of the tawdry
splendour of a rich tradesman and bis friends. And Regina,

who was free to follow her own better impulses—Regina, whose
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heart acknowledged him as its master—bowed before the gol-

den imi:ge which was the tutelary deity of her uncle's house-

hold, and said resignedly, Love must wait

!

Still walking blindly on, he was roused on a sudden to a

seiuse of passing events. Crossing a side-street at the moment,
a man caught him roughly by the arm, and saved him from

being run over. The man had a broom in his hand ; he was a

crossing-sweeper. 'I think I've earned my penny, sir!' he

said.

A.melius gave him half-a-crown. The man shouldered his

broom, and tossed up the money, in a transport of delight.

* Here's something to go home with !
' he cried, as he caught the

half-crown again
* Have you got a family at home ?

' Amelius asked.
' Only one, sir,' said the man. * The others are all dead.

She's as good a girl and as pretty a girl as ever put on a petti-

coat—though I say it that shouldn't. Thank you kindly, sir.

Good-night !

'

Amelius looked after the poor fellow, happy at least for that

night !
' If I had only been lucky enough to fall in love with the

crossing-sweeper's daughter,' he thought bitterly, * she would
would have married me when I asked her.'

He looked along the street. It curved away in the distance,

with no visible limit to it. Arrived at the next side-street on

his left, Amelius turned down it, weary of walking longer in

the same direction. Whither it might lead him he neither knew
nor cared. In his present humour, it was a pleasurable sensation

to feel himself lost in London.

The short street suddenly widened; a blaze of flaring gaslight

dazzled his eyesj he heard all round him the shouting of in-

numerable voices. For the first time since he had been in London,

he found himself in one of the street-markets of the poor.

On either side of the roadway, the barrows of the coster-

mongers—the wandering tradesman of the highway—were drawn
up in rows ; and every man was advertising his wa,res, by means

of the cheap publicity of his own voice. Fish and vegetables;

pottery and writing-paper; looking-glasses, saucepans, and colour

ed prints—all appealed together to the scantily-filled purses of

the crowds who thronged the pavement. One lusty vagabond,

_^.;.^'
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stood up in a rickety donkey-cart, knee-deep in apples, selling a

grea twooden-meaatire full for a penny, and yelling louder than

all the rest. 'Never was such apples sold in the public street

before ! Sweet as flowers, and sound as a bell. Who says the

poor ain't looked after, cried the fellow, with ferocious irony,

'when they can have such apple-sauce as this to their loin of pork 1

Here's nobby apples; here's a pennorth for your money. Sold

again ! Hullo, you ! you look hungry. Catch ! There's an apple

for nothing, just to taste. Be in time, be in time, before they're

all sold !
' A meliusmoved forward a fewsteps, and washalfdeafen-

ed by rival^butchers, shouting ' Buy, buy, buy !
' to audiences of

ragged women, who fingered the meat doubtfully, with longing

eyes. A little farther—and there was a blind man, selling stay-

laces, and singing a Psalm ; and, beyond him again, a broken-down

soldier playing ' God save the Queen' on a tin flageolet. The
one silent person in this sordid carnival was a Lascar beggar,

with a printed placard round his neck, addressed to ' The
Charitable Public' He held a tallow candle to illuminate the

copious narrative of his misfortunes; and one i-eader he obtained

was a fat man, who scratched his head, and remarked to A melius

that he didn't like foreigners. Starving boys and girls lurked

among the costermongers' barrows, and begged piteously on
Furioussongs.pretence of celling cigar-lights and comic

women stood at the doora of public-houses, and railed on their

drunken husbands for spending the house-money in gin. A
thick crowd, towards the middle of the street, poured in and
out at the door of a cookshop. Here the people presented a less

teirible spectacle—they were even touching to see. These were
the patient poor, who bought hot morsels of sheep's heart and
liver at a penny an ounce, with lamentable little mouthfuls of

peas-pudding, greens, and potatoes at a halfpenny each. Pale
children in corners supped on penny basins of soup, and looked
with hungry admiration at their enviable neighbours who could

afford to buy stewed eeis for twopence. JCverywhere there was
the same noble resignation to their hard fate, in old and young
alike. No impatience, no complaints. In this wretched place,

the language of true gratitude was still to be heard thanking the

good-natured cook for a little spoonful of gravy thrown in for noth-
ing—and here, humble mercy that had its one superfluous half-
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penny to spare gave thai halfpenny to utter destitution, and

gave it with right good-will. Amelius spent all his shillings and

sixpences, in doubling and trebling the poor little pennyworths

of food—and left the place with tears in his eyes.

He was near the end of the street by this time. The sight of

the misery about him, and the sense of his own utter inability

to remedy it, weighed heavily on his spirits. He thought of the

peaceful and prosperous life at Tadmor. Were his happy brethren

of the Community and these miserable people about him, creatures

of the same all-merciful God ? The terrible doubts which come
to all thinking men—the doubts which are not to be stifled by

crying * O fie !
' in a pulpit—rose darkly in his mind. Ho

quickened his pace. ' Let me get out of it,' he said to himself;

* let me get out of it !

'

It was not easy to pass quickly through the people loitering

and gossiping about him. There was greater freedom for a rapid

walker in the road. He was on the point of stepping off the

pavemen when a voice behind him— a sweet soft voice, though

it spoke very faintly—said, ' Are you good-natured, sir 1
*

He tur" od and found himself face to face with one of the

saddest sisterhood on earth—the sisterhood of the streets.

His heart ached as he looked at her, she was so poor and so

young. The lost creature had, to all appearance, barely passed

the boundary between childhood and girlhood—she could hardly

be more than fifteen or sixteen years old. Her eyes, of the

purest and loveliest blue, rested on Ameiius with a vacantly

patient look, like the eyes of a suftering child. The soft oval

outline of her face would have been perfect if the cheeks had

been filled out : they were wasted and hollow, and sadly pale.

Her delicate lips had none of the rosy colour of youth ; and her

fine Iv-modelled chin was disfigured by a piece of plaster cover-

ing ;iume injury. She was little and thin ; her worn and scanty

clothing showed her frail youthful figure still waiting for its

perfection of growth. Her pretty little bare hands were red-

dened by the raw night air. She trembled as Amelius looked

at her in silence, with compassionate wonder. But for the

words in which she had accosted him, it would have been im-

possible to associate her with the lamentable life that she led.

The appearance of the girl was artlessly virginal and innocent ;

v
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she looked as if she had passed through the contamination of

the streets, without being touched by it, without fearing it, or

fueling it, or understanding it. Robed in pure white, with her

gentle blue eyes raised to heaven, a painter might have shown
her on his canvas as a saint or an angel ; and the critical world

would have said, Here is the true ideal—Raphael himself

might have painted this !

' You look very pale,' said A melius. ' Ai-e you ill ?

'

' No, sir—only hungry.'

Her eyes half-closed ; she reeled as she .said the words. Ame-
lius held her up, and looked round him. They were close to a

stall at which coflfee and slices of bread-and-butter were sold.

He ordered some coffee to be j)oured out, and offered her the

food. She thanked him and tried to eat. ' I can't help it, sir,'

:.lie said faintly. The brtsad dropped from her hand ; lier weary
liead sank on his shoulder.

Two young women—older members of the sad sisterhood

—

were passing at the moment. ' She's too far gone, sir, to eat,*

said one of them. ' I know what might do her good, if you
don't mind going into a public-bouse.'

' Where is it ?
' said Amelius. ' Be quick ?

'

One of the women led the way. The other helped Amelius

to suj)port the girl. They entered the crowded public house.

In less than a minute, the first woman had forced her way
through the drunken customers at the bar, and had returned

with a glass of port-wine and cloves. The girl revived as the

stimulant })assed her lips. She opened her inr ocent blue eyes

again in vague surprise. ' I sha'n't die this time,' sjie said

quietly.

A corner of the place was not occui)ied j a small empty cask

stood there. Amelius made the poor creature sit down and
rest a litle. He had only gold in his purse ; and, when the

woman had paid for the wine, he offered her some of the change.

She declined to take it. ' I've got a shilling or two, sir,' she

said ;
' and I can take care of myself Give it to Simple

Sally.'

' You'll save her a beating, sir, for one night at least,' said

the other woman. ' We call her Simple Sally, because she's a
little soft, poor soul—hasn't grown up you know, in her mind,
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since she was a child. Give her some of your change, sir, and
you'll be doing a kind thing.'

All that is most unselfish, all that is most divinely compassion-

ate and self-sacriticing in a woman's nature, was i<s beautiful

and as und&filed as ever in these women—the outcasts of the

hard highwny !

Amelius turned to the sirl. Her head had sunk on her bn-

som ; she was half asleej). She looked \\\\ as he approached lici'.

' Would you have been beaten to-night,' he asked ' if you IiikI

not met with me ?

'

* Father always beats me, sir,' said Simple Sally, 'if I don't

bring money home. He threw a knife at me last night, [t

didn't hurt me much—it only cut me here,' said the girl point-

ing to the plaster on her chin.

One of the women touched Amelius on the shoulder, and

whispered to him. * He's no more her father, sir, than I am.

She's a helpless creature—and he takes advantage of her. Tf

I only had a place to take her to, he should never set eyes on

her again. Show the gentleman your bosom, Sally.'

She opened her poor threadbare little shawl. Over the lovely

girlish breast, still only growing to the rounded beauty of

womanhood, there was a hideous blue-black bruise. Simple

Sally smiled, and said, * Th^Xdid hurt me, sir. I'd rather have

the knife.'

Some of the nearest drinkers at the bar looked round and
laughed. Amelius tenderly drew the shawl over the gild's cold

bosora. ' For God's sake, let us get out of this place !
' he said.

CHAPTER XXII.

HE influence of the cool night air completed Simple

Sally's recovery. She was able to eat now. Ame-
lius proposed retracing his steps to the provision shop,

and giving her the best food that the place afforded. She pre-

:! "f
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fernMi tlui bread-and-butter at the cofTt'o-stall. Those thick

shoes, piled up on the plate, tempted lior as a luxury. On try-

iii<,' tlui h'xury, one slice satisfied her. ' I thought I was hungry
ciiouiili to eat the whole plateful," said the girl, turning

away from the stall, in the vacantly-submissive manner
which it saddened Amelius to see. He bouglit more of the

bread-and butter, on the chance that her appetite might revive.

While he was wrapping it in a morsel of paper, one of her

eidrr otniipaniiMis tou(;hed him and whispered 'There he is,

isii'

!

' Amelius looked at her. * The brute who calls himself

her father,' the woman explained impatiently.

Amelius turned, aiid saw Simple Sally with her arm in the

grasp of a half-drunken rnttian ; one of the swarming wild-

l)easts of Low London, dirti d ilovvri from head to foot to

tlie colour of the street mud- -the living danger and disgrace of

Eiiglisii civilization. As Amelius eyed hiru, he drew the girl

away a sk-p or two. ' You've got a gentleman this time,' he
said to her ;

* I shall exi)ect gold to-night, or else— !
" He fin-

ished the' sentence by lifting his monstrous fist, and shaking
it in her face. Cautiously as he lowered his tones in speaking,

the words had reached the keenly sensitive earw of Amelius.

Urged by his hot temper, he sprang forward. In another mo-
ment, he would have knocked the brute down—but for the

timely interference of the arm of the law, clad in a policeman's

greatcoat. 'Don't get yourself into trouble, sir,' said the man
good humouredly. ' Now you Hell-fire (that's the nice name
they knovv iiim by, sir, in these parts), be off with you !

'

The wild beast on two legs cowered at the voice of authority,

like the wild beast on four : he was lost to sight, at the dark
end of the street in a moment.

* I saw him threaten her with his fist,' said Amelius, his eyes

still aflame with indignation. ' He has bruised her frightfully

on the breast. Is there no protection for the poor creature ?

'

* Well, sir/ the policeman answered, * you can summon him if

you like. I daresay he'd get a month's hard labour. But, don't

you secj it would be all the worse for her when he came out of

prison.'

The policeman's view of the girl's position was beyond dis-

pute. Amelius turned to her gently ; she was shivering with

1
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In sheer despair, Araeliiis asked helplessly if there was no

hotel near. The policeman pointed to Simple Sally's thread-

bare and scanty clothes, an 1 left them to answer the questi()n

for themselves. * There's? a place they call a coffee-house,' he

said, with the air of a man who thought he had better provoke

as little further inquiry on that subject as possible.

Too completely preoccupied, or too innocent in the ways of

London, to understand the man, Amelius decided on trying the

coffee-house. A suspicious old woman met them at the door,

and spied the policeman in the background. Without waiting

for any inquiries, she said, ' All full for to-night '—and shut

the door in their faces.

* Is there no other place 1
' said Amelius.

' There's a lodging-house,' the policeman answered, more
doubtfully than ever. * It's getting late, sir ; and I'm afraid

you'll find 'em packed like herrings in a barrel. Come, and

see for yourself.'

He led the way into a wretchedly lighted by-street, and
knocked with his foot on a trap-door on the pavement. The
djor was pushed open from below, by a bright-eyed boy with

a dirty nightcap on his head. * Any of 'era wanted to-night,

sir ]
' asked the bright-eyed boy, the moment he saw the police-

man, ' What does he mean ?
' said Amelius. • There's a

sprinkling of thieves among them, sir,' the policeman explained.
' Stand out of the way, Jacob, and let the gentleman look in.'

He produced his lantern, and directed the light down-
wards as he spoke. Amelius looked in. The policeman's

figure of speech, likening the lodgers to ' herrings in a barrel

,

accurately described the scene. On the floor of a kitchen*

men, women and children lay all huddled together in closely-

packed rows. Ghastly faces rose terrified out of the seething

obscurity, when the light of the lantern fell on them. The
stench drove Amelius back, sickened and shuddering. * How's
the sore place on your head, Jacob % * the policeman inquired.
* This is a civil boy,' he explained to Amelius, * and I like to

encourage him.' * Better, thank you, sir,' said the bright-eyed

boy. * Good night, Jacob.' ' Good night, sir.' The trap-door

fell, and the lodging-house disappeared like the vision of a

frightful dream.
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;eman le-

and took off her shabby bonnet ; her pretty light-brown hair

fell about her head and shoulders. * I think I'm too tired, sir,

to be hungry. Might I take the sofa-pillow, and lay down on

the hearthrug ?

'

Amelius opened the door of his bedroom. * You are to pass

the night more comfortably than that,' he answered. ' There

is a bed for you here.*

She followed him in, and looked round the bedroom, with

renewed admiration of everything that she saw. At the siglit

of the hair-brushes and the comb, she clapped her hands in

ecstasy. * 0, how diiferent from mine !
' she exclaimed. * Is

the comb tortoiseshell, sir, like one sees in the shop-windows ?

'

The bath and towels caught her eye next ; she stood, looking

at them with longing e>cs, completely forgetful of the wonder-

ful comb. ' I've often peeped into the ironmongers' shoos,' she

said, * and thought I should be the happiest girl in the ./orld, if

I had such a bath as that. A little pitcher is all that I have got

of my own, and they swear at me when I want it filled more
than once. In all nij- life I have never had as much water as

I should like.' She paused, and thought for a moment. The
forlorn vacant look appeared again, and dimmed the beauty of

her blue eyes. ' It will be hard to go back, after seeing all

these pretty things,' she said to herself—and sighed, with that

inborn submission to her fate so melancholy to see in a creature

so young.
' You shall never go back again to that dreadful life,' Amelius

interposed. * Never speak of it, never think of it any m »re.

0, don't look at me like that
!

'

She listened with an expression of pain, and suddenly lifted

both her hands to her head. There was something so wonder-
ful in the idea which he had suggested to her, that her mind
was not able to take it ail in at once. * You make my head
giddy,' she said. * I'm such a poor stupid girl—I feel out of

myself, like, when a gentleman like you sets me thinking of

new things. Would you mind saying it again, sir 1

'

'I'll say it to-morrow morning,* Amelius rejoined kindly.
' You are tired, Sally—go to rest*

She roused herself, and looked at the bed. ' Is tliat your
bed, sir 1

*
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* It's your bed to-night,' said Amelius. * I shall sleep on the

sofa in the next room.'

Her eyes rested on him, for a moment, in speechless surprise

;

she looked back again at the bed. * A.re you going to let me
sleep by myself ?

' she asked wonderingly. Not the faintest

suggestion of immodesty—nothing that the most profligate man
living could have interpreted impurely—showed itself in her

look or manner, as she said those words.

Amelius thought of what one of her women-friends had told

him. * She hasn't grown up, you know, in her mind, since she

was a child.* There were other senses in the poor victim that

were still undeveloped, besides the mental sense. He was at

a loss how to answer her, with the rrspect due to that all-aton-

ing ignorance. His silence amazed and frightened her. * Have
I s.iid anything to make you angry with me ] * she asked.

Amelius hesitated no longer. * My poor girl,' he said, ' I

pity you from the bottom of my heart ! Sleep well, Simple

Sally—sleep well' He left her hurriedly and shut the door

between them.

She followed him as far as the closed door ; and stood there

alone, trying to understand him, and trying all in vain ! After

a while, she found courage enough to whisper through the door.

' If you please, sir
—

* She stopped, startled by her own bold-

ness. He never heard her ; he was standing ^.'j the window,
looking out thoughtfully at the night ; feeling less confident of

the future already. She still stood at the door, wretched in the

firm persuasion that she had oflFended him. Once, she lifted

her hand to knock at the door, and let it drop again at her side.

A second time she made the effort, and desperately summoned
the resolution to knock. He opened the door directly.

* I'm very sorry if I said anything wrong,' she began faintly,

her breath coming and going in quick hysteric gasps. * Will

yoii please forgive me, and say good-night 1
' Amelius took her

hand ; ho said it with the utmost gentleness, but still he said

it sorrowfully. She was not quite comforted yet. * Would
you mind, sir

—

V She paused awkwardly, afraid to go on.

There was something so completely childlike in the artless per-

plexity of her eyes, that Amelius smiled. The change in his

expression gave her back her courage in an instant : her pale
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delicate lips reflected his smile prettily. ' Would you miml

giving me a kiss, sir ? * she said.

Amelius kissed her. Let the man who can honestly say he

would have done otherwise, blame him. He shut the door

between them once more. She was quite happy now. He
heard her singing to herself as she got ready for bed.

Once, in the wakeful watches of the night, she startled him.

He heard a cry of pain or terror in the bedroom. * What is it?
*

he asked through the door, * what has frightened you 1
' Tiiere

was no answer. After a minute or two the cry was repeated.

He opened the door and looked in. She was sleeping, and
dreaming as she slept. One little thin white arm was lifted in

the .lir, and waved restlessly to and fro over her head. * Don't

kill me !
' she murmured, in low moaning tones— ' 0, don't kill

me !
' Amelius took her arm gently, and laid it back on the

coverlid of the bed. His touch seemed to exercise some calm-

ing influence over her : she sighed, and turned her head on the

pillow ; a faint flush rose on her wasted cheeks and passed

away again—she sank quietly into dreamless sleep.

Amelius returned to his sofa, and fell into a broken slumber.

The hours of the night passed. The sad light of the November
morning dawned mistily through the uncurtained window, and
woke him.

He started up, and looked at the bedroom door. ' Now
what is to be done ?

' That was his first thought, on waking
;

He was beginning to feel his responsibilities at last.

CHAPTER XXHI.

'hKHE landla«ly of the lodgings decided what was to be
'wK^ done.
""

' You will be so good, sir, as to leave my apartments
mmediately,' she said to Amelius. * I make no claim to the
week's rent, in consideration of the short notice. This is a re-
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writing-desk, and supplied himself with the last sum of spare

money that he possessed. He had just closed the desic again,

when the voice of the merciless landlady was heard, calling im-

peratively for Maria. The maid-of-all-work handed the two

indicative strings to Amelins. ' They'll 'elp you at the shop,'

she said—and shuffled out of the room.

Amelius turned to Simple Sally. * I am going to get you

some new clothes,' he began.

The girl stopped him there : she was incapable of listening

to a word more. Every trace of sorrow vanished from her face

in an instant. She clapped her hands. * ! ' she cried, * new
clothes ! clean clothes ! Let me go with you.'

Even Amelius saw that it was impossible to take her out in

the streets with him in broad daylight, dressed as she was
then. ' No, no,' he said, ' wait here till you get your new
things. I won't be half an hour gone. Lock yourself in if

you are afraid, and open the door to nobody till 1 come back !

*

Sally hesitated ; she began to look frightened. ' Think of the

new dress, and the pretty bonnet,' suggested Amelius, speaking

unconsciously in the tone in which he might have promised a

new toy to a child. He had taken the right way with her.

Her face brightened again. * I'll do anything you tell me,' she

said. He put the key in her hand, and was out in the street

directly.

Amelius possessed one valuable moral quality which is ex-

ceedingly rare among Englishmen. He was not the least

ashamed of putting himself in a ridiculous position, when he
was conscious that his own motives justified him. The smiling

and tittering of the shop-women, when he stated the nature of

his errand, and produced his two pieces of string, failed to an-

noy him in the smallest degree. He laughed too. * Funny,
isn't it,' he said, ' a man like me buying gowns and the rest of

it ? She can't come herself—and you'll advise me, like good
creatures, won't you 1

' They advised their handsome young
customer to such good purpose, that he was in possession of a
gray walking costume, a black cloth jacket, a plain lavender-

coloured bonnet, a pair of blac'' gloves, and a paper of pins, in

little more than ten minutep' time. The nearest trunk maker
supplied a travelling box to hold all these treasures ; and a
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passing cab took Amelius back to the lodgings, just as the half

hour was out. But one event had happened during his absence.

The lauilhuJy had knocked at the door, had called through it

iu a terrible voice, ' Half an hour more !
* and had retired again

without waiting for an answer.

Amelius carried the box into the bedroom. ' Be as quick as

you can, Sally,' he said— and left her alone, to enjoy the full

rapture of discovering the new clothes.

When she opened the door and showed herself, the change

was so wonderful that Amelius was literally unable to speak to

her. Joy flushed her pale cheeks, and diffused its tender rsidi-

ance over her pure blue eyes. A more charming little creatuie,

in that momentary transfiguration of pride and delight, no

man's eyes ever looked on. She ran across the room to Amelius,

and threw her arms round his neck. ' Let me be your servant
!'

she cried, ' I want to live with you all my life. Jump me up !

I'm wild— I want to fly through the window.' She caught

sight of heraelf in the looking-glass, and suddenly btjcame com-

posed and serious. * O,' she said, with the quaintest mixture
of awe and astonishment, ' was there ever such another bonnet

a» this ? Do look at it—do please look at it
!

'

Amelius good-naturedly approached to look at it. At the same
moment the sitting-room door was opened, without any prelimi-

nary ceremony of knocking—and Rufus walked into the room.
' It's half after ten,' he said, 'and the breakfast spoiling as fast

as it can.'

Before Amelius could make his excuses for having completely

forgotten his engagement, Rufus discovered Sally. No woman,
young or old, high in rank or low in rank, ever found the New
Englander unprepared with his own characteristic acknowledg-

ment of the debt of courtesy which he owed to the sex. With
his customary vast strides, he marched up to Sally and insisted

on shaking hands with her. ' How do you find yourself, miss 1

I take pleasure in making your acquaintance.* The girl turned

to Amelius with wide-eyed wonder and doubt. * Go into the

next room, Sally, for a minute or two,' he said. * This gentle-

man is a friend of mine, and I have something to say to him.'

* That's an dative little girl,' said Rufus, looking after her as

she ran fo the friendly shelter of the bedroom. ' Reminds me

I ill! I
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o woman.

of one of our girls at Coolspring—she does. Well, now, and

who may Sally be ?

'

Ameliu3 answered the (jnestion, as usual without the slight-

est reserve. Rufus waited in impenetrable silence until he had
completed his narrative—then took him gently by the arm, and

led him to the window. With his hands in his pockets and his

long legs [)lanted wide apart on his big feet, the American care-

fully studied the face of his young friend under the strongest

light that could fall on it. * No,' said Rufus, speaking quietly

to himself, * the boy is not raving mad, so far as I can see. He
has every appearance on him of meaning what he says. And
this is what comes of the Community at Tadmor, is it ] Well,

civil and religious liberty is dearly purchased sometimes in the

United States—and that's a fact.'

Amelius turned awry to pack his portmanteau. ' I don't

understand you,' he said.

* I don't suppose you do,' Rufus remarked. ' I'm at a simi-

lar loss myself to understand you. My store of sensible re-

marks is copious on most occasions— but I'm darned if I ain't

dried up in the face of this ! Might 1 venture to ask, what that

venerable Chief Christian at Tadmor would say to t :ie predica-

ment in which I find my young Socialist this morniag?

'

' What would he say 1 ' Amelius repeated. * Jvst what he
said when Mellicent first came among us. " Ah, dear me !

Another of the Fallen Leaves !
" I wish I had the deai old man

here to help me. He would know how to restore that poor
starved, outraged, beaten creature to the happy place on God's
earth which God intended her to till 1

'

Rufus abruptly took him by the hand. ' You mean t hat 1
' he

said.

* What else could I mean 1
' Amelius rejoined sharply.

' Bring her right away to breakfast at the hotel 1
' cried

Rufus, with every appearance of feeling infinitely relieved. * I

don't say I can supply you with the venerable Chief Christian

—but I can find a woman to fix you, who is as nigh to being

an angel (barring the wings) as any she-creature that ever put
on a petticoat.' He knocked at the bedroom-door turning a
deaf ear to every appeal for further information which Amelius
could address to him. < Breakfast is waiting, miss I ' he called
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out ; * and I'm bound to tell you that the temper of the cook

at our hotel is a long way on the wrong side of uncertain. Well,

Amelius, this is the age of exhibitions. If there's ever an ex-

hibition of ignorance in the business of packing a portmanteau,

you run for the Gold Medal—and a unanimous jury will vote

it, I reckon, to a young man from Tadmor. Clear out, will

you, and leave it to me.'

He pulled off his coat, and conquered the difficulties of pack-

ing in a hurry, as if he had done nothing else all his life. Tho
landlady herself, appearing with pitiless punctuality exactly at

the expiration of the hour, 'smoothed her horrid front' in the

polite and placable presence of Rufus. He insisted on shaking

hands with her ; he took pleasure in making her acquaintance
;

she reminded him, he did assure her, of the lady of the captain-

general of the Coolspring Branch of the St. Vitus Commandery;
and he would take the liberty to inquire whether they were re-

lated or not. Under cover of this fashionable conversation,

Simple Sally was taken out of the room by Amelius without

attracting notice. Kufus followed them, still talking to the

landlady, all the way down the stairs and out to the street-door.

While Amelius was waiting for his friend outside the house,

a young man driving by in a cab leaned out and looked at him.

The young man was Jervy, on his way from Mr. Ronald's

tombstone to Doctors' Commons.

CHAPTER XXIV.

ITH a rapid succession of events the morning had be-

gun. With a rapid succession of events the day

went on.

The breakfast being over, rooms at the hotel were engaged

by Rufus for his * uwo young friends.' After this, the next

thing to be done was to provide Simple Sally with certain

necesdury, but invisible, articles of clothing, which Amelius had

II!
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never thought of. A note to the nearest shop produced the

speedy arrival of a smart lady, accompanied by a boy and a

large basket. There was some difficulty in persuading Sally to

trust herself alone in her room with the stranger. She was

afraid, poor eoul, of everybody but Amelius. Even the good

American failed to win her confidence. The distrust implanted

in her feeble mind by the terrible life that she had led was the

instinctive distrust of a wild animal. * Why must I go among
other people 1

' she whispered piteously to Amelius. * I only

want to be with You.' It was as completely useless to reason

with her as it would have been to explain the advantages of a

comfortable cage to a newly caught bird. There was but one

way of inducing her to submit to the most gently-exerted inter-

ference. Amelius had only to say, ' Do it Sally, to please me.'

And Sally sighed, and did it.

In her absence Amelius reiterated his inquiries, in relation

to that unknown friend whom Rufus had not scrupled to de-

scribe as 'an angel—barring the wings.'

The lady in question (the American briefly explained) v/as

an English-woman—the wife of one of his countrymen, estab-

lished in London as a merchant. He had known them both

intimately before their departure from the United States ; and
the old friendship had been cordially renewed on his arrival in

England. Associated with many other charitable institutions,

Mrs. Payson was one of the managing committee of a ' Home
for Friendless Women,' especially adapted to receive poor girls

in Sally's melancholy position, Rufus oflfered to write a note

to Mrs. Payson ; inquiring at what hour she could receive his

friend and himself, and obtain permission for them to see the
* Home.' Amelius (after some hesitation) accepted the pro-

posal. The messenger had not been long despatched with the

note before the smart person from the shop made her appear-

ance once more, reporting that * the young lady's outfit had
been perfectly arranged,' and presenting the inevitable result

in the shape of a bill. The last farthing of ready money in

the possession of Amelius proved to be insufficient to discharge

the debt. He accepted a loan from Rufus until he dould give

his bankers the necessary order to sell out some of his money
invested in the Funds. His answer, when Rufus protested
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let me keep my beautiful new dress for going out on Sundays ]
'

she iisk(Kl. ' The shabby old things will do when I'm your sor-

v^ant. I can black your boots, brush your clothes and koep

your room tidy—and I will try hard to learn, if you will liavo

me taught to cook.' Amelius attempted to changes the siibject

again. He might as well have talked to \\vv \n an unknown
toiiguj. The glorious prospect of being his servant absorbed

the whole of her attention. * I'm little and I'm stupid,' she

went on ;
* but I do think I could learn to cook, if 1 know

I was doing it for You.* She paused, and looked at him
anxiously. * Do let me try!' she pleaded; *I haven't had

much pleasure in my life—and I should like it so !
' It was

impossible to resist this. ' You shall be as happy as I can

make you, Sally,' Amelius answered ;
• God knows it isn't nuich

you ask for !

'

Something in those compassionate vords set her thinking in

another direction. It was sad to see how slowly and painfully

she realised the idea that had been suggested to her.

* I wonder whether you can make mo happy 1
' she said. I

suppose I have been happy before this—but I don't know when.

I don't remember a time when I was not hungry or cold. Wait
a bit. I do think I wcbs happy once. It was a long while ago,

an;l it took me a weary time to do it—but I did learn at last

to play a tune on the fiddle. The old man and his wife took Tt

in turns to teach me. Somebody gave me to the old man and his

wife; I don't know who it was, and I don't remember their

names. They were musicians. In the fine streets they sang

hymns ; and in the poor streets they sang comic songs. It was

cold, to be sure, standing barefoot on the pavement—but I got

plenty of halfpence. The people said I was so little it vas a
shame to send me out, and so I got halfpence. I had bread and
apples for supper, and a nice little corner under the staircase, to

sleep in. Do you know, I do think I did enjoy myself at that

time 1 ' she concluded, still a little doubtful whether those faint

and far-off remembrances were really to be relied on.

Amelius tried to lead her to other recollections. He aaked

her how old she was at that time.

' I don't know,' she answered ;
* I don't know how old I am

now. I don't remember anything before the fiddle. I can't

i.;«
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call to mind how loiig it was first.—but there came a time when
the old man and his wife got into trouble. They went to

prison, and I never saw them afterwards. I ran away with

the fiddle ; to get the halfpence, you know, all to myself. I

think I should liave got a deal of money, if it hadn't been for

the boys. They're so cruel, the boys are. They broke my fid-

dle. I tried selling pencils aft<jr that ; but nobody seemed to

want pencils. They found me out begging. I got took up, and
brought before the v/hat-do-you-call-him—the gentleman who
sits up in a high place, you know, behind a desk. 0, but I

was frightened, when they took me before the gentleman ! He
looked very much puzzled. He says, " Bring her up here

;

she's so small I can hardly see her." He says, " Good God,
what am I to do with this unfortunate child % " There was
plenty of people about. One of them says, " The workhouse
ought to take her." And a lady came in, and she says, " 1*11

take her, sir, if you'll let me." And he knew her, and he let

her. She took me to a place they called a Refuge—for wan-
dering children, you know. It was very strict at the Refuge.

They did give us plenty to eat, to be sure, and they taught us

lessons. They told us about Our Father up in Heaven ; I said

a wrong thing—I said, " Idon't want him up in Heaven j I want
him down here." They were very much ashamed of me when I

said that. I was a bad girl ; I turned ungrateful. After a

time I ran away. You see it was so strict, and I was so used
to the streets. I met with a Scotchman in the streets. He
wore a kilt, and played the pipes ; he taught me to dance, and
dressed me up like, a Scotch girl. He had a curious wife, a sort

of half black-woman. She used to danc: too—on a bit of car-

pet, you know, so as not to spoil her fine shoes. They taught

me songs : he taught me a Scotch song. And one day his wife

said she was English (I don't know how that was, being a half-

black-woman), and I should learn an English song. And they

quarrelled about it. And she had her way. She taught me
" Sally in our Alley." That's how I come to be called Sally.

I hadn't any name of my own—I always had nicknames,

Sally was the last of them, and Sally has stuck to me. I hope
it isn't too common a name to please you ? 0, what a fine

house ! Are we really going in ) Will they let tm in ] How
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stupid I am ? I forgot my beautiful clothes. You won't tell

them, will you, if they take me for a lady ?

'

The carriage had stopped at the great surgeon's house : the

waiting-room was full of patients. Some of them were trying

to read the books and newspapers on the table ; and souie of

them were looking at each other, not only without the slightest

sympathy, but occasionally even with downright distrust and
dislike. Amelius took up a newspaper, and gave Sally an il-

lustrated book to amuse her, while they waited to see the sur-

geon in their turn.

Two long hours passed, before the servant summoned Ame-
lius to the consulting-room. Sally was wearily asleep in her

chair. He left her undisiarbed; having questions to put re-

lating to the imperfectly-developed state of her mind, which
could not be asked in her presence. The surgeon listened,

with no ordinary interest, to the young stranger's simple and
straightforward narrative of what had happened on the pre-

vious night. ' You are very unlike other young men,' he said ;

' may I ask how you have been brought up ?
' The reply sur-

prised him. * This opens quite a new view of Socialism,' he

said. ' I thought your conduct highly imprudent at first—it

seems to be the natural result of your teaching now. Let me
see what I can do to help you.'

I'« was very grave and very gentle, when Sally was pre-

sentea to him. His opinion of the injury to her bosom re-

lieved the anxiety of Amelius : there might bo pain for some
little time to come, but there were no serious consequences to

fear. Having written his prescription, and having put several

questions to Sally, the Surgeon sent her back, with marked
kindness of manner, to wait for Amelius in the patients' room.

* I have young daughters of my own,' he said, when the

door was closed ; * and I cannot but feel for that unhappy
creature, when I contrast her life with theirs. So far as I can

see it, the natural growth of her senses—her higher and her

lower sense3 alike—has been stunted, like the natural growth
of her body, by starvation, terror, exposure to cold, and other

influences inherent in the life that she has led. With nourish-

ing food, pure air, and above all kind and careful treatment,

I see no reason (at her age) why she should not develop into
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an intelligent and healthy young woman. Pardon me if I

venture on giving you a word of advice. At your time of life,

you would do well to place h')r at once under competent and
proper care. You may live to regret it, if you are too confi-

dent in your own good motives in such a case as this. Come
to me again, if I can be of any use to yon. No,' he continued,

refusing to take his fee, ' my help to that poor lost girl is help

given freely.' He shook hands with Amelius—a worthy mem-
ber of the noble order to which he belonged.

The surgeon's parting advice, following on the quaint pro-

test from Rufus, had its effect on Amelius. He was silent

and thoughtfr.l when he got into the carriage again.

Simple Sally looked at him with a vague sense of alarm.

Her heart beat fast, under the perpetually recurring fear that

she had done something or said something to offend him. * Was
it bad behaviour in me,' she asked, ' to fall asleep in the chair ?

'

Reassured, so far, she was still as anxious as ever to get at

the truth. After long hesitation, and long previous thought,

she ventured to try another question. ' The gentleman sent me
out of the room—did he say anything to set you against me f

'

* The gentleman said everything that was kind of you,'

Amelius replied, * and everything to make me hope that you
will live to be a happy girl.'

She said nothing to that ; vague assurances were no assu-

rances to her—she only looked at hiia with the dumb fidelity

of a dog. Suddenly, she dropped on her knees in the car-

riage, hid her face in her hands, and cried silently. Surprised

and distressed, he attempted to raise her, and console her.

* No I ' she said obstinately. * Something has happened to vex
you, and you won't tell me what it is? Do, do, do tell me
what it is !

'

* My dear child,' said Amelius, 1 was only thinking anxiously

about you in the time to come.'

She looked up at him quickly. * What ! have you forgotten

already !
' she exclaimed. ' I'm to be your servant in the time

to come. She dried her eyes, and took her place again joy-

ously by his side. * You did frighten me,' she said, * and all

for nothing. But you didn't mean it, did you ?

'

An older man might have had the courage to undeceive her

:
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Amelius shrank from it. He tried to lead her back to the

melancholy story—so common and so terrible ; so pitiable in

its utter absence of sentiment or romance—the story of her
past life.

* No,' she answered, with that quick insight where her feel-

ings were concerned, which was the only quick insight that she

possessed. ' I don't like making you sorry; and you did look

sorry—you did—when I talked about it before. The streets,

the streets, the streets ; little girl, or big girl, it's only the streets;

and always being hungry and cold; and cruel men when it isn't

cruel boys. I want to be happy ! I want to enjoy my new
clothes ! You tell me about your own self. What makes you
so kind] I can't make it out; try as I may, I can't make it out.'

Some time elapsed before they got back to the hotel. Amelius
drove as far as the City, to give the necessary instructions to

his bankers.

On returning to the sitting-room at last, he discovered that

his American friend was not alone. A gray-haired lady, with
a bright benevolent face, was talking earnestly to Rufus. The
instant Sally discovered the stranger, she started back, fled to

the shelter of her bedchamber, and locked herself in. Amelius,
entering the room after a little hesitation, was presented to

Mrs. Payson.
* There was something in my old friend's note,' said the lady,

smiling and turning to Rufus, * which suggested to me that I

should do well to answer it personally. I am not too old yet to

follow the impulse of the moment, sometimes; and I am very

glad that I did so. I have heard what is—to me—a very in*

teresting story. Mr. Goldenheart, I respect you ! And I will

prove it by helping you, with all my heart and soul, to save

that poor little girl who hasjust run away from me. Pray don't

make excuses for her ; I should have run away too, at her age.

We have arranged,' she continued, looking again at Rufus,
* that I sh.ill take you both to the Home, this afternoon. If

we can prevail on Sally to go with us, one serious obstacle in

our way will be overcome. Tell me the number of her room.

I want to try if I can't make friends with her. I have had some
experience ; and I don't despair of bringing her back here, hand
in hand with the terrible person who has frightened her.'

J'!

i«-'
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The two men were left together. Amelius attempted to speak.

'Keep it down,' said Rufus; *no premature outbreak of

opinion, if you please, yet awhile. Wait till she has fixed Sally,

and shown us the Paradise of the poor girls. It's within the

London postal district, and that's all I know about it. Well,

now, and did you go to the doctor? Thunder ! what's come to

the boy % Seems as though he had left his complexion in the

carriage ! He looks, I do declare, as if he wanted medical tinker-

ing himself.'

Amelius explained that his past night had been a wakeful

one, and that the events of the day had not allowed him any
opportunities of repose. * Since the morning,' he said, 'things

have hurried so, one on the top of the other, that I am begin-

ning to feel a little dazed and weary.' Withoutaword of remark,

Rufus produced the remedy. The materials were ready on the

sideboard—he made a cocktail.

•Another?' asked the New Englander, after a reasonable

lapse of time.

Amelius declined taking another. He stretched himself on
the sofa; his good friend considerately took up a newspaper.

For the first time that day, he had now the prospect of a quiet

interval for rest and thought. In less than a minute the

delusive prospect vanished. He started to his feet again dis-

turbed by a new anxiety. Having leisure to think, he had
thought of Regina. ' Good heavens I ' he exclaimed ;

' she's

waiting to see me—and I never remembered it till this mo-
ment !

' He looked at his watch: it was five o'clock. ' What am
I to do ?

' he said helplessly.

Rufus laid down the newspaper, and considered the new
diflGiculty in its various aspects.

' We are bound to go with Mrs. Payson to the Home,* he
said ;

' and, I tell you this, Amelius, the matter of Sally is not

a matter to be played with ; it's a thing that's got to be done.

In your place, I should write politely to Miss Regina, and put

it off till to-morrow.'

In ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, a man who took

Rufus for his counsellor was a man who acted wisely in every

sense of the word. Events, however (of which Amelius and his

friend were both ignorant alike), had so ordered it, that the
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American's well-meant advice, in this one exceptional case, was
the very worst advice that could have been given. In an hour
more, Jervy and Mrs. Sowler were to meet at the tavern door.

The one last hope of protecting Mrs. Faroaby from the abom-
inable conspiracy of which she was the destined victim, rested

solely on the fulfilment by Amelius of his engagement with

Regina for that day. Always ready to interfere with the pro-

gress of the courtship, Mrs. Farnaby would be especially eager

to seize the first opportunity of speaking to her young Socialist

friend on the subject of his lecture. In the course of the talk

between then, the idea which, in the present disturbed state of

his mind, had not struck him yet—the idea that the outcast

of the street might, by the barest conceivable possibility, be
identified with the lost daughter—would, in one way or another,

be almost infallibly suggested to Amelius ; and, at the eleventh

hour, the conspiracy would be foiled. If, on the other hand,

the American's fatal advice was followed, the next morning's

post might bring a letter from Jervy to Mrs. Farnaby—with

this disastrous result. At the first words spoken by Amelius,

she would put an end to all further interest iu the subject on
his part, by telling him that the lost girl had been found, and
found by another person.

Rufus pointed to the writing-materials on a side table, which
he had himself used earlier in the day. The needful excuse

was, unhapply, quite easy to find. A misunderstanding with

his landlady had obliged Amelius to leave his lodgings at an
hour's notice, and had occupied him in trying to find a new
residence for the rest of the day. The note was written. Rufus,

who was nearest to the bell, stretched out his hand to ring for

the messenger. Amelius suddenly stopped him.
' She doesn't like me to disappoint her,' he said. ' I needn't

stay long—I might get there and back in half an hour, in

a fast cab.'

His conscience was not quit .^ easy. The sense of having

forgotten Regina—no matter how naturally and excusably

—

oppressed him with a feeling of self-reproach. Rufus raised

no objection ; the hesitation of Amelius was unquestionably

creditable to him. * If you must do it, my son,' he said, * do it

right away—and we'll wait for you.
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Amelius took up his hat. The door opened as he approached
it, and Mrs. Payson entered the room, leading Simple Sally by
the hand.

• We are all going together,' said the genial old lady, * to see

my large family of daughters at the Home. We can have our

talk in the carriage. It's an hour's drive from this place— and
I must be L ick again to dinner at half-past seven.'

Amelius and Rufus looked at each other. Amelius thought
of pleading an engagement, and asking to be excused. Under
the circumstances, it was assuredly not a very gracious thing to

do. Before he could make up his mind, one way or the other,

Sally stole to his side, and put her hand on his arm. Mrs. Pay-
son had done wonders in conquering the girl's inveterate dis-

trust of strangers, and, to a certain extent at least, winning her
confidence. But no earthly influence could shake Sally's dog-
like devotion to Amelius. Her jealous instinct discovered some-
thing suspicious in his sudden silence. * You must go with
us,' she said ;

' I won't go without You.'
* Certainly not,' Mrs. Payson added ; ' I promised her that,

of course, beforehand,'

Kufus rang ilie bell, and despatched the messenger to Regina.
* That's the one way out of it, my son,' he whispered to Ame-
lius, as they followed Mrs. Payson and Sally down the stairs

of the hotel.

'f' '\

!i I!

They had just driven up to the gates of the Home, when
Jervy and his accomplice met at the tavern, and entered on their

consultation in a private room.
In spite of her poverty-stricken appearance, Mrs. Sowler was

not absolutely destitute. In various underhand and wicked
ways, she contrived to put a few shillings in her pocket from
week to week. If she was half starved, it was for the very ordi-

nary reason (among persons of her vicious class) that she pre-

ferred spending her money on drink. Stating his business with

her, as reservedly and as cunningly as usual, Jervy found to

his astonishment that even this squalid old creature presumed
to bargain with him. The two wretches were on the point of

a quarrel which might have delayed the execution of the plot

against Mrs. Farnaby, but for the vile self-control which made
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Jervy one of the most formidable criminals living. He gave

way on the question of money—and, from that moment, he had
Mrs. Sowler absolutely at his disposal.

* Meet me to morrow morning to receive your instructions,'

he said. * The time is ten sharp ; and the place is the powder-
magazine in Hyde-park. And mind this ! Y on must be de-

cently dressed - you know where to hire the things. If I smell

you of spirits to-morrow morning, I shall employ somebody
else. No ! not a farthing now. You will have your money to-

morrow at ten.'

Left by himself, Jervy sent for pen, ink, and paper. Using
his left hand, which was just as serviceable to him as his right,

he traced these lines :

' You are informed by an unknown friend, that a certain lost

young lady is now living in a foreign country, and may be re-

stored to her afflicted mother on receipt of a sufficient sum to

pay expenses, and to reward the writer of this letter, who is

(undeservedly) in distressed circumstances.
* Are you, madam, the mother 1 I ask the question in the

strictest confidence, knowing nothing certainly but that your
husband was the person who put the young lady out to nurse

in her infancy.
' I don't address your husband, because his inhuman deser-

tion of the poor baby does not incline me to trust him. I run
the risk of trusting you—to a certain extent at starting. Shall

I drop a hint which may help you to identify the child, in your
own mind ? lo would be inexcusably foolish on my part to

speak too plainly, just yet. The hint must be a vague one.

Suppose I use a poetical expression, and say that the young
lady is enveloped in mystery from head to foot—especially the

foot?
' In the event of my addressing the right person, I beg to

offer a suggestion for a preliminary interview.
* If you will take a walk on the bridge over the Serpentine

Fiver, on the Kensington Gardens side, at half-past ten o'clock

to-morrow morning, holdii.g a wiiite handkerchief in your left

hand, you will meet the much-injured woman, who was deceived

into taking charge of the infant child at Ramsgate, and will be

11
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satisfied so far that you are giving your confidence to persons

who really deserve it.'

Jervy addressed this infamous letter to Mrs. Farnaby, in an

ordinary envelope, marked * Private.' He posted it, that night,

with his own hand.

CHAPTER XXV.

UFUS ! I don't quite like the way you look at me. You
seem to think—'
* Give it tongue, my son. What do I seem to think V

* You think I'm forgetting Regina. You don't believe I'm

just as fond of her as ever. The fact is you're an old bachelor.'

* That is so. Where's the harm, Amelius ?

* You don't understand
—

'

' You're out there, my bright boy. I reckon I under-

stjtnd more than you think for. The wisest thing you ever did

in your life is what you did this evening, when you committed
Sally to the care of those ladies at the Home.'

* Good-night, Rufus. We shall quarrel, if I stay here any
longer.'

' Good-night, Amelius. We sha'n't quarrel, stay here as long

as you like.'

The good deed had been done ; the sacrifice—already a pain-

ful sacrifice—had been made. Mrs. Payson was old enough to

speak plainly, as well as seriously, to Amelius of the absolute

necessity of separating himself from Simple Sally, without any
needless delay. * You have seen for yourself,* she said, ' that

the plan on which this little household is ruled is the unvarying
plan of patience and kindness. So far as Sally is concerned,

you can be quite sure that she will never hear a harsh word,
never meet with a hard look, while she is under our care. The
lamentable neglect under which the poor creature has suffered,

will be tenderly remembered and atoned for, here. If we can't
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make her happy among us, I promise that she shall leave the

Home, if she wishes it, in six weeks' time. As to yourself, con-

sider your position if you persist in taking her back with you.

Our good friend Rufus has told me that you are engaged to be

married. Think of the misinterpretations, to say the least of

it, to which you would subject yourself—think of the reports

which would sooner or later find their way to the young lady's

ears, and of the deplorable consequences that would follow. I

believe implicitly in the purity of your motives. But remember
"Who taught us to prj^v that we may not be led into temptation

—and complete the good work that you have begun, by leaving

Sally among friends and sisters in this house.*

To any honourable man, these were unanswerable words.

Coming after what Rufus and the surgeon had already said to

him, they left Amelius no alternative but to yield. He pleaded

for leave to write to Sally, and to see her, at a later interval,

when she might be reconciled to her new life. Mrs. Payson had
just consented to both requests ; Rufus had just heartily con-

gratulated him on his decision—when the door was thrown vio-

lently open. Simple Sally ran into the room, followed by one
of the women-attendants in a state of breathless surprise.

* She showed me a bedroom,' cried Sally, pointing indignantly

to the woman ;
' and she asked if I would like to sleep there.'

She turned to Amelius, and caught him by the hand to lead

him away. The ineradicable instinct of distrust had been once

more roused in her by the too-zealous attendant. * I'm not going

to stay here,' she said ;
* I'm going away with you !'

Amelius glanced at Mrs. Payson. ^Saliy tried to drag him to

the door. He did his best to reassure her by a smile ; he spoke

confusedly some composing words. But his honest face, always
accustomed to tell the truth, told the truth now. The poor lost

creature, whose feeble intelligence wassoslow to discern, soinapt

to reflect, looked at him with the heart's instantaneous percep-

tion, and saw her doom. She let go of his hand. Her head sank.

Without word or cry, she dropped on the floor at his feet.

The attendant instantly raised her, and placed her on a sofa.

Mrs. Payson saw how resolutely Amelius struggled to control

himself, and felt for him with all her heart. Turning aside

for a moment, she hastily wrote a few lines, and returned to
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him. * Go, before we revive her,' she whispered ;
' and give

what I have written to the coachman. You shall suffer no
anxiety that I can spare you/ said the excellent woman

;

' I will stay here myself to-night, and reconcile her to the new
life.'

She held out her hand ; Amelius kissed it in silence. Rufiis

led him out. Not a word dropped from his lips on the long

drive back to London.
His mind was disturbed by other subjects besi<les the subject

of Siilly. He thought of his future, darkened by *he doubtful

marriage-engagement that was before him. Alone with Rufus,

for the rest of the evening, he petulantly misunderstood the

sympathy with which the kindly American regarded him.

Their bedrooms were next to each other. Rufus heard him
walking restlessly to and fro, and now and then talking to him-

self. After a while, these sounds ceased. He was evidently

worn out, and was getting the rest that he needed, at last.

The next morning he received a few lines from Mrs, Payson,

giving a favourable account of Sally, and promising further par-

ticulais in a day or two.

Encouraged by this good news, revived by a long night's

sleep, he went towards noon to pay his postponed visit to Regina.

At that early hour, he could feel sure that his interview with

her would not be interrupted by visitors. She received him
quietly and seriously, pressing his hand with a warmer fondness

than usual. He had anticipated some complaint of his absence

on the previous day, and some severe allusion to his appearance

in the capacity of a Socialist lecturer. Regina's indulgence, or

Regina's interest in circumstances of more pressing importance,

preserved a merciful silence on both subjects.
* It is a comfort to me to see you, Amelius,' she said ;

' I am
in trouble about my uncle, and I am weary of my own anxious

thoughts. Something unpleasant has happened in Mr. Farnaby's

business. He goes to the City earlier, and he returns much
later, than usual. When he does come back, he doesn't speak

to me—he locks himself into his room; and he looks worn and
haggard when I make his breakfast for him in the morning.

You know that he is one of the directors of the new bank ?

There was something about the bank in the newspaper yester-

$1 \
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day which upset him dreadfully ; he put down his cup of coffee

—and wont away to the City, without eating his breakfast. I

don't like to worry you about it, Amelius. But my aunt seems

to take no interest in her husband's affairs—and it is really a

relief to me to talk of my troubles to you. I have kept the

newspaper; do look at what it says about the bank, and tell me
if you understand it.'

Amelius read the passage pointed out to him. He knew as

little of banking-business as liegina. * So far as I can make it

out,' he said, ' they're paying away money to their shareholders

whicu they haven't earned. How do they do that, I

wonder V
Regina changeri the subject in despair. She asked Amelius

if he had found new lodgings. Hearing that he had not yet

succeeded in the search for a residence, she opened a drawer of

her work-table, and took out a card.

'The brother of one of my schoolfellows is going to be

married,' she said. * He has a pretty bachelor cotta^a in the

neighbourhood of the Regent's Park—and he wants to sell it,

with the furniture, just as it is. I don't know whether you
care to encumber yourself with a little house of your own. His

sister has asked me to dis<^^ribute some of his cards, witli the

addn 38 and the particulars. It might be worth your while

perhaps to look at the cottage when you pass that way.'

Amelius took the card. The small feminine restraints and
gentlenesses of Regina, her quiet even voice, her serene grace

of movement, had a pleasantly soothing effect on his mind after

the anxieties of the last four and-twenty hours. He looked at

her bending over her embroidery, deftly and gracefully indus-

trious—and drew his chair closer to her. She smiled softly

over her work, conscious that he was admiring her, and placidly

pleased to receive the tribute.

' I would buy the cottage at once,' said Amelius, • if I

thought you would come and live in it with me.'

She looked up gravely with her needle suspended in her

hand.
' Don't let us return to that,' she answered, and went on

again with her embroidery.
* Why not 1

' Amelius asked.

\
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Those last words were an offence to her self-esteem. ' I think

it's very rude to tell mo I have no will of my own,' sjIio said,

* and very hard to press me in this way when you know I am
in trouble.' The inevitable handkerchief appeared, adding
emphasis to the protest—and the becoming tears showed them-
selves modestly in Regina's magnificent eyes.

Araelius started out of his chair, and walked away to the

window. That last reference to Mr. Farnaby's pecuniary cares

was more than he had patience to endure. * She can't even
forget her uncle and his bank,' he thought, * when I am speak-

ing to her of our marriage !

'

He changed colour as that bitter reflection occurred to him.

By some subtle process of association which he was unable to

trace, the image of Simple Sally rose in his mind. An irresis-

tible influence forced him to think of her—not as the poor,

starved, half-witted creature of the streets, but as the grateful

girl who had asked for no happier future than to be his servant,

who had dropped senseless at his feet at the bare prospect of

parting with him. His sense of self-respect, his loyalty to his

betrothed wife, resolutely resisted the unworthy conclusion to

which his own thoughts were leading him. He turned back

again to Regina ; he spoke so loudly and so vehemently that

the gathering flow of her tears was suspended in surprise.

* You're right, you're quite right, my dear I I ought to give

you time, of course. I try to control my hasty temper, but I

don't always succeed—just at first. Pray forgive me ; it shaL
be exactly as you wish.'

Regina forgave him, with a gentle and ladylike astonishment

at the excitable manner in which he made his excuses. She
even neglected her embroidery, and put her face up to him to

be kissed. ' You are so nice, dear,' she said, * when you are

not violent and unreasonable. It is such a pity you were
brought up in America. Won't you stay to lunch %

'

Happily for Amelius, the footman appeared at this critical

moment with a message :
* My mistress wishes particularly to

see you, sir, before you go.'

This was the first occasion, in the experience of the lovers,

on which Mrs. Farnaby had expressed her wishes through the

medium of a servant, instead of appearing personally. The
15
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curiosity of Kegina was mildly excited. * What a very odd
message !

' she said ;
' what does it mean ? My aunt went out

earlier than usual, this morning, and I have not seen her since.

1 wonder whether she is going to consult you about my unchj's

afliiirs 1

'

' I'll go and see,' said Amelius.
* And stay to lunch ?

' Kegina reiterated.

* Not to-day, my dear.*

' To-morrow, then ?

'

'Yes, to-morrow.' So he escaped. As he opened the door,

he looked back, and kissed his hand. Kegina raised her head

for a moment, and smiled charmingly, She was hard at work
again over her embroidery.

CHAPTEK XXVI.

[HE door of Mrs. Farnaby's ground-floor room, at the back

of the house, was partially open. She was on the watch
for Amelius.

* Come in 1
' she cried, the moment he appeared in the hall.

She pulled him into the room, and shut the door with a bang.

Her face was flushed, her eyes were wild. * I have something

to tell you, you dear good fellow,' she burst out excitedly

—

' something in confidence, between you and me I ' She paused,

and looked at him with sudden anxiety and alarm. * What's
the matter with you 1

' she asked.

The sight of the room, the reference to a secret, the prospect

of another private conference, forced back the mind of Amelius,

in one breathless instant, to his first memorable interview with

Mrs. Farnaby. The mother's piteously hopeful words, in speak-

ing of her lost daughter, rang in his ears again as if they had
just fallen from her lips. * She may be lost in the labyrinth of

London. * * To-morrow, or ten years hence, you mijht meet
with her.' There were a hundred chances agamst it—a thou-
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sand, ten thousand chances against it. The startling possibility

flashed across his brain, nevertheless, like a sudden flow of day-

light across the dark. ' Have I met with her, at the first

chance
]

'

' Don't deceive yourself with vain hopes !
* he answered,

warming into sudden excitement on his side. * Promise me
that, before I speak.'

She waved her hand derisively. * Hopes 1
' she repeated,

* I have done with hopes, I have done with fears—I have got to

certainties, at last 1

'

He was too eager to heai anything that she said to him ; his

whole soul was absorbed in the coming disclosure. * 'J'wo

nights since,' he went on, ' I was wandering about London, and
1 met—

'

She burst out laughing. * Go on !
* she cried, with a wild

derisive gaiety.

Amelius stopped, perplexed and startled. ' What are you
laughing at ?

' he asked.
* Go on !

' she repeated. ' 1 defy you to surprise me. Out
with it ! Whom did you meet %

'

Amelius proceeded doubtfully, by a word at a time. * 1 met
a poor girl in the streets,' he said, steadily watching her.

She changed completely at those words ; she looked at him
with an aspect of stern reproach. * No more of it,' she inter-

posed ;
* I have not waited all these miserable years for such a

horrible end as that.' Her face suddenly brightened ; a radiant

effusion of tenderness and triumph flowed over it, and made it

young and happy again. ' Amelius !
' she said, * listen to this.

My dream has come true—my girl is living ! my own darling is

found, thanks to you !

'

Amelius looked at her. Was she speaking of something that

had really Happened ? or had she been dreaming again ?

Absorbed in her own happiness, she made no remark on his

silence. ' I have seen the woman,' she went on. ' This bright

blessed morning I have seen the woman who took her away in

the first days of her poor little life. The wretch swears she was
not to blame. I tried to forgive her. Perhaps, I almost did

forgive her, in the joy of hearing what she had to tell me. I

should never have heard it, Amelius, if you had not given that

1

1
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Sally, and that he need trouble himself with no further anxiety

in that matter. Strange as Mrs. Farnaby's mysterious revela-

tion seemed, he ' correspondent's knowledge of the fault in the

foot was a circumstance in his favour, beyond dispute. Ame-
lius still wondered inwardly, how it was that the woman who
had taken charge of the child had failed to discover what ap-

peared to be known to another person. If he had been aware
that Mrs. Sowler's occupation at the time was the occupation

of a ' baby-farmer,' and that she had many other deserted chil-

dren pining under her charge, he might have easily understood

that she was the last person in the world to trouble herself with

a minute examination of any one of the unfortunate little crea-

tures abandoned to her drunken and merciless neglect. Jervy
liiid satisfied himself, before he trusted her with his instructions,

that she knew no more than the veriest stranger of any peculi-

arity in one or other of the child's feet.

Interpreting Mrs. Farnaby's last reply to him as an intima-

tion that their interview was at an end, Amelius took up his

hat to go.

' I hope with all my heart,' he said, ' that what has begun so

well will end well. If there is any service that I can do for

you—*
She drew nearer to him, and put her hand gently on his

shoulder. ' Don't think that I distrust you,' she said very

earnestly ;
* I am unwilling to shock you—that is all. Even

this great joy has a dark side to it ; my miserable married life

casts its shadow on everything that happens to me. Keep se-

cret ^rom everybody the little that I have told you—you will

ruin me if you say one word of it to any living creature. I

ought not to have opened my heart to you—but how could I help

it, when the happiness that is coming to me has coUie through

you ? When you say good-bye to me to-day, Amelius, you say

good-bye to me for the last time in this house. I am going

away. Don't ask me why—that is one more among the things

which I daren't tell you ! You shall hear from me, or see me
—I promise that. Give me some safe address to write to

;

some place where there are no inquisitive women who may open

my letter in your absence.'

m
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She handed him her pocket-book. Amelius wrote down in

it the address of his club.

She took his hand. * Think of me kindly,' she said. * And,
once more, don't be afraid of my being deceived. There is a

hard part of me still left which keeps me on my guard. The
old woman tried, this morning, to make me talk co her about

that little fault we know of in my child's foot. But I thought

to myself, " If you had taken a proper interest in my poor baby
while she was with you, you must sooner or later have found

it out." Not a word passed my lips. No, no, don't be anxious

when you think of me. I am as sharp as they are ; I mean to

find out how the man who wrote to me discovered what he
knows ; he shall satisfy me, I promise you, when I see him or

hear from him next. All this is between ourselves—strictly,

sacredly between ourselves. Say nothing—I know I can trust

yoa. Good-bye, and forgive me for having been so often in

your way with Regina. I shall never be in your way again.

Marry her, if you think she is good enough for you ; I have no
more interest now in your being a roving bachelor, meetinr;

with girls here, there, and everywhere. You shall know how
it goes on. 0, I am so happy !

'

She burst into tears, and signed to Amelius with a wild ges-

ture of entreaty to leave her.

He pressed her hand in silence, and went out.

Almost as the door closed on him, the variable woman
changed again. For a while she walked rapidly to and fro,

talking to herself. The course of her tears ceased. Her lips

closed firmly ; her eyes assumed an expression of savage resolve.

She sat down at the table and opened her desk. ' I'll read it

once more,' she said to heri;elf, ' before I seal it up.'

She took from her desk a letter of her own writing, and
spread it out before her. With her elbows on the table, and
her hands clasped fiercely in her hair, she read these lines ad-

dressed to her husband :

—

'John Far!iaby,—I have always suspected that you had
something to do with the disappearance of our child. I know
for certain now that you deliberately cast your infant-daughter

on the mercy of the world, and condemned your wife to a life

of wretchedness.
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* I know what I . m writing about. I have spoken with the

woman who waited by the garden-paling at Rarasgate, and
who took the child from your hands. She saw you with me
at the lecture ; and she is absolutely sure that you are the

man.
* Thanks to the meeting at the lecture-hall, I am at last on

the trace of my lost daughter. This morning, I have heard
the woman's story. She kept the child, on the chance of its

being reclaimed, until she could afford to keep it no longer.

She met with a person who was willing to adopt it, and who
took it away with her to a foreign country, not mentioned to

me yet. In that country my daughter is still living, and will

be restored to me on conditions which will be communicated in

a few days' time.
* Some of this story may be true, and some of it may be false

;

the woman may be lying to serve her own interests with me.

Of two things I am sure—that my girl is identified, by means
known to me of which there can be no doubt ; and that she is

still living, because the interest of the persons treating with me
is an interest in her life.

* When you receive this letter, on your return from business

to-night, I shall have left you, and left you for ever. The bare

thought of even looking at you again fills me with horror. T

have my own income, and I mean to take my own way. In
your best interests I warn you, make no attempt to trace me,

I declare solemnly that, rather than let your deserted daughter

be polluted by the sight of you, I would kill you with ray own
hand, and die for it on the scaffold. If she ever asks for her

father, I will do you one service. For the honour of human
nature, I will tell her that her father is dead. It will not be
all a falsehood. I repudiate you and your name—you are dead
to me from this time forth.

* I sign myself by my father's name

—

Emma Ronald.'

She had said herself that she was unwilling to shock Ame-
lius. This was the reason.

After thinking a little, she sealed and directed the letter.

This done, she unlocked the wooden press which had once con-

tjained the baby's frock and cap, and those other memorials of

"I
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CHAPTER XXVII.

MELIUS left Mrs. Farnaby troubled by emotions of

confusion and alarm, which he was the last man living

to endure patiently. Her extraordinary story of the

discovered daughter, the still more startling assertion of her

resolution to leave the house—the absence of any plain ex-

planation, the burden of secrecy imposed on him—all com-
bined together to irritate his sensitive nerves. ' I hate mys-
teries,' he thought -,

* and ever since I landed in England, I

seem fated to be mixed up in them. Does she really mean to

leave her husband and her niece 1 What will Farnaby do ?

What will become of Regina ?
'

To think of Regina was to think of the new repulse of which
he had been made the subject. Again he had appealed to her
love for him, ai^d again she had refused to marry him at his

own time.

He was especially perplexed and angry, when he reflected on
the unassailably strong influence which her uncle appeared to

have over her. All Regina's sympathy was with Mr. Farnaby
and his troubles. Amelius might have understood her a little

better, if she had told him what hud passed between her uncle

and herself on the night of Mr. Farnaby's return, in a state of

indignation, from the lecture. In terror of the engagement
being broken off", she Lad been forced to confess that she was
too fond of Amelius to prevail on herself to part with him.
If he attempted a second exposition of the Socialist principles

on the platform, she owned that it might be impossible to re-

ceive him again as a suitor. But she pleaded hard for the

granting of a pardon to tho first offence, in the interest of her

own tranquillity, if not in mercy to Amelius. Mr. Farnaby
(already troubled by his commercial anxieties) had listened more
amiably, and also more absently, than usual ; and had granted
her petition with the ready indulgence of a preoccupied man.
It had been decided between them that the offence of the 1 'ture

should be passed over in a discreet silence. Regina's gratitude

for this concession inspired her sympathy with her uncle in his

n\
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present state of suspense. She had been sorely tempted to tell

Amelius what had happened. But the natural reserve of her
character—fortified in this instance, by the defensive pride
which makes a woman unwilling (before marriage) to confess
her weakness unreservedly to the man who has inspired it

—

had sealed her lips. * When he is a little less violent and a
little more humble,' she thought, ' perhaps I may tell him.'

So it fell out that Amelius took his way through the streets,

a mystified and an angry man.
Arrived in sight of the hotel, he stopped, and looked about

him.

It was impossible to disguise from himself that a lurking
sense of regret was making itself felt, in his present frame of
mind, when he thought of Simple Sally. In all probability, he
would have quarrelled with any man who had accused him of
actually lamenting the girl's absence, and wanting; her back
again. He happened to recollect her artless bi. 3 eyes, with
their vague patient look, and her quaint childish questions put
so openly in so sweet a voice—and that was all. Was their

anything reprehensible, ifyou please, in an act of remembrance?
Comforting himself with these considerations, he moved on
again a step or two—and stopped once more. In his present
humour, he shrank from facing Rufus. The American read
him like a book ; the American would ask irritating questions.

He turn 3d his back on the hotel, and looked at his watch. As
he took it out, his finger and thumb touched something else in

his waistcoat-pocket. It was the card that Regina had given to

him—the card of the cottage to let. Why not look at the cot-

tage ? If it proved to be not worth seeing, the Zoological

Gardens were in the neighbourhood—and there are periods in

a man's life when he finds the society that walks on four feet a
welcome relief from the society that walks on two.

It was a fairly fine day. He turned northward towards the

Regent's Park.

The cottage was in a bye-road, just outside the park ; a cot-

tage in the strictest sense of the word. A sitting-room, a li-

brary, and a bedroom—all of small proportions—and, under
them, a kitchen and two more rooms, represented the whole of

the little dwelling from top to bottom. It was simply and,
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prettily furnished ; and it was completely surrounded by its

own tiny plot of garden-ground. The library especially was a
perfect little retreat looking out on the back garden

;
peaceful

and shady, and adorned with bookcases of old carved oak.

Amelius had hardly looked round the room, before his in-

flammable brain was on fire with a new idea. Other idle men
in trouble had found the solace and the occupation of their

lives in books. Why should he not be one of them 1 Why not
plunge into study in this delightful retirement^—and perhaps,

one day, astonish Regina and Mr. Farnaby by bursting on the

world as the writer of a famous book ? Exactly as Amelius,
two days since, had seen himself in the future, a public lecturer

in receipt of glorious fees—so he now saw himself the cele-

brated scholar and writer of a new era to come. The woman
who showed the cottage happened to mention that a gentleman
had already looked over it that morning, and had seemed to

like it. Amelius instantly gave her a shilling, and said, ' I

take it on the spot.' The wondering woman referred him to

the house agent's address, and kept at a safe distance from the

excitable stranger as she let him out. In less than another
hour, Armelias had taken the cottage, and had returned to the

hotel with a new interest in life and a new surprise for Rufus.

As usual, in cases of emergency, the American wasted no
time in talking. He went out at once, to see the cottage, and
to make his own inquiries of the agent. The result amply
proved that Amelius had not been imposed upon. If he re-

pented of his bargain, the gentleman who had first seen the cot-

tage was ready to take it off his hands, at a moment's notice.

Going back to the hotel, Rufus found Amelius resolute to

move into his new abode, and eager for the coming life of study

and retirement. Knowing perfectly well beforehand how
this latter project would end, the American tried the efiicacy

of a little M orldly temptation. He had arranged, he said, * to

have a good time of it in Paris j ' and he proposed that Ame-
lius should be his companion. The suggestion produced not

the slightest effect ; Amelius talked as if he was a confirmed

recluse, in the decline of life. * Thank you,' he said, with the

most amazing gravity ;
' Ilprefer the company of my books, and

the seclusion of my library.' This declaration was followed by

m
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a more selling-out of money in the funds, and by a visit to a
bookseller, which left a handsome pecuniary result inscribed on
the right side of the ledger.

On the next day, Amelius presented himself towards two
o'clock at Mr. Farnaby's house. He was not so selfishly absorbed
in his own projects as to forget Mrs. Farnaby. On the con-

trary, he was honestly anxious of news for her.

A certain middle-aged man of business has been briefly re-

ferred to, in these pages, as one of Regina's faithful admirers,

patiently submitting to the triumph of his favoured young rival.

This gentleman, issuing from his carriage with his card-case

ready in his hand, met Amelius at the door, with a face which
announced plainly that a catastrophe had happened. ' You
have heard the sad news, no doubt ?

' he said, in a rich b«ass

voice attuned to sadly-courteous tones. The servant opened
the door, before Amelius could answer. After a contest of

politeness, the ^ middle-aged gentleman consented to make his

inquiries first. * How is Mr. Farnaby ? No better ? And
Miss Regina ? Very poorly, eh 1 Dear, dear me ! Say 1 called

if you please.' He handed in two cards, with a severe enjoy-

ment of the melancholy occasion and the rich bass sounds of

his own voice. ' Very sad, is it not ?
' he said, addressing his

youthful rival with an air of paternal indulgence. ' Good-
morning.' He bowed with melancholy grace, and got into his

carriage.

Amelius looked after the prosperous merchant, as the pranc-

ing horses drew him away. * After all,' he thought bitterly,

* she might be happier with that rich prig than she could be
with me.' He stepped into the hall, and spoke to the servant.

The man had his message ready. Miss Regina would see Mr.
Goldenheart, if he would be so good as to wait in the dining-

room.

Regina appeared, pale and scared ; her eyes inflamed with

weeping. * O Amelius, can you tell me what this dreadful mis-

fortune means ? Why has she left us ? When she sent for you
yesterday, what did she say ?

'

In his position, Amelius could uake but one answer. * Your
aunt said she thought of going away. But,' he added, with

perfect truth, * she refused to tell me why, or where she was
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going. I am quite as much at a loss to understand her as you
are. What does your uncle propose to do ?

'

Mr. Farnaby's conduct, as described by Regina, thickened
the mystery—he proposed to do nothing.

He had been found, on the hearth-rug, in his dressing-room

;

having apparently been seized with a fit, in the act of burning
some paper. The ashes were discovered close by him, just in-

side the fender. On his recovery, his first anxiety was to know
if a letter had been burnt. Satisfied on this point, he had or-

dered the servants to assemble round his bed, and had peremp-
torily forbidden them to open the door to their mistress, if she

ever returned at any future time to the house. Regina's ques-

tions and remonstrances, when she was left alone Avith him,

were answered, once for all, in these pitiless terms :
—

' If you
wish to deserve the fatherly interest that I take in you, do as

I do : forget that such a person as your aunt ever existed. We
shall quarrel, if you ever mention her name in my hearing again.'

This said, he had instantly changed the subject ; instructing

Regina to write an excuse to ' Mr. Melton ' (otherwise, the

middle-aged rival), with whom he had been engaged to dine

that evening. Relating this latter event, Regina's ever-ready

gratitude overflowed in the direction of Mr. Melton. * He was
so kind ! he left his guests in the evening, and came and sat

with my uncle for nearly an hour.' Amelius made no remark
on this ; he led the conversation back to the subject of Mrs.
Farnaby. * She once spoke to me of her lawyers. Do tliey

know nothing about her 1
'

The answer to this question showeil that the sternly-final de-

cision of Mr. Farnaby was matched by equal resolution on the

part of his wife.

One of th^ ^rtners in the legal firm had called that morn-
ing, to see Kegina on a matter of business. Mrs. Farnaby had
appeared at the office on the previous day ; and had briefly ex-

pressed her wish to make a small annual provision for her niece,

in case of future need. Declining to enter into any expla-

nation, she had waited until the necessary document had
been drawn out ; had requested that Regina might be informed
of the circumstance ; and had then taken her departure in abso-

lute silence. Hearing that she had left her husband, the law •
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would bo HuriouH obHtucles to the iiieoting of the mother iind

child, in tlio mother's home. The departure of Mrs. Farnal>y

was, ill that case, no longer unintelligible—and Mr. Furnaby's

otherwise inex[>licable conduct had the light of a motive thrown
on it, whicli might not unnaturally iiiHuonce a hard-hearted

man weary alike of his wife and his wife's troubles. Arriving

at tiiis conclusion by a far shorter process than is here indi-

cated, Amelias pursued the subject no further. At the time

when he had first visited the Farnabys, Kufus had advised him
to withdraw from closer intercourse with them, while he had
the chance. In his present mood, he was almost in danger of

acknowledging to himself that Jtufus had proved to be right.

He lunched with his American friend at the hotel. Before

the meal was over, Mrs. Payson called, to say a few cheering

words about Sally.

It was not to be denied that the girl remained persistently

silent and reserved. In other respects the report was highly

favourable. She was obedient to the rules of the house \ she

was always ready with any little services she could render to

her companions ; and she was so eager to improve herself, by
means of her reading-lessons and writing-lessons, that it was
not easy to induce her to lay aside her book and her slate.

When the teacher offered her some small reward for her good
conduct, and asked what she would like, the sad little face

brightened, and the faithful creature's answer was always the

same. ' I should like to know what he is doing now." (Alas
for Sally—* he ' meant Amelius I)

' You must wait a little longer before you write to her,' Mrs.

Payson concluded ;
' and you must not think of seeing her for

some time to come. I know you will help us by consenting to

this—for Sally's sake.'

Amelius bowed in silence. He would not have confessed

what he felt at that moment, to any living soul—it is doubtful

if he even confessed it to himself. Mrs. Payson, observing

him with a woman's keen sympathy, relented a little. ' I might
give her a message,' the good lady suggested— * just to say you
are glad to hear she is behaving so well.'

' Will you give her this 1
' Amelius asked.
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He took f"om his pocket a little photograph of the cottage,

which he had noticed on the house-agent's desk, and had taken
away with him. * It is my cottage now,' he explained, in tones

that faltered a libtle ;
' I am going to live there ; Sally might

like to see it.'

* Sally shall see it,' Mrs. Payson agreed— ' if you will only

let me take this away first ? * She pointed to the address of

the cottage, printed under the photograph. Past experience

in the Home made her reluctant to trust Sally with the ad-

dress in London at which Amelius was to be found.

Rufus produced a huge complex knife, out of the depth of

which a pair of scissors burst, on touching a spring. Mrs.

Payson cut off the address, and placed the photograph in her

pocket-book. * Now,' she said, * Sally will be happy, and no
harm can come of it.

* I've known you, ma'am, nigh on twenty years,' Rufus re-

marked. * I do assure you that's the first rash observation I

ever heard from your lips.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

' W G days later Amelius mo ;ed into his cottage.

He had provided himself with a new servant, as

easily as he had provided himself with a new abode. A
foreign waiter at the hotel—a gray-haired Frenchman of the

old school, reputed to be the most ill-tempered servant in the

house—had felt the genial influence of Amelius with the recep-

tive readiness of his race. Here was a young Englishman, who
spoke to him as easily and pleasantly as if he was speaking to

a friend—who heard him relate his little grievances, and never

took advantage of that circumstance, to turn him into ridicule

—who said kindly, ' I hope you don't mind me calling you by
your nickname,' when he ventured to explain that his Christian

name was Th^ophile/ and that his English fellow-servants had
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facetiously J-tered and shortened it to ' Toff/ i:o suit their in-

sular convenience. ' For the first time, sir,' he hastened to add,

*I felt it an honour to be " Toflf," when you speak to me.' Asking
everybody whom he met if they could recommend a servant to

him, Amelias had put the question, when ToflF came in one
morning with the hot water. The old Frenchman made a low
bow, expressive of devotion. ' I know of but one man, sir,

whom I can safely recommend,' he said. * Take me.' Amelius
was delighted ; he had only one objection to make. * I don't

want to keep two servants,' he said, while Toflf was helping him
on with his dressing-gown. * Why should you keep two ser-

vants, sir ?
' the Frenchman inquired. Amelius answered, 'I

can't ask you to make the beds.' ' Why not '^

' said Toff—and
made the bed, then and there, in five minutes. He ran out of

the room, and came back with one of the chambermaid's

brooms. * Judge for yourself, sir—can I sweep a carpet 1 ' He
placed a chair for Amelius. * Permit me to save you the

trouble of shaving yourself. Are you satisfied ? Very good.

I am equally capable of cutting your hair, and attending to

your corns (if you suffer, sir, from that inconvenience). Will

you allow me to propose something which you have not had
yet for your breakfast ?

' In half an hour more, he brought in

the new dish, " (Eufs k la Tripe." ' An elementary specimen,

sir, of what I can do for you as a cook. Be pleased to taste it.'

Amelius eat it all up on the spot ; and Toff applied the moral,

with the neatest choice of language. • Thank you, sir, for a

gratifynig expression of approval. One more specimen of my
poor capabilities, and I have done. It is barely possible—God
forbid 1—that you may fall ill. Honour me by reading that

document.' He handed a written paper to Amelius, dated

some years since in Paris, and signed in an English name. * I

testify with gratitude and pleasure that Th^ophile Leblond has

nursed me through a long illness, with an intelligence and de-

votion which I cannot too highly praise.' 'May you never

employ me, sir, in that capacity,* said Toff. * I have only to

add that I am not so old as I look, and that my political

opinions have changed, in later life, from red-republican to

moderate-liberal. I also confess, if necessary, that I still have

iMl
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an ardent admiration for the fair sex.' He laid his hand on
his heart, and waited to be engaged.

So the household at the cottage was modestly limited to

Amelius and Toff.

Rufus remained for another week in London, to watch the

new experiment. He had made careful inquiries into the

Frenchman's character^ and had found that the complaints of

his temper really amounted to this—that * he gave himself the

airs of a gentleman, and didn't understand a joke.' On the

questions of honesty and sobriety, the testimony of the pro-

prietor of the hotel left Rufus nothing to desire. Greatly to

his surprise, Amelius showed no disposition to grow weary of

his quiet life, or take refuge in perilous amusements from the

sober society of his books. He was regular in his inquiries at

Mr. Farnaby's house ; he took long walks by himself ; he never

mentioned Sally's name ; he lost his inter jst^ in going to the

theatre, and he never appeared in the smokmg-room of the club.

Some men, observing the remarkable change which had passed

over his excitable temperament, would have hailed it as a good
sign for the future. The New Englander looked below the

surface, and was not so easily deceived. * My bright boy's

soul is discouraged and cast down,' was the conclusion that he

drew. * Tb-'re's darkness in him where there once was light

—

and, what's worse than all, he caves in, and keeps it to him-

self.' After vainly trying to induce Amelius to open his heart,

Rufus at last went to Paris, with a mind that was ill at ease.

On the day of the American's departure, the march of events

was resumed ; and the unnaturally-quiet life of Ame.'lus began
to be disturbed again.

Making his customary inquiries in the forenoon 1 1 M *•. Farna-

by's door, he found the household in astate of agitatior.. A ;econd

council of physicians had been held, in consequence oi the ap'

pearance of some alarming symptoms in the case of the patient.

On this occasion, the medical men told him plainly that he would
sacrifice his life to his obstinacy, if he persisted in remaining in

Loudon and returning to his business. By good fortune, the

affairs of the bank had greatly benefited, through the powerful

interposition of Mr. Melton. With tliese improved prospects,

Mr. Farnaby (at his niece's entreaty) submitted to the doctors'
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advice. He was to start on the first stage of his journey the

next morning ; and, at his own earnest desire, Regiua was to

go with him. * I hate strangers and foreigners ; and I don't

like being alone. If you don't go with me, I shall stay where
I am—and die.' So Mr. Farnaby put it to his adopted daugh-
ter, in his rasping voice and with his hard frown.

' I im grieved, dear Amelius, to go away from you,' Regina
said ;

' But what can [ do 1 It would have been so nice if you
could have gone with us. 1 did liint something of the sort

;

but—'
Her downcast face finished the sentence, Amelius felt the

bare idea of being Mr. Farnaby's travelling-companion make
his blood run cold. And Mr. Farnaby, on his side, reciprocated

the sentiment. ' I will write constantly, dear,' Regina resumed;
* and you will write back, won't you 1 Say you love me ; and
promise to come to-morrow morning, before we go.'

She kissed him affectionately—and, the instant after, checked
the responsive outburst of tenderness in Amelius, by that utter

want of tact which (in spite of the popular delusion to the con-

trary) is so much more common in women than in men. * My
uncle is so particular about packing his linen,' she said ;

' no-

body can please him but me ; I must ask you to let me run up-

stairs again.'

Amelius went out into the street, with his head down and his

lips fast closed. He was not far from Mrs. Payson's house.
* Why shouldn't I call ?

' he thought to himself,, His conscience

added, * And hear some news of Sully.'

There was good news. The girl was brightening mentally

and physically—she was in a fair way, if she only remained in

the Home, to be ' Simple ' Sally no longer. Amelius asked if

she had got the photograph of the cottage. Mrs. Payson
laughed. ' Sleeps with it under her pillow, poor child,' she said,

' and looks at it fifty times a day.' Thirty years since, with

infinitely less experience to guide her, the worthy matron would
have followed her instincts, and would have hesitated to tell

Amelius quite so much about the photograph. But some of a

woman's finer sensibilities do get blunted with the advance of

age and the accumulation of wisdom.

Instead of pursuing the subject of Sally's progress, Amelius,

iiili
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to Mrs. Payson's surprise, made a clumsy excuse, ajid abruptly

took his leave.

He felt the need of being alone ; he was conscious of a vague

distrust of himself, which degraded him in his own estimation.

Was he, like characters he had read of in books, the victim of

a fatality ] The slighest circumstances conspired to heighten

his interest in Sally—just at the time when Regina had once

more disappointed him. He was as firmly convinced, as if ho

had been the strictest moralist living, that it was an insult

to Rogina, and an insult to Lis own self-respect, to set the

lost creature whom he had rescued in any light of comparison

with the young lady who was one day to be his wife. And
yet, try as he might to drive her out, Sally kept her place

in his thoughts. There was, apparently, some innate de

pravity in him. If a looking-glass had been handed to him at

that moment, he would have been afraid to look himself in the

face.

After walking until he wae weary, he went to his club.

The porter gave him a letter, as he crossed the hall. Mrs.

TheFarnaby had kept her promise, and had written to him.

smoking-room was deserted at that time of day. He opened
his letter in solitude, looked at it, crumpled it up irnp-itiently,

and put it into his pocket. Not even Mrs. Farnaby could in-

terest him at that, critical moment. His own affairs absorbed

him. The one idea in hiis mind, after what he had heard about

Sally, was the idea of making a last effort to hasten the date

of his marriage before Mr. Farnaby left England. ' If I can

only feel sure ot Regina—

'

His thoughts went no further than that. He walked up and
down the empty smoking-room, anxious and irritable, di.«3aii8tied

with himself, despairing of the future. ' I can but try it I

'

he suddenly decided—and turned at once to the table to write a

letter.

Death had been busy with the members of his family in the

long interval that had parsed since he and his father left Eng-
land. His nearest surviving relative was his uncle—his father's

younger brother—who occupied a post of high importance in

the Foreign Office. To this gentleman he now wrote, announc-

ing his arrival in England, and his anxiety to qualify himself
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for employment in a Government office. ' Be ao good as to

grant me an interview,' he concluded ;
* and I hope to satisfy

you that I am not unworthy of your kindness, if you will exert

your influence in my favour.*

He sent away his letter at once by a private messenger ; in-

structing the man to wait for an answer.

It was not without doubt, and even pain, that he had opened
communications with a man whose harsh treatment of his father

it was impossible for him to forget. What could the son expect 1

There was but one hope. Time might have inclined the

younger brother to make atonement to the memory of the elder,

by a favourable reception of his nephew's request.

His father's last words of caution, his own boyish promise

not to claim kindred with his relations in England, were vividly

present to the mind of Amelius, while he waited for the return

of the messenger. His one justification was in the motives

that animated him. Circumstances, which his father had never

anticipated, rendered it an act of duty towards himself to make
the trial at least of what his family interest could do for him.

There could be no sort of doubt th t a man ol Mr. Farnaby's

character wouhl yield, if Amelius could annouiice that he had

the promise of an appointment under government—with the

powerful influence of a near relation to accelerate his promotion.

He sat, idly drawing lines on the blotting-paper ; at one moment
regi'etting that he had sent his letter ; at another, comforting

himself in the Vielief that, if liis father had bfen living to ad-

vise him, his father would have approved of the course he had

ttken.

The messenger returned with these lines of reply :

—

* Under any ordinary circumstance.4, I should have used my
influence to help you on in the world. But, when you not only

hold the most abominable yjolitical opinions, but actually pro-

claim those opinions in public, I am amazed at your audacity in

writing to me. There must be no more communication between

us. While you are a Socialist, you ar3 a stranger to me.'

Amelius accepted this new rebuff with ominous com-

posure. He sat quietly smoking in the deserted room, with

his uncle's letter in his hand.

Among the other disastrous results of the lecture, some of

"till
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the newspapers had briefly reported it. Preoccupied by his

anxieties, Amelius Imd forgotten this when he wrote to his rel-

ative. * Just like me !' lie thought, as he threw the letter into

tjje fire. His last hopes floated up the chimney, with the tiny

puff" of smoke from the burnt paper. There was now no other

chance of shortening the marriage engagement left to try. He
had already applied to the good friend whom he had mentioned
to Regina. The answer, kindly written in this case, had not

been very encouraging ;
—

* I have other claims to consider All

that I can do, I will do. Don't be disheartened—I only ask

vou to wait.'

Amelius rose to go home—and sat down again. His natural

energy seemed to have deserted him—it required an effort to

leave the club. He took up the newspapers, and threw them
aside, one after another. Not one of the unfortunate writers

and reporters could please him on that inauspicious day. It

was only while he was lighting his second cigar that he remem-
bered Mrs. Farnaby's unread letter to him. By this time, he

was more than weary of his own affairs. He read the

letter.

* I find the people who have m^ happiness at their mercy both

dilatory and greedy' (Mrs. Farnaby wrote); *but the little that

1 can persuade them to tell me is very favourable to ray hopes.

I am still, to my annoyance, only in personal communication
with the hateful old woman. The young man either sends mes-
sages, or writes to me through the post. By this latter means
he has accurately described, not only in which of my child's

feet the fault exists, but the exact position whicli it occupies.

Here, you will agree with me, is positive evidence that he is

speaking the truth, whoever he is.

* But for this reassuring circumstance, I should feel inclined

to be suspicious of some things—of the obstinate manner, for in-

stance, in which the young man keeps himself concealed ; also,

of his privately warning me not to trust the woman who is his

own messenger, and not to tell her on any account of the infor-

mation which his letters convey to me. I feel that I ought to

be cautious with him on the question of rrioney—and yet, in my
eagerness to see my darling, I am ready to give him all that he
asks for. In this uncertain state of mind, I am restrained,
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.strangely enough, by the old woman herself. She warns me
•.that he is tb.e sort of man, if he once gets the money, to spare

i himself the trouble of earning it. It is the one hold I have
.over him (she said)—so I control the burning impatience that

iconsumes me as well as I can.
' No ! I must not attempt to describe my own state of mind.

When I tell you that I am actually afraid of dying before I can
give my sweet love the first kiss, you will understand and pity

.me. When night comes, I feel sometimes half mad.
' I send you my present address, in the hope that you will

-write and cheer me a little. I must not ask you to come and
; see me yet. I am not fit for it—and besides I am undpir a pro-

mise, in the present state of the negotiation, to shut the door on
my friends. It is easy enough to do that; I have no friend,

Amelius, but you.
' Try to feel compassionately towards me, my kind-hearted

boy. For so many long years, my heart has had nothing to feed

on but the one hope that is now being realized at last. No sym-
pathy between my husband and me (on the contrary, a horrid

unacknowledged enmity, which has always kept us apart) ; my
father and mother, in their time, both wretched about my mar
riage, and with good reason ; my only sister dying in poverty

—what a life for a childless woman ! Don't let us dwell on it

any longer.
* Good-bye for the present, Amelius. I beg you will not think

I am always wretched. When I want to be happy, I look to

the coming time.*

This melancholy letter added to the depression that weighed
on the spirits of Amelius. It inspired him with vague fears for

Mrs. Farnaby. In her own interests, he would have felt him-

self tempteJ to consult Rufus (without mentioning names) if the

American had been in London, As things were, he put the let-

ter back in his pocket with a sigh. Even Mrs. Farnaby, in her

sad moments, had a consoling prospect to contemplate. 'Every-

body but me !

' Amelius thought.

His reflections were interrupted by the appearance of an idle

young member of the club, with whom he was acquainted. The
new-comer remarked that he looked out of spirits, and suggested

jthat they should dine together and .amns(e themselves somewhere

*il
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He descended the house-steps- Tiie discreet servant wishe<l

him good-morning, with a certain cheery respect—the man was

delighted to have seen the last of his hard master for some
months to come. A melius stopped and turned round, smiling

grimly. He was in such a k ckless humour that he was even

ready to divert his mind by astonishing a footman. ' Richard,'

he said, * are you engaged to be married 1
* Richard stared in

blank surprise at the strange question—and modestly a<lmitted

that he was engaged to marry the housemaid next door.

' Soon 1
' asked Amelius, swinging his stick. ' As soon as I

have saved a little more money, sir.' ' Damn the money !

'

cried Amelius—and struck his stick on the pavement, and
walked away with a last look at the house, as if he hated the

sight of it. Richard watched the departing young gentleman,

and shook his head ominously as he shut the door.

CHAPTER XXIX.

MELIUS went straight back to the cottage, with the one

desperate purpose of reverting to the old plan, and
buryi'ag himself in his books. Hume's History of

England unhappily caught his eye. He took down the first

volume. In less than half an hour he discovered that Hume
could do nothing for him. "Wisely inspired, he turned to the

truer history next, which men call fiction. The writings of the

one supreme genius, who soars above all other novelists as

Shakespeare soars above all other dramatists—the writings of

Walter Scott—had their place of honour in his library. The
collection of the Waverley Novels at Tadmor had not been

complete. Enviable Amelius had still to read Roh Roy. He
opened the book. For the rest of the day he was in love with

Diana Vernon ; and when he looked but once or twice at the

garden to rest his eyes, he saw * Andrew Fairservice ' busy over

•the flower-beds,

I
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invisible 1 Remedy that unliai)py oversight, sir. You are here

in a suburban paradise. I consult my long experience ; and I

implore you to invite Eve.—Ha ! you smile
;

your lost gaiety

returns, and you feel it as I do. Might I propose another glass

of claret, and the reappearance on the table of the Tourne-dos

k la poivrade ?

'

It was impossible to be melancholy in this man's companyv
Amelius sanctioned the return of the Tourne-dos, and tried the

other glass of claret. ' My good friend,' he said, with some-

thing like a return of his old easy way, • you talk about chK.m-
ing women, and your long experience. Let's hear what your

experience has been.'

For the first time, Toff I egan to look a little confused.
' You have honoured me, sir, by calling me your friend,* he

said. ' After that, I am sure you will not send me away if I

own the truth. No ! My heart tells me I shall not appeal to

your indulgence in vain. Dear sir, in the holidays which you

kindly give me, I provide competent persons to take care of

the house in my absence, don't I ? One person, if you remem-
ber, was a most handsome engaging young man. He is, if you
please, my son by my first wife- -now an angel in heaven. An-
other person, who took care of the house on the next occasion,

was a little black-eyed boy ; a miracle of discretion for his age.

He is my son by my second wife—now another angel in hea-

ven. Forgive me, I have not done yet. Some few days since,

you thought you heard an infant crying down-stairs. Like a

miserable wretch, I lied ; I declared it was the infant in the

next house. Ah, sir, it was my own cherubim-baby by my
third wife—an angel close by in the Edgeware-road, estab-

lished in a small milliner shop, which will expand to great

things by and by. The intervals between my marriages are

not worthy of your notice. Fugitive caprices, sir—fugitive

caprices ! To sum it all up (as you say in England), it is not

in me to resist the enchanting sex. If my third angel dies, I

shall tear my hair—but I shall none the less take a fourth.*

' Take a dozen if you like,' said Amelius. * Why should you
have kept all this from my knowledge ?

'

Toff hung his head. ' I think it was one of my foreign mis-

takes,' he pleaded. 'The servants' advertisements in your

¥'
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English newspapers frighten me. How does the most meri-

torious man-servant announce himself when he wants the best

possible place ? He says he is " without encumbrances." Gra-

cious heaven, what a dreadful word to describe the poor pretty

harmless children ! 1 was afraid, sir, you might have some
English objection to mi/ "encumbrances." A young man, a

hoy, and a cherubim-baby ; not to speak of tlie sacred memo-
ries of two women, and the charming occasional society of a

third ; all inextricably enveloped in the life of one amorous-
meritorious Fiench person—surely there was reason for hesita-

tion here 1 No matter ; I bless my stars I know better now,

and I withdraw myself from further notice. Permit me to re-

call your attention to the Roquefort cheese, and a mouthful of

potato-salad to correct the richness of him.'

The dinner was over at last ; and Amelius was alone again.

It was a still evening. Not a breath of wind stirred among
the trees in the garden ; no vehicles passed along the bye-road

in which the cottage stood. Now and then, Toff was audible

down-stairs, singing French songs in a hig'' cracked voice, while

he washed the plates and dishes, and s< 'erything in order

for the night. Amelius looked at his ..^helves—and felt

that, after Jiob Hoy, there was no more reading for him that

evening. The slow minutes followed one another wearily ; the

deadly depression of the earlier hours of the day was stealthily

fastening its hold on him again. How might he best resist it '?

His healthy out-of-door habits at Tadmor suggested the only

remedy that he could think of. Be his troubles what they

might, his one simple method of resisting them at all other times

was his simple method now. He went out for a walk.

For two hours he rambled about the great north-western sub-

urb of London. Perhaps he felt tlie heavy oppressive weather,

or perhaps his good dinner had not agreed with him. Anyway,
he was so thoroughly worn out, that he was obliged to return

to the cottage in a cab.

Toff opened the door—but not with his customary alacrity.

Amelius was too completely fatigued to notice any trifling cir-

cumstance. Otherwise, he. would certainly have perceived some-

thing odd in the old Frenchman's withered face. He looked at

his master, as he relieved him of his hat and coat, with the
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strangest expression of interest and anxiety ; modilied by a cer-

tain sardonic sense of amusement underlying the more serioud

emotions. ' A nasty dull evening,' Amelius said wearily. And
Toff, always eager to talk at other times, only answered, ' Ves,

sir '—and retreated at once to the kitchen regions.

Auielius went into tho library, to rest in his comfortable arm-
chair.

The fire was bright ; the curtains were drawn ; the reading-

lamp, with Its ample green shade, was on the table—a more
comfortable room no man could have found to receive him after

a long walk. Reclining at his ease in his chair, Amelius
thought of ringing for some restorative brandy-and-water.

While he was thinking, he fell asleep ; and, while he slept, he

dreamed.

Was it a dream i

He certainly saw the library—not fantastically transformed,

but just like what the room really was, So far, he might have
been wide awake, lo< Idng at the familiar objects round him.

But, after a while, an event happened which set the laws of

reality at defiance. Simple Sally, miles away in the Home,
made her appearenco in the library nevertheless. He saw the

drawn curtains over the window parted from behind ; he saw
the girl step out from behind them, and stop, looking at him
timidly. She was clothed in the plain dress tliat he had bought
for her ; and she looked more charmingly in it than ever. The
beauty of health claimed kindred now, in her pretty face, with

the beauty of youth ; the wan cheeks had begun to fill out and
the pale lips were delicately suffused with their natural rosy red.

Little by little her first fears seemed to subside. She smiled,

and softly crossed the room, and stood at his side. After look-

ing at him with a rapt expression of tenderness and delight,

she laid her hands on the arm of the chair, and said, in the

quaintly quiet way which he remembered so well, ' 1 want to

kiss you.' She bent over him, and kissed him with the inno-

cent freedom of a child. Then she raised herself again, and
looked backwards and forwards between Amelius and the lamp.
' The firelight is the best,' she said. Darkness fell over the room
as she spoke ; he saw her no more ; he heard her no more. A
blank interval followed ; there flowed over him the oblivion of

! fi
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perfect sleep. His next conscious sensatiou was a feeling of cold

—he shivered, and woke.
The impression of the dream was in his mind at the moment

of waking. He started as he raised himself in the chair. Was
he dreaming still 1 No ; he was certainly awake. And, as

certainly, the room was dark !

He looked and looked. It was not to be denied, or explain-

ed away. There was the fire burning low, and leaving the room
chilly—and there, just visible on the table, in the flicker of the

dying flame, was the extinquished lamp I

He mended the fire, and put his hand on the bell to ring for

Tofi^, and thought better of it. What need had he of the lamp-

light 1 He was too weary for reading ; he preferred going to

sleep again, and dreaming again of Sally. Where was the harm
in dreaming of the poor little soul, so far away from dm 1 The
happiest part of his life now was the part of it that was passed

in sleep.

As the fresh coals began to kindle feebly, he looked again at

the lamp. It was odd, to say the least of it, that the light

should have accidentally gone out, exactly at the right time to

realize the fanciful extinction of it in his dream. How was it

there was no smell of a burnt-out lamp ] He was too lazy, or

too tired, to pursue the question. Let the mystry remain a

mystery—and let him rest in peace I He settled himself fret-

fully in his chair. What a fool he was to bother his head about

a .'amp, instead of closing his eyes and going to sleep again !

The room began to recover its pleasant temperature. He
shifted the cushion in his chair, so that it supported his heud

in perfect comfort, and composed himself to rest. But the ca-

pricious influences of sleep had deserted him : he tried one po-

sition after another, and all in vaiu. It was a mere mockery

even to shut his eyes. He resigned himself to circumstances,

and stretched out his legs, and looked at the companionable fire.

Of late, he had thought more frequently than usual of his

past days in the Community. His mind went back again now
to that bygone time. The clock on the mantelpiece struck nine.

They were all at supper, at Tadmor—talking over the events of

the day. He saw himself again at the long wooden table, with

shy little Mellicent in the cliair next to him, and his favourite
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dog at his feet waiting to be fed. Where was Mellicent now ?

It was a sad letter that she had written to him, with the strange

fixed idea fcliat he was to return to her one day. There was
something very winning and lovable about the poor creature

who had lived such a hard life at home, and had suffered so

keenly. It was a comfort to think that she would go back to

the Community, What happier destiny could she hope for 1

Would she take care of his dog for him when she went
back ] They had all promised to be kind to his pet animals, in

his absence ; but the dog was fond of Mellicent ; he would be

happier with Mellicent than with the rest of them. And his

little tame fawn, and his birds—how were they doing ? Ho had
not even written to inquire after them ; he had been cruelly

forgetful of those harmless dumb loving friends. In his present

solitude, in his dreary doubts of the future, what would he not

give to feel the dog nestling in his bosom, and the lawn's little

rough tongue licking his hand ! His heart ached as he thought
of it ; a choking hysterical sensation oppressed his breathing.

He tried to rise, and ring for lights, and rouse his manliood to

endure and resist. It was not to be done—where was his

courage ] where was the cheerfulness which had never failed him
at other times ?—he sank back in the chair, and hid his face in

his hands for shame at his own weakness, and bui*st out crying.

The touch of soft persuasive fingers suddenly thrilled through

him.

His hands were gently drawn away from from his face ; a fa-

miliar voice, sweet and low, said, * O, don't cry !
' Dimly

through his tears he saw the well-remembered little figure stand-

ing between him and the fire. In his unendurable loneliness,

he had longed for his dog, he had longed for his fawn. There
was the martyred creature from the streets, whom he had rescued

from nameless horror, waiting to be his companion, servant,

friend I There was the child victim of cold and hunger, still

only feeling her way to womanhood ; innocent of all other aspi-

rations, so long as she might fill the place which had once been

occupied by the dog and fawn 1

Amelius looked at her with a momentary doubt whether he

was waking or sleeping. ' Good God !
' he cried, * am I dream-

ing again ?

'

ft i»
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' No,' alu) said, simply. ' You arc awake this time. Let mo
dry your eyes ; I know whero you put your haudkorchiet'.' She
l)orclietl on his kuco, aud wipod away the tears, and smoothed his

hair ov(>r his forehead. ' I was tVightuned to show myself till I

heard you crying,' she confessed. 'Then I thoiight, Come ! he

can't be angry with me now—and I crept out from behind the

curtains there. The old man let me in. I can't live without

seeing you ; I've tried till I could try no longer. I owned it to

the old man when he oju'ned the door. I said, " lonly want to

look at him ; won't you let me in I
" Ami he said, ** God bless

me, here's Eve come already I
" I don't know what he meant

—

he let me in, that's all 1 care about. He's a funny old foreigner.

Send him away ; I'm to be y(nu" servant now. Why were you
crying J I've cried often enough about You. No; that can't

be— 1 can't expect you to cry about mf ; I can only expect you
to scold me. I know I'm a bad girl.'

She cast one doubtful lo(>k at him, and hung her head—wait-

ing to be scolded. Auielius lost all co.itrol over himself. Mo
took h(M in his arms and kissed her again and again. ' You
are a dear good grateful little cnviture !

' he burst out—and sud-

denly stopped, aware too late of the act of imprudence which he

had committed. He put her away from him • he tried to tisk

severe questions, and to administer merited rep. v>of. Even if he

had succeeded, Sally was too hap[)y to listen to him. ' It's all

right now !
' she cried. ' I'm never, never, never to go back to

the Home ! O, I'm so happy ! Le /s light the hunp again !

'

She found the matchbox on the chimney-piece. In a minute
more the room was bright. Ameliussat looking at her, perfectly

incapable of deciding what he ought to say or do next. To com-
plete his bewiUlerment, the voice of the attentive old French-

man made itself heard through the door, in discreetly confiden-

tial tones.

' I have prepared an appetising little supper, sir,' said TofF.

* Be pleased to ring when you and the young lady are ready.'

h



fl )l

THE FALLEN LEAVES. 245

Let mo
iof.' She

athod Ilia

solf till I

om«! lio

(hiiul tho

I without

iruoil it to

f want to

iod l)loss

iiioaut—

•

i'oroiguor.

wero you

ihat can't

cpoct you

id— vvait-

solf. !!•'

in. ' You
-and sud-

whioh ho

d to ask

von if ho
' It's all

back to

am !

'

a minute

perfectly

To com-

French-

contiden-

said TotF.

ready.'

CHAPTER XXX.

jOFF'S intorfcrencG proved to have its use. Tho an-

1^1^ nouncoment of the Httlo supper—plainly implying Simple
^-^ Sally's reception at the cottage—reniitided Amelius of

his responsibilities. He at once stopped out into the passage,

and closed the door behind him.

The old Frenchman was waiting to be leprimanded or thanked,

as the case nught be, with his head down, his shoulders

shrugged up to his ears, an<l the j)altns of his liands spread out

appealingly on either side of him —a model of mute resignation

to circumstances.
' Do you know that you have put mo in a very awkward

position 1
' Amelius began.

Toff lifted one of his hands to liis heart. ' You are aware of

my weakness, sir. When that charming little creature present-

ed herself at the door, sinking with fatigue, I couJd no more
resist her than I could take a hop-skip-and-jump over the roof

of this cottage. If I have done wrong, take no account of the

pioud fidelity with which I have served you ; tell me to pack

up and go—but don't ask me to assume a position of severity

towards that enchanting Miss. It is not in ray heart to do it,'

said Toff, lifting his eyes with tearful solemnity to an imaginary

heaven. * On my sacred word of honour as a Frencliman, I

would die rather than do it !

'

* Don't talk nonsense,' Amelius rejoined a little impatiently.
' I don't blame you—but you have got me into a scrape, f »r all

that. If I did my duty, I should send for a cab, and take her

back.'

Toff opened his twinkling old eyes in a perfect transport of

astonishment. * What I ' he r^^ed, ' take her back ? Without
rest, without supper ? And you call that duty ? How incon-

ceivably ugly does duty look, when it assumes an inhospitable

aspect towards a woman I Pardon me, sir ; I must express my
sentiments or I shall burst. You will say perhaps that I have
no conception of duty 1 Pardon me again—my conception of

duty is hwe 1
'

17
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He threw open the door of the sitting-room. In spite of his

anxiety, Amelius hurst ont laughing. The Frenchman's inex-

haustible contrivances had transformed the sitting-room into a

bedroom for Sally ; the sofa had become a snug little white bed
;

a hairbrush and a comb, and a bottle of eau-de-cologne were on

the table ; a bath stood near the fire, with cans of hot and cold

water, and a railway-rug placed under them to save the carpet.

* I dare not presume to contradict you, sir', said Toff ;
* but there

is my conception of duty ! In the kitchen, I have another con-

ception, keeping warm
;
you can smell it up the stairs. Salmi

of partridge, with the littlest possible dash of garlic in the sauce.

sir, let that angel rest and refresh herself ! Virtuous sever-

ity, believe me, is a most horribly unbecoming virtue at your
age !

' He spoke quite seriously, with the air of a profound
moralist, asserting principles that did equal honour to his head
and his heart.

Amelius went back to the library.

Sally was resting in the easy-chair ; her position showed plain-

ly that she was suffering from fatigue. * I have had a long,

long walk,' she said ;
' and I don't know which aches worst, my

back or my feet. I don't care—I'm quite happy now I'm here.*

She nestled herself comfortably in the chair. * Do you mind
my looking at you 1

' she asked. * 0, it's so long since I saw
you !'

There was a new undertone of tenderness in her voice—in-

nocent tenderness that opo"ly avowed itself The reviving in-

fluences of the life at the Home had done much—and had much
yet left to do. Her wasted face and figure were filling out,

her cheeks and lips were regaining their lovely natural colour,

as Amelius had seen in his dream. But her eyes, in repose,

still resumed their vacantly-patient look ; and her manner, with

a perceptible increase of composure and confidence, had iiot lost

its quaint childish charm. Her growth from girl to woman
was a growth of fine gradations, guided by the unerring deliber-

ation of Nature and Time.
* Do you think they will follow you here, from the Home ?

'

Amelius asked.

She looked at the clock. * I don't think so,' she said quietly

It's houis since I slipped out by the back door. They hav
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.'hey hav

strict rules about runaway girls—even when uheir friends bring
them back. If yow send me back— ' she stooped, and looked

thouglitfuUy into the fire.

' What will you do. If I send you back V
* What one of our girls did, before they took her in at the

Home. She jumped into the river. *' Made a hole in the

water f that's how she calls it. She's a big strong girl ; and
they got her out, and saved her. She says it wasn't painful,

till they brought her to again. I'm little and weak— I don't

think they could bring me to life, if they tried.'

Amelius made a futile attempt to reason with her. He even
got so far as to tell her she had done very wrong to leave the

Home. Sally's answer set all further expostulation at defiance.

Instead of attempting to defend herself, she sighed wearily, and
said :

' I had no money ; I walked all the way here.'

The well intended remonstrances of Amelius were lost in com-
passionate surprise. ' You poor little soul !

' he exclaimed, * it

must be seven or eight miles at least !

'

* I daresay,' said Sally. ' It don't matter, now I've found

you.'
' But how did you find me ? Who told you where I lived ?

She smiled, and took from her bosom the photograpli of the

cottage.

* But Mrs. Payson cut off the address !
' cried Amelius, burst-

ing out with the truth in the impulse of the moment.
Sally turned over the photograph, and pointed to the back of

the card, on which the pliotogra])her's name and address were
printed. * Mrs. Payson didn't think of this,' she said slyly.

' Did you think of it ]
' Amelius asked.

Sally shook her head. ' I'm too stupid,' she replied. ' The
girl who made the hole in the water put me up to it. " Have
you made up your mind to run away ? " she says. And I said,

" Yes." " You go to the man who did the picture," she says
;

" he knows where the place is, I'll be bound." And I asked
my way till I found him. And he did know. And he told

me. He was a good sort ; he gave me a glass of wine, he said

t looked so tired. I said we'd go and have our portraits taken
some day—you, and your servant. May ! tell the funny old for-

eigner that he is to go away now I have to come to you 1
' The

I

'
>.



5^?^

:itil

X, ;l

t;.i.

248 THE FALLEN LEAVES.

complete simplicity with which she betrayed her jealousy of Toff

made Amelius smile. Sally, watching every change in his face,

instantly di-ew her own conclusion, * Ah !
' she said clieerfully,

*I'll keep your room cleaner than he keeps it ! I smelt dust on
the curtains when I was hiding from you.

'

Amelius thought of his dream. * Did you come out while I

was asleep 1
' he asked.

* Yes ; I wasn't frightened of you, when you were asleep. I

had a good look at you. And I gave you a kiss.* She made that

confession withoiit the slightest sign of confusion ; her calm blue

eyes looked him straight in the face. * You got restless,' she

went on ;
* and I got frightened again. I put out the lamp. I

says to myself, If he does scold me, I can bear it bettei in the

dark.'

Amelius listened, wondering. Had ho seen drowsily what
he thought he had dreamed, or was there some mysterious

sympathy between Sally and himself 1 These occult speculations

were interrupted by Sally. ' May I take off my bonnet and
make myself tidy ?

' she asked. Some men might have said

No. Amelius was not one of them.

The library possessed a door of communication with the

sitting-room ; the bedchamber occupied by Amelius being on the

other side of the cottage. When Sally saw Toff's reconstructed

room, she stood at the door, in speechless adm' ration of the

vi-:ion of luxury revealed to her. From time to time Amelius,

alone in the library, heard her dabbling in her batn, and hum-
ming the artless okt English song from which she had taken her

name. Once she knocked at the closed door, and made a

request through it, ' There is scent on the table ; may I have
some 1 ' And once Toff knocked at the other door, opening into

the passage, and asked when * pretty young Miss ' would be

ready for supper. Events went on in the little household as if

Sally had become an integral part of it already. * What am I

to do ?
' Amelius asked himself And Toff, entering at the mo-

ment to lay the cloth, answered respectfully, * Hurry the young
person, sir, or the salmi will be spoilt.'

She came out from her room, walking delicately on her sore

feet—so fresh and charming, that Toff, absorbed in admiration,

made a mistake in folding a napkin for the first time in his
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life. * Champagne of course, sir ?
' he said, in confidence to

Amelius. The salmi of partridge appeared ; the inspiriting

wine sparkled in the glasses ; Toff surpassed himself in all the

qualities which make a servant invaluable at a supper-table
;

Sally forgot the Home, forgot the cruel street, and lauglied and
chattered as gaily as the happiest girl living. Ameiiuf,
expanding in the joyous atmosphere of youth and good spirit?,

shook off his sense of responsibility, and became once more the

delightful companion who won everybody's love. The efferves-

cent gaiety of the evening was at its climax ; the awful forms
of duty, propriety, and good sense had been long since laughed
out of the room—when Nemesis, goddess of retribution, an-
nounced her arrival out-side, by a crashing of carriage-wheels

and a peremptory ring at the cottage-bell.

There was a dead silence ; Amelius and Sally looked at eacli

other. The experienced Toff at once guessed what had hi;..p-

pened. * Is it her father or mother 1
' he asked Amelius a little

anxiously. Hearing that she had never even seen her father

or mother, he snapped his fingers joyously, and led the way oni

tiptoe into the hall. * I have my idea,* he whispered. ' Let
us listen.'

A woman's voice, high, clear, and resolute (speaking ap-

parently to the coachman), was the next audible sound. * Say
I come from Mrs. Payson, and must see Mr. Goldenheart
directly.' Sally trembled and turned pale. ' The matron !

' she
said faintly. * 0, don't let her in ?

' Amelius took the terrified

girl back to the library. Toff followed them, respectfully asking
to be told what a * matron' was. Receiving the necessary

explanation, he expressed his contempt for matrons bent on
carrying charming persons into captivity, by opening the library-

door, and spitting into the hall. Having relieved his mind in

this way, he returned to his master and laid a lank skinny
forefinger cunningly along the side of his nose. ' I suppose,

sir, you don't want to see this furious woman ?
' he said. Be-

fore it was possible to say anything in reply, another ring at

the bell announced that the furious woman wanted to see

Amelius. Toff read his master's wishes in his master's face.

Not even this emergency could find him unprepared : he was
as ready to ciicumvent a matron as to cook a diunui. ' The

11' ll
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shutters are up, and the curtains are drawn,' heieminded Amelius.
* Not a morsel of light is visible outside. Ltttliem ring—wo have
all gone to bed.' He turned to Sally, g inning with impish

enjoyment of his own stratagem, * Ila, Miss ! what do you
think of that 1

' There was a third pull at the bell as he spoke.
* King away, Missess Matrone !

' he cried. ' Wo are fast asleep

—wake us if you can.' The fourth ring was the last, A sharp

crack revealed the breaking of the bell-wire, and was followed

by the shrill fall of the iron handle on the pavement before the

garden-gate. The gate, like the palings, was protected at the

top from invading cats. ' Compose yourself, Miss,' said Toff;
* if she tries to get owv the gate, she will stick on the spikes.'

In another moment, the sound of retiring carriage-wheels an-

nounced the defeat of the matron, and settled the serious ques-

tion of receiving Sally for the night.

She sat silent by the window, when Toff had left the room,

holding back the curtains and looking out at the murky sky.
' What are you looking for ]

' Amelius asked.
' I was looking for the stars.'

Amelius joined her at the window. * There are no staTS to

be seen to-night.'

She let the curtain fall to again. ' I was thinking of night-

time at the Home,' she said. ' You see I got on pretty v.-c'.l,

in the day, with my reading and writing. I wanted so to

improve myself. My mind was troubled with the fear of your
despising such an ignorant creature as I am ; so T kept an at

my lessons. I thought I might surprise you, by writing you
a pretty letter some day. One of the teachers (she's gone away,
ill) was very good to me. I used to talk to her ; and, when I

said a wrong word, she took me up, and told me the right one.

She said you would think better of me, when you heard me
speak properly—and I do speak better, don't I % All this was
in the day. It was the night that was the hard time to get

through—when the other girls were all asleep, and I had noth-

ing to think of but how far away I was from You. I used to

get up, and put the counterpane round me, and stand at the

window. On fine nights, the stars were company to me.

There were tvvo stars, near i-ogether, that I got to know. Don't

laugh at me—I used to think one of them was you, and one of
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them me. I wondered whether you would die, or I should

die, before I saw you again. And, most always, it was my star

that wont out first. Lord, how I used to cry I It got into my
poor stupid head that I should never see you again. I do believe

I ran away because of that. You won't tell anybody, will you ]

It was so foolish, I am ashamed of it now. I wanted to see

your star and my star to-night. I don't know why. 0, I'm
so fond of you !

' She dropped on her knees, and took his

hand, and put it on her head. * It's burning hot,' she said,

' and your kind hand cools it.'

Amelius raised her gently, and led her to the door of her

room. * My poor Sally, you are quite worn out. You want
rest and sleep. Let us say good-night.'

' I will do anything you tell me,' she answered. ' If Mrs.

Payson comes to-morrow, you won't let her take me away ?

Thank you. Good-nigiit.' She put her hand on his shoulders,

with innocent familiarity, and lifted herself to him on tiptoe,

and kissed him as a sister might have kissed him.

Long after Sally was asleep in her bed, Amelius sat by the

library fire, thinking.

The revival of the crushed feeling and fancy in the girl's

nature, so artlessly revealed in her sad little story of the stars

that were ' company to her,* not only touched and interested

him, but clouded his view of the future with doubts and anx-

ieties which had never troubled him uotil that moment. The
mysterious influences under which the girl's development was
advancing were working morally and physically together.

Weeks might pass harmlessly, months might pass harmlessly

—

but the time must come, when the innocent relations between

them would be beset by peril. Unable, as yet, fully to realize

these truths, Amelius nevertheless felt them vaguely. His face

was trouble I, as he lit the candle at last to go to his bed. * I

don't see my way as cle rly as I could wish,' he reflected. ' How
will it <^nd 1

'

How indeed !

I

i
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CHAPTER XXXI.

T eight o'clock the next morning, Ameliua was awakened
by Toff. A letter had an-ived, marked * Immediate,'

and the messenger was waiting for an answer.

The letter was from Mrs. Payson. She wrote briefly, and in

formal terms. After referring to the matron's fruitless visit to

the cottage on the previous night, Mrs. Payson proceeded in

these words :
—

* I request you will immediately let me know,

whether Sally has taken refuge with you, and has passed the

night under your roof If I am right in believing that she has

done so, I have only to inform you that the doors of the Home are

henceforth closed to her, in conformity with our rules. If I am
wrong, it will be my pcvinful duty to lose no time in placing the

matter in the hands of the police.'

Amelius began his reply, acting on impulse as usual. He
wrote, vehemently remonstrating with Mrs. Payson on the un-

forgiving and unchristian nature of the rules at the Home. Be-

fore he was half way through his composition, the person who
had brought the letter sent a message to say that he was ex-

pected back immediately, and that he hoped Mr. Goldenheart

would not get a poor man into trouble by keeping him much
longer. Checked in the full flow of his eloquence, Amelius
angrily tore up the unfinished remonstrance, and matched Mrs.
Payson's briefly business-like language by an answer in one
line :

—
* I beg to inform you that you are quite right.' On re-

flection, he felt that the second letter was not only discourteous

as a reply to a lady, but also ungrateful as addressed to Mrs.

Payson personally. At the third attempt, he wrote becomingly
as well as briefly. * Sally has passed the night here, as my
guest. She was suffering from severe fatigue ; it would have
been an act of downright inhumanity to send her away. I re-

gret your decision, but of course I submit to it. You once said,

you believed implicitly in the purity of my motives. Do me
the justice, however you may blame my conduct, to believe in

me still.'

Having despatched these lines, the mind of Amelius was
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at ease again. He went into the library, and listened to hear
if Sally was moving. The perfect silence on the other side of the
door informed him that the weary girl was still fast asleep. He
gave directions that she was on no account to bo disturbed, and
sat down to breakfast by himself.

While he was still at table, Toff appeared with profound mys-
tery in his manner, and discreet confidence in the tones of his

voice. ' Here's another one, sir !
' the Frenchman announced,

in his master's ear.

* Another one ?
' Amelius repeated. * What do you mean 1

'

* She is not like the sweet little sleeping Miss,' Toff explained.
* This time, sir, it's the beauty of the devil himself, as we say in

France. She refuses to confide in me ; and she appears to be
agitated—both bad signs. Shall I get rid of her before the

other Miss wakes ?

'

' Hasn't she got a name 1
' Amelius asked.

Toff answered, in his foreign accent, * One name only—Fay-
bay.'

' Do you mean Phoobe ]
'

' Have I not said it, sir 1

'

'Show her in directly.'

Toff glanced at the door of Sally's room—shrugged his shoul-

ders—and obeyed his instructions.

Phcebe appeared, looking pale and anxious. Her customary
assurance of manner had completely deserted her : she stopped
in the doorway, as if she was afraid to enter the room.

* Come in, and sit down,' said Amelius. * What's the matter ?

'

* T'm troubled in my mind, sir,' Phoibe answered. * I know
it's taking a liberty to come to you. But I went yester-

day to ask Miss Regina's advice, and found she had gone abroad
with her uncle. I have something to say about Mrs. Farnaby,
sir ; and there's no time to be lost in saying it. I know of no-

body but you that T can speak to, now Miss Eegina is away.
The footman told me where you lived.

She stopped, evidently in the greatest embarrassment. Ame-
lius tried to encourage her. * If I can be of any use to Mrs.

Farnaby,' he said, * tell me at once what to do.'

Phoebe's eyes dropped before his straightforward look as he

spoke to her.

W 4\
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* 1 must ask you to please excuse my mentioning names, sir,'

she resumed, confusedly. ' There's a person I'm interested in,

whom I wouldn't get into trouble for the whole world. He's

been misled—I'm sure he's been misled by another person—

a

wicked drunken old woman, who ought to be in prison if she

had her deserts. I'm not free from blame myself— I know I'm
not. I listened, sir, to what I oughtn't to have heard ; and I

told it again (I'm sure in the strictest confidence, and not mean-
ing anything wrong), to the person I've mentioned. Not the

old woman—I mean the person I'm interested in. I hope you
understand me, sir ! I wish to speak openly (excepting the

names) on account of Mrs. Farnaby.'
Amelins thought of Pha3be's vindictive language, the last time

he had seen her. He looked towards a cabinet in a corner of

the room, in which he had placed Mrs. Farnaby's letter. An
instinctive distrust of his visitor began to rise in his mind. His
manner altered—he turned to his plate, and went on with his

breakfast. ' Can't you speak to me plainly ?
' he said. ' Is Mrs.

Farnaby in any trouble ]

'

'Yes, sir.*

* And can ^ do anything to help her out of it ?

'

' I am sure you can, sir—if you only knew where to find her.

' I do know where to find her. She has written to tell me.

The last time I saw you, you expressed yourself very impro-

perly about Mrs. Fs^. 'laby—you spoke as if you meant some
harm to her.'

* I mean nothing but good to her now, sir.'

* Very well, then. Can't you go and speak to her yourself, if

I give you the address ?

'

Phoebe's pale face flushed a little. * I couldn't do that, sir,'

she answered, ' after the way Mrs. Farnaby has treated me.

Besides, if she knew that I had listened to what passed between
her and you — ' She stopped again, more painfully embar-
rassed than ever.

Amelius laid down his knife and fork. * Look here !
' he said

\

' this sort of thing is not in my way. If you can't make a clean

breast of it, let's talk of something else. I'm very much afraid,'

he went on, with his customary absence of all concealment,
* you're not the harmless sort of girl I once took you for. What

{'A
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It' hard toPhoebe put her handkerchief to her eyes. * its very nara

speak to me so harshly,* she said, * when I'm .sorry for what I've

done, and am only anxiou.s to prevent harm coming of it.*

' irhat hav<' you done 1
' cried honest A.melius, weary of the

woman's inveteratc'ly indirect way of explaining herself to him.

The flash of his quick temper in his eyes, as he put that

straightforward question, roused a responsive temper in Phoebe
which stung her into speaking openly at last. She told Ame-
lius what she had heard in the kitchen, as phaiidy as she had
told it to Jervy—with this one difference, that she spoke witli-

out insolence when she referred to Mrs Farnaby.
Listening in silence until slie had done, Amelius started to

his feet, and, opening the cabinet, took from it Mrs. Farnaby 's

letter. He read the letter, keeping his back towards Phoobe

—

waited a moment thinking—and suddenly turned on the wo-
man with a look that made her shrink in her chair. ' You
wretch !

' he said. ' You heartless detestable wretch !

*

In the terror of the moment, Phoebe attempted to run out of

the room. Amelius stopped her instantly. * Sit down again,'

he said, * I mean to have the whole truth out of you, now.'

Phoebe recovered her courage. * You have had the whole
truth, sir ; I could tell you no more if I was on ray deathbed.'

Amelius held up Mrs. Farnaby's letter, and shook it at her

threateningly. ' Do yon mean to tell me you are not in this

abominable conspiracy \
, he asked.

* So help me God, sir, I never even hear<l of it till yester-

day !

'

The tone in which she spoke shook the conviction of Ame-
lius ; the indescribable ring of truth was in it.

' There are two people who are cruelly deluding and plunder-

ing this poor lady,' he went on. ' Who are they ?

'

* I told you, if you remember, that I couldn't mention names,

sir.'

Amelius looked again at the letter. After what he had heard,

there was no difficulty in identifying the invisible * young man '

alluded to by Mrs. Farnaby, with the unnamed * person ' in

whom Phoebe was interested. Who was he ? As the question

n
< I
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passed through his mind, Amelius remembered the vagabond
with whom he had recognised Phiebe in tlie street. There was
no «loubt of it, now—the man who wjis directing the conspi-

racy in the dark was Jervy ! Amelius wouhl unquestionably
have been rash enough to reveal this discovery, if Pha3be had
not stopped him. His renewed reference to Mrs.Farnal)y's letter

and iiis sudden silence after looking at it roused the woman's
suspicions. * If you're planning to get my friend into trouble,'

she burst out, ' not anotiier word shall pass my lips!
'

Even Amelius profited by the warning which that threat un-

intentionally conveyed to him.
' Keeji your own secrets,' he tiaid ;

' I only want to spare Mrs.

Farnaby a dreadful disappointment. But I must know what I

am talking about when 1 go to her. Can't you tell me how
you found out this abominable swindle ]

Phoebe was perfectly willing to tell him. Interpreting her

long involved narrative into plain English, with the names
added, these were the facts related :—Mrs. Sowler (bearing in

mind some talk which had passed between them, on the occa-

oion of a certain supper) had called at her lodgings on the pre-

vious day, and had tried to entrap her into communicating what
she knew of Mrs. Farnaby 's secrets. The trap failing, Mrs. Sow-
ler had tried bribery next ; had promised Phsebe a large sum of

money, to be equally divided between them, if she would only

speak ; had declared that Jervy was perfectly capable of break-

ing his promise of marriage, and * leaving them both in the

lurch, if he once got the money into his own pocket ;
' and had

thus informed Phcebe, that the conspiracy which she supposed

to have been abandoiied was really in full progress, without her

knowledge. She had temporised with Mrs. Sowler, being afraid

to set such a person openly at defiance ; and had hurried away
at once, to have an explanation with Jervy. He was reported

to be * not at home.' Her fruitless visit to Kegina had fol-

lowed—and there, so far as facts wore concerned, was an end
of tho story.

Amelius asked her no questions, and spoke as briefly as pos-

sible when she had done. ' I will go to Mrs. Farnaby this

morning,' was all he said.

* Would you please let me hear how it ends,* Phoobe asked.

t JA
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A melius pushed his pocket-book and pencil across tlie tai)le

to her, pointing to a blank leaf on which she could write her
address. While she was thus employed, the attentive Toff came
in, and (with his eye on Phoebe) whispered in his master's ear.

He had hoard Sally moving about. Would it be more con-

venient, under the circumstances, if she had her breakfast in

her own room ? Toffs astonishment was a sight to see, when
Araelius answered, * certainly not. Let her breakfast here.'

^
Phcabe rose to go. Her parting words revealed the double-

sided nature that was in her j the good and evil in perpetual

conflict which sliould be uppermost.
* Please don't mention me, sir, to Mrs. Furnaby,' she said,

' I don't forgive her for what she has done to me ; I don't say

I won't be even with he yet. But not in tlud way ! I won't
have her death laid at my door. 0, but I know her temper

—

and I say it's as likely as not to kill her or drive her mad, if

she isn't warned about it in time. Never mind her losing her
m.oney. If it's lost, iL's lost, and she's got plenty more. She
may be robbed a dozen times for all I care. But don't lot her
set her heart on seeing her child, and then find it's all a
swindle. I hate her ; but I can't, and won't, let tha^ go on.

Good-morning, sir.'

Amelius was relieved by her departure. For a minute or
two, he sat absently stirring his coffee, and considering how he
might most nafely perform the terrible duty of putting Mrs.
Farnaby on her guard. Toff interrupted his meditations, by
preparing the table for Sally's breakfast ; and almost at the

same moment, Sally herself, fresh and rosy, opened her door a
little way, and looked in.

* You have had a fine long sleep,* said Amelius. ' Have you
quite got over your walk yesterday ?

'

* 0, yes,' she answered gaily ;
* I only feel my long walk in

my feet. It hurts me to put my boots on. Can you lend me
a pair of slippers 1

'

' A pair of my slippers ? Why, Sally, you would be lost in

them ! What's the matter with your feet ?

'

sore,They're both
blister on it 1

'

And I think one of them has got r

i III
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She came limping in, with her feet bai °. ' Don't scold me,'

she pleaded. ' I couldn't put my stockings on again, without

washing them ; and they're not dry yet.'

*ril get you new stockings and slippers,' said Amelius.
* Which is the foot with the blister 1

'

* The left foot,' she answered, pointing to it 1

CF4PTER XXXII.
Q^

' filT/^ET me see the blister,' said Amelius.

VliS^j Sally looked longingly at the lire.

^^»^ ' * May I warm my fe(;t first 1
' she asked ;

' they are

so cold.'

In those words, she innocently deferred the discovery which,

if it had been made at the moment, might have altered the

whole after-course of events. Amelius only thought now of

preventing her from catching cold. He sent Toff for a pair of

the warmest socks that he possessed, and asked if he should

put them on for her. She smiled, and shook her head, and
put them on for herself.

When they had done laughing at the absurd appearance of

the little feet in the large socks, they only drifted farther and
farther away from the subject of the blistered foot. Sally re-

membered the terrible matron, and asked if anything had been

heard of her that me ^ning. Being told that Mrs. Payson had
written, and that the doors of the institution were closed to

her, she recovered her spirits, and began to wonder whether

the offended authorities would let her have her clothes. Toff

offered to go and make the inquiry, later in the day ; suggest-

ing the purchase of slippers and stockings, in the mean time,

while Sally was having her breakfast. Amelius approved of

the suggestion; and Toff set ofl" on his errand, with one of

Sally's boots for a pattern.

The morning had, by that time, advanced to ten o'clock.

Amelius stood before the fire talking, while Sally had her
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breakfast. Having tirst explained the reasons which made it

impossible that she should live at the cottage in the capacity

of his servant, he astonished her by announcing that he meant
to undertake the superintendence of her education himself.

They were to be master and pupil, while the lessons were in

progress ; and brother and sister at other times—and they were

to see how they got on together, on this plan, without indulg

ing in any needless anxiety about the future. Amelius believed

with perfect sincerity that he had hit on the only sensible ar-

rangement, under the circumstances ; and Sally cried joyously,
* 0, ' w good you are to me ; the happy life has come at last I

*

At -he hour when those words passed the daughter's lips, the

discovery of the conspiracy burst upon the mother in all its

baseness and in all its horror.

The suspicion of her infamous employer, which had induced
Mrs. Sowler to attempt to intrude herself into Phoebe's confi-

dence, led her to make a visit of investigation at Jervy's lodg-

ings later in the day. Informed (as Phoebe had been informed)

that he was not at home, she called again some hours after-

wards. By that time, the landlord had discovered that Jervy's

luggage had been secretly conveyed away, and that his tenant

had left him, in debt for rent of the two best rooms in the

house.

No longer in any doubt of what had happened, Mrs. Sowler
employed the remaining hours of the evening in making in-

quir'es after the missing man. Not a trace of him had been

discovered, up to eight o'clock on the next morning.

Shortly aftc, nine o'clock—that is to say, towards the hour
at which Phoebe paid her visit to Amelius—Mrs. Sowler, reso-

lute to know the worst, made her appearance at the apart-

ments occupied by Mrs. Farnaby.
' I wit'h to speak to you,' she began abruptly, ' about that

young man we both know of. Have you seen .anything of him
lately ?

'

Mrs. Farnaby, steadily on her guard, deferred answering the

question. * Why do you want to know J ' she said.

The reply was instantly ready. ' Because I have reason to

believe he h»s bolted, with your money in his pocket.'

* He has done nothing of the sort,' Mrs. Farnaby rejoined.
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' Has he got your money %
' Mrs. Sowler persisted. * Tell me

the truth —and I'll do the same by you. He has cheated me.
If you're cheated too, it's your own interest to lose no time in

finding him. The police may catch him yet. Has he got your
money 1

'

The woman was in earnest—in terrible earnest—her eyes

and her voice bo'h bore witness to it. She stood there the

living impersonation of those doubts and fears which Mrs.

Farnaby had described in her letter to Amelius. Her position

at that moment, was essentially a position of power. Mrs.

Farnaby felt it in spite of herself. She acknowledged that

Jervy had got the money.
* Did you send it to him, or give it to him ?

' Mrs. Sowler
asked.

* I gave it to him.'
' When ?

'

' Yesterday evening.'

Mrs. Sowler clenched her fists, and shook them in impotent
rage. * He's the biggest scoundrel living,' she exclaimed furi-

ously ;
* and you're the biggest fool ! Put on your bonnet and

come to the police. If you get your money back again before

he's spent it all, don't forget it was through me.'

The audacity of the woman's language roused Mrs. Farnaby.
Shri pointed to the door, * You are an insolent creature,' she

said ;
' I have nothing more to do with you.'

* You have nothing more to do with me 1
' Mrs. Sowler re-

peated. ' You and the young man have settled it all between
you, I suppose.' She laughed scornfully. ' 1 daresay now you
expect to see him again ]

'

Mrs. Farnaby was irritated into answering this. ' I expect

to see him this morning,' she said, ' at ten o'clock.'

* And the lost young lady with him 1
'

' Say nothing about ray lost daughter ! I won't even hear

you speak of her.'

Mrs. Sowler sat down. ' Look at your watch,' she said. ' It

must be nigh on ten o'clock by this time. You'll make a dis-

turbance in the house if you try to turn me out. I mean to

wait here till ten o'clock.'

On the point of answering angrily, Mrs. Farnaby restrained

tjj
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herself. * You are trying to force a quarrel on me,' she said
;

* you shan't spoil the happiest morning of my life. Wait here

by yourself.'

She opened the door that led into her bedchamber, and shut

herself in. Perfectly impenetrable to any repulse that could

be offered to her, Mrs. Sowler looked at the closed door with
a sardonic smile, and waited.

The clock in the hall struck ten. Mrs. Farnaby returned

again to the sitting-room, walked straight to the window, and
looked out.

* Any signs of him 1 ' said Mrs. Sowler.

There were no signs of him. Mrs. Farnaby drew a chair to

the window, and sat down. Her hands turned icy cold. She
still looked out into the street,

* I'm going to guess what's happened,' Mrs. Sowler resumed.
* I'm a sociable creature, you know, and I must talk about some-

thing. About the money, now ? Has the young man had his

travelling expenses of you ? To go to foreign parts, and bring

your girl back with him, eh ? I guess that's how it was. You
see I know him so well. And what happened, if j'^ou please,

yesterday evening ] Did he tell you he'd brought her back,

and got her at his own place ? And did he say he wouldn't let

you see her, till you paid him his reward as well as his travel-

ling expenses 1 And did you forget my warning to you not to

trust him ? I'm a good one at guessing when I try. I see you
think so yourself. Any signs of him yet ?

'

Mrs. Farnaby looked round from the window. Her manner
was completely changed ; she was nervously civil to the wretch
who was torturing hor. ' I beg your pardon, ma'am, if I have
offended you,' she said faintly. * I am a little upset—T am so

anxious about my poor child. Perhaps you are a mother your-

self? You oughtn't to frighten me
;
you ought to feel for me.

She paused, and put her hand to her head. * He told me yes-

terday evening,' she went on slowly and vacantly, ' that my
poor darling was at his lodgings ; he said that she was so worn
out with the long journey from abroad, that she must have a

night's rest before she could come to me. I asked him to tell

me where he lived, and let me go to her. He said she was
asleep, and must not be disturbed. I promised to go in on tip-
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toe, and only look at her ; I offered him more money, double

the money, to tell me where she was. He was very hard on

me. He only said, wait till ten to-morrow morning—and wished

me good-night. I ran out to follow him, and fell on the stairs,

and hurt myself. The people of the house were very kind to

me.' She turned her head back towards the window, and looked

out into the street again. * I must be patient,' she said ;
* he's

only a little late.'

Mrs. Sowler rose, and tapped her smartly on the shoulder.
* Lies !

' she burst out. * He knows no more where your
daiighter is than I do—and he's oflf with your money !

'

The woman's hateful touch struck out a spark of the old fire

in Mrs. Farnaby. Her natural force of character asserted it-

self once more. * Tou lie !
' she rejoined. * Leave the room !

'

The door was opened, while she spoke. A respectable wo-
man-servant came in with a letter. Mrs. Farnaby took it

mechanically, and looked at the address. Jervy's feigned hand-
writing was familiar to her. In the instant when she recognised

it, the life seemed to go out of her like an extinguished light.

She stood pale and still and ailent, with the unopened letter in

her hand.

Watching her with malicious curiosity, Mrs. Sowler coolly

possessed herself of the letter, looked at it, and recognised the
writing in her turn. * Stop !

* she cried, as the servant was on
the point of going out. * There's no stamp on this letter. Was
it brought by hand ? Is the messenger waiting ?

'

The respectable servant showed her opinion of Mrs. Sowler
plainly in her face. She replied as briefly and as ungraciously
as possible:—'No.'

* Man or woman ?
' was the next question.

* Am I to answer this person, ma'am ?
' said the servant, look-

ing at Mrs. Farnaby.
' Answer me inst-^^ntly,' Mrs. Sowler interposed—* in Mrs.

Farnaby's own interests. Don't you see she can't speak to you
herselfr

' Well, then,* said the servant, * it was a man.'
*A man with a squint ?

'

« Yes.'

' Which way did he go ?

'

* Towards the square.'
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Mrs. Sowler tossed the letter on the table, and hurried out

of the room. The servant approached Mrs. Farnaby. ' You
haven't opened your letter yet, ma'am,* she said.

'No,* said Mrs. Farnaby vacantly, * I haven't opened it yet*
* I'm afraid it's bad news, ma'am ?

'

* Yes. I think it's bad news.'
' Is there anything I can do for you ?

'

* No, thank you. Yes ; one thing. Open my letter for me,
please.' •

It was a strange request to make. The servant wondered,
and obeyed. She was a kind-hearted woman ; she really felt

for the poor lady. But the familiar household dovil, whose
name is Curiosity, and whose opportunities are innumerable,

prompted her next words when she had taken the letter out of

the envelope :
—

* Shall I read it to you, ma'am 1
'

* No. Put it down on the table, please. I'll ring when I

want you.'

The mother was alone—alone, with her death-warrant wait-

ing for her on the table.

The clock down-stairs struck the half hour after ten. She
moved, for the first time since she had received the letter.

Once more, she went to the window, and looked out. It was
only for a moment. She turned away again, with a sudden
contempt for herself. ' What a fool I am !

' she said—and took

up the open letter.

She looked at it. and put it down again. * Why should I

read it,* sl;e asked herself, * when I know what is in it, without

reading ?

'

Some framed woodcuts from the illustrated newspapers were
hung on the walls. One of them represented a scene of rescue

from shipwreck. A mother embracing her daughter, saved by
the lifeboat, was among the fore-ground groups. The print

was entitled, * The Mercy of Providence.* Mrs. Farnaby looked

at it, with a moment*s steady attention. * Providence has its

favourites,* she said ;
* I am not one of them.'

After thinking a little, she went into her bedroom, and took

two papers out of her dressing-caae. They were medical pre-

scriptions.
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She turned next to the chimneypiece. Two medicine-bottles

were placed on it. She took one of them down—a bottle of

the ordinary size, known among chemists as a six-ounce bottle.

It contained a colourless liquid. The label stated the dose to

to be ' two table-spoonsful,' and bore, as usual, a number corres-

ponding with a number placed on the prescription. She took

up the prescription. It was a mixture of bi-carbonate of soda

and prussic acid, intended for the relief of indigestion. She
looked at the date, and was j(t once reminded of one of the

very rare occasions on which she had required the services of

a medical man. There had been a serious accident at a dinner-

party, given by some friends. She I d eaten sparingly of a
certain dish, from which some of the other guests had suffered

severely. It was discovered that the food had been cooked in

an old copper saucepan. In her case, the trilling result had
been a disturbance of digestion, and nothing more. The doctor

had prescribed accordingly. She had taken but one dose ; with

her healthy constitution, she despisea physic. The remainder

of the mixture was still in the bottle.

She considered again with herself—then went back to the

chimney-piece, and took down the second bottle.

It contained a colourless liquid also ; but it was only half the

size of the first bottle, and not a drop had been taken. She
waited, observing the difference between the two bottles with

extraordinary attention. In this case also, the prescription

was in her possession—but it was not the original. A line at

the top stated that it was a copy made by the chemist, at the

request of a customer. It bore the date of more than three

years since. A morsel of paper was pinned to the prescription,

containing some lines in a woman's handwriting :
—

* With your

enviable health and strength, my dear, I should have thought

you were the last person in the world to want a tonic. How-
ever, here is my prescription if you must have it. Be very

careful to take the right dose, because there's poison in it. The
prescription contained three ingredients, strychnine, quinine,

and nitro-hydrochloric acid ; and the dose was fifteen drops in

water. Mrs. Farnaby lit a match and burnt the lines of her

friend's writing. ' As long ago as that,' she reflected, watching

the destruction of the paper, ' I thought of killing myself.

Why didn't I do it r
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The paper having been destroyed, she put back the prescrip-

tion for indigestion in her dressing case ; hesitated for a
moment ; and opened the bedroom window. It looked into a
lonely little courtyard. She threw the dangerous contents of

the second and smaller bottle out into the yard—and then put it

back empty on the chimney-piece. After another moment of

hesitation she returned to the sitting-room, with the bottle of

mixture, and the copied prescription for the tonic strychnine

drops, in her hand.

She put the bottle on the table, and advanced to the fire>

place to ring the bell. Warm as the room was she began to

shiver. Did the eager life in her feel the fatal purpose that

she was meditating, and shrink from it ? Instead of ringing

the bell, she bent over the fire, trying to warm herself.

* Other women would get relief in crying,' she thought. * I
wish I was like other women !

*

The whole sad truth about herself was in that melancholy

aspiration. No relief in tears, no merciful oblivion in a faint-

ing-fit, for her. The terrible strength of the vital organization

in this woman knew no yielding to the unutterable misery that

wrung her to the soul. It roused its glorious forces to resist

:

it held her in a stony qu et, with a grip of iron.

She turned away from the fire wondering at herself. * What
baseness is there in me that fears death ? What have I got to

live for now?' The open letter on the table caught her

eye. * This will do it !
* she said—and snatched it up, and

read it at last.

' The least I can do for you is to act like a gentleman, and
spare you unnecessary suspense. You will not see me this

morning at ten, for the simple reason that I really don't know
(and never did know) where to find your daughter. I wish I

was rich enough to return the money. Not being ablo to do
that, I will give you a word of advice instead. The next time

you confide any secrets of yours to Mr. Groldenheart, take better

care that no third person hears you.*

She read those atrocious lines, without any visible distur-

bance of the dreadful composure that possessed her. Her mind
made no effort to discover the person who had listened and had
betrayed her. To all ordinary curiosities, to all ordinaiy

emotions, she was morally dead already.
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The one thought in her was a thought that might have oc-

curred to a man. ' If I only had my hands on his throat, how
I couhl wring the life out of him ! As it is

—
' Instead of pur-

suing the reflection, she threw the letter into the fire, and rang

the bell.

' Take this at once to the nearest chemist's ' she said, giving

the strychnine prescription to the servant ;
' and wait, please,

and bring it back with you.'

She opened her desk, when she was alone, and tore up the

letters and papers in it. This done, she took her pen, and
wrote a letter. It was addressed to Amelius.
When the servant entered the room again, bringing with her

the prescription made up, the clock down-stairs struck eleven.

* m

CHAPTER XXXIII.

'OFF returned to the cottage, with the slippers and the

stockings.
* What a time you have been gone I

' said Amelius.
* It is not my fault, sir,' Toff explained. * The stockings I

obtained without difficulty. But the nearest shoe-shops in this

neighbourhood sold only coarse manufactures, and all too large.

I had to go to my wife, and get her to take me to the right

place. See
!

' he exclaimed, producing a pair of quilted silk

slippers with blue rosettes, * here is a design, that is really

worthy of pretty feet. Try them on, Miss.'

Sally's eyes sparkled at the sight of the slippers. She rose

at once, and limped away to her room. Amelius, observing

that she still walked in pain, called her back. * I had forgot-

ten the blister he said. ' Before you put on the new stockings,

Sally, let me see your foot.' He turned to Toff. * You're al-

ways re'.dy with everything,' he went on ;
' I wonder whether

you ha /e got a needle and a little bit of worsted thread ?

'

The ulvl Frenchman answered with an air of respectful re*
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proach. * Knowing me, sir, as you do,' he said, ' could you
doubt for a moment that I mend my own clothes and darn my
own stockings 1 * He withdn^w to his bedroom below, and re-

turned with a leather roll. ' When you are ready, sir 1
' he

said, openin; the roll at the table, and threading the needle,

while Sally removed the sock from he- left fo^ot.

She took a chair near the window, at the suggestion cf
Amelius. He knelt down so as to raise her foot to his knee.
* Turn a little more towards the light,' he said. He took the
foot in his hand, lifted it, looked at it—and suddenly let it

drop back on the floor.

A cry of alarm from Sally instantly brought Toff t</ the

window. * O, look !
' she cried ;

' he's ill
!

' Toff" lifted Ame-
lius to a chair. * For God's sake, sir,' cried the terrified old

man, * what's the matter 1
' Amelius had turned to the strange

ashy paleness which is only seen in men of his florid complex-
ion, ovf"whelmed by sudden emotion. He stammered when he
tried to speak. ' Fetch the brandy !

' said Toff", pointing to

the liquor-case on the sideboard. Sally brought it instantly
;

the strong stimulant steadied Amelius.
' I'm sorry to have frightened you,' he said faintly. ' Sally I

—Dear, dear little Sally, go in, and get your things on directly.

You must come out with me ; I'll tell you why afterwards.

My God ! why didn't I find this out before ]
' He noticed

Toff, wondering and trembUng. 'Good old fellow ! don't alarm
yourself—you shall know about it, too. Go ! run ! get the

first cab you can find 1

'

Left alone for a few minutes, he had time to compose him-
self. He did his best to take advantage of the time ; he tried

to prepare his mind f'»r the coming interview with Mrs.
Farnaby. * I must be careful of what I do,' he thought, con-

scious of the overwhelming effect of the discovery on himself

;

* she doesn't expect me to bring her daughter to her.'

Sally returned to him, ready to go out. She seemed to be
afraid of him, when he approached her, and took her hand.
* Have I done anything wrong ?

' she asked in her fhildish

way. * Are you going to take me to some other Home \
' The

tone and look with which she put the question burst through

the restraints which Amelius had imposed on himself for her
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strange behaviour when he had knelt down to look at her foot.

He answered, explaining to her briefly and plainly what his

conduct meant. The description of what had passed between
her mother and Amelius interested and yet perplexed her.

* How can she be so fond of me, without knowing anything
about me for all those years 1 * she asked. ' Is my mother a

lady ? Don't tell her where you found me ; she might be
ashamed of me.* She paused, and looked at Amelius anxiously.

'Are you vexed about something 1 May I take hold of >our

hand 1
' Amelius gave her his hand ; and Sally was satisfied.

As the cab drew up at the house, the door was opened from
within. A gentleman, dressed in black, hurriedly came out

;

looked at Amelius ; and spoke to him as he stepped from the

cab to the pavement.
* I beg your pardon, sir. May I ask if you are any relative

of the lady who lives in this house 1

'

' No relative,' Amelius answered. * Only a friend, who
brings good news to her.'

The stranger's grave face suddenly became compassionate as

well as grave. ' I must speak with you before you go up-stairs,'

he said, lowering his voice as he looked at Sally, still seated in

the cab. * You will perhaps excuse the liberty I am taking,

when I tell you that I am a medical man. Come into the hall

for a moment—and don't bring the young lady with you.*

Amelius told Sally to wait in the cab. She saw his altered

looks, and entreated him not to leave her. He promised to

keep the house-door open so that she could see him, and fol-

lowed the doctor into the hall.

* I am sorry to say, I have bad, very bad, news for you,' the

doctor began. * Time is of serious importance—I must speak

plainly. You have heard of mistakes made by taking the

wrong bottle of medicine ? The poor lady up-stairs is, I fear,

in a dying state, from an accident of that sort. Try to com-
pose yourself. You may really be of use to me, if you are firm

enough to take my place while I am away.'

Amelius steadied himself instantly. * What I can do, I will

do,' he answered.

The doctor looked at him. * I believe you,* he said. * Now
listen. In this case, a dose limited to fifteen drops has been
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confounded with a dose of two tablespoonsful ; and the u/iig

taken by mistake is strychnine. One grain of the poison has

been known to prove fatal—she has taken three. T'he convul-

sion fits have begun. Antidotes are out of the question—the

have heard of opium as

going to get the instru-

Not that I have much
something. Have you

poor creature can swallow nothing. I

a possible means of relief; and I am
ment for injecting it under the skin.

belief in the remedy ; but I must try

courage enough to hold her, if another of the convulsions corner

on in my absence 1

* Will it relieve her, if 1 hold her?' Amelius asked.
* Certainly.'

* Then I promise to do it.'

* Mind ! you must do it thoroughly. There are only two
women up-str.i^s ; both perfectly useless in this emergency. If

she shrieks to you to be held, exert your strength—take her
with a firm grasp. If you only touch her (I can't explain it,

but it is so), you will make matters worse.'
* The servant ran down-stairs, while he was speaking. * Don't

leave us, sir—I'm afraid it's coming on again.'

* This gentleman will help you, while I am away,' said the

doctor. * One word more,' he went on, addressing Amelius.
* In the intervals between the fits, she is perfectly conscious ;

able to listen, and even to speak. If she has any last wishes

to communicate, make good use of the time. She may die of

exhaustion, at any moment. I will be back directly.'

He hurried to the door.
* Take my cab,' said Amelius, ' and save time.'
' But the young lad^

—

'

* Leave her to me.' He opened th'^ cab-door, and gave his

hand to Sally. It was done in a moment. The doctor drove off.

Amelius saw the servant waiting for them in the hall. He
spoke to Sally, telling her considerately and gently, what he

had heard, before he took her into the house. * I had such

good hope for you,' he said, * and it has come to this dreadful

end ! Have you courage to go through -yith it, if I take you
to her bedside ? You will be glad one day, my dear, to re-

member that you cheered your mother's last moments on
earth.'
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Sally put her hand in his. ' I will go anywhere,' she said

softly, ' with You.'

Amelias led her into the house. The servant, in pity for

her youth, ventured on a word of remonstrance. ' O sir, you're

not going to let the poor young lady see that dreadful sight

up-stairs !'

* Vou mean well,' Amelias answered ;
* and I thank you.

If you knew what I know, you would take her up-stairs, too.

Show the way.'

Sally looked at him in silent awe as they followed the ser-

vant together. He was not like the same man. His brows
were knit ; his lips were fast set ; he held the girl's hand in a

grip that hurt her. The latent strength of will in him—that

reserved resolution, so finely and firmly entwined in the na-

tures of sensitively-organized men—was rousing itself to meet
the coming trial. The doctor would have doubly believed in

him, if the doctor had seen him at that moment.
They reached the first-floor landing.

Befo'^e the servant could open the drawing-room door, a

shriek rang frightfully through the silence of the house. The
servant drew back, and crouched trembling on the upper stairs.

At the same moment, the door was flung open, and another

woman ran out, wild with terror. ' I can't bear it !' she cried,

and rushed up the stairs, blind to the presence of strangers in

the panic that possessed her. Amelias entered the drawing-

room, with his arm round Sally, holding her up. As he

placed her in a chair, the dreadful cry was renewed. He only

waited to rouse and encourage her by a word and a look—and
ran into the bedroom.

For an instant, and an instant only, he stood horror-struck

in the presence of the poisoned woman.
The fell action of the strychnine wrung every muscle in her

with the torture of convulsion. Her hands were fast clenched
;

her head was bent back ; her body, rigid as a bar of iron, was
arched upwards from the bed, resting on the two extremities

of the head and the heels : the staring eyes, the dusky face,

the twisted lips, the clenched teeth, were frightful to see. He
faced it. After the one instant of hesitation, he faced it.

Before she could cry out again, his hands were on her. The
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whole exertion of his strength was barely enough to keep the

frenzied throbs of the convulsion, as it reached its climax, from

throwing her oft' the bed. Through the worst of it, he was
still equal to the trust that had been placed in him, still faith-

ful to the work of mercy. Little by little, he felt the lessen-

ing resistance of the iigid body, as the paroxysm began to

subside. He saw the gha?cly stare die out of her eyes, and
the twisted lips relax from their dreadful grin. The tortured

bod)"^ sank, and rested ; the perspiration broke out on her face
;

her languid hands fell gently over on the bed. For a while,

the heavy eyelids closed—then opened again feebly. She looked

at him. ' Do you know me ? * he asked, bending over her.

And she answered in a faint whisper, * Amelius !

*

He knelt down by her, and kissed her hand. ' Can you
listen, if I tell you something 1

'

She breathed heavily ; her bosom heaved under the suftb-

cating oppression that weighed upon it. As he took her in his

armii to raise her in the bed, Sally's voice reached him in low

imploring tones, from the next room. * O, let me come t*^ you !

I'm so frightened here by myself.'

He waited, before he told her to come in, looking for a mo-

ment at the face that was resting on his breast. A gray shadow
was stealing over it ; a cold and clammy moisture struck a chill

through him as he put his hand on her forehead. He turned

towards the next room. The girl had ventured as far as the

door ; he beckoned to her. She came in timidly, and stood

by him, and looked at her mother. Amelius signed to her to

take his place. ' Put your arms round her,' he whispered.
* O Sally, tell her who you are in a kiss !

' The girl's tears

fell fast as she pressed her lips on her mother's cheek. The
dying woman looked up at her, with a glance of helpless inquiry

—then looked at Amelius. There was a doubt in her eyes

that made his heart ache. Arranging the pillows, so that she

could keep her raised position in the bed, he signed to Sally

to approach him, and removed the slipper from her left foot.

As he took it off, he looked again at the bed—looked and
shuddered. In a moment more, it might be too late. With
his knif lie ripped up the stocking, and, lifting heron the bed,

put her bare foot or her mother's lap. * Your child ! your
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child !
' he cried ; 'I've found your own darling ! For God's

sake, rouse yourself ! Look !

'

She heard him. She lifted her feebly-declining head. She

looked. She knew.
For one awful moment, the sinking vital forces rallied, and

hurled back the hold of death. Her eyes shone radiant with

the divine lighi of mat; _iial love ; an exulting cry of rapture

burst from her. Slowly, very slowly, she bent forward, until

her face rested on her daughter's foot. With a faint sigh of

ecstasy she kissed it. The moments passed—and the bent

he.ad was raised no more. The last beat of the heart was a

beat of joy.

Twil

>

CHAPTER XXXIV.

[HE day had advanced to evening. A few hours of repose

and solitude at the cottage had helped Amelius, in some
degree, to recover his tranquillity. He was sitting in

the library, with Sally for his only companion. The silence in

the room was uninterrupted. On the open desk at his side lay

the letter which Mrs. Farnaby had written to him on the morn-

ing of her dv^ath.

He had found the letter—with ohe envelope unfastened- -on
the floor of the bedchamber, and had fortunately secured it be-

fore the landlady and the servant had ventured back to the

room. The doctor, returning a few minutes afterwards, had
warned the two women that a coroner's inquest would be held

in the house, and had vainly cautioned them to be careful of

what they said or did in the interval. Not only the subject of

the death, but a discovery which had followed, revealing the

name of the ill-fated woman marked on her linen, and showing
that she had used an assumed name in taking the lodgings as

Mrs. Ronald, became the gossip of the neighbourhood in a few
houio. Under these circumstances, the catastrophe was made
the subject of a paragraph in the evening journals ; the name
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being added for the infonnation of any surviving relatives who
might be ignorant of the sad event. If the landlady had found

the letter, that circumstance also would, in all probability, have

formed part of the statement in the newspapers, and the secret

of Mrs. Farnabv's life and death would have been revealed to

the public view.
* 1 can trust you, and you only,' she wrote to Amelius, * to

fulfil the last wish'^s of a dying woman. You know me, and

you know how I looked forward to the prospect of a happy life

in retirement with my child. The one hope that I lived for

has pro\ed to be a cruel delusion, I have only this morning
discovered, beyond the possibility of doubt, that I have been

made the victim of wretches who have deliberately lied to me
from first to last. If I had been a happier woman, I might

have had other interests to sustain me under this frightful disas-

ter. Such as I am. Death is my one refuge left.

* My suicide will be known to no creature but yourself.

Some years since, the idea of self-destruction—concealed under

the disguise of a common mistake—presented itself to my mind,

I kept the means (very simple means) by me, thinking I might

end in that way after all. When you read this, I shall be at

rest for ever. You will do what I have yet to ask of you, in

merciful remembrance of me—I am sure of that.

* You have a long life before you, Amelius. My foolish fancy

about you and my lost girl still lingers in my mind. I still

think it may be just possible that you may meet with her, in

the course of years.
* If this does happen, I implore you, by the tenderness and

pity that you once felt for me, to tell no human creature that

she is my daughter ; and, if John Farnaby is living at the time

I forbid you, with the authority of a dying friend, to let her

see him, or to let her know even that such a person exists.

Are you at a loss to account for my motives ? I may make the

shameful confession which will enlighten you, now I know
that we shall never meet again. My child was born before my
marriage ; and the man who afterwards became my husband

—

a man of low origin, I should tell you—was the father. He
had calculated on this disgraceful circumstance to force my
parents to make his fortune, by making me his wife. I now
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know (what I only vaguely suspected before), that he deliber-

ately abandoned his child, as a likely cause of hindrance and
scandal in the way of his prosp'rous career in life. Do you
now tliink I am asking too much, when I entreat you never
even to speak to my lost darling of this unnatural wretch ! As
for my own fair fame, I am not thinking of myself. "With

Death close at my side, I think of my poor mother, and of all

that she suflfered and sacrificed to save me from the disgrace

that I had deserved. For her sake, not for mine, keep silence

to friends and enemies alike if they ask yon who my girl is

—with the one exception of my lawyer. Years since, I left in

his care the means of making a small provision for my child,

on the chance that she might live to claim it. You can show
him this letter as your authority, in case of need.

* Try not to forget me, Amelius—but don't grieve about me.

I go to my death as you go to your sleep when you are tired.

I leave you my grateful love—you have always been good to me.
There is no more to write ; I hear the servant returning from
the chemist's, bringing with her my release from the hard bur-

den of life without hope. May you be happier than I have
been ! Good-bye i

'

So she parted from him for ever. But the fatal association

of the unhappy woman's sorrows with the life and fortunes of

Amelius was not at an end yet.

He had neither hesitation nor misgiving in resolving to show
a natural respect to the wishes of the dead. Now that the

miserable story of the past had been unreservedly disclosed to

him, he would have felt himself bound in honour (even with-

out instructions to guide him) to keep the discoveiy of the

daughter a secret, for the mother's sake. With that convic-

tion, he had read the distressing letter With that conviction,

he now rose to provide for the safe keeping of it under lock

and key.

Just as he had secured the letter in a private drawer of his

desk, Toff came in with a card, and announced that a gentle-

man wished to see him. Amelius, looking at the card, was
surprised to find on it the name of * Mr. Melton.' Some lines

were written on it in pencil :
—

' I have called to speak with you

I'l!

'',i,
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' I didn't at first know what you meant,' Anielius explained.
* You put it, if you will forgive me for saying so, in rather a

roundabout way. If you are alluding, all tliis time, to Mrs.

Farnaby's death, I must honestly tell you that I know of it al-

ready.'

The bland self-possession of Mr. Melton's face began to show
signs of being ruffled. He had been in a manner deluded into

exhibiting his conventionally-fluent eloquence, in the choicest

modulations of his sonorous voice—and it wounded his self-

esteem to be placed in a ridiculous position. ' I understand

you to say,' he remarked stiffly, ' that you had not seen the

evening newspapers.'
* You are quite right,' Amelius rejoined ;

' I have not seen

them.
' Then may I inquire,' Mr. Melton proceeded, * How you be-

came informed of Mrs Farnaby's death V
Amelius replied with his customary frankness. * I went to

call on the poor lady this morning,' he said, ' knowing nothing

of what had happened. I met the doctor at the door ) and I

was present at her death.'

Even Mr. Melton's carefully trained composure was not

proof against the revelation that now opened before him. He
burst out with an exclamation of astonishment, like an ordi-

nary man.
' Good Heavens, what does this mean !

'

Amelius took it as a question addressed to himself. ' I'm
sure I don't know,' he said quietly.

Mr. Melton, misunderstanding Amelius, on his side, inter-

preted those innocent words as an outbreak of vulgar interrup-

tion. ' Pardon me,' he said coldly. ' I was about to explain

myself. You will presently understand my surprise. After

seeing the evening paper, I went at once to make inquiries at

the address mentioned. In Mr. Farnaby's absence, I felt bound
to do this as his old friend. I saw the landlady, and (with her

assistance) the doctor also. Both these persons spoke of a

gentleman who had called that morning, accompanied by a
young lady ; and who had insisted on taking the young lady

up-stairs with him. TTptil you mentioned just now that you
were present at the death, I had no suspicion that you were "the

19
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gentleman." Surprise on my part was, I think, only natural.

I could hardly be expected to know that you were in Mrs.

Farnaby's confidence about the place of her retreat. And
with regard to the young lady, I am still quite at a loss to un-

derstand
—

'

* If you understand that the people at the house told you the

truth, so far as I am concerned,' Amelius interposed, * I hope
that will be enough. With regard to the young lady, I must
beg you to excuse me for speaking plainly. I have nothing to

say about her, to you or to anybody.*

Mr. Melton rose with the utmost dignity and the fullest pos-

session of his vocal resources.
' Permit me to assure you,' he said, with frigidly-fluent po-

liteness, ' that I have no wish to force myself into your confi-

dence. One remark I will venture to make. It is easy enough,

no doubt, to keep your own secrets, when you are speaking to

me. You will find some difiiculty, I fear, in pursuing the same
course, when you are called upon to give evidence before the

coroner. I presume you know that you will be summoned as

a witness at the inquest 1
'

* 1 left my name and address with the doctor for that pur-

pose,' Amelius rejoined as composedly as ever ;
' and I am

ready to bear witness to what I saw at poor Mrs, Farnaby's

bedside. But if all the coroners in England questioned me
about anything else, I should say to them just what I have said

to you.'

Mr. Melton smiled with well-bred irony. * We shall see,' he
said. * In the mean time, I presume I may ask you (in the

int-erests of the family) to send me the address on the letter, as

soon as you hear from Miss Regina. I have no other means of

communicating with Mr. Farnaby. In respect to the melan-
choly event, I may add that I have undertaken to provide for

the funeral, and to pay any little outstanding debts and so forth.

As Mr. Farnaby's old friend and representative
—

*

The conclusion of the sentence was interrupted by the en-

trance of Toff with a note, and an apology for his intrusion.

* I beg your pardon, sir ; the person is waiting. She says it's

only a receipt to sign. The box is in the hall.'

Amelius examined the enclosure. It was a formal document.

|v
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acknowledging the receipt of Sally's clothes, returned to her by
the authorities at the Home. As he took a pen to sign the re-

ceipt, he looked towards the door of Sally's room. Mr. Melton,

observing the look, prepared to retire. ' I am only interrupt-

ing you,' he said. ' You have ray address on my (!ard. Good
evening.'

On his way out, he passed an elderly woman, waiting in the

hall. Toff, hastening before liini to open the garden gate, was
saluted by the gruff voice of a cabjran, outside. ' The lady

whom he had driven to the cottag*' had not paid him his right

fare; he meant to have the money, or the ladv's name and ad-

dress and summon her.' Quietly crixMing tht' road, Mr. Mel-

ton heard the woman's voice next : hI>«» had got her receipt,

and followed him out. In the dispute a^X)ut fares and distances

that ensued, the contendi, ,g parties more than once mentioned
the name of the Home and of the locality in which it was
situated. Possessing this information, Mr. Melton looked in

at his club ; consulted a directory, under the heading of * Char-

itable Institutions ; ' and drew the obvious conclusion that he
had discovered an inmate of an asylum for lost women, in

the house of the man to whom Regina was engaged to be mar-
ried.

The next morning's post brought to Amelius a letter from
It was dated from an hotel in Paris. Her * dear

uncle ' had over-estimated his strength. He had refused to

stay and rest for the night at Boulognf. ; and had suffered so

severely from the fatigue of the long journey that he had been
confined to his bed since his arrival. The English physician

consulted, had declined to say when he would be strong enough
to travel again ; the constitution of the patient must have re-

ceived some serious shock ; he was brought very low. Having
carefully reported the new medical opinion, Regina was at

liberty to indulge herself, next, in expressions of affection, and
to assure Amelius of her anxiety to hear from him as soon as

possible. But, in this case again, the * dear uncle's ' convenience

was still the first consideration. She reverted to Mr. Farnaby,

in making her excuses for a hurriedly-written letter. The
poor invalid suffered from depression of spirits ; his great con-

solation in his illness was to hear his niece read to him : he was

Regina,

I'll
I

f It;
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calling for her, indeed, at that moment. The inevitabh^ post-

script warmed into a mild effusion of fondness. 'How I wish

you could be with us. But, alas, it cannot l)e !

'

Amelius copied the address on the letter, and sent it to Mr.

Melton immediately
It was then the twenty-fourth day of the month. The tidal

train did not leave London early on that morning, and the in-

quest was deferred, to suit other pressing engagements of the

coroner, until the twenty-sixth. Mr. Melton decided (after his

interview with Amelius) that the emergency was sufficiently

serious to justify him in following his telegram to Paris. It

was clearly his duty, as an old friend, to mention to Mr. Farna-

by what he had discovered at the cottage, as well as what he

had heard from the landlady and the doctor ; leaving it to the

uncle's discretion to act as he thought right in the interests of

the niece. Whether that course of action might not also serve

the interests of Mr. Melton himself (in the character of an un-

successful suitor for Regina's hand), he did not stop to inquire.

Beyond his duty it was, for the present at least, not his busi-

ness to look.

That night the two gentlemen held a private consultation at

Paris ; the doctor having previously certified that his patient

was incapable of supporting the journey back to London, un-

der any circumstances.

The question of the formal proceedings rendered necessary

by Mrs. Farnaby's death having been discussed and disposed

of, Mr. Melton next entered on the narrative which the obliga-

tions of friendship imperatively demanded from him. To his

astonishment and alarm, Mr. Farnaby started up in the bed like

a man panic-stricken. ' Did you say,' he stammered, as soon

as he could speak, ' you meant to make inquiries about that - -

that girl V
* I certainly thought it desirable, bearing in mind Mr.

Goldenheart's position in your family.'

' Do nothing of the sort ! Say nothing to Regina or to any
living creaturv}. Wait till I get well again—and leave me to

deal with it. I am the proper person to take it in hand. Don't

you see that for yourself 1 And, look here ! there may be

questions asked at the inquest. Some impudent scoundrel on

m
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doesn't concern him. The
moment you're back in London, get a lawyer to represent us

—

the sharpest fellow that can be had for money. Tell him to

stop all prying questions. Who the girl is, and what made
that cursed young Socialist Goldenheart take her up-stairs with
him— all that sort of thing has nothing to do with the manner
in which my wife met her death. You understand? 1 look to

you, Melton, to see yourself that this is done. The less said at

the infernal inquest, the better. In my position, it's an expo-

sure that my enemies will make the most of, as it is. I'm too

ill to go into the thing any farther. No : I don't want Regina.

Go to her in the sitting-room, and tell the courier to get you
something to eat and drink. And, I say ! For God's sake,

don't be late frr the Boulogne train to-morrow morning.'

Left by himself, he gave vent to his fury ; he cursed Amelius
with oaths that are not to be written.

He had burnt the letter which Mrs. Farnaby had written to

him, on leaving him forever; but he had not burnt out of his

memory the words which that letter contained. With his

wife's language vividly present to his mind, he could arrive at

but one conclusion, after what Mr. Melton had told him. Ame-
lius was concernecl in the discovery of his deserted daughter

;

Amelius had taken the girl to her dying mother's bedside.

With his idiotic Socialist notions, he wouhi be perfectly capa-

ble of owning the truth, if inquiries were made. The unblem-
ished reputation which John Farnaby had built up by the

self-seeking hypocricy of a life-time was at the mercy of a vis-

ionary young fool, who believed that rich men were created for

the benefit of the poor, and w^ho proposed to regenerate so-

ciety by reviving the obselete morality of the Primitive Christ-

ians. Was it possible for him to come to terms with such a

person as this? There was not an inch of common ground on
which they could meet. He dropped back on his pillow in de-

spair, and lay for a while frowning and biting his nails. Sud-
denly he sat up again in the bed, and wiped his moist forehead,

and heaved a heavy breath of relief. Had his illness obscured

his intelligence ? How was it he had not seen at once the per-

fectly easy way out of the difficulty which was presented by the

facts themselves ? Here is a man, engaged to marry ray niece,

I
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who has been discovered keeping a girl at his cottage—who
even had the audacity to take her upstairs with him when he

made a call on my wife. Charge him with it in plain words

;

break off the engagement publicly in the face of society ; and,

if the profligate scoundrel tries to defend himself by teUing the

truth, who will believe him—when the girl was seen running

out of the room 1 and when he refused, on the question being

put to him, to say who she was )

So, in ignorance of his wife's last instructions to Amelius

—

in equal ignorance of the compassionate silence which an hon-

ourable man preserves when a woman's reputation is at his

mercy—the wretch needlessly plotted and planned to save his

usurped reputation ; seeing all things, as such men invariably

do, through the foul light of his own inbred baseness and

cruelty. He was troubled with no retributive emotions of shame

or remorse, in contemplating this second sacrifice to his own
interests of the daught<ir whom he had deserted in her infancy.

If he felt any misgivings, they related wholly to himself. His

head was throbbing, his tongue was dry ; a dread of increas-

ing his illness shook him suddenly. He drank some of the lem-

onade at his bedside, and lay down to compose himself to

sleep.

It was not to be done ; there was a burning in his eye-balls ;

there was a wild irregular beating at his heart, which kept him

awake. In some degree, at least, retribution seemed to be on

the way to him already. Mr. Melton, delicately administering

symyathy and consolation to Regina—whose affectionate nature

felt keenly the calamity of her aunt's death—Mr. Melton, mak-
ing himself modestly useful, by reading aloud certain devo-

tional poems much prized by Regina, was called out of the

room by the courier. * I have just looked in at Mr. Farnaby,

sir,' said the man ; * and I am afraid he is worse.'

The physician was sent for. He thought so seriously of the

change in the patient, that he obliged Regina to accept the

services of a professional nurse. When Mr. Melton started on
his return journey the next morning, he left his friend in a high

fever.
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CHAPTER XXXV.

[HE inquiry into the circumstances under which Mrs.
Farnaby had died was held in the forenoon of the next
day.

Mr. Melton surprised Amelius by calling for him, and tak-

ing him to the inquest. The carriage stopped on the way, and

a g(»ntlenian joined them, who was introduced as Mr. Melton's

legal adviser. He spoke to Amelius about the inquest ; stating,

as his excuse for asking certain discreet questions, that his

object was to suppress any painful disclosures. On reaching

the house, Mr. Melton and his lawyer said a few words to the

coroner down-stairs, while the jury were assembling on the

floor above.

The first witness examined was the landlady.

After deposing to the date at wbicii the late Mrs. Farnaby
had hired her lodgings, and verifying the statements which
appeared in the newspapers, she was questioned about the life

and habits of the deceased. She described her late lodger as

a respectable lady, punctual in her payments, and quiet and
orderly in her way of life ; she received letters, but saw no
friends. On several occasions, an old woman was admitted to

speak with her , and these visits seemed to be anything but

agreeable to the deceased. Asked if she knew anything of the

old woman, or of what had passed at the interviews described,

the witness answered both questions in the negative. When
the woman called, she always told the servant to announce her

as ' the nurse.'

Mr. Melton was next examined, to prove the identity of the

deceased.

He declared that he was quite unable to explain why she

had left her husband's house under an assumed name. Asked
if Mr. and Mrs. Farnaby had lived together on affectionate

terms, he acknowledged that he had heard, at various times,

of a want of harmony between them, but was not acquainted

with the cause. Mr. Farnaby 's high character and position in

the commercial world spoke for themselves ; the restraints of
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The breakfast, ma'am, this morning. It isn't for me to advise ; but,

as you seem to be in doubt about yourself, wouldn't it be better

to send for a doctor ? " She shook her head, and said she didn't

want to have a doctor if she could possibly help it. " I'll try

the medicine for indigestion first," she says ;
'* and if it doesn't

relieve me, we will see what is to be done, later in the day."
While we were talking, the tonic was left in its sealed paper
cover, just as I had brought it from the shop. She took up
the bottle containing the stomach-medicine, and read the

directions on it :
* Two tablespoonsful by measure-glass twice a

day.' I asked if she had a measure-glass ; and she said, Yes,

and sent me to her ^^odroom to look for it. I couldn't find it.

While I was looking, I iieaid her cry out, and ran back to the

drawing-room to see what was the matter. "01" she says,
•' how clumsy I am ! I've broken the bottle." She held up the

bottle of the stomach-medicine and showed it to me, broken

just below the neck. " Go back to the bedroom," she says,

" and see if you can find 'an empty bottle ; I don't want to

waste the medicine if I can help it." There was only one
empty bottle in the bedroom, a bottle on the chimney-piece.

I took it to her immediately. She gave me the broken bottle

;

and, while I poured the medicine into the bottle which I had
found in the bedroom, she opened the paper which covered the

tonic I had brought from the chemist. When I had done, and
the two bottles were together on the table—the bottle that I

had filled and the bottle that I had brought from the chemist

—I noticed that they were both of the same size, and that both

had a label pasted on them, marked "Poison." I said to her,

" You must take care, ma'am, you don't make any mistake, the

two bottles are so exactly alike." " I can easily prevent that,"

she says, and dipped her pen in the ink, and copied the direc-

tions on the broken bottle, on to the label of the bottle that I

had just filled. " There !
" she said, " Now I hope your mind's

at ease ? " She spoke cheerfully, as if she was joking with me.

And then she said, " But where's the measure-glass 1 " I went
back to the bedroom to look for it, and couldn't find it again.

She changed all at once, upon that—she became quite angry

;

and walked up and down in a fume, abusing me for my stupi-

dity. It was very unlike her. On all other occasions, she was

js!
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a most considerate lady. T made allowances for her. She had
been very much upset earlier in the morning, when she had
received a letter, which she told me herself contained bad news.

Yes ; another person was present at the time—the same woman
that my mistress told you of. The woman looked at the ad-

dress on the letter, and seemed to know who it was from. I

told her a squint-eyed man had brought it to the house—and
then she left directly. I don't know where she went, or the

address at which she lives, or who the messenger was who
brought the letter. As I have said, I made allowances for the

deceased lady. I went down stairs, without answering, and
got a tumbler and a tablespoon to serve instead of the measure-

glass. When I came back with the things, she was still walk-

ing about in a temper. She took no notice of me. I left the

room again quietly, seeing she was not in a state to be spoken
to. I saw nothing more of her, until we were alarmed by hear-

ing her scream. We found the poor lady on the floor in a kind

of fit. I ran out and fetched the Nearest doctor. This is the

whole truth, on my oath ; and this is all I know about it.'

The landlady was recalled, at the request of the jury, and
questioned again about the old woman. She could give no in-

formation. Being asked next if any letters or papers belonging

to, or written by, the deceased lady had been found, she de-

clared that, after the strictest search, nothing had been discov-

ered but two medical prescriptions. The writing-desk was
empty.

The doctor was the next witness.

He described the state in which he found the patient, on be-

ing called to the house. The symptoms were that of poisoning

by strychnine. Examination of the prescriptions and the bot-

tles (aided by the servant's information) convinced him that a

fatal mistake had been made by the deceased ; the nature of

which he explained to the jury as he had already explained it

to Amelias. Having mentioned the meeting with Amelius at

the house-door, and the events which followed, he closed his

evidence by stating the result of the post-mortem examination,

proving that the death was caused by the poison called strych-

nine.

The landlady and the servant were examined again. They
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were first instructed to inform the jury exactly of the time that

had elapsed, from the moment when the servant had left the

deceased alone in the drawing-room, to the time when the

screams were first heard. Having both given the same evi-

dence on this point, they were next asked whether any person,

besides the old woman had visited the deceased lady—or had
on any pretence obtained access to her, in the interval. Both
swore positively that there had not even been a knock at the

house-door in the interval, and that the area-gate was locked,

and the key in the possession of the landlady. This evidence

placed it beyond the possibility of doubt that the deceased had
herself taken the poison. The question whether she had taken

it by accident was the only question left to decide, when Ame-
lius was called as the next witness.

The lawyer retained by Mr. Melton, to watch the case on be-

half of Mr. Farnaby, had hitherto not interfered. It was ob-

served that he paid the closest attention to the inquiry, at the

stage which it now reached.

Amelius was nervous at the outset. The early training in

America, which had hardened him to face an audience, and
speak with self-possession on social and political subjects, had
not prepared him for the very diflFerent ordeal of a first ap-

pearance as a witness. Having answered the customary in-

quiries, he was so painfullyagitated in describing Mrs. Farnaby's

sufferings, that the coroner suspended the examination for a

few minutes, to give him time to control himself. He failed,

however, to recover his composure until the narrative part of

his evidence had come to an end. When the critical questions,

bearing on his relations with Mrs. Farnaby began, the audience

noticed that he lifted his head, and looked and spoke, for the

first time, like a man with a settled resolution in him, sure of

himself.

The questions proceeded :

Was he in Mrs. Farnaby's confidence, on the subject of her

domestic differences with her husband 1 Did those diflferences

lead to her withdrawing herself from her husband's roof \ Did
Mrs. Farnaby inform him of the place oi her retreat ] To
these three questions, the witness (speaking quite readily in

each case), answered Yes. Asked next, what the nature of the

';.!!
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domestic differences had been ; whether they were likely to

affect Mrs. Farnaby's mind geriously ; why she had passed un-

der an assumed name, and why she had confided the troubles

of her married life to a young man like himself (only intro-

duced to them a few months since), the witness simply declined

to reply to the inquiries addressed to him. * The confidence

Mrs. Farnaby placed in m^,' he said to the coroner, * was a con-

fidence which I gave her my word of honour to respect. When
I have said that, I hope the jury will understand that I owe it

to the memory of the dead to say no more.'

There was a murmur of approval among the audience, in-

stantly checked by the coroner. The foreman of the jury rose,

and remarked that scruples of honour were out of place at a
serious inquiry of that sort. Hearing this, the lawyer saw his

opportunity, and got on his legs. * I represent the husband of

the deceased lady,' he said. * Mr. Goldenheart has appealed to

the law of honour to justify him in keeping silence. I am as-

tonished that there is a man to be found in this assembly who
fails to sympathise with him. But as there appears to be such

a person present, I ask permission, sir, to put a question to the

witness. It may, or may not, satisfy the foreman of the jury
;

but it will certainly assist the object of the present inquiry.'

The coroner, after a glance at Mr. Melton, permitted the

lawyer to put his question in these terms :

—

* Did your knowledge of Mrs. Farnaby's domestic troubles

give you any reason to apprehend that they mighu urge her to

commit suicide !

'

' Certainly not,* Amelius answered. * When I called on her,

on the morning of her death, I had no apprehension whatever
of her committing suicide. I went to the house as the bearer

of good news ; and I said so to the doctor, when he first spoke
to me.'

The doctor confirmed this. The foreman was silenced, if not

convinced. One of his brother-jurymen, however, feeling the

force of example, interrupted the proceedings, by assailing

Amelius with another question :
—

* We have heard that you
were accompanied by a young lady at the time you have men-
tioned, and that you took her up-stairs with you. We want to

know what business the young lady had in the house 1
'

I !
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The lawyer interfered again. ' I object to that question,' he

said. * The purpose of the inquest is to ascertrjn how Mrs.

Farnaby met with her death. What has the young lady to do
with it ] The doctor's evidence has already told us that she

was not at the house, until after he had been called in, and the

deadly action of the poison had begun. I appeal, sir, to the

law of evidence, and to you, as the presiding authority to en-

force it. Mr. Goldenheart, who is acquainted with the circum-

stances of the deceased lady's life, has declared on his oath

that there was nothing in those circumstances to inspire hiin

with any apprehension of her committing suicide. The evi-

dence of the servant at the lodgings points plainly to the con-

clusion (already arrived at by the medical witness), that the

death was the result of a lamentable mistake, and of that alone.

Is our time to be wasted in irrevelant questions, and are the

feelings of the surviving relatives to be cruelly lacerated to no
purpose, to satisfy the curiosity of strangers ?

'

A strong expression of approval from the audience followed

this. The lawyer whispered to Mr Melton, * It's all right !

*

Order being restored, the coroner ruled that the juryman's

question was not admissible, and that the servant's evidence

(taken with the statements of the doctor and the chemist) was
the only evidence for the consideration of the jury. Summing
up to this eflfect, he recalled Amelius (at the request of the fore-

man), to inquire if the witness knew anything of the old woman
who had Lee% frequently alluded to in the course of the proceed-

ings. Amelius could answer this question as honestly as he had
answered the questions preceding it. He neither knew the

woman's name, nor where she was to be found. The coroner

inquired (with a touch of irony) if the jury wished the inquest

to be adjourned, under existing circumstances.

For the sake of appearances, the jury consulted together.

But the luncheon-hour was approaching ; the servant's evidence

was undeniably clear and conclusive ; the coroner, in summing
up, had requested them not to forget that the deceased had lost

her temper with the servant, and that an angry woman might
well make a mistake which would be unlikely in her cooler

moments. All these influences led the jury irrepressibly, over

the obstacles of obstinacy, on the way to submission. After a

; I
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needless delay, they retiirnofl a verdict of * death by misadven-

ture.' The secret of Mrs. Farnaby's suicide roinained inviolate
;

the reputation of her vile husband stood as high as ever ; and
the futur(! life of Auielius was, from that fatal moment, turned

irrevocably into a now coui-se.

CHAPTER XXXVI.

^N the conclusion of proceedings, Mr. Melton ^'having no
further need of Amelias or the lawyer) drove away by
himself. But he was too inveterately polite to omit

making his excuses for leaving them in a hurry ; he expected,

he said, to find a telegram from Paris waiting at his house.

Amelias only delayed his departure to ask the landlady if the

day of the funeral was settled. Hearing that it was arranged

for the next morning, he thanked her, and returned at once to

the cottage.

Sally was waiting his arrival, to complete some purchases of

mourning for her mother ; Toffs wife being in attendance fo

take care of her. She was anxious to hear how the inquest had
ended. In answering her question, Amelius was careful to warn
her (if her companion made any inquiries) only to saythat she had
lost her mother under very sad circumstances. The two having

left the cottage, he instructed Toff to let in a stranger, who was
to call by previous appointment, and to close the door to every

one else. In a few minutes, the expected person (a young man,
who gave the name of Morcross) made his appearance, and sorely

puzzled the old Frenchman. He was well dressed ; his manner
was quiet and self possessed—and yet he did not look like a gen-

tleman. In fact, he was a policem»''n of the higher order, in plain

clothes.

Being introduced to the library, he spread out on the table

some sheets of manuscript, in the handwriting of Amelius, with

notes in red ink on the margin, made by himself.
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' I uuiUu'Htand, sir,' he began, ' that you have reasons for not
bringing this case to trial in a court of law 1

'

* I am sorry to say,' Amelius answered, * that I dare not

consent to the exposure of a pul)lic trial, for the sake of |»er8<>ns

living and dead. For the same reason, I have written the ac-

count of the conspiracy with certain reserves. I hope I have
not thrown any needless difficulties in your way ?

*

* Certainly not, sir. But I should wish to ask, what you
propose to do, in case I discover the people concerned in the con-

spiracy 1
*

Amelius owned, very reluctantly, that ho could do nothing

with the woman who had been the accomplice. * Unless,' he
added, * I can induce her to assist me in bringing the man to

justice for other crimes which I believe him to have committed.*
* Meaning the man named Jervy, sir, in this statement 1

'

' Yes. I have reason to believe that he has been obliged to

leave the United States, after committing some serious oifence
—

*

* beg your pardon for interrupting you, sir. Is it serious

eno, gh to charge him with, under the treaty between the two
countries ?

'

* I don't doubt it's serious enough. I have telegraphed to

the persons who formerly employed him for the particulars.

Mind this ! I will stick at no sacrifice to make that scoundrel

suffer for what he has done.'

In those plain words Amelius revealed, as frankly as usual,

the purpose that was in him. The terrible remembrances asso-

ciating with Mrs. Famaby's last moments had kindled, in his

just and generous nature, a burning sense of wrong inflicted on
the poor heart-broken creature who had trusted and loved him.

The unendurable thought that the wretch who had tortured her,

robbed her, and driven her to death had escaped with impunity,

literally haunted him night and day. Eager to provide for

Sally's future, he had followed Mrs. Farnaby's instructions,

and had seen her lawyer privately, during the period that had
elapsed between the death and the inquest. Hearing that there

were formalities to be complied with which would probably

cau se some delay, he had at once announced his determination

to employ the interval in attempting the pursuit of Jervy. The
lawyer—after vainly pointing out the serious objections to the
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my own notion of what he's capable of doing, if ho gets the

chance—and I propose to begin by finding our way to him, and
using him as a means of tracing Jervy. It's only right to tell

you that it may take some time to do this—for which reason I

have to propose, in the mean while trying a shorter way to the

end in view. Do you object, sir, to the expense of sending a copy

of your description of Jervy to every police-station in London ?'

* I object to nothing which may help us to find him. Do you
think the polir«5 have got him anywhere 1'

* You forget, sir, that the police have no orders to take him.

What I'm speculating on is the chance that he has got the

money about him—say in small bank notes, for convenience

of changing then, you know,'
' Well ;

'

* Well, sir, the people he lives among (the squint-eyed man,
for instance !), don't stick at trifles. If any of them have found

out that Jervy's purse is worth having
—

*

* You mean they would rob him 1

'

'And murder him too, sir, if he tried to resist.'

Araelius started to his feet. * Send round to the police-sta-

tions without losing another minute,' he said. * And let me
hear what the answer is, the instant your receive it.'

* Suppose I get the answer late at night, sir V
* I don't care when you get it, night or day. Deai I or living

I will undertake to identify him. Here's a duplicate key of

the garden gate. Come this way, and I'll show you where my
bedroom is. If we are all in bed, tap at this window—and I

will be ready for you at a moment's notice.*

On that understanding Morcross left the cottage.

The day when the mortal remains of Mrs. Farnaby were laid

at rest was a day of heavy rain, Mr. Melton, and two or three

other old friends, were the attendants at the funeral. When
the coffin was borne into the damp and reeking burial ground,

a young man and a woman were the only persons, besides the

sexton and his assistants, who stood by the open grave. Mr-

Melton, recognising Araelius, was at a loss to understand who
his companion could be. It was impossible to suppose that he

would profane that solemn ceremony by bringing to it the lost

woman at the cottage. The thick black veil of the person with

20
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him hid her face from view. No visible expressions of grief

escaped her. When the last sublime words of the burial service

had been read, those two mourners were left, after the others

had all departed, still standing together by the grave. Mr.
Melton decided on mentioning the circumstance confidentially

when he wrofco to his friend in Paris. Telegrams from B.egina

in reply to his telegrams from London, had informed him that

Mr. Farnaby had felt the benefit of the remedies employed,

and was slowly on the way to recovery. It seemed likely that

he would, in no long time, take the right course for the pro-

tection of his niece. For the enlightenment which might, or

might not, come with that time, Mr. Melton was resigned to

wait, with the disciplined patience to which he had been
mainly indebted for his success in life.

* Always remember your mother tenderly, my child,' said

Amelius, as they left the burial ground. ' She was sorely

tried, poor thing, in her lifetime, and she loved you very dearly.*

* Do you know anything of my father? * Sally asked timidly.

'Is he still living r
' My dear, you will never see your father. I must be all that

tho kindest father and mother could have been to you, now.
my poor little girl !

*

She pressed his arm to her as she held it. ' Why should you
pity me ?

' she said. ' Haven't I got You ?
*

They passed the day together quietly at the cottage. Amelius
took down some of his books, and pleased Sally by giving her his

first lessons. Soon after ten o'clock she withdrew, at the usual

early hour, to her room. In her absence, he sent for Toff;

intending to warn him not to be alarmed if he heard footsteps

in the garden, after they had all gone to bed. The old servant

had barely entered the library, when he was called away by the

bell at the outer gate. Amelius, looking in to the hall, dis-

viovered Morcross and signed to him eagerly to come in. The
police-officer closed the door cautiously behind him. He had
arrived with news that Jervy was found.

•If!
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CHAPTER XXXVII.

HERE has he been found ?
* Amelius asked, snatch-

ing up hi^ hat.

'There's no hurry, sir,' Morcross answered quietly.

' When I had the honour of seeing you yesterday, you said you
meant to make Jervy suffer for what he had done, Somebody
else has saved you the trouble. He was found this evening in

the river.'

Drowned ^

'

* Stabbed in three places, sir ; and put out of the way in the

river—that's the surgeon's report. Robbed of everything he
possessed—that's the police report, after searching his pockets.'

Amelius was silent. It had not entered into his calculations

that crime breeds crime, and that the criminal might escape

under that law. For the moment he was conscious of a sense

of disappointment, revealing plainly that the desire for ven-

geance had mingled with the higher motives which animated
him. He felt uneasy and ashamed, and longed as usual to take

refuge in action from his own unwelcome thoughts. * Are you
sure it is the man \

' he asked. * My description may have mis-

led the police—I should like to see him myself.'

• Certainly, sir. While we are about it, if you feel any curi-

osity to trace the stolen money, there's a chance (from what I

have heard) of getting at the man with the squint. The people

at our place think it's likely he may be concerned in the rob-

bery, if he hasn't committed the murder.'

In an hour after, under the guidance of Morcross, Amelius
passed through the dreary doors of a dead-house, situated on
the southern bank of the Thames, and saw t^^o body of Jervy
stretched out on a stone slab. The guardian who held the lan-

tern inured to such horrible sights, declared that the corpse

could not have been in the water more than two days. To any
one who had seen the murdered man, the face, undisfigurd by
injury of any kind, was perfectly recognisable. Amelius knew
him again, dead, as certainly as he had known him again, living,

when he was waiting for Ph'^be in the street.
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* If you're satisfied, sir/ said Morcross, * the inspector at the

police-station is sending a sergeant to look after " Wall-Eyes "

—the name they give hereabouts to the man suspected of the

robbery. We can take the sergeant with us in the cab, if you
like.'

Still keeping on the southern bank of the river, they drove

for a quarter of an hour in a westerly direction, and stopped

at a public house. The sergeant of police went in by himself to

make the first inquiries.

' We are a day too late, sir,' he said to Amelius, on return-

ing to the cab. * Wail-Eyes was here last night, and Mother
Sowler with him, judging by the description. Both of them
drunk—and the woman the worse of the two. The landlord

knovvs nothing more about it ; but there's a man at the bar

tells me he heard of them this morning (still drinking), at The
Dairy.'

* The Dairy ?
' Amelius repeated.

Morcross interposed with the necessary explanation. * An
old house, sir, which once stood by itself in the fields. It was
a dairy a hundred years ago; and it has kept the name ever

since, though it's nothing but a low lodging-house now.'
' One of the worst places on this side of the river,' the ser-

geant added, ' The landlord's a returned convict. Sly as he
is we shall have him again yet, for receiving stol'3n goods.

There's every sort of thief among his lodgers, from a pick-

pocket to a house-breaker. It's my duty to continue the inquiry,

sir ; but a gentleman like you will he better, I should say, out

of such a place as that.'

Still disquieted by the sight that he had seen in the dead-

house, and by the associations which that sight had recalled,

Amelius was ready for any adventure which might relieve his

mind. Even the prospect of a visit to the thieves' lodging-

house was more welcome to him than the prospect of going
home alone. ' If there's no serious objection to it,' he said, ' I

own I should like to see the place.'

' You'll be safe enough with us,' the sergeant replied. * If

you don't mini filthy people and bad language—all right, sir

!

Cabman, driv to The Dairy.'

Their direc ion was now towards the south, through a perfect

labyrinth of mean and dirty streets. Twice the driver was
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obliged to ask his way. On the second occasion, the

sergeant, putting his head out of the window to stop the cab,

cried, * Hullo ! there's something up.'

They got out in front of a long, low rambling house, a com-
plete contrast to the modern buildings about it. Late as the

hour was, a mob had assembled in front of the door. The po-

lice were on the spot keeping the people in order.

Morcross and tlie sergeant pushed their way through the

crowd, leading Amelius between them. * Something wrong,
sir, in the back kitchen,' said one of the policemen, answering
the sergeant while he opened the street-door. A few yards

down the passage there was a second door, with a man on the

watch by it. * There's a nice to-do down stairs,' the man an-

nounced, recognising the sergeant, and unlocking the door with
a key which ho took from his pocket. * The landlord at The
Dairy knows his lodgers, sir,* Morcross whispered to Amelius

;

* the place is kept like a prison.' As they passed through the

second door, a frantic voice startled them, shouting inarticu-

lately from below. An old man came hobbling up the kitchen-

stairs, his eyes wild with fear, his long, gray hair all tumbled
over his face. * Lord ! have you got the tools for breaking

open the door ?
' he asked, wringing his dirty hands in an agony

of supplication. * She'll set the house on fire ! she'll kill my
wife and daughter !

' The sergeant pushed him contemptuously

out of the way, and looked round for Amelius. * It's only the

landlord, sir ; keep near Morcross, and follow me.'

They descended the kitchen stairs, the frantic cries below
growing louder and louder at every step they took ; and made
their way through the theives and vagabonds crowding together

in the passage. Passing on their right hand a solid old oaken
door fast closed, they reached an open wicket-gate of iron which
led into a stone-paved yard. A heavily barred window was
now visible in the back wa^i of the house, raised three or four

feet from the pavement of the yard. The room within was il-

luminated by a blaze of gaslight. More policemen were here,

keeping back more inquisitive lodgers. Among the spectatorr

was a man with a hideous outward squint, holding by the win-

dow-bars in a state of drunken terror. The sergeant looked at

him, and Reckoned to one of the policemen. * Take him to the
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you !
' she shouted, shaking her fists at the visionary multitude

of cats. ' Away with you, up the chimney ! Away with you,

out of the window !
' She sprang back to the window, with

her crooked fingers twisted in her hair. * The snakes !
' she

shrieked ;
* the snakes art hissing again in my hair I the beetles

are crawling over my face !
' She tore at her hair ; she scraped

her face with long black nails that lacerated the flesh. Amelius
turned away, unable to endure the sight of her Morcross took

his place, eyed her steadily for a moment, and saw the way to

end it. ' A quartern of gin !
* he shouted. * Quick ! before she

leaves the window !
* In a minute he had the pewter measure

in his hand, and tapped at the window. * Gin Mother Sowler!

Break the window, and have a drop of gin !
' For a moment,

the drunkard mastered her own dreadful visions at the sight

of the liquor. She broke a pane of glass with her clenched

fist. ' The door !
' cried Morcross, to the panic-stricken women,

barricaded behind the table. ' The door !
' he reiterated as he

handed the gin in through the bars. The elder woman was
too terified to understand him ; her bolder daughter crawled

under the table, rushed across the kitchen, and drew the bolts.

As the madwoman turned to attack her, the room was filled

with men, headed by the sergeant. Three of them were barely

enough to control the frantic wretch, and bind her hand and
foot. When Amelius entered the kitchen, after she had been

conveyed to the hospital, a five-pound note on the press (secur-

ed by one of the police), and a few frail black ashes scattered

thinly on the kitchen floor, were the only relics of the stolen

money.

After inquiry, patiently pursued in more than one direction,

failed to ihrow any light on the mystery of Jervy's death.

Morcross's report to Amelius, towards the close of the investi-

gation, was little more than ingenious guess work.
* It seems pretty clear, sir, in the first ^.^lace, that Mother

Sowler must have overtaken Wall-Eyes, after he had left the

letter at Mrs Farnaby's lodgings. In the second place, we are

justified (as I shall show you directly), in assuming that she told

him of the money in Jervy's possession, and that the two suc-

ceeded in discovering Jervy—no doubt through Wall-Eyes'
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,3'-* superior knowledge of his master's movements. The evidence

concerning the bank-notes proves this. We know, by the ex-

amination of the people at The Diary, that Wall-Eyes took from

his pocket a handful of notes, when they refused to send for li-

quor without having the money first. We are also informed,

that the breaking-out of the drink-madness in Mother Sowler

showed itself in her snatching the notes out of his hand, and
trying to strangle him—before she ran down i:ito the kitchen

and bolted herself in. Lastly, Mrs. Farnaby's bankers have

identified the note saved from the burning, as one of forty five-

pound notes paid to her cheque. So much for the tracing of

the money.
* I wish I could give an equally satisfactory account of the

tracing of the crime. We can make nothing of Wall-Eyes.

He declares that he didn't even know Jervy was dead, till we
told him ; and he swears he found the money dropped in the

street. It is needless to say that this last assertion is a lie.

Opinions are divided among us as to whether he is answerable
for the murder as well as the robbery, or whether there was a

third person concerned in it. My own belief is that Jervy was
drugged by the old woman (with a young woman very likely

used as a decoy), in some house by the riverside, and then

murdered by Wail-Eyes in cold blood. We have done our best

to clear the matter up, and we have not succeeded, The doc-

tors give us no hope of any assistance from Mother Sowler.

If she gets over the attack (which is doubtful), they say she

will die to a certainty of liver-disease. In short, my own fear

is that this will prove to be one more of those murders, which
are myteries to the police as well as the public'

The report of the case excited some interest, published in

the newspapers in conspicuous type. Meddlesome readers

wrote letters, offering complacently-stupid suggestions to the

police. After a while, another crime attracted general atten-

tion ; and the murder of Jervy disappeared from the public

memory, among other forgotten murders of the bygone time.
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CHAPTER XXXVIII.

[HE last dreary days of November came to their end.

No longer darkened by the shadows of crime and tor-

ment and death, the life of Amelius glided insensibly

into the peaceful byways of seclusion, brightened b) the com-
panionship of Sally. The winter days followed one another in

a happy uniformity of occupations and amusements. There
were lessons to fill up the morning, and Avalks to occupy the

afternoon—and, in the evenings, sometimes reading, sometimes
singing, sometimes nothing but the lazy luxury of talk. In
the vast world of London, with its monstrous extremes of

wealth and poverty, and its all-permeating malady of life at

fever-heat, there was one supremely happy creature. Sally had
heard of Heaven, attainable on the hard condition of first pay-
ing the debt of death. * I have found a kinder Heaven,' she

said, one day. * It is here in the cottage ; and Amelius has
shown me the way to it.'

Their social insolation was at this time complete ; they were
two friendless people, perfectly insensible to all that was peril-

ous and pitiable in their own position. They parted with a
kiss at night, and they met again with a kiss in the morning

—

and they were as happily free from all mistrust of the future as

a pair of birds. No visitors came to the house ; the few friends

and acquaintances of Amelius, forgotten by him, forgot him in

return. Now and then. Toff's wife came to the cottage, and
exhibited the ' cherubim-baby.' Now and then, Toff, himself

(a musician among his other accomplishments), brought his

fiddle up-stairs \ and said modestly, * A little music helps to

pass the time ;
' and played to the young master and mistress

the cheerful tinkling tunes of the old vaudevilles of France.

They were pleased with these small interruptions when they
came , and they were not disappointed when the days passed,

and the baby and the vaudevilles were hushed in absence and
silence. So the happy winter days went by ; and the howling

winds brought no rheumatism with them, and even the tax-

gatherer himself, looking in at this earthly paradise, departed

without a curse when he left his little paper behind him.
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no malice ; I am her most obedient servant, and yours affec-

tionately, RuFUS.—Postscript : I want you to see some of our
girls at this hotel. The genuine American material, sir, per-

fected by Worth.'
Another morning brought with it a few sad lines from Phoebe.

' After what had happened she was quite unable to face her
friends ; she had no heart to seek employment in her own
country—her present life was too dreary and hopeless to be
endured. A benevolent lady had mado her an offer to accom-
pany a party of emigrants to New Zealand j and she had ac-

cepted the proposal. Perhaps, among the new people, she
might recover her self-respect and her spirits, and live to be a
better woman. Meanwhile, she bade Mr. Goldenheart farewell

;

and asked his pardon for taking the liberty of wishing him
happy with Miss Regina.'

Amelius wrote a few kind lines to Phoebe, and a cordial reply

to Rufus, making the pursuit of his studies an excuse for his

remaining in London. After this there was no further corres-

pondence. The mornings succeeded each other, and the post-

man brought no more news from the world outside.

But the lessons went on ; and teacher and pupil were as

inconsiderately happy as ever in each other's society. Observ-
ing with inexhaustible interest the progress of the mental
development in Sally, Amelius was slow to perceive the physical

development which was unobtrusively keeping pace with it.

He was absolutely ignorant of the part which his own influence

was taking in the gradual and delicate process of change. Ere
long, the first forewarnings of the coming disturbance in their

harmless relations towards each other, began to show them-
selves. Ere long, there were signs of a troubled mind in Sally,

which were mysteries to Amelius, and subjects of wonderment,
sometimes even trials of temper, to the girl herself.

One day, she looked in from the door of her room, in her

white dressing-gown, and asked to be forgiven if she kept the

lessons of the morning waiting for a little while.
* Come in,' said Amelius, ' and tell me why.'
She hesitated. * You won't think me lazy, if you see me in

my dressing-gown 1

'

* Of course not ! Your dressing-gown, my dear, is as good
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as any other gown. A young girl like you looks best in white.*

She came in with her work-basket, and her indoor dress

over her arm.

Amelius laughed. * Why haven't you put it on ?
* he asked.

She sat down in a corner, and looked at her work-basket, in-

stead of looking at Amelius. * It doesn't fit me as well as it

did,' she answered. ' I am obliged to alter it.*

Amelius looked at her—at the charming youthful figure that

had filled out, at the softly-rounded outline of the face with no
angles and hollows in it now. ' Is it the dress maker's fault ?

*

he asked slyly.

Her eyes were still on the basket. * It's my fault,' she said.

' You remember what a poor little skinny creature I was when
you first saw me. I—you won't like me the worse for it, will

you 1—I am getting fat. I don't know why. They say happy
people get fat. Perhaps that's why. I'm never hungry, and
never frightened, and never miserable now—.' She stopped :

her dress slipped from her lap to the floor. * Don't look at me !

*

she said—and suddenly put her hands over her face. Amelius
saw the tears finding their way througn the pretty plump
fingers, which he remembered so shapeless and so thin. He
crossed the room, and touched her gently on the shoulder. *My
dear child ! have I said anything to distress you t

'

' Nothing.'
* Then why are you crying 1

'

*I don't know.' She hesitated ; looked at him, and made
a desperate effort to tell him what was in her mind. I'm afraid

you'll get tired of me. There's nothing about me to make you
pity me now. You seem to be—not quite the same—no ! it

isn't that—I don't know what's come to me—I'm a greater fool

than ever. Give me my lesson, Amelius ! please give me my
lesson !

'

Amelius produced the books, in some little surprise at Sally's

extraordinary anxiety to begin her lessons, while the unaltered

dress lay neglected on the carpet at her feet. A discreet ab-

stract of the history of England, published for the use of young
persons, happened to be at the top of the books. The system
of education under Amelius recognised the laws of chance

:

they began with the history, because it turned up first Sally

• i

J-H.
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read aloud ; and Sally's master explained obscure passages, and
corrected occasional errors of pronunciation, as she wont on.

On that particular morning, there was little to explain and
nothing to correct. ' Am t doing it well to-day 1

' Sally in-

quired, on reaching the end of her tasl'.

* Very well, indeed.'

She shut the book and looked at her teacher. * 1 wonder
how it is,' she resumed, * that I get on so much better with my
lessons here than I did at the Home ? And yet it's foolish of

me to wonder. I gt*^ on better, because you are teaching me,
of course. But I don't feel satisfied with myself. I'm the

same helpless creature—I feel your kindness, and can't make
any return to you—for all my learning. I should like

—
' She

left the thought in her unexpressed, and opened her copy-book,
' I'll do my writing now,' she said, in a quiet and resigned way.
' Perhaps I may improve enough, some day, to keep your ac-

counts and write your letters for you.' She chose her pen a

little absently, and began to write. Amelius looked over her

shoulder, and laughed ; she was writing his name. He pointed to

the copper-plate copy on the top line, presenting an undeniable

moral maxim, in characters beyond reac^i of criticism :—Change
Is A Law Of Natare. * There, my dear, you are to copy that

till you're tired of it,' said the easy master , * and then we'll try

overleaf, another copy beginning with letter D.

'

Sally laid down her pen. * I don't like, " Change is a law of

Nature," ' she said, knitting her pretty eyebrows into a frown.
* I looked at those words yesterday, and they made me miser-

able at night. I was foolish enough to think that we should

always go on together as we go on now, till I saw that copy.

I hate the copy ! It came to my mind when I was awake in

the dark, and it seemed to tell me that we were going to change

some day. That's the worst of learning—one knows too much,
and then there's an end of one's happiness. Thoughts come
to you, when you don't want them. I thought of the young
lady we saw last week in the park.'

She spoke gravely and sadly. The bright contentment

which had given a new charm to her eyes since she had been

at the cottage, died out of them as Amelius looked at her.

What had become of her childish manner and her artless smile 1

'
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He drew his chair nearer to her. * What young lady do you
mean 1

' he asked.

Sally shook her head, and traced lines with her pen on the

blotting paper. ' O, you can't have forgotten her ! A young
lady, riding on a grand white horse. All the people were ad-

miring her. I wonder you cared to look at me, after the beau-

tiful creature had gone by. Ah, she knows all sorts of things

that I don't

—

she doesn't sound a note at a time on the piano,

and as often as not the wrong one ; she can say her multipli-

cation table, and knows all the cities in the world. I daresay

she's almost as learned as you are. If you had her living hero

with you, wouldn't you like it better than only having me 1

'

She dropped her arms on the table, and laid her head on them
wearily. * The dreadful streets !

' she murmured, in low tones

of despair. ' Why did 1 think of the dreadful streets, and the

night I met with you—after I had seen the young lady ?

Amelius, are you tired of me ? are you ashamed of me 1 * She
lifted her head again, before he could answer, and controlled

herself by a sudden effort of resolution. ' I don't know what's

the matter v/ith me this morning,' she said, looking at him with

a pleading fear in her eyes. ' Never mind my nonsense—I'll

do the copy !
' She began to write the unendurable assertion

that change is a law of Nature, with trembling fingers and
fast-heaving breath. Amelius took the pen gently out of her

hand. His voice faltered as he spoke to her.
' We will give up the lessons for today, Sally. You have

had a bad night's rest, my dear, and you are feeling it—that's

all. Do you think you are well enough to come out with me,
and try if the air will revive you a little ?

'

She rose, and took his hand, and kissed it. * I believe if I

was dying, I should get well enough to go out with you !

May I ask one little favour ? Do you mind not going into the

park to-day 1

'

* What has made you take a dislike to the park, Sally ?

'

* We might meet the beautiful young lady again,' she an-

swered, with her head down. * I don't want to do that.'

* We will go wherever you like, my child. You shall decide

—not I.'

She gathered up her dress from the floor, and hurried away
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to her room—without looking back at him as usual when she

opened the door.

Left by himself, Amelius sat at the table, mechanically turn-

ing over the lesson books. Sally had perplexed and even dis-

tressed him. His capacity to preserve the harmless relations

between them, depended mainly on the mute appeal which the

girl's ignorant innocence unconsciously addressed to him. He
felt this vaguely, without absolutely realising it. By some
mysterious process of association which he was unable to fol-

low, a saying of the wise Elder Brother at Tadmor revived in

his memory, while he was trying to see his way through the

difficulties that beset him. ' You will meet with many temp-
tations, Amelius, when you leave our Community,' the old man
had said at parting ;

' and most of them will come to you
through women. Be especially on your guard, my son, if you
meet with a woman who makes you feel truly sorry for her.

She is on the high road to your passions, through the open
door of your sympathies—and all the more certainly if she is

not aware of it herself.' Amelius felt the truth expressed in

those words as he had never felt it yet. There had been signs

of a changing nature in Sally for some little time past. But
they had expressed themselves too delicately to attract the at-

tention of a man unprepared to be on the watch. Only on
that morning, she had looked at him, and spoken to him, as

she had never looked or spoken before. He began dimly to

see the danger for both of them, to which he had shut his eyes

thus far. Where was the remedy 1 what ought he to do 1

Those questions came naturally into his mind—and yet, his

mind shrank from pursuing them.
He got up impatiently, and busied himself in putting away

the lesson-books—a small duty hitherto always left to ToflF.

It was useless -, his mind dwelt persistently on Sally.

While he moved about the room, he still saw the look in her

eyes, he still heard the tone of her voice, when she spoke of the

young lady in the park. The words of the good physician

whom he had consulted about her recurred to his memory now.
' The natural growth of her senses has been stunted, like the

natural growth of her body, by starvation, terror, exposure to

cold, and other influences inherent in the life that she has led.

!
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And then the doctor had spoken of nouriahing food, pure air,

and careful treatment—of the Hfe in short which she had led

at the cottage—and had predicted that she would develop into

* an intelligent and healthy young woman.' Again he asked

himself, ' What ought I to do 1

'

Ho turned aside to the vrindow, and looked out. An idea

occurred to hiin. How would it be, if he summoned courage

enough to tell her that he was engaged to be married 1

No ! Setting aside his natural dread of the shock that he

might inflict on the poor grateful girl who had only known
happiness under his care, the detestable obstacle of Mr. Farnaby
stood immovably in his way. Sally would be sure to ask ques-

tions about his engagement, and would never rest until they

were answered. It had been necessarily impossible to conceal

her mother's name from her. The discovery of her father, if

she heard of Regina and Regina's uncle, would be simply a

question of time. What might such a man be not capable of

doing,whatnew act of treachery might he not commit, if he found

himself claimed by the daughter whom he had deserted 1 Even
if the expression of Mrs. Farnaby's last wishes had not been

sacr i to Amelius, this consideration alone would have kept

him silent for Sally's sake.

He now doubted for the first time if he had calculated wisely

in planning to trust Sally's sad story, after his marriage, to the

sympathies of his wife. The jealousy that she might naturally

feel of a young girl, who was an object of interest to her husband,

did not present the worst difficulty to contend with. She be-

lieved in her uncle's integrity as she believed in her religion.

What would she say, what would she do, if the innocent wit-

ness to Farnaby's infamy was presented to her? if Amelius
asked the protection for Sally which her own father had refused

to her in her infancy ; and if he said (as he must say) :
' Your

uncle is the man ]

'

And yet, what prospect could he see but the prospect of mak-
ing the disclosure, when he looked to 'lis own interests next,

and thought of his wedding-day i Again, the sinister figure of

Farnaby confronted him. How could he receive the wretch
whom Regina would innocently welcome to the house 1 There
would be no longer a choice left ; it would his duty to himself
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to tell his wife the terrible truth. And what would be the re-

sult 1 He recalled the whole course of courtship, and saw
Farnaby always on a level with himself in liegina's estimation.
In spite of his natural cheerfulness, in spite of his inbred cour-
age, his heart failed him, when ho thought of the time to come.
As he turned away from the window Sally's door opened

:

she joined him dressed for the walk. Her spirits had rallied,

assisted by the cheering influence of dressing to go out. Her
charming smile brightened her face. In sheer desperation,

reckless of what he did or said, Amelius held out both hands to

welcome her. * That's right, Sally !
' ^e cried. * Look pleased

and pretty, my dear ; let's be happy while we can—and let the
future take care of itself !

*

CHAPTER XXXIX.

(HE capricious influences which combine to make us happy
are never so certain to be absent influences as when we
are foolish enough to talk about them. Amelius had

talked about them. When he and Sally left the cottage, the

road which led them away from the park was also the road

which led them past a church. The influences of happiness left

them at the church door.

Rows of carriages were in waiting ; hundreds of idle people

were assembled about the cliUrch steps ; the thunderous music of

the organ rolled out through the open doors—a grand wedding,

with choral service, was in course of celebration. Sally begged

Amelius to take her in to see it. They tried the front entrance,

and found it impossible to get through the crowd. A side en-

trance, and a fee to a verger, succeeded better. They obtained

space enough to stand on, with a view of the altar.

The bride was a tall buxom girl, splendidly dressed : she

performed her part in the ceremony with the most unruffled

composure. The bridegroom exhibited an instructive spectacle

21
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of aged Nature sustained by Art. His hair, his complexion,

his teeth, his breast, his shoulders, and his legs, showed what
the wig-maker, the valet, the dentist, the tailor, and the hosier

can do for a rich old man, who wishes to present a juvenile ap-

pearance while he is buying a young wife. No less than three

clergymen were present, conducting the sale. The demeanour
of the rich congregation was worthy of the glorious bygone
days of the Golden Calf. So far as could be judged by appear-

ances, one old lady, in a pew close to the place at which Ame-
lius and Sally were standing, seemed to be the only person pre-

sent who was not favourably impressed by the ceremony.
' I call it disgraceful,' the old lady remarked to a charming

young person seated next to her.

But the charming young person—being the legitimate pro-

duct of the present time—had no more sympathy with questions

of sentiment than a Hottentot. * How can you talk so, grand-

mamma !
* she rejoined. ' He has twenty thousand a year

—

and that lucky girl will be mistress of the most splendid house

in London.'
* I don't caie,' the old lady persisted, * it's not the less a dis-

grace to everybody concerned in it. There is many a poor
friendless creature, driven by hunger to the streets, who has a
better claim to our s> mpathy than that shameless girl, selling

herself in the house of God ! I'll wait for you in the carriage

—I won't see any mire of it.'

Sally touched Amelius. * Take me out
!

' she whispered
faintly.

He supposed that the heat in the church had been too much
for her. ' Are you better now ?

' he asked.

She held fast by his arm. * Let's get farther away,' she said.

* That lady is coming after us—I don't want her to see me
again. I am one of the creatures she talked about. Is the
mark of the streets on me, after all you have done to rub it out 1

'

The wild misery in her words presented another develop-
ment of her character which was entirely new to Amelius.
* My dear child,' he remonstrated, * you distress me when you
talk in that way. God knows the life you were leading when
I met with you was through no fault of yours. Forget it in the
life you are leading now.'

Ill

im
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—

* I saw her look at me while sue spoke !

'

' And she thought you better worth looking at than the

bride—and quite right, too !
' Amelius rejoined. ' Come,

come, Sally, be like yourself ! You don't want to make me
unhappy about you, I am sure 1

'

He had taken the right way with her ; she felt that simple

appeal, and asked his pardon with all the old charm in her

manner and her voice. For the moment, she was * Simple
Sally' again. They walked on in silence. When they had
lost sight of the church, Amelius felt her arm beginning to

tremble on his arm. A mingled expression of tenderness and
anxiety showed itself in her blue eyes as they looked up at

him. * I am thinking of something else now,' she said ; ' I am
thinking of You. May I ask you something ?

'

Amelius smiled. The smile was not reflected as usual in

Sally's face. ' It's nothing particular,' she explained, in an
odd hurried way ;

* the church put it into my head. You—

'

she hesitated, and tried it under another form. ' Will you be

married yourself, Amelius, one of these days ?

'

He did his best to evade the question. ' I am not rich,

Sally, like the old gentleman we have just seen.'

Her eyes turned away from him ; she sighed softly to her-

self. ' You will be married some day,' she said. * Will you
do one kind thing more for me, Amelius, when I die ? You
remember my reading in the newspapers of the new invention

for burning the dead—and my asking you about it. You said

you thought it was better than burying, and you had a good
mind to leave directions to be burnt instead of buried, when
your time came. When my time has come, will you leave

other directions about yourself, if I ask you ?

'

• My dear, you are talking in a very strange way ! If you
will have it that I am to be married some day, what has that

to do with your death 1

'

' It doesn't matter, Amelius. When I have nothing left to

live for, I suppose it's as likely as not I may die. Will you
tell them to bury me in some quiet place, away from London,
where there are few graves 1 And when you leave your direc-
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tions, don't say you are to be burnt. Say—when you have
lived a long, long life, and enjoyed all the happiness you have
deserved so well—say you are to be buried, and your grave is

to be near mine. I should like to think of the same trees

shading us, and the same flowers growing over us. No ! don't

tell me I'm talking strangely again—I can't bear it ; I want
you to humour me and be kind to me about this. Do you
mind going home 1 Tm feeling a little tired—and I know I'm
poor company for you to-day.'

The talk flagged at dinner-time, though Toff did his best to

keep it going.

In the evening, the excellent Frenchman made an effort to

cheer the two dull young people. He came in confidentially

with his fiddle, and said he had a favour to ask. * I possess

some knowledge, sir, of the delightful art of dancing. Might
I teach young Miss to dance ? You see, if I may venture to

say so, the other lessons—0, most useful, most important, the

other lessons ! but they are just a little serious. Something to

relieve her mind, sir—if you will forgive me for mentioning
it. I plead for innocent gaiety—let us dance !

*

He played a few notes on the fiddle, and placed his right

foot in position, and waited amiably to begin. Sally thanked
him, and made the excuse that she was tired. She wished
Amelius good night, without waiting until they were alone to-

gether—and, for the first time, without giving him the custom-

ary kiss.

Toff waited until she had gone, and approached his master

on tiptoe, with a low bow.
* May I take the liberty of expressing an opinion, sir ? A

young girl who rejects the remedy of the fiddle presents a case

of extreme gravitj . Don't despair, sir! It is my pride and
pleasure to be never at a loss, where your interests are con-

cerned. This is, I think, a matter for the ministrations of a

woman. If you have confidence in my wife, I venture to sug-

gest a visit from Madame Toff.'

He discreetly retired, and left his master to think about it.

The time passed—and Amelius was still thinking, and still as

far as ever from arriving at a conclusion, when he heard a door

opened behind him. Sally crossed the room before he could

I
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rise from his chair ; her cheeks were flushed, her eyes were
bright, her hair fell loose over her shoulders—she dropped at

his feet, and hid her face on his knees. ' I'm an ungrateful

wretch !
' she burst out ; * I never kissed you when I said

good-night.'

With the best intentions, Amelius took the worst possible

way of composing her—he treated her trouble lightly. * Per-

haps you forgot it 1
' he said.

She lifted her head, and looked at him with tears in her

eyes. * I'm bad enough,' she answered ;
* but not so b^d as that.

O, don't laugh ! there's nothing to laugh at. Have you done
with liking me '\ Are you angry with me for behaving so badly
all day, and bidding you good-night as if you v/ere Toff" ? You
sha'n't be angry with me I

* She jumped up, and sat on his

knee, and put her arms round his neck. * I haven't been to

bed,' she whispered ;
' I was too miserable to go to sleep. I

don't know what's been the matter with me to-day. I seem to

be losing the little sense I ever had. Don't you know that I

would die for you, I am so fond ofyou—and yet I've had bitter

thoughts, as if I was a burden to you, and I had done a wrong
thing in coming here—and you would have told me so, only

you pitied the poor wretch who had nowhere else to go.' She
tightened her hold round his neck, and laid her burning cheek
against his face. * O Amelius, my heart is sore ! Kiss me, and
say, Good-night, Sally !

'

He was young—he was a man—for a moment he lost his

self-control -, he kissed iier as he had never kissed her yet.

Then, he remembered ; he recovered himself ; he put her

gently away from him, and led her to the door of her room, and
closed it on her in silence. For a little while he waited alone.

The interval over, he rang for Toff.

* Do you think your wife would take Miss Sally as an ap-

prentice 1
' he asked.

Toff looked astonished, * Whatever you wish, sir, my wife

will do. Her knowledge of the art of dressmaking is
—

*

Words failed him to express his wife's immense capacity as a
dressmaker. He kissed his hand in mute enthusiasm, and
blew the kiss in the direction of Madame Toff's establishment.
* However,' he proceeded, ' I ought to tell you one thing, sir,

1
I

I.
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the business is small, small, very small. But we are all in the

hands of Providence—the business will improve, one day.' He
lifted his shoulders and lifted his eyebrows, and looked per-

fectly satisfied with his wife's prospects.
' I will go and speak to Madame Toff myself to-morrow

morning,' Amelius resumed. ' It's quite possible that I *may

be obliged to leave London for a little wliile— and I must pro-

vide ir some way for Miss Sally. Don't say a word about it

to her yet, Toff ; and don't look miserable. If I go away, I

shall take you with me. Good night.'

Toff, with his handkerchief half-way to his eyes, recovered

his native cheerfulness. * I am invariably sick at sea, sir,' he

said j
' but no matter, I will attend you to the utmost ends of

the earth.'

So honest Amelius planned his way of escape from the criti-

cal position in which he found himself. He went to his bed,

troubled by anxieties which kept him waking for many weary
hours. Where was he to go to, when he left Sally 1 If he
could have known what had happened, on that very day, on
the other side of the Channel, he might have decided (in spite

of the obstacle of Mr. Farnaby) on surprising Regina by a

visit to Paris.
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CHAPTER XL.

^N the morning when Amelius and Sally (in London) en-

tered the church to look at the wedding, Rufus (in

Paris) went to the Champs Elysdes to take a walk.

He had advanced half way up the magnificent avenue, when
he saw Regina for the second tim.e ; taking her daily drive, with

an elderly woman in attendance on her. Rufus took off his hat

again, perfectly impenetrable to the cold reception which he had
already experienced. Greatly to his surprise, Regina not only

returned his salute, but stopped the carriage and beckoned to

11
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him to speak to her. Looking at her more closely, he perceived

signs of suffering in her face which completely altered her ex-

pression as he remembered it. Her magnificent eyes were dim
and red ; she had lost her rich colour ; her voice trembled as

she spoke to him.
* Have you a few minutes to spare 1

' she asked.
' The whole day, if you like. Miss,' Rufus answered.

She turned to the woman who accompanied her. * Wait for

me, Elizabeth ; I have somethin/, to say to this gentleman.

'

With these words, she got out of the carriage. Rufus offered

her his arm. She put her hand in it as readily as if they had
been old friends. * Let us take one of the side paths,' she said

;

* they are almost deserted at this time of day. I am afraid I

surprise you very much. I can only trust to your kindness to

fo-give me for passing you without notice the last time we met.

Perhaps it may be some excuse for me that I am in great

trouble. It is just possible you may be able to relieve my
mind. I believe you know I am engaged to be married ?

'

Rufus looked at her with a sudden expression of interest.

* Is this about Amelius 1
' he asked.

She answered him almost inaudibly— •' Yes.'

Rufus still kept his eyes fixed on her. * I don't wish to say

anything rude, Miss,' he explained ;
* but, if /ou have any com-

plaint to make of Amelius, I should take it as a favour if you
would look me straight in the face, and mention it plainly.'

In the embarrassment which troubled Regina at that moment,
he had preferred the two requests of all others with which it

was most impossible for her to comply. She still looked ob-

stinately on the ground ; and, instead of speaking of Amelius,

she diverged to the subject of Mr. Farnaby's illness.

* I am staying in Paris with my u jcle,' she said. ' He has

had a long illness ; but he is strong enough now to speak to me
of things that have been on his mind for some time past. He
has so surprised me ; he has made me so miserable about Am-
elius

—
' She paused, and put her handkerchief to her eyes.

Rufus said nothing to console her—he waited doggedly until

she was ready to go on. * You know Amelius well,* she re-

sumed ;
' you are fond of him

;
you believe in him, don't you 1

Do you think he is capable of behaving basely to any person
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who trusts him 1 Is it likely, is it possible, he could be false

and cruel to Me 1

'

The mere question roused the indignation of Rufus. * Who-
ever said that of him, Miss, told you a lie ! I answer for my
boy as 1 answer for myself.'

She looked at him at last, with a sudden expression of relief.

* I said so too,' she rejoined ;
* I said some enemy had slandered

him. My uncle won't tell me who it is. He positively forbids

me to write to Amelius ; he tells me I must never see Amelius
again—he is going to write and break off the engagement*

O, it's too cruel ! too cruel
!

'

Thus far they had been walking on slowly. But now Rufus
stopped, determined to make her speak plainly.

* Take a word of advice from me. Miss,' he said. ' Never
trust anybody by halves. There's nothing I'm not ready to do,

to set this matter right ; but I must know what I'm about first.

What's said against Amelius 1 Out with it, no matter what 'tis t

I'm old enough to be your father ; and I feel for you according-

ly—I do.'

The thorough sincerity of tone and manner which accom-
panied those words had its effect. Regina blushed and trem-

bled—but she spoke out.

* My uncle says Amelii s has disgraced himself, and insulted

me ; my uncle says there is a person—a girl living with him—

'

She stopped, with a faint cry of alarm. Her hand, still resting

on the arm of Rufus, felt him start as the allusion to the girl

passed her lips. ' You have heard of it ?
' she cried. ' 0, God

help me, it's true !

'

* True 1
' Rufus repeated, with stern contempt. * What's come

to you ? Haven't I told you already, it's a lie 1 I'll swear to

it, Amelius is true to you. Will that do? No? You're an
obstinate one. Miss—that you are. Well ! it's due to the boy
that I should set him right with you, if words will do it. You
know how he's been brought up at Tadmor ? Bear that in mind
and now you shall have the truth of it, on the word ofan honest

man.'

Without further preface, he told her how Amelius had met
with Sally ; insisting strongly on the motives of pure humanity
by which his friend had been actuated. Regina listened with

'! i.1
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an obstinate expression of distrust which would have discour-

aged most men. Rufus persisted nevertheless ; and, to some
extent at least, succeeded in producing the right impression.

When he reached the close of the narrative—when he asserted

that he had himself seen Amelius confide the girl unreservedly
to the care of a lady who was a dear and valued friend of his

own
j
and when he declared that there had been no after-

meeting between them and no written correspondence—then,

at last, Regina owned that he had not encouraged her to trust

in the honour of Amelius, without reason to justify him. But
even under these circumstances, there was a residue of buspicion

still left in her mind. She asked for the name of the lady to

whose benevolent assistance Amelius had been indebted. Rufus
took out one of his cards and wrote Mrs. Payson's name and
address on it.

* Your nature, my dear, is not quite so confiding as I could

have wished to see it,' he said, quietly handing her the card.

* But we can't change our natures—can we ? And you're not

boi.nd to believe a man like me, without witnesses to back him.

Write to Mrs. Payson, and make your mind easy. And, while

we are about it, tell me where I can telegraph to you to-morrow
—Pm off to London by the night mail.'

* Do you mean, you are going to see Amelius ?

'

* That is so. Pm too fond of Amelius to let this trouble rest

where 'tis now. I've been away from him, here in Paris, for

some little time—and you may tell me (and quite right too) I

oan't answer for what may have been going on in my absence.

No ! now we are about it, we'll have it out. I mean to see

Amelius and see Mrs. Payson, to-morrow morning. Just tell

your uncle to hold his hand, before he breaks off your marriage,

and wait for a telegram from me. Well 1 and this is your ad-

dress, is it 1 I know the hotel. A nice look-out on the Twillery

Gardens—but a bad cellar of wine as I hear. Pm at the Grand
Hotel myself, if there's anything else that troubles you before

evening. Now I look at you again, I reckon there's something

more to be said, if you'll only let it find its way to your tongue.

No ; it ain't thanks. We'll take the gratitude for granted, and
get to what's behind it. There's your carriage—and the good

Jady looks tired of waiting. Well, now ]

'



ir:

n

}'!1

i:li

'i ttifill^

318 THE FALLEN LEAVES.

* It's only one thing ;' Kegina acknowledged, with her eyes
on the ground again. ' Perhaps, when you go to London, you
may see the

—

'

* The girl ]

'

' Yes .

'

* It's not likely. Say I do see her—what then ?

'

Regina's colour began to show itself again. * If you do see

her,' she said, ' I beg and entreat you won't speak of me in her

hearing. I should die of shame of it, if she thought herself

asked to give him up out of pity for me. Promise I am not

to be brought forward
;
promise you won't even mention my

having spoken to you abiut it. On your word of honour!*
Rufus gave her his promise, without showing any hesitation,

or making any remark. But when she shook hands with him,

on returning to the carriage, he held her hand for a moment.
' Please to excuse me. Miss, if I ask one question,' he said, in

tones too low to be heard by any other person. * Are you
really fond of Amelius 1

'

* I am surprised you should doubt it,' she answered ; ' I am
more—much more than fond of him !

'

Rufus handed her silently into the carriage. * Fond of him,

are you 1
' he thought, as he walked away by himself. * I

reckon it's a sort of fondness that don't wear well, and won't

stand washing.'

CHAPTER XLI.
(*-»«-.

ARLY the next morning, Rufus rang at the cottage gate.
* Well, Mr. Frenchman, and how do you git along ?

And how's Amelius ?
'

Toff, standing before the gate, answered with the utmost
respect, but showed no inclination to let the visitor in.

* Amelius has his intervals of laziness,' Rufus proceeded j
* I

bet he's in bed !

'
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* My young master was up and dressed an hour ago, sir—ho
has just gone out.'

' That is so, is it ? Weil, I'll wait till he comes back.' He
pushed by TofF, and walked into the cottage. ' Your foreign

ceremonies are clean thrown away on me,' he said, as Toff tried

to stop him in the hall. * I'm an American savage ; and I'm
used up with travelling all night. Here's a little order for you :

whiskey, bitters, lemon, and ice—I'll take a cocktail in the
library.' Toff made a last desperate effort to get between the

visitor and the door. * I beg your pardon, sir, a thousand
times ; I must most respectfully entreat you to wait

—
' Before

he could explain himself, Rufus (with the most perfect good
humour pulled the old man out of his way. * What's troubling

this venerable creature's mind ?
' he inquired of himself ;

' does
he think I don't know my way in ?

' He opened the library door
—and found himself face to face with Sally.

She had risen from her chair, hearing voices outside, and
hesitating whether to leave the room or not. They confronted

each other, on either side of the table, in silent dismay. For
once Rufus was so completely bewildered, that he took refuge

in his customary form of greeting before he was aware of it

himself.

* How do you find yourself. Miss ] I take the pleasure of

renewing our acquaintance—Thunder ! that's not it ; I reckon

I'm off my head. Do me the favour, young woman, to forget

every word I've said to you. If any mortal creature had told

me I should find you here, I should have said 'twas a lie—and
I should have been the liar. That makes a man feel bad, I can

tell you. No I Don't slid^ off, if you please, into the next

room

—

that won't set 'J: .ugs right nohow. . Sit you down again.

Now I'm here, I have something to say. I'll speak first to Mr.

Frenchman. Listen to this, old sir. If I happen to want a

witness standing in the doorway, I'll ring the bell ; for the

present, I can do without you. Bong Shewer, as we say in

your country.' He proceded to shut the door on Toff and his

remonstrances. * I protest, sir, against acts of violence, un-

worthy of a gentleman !
' cried Toff, struggling to get back

again. ' Be as angry as you please in the kitchen,' Rufus an-

swered, persisting in closing the door ;
* I won't have a noise up

\l
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here. If you know where your master is, go and fetch him

—

and the sooner the better.' He turned back to Sally, and sur-

veyed her for a while in terrible silence. She was afraid to

look at him ; her eyes were on the book which she had been
reading when he came in. * You look to me,' Rufus remarked,
* as if you had been settled here for a time. Never mind your
book now

;
you can go back to your reading, after we've had a

word or two together, first.' He reached out his long arm, and
pulled the book to his own side of the table. Sally innocently

silenced him for a second time. Ho opened the book, and dis-

covered—The New Testament.
* It's my lesson, if you please, sir. I'm to learn it where

the pencil mark is, before Amelius comes back.' She offered

her poor little explanation, trembling with terror. In spite of

himself, Rufus began to look at her a little less sternly.
* So you call him " Amelius," do you ?

' he said. * I note

that, Miss, as an unfavourable sign to begin with. How long,

if you please, has Amelius turned school-marm, for your young
ladyship's benefit ] Don't you understand 1 Well, you are not

the only inhabitant of Great Britain who don't understand the

English langauge. I'll put it plainer. When I last saw Amel-
ius, you were learning your lessons at the Home. What ill

wind, Miss, blew you here 1 Did Amelius fetch you, or did you
come of your own accord, without waiting to be whistled for ?

'

He spoke coarsely, and not ill-humouredly. Sally's pretty down-
cast face was pleading with him for mercy, and (as he felt with
supreme contempt for himself) was not altogether pleading in

vain. * If I guessed that you ran away from the Home,' he re-

sumed, ' yhould I guess ri^;':t ?

'

She answered with a sudden accession of confidence. * Don't

blame, Amelius,' she said ;
* I did run away. I couldn't live

without him.'
* You don't know how you can live, young one, till you've

tried the experiment. Well, and what did they do at the Home ?

Did they send after you, to fetch you back 1
'

* They wouldn't take me back—they sent my clothes here

after me.'
* Ah, those were the rules, I reckon. I begin to see my

way to the end of it now. Amelius gave you house-room 1

'

if ii
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She ooked at him proudly. * Ho gave me a room of my
own,' she said.

His next question was the exact repetition of the question

which he had put to Regina in Paris. The only variety was
in the answer that he received.

* Are you fond of Amelius 1

'

* I would die for him !

'

Rufus had hitherto spoken, standing. He now took a chair.

' If Amelius had not been brought up at Tadraor,' ho said
;

* I should take my hat, and wish you good-morning. As things

are, a word more may be a word in season. Your lessons here

seem to have agreed with you. Miss. You're a different sort of

girl to what you were when I last saw you.'

She surprised him by receiving that remark in silence. The
colour left her face. She sighed bitterly. The sigh puzzled

Rufus : he held his opinion of her in suspense, until he had
heard more.

* You said just now you would die for Amelius,' he went on,

eyeing her attentively. * I take that to be a woman's hysterical

way of mentioning that she feels an interest in Amelius. Are
you fond enough of him to leave him, if you could only be per-

suaded that leaving him was for his good ?

'

She abruptly left the table, and went to the window. When
her back was turned to Rufus, she spoke. ' Am I a disgrace

to him ]
' she asked, in tones so faint that he could barely hear

them. * I have had my fears of it, before now.'

If he had been less fond of Amelius, his natural kindness of

heart might have kept him silent. Even as it was, he made
no direct reply. * You remember how you were living when
Amelius first met with you,' was all he said.

The sad blue eyes looked at him in patient sorrow ', the low
sweet voice answered * Yes.' Only a look and a word—only

the influence of an instant—and, in that instant, Rufus' last

doubts of her vanished !

* Don't think I say it reproachfully, my child 1 I know it

was not your fault ; I know you are to be pitied and not

blamed.'

She turned her face towards him—pale, quiet, and resigned.

' Pitied, and not blamed,' she repeated. * Am I to be for-

given %
'

I



322 THE FALLEN LEAVES.

mm

If 1*3

His generous nature shrank from answering her. There was
silence.

* You said just now,' she went on, * that I looked like a dif-

ferent girl, since you last saw me. 1 am a different girl. I

think of things that I never thought of before—some change,

I don't know what, has come over me. 0, my heart does

hunger so to be good ! I do so long to deserve what Amelius
has done for me ! You have got my book there—Amelius
gave it to me—we read in it every day. If Christ had been
on earth now, is it wrong to think that Christ would have for-

given me ?

'

* No, my dear j it's right to think so.'

* And, while I live, if I do my beeii to lead a good life, and
if my last prayer to God is to take me to Heaven, shall I be

heard ?

'

* You will be heard, my child, I don't doubt it. But, you
see, you have got the world about you to reckon with—and
the world has invented a religion of its own. There's no use

looking for it in this book of yours. It's a religion with the

pride of property at the bottom of it and a veneer of benevo-

lent sentiment at the top. It will be very sorry for you, and
very charitable towards you : in short, it will do everything

for you except taking you back again.'

She had her anssver to that. ' Amelius has taken me back
again,' she said.

* Amelius has taken you back again,' Rufus agreed. ' But
there's one thing he's forgotten to do ; he has forgotten to

count the cost. It seems to be left to me to do that. Look
here, my girl ! I own I doubted you when I first came into

this room; and I'm sorry for it, and I beg your pardon. I do
believe you're a good girl—I couldn't say why if I was asked,

but 1 do believe it for all that. I wish there was no more to

be said—but there is more ; and neither you nor I must shirk

it. Public opinion won't deal as tenderly with you as I do
;

public opinion will make the worst of you, and the worst of

Amelius. While you're living here with him—there's no dis-

guising it—you're innocently in the way of the boy's prospects

in life. I don't know whether you understand me ?

'
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She had turned away from him j she was looking out of the
window once more.

* I understand you,' she answered. * On the night when
Amelius met with me, he did wrong to take me away with
him. He ought to have left me where I was.'

* Wait a bit ! that's as far from my meaning as far can be.

There's a look-out for everybody ; and, if you'll trust me,
I'll find a look-out for you.^

She paid no heed to what he said : her next words showed
that she was pursuing her own train of thought.

* I am in the way of his prospects in life,' she resumed. ' You
mean that he might be married some day, but for me ]

'

Rufus admitted it cautiously. * The thing might happen,'

was all he said.

* And his friends might come and see him,' she went on
;

her face still turned away, and her voice sinking into dull sub-

dued tones. * Nobody comes here now. You see I under-
stand you. When shall I go away 1 I had better not say

good-bye, I suppose ?—it would ouly distress him. I could

slip out of the house, couldn't I ?

'

Rufus began to feel uneasy. He was prepared for tears

—

but not for such resignation as this. After a little hesitation,

he joined her at the window. She never turned towards him ;

she still looked out straight before her ; her bright young face

had turned pitiably rigid and pale. He spoke to her very

gently ; advising her to think of what he had said, and to do
nothing in a hurry. She knew the hotel at which he stayed

when he was in London ; and she could write to him there.

If she decided to begin a new life in another country, he was
wholly and truly at her service. He would provide a passage

for her in the same ship that took him back to America. At
his age, and known as he was in his own neighbourhood, there

would be no scandal to fear. He could get her reputably and
profitably employed, in work which a young girl might under-

take. * I'll be as good as a father to you, my poor child,' he
said. * Don't think you're going to be friendless, if you leave

Amelius. I'll see to that ! You dhall have honest people

abou* 70U—and innocent pleasure in your new life.'

SLt) thanked him, still with the same dull tearless resigna-
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nation. * What will the honest people say,' she asked, * when
they know who I am ?

'

* They have no business to know who you are—and they

sha'n't know it/

* Ah ! it comes back to the same thing,* she said. * You
deceive the honest people, or you can do nothing for me.
Amelius had better have left me where T was ! I disgraced

nobody, I was a burden to nobody, there. Cold and hunger
and ill-treatment can sometimes be merciful friends in their

way. If I had been left to them, they would have laid me at

rest by this time.* She turned to Rufus, before he could

speak to her. * I*m not ungrateful, sir ; I'll think of it, as

you say ; and I'll do all that a poor foolish creature can do, to

be worthy of the interest you take in me.' She lifted her

hand to her head, with a momentary expression of pain. *
! 'v.3

got a dull kind of aching here,' she said ;
* it reminds me of my

old life when I was sometimes beaten on the head. May I go
and lie down a little by myself?

*

Rufus took her hand, and pressed it in silence. She looked

back at him as she opened the door of her room. * Don't dis-

tress Amelius,' she said ; ' I can bear everything but that.'

Left alone in the library, ivufus walked restlessly to and fro,

driven by a troubled mind. * I was bound to do it,' he thought;
' and I ought to be satisfied with myself. I'm not satisfied.

The world ia hard on women—and the rights of property is a
darned bad reason for it

!

'

The door from the hall was suddenly thrown open. Amelius
entered the room. He looked flushed and angry—he refused

to take the hand that Rufus offered to him.
* What's this I hear from TofFI It seems that you forced

your way in when Sally was here. There are limits to the

liberties a man may take in his friend's house.*
* That's true,' said Rufus quietly. * But when a man hasn't

taken liberties there don't seem much to be said. Sally was
at the Home, when I last saw you—and nobody told me I

should find her in this room.'
* You might have left the room when you found her here.

You have been talking to her. If you have said anything

about Regina—

'

I
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* I have said nothing about Miss Regina. You have a hot
temper of your own, Araelius. Wait a bit, and let it cool.'

' Never mind my temper. I want to know what you have
been saying to Sally. Stop ! I'll ask Sally herself. He crossed

the room to the inner door, and knocked. * Come in here, my
dear, I want to speak !,o you.*

The answer reached him faintly through the door. * I have
got a bad iieadache, Amelius. Please let me rest a little.' He
turned back to Rufus, and lowered his voice. But his eyes

flashed ; he was more angry than ever.

' You had better go,' he said. * I can guess how you have

been talking to her—I know what her headache means. Any
man who distresses that dear little affectionate creature is a
man whom I hold as my enemy. I spit upon all the worldly

considerations which pass muster with people like you ! No
sweeter girl than poor Sally ever breathed the breath of life.

Her happiness is more precious to me than words can say. She
is sacred to me ! And I have just proved it—I have just come
from a good woman, who will teach her an honest way of earn-

ing her bread. Not a breath of scandal shall blow on her. If

you, or any people like you, think I will consent to cast her

adrift in the world, or consign her to a prison under the name of

a Home, you little know my nature, and my principles. Here

'

—he snatched up the New Testament from the table, and shook

it at Rufus— ' Here are my principles, and I'm not ashamed of

them !

'

Rufus took up his hat.

* There's one thing you'll be ashamed of, my son, when you're

cool enough to think about it,' he said— ' you'll be ashamed of

the words you have spoken to a friend who loves you. I'm

not a bit angry myself. You remind me of that time on board

the steamer, when the quarter-master was going to shoot the

bird. You made it up with him—and you'll come to my hotel

and make it up with me. And then we'll shake hands and
talk about Sally. If it's not taking another liberty, I'll trouble

you for a light.' He helped himself to a match from a box on
the chimney piece, lit his cigar, and left the room.

He had not been gone half an hour, before the better nature

of Amelius urged hiiu to follow Rufus and make his apologies.

22
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But he was too anxious about Sally to leave the cottage, until he

had seen her first. The tone in which she had answered him,

when he knocked at the door, suggested, to his sensitive appre-

hension, that there was something more serious the matter
with her than a mere headache. For another hour, he waited

patiently, on the chance that he might hear her moving in her

room. Nothing happened. No sound reached his ears, except

the occasior al rolling of carriage-wheels on the road outside.

His patience began to fail him as the second hour moved on.

He went to the door, and listened, and still heard nothing. A
sudden dread struck him that she might have fainted. He
opened the door a few inches, and spoke to her. There was
no answer. He looked in. The room was empty.
He ran into the hall, and called to ToflF. Was she, by any

chance, down-stairs ? No. Or out in the garden ? No. Master
and man looked at each other in silence. Sally was gone.

CHAPTER XLH.
•

^OPF wa.s the first who recovered himself.
* Courage, sir !

' he said. * With a little thinking, we
shall see the way to find her. That rude American

man, who talked with her this morning, may be the person

who has brought this misfortune on us.'

Amelius waited to hear no more. There was the chance, at

le£<st, that something might have been said which had induced

her to take refuge with Rufus. He ran back to the library to

get his hat.

Toff followed his master, with another suggestion. * One
word more, sir, before you go. If the American man cannot

help us, we must be ready to try another way. Permit me to

accompany you as far as my wife's shop. I propose that she

shall come back here with me. and examine poor little Miss's

bedroom. We will wait of course for your return, before any-
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thing is done. In the meantime I entreat you not to despair.

It is at least possible that the means of discovery may be found

in the bedroom.'

They went out together, taking the first cab that passed

them. Amelius proceeded alone to the hotel.

Rufus was in his room. * What's gone wrong 1 Shake
hands, my son, and smother up that little trouble between us

this morning in silence. Your face alarms me—it does ! What
of Sally r

Amelius started at the question. * Isn't she here ?
' he asked.

Kufus drew back. The mere action said, No, before he an-

swered in words.
' Have you seen nothing of her ', heard nothing of her 1

'

* Nothing. Steady, now ! Meet it like a man ; and tell me
what has happened.

Amelius told him in two words. ' Don't suppose I am going

to break out again as I did this morning,' he went on j 'I'm
too wretched and too anxious to be angry. Only tell me, Rufus,

have you said anything to her— »

'

Rufus held up his hand. * I see what your'e driving at. It

will be more to the purpose to tell you what she said to me. From
first to last, Amelius, I spoke kindly to her, and I did her jus-

tice. Give me a minute to rummage my memory. '{ After

brief consideration, he carefully repeated the substance of what
had passed between Sally and himself, during the latter part

of the interview between them. •' Have you looked about in

her room 1
' he inquired, when he had done. ' There might be

a trifling something to help you, left behind her there.'

Amelius told him of Toifs suggestion. They returned to-

gether at once to the cottage. Madame Toff was waiting to

begin the search.

The first discovery was easily made. Sally had taken off

one or two little trinkets—presents from Amelius wli;.?h she

was in the habit of wearing—arid had left them, wrapped up in

paper on the dressing-table. No such a thing as a farewell let-

ter was found near them. The examination of the wardrobe
came next—and here a startling circumstance revealed itself.

Every one of the dresses which Amelius had presented to her

was hanging in its place. They were not many ; and they had

II
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all, OD previous occasions, been passed in review by Toffs wife.

She was absolutely certain that the complete number of the

dresses was there in the bedroom. Sally must have worn some-

thing, in place, of her new clothes. What had she put on ]

Looking round the room, Amelius noticed in a corner the

box in which he had placed the first new dress that he had
purchased for Sally, on the morning after they had met. He
tried to open the box : it was locked—and the key was not to

be found. The ever-ready Toflf ^fetched a skewer from the

kitchen, and picked the lock in two minutes. On lifting the

cover, the box proved to be empty.

The one person present who understood what this meant was
Amelius.

He remembered that Sally had taken her old threadbare

clothes away with her in the box, when the angry landlady

had insisted on his leaving the house. * I want to look at them
sometimes,' the poor girl had said, * and think how much bet-

ter off I am now.' In those miserable rags she had fled from
the cottage, after hearing the cruel truth. ' He had better

have left me where I was,* she had said. * Cold and hunger
and ill treatment would have laid me at rest by this time.'

Amelius fell on his knees before the empty box in helpless

despair. The conclusion that now forced itself on his mind,

completely unmanned him. She had gone back in the old iiess,

to die under the cold, the hunger, aud the horror of thv^ old

life!

Rufus took his hand, and spoke to him kindly. He rallied,

andMashed the tears from his eyes, and rose to his feet. ' I

know where to look for her,' was all he said ;
' and I must do

it alone.' He refused to enter into any explanation, or to be
assisted by any companion. * This is my secret and hers,' he
answered. ' Go back to your hotel, Rufus—and pray that I

may not bring news, which will make a wretched man of you
for the rest of your life.' With that he left them.

In another hour he stood once more on the spot at which he
and Sally had met.

The wild bustle and uproar of the costermongers' night-mar-

^'et no longer rioted rounded him : the street by daylight was
in a state of dreary repose. Slowly pacing upon and down
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meant was

from one end to another, he waited with but one hope to sus-

tain him—the hope that she might have taken refuge with the

two women who had been her only friends in the dark days of

her life. Ignorant of the place in which they lived, he had no
choice but to wait for the appearance of one or other of them
in the street. He was quiet and resolved. For the rest of

the day, and for the whole of the night if need be, his mind
was made up to keep steadfastly on the watch.

When he could walk no longer, he obtained rest and refresh-

ment in the cook-shop which he remembered so well ; sitting

on a stool near the window, from which he could still com-
mand a view of the street. The gas lamps were alight, and
the long winter's night was beginning to set in, when he
resume<i his weary march from end to end of the pavement.
As the darkness became complete, his patience was rewarded
at last. Passing the door of a pawnbroker's shop, he met one
of the women face to face, walking rapidly, with a little parcel

under her arm.

She recognised him with a cry of joyful surprise.

* 0, sir, how glad I am to see you, to be sure ! You've come
to look after Sally, haven't you 1 Yes, yes ; she's safe in our

poor place—but in such a dreadful state. Off her head ! clean

off her head ! Talks of nothing but you. ** I'm in the way of

his prospects in life." Over and over and over again, she

keeps on saying that. Don't be afraid ; Jenny's at home, tak-

ing care of her. She wants to ^o out. Hot and wild, with a

kind of fever on her, she wants to go out. She asked if it

rained. *' The rain may kill me in these ragged clothes," she

says ;
" and then I sha'n't '^e in the way of his prospects in life."

We tried to quiet her by telling her it didn't rain—but it was
no use ; she was as eager as ever to go out. " I may get an-

other blow on the bosom," she says ;
" and maybe, it will fall

in the right place this time." No ! there's no fear of the brute

who used to beat her—he's in prison. Don't ask to see her

just yet, sir ; please don't ! I'm afraid you would only make
her worse, if I took you to her now ; I wouldn't dare to risk it.

You see we can't get her to sleep ; and we thought of buying
something to quiet her at the chemist's. Yes, sir, it would be

better to get a doctor to her. But I wasn't going to the doc-

(i!
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tor. If I must tell you, I was obliged to take the sheets off the

bed, to raise a little money—I was going to the pawnbroker's.

She looked at the parcel under her arm, and smiled. I may
take the sheets back again, now I've met with you ; and there's

a good doctor lives close by—I can shew you the way to him.

Oh how pale you do look ! Are you very much tired 1 It's

only a little way to tlie doctor. I've got an arm at your

service—but you mightn't like to be seen walking with such

a person as me.*

Mentally and physically, Amelius w«as completely prostrated.

The woman's melancholy narrative had overwhelmed him ; he

could neither speak, nor act. He mechanically put his purse

in her hand, and went with her to the house of the neai-est

medical man.
The doctor was at home, mixing drugs in his little surgery.

After one sharp look at Amelius, he ran into a back parlour,

and returned with a glass of spirits. * Drink this, sir,' he said

— * unless you want to find yourself on the floor in a fainting-

fit. And don't presume again on your youth and strength to

treat your heart as if it was made of cast-iron.' He signed to

Amelius to sit down and rest himself, and turned to the woman
to hear what was wanted of him. After a few questions, he

said she might go
;
promising to follow her in a few minutCvS,

wh^n the gentleman would be sufficiently recovered to accom-

pany him.
' Well, sir, are you beginning to feel like yourself again V He

was mixing a composing draught, while he addressed Amelius

in those terms. * You may trust that poor wretch who has just

left UP, to take caro of the sick girl,' he went on, in the quaintly-

familiar manner which seemed to be habitual with him. ' I

don't ask how you got into her company—it's no business of

mine. But I am pretty well acquainted with the people in my
neighbourhood ; and I can tell you one thing, in case you're

anxious. The woman who brought you here, barring the one

misfortune of her life, is as good a creature as ever breathed
;

and the other one who lives with her is the same. When I

think of what they're exposed to—well ! I take to my pipe,

and compose my mind in that way. My early days were all

passed as a ship's surgeon. I could get them both respectable

m'^^v\ *

Am v^
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employment in Australia, if I only had the money to fit them
out. They'll die in the hospital like the rest, if something

isn't dono for them. In my hopeful moments, I sometimes

think of a subscription. What do you say ] Will you put

down a few shillings to set the example ?

'

* I will do more than that,' Amelius answered. ' I have rea-

sons for wishing to befriend both those two poor women ; and
I will gladly engage to find the outfit.'

The ftimiliar old doctor held out his hand over the counter.

* You're a good fellow if ever there was one yet !
* he burst out,

* I can show references which will satisfy you that I am not a

rogue. In the mean time, let's see what is the matter with

this liLtle girl
;
you can tell me about her as we go along.' He

put his bottle of medicine in his pocket, and his arm in the arm
of Amelius—and so led the way out

When they reached the wretched lodging-house in which the

women lived, he suggested that his companion would wait at

the door. * I'm used to sad sights : it would only distress you
to see the place. I won't keep you long waiting.'

He was as good as his word. In little more than ten minutes,

he joined Amelius again in the street.

' Don't alarm yourself,' he said ;
* the case is not so serious as

it looks. The poor child is suffering under a severe shock to

the brain and nervous system, caused by that sudden and vio-

lent distress you hinted at. My medicine will give her the one

thing she wants to begin with—a good night's sleep.'

Amelius asked when she would be well enough to see him.
* Ah, my young friend, it's not so easy to say just yet ! I

could answer you to better purpose to-morrow. Won't that

do 1 Must I venture on a rash opinion 1 She ought to be

composed enough to see you in three or four days. And, when
that time comes, it's my belief you will do more than I can do to

set her right again.'

Amelius was relieved, but not quite satisfied yet. He in-

quired if it was not possible to remove her from that miserable

place.

* Quite impossible—without doing her serious injury. They
have got money to go on with ; and I have told you already,

she will be well taken care of. I will look after her myself to-
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The explanation was not of a nature to set the good New
Englander's mind at ease. Regina had vvritteti, by the mail-

train which took Rufus to England, repeating to Mrs. Payson
what had passed at the interview in the Champs Elys^es, and
appealing to her sympathy for information an«l advice. Re-
ceiving the letter that morning, Mrs. Payson, acting on her
own generousand compassionate impulses, had already answered
it, and sent it to the post. Her experience of the unfortunate

persons received at the Home was far from inclining her to be-

lieve in the innocence of a runaway girl, placed undt-r circum-

stances of temptation. As an act of justice towards Regina,
she enclosed to her the letter in which Amelius had acknow-
ledged that Sally had passed the night ui;der his roof.

* I believe I am only telling you the shameful truth,' Mrs.

Payson had written, * when I add that the girl has been an in-

mate of Mr. Goldenheart's cottage ever since. If you can recon-

cile this disgraceful state of things, with Mr. Rufus Dingwell's
assertion of his friend's fidelity to his marriage-engagement, I

have no right, and no wish, to make any attempt to alter your
opinion. But you have asked for my advice, and I must not

shrink from giving it. I am bound, as an honest woman, to

tell you that your uncle's resolution to break off the engagement
represents the course that I should have taken myself, if a

daughter of my own had been placed in your painful and hu-

miliating position.'

There was still ample time to modify this strong expression

of opinion by the day's post. Rufus appealed vainly to Mrs.

Payson to reconsider the conclusion at which she had arrived.

A more charitable and considerate woman, within the limits of

her own daily routine, it would not be possible to find. But the

largeness of mind which, having long and trustworthy experience

of a rule, can nevertheless understand that other minds may
have equal experience of the exception to the rale, was one of

the qualities which had not been included in the moral compo-
sition of Mrs. Payson. She held firmly to her own narrowly-

conscientious sense of her duty, stimulated by a natural in .ig-

nation against Amelius, who had bitterly disappointed her

—

against Rufus, who had not scrupled to take up his defence.

The two old friends parted in coldness, for the first time in

their lives. I
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Rufus returned to his hotel, to wait there for news from

Ameliiis.

The (lay passed—and the one visitor who enlivened his soli-

tude was an American friend and correspondent, connected

with the agency which managed his affairs in England. The
errand of this gentleman was to give his client the soundest

and speediest advice, relatin , to the investment of money. Hav-
ing indicated tlio safe and solid speculations, the visitor added
a warning word, relating to the plausible and dangerous invest-

ments of the day. ' For instance,' he said, ' there's that bank
started by Fariiaby

—

'

* No need to warn me against Farnaby,' Rufus interposed
;

* I wouldn't take shares in his bank if he made me a present of

them.'

The American friend looked surprised. ' Surely,' he ex-

claimed, * you can't have heard the news already ! They
don't even know it yet on the Stock Exchange.'

Rufus explained that he had only spoken under the inf ce

of personal prejudice against Mr. Farnaby.
' What's in the wind now ?' he asked.

He was confidentially informed that a comingstorm was in the

wind : in other words, that a serious discovery had beenmadeat
the bank. Sojne time since, the directors had advanced a large

sum of money to a man in trade, under Mr. Farnaby's own
guarantee. The man had just died ; and examination of his

affairs showed that he had only received a few hundred pounds,

on condition of holding his tongue. The bulk of the money had
been traced to Mr. Farnaby himself, and had all been swal-

lowed up by his newspaper, his patent medicine, and his other

rotten speculations, apart from his own proper business. * You
may not know it,' the American friend concluded, ' but the fact

is, Farnaby rose from the dregs. His bankruptcy is only a

question of time—he will drop back to the dregs ; and, quite

possibly, make his appearance to answer a criminal charge in a

court of law. I hear that Melton, whot.<* v^iedit has held up the

bank lately, is off to see his friend in Paris. They say Farnaby's

niece is a handsome girl, and Melton is sweet on her. Awkward
for Melton,'
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ce

Rufua listened attentively. In signing the order for his in-

vestments, he privately decided to stir no further, for the pre-

sent, in the matter of his young friend's marrijigo-engagement.

For the rest of the day and the evening, he still waited for

Amelius, and waited in vain. It was drawing near to midnight,

when Toff made his appearance with a message from his master.

Amelius had discovered Sally, and had returnetl in such a state

of fatigue that he was only fit to take some refreshment, and to

go to his bed. He would be away from home again, on the next

morning ; but he hoped to call at the hotel in the course of the

day. Observing Toff's face with grave and steady scrutiny,

Rufus tried to extract some further information from him. But
the old Frenchman stood on his dignity, in a state of immove-
able reserve. ' You took me by the shoulder, this mornitig, sir,

and spun me round,* he said ;
' I do not desire to be treated a

second time like a teetotum. F' r the rest, it is not my habit

to intrude myself into my masttr's secrets.'

' It's not my habit,' Rufus coolly rejoined, ' to bear malice. I

beg to apologise sincerely, sir, for treating you like a teetotum

;

and I offer you my hand.'

Toff had got as far as the door. He instantly returned, with

the dignity which a Frenchman can always command in the

serious emergencies of his life. ' You appeal to my heart and
my honour, sir,' he said. * I bury the events of the morning in

oblivion ; and I do myself the honour of taking your hand.'

As the door closed on him, Rufus smiled grimly ' You're

not in the habit of intruding yourself into your master's secrets,'

he repeated. * If Amelius reads your face as I read it, he'll look

over his shoulder when he goes out to-morrow—and, ten to one,

he'll see you behind him in the distance !

'

Late on the next day, Amelius presented himself at the ho-

tel. In speaking of Sally, he was unusually reserved ; merely

saying that she was ill, and under medical care—and then

changing the subject. Struck by the depressed and anxious

expression of his face, Rufus asked if he had heard from Re-

gin a. No : a longer time than usual had passed since Regina

had written to him. ' I don't understand it,' he said sadly
;

* I suppose you didn't see anything of her in Paris ?

'

Rufus had kept his promise not to mention Regina's name
\
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ill Sally's presoMco. Hut it wns iinpossihlc for him to look at

Ana'liiis, without phiinly aiiswcriuij; tho qui^stion put to him,
for tho sako of he triciul whom he lovctl. ' I'm afraid IIhmo's

tn>iihle comiiiL!; to you, my son, fiom that (juai tcr.' With tho80

waruiiitf words, lu^ dosciihcd all that had passed hetwetm \iv-

giiia and himself. ' Some unknown enemy of yours has sj)oUen

ayninst you to her uni^le,' ho concluded. '
I snpposi^ you iuivt^

made i'liemies, my poor hoy, sintui you have heen in Lontlon 1
'

'1 know the man,' Auielius answered. VH«' wantetl to marry
Retina hefore I nu't with her. Mis name is Melton.'

Kr.!",.s started. * I heard, only y(>sterday, lu^ was in I'aris

with Karnaby. And that's not the: worst of it, Amelius.

There's anothei* of them makinuj mischief— a good fritMid of

miiu', >vho has shown a tw ist in her temper, that has taken mo
by sur{)riso after twenty years' exporiiMioe of hor. I reckon

there's a droj) of malice in the composition of the ber.t woman
that over lived—and tiio meti only discover it when another
woman ste[)s in, and stirs it up. Wait a bit !

' ho W(M»t on,

when ho had related the result of his visit to Mrs. Payson.
* 1 have telegraphovl to Miss Ivegina to l)e i)atient and trust

you. D )n't you write to defend yourself, till you hoar how
you stand in her estimation, after my message. To-morrow's
post may toll.'

To-morrow's post ('.id toll.

Two letters roaviied Amelius from Paris. One from Mr.
Farnaby, curt and insolent, bjoaking off the marriage-ongago-

mont. Too other, from Kegina, expressed witii groat severity

of language. Her weak nature. lik<' all weak natures, ran easily

into extremes, and, once forced into asserting itself, took re-

fuge in violence, as a shy person takes refuge in audacity. Oidy
a woman of larger and Hrmor mind would have written of her

wrongs in a more just and more moderate tone.

Kegina began without any preliminary form of address :

—

She had no heart to upbraid Amelius, and no wish to speak of

what she was sutlering, to a man who had but too plainly shown
that he had no respect for himself, and neither love, nor pity

even, for her. In justice to herself, she released him from his

promise, and returned his letters and his presents. Her own
letters might be sent in a sealed packet, addressed to her at

\ /
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lior uncle's placcol" buHiia^ss in liUiidon. She, w«nil«l pniy tliiit h(5

inii^lit l)(> broii^lit lo a n;><i.s(! ot tlir sin that, lu^ had coininitttul,

and that \\i\ nii^ht y^t livo to h«! a worthy and a happy inan.

For th(! lost., ht^r «hicision was iiTin'ocahlc His own h'ttor to

Mrs. Payson (UMKh'inniid him- -.ind the t.(\.stiniony «)f an ohl and
hon(Hiio(l tViund piovt^d tliat his wickt'dnt'.sa was no nmrii act

of impulse, l»ut a (hdilxiiaU' course (»r infamy and falstdiood,

continuiMl over many w*u>ks. Krom lh«! monuMit when her eyes

were opened to tlie trutli, he was (U'ad t,o ln^r-and sh(! now
bade him a hist fan^well.

' Have you written to lier ?
' liufus askc^d, when he liad seen

tlio haters.

Anielius re(hlened with indignation. He was not awartiof

it himself—hut his look and manni^' plainly reveahul that lle-

gina had lost her last hold on him. Her letter had intlieted

an insult—not a wound : he was outragcjd and iiivolti^d ; the

deeper and gentler feeling, the emotions of a grieved and
humiliatcid h»ver, had been kilhni in him by her stern wonls of

dismissal and fart^well.

* Do you think I would allow myself to be treated in that

way, without a word of i)rotest'?' he said to liufus. 'I have

written r-'fusing to t;ikti back my promise;. " I deelart!, on my
word of honour, that I have Ihhui faitldul to you and to my
engagement " (that was how 1 put it), " and 1 scorn tin; vile

construction which your uncle and his friend have i)!aoe,d upon

nil act of Christian mercy on my part." 1 wrote more t(!nderly,

before 1 finished my letter; feeling for her distress, ami being

anxious above, all things not to add to it. We shall stio if she

iias love tiuough left for me to trust my faith and honour, in-

stead of trusting false appearanctis 1 will give her time.'

Rufus considerately abst.iined from ex[)ressing any opinion.

Ho '.vaited until the morning when a reply might be expected

from Paris ; and then he called at the cottage.

Without a word of comment, Amelius put a letter into his

friend's hand. It was his own letter to Regina returned to

him. On the back of it there was a line in Mr. Farnaby's

handwriting:— * If you send any more letters, they will be

burnt unopened.' In those insolent terms, the wn^tch wrote,

with bankruptcy and exposure hanging over his head.

i
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Riifus took Amelias by the hand. ' There's an end of it

now,' he said. * Tliat girl would never have made the right

wife for you, Amelius
;
you're well out of it. Forget that you

ever knew these people ; and let us talk of something else.

How is Sally ?

'

At that ill-timed inquiry, Amelius dropped his friend's hand.

He was in a state of nervous irritability which made him apt

to take offence, where no offence was intended. * O, you
needn't be alarmed !

' he answered petulantly, ' there's no fear

of the poor ciiild coming back to live with me. She is still

under the doctor's care.'

Kufus passed over the angry reply without notice, and pat-

ted him on the shoulder. ' I spoke of the girl,' he said ' be-

cause I wanted to help her, andl can help her, if you will let

me. Before long, my son, I shall be going back to the United
States. I wish you would go with me !

'

* And desert Sally !
' cried Amelius.

* Nothing of the sort ! Before we go, I'll see that Sally is

provided for to your satisfaction. Will you think of it to

please me ]

'

Amelius relented. * Anything to please you,' he said.

Hufus noticed his hat on the table, and considerately left

him without saying more. 'The trouble with Amelius,' he

thought, as he closed the cottage-gate, * is not over yet.'

CHAPTER XLIV.

'HE day on which worthy old Surgeon Pinfold had pre-

dicted that Sally would be in a fair way of recovery haa
come and gone—and still the medical report to Amelius

was the same :
—

' You must be patient, sir ; she is not well

enough to see you, yet.'

Toff, watching his young master anxiously, was alarmed by
the steadily-progressive change in him for the worse, which
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shewed itself at this time. Now sad and silent, and now again

bitter and irritable, he had deteriorated physically as well as

morally, until he really looked like the shadow of his former

self. He never exchanged a word with his faithful old sorvaut,

except when he said mechanically * good-morning' or ' good-

night.' Toff could endure it no longer. At the risk of beitig

roughly misinterpreted, followed he his own kindly impulse, and
spoke. * May I own to you, sir,' he said, with perfect gentle-

ness and respect, ' that I am indeed heartily sorry to see you

so ill.'

Amelius looked at him sharply. * You servants always make
a fuss about trifles. I am a little out of sorts ; and I want a

change—that's all. Perhaps I may go to America. You won't

like that ; I sha'n't complain if you look out for another situa-

tion.'

The tears came into the old man's eyes. ' Never !' he an-

swered fervently. * My last service, sir, if you send me away,

shall be my dearly loved service here.'

All that Avas most tender in the nature of Amelius was

touched to the quick. ' Forgive me, Toff,' he said ;
' I am lone-

ly and wretched, and more anxious about Sally than words can

tell. There can be no change in my life, until my mind is easy

about that poor little girl. But if it does end in my going to

America, you shall go with me—I wouldn't lose you, my good

friend, for the world.'

Toff still remained in the room, as if he had something left

to say. Entirely ignorant of the marriage-engagement between

Amelius and Regina, and of the rupture in which it had ended,

he vaguely suspected nevertheless that his master might have

fallen into an entanglement with some lady unknown. The
opportunity of putting the question was ^ w before him. He
risked it in a studiously modest form.

* Are you going to America to be married, sir 1
'

Amelius eyed him with a momentary suspicion. ' What has

put that in your head 1
' he asked.

* I don't know, sir,' Toff answered humbly— * unless it was
my own vivid imagination. Would there be anything very won-
derful in a gentleman of your age and appearance conducting

some charming person to the altar 1

'

\
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Amelias was conquered once more; he smiled faintly.

* Enough of your nonsense, Toff ! I shall never be married

—

understand that.'

Toffs withered old face brightened slyly. He turned away
to withdraw ; hesitated ; and suddenly went back to his

master.
' Have you any occassion for my services, sir, for an hour or

two 1
' he asked,

* No. Be back before I go out, myself—be back at three

o'clock.'

* Thank you, sir. My little boy is below, if you want any-

thing in my absence.'

The little boy, dutifully attending ToflF to the gate, observed

with grave surprise that his father snapped his fingers gaily at

starting, and hummed the first bars of the Marseillaise.

* Something is going to happen,' said Tofli's boy, on his way back

to the house.

From the Regent's Park to Blackacre Buildings is almost a

journey from one end of London to the other. Assisted for

part of the way by an omnibus, Toff" made the journey, and
arrived at the residence of Surgeon Pinfold, with the easy con-

fidence of a man who knew thoroughly well where he was
going, and what he was about. The sagacity of Rufus had cor-

rectly penetrated his intentions : he had privately followed his

master, and had introduced himself to the notice of the surgeon

—with a mixture of motives, in which pure devotion to the in-

terests of Amelius played the chief part. His experience of

the world told him that Sally's departure was only the beginning

of more trouble to come. * What is the use of me to my mas-

ter,' he had argued, 'except to spare him trouble, in spite of

himself?'

Surgeon Pinfold was prescribing for a row of sick people,

seated before him on a bench. ' You're not ill, are you 1
' he

said sharply to Toff. ' Very well, then, go into the parlour and
wait.*

The patients being dismissed, Toff attempted to explain the

object of his visit. But the old naval surgeon insisted on clear-

ing the ground by means of a plain question, first. * Has your

Pill I 1
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' It is all that is most private,' Toff answered ;
' my poor

master is wasting away in unrelieved wretchedness of suspense.

Something must be done for him. O, dear and good sir, help

me in this most miserable state of things ! tell me the truth

about Miss Sally !

'

Old Pinfold put his hands in his pockets and leaned against

the parlour wall, looking at the Frenchman with a complicated

expression, in which genuine sympathy mingled oddly with a

quaint sense of amusement. * You're a worthy ciiap,' he said
;

• and you shall have the truth. I have been obliged to deceive

your master about this troublesome young Sally—I have stuck

to it that she is too ill to see him, or to answer his letters. Both
lies ; there's nothing the matter with her now, but a disease

I can't cure, the disease of a troubled mind. She's got it into

her head that she has everlastingly degraded herself in his es-

timation by leaving him and coming here. It's no use telling

her—what, mind you, is perfectly true—that she was all but out

of her senses, and not in the least responsible for what she did

at the time when she did it. She holds to her own opinion,

nevertheless. " What can he think of me, but that I h, e gone

back willingly to the disgrace of my old life 1 I should throw

myself out of window, if he came into the room ! " That's

how she answers me—and, what makes matters worse still, she's

breaking her heart about him all the time. The poor wretch

is so eager for any little word of news about his health and his

doings, that it's downright pitiable to see her. I don't think

her fevered little brain will bear it much longer—and hang me
if I can tell what to do next to set things right t The two

women, her friends, have no sort of influence over her. When
I saw her this morning, she was ungrateful enough to say, " Why
didn't you let me die ] " How your master got among these

unfortunate people is more than I know, and is no business of

mine—I only wish he had been a different sort of a man. Be-

fore I knew him as well as I know him now, I predicted like a

fool that he would be just the person to help us in managing

the girl. I have altered my opinion. He's such a glorious fel-

low—so impulsive and so tender-hearted—that he would be cer-

23
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* I !

tain, in her present excited state, to do her more harm than

good. Do you know if he is going to be married ?

'

TofF, listening thus far in silent distress, suddenly looked up.
* Why do you ask me, sir ?

'

* It's an idle question, I daresay,' old Pinfold remarked.
' Sally persists in telling us she's in the way of his prospects in

life—and it's got somehow into her perverse little head that

his prospects in life mean his marriage, and she's in the way of

that.—Hullo ! are you going already ?

'

* I want to go to Miss Sally, sir. I believe I can say some-

thing to comfort her. Do you think she will see me ?

'

' Are you the man who has got the nickname of TofF ] She
sometimes talks about TofF.'

* Yes, sir, yes ! I am Th^ophile Leblond, otherwise TofF.

Where can I find her ?

'

Surgeon Pinfold rang a bell. * My errand-boy is going past

the house, to deliver some medicine,' he answered. * It's a

poor place ; but you'll find it neat and nice enough—thanks to

your good master. He's helping the two women to begin life

again out of this country ; and, while they're waiting their

turn to get a passage, they've taken an extra room and hired

some decent furniture, by your master's own wish. 0, here's

the boy ; he'll show you the way. One word before you go.

What do think of saying to Sally 1
'

* I shall tell her for one thing, sir, that my master is miser

able for want of her.'

Surgeon Pinfold shook his head. * That won't take you very

far on the way to persuading her. You will make her miser-

able too—and there's about all you will get by it.'

TufF lifted his indicative forefinger to the side of his nose.

\ Suppose I tell her something else, sir 1 Suppose I tell her

my master is not going to be married to anybody ?

'

* She won't believe you know anything about it.'

* She will believe, for this reason,' said ToflF gravely :
* I put

the question to my master before I came here j and I have it

from his own lips that there is no young lady in the way, and

that he is not—positively not—going to be married. If I tell

Miss Sally this, sir, how do you say it will end 1 Will you bet

me a shilling it has no effect on her 1

'
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* I won't bet a farthing ! Follow the boy—and tell young
Sally I have sent her a better doctor than I am.'

While Toff was on his way to Sally, Toff's boy was disturb-

ing Amelius by the announcement of a visitor. The card sent

in bore this inscription :
—

* Brother Bawkwell, from Tadmor.'
Amelius looked at the card ; and ran into the hall to receive

the visitor, with both hands held out in hearty welcome. * 0, I

am so glad to see you !
' he cried ;

•' come in, and tell me all

about Tadmor !

*

Brother Bawkwell acknowledged the enthusiastic reception

oflFered to him by a stare of grim surprise. He was a dry hard
old man, with a scrubby white beard, a narrow wrinkled fore-

head, and an obstinate lipless mouth ; fitted neither by age nor

temperament to be the intimate friend of any of his younger
brethren among the Communiiy. But, at that saddest time of

his life, the heart of Amelius warmed to any one who reminded
him of his tranquil and happy days at Tadmor. Even this

frozen old Socialist now appeared to him, for the first time,

under the borrowed aspect of a welcome friend.

Brother Bawkwell took the chair offered to him, and opened

the proceedings, in solemn silence, by looking at his watch.
* Twenty-five minutes past two,' he said to himself—and put

the watch back again.
' Are you pressed for time 1

' Amelius asked.
* Much may be done in ten minutes,' Brother Bawkwell an-

swered, in a Scotch accent which had survived the test of half

a lifetime in America. ' I would have you know 1 am in Eng-

land on a mission from the Community, with a list of twenty-

seven persons in all, whom I am appointed to confer with on

matters of varying importance. Yours, friend Amelius, is a

matter of minor importance. I can give you ten minutes.'

He opened a big black pocket-book, stuffed witli a mass of

letters ; and, placing two of them on the table before him, ad-

dressed Amelius as if he was making a speech at a public

meeting.
* I have to request your attention to certain proceedings of

the Council at Tadmor, bearing date the third of Decembe
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last ; and referring to a person under sentence of temporary

separation from the community, along with yourself
—

'

* Mellicent
!

' Anielius exclaimed.
* We have no time for interruptions/ Brother Bawkwell re-

marked. * The person is Sister Mellicent ; and the business

before the Council was to consider a letter, under her signa-

ture, received December second. Said letter,' he proceeded,

taking up one of his papers, * is abridged as follows by the

Secretary to the Council. In substance, the writer states (First)

:

" That the married sister under whose protection she has been

living at New York is about to settle in England with her hus

band, appointed to manage the bn.nch of his business established

in London. (Second) : That she, meaning Sister Mellicent, has

serious reasons for not accompanying her relatives to England,

and has no other friends to take charge of her welfare, if she

remains in New York. (Third) : That she appeals to the

mercy of the Council, under these circumstances, to accept the

expression of her sincere repentance for the offence of violating

a Rule, and to permit a friendless and penitent creature to re-

turn to the only home left to her, her home at Tadmor." No,

friend Amelius—we have no time for expressions of sympathy
;

the first half of the ten minutes has nearly expired. I have

further to inform you that the question was put to the vote, in

this form : "Is it consistent with the serious responsibility

which rests on the Council, to consider the remission of any
sentence justly pronounced under the Book of Rules?" The
result was very remarkable ; the votes for and against being

equally divided. In this event, as you know, our laws provide

that the decision rests with theElder Brother—who gave his vote

thereupon for considering the remission of the sentence ; and
moved the next resolution that the sentence be remitted accord-

ingly. Carried by a small majority. Whereupon, Sister Mel-

licent was received again at Tadmor.'
* Ah, the dear old Elder Brother,' cried Amelius— * alv^ays on

the side of mercy !

'

Brother Bawkwell held up his hand in protest. * You seem
to have no idea,* he said, ' of the value of time. Do be quiet I

As travelling representative of the Council, I am further in-

structed to say, that the sentence pronounced against yourself

*.' S i.

'f1tl
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stands duly remitted, in consequence of the remission of the

sentence against Sister Mellicent. You are likewise free to

return to Tadmor, at your own will and pleasure. But

—

attend to what is coming, friend Amelius !—the Council

holds to its resolution that your choice between us and the

world shall be absolutely unbiassed. In the fear of exercising

even an indirect influence, we have purposely abstained from
corresponding with you. With the same motive we now say

that if you do return to us, it must be with no interference on
our part. We inform you of an event that has happened in

your absence—and we do no more.'

He paused, and looked again at his watch. Time proverbi-

ally works wonders. Time closed his lips.

Amelius replied with a heavy heart. The message from the

Council had recalled him from the remembrance of Mellicent

to the sense of his own position. * My experience of the world

has been a very hard one,' he said. * I would gladly go back
to Tadmor this very day, but for one consideration

—
' He

'iesitated ; the image of Sally was before him. The tears rose

in his eyes ; he said no more.
Brother Bawkwell, driven hard by time, got on his legs, and

handed to Amelius the second of the two papers which he had
taken out of his pocket-book.

* Here is a purely informal document,' he said ;
' being a few

lines from Sister Mellicent, which I was charged to deliver to

you. Be pleased to read it as quickly as you can, and tell me
if there is any reply.'

There was not much to read :
—

' The good people here,

Amelius, have forgiven me and let me return to them. I am
living happily now, dear, in my remembrances of you. I take

the walks that we once took together—and sometimes I

get out in the boat on the lake, and think of the time when I

told you my sad story. Your poor little pet creatures are

under my care ; the dog and the fawn, and the birds—all well,

and waiting for jou, with me. My belief that you will come
back to me remains the same unshaken belief that it has been

from the first. Once more I say it— you will find me the first

to welcome you, when your spirits are sinking under the bur-

den of life, and your heart turns again to the friends of your
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early days. Until that time comes, think of me now and then.

Good-bye.'
' I am waiting,' said Brother Bawkwell, taking his hat in his

hand.

Amelius answered with an effort. • Thank her kindly in

my name,' he said: 'that is all.' His head dropped while
he spoke ; he fell into thought as if he had been alone in the

room.

But the emissary from Tadmor, warned by the minute-hand
on the watch, recalled his attention to passing events. * You
would do me a kindness,' said Brother Bawkwell, producing a
list of names and addresses, * if you could put me in the way
of finding the person named, eight from the top. It's getting

on towards twenty minutes to three.*

The address thus pointed out was at no great distance, on
the northern side of the Regent's Park. Amelius, still silent

and thoughtful, acted willingly as a guide. * Please thank the

Council for their kindness to me,' he said, when they reached
their destination. Brother Bawkwell looked at Friend Amelius
with a calm inquiring eye. * I think you'll end in coming
back to us,' he said. ' I'll take the opportunity when I see

you at Tadmor, of making a few needful remarks on the

value of time.'

Amelius went back to the cottage, to see if Toff had returned,

in his absence, before he paid his daily visit to Surgeon Pin-

fold. He called down the kitchen stairs, ' Are you there Toff?'

And Toff answered briskly, ' At your service, sir.'

The sky had become cloudy, and threatened rain. Not find-

ing his umbrella in the hall, Amelius went into the library to

look for it. As he closed the door behind him, Toff and his

boy appeared on the kitchen stairs ; both walking on tiptoe,

and both evidently on the watch for something.

Amelius found his umbrella. But it was characteristic of the

melancholy change in him that he dropped languidly into the

nearest chair, instead of going out at once with the easy ac-

tivity of happier days. Sally was in his mind again ; he was
rousing his resolution to set the doctor's commands at defiance,

and to insist on seeing her, come what might of it.

He suddenly looked up. A slight sound had startled him.

. J fji
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It was a faint rustling sound ; and it came from the sadly-

silent room which had once been Sally's.

He listened, and heard it again. He sprang to his feet—his

heart beat wildly—he opened the door of the room.
She was there.

Her hands were clasped over her fast-heaving breast. She
was powerless to look at him, powerless to speak to him—
powerless to move towards him, until he opened his arms to

her. Then, all the love and all the sorrow in the tender little

heart flowed outward to him in a low murmuring cry. She
hid her blushing face on his bosom. The rosy colour softly

tinged her neck— the unspoken confession of all she feared, and
all she hoped.

It was a time beyond words. They were silent in each

other's arms.

But under them, on the floor below, the stilness in the cot-

tage was merrily broken by an outburst of dance-music—with a

rhythmical thump-thump of feet, keeping time to the cheerful

tune. TofF was playing his fiddle ; and Toffs boy was dancing
to lis father's music.

CHAPTER XLV.

FTER waiting a day or two for news from Amelius, and
hearing nothing, Rufus went to make inquiries at the

cottage.

* My master has gone out of town, sir,' said TofF, opening the

door.
* Where 1

'

* I don't know, sir.'

* Anybody with him ]

'

* J don't know, sir.*

' Any news of Sally 1

' I don't know, sir.*
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* Thunder I ' cried Rufus. ' Here's Mr. Frenchman going to

be married I

*

Toff declined to humour the joke. He stood on his dignity

as stiffly as ever. ' Pardon me, sir, I possess a wife an<l family

already.'
* Do you, now ? Well—none of your know-nothing answers

this time. Has Amelius come back ?

'

'Yes, sir.'

' And what's the news of Sally 1

'

' Good news, sir. Miss Sally has come back too.'

* You call that good news, do you ? I'll say a word to Ame-
lius. What are you standing there for ? Let me by.'

* Pardon me once more, sir. My master and Miss Sally do

not receive visitors to-day.'

* Your master and Miss Sally 1
' Rufus repeated. ' Has this

old creature been liquoring up a little too freely ? What do

mean,' he burst out, with a sudden change of tone to stern sur-

prise—what do you mean by putting your master and Sally

together ?

'

TofF shot his bolt at last. ' They will be together, sir, for

the rest of their lives. They were married this morning.'

Rufus received the blow in dead silence. He turned about,

and went back to his hotel.

Reaching his room, he opened the despatch box in which he

kept his correspondence, and picked out the long letter con-

taining the description by Amelius of his introduction to the

ladies of the Farnaby family. He took up the pen, and wrote

the indorsement which has been quoted as an integral part of

the letter itself, in the sixth chapter of this narrative :

—

* Ah, poor Amelius ! He had better have gone back to Miss

Mellicent, and put up with the little drawback of her age.

What a bright lovable fellow he was ! Good-bye to Golden

heart
!

'

Were the forebodings of Rufus destined to be fulfilled ? This

question will be answered, it is hoped, in a Second Series of
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The Fallen Leaves. The narrative of the married life of Ame-
lius presents a subject too important to be treated within the

limits of the present story- and the First Series necessarily

finds its end in the culminating event of his life, thus far.

THE END.
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