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COUNT BUNKER.

CHAPTER I.

It is only with the politest affectation of in-
terest, as a rule, that English Society learns
the arrival in its midst of an ordinary Con-
tinental nobleman

; but the announcement that
the Baron Rudolph von Blitzenbei^ had been
appointed attach^ to the German embassy at
the Court of St James was unquestionably re-
ceived with a certain flutter of excitement. That
his estates were as vast as an average English
county, and his ancestry among the noblest in
Europe, would not alone perhaps have arrested
the attention of the paragraphists, since acres
and forefathers of foreign extraction are rightly
regarded as conferring at the most a claim
merely to toleration. But in addition to these

A



2 COUNT BUNKER
he possessed a charming English wife, belong-

ing to one of the most distinguished families in

the peerage (the Grillyers of Monkton-Grillyer),

and had further demonstrated his judgment by
purchasing the winner of the last year's Derby,
with a view to improving the horse-flesh of his

native land.

From a footnote attached to the engraving
of the Baron in a Homburg hat holding the

head of the steed in question, which formed
the principal attraction in several print-sellers'

windows in Piccadilly, one gathered that though
his faculties had been cultivated and exercised

in every conceivable direction, yet this was his

first serious entrance into the diplomatic world.

There was clearly, therefore, something un-

usual about the appointment; so that it was
rumoured, and rightly, that an international

importance was to be attached to the incident,

and a delicate compliment to be perceived in

the selection of so popular a link between the

Anglo-Saxon and the Teutonic peoples. Ac-
cordingly "Die Wacht am Rhein" was played

by the Guards* band down the entire length

of Ebury Street, photographs of the Baroness

appeared in all the leading periodicals, and
Society, after its own less demonstrative but
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equally sincere fashion, prepared to welcome
tfte distinguished visitors.

^

They arrived in town upon a delightful daym July, somewhat late in the London season,
to be sure, yet not too late to be inundated
with a snowstorm of cards and invitations to
all the smartest functions that remained. For
the first few weeks, at least, you would suppose
the Baron to have no time for thought beyond
official receptions and unofficial dinners; yet as
he looked from his dmwing-room windows into
the gardens of Belgrave Square upon the second
afternoon since they had settled into this great
mansion, it was not upon such functions that
his fancy ran. Nobody was more fond of
gaiety, nobody more appreciative of puiple and
fine linen, than the Baron von Blitzenbei^; but
as he mused there he began to recall more and
more vividly, and with an ever rising pleasure
quite different memories of life in London.'
Then by easy stages regret began to cloud
this reminiscent satisfaction, until at last he
sighed—

" Ach, my dear London ! How moch should
I enjoy you if I were free I

"

For the benefit of those who do not know the
Baron either personally or by repute, he may
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briefly be described as an admirably typical

Teuton. When he first visited England (some
five years previously) he stood for Bavarian
manhood in the flower; now, you behold the
fruit As magnificently moustached, as ruddy
of skin, his eye as genial, and his impulses as
hearty; he added to-day to these two more
stone of Teutonic excellences incarnate.

In his ingenuous glance, as in the more
rounded contour of his waistcoat, you could
see at once that fate had dealt kindly with
him. Indeed, to hear him sigh was so un-
wonted an occurrence that the Baroness looked
up with an air of mild surprise.

"My dear Rudolph," said she, "you should
really open the window. You are evidently

feeling the heat"

" No, not ze heat," replied the Baron.

He did not turn his head towards her, and
she looked at him more anxiously.

" What is it, then > I have noticed a some-
thing strange about you ever since we landed
at Dover. Tell me, Rudolph!"

Thus adjured, he cast a troubled glance in

her direction. He saw a face whose mild blue
eyes and undetermined mouth he still swore by
as the standard by which to try all her inferior

I
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sistos, and a figure whose growing emboHtoint
yearly approached the outline of his ideal haus-
frau. But it was either St Anthony or one of
his fellow-martyrs who observed that an occa-
9K)nal hohday from the ideal is the condimentm the sauce of sanctity; and some such reflec-
t.on perturbed the Baron at this moment

" It is nozing moch," he answered.
• Oh. I know what it ii You have grown

so accustomed to seeing the same peoph year

atrj;'^~*'^°"
Greifnen^and RosenJms,and all those. You miss them, don't you ? Per'

sonally. I think it a very good thing that you
should go abroad and be a diplomatist, and not
stay ,„ Fogelschloss so much ; and you'll soonmake loads of friends here. Mother comes tous next week, you know."

Baron slowly. "I respect her, Alicia; bot itvas not mo«ere zat I missed just n, • "

"What was it?"

"Life I" roared the Baron, with a sudden out-
burst of '.hundering enthusiasm that startled the
Baroness completely out of her composure. '

I

hLITI""
''"'

T"
""""^ """* '» London.

H.mmel, jt js too hot to eat great dinner andto vear clothes like a monkey-jack."
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" Like a what ? " gasped the Baroness.

To hear the Baron von Blitzenberg decry

the paraphernalia and splendours of his official

liveries was even more astonishing than his

remarkable denunciation of the pleasures of the

table, since to dress as well as play the part

of hereditary grandee had been till this minute
his constant and enthusiastic ambition.

"A meat-jack, I mean—or a—I know not vat

you call it Ach, I vant a leetle fun, Alicia."

••A little fun," repeated the Baroness in a
breathless voice. "What kind of fun?"

'• I know not," said he, turning once more to

stare out of the window.

To this dignified representative of a particu-

larly dignified State even the trees of Belgrave
Square seemed at that moment a trifle too con-
ventionally perpen iicular. If they would but
dance and wave their boughs he would have
greeted their greenness more gladly. A good-
looking nursemaid wheeled a perambulator be-

neath their shade, and though she never looked
his way, he took a wicked pleasure in sur-

reptitiously closing first one eye and then the
other in her direction. This might not entirely

satisfy the aspirations of his soul, yet it seemed
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to serve as some vent for his pent-up spirit.

He turned to his spouse with a pleasantly
meditative air.

"I should like to see old Bonker vunce
more," he observed.

"Bunker? You mean Mr Mandell-Essing-
ton?" said she, with an apprehensive note in
her voice.

"To me he vill alvays be Bonker."
The Baroness looked at him reproachfully.
"You promised me, Rudolph, you would see

as little as possible of Mr Essington."

"Oh, ja, as leetle—as possible," answered the
Baron, though not with his most ingenuous air.

"Besides, it is tree years since I promised.
For tree years I have seen nozi /. My love
Alicia, you vould not have me forget mine
friends altogezzer ?

"

But the Baroness had too vivid a recollection
of their last (and only) visit to England since
their marriage. By a curious coincidence that
also was three years ago.

"When you last met you remember what
happened ?

" she asked, with an ominous hint
of emotion in her accents.

"My love, how often have I eggsplained?
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Zat night you mean. I did schlcep in mine
hat because I had got a cold in my head. I
vas not uronk, no more zan you. Vat you
found in my pocket vas a mere joke, and ze
cabman who called next day vas jost vat I
told him to his ogly face—a blac email"
"You gave him money to go away."
"A Blitzenberg does not bai^in mit cab-

men," said the Baron loftily.

His wife's spirits began to revive. There
seemed to speak the owner of Fogelschlosj.
the haughty magnate of Bavaria.
"You have too much self-respect to wish

to find yourself in such a position again," she
said. "I know you have, Rudolph!"
The Baron was silent. This appeal met

with distinctly less response than she confi-
dently counted upon. In a graver note she
inquired

—

"You know what mother thinks of Mr
Essington?"

"Your mozzer is a vise old lady, Alicia;
but we do not zink ze same on all opinions."
"She will be exceedingly displeased if you—

well, if you do anything that she thoroughly
disapproves o£"
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The Baron left the window and took his
wifes plump hand affectionately within his own
broad palm.

" You can assure her. my love, zat I shall
never do vat she dislikes. You vill say sat
to her if she inquires t

"

"Can I, truthfully?"

" Ach. my own dear I

"

From his enfolding arms she whispered
tenderly

—

" Of course I will, Rudolph I

"

With a final hug the embrace abruptly ended
and the Baron hastily glanced at his watch.
"Ach, nearly had I forgot! I must go to

ze club for half an hour."

"Must you?"
" To meet a friend."

•• What friend ? " asked the Baroness quickly.
"A man whose name you vould know veil—

oh. vary veil known he is! But in diplomacy
mine Alicia, a quiet meeting in a club is some'
times better not to be advertised too moch
Great wars have come from one vcrd of in-
discretion. You know ze axiom of Bismarck—
•In diplomacy it is necessary for a diplomatist
to be diplomatic.' Good-bye, my love."
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He bowed as profoundly as if she were a

fwgning sovereign, blew an affectionate kiss
as he went through the door, and then de-
•cended the stairs with a rapidity that aigued
cither that his appointment was urj/ent or that
diplomacy shrank from a further test within
this mansion.



CHAPTER II.

For the last ye?j or two the name of Rudolph
von Blitzenberg had appeared in the members'
list of that most exclusive of institutions, the
R^ent's Club, Pall Mall; and it was thither
he drove on this fine afternoon of July. At
no resort in London were more famous person-
ages to be found, diplomatic and otherwise, and
nothing wculd have been more natural than a
meeting between the Baron and a European
celebrity beneath its roof; so that if you had
seen him bounding impetuously up the steps,
and noted the eagerness with whid* he inquired
whether a gentleman had called for him, you
would have had considerable excuse for sup-
posing his appointment to be with a dignitary
of the highest importance.

"Goot!" h' -ed on learning that a stranger
was indeed hi jg for him. His face beamed
with anticipatory joy. Aha I he was not to
be disappointed.
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"Vill he be jost the tame?" he wondered.
"Ah, i{ he is changed I shall veepi"
He rushM into the smoking-room, and there,

mstead oi any bald notability or spectacled
statesman, there advanced to meet him a
merely private English gentleman, tolerably
young, undeniably good-looking, and graced
with the most debonair of smiles.

"My dear BonkerT cried the Baron, crim-
sonmg with joy. "Ach, how pleased I am!"
"Baron I" replied his visitor gaily. "You

cannot deceive me—that wp-'s^'^t was made
in Germany! Ut me lead j to a respect-
able tailor!"

'^
Ye^ despite his b* ntering to..e, it was easy

to see that he took an equal pleasure in the
meeting.

"Ha, ha!" ?iughed the Baron, "vot a fonny
«ing to say! Droll as ever, eh ?"

"Five years less droll than when we first
met," said the late Bunker and present Essing-
ton. "You meet a dullish dog, Baron—

a

sobered revtller."

"Ach, no! Not surely? Do not dis-
appoint me, dear Bonker!"
The Baron's plaintive note seemed to amuse

his friend.
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"You don't mean to say you actually with
a boon companion ? You, Baron, the modem
Talleyrand, the repository r>f three emperors'
secrets? My dear fellow, i nearly came in

deep mourning."

" Mourning I For vat ?
"

"For our lamented past: I supposed you
would have the air of a Nonconformist
beadle."

•*My friend!" said the Baron eageriy, and
yet with a lowering of his voice, ••

I vould not
like to engage a beadle mtt jost ze same feel-

ings as me. Comfc here to zis comer and let

us talk I Vaiter I whisky—soda—cigars—all for
twa Come, Honker I

Stretched in arm-chairs, in a quiet comer
of the room, the two surveyed one another
with affectionate and humorous interest For
three years they had not seen one another at
all, and save once they had not met for five.

In five years a man may change his religion
or lose his hair, inherit a principality or part
with a reputation, grow a beard or turn tee-

totaler. Nothing so fundamental had happened
to either of our friends. The Baron's fulness
of contour we have already noticed ; in Mandell-
Essington, ex Bunker, was to be seen even less
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evidence of the march of time. But years,

like wheels upon a road, can hardly pass with-

out leaving in their wake some faint impress,

however fair the weather, and perhaps his hair

lay a fraction of an inch higher up the temple,
and in the corners of his eyes a hint might
even be discerned of those little wrinkles that

register the smiles and frowns. Otherwise he
was the same distinguished-looking, immacu-
lately dressed, supremely self-possessed, and
charming Francis Bunker, whom the Baron's
memory stored among its choicer possessions.

"Tell me," demanded the Baron, "vat you
are doing mit yourself, mine Bonker."

"Doing?" said Essington, lighting his

cigar. "Well, my dear Baron, I am endea-
vouring to live as I imagine a gentleman
should."

"And how is zat?"

"Riding a little, shooting a little, and oc-

casionally telling the truth. At other times
I cock a wise eye at my modest patrimony,

now and then I deliver a lecture with magic-
lantern slides; and when I come up to town
I sometimes watch cricket-matches. A devilish

invigorating programme, isn't it?"

" Ha, ha !

" laughed the Baron again ; he had
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come prepared to laugh, and carried out his
intention religiously. •• But you do not feel
more old and sober, eh ?

"

"I don't want to, but no man can avoid his
destmy. The natives of this island are a seri-
ous people, or if they are frivolous, it is gen-
erally a trifle vulgarly done. The diversions
of the professedly gay-hooting over pointless
badinage and speculating whose turn it is to
get divorced next-become in time even more
sobenng than a scientific study with diagrams
of how to breed pheasants or play golf. If
some one would teach us the simple art of
being light-hearted he would deserve to be
placed along with Nelson on his monument."
"Oh, my dear vellow!" cried the Baron.

" Do I hear zese kind of vords from you ?

"

" If you starved a city-fuU of people, wouldn't
you expect to hear the man with the biggest
appetite cry loudest .>"

The Baron's face feU further and Essington
laughed aloud.

"Come, Baron, hang it! Vou of all people
should be delighted to see me a fellow-member
of respectable society. I take you to be the
type of the conventional aristocrat Why a
fellow who's been travelling in Germany skid
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to me lately, when I asked about you—'Von

Blitzenberg/ said he, 'he's used as a simile

for traditional dignity. His very dogs have

to sit up on their hind-legs when he inspects

the kennels!'"

The Baron with a solemn face gulped down

his whisky-and-soda.

"Zat is not true about my dogs," he replied,

"but I do confess my life is -'ary dignified.

So moch is expected of a Bi.izenberg. Oh,

ja, zere is moch state and ceremony."

"And you seem to thrive on it"

"Veil, it does not destroy ze appetite," the

Baron admitted ; " and it is my duty so to live

at Fogelschloss, and I alvays vish to do my

duty. But, ach, sometimes I do vant to kick

ze trace!"

"You mean you would want to if it were

not for the Baroness?"

Bunker smiled whimsically; but his friend

continued as simply serious as ^ver.

" Alicia is ze most divine woman in ze world

— I respect her, Bonker, I love her, I gonsider

her my better angel ; but even in Heaven, I

soppose, peoples sometimes vould enjoy a

stroll in Piccadeelly, or in some vay to ex-

ercise ze legs and shout mit excitement. No

*Si^%
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doubt you zink it unaccountable and strange—
pairhaps ungrateful of me, eh?"
"On the contrary, I feel as I should if I

feared this cigar had gone out and then found
it alight after all."

"You say so! Ah. zen I will have more
boldness to confess my heart! Bonker, ven
I did land in England ze leetle thought zat
vould rise vas-'Ze land of freedom vunce
agam! Here shall I not have to be alvays
ze Baron von Blitzenberg, oldest noble in
Bavaria, hereditary carpet-beater to ze Court!
I vill disguise and go mit old Bonker for a
frolic!'"

"You touch my tenderest chord. Baron!"
"Goot, goot, my friend!" cried the Baron,

warmmg to his work of confession like a
penitent whose absolution ir promised in ad-
vance; "you speak ze vords I love to hear!
Of course I vould noi be vicked, and I vould
not disgrace myself; but I do need a leetle
exercise. Is it possible.?"

Essington sprang up and enthusiastically
shook his hand.

•• Dear Baron, you come like a ray of sun-
shme through a London fog- like a moulin
rouge alighting in Carlton House Terrace!

6
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I thought my own leaves were yellowing; I

now perceive that was only an autumnal change.
Spring has returned, and I feel like a green
bay tree!"

"Hoch, hoch!" roared the Baron, to the
grea* surprise of two Cabinet Ministers and a
Bishop who were taking tea at the other side
of the room. "Vat shall ve do to show zere
is no sick feeling.?"

"H'm," reflected Essington, with a comical
look. "There's a lot of scaffolding at the
bottom of St James's Street. Should we have
it down to-night.? Or what do you say to a
packet of dynamite in the twopenny tube ?

"

The Baron sobered down a trifle.

"Ach, not so fast, not qvite so fast, dear
Bonker. Remember I must not get into treble
at ze embassy."

" My dear fellow, that's your pull. Foreign
diplomatists are police-proof!"

"Ah, but my wife!"

"One stormy hour—then tears and forgive-
ness !

"

The Baron lowered his voice.

" Her mozzer vill visit us next veek. I loff

and resoect Lady Grillyer; but I should not
like to have to ask her for forgiveness."
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" Yes. she has rather an uncompromising
nose, so far as I remember."
"It is a kind nose to her friends, Bonker,"

the Baron explained, " but severe towards "

"Myself, for instance," laughed Essington.
well, what do you suggest?"
"First, zat you dine mit me to-night. No. I

V.11 take no refusal I Listen! I am now meet-
ing a distinguished person on important inter-
national business-do you pairceive? Ha. ha.
ha! To-mght ,t vill be necessary ve most
dine togezzer. I have an engagement, but
he can be put off for soch a great person as
the man I am now meeting at ze club! You
vill gom ?

"

"I should have been delighted- only un-
luckily I have a man dining with me. I tell
you^^what! You come and join us! Will

"If zat is ze only vay-yes, mit pleasure!Who is ze man?"
"Young Tulliwuddle. Do you remember

going to a dance at Lord Tulliwuddle's, some
five and a half years ago ?

"

"Himmel! Ha. ha! Veil do I remember !

"

Well, our host of that evening died the
ot.:

.
day, and this fellow is his heir-a
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second or third cousin whose existence was

so displeasing to the old peer that he left

h«m absolutely nothing that wasn't entailed,

and never said ' How - do - you - do ? * to him
in his life. In consequence, he may not en-

tertain you as much as I should like."

"If he is your friend, I shall moch enjoy

his society!"

" I am flattered, but hardly convinced. Tulli-

wuddle's intellect is scarcely of the sparkling

kind. However, come and try."

The hour, the place, were arranged ; a remin-

iscence or two exchanged; fresh suggestions

thrown out for the rejuvenation of a Bavarian

magnate; another baronial laugh shook the

foundations of the club ; and then, as the after-

noon was wearing on, the Baron hailed a cab

and galloped for Belgrave Square, and the late

Mr Bunker sauntered off along Pall Mall.

"Who can despair of human nature while

the Baron von Blitzenberg adorns the earth ?

"

he reflected. "The discovery of champagne

and the invention of summer holidays were

minor events compared with his descent from

Olympus !

"

He bought a button-hole at the street corner

and cocked his hat more airily than ever.
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"A volcanic eruption may inspire one to
succour humanity, a wedding to condole with
it, and a general election to warn it of its

folly; but the Baron inspires one to amuse!"
Meanwhile that Heaven-sent nobleman, with

a manner enshrouded in mystery, was comfort-
ing his wife.

"Ah, do not grieve, mine Alicia! No doubt
ze Duke vill be disappointed not to see us
to-night, but I have telegraphed. Ja, I have
said I had so important an affair. Ach, do
not veep! I did not know you wanted so
moch to dine mit ze old Duke. I sopposed
you vould like a quiet evening at home. But
anyhow I have now telegraphed;—and my leetle
dinner mit my friend—Ach, it is so important
zat I most rosh and get dressed. Cheer up,
my loff! Good-bye!"

He paused in answer to a tearful question.
"His name? Alas, I have promised not

to say. You vould not have a European war
by my indiscretion?"
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CHAPTER III.

With mirrors reflecting a myriad lights, with

the hum of voices, the rustle of satin and lace,

the hurrying steps of waiters, the bubbling of

laughter, of life, and of wine,—all these on
each side of them, and a plate, a foaming glass,

and a friend in front, the Baron and his host

smiled radiantly down upon less favoured

mortals.

"Tulliwuddle is very late," said Essington;

"but he's a devilish casual gentleman in all

matters."

•• I am selfish enoff to hope he vill not gom
at all

!

" exclaimed the Baron.

" Unfortunately he has had the doubtful taste

to conceive a curiously high opinion of myself.

I am afraid he won't der-^-*: us. But I don't

propose that we shall sufifei for his slackness.

Bring the fish, waiter."

The Baron was happy; and that is to say

ill
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that his laughter re-echoed from the shining
mirrors, his tongue was loosed, his heart ex-
panded, his glass seemed ever empty.

" Ach, how to make zis joie de vivre to last
beyond to-night!" he cried. "May ze Teufel
fly off mit offeecial duties and receptions and—
and even mit my vife for a few days."

" My dear Baron I

"

" To Alicia I " cried the Baron hastily, drain-
ing his glass at the toast. " But some fun firsr!"

"'I could not love thee, dear, so well,

Loved I not humour more I
'

"

misquoted his host gaily. "Ah!" he added,
" here comes TuUiwuddle."

A young man, with his hands in his pockets
and an eyeglass in his eye, strolled up to their
table.

"I'm beastly sorry for being so late," said
he; "but I'm hanged if I could make up my
mind whether to risk wearing one of these
frilled shirt-fronts. It's not bad, I think, with
one's tie tied this way. What do you say?"

•• It suits you like a halo," Essington assured
him. •• But let me introduce you to my friend
the Baron Rudolph von Blitzenberg."

Lord TuUiwuddle bowed politely and took
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the empty chair

; but it was evident that his
attention could not concentrate itself upon
sublunary matters till the shirt-front had been
critically inspected and appreciatively praised
by his host. Indeed, it was quite clear that
Essington had not exaggerated his regard for
himself. This admiration was perhaps the
most pleasing feature to be noted on a brief
acquaintance with his lordship. He was obvi-
ously intended neither for a strong man of
action nor a great man of thought. A tolerable
appearance and considerable amiability he might
no doubt claim; but unfortunately the effort to
retain his eyeglass had apparently the effect of
forcing his mouth chronically open, which some-
what marred his appearance ; while his natural
good -humour lapsed too frequently into the
lamentations of an idle man that Providence
neglected him or that his creditors were too
attentive.

It happens, however, that it is rather his cir-
cumstances than his person which concern this
history. And. briefly, these were something in
this sort. Born a poor relation and guided by
no strong hand, he had gradually seen himself,
as Reverend uncles and Right Honourable
cousins died off. approach nearer and nearer to

i
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the ancient barony of Tulliwuddle (created 1475
in tlie peerage of Scotland), until this year he
had actually succeeded to it But after his first
ddight in this piece of good fortun j had sub-
sided he began to realise in himself two notable
deficiencies: very clearly, the lack of money,
and more vaguely, the want of any preparation
for filling the shoes of a stately courtier and
famous Highland chieftain. He would often
and with considerable feeling, declare that any
ordmary peer he could easily have become, but
that being old Tulliwuddle's heir, by Gad ! he
didn't half like the job.

At present he was being tolerated or be-
friended by a small circle of acquaintances, and
rapidly becoming a familiar figure to three or
four tailors and half a dozen door-keepers at the
stage entrances to divers Metropolitan theatres.
In the circle of acquaintances, the humorous
sagacity of Essington struck him as the most
astonishing thing he had ever known. He felt,
in fact, much like a village youth watching his
first conjuring performance, and while the whim
lasted (a period whi-h Essington put down as
probably six weeks) he would have gone the
length of paying a bill or ordering a tie on his
recommendation alone.
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To-night the distinguished appearance and

genial conversation of Essington's friend im-
pressed him more than ever with the ad-
vantages of knowing so remarkable a personage.
A second bottle succeeded the first, and a third

the second, the cordiality of the dinner growing
all the while, till at last his lordship had laid

aside the last traces of his national suspicion of
even the most charming strangers.

"I say, Essington." he said, "I had meant
to tell you about a devilish delicate dilemma
I'm in. I want your advice."

" You have it," interrupted his host. " Give
her a five-pound note, » ce that she burns your
letters, and introduce her to another fellow."

" But—er—that wasn't the thing "

" Tell him you'll pay in six months, and order
another pair of trousers," said Essington, briskly

as ever.

" But, I say, it wasn't that "

" My dear Tulliwuddle, I never give iacing
tips."

*

"Hang it!
"

"What is the matter?"

Tulliwuddle glanced at the Baron.

" I don't know whether the Baron would be
interested

"



COUNT BUNKER 27

*• Immensely, my goot Tollyvoddle! Su-
premely I hugely ! I could be interested to-night

in a museum I

"

" The Baron's past life makes him a peculiarly

catholic judge of indiscretions," said Essington.

Thus reassured, Tulliwuddle began—
•• You know I've an aunt who takes an in' . ast

in me—wants me to collar an heiress and that

sort of thing. Well, she has more or less ar-

ranged a marriage for me."

"Fill your glasses, gentlemen!" cried Es-
sington.

" Hoch, hoch I " roared the Baron.

" But, I say, wait a minute I That's only the

beginning. I don't know the girl—and she
doesn't know me."

He said the last words in a peculiarly signifi-

cant tone.

•' Do you wish me to introduce you ?
"

" Oh, hang it I Be serious, Essington. The
point is—will she marry me if she does know
me?"

•• Himmel ! Yes, certainly
!

" cried the Baron.

"Who is she?" asked the', host, more
seriously.

"Her father is Darius P. Maddison, the

American Silver King."

K2- ^jm.. 'jMmL. ':ms*j.
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The other two could not withhold an ex-

clamation.

" He has only two children, a son and a
daughter, and he wants to marry his daughter
to an English peer—or a Scotch, it's all the
same. My aunt knows 'em pretty well, and
she has recommended me."
"An excellent selection," commented his host
" But the trouble is, they want rather a high-

class peer. Old Maddison is deuced particular,
and I believe the girl is even worse."

•• What are the qualifications desired ?"
" Oh, he's got to be ambitious, and a promising

young man—and elevated tastes—and all that
kind of nonsense."

"But you can be all zat if you try!" said the
Baron eagerly. "Go to Germany and get
tramed. I did vork twelve hours a-day for ten
years to be vat I am."
"I'm different," replied the young peer

gloomily. "Nobody ever trained me. Old
Tulhwuddle might have taken me up if he had
hked, but he was prejudiced against me. I
can't become all those things now."
"And yet you do want to marry the lady ?"
" My dear Essington, I can't afford to lose

such a chance I One doesn't get a Miss Maddi-

(ii



COUNT BUNKER 29

son ev'Ty day. She's a deuced handsome girl

fcCC, they say."

" By Gad, it's worth a trip across the Atlantic
to try your luck," said Essington. " Get 'em to

guarantee your expenses and you'll at least

learn to play poker and see Niagara for
nothing."

"They aren't in America. They've got a
salmon river in Scotland, and they are there
now. It's not far from my place, Hechnahoul."

" She's practically in your arms, then ?
"

"Ach. Ze affair is easy!"
" Pipe up the clan and abduct her!"
" Approach her mit a kilt I

"

But even those optimistic exhortations left

the peer still melancholy.

"It sounds all very well," said he, "but my
clansmen, as you call 'em, would expect such
a devil of a lot from me too. Old Tulliwuddle
spoilt them for any ordinary mortal. He went
about looking like an advertisement for whisky,
and called 'em all by their beastly Gaelic names.
I have never been in Scotland in my life, and
I can't do that sort of thing. I'd merely make
a fool of myself. If I'd had to go to America
it wouldn't have been so bad."

At this weak-kneed confession the Baron
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could hardly withhold an exclamation of con-
tempt, but Essington, with more sympathy,
inquired—

"What do you propose to do, then?"
His lordship emptied his glass.

" I wish I had your brains and your way of
carrying things off, Essington!" he said, with
a sigh. " If you got a chance of showing your-
self off to Miss Maddison she'd jump at you !

"

A gleam, inspired and humorous, leapt into
Essington's eyes. The Baron, whose glance
happened at the moment to fall on him, bounded
gleefully from his seat

"Hoch!" he cried, "it is mine old Bonker
zat I see before me! Vat have you in your
mind?"

"Sit down, my dear Baron; that lady over
there thinks you are preparing to attack her.

Shall we smoke ? Try these cigars."

Throwing the Baron a shrewd glance to calm
his somewhat alarming exhilaration, their host
turned with a graver air to his other guest

"TuUiwuddle," said he, "I should like to
help you."

"I wish to the deuce you could!"
Essington bent over the table confidentially.
" I have an idea."



CHAPTER IV.

a
The three heads bent forward towards
common centre.—the Baron agog with sup-
pressed excitement, Tulliwuddle revived with
curiosity and a gleam of hope, Essington im-
pressive and cool.

"I take it," he began, "that if Mr Darius
P. Maddison and hi« coveted daughter could
see a little of Lord Tulliwuddle—meet him
at lunch, talk to him afterwards, for instance—
and carry away a favourable impression of
the nobleman, there would not be much diffi-
culty in subsequently arranging a marriage?"
"Oh, none," said Tulliwuddle. "They'd be

only too keen, if they approved of me ; but
that's the rub, you know."

•• So far so good. Now it appears to me
that our modest friend here somewhat under-
rates his own powers of fascination "

"Ach, Tollyvoddle, you do indeed," inter-
jected the Baron.
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" But since this idea is so firmly established

in his mind that it may actually prevent him
from displaying himself to the greatest ad-

vantage, and since he has been good enough
to declare that he would regard with complete

confidence my own chances of success were I

in his place, I would propose—with all becom-

ing diffidence— that / should interview the

lady and her parent instead of him."

"A vary vise idea, Bonker," observed the

Baron.

" What !

" said Tulliwuddle. " Do you mean
that you would go and crack me up, and that

sort of thing?"

•' No ; I mean that I should enjoy a temporary

loan of your name and of your residence, and
assure them by a personal inspection that I

have a sufficient assortment of virtues for their

requirements."

"Splendid!" shouted the Baron. "Tolly-

voddle, accept zis generous offer before it is

too late!"

" But," gasped the diffident nobleman, " they

would find out the next time they saw me."

"If the business is properly arranged, that

would only be when you came out of church

with her. Look here,—what fault have you
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to find with this scheme? I produce the de-
sired impression, and either propose at once
and am accepted "

" H'm." muttered Tulliwuddli doulLulIy.
" Or I leave things in such good train that

you can propose and get accepted afterwards
by letter."

" That's better," said Tulliwuddle.
" Then, by a little exercise of our wits, you

find an excuse for hurrying on the marriage

-

have at a private affair for family reasons, ^d
so on. You will be prevented by one excuse
or another from meeting the lady till the
weddmg-day. We shall choose a darkish
church, you will have a plaster on your face-
and the deed is done I"

"Not a fault ran I find." commented the
Baron sagely. " Essington, I congratulate you "

Between his complete confidence in Essing-
ton and the Baron's unqualified commendation,
Lord Tulliwuddle was carried away by the
project

"I say, Essington, what a good fellow you
are he cried. "You really think it wUI
work ?

"

"What do you say, Baron?"
" It cannot fail. I do solemnly assure you.



34 COUNT BUNKER

pi I
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Be thankful you have soch a friend, Tolly-

voddle!"

"You don't think anybody will suspect that

you aren't really me?"
"Does any one up at Hechnahoul know

you?"

"No."

"And no one there knows me. They will

never suspect for an instant."

His lordship assumed a look that would
have been serious, almost impressive, had he
first removed his eyeglass. Evidently some
weighty consideration had occurred to him.

" You are an awfully clever chap, Essington,"

he said, " and deuced superior to most fellows,

and—er—all that kind of thing. But—well—
you don't mind my saying it?"

"My morals? My appearance? Say any-
thing you like, my dear fellow."

"It's only this, that noblesse oblige, and that

kind of thing, you know."
" I am afraid I don't quite follow."

"Well, I mean that you aren't a nobleman,
and do you think you could carry things off

like a—ah—like a Tulliwuddle ?
"

Essington remained entirely serious.

" I shall have at my elbow an adviser whose
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knowledge of the highest society in Eumpe is.
w.tl,out exaggeration, unequalled. Your per-
Jectly natural doubts will be laid at rest when
I tell you that I hope to be accompanied by
the Baron Rudolph von Blitzenbei^."
The Baron could no longer contain himself.
Himmell Hurray! My dear friend, I villgo mit you to hell I"

Thafs very good of you," said Essington,
but you mistake my present destination I

merely wBh your company as far as the Castle
of Hechnahoul."

"I gom mit so moch pleasure zat I cannot
eggspress! Tollyvoddle, be no longer afnUd.
I have helped to write a book on ze noble
fe».nes of Germany-zat is to say, I have con-
tabuted my portrait and some anecdote. Our
dear fnend shall make no mistakes I"
By this guarantee Lord Tulliwuddle's last

doubts were completely set at rest. His spirits
rose as he perceived how happily this easy
avenue would lead him out of all his troubles.He msisted on calling for wine and pledgine
success to the adventure with the most resolute
and confident air, and nothing but a few detail,
remained now to be settled. These were
ch.efly wiih r^ard to the precise limits up to
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which the duplicate Lord Tulliwuddle might

advance his conquering arms.

"You won't formally propose, will you?"
said the first edition of that peer.

" Certainly not, if you prefer to negotiate the

surrender yourseir," the later impression assured

him.

" And you mustn't—^well—er "

" I shall touch nothing."

"A girl might get carried away by you,"

said the original peer a trifle doubtfully.

" The Baron is the most scrupulous of men.

He will be by my side almost continually.

Baron, you will act as my judge, my censor,

and my chaperone?"

" ToUyvoddle, I swear to you zat I shall use

an eye like ze eagle. He shall be so careful

—

ach, I shall see to it! Myself, I am a Bayard

mit ze ladies, and Bonker he shall not be

less sol"

"Thanks, Baron, thanks awfully," said his

lordship. "Now nty mind is quite at rest!"

In the vestibule of the restaurant they bade

good-night to the confiding nobleman, and then

turned to one another with an adventurer's smile.

" You are sure you can leave your diplomatic

duties ? " asked Essington.
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"Zey vfll be my diplomatic duties zat I go

The Baron chuckled, and then burst forth-

n.ng M<sta.r Bonlcerl And you vill rive mexome«„g to do in ze adventure, eh?"
" I promise you that. Baron."
As he gave this reassuring pledge, a peculiar

«..te stole over Mr Bunker's face-fa smrtS^««med to suggest even happier possibilities thaneither of his distmguished friends contemplated

I
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CHAPTER V.

.1

-is

It is at al! times pleasant to contemplate thor-

ough workmanship and sagacf 'lus foresight, par-

ticularly when these are allied with disinterested

purpose and genuine enthusiasm. For the next

few days Mr Bunker, preparing to carry out

to the best of his ability the delicate comr> n

with which he had been entrusted, presented

this stimulating spectacle.

Absolutely no pains were left untaken. By
the aid of some volumes lent him by Tulli-

wuddle he learnt, and digested in a pocket-

book, as much information as he thought neces-

sary to acquire concerning the history of the

noble family he was temporarily about to enter

;

together with notes of their slogan or war-cry

(spelt phonetically to avoid the possibility of a

mistake), of their acreage, gross and net rentals,

the names of their land-agents, and many other

matters equally to the point It was further
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to be observed thai he spared no pains to im-
print these particulars in the Baron's Teutonic
memory,—whether to support his own in case
of need, or for some more secret purpose, it

were impossible to fathom. Disguised as un-
conspicuous and harmless persons, they would
meet in many quiet haunts whose unsuspected
excellences they could guarantee from their old
experience, and there mature their philanthropic
plan.

Not only had its talented originator to im-
press the TuUiwuddle annals and sf*'stics into
his ally's eager mind, but he had to exercise
the nicest tact and discernment lest the Baron's
excess of zeal should trip their enterprise at
the very outset

"To-day I have told Alicia zat my visit to
Russia vill probably be vollowed by a visit to
ze Emperor of China," the Baron would recount
with vast pride in his inventive powers. •* And
I have dropped a leetle hint zat for an envoy
to be imprisoned in China is not to be surprised.

Zat vill prepare her in case I am avay longer
zan ve expect"

"And how did she take that intimation?"
asked Essington, with a less congratulatory air

than he had expected.

a
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"I did leave her in tears."

" My dear Baron, fly to her to tell her you
are not going to China I She will get so devil-

ish alarmed if you are gone a week that she'll

go straight to the embassy and make inquiries."

He shook his head, and added in an impres-

sive voice

—

"Never He for lying's sake, Blitzenberg.

Besides, how do you propose to forge a Chinese
post-mark ?

"

The Baron had laid the foundations of his

Russian trip on a sound basis by requesting a
friend of his in that country to post to the

Baroness the bi-weekly budgets of Muscovite
gossip which he intended to compose at Hech-
nahoul. This, it seemed to him, would be a
simple feat, particularly with his friend Bunker
to assist; but he had to confess that the pro-

vision of Chinese news would certainly be more
difficult

"Ach, veil, I shall contradict China," he
agreed.

It will be readily believed that what with

getting up his brief, pruning the legends with

which the Baron proposed to satisfy his wife

and his ambassador, and purchasing an outfit

suitable to the r$Us of peer and chieftain, this
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indefatigable gentleman passed three or four

extremely busy days.

"Ve most start before my dear mozzer-in-

law does gomi" the Baron more than once
impressed upon him, so that there was no
moment to be wasted.

Two days before their departure Mr Bunker
greeted his ally with a peculiarly humorous
smfle.

"The pleasures of our visit to Hechnahoul
are to be considerably augmented," said he.

" Tulliwuddle has only just made the discovery

that his ancestral castle is let ; but his tenant,

in the most handsome spirit, invites us to be
his guests so long as we are in Scotland. A
very hospitable letter, isn't it?"

He handed him a large envelope with a more
than proportionately large crest upon it, and
drawing from this a sheet of note-paper headed
by a second crest, the Baron read this epistle :—

" My Lord,—Learning that you propose visit-

ing your Scottish estates, and Mr M'Fadyen,
your factor, informing me no lodge is at present
available for your reception, it will give Mrs
Gallosh and myself great pleasure, and we will

esteem it a distinguished honour, if you and

II
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Hi m

your friend will be our guests at Hechnahoul
Castle during the duration of your visit Should
you do us the honour of accepting, I shall send
my steam-launch to meet you at Torrydhulish

pier and convey you across the loch, if you will

be kind enough to advise me which train you
are coming by.

" In conclusion, Mrs Gallosh and myself b^
to assure you that although you find strangers

in your ancestral halls, you will receive both
from your tenantry and ourselves a very hearty

welcome to your native land.—Be^eve me, your

obedient servant,

"Duncan Jno. Gallosh."

" Zat is goot news !

" cried the Baron. " Ve
shall have company— perhaps ladies! Ach,
Bonker, I have ze soft spot in mine heart: I

am so constant as ze needle to ze pole; but I

do like sometimes to talk mit voman!"
"With Mrs Gallosh, for instance.?"

" But, Bonker, zere may be a Miss Gallosh."

" If you consulted the Baroness," said Bunker,

smiling, " I suspect she would prefer you to be
imprisoned in China."

The Baron laughed, and curled his martial

noustache with a dangerous air.
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"Who is zis Gallosh?" he inquired.

"Scottish, I judge from his name; commer-
cial, from his literary style; elevated by his

own exertions, from the size of his crest; and
wealthy, from the fact that he rents Hechnahoul
Castle. His mention of Mrs Gallosh points to

the fact that he is either married or would have
us. think so; and I should be inclined to con-

clude that he has probably begot a family."

"Aha!" said the Baron. "Ve vill gom and
see, eh?"
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CHAPTER VI.

A CAREFULLY clothcd young man, with an eye-
glass and a wavering gait, walked slowly out
of Euston Station. He had just seen the
Scottish express depart, and this event seemed
to have filled him with dubious reflections. In
fact, at the very last moment Lord TuUiwuddle's
confidence in his two friends had been a trifling
degree disturbed It occurred to him as he
lingered by the door of their reserved first-

class compartment that they had a little too
much the air of genUemen departing on their
own pleasure rather than on his business. No
sooner did he drop a fretful hint of this opinion
than their affectionate protestations had quickly
revived his spirit; but now that they were no
longer with him to counsel and encourage, it

once more drooped.

"Confound it I" he thought. «I hadn't bar-
gained on having to keep out of people's way
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till they came back. If Essington had mentioned
that sooner, I don't know that I'd have been so
keen about the notion. Hang it ! I'll have to
chuck the Morrells' dance. And I can't go with
the Greys to Ranelagh. I can't even dine with
my own aunt on Sunday. Oh, the devil

!

"

The perturbed young peer waved his um-
brella and climbed into a hansom.

"Well, anyhow, I can 6*ill go on seeing
Connie. That's some consolation," he told
himself; and without stopping to consider what
would be the thoughts of his two obliging
friends had they known he was seeking con-
solation in the society of one lady whUe they
were arranging his nuptials with another, the
baptismal TuUiwuddle drove back to the civil-
isation of St James's.

Within the reserved compartment was no
foreboding, no faint-hearted paling of the cheek.
As the train clattered, hummed, and presently
thundered on its way, the two laughed cheer-
fully towards one another, delighted beyond
measure with the prosperous beginning of their
enterprise. The Baron could not sufficiently
express his gratitude and admiration for the
promptitude with which his friend had purveyed
so promising an adventure.
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"Ve vill have fon, my Bonlcer. Achf ve

vill," he exclaimed for the third or fourth time
within a dozen miles from Euston.

His Bunker assumed an air half affectionate,

half apologetic.

" I only r^ret that I should have the lion's

share of the adventure, my dear Baron."
" Yes," said the Baron, with a symptom of a

sigh, "I do envy you indeed. Yet I should
not say zat

"

Bunker swiftly interrupted him.

" You would like to play a worthier part than

merely his lordship's friend?"

"Ach! iflcould."

Bunker smiled benignantly.

"Ah, Baron, you cannot suppose that I

would really do TuUiwuddle such injustice as
to attempt, in my own feeble manner, to im-

personate him.?"

The Baron stared.

"Vat mean you?"
• Vou shall be the lion, / the humble neces-

sary jackal As our friend so aptly quoted.

Noblesse oblige. Of course, there can be no
doubt about it You, Baron, must play the

part of peer, I of friend."

The Baron gasped.
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"Impossible!"

"Quite simple, my dear fellow."
" You—you don't mean so ?

"

" I do indeed."

" Bot I shall not do it so veil as you."
"A hundred times better."

" Bot vy did you not say so before ?
"

"Tulliwuddle might not have agreed with me "
" Bot vould he like it now ?

"

" It is not what he likes that we should con-
sider. Its what is good for his interests."
"Bot if I should fail?"

"He will be no worse off than before. Left
to himself, he certainly won't marry the lady
You give him his only chance."

truthtuy?"^^" "" ^°" ^^"^'' -"^ -<^

"My dear Baron, you are admitted by all
to be an ideal German nobleman. Therefore
you will certainly make an ideal British peer.You have the true Grand-Seigneur air. No
one would mistake you for anything but a
great aristocrat, if they merely saw you in bath-mg pants; whereas I have something a little
diflferent about my manner. I'm not so impres-
sive—not so hall-marked, in fact"

His friend's omniscient air and candidly do-

M̂
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quent tone impressed the Baron considerably.

His ingrained conviction of his own importance

accorded admirably with these arguments. His

thirst for "life" craved this lion's share. His

sanguine spirit leaped at the appeal. Yet his

well-regulated conscience could not but state

one or two patent objections.

" Bot I have not read so moch of the ToUy-

voddles as you. I do not know ze strings so

veil"

" I have told you nearly everything I know.

You will find the rest here."

Essington handed him the note-book con-

taining his succinct digest In intelligent antici-

pation of this contingency it wis written in his

clearest handwriting.

" You should have been a German," said the

Baron admiringly.

He glanced with sparkling eyes at the note-

book, and then with a distinctly greater effort

the Teutonic conscience advanced another

objection.

"Bot you have bought ze kilt, ze Highland

ha^ ze brogue shoes."

** I had them made to your measurements."

The Baron impetuously embraced his thought-

ful friend. Then again his smile died away.
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"Bot, Bonker, my voice! ley tell me

I haf nozingr zat you vould call qvite an
accent; bot a foreigner-one does regognise
him, eh?"

"I shall explain that in a sentence. The
romantic tincture of~well. not quite accent, is
a pleasant little piece of affectation adopted by
the young bloods about the Court in compli-
ment to the German connections of the Royal
family."

The Baron raised no more objections.

"Bonker, I agree! Tollyvoddle I shall be
by Jove and all

!

"

He beamed his satisfaction, and then in an
eager voice asked

—

" You haf not ze kilt in zat hat-box ?
"

Unfortunately, however, the kilt was in the
van.

Now the journey, propitiously begun, became
more exhilarating, more exciting with each mile
flung by. The Baron, egged on by his friend's
high spirits and his own imagination to antici-
pate pleasure upon pleasure, watched with
rapture the summer landscape whiz past the
windows. Through the flat midlands of Eng-
land they sped

; field after field, hedgerow after
hedgerow, trees by the dozen, by the hundred,
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by the thousand, spinning by in one continuous

green vista. Red brick towns, sluggish rivers,

thatched villages &nd ancient churches dark

with yews, the shining web of junctions, and

a whisking glimpse of wayside stations leapt

towards them, past them, and leagues away

behind. But swiftly as they sped, it was all too

slowly for the fresh-created Lord TuUiwuddle.

"Are we not nca-l^ to Scotland yet?" he

inquired some fifty times.

"'My heart's in the Highlands a -chasing

the dears
! '

" hummed the abdicated nobleman,

whose hilarity had actually increased (if that

were possible) since his descent into the herd

again.

All the travellers' familiar landmarks were

hailed by the gleeful diplomatist with en-

couraging comments.

"Ach, look I Beauteeful view ! How quickly

it is gone! Hurray! Ve must be nearly to

Scotland."

A panegyric on the rough sky-line of the

north country fells was interrupted by the

entrance of the dining-car attendant. Learning

that they would dine, he politely inquired in

what names he should engage their seats.

Then, for an instant, a horrible confusion
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nearly overcame the Baron. He— a von
Blitzenbeiig— to give a false name! His
colour rose, he stammered, and only in the
nick of time caught his companion's eye.
"Ze Lord ToUyvoddle." he announced, with

an effort as heroic as any of his ancestors'
most warlike enterprises.

Too impressed to inquire how this remark-
able title should be spelt, the man turned to
the other distinguished-looking passenger.

" Bunker," said that gentleman, with smilini?
assurance.

The man went out
" Now are ve named !

" cried the Baron, his
courage rising the higher for the shock it had
sustained. "And you vunce more vill be
Bonker? Goot!"

"That satisfies you?"
The Baron hesitated.

"My dear friend, I have a splendid ideal
Do you know I did disgover zere used to be
a nobleman in Austria really called Count
Bonker ? He vas a famous man

; you need
not be ashamed to take his name. Vy should
not you be Count Bonker?"

« YcM, prefer to travel in tided company ?
Well, be hanged—why not ! When one comes

I
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to think of it, it seems a pity that my tins

should always be attributed to the middle

Accordingly this history has now he honour-
able task of chronicling the exploits of no fewer
than two noblemen.

a I



CHAPTER VII.

Late that evening they reached a dty which
the home-coming chieftain in an outburat ofC^ fervour dubbed "mine own bonny
Edmburgl" and there they «pai,«d {„ ^
night to a hotel. Once more the Baron (we

. fr i^T '^ ^' ""*'« "h^owed
a cert«n diffidence when it came to «»wering
to h» new tide in pubUc.- but in the seclusion
of their pnvate sitting-room he was careful to
•~ure hi. friend that this did not ari«s from
any lack of nerve or qualms of conscience,
but merely through a species of headache-
the result of railway travelling.

"Bo not fear for me." he declared as he
.tirred the eugar in hi. glass. "

I lave se
heart of a lion."

The liquid he was ripping being nothing
Ie»s potent than a brew of whisky p„nc^



54 COUNT BUNKER

jl

Ai'
s :

I.'

I

II t

which he had ordered (or rather requested

Bunker to order) as the most romantically

national compound he could think of, pro-

duced, indeed, a fervour of foolhardiness. He
insistv:d upon opening the door wide, and

getting Bunker to address him as "Tolly-

voddle," in a strident voice, "so zat zey all

may hear," and then answering in a firm

" Yes, Count Bonker, vat vould you say

to me?"
It is true that he instantly closed the door

again, and even bolted it, but his display

seemed to make a vast impressicm upon himself.

"Many men vould not dare so to go mit

anozzer name," he announced; "bot I have

my nerves onder a good gontrol."

" You astonish me," said the Count

"I do even surprise myself," admitted the

Baron.

In truth the ordeal of carelessly carrying off

an alias is said by those who have undergone

it (and the report b confirmed by an ex-

perienced class of public officials) to require

a species of hardihood which, fortunately for

society, is somewhat rare. The most daring

Smith will sometimes stammer when it comes

to merely answering "Yes" to a cry of
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"Brown!" and Count Bunker, whose know-
ledge of human nature was profound and re-

markably accurate, was careful to fortify his
friend by example and praise, till by the time
they went to bed the Baron could scarcely be
withheld from seeking out the manager and
airing his assurance upon him. Or, al least,

he declared he would have done this had he
been sure that the manager was not already
in bed himself.

Unfortunately at this juncture the Count com-
mitted one of those indiscretions to which a gay
spirit is always prone, but which, to do him
justice, seldom sullied his own record as a suc-
cessful adventurer. At an hour considerably
past midnight, hearing an excited summons
from the Baron's bedroom, he laid down his
toothbrush and hastened acres the passage, to
find the new peer in a crimson dressing-gown
of quilted silk gazing enthusiaatically at a litho-

graph that hung upon the wall.

"Seel" he cried gleefully, "here is my own
ancestor. Bonker, I feel I am Tollyvoddle
indeed."

The print which had inspired this enthusiasm
depicted a historical but treasonable Lord Tulli-
wuddlc preparing to have his head removed. Mi

^wiw-^rmmK^mmsim
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GivJng it a droll look, the Count observed—
"Well, if it inspires you, my dear Baron,

that's all right The omen would have struck

me differently."

"Ze omen!" murmured the Baron with a
start

It required all Bunker's tact to revive his

ally's damped enthusiasm, and even at break-
fast next morning he referred in a gloomy voice
to various premonitions recorded in the history

of his family, and the horrible consequences of
disregarding them.

But by the time they had started upon their

journey north, his spirits rose a trifle ; and when
at length all lowland landscapes were left far

behind them, and they had come into a province
of peat streams and granite pinnacles, with the
g^oom of pines and the freshness of the biich

blended like a May and December marriage,
all appearance, at least, of disquietude had
passed away.

Yet the Count kept an anxious eye upon
him. He was becoming decidedly restless.

At one moment he would rave about the
glorious scenery; the next, plunge into a brown
study of the Tulliwuddle rent-roll; and then in

an instant start humming an air and smoking
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so fast that both their cases were empty while
they were yet half an hour from Torrydhulish
Sution. Now the Baron took to biting his
nails, looking at his watch, and answering ques-
tions at random-^ very different spectacle from
the enthusiastic traveller of yesterday.

" Only ten minutes more," observed Bunker
in his most cheering manner.
The Baron made no reply.

They were now running along the brink of
a glimmering loch, the piled mountains on the
farther shore perfectly mirrored; a tern or two
lazily fishing; a delicate summer sky smiling
above. All at once Count Bunker started—
"That must be Hechnahoul!" said he.
The Baron looked and beheld, upon an

emmence across the loch, the towers and
turrets of an imposing mansion overtopping a
green grove.

"And here is the station," added the Count
The Baron's face assumed a piteous expression.
" Bonker," he stammered, " I-I am afraid I

You be ze Tollyvoddle-I cannot do him!"
"My dear Baron!"
"Oh, I cannot!"

"Be braye-for the honour of the fatherland.
Play the bold BliUenbei^l"
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"Ach, ja; but not bold Tollyvoddle. Zat

picture—you vere right—it vas omen!"

Never did the genius of Bunker rise more

audaciously to an occasion.

"My dear Baron," said he, assuming on the

instant a confidence-inspiring smile, "that print

was a hoax; it wasn't old Tulliwuddle at all.

I faked it myself."

"So?" gasped the Baron. "You assure me
truly?"

Muttering (the historian sincerely hopes) a peti-

tion for forgiveness, Bunker firmly answered

—

" I do assure you I

"

The train had stopped, and as they were the

only first-class passengers on board, a peculiarly

magnificent footman already had his hand upon

the door. Before turning the handle, he touched

his hat
" Lord Tulliwuddle ? " he respectfully inquired.

" Ja—zat is, yes, I am," replied the Baron.



CHAPTER VIII.

From the platform down to the pter was only

some fifty yards, and before them the trav-

ellers perceived an exceedingly smart steam-

launch, and a stout middle-aged gentleman, in

a blue serge suit and yachting cap, advancing

from it to greet them. They had only time

to observe that he had a sanguine complexion,

iron-grey whiskers, and a wide-open eye, be-

fore he raised the cap and, in a decidedly

North British accent, thus addressed them—
"My lord—ahem !—your lordship, I should

say— I presume I've the pleasure of seeing

Lord TuUiwuddle?"

The Count gently pushed his more disting-

uished friend in front. With an embarrassment
equal to their host's, his lordship bowed and
g^ve his hand.

" I am ze Tollyvoddle—vary pleased—Mistair

Gosh, I soppose?"
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"Gallosh, my lord Very honoured to wel-

come you."

In the round eyes of Mr Gallosh, Count
Bunker perceived an unmistakable stare of
astonishment at the sound of his lordship's

accented voice. The Baron, on his part, was
evidently still suffering from his attack of
stage fright; but again the Count's gifts

smoothed the creases from the situation.

"You have not introduced me to our host,

TuUiwuddle," he said, with a gay, infectious

confidence.

"Ah, so! Zis is my friend Count Bunker—
gom aU M vay from Austrfa," responded the
Baron, with no glimmer of his customary
aplomb.

Making a mental resolution to warn his ally
never to say one word more about his fictitious

past than was wrung by cross-examination, the
distinguished-looking Austrian shook his host's
hand warmly.

"From Austria vi& London," he explained
in his pleasantest manner. " I object altogether
to be considered a foreigner, Mr Gallosh ; and,
in fact, I often tell Tulliwuddle that people will
think me more English than himself. The
German fashions so much in vogue at Court
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rhfl!!rt,™:"« "" ""^ *P««h of yournoWiQ,. Don't you «>met.„,es notice it?'^
Thus Arectly applied to. Mr Gallosh be-came manifestly peiplexed.
"Yes—yes, you're right in a wav" h, ..«..

asJlrd r*"'"
'"'• » »~°»<» «»« footmanas«ted the guest, to embark, and presentlyA^^ere cutting the waten, of the I^ « amerry pace.

In the prow, like youth, the Baron insistedupon «ttmg with folded arms and a J^y
vurbed, the Count decidedly approved of an

alone together in the stem. In his ores^f
f^te of mind the Baron was capaWe rr;
dlent and brooding fa isolated majesty, he^^ to perfection the part of retuJng «a^So. evidently, thought Mr Gallosh.

fidirt'tlif?
" '«r>W"gver,awell,'he con-

^i
to the Count m a respectfuUy lowered
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" The improvement has been remarkable ever

since his foot touched his native heath."

"You don't say so," said Mr Gallosh, with

even greater interest "Was he delicate

before?"
**A London life, Mr Gallosh."

*' True—^true, he'll have been busy seeing his

friends ; it'll have been verra wearing."

"The anxiety, the business of being invested,

and so on, has upset him a trifle. You must

put down any little—well, peculiarity to that,

Mr GaUosh."

" I understand—aye, umh'm, quite sa He'll

like to be left to himself, perhaps ?
"

"That depends on his condition," said the

Count diplomatically.

" It's a great responsibility for a young man

;

yon's a big propfuty to look after," observed

Mr Gallosh in a moment
"You have touched the spot!" said the

Count warmly. "That is, in fact the chief

cause of TuUiwuddle's curious moodiness ever

since he succeeded to the title. He feels his

responsibilities a little too acutely."

Again Mr Gallosh ruminated, while his

guest from the corner of his eye surveyed him

shrewdly.
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" My forecast was wonderfully accurate," he
said to himself.

The silence was first broken by Mr GaUosh.
As if thinking aloud, he remarked—
"I was awful surprised to hear him speak!

It's the Court fashion, you say?"
"Partly that; partly a prolonged residence

on the Continent in his youth. He acquired
his accent then; he has retained it for fashion's
sake," explained the Count, who thought it as
well to bolster up the weakest part of his case
a little more securely.

With this prudent purpose, he added, with a
flattering air of taking his host into his aristo-

cratic confidence^-

"You wiU perhaps be good enough to ex-
plain this to the friends and dependants Lord
Tulliwuddle is about to meet? A breath of
unsympathetic criticism would grieve him greatly
if it came to his ears."

"Quite, quite," said Mr Gallosh eagerly.
"I'll make it all right I understand the
sentiment pairfectly. It's verra natural—vena
natural indeed."

At that moment the Baron started from his

reverie with an affrighted air.

" Vat is »t strange sound I " he exclaimed.
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The others listened.

"That's just the pipes, my lord," said Mr
Gallosh. "They're tuning up to welcome

yoa"

His lordship stared at the shore ahead of

them.

"Zere are many peoples on ze coast!" he

cried. "Vat makes it for?"

" They've come to receive you," his host ex-

plained. " It's just a little spontaneous demon-

stration, my lord."

His lordship's composure in no way increased.

"It was Mrs Gallosh organised a wee bit

entertainment on his lordship's landing," tlieir

host explained confidentially to the Count.
" It's just informal, ye understand. She's been

instructing some of the tenants—and ma own
girls will be ':here,—but, oh, it's nothing to

speak of. If he says a few words in reply,

that'll be all they'll be expect "

The strains of "Tulliwuddle ha hae" grew

ever louder and, to an untrained ear, more

terrific. In a moment they wert; mingled with

a clapping of hands and a Highland cheer, the

launch glided alongside the pier, and, supported

on his faithful friend's arm, the panic-stricken

Tulliwuddle staggered ashore. Before his
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d««d eyes there seemed to be armyed the;~ and most barbaric concou.^ hfa worn

",f!r^ ...'""' '^" ''^'•^ Six pipe,,
played w.thm ten pace, of him. each of tC^yed « the fuU panoply of the clan; «te"t a dozen dog, yelped their exultation;
a»d from the surrounding throng two ancientm« m tartan and four visions in snowy

The fi« hitch in the p«H^i„g, occurred
at thM pomt According to the unofficial but
artfully considered programme, the pipe^
ought to have ceased their melody; bTwbeAer inspired by ecsutic loyalty or liecau*;

than had been anticipated, they continued toskrf *.th such v«our that expostulations passed
enlmdyunheanl. Under the cireumstancesTere^ nothtng for i, but shouting, and in a sten-
tormn yell Mr Gatlosh introduced his wife andwwe fan- daughters.

Thereupon Mr. Gallosh, . broad- beamed
matron who., complexion contrasted pleasantly

o.^ " **'*""'• ^'^"'^ *' '""owh.g

"^^ T-U'wddle, in the name of the women
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of Hechnahoul—I may say in the name of the

women of all the Highlands--oor ain Heelands,

my lord " (this with the most insinuating smile)—
" I bid you welcome to your ancestral estates.

Remembering the conquests your ancestors used

to make both in war and in a gmtUr spkert''

(Mrs Gallosh looked archness itself), " we ladies,

I suppose, should regard your home-coming
with some misgivings; but, my lord, every

bonny Prince Charlie has his bonny Flora Mac-
donald, and in this land of mountain, mist,

and flood, where ' Dark Ben More frowns o'er

the wave,' and where 'Ilka lassie has her

laddie,' you will find a thousand romantic

maidens ready to welcome you as Ellen wel-

comed Fitz-James! For centuries your heroic

race has adorned the halls and trod the heather

of Hechnahoul, and for centuries more we hope
to see the offspring of your lordship and some
winsome Celtic maid rule these cataracts and
glens!"

At this point the exertion of shouting down
six bagpipes in active eruption caused a tem-

porary cessation of the lady's eloquence, and
the pause was filled by the cheers of the crowd
led by the "Hip-hip-hip!" of Count Bunker,

and by the broken and fortunately inaudible
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protests of the embarrassed father of future
Tulliwuddles. In a moment Mrs Gallosh had
resumed

—

"Lord Tulliwuddle, though I myself am
only a stranger to your clan, your Highland
heart will feel reassured when I mention that
I belong through my grandmother to the kin-
dred clan of the Mackays I " (" Hear, hear I

"

from two or three ladies and gentlemen, evi-
dently guests of the Gallosh.) "We are but
visitors at Hechnahoul, yet we assure you that
no more devoted hearts beat in all Caledonia!
Lord Tulliwuddle, we welcome you!"
"Put your hand on your heart and bow,"

whispered Bunker. "Keep on bowing and
say nothing!"

Mechanically the bewildered Baron obeyed,
and for a few moments presented a spectacle
not unlike royalty in procession.

But as some reply from him ' ad evidently
been expected at this point, and the pipers
had even ceased playing lest any word of their
chiefs should be lost, a pause ensued which
might have grown embarrassing had not the
Count promptly stepped forward.

" I think," he said, indicating two other snow-
white figures who held gigantic bouquets, " that

if

14
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a pleasant part of the ceremony itill remains

before us."

With a grateful glance at this discerning

guest, Mrs Gallosh thereupon led forward her

two youngest daughtei-s (aged fifteen and thir-

teen), who, with an air so delightfully coy that

it fell like a ray of sunshine on the poor Baron's

heart, presented him with their flowery symbols

of Hechnahoul's obeisance to its lord.

His consternation returned with the advance

of the two ancient clansmen who, after a gut-

tural panegyric in Gaelic, offered him further

symbols,—a claymore and target, very formid-

able to behold. All these gifts having been
adroitly transferred to the arms of the foot-

men by the ubiquitous Count, the Baron's

emotions swiftly passed through another phase

when the eldest Miss Gallosh, aged twenty,

with burning eyes and the most distracting

tresses, dropped him a sweeping courtesy and
offered a final contribution—a fiery cross, carved

and painted by her own fair hands.

A fresh round of applause followed this, and
then a sudden silence fell upon the assembly.

All eyes were turned upon the chiefbin : not

even a dog barked : it was the moment of a
lifetime.
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II Can 5u manage 4 speecu, Id man ?

"

whispered Bunker.

"Ach, no, no, no I Let me escape. Oh. let
me fly!"

" Bury your face in your hands and lean on
my should* .," prompted the Count

This 8t.^g;5 direction ^f ing obeyed, the most
effective ':abieau co.it»;i/able was presented, and
the climax was rciched »vhen the Count, after
a brief dumb-show intended to indicate how
vain were Lord Tulliwuddles efforts to mastn
his emotion, spoke these words in the ?»ios.

thrilling accents he could muster :—
"Fair ladies and brave men of Hed aulouU

Your chief, your friend, your father .n.it-'v
me to express to you the sentiments which h^i
over-wrought emotions prevent him from uttei-
ing himself. On his behalf I tender to his
kind and courteous friends, Mr, Mrs, and the
fair maids Gallosh, the thanks of a long-absent
exile returned to his native land for the wel-
come they have given him I To his devoted
clan he not only gives his thanks, but his
promise that all rents shall be reduced by one
half— so long as he dwells among them!"
(Tumultuous applause, disturbed only by a
violent ejaculation from a laige man in knicker-

'fl

n
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bockers whom Bunker justly judged to be the

factor.)

"With his last breath he shall perpetually

thunder : Ahasheen—comara—mohr I

"

The Tulliwuddle slogan, pronounced with the

most conscientious accuracy of which a Sassenach

was capable, proved as effective a curtain as he

had anticipated ; and amidst a perfect babel of

cheering and bagpiptng the chieftain was led

to his host's carriage.



CHAPTER IX.

"Well, the worst of it is over," said Bunker
cheerfully.

The Baron groaned.

"Ze vorst is only jost beginning to gommence."

They were sitting over a crackling fire of logs

in the sitting-room of the suite which their host

had reserved for his honoured visitors. How
many heirlooms and dusky portraits the ro*

mantic thoughtfulness of the ladies had man-
aged to crowd into this apartment for the

occasion were hard to compute; enough, cer-

tainly, one would think, to inspire the most

sluggish - blooded TuUiwuddle with a martial

exultation. Instead, the chieftain groaned

again.

" Tell zem I am ill. I cannot gom to dinner.

To-morrow I shall take ze train back to

London. Himmel! Vy vas I UxA enoff to

act soch dishonourable lies! I deceive all

these kind peoples!"

*

t

'w - iMi dB^^'^^T
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" It isn't that tjrhich worries me," said Bunker

imperturbably. V I am only afraid that if you

display this spirit you won't deceive them."

"I do not vish to," said the Baron sulkily.

It required half an hour of the Count's most

artful blandishments to persuade him that duty,

honour, and prudence all summoned him to the

feast This being accomplished, he next en-

deavoured to convince him that he would feel

more con^rtable in the airy freedom of the

TuUiwuddle tartan. But here the Baron was

obdurate. Now that the kilt lay ready to his

hand he could not be persuaded even to look

at it In gloomy silence he donned his con-

ventional evening dress and announced, last

thing before they left their room

—

" Bonker, say no more I To-morrow morning

I depart!"

Their hostess had explained that a merely

informal dinner awaited them, since his lord-

ship (she observed) would no doubt prefer a

quiet evening after his long journey. But Mrs
Gallosh was one of those good ladies who are

fond of asking their friends to take "pot luck,"

and then providing them with fourteen courses

;

or suggesting a "quiet little evening together,"

when they have previously removed the draw-

i.i
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ii^-room carpet It is an afifectation of modesty

apt to disconcert the retiring guest who takes

them at their word. In the drawing-room of

Mrs Gallosh the startled Baron found as-

sembled—firstly, the Gallosh family, consisting

of all those whose acquaintance we have already

made, and in addition two stalwart schoolboy

sons; seconiily, their house-party, who com-

prised a Mr and Mrs Rentoul, from the same

metropolis of commerce as Mr Gallosh, and a

hatchet-faced young man with glasses, answer-

ing to the name of Mr Cromarty-Gow ; and,

finally, one or two neighbours. These la^

included Mr M'Fadyen, the lai^e factor; the

Established Church, U.F., Wee Free, Epis-

copalian, and Original Secession ministers, all

of whom, together with their kirks, flourished

within a four-mile radius of the Castle; the

wives to three of the above ; three young men

and their tutor, being some portion of a reading-

party in the village; and Mrs Cameron-Camp-

bell and her five daughters, from a neighbouring

dower-house upon the loch.

It was fortunate that all these people were

prepared to be impressed with Lord TuUi-

wuddle, whatever he should say or do; and

further, that the unique position of such a
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famous hereditary magnate even led them to

anticipate some marked deviation from the

ordinary canons of conduct Otherwise, the
gloomy brows; the stare, apparently haughty,
in reality alarmed; the strange accent and
the brief responses of the chief guest, might
have caused an unfavourable opinion of his

character.

As it was, his aloofness, however natural,

would probably have proved depressing had it

not been for the gay charm and agreeable con-
descension of the other nobleman. Seldom had
more rested upon that adventurer's shoulders,

and never had he acquitted himself with greater

credit It was with considerable secret concern
that he found himself placed at the opposite

end of the table from his friend, but his tongue
rattled as gaily and his smiles came as readily

as ever. With Mrs Cameron-Campbell on one
side^ and a minister's lady upon the other, his

host two places distant, and a considerable

audience of silent eaters within earshot, he
successfully managed to divert the attention

of quite half the table from the chieftain's

moody humour.

••I always feel at home with a Scotsman,"
he discoursed genially. "His imagination is
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so quick, his intellect so clear, his honesty so

remarkable, and" (with an irresistible glance

at the minister's lady) "his wife so charming."

"Ha, ha!" laughed Mr Gallosh, who ¥ras

mellowing rapidly under the influence of his

own champagne. "I'm verra glad to see you

know good folks when you meet them. What

do you think now of the English ?

"

Having previously assured himself that his

audience was neat Scotch, the polished Austrian

unblushingly replied

—

"The Englishman, I have observed, has a

slightly slower imagination, a denser intelli-

gence, and is less conspicuous for perfect

honesty. His womankind also have less of

that nameless grace and ethereal beauty which

distinguish their Scottish sisters."

It is needless to say that a more popular

visitor never was seen than this discrimin-

ating foreigner, and if his ambitions had not

risen above a merely personal triumph, he

would have been in the highest state of satis-

faction. But with a disinterested eye he every

now and then sought the farther end of the

table, where, between his hostess and her

charming eldest duighter, and facing his factor,

the Baron had to endure his ordeal unsupported.

I?

I I
i J

I h
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•• I wonder how the devil he's getting on !

"

he more than once said to himself
For better or for worse, as the dinner ad-

vanced, he b^fan to hear the Court accent more
frequently, till his curiosity became extreme.
"His lordship seems in better spirits," re-

marked Mr Gallosh.

"I hope to Heaven he may be!" was the
fervent thought of Count Bunker.
At that moment the point was settled. With

his old roar of exuberant gusto the Baron an-
nounced, in a voice that drowned even the five
ministers

—

"Ach, yes, I vill toss ze caber to-morrow!
I vill toss him-so high !

••
(his napkin flapped

upwards). •• How long shaU he be ? So tall

as my castle! Mees Gallosh, you shaU help
me? Ach, yes! Mit hands so fair ae caber
vill spring like zis!"

His pudding. spoon, in vivid illustration,

skipped across the table and struck his factor
smartly on the shirt-front.

"Sare, I beg your pardon," he beamed with
a graciousness that charmed Mrs Gallosh even
more than his spirited conversation,—" Ach, do
not return it, please! It is from my c^tle

p it in memory of zis happy night
!

"

silver—

1
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The royal generosity of this act almost recon*

ciled Mrs GaOosh to the loss of one of her own
silver spoons.

"Saved!" sighed Bunker, draining his glass

with a relish he had not felt in any item of the

feast hitherto.

Now that the Baron's courage had returned,

no heraldic lion ever pranced more bravely.

His laughter, his jests, his compliments were

showered upon the delighted diners. Mr Gal-

losh and he drank healths down the whole

length of die table "mit no tap-heek!" at

leaM fcMur times. He peded an orai^e for

Miss Gallodi, and cut the skin into die most

diverting figures, pressing her hai^ tenderly as

he presented her with these works of art He
inquired of Mrs Gallosh the names of the

clergymen, and, shouting something dbtandy

resembling these, toasted them each and all

with what he conceived to be appropriate com-

ments. Finally he rose to his fieet, and, to the

surfuise and delight of all, delivered the speecb

they had been disappointed of earlier in the day.

"Goot Mr C^Iodi, fair Mrs Gallosh, divine

Mees Gallosh, and aB ze ladies and gentlemans,

how sorry I vas I could not make my speech

bdbre, I cannot egg^press. ! had a headache,



7S COUNT BUNKER

m

and vas not veD vithin. Ach, soch zings vill

happen in a new climate. Bot now I am in-

spired to tell you I loff you alll I zank you
eggstremely I How can I return zis hospitality ?

I vill tell you I You must all go to Bavaria
and stay mit

"

"TulUwuddle! TulHwuddlel" shouted Bunker
frantically, to the great amazement of the com-
pany. " Allow me to invite the company myself
to stay with me in Bavaria !

"

The Baron turned crimson, as he realised
the abyss of error into which he had so nearly
plunged. Adroitly the Count covered his con-
fuskm with a fit of laughter so ingeniously hearty
that in a moment he had joined in it too.

"Ha, ha, ha! "he shouted. " Zat was a leetle

joke at my friend's eggspense. It is here, in
my castle, you shall visit me; some day very
soon I shall live in him. Meanvile, dear Mrs
Gallosh, gonsider it your home! For me you
make it heaven, and I cannot ask more zan zat!

Now let us gom and have some fon
!

"

A salvo of applause greeted this conclusion.

At the Baron's impetuous request the cigars

were brought into the hall, and ladies and
gentlemen all trooped out together.

"I cannot vait till I have seen Miss Gallosh
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dance ze Highland reel/' he explained to her

gratified mother; "she has promised me;"

" But you must dance too, Lord Tulliwuddle/'

said ravishing Miss Gallosh. "You know you

said you would."

"A promise to a lady is a law," replied

the Baron gallantly, adding in a lower tone,

"especially to so fair a lady!"

" It's a pity his lordship hadn't on his kilt."

put in Mr Gallosh genially.

" By ze Gad. I vill put him on I Hoch I Ve
vill have some ion 1

"

The Baron rushed from the hall, followed in

a moment by his noble friend. Bunker found

him already wrapping many yards of tartan

about his wabt
" But, my dear fellow, you must take off your

trousers/' he expostulated.

Despite his glee, the Baron answered with

something of the Blitzenberg dignity

—

"Ze bare leg I cannot show to-night—not

to dance mit ze young ladies. Ven I have

practised, perhaps; but not now. Bonker."

Accordingly the portraits of four centuries of

TuUiwuddles beheld their representative appear

in the very castle of Hechnahoul with his

irouser-legs capering beneath an ill-hung petti-

I

'4

I

m
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coat of urtan. And, to make matteri worse in

their canvas eyes, his own shameless laugh rang
loudest in the mirth that greeted his entrance.

"Ze garb of Gaul I" he announced, shaking
with hilarity. "Gom, Bonker, dance mit me
ze Highland fling I"

The first night of Lord Tulliwuddle's visit to

his ancestral halls is still remembered among his

native hills. The Count also, his mind now
rapturously at ease, performed prodigies. They
danced together what they were pleased to call

the latest thing in London, sang a duet, waltzed
with the younger ladies, till hardly a head
was left unturned, and, in short, sent away
the ministers and their ladies, the five Miss
Cameron -Campbells, the reading - party, and
particularly the factor, with a new conception
of a Highland chief. As for the house-party,

they felt that they were fortunate beyond the
lot of most ordinary mortals.



CHAPTER X.

Tin Baron sat among his heirlooms, laboriously
disengaging himself from his kilt. Fitfully
throughout this process he would warble
snatches of an air which Miss Gallosh
had sung.

"Whae vould not dee for Sharlie?" he
trolled, "Ze yong chevalier!"

"Then you don't think of leaving to-morrow
mommg?" asked Count Bunker, who was
watching him with a complacent air.

"Mein Gott, no fears!"

"We had better wait, perhaps, tUl the
afternoon?"

" I go not for tree veeks ! Qaben sie-das
is^ gimW at tombler. Vun more of moun-
tarn juice to ze health of all Galloshes I Partic'ly
of vun! Eh, old Bonker?"
The Count took care to see that the moun-

tain juice was well diluted. His friend had
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already found Scottish hospitality difficult to

enjoy in moderation.

" Baron, you gave us a marvellously lifelike

representation of a Jacobite chieftain
!

"

The Baron laughed a trifle vacantly.

" Ach, it is easy for me. Himmel, a Blitzen-

berg should know how! Vollytoddle—Toddy-

voUy—whatsh my name, Bonker ?
"

The Count informed him.

" Tollivoddlesh is nozing to vat I am at

home! Abs'lutely nozing! I have a house

twice as big as zis, and servants—Ach, so

many I know not! Bot, mein Bonker, it is

not soch fon as zis! Mein Gott, I most get

to bed. I toss ze caber to-morrow."

And upon the arm of his faithful ally he

moved cautiously towards his bedroom.

But if he had enjoyed his evening v;ell, his

pleasure was nothing to the gratification of his

hosts. They could not bring themselves to

break up their party for the night : there were

so many delightful reminiscences to discuss.

" Of all the evenings ever I spent," declared

Mr Gallosh, "this fair takes the cake. Just

to think of that aristocratic young fellow being

as companionable-like I When first I put eyes

on him, I said to myself—'You're not for the
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likes of us. All lords and ladies is your kind

heard tlie pipes play, and then I really thought

a kmd of home-s.ckne3s or something."
It 11 have been the tuning up that set

"Or perhaps his heart was stirred with
thoughts of the past!" said Miss Gallosh hereyes brightening.

In any case all were agreed that the develop-ment of h,s hereditary instincts had been 1
traordinarily rapid.

J '
"^""u 'T^^ ^'°P"^y '*"''<' «i* a lord

before, s.ghed M« Rentoul; "I hope they're
all like this one."

'^

M.S Gallosh on the other hand, who boasted
of having had one i^/e-d-m and joined in
several general conversations with the peerage
appraised Lord TuUiwuddle with greater di'
crimination.

•'Ah. he's got a soujifon/" she declared.
"That's what I admire!"
"Do you mean his German accent.?" askedMr Cromarty. Gow, who was renowned for a

cynical wit. and had been seeking an occasion
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to air it ever since Lord TuUiwuddle had made
Miss Gallosh promise to dance a reel with him.
But the feeling of the party was so strongly

against a breath of irreverent criticism, and their

protest so emphatic, that he presently strolled

off to the smoking-room, wishing that Miss
Gallosh, at least, would exercise more critical

discrimination.

•• Do you think would they like breakfast in

their own room, Duncan?" asked Mrs Gallosh.
" Offer it them—offer it them ; they can but

refuse, and it's a kind of compliment to give
them the opportunity."

"His lordship will not be wanting to rise

early," said Mr Rentoul. "Did you notice
what an amount he could drink, Duncan ? Man,
and he carried it fine ! But he'll be the better
of a sleep-in in the morning, him coming from
a journey too."

Mr Rentoul was a recognised authority on
such questions, having, before the days of his

affluence, travelled for a notable firm of dis-

tillers. His praise of Lord Tulliwuddle's

capacity was loudly echoed by Mr Gallosh,
and even the ladies could not but indulgently

agree that he had exhibited a strength of head
worthy of his race.
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And yet he was a wee thing touched too,"
said Mr Rentoul sagely. "Maybe you were
too far gone yourself. Duncan, to notice it. and
the ladies would just think it was gallantry •

but I saw it in his voice and his legs-oh'
just a wee thingie. nothing to speak of."

"Surely you are mistaken!" cried Miss Gal-
Josh. "Wasn't it only excitement at finding
himself at Hechnahoul.?"

" There's two kinds of excitement." answered
the oracle. "And this was the kind I'm best
acquaint with. Oh. but it was just a wee
bittie.

" And who thinks the worse of him for it ?"
cried Mr Gallosh.

This question was answered by general ac-
clamation in a manner and with a spirit that
proved how deeply his lordship's gracious be-
haviour had laid hold of all hearts.
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CHAPTER XL

Breakfast in the private parlour was laid for
two; but it was only Count Bunker, arrayed
in a becoming suit of knickerbockers, and
looking as fresh as if he had feasted last

night on aerated water, who sat down to
consume it.

"Who would be his ordinary everyday self
when there are fifty more amusing parts to
play," he reflected gaily, as he sipped his coffee.

"Blitzenberg and Essington were two conven-
tional members of society, ageing ingloriously,

tamely approaching five-and -thirty in bath-
chairs. Tulliwuddle and Bunker are paladins
of romance! We thought we had grown up,—
thank Heaven, we were deceived !

"

Having breakfasted and lit a cigarette, he
essayed for the second time to arouse the
Baron; but getting nothing but the most som-
nolent responses, he set out for a stroll, visit-
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ing the gardens, stables, kennels, and keeper's

house, and even inspecting a likely pool or two
upon the river, and making in the course of it

several useful acquaintances among the TuUi-
wuddle retainers.

When he returned he found the Baron stir-

ring a cup of strong tea and staring at an an-
cestral portrait with a thoughtful frown.

"They are preparing the caber, Baron," he
remarked genially.

"Stoff and nonsense; I vill not fling her!"
was the wholly unexpected reply. " I do not
love to play ze fool alvaysl"

"My dear Baron!"

"Zat picture," said the Baron, nodding his

head solemnly towards the portrait. "It is

like ze Lord Tollyvoddle in ze print at ze

hotel. I do believe he is ze same."
" But I explained that he wasn't Tulliwuddle."
" He is so like," repeated the Baron moodily.

" He most be ze same."

Bunker looked at it and shook his head.
"A different man, I assure you."
" Oh, ze devil

!

" replied the Baron.

"What'.'j the matter?"
" I haff a head zat tvists and turns like my

head never did since many years."
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The Count had already surmised as much
;• Hang it out of the window," he suggested.
The Baron made no reply for some minutes.

Then with an earnest air he began—
•• Bonker, I have somezing to say to you."
"You have the most sympathetic audience

outside the clan."

The Count's cheerful tone did not seem to
please his friend.

"Your heart, he is too light, Bonker; ja,
too light. Last night you did engourage me
not to be seemly."

" I
!

"

" I did get almost dronk. If my head vas
not so hard I should be dronk. Das ist not
right If I am to be ze Tollyvoddle, it most
be as I vould be Von Blitzenberg. I most not
forget zat I am not as ozzer men. I am noble,
and most be so accordingly."

'•What steps do you propose to take.^" in-
quired Bunker with perfect gravity.

The Baron stared at the picture.

"Last night I had a dream. It vas zat
man -at least, probably it vas, for I cannot
remember eggsactly. He did pursue me mit a
kilt

"With what did you defend yourself .>"
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" I know not

:
I jost remember zat it should

be a warning. Ve Blitzenbergs have zr gift to
dream."

The Baron rose from the table and lit a
cigar. After three puffs he threw it from
nim.

" I cannot smoke," he said dismally. "
It has

a onpleasant taste."

The Count assumed a seriously thoughtful

" No doubt you will wish to see Miss Maddi-
son as soon as possible and get it over/' he
began. " I have just learned that their place
IS about seven miles away. We could borrow
a trap this afternoon "

" Nein. nein I " interrupted the Baron. " Don-
nerwetter I Ach, no. it most not be so soon I

B^nL^r
"''''^ ^ ^^^'^^ ^"'* ^""^ '° ^n^'nediately,

Bunker looked at him with a glanre of un-
fathomable calm.

"I find that it will be necessary for you to
observe one or two ancient ceremonies, associ-
ated from tmie immemorial with the accession
of a Tulliwuddle. You are prepared for the
ordeal }

"

' I most do my duty, Bonker."

li
((
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"This suggests some more inspiring vision

than the gentleman in the gold frame," thought
the Count acutely.

Aloud he remarked

—

"You have high ideals, Baron."
" I hope so."

Again the Baron was the unconscious object
of a humorous, perspicacious scrutiny.

"i st night I did hear zat moch was to be
expected from me," he obser-ed at length.

"From Mrs Gallosh;"
" I do not zink it vas from Mrs Gallosh."

Count Bunker smiled.

"You inflamed all hearts iast night," said he.

The Baron looked grave.

" I did drink too moch last night. But I did
not say vat 1 should not, eh ? I vas not rude
or gross to^Mistair Gallosh?"

" Not to Mr Galiosh."

The Baron looked a trifle perturbed at the
gravity of his tone.

" I vas not too free, too undignified in pres-
ence of zat innocent and charming lady—Misc
Gallosh?"

The air of scrutiny passed from Count
Bunker's face, and a droll smile came instead.

" Baron, I understand your ideals and I ap-
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predate your motivc3. As you suggest, you
had better rehearse your part quietly for a few
days. Miss Maddison wi'l find you the more
perfect suitor."

The Baron looked as though he knew not
whether to feel satisfied or not.

•• By the way," said the Count in a moment,
"have you written to the Baroness yet?
Pardon me for reminding you, but you must
remember thrt your letters will have to go
out to Ruwia and back."

The Baron started.

"Teufel!" he exclaimed. "I most indeed
write."

"The nost goes at twelve."

The Baron reflected gloomily, and then
slowly moved to the wriimg-table and toyed
with his pen. A few minutes passed, and
then in a fretful voice he asked

"Vat shall I say."
" Tell her about your journp/ across Europe

-•how the crops look in Russia—what you
think of St Petersburg—tha'<: sort of thing."

A silent quarter of an hour went by, and
then the Baron burst out-

"Ach, I cannot write to-day! I cannot in-

vent ' .-e you. Ze crops— I have got zat—

\l
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and rat I arrived safe--and zat Petersburg is
nice. Vat else?"

"Anything you can remember from text-
books on Muscovy or illustrated interviews
with the Czar. Just a word or two. don't you
know, to show you've been there ; with a few
comments of your own."
"Vat like comments?"
"Such as-' Somewhat annoyed with bombs

this afternoon.' or • This caused me to reflect
upon the disadvantages of an alcohoh'c marine

'

-any little bit of philosophy th.at occurs to
you."

The Baron pondered.

" It is a pity zat I have not been in Rossia."
he observed.

"On the other hand, it is a bl ssir^r your
wife hasn't Look at the bright siae of things,
my dear fellow."

*

For a short time, from the way in which
the Baron took hasty notes in pencil and
elaborated them in ink (according to the
system of Professor Virchausen). it appeared
that he -vas following his friend's directions.
Later, from a sentimental look in his eye, the
Count surmised that hp was composing an
amorous addendum

; and at last he laid down
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his pen with a sigh wl.ich the cynical (but
only the cynical) might have attributed to
relief.

"Ha, my head he is getting more clear!"
he announced. "Gom. let i present our-
selves to ze ladies, mine Bonkerl"

s U '-^



CHAPTER XII.

" It is necessary, Bonker—you are sure ? "

"No Tulliwuddle has ever omitted the cere-
mony. If you shirked, I am assured on the
very best authority that it would excite the
gravest suspicions of your authenticity."

Count Bunker spoke with an air of the
most resolute conviction. Ever since they
arrived he had taken infinite pains to discover
precisely what was expected of the chieftain,
and having by great good luck made the
acquaintance of an elderiy individual who
claimed to be the piper of the clan, and who
proved a perfect granary of legends, he was
able to supply complete information on every
point of importance. Once the Baron had
endeavoured to corroborate these particulars
by interviewing the piper himself, but they
had found so much difficulty in understanding
one another's dialects that he had been con-
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tent to trust implicitly to his friend's informa-
tion. The Count, indeed, had rather avoided
than sought advice on the subject, and the
piper, after several confidential conversations
and the passage of a sum of silver into his
sporran, displayed an equally Delphic tendency.
The Baron, therefore, argued the present

point no longer.

"It is jost a mere ceremony." he said.
"Ach, veil, nozing vill happen. Zis ghost-
vat is his name.?"

" It is known as the Wraith of the Tulli-
wuddles. The heir must interview it within
a week of coming to the Castle."

"Vere most I see him?"
"In the armoury, at midnight You bring

one friend, one candle, and wear a bonnet
with one eagle's feather in it. You enter at
eleven and wait for an hour,—and, by the way,
neither of you must speak above a whisper."
"Pooh! Jost hombog!" said the Baron

valiantly. " I do not fear soch trash."

" When the Wraith appears "

" My goot Bonker, he vill not gom !

"

"Supposing he does come—and mind you,
strange things happen in these old buildings,

particularly in the Highlands, and after dinner,'
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if he comes, Baron, you must ask him three
questions."

The Baron laughed scornfully.

"If I see a ghost I viU ask him many
interestmg questions-if he does feel cold, and
sochhke, eh? Ha, ha I"

With an imperturbable gravity that was not
without ,ts effect upon the other, however
gaily he might talk. Bunker continued-
"The three questions are: first, 'What art

thou? second, 'Why comest thou here, O
spirit?' third, 'What instructions desirest thou
o give me?' Strictly speaking, they ought
to be asked m Gaelic, but exceptions have
been made on former occasions, and MacDui-
who pipes, by the way. in the anteroom-
assures me that English will satisfy the Wraith
in your case."

The Baron sniffed and laughed, and twirled
up the ends of his moustaches till they pre-
sented a particularly desperate appearance. Yet
there was a faint intonation of anxiety in his
voice as he inquired—

"You vill gom as my friend, of course?"
•I ? Quite out of the question, I am sorry

to say. To bring a foreigner (as I am sup-
posed to be) would rouse the clan to rebellion
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No, Baron, you have a chance of paying a
graceful compliment to your host which you
must not bse. Ask Mr Gallosh to share
your vigil."

^^®

"Gallosh-he vould not be moch good soo-

The pride of Mr Gallosh on being selected
as h,s lordship's friend on this historic occasion
was pleasant to witness.

"It's just a bit of fiddle-de-dee." he informed
his delighted family. "Duncan Gallosh to be
looking for bogles is pretty ridiculous-but oh
I can't refuse to disoblige his lordship."

" I should think not. when he's done you the
honour to invite you out of all his friends!"
said Mrs Gallosh warmly. " Eva ! do you hear
the compliment that's been paid your papa ?"

Eva, their fair eldest daughter, came into the
room at a run. She had indeed heard (since
the news was on every tongue), and impetuously
she flung her arms about her father's neck.
"Oh, papa, do him credit!" she cried- "it's

like a story come true ! What a romantic' thiW
to happen I

"

®

" What a spirit
!

" her mother reflected proudly
"She IS just the giri for a chieftain's bride!"
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That very night was chosen for the ceremony
and eleven o'clock found them aU assembled
breathless in the drawing-room : all, save Lord
Tulliwuddle and his host

"Will they have to wait for a whole hour?"
asked Mrs Gaiiosh in a low voice.

Indeed they all spoke in subdued accents.
"I am told," replied the Count, "that the

apparition never appears tUl after midnight has
struck. Any time between twelve and one he
may be expected."

" Think of the terrible suspense after twelve
has passed I " whispered Eva.
The Count had thought of this.

" I advised Duncan to take his flask," said
Mr Rentoul, with a solemn wink. "So he'll
not be so badly off."

" Papa would never do such a thing to-night !

"

cried Eva.

" It's always a kind of precaution," said the
sage.

Presently Count Bunker, who had been im-
parting the most terrific particulars of former
mterviews with the Wmith to the younger
Galloshes, remarked that he must pass the time
by overtaking some pressing correspondence.
"You will forgive me, I hope, for shutting
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Z'lVrr,, "-"• 0' -." he said .o htHostess. I shaU come back in time tn i..
the result, of the meeting"

'''™

host endeavour<J^.r • •
^^'^ ^"^ ^'*«

uucavoured to maintain the scennVoibuoyancy with which they had J^f 1^

Jm«,^- ,^° , '
*"^ ^e profound silence were

Bali"* " "'"" "°"''^ P'»y-" -^-P^ Ae

"Mebbe hell begin nearer tl,e time." hiscompanion suggested
^

The Baron shivered For the fi«, tt„,e hehad been persuaded to wear fho <• n
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would prove a useful addition to the outfit on
the occasion of a midnight vigil. Also the
stern prohibition against talking aloud (cor-
roborated by the piper with many guttural
warnings) grew more and more irksome as the
night advanced.

"It's an awesome place," whispered Mr
Gallosh. "I hardly thought it would have
been as lonesome-like."

There was a tremor in his voice that irritated

the Baron,

" Pooh I " he answered, " it is jost vun old
piece of hombogl I do not believe in soch
things myself."

"Neither do I, my lord; oh, neither do I;
but—would you fancy a dram?"
"Not for me, I zank you," said his lordship

stiffly.

Blessing the foresight of Mr Rentoul, his host
unscrewed his flask and had a generous swig.
As he was screwing on the top again, the B ron,

in a less haughty voice, whispered

—

"Perhaps jost vun leetle taste."

They felt now for a few minutes more ag-
gressively disposed.

" Ve need not have ze curtain shut," said the
Baron. " Soppose you do draw him ?

"



COUNT BUNKER
lOl

Jhqr pulled as.de one comer of the heavy

back. So far north there was indeed a efeamof dayhght left, but it was such a pale tS

I^h
^^ tf^ "'"'^ ""^ P»"«' *" candle-

light and shadows seemed vastly prrfe^ble.How much more time will there be?"whispered Mr Gallosh presently.
" It is twenty.five minutes to twelve "

"Your lordship
1 Can we leave at twelve?"

1 he Baron started.

"Oh, Himmel I " he exclaimed. " Vv did I nn^

v?:L^°"='
" "-'"^ comes-a^d no'i'

M rt"?
"°'' "'5' till one, I soppose."

,K u ,7' ^""^ '^' '^'"^ *"' no' fast morethan half an hour at the most I"
"Teufel!" said the Baron. "It vas BonkerAd g.ve hm, to me. He might have made amore proper calculation."
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The prospect was now gloomy indeed An

hour of candle-light had been bad, but an hour
of pitch darkness or of mist wreaths would be
many times worse.

"A wee tastie m re, my loni?" Mr Gallosh
suggested, in a voice whose vibrations he made
an effort to conceal.

"Jost a vce," said his lordship, hardly more
firmly.

With a dismal disregard for their suspense
the miiiutes dragged infinitely slowly. The
flask was finished; the candle guttered and
flickered ominously; the very siiadows grew
restless.

"There's a lot of secret doors and such like

in this part of the house,--lci's hope there'll be
nothing coming through one of them," said Mr
Gallosh in a breaking voice.

The Baron muttered an inaudible reply, and
then with a start their shoulders bumped
together.

"Damn it, what's yon I" whispered Mr
Gallosh.

"Ze pipes! Gallosh, how beastly he does
play!"

In point of fact the air seemed to consist of
only one wailing note.
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" Bong I "—they heard the first stroke of mid-
night on the big dock on the Castle Tower;
and so unfortunately had Count Bunker timed
the candle that on the instant its flame expired.

" Vithdraw ze curtains I " gasped the Baron.
"I canna, my lord! Oh, I cannal" wailed

Mr Gal?08h, breaking out into his broadest
native Scotch.

This time the Baron made no movement, andm the palpitating sUence the two sat through
one long dark minute after another, tU» some
ten of them had passed.

"I shaU stand it no morel" muttered the
Baron. "Ve vill creep for ze door."

" My ford, my lord ! For maircy's sake gie's
a hold of you! - stammered Mr Gallosh, faUing
on his hands and knees and feeling for the skirt
of his lordship's kilt

But their flight was arrested by a portent so
remarkable that had there been only a single
witness one would suppose it to be a figment
of his imagination. Fortunately, however, both
the Baron and Mr Gallosh can corroborate each
detail About the middle, apparently, of the
waU opposite, an oblong of light appeared in
the thickest of t^ '

II

gloom.

Mein Gott!" cried the Baron.
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" It's filled wi' reek I " gaaped Mr Gallosh.
And indeed the space seemed filled with a

slowly rising cloud of pungent blue smoke.
Then their horrified eyes beheld the figure
of an undoubted Beirg hazily outlined behind
the doud, and at the same time the piper, as
if sympathetically aware of the crisis, burst into
his most dreadful discords. A yell rang through
the gloom, followed by the sounds of a heavy
body alternately scuffling across the floor and
falling prostrate over unseen furniture. The
Baron felt for his host, and realised that this
was the escaping Gallosh.

" Tulliwuddle
I Speak!" a hollow voice

muttered out of the smoke.

The Baror has never ceased to exult over
the hardihood he displayed in this unnerving
crisis. Rising to his feet and drawing his clay-
more, he actually managed to stammer out—

" Who—who are you ?
"

The Being (he could now perceive dimly that
it was clad in tartan) answered in the same
deep, measured voice

—

" Your senses to confound and fuddle.

Behold the Wraith of Tulliwuddle I
*

This was sufficiently terrifying, one would
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think, to excuse the Baron for following the
example of his host But. though he found
afterwards that he must have perspired iireely,

he courageously stood his ground.
"Vy have you gomed here?" he d-^manded

m a voice nearly as hollow as the Wraith'i.
As solemnly as before the spirit replied—

"From Pit thafi bottomlew and d«rk,~
Methinks I hear it shrieking—Hark I

"

(The Baron certainly did hear a tumult that
might well be termed infernal ; though whether
it emanated from Mr Gallosh, fiends, or the
piper, he could not at the moment fed certain.)

"I came o'er manjr leagues of heather
To carry back the answer whether
The noble chieftain of my clan

Conducts him like a gentleman.*

After this warning, to put the third question
required an effort of the most supreme resolu-
tion. The Baron was equal to it, however.
"Vat instroction do you give me?" he man-

aged to utter.

In the gravest accents the Wraith chanted—

"Hang ever kUt above the knee,
With Usquebaugh be not too frc
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When toMU and sktike garnet be mooted
See Uut TOUT dnun be weU diluted;

And oh, if yott'd eM«pe from Hadei,
Lord Tulliwuddle, Vara the ladies t*

The spirit vanished as magically as he had
appeared, and with this solemn w"--ing ringing
in his ears, the Baron found hiniaelf in inky
darkness again. This time he did not hesitate
' ^ grope madly for the door, but hardly had
he reached it, when, with a fresh sensation of
horror, he stumbled upon a writhing form that
seemed to be pa^ving the panels. He was,
fortunately, as quickly reassured by hearing
the voice of Mr Gallosh exclaim in terrified

accents

—

"I canna find the haundlel Oh, Gosh,
Where's the haundle?"

Beinq: the less frenzied of the two, the Bar ^n
did succeed in finding the handle, and with a
gasp of relief burst into the lighted anteroom.
The piper had already departed, and i:vidently

in haste, since he had left some portion of a
bottle of whisky unfinished. This fortunate cir-

cumstance enabled them to recover something
of their colour, though, even when he felt his
blood warming again, Mr Gallosh could scarcely
speak coherently of his terrible ordeal

i
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"What an awfu' night! what an awfu' nr^ht!"
he murmured. " Oh, my lord, let's get out of
thill"

•

He was making for the door when the Baron
seized his arm.

"Vaitl" he cried. " Ze danger is past f Ach,
vas I not brave? Did you not hear me speak
to him? You can bear vitness how brave I
vas, eh?"

•Til not swear I heard just exactly what
passed, ^my lord. Man, I'll own I was awful

"Tutsi tutsl" said the Baron kindly. "Ve
vil. say nozing about sat You stood veil by
me, I shall say. And you vill teU zem I did
speak mit courage to ze ghost"
"I wiU that!" said Mr Gallosh.
By the time they reached the drawing-room

he ha<? so far recovered his equanimity as to
prove a very creditable witness, and between
them they gave such an account of their ad-
venture as satisfied even the excited expecta-
tions of their friends; though the Baron
bought it both prudent and more becoming
his dignity to leave considerable mystery attach-
ing to the precise revelations of his ancestral
spirit
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"Bot vere is Bonker?" he asked, suddenly
noticing the absence of his friend.

A moment later the Count entered and
listened with the greatest interest to a second
(and even more graphic) account of the ad-
venture. More intimate particulars stUI were
confided to him when they had retired to their
own room, and he appeared as surprised and
impressed as any wraith-seer could desire. As
they parted for the night, the Baron started
and sniffed at him.

"Vat a strange smell you have!" he ex-
claimed.

" Peat smoke, probably. This fire wouldn't
draw."

" Strange !

" mused the Baron. " I did smell
a leetle smell of zat before to-night."

"Yes; one notices it all through the house
with an east wind."

This seemed to the Baron a complete ex-
planation of the coincidence.

^mm



CHAPTER XIII.

At the house in Belgrave Square at present
tenanted by the Baron and Baroness von
Bhtzenberg, an event of considerable import-
ance had occurred. This was nothing less
than the arrival of the Countess of Grillyer
upon a visit both of affection and state. So
important was she. and so great the attach-
ment of her daughter, that the preparations for
her reception would have served for a reignine
sovereign. But the Countess had an eye as
quick and an appetite for respect as exacting
as Queen Elizabeth, and she had no soon^
embraced the Baroness and kissed her cere-
moniously upon either cheek, than her glance
appeared to seek something that she deemed
should have been there also.

^

"And where is Rudolph?" she demanded.
Is he so very busy that he cannot spare a

moment even to welcome me?"
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The Baroness changed colour, but with as

easy an air as she could assume she answered
that Rudolph had most unfortunately been
summoned from England.

"Indeed?" observed the Countess, and the
observation was made in a tone that sug-
gested the advisability of a satisfactonr
explanation.

This paragon among mothers and peeresses
was a lady of majestic port, whose ascendant
expression and commanding voice were com-
monly held to typify all that is best in the
feudal system

; or, in other words, to indicate
that her opinions had never been contradicted
in her life. When one of these is a firm
belief in the holder's divine rights and semi-
divine origin, the effect is undoubtedly impres-
sive. And the Countess impressed.
"My dear Alicia," said she, when they had

settled down to tea and confidential talk, "you
have not yet told me what has taken Rudolph
abroad again so soon."

On nothing had the Baron laid more stress
thar on the necessity of maintaining the most
profound secrecy respecting his mission. " No,
not even to your mozzer most you say. My
love, you vill remember?" had been almost his

ill
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ve^ last words before departing for St Petel!

once, but many times, whUe his finger was

"That is a secret, mamma," she declared.Her mother opened her eyes.
"" *«<=«« from me, Alicia .>

"

" Rudolpli made me promise."
"Not to tell your friends,_but that harilv«-» mtended to include your mother/^

'

The Baroness looked uncomfortable.

•nhiri.'"^'—"^"^'-"* stopped

thJ'Sunt '^'1'''
"''"*''' ™'" '^"^^•''edtlie Countess ra an altered tone.

^^I^^think, mamma, he did," her daughter

"Ah!"

" Believe me, mamma, it is something veryvery important, or Rudolph would cl^lhave let me tell you all about it"
^

Lady Grillyer opened her eyes still wider,
ihen I am to understand that he wishes to

I
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conceal from me anything that he considers of
importance ?

"

"Oh, no! Not that! I only mean that this
thing is very secret."

"Alicia," pronounced the Countess, "when
a man specifically conceals anything from his

mother-in-law, you may be quite certain that
she ought to be informed of it at once."

"I—I can't, mamma!"
"A trip to Germany—for it is there, I pre-

sume, he has gone,—back to the scenes of his
bachelorhood, unprotected by the influence of
his wife! Do you call that a becoming pro-
cedure?"

" But he hasn't gone to Germany."
" He has no business anywhere else !

*

"You forget his diplomatic duties."

"Ah! He professes to have gone on dip-
lomatic business.^"

"Professes, mamma .>" exclaimed the poor
Baroness. "How can you say such a thing!
He certainly has gone on a diplomatic
mission

!

"

"To Paris, no doubt.?" suggested Lady
Grillyer, with an intonation that made it quite
impossible not to contradict her.

" Certainly not
! He has gone to Russia."
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»inI:dS;:^?..*'''°-«--on, This

AlJlS^" '' "^ '"-*•>''?..
demanded

Becau!rAere''Va r
""* '^"' '" *P'°macy.

Bai^nelT""
*" "' "''"' ""'"^•" declared the

'af^ret-S~tS "" "«--
opposition seemed to ^ ^ ^<>''' and the

--- against .re 2^' i^e
"""-'^

miss^raSr?
""""^ ""'"« '" What is this

her promise over.
'°"«'"""g 'eft to keep

"Has he gone alone?"

Alilw"''"!.'
'*" >""•• "amma."

Countess inl
"'"'

.f^ '
?"' A«cia.» said the

' ^"^ ^ you need no

t Lli:

'.i^^.'-^ssr
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longer pretend to be keeping a secret from

me. It now becomes our joint business to

discover the actual trutli. Do not attempt to

wrangle with me further! This investigation

is necessary for your peace of mind, dear."

The unfortunate Baroness dropped a silent

tear. Her peace of mind had been serenely

undisturbed till this moment, and now it was
only broken by the thought of her husband's

displeasure should he ever learn how she had

disobeyed his injunctions. Further investiga-

tion was the very last thing to cure it, she

said to nerself bitterly. She looked piteously

at her parent^ but there she only saw an ex-

pression of concentrated purpose.

"Have you any reason, Alicia, to suspect

an attachment—an affair of any kind ?

"

"Mamma!"
"Do not jump in that excitable manner.

Think quietly. He has evidently returned to

Germany for some purpose which he wishes

to conceal from us : the natural supposition is

that a woman is at the bottom of it."

"Rudolph is incapable "

"No man is incapable who is in the full

possession of his faculties. I know them
perfectly."
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"But, mamma, I cannot bear to think „f
such a thing I"

'"* °^

"That is a merely middle-class prejudice, r
can't imagine where you have picked i''up^

Girild'T ''"v"«
""'""'' ^*ooi LadyOnilyer had always been at the greatest painsto presence he., daughter's innocent simS

modt^hL""""*"?'^ ' """^ "-"•'''""e "^:modity than precocious worldliness. But if re

that consistency was middle-class alsa

sort ' !^V '*^" *" ""P*** ""y*'"? of thesort the Wess declared emphatically

andir,Sr'"''"«^''"-*''P''y4-'e
"What other explanation can you offer?Among bu> men friends is there any 1hkely to lead him into mischief?"

^
" None—at least "

•Ahl"
"He promised me he would avoid MrBunker-I mean Mr Essington."
The Countess started. She had vivid and«ceed.ngly disu^tefu. recollections I^ t
;^'That mani Are they still acquainted f-
Ac,uam.ed-oh yes; but I give Rudolph
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credit for more sense and more truthfulness

than to renew their friendship."

The Countess pondered with a very grave
expression upon her face, while Alicia gently

wiped her eyes and ardently wished that her
honest Rudolph was here to defend his char-

acter and refute these baseless insinuations.

At length her mother said with a brisker air—
"Ah! I know exactly what we must do.

I shall make a point of seeing Sir Justin

Wallingford to-morrow."

"Sir Justin Wallingford!"

" If anybody can obtain private information

for us he can. We shall soon learn whether
the Baron has been sent to Russia."

Alicia uttered a cry of protest Sir Justin,

ex-diplomatist, author of a heavy volume of

Victorian reminiscences, and confidant of many
public personages, was one of her mother's

oldest friends; but to her he was only one
degree less formidable than the Countess, and
quite the last person she would have chosen

for consultation upon this, or indeed upon any
other subject

"I am not going to intrust my husband's

secrets to him!" she exclaimed.

"I am," replied the Countess.
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^•VBut I won', allow it) Rudolph would

dear Ahca, you can ,™st Sir Justin implicitly

consult no one who was not discretion itself.

1" "^y e^"^ I 'hought of him."
ihe Baroness burst into tears

"MychUd,mychildl'' said her mother com-^.onately. .-The world is no Garden o,Ed«,, however much we may all try to make

ma'ml:"''""
'""' "^-^ '° "^ ^^^ -"•

"May Heaven forgive you, my dr^line" orenounced the Countess piously.
*^' '^
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CHAPTER XIV.

" Sir Justin," said the Countess firmly, " please

tell my daughter exacdy what you have dis-

covered."

Sir Justin Wallingford sat in the drawing-

room *it Belgrave Square with one of these

ladies on either side of him. He was a tall,

gaunt man with a grizzled black beard, a long

nose, and such a formidably solemn expression

that ambitious parents were in the habit of

wishing that their offspring might some day

be as wise as Sir Justin Wallingford looked.

His fund of information was prodigious, while

his reasoning powers were so remarkable that

he had never been known to commit the

slightest action without furnishing a full and

adequate explanation of his conduct Thus

the discrimination shown by the Countess in

choosing him to restore a lady's peace of mind

will at once be apparent
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" The results of my inquiries," he pronounced,
"have been on the whole of a negative nature.
If this mission on which the Baron von Blitzen-
bergr professes to be employed is in fact of an
unusually delicate nature, it is just conceivable
that the answer I received from Prince Gom-
mell - Kinchen, when I sounded him at the
Khalifa's luncheon, may have been intended
merely to throw dust in my eyes. At the same
time, his highness appeared to speak with the
candour of a man who has partaken, not ex-
cessively, you understand, but I may say freely,
of the pleasures of the table."

He looked steadily first at one lady and then
at the other, to let this point sink in.

"And what did the Prince say?" asked the
Baroness, who, in spite of her supreme con-
fidence in her husband, showed a certain eager
nervousness inseparable from a judicial inquiry.

" He told me— I merely give you his word,
and not my own opinion

; you perfectly under-
stand that, Baroness?"

" Oh yes," she answered hurriedly.

" He informed me that, in fact, the Baron had
been obliged to ask for a forinight's leave of ab-
sence to attend to some very pressing and private
business in ^-^nnection with his Silesian estates."
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" I think, Alicia, we may toke that as final,"

said her mother decisively.

^

" Indeed / shan't I " cried Alicia warmly.
" That was just an excuse, of course. Rudolph's
business is so very delicate that—that—well,
that you could only expect Prince Gommell-
Kinchen to say something of that sort."

"What do you say to that, Sir Justin?"
demanded the Countess.

With the air of a man doing what was only
his duty, he replied—

••I say that I think it is improbable. In
fact, since you demand to know the truth, I

may inform you that the Prince added that
leave of absence was readily given, sine.: the
Baron's diplomatic duties are merely nominal.
To quote his own words, 'Von Blitzenberg is

a nice fellow, and it pleases the English ladies
to play with him.'"

Even Lady Grillyer was a trifle taken aback
at this description of her son-in-law, while Alicia
turned scarlet with anger.

•• I don't believe he said anything of the
sort!" she cried. "You both of you only
want to hurt me and insult Rudolph ! I won't
stand it!"

She was already on her feet to leave them,
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when her mother stopped her. and Sir Justin
hastened to explain.

"No reflection upon the Baron's character
was intended, I assure you. The Prince merely
meant to imply that he represented the social
rather than the business side of the embassy.
And both are equally necessary, I assure you
—equally essential, Baroness, believe me."
"In fact," said the Countess, "the remark

comes to this, that Rudolph would never be
sent to Russia, whatever else they might ex-
pcct of him."

Even through their tears Alicia's eyes bnVht-
ened with triumph.

*'But h^has gone, mamma! I got a letter
from him this morning-from St Petersburg!"
The satisfaction of her two physicians on

heanng this piece of good news took the form
of a start which might well have been mistaken
for mere astonishment, or even for dismay.
"And you did not tell me of it!" cried her

mother.

" Rudolph did not wish me to. I have only
told you now to prove how utterly wrong vou
both are." ^ ^

"Let me see this letter!"

" Indeed, mamma, I won't
!

"
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The two ladies looked at one another with
such animosity that Sir Justin felt called upon
to interfere.

"Suppose the Baroness were to read us as
much as is necessary to convince us that there
is no possibility of a mistake," he suggested.
So profoundly did the Countess respect his

advice that she graciously waived her maternal
rights so far as actually following the text with
her eyes went; while her daughter, after a little

demur, was induced to depart this one step
further from her husband's injunctions.

"You have no objections to my glancing at
the post-mark?" said Sir Justin when this point
was settled.

With a toss of her head the Baroness silently

handed him the envelope.

" It seems correct," he observed cautiously.

"But post-marks can be forged, can't they?"
inquired the Countess.

" I fear they can," he admitted, with a sorrow-
ful air.

Scorning to answer this insinuation, the Bar-
oness proceeded to read aloud the following
extracts :

—

"'I travelled with comfort through Europe,
and having by many countries passed, such as
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Germany and othe'^> I arrived, my dear Alicia,

in Russia.'

"

"Is that all he t.ys about his journey?" in-

terrupted Lady Grillyer.

"It is certainly a curiously insufficient de-
scription of a particularly interesting route,"

commented Sir Justin.

" It almost seems as if he didn't know what
other countries lie between England and Russia,"

added the Countess.

" It only means that he knows geography
doesn't interest me!" replied Alicia. "And
he does say more about his journey— • Alone
by myself, in a carriage very quietly I travelled.'

And again—' To be observed not wishing, and
strict orders being given to me, with no man
I spoke all the way.' There!"
"That certainly makes it more difficult to

check his statements," Sir Justin admitted.

"Ah, he evidently thought of that!" said

the Countess. " If he had said there was any
one with him, we could have asked him after-

wards who it was. What a pity! Read on,
my child,—we are vastly interested."

Thus encouraged, the Baroness continued—
"•In Russia the crops are good, and from

my window with pleasure I observe them

I i-n
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Petersburg is a nice town, and I have a pleasant
apartment in it

! '

"

"What!" exclaimed the Countess. "He is
looking at the crops from his window in St
Petersburg !

"

Sir Justin grimly pursed his lips, but his
silence was more ominous than speech. In fact,
the Baron's unfortunate effort at realism by the
introduction of his window struck the first blow
at his wife's implicit trust in him. She was
evidently a little disconcerted, though she stoutly
declared

—

"He is evidently living in the suburbs,
mamma."

"Will you be so kind as to read on a little
farther.?" interposed Sir Justin in a grave voice.
•"The following reflections have I made

Russia is very large and cold, where people in
furs are to be seen, and sledges. Bombs are
thrown sometimes, and the marine is not good
when it does drink too much.' Now, mamma,
he must have seen these things or he wouldn't
put them in his letter."

The Baroness broke off somewhat hurriedly
to make this comment, almost indeed as though
she felt it to be necessary. As for her two
comforters, they looked at one another with so
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much sorrow that their eyes gleamed and their
lips appeared to smile.

"The Baron did not write that letter in

Russia," said Sir Justin decisively. " Furs are
not worn in summer, nor do the inhabitants
travel in sledges at this time of the year."

"But—but he doesn't say he actually saw
them," pleaded the Baroness.

"Then that remark, just like the rest of his

reflections, makes utter nonsense," rejoined her
mother.

•• Is that all ?" inquired Sir Justin.

"Almost all—all that is important," faltered

the Baroness.

"Let us hear uie rest," said her mother
inexorably.

" There is only a postscript, and that merely
says—'The flask that you filled I thank you
for

;
it was so large that it was sufficient for

I can't read the last word."

" Let me see it, Alicia."

A few minutes ago Alicia would have torn
the precious letter up rather than let another
eye fall upon it That her devotion was a
litde disturbed was proved by her allowing her
two advisers to study even a single sentence.

Keeping her hand over the rest, she showed
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It to them. They bent their brows, and thei
simultaneously exclaimed,

"*Us doth/'"

"Oh, it can't be!" cried the poor Baroness
" It is absolutely certain," said her mother in

a terribb voice,—" ' It -as so large that it was
sufficient for us both ! '

"

"There is no doubt about it," corroborated
Sir Justin sternly. "The unfortunate young
man has inadvertently confessed his deception."

"It cannot be!" murmured the Baroness.
"He said at the beginning that he travelled
quite alone."

"That is precisely what condemns him," said
her mother.

" Precisely," reiterated Sir Justin.

The Baroness audibly sobbed, while the two
patchers of her peace of mind gazed at her
commiserately.

"What am I to do?" she asked at length
" I can't believe L2 really But how am I
to find out?"

" I shall make further investigations," promoUv
replied Sir Justin.

^ ^

"And I also," added the Countess.
" Meanwhile," said Sir Justin, « we shall be

exceedingly interested to learn what further
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particulars of his wanderings the Baron supplies
you with."

"Yes," observed the Countess, "he can for-

tunately be trusted to betray himself. You will

inform me, Alicia, as soon as you hear from him
again."

Her daughter made no reply.

Sir Justin rose and bade them a grave
farewell.

"In my daughter's name I thank you cor-
dially," said the Countess, as she pressed his
hand.

"Anything I have done has been a pleasure
to me," he assured them with a sincerity there
was no mistaking.

II



CHAPTER XV.

fii !

In an ancient and delightful garden, where
glimpses of the loch below gleamed through a
mass of summer foliage, and the grey castle

walls looked down on smooth, green glades,
the Baron slowly paced the shaven turf. But
he did not pace it quite alone, for by his side

moved a graceful figure in a wide, sun-shading
hat and a frock entirely irresistible. Beneath
the hat, by bending a little down, you could
have seen the dark liquid eyes and tender lips

of Eva Gallosh. And the Baron frequendy
bent down.

"I am proud of everyzing zat I find in my
home," said the Baron gallantly.

The lady's colour rose, but not apparently
in anger.

*'Ach, here is a pretty leetle seat!" he ex-
claimed in a tone of pleased discovery, just
as though he had not been leading her in-
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sWiously towards it ever since they came into
the garden.

It was. indeed, a most shady and secluded
^nch, an ideal seat for any gallant young
Baron who had left his Baroness sufficiently
far away. He glanced down complacently upon
his brawny knees, displayed (he could not but
thmk) to great advantage beneath his kilt and
spon^n and then with a tenderer complacency
turned his gaze upon his fair companion.
"You say you like me in ze tartan.?" he

murmured.

"I adore everything Highland! Oh, Lord
Tulhwuddle, how fortunate you arel"
Nature had gifted Miss Gallosh with a gener-

ous share of romantic sentiment It wi shewho had egged on her father to rent this
Highland castle for the summer, instead of
chartermg a yacht as he had done for the pastfew years; and ever since they had come her«
hat sentiment had grown, tiU she was ready
to don the white cockade and plot a new
Jacobite uprising. Then, while hfr hear. Z
had stepped m to complete the story. Nowonder her dark eye. burned.
"What attachment you must feel for each

I
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stone of the Castle
!

" she continued in a rapt

voice. "How your heart must beat to re-

member that your great-grandfather—wasn't

his name Fergus?"
" Fergus : yes," said the Baron, blindly but

promptly.

•' No, no ; it was Ian, of course."

"Ach, so! Ian he vas."

•' You were thinking of his father," she smiled.

"Yes, his fazzer."

She reflected sagely.

" I am afraid I get my facts mixed up some-

times. Ian—ah, Reginald came before him

—

not Fergus!"

" Reginald—oh yes, so he did
!

"

She looked a trifle disappointed.

" If I were you I should know them all by

heart," said she.

" I vill learn zem. Oh yes, I most not make

soch mistakes."

Indeed he registered a very sincere vow to

study his family history that afternoon.

" What was I saying ? Oh yes—about your

brave great-grandfather. Do you know. Lord

TuUiwuddle, I want to ask you a strange fav-

our ? You won't think it very odd of me ?
"

"Odd? Never! Already it is grantied."
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" I want to hear from your own lips—from
the lips of an actual Lord Tulliwuddle-the
story of your ancestor lan's exploit."
With beseeching eyes and a face flushed with

a sense of her presumption, she uttered this
request in a voice that tore the Baron with
conflicting emotions.

"Vich exploit do you mean?" he asked in
a kmdly voice but with a troubled eye.

'• You must know I When he defended the
pass, of course."

"Ach, so!"

The Baron looked at her, and though he
boasted of no such inventive gifts as his friend
Bunker, his ardent heart bade him rather com-
mit himself to p<-dition than refuse.

"You will tell it to me?"
"I villi"

Making as much as possible of the raconteur's
privileges of clearing his throat, settling himself
mto good position, and gazing dreamily at the
tree-tops for inspiration, he began in a slow,
measured voice

"In ze pass he stood. Zen gomed his
enemies. He fired his gon and shooted some
dead. Zen did zey run avay. Zat vas vat
happened."
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When he ventured to meet her candid gaze

after thus lamely libelling his forefather, he
was horrified to observe that she had already

recoiled some feet away from him, and seemed
still to be in the act of recoiling.

"It would have been kinder to tell me ^f

once that I had asked too much!" she ex-

claimed in a voice affected by several emotions.

" I only wanted to hear you repeat his death-

cry as his foes slew him, so that it might
always se> ii more real to me. And you snub
me like this!"

The Baron threw himself upon one knee.

"Forgive me I I did jost lose mine head
mit your eyes looking so at me! I get con-

fused, you are so lovely! I did not mean to

snob!"

In the ardour of his penitence he discovered

himself holding her hand ; she no longer seemed
to be recoiling ; and Heaven knows what might
have happened next if an ostentatious sound of

whistling had not come to their rescue.

" Bot you vill forgive ? " he whispered, as they

sprang up from their shady seat.

"Ye-es," she answered, just as the serene

glance of Count Bunker fell humorously upon
th>?m.
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"You seem to have been plucking flowers,
Tuliiwuddle," he observed.

"Flowers? Oh, no."

The Count glanced pointedly at his soiled
knee.

"Indeed!" said he. "Don't I see traces of
a flower-bed?"

"I think I should go in," murmured Eva,
and she was gone before the Count had time
to frame a compensating speech.

His friend Tuliiwuddle looked at him with
marked displeasure, yet seemed to find some
difficulty in adequately expressing it.

"I do not care for vat you said," he re-

rked stiflly. "Nor for ze look now on
your face."

"Baron," said the Count imperturbably,
"what did you tell me the Wraith said to you
—something about 'Beware of the ladies/
wasn't it?"

"You do not onderstand. Ze ghost" (he
found some difficulty in pronouncing the spirit's

chosen name) "did soppose naturally zat I vas
ze real Lord Tollyvoddle, who is, as you have
told me yourself, Bonker, somezing of a fast
fish. Ze vaming v^s to him obviously, so you
should ti^nt turn It ,,r^^^ ^^ »turn it upon me.
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Bunker opened his eyes.

"A deuced ingenious argument," he com-
mented, "h wouldn't have occurred to mc
if you hadn't explained. Then you claim the
privilege of wooing whom you wish ?

"

"Wooing! You forget zat I am married,
Bonker."

"Oh no, I remember perfectly."

His tone disturbed the Baron. Taking the
Count's arm, he said to him with moving
earnestness

—

"Have I not told you how constant I

am^like ze magnet and ze pole ?

"

" I have heard you employ the simile."

" Ach, bot it is true ! I am inside my heart
so constant as it is possible I But I now repre-

sent Tollyvoddle, and for his sake most try to
do my best."

Again Count Bunker glanced at his knee.

"And that is your best, then ?"

" Listen, Bonker, and try to onderstand—not
jost to make jokes. It appears to me zat Miss
Gallosh vill make a good vife to Tollyvoddle.
She is so fair, so amiable, and so rich. Could
he do better ? Should I not lay ze foundations
of a happy marriage mit her? Soppose ve do
get her instead of Miss Maddison, eh ?"
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His artful eloquence seemed to impress his

friend, for he smiled thoughtfully and did not

reply at once. More persuasively than ever
the Baron continued^

—

'• I do believe mit patience and mit—er—mit
kindness, Bonker, I might persuade Miss Gal-
losh to listen to ze proposal of Tollyvoddle.

And vould it not be better far to get him a
lady of his own people, and not a stranger from
America? Ve vill not like Miss Maddison, I

feel sure. Vy troble mit her—eh, Bonker?"
" But don't you think, Baron, that we ought

to give Tulliwuddle his choice ? He may prefer

an American heiress to a Scottish."

•• Not if he sees Eva Gallosh
!

"

Again the Count gently raised his eyebrows
in a way that the Baron could not help con-

sidering unsuitable to the occasion.

"On the other hand, Baron, Miss Maddison
will probably have five or ten times as much
money as Miss Gallosh. In arranging a mar-
riage for another man, one must attend to such
trifles as a few million dollars more or less."

For the moment the Baron was silenced, but
evidently not convinced.

"Supposing I were to call upon the Maddi-
sons as your envoy?" suggested Bunker, who,
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to tell the truth, had already begun to tire of
a life of luxurious inaction.

" Pairhaps in a few days we might gonsider it"
" We have been here for a week already."
" Ven vould you call ?

"

" To-morrow, for instance."

The Baron frowned; but ailment was
difficult.

" You only jost vill go to see ?"

"And report to you."

"And suppose she is ogly—or not so nice—
or so on zen vill I not see her, eh ?"

" But suppose she is tolerable ?
"

•' Zen vill ve give him a choice, and I vill

continue to be polite to Miss Gallosh. Ah,
Bonker, she is so nice! He viU not like Miss
Maddison so veil I Himmel, I do admire her !

"

The Baron's eyes shone with reminiscent
affection.

" To how many poles is the magnet usually
constant ? " inquired the Count with a serious air.

The Baron smiled a little foolishly, and then,
with a confidential air, replied—

"Ach, Bonker, marriage is blessed and it is
happy, and it is everyzing that my heart de-
sires; only I jost sometimes vish it vas not
qvite—qvite so -ninterruptablel"



CHAPTER XVI.

In a dog-cart borrowed from his obliging host,
Count Bunker approached the present residence
of Mr Darius P. Maddison. He saw, and—in
his client's interest—noted with approval the
efforts that w^- being made to convert an
ordinary fishing-lodge into a suitable retreat
for a gentleman worth so many million dollars.
" Corryvohr," as the house was originally styled,
or « Lincoln Lodge," as the patriotic Silver
King had re-named it, had already been en-
larged for his reception by the addition of four
complete suites of apartments, each suitable for
a nobleman and his retinue, an organ hall,

10,000 cubic yards of scullery accommodation,'
and a billiard-room containing three tables.
But since he had taken up his residence there
he had discovered the lack of several other
essentials for a quiet "mountain life" (as he
appropriately phrased it), and these defects

137
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were rapidly being remedied as our friend

drove up. The conservatory was already com-
pleted, with the exception of the orchid and
palm houses; the aviary was practically ready,
and several crates of the rarer humming-birds
were expected per goods train that evening;
while a staff of electricians could be seen erect-

ing the private telephone by which Mr Maddi-
son proposed to keep himself in touch with the
silver market

The Count had no sooner pressed the electric

bell than a number of men-servants appeared,
sufficient to conduct him in safety to a hand-
some library fitted with polished walnut, and
carpeted as softly as the moss on a mountain-
side. Having sent in his card, he entertained
himself by gazing out of the window and won-
dering what strange operation was being con-
ducted on a slope above the house, where a
grove of pines were apparently being rocked
to and fro by a concourse of men with poles
and pulleys. But he had not to wait long, for
with a promptitude that gave one some inkling
of the secret of Mr Maddison's business success,

the millionaire entered.

In a rapid survey the Count perceived a tall

man in the neighbourhood of sixty: grey-

IS^l't'.
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haired, grey-eyed, and grey-faced. The clean-

shaved and well-cut profile included the massive

foundation of jaw which Bunker had confidently

anticipated, and though his words sounded florid

in a European ear, they were uttered in a voice

that corresponded excellently with this pre-

dominant chin.

"I am very pleased to see you, sir, very
pleased indeed," he assured the Count not
once but several times, shaking him heartily by
the hand and eyeing him with a glance accus-

tomed to foresee several days before his fellows

the probable fluctuations in the price of anything.
" I have taken the liberty of calling upon you

in the capacity of Lord TuUiwuddle's con-

fidential friend," the Count began. "He is

at present, as you may perhaps have learned,

visiting his ancestral possessions "

" My dear sir, for some days we have been
expecting his lordship and yourself to honour
us with a visit," Mr Maddison interposed.

"You need not trouble to introduce yourself.

The name of Count Bunker is already familiar

to us."

He bowed ceremoniously as he spoke, and
the Count with no less politeness laid his hand
upon hb heart and bowed also.

i!
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"I looked forward to the meeting with

pleasure," he replied. "But it has already

exceeded my anticipations."

He would have still further elaborated these

assurances, but with his invariable tact he per-

ceived a shrewd look in the millionaire's eye
that warned him he had to do with a man
accustomed to flowery preliminaries from the

astutest manipulators of a deal

"I am only sorry you should find our little

cottage in such disorder," said Mr Maddison.
"The contractor for the conservatory under-

took to erect it in a week, and my only satis-

faction is that he is now paying me a forfeit

of 500 dollars a-day. As for the electricians

in this country, sir, they are not incompetent

men, but they must be taught to hustle if they

are to work under American orders; and I

don't quite see how they are to find a job
anyways else."

He turned to the window with a more
satisfied air.

" Here, however, you will perceive a tolerably

satisfactory piece of work. I guess those trees

will be ready pretty near as soon as the caper-

cailzies are ready for them."

Count Bunker opened his eyes.
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"Do I understand that you are erecting a
pine wood?"
"You do. That fir forest is my daughter's

notion. She thought ordinary plane-trees looked

kind of unsuitable for our mountain home. The
land of Bums and of the ill-fated Claverhouse,

Viscount Dundee, should have more appropri-

ate foliage than that! Well, sir, it took four

hundred men just three days to remove the last

traces of the last root of the last of those plane-

trees."

" And the pines, I suppose, you brought from

a neighbouring wood?" said the Count, patri-

otically endeavouring not to look too dumb-
foundered.

" No, sir. Lord Tulliwuddle's factor was too

slow for me—said he must consult his lordship

before removing the timber on the estate. I

cabled to Norway : the trees arrived yesterday

in Aberdeen, and I guess half of them are as

near perpendicular by now as a theodolite can

make them. They are being erected, sir, on
scientific principles."

Restraining his emotion with a severe effort.

Bunker quietly observed

—

" Very good idea I don't know that it would
have occurred to me to land them at Aberdeen."
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From the comer of his eye he saw that his

composure had produced a distinct impression,
but he found it hard to retain it through the
Silver King's next statement

"You have taken a long lease of Lincoln
Lodge, I presume?" he inquired.

"One year," said Mr Maddison. "But I

reckon to be comfortable if I'm spending twenty
minutes at a railroad junction."

"Ah I" responded the Count, "in that case
shifting a forest must be child's-play."

The millionaire smiled affably at this pleasantry

and invited his guest to be seated.

"You will try something American, I hope.

Count Bunker?" he asked, touching the bell

Count Bunker, rightly conceiving this to in-

dicate a cock-tail, replied that he would, and in

as nearly seven and a half seconds as he could

cafculate, a tray appeared with two of these

remarkable compounds. Following his host's

example, the Count threw his down at a gulp.

"The same," said Mr Maddison simply.

And in an almost equally brief space the same
arrived.

" Now," said he, when they were alone again,
" I hope you will pardon me. Count, if I am
discourteous enough to tell you that my time
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is uncomfortably cramped. When I first came

here I found that I was expected to stand upon

the shore of the river for two hours on the

chance of catching one salmon. But I have

changed all that As soon as I step outside

my door, my ghillie brings me my rod, and if

there ain't a salmon at the end for me to land,

another ghillie will receive his salary. Since

lunch I have caught a fish, despatched fifteen

cablegrams, and dictated nine letters. I am
only on holiday here, and if I don't get through

double that amount in the next two hours I

scarcely see my way to do much more fishing

to-day. That being so, let us come right to

the point You bring some kind of proposition

from Lord Tulliwuddle, I guess ?
"

During his drive the Count had cogitated over

a number of judicious methods of opening the

delicate business ; but his adaptability was equal

to the occasion. In as business-like a tone as

his host he replied

—

"You are quite right Mr Maddison. Lord

Tulliwuddle has deputed me to open negotiations

for a certain matrimonial project"

Mr Maddison's expression showed his ap«

preciation of this candour and delicacy.

"Well," said he, "to be quite frank. Count,
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I should have thought all the better of his lord-

ship if he had been a little more prompt about
the business."

"It is not through want of admiration for

Miss Madt'*son, I assure you "

"No," interrupted Mr Maddison, "it is be-
cause he does not realise the value of time—
which is considerably more valuable than ad-
miration, I can assure you. Since I discussed
the matter with Lord TuUiwuddle's - .at we
have had several more buyers—I should say,

suitors—in the market—er—in the field, Count
Bunker. But so far, fortunately for his lordship,

my Eleanor has not approved of the samples
sent, and if he still cares to come forward we
shall be pleased to consider his proposition."

The millionaire looked at him out of an im-
penetrable eye; and the Count in an equally

guarded tone replied

—

" I greatly approve of putting things on so
sound a footing, and with equal frankness I

may tell you—in confidence, of course—that
Lord Tulliwuddle also is not without alterna-

tives. He would, however, prefer to offer his
title and estates to Miss Maddison, provided
that there is no personal objection to be found
on either side."
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Mr Maddison's eye brightened and his tone
wanned.

"Sir," said he. '• I guess there won't be much
objection to Eleanor Maddison when your friendh^ seen her Without exaggen^tion. I may say
that she ,s the most beautiful giri in Americi
and that ,s to say, the most beautiful giri anT-
where. The precise amount of her fortune wecan discuss, supposing the necessity arrives : but
I can assure you it will be sufficient to set three
of your mor^aged British aristocrats upon their

JrmSide'?"'^'^'^^'^'"^^^^
With a gentle smile and a deprecatory gestureAe Count answered, " I am convinced that Miss

Maddison is ail-indeed, more than all-your
eloquence has painted. On the other hand, I
trust that you will not be disappointed in my
friend Tulliwuddle."

^
Mr Maddison crossed his legs and interlocked

his finge« like a man about to air his views.
This m fact, was what he proceeded to do.My opinion of aristocracies and the pam-
pered individuals who compose them is the
opinion of an intelligent and enlightened demo-
crat I see them from the vantage-ground of
a man who has made his own way in the worl^
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unhampered by ancestry, who hat dwelt in a

country fortunately unencumbered by such hind-

rances to progress, and who has no personal

knowledge of their defects. You will admit

that I speak with unusual opportunities of

forming a judgment?"

"You should have the impartiality of a

missionary/' said Bunker gravely.

"That b so> sir. Now, in proposing to

marry my daughter to a member of this class,

I am actuated solely by a desire to take ad-

vantage of the opportunities such an alliance

would confer. I am still perfectly dear?"

"Perfectly," replied Bunker, with t' - same

profound gravity.

"In consequence," resumed ih? millionaire,

with the impressiveness of a loo^ician drawing

a conclusion from two irrefutable premises,

—

"in consequence. Count Bunker, I demand

—

and my daughter demands—and my son de-

mands, i , tiiat the nobleman should possess

an unusual number of high -class, fire -proof,

expert-guaranteed qualities. That is only fair,

you must admit?"

"I agree with you entirely."

Mr Maddison glanced at the clock and

sprang to his feet,
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"I have not the pleasure of knowing my
neighbour, Mr Gallosh/' he said, resuming his
brisk business tone; "but I beg you to con-
vey to him and to his wife and daughter my
compliments-and my daughter's comphments
—and tell them that we hope they will excuse
ceremony and bring Lord TuUiwuddle to
luncheon to-morrow."

Count Bunker expressed his readiness to
carry this message, and the millionaire even
more briskly resumed

"I shall now give myself the pleasure of
presenting you to my son and daughter."
With his swiftest strides he escorted his

distinguished guest to another room, flung
the door open, announced, " My dears. Count
Bunker I" and pressed the Count's hand even
as he was effecting this introduction.

"Very pleased to have met you, Count.
Good day," he ejaculated, and vanished on
the insunt
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lUisiNO his eyes after the profound bow which

the Count considered appropriate to his char-

acter of plenipotentiary, he beheld at last the

object of his mission ; and whether or not she

was the absolutely peerless beauty her fathei

had vaunted, he at once decided that she was
lovely enough to grace Hechnahoul, or any
other, Castle. Black eyes and a mass of coal-

black hair, an ivory pale skin, small well-chiselled

features, and that distinctively American plump-
ness of contour,—these marked her face ; while

as for her figure, it was the envy of her women
friends and the distraction of all mankind who
saw her.

" Fortunate Baron I " thought Bunker.

Beside her, though sufficiently in the rear to

mark the relative position of the sexes in the

society they adorned, stood Darius P. Maddison,

junior—or " Ri," in the phrase of his relatives

14S
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and friends,—a broad-shouldered, well-featured
young man, with keen eyes, a mouth com-
pressed with the stem resolve to die richer
than Mr Roclcefeller, and a pair of perfectly
ironed trousers.

" I am very delighted to meet you," declared
the heiress.

" Very honoured to have this pleasure," said
the brother.

"While I enjoy both sensations." replied the
Count, with his most agreeable smile.

A little preliminary conversation ensued, in
the course of which the two parties felt an in-
creasing satisfaction in one another's society
whUe Bunker had the further pleasure of en-'
joying a survey of the room in which they sat
Evidently it was Miss Maddison's ppcu?;pr
sanctum, and it revealed at once her taste
and her power of gratifying it. The tapestr/
that covered two sides of the room could be
seen at a glance to be no mere modem imita-
tion, but a priceless relic of the earlier middle
ages. The other walls were so thickly hung
with pictures that one could scarcely see the
pale- green satin beneath; and among these
pamtings the Count's educated eye recognised
the work of Raphael, Botticelli, Turner, and

-^IF
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Gainsborough among other masters; while be-

neath the cornice hung a well-chosen selection

from the gems of the modern Anglo-American

school The chairs and sofa were upholstered

in a figured satin of a slightly richer hue of

green, and on several priceless oriental tables

lay displayed in ivory, silver, crystal, and ala-

baster more articles of vertu than were to

be found in the entire house of an average

collector.

" Fortunate Tulliwuddle
!

" thought Bunker.

They had been conversing on general topics

for a few minutes, when Miss Maddison turned

to her brother and said, with a frankness that

both pleased and entertained the Count

—

"Ri, dear, don't you think we had better

come right straight to the point? I feel sure

Count Bunker is only waiting till he knows

us a little better, and I guess it will save

him considerable embarrassment if we begin."

"You are the best judge, Eleanor. I

guess your notions are never far off being all

right."

With a gratified smile Eleanor addressed the

Count

"My brother and I are affinities," she said.

" You can speak to him just as openly as you
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can to me. What is fit for me to hear is fit

for him."

Assuring her that he would not hesitate to

act upon this guarantee if necessary, the Count

nevertheless diplomatically suggested that he

would sooner leave it to the lady to open the

discussion.

" Well," she said, " I suppose we may pre-

sume you have called here as Lord Tulli-

wuddle's friend?"

'• You may, Miss ^Jaddison."

"And no doubt he has something pretty

definite to suggest?"

" Matrimony," smiled the Count.

Her brother threw him a stern smile of

approval.

" That's right slick there ! " he exclaimed.

"Lord TuUiwuddle has made a very happy

selection in his ambassador," said Eleanor,

with equal cordiality. " People who are afraid

to come to facts tire me. No doubt you will

think it strange and forward of me to talk in

this spirit, Count, but if you'd had to go
through the worry of being an American

heiress in a European state you would sym-

pathise. Why, I'm hardly ever left in peace

for twenty-four hours—am I, Ri?"
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"That is so," quoth Ri.

"What would you guess my age to be,
Count Bunker?"

"Twenty-one," suggested Bunker, subtract-
ing two or three years on general principles.

"Well, youVe nearer it than most people.
Nineteen on my last birthday, Count!"
The Count murmured his surprise and

pleasure, and Ri again declared, "That is so."
"And it isn't the American climate that

ages one, but the terrible persecutions of the
British aristocracy! I can be as romantic as
any giri. Count Bunker; why, Ri, you re-
member poor Abe Sellar and the stolen
shoe-lace ?

"

" Guess I do !

" said Ri.

" That was a romance if ever there was one

!

But I tell you. Count, sentiment gets rubbed
off pretty quick when you come to a bankrupt
Marquis writing three ill-spelt sheets to assure
me of the disinterested affection inspired by
my photograph, or a divorced Duke offering
to read Tennyson to me if I'll hire a punt!"

"I can well believe it," said the Count
sympathetically.

"Well, now," the heiress resumed, with a
candid smile that made her cynicism become
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her charmingly, "you see how it is. I want
a man one can respect, even if he is a peer.
He may have as many titles as dad has
dollars, but he must be a man!'*

••That is so," said Ri, with additional
emphasis.

••I can guarantee Lord Tulliwuddle as a
model for a sculptor and an eligible candidate
for canonisation," declared the Count
"I guess we want something grittier than

that," said Ri.

"And what there is of it sounds almost too
gocJ news to be true," added his sister. " I
don't want a man like a stained-glass window.
Count

; because for one thing I couldn't iret

him."
^

" If you specify your requirements we shall
do our ber* to satisfy you," replied the Count
imperturbauly.

"Well, now," said Eleanor thoughtfully, "I
may just as well tell you that if I'm going ti
take a peer—and I must own peers are rather
my fancy at present,— it was Mohammedan
pashas last year, wasn't it, Ri?" ("That is
so," from Ri.)— "If a am going to take a
peer, I must have a man that looks a peer.
I've been plagued with so many undersized
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and round-shouldered noblemen that I'm ht-

ginning to wonder whether the aristocracy

gets proper nourishment How tall is Lord
Tulliwuddle?"

" Six feet and half an inch."

"That's something more like I" said Ri;

and his sister smiled her acquiescence.

" And does he weigh up to it ? " she inquired.

'• Fourteen, twelve, and three-quarters."

"What's that in pounds, Ri ? We don't

count people in stones in America."

A tense frown, a nervous twitching of the

lip, and in an instant the young financier

produced the answer-^

" Two hundred and nine pounds all but four

ounces."

"Well," said Eleanor, "it all depends on

how he holds himself. That's a lot to carry

for a young man."

"He holds himself like one of his native

pine-trees. Miss Maddison!"

She clapped her hands.

"Now I call that just a lovely metaphor,

Count Bunker i " she cried. " Oh, if he's going

to look like a pine, and walk like the pipers

at the Torrydhul^^h gathering, and really be

a chief like Fergus Maclvor or Roderick Dhu,
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I do believe I'll actually fall in love with

him!"
" Say, Count," interposed Ri, " I guess we've

heard he's half German."
" It was indeed in Germany that he learned

his thorough grasp of politics, statesmanship,

business, and finance, and acquired his lofty

ambitions and indomitable perseverance."

" He'll do, Eleanor," said the young man.

"That's to say, if he is anything like the

prospectus."

His sister made no immediate reply. She

seemed to be musing—and not unpleasantly.

At that moment a motor car passed the

window.

" My !" exclaimed Eleanor, " I'd quite forgot!

That will be to take the Honourable Stanley

to the station. We must say good-bye to

him, I suppose."

She turned to the Count and added in

explanation

—

"The last to apply was the Honourable

Stanley Pilkington,—Lord Didcott's heir, you

know. Oh, if you could see him, you'd realise

what I've had to go through
!

"

Even as she spoke he was given the oppor-

tunity, for the door somewhat diffidently opened



!

i

I

1

i
1

\ \

! i

i

i

I
!

i

1

i

i

1

r i

i ,

i

156 COUNT BUNKER
and an unhappy-looking young man came slowly

into the room. He was clearly to be classified

among the round-shouldered ineligibles; being
otherwise a tall and slender youth, with an
amiable expression and a smoothly well-bred
voice.

" I've come to say good-bye, Miss Maddison,"
he said, with a mournful ah-. " I—I've enjoyed
my visit very much," he added, as he timidly

shook her hand.

"So glad you have, Mr Pilkington," she
replied cordially. " It has been a very great

pleasure to entertain you. Our friend Count
Bunker—Mr Pilkington."

The young man bowed with a look in his

eye that clearly said

—

"The next candidate, I perceive."

Then having said good-bye to Ri, the Count
heard him murmur to Eleanor

—

" Couldn't you—er—couldn't you just manage
to see me off?

"

"With very great pleasure!" she replied in

a hearty voice that seemed curiously enough
rather to damp than cheer his drooping spirits.

No sooner had they left the room together

than Darius, junior, turned energetically to his

guest, and said in a voice ringing with pride

—
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"You may not believe me, Count, but I

assure you that is the third fellow she has
seen to the door inside a fortnight! One
Duke, one Viscount—who will expand into

something more considerable some day— and
this Honourable Pilkington! Your friend, sir,

will be a fortunate man if he is able to please

my sister."

"She seems, indeed, a charming girl."

" Charming ! She is an angel in human form I

And I, sir, her brother, will see to it that she

is not deceived in the man she chooses—not

if I can help it!"

The young man said this with such an air

as Bunker supposed his forefathers to have
worn when they hurled the tea into Boston
harbour.

"I trust that Lord Tulliwuddle, at least,

will not fall under your displeasure, sir," he
replied with an air of sincere conviction that

exactly echoed his thoughts.

"Oh, Ri!" cried Eleanor, running back into

the room, "he was so sweet as he said good-
bye in the hall that I nearly kissed him! I

would have, only it might have made him
foolish again. But did you see his shoulders.

Count
! And oh, to think of marrying a gentle
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thing like that! Is Lord TuUiwuddle a firm

man, Count Bunker?"

"Adamant—when in the right/' the Count

assured her.

A renewed air of happy musing in her eyes

warned him that he had probably said exactly

enough, and with the happiest mean betwixt

deference and dignity he bade them farewell

"Then, Count, we shall see you all to-

morrow," said Eleanor as they parted. " Please

tell your hosts that I am very gready looking

forward to the pleasure of knowing them.

There is a Miss Gallosh, bn't there?"

The Count informed her that there was in

fact such a lady.

"That is very good news for me I I need

a girl friend very badly, Count; these pro-

poses lose half their fun with only Ri to teU

them to. I intend to make a confidante of

Miss Gallosh on the spot!"

" H'm," thought the Count, as he drove av^ i '.

" I wonder whether she will"



CHAPTER XVIII.

As the plenipotentiary approached the Castle

he was somewhat surprised to pass a dog-cart

containing not only his fellow - g^uest, Mr
Cromarty-Gow, but Mr Gow's luggage also,

and although he had hitherto taken no par-

ticular interest in that gendeman, yet being

gifted with the true adventurer's instinct (or

promptly investigating any unusual circum-

stance, he sought his host as soon as he

reached the house, with a view to putting

a careless question or two. For no one, he

felt sure, had been expected to leave for a

few days to come.

"Yes," said Mr Gallosh, "the young spark's

off verra suddenly. We didn't expect him

to be leaving before Tuescky« But— well,

the fact is—umh'm—oh, it*i nothing to speak

of."

This reticence, however, w easily cajoled

'59
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away by the insidious Count, and at last Mr
Gallosh frankly confided to him

—

*' Well, Count, between you and me he seems

to have had a kind of fancy for my daughter

Eva, and then his lordship coming—^well, youll

see for yourself how it was."

** He considered his chances lessened ?
"

" He told Rentoul they were clean gone."

Count Bunker looked decidedly serious.

" The devil I " he reflected. " The Baron is

exceeding his commission. Tulliwuddle is a

brisk young fellow, but to commit him to two

marriages is neither Christian nor kind. And,

without possessing the Baron's remarkable en-

thusiasm for the sex, I feel sorry for whichever

lady is not chosen to cut the cake."

He inquired for his friend, and was somewhat

relieved to learn that though he had gone out

on the loch with Miss Gallosh, they had been

accompanied by her brothers and sisters.

"We still have half an hour before dressing."

he said. " I shall stroll down and meet them."

His creditable anxiety returned when, upon

the path to the loch shore, he met the two

Masters and the two younger Misses Gallosh

returning without their sister.

*' Been in different boats, have you ? " said he,
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after they had explained this curious circum-

sunce; "well, I hope you all had a good

sail"

To himself he uttered a less philosophical

comment, and quickened his stride perceptibly.

He reached the shore, but far or near was never

a sign of boat upon the waters.

" Have they gone down 1 " he thought

.

Just then he became aware of a sound arising

from beneath the wooded bank a short distance

away. It was evidently intended to be muffled,

but the Baron's lungs were powerful, and there

was no mistaking his deep voice as he sang«-

"
' My loff she's like a r«d, red rose

Zat's newly sprong in June t

My loff she's like a melody

Zaf8 sveetly blayed in tune I

'

Ach, how does he end ?
"

Before his charmer had time to prompt him,

the Count raised his own tolerably musical

voice and replied^-

"
' And fare thee weel, my second string I

And fare thee weel awhile I

I won't come back again, my lov^

For 'tis ower mony mile I
'

"

For an instant there followed a profound silence,

! il

JJ



f
a.

163 COUNT BUNKER
and then the voice of the Baron replied, with
somewhat forced mirth

—

"Vary goot, Bonlcerl Ha, hat Vary
goot I

"

Meanwhile Bunker, without further delay,

was pushing his way through a tangle of shrub-
bery till in a moment he spied the boat moored
beneath the leafy bank, and although it was a
capacious craft he observed that its two oc-

cupants were both crowded into one end.
" I am sent to escort you back to dinner," he

said blandly.

" Tell zem ve shall be back in three minutes,"
replied the Baron, making a prodigious show of
preparation for coming ashore.

"I am sorry to say that my orders were
strictly to escort, not to herald you," said the
Count apologetically.

Fortifying himself against unpopularity by
the consciousness that he was doing his duty,

this well-principled, even if spurious, nobleman
paced back towards the house with the lady
between him and the indignant Baron.

"Well, TuUiwuddle," he discoursed, in as
friendly a tone as ever, " I left your cards with
our American neighbours."

"So?" muttered the Baron stolidly.
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II They received me with open arms, ant ,

have taken the liberty of accepting m behalf
of Mr, Mrs, and Miss Gallosh. and of our two
selves, a very cordial invitation to lunch with
them to-morrow."

"Impossible!" cried thr Baron gruffly.

Eva turned a reproachful eye upon him.
"Oh, Lord Tulliwu..:dicl 1 shouiJ so like

to go."

The Baron looked at her bl^vkly.

"You vouldl"

" I have heard they are such nice people, and
have such a beautiful place!"

"I can confirm both statements," said the
Count heartily.

"Besides, papa and mamma would be very
disappointed if we didn't go."

"Make it as you please," said the Baron
gloomily.

His unsuspicious hosts heard of the invita-
tion with such outspoken pleasure that their
honoured guest could not well renew his pro-
test He had to suffer the arrangement to be
made; but that night when he and Bunker
withdrew to their own room, the Count per-
ceived the makings of an argumentative
evening.

<'5
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"Sometimes you interfere too moch," the

Baron began without preamble.

" Do you mind being a little more specific ?

"

replied the Count with smiling composure.

" Zere vas no hurry to lonch mit Maddison."

" I didn't name the date."

" You might have said next veek."

"By next week Miss Maddison may be

snapped up by some one else."

"Zen vould Tollyvoddle be more lucky t I

have nearly got for him ze most charming girl,

mit as moch money as he vants. Ach, you do

interfere! You should gon&ldcr ze happiness

of ToUyvoddle."

"That is the only consideration that affects

yourself, Baron?"
" Of course ! I cannot marry more zan vonce."

(Bunker thought he perceived a symptom of a

sigh.) "And I most be faithful to Alicia. I

most I Ach, yes, Bonker, do not fear for

met I am so constant as—ach, I most keep

faithful I

"

As he supplied this remarkable testimony to

his own fidelity, the Baron paced the floor with

an agitation that clearly showed how firmly his

constancy was based.

Nevertheless the Count was smiling oddly at
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something he espied upon the mantelpiece, and
stepping up to it he observed

" Here is a singular phenomenon—a bunch of
white heather that has got itself tied together
with ribbon!"

The Baron started, and took the tiny bouquet
from his hand, his eyes sparkling with delight

" It most be a gift from " he began, and
then laid it down again, though his gaze con-
tinued fixed upon it "How did it gom in?"
he mused. "Ach! she most have brought it

herself. How vary nice!"

He turned suddenly and met his friend's
humorous eyes.

" I shall be faithful, Bonker ! You can trust
me!" he exclaimed ;

" I shall put it in my letter
to Alicia, and send it mit rny love! See
Bonker!"

Hfe took a letter from his desk—its envelope
still open,— hurriedly slipped in the white
heather, and Ikked tlie gum while his resolu-
tion was hot Then, having exhibited this
somewhat singular evidence of his constancy,
he sighed again.

" It vas ze only safe vay," he said dolefully.
"Vas I not right Bonker?"

"Quite, my dear Baron," replied the Count

!H
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sympathetically. "Bdieve me, I appreciate

your seH"- sacrifice. In fact, it was to relieve

the strain upon your too generous heart tiiat

I immediately accepted Mr Maddison's invita-

tion for to-morrow."

" How so ? " demanded the Baron with per-

haps excusable surprise.

"You will be able to decide at once which

is the most suitable bride for Tulliwuddle, and
then, if you like, we can leave 'm a day or two."

" Bot I do not vish to leave so soon !

"

*• Well then, while you stay, you can at least

make sure that you are engaging the affections

of the right girL"

Thoagh Bunker spoke with an air of desiring

merely to assist his friend, the speech seemed
to arouse some furious thinking in the Baron's

mind.

For some moments he made no reply, and
then at last, in a troubled voice, he said

—

"I have already a leetle gommitted Tolly-

voddle to Eva. Ach, bot not moch! Still it

vas a leetle. Miss Maddison—vat is she like ?
"

To the best of his ability the Count sketched

the charms of Eleanor Maddison,— her en-

thusiasm for large and manly noblemen, and
the probable effects of the Baron's stalwart
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form set off by the tartiin which (in deference,

he declared, to the Wraith's injunctions) he
now invariably wore. Also, he touched upon
her father's colossal fortune, and the genuine
Tulliwuddle's necessities.

The Baron listened with growing interest

"Veil," he said, "I sopnose I most make a
goot impression for ze sake of ToUyvoddle.
For instance, ven we drive up—"
"Drive? my dear Baron, we shall march!

Leave it to me; I have a very pretty design
shaping in my head,"

"Aha!" smiled the Baron; "my showman
again, eh ?

"

His expression sobered, and he added as a
final contribution to the debate

"But I may tell you, Bonker, I do not
eggspect to like Miss Maddison. Ah, my in-

stinct he is vonderful ! It vas my instinct vich

said, * Choose Miss Gallosh for ToUyvoddle I
'

"

in
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CHAPTER XUL

I

While the Baron was thus loyally doing his

duty, his Baroness, being ignorant of the ex-
cellence of his purpose, and knowing only that

he had deceived her in one matter, and that

the descent to Avemus is easy, passed a number
of very miserable days. That heart-breaking

"us both" kept her awake at nights and dis-

traught throughout the day, and when for a
little she managed to explain the phrase away,
and tried to anchor her trust in Rudolph once
more, the vision of the St Petersburg window
overlooking the crops would come to shatter

her confidence. She wrote a number of passion-

ate replies, but as the Baron in making his ar-

rangements with his Russian friend had forgotten

to provide him with his Scotch address, these

letters only reached him after the events of
this chronicle had passed into history. Strange
to say, her only consolation was that neither her

268
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mother nor Sir Justin was able to supply any
further evidence of any kind whatsoever. One
would naturally suppose that the assistance they
had gratuitously given would have made her
feel eternally indebted to them; but, on the

contrary, she was actually inconsistent enough
to resent their head-shakings nearly as much as
her Rudolph's presumptive infidelity. So that

her lot was indeed to be deplored.

At last a second letter came, and with trem-
bling fingers, locked in her room, the forsaken
lady tore the curiously bulky envelope apart
Then, at the sight of the enclosure that had
given it this shape, her heart lightened once
more.

"A sprig of white heather I" she cried.

"Ah, he loves me still!"

With eager eyes she next devoured the
writing accompanying this token; and as the
Baron's head happened to be clearer when he
composed this second epistle, and his friend's

hints peculiarly judicious, it conveyed so plaus-
ible an account of his proceedings, and con-
tained so many expressions of his unaltered
esteem, that his character was completely re-

instated in her regard.

Having read every affectionate sentence thrice

i

'
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over, and given his exceedingly interesting state-

ments of fact the attention they deserved, she

once more took up the little bouquet and ex-

amined it more curiously and intently. She

even untied the ribbon, when, lo and behold I

there fell a tiny and tightly folded twist of

paper upon the floor. Preparing herself for a

delicious bit of sentiment, she tenderly unfolded

and smoothed it out

"Verses I" she exclaimed rapturously; but

the next instant her pleasure gave place to a

look of the extremest mystification.

" Wl.at does this mean ? " she gasped
There was, in fact, some excuse for her per-

plexity, since the precise text of the enclosure

ran thus:

—

"To Lord Tulliwuddle.

" O Chieftain, trample on this heath

Which lies thy springing foot beneath

}

It can recover from thy tread.

And once again uplift its head I

But spare, O Chief, the tenderer plant.

Because when trampled on, it can't

!

"Eva."

Too confounded for coherent speculation, the

Baroness continued to stare at this baffling

effusion. Who Lord Tulliwuddle and Eva
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were; why this glimpse into their drama (for

such it appeared to be) should be forwarded to

her; and where the Baron von Blitzenberg

came into the story,— these, among a dozen

other questions, flickered chaotically through

her mind for some minutes. Again and again

she studied the cryptogram, till at last a few

definite conclusions began to crystallise out

of the confusion. That the "tenderer plant"

symbolised the lady herself^ that she was a

person to be regvded with extreme susptcioa»

and that emphatically the bouquet was never

originally intended for the Baroness von Blit-

zenberg, all became settled convictions. The
fact that she knew TulHwuddle to be an

existing peerage afforded her some relief; yet

the longer she pondered on the problem of

Rudolph's part in the episode, tht more uneasy

grew her mind.

Composing her face before the mirror till it

resumed its normal round-eyed placidity, she

locked the letter and its contents m a safe place,

and sought out her mother.

"Did you get any letter, dear, by the last

post?" inquired the Countess as soon as she

had entered the room,

"Nothing of importance, mamma."

m
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That so sweet and docile a daughter should

stoop to deceit was inconceivable. The Countess
merely frowned her disappointment and resumed
the novel wiili which she was beguiling the

hours between eating and eating again.

"Mamma," said the Baroness presently, "can
you tell me whether heather is found in many
other European countries?"

The Countess raised her firmly pencilled

eyebrows.

"In some, I believe. What a remarkable

question, Alicia."

"I was thinking about Russia," said Alicia

with an innocent air. " Do you suppose heather

grows there ?
"

The Countess remembered the floral symptoms
displayed by Ophelia, and grew a trifle nervous.

" My child, what is the matter ?
"

"Oh, nothing," replied Alicia hastily.

A short silence followed, during which she was
conscious of undergoing a curious scrutiny.

" By the way, mamma," she found courage to

ask at length, "do you know anything about
Lord Tulliwuddle?"

Lady Grillyer continued uneasy. These ir-

relevant questions undoubtedly indicated a mind
unhinged.
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" I was acquainted with the late Lord TulH-
wuddle."

"Oh, he is dead, then?"

"Certainly."

Alicia's face clouded for a moment, and then
a ray of hope lit it again.

" Is there a present Lord Tulliwuddle ?"

" I believe so. Why do you ask ?
"

" I heard some one speidc of him the other
*

day."

She spoke so naturally that her mother be-
gan to feel relieved.

"Sir Justin Wallingford can tell you all about
the family, if you are curious," she remarked

"Sir Justin I"

Alicia recoiled from the thought of him.
But presently her curiosity prevailed, and she
inquired

—

" Does he know them well ?"

" He inherited a place in Scotland a number
of years ago, you remember. It is somewhere
near Lord Tulliwuddle's place—Hech—Hech—
Hech-something-or-other Castle. He was very
well acquainted with the last Tulliwuddle."

"Oh," said Alicia indifferently, "I am not
really interested. It was mere idle curiosity."

For the greater part of twenty-four hours she
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kept this mystery locked within her heart, till

at last she could contain it no longer. The
resolution she came to was both desperate and

abruptly taken. At Rve minutes to three she

was resolved to die rather than mention that

sprig of heather to a soul ; at five minutes past

she was on her way to Sir Justin Wallingford's

house.

" It may be going behind mamma's back,"

she said to herself; "but she went behind mine

when sAs consulted Sir Justin."

It was probably in consequence of her urgent

voice and agitated manner that she came to

be shown straight into Sir Justin's library, with-

out warning on either side, and thus surprised

her counsellor in the act of softly singing a well-

known hymn to the accompaniment of a small

harmonium. He seemed for a moment to be

a trifle embarrassed, and the glance he threw

at his footman appeared to indicate an early

vacancy in his establishment; but as soon as

he had recovered his customary solemnity his

explanation reflected nothing but credit upon

his character.

"The fact is," said he, "that I am shortly

going to rejoin my daughter in Scotland. You
are aware of her disposition, Baroness ?

"

1 "J,
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"I have heard that she is inclined to be
devotional."

"She is devotional," answered this excellent
man. " I have taken considerable pains to see
to it As your mother and I have often agreed,
there is no such safeguard for a young girl as a
hobby or mania of this sort."

"A hobby or mania?" exclaimed the Baron-
ess in a pained voice.

Sir Justin looked annoyed. He was evidently
surprised to find that the principles inculcated
by his old friend and himself appeared to out-
live the occasion for which they were intended
—to wit, the protection of virgin hearts from
undesirable aspirations till calm reason and a
husband should render them unnecessary.

" I use the terms employed by the philosoph-

ical," he hastened to explain; "but my own
opinion is inclined to coincide with yours, my
dear Alicia."

This paternal use of her Christian name,
coupled with the kindly tone of his justification,

encouraged the Baroness to open her business.

"Sir Justin," she began, "can I trust you—
may I ask you not to tell my mother that I

have visited you?"
"If you can show me an adequate reason,

HI
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you may rely upon my discretion," said the ex-

diplomatist cautiously, yet with an encouraging

smile.

" In some things one would sooner confide

in a man than a woman, Sir Justin."

" That is undoubtedly true," he agreed cordi-

ally. " You may confide in me, Baroness."

" I have heard from my husband again. I

need not shew you the letter ; it is quite satis-

factory—oh quite, I assure you! Only I found

this enclosed with it."

In breathless silence she watched him ex-

amine critically first the heather and then the

verses.

"Lord Tulliwuddle
!

" he exclaimed. "Is

there anything in the Baron's letter to throw

any light upon this?"

" Not one word—not the slightest hint"

Again he studied the paper.

"Oh, what does it mean?" she cried. *I

came to you because you know all about the

TuUiwuddles. Where is Lord Tulliwuddle

now?"
" I am not acquainted with the present peer,"

he answered meditatively. "In fact, I know
singularly little about him. I did hear—yes,

I heard from my daughter some rumour that

I
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he was shortly expected to visit his place in

Scotland; but whether he went there or not I

cannot say."

" You can find out for me ?
"

" I shall lose no time in ascertaining."

The Baroness thanked him effusively, and
rose to depart with a mind a little comforted.

•' And you won't tell mamma ^
"

"I never tell a woman anything that is of
any importance."

The Baroness was confirmed in her opinion
that Sir Justin was not a very nice man, but she
felt an increased confidence in his judgment.

H
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CHAPTER XX.

From the gargoyled keep which the cultured

enthusiasm of Eleanor and the purse of her

father had recently erected at Lincoln Lodge,

the brother and sister looked over a bend of

the river, half a mile of valley road, a wave

of forest country, and the greater billows of

the bare hillsides towering beyond. But out

of all this prospect it was only upon the stretch

of road that their eyes were bent

" Surely one should see their carriage soon
!

"

exclaimed Eleanor.

" Seems to me," said her brother, " that you're

sitting something like a cat on the pounce for

this Tulliwuddle fellow. Why, Eleanor, I never

saw you so excited since the first duke came

along. I thought that had passed right off."

"Oh, Ri, I was reading 'Waverley* again

last night, and somehow I felt the top of the

keep was the only place to watch for a chief!"

1 78
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"Why, you don't expect him to be different
from other people?"

"Ri! I tell you I'll cry if he looks like any
one Ive ever seen before! Don't you re-
.-ember the Count said he moved like a pine
in his native forests?"

" He won't make much headway like that

"

said Ri mcisively. " I'd sooner he moved like
somethmg more spry than a tree. I guess that
Count was talking through his hat."
But his sister was not to be argued out of

her exalted mood by such prosaic reasoning.
She exclaimed at his sluggish imagination, re-
Iterated her fa^th in the insinuating count's as-
surances, and was only withheld from sending
her brother down for a spy-glass by the reflec-
tion that she coald not remembei reading of
its employment by any maiden in analogous
circumstances

It was at fnis auspicious moment, when the
heart of the expectant heiress was inflamed with
romantic fancies and excited with the suspense
of waiting, and before it had time to cool through
any undue delay, that a little cloud of dust first
caught her straining eyes.

" He comes at last
!

" she cried.

At the same instant the faint strains of the

11
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pibroch were gently wafted to her embattled
tower.

• He is bringing l,is pip^ : Oh, what a duck
ne IS

!

" Seenis to me he is bringing a dozen of
them," observed Ri.

"And look, R.! The sun is glinring upon
steel! Claymores, Ri- oh, how heavenly I

There must be fifty men! And they are stillcommg I do believe he has brought the
whole clan!"

Too petrified with dehght to utter another
exclamation, she watched in breathless silence
the approach of a procession more formidable
than had ever escorted a Tulliwuddle since the
year of Culloden. As they drew nearer, her
ardent gaze easily distinguished a stalwart figure
in plaid and kilt, armed to the teeth with target
and claymore, marching with a stately stride
fully ten paces before his retinue;

"The chief!" she murmured.
Now indeed she saw there was no cause to

mourn^^ for any one at all resembling the Baron
von Bhtzenberg as he appeared at that moment
she had certainly never met before. Intoxicated
With h.s finery and with the terrific peals of
melody behind him, he pranced rather than
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walked up to the portals of Lincoln Lodge, and
there, to the amazement and admiration alike
of his clansmen and his expectant host, he
burst forth into the following Celtic fragment,
translated into English for the occasion by his
assiduous friend from a hitherto undiscovered
manuscript of Ossian ;

" I am ze chieftain,

Nursed in ze mountains,
Behold me, Mac—ig_ig_ig ishj"

(Yet the Count had written this word very
distinctly.) ^

"Oich for ze claymore I

Hoch for ze philabeg I

Sons of ze red deers,

Children of eagles,

I will supply you
Mit Sassenach carcases I

*

At this point came a momentary lull, the chief-
tain s eyes rolling bloodthirstily, but the rhapsody
having apparently become congested within his
fiery heart. His audience, however, were not
^ven time to recover their senses, before a
striking-Iooking individual, adorned with tar-
tan trews and a feathered hat, in whom all
were pleased to recognise Count Bunker, whis-



I83 COUNT BUNKER

§i

II
^f

HI .m

"i

I f

S«
:n

,* 1

pered briefly in his lordship's car, and like a
river in spate he foamed on :

" Donald and Ronald

Avake from your slumbers I

Maiden so lovely,

Smile mit your bright eyes I

Ze heather is blooming I

Ze vild cat is growling I

Hech Dummeldirroch 1

,
Behold ToUyvoddle,

Ze Lord of te Mountains 1
*

Hardly had the reverberations of the chief-
tain's voice died away, when the Count, uttering
a series of presumably Gaelic cries, advanced
with the most dramatic air, and threw his broad-
sword upon the ground. The Baron laid his
across it, the pipes struck up a less formidable,
but if anything more exciting air. and the two
noblemen, springing simultaneously from the
ground, began what the Count confidently
trusted their American hosts would accept as
the national sword-dance.

This lasted for some considerable time, and
gave the Count an opportunity of testifying his
remarkable agility and the Baron of displaying
the greater part of his generously proportioned
limbs, while the lung power of both became
from that moment proverbial in the glea
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At the conclusion of this ceremony the chief-
tain, crimson, breathless, and radiant, a sight
for gods and ladies, advanced to greet his
host

"Very happy to see you. Lord Tulliwuddle,"
said Mr Maddison. "Allow me to offer you
my very sincere congratulations on your ex-
ceedingly interesting exhibition. Welcome to
Lincoln Lodge, your lordship I My daughter—
my son."

Eleanor, almost as flushed as the Baron by
her headlong rush from the keep at the con-
elusion of the sword-dance, threw him such a
smUe as none of her admirers had ever enjoyed
before; while he, incapable of speech beyond
a gasped " Ach f » bowed so low that the Count
had gently to adjust his kilt Then followed
the approach of the Gallosh family, attired in
costumes of Harris tweed and tartan selected
and arranged under the artistic eye of Count
Bunker, and escorted, to their huge delight by
six picked clansmen. Their formal presenta-
tion having been completed by a last skirl on
the bagpipes, the whole party moved in pro-
cession to the banqueting-hall.

"A comr ete success. I flatter myself." thought
Count Bunker, with excusable complacency.
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To the banquet itself it is scarcely possible
for a mere mortal historian to pay a fitting
tribute. Every rarity known to gourmet that
telegraph could summon to the table in time
was served in course upon course. Even the
sweetmeats .1 the little gold dishes cost on an
average a dollar a bon-bon, while the wine was
hardly less valuable t^an liquid radium. Or
at least such was the sworn information subse-
quently supplied by Count Bunker to the re-
porter of 'The Torrydhulish Herald.'

Eleanor was in her highest spirits. She sat
between the Baron and Mr Gallosh, delighted
with the honest pleasure and admiration of the
merchant, and all the time becoming more satis-

fied with the demeanour and conversation of
the chief. In fact, the only disappointment she
felt was connected with the ap^^aarance of Miss
Gallosh. Much as she had desired a confi-
dante, she had never demanded one so remark-
ably beautiful, and she could not but feel that
a very much plainer friend would have served
her purpose quite as well—and indeed better.
Once or twice she intercepted a glance passing
between this superfluously handsome lady and
the principal guest, until at last it occurred to
her as a strange and unseemly thing that Lord

e
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TuIIiwuddle should be paying so long a visit

to his shooting tenants. Eva, on her part, felt

a curiously similar sensation. These American
gentlemen were us pleasant as report had
painted them, but she now discovered an odd
antipathy to American women, or at least to
their unabashed method of making themselves
agreeable to noblemen. It confirmed, indeed,
the worst reports she had heard concerning
the way in which they raided the British mar-
riage market

Being placed beside one of these lovely girls

and opposite the other, the Baron, one would
. Ink, would be in tiie highest stato of content-
ment; but though still flushed with his trium-
phant caperings over the broadswords, and
exhibitin^i: a graciousness Aat charmed his

hosts, he struck his observant friend as look-
ing a trifle disturbed at soul. He vould fir-

tively glance across the table and then as
furtively throw a sidelong look at his neigh-
bour, and each time he appeared t' grow more
thoughtful. And yet he did not look precisely
unhappy eith In fact, there was a gicum
in his eye during each of these glances which
suggested that both fell upon something he
approved of.
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The after-luncheon procedure had been care-

fiilly arranged between the two adventurers.
The Count was to keep by the Baron's side,
and. thus supported, negotiations were to be
delicately opened. Accordingly, when the party
rose, the Count whispered a word in Mr Maddi-
sons car. The millionaire answered with a
grave, shrewd look, and his daughter, as if
perfectly grasping the situation, led the Gal-
loshes out to inspect the new fir forest. And
then the two noblemen and the two Dariuscs
faced one another over their cigars.

i
ii ill

Hi



CHAPTER XXI.

" Well, gentlemen," said Mr Maddlson, pleas-
ure is pleasure, and business is busii.^as. I

guess we mean to do a little of both to-day, if
you a.e perfectly disposed What do you say
Count?"

^'

" I consider that an occasion selected by you,
Mr Maddison, is not to be neglected."

The millionaire bowed hii acknowledgment
of the compliment, and turned to the Baron,
who, it may be remarked, was wearing an ex-
pression of thoughtful gravity not fiequenUy to
be noted at Hechnahoul.

" You desire to say a few words to me. Lord
Tulliwuddle, I understand. I shaU be pleased
to hear them."

With this both father and son bent such
earnest brows on the Baron and waited for his
answer in such intense silence, that he began
to regret the absence of his inspiring pipers.

187
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" I vould like ze honour to address mine-
mine "

He threw an imploring glance at his friend,
who. without hesitation, threw himself into the
breach.

"Lord Tulliwuddle feels the natural diffi-
dence of a lover in adequately expressing his
sentiments. I understand that he craves your
permission to lay a certain case before a cer-
tain lady. I am right, Tulliwuddle?"

"Pairfectly," said the Baron, much relieved-
"to lay a certain case before a certain lady.'
Zat IS so, yes, exactly."

Father and son glanced at one another.
"Your delicacy does you honour, very great

honour," said Mr Maddison; "but business is
business, Lord Tulliwuddle, and I should like
to hear your proposition more precisely stated.
In fact, sir: I like to know just where I am."

•• That's just about right," assented Ri.
"I vould perhaps vish to marry her."
"Perhaps!" exclaimed the two together.
Again the Count adroiUy interposed—
"You mean that you do not intend to

thrust your attentions upon an unwilling
lady?" ^

" Yes, yes ; zat is vat I mean."
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"I see," said Mr Maddison slowly. " H'm,

"Sounds what you Scotch call 'canny'"
commented Ri shrewdly.

"Well," resumed the mniionaire. "I havenothmg to say against that
; provided-provided.

1 say, that you stipulate to marry the lady so
long as she has no objections to you. No fool-
ing around-thafs all we want to see to. Our
time, sir, is too valuable."

"That is so," said Ri.

The Baron's colour rose, and a look of dis-
pleasure came into his eyes, but before he had
time to make a retort that might have wrecked
his origmal's hopes. Bunker said quickly-
"TuUiwuddle places himself in your hands

with the implicit confidence that one ge'ntleman
reposes in another."

Gulping down his annoyance, the Baron as-
sented

—

" Yes, I vill do zat"
Again father and son looked at one another,

and this time exchanged a nod.

„
"That, sir, will satisfy us." said Mr Maddison.
Ki, you may turn off the phonograph."
And thereupon the cessation of a loud buzz-

»ng sound, which the visitor had hitherto at-
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tributed to flies, showed that their host now
considered he had received a sufficient guarantee

of his lordship's honourable intentions.

"So far, so good," resumed Mr Maddison.
" I may now inform you. Lord Tulliwuddle, that

the reports about you which I have been able

to gather read kind of mixed, and before con-

senting to your reception within my daughter's

boudoir we should feel obliged if you would
satisfy us that the worst of them are not true

^r, at least; sir, exaggerated."

This time the Baron could not restrain an
exclamation of displeasure.

" Vat, sir I " he cried, addressing the million-

aire. " Do you examine me on my life I

"

" No, sir," said Ri, frowning his most deter-

mined frown. "It is to me you will be kind

enough to give any explanation you have to

offer! Dad may be the spokesman, but I am
the inspirer of these interrogations. My sister,

sir, the purest girl in America, the most beauti-

ful creature beneath the star-spangled banner

of Columbia, is not going to be the companion

of dissolute idleness and gilded dishonour—not,

sir, if / know it"

Too confounded by this unusual warning to

think of any adequate retort, the Baron could



COUNT BUNKER 191

only stare his sensations ; while Mr Maddison,
taking up the conversation the instant his son
had ceased, proceeded in a deliberate and im-

pressive voice to say

—

"Yes, sir, my son—and I associate myself
with him—my son and I, sir, would be happy
to learn that it is not the case as here stated

"

(he glanced at a paper in his hand), "namely,
Item I, that you sup rather too frequently with
ladies—I beg your pardon, Count Bunker, for

introducing the theme— with ladies of the
theatrical profession."

"II" gasped the Baron. "I do only vish I

sometimes had ze cha
"

"Tulliwuddle!" interrupted the Count "Don't
let your natural indignation carry you away!
Mr Maddison, that statement is not true. I

can vouch for it."

"Ach, of course it is not true," said the
Baron more calmly, as he began to realise that
it was not his own character that was being
aspersed,

" I am very glad to hear it," continued Mr
Maddison, who apparently did not share the full

austerity of his son's views, since without further

question he hurried on to the next point
" Item 2, sir, states that at least two West



193 COUNT BUNKER

P
ii

I,

End firms are threatening you with proceedings
if you do not discharge their accounts within a
reasonable time."

"A lie!" declared the Baron emphatically.

"Will you be so kind as to favour us with
the name of the individual who is thus libelling

his lordship?" demanded the Count with a
serious air.

Mr Maddison hastily put the paper back in

his pocket, and with a glance checked his son's

gesture of protest

" Guess we'd better pass on to the next thing,

Ri. I told you it wasn't any darned use just
asking. But you boys always think you know
better than your Poppas," said he; and then,

turning to the Count, "It isn't worth while
troubling, Count ; I'll see that these reports get
contradicted, if I have to buy up a daily paper
and issue it at a halfpenny. Yes, sir, you can
leave it to me."

The Count glanced at his friend, and they
exchanged a grave look.

"Again we place ourselves in your hands,"
said Bunker.

Though considerably impressed with these
repeated evidences of confidence on the part
of two such important personages, their host
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nevertheless maintained something of his in-
quisitorial air as he proceeded—
"For my own satisfaction, Lord TuUiwuddle,

and meaning to convey no aspersion whatsoever
upon your character, I would venture to inquire
what are your views upon some of the current
topics. Take any one you like, sir, so long as
it's good and solid, and let me hear what you
have to say about it What you favour us with
will not be repeated beyond this room, but
merely regarded by my con and myself as
proving that we are getting no dunder-headed
dandy for our Eleanor, but an article of real
substantial value—the kind of thing they might
make into a Lord-lieutenant or a Viceroy in a
bad year."

Tempting in every way as this suggestion
sounded, his lordship nevertheless appeared to
find a little initial difficulty in choosing a topic
"Speak out, sir," said Mr Maddison in an

encouraging tone. "Our standard for noble-
men isn't anything remarkably high. With a
duke I'd be content with just a few dates and
something about model cottages, and, though
a baron ought to know a little more than that
still we'll count these feudal bagpipers and that
ancestral hop-scotch performance as a kind of
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set-off to your credit Suppose you just say

a few words on the futiu« of the Anglo-Saxon

race. What you've learned from the papers

will 00, so long as you seem to understand it"

Perceiving that his Teutonic friend looked a
trifle dismayed at this selection, Count Bunker

suggested the Triple Alliance as an alternative.

"That needs more facts, I guess," said the

millionau^ ;
" but it will be all the more credit-

able if you can manage it"

The Baron cleared his throat to begin, and
as he happened (as the Count was well aware)

to have the greatest enthusiasm for this policy,

and to have recently read the thirteen volumes

of Professor Bungstriimpher on the subject, he

delivered a peroration so remarkable alike for

its fervour, its facts, and its phenomenal length,

that when, upon a gentle hint from the Count,

he at last paused, all traces of objection had

vanished from the minds of Darius P. Maddison,

senior and junior.

"I need no longer detain you. Lord Tulli-

wuddle," said the millionaire respectfully. " Ri,

fetch your sister into her room. Your lordship,

I have received an intellectual treat I am very

deeply gratified, sir. Allow me to conduct you

to my daughter's boudoir."
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Flushed with his exertions and his triumph
though the Baron was, he yet remembered so
vjvi(:y the ordeal preceding the oration that
as they went he whispered in his friend's ear-
"Ah, Bonker, stay mit me, I piay you! If

she should ask more questions I

" Mr Maddison, ze Count vUl stay mit me."
Though a little surprised at this arrangement,

which scarcely accorded with his lordship's virile
appearance and dashing air, Mr Maddison was
by this time too favourably disposed to question
the wisdom of any suggestion he might make,
and accordingly the two friends found them-
selves closeted together in Miss Maddison's
sanctum awaiting the appearance of the heiress.

"Shall I remain through the entire inter-
view?" asked the Count
"Oh yes, mine Bonker, you most! Or—

veil, soppose it gets unnecessary zen vill I
cry 'By ze Gad I' and you vill know to go."
"•By the Gad-? I see."

"Or—veil, not ze first time, but if I say it
tree times, zen vill you make an excuse."

" Three times ? I understand. Baron."
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CHAPTER XXII.

In the eye of the heiress, as in her father's,

might be noted a shade of surprise ut finding

two gentlemen instead of one. But though the

Count instantly perceived his superfluity, and

though it had been his gre!«test ambition

throughout his life to add no shade to the

dulness with which he frequently complained

that life was overburdened, yet his sense of

obligation to his friend was so strong that he

preferred to bore rather than desert As the

only compensation he could offer, he assumed

the most retiring look of which his mobile

features were capable, and pretended to examine

one of the tables of curios.

" Lord Tulliwuddle, I congratulate you on the

very happy impression you have made !

" began

Eleanor with the most delightful frankness.

But his lordship had learned to fear the

Americans, even bearing compliments.

196
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"So?" he answered stolidly.

"Indeed you have! Ri is just wild about
your cleverness."

"Zatiskindofhim."

« He declares you are quite an authority on
European politics. Now you wUl be able to
tLlJ me "

"Ach, no! I shall not to-day, please!" in-
terrupted the Baron hurriedly.

The heiress seemed disconcerted.
"Oh, not if you'd rather not. Lord Tulli-

wuddle."

"Not to-day."

"Well!"

She turned with a shrug and cast her eyes
upon the wall.

"How do you like this picture? It's my
latest toy. I call it just sweet!"
He cautiously examined the painting.
" It is vary pretty."

"Do you know Romney's work?"
The Baron shrank back.
" Not again to-day, please

!

"

Miss Maddison opened her handsome eyes to
their widest.

"My word! "she cried. " If these are High-
iand manners, Lord Tulliwuddle !

"
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In extreme confusion the Baron stammered—

"
I beg your pardon I Forgif m^-but—ach,

not zose questions, please I

''

Relenting a little, she inquired—

"What may I ask you, then? Do tell me I

^ou see I want just to know all about you."

With an affrighted gesture the Baron turned

to his friend.

"Bonker," said he, "she does vant to know

yet more about me I Vill you please to tell her."

The Count looked up from the curios with

an expression so tWnd that the air began to

clear even before he spoke.

"Miss Maddison, I must explain that my

friend's proud Highland spirit has been a littie

disturbed by some inquiries, made in all good

faith by your father. No offence, 1 am certoin,

was intended; erroneous information—a little

hastiness in jumping to conclusions—a sensi-

tive nature wounded by the least insinuation,—

such were the unfortunate causes of TuUi-

wuddle's excusable reticence. Believe me, if

you knew all, your opinion of him would alter

very, very considerably!"

The perfectly accurate peroration to this

statement produced an immediate effect.

"What a shame!" cried Eleanor, her eyes
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sparkling brightly. "Lord TuIIiwud j, I am
so lorry 1"

The Baron looked into these eyes, and his

own mien altered perceptibly. For an instant

he gazed, and then in a low voice remarked—
" By ze Gad 1

"

" Once I " counted the consdentious Bunker.
** Lord Tulliwuddte," she continued, "I de-

clare I feel so ashamed of those stupid men,

I could just wring theur necks I Now, just to

make us quits, you ask me anything in the

world you like!"

Over hij shoulder the Baron threw a stealthy

glance at his friend, but this time he did not

invoke his assistance. Instead, he again mur-

mured very distinctly

—

••ByzcGad!"
"Twice!" counted Bunker.

*'Miss Maddison," said the Baron to the

flushed and eager girl, "am I to onderstand

zat you now are satisfied zat I am not too

vicked, too suspeecious, too unvorthy of your

charming society? I do not say I am yet

vorthy—boi jost not too bad!"

Had the Baroness at that moment I .-^

merely the intonation of his voice, she wo^.a

undoubtedly ' ave preferred a Chinese prison.
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"Indeed, Lord Tulliwuddle, you may."

"By se Gad I" announced the Baron, in a
voice braced with resolution.

"May I take the liberty of inspec«. j the

aviary?" said the Count
"V th the very greatest pleasure," replied

the hci.ess kindly.

His last distinct impression as he withdrew
was of the Baron giving; his moustache a more
formidable twirl.

"A ver>' pretty little scene," he reflected, as

he strolled out in search of others. " Though,
hang me, I'm not sure if it ended in the right

man leaving the stage t

"

This " second - fiddle feeling," as he styled

it humorously to himself, was further increased

by the demeanour of Miss Gallosh, to whom he
now endeavoured to make himself agrt-^ble.

Though sharing the universal respect felt for

the character and talents of t!ie Count, she was
evidently too perturbed at seeing him appear

alone to appreciate his society as it deserved.

Ever since luncheon poor Eva's heart had been
sinking. The beauty, the assurance, the clever-

ness, and the charm of the fabulously wealthy

American heiress had filled her with vague
misgivings even while the gentlemen were
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•afely alwent; but when Mist Maddison was
•Ufnmoned away, and her father and brother
took her place, her uneasiness vastly increased.
Now here was the last buffer removed between
the chieftain and her audacious rival (so she
•Ircady counted her). What drama could
these mysterious movements have been lead-
ing to?

In vain did Count Bunker exercise his unique
powers of conversation. In vain did he div
cou«c on the beauties of nature as displayed
in the wooded valley and the towering hills,
and the beauties of art as exhibited in the aviary
and the new fir forest Eva's thoughts were
too much engrossed with the beauties of woman
and their dreadful consequences if improperly
useou

"Is—is Miss Maddison still in the house?"
she inquired, with an effort to put the question
carelessly.

;•
I believe so," said the Count in his kindest

voice.

" And—and—that isn't Lord Tulliwuddle with
my father, is it?"

" I believe not," said the Count, still more
sympathetically.

She could no longer withhold a sigh, and the
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Count tactfully turned the conversation to the
symbolical eagle arrived that morning from Mr
Maddison's native State.

They had passed from the aviary to the
flower-garden, when at last they saw the Baron
and Eleanor appear. She joined the rest of the
party, while he, walking thoughtfully in search
of his friend, advanced in their direction. He
raised his eyes, and then, to complete Eva's
concern, he started in evident embarrassment
at discovering her there also. To do him
justice, he quickly recovered his usual polite-

ness. Yet she noticed that he detained the
Count beside him and showed a curious tend-
ency to discourse solely on the fine quality of
the gravel and the advantages of having a brick
facing to a garden wall

"My lord," said Mr Gallosh, approaching
them, " would you be thinking of going soon ?

I've noticed Mr Maddison's been taking out
his watch verra frequently."

" Certainly, certainly
!

" cried my lord. " Oh,
ve have finished all ve have come for."

Eva started, and even Mr Gallosh looked a
trifle perturbed.

"Yes," added the Count quickly, "we have
a very good idea of the heating system em-

^'WST" P:.y4Ji ,apm
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ployed. I quite agree with you : we can leave
the rest to your engineer."

But even hie readiness failed to efface the
effects of his friend's unfortunate admission.

Farewells were said, the procession reformed,
the pipers struck up, and amidst the heartiest
expressions of pleasure from all, the chieftain
and his friends marched off to the spot where
(out of sight of Lincoln Lodge) the forethought
of their manager had arranged that the carriages
should be waiting.

"Well," said Bunker, when they found them-
selves in their room again, " what do you think
of Miss Maddison?"
The Baron lit a cigar, gazed thoughtfully and

with evident satisfaction at the daily deepening
shade of tan upon his knees, and then answered
slowly

—

"Veil, Bonker, she is not so bad."

"Ah," commented Bunker.

"Bot, Bonker, it is not vat I do think of
her. Ach, no! It is not for mein own pleas-
ure. Ach, nein! How shall I do my duty
to Tollyvoddle .? Zat is vat I ask myself."

" And what answer do you generally return ?
"

"Ze answer I make is," said the Baron
gravely and with the deliberation the point
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deserved,—"Ze answer is zat I shall vait
and gonsider vich lady is ze best for him."
"The means you employ will no doubt in-

clude a further short personal interview with
each of them?"

"Vun short f Ach, Bonker, I most in-

vestigate mit carefulness. No, no; I most
see zem more zan zat."

" How long do you expect the process will
take you?"

For the first time the Baron noticed with
surprise a shade of impatience in his friend's
voice.

"Are you in a horry, Bonker?"
"My dear Baron, I grudge no man his

sport—particularly if he is careful to label it

his duty. But, to tell the truth, I have never
played gamekeeper for so long before, and I

begin to find that picking up your victims and
carrying them after you in a bag is less ex-
hilarating to-day than it was a week ago. I

wouldn't curtail your pleasure for the world,
my dear fellow! But I do ask you to remem'
ber the poor keeper."

" My dear friend," said the Baron cordially,
••I shall remember! It shall take bot two or
tree days to do my duty. I shall not be long."

m'w\
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"A day or two of sober duty,

Then, HochI for London, home, and beauty I
•

205

trolled the Count pleasantly.

The Baron did not echo the "Hoch"- but
after retaining his thoughtful expression for
a few moments, a smile stole over his face
and he remarked in an absent voice—
"Vun does not alvays need to go home to

find beauty."

i^es," said the Count, " I have always held
It to be one of the advantages of travel that
one learns to tolerate the inhabitants of other
lands."
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CHAPTER XXIII.
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«'AcH, you are onfair," exclaimed the Baron.

"Really?" said Eva, with a sarcastic in-

tonation he had not believed possible in so
sweet a voice.

It was the day following the luncheon at

Lincoln Lodge, and they were once more seated
in the shady arbour: this time the Count had
guaranteed not only to leave them uninterrupted

by his own presence, but to protect the garden
from all other intruders. Everything, in fact,

had presaged the pleasantest of tite-d-tites.

But, alas! the Baron was learning that if

Amaryllis pouts, the shadiest corner may prove
too warm. Why, he was asking himself, should
she exhibit this incomprehensible annoyance?
What had he done ? How to awake her smiles
again ?

" I do not forget my old friends so quickly,"

ao6
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he protested "No. I do assure you I I do
not onderstand vy you should say sa"

Lord TuUiwuddle I After all, there is no reason
why you shouldn't turn your back on us as
soon as you see a newer-and more amusinff-
acquaintance'* *

" But I have not turned my back I

"

"We saw nothing else all yesterday »

"Ah MeesGallosh, zatisnottruel Often
did I look at you !

"

"Did you? I had forgotten. One doesn't
treasure every glance, you know."
The Baron tugged at his moustache and

frowned.

"She viU not do for Tollyvoddle," he said
to himself.

But the next instant a glance from Eva's
brilhant eyes-a glance so reproachful, so ap-
pealing, and so stimulating, that theie was ,0
resisting it-diverted his reflections into quite
another channel.

"Vat can I do to prove zat I am so friendly
as ever?" he exclaimed.

^

''Sofriendfy?^^ she repeated, with an inno-
cently meditative air.
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"So vary parteecularly friendly!"

Her air relented a little—jusi enough, in fact,

to make him ardently desire to see it relent
still further.

" You promise things to me, and then do them
for other people's benefit"

The Baron eagerly demanded a fuller state-

ment of this abominable charge.

"Well," she said, "you told me twenty times
you would show me something really High-
land,—that you'd kill a deer by torchlight, or
hold a gathering of the clans upon the castle

lawn. All sorts of things you offered to do
for me, and the only thing you have done
has been for the sake of your new friends!

You gave them a procession and a dance."

But you did see it too!" he interrupted

eagerly.

"As part of your procession," she retorted
scornfully. 'We felt much obliged to you—
especially as you were so attentive to us
afterwards

!

"

"I did not mean to leave you," exclaimed
the Baron weakly. "It was jost zat Miss
Maddison "

" I am not interested in Miss Maddison. No
doubt she is very charming; but, really, she
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dc«n't interest me at all You we«! una^oid-

more promises." *"y

"Eva! Ach, I most say 'Eva' ;«« ,
moref T ««, •

^/ cva jost vuncemorel I am gomg to leave my castle to leav.you, and say good-bye."
^

She started and looked quickly at him.

ve snail have ze pipers, and ze kilts and ,a

and It shall be on ze castle lawn and all Z
Sst"*^'

^'^-notror^ive-raSt

"Will it really be all for my sake?"

were wuimg to be convinced.
"I swear it villi"

The latter part of this interview wm «o «, u-re agreeable than the begTnlJlTXt
t\

*''^' """"« of 'he luncheon gong b«,*tht

„f
» ™nute lingered still i„ silence. If one

ZL ^r *° "P^-^" in crude langj^le

"

ma-den^ unspoken, formless thought Eva"!might be read^" There is v« = .luere is yet a moment left
O
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for him to say the three short words that

seem to hang upon his tongue I" While on
his part he was reflecting that he had another

duologue arranged for that very afternoon,

and that, for the simultaneous suitor of two
ladies, an open mind was almost indispensable.

"Then you are going for a drive with the

Count Bunker this afternoon?" she asked, as
they strolled slowly towards the house.

" For a leetle tour in my estate," he answered
easily.

" On business, I suppose ?
"

"Yes, vorseluck!"

He knew not whether to feel more relieved

or embarrassed to find that he evidently rose

in her estimation as a conscientious landlord.

" You are having a capital day's sport, Baron,"

said the Count gaily, as they drew near Lincoln

Lodge.

During their drive the Baron had remained
unusually silent He now roused himself and
said in a guarded whisper

—

"Bonker, vill you please to give ze coach-

man some money not to say jost vere he did

drive us."

"I have done so/' smiled the Count
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His friend gratefully grasped his hand and

curled his moustache with an emboldened airA similar display of address on the part of
Count Bunker resulted in the Baron's finding
himself some ten minutes later alone with Miss
Maddison in her sanctuary. But, to his great
surprise, he was greeted with none of the en-
couragmg cordiality that had so charmed him
yesterday. The lady was brief in her re-
sponses, critical in her tone, and evidently
disposed to quarrel with her admirer on some
ground at present entirely mysterious. Indeed
so discouraging was she that at length he
exclaimed

—

"Tell me, Miss Maddison,— I should not
have gom to-day ? You did not vish to see
me. Eh?"

" I certainly was perfectly comfortable with-
out you. Lord Tulliwuddle," said the heiress
tartly.

"Shall Igoavay.>"
"You have come here entirely for your own

pleasure
;
and the moment you begin to fed

tired there is nothing to hinder you goinjr
home again." * ^

"You vere more kind to me yesterday," said
the Baron sadly.
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"I did not learn till after you had gone

how much I was to blame for keeping you

so long away from your friends. I- lease do

not think I shall repeat the offence."

There was an accent on the word " friends

"

that enlightened the bewildered nobleman, even

though quickness in taking a hint was not his

most conspicuous attribute. That the voice

oi gossip had reached the fair American was

only too evident; but though considerably

annoyed, he c uld not help feeling at the

Euine time flattered to see the concern he

was able to inspire.

" My friends I " said he with amorous artful-

ness. "Do you mean Count Bunker? He

b ze only friend I have here mit me."

" The only friend ? Indeed
!

"

"Zat is since I see you vill not treat me

as soch."

Upon these lines a pretty little passage-of-

arms ensued, the Baron employing with con-

siderable effect the various blandishments of

which he was admitted a past master; the

heiress modifying her resentment by degrees

under their insidious influence. Still she would

not totirely quit her troublesome position, till

at last a happy inspiration came to reinforce
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his assaults. Why, he reflected, should an

entertainment that would require a consider-

able outlay of money and trouble serve to

win the affections of only one girl? With
the same expenditure of ammunition it might

be possible to double the bag.

"Mis3 Maddison," he said with a regretful

air, "I did come here to-day in ze hope

Butach!"

So happily had he succeeded in whetting her

curiosity that she begged—nay, insisted—that

he should finish his sentence.

" If you had been kind I did hope zat you

vould allow me to give in your honour an

entertainment at my castle."

"An entertainment!" she cried, with a

marked increase of interest

"Jost a leetle exposition of ze Highland

sport, mit bagpipes and caber and so forth;

unvorthy of your notice perhaps, bot ze best

I can do."

Eleanor clapped her hands enthusiastically.

"Ishouldjustloveit!"

The triumphant diplomatist smiled com-

placently.

"Bonker vill arrange it all nicely," he said

to himself.
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And there rose in his fancy such a pleasing
and gorgeous picture of himself in the panoply
of the North, hurling a hammer skywards
amidst the plaudits of his clan and the
ravished murmurs of the ladies, that he could
not but congratulate himself upon this last

master-stroke of policy. For if instead of
ladies there were only one lady, exactly half
the pleasure would be lacking. So generous
were this nobleman's instincts!

During their drive to Lincoln Lodge the
Baron had hesitated to broach his new pro-
ject to his friend for the very reason that,
after the glow of his first enthusiastic proposal
to Eva was over, it seemed to him a vast
undertaking for a limited object; but driving
home he lost no time in confiding his scheme
to the Count

"The deuce!" cried Bunker. "That will
mean three more days here at least!"

" Vat is tree days, mine Bonker ?"

" My dear Baron, I am the last man in the
world to drop an unpleasant hint; yet I can't
help thinking we have been so unconscionably
lucky up till now that it would be wise to
retire before an accident befalls us."

"Vat kind of accident?"
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"The kind that may happen to the best

regulated adventurer."

The Baron pondered. When Bunker sug-

gested caution it indeed seemed time to beat

a retreat; yet—those two charming ladies, and
that alluring tartan tableau!

"Ach, let ze devil take ze man zat is

afraid!" he exclaimed at last "Honker, it

vill be soch fun!"

" Watching you complete two conquests ?
"

" Be not impatient, good Bonker 1

"

" My dear fellow, if you could find me one
girl—even one would content me—who would
condescend to turn her eyes from the dazzling

specucle of Baron Tulliwuddle, and cast them
for so much as half an hour a-day upon his

obscure companion, I might see some fun in

it too."

The Baron, with an air of patronising kind-

ness that made his fellow-adventurer's lot none
the easier to bear, answered reassuringly

"Bot I shall leave all ze preparations to be
made by you; you vill not have time zen to
feel lonely."

"Thank you, Baron; you have the knack
of conferring the most princely favours."

"Ach, I am used to do so," said the Baron
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simply, and then burst out eagerly. "Some
feat you must design for me at ze sports so
2at I can show zem my strength, eh?"
"With the caber, for instance?"
The Baron had seen the caber tossed, and

he shook his head.
" He is too big."

" I might fit a strong spring in one end."
But the Baron still seemed disinclined. His

friend reflected, and then suddenly exclaimed-
"The village doctor keeps some chemical

apparatus, I believe I You'll throw the hammer,
iJaron. I can manage it."

The Baron appeared mystified by the juxta-
position of ideas, but serenely expressed him-
self as ready to entrust this and all other
arrangements for the Hechnahoul Gathering
to the ingenious Count, as some small compen-
sation for so conspicuously outshining him.

^SiB^S^
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CHAPTER XXIV.

The day of the Gathering broke grey and still,

and the Baron, who was no weather prophet,
declared gloomily

—

" It vill rain. Donnerwetter !

"

A couple of hours later the sun was out, and
the distant hills shimmering in the heat haze.
"Himmel! Ve are alvays lucky, Bonker!"

he cried, and with gleeful energy brandished
his dumb-bells in final preparation for his mus-
cular exploits.

"We certainly have escaped hanging so far,"
said the Count, as he drew on the trews which
became his well-turned leg so happily.

His arrangements were admirable and com-
plete, and by twelve o'clock the castle lawn
looked as barbarically gay as the coloured sup-
plement to an illustrated paper. Pipes were
skirling, skirts fluttering, flags flapping; and
as invitations had been issued to various mag-

ai7
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nates in the district, whether acquainted with
the present peer or not, there were to be seen
quite a number of dignified personages in divers
shades of tartan, and parasols of all the hues
in the rainbow. The Baron was in his ele-

ment. He judged the bagpipe competition
himself, and held one end of the tape that
measured the jumps, besides delighting the
whole assembled company by his affability and
good spirits.

" Your performance comes next, I see," said
Eleanor Maddison, throwing him her brightest
smile. "I can't tell you how I am looking
forward to seeing you do it!"

The Baron started and looked at the pro-
gramme in her hand. He had been too ex-
cited to study it carefully before, and now for
the first time he saw the announcement (in

large type)

—

"7- Lord Tulliwuddle throws the 85 -lb.

hammer."

The sixth event was nearly through, and
there— there evidently was the hammer in

question being carried into the ring by no
fewer than three stalwart Highlanders! The
Baron had learned enough of the pastimes of
his adopted country to be aware that this
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gigantic weapon was something like four times
as heavy as any hammer hitherto thrown by
the hardiest Caledonian.

"Teufell Bonker vill make a fool of me,"
he muttered, and hastily bursting from the
circle of spectators, hurried towards the Count,
who appeared to be busied in keeping the
curious away from the Chieftain's hammer.

•• Bonker, vat means zis ? " he demanded.
" Your hammer," smiled the Count.
"A hammer zat takes tree men "

" Hush !

" whispered ^b- Count. " They are
only holding it down ! ''

The Baron laid his Land upon the round
enormous head, and started.

"It is not iron!" he gasped. "It is of
rubber."

" Filled with hydrogen," breathed the Count in

his ear. "Just swing it once and let go—and,
I say, mind it doesn't carry you away with it."

The chief bared his arms and seized the
handle

; his three clansmen let go ; and then,
with what seemed to the breathless spectators
to be a merely trifling effort of strength, he
dismissed the projectile upon the most astound-
ing journey ever seen even in that land of
brawny hammer-hurlers. Up, up, up it soared,
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over the trees

; high above the topmost turret
of the castle, and still on and on and ever up-
wa.ds till it became a mere speck in the zenith,
and at last faded utterly from sight

Then, and not till then, did the pent-up ap-
plause break out into such a roar of cheering
as Hechnahoul had never heard before in all
its long history.

"Eighty.five pounds of pig-iron gone straight
to heaven!" gasped the Silver King. "Guess
that beats all records!"

"America must wake up!" frowned Ri
Meanwhile the Baron, after bowing in turn

towards all points of the compass, turned con-
fidentially to his friend.

"Vill not ze men that carried it ?"
"I've told 'em you'd give 'em a couple of

sovereigns apiece."

The Baron came from an economical nation.
" Two to each !

"

" My dear fellow, wasn't it worth it ?
"

The Baron grasped his hand.
" Ja, mine Bonker, it vas ! I vill pay zem."
Radiant and smiling, he returned to receive

the congratulations of his guests, dreaming that
his triumph was complete, and that nothing
more arduous remained than pleasant dalliance
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alternately with his Eleanor and his Eva. But
he speedily discovered that hurling an inflated
hammer heavenwards was child's play as com-
pared with the simultaneous negotiation of a
double wooing. The first person to address
him was the millionaire, and he could not but
feel a shiver of apprehension to note that he
was evidently in the midst of a conversation
with Mr Gallosh.

" I must congratulate you, Lord Tulliwuddle,"
said Mr Maddison, "and I must further con-
gratulate my daughter upon the almost miracu-
lous feat you have performed for her benefit
You know, I daresay,"—here he turned to Mr
Gallosh,--"that this very delightful entertain-
ment v;as given primarily in my Eleanor's
honour ?

"

"Whut!" exclaimed the merchant. "That's
—eh—that's scarcely the fac's as we've learned
them. But his lordship will be able to tell you
best himself."

His lordship smiled affably upon both, mur-
mured something incoherent, and passed on
hastily towards the scarlet parasol of Eleanor.
But he had no sooner reached it than he paused
and would have turned had she not seen him,
for under a blue parasc. beside her he espied]
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too late, the fair face of Eva, and too clearly
perceived that the happy maidens had been
comparing notes, with the result that neither
looked very happy now.

" I hope you do enjoy ze sports," he began,
endeavouring to distribute this wish as equally
as possible.

" Miss Gallosh has been remarkably fortunate
in her weather," said Eleanor, and therewith
gave him an uninterrupted view of her sunshade.

"Miss Maddison has seen you to great ad-
vantage, Lord Tulliwuddle," said Eva, affording
him the next instant a similar prospect of silk.

The unfortunate chief recoiled from this un-
grateful reception of his kindness. Only one
refuge, one mediator, he instinctively looked
for; but where could the Count have gone?
"Himmel! Has he deserted me?" he mut-

tered, frantically elbowing his way in search of
him.

But this once it happened that the Count
was engaged upon business of his own. Stroll-

ing outside the ring of spectators, with a view
to enjoying a cigar and a little relaxation from
the anxieties of stage-management, his attention
had been arrested in a singular and flattering

way. At that place where he happened to be
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passing stood an open carriage containing a girl
and an older lady, evidently guests from the
neighbourhood personally unknown to his lord-
ship, and just as he went by he heard pro-
nounced in a thrilling whisper-" That must be
Count Bunker !

"

The Count was too well-bred to turn at once,
but It is hardly necessary to say that a few
moments later he casually repassed the car-
riage; nor will it astonish any who have been
kind enough to follow his previous career with
some degree of attention to learn that when
opposite the ladies he paused, looked from them
to the enclosure and back again, and presently
raising his feathered bonnet, said in the most
ingratiating tones

—

"Pardon me, but I am requested by Lord
Tulliwuddle to show any attention I can to the
comfort of his guests. Can you see well from
where you are?"

The younger lady with an eager air assured
him that they saw perfectly, and even in the
course of the three or four sentences she spoke
he WIS able to come to several conclusions re-
garding her:—that her companion was in a
subsidiary and doubtless salaried position ; that
she herself was decidedly attractive to look

M
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upon
;
that her voice had spoken the whispered

words; and that her present animated air might
safely be attributed rather to the fact that she
addressed Count Bunker than to the subject-
matter of her reply.

No one possessed in a higher degree than
the Count the nice art of erecting a whole
conversfition upon the foundation of the lightest
phrase. He contrived a reply to the lady's
answer, was able to put the most nz^tural ques-
tion next, to follow that with a happy stroke
of wit, and within three minutes to make it

seem the most obvious thing in the world that
he should be saying

—

"I am sure that Lord TuUiwuddle will never
forgive me if I fail to learn the names of any
visitors who have honoured him to-day."

"Mine," said the girl, her colour rising
slightly, but her glance as kind as ever, "is
Julia Wallingford. This is my friend Miss
Minchcll."

The Count bowed.

"And may I introduce myself as a friend of
Tulliwuddle's, answering to the name of Count
Bunker."

Again Miss Wallingford's colour rose. In
a low and ardent voice she began
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" I am so glad to meet you I Your name is
already "

But at that instant, vhen the Count was
bending forward to catch the words and the
lady bending down to utter them, a hand
grasped him by the sleeve, and the Baron's
voice exclaimed

—

"Come, Bonker, quickly here to help me!"
He would fain have presented his lordship

to the ladies, but the Baron was too hurried
to pause, and with a parting bow he was re-
luctantly borne off to assist his friend out of
his latest dilemma.

"Pooh, my dear Baron I" he cried, when the
situation was explained to him; "you couldn't
have done more damage to their hearts if you
had hurled your hammer at them! A touch
of jealousy was all that was needed to com-
plete your conquests. But for me you have
spoilt the most promising affair imaginable.
There goes their carriage trotting down the
dnvel And I shall probably never know
whether my name was already in her heart or
in her prayers. Those are the two chief re-
ceptacles for gentlemen's names, I believe.—
aren't they. Baron?"
On his advice the rival families were left

11.
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to the soothing influences of a good dinner
and a night's sleep, and he found himself free
to ponder over his interrupted adventure.

"Undoubtedly one feels all the better for
a little appreciation," he reflected complacently.
•• I wonder if it was my trews that bowled her
ov— ?

**



CHAPTER XXV.

The Count next morning consumed a «,Iitary
bi^akfas.; hi, noble friend having risen «,me
hour, previously and gone for an early walk
«pon the hill. But he waa far f^m fJ^g
side hu n.,te appeared to provide him with

«U. Here a proof positive that some
Blossom, some aroma remains!"

The Lash, near NETHBRBwa
" Tuesday nig/U.

"Dear Count BoNKER.-Foi^ive what must
seen, to you incredibk boldness (I), and do notAmk worse of me than I deserve: It seems such
» Pity that you should be so near and yet that

221
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I should lose this chance of gratifying my great

desire. If you knew how I prized the name of

Bunker you would understand ; but no doubt I

am only one among many, and you do under-

stand better than I can explain.

" My father is away from home, and the world
dictates prudence; but I know your views on
conventionality are those I too have learned to

share, so will you come and see me before you
leave Scotland?

"With kindest regards and In great haste

because I want you to get this to-morrow morn-
ing.—Believe me, yours very sincerely,

"Julia Wallingford."

*'-P'S.—If It would upset your arrangements
to come only for the day. Miss Minchell

agrees with me that we could easily put you

up.—J. W."

"By Jingo!" mused the Count, "that's what
I call a sporting oflfer. Her father away from
home, and Count Bunker understanding better

than she can explain! Gad, it's my duty
to go!"

But besides the engaging cordiality of Miss
Wallingford's invitation, there was something

II • -i^
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about the letter that puzzled almost a. much" It cheered him.

Never .truck me It wa, very ornamental; and

g-ft-horse In the mouth. Such ardour desenre.
to be embraced, not dissected "

He swiftly debated how best to gratify the

and hlcewue the Baron's desire, to leave by then«ht mall that very evening, with their Uurel.

h«d^^ Why not make his next stage The

"Hang it, the Baron has had such a good
inning. Aat he can scarcely grudge me a short
knock, he said to himself. •• He can wait forme at Perth or somewhere."
And. ringing the bell, he wrote and promptly

despatched this brief telegram •_
^°"'P"y

Bu'lf,^:?'"'^
Sh^U^Pend to-night in passing.

Hardly wa. this point settled when the foot-man re-entered to inform him that Mr Maddi-
sons motor car wa. at the door waiting ,oconvey hm, without delay to Lincoln L,Sge.
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Accompanying this announcement came the

Silver King^s card bearing the words, "Please
come and see me at once."

The Count stroked his chin, and lit a cigarette.

"There's something fresh in the wind,"

thought he.

In the course of his forty-miles-an-hour rush

through the odours of pine woods, he had time

to come to a pretty correct conclusion regarding

the business before him, and was thus enabled

to adopt the mien most suitable to the con-

tingency when he found himself ushered into

the presence of the millionaire and his son.

The set look upon their faces, the ceremonious

manner of their greeting, and the low buzzing

of the phonograph, audible above the tinkle of

a musical box ingeniously intended to drown
it, confirmed his guess even before a word had
passed.

"Be seated. Count," said the Silver King;
and the Count sat

"Now, sir," he continued, **I have sent

for you, owing, sir, to the high opinion I

have formed of your intelligence and business

capabilities."

The Count bowed profoundly.

"Yes, sir, I believe, and my son believes,

m
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you to be a white man, even though you are
a Count."

" That is so," said Ri.

"Now, sir, you must be aware—in fact, you
are aware— of the matrimonial project once
entertained between my daughter and Lord
Tulliwuddle."

"Once!" exclaimed the Count in protest
"Once/" echoed Ri in his deepest voice.
"Hish, Ri! Let your poppa do the talking

this time," said the millionaire sternly, though
with an indulgent eye.

"But—er—<w*^^?" repeated the Count, as if

bewildered by the past terse implied; though
to himself he murmured— • I knew it

!

"

"When I gave my sanction to Lord Tulli-
wuddle's proposition, I did so under the im-
pression that I was doing a deal with a man,
sir, of integrity and honour. But what do I
find?"

"Yes, what?" thundered Ri.

"I find, sir, that his darned my-lordship—
and be damned to his titles

"

"Mr Maddison!" expostulated the Count
gently.

" I find, Count, I find that Lord Tulliwuddle,
under pretext of paying my Eleanor a compli-
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ment, has provided an entertainment—a musical
and athletic entertainment—for another woman I"

The Count sprang to his feet

"Impossible!" he cried.

"It is true I"

"Name her!"

" She answers, sir, to the plebeian cognomen
of Gallosh."

"A nobody!" sneered Ri.

" In trade!" added his father scornfully.

Had the occasion been more propitious, the
Count could scarcely have refrained from com-
menting upon this remarkably republican criti-

cism
; but, as it was, he deemed it more advisable

to hunt with the hounds.

"That canaille t'' he shouted. "Ha, ha!
Lord TuUiwuddle would never so far demean
himself!"

" I have it from old Gallosh himself." declared
Mr Maddison.

"And that giri Gallosh told Eleanor the
same," added Ri.

"Pooh!" cried the Count "A mere in-

vention."

" You are certain, sir, that Lord TuUiwuddle
gave them no grounds whatever for supposing
such a thing ?

"
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"I pledge my reputation as Count of the
Austrian Empire, that if my friend be indeed
a Tulliwuddle he is faithful to your charming
daughter!"

Father and son looked at him shrewdly.
"Being a Tulliwuddle, or any other sort of

pampered aristocrat, doesn't altogether guarantee
faithfulness," observed the Silver King.

" If he has deceived you, he shall answer to
me!'* declared the Count " And between our-
selves, as nature's gentleman to nature's gentle-
man, you may assure Miss Maddison that there
is not the remotest likelihood of this schem-
ing Miss Gallosh ever becoming my friend's
bride!"

The two Dariuses were sensibly affected by
this assurance.

"As nature's gentleman to nature's gentle-
man!" repeated the elder with unction, wring-
ing his hand.

His son displayed an equal enthusiasm, and
the Count departed with an enhanced reputation
and the lingering fragance of a cocktaU upon
his tongue.

" Now I think we are in comparatively smooth
water," he said to himself as he whizzed back
to the castle.

t
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234 COUNT BUNKER
At the door he was received by the butler.

" Mr Gallosh is waiting for you in the library,
my lord," said he, adding confidentially (since
the Count had endeared himself to all), •• He's
terrible impatient for to see your lordship."
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CHAPTER XXVI.

Evidently Mr Gallosh. while waiting for the
Count's return, had so worked up his wrath
that it was ready to explode on a hair-trigger
touch; and, as evidently, his guest's extreme
urbanity made it exceedingly difficult to carry
out his threatening intentions.

" I want a word with you. Count I've been
wanting a word with you all mornmg," he
began.

"Believe me, Mr Gallosh, I appreciate the
compliment"

"Where were you? I mean it was verra
annoying not to find you when I wanted you."
The merchant was so evidently divided be-

tween anxiety to blurt out his mind while it

was yet hot from the making up, and desire
not to affi-ont a guest and a man of rank, that
the Count could scarcely restrain a smile.

" It is equally annoying to myself. I should

335
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236 COUNT BUNKER
have enjoyed a conversation with you at any
hour since breakfast."

" Umph," replied his host
" What can I do for you now ?

"

Mr Gallosh looked at him steadfastly.

" Count Bunker," said he, " I am only a plain
man "

••The ladies, I assure you, are not of that
opinion," interposed the Count politely.

Mr Gallosh seemed to him to receive this

compliment with more suspicion than pleasure.

'•I'm saying," he repeated, ••that I'm only a
plain man of business, and you and your friend
are what you'd call swells."

•'God forbid that I should!" the Count inter-

jected fervently. "'Toffs,' possibly— but no
matter, please continue."

••Well, now, so long as his lordship likes to

treat me and my family as kind of belonging
to a different sphere, I'm well enough content
I make no pretensions. Count, to be better

than what I am."

"I also, Mr Gallosh, endeavour to affect a
similar modesty. It's rather becoming, I think,

to a fine-looking maa"
•• It's becoming to any kind of man that he

should know his place. But I was saying, I'd

Is !
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have been content if his lordship had been distant
and polite and that kind of thing. But was he ?
You know yourself, Count, how he's behaved I"

"Perfectly politely, I trust"
"But he's not been what you'd call distant.

Count Bunker. In fac', the long and the short
of it is just this-whafs his intentions towards
my Eva?"
"Is it Mrs Gallosh who desires this in-

formation ?
"

"It Is^ And myself too; oh, I'm not be-
hmdhand where the reputation of my daughtera
is concerned!"

^
" Mrs G. has screwed him up to this," said

Ae Count to himself. Aloud, he asked with
nis blandest air—
"Was not Lord TuUiwuddle available him-

self r

" No ; he's gone out"
"Alone?"

"No, not alone."

" In brief, with Miss Gallosh ?"
" Quite so

; and what'U he be saying to her ? "

"He IS a man of such varied information that
»ts hard to guess."

"From all I hear, there's not been much
vanety so far," said Mr Gallosh driiy.
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" Dear me !

" observed the Count
His host looked at him for a few moments.
" Well ? " he demanded at length.

"Pardon me if I am stupid, but what com-
ment do you expert me to make?"

"Well, you see, we all know quite well you're

more in his lordship's confidence than any one
else in the house, and I'd take it as a favour

if you'd just give me your honest opinion. Is

he just playing himself—or what ?
"

The worthy Mr Gallosh was so evidently

sincere, and looked at him with such an appeal-

ing eye, that the Count found the framing of

a suiuble reply the hardest task that had yet

been set him.

" Mr Gallosh, if I were in TuUiwuddle's shoes

I can only say that I should consider myself

a highly fortunate individual; and I do sin-

cerely believe that that is his own conviction

also."

"You think so?"
" I do indeed."

Though sensibly relieved, Mr Gallosh still

felt vaguely conscious that if he attempted to

repeat this statement for the satisfaction of his

wife, he would find it hard to make it sound
altogether as reassuring as when accompanied
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n^^^'f
^°""''* sympathetic voice. He rumi,

what the Count's evasive answers and sym-
^dietic assurances had driven from his mind.
Vet ,t was, m fact, the chief occasion of
concern.

;
Do you know. Count Bunker, what his lord-

anip has gone and done ?
"

"Should one inquire too specifically ? " smiled
the Count; but Mr Gallosh .^mained unmoved.

You can bear me witness that he told

Tonour^
^^""^ "^^ ^"^"^^ '"" "y E^*'«

" Undoubtedly."

"WeU he went and told Miss Maddison it
was for her sake?"

"Incredible!"

"IfsafactI"

perfidy! Who told you this
?

"

"The Maddisons themselves."

" h' had laughed at Lincoln Lodge; "don't
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"My dear Mr Gallosh, I would answer you
in the oft -quoted words of Horace—'Arma
vinimque cana' The philosophy of a solar

system is sometimes compressed within an tgg-

shell Say nothing and see I

"

He shook his host heartily by th? hand as

he spoke, and Mr Gallosh, to his subsequent

perplexity, found the interview apparently at

a satisfactory conclusion.

"And now," said the Count to himself,

•••Boltr is the word."

As he set about his packing in the half-hour

that yet remained before luncheon, he was sur-

prised to note that his friend had evidently

\dk no orders yet concerning any preparations

for his departure.

"Confound him! I thought he hz6 made
up his mind last night! Ah, there he comes
—and singing, too, by Jingo! If he wants
another day's dalliance "

At this point his reflectic is were interrupted

by the entrance o^ the jovial Baron himself.

He stopped and sured at his friend.

*• Vat for do you pack up ?
"

" Because we leave this afternoon."

"Ach, Bonker, absurd! To-morrow,—yes,

to-morrow ve vill leave."
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Bunker folded his arms and looked at him
senously.

" I have had two interviews this morning-
one with Mr Maddison. the other with Mr
Gallosh. They were neither of them pleased
with you. Baron."

^

" Not pleased ? Vat did zey say ?"
Depicting the ire of these gentlemen in the

most vivid terms, the Count gave him a sum-
mary of his morning's labours.

"Pooh, pooh I Tuts, tuts I" exclaimed the
Baron. "I viU make zat all right; never do
you fear. Eva. she does smile on me al«ady.
Eleanor, she vill also ven I see her. Leave it
to me."

"You won't go to-day?"
"To-morrow, Bonker. I swear I vUl for

certain I"
'°'

Bunker pondered.

"Hang it I "he exclaimed. " The worst of it
IS, 1 ve pledged myself to go upon a visit"
The Baron listened to the tale of his incipient

romance with the greatest relish.

^^

"Bot go, my friend! Bot go I" he cried,
and zen come back here to-morrow and ve

viU leave togezzer."

"Leave you alone, with the barometer falling

Q
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I

and the storm-cone hoisted? I don't like to,

Baron."

"Bot to leave lat leetle girl—eh, Bonker?

How is zat?"

"Was ever a man so torn between two

duties!" exclaimed the con.^riendous Count.

" Ladies come first I " quoth the Baron.

Bunker was obviously strongly tending to

this opinion ::^lso.

" Can I trust you to guide your own destinies

withoT:^ ue?'*

The Baron drew himself up with a touch of

indignation.

"Am I a child or a fool? I have guided

mine destiny vary veil so far, and I zink I

can still so do. Ven vill you go to see Miss

Wallingford?"

" 111 hire a trap from the village after lunch

and be off about four," said the Count " Long
live the ladies I Learn wisdom by my example I

Will this tie conquer her, do you think ?
"

In this befitting spirit he drove off that after-

noon, and the Baron, after waving his adieus

from the door, strode brimful of confidence to-

wards the drawing-room. His thoughts must

have gone astray, for he turned by accident

into the wrong room—a small apartment hardly
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used at all; and before he had time to turn
back he stopped petrified at the sight of a
picture on tJie wall. There could be no mis-
take-It was the original of that ill-omened print
he had seen in the Edinburgh hotel, " The Exe-
cution of Lord Tulliwuddle." The actual title
was there plain to see.

"Zen it vas not a hoax I" he gasped.
His first impulse was to look for a bicycle and

tear after the dog-cart

" But can I ride him in a kilt ? " he reflected.
By the time he had fully debated this knotty

pomt his friend was miles upon his way, and
the Baron was left ruefully to lament his rash-
ness m parting with such an ally.
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CHAPTER XXVIL

During the horrid period of suspense that

followed her visit to Sir Justin, the Baroness

von Blitzenberg naturally enough felt disinclined

to go much into society, and in fact rarely went

out at all during the Baron's absence, except to

the houses of one or two of her mother's par-

ticular friends. Even then she felt much more

inclined to stay at home.

"Need we go to Mrs Jerwin-Speed/s to-

night?" she said one afternoon.

"Certainly," replied the Countess decisively.

Alicia sighed submissively; but this attitude

was abruptly changed into one of readiness,

nay, even of alacrity, when her mother

remarked

—

" By the way, she is an aunt of the present

Tulliwuddle. I believe it was you who were

asking about him the other day."

" Was I ? " said the Baroness carelessly ; but

844
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she offered no further objections to attending
Mrs Jerwin-Speedy's reception.

She found there a large number of people
compressed into a couple of small rooms, and
she soon felt so lost in the crush of strangers,
and the chances of obtaining any information
about Lord Tulliwuddle or his Eva seemed so
remote, that she soon began to wish herself
comfortably at home again, even though it were
only to fret But fortune, which had so long
been unkind to her and inuulgent to her erring
spouse, chose that night as the turning-point
in her tide of favours. Little dreaming how
much hung on a mere introduction, Mrs Jerwin-
Speedy led up to the Baroness an appaiently
nervous and diffident young man.

" Let me introduce my nephew, Lord Tulli-

wuddle—the Baroness von Blitzenberg," said
she; and having innocently hurled this bomb,
retired from further participation in the drama.
With young and diffident men Alicia had a

pleasant instinct for conducting herself as smil-
ingly as though they were the greatest wits
about the town. The envious of her sex de-
clared that it was because she scarcely recog-
nised the difference; but be that as it may,
it served her on this occasion in the most



346 COUNT BUNKER
admirable stead. She detached the agitated

peer from the thickest of the throng, propped
him beside her against the wall, and by her

kindness at length unloosed his tongue.

Then it was she b^^an to suspect that his

nervous manner must surely be due to some
peculiar circumstance rather than mere con-

stitutional shyness. Made observant by her

keen curiosity, she noticed at first a worried,

almost hunted, look in his eyes and an extreme

impatience of scrutiny by his fellow-guests ; but

as he gained confidence in her kindness and
discretion these passed away, and he appeared

simply a garrulous young man, with a tolerably

good opinion of himself.

" Poor fellow ! He is in trouble of some kind.

Something to do with Eva, of course
!

" she said

to herself sympathetically.

The genuine Tulliwuddle had indeed some
cause for perturbation. After keeping himself

out of the way of all his friends and most of

his acquaintances ever since the departure of his

substitute, hearing nothing of what was happen-

ing at Hechnahoul, and living in daily dread of

the ignominious exposure of their plot, he had
stumbled by accident against his aunt, explained

his prolonged absence from her house with the
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utmost difficulty, and found himself forced to

appease her wounded feelings by appearing

where he least wished to be seen—in a crowded
London reception-room. No wonder the un-

fortunate young man seemed nervous and ill

at ease.

As for Alicia, she was consumed with anxiety

to know why he was here and not in Scotland,

as Sir Justin had supposed; and, indeed, to

learn a number of things. And now they were
rapidly getting on sufficiently familiar terms for

her to put a tactful question or two. En-
couraged by her sympathy, he began to touch

upon his own anxieties.

"A young man ought to get married, I

suppose," he remarked confidentially.

The Baroness smiled.

" That deper'^s on whether he likes any one
well enough to n.arry her, doesn't it ?"

He sighed.

"Do you think— honestly now," he said

solemnly, "that one should marry for love or

marry for money?"
"For love, certainly!"

" You really think so ? You'd advise—er—
advise a fellow to blow the prejudices of his

friends, and that sort of thing?"
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348 COUNT BUNKER
" I should have to know a little more about

the case."

He was evidently longing for a confidant
" Suppose—er—one girl was ripping, but-

well—on the stage, for instance."

"On the stage!" exclaimed the Baroness.

"Yes, please go on. What about the other
girl?"

" Suppose she had simply pots of money, but
the fellow didn't know much more about her ?

"

"I certainly shouldn't marry a girl I didn't

know a good deal about," said the Baroness
with conviction.

Lord TuUiwuddle seemed impressed with this

opinion.

"That's just what I have begun to think,"

said he, and gazed down at his pumps with a
meditative air.

The Baroness thought the moment had come
when she could effect a pretty little surprise.

"Which of them is called Eva?" she asked
archly.

To her intense disappointment he merely
stared

"Don't you really know any girl called

Eva?"
He shook his head.

It



COUNT BUNKER 249

"Can't think of any one."

Suspicion, fear, bewilderment, made her
reckless.

" Have you been in Scotland—at your castle,

as I heard you were going ?
"

A mighty change came over the young
man. He backed away from her, stammering
hurriedly

—

"No— yes— I— er— why do you ask me
that?"

"Is there any other Lord Tulliwuddle ?

"

she demanded breathlessly.

He gave her one wild look, and then without
so much as a farewell had turned and elbowed
his way out of the room.

" Ifs all up!" he said to himself. "There's
no use trying to play that game anv longer—
Essington has muddled it somehow. Well,
I'm free to do what I like now!"

In this state of mind he found himself in the
street, hailed the first hansom, and drove head-
long from the dangerous regions of Belgravia.

Till the middle of the next day the Baroness
still managed to keep her own counsel, though
she was now so alarmed that she was twenty
times on the point of telling everything to her
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mother. But the arrival of a note from Sir

Justin ended her irresolution. It ran thus:

" My dear Alicia,—I have just learned for

certain that Lord T. is at his place in Scotland.

Singularly enough, he is described as apparently

of foreign extraction, and I hear that he is ac-

companied by a friend of the name of Count
Bunker. I am just setting out for the North
myself, and trust that I may be able to eluci-

date the mystery.—Yours very truly,

"Justin Wallingford."

"Foreign extraction! Count Bunkerl" gasped
the Baroness; and without stopping to debate

the matter again, she rushed into her mother's

arms, and there sobbed out the strange story of

her second letter and the two Lord Tulliwuddles.

It were difficult to say whether anger at her

daughter's deceit, indignation with the treacher-

ous Baron, or a stem pleasure in finding her

worst prognostications in a fair way to being

proved, was the uppermost emotion in Lady
Grillyer's mind when she had listened to this

relation. Certainly poor Alicia could not but

think that sympathy for her troubles formed no
ingredient in the mixture.

.!'
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"To think of your concealing this from me
for so long

!

" she cried ;
" and Sir Justin abetting

you I I shall tell him very plainly what I think

of him I But if my daughter sets an example

in treachery, what can one expect of one's

friends?"

"After all, mamma, it was my own and

Rudolph's concern more than yours !

" exclaimed

Alicia, flaring up for an instant

"Don't answer me, child!" thundered the

Countess. "Fetch me a railway time-table,

and say nothing that may add to your sin!"

"A time-table, mamma ? What for ?
"

"I am going to Scotland," pronounced the

Countess.

"Then I shall go too
!•

"Indeed you shall not You will wait here

till I have brought Rudolph back to you."

The Baroness said nothing aloud, but within

her wounded heart she thought bitterly

—

"Mamma seems to forget that even worms
will turn sometimes!"
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CHAPTER XXVIII.

"A DECIDEDLY dclectablc residence," said Count
Bunker to himself as his dog-cart approached
the lodge gates of The Lash. "And a very
proper setting for the pleasant scenes so shortly

to be enacted. Lodge, avenue, a bogus turret

or two, and a flagstaff on top of *em,—by Gad,
I think one may safely assume a tolerable

celhtf in such a mansion."

As he drove up the avenue between a double
line of ancient elms and sycamores, his satisfac-

tion increased and his spirits rose ever higher.

" I wonder if I can forecast th** evening : a
game of three-handed bridge, in which I trust

I'll be lucky enough to lose a little silver;

that'll put 'em in good-humour and make old

Miss What-d'ye-may-call-her the more willing

to go to bed early ; then the departure of the

diaperon; and then the tite-d-iStef I hope to

Heaven I haven't got rusty!"
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With considerable satisfaction he ran over
the outfit he had brought, deeming it even
on second thoughts a singularly happy selec-

tion : the dining coat with pale-blue lapels, the
white tie of a new material and cut borrowed
from the Baron's finery, the socks so ravish-

ingly embroidered that he had more than once
caught the ladies at Hechnahoul casting affec-

tionate glances upon them.

"A first-class turn-out," he thought "And
what a lucky thing I thought of borrowing a
banjo from young GalloshI A coon song in

the twilight will break the ground prettily."

By this time they had stopped before the
door, and an elderly man-servant, instead of
waiting for the Count, came down the steps
to meet him. In his manner there was some-
thing remarkably sheepish and constrained, and,
to the Count's surprise, he thrust forth his

hand almost as if he expected it to be
shaken. Bunker, though a trifle puzzled,

promptly handed him the banjo case, remark-
ing pleasantly

—

" My banjo ; take care of it, please,'*

The man started so violently that he all

but dropped it upon the steps.

"What the deuce did he think I said?"
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wondered the Count "'Banjo' can't have
founded like 'dynamite.'"

He entered the house, and found himself in

a pleasant hall, where his momentary uneasi-

ness was at once forgotten in the charming
welcome of his hostess. Not only she, but
her chaperon, received him with a flattering

warmth that realised his utmost expectations.

"It was so good of you to come!" cried

Miss Wallingford.

"So very kind," murmured Miss MinchelL
"I knew you wouldn't think it too un-

orthodox I " added Julia.

"I'm afraid orthodoxy is a crime I shall

never swing for," said the Count, with his

most charming smile.

" I am sure my father wouldn't twlly mind,"
said Julia.

" Not if Sir Justin shared your enthusiasm,
dear," added Miss Minchell.

" I must teach him to
!

"

"Good Lord!" thought the Count "This
is friendly indeed."

A few minutes passed in the exchange of
these preliminaries, and then his hostess said,

with a pretty little air of discipleship that

both charmed and slightly puzzled him

i (
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"You do still think that nobody •hould dine
later than six, don't you? I have ordered
dinner for six to-night"

"Six I" exclaimed the Count, but recovering
himself, added, "An ideal hour—and it is half-

past five now. Perhaps I had better think of
dressing."

"What you call dressing I" smiled Julia, to
his justifiable amazement " Let me show you
to your room."

She led him upstairs, and finally stopped
before an open door.

"There!" she said, with an air of pride.
Mt is really my father's bedroom when he
is at home, but I've had it specially prepared
for you/ Is it just as you would like?"
Bunker was incapable of observing anything

very particulariy beyond the fact that the floor
was uncarpeted, and as nearly free from furni-

ture as a bedroom floor could well be.

"It is ravishing!" he murmured, and dis-

missed her with a well-feigned smile.

Bereft even of expletives, he gazed round
the apartment prepared for him. It was a
few moments before he could bring himself
to make a tour of its vast bleakness.

" I suppose that's what they caU a truckle-

*'sr-*. -'
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COUNT BUNKER
bed," he mused. "Oh, there is one chair-
nothing but cold water— towels made c
vegetable fibre apparently. The devil talc
me, is this a reformatory for bogus noblemen I

He next gazed at the bare whitewashe<^l On it hung one picture— the portrai
of a strangely attired man.

••What a shocking-looking fellow!" he ex
claimed, and went up to examine it mon
closely.

Then, with a stupefying shock, he read this
legend beneath it

—

••Count Bunker. PhUosopher, teacher, and
martyr."

For a minute he stared in rapt amazement,
and then sharply rang the bell.

•• Hang it." he said to himself. ••
I must throw

a htUe light on this somehow I

"

Presently the elderly man-servant appeared
this time in a state of still more obvious con

'

fusion. For a moment he stared at the Count
—who was too discomposed by his manner to
open his Iips.-and then, once more stretching
out his hand, exclaimed in a choked voice and
a strong Scotch accent—
"How are ye, Bunker 1"

•*What the deucer shouted the Count,
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ending the proffered hand- shake with an
agile leap.

The poor fellow turned scarlet, and in a
humble voice blurted out—
"She told me to do it I Miss Julia said ye'd

like me to shake hands and just ca' ye plain
Bunker. I beg your pardon, sir; oh, I beg
your pardon humbly T*

The Count looked at him keenly.

"He is evidently telling tho trith," he
thought

Thereupon he took from his pocket half a
sovereign.

" My good fellow," he began. " By the way,
what's your name?"
"Mackenzie, sir."

"Mackenzie, my honest friend, I clearly per-
ceive that Miss Wallingford, in her very kind
efforts to gratify my unconventional tastes, has
put herself to quite unnecessary trouble. She
has even succeeded in surprising me. and I
should be greatly obliged if you would kindly
explain to me the reasons for her conduct, so
far as you can."

At this point the half-sovereign changed
hands.

"la the first place," resumed the Count,
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"what is the meaning of this remarkably
villainous portrait labelled with my name?"

"That, sir," stammered Mackenzie, greatly
taken aback by the inquiry. "Why, sir, that's

the famous Count Bunker,— your uncle, sir,

is he no'?"

Bunker began to see a glimmer of light,

though the vista it illumined was scarcely a
much pleasanter prospect than the previous
bank of fog. He remembered now, for the
first time since his journey north, that the
Baron, in dubbing him Count Bunker, had
encouraged him to take the title on the ground
that it was a real dignity once borne by a
famous personage; and in a flash h;^ realised

the pitfalls that awaited a solitary false step.

"TAa^ my uncle!" he exclaimed with an
air of pleased surprise, examining the portrait

more attentively; "by Gad, I suppose it is!

But I can't say it is a flattering likeness. ' Phil-

osopher, teacher, and martyr'—how apt a de-
scription! I hadn't noticed that before, or I

should have known at once who it was."

Still Mackenzie was looking at him with a
perplexed and uneasy air.

" Miss Wallingford, sir, seems under the im-
pression that you would be wanting jist the
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same kind of things as he likit," he remarked
diffidently.

The Count laughed.

" Hence the condemned cell she's put me in ?

I see! Ha, ha! No, Mackenzie, I have
moved with the times. In fact, my uncle's
philosophy and teachings always struck me as
hardly suitable for a gentleman."

"I was thinking that mysel'," observed
Mackenzie.

"Well, you understand now how things are,
don't you .? By the way, you haven't put out
my evening clothes, I notice."

"You werena to dress, sir, Miss Julia said."
" Not to dress

! What the deuce does she
expect me to dine in?"

With a sheepish grin Mackenzie pointed to
something upon the bed which the Count had
hitherto taken to be a rough species of quilt.

" She sa-'d you might like to wear that, sir."

The Count took it up.

" It appears to be a dressing-gown
I " said he.

"She said, sir, your uncle was wont to dine
in it"

"Ah! It's one of my poor uncle's eccen-
tricities, is it ? Very nice of Miss Wallingford

;

but all the same I think you can put out my
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evening clothes for me; and, I say, get me
some hot water and a couple of towels that

fed a little less like sandpaper, will you? By
the way—one moment, Mackenzie !—you needn't

mention anything of this to Miss Wallingford.

I'll explain it all to her myself."

It is remarkable how the presenc s or absence

of a few of the very minor accessories of life

will affect the humour even (tf a man so essenti-

ally philosophical as Count Bunker. His equa-

nimity was most marvellously restored by a

single jugful of hot water, and' by the time he

came to survey his blue lapels in the mirror

the conpletest confidence shone in his humorous

eyes.

"How deuced pleased shell be to find I'm

a white «an after all," he reflected. "Sup-
posing I'd really turned out a replica of that

unshaved heathen on the wall—poor girl, what

a dull evening she'd have spent ! Perhaps I'd

better break the news gently for the chaperone's

sake, but once we get her off to bed I rather

lancy the fair Julia and I will smile together

over my dear uncle's dressing-gown!"

And in this humour he strode forth to

conquer.

siiMm.



CHAPTER XXIX.

Count Bunker could not but observe that Miss
Wallingford's eyes expressed more surprise than
pleasure when he entered the drawing-room,
and he was confirmed in his resolution to let
his true character appear but gradually. After-
wards he could not congratulate himself too
heartily on this prudent decision.

"I fear," he said, "that I am late." (It was
in fact half-past six by now.) " I have been
searching through my wardrobe to find some
nether garments at all appropriate to the over-
all— i: I may so term it— which you were
kind enough to lay out for me. But I found
mustard of that particular shade so hard to
match that I finally decided in favour of this
more conventional habit 1 trust you don't
mind ?

"

Both the ladies, though evidently disap-
pomted, excused him with much kindness, and

s6i
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Miss Minchell alluded directly to his blue
lapels as evidence that even now he held
himself somewhat aloof from strict orthodoxy.
"May we see any allusion to your uncle,

the late Count Bunker, in this choice of
colour?" she asked in a reverently hushed
voice.

"Yes," replied the Count readily; "my aunt's
stockings were of that hue."

From the startled glances of the two ladies
it became plain that the late Count Bunker
had died a bachelor.

"My other aunt," he exclaimed unabashed;
yet nevertheless it was with decided pleasure
that he heard dinner announced immediately
afterwards.

"They seem to know something about my
uncle," he said to himself. "I must glean a
few particulars too."

A horrible fear lest his namesake might have
dined solely upon herbs, and himself be ex-
pected to follow his example, was pleasantly
dissipated by a glance at the menu; but he
confessed to a sinking of his heart when he
observed merely a tumbler beside his own
plate and a large brown jug before him.

"Good heavens I" he thought, "do they
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imagine an Austrian count is necessarily a
beer drinker?"

With a sigh he could not quite smother, he
began to pour the contents into his glass, and
then set it down abruptly, emitting a startled

exclamation.

"What is the matter?" cried Julia sym-
pathetically.

Her eyes (he was embarrassed to note) fol-

lowed his every movement like a dog's, and
her apprehension clearly was extreme.

"This seems to be water," smiled the Count,
with an effort to carry off their error as
pleasantly for them as possible.

"Isn't it good water?" asked Julia with an
air of con^m.

It was the Count's turn to open his eyes.

"You have concluded then that I am a
teetotaller?"

"Of course, we know you are!"
" If we may judge by your prefaces," smiled

Miss Minchell.

The Count began to realise the hazards that
beset him; but his spirit stoutly rose to meet
the shock of the occasion.

"There is no use in attempting to conceal
my idiosyncrasies, I see," he answered. " But
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to-night, will you forgive me if I break througl
the cardinal rule of my life and ask you fo
a little stimulant ? My doctor "

" I see I " cried Miss Wallingford compassion
atdy. " Of course, one can't dispute a doctor's
orders. What would you like ?

"

"Oh, anything you have. He did recom
mend champagne—if it was good; but any.
thing will do."

"A bottle of the very best champagne,
Mackenzie I" »

^^

The dinner now became an entirely satis-
factory meal. Inspired by his champagne and
by the success of his audacity in so easUy sur-
mounting aU difficulties, the Count delighted
his hostesses by the vivacity and originality
of his ronversation. On the one hand, he
chose topics not too flippant in themselves
and treated them with a becomingly serious
air; on the other, he carefully steered the talk
away from the neighbourhood of his uncle.

" By the time I fetch out my banjo they'll
have forgotten all about him," he said to
himself complacently.

Knowing weU the importance of the in-
dividual factor in all the contingencies of life,

he set himself, in the meanwhile, to study

-ill-
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with aome attention the two ladies beside him.

Miss Minchell he had already summarised as
an agreeable nonentity, and this impression

was only confirmed on better acquaintance.

It was quite evident, he perceived, that she
was dragged practically unresisting in Miss
Wallingford's wake,—even to the length of
abetting the visit of an unknown bachelor in

the absence of Miss Wallingford's parent
As for Julia, he decided that she was even

better -looking and more agreeable than he
had at first imagined; though, having tbe
gayest of hearts himself, he was a trifle dis-

concerted t» observe the uniform seriousness
of her ideas. How one could reconcile her
ecstatic enthusiasm for the ideal with her
evident devotion to himself he was at a loss

to conceive.

" However, we will investigate that later," he
thought

But first came a more urgent question : Had
his uncle and his "prefaces" committed him to

forswear tobacco ? He resolved to take the bull

by the horns.

" I hope you will not be scandalised m learn
that I have acquired the pernicious habit of
smoking.?" he said as they rose from the uUc

VT
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"I told you he was smoking a ciRar

Hechnahoull" cried Miss Minchell with an a
of triumph.

"I thought you were mistaken." said Juli
and the Count could see that he had slipped
little from his pedestal.

This must aot be permitted, yet he mm
smoke.

"Of course I don't smoke fw/ tobacco I
" h

exclaimed.

"Oh. in that case," cried Julia, "certainly
Aen you may smoke in the drawing-room
What IS It you use?"

He could see at a glance that he was mo«
firaily on his pedestal than ever.



CHAPTER XXX.

"I HAVE been longing for this moment I" said

Julia softly.

The Count and she were seated over the

drawing-room fire, Bunker in an easy-chair,

smoking one of the excellent cigars which he
had so grievously slandered, Julia upon a stool

by his knees, her face suffused with the most
intense expression of rapture. Miss Minchell

was in the background, shrouded in shadow,

purporting to be enjoying a nap
; yet the Count

could not but think that in so large a house a
separate apartment might well have been pro-

vided for her. Her presence, he felt, circum-

scribed his actions uncomfortably.

"So have II" he murmured, deeming this

the most appropriate answer.

" Now we can talk about him !
"

He started, but preserved his composure.

"Couldn't we keep Aim till morning?" he
suggested.

367
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" But that b why you are hera I

"

She .poke as if thi, were self-evident; whilAe Count read himself a thoumd Ie.«,„, upo,Ae errors vanity is apt to lead one into. Ye
his pohteness remained unruffled.
"Of course- he «»wered. "Of coune

But you see my knowledge of him "

He was about to «iy that it was veiy slight
when, fortunately for him. she interrupted with

a 2 "^T' ,

'
'"'"'' ^°'' ""•= "»« «»»a son to himl"

••The deuce and all I" thought the Count
inat was a narrow squeak I"

tone. I have actually had the audacity to trans-
late one of h.. books-your preface and all."

Bulker""'^'"'"''
"" ""'^°" ""*" ^o"?""

.
Aloud he had d,e presence of mind to

inquire

—

"Which waa It?"

"'Existence Seriously Reviewed/"
"You couldn't have made a belter choice"

ne assured her.
*

"And now, what can you tell me about him?"
she cned.



COUNT BUNKER 969

*' Suppose we talk about the book instead,"

suggested Bunker, choosing what seemed the
lesser of two evils.

"Oh, dor
She rose impetuously, brought with a reverent

air a beautifully written and neatly tied-up manu-
script, and sat again by his knee. Looking over
liis shoulder he could see that the chaperone was
wide awake and prepared to listen rapturously

also.

*' I have so often longed to have some one
with me who could explain things—the very
deep things, you know. But to think of hav-
ing you— the Editor and nephew I It's too

good to be true."

"Only eight o'clock," he said to himself,

glancing at the clock. "I'm in for a night
of it"

The vision of a game of bridge and a coon
song on the banjo from that moment faded
quite away, and the Count even tucked his

feet as far out of sight as possible, since those

entrancing socks served to remind him too

poignantly of what might have been.

"What exactly did he mean by this?" be-

gan Julia, "'Let Potentates fear! Let Dives
tremble! The homy hand of the poor Man

I
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in the Street is stretched forth to w-asp \

birthright!"'
^^

" For 'birthright' read 'pocket-book.' Ther<
a mistake in the translation," he answen
promptly. "It appears to be an indire
argument for an increase in the Metropolitj
police."

" Are you sure ? I thought—surely it allude
to Socialism !

"

"Of course; and the best advertisement fc

Socialism is a collision with the bobbies. M
uncle was a remarkably subtle man, I assur
you."

"How very ingenious!" exclaimed Mis
Minchell from the background.

Julia did her best to feel convinced; but i

was in a distinctly less ecstatic voice that sh(
read her next extract

"'Alcohol, riches, and starched linen are th<
moths and worms of society.' I suppose he
means thai they eat away its foundations?"
"On the contrary, he was an enthusiastic

entomologist. He merely meant to imply that
it isn't every one who can appreciate a glass of
port and a clean shirt."

"But he didn't appreciate those things him-
self!"
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"No; poor fellow. He often wished he
could, though."

"Did he really?"

"Oh, you've no idea how tired he grew of
flannel and ginger-beer I Many a time he's said
to me, ' My boy, learn to take what's set before
you, even at an alderman's table.' Ah, his was
a generous creed. Miss Wallingford !

"

"Yes, I suppose it was," said Julia submis-
sively.

His advantage in being able to claim an in-

timate personal knowledge of the late philoso-
pher's tastes encouraged the Count greatly.
Realising that a nephew could not well be
contradicted, he was emboldened to ask whether
there were any more points on which his
authority could be of assistance.

" Oh yes," said she, " only—only somehow you
seem to throw a different light on everything."

"Naturally, dear," chimed in Miss Mrnchell,
"a personal explanation always makes things
seem different"

Julia sighed, but summed up her courage to
read out-«

"'When woman is prized according to her
intellect and man according to his virtue; oh,
then mankind will return to Eden!'"
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"That," said he» "is one of the rare instanc
of my uncle's pessimism."

" Of his pessimism
! How can you say that i

"He meant to imply that mankind wou
have to wait for some considerable time B
do not feel dismayed. My own opinion is th
so long as woman is fair and man has the w
to appreciate her, we are in Edea"
The gracious tone in which he delivered th

dictum, and the moving smile that accompanie
it, appeared to atone completely for his relative
cynical philosophy. With a smile and a sig
Julia murmured

—

"Do you really think so?"
"I do," said the Count fervently; "and noi

suppose we were to have a litde music?"
"Oh yes!" cried Miss MincheU; "do yoi

perform, Count Bunker?"
" I sometimes sing a little to the guitar."
" To the guitar 1" said Julia. " How delicious

Have you brought it ?
"

"I have been so bold." he smiled, anc
prompdy went to fetch this instrument

In a few minutes he returned with ar
apologetic air.

" I find that by some error they have sent
me away with a banjo instead," he explained.



COUNT BUNKER 273

" But I daresay I could manage an accompani-
ment on that if you would condescend to listen
to me."

He felt so exceedingly disinclined for ex-
pounding a philosophy any longer that he gave
them no time to dissent, even had they wished
to, but on the instant struck up that pathetic
ditty—

"Down by whar de beans grow blue."

And no sooner had he finished it than (barely
waiting for his meed of applause) he further
regaled them with—

*' Twould make a fellow

Turn green and yellow I

"

Finally, as a tit-bit, he contributed—

" When hubby's gone to Brighton,

And I've sent the cook to bed,
Oh who's that a-kaocking on the window f»

At the conclusion of this concert he knew not
whether to feel more relieved or chagrined to
observe that his fair hostess had her eyes fixed
upon the clock. Thanking him with a slightly
embarrassed air, she threw a pointed glance at
Miss Minchell, and the two ladies rose.

8
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"I am afraid you will think we keep v€

early hours," she began.

"It is one of the best rules in my unci
phil'^sophy," he interposed.

\v . though glad enough to have come
triumphantly to the end of his ordeal, he cou
not bring himself to let his charming discip

leave him in a wounded or even disappoint
mood. As soon as Miss Minchell had pass(
through the door he quietly laid his hand up<
Julia's arm, and with a gesture beckoned h
back into the room.

"Pardon my seeming levity. Miss Wallin;
ford," he said in a grave and gentle voice, "

bi

you know not what emotions I had to conten
with I I thank you for your charming sympathy
and I beg you to accept in my uncle's nani
that salute by which his followers distinguis
the faithful."

And he thereupon kissed the blushing gii

with a heartiness that restored her confidenc
in him completely.

"Well," he said to himself as he retiree

with his candle, " I've managed to get a fai

penn'orth out of it after all."



CHAPTER XXXI.
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In spite of the Spartan trans.brmation which
Sir Justin's bedroom had undergone, our ad-
venturer enjoyed an excellent night's rest So
fast asleep was he at the hour of eight next
morning that it took him a few seconds to awake
to the full possession of his faculties, even when
disturbed by a loud exclamation at his bedside.
He then became aware of the presence of an
entire stranger in his room,—a tall and elderly
man, with a long nose and a grizzled beard.
This intruder had apparently just dravvri up the
blind, and was now looking about him with an
expression of the greatest concern.

"Mackenzie!" he cried, in tha voice of one
accustomed to be heard with submission, " What
have you been doing to my room ?"

The butler, too confused for coherent speech,
was in the act of bringing in a small portmanteau.'

' mentioned, Sir Justin, vour roomyour was

S'
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»75



276 COUNT BUNKER

m

iVi

hardly ready for ye, sir. Perhaps, sir, if ^

come into the pink room "

" What the deuce, there's hardly a stick
furniture left

! And whose clothes are thes<
"Mine," answered the Count suavely.
The stranger started violently, and tun

upon the bed an eye at first alarmed, tl

rapidly becoming lit with indignation.

"Who—who is this?" he shouted.
"That, sir—that " stammered Mackenj
"Is Count Bunker," said the Count, vi

remained entirely courteous in spite of the
convenience of this intrusion. "Have I t

pleasure of addressing Sir Justin Wallingford
"You have, sir."

, " In that case, Mackenzie will be able to gi
you a satisfactory account of my presence; ai

in half an hour or so I shall have the pleasu
ofjoining you downstairs."

The Count, with a polite smile, turned ov
in bed, as though to indicate that the intervie
was now at an end. But his visitor apparent
had other views.

"I should be obliged by some explanatic
from yourself of your entry into my house,
said he, steadily keeping his eye upon th

Count
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"Now how the deuce shall I get out of
this hole without letting Julia into another?"
wondered Bunker; but before he could speak,
Mackenzie had blurted out—
"Miss Wallingford, sir-the gentleman is a

friend of hers, sir."

"What I" thundered Sir Justin.

"I assure you that Miss Wallingford was
actuated by the highest motives in honouring
me with an invitation to The Lash," said Bunker
earnestly.

He had already dismissed an ingenious ac-
count of himself as a belated wanderer, detained
by stress of weather, as certain to be contra-
dicted by Julia herself, and decided instead on
risking all upon his supposed uncle's saintly
reputation.

" How came she to invite you, sir ? " demanded
Sir Justin.

" As my uncle's nephew, merely."
Sir Justin stared at him in silence, while he

brought the full force of his capacious mind to
bear upon the situation.

"Your name, you say, is Bunker?" he ob-
served at length.

'•Count Bunker." corrected that nobleman.
"Ah! Doubtless, then, you are the same

I-

I
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gentleman who has been residing , ith

Tulliwuddle?"

•• I am unaware of a duph'cate."
*• And the uncle you allude to ?

"

By a wave of his hand the Count referred hir
to the portrait upon the wall. Sir Justin noi
stared at it.

"Bunker—Count Bunker," he repeated in ;

musinj, tone, and then turned to the presen
holder of tliat dignity with a look In his ey.
which the adventurer disliked exceedingly.

" I will confer with you later," he observed
"Mackenzie, remove my portmanteau."

In a voice inaudible to the Count he gave
another order, which was followed bv Mac-
kenzie also removing the Count's clothcj from
their chair.

"I say, Mackenzie!" expostulated Bunker,
now beginning to feel seriously uneasy; but
heedless of his protest the butler hastened with
them from the room.

Then, with a grim smile and a surprising
alacrity of movement. Sir Justin changed the
key into the outside of the lock, passed through
the door, and shut and locked it behind him.

" The devil f " ejaculated Count Bunker.
Here was a pretty predicament! And the
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most ominous feature about it appeared to him
to be the deliberation with which his captor had
acted. It seemed that he had got himself into

a worse scrape than he could estimate.

He wasted no time in examining his prison

witli an eye to the possibility of an escape, but

it became very quickly evident that he was
securely trapped. From the windows he could

not see even a water-pipe within hail, and the

door was unburstably ponderous. Besides, a
gentleman attired either in pyjamas or evening

dress will naturally shrink from flight across

country at nine o'clock in the morning. It

seemed to the Count that he was as well in

h'id as anywhere else, and upon this opinion

he acted.

In about an hour's time the door was cautiously

unlocked and a tray, containing some breakfast,

laid upon the flc»or ; but at the same ti Tie he was
permitted to see that a cordon of grooms and
keepers guarded a>;ainst his flight. He showed
a wonde Tui appetite, all circumstances con-

sidered, smoked a couple of cigars, and at last

decided upon getting up and donning his even-
ing clothes. Thereafter nothing occurred, be-

yond the arrival of a luncheon tray, till the

afternoon was well advancei by time

•. -
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even his good spirits had become a tr
damped, and his apprehensions consideral
increased.

At last his prison door was again thro'
open, this time by Sir Justin himself.

"Come in, my dear," he said in a gra
voice; and with a downcast eye and scarl
cheek the fair Julia met her guest again.

H'-r father dosed the door, and they seat<
themselves before their prisoner, who, after
profound obeisance to the lady, faced them fro
the edge of his bed with an air of more cor
posure than he felt

"I await your explanation, Sir Justin," h
began, striking at once the note which seeme
to him (so far as he ..uld guess) most likel
to be characterisuc of an innocent and much
mjured man.

^

"You shall have it," said Sir Justin grimly
•Julia, you asked this person to my house undei
the impression that he was the nephew of thai
particularly obnoxious fanatic. Count Herbrand
Bunker, and still engaged upon furthering his
relative's philanthropic and other visionary
schemes." '

" Bu. isn't he " began Julia with startied
eyes.

- kf9
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•• I am Count Bunker," said our hero firmly.

"The nephew in q istion?" inquired Sir

Justin.

•* Certainly, sir."

Again Sir Justin turned to his daughter.

"I have already told you what I think o.

your conc.'ct under any circumstances. What
your feelmgs will be I can only surmise when
I inform you that I have defined this ad-

venturer here until I had time to despatch a
wire and receive an a swer from Scotland Yard."

Both Count and J ..a started.

" What, sir
!

" exclaimed Bunker.

Quite unmoved by his prot^;'% his capto^

continued, this time addressing . n

—

" My memory, fortunately, is unusually ex-

cellent, and when you told me this morning
who you were related to, I recalled at once
something I had heard of your past career.

It is now confirmed by the reply I received

to my telegram."

"And what, Sir Justin, does Scotland Yard
have to say about me?"

"Julia," said her parent, "this unhappy
young man did indeed piofess for some time
a regard for his uncle's teachings, and even,

I believe, advocated them in writing. In this

I,

ll'l
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way he obtained the disposal of considerabl
funds contributed by unsuspicious persons fo
ostensibly philanthropic purposes. About tw(

years ago these funds and Count Bunke
simultaneously disappeared, and your estim
able guest was last heard of under an as
sumed name in the republic of Uruguay."

Uncomfortable as his predicament was, this

picture of himself as the fraudulent philan-
thropist was too much for Bunker's sense oi

humour, and to the extreme astonishment ol
his visitors he went off into a fit of laughter
so hearty and prolonged that it was some
time before he recovered his gravity.

"My dear friends," he exclaimed at last,

" I am not that Bunker at all I In fact I was
only created a few weeks ago. Bring me
back my clothes, and in return I'll tell you a
deuced sight funnier story even than that"

Sir Justin rose and led his daughter to the
door.

"You will have an opportunity ^o-morrow,"
he replied stiffly. " In the meantime I shall

leave you to the enjoyment of the joke."
" But, my dear sir "

Sir Justin turned his back, and the door
closed upon him again.
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Count Bunker's position was now less sup-

portable than ever.

" Escape I must," he thought

And hardly had he breathed the word when
a gleam of his old luck seemed to return. He
was standing by the window, and presently he

observed a groom ride up on a bicycle, dis-

mount, and push it through an outhouse door.

Then the man strolled off, and he said to

himself, with an uprising of his spirits

—

"There's my steed,— if I coiild once get

to it
!

"

Then again he thought the situation over,

and gradually the prospect of a midnight ride

on a bicycle over a road he had only once

traversed, clad in his emblazoned socks and

blue-lapelled coat, appeared rather less enter-

taining than another night's confinement So
he lit his last cigar, threw himself on the bed,

and resigned himself to the consolations of an

innocent heart and a practical philosophy.



' I

CHAPTER XXXII.

The clearness of the Count's conscience maj
be gauged when it is narrated that no soonej
had he dismissed the stump of his cigai
towards the grate than he dropped into i

peaceful doze and remained placidly uncon-
scious of his perils for the space of an hour
or more. He was then awakened by the
sound of a key being gently turned, and his
opening eyes rested upon a charming vision
of Julia WaUingford framed in the outline of
the door.

" Hush !

" she whispered ; "I— I have brought
a note for you !

"

Smoothing his hair as he met her, the Count
thanked her with an air of considerable feel-
ing, and took from her hand a twisted slip

of paper.

"It was brought by a messenger— a man
in a kilt, who came in a motor car. I didn't

a84
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know whether father would let you have it,

so I brought it up myself."

" Is the messenger waiting ?"

" No ; he went straight off again."

Unrolling the scrap he read this brief mes-

sage scrawled in pencil and evidently in dire

haste

—

I

"All is lost! I am prisoner! Go straight-

way to London for help from my Embassy.

"R. VON B."

"Good heavens!" he exclaimed aloud.

"Is it bad news?" asked Julia, with a

solicitude that instantly suggested possibilities

to his fertile brain.

" Horribly
!

" he said. « It tells of a calamity

that has befallen a very dear friend of mine!

Oh, Rudolph, Rudolph! And I a helpless

prisoner
!

"

As he anticipated, this outburst of emotion

was not without its effect

"I am so sorry!" she said. "I— I don't

believe, Count Bunker, you are as guilty as

father says!"

" I swear to you I am not
!

"

"Can I—help you.?"

I
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He thought swiftly.

" Is there any one about the house just now
i

" Oh yes
;
the keeper is stationed in the hall

" Miss Wallingford, if you would atone f
a deep injury which you have inadvertent
done an innocent man, bring me fifty feei (

stout rope
! And, I say, see that the door i

the bicycle house is left unlocked. Will yo
do this?" /

" I—I'll try."

A sound on the stairs alarmed her, and wit!
a fleeting smile of sympathy she was gone an<
the door locked upon him again.

Again the time passed slowly by, and he wa
left to ponder over the critical nature of th(

situation as revealed by the luckless Baron'j
intelligence. Clearly he must escape to-night,
at all hazards.

" Whafs that ? My rope ? " he wondered.
But it was only the arrival of his dinner,

brought as before upon a tray and set just
within the door, as though they feared for the
bearer's life should he venture within reach of
this desperate adventurer from Uruguay.
"A very large dish for a very small appetite,"

he thought, as he bore his meal over to the
bed and drew his chair up before it
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It looked indeed as though a roasted goose
must be beneath the cover. He raised it, and
there, behold I lay a large coil of excellent new
rope. The Count chuckled.

"Commend me to the heart and the wit of

women I What man would ever have pro-

vided so dainty a dish as this? Unless, in-

deed" (he had the breadth of mind to add),

"it happened to be a charming adventuress

who was in trouble."

Drinking the half pint of moderate claret

which they had allowed him to the happiness

and prosperity of all true-hearted women, he
could not help regretting that his imprisoned

confederate should be so unlikely to enjoy

similar good fortune.

" He went too far with those two dear girl?,

A woman deceived as he has deceived them
will never forgive him. They'd stand sentry

at his cell-door sooner than let the poor Baron
escape," he reflected commiserately, and sighed
to think of the disastrous effect this mishap
might have both upon his friend's diplomatic

career and domestic felicity.

While waiting for the dusk to deepen, and
endeavouring to console himself for the lack
of cigars with the poor remedy of cigarettes, he
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employed his time profitably in tying a ser

of double knots upon the line of rope. Tli

at last, when he could see the stars bri|

above the trees and hear no sound in t

house, he pulled his bed softly to the op
window, and to it fastened one end of his ro
securely. The other he quiedy let drop, ai

losing not an instant followed it hand und
hand, murmuring anathemas on the rough wj
that so scraped his evening trousers.

On tiptoe he
>
stole to the door through whi<

the bicycle had gone. It yielded to a pusi

and once inside he ventured to strike a matcl
"By Gad! I've a choice of half a dozen

he exclaimed.

It need scarcely be said that he selected th

best; and after slitting with his pocket^kni<
the tyres of all the others, he mounted an.

pedalled quietly down the drive. The lodg
gates stood open ; the road, a trifle muddy bu
clear of all traffic, stretched visible for a lonj

way in the starlight; the breeze blew fair be
hind him.

" May Providence guide me to the station,'

he prayed, and rode off into the night



CHAPTER XXXIII.

Suppose the clock be set back four-and-twenty

hours, and behold now the Baron von Blitzen-

berg, diplomatist and premier baron of Bavaria,

engag'^d in unhappy argument with himself.

Unhappy, because his reason, though so care-

fully trained from the kindergarten upwards,

proved unable to combat the dismal onsets of

superstition.

" Pooh I who cares for an old picture ?

"

Reason would reiterate.

" It is an omen," said Superstition simply

;

and Reason stood convicted as an empty

braggart

But if Time be the great healer, Dinner is at

least a clever quack, and when he and old Mr
Rentoul had consumed well-nigh a bottle and

a half of their host's port between them, the

outlook became much less gloomy. A particu-

larly hilarious evening in the drawing-room

T
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^1

completed the triumph of mind over what
was now able to term "jost nonsense," and
ept that night as soundly as the Count i

simultaneously slumbering in Sir Justin's b
room. And tl ere was no unpleasant awaki
ing in the Baron's case. On the contrary,
nature seemed in a conspiracy to make the i

day of his adventure pleasant The si n she
brightly, his razors had an excellent edge, sai

ages were served for breakfast, and when
joined the family afterwards he found them
affectionately kind as a circle of relations,

fact, the Baron had dropp-d more than o
hint the night before of such a nature that th(

had somr reason for supposing relationship ii

minent. It is true Eva was a little disa
pointed that the actual words were not y
said, and when he made an airy reference i

paying a farewell call that morning upon the
neighbours at Lincoln Lodge, she exhibited s

much disapproval in her air that he said j

once

—

"Ach, veil, I shall jost go after lonch an
be back in an hour and a half. I jost vish t

say good-bye, zat is all."

Little guessing how much was to hang upoi
this postponement, he drove over after luncheoi

'ii' i<r
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with a mind entirely reassured. With only an
afternoon to be safely passed, no mishap, he
was sure, could possibly happen now. If in-

deed the Maddisons chose to be offended with
him, why, then, his call would merely be the
briefer and he would recommend Eva for the
post of Lady Tulliwuddle without qualification.

It was his critics who had reason to fear,

not he.

Miss Maddison was at Lome, the staff of
footmen assured him, and, holding his head as
high as a chieftain should, he strode into her
sanctuary.

"Do I disturb you?"

He asked this with a quicker beating heart.

Not Eleanor alone, but her father and Ri con-

fronted him, and it was very plain to see that

a tempest was in the brewing. Her eyes were
bright with tears and indignation; their brows
heavy with formidable frowns. At the first

moment of his entering, extreme astonishment
at seeing him was clearly their dominant emotion,

and as evidently it rapidly developed into a
sentiment even less hospitable.

"Why, this beats the devil!" ejaculated Mr
Maddison

; and for a moment this was the sole

response to his inquiry.
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The next to speak was Ri—
"Show it him, Poppa I Confront him witJ

the evidence I"

With ominous deliberation the millionain
picked up a newspaper from the floor, wher«
apparently it had been crumpled and flung,

smoothed out the creases, and approached the

Baron till their noses were in danger of coliisioa

While executing this manoeuvre the silence was
only broken by the suppressed sobbing of his

daughter. Then at last he spoke.

"Our mails, sir, have just arrived. This,
sir, is 'The Times' newspaper, published in

the city of London yesterday morning."

He shook it in the Baron's face with a sudden
vehemence that caused that nobleman to execute
an abrupt movement backwards.

" Take it," continued the millionaire,—" take
it, sir, and explain this if you can

!

"

So confused had the Baron's mind become
already that it was with difficulty he could de-
cipher the following petrifying announcement—

" Tulliwuddle — Herringay. — In London,
privately. Lord Tulliwuddle to Constance,

daughter of Robert Herringay."

The Baron's brain reeled.

" Here ii another paragraph that may interest
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you," pursued Mr Maddison, turning the paper
ouuide in with an alarmingly vigorous move-
ment, and presenting a .ihort paragraph for the
Baron's inspection. This ran—

"Peer and Actress.

"As announced in our marriage column,
the wedding took place yesterday, privately,

of Lord Tulli>,uddle, kinsman and heir of the
late peer of that name, so well known in

London and Scottish society, and Miss Con-
stance Herringay, better known as 'Connie
Fitz Aubyn,' of the Gaiety Theatre. It is

understood that the young couple have departed
for the Mediterranean."

In the few secondi given him to prepare his
mind, the Baron desperately endeavoured to
imagine what the resourceful Bunker would
say or do under these awful circumstances.

"Well, sir?" said Mr Maddison.
"Itisaliel"

"A lie?"

Ri laughed scornfully.

" Mean to say no such marriage took place?"
" It vas not me."

M

M Who was it, then
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" Anozzer man, perhaps."

"Another Lord Tulliwuddic ? " inquired th«

millionaire.

"Zey have made a mistake mit ze name
Yes, zat is how.

"Can 't be possible?" cried Eleanor eagerly,

her grief for the moment forgotten.

"No," said her father; "it is not possible

The announcement is confirmed by the paragraph.

A mistake is inconceivable."

The Baron thought he perceived a brilliant idea.

"Ach, it is zfc ozzer Tollyvoddle I " h. ex-

claimed. " So ! zat is it, of course."

"You mean to say there is anc peerage

of TuUiwuddle?"

"Oh, yes."

"Fetch Debrett, Ri!"

B t Ri had already not only fetched Debrett,

but found the place.

"A darned lie. Thought so," he observed

succinctly.

The luckless diplomatist was now committed

to perdition.

"It is not in 2v» books," he explained. "It

is bot a baronetcy."

"A baronetcy!"

"And illegitimate also."
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"Sir," burst forth Ri, "you are a thundering

liar I Is this your marriage notice ?
"

The Baron changed his tactics.

"Yes I "he declared

Eleanor screamed
•• Don't fuss, Eleanor," said her father kindly.

"That ain't true, anyhow. Why, the day
before yesterday he was throwing that darned
hammer."

"Which came down last night in our yard

with the head burst I " added Ri contemptuously.
" Found you out there too

!

"

" Is that so I " exclaimed his father.

"That is so, sir!"

The three looked at him, and it was hard to

say whether indignation or contempt was more
prominent in their faces. This .as more than

he could endure.

"I vill not be so looked at!" he cried; "I
vill leave you!"

"No you won't!" said Ri.

And the Baron saw his retreat cut off by the
athletic and determined young man.

"Before you leave, we have one or two
questions to ask you," said Mr Maddison.
" Are you Lord TuUiwuddle, or are you not ?

"

" Yes 1—No !

" replied the Baroa
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"Which, sir?"

Expanding his chest, he made the awe-in
spiring announcement

—

" I am moch greater zan Tollyvoddle ! I an
ze Baron Rudolph von Blitzenberg !

"

"Another darned lie!" commented Ri.

Mr Maddison laughed sardonically; whih
Eleanor, with flashing eyes, now joined in th«

attack upon the hapless nobleman.
" You wretched creature ! Isn't it enough t(

have shammed to be one peer without sham
ming to be another?"

" Bot I am
! Ja, I swear to you ! Can yoi

not see zat I am noble ?
"

"Curiously enough we can't," replied Mi
Maddison.

But his daughter's scepticism was a little

shaken by the fervour of his assurances.

" But, Poppa, perhaps he may be a German
peer."

"German waiter, more likely!" sneered Ri.

"What shall we do with him? Tar and
feathers, I guess, would just about suit his

complaint"

"No, Ri, no," said his father cautiously.

"Remember we are no longer beneath the

banner of freedom. In this benighted country

fWX^ '' ia'-'A. .iVuaiii
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it might lead into trouble. Guess we can find

him accommodation, though, in that bit of

genuine antique above the harness-room. It's

fitted with a pretty substantial lock. We'll

make Dugald M'Culloch responsible for this

Baron till the police take him over."

Vain were the Baron's protests; and upon
the appearance of Dugald M'Culloch, fisher-

man and factotum to the millionaire, accom-

panied by three burly satellites, vain, he per-

ceived, would be the most desperate resistance.

He pled the privileges of a foreign diplomatist,

threatened a descent of the German army upon
Lincoln Lodge, guaranteed an intimate acquaint-

ance with the American ambassador—"Who
vill make you sorry for zis!" but all without

moving Mr Maddison's resolution. Even
Eleanor whispered a word for him and was
repulsed, for he overheard her father replying

to her

—

"No, no, Eleanor; no more a diplomatist

than you would have been Lady Tulliwuddle.

Guess I know what I'm doing."

Whereupon the late Lord Tulliwuddle, kilt

and all, was conveyed by a guard of six tall

men and deposited in the bit of genuine antique

above the harness-room. This proved to be

41
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'

1

a small chamber in a thick-walled wing of th
original house, now part of the back premises
and there, with his face buried in his hands
the poor prisoner moaned aloud
"Oh, my life, she is geblastedl I am un

done! Oh, I am lost!"

"Will it be so bad as that, indeed?"
He looked up with a start, and perceived

Dugald, liis jailor, gazing upon him with an
expression of indescribable sagacity.

"The master will be sending me wi* his
car to tell the folks at Hechnahoul," added
Dugald.

Still the Baron failed to comprehend the ex-
change of favours suggested by his jailor's
sympathetic voice.

" Go, zen !

" he muttered, and bent his head.
" You will not be wishing to send no mes-

sages to your friends.?"

At last the prisoner understood. For a
sovereign Dugald promised to convey a note
to the Count

; for five he undertook to bribe
the chauffeur to convey him to The Lash, when
he learned where that gentleman was to be
found. And he further decided to be faithful
to his trust, since, as he prudently reflected—

" If he will be a real chentleman after all,
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Andit shall not be well to be hard with him.

if he will not be, nobody shall know."

The Baron felt a trifle less hopeless now, yet

so black did the prospect remain that he firmly

believed he should never be able to raise his

head again and meet the gaze of his fellow-

men ; not at least if he stayed in that room till

the police arrived.

m^^
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CHAPTER XXXIV.

Not even the news of F!odden brought dire
dismay to Hechnahoul than Mr M.; 'dison'
bnef note. Lord TuUiwuddle an impostor
That magnificent young man a fraud? S<
much geniality, brawn, and taste for the bag
pipes merely the sheep's clothing that hid i

wandering wolf? Incredible! Yet, on second
thoughts, how very much more thrilling than
If he had really been an ordinary peer! And
what a judgment on the presumption of Mr
and Mrs Galloshl Hard luck on Eva. of
course -but, then, girls who aspire to marry
out of their own station must expect this kind
of thing.

The latter part of this commentary was
naturally not that of the pretender's host and
hostess. In the throes of their anger and
chagrin their one consoling reflection was that
no friends less ^ried than Mr and Mrs Rentoul

300
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happened to be there to witness their confusion.
Yet other sufferers since Job have found that
the oldest friends do not necessarily offer the
most acceptable consolation.

" Oh, oh I I feel like to die of grief I
" wailed

poor Mrs Gallosh.

"Aye; it's an awful smack in the eye for
you," said Mr Rentoul sagely.

"Smack in the eye!" thundered his host
" It's a criminal offence—that's what it is I It's
a damned swindle I It's a "

"Oh, hush, hush!" interrupted Mrs Rentoul
in a shocked voice. " What words for a lady
to hear! After all, you must remember you
never made any inquiries."

"Inquiries! What for should I be making
mquiries about my guests ? Vou never dropped
a word of such a thing ! Who'd have listened
if I had? It was just Lord Tulliwuddle this
and Lord Tulliwuddle that from morning to
night since ever he came to the Castle."

"Duncan's so simple-minded." groaned Mrs
Gallosh.

"And what were you. I'd like to know.?
What were you ? " retorted her justly incensed
spouse. « Never a word did I hear, but just
that he was such an aristocratic young man,

1 ;

lij
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and any w^^c could see he had blue blood i

his veins, and stuff of that kind !

"

" I more than once had my own doubts aboi

that," said the alcohol expert with a knowir

wink. ' There was something about him

—

Ah, well, he was not exactly my own idea of

lord."

" Vour idea?" scoffed his oldest and best <

friends. •• What do }^ou know of lords, I'd lik

to know ?
"

"Well, well," answered the sage peaceabh

"maybe we've neither of us had much oppoi

tunity ofjudging of the nobility. It's just mor
bad luck than anything else that you shoul

have gone to the expense of setting up in styl

in a lord's castle and then having this down
come. If I'd had similar ambeetions it migh

have been me."

This soft answer was so far from turninj

away wrath, that Mrs Rentoul again felt com
pelled to stem the tide of her host's eloquence

"Oh, hush!" she exclaimed; "I'd hav(

fancied you'd be having no thoughts beyonc

your daughter's affliction."

"My Eva! my poor Eva! Where is tht

suffering child ? " cried Mrs Gallosh. " Duncan,

what'll she be doing ?
"
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" Making a to-do like the rest of the women-
folk," replied her husband, with rather less

sympathy than the occasion seemed to demand.
In point of fact Eva had disappeared from

the company immediately after hearing the
contents of Mr Maddison's letter, and what-
ever she had been doing, it had not been
weeping alone, for at that moment she ran
into the room, her face agitated, but rather, it

seemed, with excitement than grief.

"Papa, lend me five pounds," she panted.

"Lend you— five pounds! And what for,

I'd like to know?"
"Don't ask me now. I— I promise to tell

you later—some time later."

" I'll see myself 1 I mean, you're talking

nonsense."

Eva's lip trembled.

" Hi, hist
! Eva, my dear," said Mr Rentoul

;

"if you're wanting the money badly, and your
papa doesn't see his way "

He concluded his sentence with a wink and
a dive into his trousers -pocket, and a minute
later Eva had fled from the room again.

This action of the sage, being at total vari-

ance to his ordinary habits (which indeed erred
on the economical side), was attributed by his

1^?
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irate host—with a certain show of reason—

t

the mere intent'on of annoying him ; and th

conversation took a more acrimonious turn tha

ever. In fact, when Eva returned a fe^

minutes later she was just in time to hea

her father thunder in an infuriated voice

—

"A German waiter, is he ? Aye, that's verr

probable, verra probable indeed. In fact

might have known it when I saw you and hit

swilling a bottle and a half of my best poi

together I Birds of a feather—ay, ay, exactly I

The crushing retort which the sage evidentl

had ready to heap upon the fire of this cor

troversy was anticipated by Miss Gallosh.

"He isn't a German waiter, papal He is

German Barcn-^and an ambassador, too!"

The four started and stared at her.

" Where did you learn that ? " demanded he

father.

"I've been talking to the man who brougli

the letter, and he says that Lord Tulli— I mea

the Baron—declares positively that he is

German nobleman!"

"Tuts, fiddlesticks!" scoffed her father.

" Verra like a whale," pronounced the sage.

" I wouldn't believe what Ae "d," declare

Mrs Gallosh.
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"One can ste he isn't," said Mrs Rcntoul.
" The kind of Baron that plays in a German

band, perhaps," added her husband, with a
whole series of winks to give point to this mot.

" He's just a scoundrelly adventurer I " shouted
Mr Gallosh.

" I hope he'll get penal servitude, that's what
I hope," said his wife with a sob.

"And, judging from his appearance, that'll

be no new experience for him," commented the
sage.

So remarkably had their judgment of the
late Lord TuUiwuddle waxed in discrimination.

And, strange to say, his only defender was the
lady he had injured most.

" I still believe him a gentleman I" she cried,

and swept tearfully from the room.
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CHAPTER XXXV.

While his late worshippers were trampling his

memory in the mire, the Baron von Blitzen-

berg, deserted and dejected, his face still buried

in his hands, endured the slow passage of the

doleful afternoon. Unlike the prisoner at The

Lash, who, by a coincidence that happily illus-

trates the dispensations of Providence, was

undergoing at the same moment an identical

ordeal, the Baron had no optimistic, whimsical

philosophy to fall back upon. Instead, he had

a most tender sense of personal dignity that

had been egregiously outraged,—and also a

wife. Indeed, the thought of Alicia and of

Alicia's parent was alone enough to keep his

head bowed down.

" Ach, zey most not know," he muttered. " I

shall give mcch money—hondreds of pound

—

not to let zem find out. Oh, what for fool

have I been!"

306
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So deeply was he plunged in these sorrowful
meditations, and so constantly were they con-
cerned with the two ladies whose feelings he
wished to spare, that when a hum of voices
reached his ear, one of them strangely—even
ominously—familiar, he only thought at first

that his imagination had grown morbidly vivid.

To dispel the unpleasant fancies suggested
by this imagined voice, he raised his head,
and then the next instant bounded from his
chair.

" Mein Gott I " he murmured, •*
it is she."

Too thunderstruck to move, he saw his prison
door open, and there, behold! stood the Countess
of Grillyer, a terrible look upon her high-born
features, a Darius at either shoulder. In silence
they surveyed one another, and it was Mr Mad-
dison who spoke first.

" Guess this is a friend of yours," he observed.
One thought and one only filled the prisoner's

mind,—she must leave him, and immediately.
" No, no ; I do not know her ! " he cried.

"You do not know me.^" repeated the
Countess in a voice rich in promise.

"Certainly I do not"
"She knows you all right." said the

millionaire.

i
j

i
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"Says she does," put in Ri in a lower voic

"but I wouldn't lay much money on her wc
cither."

"Rudolph
I You pretend you do not kn(

me?" cried the Countess between wrath ai

bewilderment.

"I never did ever see sochlike a vomi
before," reiterated the Baron.

"What do you say to that, ma'am ?" inquin
Mr Maddison.

"I bay—I blush to say—that this wretch<
young man is my son-in-law," declared tl

Countess.

As she had come to the house Inquirir
merely for Lord Tulliwuddle, and been coi
ducted straight to the prisoner's cell, the stup<
fying effect of this announcement may readil
be conceived.

"What!" ejaculated the Dariuses.

"It is not true! She is mad! Take he
avay, please!" shouted the Baron, now des
perate in his resolution to say or do anything
so long as he got rid of his formidable relative

The Countess staggered back.
" Is he demented ?" she inquired.

"Say, ma'am," put in Ri, "are you the

mother of Miss Constance Herringay?"

.!s:.^



COUNT BUNKER 309

"Of ? I am Lady Grillyerl"

"See here, my good lady, that's going a h'ttle

too far," said the millionaire not unkindly.
"This friend of yours here first calls himself
Lord Tulliwuddle, and then the Baron von
something cr other. Well, now, that's two
of the aristocracy in this undersized apartment
already. There's hardly room for a third,—
see? Can't you be plain Mrs Smith for a
change ?

"

The Countess tottered.

" Fellow 1" she said in a faint voice, "I—

I

do not understand you."

"Thought that would fetch her down," com-
mented Rl
"Lead her back to z- train and make her

go to London I" plead the Baron earnestly.

"You stick to it, you don't know her?"
asked Mr Maddison shrewdly.

"No, no, I do noti"

"Is her name Lady Grillyer?"

"Not more zan it is mine!"
"Rudolph!" gasped the Countess inarticu-

lately. " He is—he was my son !

"

"Stoff and nonsense!" roared the Baron.
"Remove her!— I am tired."

•' Well," said Mr Maddison. •• I guess I don't
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f-p

much believe either of you; but whether yc

know each other or not, you make such a n

markably fine couple that I reckon you'd bette

get acquainted now. Come, Ri."

And before either Countess or Baron coul

interpose, their captors had slipped out, th

key was turned, and they were left to the duj

enjoyment of the antique apartment.

"Teufel!" shouted the Baron, kicking th

door frantically. "Open him, open him!
vill pay you a hondred pound ! Goddam
Open!"

'

But only the gasps of the Countess answerer

him.

It is generally conceded that if you want t<

see the full depths of brutality latent in mar
you must thoroughly frighten him first. Thi
condition the Countess of Grillyer had exactl]

succeeded in fulfilling, with the consequence tha

the Baron, hitherto the most complacent an(

amiable of sons-in-law, seemed ambitious o

rivalling the Turk. When he perceived tha

no answer to his appeals was forthcoming, darl

despair for a moment overcame him. Then the

fiendishly ingenious idea struck him,—might nol

a woman's screams accomplish what his own

lungs were unable to effect? Turning an in-

r i'

%-«^^jwi:^' r.-r'f?
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flamed and frowning countenance upon the lady
who h: 1 intrusted her daughter's happiness to

his hands, he .ildressed her in a deep hissing

voit -i—
" bhcreaiii, shcream, voman ! Shcream loudly,

or I vill knock you !

"

But the Countess was made of stern stuff.

Outraged and frightened though she was, she
yet retorted huskily

—

" I will not scream, Rudolph ! I—I demand
an explanation first

!

"

Executing a step of the sword-dance within
a yard of her, he reiterated

—

"Shcream so zat zey may come back!"
She blinked, but held her ground.

"I insist upon knowing what you mean,
Rudolph

! I insist upon your telling me ! What
are you doing here in that preposterous kilt ?

"

The Baron's wits brightened with the acute-
ness of the emergency.

"Ha!" he cried, "I vill take my kilt off-
take him off before your eyes this instant if

you do not shcream!"

But she merely closed her eyes.

"If you dare! If you dare, Rudolph, I

shall inform your Emperor! And I will not
look! I cannot see you!"
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Whether in deference to imperial prejudices,

or because a kiltless man would be thrown'
away upon a lady who refused to look at him,
the Baron regretfully desisted from this pro-
ject. At his wits' end, he besought her—

" Make zem take you avay, so zat you vill
be safe from my rage! I do not trost myself
mit you. I am so violent as a bull! Better
zat you should go; far better— do you not
see ?

"

"No, Rudolph, no!" replied the adamant
lady. "I have come to guard you against
your own abandoned nature, and I shall only
leave this room when you do!"

^

She sat down and faced him, palpitating, but
immovable

; and against such obstinacy the un-
happy Rudolph gave up the contest in despair.
"But I shall not talk mit her; oh, Himmel.

nein!" he said to himself; and in pursuance
of this policy sat with his back turned to her
while the shadows of evening gradually filled
the room. In vain did she address him: he
neither answered nor moved. Indeed, to dis-
courage her still further, he even summoned
up a forced gaiety of demeanour, and in a low
rumble of discords sang to himself the least
respectable songs he knew.
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"His mind is certainly deranged," thought
the Countess. "I must not let him out of
my sight. Ah, poor Alicia!"

But in time, when the dusk was thickening
so fast that her son -in flaw's broad back had
already grown indistinct of oudine, and no
voice or footstep had come near their prison,
her thoughts began to wander from his case
to her own. The outrageous conduct of those
Americans in discrediting her word and in-
carcerating her person, though overshadowed
at the time by the yet greater atrocity of the
Baron's behaviour, now loomed up in formid-
able rroportions. And the gravity of their
offe.

' .as emphasised by an unpleasant sen-
satioi sne now began to experience with con-
siderable acuteness.

"Do they mean to starve as well as insult
us?" she wondered.

The Baron's thoughts also seemed to have
drifted into a different channel. He no longer
sang; he fidgeted in his chair; he even softly
groaned; and at last he actually changed his
attitude so far as to survey the dim form of
his mother-in-law over one shoulder.

••Oh, ze devil!" he exclaimed aloud. "I
am so hongryl"

S*i
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"That is no reason why you should also 1

profane," said the Countess severely.

" I did not speak to you," retorted the Baro
and again a constrained silence fell on the roor
The Baron was the first to break it.

" Ha !

" he cried. " I hear a step."

" Thank Cod !

" exclaimed the Countess d«

voutly.

In the blaze of a stable lantern there entere
to them Dugald M'Culloch, jailor.

"Will you be for any suppe-?" he inquirec
with a politeness he felt due to prisoners wit
purses.

"I do starve!" replied the Baron.
"And I am nearly fainting!" cried th

Countess.

Both rose with an alacrity astonishing ii

people so neariy exhausted, and made as thougl
they would pass out With a deprecatory ges
ture Dugald arrested them.

" I will bring your supper fery soon," said he
" H-re ? " gasped the Countess.
'' It is the master's orders."

"Tell him I vill have him ponished mit ze

law, if he does not let me come out!" roared
the Baron.

Their jailor was courtesy itself; but it was

M
*mm 1
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in their prison that they supped—a silent meal,

and very plain. And, bitterest pill of all, they

were further informed that in their prison they

must pass the night.

"In ze same room !

" cried the Baron franti-

cally. "Impossible! Improper!"

Even his mother-in-law's solicitude shrank

from this vigil ; but with unruffled consideration

for their comfort their guardian and his assistants

made up two beds forthwith. The Baron, sub-

dued to a fierce and snarling moodiness, watched

their preparations with a lurid eye.

"Put not zat bed so near ze door," he
snapped.

In his ear his jailor whispered, "That one's

for you, sir, and dinna put off your clothes
!

"

The Baron started, and from that moment
his air of resignation began to affront the

Countess as deeply as his previous violence.

When they were again alone, stretched in black

darkiiess each upon their couch, she lifted up
her voice in a last word of protest

—

"Rudolph! have you no single feeling for

me left.? Why didn't you stab that man.?"

But the Baron merely retorted with a lifelike

affectation of snoring.
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CHAPTER XXXVI.

3

For a long time the Baron lay wide awake,
every sense alert, listening for the creak of
a footstep on the wooden stair that led up
from the harness-room to his prison. What
else could the strange words of Dugald have
mean^, save that some friend proposed to climb
those stairs and gently open that stubborn door ?

And in this opinion he had been confirmed when
he observed that on Dugald's departure the key
turned with a silence suggesting a recently oiled

lock. His bed lay along the wall, with the
head so close to the door that any one open-
ing it and stretching forth a hand could tweak
him by the nose without an effort (supposing

that were the object of their visit). Clearly,

he thought, it was not thus arranged without

some very special purpose. Yet when hour
after hour passed and nothing happened, he
began to sleep fitfully, and at last, worn out

316
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"»'"ng. dropped into a profound

He was i„ the midst of a harassing dream or
urama, wherein Bunker and Eva played an in-
coherent part and he himself passed wearily
from peni to peril, when the stage suddenly
was cleared, h.s eyes started open, and he be-
<ame wakefully conscious of a little ray of light
that fell upon his face. Before he could raise
h.s head a soft voice whispered urgently.
"Don't move!"
With admirable self-control he obeyed im-

plicitly.
^

"Who is zere?" he whispered back.
The voice seemed for a moment to hesitate

and then answered
'

"Eleanor Maddison!"
He Started so audibly that again she breathed

peremptorily—

"Hushf Lie still till I come back. You-
you don't deserve it, but I want to save you
irom the disgrace of arrest"
"Ach, zank you—mine better angel I" he

murmured, with a fervour that seemed not
unpleasmg to his rescuer.

"You really are a nobleman in trouble ?"
" I swear I am !

"

'II
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" And didn't mean anything really wrong ?

"

" Never—oh, never
!

"

More kindly than before she murmured

—

" Well, I guess I'll take you out, then. I've

bribed Dugald, so that's all right When my
car's ready I'll send him up for you. You just

lie still till he comes."

From which it appears that Count Bunker's

appreciation of the sex fell short of their meed.

Hardly daring to breathe for fear of awaken-
ing his fellow-prisoner, trembling with agitation,

and consumed by a mad impatience for action,

the Baron passed five of the longest minutes

he had ever endured. At the end of that time

he heard a stealthy step upon the stairs, and
with infinite precautions threw off his bedclothes

and sat upright, ready for instant departure.

But how slowly and with what a superfluity

of precaution his jailor moved! When the

door at length opened he wondered that no
ray of light fell this time.

" Dugald !

" he whispered eagerly.

" Hush !

" replied a softer voice than Dugald's

;

as soft, indeed, as Eleanor's, yet clearly different.

" Who is zat ? " he gasped.

•^Eva Gallosh
!

" said the silken voice. " Oh,
is that you ?

"
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"Yes—yes—it is me."

"And are you really a Baron and an am-
bassador ?

"

" Oil yes—yes—certainly I am."
"Then— then I've come to help you to

escape! I've bribed Dugald—and I've got a
dog -cart here. Come quickly— but oh, be
very quiet!"

For a moment the Baron actually hesitated

to flee from that loathed apartment It seemed
to him that if Fortune desired to provide him
with opportunities of escape she might have
had the sense to offer these one at a time.

For how could he tell which of those overtures

to close with.? A wrong decision might be
fatal; yet time unquestionably pressed.

•• Mein Gott !

" he muttered irresolutely, " vich

shall I do ?
"

At that moment the other bed creaked, and,

to his infinite horror, he heard a suspicious

voice demand

—

"Is that you talking, Rudolph?"
Poor Eva, who was quite unaware of the

presence of another prisoner, uttered a stifled

shriek
; with a cry of " Fly, quickly !

" the Baron
leapt from his bed, and headlong down the

wooden stairs they clattered for freedom.

n
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A dim vision of the thrlcc-bribed Dt

•creeching, "The car's ready for ye, sir I

•ncreased their speed.

Outside. . motor car stood panting bj
door, and In the youthful driver, turaine a

deZr^'
""' ""' '^ -°«'- »'» «-

an:«:jEft7^''^''^ '° -^ -
Some Oh. followed him; the door

slammed, and with a mighty throbbing
ibegan to move. ^

"Rudolph! Rudolph I" wailed a voice be!
them.

"2ank ze goodness sAe is not herel'^
claimed the Baron.

"Whisht I whisht I" he could hear Du^
expostulate. ^
With a violent start he turned to the fellc

passenger who had followed him in

hoarfe?
^°" ''''' Dugald?" he '

demand

"No-it's-it's me I I dursn't wait for n
dog-cart !

"

"Eva I "he murmured. "Oh,Himmei! V
shallldo?"

MSS^?-
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Only a screen of glass separated his two
rescuers, and the one had but to turn her head
and look inside, or the other to study with any
attention the roll of hair beneath their driver's
cap, in order to lead to most embarrassing con-
sequences. Not that it was his fault he should
receive such universal sympathy: but would
these charming ladies admit his innocence?
"How thoughtful of Dugald to have this

car " began Eva.

"Hush!" he muttered hoarsely. "Yes, it

was thoughtful, but you most not speak too
loudly."

"For fear ?" she smiled, and turned her
eyes mstinctively towards their driver.

" Excuse me," he murmured, sweeping her as
gently as possible from her seat and placing her
upon the floor.

"It vill not do for zem to see you," he ex-
plained in a whisper.

" How awful a position," he reflected. "Oh,
I hope it may still be dark ven we get to ze
station."

^

But with rising concern he presently perceived
that the telegraph posts along the roadside were
certainly grown plainer already ; he could even
see the two thin wires against a paling sky; the

l^?:#. ^w,^':¥YSSn.
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road behind was visible for half a mile ; tl

hill-tops might no longer be confounded wii
the clouds,~ day indubitably was breakinj
Also he recollected that to get from Lincol
Lodge to Torrydhulish Station one had to mak
a vast detour round half the loch ; and, furthe
began to suspect that though Miss Maddison'
driving was beyond reproach her knowledge c
topography was scarcely so dependable. Ii

point of fact she increased the distance by a
least a third, and all the whUe day was breakinj
more fatally clear.

To discourage Miss Gallosh's efforts at con
versation, yet keep her sitting contentedly upor
the floor; to appear asleep whenever Misj
Maddison turned her head and threw a glance
inside, and to devise some adequate explanation
against the inevitable discovery at the end ol
their drive, provided him with employment
worthy of a diplomatist's steel. But now, at
last, they were within sight of railway signals
and a long embankment ; and over a pine wood
a stream of smoke moved with a swelling roar.
Then into plain view broke the engine and
carriage after carriage racing behind. Regard-
less of risk, he leapt from his seat and flung
up the window, crying

—
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"Ach, look! Ve shall be late!"

"That train's going north," said Eleanor.
"Guess we've half an hour good before yours
conies in."

So little can mortals read the stars that he
heaved a sigh of relief, and even murmured—
"Ve have timed him very luckily!"

Ten minutes later they descended the hill to
Torrydhulish Station. The north-going train
had paid its brief call and vanished nearly from
sight again

; no one seemed to be moving about
the station, and the Baron told himself that
nothing worse remained than the exercise of
a little tact in parting with his deliverers.

••Ach! I shall carry it off gaily," he thought,
and leaping lightly to the ground, exclaimed
with a genial air, as he gave his hand to Eva—

" Veil
!
Now have I a leetle surprise for you,

ladies
!

"

Nor did he at all exaggerate their sensation.
"Miss Maddison!"

Alas, that it should be so far beyond the
power of mere inky words to express all that
was implied in Eva's accents!

"Miss Gallosh!"

Nor is it less impossible to supply the
significance of Eleanor's intonation.
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Ladies, ladies!" he implored, "do not, I

pray you, misunderstand I I vas not responsible

—I could not help it You both vould come
mit me! No, no, do not look so at me! I

mean not zat—I mean I could not do vizout

both of you. Ach, Himmell Vat do I say?
I should say zat—zat "

He broke oflf with a start of apprehension.

"Look! Zere comes a man mit a bicycle I

Zis is too public ! Come mit me into ze station

and I shall eggsplain! He waves his fist!

Come ! You vould not be seen here ?

"

He offered one arm to Eva, the other to

Eleanor; and so alarming were the gesticula-

tions of the approaching cyclist, and so be-

seeching the Baron's tones, that without more
ado they clung to him and hurried on to the

platform.

"Come to ze vaiting-room
!

" he whispered.

"Zere shall ve be safe!"

Alack for the luck of the Baron von
Blitzenberg! Out of the very door they were

approaching stepped a solitary lady, sole pas-

senger from the south train, and at the sight

of those three, linked arm in arm, she staggered

back and uttered a cry more piercing than the

^engine's distant whistle.
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"Rudolph I "cried this lady.

"Alicia!" gasped the Baron.
His rescuers said nothing, but clung to him

the more tightly, while in the Baroness's startled
eyes a harder light began to blaze.

"Who are these, Rudolph ?"

He cleared his throat, but the process seemed
to take some time, and in the meanwhile he felt
the grip of his deliverers relax.

" Who is that lady ? " demanded Eleanor.
" His wife," replied the Baroness.
The Baron felt his arms freed now ; but still

his Alicia waited an answer. It came at last
but not from the Baron's lips.

" W .11, here you all are I » said a cheerful
voice behind them.

II



CHAPTER XXXVII.

They turned as though they expected to see
an apparition. Nor was the appearance of the

speaker calculated to disappoint such expecta-

tions. Their startled eyes beheld indeed the

most remarkable figure that had ever wheeled
a bicycle down the platform of Torrydhulish

Station. Hatless, in evening clothes with blue

lapels upon the coat, splashed liberally with

mud, his feet equipped only with embroidered

socks and saturated pumps, his shirt-front be-

starred with souvenirs of all the soils for thirty

miles, Count Bunker made a picture that lived

long in their memories. Yet no foolish con-

sciousness of his plight disturbed him as he
addressed the Baron.

"Thank you, Baron, for escorting my fair

friends so far. I shall now take them off your

hands."

He smiled with pleasant familiarity upon
326



COUNT BUNKER 32^

the two astonished girls, and then started as
though for the first time he recognised the
Baroness.

"Baroness!" he cried, bowing profoundly,
" this is a very unexpected pleasure ! You came
by the early train, I presume? A tiresome
journey, isn't it?"

But bewilderment and suspicion were all that
he could read in reply.

" What—what are you doing here ?"

He was not in the least disconcerted.

"Meeting my cousins" (he indicated the
Misses Gallosh and Maddison with an amiable
glance). " whom the Baron has been kind enough
to look after till my arrival."

Audaciously approaching more closely, he
added, in a voice intended for her ear and the
Baron's alone

—

"I must throw myself, I see, upon your
mercy, and ask you not to tell any tales out of
school. Cousins, you know, don't always want
their meetings advertised,—do they. Baron ?»

Alicia's eye softened a little.

" Then, they are really your "

"Call 'em cousins, please! I have your
pledge that you won't tell ? Ah, Baron, your
charming wife and I understand one another."
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Then raising his voice for the benefit of the

company generally

—

"Well, you two will want to have a little

talk in the waiting-room, I've no doubt We
shall pace the platform. Very fit Rudolph's
looking, isn't he, Baroness? You've no idea
how his lungs have strengthened."

"His lungs!" exclaimed the Baroness in a
changed voice.

Giving the Baron a wink to indicate that

there lay the ace of trumps, he answered
reassuringly

—

"When you learn how he has improved
you'll forgive me, I'm sure, for taking him on
this little trip. Well, see you somewhere down
the line, no doubt,—I'm going by the same
train."

He watched them pass into the waiting-room,

and then turned an altered face to the two
dumbfoundered girls. It was expressive now
solely of sympathy and contrition.

"Let us walk a little this way," he began,
and thus having removed them safely from
earshot of the waiting-room door, he addressed
himself to the severest part of his task.

" My dear girls, I owe you I don't know how
many apologies for presuming to claim you as
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my friends. The acuteness of the emergency
is my only excuse, and I throw myself most
contritely upon your mercy!"

This second projection of himself upon a
lady's mercy proved as successful as the first.

" Well," said Eleanor slowly, " I guess may-
be we can forgive you for that; but what I

want to know is— what's happened?—who's
who ?—and where just exactly are we ?

"

"That's just what I want to know too,"

added Eva sadly.

Indeed, they both had a hint of tears in their

eyes, and in their voices.

"What has happened," replied the Count,
"is that a couple of thoughtless masqueraders
came up here to play a little joke, and sue-

ceeded in getting themselves into a scrape.

For your shore in getting us out of it we
cannot feel too grateful."

"But, who is ?" the girls began to-

gether, and then stopped, with a rise of colour
and a suspicion of displeasure in their inter-

change of eyes.

"Who is who? Well, my friend is the
Baron von Blitzenberg; and the lady is, as
she stated, his wife."

"Then all this time " began Eva.
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if
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*' He was married!" Eleanor finished for her.

"Oh, the heartless scoundrel! To think that
I rescued him!"

"I wouldn't have either!" said Eva; "I
mean if—if I had known he treated you so
badly."

"Treated me/ I was only thinking of you,
Miss Gallosh!"

"Dear ladies!" interposed the Count with
his ready tact, "remember his excuse."

" His excuse ?
"

"The beauty, the charm, the wit of the
lady who took by storm a heart not easily

captured! He himself, poor fellow, thought
it love-proof; but he had not then met Aer.

Think mercifully of him !

"

He was so careful to give no indication

which of the rival belles was "her," that each
was able to take to herself a certain mournful
consolation.

"That wasn't mucA excuse," said Eleanor,

yet with a less vindictive air.

" Certainly not vety much," murmured Eva.
" He ought to have thought of the pain he

was giving Aer," added Eleanor.

" Yes," said Eva. " Indeed he ought !

"

"Yes, that is true," allowed the Count;
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"but remember his punishment! To be
married already now proves to be less his

fault than his misfortune."

By this time he had insidiously led them
back to their car.

"And must you return at once?" he
exclaimed.

"We had better," said Eleanor, with a sus-

picion of a sigh. " Miss Gallosh, I'll drive

you home first"

" You're too kind, Miss Maddison."

"Oh, no!"

The Count assisted them in, greatly pleased

to see this amicable spirit Then shaking
hands heartily with each, he said

—

" I can speak for my friend with conviction,

because my own regard for the lady in ques-
tion is as deep and as sincere as his. Believe

me, I shall never forget her!"

He was rewarded with two of the kindest

smiles ever bestowed upon him, and as they
drove away each secretly wondered why she
had previously preferred the Baron to the

Count It seemed a singular folly.

" Two deuced nice girls," mused he ; "I do
believe I told 'em the truth in every particular!"

He watched their car dwindle to a scurrying'
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speck, and then strolled back thoughtfully to
purchase hb ticket

He found the signals down, and the far-off
clatter of the train distincUy audible through
the early morning air. A few minutes more
and he was stepping into a first-dass com-
partment, his remarkable costume earning (he
could not but observe) the pronounced atten-
tion of the guard. The Baron and Alicia, with
an air of mutual affection, entered another; both
the doors were closed, everything seemed ready,
yet the train lingered.

"Start ze train! Start ze train! I vill give
you a pound—two pound—tree pound, to start
him !

"

The Count leaped up and thrust his head
through the window.

"What the dickens !» thought he.
Hanging out of the other window he beheld

the clamant Baron urging the guard with
frenzied entreaty,

" But they're wanting to go by the train,
sir," said the guard.

"No, no. Zey do not! It is a mistake!
Start him!"

Following their gaze he saw, racing towards
them, the cause of their delay. It was a motor
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car, yet not the same that had so lately departed.
In this were seated a young man and an elderly
lady, both waving to hold back the train ; and
to his vast amazement he recognised in the
man Darius Maddison, junior, in the lady the
Countess of Grillyer.

The car stopped, the occupants alighted,
and the Countess, supported on the strong
arm of Ri, scuttled down the platform.

"Bonker, take her in mit you!" groaned
the Baron, and his head vanished from the
Count's sight.

Even this ordeal was not too much for
Bunker's fidelity.

" Madam, there is room here I " he announced
politely, as they swept past; but with set
faces they panted towards the doomed von
Blitzenbeig.

All of the tragedy that the Count, with
strained neck, could see or overhear, was a
vision of the Countess being pushed by the
guard and her escort into that first-class com-
partment whence so lately the Baron's crimson
visage had protruded, and the voice of Ri
stridently declaring

—

"Guess you'll recognise your momma this

time, Baron!"
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A whistle from the guard, another from the

engine, and they were off, clattering south-

wards in the first of the morning sunshine.

Inadequately attired, damp, hungry, and
divorced from tobacco as the Count was, he
yet could say to himself with the sincerest

honesty

—

" I wouldn't change carriages with the Baron
von Blitzenbeig—not even for a pair of dry
socks and a cigar I Alas, poor Rudolph I May
this teach all ]^oung men a lesson in sobriety

of conduct I

"

For which moral reflection the historian

feels it incumbent upon him, as a philosopher
and serious psychologist, to express his con-
scientious admiration.



EPILOGUE.

It was an evening in early August. luminous
and warm; the scene, a certain club now
emptied of all but a sprinkling of its members •

the festival, dinner ; and the persons of the
play, that gentleman lately known as Count
Bunker and his friend the Ba-on von Blitzen-
berg. The Count was habited in tweeds; the
Baron in evening dress.

"It vas good of you to come up to town
jost to see me," said the Baron.

"I'd have crossed Europe, Baron!"
The Baron smiled faintly. Evidently he

was scarcely in his most florid humour.
"I vish I could have asked you to mv

club, Bonker." y « «> my

"Are you dissatisfied with mine?"
"Oh no, no! But veil, zt fact is. it

vould be reported by some one if I took you
335
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n

to ze Regents. Bonker, she does have n

watched I"

"The Baroness?"

" Her mozzer."

"The deuce, laronl"

The diplomatist gloomily sipped his wine.

"You did hush it all up, eh?" he inquin

presently.

"Completely."

"Zank you. I vas so afraid of son

scandal
!

" ,

So were they; that's where I had 'em."

Did zey write in moch anger?"
" No—not very much ; rather nice letters,

fact"

The Baron began to cheer up.

"Ach, sol Vas zere any news of

—

:

Galloshes?"

"Yes, they seem very well. Old Rentoi

has caught a salmon. Gallosh hopes to g(

a fair bag
"

" Bot did zey say nozing about—about Mi:

Eva?"

"The letter was written by her, you see."

" SAe wrote to )um / Strange I

"

"Very odd. isn't it?"

>J
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The Baron meditated for a minute and then
mquired

—

"Vat of je Maddisons?"
"Well, I gather that Mr Maddison i« erect-mg an ibis house in connection with the aviary

Ri ha. gone to Khamskatka, but hopes to be
back by the 12th "

"And Eleanor—no vord of her?"
" It was she who wrote, don't you know."
"Eleanor-andalsotoyoul Bot vy should

she r

" Can't imagine ; can you ?
"

The Baron shook his head solemnly. - No
Bonker, I cannot"

'

For some moments he pondered over the
remarkable conduct of these ladies- and
then

—

he"ait.''"
^"^ '^ °^ "' Wallingfords?"

•• I had a short note from them."
"From him, or- "

" Her."

1
jy^^""***^*^ y<*" had any too ?"

" No
;
and I do not vant zem."

Y

I

"1!^^^
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Yet his immunity did not appear to exhilarate

the diplomatist

"Another bottle of the same," said Bunker

aside to the waiter.

It was an hour later; the scene and the

personages the same, but the atmosphere mar-

vellously altered.

" To ze ladies, Bonker I

"

" To her. Baron !

"

" To zem both
!

"

The genial ^eart, the magnanimous soul of

Rudolph von Blitzenberg had asserted their

dominion again. Depression, jealousy, repent-

ance, qualms, and all other shackles of the

spirit whatsoever, had fled discomfited. Now
at last he saw his late exploits in their true

heroic proportions, and realised his marvellous

good fortune in satisfying his aspirations so

gloriously. Raising his glass once more^ he

cried

—

"Dear Bonker, my heart he does go out

to you! Ach, you have given me soch a

treat Vunce more I schmell ze mountain

dew— I hear ze pipes— I gaze into loffly eyes

—I am ze noblest part of mineselfl Bonker,
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I vill defy ze mozzer of my wife! I drink to
you, my friend, mit hip—hip—hip—hooray !

"

"You have more than repaid me," replied
the Count, "by the spectacle you have pro-
vided. Dear Baron, it was a panorama cal-

culated to convert a continent!"

"To vat should it convert him?" inquired
the Baron with interest

"To a creed even merrier than Socialism,
more convivial than Total Abstinence, and
more perfectly designed for human needs than
Esperanto,—the gospel of 'Cheer up.'"

"Sheerup?" repeated the Baron, whose ac-
quaintance with the English words used in
commerce and war was singulariy intimate,
but who was occasionally at fault with terms
of less portentous import

"A name given to the bridge that crosses
the Slough of Despond," explained the Count
The Baron still seemed puzzled. "I am

not any wiser," said he.

"Never cease thanking Heaven for that!"
cried Bunker fervently. "The man who once
dubs himself wise is the jest of gods and the
plague of mortals."

With this handsome tribute to the character
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and attainments of one of these heroes, and
the Baronial roar that congratulated the other
our chronicle may fittingly leave them; since
the mutual admiration of two such catholic
critics la surely more significant than the
colder approval of a mere historiaa

THE END.
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